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THE TACTICS OF MISTAKE

Gordon R. Dickson

Trouble rather the tiger in hislair than the sage amongst his books. For to you
Kingdoms and their armies are things mighty and enduring, but to him they are but
toys of the moment, to be overturned by the flicking of a finger ...

LESSONS: Anonymous

The young lieutenant-colonel was drunk, apparently, and determined to rush upon disaster.

He came limping into the paceship's dining lounge the first night out from Denver on the flight to
Kultis, arow of bright service ribbons on the jacket of his green dress uniform, and looked about. He
was atdl, lean officer, youthful to hold the rank he wore in the Expeditionary Forces of Earth's Western
Alliance; and at first glance his open-featured face looked cheerful to the point of harmlessness.

He gazed around the room for afew seconds, while the steward tried unsuccessfully to steer him of f
to abooth nearby, set for asingle diner. Then, ignoring the steward, he turned and headed directly for the
table of Dow deCasdtries.

The white-faced, waspish little man called Pater Ten, who was dways at deCastries elbow, dipped
away from his chair asthe officer approached, and went toward the steward, till staring blank-faced
with dismay after the lieutenant-colondl. As Peter Ten approached, the steward frowned and bent
forward to talk. Thetwo of them spoke for amoment in low voices, glancing back at the
lieutenant-colond, and then went quickly out of the lounge together.

The lieutenant-colond reached the table, pulled up an empty float seat from the adjoining table
without waiting for an invitation and seeted himsalf across from the tawny-haired, beautiful young girl at
deCadtries|€ft.

"Privilege of first night out, they tell me," he said pleasantly to dl of them at thetable. "We st where
welike at dinner and meet our fellow passengers. How do you do?!

For a second no one spoke. DeCadtries only smiled, the thin edge of asmilethat barely curved the
lipsin his handsome face, framed by the touches of gray inthe black hair at histemples. For five years,
now, Secretary of Outworlds Affairsfor Earth's Codlition of Eastern Nations, he was known for success
with women; and his dark eyes had concentrated on the tawny-haired girl ever since he had invited
her—with her mercenary soldier father and the Exotic Outbond who made up the third in their party—to
join histable, earlier. Therewas no obviousthregt in that smile of his; but reflexively at the sght of it, the
girl frowned dightly and put ahand on the arm of her father, who had leaned forward to speak.

"Colond ... " The mercenary wore the pocket patch of an officer from the Dorsai World, under
contract to the Bakhallan Exatics, and hewas afull colond. His darkly tanned face with its stiffly waxed
mustache might have looked ridiculousif it had not been as expressionlessy hard as the butt-plate of a
conerifle. He broke off, feding the hand on his deeve, and turned to look at his daughter; but her
attention was dl on theinterloper.

"Colond," she said to him in her turn—and her young voi ce sounded annoyed and concerned at once,
after theflat, clipped tones of her father, "don't you think you ought to lie down for awhile?"

"No," said the lieutenant-colonel, looking at her. She caught her breath, finding hersaf seized,
suddenly like abird on the hand of agiant, by the strange and powerful attention of hisgray


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

eyes—entirely a odds with the harmless gppearance he had given on entering the room. Those eyes held
her momentarily helpless, so that without warning she was conscious of being at the exact focus of his
vision, naked under the spotlight of hisjudgment.” ... | dont,” she heard him say.

She sat back, shrugging her tanned shoulders above her green dinner gown, and managed to pull her
gaze fromitsdirect link with his. Out of the corner of her eye she saw him look about the table, from the
blue-robed Exotic at itsfar end, back past her father and hersdf to the dark, faintly smiling deCastries.

"l know you, of course, Mr. Secretary,” he went on to deCastries. "In fact, | picked this particular
flight to Kultisjust so | could meet you. I'm Cletus Grahame—head of the Tactics Department at the
Western Alliance Military Academy until last month. Then | put in for transfer to Kultis—to Bakhala, on
Kultis”

Helooked over at the Exatic. "The purser tells me you're Mondar, Outbound from Kultisto the
Enclavein &. Louis," he sad. "Bakhadlas your hometown, then."

"The capitdl of BakhdlaColony," said the Exatic, "not just atown, nowdays, Colond. Y ou know, I'm
surewe're dl pleased to meet you, Cletus. But do you think it's good judgment for an officer in the armed
forces of the Allianceto try to mix with Codition people?’

"Why not—on shipboard?’ said Cletus Grahame, smiling unconcernedly a him. Y ou're mixing with
the secretary, and it's the Codlition who's supplying Neuland with arms and materid. Besides, as| say,
it'sthefirg night out.”

Mondar shook his head. "Bakhallaand the Codition aren't a war," he said. "Thefact the Codlition's
given some aid to Neuland Colony is beside the point.”

"The Alliance and the Codition aren't at war," said Cletus, "and the fact that they're backing different
sdesin the brush war between you and Neuland's beside the point.”

"It's hardly beside the point—" began Mondar. But then he was interrupted.

There was asudden hush in the buzz of conversation about the lounge. While they had been talking,
the steward and Pater Ten had returned, behind an impressvely large, uniformed man wearing the stripes
of agpacdiner'sfirs officer, who now reached the table and dropped a big hand heavily on Cletus
shoulder.

"Colond," said the shipman, loudly, "thisisa Swiss ship of neutra registry. We carry Alliance and
Codlition people, both, but we don't like political incidents on shipboard. Thistable belongsto the
Coalition Secretary of Outworlds Affairs, Dow deCastries. Y our placeis back there acrossthe
room..."

But from the first word, Cletus paid him no attention. Instead, he looked back to the girl—at her
aone—and smiled and raised hiseyebrows asif leaving it up to her. He made no moveto rise from the
table.

Thegirl glared back at him but till he did not move. For along second her glare held; then it wavered
and broke. She turned to deCastries.

"Dow ... " shesad, interrupting the ship's officer, who had begun to repeat hiswords.

DeCadtries thin smile widened dightly. He, too, raised his eyebrows, but with adifferent expresson
than Cletus. He let her gaze appedingly at him for along second before he turned to the shipman.

"It'sdl right,” he said, hisdeep, musicd voice stilling the voice of the other, ingtantly. "The colond's
just making use of hisfirg-night privilegesto st where he wants."

The shipman's face reddened. His hand dropped dowly from Cletus shoulder. Suddenly hissize
made him seem no longer large and impressive, but clumsy and conspicuous.

"Yes, Mr. Secretary,” he said gtiffly, "1 see. Sorry to have botheredyou dl ... "
He darted a glance of pure hatred at Pater Ten, which affected the little man no more than the



shadow of arain cloud affects the glowing radiance of awhite-hot iron ingot; and, carefully avoiding the
eyes of the other passengers, he turned and waked from the lounge. The steward had aready
evaporated, at deCadiries first words. Pater Ten did into the seat he had vacated earlier, scowling at
Cletus.

"About the Exotic Enclave a . Louis," Cletus said to Mondar—he did not seem to be disturbed by
what had just happened—"they've been very good about lending me library materiasfor research.”

"Oh?' Mondar's face was politely interested. ™Y ou're awriter, Colonel ?*

"A scholar,” sad Cletus. Hisgray eyesfastened now on the Exatic. "I'm writing volumefour right

now, of atwenty-volume work | started three years ago—on tactics and strategica considerations. But
never mind that now. May | meset therest of the people here?!

Mondar nodded. "I'm Mondar, asyou say."

"Colonel Eachan Khan," he said, turning to the Dorsal at hisright, "may | introduce
Lieutenant-Colond Cletus Grahame of the Alliance forces?’

"Honored, Colond," said Eachan Khan, in aclipped, old-fashioned British accent.

"Honored to meet you, Sir," said Cletus,

"And Colonel Khan's daughter, Melissa Khan," went on Mondar.

"Hdlo." Cletussmiled again a her.

"How do you do?' shesaid, coldly.

"Our host, Secretary Dow deCadtries, you've already recognized,” Mondar said. "Mr.
Secretary—Colond Cletus Grahame."

"I'm afraidit'salittlelate to invite you to dinner, Colone," said deCastries deeply. "Therest of us
have eaten." He beckoned the steward. "We can offer you somewine."

"And, finally, the gentleman on the secretary'sright,” said Mondar. "Mr. Peter Ten. Mr. Ten'sgot an
eldetic memory, Colond. You'l find he's got an encyclopedic fund of knowledge on just about
everything."

"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Ten," said Cletus. "Maybe | ought to arrange to borrow you, instead of
library materids, for my next research.”

"Don't bother!" said Pater Ten, unexpectedly. He had a creaky, high-pitched, but surprisingly
carrying, voice. "'l looked at your first three volumes—wild theories, backed up by warmed-over military
history. They must've been going to kick you out of the Academy if you hadn't requested atransfer first.
Anyway, you're out. Now, who'll read you? Y ou'll never finish afourth book."

"l told you," said Mondar in the conversationd pause that followed this smal verba explosion. Cletus
was gazing at the smdl man with afaint smile not unlike that of deCadtries, earlier. "Mr. Ten hasan
encyclopedic fund of knowledge."

"l seewhat you mean,” said Cletus. "But knowledge and conclusions are two different things. That's
why I'll befinishing dl sixteen of the other volumesin spite of Mr. Ten'sdoubts. In fact that'swhy I'm
headed for Kultis, now, to make sure | get them written."

"That'sright—haul victory out of defeat there," creaked Pater Ten. "Win thewar a Bakhdlain six
weeks and become an Alliance hero.”

"Y es, not such abad idea," said Cletus, asthe lounge steward deftly did aclean wineglassin front of
him and filled it from the bottle of canary-ydlow liquid on thetable. "Only it isn't either the Alliance or the
Coadition that'sgoing to win inthelong run.”

"That's a strong statement, Colonel,” said deCadtries. "Also, alittle close to treason, isn't it? That part
about the Alliance, spoken by an Alliance officer?



"You think 07" Cletus said, and smiled. "Is someone here thinking of reporting me?"

"Possibly." There was abruptly anote of something chilling in deCastries deep voice. "Meanwhile, it's
interesting to hear you talk. What makes you think it won't be either the Alliance or the Codli- tion that'll
end up having the strongest voice among the colonies on Kultis?!

"Thelaws of historical development,” said Cletus, "are working to that end.”

"Laws," said MdissaKhan, angrily. The tension she had been feding beneath the cam talk had
become too much to bear. "Why does everybody think"—she glanced a moment, amost bitterly at her
father—"that theré's some impractica set of principles or theories or codes that everybody ought to live
by? It's practica people who make things happen! Y ou have to be practical, nowdays, or you might as
well be dead.”

"Mdissa," sad deCadtries, smiling at her, "honorsthe practica man. I'm afraid | have to agree with
her. Practical experience works."

"As opposed to theories, Colond,” flung in Pater Ten, gibingly, "as opposed to bookish theories.
Wait'll you get out among practicd field officersin the Neuland-Bakhdlajunglein apractical fire-fight,
and discover what war'sredlly like! Wait'll you hear your first energy weapon sending its sizzle overhead,
and youll find out—"

"He's wearing the Alliance Medal of Honor, Mr. Ten."

The sudden, flat, clipped tones of Eachan Khan chopped across the small man'stiradelike an ax. In
the new silence Eachan pointed a steady, brown forefinger at the red, white and gold bar at the far right
of the row of ribbons decorating Cletus jacket.

The slence continued amoment at the table.
"Colond," said Eachan, "what's the trouble with your leg?’

Cletus grinned wryly. "It's part prosthetic about the knee, now," he said. "Perfectly comfortable, but
you can notice it when | walk." He looked back at Pater Ten. "Actualy, Mr. Ten's pretty closeto being
right about my practica military experience. | only had three months of active duty after being
commissioned, during the last Alliance—Codlition brush war on Earth seven yearsago.”

"But you ended up those three months with the Meda of Honor," said Mdlissa. The expression with
which she had watched him before had now changed completely. She swung about to Pater Ten. "l
suppose that's one of the few things you don't know anything about, though?”

Pater Ten stared hatingly back at her.
"Do you, Pater?" murmured deCastries.

"There was a Lieutenant Grahame decorated seven years ago by the Alliance," spat out Peter Ten.
"Hisdivison had made an attack drop and landing on aPeacificidand held by our garrisons. Thedivison
was routed and cut up, but Lieutenant Grahame managed to put together a guerrillaforce that was
successful in bottling our people up in their strong fortified areas until Alliance reinforcements camea
month later. Heran into atraveling mine the day before he would have been relieved. They stuck himin
their Academy because he couldn't qualify physicaly for field duty after that.”

There was ancther, but shorter, moment of silence at thetable.

"S0," said deCadtries, in an oddly thoughtful tone, turning in hisfingersthe haf-filled wineglasson the
tablecloth before him, "it seems the scholar was ahero, Colond.”

"No, Lord no," said Cletus. "The lieutenant was arash soldier, that'sdl. If I'd understood things then
aswdl as| do now, I'd never have runinto that mine."



"But here you are—headed back to where the fighting isl" said Melissa
"That'strue," said Cletus, "but as| said, I'm awiser man now. | don't want any more medals.”

"What do you want, Cletus?' asked Mondar, from the end of the table. The Outbond had been
watching Cletuswith an un-Exotic-like intengty for some few minutes now.

"He wants to write sixteen more volumes," sneered Pater Ten.

"Asameatter of fact, Mr. Ten'sright,” said Cletus quietly to Mondar. "What | redly wanttodois
finish my work on tactics. Only I'vefound out first I'm going to have to create the conditions they'll apply
to."

"Win thewar on Neuland in sixty days" said Peter Ten. "Just as| said.”

"Lesstimethan that, | think," said Cletus, and he gazed calmly about at the sudden changes of
expression on the faces of al but Mondar and Pater Ten.

"You must believe in yoursdf asamilitary expert, Colond," said deCadtries. Like Mondar's, his gaze
upon Cletus had grown interested.

"But I'm not an expert,” said Cletus. "I'm ascholar. Theres adifference. An expert'saman who
knows agreat deal about his subject. A scholar's someone who knows al thereisthat's available to be
known about it."

"It'sdill only theories,” said Melissa. Shelooked a him puzzledly.
"Yes," hesaid to her, "but the effective theorist's got an advantage over the practician.”

She shook her head, but said nothing—sinking back against the cushion of her seet, gazing at him with
her lower Up caught between her teeth.

"I'm afraid I'd have to agree with Mdissaagain,” said deCastries. For amoment his gaze was
hooded, asif helooked inward rather than outward a them all. "I've seen too many men with nothing but
theory get trampled on when they ventured out into the real world.”

"Menarered," sad Cletus. "So are wegpons ... But strategies? Political consequences? They're no
more red than theories. And asound theorist, used to dedling with unreal things, is a better manipulator
of them than the man used to dealing only with the red toolsthat are actudly only end products ... Do
you know anything about fencing?'

DeCadtries shook his head.

"l do," said Eachan.

"Then maybe you'll recognize thetactic infencing | use asan examplefor somel cdl the tactics of
mistake. It'sin the volume I'm writing now." Cletusturned to him. "The fencing tactic isto launch a series
of attacks, each inviting ripostes, so that there's a pattern of engages and disengages of your blade with
your opponent's. Y our purpose, however, isn't to strike home with any of these preliminary attacks, but
to carry your opponent's blade alittle more out of line with each disengage so gradualy he doesn't notice
you're doing it. Then, following the final engage, when his blade has been drawvn completely out of line,
you thrust home againgt an essentialy unguarded man.”

"Take adamn good fencer," said Eachan, flatly.
"Theresthat, of course,” said Cletus.

"Yes" sad deCadtries, dowly, and waited for Cletusto look back at him. "Also, it sseems atactic
pretty well restricted to the fencing floor, where everything's done according to set rules.”

"Oh, but it can be applied to dmost any stuation,” said Cletus. There were coffee cups, asyet
unfilled, spaced about the table. He reached out and captured three of these and lined them up, upside
down between himself and deCastries. Then he reached into abow! of sugar cubes standing on the table
and brought hisfist back to drop a cube onto the tablecloth by the central cup.



He covered the sugar cube with the central cup and moved al the cups about, interchanging their
positions rapidly. Then he stopped.

"Y ou've heard of the old shell game," he said to deCastries. "Which one of those cups would you say
the sugar cube's under?”

DeCadtries|ooked at the cups but made no attempt to reach out to them. "None of them," he said.

"Just for purposes of illustration—will you pick one, anyway?" asked Cletus.

DeCadries amiled. "Why not?' hesaid.

He reached out and lifted the middle cup. His smile vanished for a second and then returned again. In
plain view sat asugar cube, white againgt white on the tablecl oth.

"Atleadt," said deCadtries, "you're an honest shell-game operator.”

Cletustook up the middle cup, which deCastries had set down, and covered the sugar cube. Once
again herapidly switched around the positions of the overturned cups.

"Try it again?' he asked deCadtries.

"If you want." Thistime deCastries choseto lift the cup at the right end of the row asit faced him.
Another sugar cube was exposed.

"Once more?’ said Cletus. Again he covered the cube and mixed the cups. DeCastries picked up the
cup now in the center and put it down with some force when he saw the sugar cube he had exposed.

"What'sthis?' he said. His smile was definitely gone now. "What'sthe point of al this?'
"It seemsyou can't lose, Mr. Secretary, when | control the game,” said Cletus.

DeCastries looked penetratingly at him for a second, then covered the cube and sat back, glancing at
Pater Ten.

"Y ou movethe cupsthistime, Peter," he said.

Smiling malicioudy at Clems, Pater Ten rose and switched the cups about—but so dowly that
everyone at the table easily kept track of the cup deCastries had last handled. That particular cup ended
up once morein the middle. DeCastries|ooked at Cletus and reached for the cup to the right of the one
that plainly contained the cube. His hand hesitated, hovered over it for amoment, and then drew back.
Hisamilereturned.

"Of course," he said, looking at Cletus, "I don't know how you do it, but | do know that if | lift that
cup ther€lll be asugar cube under it." His hand moved to the cup at the opposite end of theline. "And if |
choose thisone, it'll probably be there?"

Cletus said nothing. He only smiled back.

DeCastries nodded. The customary easiness of his manner had returned to him. "Infact,” he sad, "the
only cup | can be sure doesn't have asugar cube under it isthe one that we al know must have a
cube—theoneinthemiddle. Am right?'

Cletusill only smiled.

"l amright," said deCadtries. He extended his hand out over the centra cup for a second, watching
Cletus eyes, then withdrew the hand. "And that was what you were after, in this demonstration with the
cups and sugar cubes, wasn't it, Colonel? Y our aim was to make me figure out the situation just theway |
have—but aso to make me so unsure of mysdlf after being wrong threetimesin arow, that I'd till have
to turn the center cup over to prove to mysdlf it really was empty. Y our redl purpose wasto strike a my
confidence in my own judgment according to these Tactics of Mistake of yours, waan't it?"

He reached out and snapped the centra cup with hisfingernail so that it rang with a sound like that of
asmdl, flat-toned bell.



"But I'm not going to turn it over," he went on, looking at Cletus. "Y ou see, having reasoned it out,
I've gone one step further and worked out your purposein trying to make me do it. Y ou wanted to
impressme. Wdll, | am impressed—but only alittle. And in token of just how little, suppose we leave the
cup sitting there, unturned? What do you say?"

"| say your reasoning's excellent, Mr. Secretary.” Cletus reached out and gathered in the other two

cups upside down, covering the mouth of each briefly with his hand before turning them right-side-up to
expose their empty, open mouthsto the lounge ceiling. "What else can | say?”

"Thank you, Colond," said deCastries, softly. He had leaned back in his chair and his eyes had
narrowed down to dits. He reached out now with hisright hand to take the stem of hiswineglassand
rotate it once more between thumb and forefinger with precise quarter turns, asif screwing it delicately
down into the white tablecloth. "Now, you said something earlier about taking thisflight to Kultisonly
because you knew I'd be on it. Don't tell me you went to dl that trouble just to show me your tactical
shdl game?'

"Only partly," said Cletus. The tension in the atmosphere around the table had suddenly increased,
athough the voices of both Cletus and deCastries remained pleasant and relaxed. "'l wanted to meet you,
Mr. Secretary, because I'm going to need you to arrange things so | can finish my work on tactics."”

"Oh?" said deCastries, "And just how did you expect meto help?'

"Opportunities ought to present themsalvesto both of us, Mr. Secretary"—Cletus pushed back his
chair and stood up—"now that you've met me and know what I'm after. With that much doneit's
probably time for meto gpologize for intruding on your dinner party and leave—"

"Just amoment, Colonel ... " purred deCastries.

A smdl sound of bresking glassinterrupted them. Melissas wineglass lay spilled and shattered againgt
asaucer before her, and she was pushing herself unsteadily to her feet, one hand holding her forehead.

"No, no—it'sdl right!" she said to her father. "I'm just alittle dizzy, suddenly, that'sdl. I'll golie
down ... No, Dad, you stay here! Colonel Grahame, you can help meto my cabin, can't you—aslong
asyou are leaving anyway."

"Of course,”" said Cletus.

He came quickly around the table and she took hold of hisarm. She wastall, and she leaned the not

inconsiderable weight of her healthy young body heavily againgt him. Almost irritably, she waved her
father and deCastries back into their seats.

"Redly!" shesad. Her voice sharpened. "I'm dl right. | just want to lie down for abit. Will you please
not make afussabout it? Colond ... "

"Right here,” said Cletus. They moved off together dowly, she till leaning againgt him asthey crossed
the lounge and went out into the corridor turning left.

She continued to lean on him until they had made aturn in the corridor that hid them from the lounge
entrance, then she stopped abruptly, straightened up and pulled away turning to face him.

"I'madl right,” shesaid. "l just had to do something to get you out of there. Y ou aren't drunk at al!”
"No," said Cletus, good-humoredly. "And not avery good actor either, evidently.”

"Y ou couldn't have fooled me, if youwerel | canfed ... " She half-raised her hand, fingers spread
out asif to touch him on the chest; and then dropped the hand abruptly as helooked curioudy at it. "I can
seeright through people like you. Never mind that. 1t would have been bad enough if you were drunk.
Trying to play gameswith aman like Dow deCastried”



"l wasn't exactly playing games," said Cletus, soberly.

"Oh, don't tel mel" she said. "Don't you think | know what kind of idiots professond soldiers can
make of themselves when they try to deal with people outside their own specia military world? But a
Medd of Honor means something to me, even if most civilians don't know what it is" Her eyes had
dipped into line with his again. She amost wrenched her gaze away. "And that'swhy | hel ped get you
away from him just now. Theonly reason! ... And I'm not going to do it again!™

"| seg" sad Cletus.

"S0 you get back to your cabin now, and stay there! Stay away from Dow deCastries from now on.
From Dad and me, too ... Areyou listening?"

"Of course," said Cletus. "But I'll see you the rest of the way to your cabin, at least.”
"No thanks. | can get there by mysdif.”

"What if someone seesyou doing just that and the word gets back to the Secretary that your dizziness
cleared up thisquickly, once you were out of the lounge?"

She glared at him, turned and stalked off down the corridor. Cletus caught up with her in two long
gridesand fell into step.

"About professona soldiers” he said, mildly. "Oneisn't just likeanother ... "

She stopped and faced him abruptly, forcing him to stop aso. "'l suppose,” she said, grimly, "you think
my father never was anything but amercenary.”

"Of coursenat,” Cletussaid. "A lieutenant-generd in the Royd Army of Afghanistan, wasn't he, up
until ten yearsor so ago?”’

She gtared at him. "How did you know?' Her tone was accusing.

"Military history—even recent military hisory—is part of my field," hesad. "The University
Revolution at Kabul twelve years ago, which ended up by taking over the government at Kabul, is part of

it. The Afghanistani Army wouldn't have had more than one General Eachan Khan. He must have
emigrated from Earth not more than a couple of years after the takeover."

"Hedidn't haveto leavel" she said. "They gill wanted him in the Army, even after Afghanistan gave up
itsindependence to become a sector area of the Codition. But there were other things ... " She broke
off.

"Other things?" asked Cletus.

"Y ou wouldn't understand!" She turned and began walking once more down the corridor. But, after a
few steps, the words came from her asif she could not keep themin. "My mother had died ... and ...
Salaam Badshahi Daulat Afghani stan—when they began enforcing the death penaty for anyone
snging the old Afghanistani anthem, he resigned. So he emigrated—to the Dorsai."

"It'sanew world full of soldiersthere, | understand,” said Cletus. "It shouldn't have been too—"

"They found him work as a captain—a captain in amercenary battaion!" sheflashed a him. "And
sincethen, in ten years, he's managed to work hisway just back up to colonel—and there helll stay.
Because the Dorsa mercenaries can't find employment for anything larger than a short regiment—and
after his expenses are paid we don't have enough left over from what he makesto visit Earth, let lone
live there again, unless the Exotics or someone pay our way there on officid business.

Cletusnodded. "1 see," he said. "But it'samistake for you to try to mend things through deCastries.
He's not capable of being influenced the way you hope.”

"Mendthings... " Sheturned her head and stared at him, meeting hiseyesthistime in unthinking
shock, her face suddenly pale.

"Of course" said Cletus. "'I'd been wondering what you were doing at histable. Y ou'd have been



underage at the time your father emigrated to the Dorsai, so you must have dua Codition-Dorsai
citizenship. Y ou have theright to go back and live on Earth any time you want to take up your Codition
citizenship. But your father can't be repatriated except by specia political dispensation, which isamost
impossibleto get. Either you or he must think you can get deCadtriesto help you with that—"

"Dad'sgot nothing to do withit!" Her voice wasfierce. "What kind of aman do you think heis?"

Helooked at her. "No. You'reright of course," he said. "It must have been your idea. HE'S not the
type. | grew up inamilitary family back on Earth, and he reminds me of some of the generalsI'm related
to. Infact, if | hadn't wanted to be a painter—"

"A painter?' She blinked at the sudden change of topic.

"Yes" said Cletus, amiling alittlewryly. "l wasjust starting to meke aliving at it when my draft
number came up, and | decided to go into the Alliance Military Academy after dl, the way my family had
wanted me to from the beginning. Then | got wounded, of course, and discovered | liked the theory of
military art. So painting got left behind."

While he was talking she had come to a halt automatically before one of the stateroom doors lining
the long, narrow corridor. But she made no attempt to open it. Instead she stood, staring a him.

"Why did you ever leave teaching at the Academy, then?" she asked.
"Someone," he said, humoroudly, "hasto make the worlds safe for scholars like mysdf.”

"By making apersona enemy out of Dow deCastries?' she said, increduloudly. "Didn't it teach you
anything when he saw through your game with the teacups and the sugar cubes?!

"But hedidnt,” said Cletus. "Oh, | ought to admit he did avery good job of covering up thefact he
hadn't."

"He covered up?"

"Certainly," Cletus answered. "He lifted the first cup out of over-confidence, fegling sure he could
handle whatever came of my shell game. When he turned up the first cube he thought | had blundered,
not he. With the second cube, he revised hisideas, but was sill overconfident enough to try again. When
he turned up the third cube he finaly woke to the fact that the game was completely under my control. So
he had to find an excuse for stopping it and refusing to choose afourth time.”

She shook her head. "Thisisal thewrong way around,” she said, unbelievingly. ™Y ou're twisting what
happened to make it look the way you want it."

"No," said Cletus. "DeCastries was the one who twisted it, with his actudly very clever explanation of
why he wouldn't lift acup afourth time. The only trouble was, it was afa se explanation. He knew held
find asugar cube under any cup helifted.”

"How could he?"

"Because | had cubes under al three cups, of course,” said Cletus. "When | lifted one cube from the
bowl, I pamed two others. By the time he got around to the fourth choice, deCastries had probably
figured that out. The fact that the game turned out to be the avoiding of finding a cube, instead of trying to
find one, mided him at first. But pointing it out by then would have been too late to kegp him from
looking foolish at having played the game three times aready. People like deCastries can't afford to ook
foolish."

"But why did you do it?' Melissadmost cried. "Why do you want to make an enemy like that?"

"l need to get him involved with me," said Cletus, "so | can make use of him. Unless| can make him
annoyed enough to thrugt, | can't parry. And only by successfully continuing to parry every atempt he
makes can | findly get hiswhole attention ... Now you see," he went on, alittle more gently, "why you
ought to be worrying about your own involvement with Dow deCadtriesinstead of mine. | can handle
him. On the other hand, you—"



"You ... " Suddenly blazing with anger, she turned and jerked open the door. ™Y ou absolute—go mix
yourself up with Dow. Get yoursalf chewed up to mincemest. | hope you do. But stay away from
me ... And from Dad! Do you hear me?"

Helooked at her, and adight shadow of something like pain passed through him. "Of course," he
said, stepping back. "If that'swhat you want.”

She went in, damming the door behind her. He stood for asecond, looking at its blank surface. For a
moment with her there, the salf-imposed barrier of isolation he had set up around himself many years ago,
when he found others did not understand him, had almost melted. But it was back now.

He drew a short, deep bregath that was almost asigh. Turning, he went off down the corridor in the
direction of hisown stateroom.

4

For the next four days Cletus punctualy avoided Mdissaand her father—and wasignored in turn by
deCadtries and Pater Ten. Mondar, on the other hand, grew to be amost a close acquaintance, a
circumstance Cletus found not only pleasant, but interesting.

Thefifth day out from Earth, the spacdiner went into parking orbit around Kultis. Like its Sster planet
Mara, Kultiswas a green, warm world with transient icecaps and only two mgor continental masses,
north and south, asit had been true with Earth during the Gondwandaand period of the home planet's
geological past. The shuttleboats from the chief cities of the various Kultan colonies began to come up to
take off passengers.

On ahunch, Cletustried to phone down to Alliance Headquartersin Bakhallafor reporting and
billeting information. But the space-to-surface circuitswere dl tied up by the party for Neuland, in the
forward evacuation lounge. Which meant, Cletus discovered with alittle quiet inquiry, Pater Ten speaking
for Dow deCadtries. This, of course, was blatant favoritism on the part of avessel of supposedly neutral
registry. Cletus hunch flowered into suspicion. One of those calls could well be concerned with him.

Glancing around as he turned from the phone, Cletus caught sight of the blue robe of Mondar, who
was standing by the closed hatch of the midship lounge, only afew steps from Melissaand Eachan Khan.
Cletuslimped briskly over to the Exatic.

"Phonestied up,” Cletus said. "Thought I'd ask Alliance ForcesHQ for instructions. Tell me, isthere
much activity in closeto Bakhalaby Neuland guerrillas these days?!

"Right up to our front doors," answered Mondar. He looked at Cletus shrewdly. "What's the matter?
Just now remembering how you impressed Dow at dinner, that first day on board here?

"That?" Cletuslifted an eyebrow. ™Y ou mean deCastries goes to the trouble of making specia
guerrillatargets out of every light colonel he meets?"

"Not every one, of course,” said Mondar, and smiled. "But in any case there's no cause for darm.
Y oull beriding into Bakhdlawith Mdissa, Eachan and mysdf in acommand car.”

"That's reassuring,” said Cletus. But histhoughts were dready hafway e sewhere. Clearly, whatever
effect he had achieved with Dow deCastries had been at least partly transparent to Mondar. Which was
al right, he thought. Thetrall he had laid out toward his announced goa was baited dong itslength for
just the sort of subtle mind that could envision purposes at work invisible to less perceptive men. It was
that sort of mind deCastries possessed, and Mondar's was complex and degp enough in its own way to
prove auseful control subject.

A gong rang through the lounge, cutting through the sounds of conversation.

"Shuttleboat for Bakhalla, now docking," droned thefirst officer's voice from awall spesker. " Now
docking, midships lounge hatch, the shuttleboat for Bakhalla. All passengers for Bakhalla should



beready to board ... "

Cletusfound himsalf swept forward as the hatch opened, reveding the bright meta connecting tunnel
to the shuttleboat. He and Mondar were separated by the crowd.

The shuttleboat was little more than a cramped, uncomfortable, space- and atmosphere-going bus. It
roared, dropped, plunged, jerked and finally skidded them all to ahalt on acircle of scarred brown
concrete surrounded by broad-leaved jungle—a green backdrop laced with what seemed to be threads
of scarlet and bright yellow.

Shuffling out of the shuttleboat door into the bright sunlight, Cletus stepped alittle asde from the
throng to get his bearings. Other than asmall termind building some fifty yards off, there was no obvious
sgn of man except the shuttleboat and the concrete pad. The jungle growth towered over ahundred feet
high initssurrounding circle. An ordinary, rather pleasant tropica day, Cletusthought. He looked about
for Mondar—and was abrupitly jolted by a something like a soundless, emotiond thunderclap.

Even asit jarred him, he recognized it from its reputation. It was "reorientation shock"—the abrupt
impact of awhole spectrum of differences from the familiar experienced al a once. His
absent-mindedness as he had stepped out into thisamost Earth-like scene had heightened its effect upon
him.

Now, as the shock passed, he recognized all at once that the sky was not blue so much as
bluish-green. The sun was larger and a deeper golden yellow than the sun of Earth. The red and yellow
threads in the foliage were not produced by flowers or vines, but by actua veins of color running through
theleaves. And the air was heavily humid, filled with odors that intermingled to produce a scent
something like that of amixture of grated nutmeg and crushed grass sems. Also, it wasvibrant with a
low-level but steady chorus of insect or animd criesranging from the sounds like the high tones of atoy
tin flute to the mellow booming of an empty wooden barrel being thumped—abut al with a creskiness
foreign to the voices of Earth.

Altogether the total impact of light, color, odor and sound, even now that the first shock was passed,
caught Cletus up in amomentary immohility, out of which he recovered to find Mondar's hand on his
elbow.

"Here comes the command car,” Mondar was saying, leading him forward. The vehicle he mentioned
was just emerging from behind the termind building with the wide shape of a passenger float-bus behind
it. "Unless youd rather ride the bus with the luggage, the wives and the ordinary civilians?'

"Thanks, no. I'll joinyou," said Cletus.
"Thisway, then," said Mondar.

Cletus went with him as the two vehicles came up and hated. The command car was amilitary,
plasma-powered, air-cushion transport, with haf-treadsit could lower for unusualy rough cross-country
going. Over dl, it waslike an armored version of the sports cars used for big game hunting. Eachan Khan
and Melissawere dready inside, occupying one of thefacing pair of passenger seats. Up front on the
open seat sat around-faced young Army Spec 9 at the controls, with adally gun beside him.

Cletus glanced at the clumsy hand weapon with interest as he climbed aboard the car over the
right-sdetreads. It wasthefirst dally gun he had seen in usein the field—although he had handled and
even fired one back at the Academy. It was crossbreed—no, it was an out-and-out mongrel of a
wegpon—designed originaly asariot-control gun and al but usdessin thefied, where a speck of dirt
could parayze some necessary part of its complex mechanism insde thefirst haf hour of combat.

Itsname was aderivative from itsorigind, unofficid designation of "dia-a-gun,” which name proved
that even ordnance men were capable of humor. With proper adjustment it could ddliver anything from a
sngle .29 cdiber pdlet dug to an eight-ounce, seeker-type canister shell. It wasjust the sort of
impractical weapon that set Cletus tactica imagination perking over possible unorthodox employments of
it in unexpected Stuations.



But he and Mondar werein the car now. With a hissfrom its compressor, the command car's heavy
body rose ten inches from the concrete and glided off on its supporting cushion of air. An opening in the
junglewall loomed before them; and amoment later they were diding down anarrow winding road of
bonded earth, with two deep, weed-choked ditches on each side unsuccessfully striving to hold back the
wall of jungle that towered up on either sdeto arch thinly together, at last, over their heads.

"I'm surprised you don't burn back or spray-kill a cleared areaon each sde of theroad,” said Cletus
to Mondear.

"On the important military routes, we do," said the Exatic. "But were short-handed these days and
the local floragrows back fast. We're trying to variform an Earth grain or grassto drive out the native
forms, and plant it alongside our roads—but we're short-handed in the |aboratories, too."

"Difficult—the services and supply situation,” jerked out Eachan Khan, touching theright tip of his
waxed gray mustache protectively as the command car came unexpectedly upon agiant creeper that had
broken through the bonded earth of the roadway from below, and was forced to put down itstreadsto
climb across.

"What do you think of the daly gun?' Cletus asked the Dorsai mercenary, his own wordsjolted from
hislips by the lurching of the command car.

"Wrong sort of direction for small amsto go ... " The creeper |eft behind, the car rose smoothly onto
its supporting air cushion again. "Nagle sticks—dally guns—ultrasonicsto set off, jam or destroy the
componentsin your enemy's wegpons—it'sal getting too complicated. And the more complicated, more
difficult the supply Stuation, the tougher to keep your striking forces redlly mobile.”

"What's your idea, then?' Cletus asked. "Back to crosshows, knives and short swords?”

"Why not?' said Eachan Khan, surprisingly, hisflat, clipped voice colored with anew note of
enthusiasm. "Man with a.crossbow in the proper position at the proper time's worth a corps of heavy
artillery hdf an hour late and ten miles down the road from where it should be. What's that busi ness about
"... for want of a nail a horseshoewaslost ..."'?'

"'For want of a horseshoe a horse was lost. For want of a horse arider waslost ..." " Cletus
quoted it through to the end; and the two men looked at each other with a strange, wordless but mutual,

respect.

"Y ou must have sometraining problems," said Cletus, thoughtfully. "On the Dorsal, | mean. Y ou must
be getting men with al sorts of backgrounds, and you'd want to turn out asoldier trained for usein as
many different military Stuationsas possble”

"We concentrate on basics," said Eachan. "Aside from that, it's our program to develop small, mobile,
quick-striking units, and then get employersto use them astrained." He nodded a Mondar. "Only redl
success in use so far's been with the Exotics, here. Most employers want to fit our professionasinto their
classicd tables of organization. Works, but it's not an efficient use of the men, or the units. That'sone
reason we've had some arguments with the regular military. Y our commanding officer here, Genera
Traynor—" Eachan broke off. "Wdll, not for meto say."

He dropped the subject abruptly, sat up and peered out through the open window spacesin the metal
sdes of the command car at the jungle. Then he turned and called up to the driver on the outside sest.

"Any sgn of anything odd out there?' he asked. "Don' likethe fed of it, right dong in here.
"No gr, Colond!" caled the driver back down. "Quiet as Sunday din—"

A thunderclap of sound burst suddenly al around them. The command car lurched in the same
moment and Cletusfdt it going over, asthe air around them filled with flying earth. He had just aglimpse
of thedriver, till holding the dally gun but now all but headless, pitching into the right-hand ditch. And
then the car went all the way over on its side and there was a blurred moment in which nothing made
sense.



Things cleared again, suddenly. The command car was lying on itsright sde, with only itsarmored
base and its left and rear window spaces exposing them to the outside. Mondar was aready tugging the
magnesium shutter across the rear window and Eachan Khan was pulling the | eft window-space shutter
closed overhead. They wereleft in adim meta box with only afew narrow, sunlit apertures toward the
front and around the armored section behind the driver's sest.

"Y ou armed, Colond?" asked Eachan Khan, producing aflat, little, dart-thrower sdearm from under
his tunic and beginning to screw along sniper's barrel onto it. Solid pellets from sporting
guns—theoreticdly civilian wegpons, but deadly enough a jungle ranges—were dready beginning to
whang and yowl off the armor plating of the car surrounding them.

"No," said Cletus, grimly. The air was dready closein the car and the smell of crushed grass and
nutmeg was overwheming.

"Pity," said Eachan Khan. Hefinished screwing on the sniper barrdl, poked its muzzle through one of
the aperture cracks and squinted into the daylight. He fired—and a big, blond-bearded manina
camouflage suit came crashing out of the junglewall on thefar side of theroad, to lie ill.

"The buswill hear thefiring asit comes up behind us," said Mondar out of the dimness behind Cletus.
"They'll stop and phone ahead for help. A rdlief squad can get here by air in about fifteen minutes after
Bakhallahears about us."

"Yes," said Eachan Khan, camly, and fired again. Another body, invisible thistime, could be heard
crashing down out of atreeto the ground below. "They might get herein time. Odd these guerrillas didn't
let us pass and wait for the busin the first place. Bigger package, |ess protection, and more prizes
ingde ... I'd keep my head down, Colonél."

Thislast sentence was directed at Cletus, who was heaving and wrenching in afury at the shutter on
the down side of the car. Half-propped off the road surface asthe car was by the bulge of that same
surface under it, opening the shutter gradually produced a space facing on the ditch. Into which the dead
driver had pitched—a space large enough for Cletusto crawl out.

The jungle-hidden riflemen became aware of what he was up to, and afusillade of shotsrang against
the armored underside of the car—though, because of the narrow angle it made with the ground, none
came through the opening Cletus had produced. Melissa, suddenly recognizing what wasin hismind,
caught at his arm as he started through the opening,

"No," shesaid. "It'snouse! You cant help the driver. He was killed when the mine went off—"

"Thehdl ... withthat ... " panted Cletus, for afire-fight did not encourage the best in manners. "The
daly gunwent with himwhen hefdl."

Wrenching himself free of her grasp, he wriggled out from under the armored car, jJumped to hisfeet
and made adash for the ditch where the body of the driver lay unseen. An explosion of shots from the
surrounding jungle rang out, and he stumbled as he reached the ditch edge, tripped, spun about and
plunged out of sight. Melissa gasped, for there was the sound of thrashing from the ditch, and thenanarm
was flung up into sight to quiver for asecond and then hang therein plain view, reaching up like alast and
desperate beckoning for help.

In response, asingle shot sounded from the jungle and adug blew away haf the hand and wrigt.
Blood spattered from it, but the hand was not withdrawn; and amost immediately the bleeding dwindled,
with none of the steady spurt and flow that would have sgnaed astill-pumping, living heart behind it

Mélissa shuddered, staring at the arm, and a shivering breath came from her. Glancing about for a
minute, her father put his free hand for amoment on her shoulder.

"Easy, girl," he said. He squeezed her shoulder for a second and then was forced back to hisloophole
asanew burst of shots rang againgt the body of the car. "They'll rush us—any minute now," he muttered.

Sitting cross-legged in the dimnesslike a figure meditating and remote, Mondar reached out and took



one of the staring girl's handsin his own. Her gaze did not move from the arm in the ditch, but her own
grip tightened, tightened, on Mondar's hand with a strength that was unbelievable. She did not make a
sound, but her gaze never moved and her face was aswhite and still asamask.

The shots from the jungle stopped suddenly. Mondar turned to look at Eachan.
The Dorsal looked back over his own shoulder and their eyes met.

"Any second now," said Eachan, in busnesdiketones. "Y oureafool if you let them take you dive,
Outbond."

"When thereisno more point in living, | can awaysdie," answered Mondar, serenely. "No man
commandsthis body but mysdf.”

Eachan fired again.

"Thebus" said Mondar, cdmly, "ought to have gotten close enough to hear the firing and phoned, by
thistune”

"No doubt,” said the Dorsai. "But help'd have to be on top of usright now to do any good. Any
second, as| said, they'll give up sniping a us and make arush. And one pistol won't hold off adozen or
more ... Here they come now!"

Through the aperture, over the soldier's shoulder strap, Mondar could see the two waves of
camouflaged-overaled figures that erupted suddenly from both sides of the jungletrail and came pouring
down upon the car. Thelittle handgun in Eachan's hand was speaking steadily, and, magicaly—for its
voice was dmost logt in the genera din and uproar—figuresin the front of the rush were going down.

But there was only a matter of fifteen meters or so for the attackersto cover; and then the jungle and
thelittle patch of sunlight Mondar could see were blotted out by camouflaged overdls.

The gun in Eachan's hand clicked empty—and in that second, just asthe shape of thefirst guerrilla
darkened the opening through which Cletus had gotten out, the wild yammer of adaly gun roared from
behind the attackers, and they melted like sand figures under the blow of aheavy surf.

The ddly gun yammered on for a second longer, and then stopped. Stillness flowed in over the scene
like water back into a hole made in amountain |ake by afaling stone. Eachan pushed past the frozen
figures of Mondar and Melissaand crawled out from the car. Numbly, they followed him.

Limping on hisartificid right kneejoint, Cletus was climbing out of the ditch, dragging the shape of the
dally gun behind him. He got to hisfeet on the roadway just as Eachan came up to him.

"Very well done," said the Dorsal, with arare note of warmth back in hisusually stiff voice. "Thank
you, Colond."

"Not at al, Colond," said Cletus, alittle shakily. Now that the excitement was over, his one knee that
was till flesh and blood was trembling with reaction, invisibly but perceptibly under hisuniform trouser
leg.

"Very well done, indeed,” said Mondar, as quietly as ever, joining them. Melissahad halted and was
garing down into the ditch where the dead driver lay. It was hisarm that had been upflung, obvioudy
with intention by Cletus, as helay thrashing abouit like a degply wounded man, unseen in the ditch.
Méelissa shivered and turned away to face the rest of them.

She stared at Cletus out of her white face, in which a strange mixture of emotions were now
intermingled. Mondar spoke:

"Here come our relief forces," commented the Exatic, gazing sSkyward. A couple of bettle aircars,
with asquad of infantry aboard each, were dropping down to the roadway. A hiss of abraking airjet
sounded behind them and they turned to see the bus dideinto view around aturnin theroad. "Aswell as
our sgnd section,” he added, smiling alittle.



The command car, its compressor damaged by guerrillafire, was|eft behind. One of the battle aircars
carried itsfour surviving passengersthe rest of the way into the port city of Bakhdla. The air-car
dropped the four of them off at the trangport section of Alliance Headquartersin Bakhalla. Eachan Khan
and Melissa said good-bye and left by autocab for their own residence in the city. Mondar opened the
door of another autocab and motioned Cletusinside.

"Youll need to go to Alliance HQ for your assgnment and billeting, and that's on my way. I'll drop
you off."

Cletus got in; Mondar reached to punch out a destination on the control board of the autocab. The
cab roseonitsair cushion and did smoothly off between the rows of white-painted military buildings.

"Thanks," said Cletus.

"Not at al," said Mondar. "Y ou saved dl our lives back in the jungle just now. | want to do more than
just thank you. | take it you might liketo talk to Dow deCastries again?”

Cletuslooked at the Outbond curioudy. All hislife he had enjoyed watching people of strong amsat
work to achieve them; and in the five days since he had met Mondar he had become aware of a
purposefulnessin the Exatic that might well be as dedicated as his own.

"| thought deCastries went down to Capital Neuland.”

"Hedid," said Mondar, as the autocab made a right turn into a somewhat broader boulevard and
began to gpproach alarge building of white concrete with the Alliance flag flying on top of it. "But
Neuland's only twenty-five minutes from here by air. The Codition hasn't any direct diplométic relations
with our Exotic government here on Kultis, and neither our people nor Dow want to pass up achanceto
talk. After dl, it'sredlly the Codition we're fighting—Neuland couldn't last Six weeks without them. So
I'm giving an unofficid little party a my home this evening—with a buffet supper and generd
conversation. Eachan and Méeissawill bethere. I'd gppreciate having you, too."

"Be happy to come," said Cletus. "May | bring my aide?'

"Aide?'

"A firg lieutenant named Arvid Johnson, if I'm lucky enough to find him till unassigned,” Cletus said.

"One of my former students at the Academy. He cameto visit me when he was home from here on leave
acouple of months ago. It was what he told me that got me interested in Bakhdla"

"Wasit? Well, bring him by al means.” The autocab did to a hdt before the walkway leading up to
the entrance of the large white building. Mondar pressed a button and the autocab door next to Cletus
swung open. "Bring anyone you think might enjoy it. About eight o'clock.”

"Well bethere," said Cletus. He turned and let the wakway carry him up into the Headquarters
building.

"Colond Cletus Grahame?' echoed the narrow-faced, young second lieutenant at the cluttered desk
behind the glass door of the billeting and assgnments office, when Cletus confronted him. Y oure to
report to Generd Traynor immediately—immediately when you arive."

He had a high tenor voice and he grinned unpleasantly as he spoke. Cletus smiled agreesbly, asked
directionsto the genera's office and I ft.

The glass door hefindly found marked Brigadier General John Houston Traynor led himfirg into
an outer office where asquare-set, haf-bald colond in his early fifties sood, evidently just completing the
giving of some directionsto an overweight, thirtyish captain behind the room's single desk. Finishing, the
colond turned around and eyed Cletus.



"Y ou're Grahame?' he asked abruptly.
"That'sright, Colond," said Cletus pleasantly, "andyou ... ?'

"Dupleing," said the other, ungracioudy. "I'm chief of staff to Genera Traynor. Y ou're not going into
the officers pool, then?"

"I'm on specid assgnment from Geneva, Colond,” said Cletus.

Dupleine grunted, whirled around and went out the door Cletus had just entered. Cletus looked back
at thefat captain behind the desk.

"Sir," said the captain. Hisvoice held the hint of anote of sympathy. Hisface was not unkind, and
evenintelligent, in spite of the heavy dewlap of the double chin supporting it from beneeth. "If you'l just
st down amoment, I'll tell Genera Traynor you're here."

Cletus sat down and the captain leaned forward to speak into the intercom grille of hisdesk. The
reply he received was inaudible to Cletus, but the captain looked up and nodded.

"You cangoright in, Colond," he said, nodding to another door behind his desk.

Cletusrose and obeyed ... As he stepped through the door into the further office, he found himself
directly facing amuch larger desk, behind which sat abull-like man in his mid-forties with a heavy-boned
face decorated by atartling pair of thick, black eyebrows. "Bat" Traynor, the general had been
nicknamed, Cletus recalled, because of those brows. Bat Traynor stared now, the brows pulled
ominoudy together as Cletus walked forward toward his desk.

"Colond Cletus Grahame reporting, Sir," Cletus said, laying histravel orders on the desk. Bat shoved
them aside with one big-knuckled hand.

"All right, Colond," he said. His voice was arough-edged bass. He pointed to achair facing him at
the left Sde of hisdesk. "Sit down.”

Cletuslimped gratefully around to the chair and dropped into it. He was beginning to fed the fact that
he had strained one or more of the few remaining ligamentsin his bad knee during the episode in the ditch
outside of town. He looked up to see Bat till staring point-blank at him.

"I've got your dossier here, Colond," Bat said after amoment. He flipped open the gray plastic folder
that lay on the desk before him and looked down at it. Y ou come from an Academy family, it says here.
Y our unclewas Genera Chief of Staff at Geneva Alliance HQ just before he retired eight years ago. That
right?’

"Yes, gr," sad Cletus.

"And you"—Bat flipped papers with athick forefinger, scowling alittle down at them—"got that bad
kneein the Three-Month War on Java seven years ago? ... Medd of Honor, too?"

"Yes" sad Cletus.

"Since then"—Bat flipped the folder shut and raised his eyesto stare unwaveringly once more across
it at Cletus face—"you've been on the Academy staff. Except for three months of active duty, in short,
you've done nothing in the Army but pound tactics into the heads of cadets.”

"I'veds0," said Cletus, carefully, "been writing a comprehensive 'Theory of Tactics and Strategica
Congderations.""

"Yes" sad Ba, grimly. "That'sin there, too. Three monthsin the field and you're going to write
twenty volumes.™"

"Sir?' sad Cletus.

Bat threw himsdf back heavily in hischair. "All right,” he said. "Y ou're supposed to be here on specid

assignment to act asmy tactical adviser." The black eyebrows drew together in ascowl and rippled like
battle flagsin thewind. "I don't suppose I've got you because you heard some rumor they were going to



clean out al the dead wood at the Academy and you pulled strings to be sent to some nice soft job
where there's nothing for you to do?'

"No, sr," said Cletus, quietly. "I may have pulled astring or two to get sent here. But, with the
Generd's permission, it wasn't because | thought this a soft job. 1've got to do agreat deal out here.”

"l hope not, Colond. | hope not," said Bat. "It just happens| put in arequest for adozen
jungle-breaker tanks three monthsago ... You'rewhat | got instead. Now, | don't give adamn what the
Academy wantsto do with its Tactics Department. The kids just have to come out hereinto thefield and
relearn it al over again under practica conditions, anyway. But | needed those tanks. | till need them.”

"Possbly," said Cletus, "I can come up with some meansto help the Generd get dong without them.”

"l don't think so," said Bat, grimly. "What | think isthat you're going to hang around herefor acouple
of months or so and turn out not to be particularly useful. Then I'm going to mention that fact to Alliance
HQ back on Earth and ask for my jungle-breakers again. I'll get them, and you'll be transferred back to
Earth—if with no commendations, at least without any black marks on your record ... That'sif
everything goes smoothly, Colonel. And"—Bat reached acrossto a corner of hisdesk and pulled asingle
sheet of paper toward him—"gpeaking of the way things go, I've got areport here that you got drunk
your first night out, on the ship headed here, and made afool of yoursdf in front of the Outworld's
Secretary for the Coalition, who was aboard.”

"That'sfast reporting,” said Cletus, "considering that, when our party for Bakhdlaleft the ship, the
phones aboard were dl till tied up by Coalition people. | takeit thisreport to the General comes from
one of them?"

"It'snone of your business who made the report!" rumbled Bat. "Asamatter of fact, it comesfrom
the captain of the spaceship.”

Cletuslaughed.

"What's the joke, Colondl?' Bat's voice rose.

"Theides, Sr," said Cletus, "of acivilian ship commander reporting on the fitness of an Alliance
officer."

"Youwont findit dl that funny if I have the information entered in your record, Colond," said Bat. He
dared at Cletus, at first grimly, and then atrifle disconcertedly, when Cletus did not seem grestly sobered
by thisthreet. "But, never mind the Codlition or any civilian shipmaster. I'm your commanding officer,
and I'm asking for an explanation of your drunkenness."

"Thereisn't any explanation ... " began Cletus.

"Oh?' said Bat.

"No explanation, | was going to say," continued Cletus, "because no explanation's necessary. I've
never been drunk in my life. I'm afraid the ship's captain was wrongly advised—or drew the wrong
concluson.”

"Just made amistake, en?’ said Bat, ironically.

"Asit happens” said Cletus, "I think I've got awitnesswholll testify | wasn't drunk. Hewas at the
table. Mondar, the former Outbond from hereto St. Louis Enclave.”

Bat's mouth, opened to retort before Cletus was hdf done, closed instead. The generd sat silent for
severd seconds. Then his eyebrows quivered and the frown line between his eyes smoothed somewhat.

"Then why thisreport?' he asked in amore neutra voice.
"The ship's people, from what | saw," said Cletus, "seemed partid to the Coalition people aboard.”

"Well, then, damnit!" exploded Bat, "if you saw them jumping to the wrong conclusion, why didn't
you set them Sraight?”



"Asamatter of dementary strategy,” said Cletus, "I thought it wouldn't do any harm to let the
Coadlition people pick up aslow an opinion of me as possble—aof me, and my usefulnessto you, asa
tactical expert.”

Bat looked balefully at him. "Their opinion couldn't be any lower than mine, anyway,” hesaid. "Y ou're
no useto me, Colond. Thisisadirty, little, hole-in-the-wdl war, with no room for strategical myseries.
This Exotic colony's got brains, money, technical developments and a seacoast. The Neulandersve got
no seacoast, no industry and too much population for their back-country farms to support—because of
thismultiple-wife religious cult of theirs. But that same excess population's just fine for supplying
guerrillas. So, the Neulanders want what the Exoticsve got and the Coalition'strying to help them get it.
We're hereto seethey don't. That's the whole situation. What the Neuland guerrillastry to do, and what
we do to stop them from doing it, isjust plain obvious. | need abook-strategy and tactics expert like |
need a hundred-piece symphony orchestra. And I'm sure deCastries and the other Coalition people on
that ship knew it aswdl as| do."

"Maybe | won't be quite as useless asthe Generd thinks," said Cletus, unperturbed. "Of course, I'll
have to survey and study the Situation, starting by setting up aplan for trapping those guerrillasthey'll be
infiltrating through Etter's Pass, up country, in the next few days."

Bat's eyebrows shot up into flag position again. "New guerrillas? Who told you anything about Etter's
Pass?' he snapped. "What kind of arabbit isthisyou'retrying to pull out of your hat?'

"No rabbit," said Cletus, "not even aprofessond judgment, I'm afraid. Just common sense. With
Dow deCasdtries here, the Neulanders have to try to put on some sort of spectacular during his
vigt ... Have you got amap handy?'

Bat jabbed a button on the surface of his desk, and the wall of the room to Cletus |eft lit up suddenly
with the projection of alarge map showing the long, narrow coastline country of the Exotic colony, and
the interior range of mountainsthat divided it from the Neuland colony inland. Cletus stepped over to the
projection, looked it over and reached up to tap with hisleft forefinger at a point in the middle of the
mountain range running down the left sde of the map. "Here's Etter's Pass," he said to Bat. "A good,
broad cut through the mountains, leading from Neuland down to Bakhalla—but according to reports, not
much used by the Neulanders, smply because there's nothing much worth raiding on the Exctic side for
over ahundred milesin any direction. On the other hand, it'safairly easy passto get through. There's
nothing but the small town of Two Rivers down below it, here. Of course, from apractica standpoint,
the Neulanders are better off sending their guerrillasinto the country through passes closer to the larger
population centers. But if they aren't after profit o much as spectacle, it'd pay them to infiltrate afairly
good-sized force through herein the next few days, so that aweek from now they can hit one of the
smaller coastd towns in force—maybe even capture and hold it for afew days.”

Cletusturned, limped back to his chair and sat down. Bat was frowning at the map.

"At any rate" Cletussaid, "it shouldn't be too difficult to set up anet to sweep most of themin, as
they try to pass Two Rivers. Infact, | could do it mysdlf. If you'd let me have a battalion of jump

troops—"

"Battdion! Jump troops!" Bat started suddenly out of his near-trance and turned aglare on Cletus.
"What do you think thisis? A classroom, where you can dream up whatever force you need for ajob?
Therere no jump troops on Kultis. And asfor giving you abattaion of any kind of troops—even if your
guess has something going for it ... " Bat snorted.

"The guerrillas are coming, dl right. 1'd bet my reputation on it,” said Cletus, undisturbed. "In fact, you
might say |'ve dready bet it, cometo think of it. | renember talking to some of my fellow staff members
a the Academy, and afriend or two down in Washington, and forecasting that infiltration, just as soon as
Dow deCastries reached Neuland."

"Youforecas ... " Bat'stone became thoughtful—a most cunning—suddenly. He sat behind his desk,



pondering Cletus with knitted brows. Then his dark eyes sharpened. " So you bet your reputation on this,
did you, Colonel ? But spare troops are something | haven't got, and in any case, youre hereasa
technical adviser ... Tel youwhat. I'll pull acompany off Rest and Retraining and send them out with a
field officer in charge. Hell be junior to you, of course, but you can go dong if you want to. Officidly, as
an observer only, but I'll tell the officer commanding that he's to keep your adviceinmind ... Good

enough?"
The last two words were barked sharply at Cletus, in a put-up-or-shut-up tone of voice.
"Certainly,” said Cletus. "If the Genera wishes."

"All right!" Bat beamed suddenly, showing histeeth in ahearty, wolfish grin. ™Y ou can go on and see
about your quarters, then, Colonel. But stay on call.”

Cletusroseto hisfeet. "Thank you, Sr," he said, and took hisleave.

"Not at al, Colond. Not at dl," he heard Bat's voice saying, with dmost achuckleinit, as Cletus
closed the door of the office behind him.

Cletus | eft the Headquarters building and went to see about establishing himsdf. Once set upinthe
Bachelor Officers Quarters, he strolled over to the Officers Pool HQ with acopy of his orders and
checked to seeif that Second Lieutenant Arvid Johnson, of whom he had spoken to Mondar, was still
unattached. Informed that he was, Cletusfiled arequest for the lieutenant to be assgned to himasa
research staff member and requested that he get in touch with him at the BOQ immediately.

He returned to the BOQ. Less than fifteen minutes | ater, the Sgnd outside his room buzzed to
announce avigitor. Cletus rose from his chair and opened the door.

"Arvid!" he said, letting the visitor in and closing the door behind him. Arvid Johnson stepped inside,
turned and smiled happily down at Cletus asthey shook hands. Cletuswastall, but Arvid was atower,
from the soles of hisblack dress bootsto thetips of his short-cropped, whitish-blond hair.

"You camedfter dl, ar,” Arvid said, smiling. "I know you said you'd come, but | couldn't believe
you'd redly leave the Academy for this."

"Thisiswherethingsare going on,” said Cletus.
"Sir?" Arvid looked incredulous. "Away out here on Kultis?'

"It'snot the locdity so much,” said Cletus, "asthe peoplein it that makes things happen. Right now
we've got aman among us named Dow deCastries and the first thing | want from you isto go with meto
aparty for himtonight.”

"Dow deCadtries?' Arvid said, and shook hishead. "l don't think | know—"

"Secretary to the Outworlds for the Coalition," said Cletus. "He camein on the same ship from Earth
asl did... A gamesman.”

Arvid nodded. "Oh, one of the Codlition bosses," he said. "No wonder you say things might start to
happen around here ... What did you mean by gamesman, Sir? Y ou mean he likes sports?’

"Not inthe usua sense," said Cletus. He quoted, " "Whose game was empires and whose stakes
wer e thrones. Whose table, earth—whose dice were human bones ... '"

" Shakespeare?' asked Arvid, curioudy.
"Byron," said Cletus, "in his The Age of Bronze,' referring to Napoleon.”
"Sir," said Arvid, "you don't really mean this deCadtries is another Ngpoleon?'

"No more," answered Cletus, "than Napoleon was an earlier deCastries. But they've got pointsin

Arvid waited for amoment longer, but Cletus said nothing more. The big young man nodded again.



"Yes, ar," hesad. "What time are we supposed to go to this party, Colonel ?"

Thunder, deeper toned than Earth's, muttered beyond the ridge of hillsinland from Bakhalalike a
grumbling of giants, as Cletusand Arvid arrived a the resdence of Mondar. But above the city the sky
was clear. Out over the rooftops of the buildingsleading down the harbor, the yellow sun of Kultiswas
filling the sky and seadike with pinkish gold.

Mondar's home, surrounded by trees and flowering shrubs, both native and Earth variform, sat alone
onasmdl hill in the eastern suburbs of the city. The building itself was made up of an assortment of basic
building units put together origindly with an eye more toward utility than gppearance. However, utility no
longer controlled any but the basic forms of the house. In everything €l se an artistic and gentle influence
had been at work.

The hard white blocks of the building units, now tinted by the sunset, did not end abruptly at the green
lawn, but were extended into arbors, patios and half-rooms walled with vine-covered trellises. Once
Cletus and Arvid had left their car and passed into the first of these outer structures of the house, it
became hard for them to tell a any time whether they were completely indoors or not.

Mondar met themin alarge, airy half-room with solid wals on three sides only, and an openwork of
vines on the fourth. He led them deeper into the house, to along, wide, low-ceilinged room deeply
carpeted and scattered with comfortably overstuffed chairs and couches. A number of people were
dready there, including Meissaand Eachan Khan.

"DeCadtries?’ Cletus asked Mondar.

"He'shere" said Mondar. "He and Pater Ten arejust finishing their talk with some of my fellow
Exotics." As he spoke he was|eading the two of them toward the smal bar in one corner of the room.
"Punch for whatever you'd like to drink. I've got to see some people right now—but I'd like to talk to
you later, Cletus. Isthat dl right? I'll look you up just as soon asI'm free.”

"By dl means" said Cletus. He turned toward the bar as Mondar went off. Arvid was aready picking
up the glass of beer for which he had punched.

"Sir?" aked Arvid. "Canl getyou ... "

"Nothing right now, thanks," said Cletus. He was glancing around again and his eye lit upon Eachan
Khan, standing alone with aglassin his hand next to awide window screen. " Stay around here, will you,
Arvid? So | canfind you easly when | want you?"

"Yes dr," sad Arvid.

Cletus went toward Eachan Khan. The older man glanced around with astony face, asthough to

discourage conversation, as he came up. Then, seeing who it was, Eachan's face relaxed—insofar asit
could ever be said to be relaxed.

"Evening," Eachan said. "I understand you've met your commanding officer."
"Newstravelsfast," said Cletus.

"Wereamilitary pogt, after dl," said Eachan. His gaze went past Cletus for amoment, and then
returned. "Also, | hear you suggested something about anew infiltration of Neulander guerrillas through
fitter's Pass?"

"That'sright,” said Cletus. "Y ou don't think it'slikely?'

"Very likedy—now you've pointed it out,” said Eachan. "By the way—I got hold of those three
volumes on tactics you've aready published. The Exatic library here had copies. I've only had timeto
glance through them, so far"—his eyes suddenly locked with Cletus—"buit it looks like sound stuff. Very



sound ... I'm still not sure | follow your tactics of mistake, though. As deCastries said, combat's no
fencing match.”

"No," said Cletus, "but the principle's applicable, al the same. For example, suppose asmpletactical
trap you lay for an enemy consists of enticing hisforcesto strike at what seemsto be awesk section of
your line. But when they do, your line pulls back and draws them into a pocket, where you surround
them and pinch them off with hidden, superior forces of your own."

"Nothing new about that," said Eachan.

"No," Cletus said, "but apply the tactics of mistake to essentialy the same Situation. Only thistime, in
asuccession of contacts with the enemy, you entice him into picking up a series of what seemto be small,
easy victories. Meanwhile, however, you're getting him to engage alarger amount of his available forces
with each contact. Then, when he finally commits the greatest part of his strength for what he conceives
as one more easy win—you convert that contact into atrap and he discoversthat you've gradualy drawn
him into afield position where he's outflanked and completely at your mercy.”

"Tricky," Eachan frowned. "Too tricky, perhaps ... "

"Not necessarily,” said Cletus. "Imperid Chinaand Russiaboth used acrude version of this, drawing
invaders deeper into thelr territories, until the invader suddenly realized he wastoo far from his supply
and support bases and completely surrounded by the native enemy ... Napoleon and the retreat from
Moscow."

"Still—" Eachan broke off suddenly. His gaze had gone past Cletus; and Cletus, turning, saw that
Dow deCastries was now in the room. Thetdl, dark and elegant Secretary to the Outworldsfor the
Codlition was now standing in conversation with Melissa, by the oppositewall.

Glancing from the two figures back to Eachan, Cletus saw that the older man's face had become as
cold and still asthefirst sheet of ice on the surface of adegp pond on awindless winter day.

"Y ou've known deCastries awhile now?' Cletus asked. "Y ou and Mdissa?"
"Thewomen dl like him." Eachan'svoice was grim. His gaze was ill on Melissaand Dow.

"Yes," sad Cletus. "By theway—" He broke off, and waited. With reluctance, Eachan removed his
gaze from the pair across the room and looked back at him.

"l wasgoing to say," said Cletus, "that Genera Traynor came up with something strange when | was
talking to him. He said he didn't have any jump troops herein Bakhalla. That surprised me. | did some
reading up on you Dorsais before | came out here, and | thought ajump course was part of thetraining
yOu gave your mercenaries?’

"Wedo," replied Eachan, dryly. "But Generd Traynor'slikealot of your Alliance and Codlition
commanders. He doesn't think our training's good enough to qualify the men for jump-troop work—or a
lot of other combet field duties.”

"Hmm," said Cletus. "Jedl ousy? Or do you suppose they ook on you mercenaries as competitors of a
sort?'

"| don't say that," said Eachan, frogtily. "Y ou draw your own conclusions, of course.” Hiseyes
showed a desire once more to wander back across the room to Melissaand Dow.

"Oh, and something else | was going to ask you," said Cletus. "The assignment sheetsfor Bakhalla
that | looked at back on Earth listed some Navy officers, on detached duty as marine
engineers—something about river-and-harborswork. But | haven't seen any Navy people around.”

"Commander Wefer Linet," said Eachan, promptly, "wearing civvies, down at the end of the couch
across the room there. Come dong. I'll introduce you.”

Cletusfollowed Eachan a along dant across the room, which brought them to a couch and severd
chairswhere haf a dozen men sat talking. Here, they were less than aquarter of the distance they had



been before from Dow and Mdissa—but still too distant to catch the conversation going on between the
two.

"Commander," said Eachan, asthey reached the couch, and a short, square-faced man in hismiddle
thirties got up promptly from the end of the couch, adrink il in hishand, "1'd like you to meet Colone
Cletus Grahame, just out from Earth, to be attached to Generd Traynor's staff—tactical expert.”

"Happy to meet you, Colond," said Wefer Linet, shaking Cletus hand with ahard, friendly grip.
"Dream something up for usto do besides dredging river mouths and cand's and my men'll love you.”

"I'll do that,” said Cletus, smiling. "It'sapromise.”
"Good!" said Wefer energeticaly.

"Y ou've got those large, underwater bulldozers, haven't you?' asked Cletus. "1 read about them in the
Alliance Forces Journal, seven months back, | think."

"TheMark V, yes" Linet'sfacelit up. "Six of them here. Carefor aridein one someday? They're
beautiful pieces of machinery. Bat Traynor wanted to take them out of the water and use them knocking
down junglesfor him. Do it better than anything you Army people have, of course. But they're not
designed for land work. | couldn't tell the generd no, mysdlf, but | inssted on direct orders from Earth
and kept my fingers crossed. Luckily, they turned him down back there."

"I'll take you up onthat ride," said Cletus. Eachan was once more watching Mdissaand Dow with a
stony concentration. Cletus glanced about the room and discovered Mondar, standing talking to apair of
women who looked like the wives of diplomatic personnel.

Asif Cletus gaze had an actua physica touch toit, the Exotic turned toward him just then, smiled
and nodded. Cletus nodded back and turned once more to Wefer, who had launched into an explanation
of how hisMark V'sworked, at depths down to athousand feet or in the teeth of thirty-knot currents
and tides.

"It looksasif | may betied up for the next few days, out of the city,” Cletus said. "But after that, if for
somereason | shouldn't leavetown ... "

"Givemearing, anytime,” Wefer said. "We're working on the main harbor here at Bakhallaright now.
| can have you off the docks and down ingde my command unit in ten minutes, if you'l just phone me haf
an hour or so ahead of time to make arrangements ... Hello, Outbond. The Colonel here's going to take
aridewith me one of thesedaysinaMark V. ."

Mondar had come up while Wefer had been speaking.

"Good," sad the Exatic, smiling. "Hell find that interesting.” His gaze shifted to Cletus. "But | believe
you wanted to talk to Dow deCasdtries, Cletus? His business with my peoplée's over for the evening. You
can see him, right across the room there, with Melissa.”

"Yes... | see” said Cletus. Helooked around at Wefer and Eachan. "'l was just going over there. If
you gentlemen will excuse me?"

He left Wefer with apromise to phone him at the earliest opportunity. As he turned away, he saw
Mondar touch Eachan lightly on the arm and draw him off to one side in conversation.

Cletuslimped over to where Dow and Mdissawere ill standing together. As Cletus came up they
both turned to look at him, Melissawith asudden, dight frown line between her darkened eyebrows. But
Dow gamiled genidly.

"Well, Colond," hesaid. "I hear al of you had aclose cal coming in from the spaceport earlier
today."

"Only the sort of thing to be expected here on Bakhalla, | suppose,” said Cletus.
They both laughed easily, and the dight frown line between Mdlissas eyes faded.



"Excuse me," she said to Dow. "Dad's got something to say to me, | guess. He's beckoning me over.
I'll beright back."

Sheleft. The gazes of the two men met and locked.
"S0," said Dow, "you came off with flying honors—defeating aguerrilla band single-handed.”

"Not exactly. There was Eachan and hispistol.” Cletus watched the other man. "Melissamight have
been killed, though.”

"So shemight," said Dow, "and that would have been apity."
"] think s0," said Cletus. " She deserves better than that.”

"People usudly get what they deserve," said deCadtries. "Even Mdissas. But | didn't think scholars
concerned themsalves with individua s?*

"With everything," said Cletus.

"| see," said deCadtries. " Certainly with deight-of-hand. Y ou know, | found a sugar cube under that
middle cup after all?1 mentioned it to Melissaand she said you'd told her you'd had cubes under dl three
cups.”

"I'm afraid 0," Cletus said.

They looked at each other.

"It'sagood trick," said deCadtries. "But not one that'd work a second time."

"No," said Cletus. "It dways hasto be different, a second time.”

DeCadtriessmiled, an animd smile.

"Y ou don't sound much likeaman in anivory tower, Colond,” hesaid. "I can't help thinking you like
theory less, and action more, than you admit. Tell me'—his eyes hooded themsdlves amusedly under his
sraight brows—"if it comes down to asimple choice, aren't you tempted to practice rather than preach?'

"No doubt about it," said Cletus. "But one drawback to being ascholar isyou'relikely to bean
idedist, too. And in the long run, when these new worlds are free to work out their own destinies without
Earth'sinfluence, one man'stheories could have alonger and more useful effect than one man's practice."

"Y ou mentioned that, back aboard ship,” deCastries said. "Y ou talked about Alliance and Codlition
influence being removed from worldslike Kultis. Do you still fed as safe talking like that here, with your
Alliance superiorsdl around the place?"

"Safe enough,” said Cletus. "None of them would believe it—any more than you do."

"Yes. I'mafraid | don't." DeCastries picked up awineglass from the smal table beside which hewas
gtanding and held it briefly up to thelight, twisting it dowly between thumb and forefinger. He lowered the
glass and looked back at Cletus. "But I'd be interested in hearing how you think it's going to happen.”

"I'm planning to help the change dong alittle," said Cletus.

"Areyou?' said deCadtries. "But you don't seem to have anything to speak of in theway of funds,
amiesor political influenceto help with. Now, for example, I've got those things, mysalf, which puts me
in amuch stronger position. If | thought amajor change could be accomplished—to my benefit, of
course—I'd be interested in dtering the shape of thingsto come."

"Well," said Cletus, "we can both try."

"Fair enough." DeCastries held the wineglass, looking over it a Cletus. "But you haven't told me how
youddoit. | told you what my tools are—money, armed troops, political power. What have you got?
Only theories?"

"Theories are enough, sometimes,” said Cletus. DeCastries dowly shook his head. He put the
wineglass back down on the small table and lightly dusted against one another fingertips of the hand that



had held the glass, asif to get rid of some stickiness.

"Colond," hesaid, quietly, "you're either some new kind of agent the Allianceistrying to fasten on
me—in which case I'll find out about you as soon as| can get word back from Earth—or you're a sort of
interesting madman. In which case, eventswill take care of you in not much moretime than it takesto
establish the fact you're an agent." He watched Cletus for asecond. Cletus met his eye expressonlesdy.

"I'm sorry to say," deCastries went on, "you're beginning to sound more and more like amadman. It's
too bad. If you'd been an agent, | was going to offer you a better job than the one you have with the
Alliance. But | don't want to hire amadman—hed be too unpredictable. I'm sorry.”

"But," said Cletus, "if | turned out to be a successful madman ... ?"

"Then, of coursg, it'd be different. But that'stoo much to hopefor. So al | cansay is, I'm sorry. I'd
hoped you wouldn't disgppoint me."

"l seem to have ahabit of disgppointing people,” said Cletus.

"Aswhen you first decided to paint instead of going on to the Academy and then gave up painting for
amilitary life, after dl?" murmured deCadtries. "'I've been alittle disgppointing to peoplein my life that
way. I've got alarge number of uncles and cousins about the Codlition world—all very successful
managers, business chiefs, just as my father was. But | picked politics—" He broke off, asMéelissa
rejoined them.

"It wasn't anything ... Oh, Cletus,” shesaid, "Mondar said if you wanted to find him held bein his
study. It's a separate building, out behind the house.”

"Whichway do | go?" asked Cletus.

She pointed through an arched entrance in afarther wall of the room. "Just go straight through there
and turn left," she said. "The corridor you'll bein leadsto adoor that opens on the garden. His study
building'sjust beyondit.”

"Thank you," said Cletus.

He found the corridor, as Mdissahad said, and followed it out into the garden, asmal, terraced area
with paths running to aline of trees, the tops of which tossed sharply in ahot, wet wind againgt asky full
of moonlight and torn cloud ends. There was no sign of any building.

At that moment, however, just as Cletus hesitated, he caught sight of light glimmering through the trees
ahead of him. He went out across the garden and through the trees. Past their narrow belt he cameinto
the open before alow-roofed, garage-like structure so comfortably fitted in among the vegetation
surrounding it that it gave the impression of being comfortably half-sunk in the earth. Low, heavily
curtained windows let out the small amount of light he had seen just now. There was adoor before him;
and as he approached, it did noiselesdy open. He stepped inside and it closed behind him. He stopped,
indinctively.

He had walked into a softly but clearly lit room, more library than study in appearance, although it had
something of both about it. Itsair tasted strangely thin and dry and clean like air on some high mountain
peak. Bookshelvesinset in dl four of thewalls held asurprisngly large collection of old-fashioned,
printed volumes. A study console and alibrary retrieval system each occupied a corner of the room. But
Mondar, the only other person in the room besides Cletus, was seated apart from these devices on a sort
of wide-surfaced and armless chair, hislegs up and crossed before him, so that he sat like abuddhain
the lotus position.

There was nothing except thisto mark the moment and place as anything out of the ordinary—»but as
Cletus stepped through the door, a deep, ingtinctive warning shouted loudly at him, checking him just
ingde the threshold. He sensed an impal pable living tension that held the very air of the room—afeding
asof amassve, invishbleforcein delicate, temporary balance. For asecond his mind recoiled.

Then it cleared. For onefleeting but timeless moment he saw that which wasin the room—and that



which was not.

What his eyes registered were like two versions of the same scene, superimposed on each other, but
at the sametime distinct and separate. One was the ordinary room, with Mondar seated on his chair, and
dl thingsordinary.

The other was the same room, but filled with adifference. Here, Mondar did not Sit on his chair but
floated, in lotus pogition, afew inches above its seet cushion. Stretching out before and behind him was a
succession of duplicating images, semitrangparent, but each clearly identifiable—and while those closest
to him, before and behind him, were duplicates of himsdf, those farther from him wore different
faces—faces till Exotic, but of different men, different Outbonds. Before and behind him, these stretched
away until they werelost to sight.

Cletus, too, he became aware, had hisimagesin line with him. He could see those before and he was
somehow conscious of those behind him. Before him was a Cletus with two good knees, but beyond this
and two more Cletuses were different men, bigger men. But acommon thread ran through them, tying the
pulses of their livesto his, and continuing back through him to aman with no Ieft arm, on and on, through
thelives of dl those others behind him until it ended, at lagt, with a powerful old man in half-armor sitting
on awhite horse with abaton in hand.

Nor wasthisal. The room wasfull of forces and currents of living pressures coming from vast
distancesto thisfoca point, like threads of golden light they wove back and forth, tying each other
together, connecting some of Cletus images with Mondar's, and even Cletus, himsdf, with Mondar,
himsdf. They two, their forerunners and their followers, hung webbed in atapestry of thisinterconnecting
pattern of light during that sngle moment in which Cletus vison registered the double scene.

Then, abruptly, Mondar turned his gaze on Cletus, and both tapestry and images were gone. Only the
normal room remained.

But Mondar's eyes glowed at Cletuslike twin sapphiresilluminated from within by alight identica in
color and texture to the threads that had seemed to fill the air of the room between both men.

"Yes" said Mondar. "'l knew ... amost from the moment | first saw you in the spaceship dining
lounge. | knew you had potentid. If it'd only been part of our philosophy to prosdytize or recruit in the
ordinary way, I'd have tried to recruit you from that minute on. Did you talk to Dow?"

Cletus consdered the unlined face, the blue eyes, of the other, and dowly nodded.

"With your help,” he said. "Wasit actualy necessary to get Mdissaaway, too? DeCastriesand |
could have talked over her head.”

"I wanted him to have every advantage,”" Mondar said, hiseyes glowing. "I wanted no doubt left in
your mind that he'd been ableto bid as high for you as hewanted to go ... He did offer you ajob with
him, didn't he?'

"Hetold me" said Cletus, "that he couldn't—to an interesting madman. From which | gathered he
was extremely eager to hireone.”

"Of course heis" said Mondar. "But he wants you only for what you can do for him. He's not
interested in what you could make of yoursdlf ... Cletus, do you know how we Exotics came about?

"Yes," said Cletus. "I looked you up before | put in my request for transfer to here. The Association
for the Investigation and Development of Exotic Sciences—my sources say you developed out of a
black-magic cult of the early twenty-first century caled the Chantry Guild.”

"That'sright,” Mondar said. "The Chantry Guild wasthe brainchild of aman named Walter Blunt. He
was abrilliant man, Cletus, but like most of the people of histune, he was reacting againgt the fact that his
environment had suddenly been enlarged from the surface of one world to the surfaces of any number of
worlds spread out through light-years of interstellar space. Y ou probably know the history of that period
aswell as| do—how that first, ingtinctive, racid fear of space beyond the solar system built up and



erupted in aseries of bloody socia eruptions. It spawned any number of societies and cultsfor people
attempting to adjust psychologicdly to fedings of vulnerability and insgnificance, degp down onthe
unconscious leve. Blunt was afighter, an anarchist. His answer was revolution—"

"Revolution?' asked Cletus.

"Yes. Literaly—revolution," Mondar answered. "Blunt wanted to destroy part of actud, objective
physicd redlity aswell—by using primitive psychic leverage. He caled what he wanted to do 'crestive
destruction.' He called on people to 'Destruct! ' But he couldn't quite push even the intense neurotics of
histimedl the way over the emotiond brink. And then he was deposed as head of the Guild by ayoung
mining engineer who'd lost an arm in amine accident—"

"Logt anarm?’ said Cletus sharply. "Which aam?’

"Theleft—yes, | think it wasthe |eft that was gone," said Mondar.
"Nothing,” said Cletus. "Go on."

"His name was Paul Formain—"

"Fort-Mayne?' Cletusinterrupted a second time.

"No t," answered Mondar, "F-o-r-m-a-i-n." He spelled it out, looking curioudy at Cletus. "' Something
about thisinterests you particularly, Cletus?'

"Only the coincidences," said Cletus. ™Y ou said he had only one arm, so the right arm he had | eft
would have been overmuscled from compensation development. And his name sounds amost like
jort-mayne, which are the words used by the Norman French to describe their policy to the conquered
English after they took over England in the deventh century. Fort-mayne—literaly, 'strong-hand.’ It
described apolicy of usng whatever force was necessary to keep the native English under control. And
you say hetook over the Chantry Guild, deposing this Blunt?”

"Yes" Mondar frowned. "I see the coincidences, Cletus, but | don't see why they're important.”

"Maybethey aren't,” said Cletus. "Go on. Formain took over the Chantry Guild and started your
Exotic Associaion?!

"He dmost had to wreck the Chantry Guild to doit," said Mondar. "But he did. He changed itsaim
from revolution to evolution. The evolution of man, Cletus.”

"Evolution." Cletus repested the word thoughtfully. " So, you don't think the human race isthrough
evolving? What comes next, then?"

"We don't know, of course," said Mondar, folding his handsin hislap. "Can an gpeimagine aman?
But we're convinced the seeds of further evolution are divein man, still—even if they aren't dready
germinating. We Exotics are dedicated to searching for those seeds, and protecting them once we've
found them, so that they can flourish and grow until evolved manis part of our community.”

"Sorry." Cletus shook hishead. "I'd make apoor Exotic, Mondar. I've got my own job to do."

"But thisis part of your job—and your job is part of it!" Mondar leaned forward, and hishands did
apart. "There's no compulsion on our members. Each one searches and works for the future the way he
thinks best. All we ask isthat when the skills of anyone are needed by the community, he makes them
availableto it. In return the community offers him its skillsto improve him, physicaly and mentadly, so he
can be that much more effectivein his own work. Y ou know what you can do now, Cletus. Think what
you might be ableto do if you could make use of dl we can teach you!"

Cletus shook hishead again.

“If you turn usdown," said Mondar, "it sgnas adanger to you, Cletus. It sgna's an unconscious
desire on your part to go the deCastries way—to let yoursalf be caught up by the excitement of directly



manipulating people and Stuationsinstead of dealing with what's much more valuable, but less
emotionaly stimulating—the struggle with ideasto find principlesthat'll lift people eventudly above and
beyond manipulation.”

Cletuslaughed, alittlegrimly. "Tell me" hesaid, "isn't it true that you Exoticswon't carry or use
wegpons yoursdlf, even in salf-defense? And that's why you hire mercenarieslike the Dorsal, or make
agreementswith political groupslikethe Alliance to defend yoursalves?”

"Y es—but not for the reason most people think, Cletus," said Mondar, swiftly. "We haven't any
mord objection to fighting. It'sjust that the emotionsinvolved interfere with clear thinking, so people like
mysdf prefer not to touch weapons. But thereé's no compulsion on our people on this. If you want to
write your work on military tactics, or even keep and carry guns—"

"l don't think you follow me," said Cletus. "Eachan Khan told me something. Y ou remember when
you were in the command car after it overturned, earlier today, and he suggested you not let yoursdlf be
taken dive by the Neulander guerrillas—for obvious reasons? Y ou answered that you could dwaysdie. '
No man," you said, ‘commands this body but myself.'"

"And you think suicideisaform of violence—"

"No," said Cletus. "I'm trying to explain to you why 1'd never make an Exoatic. In your cdmnessin the
face of possible torture and the need to kill yourself, you were showing a particular form of ruthlessness.
It was ruthlessness toward yoursel f—but that's only the back side of the coin. Y ou Exotics are essentialy
ruthless toward al men, because you're philosophers, and by and large, philosophers are ruthless

people.”
"Cletud" Mondar shook his head. "Do you redlize what you're saying?"

"Of course," said Cletus, quietly. "And you redize it aswell as| do. Theimmediate teaching of
philosophers may be gentle, but the theory behind their teaching iswithout compunction—and that'swhy
so much bloodshed and misery has dways attended the paths of their followers, who clamto live by
those teachings. More blood's been spilled by the militant adherents of prophets of change than by any
other group of people down through the history of man.”

"No Exatic spillsblood,” said Mondar, softly.

"Not directly, no," said Cletus. "But to achieve the future you dream of means the obliteration of the
present aswe know it now. Y ou may say your aim's changed from revol ution to evol ution, but your goa
isgtill the destruction of what we have now to make room for something different. Y ou work to destroy
what presently is—and that takes aruthlessnessthat's not my way—that | don't agree with." He stopped

Spesking.

Mondar met hiseyesfor along moment. "Cletus,” said Mondar at |ast, "can you be that sure of
yoursdf?'

"Yes" said Cletus. "I'm afraid | can." He turned toward the door. As he reached the door and put his
hand on its button, he turned back.

"Thanks dl the same, Mondar," he said. "Y ou and your Exotics may end up going my way. But |
won't go yours. Good night." He opened the door.

"Cletus,” said Mondar, behind him, "if you refuse us now, you do it a your own risk. There arelarger
forces a work in what you want to do than | think you understand.”

Cletus shook his head. "Good night," he said again, and went out. Back in the room where he had |eft
Arvid, he found the young lieutenant and told him they were leaving. Asthey reached the parking area
together and Cletus opened the door of their aircar, the sky split open above themin awild explosion of
lightning and thunder, with raindrops coming down like hailstones.

They bolted for the interior of the car. Therain wasicy and the few seconds of being exposed to it
had |eft their jackets soaked and clinging to their shoulders. Arvid put power on the vehicle and lifted it



out of thelot.

"All hell's broke loose tonight,” he murmured, as they swung back acrossthe city. Then, sartled, he
looked &t Cletus, Sitting beside him.

"Now, why did | say that?' he asked. Cletus did not answer and after asecond Arvid answered
himsdf.
"All thesame," hesaid, hdf to himsdif, "it has™

Cletuswoke to the sensation that his |eft knee was being dowly crushed in aheavy vise. The dull,
unyielding pain of it had roused him from his deep, and for amoment he was its captive—the sensation of
pain filling the whole universe of his consciousness. Then, practically, he took action to control the
crippling sensation. Ralling over on his back, he stared up at the white celling seven feet @ove him. One
by one, starting with histhigh muscles, he commanded the large muscles of hisarmsand legsto lose ther
tensons and relax. He moved on to the neck and face muscles, the belly muscles, and findly into afedling
of relaxation pervading him completely.

His body was heavy and limp now. His eyes were drooping, haf-closed. Helay, indifferent to the
faint noisesthat filtered to him from other parts of the BOQ. He drifted, diding gently away, likeaman
lax upon the surface of some warm ocean.

The state of relaxation he had induced had dready muffled the dull-jawed, rdentless grip of the pain
upon hisknee. Slowly, so as not to reawaken an dertness that would alow tension to form in him once
more, he propped the pillow behind and pulled himself up in the bed. Half-stting, he folded the covers
back from hisleft leg and looked &t it.

The knee was puffed and swollen to stiffness. There was no darkness or bruise-shade of
discoloration about it, but it was swollen to the point of immobility. He fastened his gaze steadily on the
swollen knee, and set about the larger job of bringing it back down to norma size and movement.

Still drifting, still in that more primitive state of mind known as regression, he connected the pain
response in hisknee with the pain message in his mind, and began to convert the message to amental
equivaent of that same physical relaxation and peace which held hisbody. Drifting with it, he felt the pain
message loseits color. It faded, like an ingtruction written in evaporating ink, until it wasfindly invisble.

Hefelt what he had earlier recognized as pain, still present in hisknee. It was a sensation only,
however, neither pain nor pressure, but co-equal with both. Now that he had identified thisformer pain
as a segparate sensation-entity, he began to concentrate upon the actua physical feding of pressure within
the blood and limb, the vessals now swollen to the point of immobilizing hisleg.

He formed amentd image of the vessds asthey were. Then, dowly, he began to visudize them as
relaxing, shrinking, returning their fluid contents to those pipe systems of the leg to which they were
severdly connected.

For perhaps as much as ten minutes there was no visible response from the knee area. Then gradualy
he began to be aware of ayidding of the pressure and a sensation of faint warmth within the knee itsdlf.
Within another five minutesit was possible to see that the swelling was actualy going down. Ten minutes
later, he had aknee that was still swollen, but which he could bend at agood sixty-degree angle. It was
good enough. He swung good leg and bad out of bed together, got up and began to dress.

Hewasjust buckling on aweapons belt over hisjungle suit, when there was aknock at his door,
Cletus glanced over at the clock beside his bed. It showed eight minutes before 5 A.M.

"Comeonin," hesad.
Arvid stepped into the room.



"You'reup early, Arv," Cletus said, snapping the weapons belt shut and reaching for his sidearm on
top of the chest of drawers besde him. He did the wegpon into its holster, hanging from the belt. "Did
you get the things | wanted?'

"Yes, dr," said Arvid, "the loudspeaker horn and the singleton mines are tucked away out of Sght in
duffle packs. | couldn't get therifle into apack, but it'swith the packs, clipped onto the eectric horse you
asked for."

"And the horse, itsdf?"

"I'vegot it in the back of acourier car, outside ... " Arvid hestated. "l asked to go with you, sir, but
the ordersjust cdled for you and thefield officer in charge of the company. | want to tell you about him.
They've given you afirg lieutenant named Bill Athyer.”

"And this Bill Athyer isno good, isthat it?" asked Cletus, cheerfully, picking up his communications
helmet and leading the way out of the room.

"How did you know?" Arvid stared down at Cletus, following him asthey went out down the long
center aide of the BOQ.

Cletus smiled back a him, limping adong, but delayed hisanswer until they had stepped out the front
door into the misty, predawn darkness where the courier car waited for Cletus. They got in, Arvid behind
the contrals. Asthe big young lieutenant sent the vehicle diding off onitsair cushion, Cletus went on:

"| rather thought the general'd be giving me someone like that. Don't worry about it, Arv. You're
going to have your hands full enough today, asitis. | want you to find office space for me and lineme up
agaff—awarrant officer, if you can get onefor office manager, acouple of clerical tech fivesand afile
clerk tech two with aresearch speciaty. Can you get right to work on that?"

"Yes, gr," answered Arvid. "But | didn't know we had authority for something like that—"

"Wedont, yet," said Cletus. "But I'll get it for you. Y ou just find the premises and the people, so we
know whereto lay hands on them as soon as we have authorization.”

"Yes, gr," sad Arvid.

Having arrived at the trangport area, Cletus found his company under the command of First
Lieutenant William Athyer, standing at east in ranks, equipped, armed and apparently ready to take off.
Cletus assumed that the men had had breakfast—not being the field officer in command of them, it was
not up to him to see that they had; and asking Athyer about it would be impoalitic, not to say insulting.
Cletus descended alittle stiffly from the courier car and watched as Arvid unloaded the eectric horse,
with its equipment.

"Colond Grahame?" avoice said behind him. "I'm Lieutenant Athyer, in command of this company.
Wereready to take off ... "

Cletusturned. Athyer was ashort, dark, fairly dim man, in his mid-thirties, with abesak-like nose. A
vaguely sour expression sat on hisfeatures, asif habit had made it permanent there. His speech was
abrupt, even aggressive, but the words at the end of each speech tended to thin out into awhine.

"Now that you're finaly here, sir," he added.

The extra, unnecessary statement verged on impertinence. But Cletusignored it, looking past Athyer's
shoulder at the men behind the lieutenant. Their tanned skin and the mixture of old and new equipment
and clothing about them suggested experience. But they were more silent than they should be; and Cletus
had little doubt about the reason for this. To be put back under wegpons and flown off into combat in the
middle of Rest and Retraining was not likely to make soldiers happy. He looked back at Athyer.

"l imaginewell gart loading right away, then. Won't we, Lieutenant?' he said plessantly. "Let me
know where you want me."

"We're taking two atmosphere support shipsfor transport,” growled Athyer. "I've got my top



sergeant in the second. Y ou'd better ride with mein thefirst, Colond—"

He broke off to stare at the dectric horse, asits overhead vanes whined into movement. Arvid had
just switched its satchel turbine on, and the single-person vehicle had lifted into the air so that it could be
moved easily under its own power to the support ship. Evidently, Athyer had not connected the horse
with Cletus until thismoment. In truth, it was an unlikely little contraption for such an outing—designed
for spaceport inspection work, mainly, and looking like awhesl-less bicycle frame suspended fore and
aft from metal rodsleading down from aside-by-side pair of counter-rotating ducted vanes driven by a
nuclear-pack, satchd turbine just below them. Cletus conerifle and duffle bags were hung beforeits
saddle on the crossbar.

It was not pretty, but that was no reason for Athyer to scowl at it as he was doing.
"What'sthis?" he demanded.

"It'sfor me, Lieutenant,” said Cletus, cheerfully. "My left knee's haf-prosthetic, you know. | didn't
want to hold you and your men up if it came to moving someplace dong the ground in ahurry.”

"Oh?Wsdl ... " Athyer went on scowling. But the fact that the sentence he had begun trailed off was
evidence enough that hisimagination wasfailing himin its search for avaid excuse to forbid taking the
electric horse. Cletuswas, after dl, alieutenant-colonel. Athyer turned, snapping at Arvid. "Get it on
board, then! Quick, Lieutenant!"

He turned away to the business of getting the company of perhaps eighty men into the two
atmosphere support shipswaiting on the transport area pad some fifty feet distant.

The boarding of the shipswent smoothly and easly. Within twenty minutes they were skimming
northward over the tops of the jungle trees toward Etter's Pass—and the sky beyond the distant
mountain range was beginning to grow pa e with the dawn.

"What're your plans, Lieutenant?' began Cletus, as he and Athyer sat facing each other in the small,
forward passengers compartment of the ship.

"I'll get themap,” said Athyer, ducking away resentfully from Cletus gaze. He dug into the meta
command case on the floor between his boots and came up with aterrain map of the Exotic side of the
mountains around Etter's Pass. He spread the map out on the combined knees of himsdlf and Cletus.

"I'll set up apicket linelikethis™ Athyer said, hisfinger tracing an arc through the jungle on the
mountain dopes below the pass, "about three hundred yards down. Also, place a couple of reserve
groups high up, behind the picket line on either side of the pass mouth. When the Neulanders get through
the pass and far enough down thetrail to hit the lower curve of the picket line, the reserve groups can
move in behind them and well have them surrounded ... That is, if any guerrillas do come through the
pass.”

Cletusignored the concluding statement of the lieutenant's explanation. "Wheat if the guerrillas don't
come graight down thetrail ?* Cletus asked. "What if they turn either right or Ieft directly into the jungle
the minute that they're on this Sde of the mountains?’

Athyer stared at Cletus at first blankly, and then resentfully, like a student who has been asked an
exam question he consdersunfair.

"My support groups can fall back ahead of them,” he said at last, ungracioudy, "derting the rest of the
picket line asthey go. The other men can Hill closein behind them. Anyway, we've got them enclosed.”

"What's vighility in the jungle around there, Lieutenant?' asked Cletus.
"Fifteen—twenty meters” Athyer answered.

"Then therest of your picket lineisgoing to have some trouble keeping position and moving updope
at an angle to enclose guerrillas who're probably aready beginning to split up into groups of two and
three and spread out for their trek to the coast. Don't you think?”



"WElIl just haveto do the best we can,” said Athyer, sullenly.

"But ther€'re other possibilities,”" said Cletus. He pointed to the map. "The guerrillas have the Whey
River to their right asthey come out of the pass, and the Blue River to their l&ft, and both those rivers
meet down a Two Rivers Town, below. Which meansthat any way the Neulandersturn, they've got to
crosswater. Look at the map. There're only three good crossing spots above the town on the Blue
River, and only two on the Whey—unless they'd want to go right through the town itself, which they
wouldn't. So, any or al of those five crossings could be used.”

Cletus paused, waiting for the junior officer to pick up on the ungpoken suggestion. But Athyer was
obvioudy one of those men who need their opportunities spelled out for them.

"Thepointis, Lieutenant,” Cletus said, "why try to catch these guerrillasin the jungle up around the
pass, where they've got dl sorts of opportunitiesto dip past you, when you could ssimply be waiting for
them at these crossings, and catch them between you and theriver?'

Athyer frowned reluctantly, but then bent over the map to search out the five indicated crossing points
that Cletus had mentioned.

"The two Whey River crossings,” Cletus went on, "are closest to the pass. Also they're on the most
direct route to the coast. Any guerrillas taking the passes on the Blue River are going to haveto circle
wideto get safely around the town below. The Neulanders know you know this. So | think it'safairly
safe bet that they'll count on your trying to stop them—if they count on anyone trying to stop them at
all—at those two passes. So they'll probably merdly feint in that direction and make their redl crossing at
these three other fords over on the Blue River.”

Athyer stared at Cletus finger asit moved around from point to point on the map in timewith his
words. The lieutenant's face tensed.

"No, no, Colond," he said, when Cletus had finished. "Y ou don't know these Neulandersthe way |
do. Inthefirst place, why should they expect usto be waiting for them, anyway? In the second place,
they'rejust not that smart. They'll come through the pass, break up into twos and threes going through the
jungle and join up again a one, maybe two, of the Whey River crossngs.”

"l wouldn't think so—" Cletus was beginning. But thistime, Athyer literdly cut him short.

"Take my word for it, Colond!" he said. "It's those two points on the Whey River they'll be crossing
a

He rubbed his handstogether. "And that's where I'll snap them up!™ hewent on. "I'll take the lower
crossing with haf the men, and my top sergeant can take the upper crossing with most of therest. Put a
few men behind them to cut off their retreat, and I'll bag myself anice catch of guerrillas.”

"Yourethefidd officer in command,” said Cletus, "so | don't want to argue with you. Still, Generd
Traynor did say that | wasto offer you my advice, and I'd think you'd want to play safe, over on the
Blue. Ifitwasuptome... ™

Cletus et hisvoicetrail off. The lieutenant's hands, with the map aready haf-folded, dowed and
ceased their movement. Cletus, looking at the other'slowered head, could almost see the gearsturning
over ingdeit. By thistime Athyer had |eft al doubts behind about his own military judgment. Still,
Stuationsinvolving generals and colonel s were dways touchy for alieutenant to beinvolved in, no matter
who seemed to be holding all the high cards. "I couldn't spare more than a squad, under a corpord,”
muttered Athyer to the map, at last. He hesitated, plainly thinking. Then helilted hishead and therewas a
craftinessin hiseyes. "It'syour suggestion, Colonel. Maybe if you'd like to take the respongbility for
diverting part of my force over totheBlue.... 7'

"Why, I'd be perfectly willing to, of course," said Cletus. "But as you pointed out, I'm not afield
officer, and | can't very well take command of troops under combat conditions... "

Athyer grinned. "Oh, that!" he said. "We don't stick right with every linein the book out here,



Colond. I'll amply give ordersto the corporal in charge of the squad that he'sto do what you say.”
"What | say? Y ou mean—exactly what | say?" asked Cletus.

"Exactly," said Athyer. "Therés an authority for that sort of thing in emergencies, you know. As
commanding officer of anisolated unit | can make emergency use of any and al military personnd in
whatever manner | fed isnecessary. I'll tell the corpora I've temporarily dlowed you status asafield
officer, and of course your rank applies.”

"But if the guerrillas do come through the Blue River crossings,” said Cletus, "I'll have only asquad.”

"They wont, Colond," said Athyer, finishing hisfolding of the map with aflourish. "They won'. But if
afew stray Neulanders should show up—why, use your best judgment. An expert on tacticslike
yoursdlf, Sir, ought to be able to handle any little Stuation like that, that's liable to turn up.”

Leaving the barely concealed sneer to linger in the air behind him, he rose and went back with the
map into the rear passenger compartment where the soldiers of half his command wereriding.

The support ship in which they were traveling set Cletus down with his squad at the uppermost of the
three crossing points on the Blue River, and took off into the dawn shadows, which still obscured this
western dope of the mountain range dividing Bakhalafrom Neuland. Athyer had sorted out aweedy,
nineteen-year-old corpord named Ed Jarnki and six men to be the force Cletus would command. The
moment they were deshipped, the seven dropped automatically to earth, propping their backs
comfortably against nearby tree trunks and rocks that protruded the unbroken, green ferny carpet of the
junglefloor. They werein alittle clearing surrounded by tall treesthat verged on afour-foot bank over
the near edge of the river; and they gazed with some curiosity at Cletus as he turned about to face them.

He said nothing. He only gazed back. After a second, Jarnki, the corporal, scrambled to hisfeet. One
after the other the rest of the men rose dso, until they al stood facing Cletus, in aragged line, haf at
attention.

Cletus smiled. He seemed adifferent man entirely, now, from the officer the seven had glimpsed
earlier asthey were boarding and descending from the support ship. The good humor had not gone from
hisface. But in addition, now, there was something powerful, something steady and intense, about the
way helooked at them, so that asort of human dectricity flowed from him to them and set dl their nerves
on edge, in spite of themselves.

"That's better," said Cletus. Even hisvoice had changed. "All right, you're the men who're going to
win the day for everyone, up here at Etter's Pass. And if you follow orders properly, you'l do it without
S0 much as skinning your knuckles or working up asweet."

They ared a him.

"Sir?" sad Jarnki, after amoment.

"Yes, Corpord?’ said Cletus.

"Sir ... | don't understand what you mean." Jarnki got it out, after a second's struggle.

"l mean you're going to capture alot of Neulanders," said Cletus, "and without getting yourselves hurt
in the process." He waited while Jarnki opened his mouth a second time, and then dowly closed it again.
"Wel? That answer your question, Corpora ?*

IIY&S‘I’,"

Jarnki subsided. But his eyes, and the eyes of the rest of the men, rested on Cletus with a suspicion
amounting to fear.

"Thenwell get busy,” said Cletus.



He proceeded to post the men—one across the shallow ford of the river, which here swung in alazy
curve past the clearing, two men down below the bank on each side of the clearing, and the four
remaining in tretop positions strung out away from the river and updope of the direction from which any
guerrillas crossing the ford would come.

The last man he posted was Jarnki.

"Don't worry, Corporal," he said, hovering on the e ectric horsein midair afew feet from where
Jarnki swayed in the treetop, clutching his conerifle. "Y ou'll find the Neulanders won't kegp you waiting
long. When you see them, give them afew cones from here, and then get down on the ground where you
won't get hit. Y ou've been shot at before, haven't you?' Jarnki nodded. Hisface was alittle pale, and his
position in acrotch of the smooth-barked, variform Earth oak he perched in was somewhat too cramped
to be comfortable.

"Yes, dr," hesad. Histoneleft agreat ded more unsaid.

"But it was under sensible conditions, with the rest of the men in your platoon or company al around
you, wasnt it?" said Cletus.

"Don't |et the difference shake you, Corpord. It won't matter once the firing starts. I'm going to check
the two lower crossings. I'll be back before long.”

He swung the electric horse away from the tree and headed downriver ... The vehicle he rode was
amod dlent in its operation, producing nothing much more than the kind of hum aroom exhaust fan
makes. Under conditions of normal quiet it could be heard for perhaps fifteen meters. But thisupland
Kultan jungle was busy with the sounds of birds and animals. Among thesewas acry like the sound of an
ax striking wood, which sounded at intervals, and another sound that resembled heavy snoring, which
would go on for severa seconds, only to break off, pause, and then begin again. But most of the
woodlife noises were smply screams of different pitches and volumes and musical character.

Altogether these made an unpredictable pattern of sound, among which the low hum of the eectric
horse could easily belost to ears not specificaly listening for it—such asthe ears of aguerrillafrom
Neuland who was probably both unfamiliar with the noise and not expecting it in any case.

Cletusflew downriver and checked both the lower crossings, finding them empty of al human
movement. He turned from the lowest crossing to move through midair into the jungle from theriver,
updope, in the direction of the pass. With luck, he thought, since they had the longest distance to cover if
severd crossings were being used. Undoubtedly arendezvous point and time would have been set up for
al groupsonthefar sde of theriver.

He drifted forward just under treetop level, some forty to sixty meters above the ground, at a speed
of not more than six kilometers per hour. Below him, the upland jungle flora showed less of the yellow
veining than there had been in the greenery near the shuttle-boat landing pad; but the threads of scarlet
ran everywhere, even through the outsi ze leaves of the variform Earth trees—oak, maple and ash—with
which Kultis had been seeded twenty years back.

The Earth flora had taken more strongly in these higher atitudes. But there was till amgjority of the
native plants and trees, from fern-like clumps reaching ten metersinto the air, to a sprawling tree-type
with purplefruitsthat were perfectly edible but exhded afaint but sckening scent through their furry skins
asthey ripened. Cletus was about eight hundred meters away from the river crossing before he spotted
hisfirst sgn of movement, awaving of fern tops below him. He checked his forward movement and
drifted downward.

A second later the foreshortened figure of aman in abrown-and green-splashed jungle suit moved
into Sght from under the fern.

Theinfiltrator was unequipped except for the pack on his back, a soft camouflage-cloth cap on his
head and the pellet-gun sporting firearm he carried by its strap over hisright shoulder. Thiswasto be
expected where the guerrillas were concerned. The convention that had grown up on the newer worldsin



fifty years of intercolony disputes was that, unless aman carried military wegponry or equipment, he was
subject only to civil law—and civil law had to prove damage to property, life or limb before any action
could be taken against an armed man, even from another colony. A guerrilla caught with nothing but a
gporting gun was usudly only deported or interned. One with any kind of military equipment,
however—even aslittle asamilitary-issue nail file—could be taken by the military courts, which usudly
adjudged him a saboteur and condemned him to prison or degth. If this man below him wastypical of the
infiltratorsin his group, then Jarnki and his men with their cone rifleswould have amassve advantagein
weapons to make up for their scarcity of numbers, which was arelief.

Cletus continued to watch the man for several minutes. He was making hisway through the jungle
with no red regard for silence or cover. As soon as Cletus had aline of march estimated for this
individua, he turned off to one side to locate the other members of the same guerrillaforce.

Therapidly risng sun, burning through the sparse leaves at tree-top level, heated the back of Cletus
neck. He was swesting from hisarmpits, al across his chest and back under hisjungle suit, and hisknee
was threatening to revive its ache once more. He took amoment out to force his musclesto relax and
push the knee discomfort from him. There was not time for that—not yet. He went back to searching the
junglefor more guerrillas. Almost immediately he found the second man, moving dong pardld to and
perhaps thirty metersfrom the infiltrator Cletus had spotted first. Cletus continued looking, and within the
next twenty minutes he ranged out to both ends of the skirmish line that was pushing through the jungle
below him and counted twenty men moving aboreast over afront perhaps three hundred metersin width.
If the Neulanders had split their forces equally between the three crossings, which would be only
elementary military precaution, that would mean an infiltration force of sixty men. Sixty men, assuming
they lost something like 20 per cent of their group's strength in getting through the jungle from hereto the
coast, would leave about forty-eight men available for whatever assault the Neulanders planned to
celebrate deCadtries vist.

Forty-eight men could do alot in theway of taking over and holding the smdl coastd fishing village.
But agood deal more could be done with double that number. Perhaps there was a second skirmish line
behind thefirg.

Cletus turned the electric horse in midair and drifted it back under the treetops behind the man he had
just spotted advancing. Sure enough, about eighty meters back, he discovered a second skirmish
line—thistime with fifteen menin t, including at least a couple who looked like officers, in that they
carried morein theway of communication and other equipment and wore Sdearms rather than rifles.
Cletus turned the el ectric horse about, did quietly through the air just below the treetops and back
toward the outside lower end of the approaching skirmish line. He located it, and saw that—as he had
expected—the guerrillas were dready beginning to close up so asto comeinto the crossing point
together. Having estimated the line along which their lower edge would be drawing in, he went ahead on
the electric horse, stopping to plant singleton personnd mines againg the trunks of trees not more than
four inchesthick at intervals of about twenty meters. He planted the last of theseright at the water's edge,
about twenty meters below the crossing. Then he swooped back to make contact with the end of the
second skirmish line.

He found the end of theline just coming level with thefirst mine he had planted, the end man someten
meters away fromit in the jungle. Cletus swooped out and around to come up behind the center of the
line. Careful not to approach any closer than twenty meters, he halted the dectric horse, unlimbered his
rifle and sprayed along burst up and down the line through about a sixty-degree angle.

The sound of aconeriflefiring was not the sort of noise that went unnoticed. Thetiny, self-propelled
cones, leaving the muzzle of therifle at rdatively low velocity but acceerating as they went, whistled
piercingly through the ar until their passage was concluded by the dull, abrupt thud of the impact
explosion that ended their career. A man not in body armor, as these guerrillas were not, could betornin
half by one of those explosions—so that it was no wonder that, for a second after the sound of hisfiring



had ceased, there was utter silencein the jungle. Even the birds and beasts were still. Then, somewhat
laggardly, but bravely enough, from immediatdly in front of Cletusand dl up and downtheinvisble
skirmish line of theinfiltrators, pellet guns began to snap back, like achorus of sprung mousetraps.

Thefiring was blind. The pdllets, zipping through the leaves of the trees about Cletus like so many
hailstones, went wide. But there was an uncomfortable amount of them. Cletus had dready flung the
electric horse about and was putting distance between himself and those who were shooting. Fifty meters
back, he turned once more around the downriver end of the line and reached for the remote trigger that
st off thefirgt of his singleton personnel mines. Up ahead of him and to hisleft, there was asingle loud
explosion. A tree—the tree to which the land mine had been stuck—! eaned like asick giant among its
felows, and dowly at fird, then faster, came toppling down among the underbrush.

By now, the jungle was dive with sound. The guerrillas were gpparently firing in every direction,
because the wildlife were screaming at the tops of their lungs. Cletus moved in at an angle to the end of
theline, fired another long burst from hisweapon and quickly moved up level with his second mine.

The heavy vegetation of the jungle hid the actions of theindividua guerrillas. But they were shouting to
each other now; and this, aswell asthe wildlife sounds, gave Cletus arough idea of what was going on.
Clearly, they were doing the ingtinctive, if not exactly the militarily wise, thing. They were beginning to
draw together for mutua support. Cletus gave them five minutesin which to get well clumped, so that
what had been two spread-out skirmish lineswas now asingle group of thirty-fiveindividuaswithin a
circle of jungle no more than fifty metersin diameter.

Then he swung around to the rear of this once more, set off his second singleton mine ahead of them
and once more commenced firing into them from behind.

Thistime he evoked a veritable cricket chorus of answering pellet-gun fire—what sounded like all
thirty-five wegpons sngpping a him at once, in every direction. The nearby Kultan wildlife burst outina
cacophony of protest; and the toppling of atree cut down by athird sngleton mine added its crash to the
genera uproar just asthefiring began to dack off. By thistime, Cletus was once more around behind his
line of remaining unfired mines, downriver from the guerrillas ... Hewaited.

After afew minutes commands were shouted and the guerrillafiring ceased. Cletus did not haveto
seeinto the center of the hundred-meter-wide areato know that the officers among the infiltrators were
talking over the Situation they had encountered. The question in their minds would be whether the
explosons and cone-rifle firing they had heard had been evoked from some smal patrol that just
happened to bein thisarea, or whether they had—against al normal expectations and reason—run
head-on into alarge enemy force set here directly to bar their route to the coast. Cletus et them talk it
over.

The obvious move by agroup such asthese guerrillasin asituation such asthiswasto St tight and
send out scouts. Theinfiltrators were by thistime less than eight hundred meters from the river's edge
clearing of the crossing point and scouts would easily discover that the point was actually undefended,
which would not be good. Cletus set off acouple more of his mines and commenced firing upon the
downriver side of the guerrillaarea. Immediately the guerrillas answered.

But then thisfire, too, began to dwindle and become more sporadic, until therewas only asingle gun
snapping from moment to moment. Wheniit, a last, fell silent, Cletustook the ectric horse up and
swung wide, away from the river into a position about five hundred meters upriver. Here he hovered, and
waited.

Sure enough, within avery few minutes, he was able to make out movement in thejungle. Men were
coming toward him, cautioudy, and once more pread out in askirmish line. The Neulander guerrillas,
having encountered renewed evidence of what they thought was at least a sizable force at the lowest
crossing, had chosen discretion over valor. They were withdrawing to the next higher crossing, where
either their passage would not be barred or they would have the comfort of joining forces with that other



group of their force which had been sent to cross at the middie ford.

Cletus swung wide once more, circled in, away from the river, and headed upstream toward the
second crossing. As he approached this general area, he dowed the dectric horse, to minimize the noise
of itsducted fans, and crept dong, high up, just under treetop level.

Shortly, he made contact with a second group of the guerrillaforce, aso in two skirmish lines, but a
good nine hundred meters yet from the middle of the threeriver crossings. He paused long enough to
plant another row of singleton personnel mineson treesin aline just downriver from the crossing, then
dipped upriver again.

When he reached the areaiinland of the ford, highest up on the Blue River, where Jarnki and the
otherswaited, he found that the third group of guerrillas, approaching this highest crossing, were not on
schedule with the two other groups below. This upper group was dready amost upon the crossng—Iless
than 150 metersfromiit.

There was no time here for a careful reconnai ssance before acting. Cletus swept across thirty meters
infront of their first skirmish line, firing onelong whistling burst from his conerifle when he judged he was
opposite the ling's center.

Safely beyond the farther end of it, he waited until the sngpping of answering fire from the guerrillas
had died down, and then dipped back acrosstheir front once more, this time pausing to plant four
singleton minesin their path. Once he was back beyond the downriver end of their lines, he st off a
couple of these minesand began firing again.

Theresultswere gratifying. The guerrillas opened up dl dong their front. Not only that, but,
fortunately, the men he had | eft at the crossing, spooked by the guerrillafiring, began ingtinctively
returning it with their conerifles. The result, asfar asthe ear could tell, was a very good impression of
two fair-szed groupsin afire-fight.

There was only one thing wrong with these additional sound effects Cletus was getting from hisown
men. One of the heavily whistling guns belonged to Jarnki; and evidently, from the sounds of it, the
corpora was on the ground within fifteen meters of the front guerrillalines—up where the exchange of
shots could well prove letha to him.

Cletus was tempted to swear, but stifled the urge. He pulsed a sharp message over histhroat mike
communicator to Jarnki to fall back. There was no response, and Jarnki's weapon went on speaking.
Thistime Cletus did swear. Dropping his eectric horse to just above the ground, he threaded the vehicle
through the jungle cover up to right behind the corpord's position, led to it easily by the sound of Jarnki's
firing.

Theyoung soldier waslying in the prone position, legs spread out, hisrifle barrel resting upon arotting
treetrunk, firing steadily. Hisface was as pal e as the face of aman who has dready lost haf the blood in
his body, but there was not a mark on him. Cletus had to dismount from the horse and shake the narrow
shoulder above the whistling rifle before Jarnki would wake to the fact that anyone was beside him.

When he did become conscious of Cletus presence, the convulsive reaction sent him scrambling to
get to hisfeet like agartled cat. Cletus held him down against the ground with one hand and jerked the
thumb of the other toward the crossing behind them.

"Fal back!" whispered Cletus harshly.

Jarnki stared, nodded, turned about and began to scramble on hands and legs toward the crossing.
Cletus remounted the el ectric horse. Swinging wide again, he gpproached the guerrillas from their
opposite Sde to ascertain their reaction to these unexpected sounds of opposition.

Hewasforced, in the end, to dismount from the eectric horse and wriggle forward on his ssomach
after dl, for perhaps ten meters, to get close enough to understand some of what was being said.
Happily, what he heard was what he had hoped to hear. This group, like the group farthest downriver,



had decided to stop and talk over these sounds of an unexpected opposition.

Painfully, Cletus wriggled back to the eectric horse, mounted it and flew awide curve once more
back to the crossing itsalf. He reached it just as Jarnki, by thistime back on hisfeet, dso reached it.
Jarnki had recovered some of his color, but he looked at Cletus apprehensively, asif expecting a
tongue-lashing. Instead, Cletus grinned at him.

"You're abrave man, Corpord,” Cletussaid. "Y ou just have to remember that we like to keep our
brave men dive, if possble. They're more useful that way."

Jarnki blinked. He grinned uncertainly.

Cletus turned back to the eectric horse and took one of his boxes of singleton mines. He handed it to
Jarnki.

"Plant these between fifty and eighty metersout,” Cletus said. "Just be sure you don't take any
chances on getting shot while you're doing it. Then hang back in front of those Neulanders asthey
advance, and keep them busy, both with the mines and with your weapon. Y our job isto dow those
Neulanders down until | can get back up hereto help you. At aguess, that's going to be anywhere from
another forty-five minutesto an hour and ahalf. Do you think you can do it?"

"Well doit," sad Jarnki.
"I'll leaveit to you, then," said Cletus.

He mounted the eectric horse, swung out over the river and headed down to make contact with the
group of guerrillas moving toward the middle ford.

They were doing just that when he found them. The Neulanders were by thistimefairly closeto the
middle crossing, and right in among his mines. There was no time like the present—Cletus set them off,
and compounded the situation by cruising the Neulander rear and firing a number of burgts a random into
them.

They returned hisfireimmediately; but, shortly after that, their return shooting became sporadic and
ceased. The silencethat followed lengthened and lengthened. When there had been no shotsfor five
minutes, Cletus circled downriver with the eectric horse and came up behind where the middle-crossing
group had been when it wasfiring back a him.

They were not there, and, following cautioudy just under treetop level, he soon caught up with them.
They were headed upriver, and their numbers seemed to have doubled. Clearly, the group from the
lower crossing had joined up with them and with common consent both groups were now headed for the
highest crossing and areunion with the group scheduled to crossthere.

It was as he had expected. These infiltrators were saboteurs rather than soldiers. They would have
been grictly ordered to avoid military action along the way to their destination if it was at dl possbleto
avoid it. Hefollowed them carefully until they were almost in contact with the group of their fellows
pinned down &t the highest crossing, and then swung out over theriver to reconnoiter the Situation at that
crossng.

He came in from above and cautioudy explored the Situation of the upper guerrillagroup. They were
strung out in aragged semicircle the ends of which did not quite reach the riverbanks some sixty meters
above and thirty meters below the crossing. They were laying down fire but making no red effort to fight
their way across the river—as he listened, the sound of their firing dwindled and there was agood dedl of
shouting back and forth as the two groups from downriver joined them.

Hovering above ground level, Cletus produced a snooper mike from the equipment bar of the horse
and dipped its earphone to hisright ear. He siwung the snooper barrel, scanning the undergrowth, but the
only conversations he could pick up were by ordinary members of the guerrillaforce, none by officers
discussing the action they would take next. Thiswas unfortunate. If he had been up to crawling fifty
meters or So to make a persona reconnai ssance—but he was not, and there was no point considering it.



Reconnai ssance on the dectric horse would by now be too risky. There remained the business of putting
himself in the shoes of the guerrillaforce commander and trying to second-guess the man's thoughts.
Cletus haf-closed his eyes, rdlaxing in the same fashion as he had relaxed that morning in order to
conquer the pain of hisknee. Eydids drooping, dumping boneesdy in the saddle of the horse, he let his
mind go free.

For along moment there was nothing but a random sequence of thoughts flowing across the surface
of his consciousness. Then hisimagination steadied down, and a concept began to form. Hefdlt as
though he was no longer sitting on the seet of the electric horse, but standing on the soft, spongy surface
of the junglefloor, his camouflaged suit glued to hisbody by sweet as he squinted up at the sun, which
was dready padt its zenith, moving into afternoon. Anirritation of combined frustration and apprehension
filled hismind. He looked back down at the circle of guerrilla under-officers gathered about him and
redlized that he had to make an immediate decison. Two-thirds of hisforce had aready failed to get
across the Blue River at the time and places they were supposed to cross. Now, aready behind
schedule, he was faced with the last opportunity for acrossing—but aso with the opposition of enemy
forces, in what strength he did not know.

Clearly, at least one thing wastrue. Theinfiltration of this group he commanded had turned out to be
not the secret from the Exoticsthat it had been expected it would be. To that extent, hismission was
aready afailure. If the Exotics had aforce here to oppose him, what kind of opposition could he expect
on the way to the coast?

Clearly, the mission now stood little or no chance of success. Sensibly, it should be abandoned. But
could he turn back through the paths now without some excuse to give his superiors so that he would not
be accused of abandoning the mission for insufficient reason?

Clearly, he could not. He would have to make an attempt to fight hisway acrosstheriver, and just
hope that the Exotic forces would oppose him hard enough so that he would have an excuseto
retrest ...

Cletusreturned to himself, opened his eyes and straightened up in the saddle once more. Lifting the
electric horse up just under treetop level once more, he tossed three singleton mines at different angles
toward the guerrilla pogition, and then set them off in quick succession.

Immediatdly, dso, he opened up with both hisrifle and sdearm, holding therifle tucked againg his
gdeand firing it with hisright hand whilefiring hissdearm with the left.

From the crossing, and from the two other sides of the guerrilla position, came the sound of the
gunfire of his soldiers upon the Neulanders.

Within seconds the guerrillaforce was laying down answering fire. The racket was the worst to
disturb thejungle so far thisday. Cletus waited until it began to die down dightly, so that he could be
heard. Then he took the loudspesker horn from the crossbar of the electric horse. He lifted the horn to
hislipsand turned it on. Hisamplified voice thundered through the jungle:

"CEASE FIRING! CEASE FIRING! ALL ALLIANCE FORCES CEASE FIRING!"

The conerifles of the men under Cletus command fell slent about the guerrillaarea. Gradually, the
answering voice of the guerrillaweapons aso dwindled and silencefilled the jungle again. Cletus spoke
once more through the loudspeaker horn:

"ATTENTION NEULANDERS! ATTENTION NEULANDERS! YOU ARE COMPLETELY
SURROUNDED BY THE ALLIANCE EXPEDITIONARY FORCE TO BAKHALLA. FURTHER
RESISTANCE CAN ONLY END IN YOUR BEING WIPED OUT. THOSE WHO WISH TO
SURRENDER WILL BE GIVEN HONORABLE TREATMENT IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE
ESTABLISHED RULES GOVERNING THE CARE OF PRISONERS OF WAR. THISISTHE
COMMANDER OF THE ALLIANCE FORCE SPEAKING. MY MEN WILL HOLD THEIR FIRE
FOR THREE MINUTES, DURING WHICH YOU WILL BE GIVEN A CHANCE TO



SURRENDER. THOSE WISHING TO SURRENDER MUST DIVEST THEMSELVESOF ALL
WEAPONS AND WALK INTO THE CLEARING AT THE CROSSING IN PLAIN SIGHT WITH
THEIR HANDS CLASPED ON TOP OF THEIR HEAD. | REPEAT, THOSE WISHING TO
SURRENDER MUST DIVEST THEMSELVES OF ALL WEAPONS AND WALK INTO PLAIN
SIGHT IN THE CLEARING AT THE CROSSING WITH THEIR HANDS CLASPED ON TOP OF
THEIR HEAD. YOU HAVE THREE MINUTES TO SURRENDER IN THISFASHION
STARTING FROM WHEN | SAY NOW."

Cletus paused for amoment, then added:

"ANY MEMBERS OF THE INVADING FORCE WHO HAVE NOT SURRENDERED BY
THE TIME THREE MINUTESISUPWILL BE CONSIDERED ASINTENDING TO CONTINUE
RESISTANCE, AND MEMBERS OF THE ALLIANCE FORCE ARE INSTRUCTED TO OPEN
FIRE UPON SUCH INDIVIDUALSON SIGHT. THE THREE MINUTESIN WHICH TO
SURRENDER WILL NOW BEGIN. NOW!"

He clicked off the loudspeaker horn, replaced it on the horse and quickly swung toward theriver, out
and around to where he had aview of the clearing without being visible himsdf. For along moment
nothing happened. Then there was arustle of leaves, and aman in aNeulander camouflage suit, hishands
clasped over his head and some jungle grass till stuck in his bushy beard, stepped into the clearing. Even
from where Cletus watched, the whites of the guerrillas eyes were visible and he looked about him
gpprehensvely. He came forward hesitantly until he was roughly in the center of the clearing, then
stopped, looking about him, his hands still clasped on top of his head.

A moment |ater another guerrilla appeared in the clearing; and suddenly they were coming from every
direction.

Cletus sat watching and counting for a couple of minutes. By the end of the time, forty-three men had
entered the clearing to surrender. Cletus nodded, thoughtfully. Forty-three men out of atotd of three
groups of thirty guerrillas—or ninety—all told. It was as he had expected.

He glanced down aong the riverbank to the place, less than ten meters from him, where Jarnki
crouched with the two other men who had been |eft here to defend this crossing and were now covering
the growing mass of prisoners. "Ed," Cletus transmit-pulsed at the young corpord. "Ed, ook to your
right.”

Jarnki looked sharply to hisright, and jerked alittlein startlement at seeing Cletus so close. Cletus
beckoned to him. Cautioudly, still crouching low to keep under the ridge of the riverbank, Jarnki ran up
to where Cletus hovered on the eectric horse afew feet off the ground.

AsJarnki came up, Cletus set the vehicle down on the ground and, safely screened from the clearing
by the jungle bushes before him, stepped siffly off the horse and stretched himsdf gratefully. "Sir?' said
Jarnki, inquiringly.

"l want you to hear this," said Cletus. He turned to the horse again and st its communications unit for
the channel number of Lieutenant Athyer, over on the Blue River. "Lieutenant,” he pulse-messaged, "this
is Colond Grahame." There was ashort pause, and then the reply came, crackling not only in the
earphones plug in Cletus ear but over the small speaker built into the el ectric horse, which Cletus had
just turned on. "Colond?' said Athyer. "What isit?'

"It ssemsthe Neulander guerrillas attempted to infiltrate across the Blue River crossings here, after
al," Cletus said. "We were lucky and managed to capture about half of them—"

"Guerrillas? Captured? Hdlf ... " Athyer'svoice fatered in the earphones and over the spesker.

"But that isn't why | messaged,” Cletuswent on. "The other haf got away from us. They'll be headed
back toward the pass, to escape back into Neuland. But you're closer to the passthan they are. If you
get there with even half your men, you ought to be able to round up the rest of them without any trouble.”



"Trouble?Look ... | ... how do | know the situation'stheway you say itis?l ... "

"Lieutenant," said Cletus, and for the first time he put adight emphasis on theword, "I just told you.
We've captured hdlf their force, here at the upper crossing on the Blue."

"Well ... yes... Colond. | understand that. But—"

Cletus cut him short. "Then get going, Lieutenant,” he said. "If you don't move fast, you may miss
them.”

"Yes, gr. Of course. I'll message you again, shortly, Colond ... Maybe you'd better hold your
prisonersthere, until they can be picked up by support ship ... Uh, some of them might get away if you
try to move them through the jungle with only your six men." Athyer's voice was strengthening as he got
control of himself. But there was abitter noteinit. Clearly, the implications of the capture of alarge
group of enemy infiltrators by a desk-bound theoretician, when Athyer himself wasthe solefield officer in
command of the capturing force, was beginning to register on him. There wasllittle hope that Generd
Traynor would overlook thiskind of afailure on his part.

His voice was grim as he went on.

"Do you need amedic?' he asked. "'l can spare you one of the two I've got here and send him right
over by one of the support ships, now that secrecy's out and the Neulanders know were here.”

"Thanks, Lieutenant. Y es, we could useamedic,” said Cletus. "Good luck with the rest of them.”
"Thanks" said Athyer, coldly. "Out, Sr."
"Out," replied Cletus.

He cut transmission, stepped away from the dectric horse and lowered himsdlf stiffly to the ground
into agitting position, with his back to anearby boulder.

"Sir?" said Jarnki. "What do we need amedic for? None of the men got hurt. Y ou don't mean you,
gar...?

"Me" sad Cletus.

He extended his|eft leg, reached down and took his combat knife from its boot sheath. With its blade
he ripped open his|eft pants leg, from above the knee to the top of his boot. The knee he revealed was
extremely swollen and not pretty to look at. He reached for thefirst-aid kit at his belt and took out a

spray hypo. He put the blunt nose of the spray againgt hiswrist and pulled the trigger. The cool shock of
the spray being driven through his skin directly into his bloodstream was like the touch of afinger of

peace.
"Chrigt, gr," said Jarnki, white-faced, staring at the knee.

Cletusleaned back gratefully against the boulder, and let the soft waves of the narcotic begin to fold
him into unconsciousness.

"l agreewith you," he said. Then darkness claimed him.

Lying on hisback in the hospital bed, Cletus gazed thoughtfully at the stiff, sunlit form of hisleft leg,
upheld in traction above the surface of the bed.

"S0," the duty medicd officer, abrisk, round-faced, fortyish mgor had said with afiendish chuckle
when Cletus had been brought in, "you're the type who hates to take time out to give your body a chance
to hed, areyou, Colond?' The next thing Cletus had known he was in the bed with hisleg balanced
immovably in afloat cast anchored to the celling.

"But it's been three days now," Cletus remarked to Arvid, who had just arrived, bringing, as per



orders, aloca amanac, "and he promised that the third day he'd turn meloose. Take another ook out in
the corridor and see if he's been in any of the other rooms aong here." Arvid obeyed. Hereturnedina
minute or two, shaking his head.

"No luck," he said. "But Genera Traynor's on hisway over, sr. The nurse on the desk said his office
just phoned to seeif you were till here”

"Oh?" said Cletus. "That isright. Hed be coming, of course." He reached out and pressed the button
that tilted the bed to lift him up into asitting postion. "Tell you what, Arv. Take alook up and down the
other roomsfor me and seeif you can scrounge me some spacepost covers.”

" Spacepost covers?' replied Arvid, calmly unquestioningly. "Right, I'll be back inaminute.”

He went out. It took him more like three minutes than one; but when he returned he had five of the
flimsy ydlow envelopesin which mail sent by spaceship was ordinarily carried. The Earth Termind
postmark was square and black on the back of each. Cletus stacked them loosdly together and laid them
in aface-down pile on the table surface of his bedside console. Arvid watched him.

"Did you find what you wanted in the lmanac, Sir?" he asked.

"Yes," sad Cletus. Seeing Arvid gill gazing at him curioudy, he added, " There's anew moon tonight.”

"Oh," sad Arvid.

"Y es. Now, when the genera comes, Arv," Cletus said, "stay out in the corridor and keep your eyes
open. | don't want that doctor dipping past me just because a generd'stalking to me, and leaving me
hung up here for another day. What time was that gppointment of mine with the officer from the Security
Echdon?'

"Eleven hundred hours," said Arvid.

"And it'snine-thirty, dready," said Cletus, looking at hiswatch. "Arv, if you'll step into the bathroom
there, itswindow should give you aview of thedrivein front of the hospitd. If the generd's coming by
ground car, you ought to be able to see him pulling up about now. Take alook for me, will you?'

Arvid obediently disgppeared into the small bath cubicle attached to Cletus hospital room.
"No sgn, sr," hisvoice came back.
"Kegp watching,” Cletus said.

Cletus relaxed againgt the upright dope of the bed behind him, half-closing his eyes. He had been
expecting the generd—in fact, Bat would be merdly thelast in along line of visitorsthat had included
Mondar, Eachan Khan, Méelissa, Wefer Linet—and even Ed Jarnki. The gangling young
noncommissioned officer had comein to show Cletus the new sergeant's stripes on hisdeeve and give
Cletusthe credit for the fact they were there.

"Lieutenant Athyer'sreport tried to take dl the credit for himsdf," Jarnki said. "We heard about it
from the company clerk. But the rest of the squad and me—we spread the real story around. Maybe
over at the Officers Club they don't know how it was, but they do back in the barracks.”

"Thank you," said Cletus.

"Hell ... " said Jarnki, and paused, apparently at somewhat of alossto further expresshisfedings.
He changed the subject. "Y ou wouldn't be able to use me yoursdlf, would you, Colond? | haven't been
to clerks schooal, but I mear—you couldn't use adriver or anything?”

Cletusamiled. "I'd liketo have you, Ed," he said, "but | don't think they'd give you up. After dl, you're
alinesoldier.”

"l guess not, then,” said Jarnki, disappointed. He went off, but not before he extracted from Cletusa
promiseto take him on if he should ever become available.

Jarnki had been wrong, however, in believing that Athyer's report would be accepted at face value



among the commissioned ranks. Clearly, the lieutenant was known to hisfellow officersfor the kind of
fieddd commander he was—just asit had been fairly obviousthat Bat had not by chance chosen an officer
like himto test Cletus prophecy of guerrillainfiltration. As Arvid had reported to him, after that night at
Mondar's party, the word was that Bat Traynor was out to get Cletus. In itsdf thisinformation had
originaly meant merdly that Cletus would be agood person for hisfellow officersto avoid. But now,
since he had pulled his chestnut out of the fire up on the Blue River without burning hisfingers, therewas
plainly agood dedl of covert sympathy for him among al but Bat's closest supporters. Eachan Khan had
dryly hinted as much. Wefer Linet, from his safe perch insde the Navy chain of command, had blandly
aluded toit. Bat could hardly be unaware of this reaction among the officers and men he commanded.
Moreover, he was a conscientious commanding officer in the formal sense. If anything, it was surprisng
that he had not cometo pay avist to Cletus at the hospital beforethis.

Cletus relaxed, pushing back the tenson in hisbody that threatened to possessit in impatience at
being anchored here on the bed when so many things were yet to be done. What would be, would
be...

The sound of the door opening brought his eyes open aswell. Heraised his head and looked to his
right and saw Bat Traynor entering the hospital room. There had been no warning from Arvid, gtill inthe
bathroom. FHeetingly, Cletus permitted himsalf the hope that the young lieutenant would have the sense to
stay out of sght now that his chance discreetly to leave the hospital room was barred.

Bat strode up to the edge of the bed and stared down at Cletus, his expressive eyebrows drawing
together in afaint scowl.

"Well, Colond," he said, as he pulled anearby chair close to the bed and sat down so that he stared
into Cletus face. He smiled, in hard, genia fashion. " Still got you tied up, | see”

"I'm supposed to be turned loose today,” Cletus answered. "Thank you for dropping by, sir."

"l usualy drop by to see one of my officerswho'sin the hospitd," said Bat. "Nothing specia in your
case—though you did do agood job with those six men up on the Blue River, Colond.”

"The guerrillasweren't very eager to make afight of it, Sr,” said Cletus. "And then | was|ucky enough
to have them do just what I'd guessed they'd do. The Genera knows how unusud it iswhen everything
worksout in thefield just theway it's planned.”

"| do. Believe me, | do," answered Bat. Under the heavy brows, his eyes were hard but wary upon
Cletus. "But that doesn't dter the fact you were right in your guess about where they'd come through and
what they'd do once they were through."”

"Yes, I'm happy about that," said Cletus. He smiled. "As| told the Generd, | pretty much bet my
reputation on it to my friends back on Earth just before | [eft.”

He glanced, asif unthinkingly, at the loose pile of face-down spaceship covers. Bat's eyes, following
thedirection of Cletus gaze, narrowed dightly a sight of the yellow envel opes.

"Y ou've been getting congratulations, have you?' Bat asked.

"There've been afew pats on the back," Cletus said. He did not add that these had been only from
such local people as Eachan, Mondar and newly made Sergeant Ed Jarnki. " Of course, the operation
wasn't atota success. | heard the rest of the guerrillas managed to get back through the pass before
Lieutenant Athyer could contain them.”

Bat's eyebrows jerked together into asolid angry line of black. "Don't push me, Colond," he
rumbled. "Athyer's report said he got word from you too late to take his men up into position to bar the
pass.”

"Wasthat it, Sr?' sad Cletus. "I'd guessit was my fault, then. After al, Athyer's an experienced field
officer and I'm just adesk-jockey theoretician. I'm sure everybody redizesit wasjust luck that the
contact my squad had with the enemy was successful and the contact the lieutenant and the rest of his



company had wasn't.”
For amoment their eyes locked.

"Of course,” said Bat, grimly. "And if they don't understand it, | do. And that's what'simportant—isn't
it, Colond?'

"Yes, dr," sad Cletus.

Bat sat back in hischair, and hisbrows relaxed. "Anyway," he said, "I didn't come herejust to
congratulate you. A suggestion by you came through to my office that you set up astaff to make regular
weekly forecasts of enemy activity. Therewas aso your request for personnel and office spaceto
facilitate your making such forecadts ... Understand, Colondl, asfar as1'm concerned, | ill need you
likel need afifty-man string ensemble. But your success with the guerrillas has got us some good
publicity back at Alliance HQ, and | don't see how you can do any harm to the rest of the war effort here
on Kultis by setting up this forecast saff. So, I'm going to approveit." He paused, then shot the words at
Cletus. "That make you happy?'

"Yes, gr," sad Cletus. "Thank you, Generd "

"Don't bother,” said Bat, grimly. "Asfor Athye—he had his chance, and hefell on hisface. Hell be
coming up for aBoard of Inquiry into hisfitness as an Alliance officer. Now—anything € se you want?*

"No," sad Cletus.

Bat stood up abruptly. "Good," he said. "'l don't like having my arm twisted. | prefer handing out
favors before they're asked. Also, | ill need those tanks, and you're still going back to Earth at the first
opportunity, Colond. Tuck that fact into your prognostications and don't forget it!"

Heturned on his hedl and went toward the door. "Generd," said Cletus. "Thereisafavor you could
dome..."

Bat checked and swung about. Hisface darkened. "After al?' Hisvoice was hard. "What isit,
Colond?'

"The Exotics have quite alibrary herein Bakhdla," said Cletus. "With agood ded of military text and
informationinit.”

"What about it?'

"If the Generd will pardon me," said Cletus, dowly, "Lieutenant Athyer's main problems are too much
imagination coupled with not enough confidence in himsdf. If he could get away and season himsdf for a

while—say, as Information Officer for the Expeditionary Forces, to that Exatic library—he might turn out
highly ussful, after dl.”

Bat stared at Cletus. "Now why," said Bat softly, "would you want something like that for Athyer
instead of aBoard of Inquiry?’

"I don't like to see avaluable man wasted," said Cletus.

Bat grunted. He turned on his hed and went out without afurther word. Looking alittle sheepish,
Arvid emerged from the bathroom.

"I'm sorry, Sr," he said to Cletus. "The General must've come by air and landed on the roof."

"Think nothing of it, Arv," said Cletus, happily. "Just get out in that corridor and find me that doctor.
I've got to get out of here."

Twenty minutes later, Arvid having findly located and produced the medicd officer, Cletuswasfindly
out of hiscast and on hisway to the office space Arvid had located for him. It was one of a set of three
office suites, each congsting of three rooms and a bath, that had originaly been erected by the Exotics
for housing VIP guedts. The other two suites were empty, o that, in essence, they had the building to
themselves—a point Cletus had stipulated earlier when he had sent Arvid out to search. When they



reached the office, Cletus found it furnished only with some camp chairs and atemporary field desk. A
lean mgor in hisearly forties, with awhite scar across his chin, was examining these in disparaging
fashion.

"Mgor Wilson?" asked Cletus, asthe officer turned to face them. "I'm Colond Grahame.”
They shook hands.

" Security sent me over," Wilson said. ™Y ou said you were expecting some specia problem here,
Colond?'

"I'm hoping for one," replied Cletus. "We're going to be handling agood deal of materid here, from
the classified category on up. I'm going to be making weekly forecasts of enemy activity for Genera
Traynor. Sooner or later the Neulanders are bound to hear of this and take an interest in this office. I'd
liketo set it up asatrap for anyone they send to investigate.”

"Trap, Sr?" echoed Wilson, puzzled.

"That'sright,” said Cletus, cheerfully. "1 want to make it possible for themto get in, but, oncein,
impossiblefor them to get back out.”

Heturned to indicate the walls around them.

"For example," he said, pointing, "heavy sted mesh on the inside of the windows, but anchored so
that it can't be pried loose or cut through with ordinary tools. An obviouslock on the outer door that can
be easily picked—but a hidden lock that fastens the door securely once the open lock has been picked
and the door opened and shut once. Meta framing and center panel for the door frame and door itsdlf,
so that they can't break out once the hidden lock has closed the door ... Possibly awiring system to
electrify the doors, windows and ventilator system just to discourage any attempt to break loose.”

Wilson nodded dowly, but doubtfully. "That's going to add up to agood bit in the way of work-tune
and materias" he said. "'l suppose you have authorization for this, Colond ... 7

"Itl beforthcoming," said Cletus. "But thething isfor your division to get to work on thisright away.
The generd was just talking to me less than an hour ago in the hospital about getting this office set up.”

"The genera—oh!" said Wilson, becoming brisk. "Of course, Sir."
"Good, then," said Cletus. "That's settled.”

After discussion of afew detalls, and after Wilson had taken afew measurements, the security officer
left. Cletus set Arvid to getting Eachan Khan on the field telephone, which, with the table and chairs, was
the office's only equipment. The Dorsai colond wasfindly located out in thetraining area set asde for his
mercenary troops.

"Mind if | come out?' asked Cletus.

"Not a al." Inthe smal vison screen of thefidd phone, Eachan'sface looked faintly curious. "Y ou're
welcome anytime, Colond. Comeaong.”

"Right,” said Cletus. "I'll betherein haf an hour.”

He broke the connection. Leaving Arvid to see about getting the office supplied with furniture and
saff, Cletus went out and took the staff car in which Arvid had driven him hereto the training area of the
Dorsal troops.

He found Eachan Khan standing at the edge of afield with aten-meter metal tower in its center, from
which what looked like acompany of the tanned Dorsai professionas were practicing jump-belt landings.
Theline of those waiting their turn stretched out behind the tower, from the top of which mercenaries
were going off, one by one, the shoulder jets of the jump belts roaring briefly and kicking up acloud of
whitish-brown dust as each one fdll earthward. For men not trained exclusively asjump troops, Cletus
noted with satisfaction as he limped up to the watching Eachan Khan, there were agreat many more soft,
upright landings than might have been expected.



"Thereyou are," said Eachan, without turning his head, as Cletus came up behind him. The Dorsai
colond was standing with hislegs dightly spread, his hands clasped behind him as he watched. "What do
you think of our level of jump training, now you seeit?'

"I'mimpressed,” answered Cletus. "What do you know about guerrillatraffic on the Bakhala River?”

"Fair amount. Bound to be, of course, with the river running right through the city into the harbor
here." Eachan Khan stared a him curioudly. "Not so much infiltrators as sabotage materials, | understand,

though. Why?"
"Therésanew moon tonight," explained Cletus.
"Eh?' Eachan dtared at him.

"And according to thelocd tidetables" said Cletus, "were having an unusualy high tide—all the
tributaries and canaswill be running degper than usud as much astwenty milesinland. A good time for
the Neulandersto smuggle in ether large amounts of supplies or unusudly heavy equipment.”

"Hm ... " Eachan fondled theright tip of hismustache. "Still ... if you don't mind aword of advice?"
"Go right ahead,” said Cletus.

"I don't think thereéd be anything you could do about it," said Eachan. "River security ismaintained by
ahalf-dozen Army amphibswith half a dozen soldiers and light wegpons on each one. That's not enough
to do any good at al, and everybody knowsit. But your General Traynor opts for dryfoot war
equipment. About six months back he got five armored personnd carriers by swearing to your Alliance
HQ that hisriver defenses were perfectly adequate and that, instead of sending him a couple of patrol
boats, they could give him the personne carriersingtead. So if you go pointing out probable trouble on
the river, you're not going to be making Traynor very happy. My advice would beto et any Neulander
activity there go by on your blind sde.”

"Maybeyoureright," said Cletus. "How about lunch?

They left the training ground and drovein to the Officers Club for lunch, where Melissajoined them
in response to atelephone call from her father at Cletus suggestion. She was somewhat reserved, and
did not often meet Cletus eye. She had come with her father for one brief visit to Cletusin the hospital,
during which she stood back and let Eachan do most of the talking. She seemed inclined to let him do

most of the talking now, athough she glanced at Cletus from time to time when his attention was on her
father. Cletus, however, ignored her reactions and kept up asteady, cheerful flow of conversation.

"Wefer Linet's been after me," Cletus said to her when they were having coffee and dessert, "to take
one of hisunderwater toursin one of the Mark V submarine dozers. How about joining usthis evening,
and we can come back into Bakhalla afterward for alate supper?!

Melissahesitated, but Eachan broke in, dmost hadtily. Good ides, girl," he said, dmost gruffly. "Why
don't you do that? Do you good to get out for a change.”

The tone of Eachan's voice made hiswords sound like a command. But the naked voice of appedl
could be heard beneath the brusgueness of the words. Melissa surrendered.

"Thank you," she said, raising her eyesto meet those of Cletus, "that soundslike fun.”

10

Stars were beginning to fill the Bakhalan sky as Cletus and Mdissareached the gatesto the Navy
Y ard and were met by an ensgn attached to Wefer Linet's staff. The ensign conducted them insdeto the
ramp where the massive, black, two-story-tall shape of aMark V squatted on itstreads just above the
golden-tinged waters of the Bakhallan harbor. Cletus had phoned Wefer immediately on parting from
Eachan and Melissato set up the evening's excursion.



Wefer had been enthusiagtic. Navy regulations, he gleefully informed Cletus, absolutdly forbade his
alowing acivilian such as Mdissaaboard aduty Navy vehiclelikethe Mark V. But, persondly, hedid
not give adamn. For the record, he had caught only the words "Dorsa™ and "Khan" when Cletus had
phoned him earlie—and to whom, of course, could those words apply but to amercenary colond of his
acquaintance, who was certainly no civilian? So he would be waiting for Colonel Grahame and Colonel
Khan aboard the Mark V at 7 P.M.

Awaiting them he was. Moreover, he seemed to have shared the joke of hislittle deception of Navy
regulations with his under-officers and crew. The ensgn meeting Cletus and Melissaat the Navy Yard
gate had gravely addressed Mdissaas " Colond"; and they were hardly aboard the Mark V before three
of the seamen, grinning broadly, had found occasion to do the same.

Thissmall and ridiculous joke, however, turned out to be just the straw needed to break the back of
Melissa's ftiffness and reserve. On the fourth occasion of being addressed as” Colond," she laughed out
loud—and began from then on to take an honest interest in the outing.

"Any placein particular you'd like to see?' asked Wefer, asthe Mark V put itslf into motion and
rumbled dowly down itsramp into the bay.

"Uptheriver,” said Cletus. "Makeit so, Ensgn.”
"Aye, gr," said the ensign who had met them at the gate. "Baance dl tanksfore and &ft, there!”

He was standing at the con, alittle to the left of Wefer, Cletus and Melissa, who were placed before
thelarge, curved shape of the hemispherica screen, which looked through the muddy water ahead and
about them asthough it were clear as glass, to pick up the shapes of ships undersides and other solid
objects below water leve in the harbor.

Therewas afant hissng and rumbling noise dl around them. The vibration and sound of the heavy
treads on the ramp suddenly ceased, and the water line shown on the hemispherical screen moved up
above the horizon mark as the huge vehicle balanced out its balast, replacing water with compressed air
where necessary, and vice versa, o that the submarine dozer—its hundreds of tons of land weight now
brought into near balance with an equa volume of water—floated aslightly asaleaf in air down to the
muddy bottom of the harbor, sixty feet below.

"All forward, right thirty degrees horizontal," ordered the ensign; and they began their underwater tour
upriver from Bakhdla

"Youll notice," said Wefer in the fond tone of afather pointing out the talents of hisfirst newborn,
"our treads aren't touching the bottom here. Theré's nearly ten feet of loose silt and muck underneath us
before we hit anything solid enough for the Mark V' to walk on. Of course, we could settle down into it
and do just that, if we wanted to. But why bother? We're as much at home and alot more mobile to
staying up in the water itsef and smply svimming with thetreads ... Now look there ... "

He pointed to the screen, where, some two hundred yards ahead of them, the bottom dipped
abruptly below their level of sight for a space of perhapsfifty yards before it rose again.

"That's the main channel—the main current lineto the seg," Wefer said. "We clean that out daily—not
because there're any ships here with draft enough to need a hundred and ten feet of water under them,
but because that trench provides achannel for the current that hel ps keep the harbor from silting up. Half
of our work's understanding and using existing patterns of water movement. By keeping that channel
deep, we cut our normal silt-remova work in half. Not that we need to. It's just the Navy way to do it as
efficiently aspossble.”

"Y ou mean you've got enough Mark V's and crews to keep the harbor clear even if the channdl
wasn't there?" Cletus asked.

Wefer snorted good-humoredly. "Got enough ... " he echoed. "Y ou don't know what these Mark V's
can do. Why | could keep the harbor clean, even without the current channel, with this one machine



aonel ... Let me show you around here.”

Hetook Cletus and Melissaon atour of the Mark V'sinterior, from the diver's escape chamber
down between the massive treads to the arms turret at the top of the vehicle, which could be uncovered
todlow theMark V tofire elther itstwo heavy energy rifles or the underwater laser with which it was
provided.

"Y ou see why Traynor wanted these Mark V'sfor useinthejungles,”" concluded Wefer, asthey
ended their tour back in the control room before the hemispherical screen. "It hasn't got the fire power of
the Army's jungle-breaker tanks, but in every other respect, except land speed, it's so far superior that
theré's no comparison—"

"Sir," interrupted the ensign behind him, "deep-draft surface vessel coming down the channd. We're
going to haveto get down and walk."

"Right. Makeit so, Ensign,” answered Wefer. He turned to the screen and pointed at the V-shaped
object cutting the line of the river surface some two hundred yards ahead of them. "Seethat,
Cletus? ... Mdissa? It'saboat drawing nine or ten feet of water. The channd here'slessthan fifty feet
deep and we're going to have to get right down on the bottom to make sure that boat goes over with a
good couple of fathoms of clearance.”

He squinted at the V shape growing on the screen. Suddenly, he laughed. "Thought so!" he said.
"That's one of your river patrol boats, Cletus. Want to have alook at itstopside?’

"Y ou mean, with asensor float?" asked Cletus, quietly.
Wefer'sjaw dropped. "How'd you know about that?' he demanded, 'staring.

"Therewas an article about it in the Navy-Marine Journal alittlelessthan two years ago," answered
Cletus. "It struck me asthe sort of device asensble navy would put aboard avehiclelikethis.”

Wefer dill sared at him, amost accusingly. "Isthat s0?' he said.
"What el se about the Mark V do you know that | don't know you know?"

"I know that with abit of luck you might be able to capture a boatload of Neulander saboteurs and
supplies bound for Bakhdlatonight, if you want to try for it. Have you got amap of theriver?’

"A map?" Wefer lit up. He leaned forward and punched buttons bel ow the hemispherica screen. The
image on it vanished, to be replaced by amap showing the main river channel with itstributaries from the
harbor mouth at Bakhallato some thirty miles upstream. A barely moving red dot in the shape of aMark
V seen from above was crawling up the main channdl in representation of the vehicle enclosing them.
"What guerrillas? Where?!

"About six kilometers upstream from here," Cletus answered. He reached out to point with his
forefinger to a spot ahead of the small, red, moving shape of the Mark V, where atributary amost as
large asthe mainriver joined it at that spot. Up beyond the point of joining, the tributary spread itsalf out
into anumber of small streams and then marshland.

"Theresan unusudly high tide tonight, as you know," Cletus said. " So from this point on down there
will be at least an extraeight feet of water in the main channel. Enough extra depth so that any small
upriver motor launch could make it down into Bakhalaharbor towing agood load of supplies, and even
personnd, behind it, safely underwater in adrogue pod. It'sjust aguess on my part, of course, but it
hardly seemsto methat the guerrillaswould let achancelike thisdip by without making an effort to get
men and suppliesto their peoplein the city.”

Wefer stared at the map and dapped hislegin ddight. "You'reright!" he exploded. "Ensign, we're
headed for that confluence Colonel Grahame just pointed out. Button up for noise, and get the weapons
turret uncovered topside.”

"Aye, dr," answered theensign.



They reached the juncture point between the tributary point and the mainstream, which Cletus had
pointed out. The Mark V crept out of the channel into the relatively shallow water near the river-bank
opposite the mouth of the tributary and stopped there, itsturrets less than five feet below the river
surface. The sensor float was rel eased from the upper hull of the vehicle and popped to the surface—a
small, buoyant square of materia with the thin metal whisker of a sensor rod risng one meter fromiit into
the air, the two connected by afine wire to the communications equipment of the Mark V. The sensor
rod had to view the scene around it by available light only; but its resolving power was remarkable. The
image of the scene it sent down to the hemispherical screen in the command room of the Mark V below
was very nearly asclear asif broad daylight, rather than afingernail paring of amoon, wasilluminating the
conjunction of the two streams.

"Not ahull in sght," muttered Wefer, rotating the view in the hemispherica screen to takein the full
180 degrees scanned by the sensor rod. "I suppose welll just have to sit here and wait for them.”

"Y ou could betaking afew precautions, meanwhile," suggested Cletus.
Wefer glanced aside a him. "What precautions?”'

"Agang ther getting away downstream if by some chance they manageto dip by you," said Cletus.
"|sthere anything to stop you now from moving enough materid into the channel downriver so that, if
they do come by, they'll run aground just below us?'

Wefer gared a him in astonishment, which dowly changed to delight. "Of coursel" he exploded.
"Enggn! Take her downstream!”

TheMark V moved roughly a hundred yards downstream; and, extending its massive dozer blade
crosswisein front of it, began to shovel sand and silt from beneath the water near the river's edgesinto
the main channd. Fifteen minuteswork filled the channel for somefifty yardsto aleve even with therest
of the river bottom. Wefer was inclined to stop at that point, but Cletus suggested he further refineit into
abarrier conasting of awide, doping ramp rising gradually to within half adozen feet of the surface.
Then, dso a Cletus suggestion, the Mark V returned, not merely upstream, but up into the tributary
somefifty yards behind the point where it met with the waters of the main river.

Here the water was so shallow that the Mark V sat with itsturret out in the air. But afew moments

work with the dozer blade sufficed to dig ashallow depression so that they could liein wait completely
underwater.

Then thewait began. It was three hours—nearly midnight—before the sensor rod onitsfloat, invisble
againg the shadow of thefoliage lining the tributary's bank, picked up the image of amotor launch diding
down the main channdl of the tributary, its motor turning at aspeed barely sufficient to keep the drogue
pod, towed behind it, underwater.

They waited, holding their breaths, until ship and drogue had passed. Then Wefer jumped for the
command phone, from which he had, some hours since, displaced the ensign.

"Wait," said Cletus.
Wefer hesitated, staring at Cletus. "Wait?' he said. "What for?"

"Y ou know that launch isn't going to be able to get past the barrier you built downstream,” answered
Cletus. "So why not St here alittle longer and seeif another boat comes aong?”

Wefer hesitated. Then he stepped back from the command phone. "Y ou redlly think another one
might come dong?' he asked, thoughtfully.

"l wouldn't be surprised,” said Cletus, cheerfully.

The answer was hardly out of his mouth before the sensor picked up another approaching motor
launch with pod in tow. By the time thiswaswell passed and out into the main river, till another launch

had appeared. As Wefer sood staring with incredulous delight into the hemispherical screen, twenty
boats towing pods passed within thirty yards of the submerged Mark V.



When acouple of minutes had gone by following the passage of the twenty boats and pods, Cletus
suggested that probably it was time they were checking up on what had happened downstream. Wefer
put the Mark V in motion. It surged up out of its shallow hole and plunged under the surface again down
into themain channd of thetributary.

They reached the centrd channel of the main river, and turned downstream. Their infrared searchlights
underwater, as well asthe sensor rod being towed on itsfloat above them, gave them a picture of wild
confusion just ahead of them. Of the twenty launches that had passed them, fully haf were firmly aground
in the doping ramp of river bottom that the Mark V had built. The rest, till afloat but with their drogue
pods bobbing helplesdy on the surface behind them, were vdiantly trying to tow the stranded vessels
free. Wefer commanded the Mark V to ahdt. He stared into the screen with mingled eation and dismay.

"Now what?' he muttered to Cletus. "If | charge on down there, the ones that aren't Suck arejust
going to turn around and beet it upriver and get away. Of course I've got the weaponsin the turret. But
gill, alot of them are going to get past me."

"Asasuggestion,” said Cletus, "how'sthisMark V of yours a making awave?'
Wefer stared at him. "A wave?' he said—and then repeated, joyoudy. "A wave!"

He barked ordersinto the command phone. The Mark V backed up a hundred yards aong the
channdl of the main river and stopped. The two wings of its dozer blade, which had been folded back
againg its body to reduce drag while traveling, folded forward again and extended themsdlvesto right
and. left until the blades full areaof twenty yards of width and ten feet of height were exposed.
Ddlicately, Wefer tilted the front of the Mark V upward until the top half of the blade poked through the
surface of the river and the treads were swimming fregly in the water. Then he threw the enginesinto full
speed, forward.

TheMark V rushed down theriver in aroar of water, checked itself and sank itself to the bottom of
the channd just fifty yards short of the dtill-floating launches. For amoment awall of water hid the scene
ahead; and then this passed, speeding like an ever-diminishing ripple farther downstream.

L eft behind was a scene of wreckage and confusion.

Those launches that had already been aground had had their decks swept by the wave that the Mark
V had created. In some cases they had been flipped on their sdes by the wave or even turned
completely upside down. But the greatest effect was to be seen upon those launches that had till had
water under their keels and had been trying to tow the grounded ones loose.

Without exception these free-floating boats had been driven aground as well. In many cases they had
been literdly hammered into the soft soil of the piled-up river bed. One launch was standing on its nose,
its prow driven half adozen feet into the sand and silt below.

"| think they're ready for you now,” Cletus said to Wefer.

If anything more was needed to complete the demoraization of the guerrillas aboard the launchesiit
was the sght of the black shape of the Mark V roaring up into view out of the river depths, the two
heavy energy riflesinitsturret sweeping ominoudy back and forth. Almost without exception those who
had managed to cling to their battered crafts dove overboard at the sight and began to swim franticaly
for the banks of theriver.

"Turret—" began Wefer excitedly. But Cletus put his hand over the phone.

"Let them go," Cletus said. "Theimportant men'll till be sedled insde the pods. Let's see about
collecting them before they get too worried by al that's happened and start breaking out.”

The advice was good. The Neulandersinsde the pods had reached the limits of their endurance with
the tossing about they had taken in the wave generated by the Mark V. Already more than one of the
pods bobbing hel plessy on the surface of the water, till tethered to their grounded launches, was
beginning to split dong the top, as those within activated their emergency exits. Wefer wheded the Mark



V into the midst of the wreckage and sent his ensign with three seamen out the Mark V'stop hatch with
hand weapons to cover the Neulanders as they emerged. They were ordered to swimto the Mark V,
where they were searched, put in wrist restraints and herded down the hatch to be locked up in the Mark
V'sforward hold. Cletus and Mdissa stayed discreetly out of sight.

Itsforward hold crammed with prisoners, and the cargo podsfilled with suppliesin tow, the Mark V
returned to its base at the Bakhalla Navy Y ard. After disposing of their prisoners and their spoils, Cletus,
Melissaand Wefer at last got into the city for that late—now early morning—supper they had planned. It
was after four in the morning when Cletustook atired but happy Melissaback to her father's residence.
However, asthey approached their destination, Melissa sobered and fell silent; and when they pulled up
infront of the door of the house that the Exotics had put at the disposal of Melissaand Eachan, she did
not offer to get out of the car right away.

"Y ou know," she said, turning to Cletus, "you're pretty remarkable, after al. First those guerrillason
our way into Bakhalla, then the ones you captured up at fitter's pass. And now, tonight.”

"Thanks" hesaid, "but dl | did was anticipate the optimum moves for deCastriesto make, and
arrange to be on the scene when they were made.”

"Why do you keep talking about Dow asif he was having some sort of persond duel with you?"
"Heis," sad Cletus.

"The Outworlds Secretary for the Codlition—againgt some unknown lieutenant-colone in an Alliance
Expeditionary Force? Does that make sense?”

"Why not?' Cletus said. "He has agreat deal more to lose than an unknown lieutenant-colond in an
Alliance Expeditionary Force."

"But yourejust imagining it dl. Y ou haveto bel"

"No," said Cletus. "Remember | pushed him into an error of judgment with the sugar cubesin the
dining lounge of the ship? The Outworlds Secretary for the Codlition can't afford to be made afool of by

an unknown Alliance lieutenant-col onel—as you describe me. It's true nobody but you knows—and only
because | told you—that he did make amistake, then—"

"Wasthat why you told me what you'd done?" Mdissainterrupted quickly. "Just so I'd tell Dow?'

"Partly,” said Cletus. Shedrew in her breath sharply in the darkness. "But only incidentaly. Because it
redly didn't matter whether you told him or not. He knew | knew. And it smply wasn't good policy to let
someone like mewak around thinking that | could beat him, at anything."

"Oh!" Mélissas voice trembled on the verge of anger. "Y ou're making dl this up. There's no proof,
not ashred of proof for any of it."

"Thereis, though,” said Cletus. "Y ou remember the guerrillas on the way into Bakhala attacked the
command car, in which | wasriding, instead of—as your father pointed out—the bus, which would have
been amuch more natural target for them. And this after Pater Ten had been burning up the
ship-to-planet phone linesto Neuland before we | eft the ship.”

"That's coincidence—stretched coincidence, at that," she retorted.

"No," said Cletus, quietly. "No more than the infiltration through Etter's Pass, which, whileit wasaso
made to provide a coup for the Neulanders, would have had the effect of discrediting me asatactical
expert before | had achanceto get my feet on the ground here and learn about the local military
gtuaion."

"l don't believeit," Mdissasad vehemently. "It hasto bedl in your head!"

"If that's S0, then deCastries shares the delusion,” answered Cletus. "When | dipped out of thefirst
trap, he wasimpressed enough to offer me ajob with him—ajob, however, which obviousy would have
put me in asubordinate position with regard to him ... That happened at Mondar's party, when you



stepped over to talk to Eachan, and deCastries and | had afew moments together.”

She gtared at him through the night shadow of the car, asif trying to search out the expression on his
faceinthelittle light that reached them from the lamp beside the doorway of the house and the dawn-pale
sky abovetheaircar.

"Y ou turned him down?' she said, after along moment.

"l just have. Tonight," said Cletus, "after the guerrillas on landing and Etter's Pass, he couldn't delude
himself that | wouldn't expect that the next obvious move for the Neulanders would be to take advantage
of the high tide on the river to run in supplies and saboteursto Bakhdla. If 1'd let that infiltration take
place without saying or doing anything, he'd have known that I'd become, to dl intents and purposes, his
hired man."

Again, she stared at him. "But you—" She broke off. "What can you expect to get out of al this,
this.... chain of things happening?"
"Just what | told you on the ship," said Cletus. "To trap deCagtriesinto a persona fencing match with

me, o that | can gradudly lead himinto larger and larger conflicts—until he commits himself completely
inafina encounter where| can use hiscumulative errors of judgment to destroy him."”

Slowly, in the shadow, she shook her head. "Y ou must beinsane," she said.
"Or perhaps alittle more sane than mogt," he answered. "Who knows?"

"But ... " She hestated, asthough she was searching for an argument that would get through to him.
"Anyway, no matter what's happened here, Dow's going to be leaving now. Then what about al these
plans of yours about him? Now he can just go back to Earth and forget you—and he will."

"Not until I've caught himin an error of judgment too public for him to walk away from or hide," sad
Cletus. "And that'swhat | have to do next."

"One more—what if | tell him you're going to do that?" she demanded. " Just suppose the whole wild
thing'strue, and | go to Capita Neuland tomorrow and tell him what you're planning? Won't that ruin

everything for you?'
"Not necessarily,” said Cletus. "Anyway, | don't think you'll do that.”

"Why not?' she chalenged. "I told you on the ship, that first night, thet | wanted help from Dow for
Dad and mysdf. Why shouldn't | tell him anything that might make him morelikely to hep me?!

"Because you're more your father's daughter than you think," said Cletus. "Besdes, your telling him
would be awaste of effort. I'm not going to let you throw yourself away on deCastries for something
that'd be the wrong thing for Eachan and you anyway."

She gstared a him, saying nothing, for one breathless minute. Then she exploded.

"You aren't going to let me!" she blazed. " You're going to order my life and my father's, are you?
Whered you get that kind of concelt, to think you could know what's best for people and what isn't best
for them—Iet donethinking you could get what you think best for them, or teke it away from themif they
want it? Who madeyou ... king of everything ... "

She had been fumbling furioudy with the latch of the door on her side of the aircar asthe words
tumbled out of her. Now her fingersfound it, the door swung open and she jumped out, turning to dam
the door behind her.

"Go back to your BOO—or wherever you're supposed to go!" she cried a him through the open
window. "I knew there was no point going out with you tonight, but Dad asked me. | should have known
better. Good night!"

Sheturned and ran up the steps into the house. The door dammed behind her. Cletuswasleft to
slence and the empty, growing light of the pale dawn sky, unreachable overhead.
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"Well, Colond," said Bat, grimly, "what am | supposed to do with you?'
"The Generd could put meto use," said Cletus.

"Put you to usel" They were standing facing each other in Bat's private office. Bat turned in
exasperation, took two quick steps away, wheeled and stepped back to glare up at Cletus once more.
"First you make agrandstand play up by Etter's Pass, and it pays off so that you collect about five times
asmany prisoners as you had men to collect them with. Now you go out for amidnight picnic with the
Navy and come back |oaded with guerrillas and supplies bound for Bakhalla. Not only that, but you take
acivilian dong with you on thisNavy spreg!”

"Civilian, 9r?" said Cletus.

"Ohyes, | know the officia story!" Bat interrupted him, harshly. "And aslong asit'saNavy matter,
I'mletting it ride. But | know who you had with you out there, Colond! Just as| know that
wooden-headed young character, Linet, couldn't have dreamed up the idea of capturing those motor

launchesfull of guerrillas. It was your show, Colond, just likeit was your show up at Etter's
Peass! ... And | repest, what am | going to do with you?”

"Indl sariousness, Generd," said Cletus, in atone of voice that matched hiswords, "I mean what |
say. | think you ought to put meto use."

"How?' Bat shot a him.

"Aswhat I'm equipped to be—atactician,” said Cletus. He met the glare from under the generd's
expressve brows without yielding, and his voice remained calm and reasonable. "The present moment's
oneinwhich | could be particularly useful, considering the circumstances.”

"What circumstances?' Bat demanded.

"Why, the circumstances that've more or less combined to trap the Military Secretary of the Codlition
here on Kultis" Cletusreplied. "I imagine theréslittle doubt, in the ordinary way of things, that Dow
deCastrieswould be planning on leaving this planet in the next day or two."

"Oh, hewould, would he?' said Bat " And what makes you so sure that you know what a Codition
high executive like deCastries would be doing—under any circumstances?'

"The Stuation's easily open to deduction,” answered Cletus. "The Neulander guerrillasaren't in any
different Situation than our Alliance forces here when it comes to the matter of getting supplies out from
Earth. Both they and we could use a great many things that the supply depots back on Earth are dow to
send us. Y ou want tanks, sir. It's a safe bet the Neulander guerrillas have wants of their own, which the
Codlition isn't eager to satisfy.”

"And how do you make that out?' Bat snapped.

"| read it as aconclusion from the obvious fact that the Coalition's fighting a cheaper war here on
Kultisthan we are," said Cletus, reasonably. "It'stypica of Alliance-Coalition confrontationsfor the past
century. Wetend to supply our dlies actud fighting forces and the equipment to support them. The
Coadlition tends merely to arm and advise the opposition forces. Thisfitswell with their ultimate aim,
which isn't so much to win al these minor conflictsthey oppose usin but to bleed dry the Alliance nations
back on Earth, so that eventualy the Codlition can take over, back there where they believe dl the
important redl edtateis.”

Cletus stopped spesking. Bat stared at him. After a second, the general shook his head like aman
coming out of adaze.

"l ought to have my head examined," Bat said. "Why do | stand here and listen to this?"



"Because youre agood generd officer, sr,” said Cletus, "and because you can't help noticing I'm
making sense.”
"Part of thetime you're making sense ... " muttered Bat, his eyes abstracted. Then his gaze sharpened

and hefastened it once more on Cletus face. "All right, the Neulanders want equipment from the
Codlition that the Codlition doesn't want to give them. Y ou say that'swhy deCastries came out here?’

"Of course," said Cletus. "Y ou know yoursdlf the Coalition does this often. They refuse material help
to one of their puppet alies, but then, to take the sting out of the refusdl, they send ahighly placed
dignitary out to visit the puppets. The visit creates agreat dedl of gtir, both in the puppet country and
elsawhere. It givesthe puppets the impresson that their welfare is very closeto the Codition's
heart—and it costs nearly nothing. Only, in this one instance, the Situation's backfired somewhat.”

"Backfired?' sad Bat.

"The two new guerrillathrusts that were supposed to cel ebrate deCastries visit—that businessup a
Etter's Pass, and now last night's unsuccessful attempt to infiltrate agood number of men and supplies
into the city of Bakhdla—have blown up in the Neulanders faces," Cletus said. "Of course, officidly,
Dow's got nothing to do with elther of those two missons. Naturaly we know that he undoubtedly did
know about them, and maybe even had ahand in planning them. But as| say, officidly, therésno
connection between him and them, and theoretically he could leave the planet as scheduled without
looking backward once. Only | don't think he'slikely to do that now."

"Why not?'
"Because, Generd," said Cletus, "his purpose in coming here wasto give the Neulandersamorale
boost—ashot in the arm. Instead, his visits have coincided with a couple of bad, if small, defeatsfor

them. If he leaves now, histrip isgoing to be wasted. A man like deCastriesis bound to put off leaving
until he can leave on anote of success. That gives us aStuation we can turn to our own advantage.”

"Oh? Turn to our advantage, isit?' said Bat. "More of your fun and games, Colond?'

"Sir," answered Cletus, "1 might remind the Genera that | was right about the infiltration attempt
through Etter's Pass, and | wasright in my guesslast night that the guerrillas would try to move men and
supplies down theriver and into the city—"

"All right! Never mind that!" snapped Bat. "If | wasn't taking those thingsinto consideration | wouldn't
be ligtening to you now. Go ahead. Tell me what you were going to tel me."

"I'd prefer to show you," answered Cletus. "If you wouldn't mind flying up to Etter's Pass—"
"Etter's Pass? Again?' said Bat. "Why? Tell me what map you want, and show me here."

"It'sashort trip by ar, gr,” said Cletus, camly. "The explanation’s going to make alot more senseif
we have the actud terrain below us.”

Bat grunted. He turned about, stalked to his desk and punched open his phone circuit.
"Send over Recon Oneto theroof here," he said. "WEell beright up.”

Five minutes later, Cletus and Bat were en route by air toward the Etter's Pass area. The generd's
recon craft wasasmall but fast passenger vehicle, with antigrav vanes below its midsection and a
plasma-thrust enginein the rear. Arvid, who had been waiting for Cletusin the generd's outer office, was
segted up front in the copilot's seat, with the pilot and the vessel's one crewman. Twenty feet behind
them, in the open cabin space, Bat and Cletus conversed in the privacy provided by their distance and
lowered voices. The recon craft approached the Etter's Pass area and, at Cletus request, dropped down
fromits cruising dtitude of eighty thousand feet to amere six hundred. It began dowly to circlethe area
encompassing Etter's Pass, the village of Two Rivers and the two river valeysthat came together just
bel ow the town.

Bat stared sourly at the pass and the town below it, nestled in the bottom of the V that was the



conjunction of thetwo river valeys.

"All right, Colond," he said. "I've taken an hour out of my day to make thistrip. What you've got to
tell me had better beworthiit."

"I think itis" answered Cletus. He pointed at Etter's Pass and swung his fingertip from it down to the
town below. "If you'l look closdly there, Sir, you'll see Two Riversisan ided jump-off spot for launching
an attack through the pass by our forces, asthefirst step in aninvason of Neuland.”

Bat's head jerked around. He stared at Cletus. " Invade Neuland ... " Helowered hisvoice hadtily,
for the heads of al three men up front had turned abruptly at the sound of hisfirst words. "Have you gone
completely out of your skull, Grahame? Or do you think | have, that I'd even consder such athing?
Invading Neuland's adecision that's not even for the General Staff back on Earth to make. 1t'd be the
politica boysin Genevawho'd have to decide that!"

"Of course," said Cletus, unruffled. "But thefact is, an invasion launched from Two Rivers could very
esdly be successful. If the Generd will just let me explain—"

"No!" snarled Bat, keeping hisvoicelow. "I told you | don't even want to hear about it. If you got me
al theway up herejust to suggest that—"

"Not to suggest it asan actudity, sir,” said Cletus. "Only to point out the benefits of the appearance of
it. It's not necessary actually to invade Neuland. It's only necessary to cause the Neulanders, and
deCadtries, to realize such an invasion could be successtul, if launched. Oncethey redlize the possibility,
they'll be under extreme pressure to take some counteraction to prevent it. Then, if after they've taken
such action, we move to show that invasion was never our intention, Dow deCastrieswill have been
involved in alocd blunder from whichitll beimpossiblefor him to detach hisresponshbility. The
Coadlition'sonly way of saving facefor him and itself will beto cast dl blame on the Neulanders and
pendize them as evidence that the blame-casting isn't just rhetoric. The only form that pendizing can take
isalessening of Codlition helpto Neuland ... Naturdly, any reduction in Codition aid to the Neulanders
puts the Alliance contribution to the Exoticsin that much stronger position.”

Cletus stopped talking. Bat sat for along second, gazing at him with an unusud
express on—something dmost like ave—bel ow the heavy, expressive eyebrows.

"By God!" Bat sad, at lagt, "you don't think in smpleterms, do you, Grahame?"

"The complexity's more apparent than red," answered Cletus. "Everyone's more or lessthe prisoner
of his current Stuation. Manipulate the Stuation and theindividua often hasn't much choice but to let
himself be manipulated aswell."

Bat shook hishead, dowly. "All right," he said, drawing a deep breath, "just how do you plan to
ggnd thisfakeinvason attempt?'

"In the orthodox manner," answered Cletus. "By maneuvering of acouple of battalions of troopsin
this area below the pass—"

"Hold on. Whoa—" broke in Bat. "I told you once before | didn't have spare battalions of troops
lying around waiting to be played with. Besides, if | order troops up here on anything like maneuvers,
how am | going to claim later that there never was any intention to provoke Neuland in this area?"

"| redlize you haven't any regular troopsto spare, Genera,” said Cletus. "The answer, of course, is
not to use regular troops. Nor should you order them up here. However, the Dorsai regiment under
Colond Khan isengaged in jump-belt training right now. Y ou could agree to a suggestion which Colondl
Khan might make to the Exotics—and which the Exotics will certainly check out with you—that he bring
his Dorsais up herefor aweek of livetraining jumpsin thisidea terrain, which combinesriver valeys,
jungle and hill country."

Bat opened his mouth asif to retort—then closed it sharply. His brows drew together in athoughtful
frown.



"Hmm," hesaid. "TheDorsais... "

"The Dorsais," Cletus reminded him, "don't operate out of your budget. They're financed separately
by the Exotics."

Bat nodded, dowly.

"A full two battalions of men inthisarea,” went on Cletus, "are too many for deCastries and the
Neulandersto ignore. The fact that they're Dorsais rather than your own troops makesit seem al the
more likely you're trying to pretend innocence, when in fact you've got some thrust into Neulander
territory in mind. Add one more small factor, and you'll make suspicion of such athrust acertainty, to
deCadtries at least. He knows I've been concerned with the two recent incidents when the Neulanders
were frustrated. Appoint me your deputy genera commander of thisDorsal unit, with authority to move
them wherever | want, and nobody on the other sde of the mountainswill have any doubt |eft that the
jump training'sonly acover for an attack on Neuland territory.”

Bat jerked hishead up and stared at Cletus suspicioudy. Cletus returned his gaze with the calm
innocence of aman whose conscience has nothing to hide.

"But you won't be moving those Dorsais anywhere, except between Bakhalaand this area, will you,
Colone?' he demanded softly.

"l giveyoumy word, gr," said Cletus. "They'll go nowheredse"

For along moment Bat continued to stare, hard, at Cletus. But then, once again, sowly he nodded.

They returned to Bat's office in Bakhalla. As Cletuswasleaving, headed for his staff car inthe

parking lot, aflyer settled into one of the marked spaces and Mondar got out, followed by the small,
waspish shape of Pater Ten.

"Thereheis" said Pater Tenin abrittle voice, as he spotted Cletus. "Why don't you go ahead into the
Headquarters building, Outbond? I'll stop aminute with Colond Grahame. Dow wanted meto extend his
congratulations on Grahame's success last week—and last night.”

Mondar hesitated briefly, then smiled. "Asyou like," he said, turned and went on toward the
Headquarters building.

Pater Ten walked over to face Cletus.
"Congratulate me?' asked Cletus.
"The Military Secretary,” said Pater Ten, dmost vicioudy, "isavery fair-minded man—"

In mid-sentence he broke off. For asecond someinner change seemed to wipe hisface clean of
expression, and then it shaped itself again into adifferent kind of expression—an expression like that of
an excdlent stage mimic who has decided to impersonate the character and mannerisms of Dow
deCadtries. Except that Pater Ten's eyes were fixed and remote, like aman under hypnosis. When he
spoke, it wasin an eerie echo of Dow's ordinary speech:

"Evidently," said those silkily urbane tones, "you're dill trying to raise the ante, Grahame. Take my
advice. Bewarned. It's an occupation that's fraught with danger.”

Asabruptly asit had come, the unnatural resemblance to Dow smoothed itslf from thelittle man's
features and his gaze became norma again. Helooked sharply up at Cletus.

"Very fair-minded,” Pater said. "Y ou underestimate him. | promise you, you've underestimated
him—" Thelittle man broke off, abruptly. "What're you looking at melike that for?' he snapped, acidly.
"You don't believe me, isthat it?'

Cletus shook his head, sadly. "I believeyou,” hesaid. "It'sjust that | seel did underestimate him. It
seems he'snot just adeder in other peoples minds. He buys souls aswell.”

He turned and walked off to his car, leaving Pater Ten staring after him uncomprehendingly but with



the automatic rage on hisface with which the violent little man viewed nearly dl thingsin the universe.
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They met in Eachan Khan's office aweek later—Cletus, Eachan and the four other top officers
among the Dorsais. There was Eachan's second-in-command, Lieutenant-Colonel Marcus Dodds, atall,
quiet, narrow-boned man. There were also amajor with ashaved head and expressionlessfeaturesin a
hard, round, blue-black face, with the single name of Swahili, aMgor David Ap Morgan, who wasthin
and dightly buck-toothed and asfair-skinned as Swahili was dark; and, last, there was Captain Este
Chotal, short, heavy-fleshed and handsome, with narrow eyesin adightly mongoloid face. They sat
around the long conference table in Eachan's wide office, with Eachan at the head of the table and Cletus
Seated at hisright.

"And s0, gentlemen,” said Eachan Khan, winding up his explanation of Cletus presencein their midgt,
"we have anew commanding officer from the Alliance Forces. I'll Iet Colond Grahame spesk for himself
from thispoint on."

Eachan got up from his chair at the head of the table and stepped asde. Cletus rose, and Eachan
took Cletus former place at the table. Cletus moved over behind the chair Eachan had occupied, but he
did not St down immediately.

Instead, he turned about to look at the large map of Etter's Pass-Two Rivers area projected on the
wall behind him. He looked at it and something deep, powerful and unyielding moved without warning
through him. He drew in adow deep breath and the silence of the room behind him seemed to ring
suddenly in hisears. The features of the map before him seemed to legp out at him asif he saw, not the
projected representation, but the actua features of jungle, hill and river that they represented.

He turned about and faced the Dorsal officers. Under his gaze they tiffened and their eyes narrowed
as though something massive and unknown had stepped suddenly among them. Even Eachan stared at
Cletus as though he had never seen him before.

"Youredl professond soldiers" said Cletus. His voice was completely flat, without inflection or
emphasis, but it rang in the room with afinality that left no room for doubt or argument initslisteners.
"Y our future depends on what you'll be doing in the next two weeks. Therefore I'm going to tell you what
no one else on this planet yet knows, and I'm going to trust you to keep that information locked inside
you."

He paused. They sat staring a him like menin atrance.

"You're going to fight abattle. My aim isn't going to beto kill the enemy in this battle, but to force him
to surrender in large numbers, so if al goes according to plan you ought to win with little or no
casudties... | don't guaranteethat. | only say that it ought to be that way. But, in any case, you'll have
fought abattle.”

He paused for asecond, looking into their faces one by one. Then he went on.

"Behind me here," he said, "you see the upland areainto which you're going to move a the end of this
week for further jJump-training and jungle practice. This practiceisn't just to fill time. The better shape
your men arein at the end of the training period, and the better they know the area, the better chance
they'll haveto survivein thefight, later. Colond Khan will give you your specific orders. That'sal I'll tell
you now. As| say, | don't want you to tell anyone, not even the men you command, that any sort of redl
action'sin prosgpect. If you're the kind of officers| think you are, and they're the kind of men | think they
are, they'll absorb the feding that something is going to happen without your having to tell them ... That's
al”

He sat down abruptly and turned to Eachan.



"Take over, Colond," he said to Eachan.

Eachan, unmoving, continued to gaze at him for just afraction of asecond longer before herose,
cleared histhroat and began to describe the patterns of movement of the various units from Bakhdlainto
the Two Riversarea.

Four days later support ships of the type that had flown Cletus with Lieutenant Athyer and histroops
up to Etter's Pass began ferrying the mercenary soldiersto Two Rivers. Cletus went up on one of the
early flights and toured the areawith Eachan Khan. Cletus first concern wasfor the town or village—it
was redly more village than town—of Two Riversitsaf.

The settlement was actudly atight little V-shaped clump of condominiums and individua homes
surrounding awarehouse and bus ness section and filling the triangular end-point of flatland where the
vdleys of the Blue and Whey rivers cametogether. This patch of flatland extended itsdf, with afew
scattered streets and buildings, up the valley of each river for perhaps a quarter of amile before the
riverbanks became too high and steep for much building to be practical. The town was acommunity
supported essentidly by the wild-fanning of amgjority of itsinhabitants, wild-farming being the planting,
in the surrounding jungle aress, of native or mutated trees and plants bearing a cash crop without first
dividing up or clearing the land. A wild-farmer owned no territory. What he owned was a number of
trees or plants that he tended and from which he harvested the crops on aregular basis. Around Two
Riversasort of native wild cherry and mutated rubber plants introduced by the Exotics four years ago
were the staple wild-farm crops.

The local peopletook the invasion by the Dorsaisin good spirits. The mercenaries were much quieter
and better-mannered in their off-duty hours than were regular troops. Besides, they would be spending
money in thetown. Thelocds, in generd, paid little attention to Cletus, as, with Eachan Kahn, he marked
out positions for strong points with dug-in weapons on the near banks of the two riversjust abovethe
town and down within the open land of the community itsalf. When Cletus had finished, he had laid out
two V-shaped lines of strong points, oneinside the other, covering the upriver approachesto the town
and theriver junction itsdf.

"Now," said Cletus to Eachan, when thiswas done, "let's go take alook up beyond the pass.”

They took one of the support shipsthat had just discharged its cargo of Dorsai soldiers and was
about to return to Bakhdlafor another load. With it they flew up and over the area of Etter's Passand
made ashalow sweep over the some ten miles of mountainous territory beyond it to where the ground
doped away into the further jungle that was Neuland territory.

"l expect the Neulanders will be coming around to see what werre doing,” he said to Eachan, "as soon
astheir peoplein Bakhalatell them the Dorsais have moved up herefor training. | want this side of the
mountains kept under observation by men who won't be spotted. | assume you've got people like that?”

"Of course!” said Eachan. "I'll have awatch on up here al twenty-six hours of the day. How soon do
you want it to start?"

"Right away," answered Cletus.
"I'll have men gtarted out in half an hour,” Eachan answered.
"Anything dse?'

"Yes," Cletussad. "1 want those defensive strong points, in and above the town, dug in, with an earth
wall insde and sandbags outside so that it's at least Six feet thick at the base and seven feet above the
levd of the ground outside.”

Eachan frowned dightly. But hisreply waslaconic. "Y es, Colond," he said.

"That'sit, then," said Cletus. "I'm headed back to Bakhalla. I'll have the ship drop you back down at
Two Riversfirg. Areyou planning on coming back to town later?!

"Thisevening," he answered, "as soon as|'ve got al the men moved in here and set up. I'm planning



on commuting. Here, days—Bakhdla, nights."

"I'll see you back at the city then," said Cletus. He turned to the pilots of the support ship. "Take us
back to Two Rivers.”

He dropped off Eachan and went back to Bakhalla. There he found hiswork waiting for him—in two
stacks, for, in accepting arole as Bat's deputy commanding officer of the Dorsais, he had in essence
taken on another full job. The Dorsais operated with asmall to nonexistent Headquarters Saff, asthey
did in dl areas requiring noncombatant personnel. In the field, each Dorsai was his own cook, launderer
and bottle washer, and each officer was responsible for al paper work involving his command. Away
from thefidld, in barracks so to spesk, men were hired from the regular fighting units, at asmal addition
to their ordinary wages, to work as clerks, cooks, vehicle drivers and the rest, but in the field there was
none of this.

Those Dorsais, therefore, who ordinarily would have lightened Cletus paper workload concerning the
mercenary soldiers were now in battle gear up a Two Rivers. It wasthisfact that aso required Eachan
to commute back to Bakhallaevery night to take care of his own paper work.

Cletus, of course, had the use of the staff Arvid had collected to help in making hisforecasts of enemy
activity. But members of the staff, including Arvid himsalf, were fully occupied with their regular jobs, at
least during norma working hours. Cletus had set them to functioning as aresearch service. They were
collecting information on both Neuland and the Exatic colony, plusal the physica facts about
Kultis—westher, climate, floraand fauna—that pertained to the two opposed peoples. Thisinformation
was condensed and fed to Cletus as soon asit was available; at least haf hisworking day was taken up
in absorbing and digesting it.

So it wasthat the first five days after the Dorsai's had been moved up to Two Rivers, Cletus spent at
his office between the hours of seven in the morning and midnight, with very few breaksin between.

About seven o'clock of thefifth evening, after therest of the staff had aready |eft for the day, Wefer
Linet showed up unexpectedly.

"Let's go catch some more Neulander guerrillas,” Wefer suggested.

Cletus laughed, leaned back in his chair and stretched wearily. "I don't know where there are any,
right now," Cletussaid.

"Let's go have dinner then and talk about it," said Wefer craftily. "Maybe between the two of uswe
can figure out how to find some."

Cletuslaughed again, Sarted to shake his head, and then let himself be persuaded. After the dinner,
however, heinssted on returning to his desk. Wefer came back with him, and only reluctantly took his
leave when Cletusing sted that the work yet undone required hisimmediate attention.

"But don't forget,” Wefer said on hisway out, "you'l cal meif anything comes up. I've got five Mark
V's, and four of them are yourson half an hour's notice. It'snot just me, it's my men. Everyone who was
with usthere on theriver has been spreading the story around until | haven't got anyonein my command
who wouldn't want to go with you if another chance comesup ... Youll find something for usto do?!

"It'sapromise” said Cletus. "I'll turn up something for you shortly."

Wefer at last dlowed himsdf to be ushered out. Cletus went back to his desk. By eleven o'clock he
had finished the extensive and detailed orders he had been drafting to cover the actions and contingencies
of the next two days. He made up a package of the orders, which were to be passed on to Eachan Khan
for application to the Dorsal troops, and, going out, drove himself in astaff air-car to the Headquarters
buildinginthe Dorsal area.

He parked in front of it. There were two other cars waiting there; the one window of Eachan's office
that faced him was dight. The rest of the building—atemporary structure of native wood painted a
military light green that |ooked amost whitein the pale light of the now-waxing new moon



overhead—was dark, aswere dl the surrounding office and barracks buildings. It waslikebeingin a
ghost town where only one man lived.

Cletus got out of the car and went up the stepsinto the front hall of the building. Passing through the
swinging gate, which barred visitors from the clerks normally at work in the outer office, he went down
the corridor beyond the outer office to where the haf-open door of Eachan's private office was marked
by an escaping swathe of yelow light that lay acrossthe corridor floor. Coming quietly up on that patch
of light, Cletus checked, suddenly, at the sound of voices within the room.

The voices were those of Eachan and Mélissa—and their conversation was no public one.

Cletus might have coughed, then, or made some other noise to warn that he had come upon them.
But at that moment he heard his own name mentioned—and instantly guessed at least haf of the
conversation that had gone before. He neither turned and retreated nor made a sound. Instead he stood,
ligening.

"I thought you liked young Grahame," Eachan had just finished saying.

"Of course | like him!" Melissas voice wastortured. "That's got nothing to do with it. Can't you
understand, Dad?"

“"No." Eachan's voice was stark.

Cletustook one long step forward, so that he could just see around the corner of the half-open door
into the lighted room. Theillumination there came from asingle lamp, floating afoot and ahaf abovethe
surface of Eachan's desk. On opposite sides of the desk, Eachan and Mdlissa stood facing each other.
Their heads were abovetheleve of the lamp, and their faces were hidden in shadow, while the lower
parts of their bodieswere clearly illuminated.

"No, of courseyou cant!" said Mdissa. "Because you won't try! You can't tell meyou likethis
better—this hand-to-mouth mercenary soldiering—than our homein Jadabad! And with Dow's help you
can go back. You'll be agenera officer again, with your old rank back. That's home, Dad! Home on
Earth, for both of udl"

"Not any more," said Eachan deeply. "I'm asoldier, Mdly. Don't you understand? A soldier. Not
just auniform with aman walking around insde it—and that's al 1'd beif | went back to Jdldabad. Asa
Dorsa, at least I'm till asoldier!™ His voice became ragged, suddenly. "I know it's not fair to you—"

“I'm not doing it for me!" said Melissa. "Do you think | care? | wasjust agirl when we left Earth—it
wouldn't be the same place at all for me, if we went back. But Mother told me to take care of you. And |
am, evenif you haven't got the sense to take care of yoursdlf.”

"Mdly ... " Eachan'svoice was no longer ragged, but it was degp with pain. "Y ou're o sure of
yoursdf ... "

"Yes, | an!" shesad. "Oneof ushasto be. | phoned him, Dad. Y esterday.”
"Phoned deCadtries?’

"Yes" Mdissasad. "l cadled himin Capital Neuland. | said weld come anytime he sent for usfrom
Earth. We'd come, | said, Dad. But | warn you, if you won't go, I'll go done.”

There was amoment's silence in the darkness hiding the upper part of Eachan's tiff figure.
"Theres nothing therefor you, girl," he said, hoarsdly. "Y ou said so yoursdlf."

"But I'll go!" she said. "Because that's the only way to get you to go back, to say I'll go aoneif | have
to—and mean it. Right now, | promiseyou, Dad ... "

Cletus did not wait to hear the end of that promise. He turned abruptly and walked silently back to
the front door of the building. He opened and closed the door, banging the hedl of hishand againgt it
noisily. Hewalked in, kicked open the gate in the fence about the outer office areaand walked
soundingly down the hall toward the light of the partly opened door.



When he entered the office room, the overhead lights had been turned on. In their bright glare,
Melissaand Eachan till stood alittle apart from each other, with the desk in between.

"Hello, Mdlissal" Cletus said. "Good to see you. | wasjust bringing in some orders for Eachan. Why
don't you wait afew minutes and we can al go have a cup of coffee or something?”

"No, | ... " Mdissastumbled alittlein her speech. Under the overhead lights her face |ooked pale
and drawn. I've got aheadache. | think I'll go right hometo bed." She turned to her father. "I'll seeyou
later, Dad?"

“I'll be home before long,” Eachan answered.
She turned and went out. Both men watched her go.

When the echo of her footsteps had been brought to an end by the sound of the outer door of the
office building closing, Cletus turned back to face Eachan and threw the package of papers he was
carrying onto Eachan's desk.

"What's the latest word from the scouts watching the Neulander side of the mountains?* Cletus asked,
watching the older man's face and dropping into achair on his side of the desk. Eachan sat down more
dowly inhisown chair.

"The Neulandersve evidently stopped moving men into the area,” Eachan said. "But the scouts
estimate they've got thirty-sx hundred men there now—nearly double the number of our Dorsal troops.
And they're regular Neulander soldiery, not guerrillas, with some light tanks and mobile artillery. My
guessisthat's better than 60 per cent of their fully equipped, regular armed forces."

"Good," said Cletus. "Pull al but acouple of companies back into Bakhala."

Eachan's gaze jerked up from the packet of ordersto stare a Cletus face. "Pull back?' he echoed.
"What was the point in going up there, then?"

"The point in going up there," said Cletus, "wasto cause Neuland to do exactly what they've
done—assembl e troops on their side of the mountain border. Now we pull back most of our men, so
that it looks as though we've lost our nerve. Either that, or never intended to be athresat after al.”

"And was that what we intended?’ Eachan looked narrowly at Cletus.

Cletuslaughed cheerfully. "Our intent, just as| say,” he answered, "was to make them assemble a
large force on their side of the pass through the mountains. Now we can pack up and go home—but can
they? No doubt you've heard the army rumor—and by thistime the Neulanders will have heard it
too—that Generd Traynor and myself were overhead discussing an invasion of Neuland, and that we
made a specid trip up to Etter's Passto survey it with that in mind.”

"Y ou mean," said Eachan, "that deCastries and the Neulanders will be sure that we redly meant to
invadethem?"

"l mean just the opposite,” said Cletus. "Therésagreat dedl of truth to the fact that aliar isalways
going to suspect you of lying and athief'll dways suspect your honesty. DeCadtriesis asubtle man, and
the weakness of subtle men isto suspect any straightforward action of being a screen for somekind of
trick. Hell be sure to have concluded the rumor was lesked specificaly for the purpose of causing
him—and Neuland—to move alot of troopsinto postion on afalseinvason scare, which would
evaporate then and leave them looking foolish. Consequently, being the man heis, hell have resolved to
play aong with our game and take advantage of us at the very moment we plan to be chuckling over his
embarrassment.”

Eachan frowned. "I don't believe follow you," he said.

Cletus nodded at the package of papers. "It'sdl in the orders, there" he said. "You'll start
withdrawing men from the Two Rivers area early tomorrow, ashipload at haf hour intervals. Aseach
shipload gets back here and gets sorted out, turn them loose on three-day passes.”



Eachan stared at him, grimly. "And that'sit?' Eachan said, at last.

"That'sit—until | give you further orders," said Cletus, getting to hisfeet. He turned about and headed
toward the door.

"Good night," said Eachan behind him. As Cletus went out the door and turned | &ft to go off down the
corridor, he caught aglimpse of Eachan, till standing behind the desk, looking after him.

Cletus went back to his quarters and to bed. The next morning he alowed himsdf the unusua luxury
of deeping late. It was 10 A.M. by the time he drifted into the Officers Club for alate breskfast and just
short of noon when hefinaly arrived a his office. Arvid and the staff Arvid had accumulated there were
al diligently at work. Cletus smiled at them like an indulgent father and called them dl together.

"I'm flying up to Two Riversthis afternoon,” he said, "to supervise the windup of the Dorsai exercises
up there. So thereé's not much point in your feeding me with alot of information materid that'll go stde
between now and Monday morning anyway. |'ve been working you all above and beyond the call of
duty. So take the rest of the day off—all of you, that is, except Arvid'—he smiled a the big young
officer—"and I'll see you again at the beginning of next week."

The staff evaporated like a scattering of raindrops on hot pavement after atropical shower. Once
they were gone, Cletus went carefully around the office, making sure dl its security sysemswerein
working order and ready to be put in operation. Then he came back, sat down opposite Arvid's desk
and reached over to pick up Arvid's phone. He dialed the number of the Navy base.

"Thisis Colonel Cletus Grahame," hetold the duty petty officer at thefar end. "Would you try to
locate Commander Linet for me, and have him call me back?1'm at my office.”

He put the phone back on Arvid's desk and waited. Arvid was watching him curioudy. Cletus got up
and walked over to his own desk. He picked up his own phone there and brought it back to exchangeit
for the phonein front of Arvid. Arvid's phone hetook back to his own desk.

He punched out the first two digits of the five-digit number that would connect him with Bat Traynor's
office. Then, with the phone activated, but the call incompleted, he pushed the phone from him and
looked over a Arvid.

"Arv," hesad, "sometimein the next few hours Eachan Khan's going to be calling me. If anyone but
Colond Eachan cdlls, I've just stepped out and you don't know when I'll be back. But if Colonel Eachan
cdls, tdl him that I'm on the phone to Generd Traynor a the moment—and | will be. Ask him if you can
take amessage, or say I'll call him back in afew minutes™ Arvid frowned in dight puzzlement—but the
frown evaporated dmost immediately into his usua agreeable expression.

"Yes, dr," hesad ...
"And now?' he asked, after Cletus had madethe call.
"Now, wewait."

Wait, they did—for nearly two hours, during which perhaps a dozen unimportant phone calls camein
and were negtly fielded by Arvid. Then the phone Cletus had moved from his desk to that of the
lieutenant buzzed abruptly and Arvid lifted the receiver.

"Colond Grahame's office, Lieutenant Johnson spesking—" Arvid broke off, glancing over at Cletus.
"Colond Khan?Yes, gr ... "

Cletus had aready picked up Arvid's phone and was compl eting the punching of the proper sequence
of numbersfor contact with Bat's office. In the background he heard Arvid saying that he could take a
message. Bat's office answered.

"Thisis Colond Grahame," Cletus said into the phone. "I'd like to talk to Generd Traynor right
away—in fact, immediatdly. It'sred emergency.”

Hewaited. There was afractiona delay at the other end of theline. Arvid, meanwhile, had hung up.



Therewas slence in the office. Cletus could see out of the corner of his eye how Arvid was standing,
watching him.
"Grahame?' Bat's voice exploded suddenly against Cletus ear. "What'sal this?'

"Sir," said Cletus, "1 discovered something, and | think | ought to talk to you about it right
away—rprivately. | can't tell you over the phone. It's got to do with the Codition and it involves not only
us, here on Kultis, but the whole Alliance. I'm a my office. I've given my staff the rest of the day off.
Could you make some excuse to leave your office and come over here so that we could talk privately?"

"Tdk?What isdl this—" Bat broke off. Cletus heard the other's voice, suddenly withdrawn from the
mouthpiece of the phone, spesking distantly to someone else. "Joe, go get methat fileon ... the plansfor
the new military didrict south of town.”

There were afew more seconds of pause, and then Bat's voice came back close to the phone but
muted and cold in tone.

"Now you cantell me" hesaid.
"I'm sorry, ar," said Cletus.
"Sorry? Y ou mean you don't even trust the phone circuitsto my office?"

"l didn't say that, Sr,” answered Cletus evenly. "I only suggested that you make some excuse to get
out of your office and meet me privately over here a mine."

His voice was dmost wooden initslack of expression. There was along pause at the other end of the
phone circuit. Then Cletus heard Bat's indrawn breath hiss sharply.

"All right, Grahame," said Bat, "but this better be as serious as you're making it sound.”

"Sir," sad Cletus serioudy, "without exaggeration, it concerns not only the highest Codlition personnel
presently on the planet, but members of our own Alliance command herein Bakhdlaaswell."

"Seeyou infifteen minutes," said Bat. The phone circuit clicked in Cletus ear, and then went dead.
Cletus put the phone down and turned to look at Arvid, who was staring a him. "Eachan's message?’
Cletus prompted gently. With agtart, Arvid came out of histrance.

"Sir, the Neulanders are attacking Two Riverd" he burst out. " Colond Khan saysthey're coming in
both by air and through the pass—and there's less than three companies of Dorsaisleft in Two Rivers,
not counting afew scouts till out in the jungle who'll have been captured or bypassed by the Neulander
troops by thistime."

Cletus picked up the phone and punched for Lieutenant-Colonel Marcus Dodds at the landing field
by the Dorsai military area

"Colond Dodds—sir?" said the lean, quiet face of Eachan's second-in-command, appearing in the
smdl phone screen.

"Have you heard about the Neulander attack at Two Rivers?'
Cletus asked.

"Yes, dr," Dodds answered. "Colonel Khan just messaged usto stop al release of men. We're
garting to get them turned around now.”

"Good," said Cletus. "I'll join you shortly."

He broke the circuit, put the phone down and crossed the room to an arms cabinet. Unlocking it, he
took out a pistol belt and sidearm. He turned and tossed these to Arvid. Arvid put out one hand
automaticaly and caught them.

"Sir?' hesaid, puzzled, "the Neulanders aren't attacking in the city, here, are they?"
Cletuslaughed, reclosing and locking the arms cabinet. "No, Arv," he said, turning back to thetal



lieutenant, "but the Neulanders have started to move up at Two Rivers, and Dow deCastriesisthe kind
of man to want to take out insurance, even when he hasasure thing. 1'd look alittle strange wearing a
Sdearm, but you can wear it for me." He turned back to his desk phone and punched for the Navy base.

"ThisisColone Grahame," hesaid. "A littlewhileago | put in an important cal for Commander
Linet..."

"Yes, dr," said the voice of the ensgn who had answered the phone. " The commander's been trying
to get you g, but your circuits were busy just now. Just aminute, Sir ... "

Wefer'svoice brokein on theline. "Cletus! What's up?'

"Y ou offered me the use of four of your Mark V's," Cletus said. "I need only three of them. But they
have to move upriver between here and the town of Two Rivers, a the confluence of the Blue and the
Whey. That's nearly two hundred and thirty miles of river travel. Do you think they could makeit
between now and, say, an hour before dawn tomorrow?"

"Two hundred and thirty miles? Between now and an hour to dawn? Nothing to it!" shouted Wefer
over the phone circuit. "What's up?'

"The Neulanders have moved regular troops across the border at fitter's Pass,” said Cletus, in alevel
voice. "They'll be attacking Two Rivers shortly after sunup tomorrow. I'll give you the details of whet |
want you for later. But can you move your Mark V'sto within amile downstream of where the two rivers
come together and hold them there without being seen?’

"You know | can!" said Wefer. "But you'll bein touch?'

"I'll be contacting you before dawn tomorrow," said Cletus.

"Right! We're on our way'!" The phone clicked dead at Wefer'send.

"Go ahead, Arv," said Cletus. "Wait for me outsde at the car. I'll be dong inaminute.”
Arv gared. "Wereleaving?' hesad. "But, Sr, isnt thegenerd due ... "

Hisvoice ran down into silence as Cletus stood patiently waiting. "Yes, ar," he said.
Hewent out.

Cletus put the phone in his hand back down on the desk by which he was standing. He glanced at his
watch. Some eight minutes had gone by since he had spoken to Bat, and Bat had said he would be here
in fifteen minutes. Cletus made alast tour of the office to make sure al the security deviceswerein order.
Then helet himsdlf out the front door, pulling the door to, but leaving it dightly unlatched, with thetragp
goring activated. The next person to walk through that door would find it closing automaticaly behind
him, locking him into an areafrom which escape was not easily possible.

Cletusturned and went out to his staff car, where Arvid waited. They drove off toward the BOQ.

13

As Cletus command car tilted on itsair cushion and did around the corner into the short street
leading toward the BOQ), Cletus saw the parking lot before the BOQ half-filled with parked cars,
clustered before the main entrance of the building in two rowswith anarrow aide in between.

Both ends of the parking lot were empty; the building itself, with those other buildings of the officers
compound beyond it, seemed to dumber emptily under the afternoon sun. The BOQ's occupants for the
most part would now be ether at work, having alate lunch, or adeep within. Asthe staff car did oniits
ar cushion toward the entrance to the parking lot, Cletus raised his eyes and caught the glint of sunlight
on something metalic just below the ridge of the roof over the BOQ's main entrance.

Cletuslooked at the empty-windowed double row of cars sitting flat on the cement of the parking lot,



with their air cushionsturned off. Hislipsthinned. At that moment, asthey turned into the aide between
the two rows of cars, there were sSzzling sounds like the noise of enormous dices of bacon frying above
them, followed by severa licking dragons breaths of superheated air, as energy wegpons diced into the
metal sdesand roof of hiscommand car like the flames of acetylenetorchesinto thin tinfoil. Arvid fell
heavily againgt Cletus, his uniform jacket black and smoking on the upper right Side, and the staff car
careened out of controal, to itsright, into two empty parking spaces between cars, where it wedged itself,
dill onitsair cushion between the grounded vehicles.

A bleak fury exploded ingde Cletus. He turned, jerked the Sde-arm from its holster at Arvid'sside,
ducked down and punched open the door on his side of the staff car. He dove through it into the space
between his car and the grounded one on the right. He rolled back under his own floating car and
crawled rapidly to the back end of the grounded car on hisleft. Lying flat, he peered around its end.
There was aman on hisfeet, energy riflein hand, coming toward him between the two rows of parked
vehicles a arun. Cletus sngpped a shot from the sidearm and the man went tumbling, head over hedls.
Cletus ducked around the car to hisright and into the next space between it and the car farther on.

The charge weapons now were slent. From memory of the sound and damage to the command car,
Cletus guessed no more than three gunmen were involved. That left two to ded with. Glancing out,
Cletus could see the man he had shot sprawled, lying still on the pavement, his energy weapon rolled out
of hisgrasp, itstransparent, rifle-like barrel reflecting the sunlight. Cletus backed up, opened the near
door of the car on hisright and crawled in. Lying flat on itsfloorboards, heraised it onitsair cushion and
et it backing out in reverse.

Asit reached the center space between the two rows of parked cars, he dived out the opposite door,
just astwo beams cut into the other side and the roof of the car behind him. He snatched up the fallen
charge wegpon and, carrying it, scuttled behind the screen of the still-moving car until it dammed into the
opposite row of cars. Then he ducked into the closest available space there, turned about and |ooked
back around the nearest car end.

The other two gunmen were visible, standing out in the open now, back to back, by the car Cletus
had last sent smashing into the ones opposite. One was facing Cletus direction, the other in the opposite
direction, both with their charge weapons up and scanning the spaces between the vehiclesfor any sign
of movement.

Cletus pulled back, cradled the charge wegpon in hisleft elbow and lobbed hissdearmin ahigh arc
over the heads of the two standing men to fal with aclatter by Cletus own cut-up command car.

Both of the gunmen spun about to face in the direction of the noise. Cletus, standing up and stepping
out from between histwo parked cars, cut them down with the energy weapon he till held in his hands.

Breathing heavily, Cletus |eaned for a second against the back of the car by which he had emerged.
Then, throwing aside the energy weagpon, he limped hatily back toward the staff car in which Arvid ill
lay.

The lieutenant was conscious when Cletus arrived. He had taken abad burn through the upper part of
his chest and shoulder on the right side, but energy-wegpon wounds were self-cauterizing; the wound
was ugly, but there was no bleeding. Cletus eased him down onto the grass and went into the BOQ to
cdl for medical aid from an astounded military hospital unit.

"Guerrillad" Cletus said briefly, in answer to their questions. "There're three of them—all dead. But
my aide'swounded. Get over here as soon as you can.”" He cut the connection and went back out to see
how Arvid was doing.

"How ... " whispered Arvid, when Cletus bent over him.
" told you deCastrieswould likeinsurance,” said Cletus. "Lie till now, and don't talk.”

The ambulance unit from the military hospital swooped down then, its shadow faling acrossthem like
the shadow of some hawk from the skiesjust before it landed softly on the grass beside them.



White-uniformed medics personnd tumbled out, and Cletus got to hisfedt.

"Thisis Lieutenant Johnson, my aide," said Cletus. "Take good care of him. Thethree guerrillasout in
the parking lot are al dead. I'll write up afull report on thislater—but right now I've got to get going.
Y ou can handle things?'

"Yes, ar," said the medic in charge. He was asenior, with the gold and black bars of awarrant officer
on hiscollar. "Well take care of him."

"Good," sad Cletus.

Without stopping to say anything further to Arvid, he turned and went up into the BOQ and down the
hal to his own quarters. Swiftly, he changed into combat overalls and the straps for battle gear. When he
came out, Arvid had dready been taken away to the hospital and the three dead gunmen had been
brought up and laid on the grass. Their clotheswere the ordinary sort of civilian outfits normally seen on
the streets of Bakhalla, but the lower part of the faces of each was paein contrast to the tan of their
foreheads, showing where heavy Neulander beards had been shaved off recently.

Cletustried hiscommand car, found it operable, and did off in the direction of the Dorsal area.

When he arrived there, he found most of the returned Dorsai troops aready marshaled by units on the
exercise ground—armed, equipped and ready to be enshipped back to Two Rivers. Cletuswent directly
to the temporary Headquarters unit set up at one side of the field and found Lieutenant-Colond Marcus
Dodds there.

"Y ou haven't sent any shiploads back up yet, have you?' Cletus demanded the moment Dodds saw
him.

"No, Colond," answered thetal, lean man. "But we should probably be thinking about moving men
back up soon. If wetry to have troops jump into Two Rivers after dark, three out of four of them are
going to land in therivers. And by daylight tomorrow, those Neulander troopswill probably bein
position in both river valleys above the town. They'd have afield day picking off our jump troopsif we
send meninthen.”

"Don't worry about it," Cletus said brusquely. "We aren't going to jump into the town in any case."

Marc Dodds eyebrows raised La his narrow, brown face. "Y ou're not going to support—"

"Well support. But not that way," said Cletus. "How many of the men that were sent back and turned
loose on pass are dill out?”

"Not more than half acompany, probably, al told. They've been hearing about this and coming back
on their own," said Marc. "No Dorsai's going to let other Dorsais be surrounded and cut up when he can

hdp—"
He was interrupted by the phoneringing on the field desk before him. He picked it up and listened for
amoment without comment.

"Just aminute," he said, and lowered the phone, pushing in on the muffle button. "It'sfor you. Colond
Ivor Dupleine—Generad Traynor's chief of saff.”

Cletus reached out his hand and Marc passed the phoneinto it.

"Thisis Colond Grahame," Cletus said into the mouthpiece. Dupleinegs choleric face, tiny in the phone
screen by Cletus thumb, glared up a him.

"Grahame!" Dupleines voice barked in hisear. "Thisis Colone Dupleine. The Neulandersve moved
troops over the border at Etter's Pass and seem to be setting up around Two Rivers. Have you till got
any Dorsai troops up there?"

"A couple of companiesin thetown itsef," said Cletus.
"Only acouple? That's not so bad then!” said Dupleine. "All right, listen now. Apparently those



Dorsais over there with you are getting all stirred up. Y ou're not to make any attempt againgt those
Neulander troops without direct orders. That's adirect order—from Genera Traynor himsdf. You
understand? Y ou just Sit tight there until you hear from me or the generd..”

"No," said Cletus.

For amoment there was a dead silence at the other end of the circuit. Dupleine's face stared out at
Cletus from the phone screen. "What? What did you say?' snapped Dupleine, &t last.

"l ought to remind you, Colond," said Cletus, quietly, "that the general put me in complete command
of these Dorsaiswith respongbility only to him.”

"You ... but I'm giving you the generd's orders, Grahame! Didn't you hear me?' Dupleinesvoice
choked on the last word.

"I've got no proof of that, Colond," said Cletus, in the same unvarying tone of voice. "I'll take my
ordersfrom the generd, himsdlf. If you'll have the generd tell mewhat you've just told me, I'll be happy

to obey."

"You'reinsane!" For along moment, he once more stared at Cletus. When he spoke again, hisvoice
was lower, more controlled, and dangerous. "1 think you know what refusing to obey an order like that
means, Colond. I'm going to sign off here and give you five minutesto think it over. If | haven't heard
from you within five minutes, I'll have to go to the genera with your answer just theway you gaveit.
Think about it."

The little screen in the phone went dark, and the click of the disconnected circuit sounded in the
earphone. Cletus put the phone back on the desk.

"Where's your map projector?’ he asked Marc. "Right over here" he answered, leading the way
across the room to a horizontd table-screen, with the black shape of aprojector bolted beneath it. A
map of the Erter's Pass area showed on the screen. As they both reached the edge of the table-screen,
Cletus put hisfinger on the marked position of Two Riverstown where the streams of the Whey and the
Blue cametogether.

"By dawn tomorrow," he said to Marc, "whoever's commanding those Neulanders will want to bein
apostion to start his attack on our troopsin the town. That means'—Cletus finger traced
horseshoe-shaped curves, their open ends facing downstream, about the valleys of both the Whey and
the Blue riversjust above the town—"our men from here should be able to go in as jump troops—since
they're fresh from training for it—just upriver of both those positions with comparative safety—since the
Neulander forces should al be looking downriver. Now, | understand that the Neulanders don't have any
red atillery, any more than we do. Isthat right?'

"That'sright, gir,"” Marc said. "Kultisis one of the worlds where we've had an unspoken agreement
with the Codlition not to supply our dlies, or our troops stationed with those dlies, with anything more
then portable weapons. So far as we know, they've kept to their part of the bargain asfar as Neuland's
concerned. Actudly, they haven't needed anything more than hand wegpons, just as we haven't, snce up
till now dl their fighting's been done with native guerrillas. We can expect their troops to have light body
armor, energy weapons, rocket and fire bomb launchers ... "

Together they plotted the probable future positions of the Neulander troops, particularly those
carrying the launchers and other specia weapons. While they worked, a ceasel ess stream of orders came
inand out of the fidd HQ, frequently interrupting their talk.

The sun had set severa hours before one of the junior officers tapped Cletus deferentidly on the
elbow and offered him the phone.

"Colond Dupleine again, sir,” the officer said.

Cletustook the phone and looked at the image of Dupleine. The face of the Alliance colond looked
haggard.



"Well, Colonel?" asked Cletus.
"Grahame—" began Dupleine, hoarsdy, and then broke off. "1s anyone there with you?"
"Colond Dodds of the Dorsais," answered Cletus.

"Could| ... talk to you privately?' said Dupleine, his eyes searching around the periphery of the
screen as though to discover Marc, who was standing back to one side out of line of sight from the
phone. Marc raised his eyebrows and started to turn away. Cletus reached out a hand to stop him.

"Just aminute," he said. He turned and spoke directly into the phone. "I've asked Colonel Doddsto
day. I'm afraid I'd prefer having awitness to whatever you say to me, Colond.”

Dupleineslips sagged. "All right," he said. "The word's probably spreading already.
Grahame ... Genera Traynor can't be located."

Cletus waited a second before answering. "Yes?' hesad.

"Don't you understand?’ Dupleine's voice started to rise. He stopped, visibly fought with himself and
got histones down to areasonable level again. "Here the Neulanders have moved not just guerrillas, but
regular troops, into the country. They're attacking Two Rivers—and now the generd'sdis ... not
avalable. Thisisan emergency, Grahame! Y ou have to see the point in canceling any ordersto movethe
Dorsa troops you have there, and coming over to talk with me, here.”

"I'm afraid | don't,” answered Cletus. "It's Friday evening. Genera Traynor may smply have gone
somewhere for the weekend and forgotten to mention held be gone. My responsibility'sto hisorigina
orders, and those leave me no dternative but to go ahead with the Dorsaisin any way | think best.”

"Y ou can't believe héd do athing like that—" Dupleine interrupted himsdlf, fury breaking through the
sdf-control he had struggled to maintain up until this point. ™Y ou nearly got gunned down by guerrillas
yoursdlf, today, according to the reports on my desk! Didn't it mean anything to you that they were
carrying energy weapons instead of sport rifles? Y ou know the Neulander guerrillas aways carry
civilian-level wegpons and tools so they can't be shot as saboteursiif they're captured! Doesn't the fact
that three men with energy wegponstried to cut you down mean anything to you?'

"Only that whoever's giving the orders on the Neuland side,” said Cletus, "would like to have me
removed as commander of the Dorsal troops. Clearly, if they don't want me commanding, the best thing |
can do for our sdeisto command.”

Dupleine glared a him wesarily from the phone screen. "'l warn you, Grahame!” he said. "'If anything's
happened to Traynor, or if we don't find him in the next few hours, I'll take emergency command of the
Alliance Forces here mysdf. And thefirst thing I'm going to do isto revoke Bat's order to you and put
you under arrest!”

Thetiny screen in the phone went dark, the voice connection went dead. A little wearily, Cletus put
the phone down on the table-screen and rubbed his eyes. He turned to Marcus Dodds.

"All right, Marc," hesaid. "Wewon't delay any longer. Let's start moving our men back up to Two
Rivers"
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Cletuswent in with the first wave of Six transport craft, which circled eight miles upstream from Two
Riversand dropped their jump troops on both sides of the two river valleys. A reconnaissance aircraft,
swinging low over thejunglein the darkness following moon-s&t, two hours before, had picked up the
heat images of two large bodies of Neulander troopswaiting for dawn in both theriver valeys, five miles
above the town. Another, smaller, reserve force was camped just below the mouth of Etter's Pass—but
its numbers were dight enough so that the Dorsais could disregard any counterattack from that direction.
Cletus watched the flares of the jets from the jump belts of the descending men, and then ordered the



pilot of histrangport ship to fly low above the river, heading downstream from the town.

A quarter mile below the town, the river curved to theright, and it was just around this curve that the
response came from the M5's. The transport ship came down and hovered above the water, and the
turret of one of the huge submarine dozers rose blackly from the dark waters.

Cletus went down an elevator ding to the turret, and the hatch in it opened. Wefer stepped out.
Together they stood on the dight dope of the wet meta casing below the tower.

"Herewe are, then," Wefer said. "Three of us, just like the doctor ordered.” Under hisblack hair, his
friendly, pugnacious face was excited in the dim light. "What do you want usto do?'

"The Neulander troops—and their regular troops,” said Cletus, "are concentrated in the two river
valeysafew miles above the town. They'll be pushing down those valeys and into the town dong the
flatland below theriver bluffs. But | don't think they'll betrying to come at the town from this downriver
side. So you ought to be able to work without being seen.”

"Sure, sure," said Wefer, sniffing the chilly dawn air like a hunting dog. "But what do you want usto
do?'

"Can you plow up the bottom of the river just below the town, to raise the water level in and above
thetown?'

"Inthislittletrickle of ariver?' answered Wefer. "No trouble at dl. WEIl smply raise an underwater
ridge at some point where the river bluffs on either side come straight down to the water'sedge. The
water hasto riseto get over it. How high adam?How much do you want to rai se the water level ?*

"l want the water six feet deep, amile above thetown,” Cletus said.

For thefirgt time, Wefer frowned. "Six fegt? A full fathom? Y ou'll flood the town itsdf. That flat oot
between the rivers that the town's built on can't be more than six or eight feet above water level on both
sdes. You'l have another four to six feet of running water in the streets. Do you want that?' "That's
exactly what | want," said Cletus.

"Wl ... of coursethere's plenty of solid buildings there in the warehouse district for peopleto climb
into," said Wefer. "l just don't want to get the Navy hilled for flood damage—"

"It won't be," said Cletus. "I'm till under Genera Traynor's direct orders as commander here. I'll take
the responghility.”

Wefer peered at Cletusin the growing light, shook his head and whistled admiringly. "Well get right at
it then,” he said. Y ou ought to have your fathom of water up above the city there in about four hours.”

"Good," said Cletus. He stepped into the eevator ding and waved to the transport ship to pull him
back in. "Good luck."

"Good luck to you and your Dorsais!" Wefer replied. "Y ou'll need it more than we do. Were just
going to be doing our daily jobs."

Once back inside the transport, Cletus ordered it to swing back up to within line of sight of Two
Riversitsdf. The sky waslightening rgpidly now, and theindividua buildingsin Two Riverswere easily
picked out. Cletus had a coherent light beam trained on the curved reception mirror on the roof of the
warehouse building that the Dorsais had taken over astheir Two River HQ during the week of jump
practice. He sent acal down the light beam and got an immediate answer from Eachan.

"Colond?" Eachan's voice was distant, clipped and unruffled. "Been expecting to hear fromyou. |
haven't had any reports from my scouts out in the jungle for better than three hours now. They're dl either
captured or lying low. But | gather the Neulanders are clustered in both river valeys above town. I've got
al strong points here manned and ready.”

"Fine, Colond," said Cletus. "l just wanted to tell you to expect to get your feet wet. Y ou might dso
warn the civiliansin town to gather in the higher buildings of the warehouse district above the second



floor."
"Oh? Thunderstorm coming?"'

"We're not that lucky, I'm afraid,” said Cletus. A good heavy rainstorm would have been dl to the
advantage of the well-trained Dorsal, both the jump troops and those in fixed positionsin the city. "The
weether forecast isfor hot and clear. But the river'sgoing to rise. I'm told you'll have four to six feet of
water in the streets there.”

"l see. I'll take care of it—with the troops and civilianstoo—" Eachan broke off. "Are we getting
reinforcements herein the town?"

“I'm afraid | can't spareyou any," Cletus said. "But with luck, it'll be over oneway or the other before
the Neulanders are redlly on top of you. Do the best you can with the men you have."

"Understood,” said Eachan. "That's dl from this end then, Colond."
"That'sal from my end for the moment, too, Colond," replied Cletus. "Good luck.”

He broke the light-beam contact and ordered the transport ship back to Bakhallafor anew load of
jump troops. Now that it was open daylight over Two Rivers and there was no more secrecy to be
gained by operating at low atitudes in the shadows below the peaks above the town, Cletus
accompanied the next wave of jump troops riding in acourier craft, which he set to circling above the
reach of hand-wegpon fire from the ground.

The second wave of Dorsai troopsto go down on their jump belts were harassed, but ineffectively
50, by angled fire from the Neulander troops downriver.

"Good enough,” commented Marc Dodds, who had accompanied Cletusin the courier ship, leaving
Magor David Ap Morgan to take charge of getting off the last two remaining waves and accompanying
the last asits commanding officer. "They'll have aircraft hitting our next wave, though. | don't know why
they haven't had Neulander shipsin the air over here before now."

"Another ingtance of the too imaginative mind,” said Cletus. Marc glanced a him inquiringly, and
Cletuswent onto explain. "1 wastelling Eachan last night that too much subtlety could lead to mistakes.
The Neulanders know that the Alliance has supplied the Exotics with many more and better air-combat
craft than the Codition supplied them. So automaticaly they've drawn the wrong conclusion. They think
our lack of air cover isonly apparent—bait to trap them into putting their own ships up So our superior
air power can knock them down. Also, they know that only the Dorsais were jJump-training, and they'll
be suspecting that the Dorsais are the only oneswho're being sent against them for that reason. They
know they outnumber ustwo or three to one on the ground, which would tend to make them
complacent.”

The third wave camein and jumped to the jungle below. Trueto Cletus assessment of the Situation,
there was no appearance of Neuland aircraft to oppose the jJump. Nor was there with the fourth and fina
wave. With al four waves of Dorsal jump troops now down on the ground, the pattern of Cletus battle
plan began to makeitsaf felt. He had set his Dorsais down in the jungle on the top of the bluffs on either
sde of both rivers upstream from the concentration of Neulander troops. Now, spread out in skirmish
lines, the Dorsai's began to open up on the rear of the Neulander troops. The Neulanders fought back,
but withdrew steadily, astheir force began to move down into theriver valleystoward the town. They
showed no tendency to turn and fight and no panic at being caught by small-armsfire from their rear. Up
intheir circling arcraft, Cletus and Marc kept in touch with their units on the ground by line-of-sight
light-beam voice transmisson.

"We aren't even dowing them down,” said Marc, his mouth a straight line as he observed the scene
bel ow in the multiple reconnai ssance screens set up before them.

"They'll be dowed up later," replied Cletus.
He was very busy plotting the movements of the running battle bel ow on the reconnai ssance screen,



even as heissued a steady stream of ordersto individua small units of the Dorsai troops.

Marc fell slent and turned back to examining the Situation on the reconnai ssance screens asit was
developing under the impetus of Cletus orders. Before him the two main elements of the Neulander
forceswere likelarge fat caterpillars crawling down the inner edge of the valey troughs of the two rivers,
converging astherivers converged toward the single point that was the town of Two Rivers. Behind, and
inland from therivers, the Dorsai troops, likethin lines of tiny ants, assailed these two caterpillarsfrom
the rear and the inland sides. Not that al thiswas visible to the naked eye below the thick screen of
jungle cover. But the instruments and Cletus plotting on the chart reveded it clearly. Under attack the
caterpillars humped their rearward ends closer toward their front, bunching up under the attacks of the
ants, but otherwise were undisturbed in their progress.

Meanwhile, Cletuswas extending his pursuing Dorsai troops forward dong the inland sde of each
enemy force until the farthest extended units were almost level with the foremost troops of the enemy
unitsthey harassed. Occasiondly they dented the Neulander linesthey faced. But in case of trouble the
Neulanders merely withdrew over the edge of the steeply doping bluff and fought the Dorsal back over,
what wasin effect, anatura parapet. Not merely that, but more and more their forward-moving units
were dropping below the edge of the bluff with askirmish line dong its edge to protect their march—so
that fully 80 per cent of the enemy force was beyond the reach of the Dorsal weaponsin any case.

Cletus broke off abruptly from hiswork on the screens and turned to Marc.

"They're less than two miles from the upper edge of thetown,” he said. "1 want you to take over here
and keep those Neulander forces contained al dong their lines. Make them get down below the bluff and
stay there, but don't expose men any more than you have to. Contain them, but hold your troops back
until you get word fromme."

"Wher€reyou going, sr?* Marc asked, frowning.

"Down," said Cletus, tersely. He reached for one of the extrajump belts with which the aircraft was
supplied and began strapping it on. "Put haf acompany of men on each river over on their jump belts
and send them down the opposite Side. They'reto fire back acrosstheriver into any exposed e ements of
the enemy asthey go, but they are not to stop to do it. They're to keep traveling fast until they
rendezvous with me down here.”

He turned and tapped with hisfingernail on the bend in the river below the town beyond which Wefer
and histhree Mark V'swere at work. "How soon do you estimate they can meet me down there?' he
asked.

"With luck, an hour,” answered Marc. "What're you planning to do, sr—if you don't mind my
asking?'
"I'm going to try to makeit look as though weve got reinforcementsinto that town," Cletus said. He

turned and called up to the pilot in the front of the reconnaissance ship. "Cease circling. Take me down to
just beyond the bend in the main river there—point H29 and R7 on the grid.”

The aircraft whedled away from its post above the battle and began to circle down toward the river
bend. Cletus moved over to the emergency escape hatch and put his hand on the gect button. Marc
followed him.

"Sir," he said, "if you haven't used ajump belt in along time—"

"l know," Cletusinterrupted him cheerfully, "it'satrick to keep your feet down and your head up,
particularly when you're coming in for alanding. Don't worry—" He turned his head to shout to the pilot
up front. "That patch of jungle just inside the bend of theriver. Cal 'Jump’ for me."

"Yes, gr," the pilot called back. There was amoment's pause and then he shouted, " Jump.” " Jump,”
echoed Cletus.

He punched the g ect button. The emergency door flipped open before him and the section of



decking benegath hisfeet flipped him abruptly clear of the aircraft. He found himsdf falling toward the tops
of the jungle treetops, Six hundred feet below.

He clutched the hand control in the center of the belt at hiswaist, and the twin jets angling out from his
shoulder tank flared thunderoudy, checking him in midair with awrench that left him fedling asthough his
back had been broken. For amoment, before he could catch his breath, he actudly beganto rise. Then
he throttled back to adow fal and began the struggle to keep himsdlf in vertica position with hisfeet
under him.

He was not so much falling as diding down a a steep angle into the jungle below. He made an effort
to dow therate of hisfall, but the sengitive, tricky reactions of the jump belt sent him immediately into a
climb again. Hadtily, he returned the throttle to itsfirgt, inginctive fal-setting.

He was very near the tops of the taller trees now, and it would be necessary to pick hisway between
them so as not to be brained by abranch in passing or land in one of the deadly, dagger-like thorn
bushes. Careful not to twist the throttle grip in the process, he shifted the control handle dightly thisway
and that to determine the safe limits of achange of direction. Hisfirgt attempt very nearly sent hisfegt
swinging into the air, but he checked the swing and after amoment got himself back into aline of upright
descent. There was a patch of ratively clear jungle down to hisright. Gingerly he inched the control
handle over and was relieved as hisairy dide atered toward the patch. Then, abruptly, he was among
and below the treetops.

Theground wasrushing at Mm. Thetall, jagged stump of alightning-blasted tree, which he had not
seen earlier because it was partly covered with creepers blending in with the green of the ground cover,
seemed to leap upward at him like a spear.

Desperately he jammed the handle over. Thejets bucked. He went into aspin, dammed at an angle
into the tree sump and smashed against the ground. A wave of blacknesstook him under.
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When he came to—and it may have been only seconds later, he was lying twisted on the ground with
his bad knee bent under him. His head wasringing, but, otherwise, he did not fedl bad. Shakily he sat up
and, using both hands, gently began to straighten out his bum leg. Then there was pain, mounting and
threatening unconsciousness.

He fought the unconsciousness off. Sowly it receded. He leaned back, panting against the tree trunk,
to catch his breath and use his auto-control techniques. Gradualy the pain in hisknee faded, and his
breathing camed. His heartbeat dowed. He concentrated on relaxing the whole structure of his body and
isolating the damaged knee. After alittle while, the familiar floating sensation of detachment cameto him.
He leaned forward and gently straightened the knee, pulled up the pants leg covering it and examined it.

It was beginning to swdll, but beyond that his exploring fingers could not tell him what serious damage
had been done it thistime. He could sense the pain like adistant pressure off behind thewall of his
detachment. Taking hold of the tree trunk and resting al hisweight on his other foot, he dowly pulled
himsdf to hisfedt.

Onceon hisfeet he gingerly tried putting alittle of hisweight on that leg. It supported him, but there
was aweskness about it that was ominous.

For amoment he considered using the jJump bdlt to lift himsdlf into the air once more, over the
treetops and down to theriver. But after a second, he dismissed the idea. He could not risk another hard
landing on that knee, and coming down in the river with as much current asthere was now was adso
impractica. He might have to swim, and swimming might put the knee completely beyond use.

He unbuckled the jump belt and let it fall. Relieved of itsweight, he hopped on hisgood foot to a
nearby sapling about two inchesin diameter. Drawing his sSidearm, he shot the sapling's trunk through



some six feet above the ground, and again at ground level. Stripping off afew twigs from the length of
wood this provided left him with arough staff on which he could lean. With the help of the staff he began
hobbling toward the river's edge. He finally reached the bank of the gray, flowing water. He took the
body phone from hisbdlt, set it for transmission limited to a hundred yards and called Wefer on the Navy
wavelength.

Wefer answered, and afew minutes later one of the Mark V's poked its massive, bladed snout out of
the water ten yardsin front of him.

"What now?" asked Wefer, after Cletus had been assisted aboard and down into the control room of
the Mark V. Cletuseaned back in the chair they had given him and stretched out hisbad leg carefully.

"I'm having acompany of men, half on each sde of the river, meet us here in about"—he broke off to
look at hiswatch—"thirty minutes or so from now. | want one of your Mark V'sto take them, aplatoon
a atime, underwater up to the downriver end of the town. Can you spare one of your machines? How's
the water level coming, by the way?"

"Coming fine," answered Wefer. "Those platoons of yours are going to find it knee-deep in the lower
end of town by thetime they get there. Give us another hour, and with only two machinesI'll have the
river as deep as you want it. So there's no problem about detaching one of the Mark V'sfor ferry
purposes.”

"Fine" sad Cletus.

Herode into the town with the last Mark V load of the ferried Dorsais. As Wefer had predicted, the
water was knee-deep in the streets near the downriver end of the town. Eachan Khan met him as he
limped into the command room of the Dorsai HQ in Two Rivers.

"Sit down, Colond," said Eachan, guiding Cletusinto a chair facing the large plotting screen. "What's
happening to the river? Weve had to herd dl the civiliansinto the tallest buildings™

"I've got Wefer Linet and some of those submarine dozers of hisworking downstream to raise the
river level," answered Cletus. "I'll give you the details later. Right now, how are things with you here?"

"Nothing but some long-range sniping from the forward Neulander scouts, so far," said Eachan,
coolly. "Those sandbagged strong points of yourswere afineidea. The men will be dry and comfortable
ingde them while the Neulanders will be dogging through ankle-deep water to get to them.”

"Wemay haveto get out in thewater and do alittle dogging oursdves," said Cletus. "'l've brought you
nearly two hundred extramen. With these added to what you've got, do you think you could mount an
attack?'

Eachan's face had never inclined to any large changes of expression, but the stare he gave Cletus now
was as close to visible emation as Cletus had seen him go.

"Attack?' he echoed. "Two and a half—three companies—at most, against Six or eight battalions?"

Cletus shook his head. "I said mount an attack. Not carry one through,” hereplied. "All | want to do
is sting those two Neulander fronts enough so that they'll pause to bring up more men before starting to
go forward againgt us again. Do you think we can do that much?'

"Hmm." Eachan fingered his mustache. "Something likethat ... yes, quite possble, I'd think."

"Good," said Cletus. "How can you get me through, preferably with picture aswell asvoice, to Marc
Dodds?'

"We're on open channd." Eachan answered. He stepped across the room and returned with afield
phone.

"Thisis Colond Khan," he said into it. "Colonel Grahame wishesto spesk with Colonel Dodds."

He passed the phone to Cletus. As Cletus hands closed about it, the vision screen in the phone's
gtem lit up with theimage of Marc's face, the plotting screen of the aircraft behind him. "Sir?" Marc gazed



a Cletus. "You'rein Bakhdla?!

"That'sright,” Cletus answered. "And so'sthat company of men | had you send to meet me at the
bend of themain river. Give meaview of the board behind you there, will you?'

Marc moved aside, and the plotting screen behind him seemed to expand to fill the full screen of the
phone. Detailswere too small to pick out, but Cletus could see that the two main bodies of Neuland
troops were just beginning to join together on the sandy plain that began where theriver bluffson
adjacent banks of the converging Blue and Whey riversfindly joined and ended in adoping V-pointed
bluff above the town. Behind the forward scouts, the advancing main line of the Neulanderswas less than
half amile from the forward Dorsai strongpoints defending the town. Those strongpoints and the
defending Dorsais would be firing into the enemy at long range, even now.

"I've got men aong the tops of the bluffs all the way above the Neulanders on both rivers,” said the
voice of Marc, "and I've got at least two energy-rifle companies down on theflats at the foot of the bluffs
behind their rear guards, keeping up fireinto them.”

"Pull thoserifle companies back,” Cletus said. "There€s no point in risking aman we don't have to
risk. And | want you to have your men on top of the bluffs stay there, but dacken off on their firing. Do it
gradualy, cut it down bit by bit until you're just shooting into them often enough to remind them that were
there”

"Pull back?" echoed Marc. Hisface came back into the screen, frowning. "And dacken fire? But
what about the rest of you down in the town there?!

"We're going to attack," said Cletus.

Marc stared out of the screen without answering. His thoughts were as visible as though they were
printed in the air before him. He, with better than three thousand men, was being told to back off from
harassing the rear of an enemy force of more than six thousand—so as not to risk casudties. Meanwhile,
Cletus, with less than six hundred men, was planning to attack the enemy head on.

"Trust me, Colond," said Cletus softly into the phone. "Didn't | tell you al aweek ago that | planned
to get through this battle with asfew men killed as possible?!

"Yes, gr... " sad Marc, grudgingly, and obvioudy still bewildered.

"Thendo as| tell you," said Cletus. "Don't worry, the game's not over yet. Have your men dacken
fireas| say, but tell them to Say dert. They'll have plenty of chanceto use their wegpons alittle later on."

He cut the connection and handed the phone back to Eachan.
"All right,” he said. "Now let's see about mounting that attack."

Thirty minutes|ater, Cletuswas riding with Eachan in abattle car that was diding dong onitsair
cushion ten inches above the water flooding the town, water that was now ankle-deep, even here a the
upper edge of the town. He could see, moving ahead of him, spaced out in twenty-yard intervals and
making good use of the houses, trees and other cover they passed, the closest half dozen of his Dorsai
troopersinthefirg line of attack. Immediately in front of him, in the center of the control pand of the
battle car, he could see asmall replica plotting screen being fed with information by aremote circuit from
the main plotting screen under Eachan's control at Dorsai HQ in the town behind him. It showed the
Neulandersforming up at the base of the vertical wall of stone and earth where adjacent river bluffs came
together. Ther line stretched right across the some six hundred yards of sandy soil making up the neck of
the land that connected the foot of the bluffswith the broader area of dightly higher ground on which the
town of Two Riverswas built.

Only the gpparent width of the neck of land showed on the plotting screen, however. Its actua width
was|ost now in an unbroken sheet of running water siretching from the bluffs on what had been the far
sde of the Whey River to the opposite bluffs on what had been the far side of the Blue. Under that gray,
flowing sheet of liquid it wasimpossibleto tell, except for the few small trees and bushes that dotted the



neck of land, where the water was ankle-deep and where it was degp enough for one of Wefer's Mark
V'sto pass by on the bottom, unnoticed. Cletus had warned the attacking men to stay well toward the
center of the enemy line, to avoid blundering into deeper water that would sweep them downstream.

The attackers paused behind the cover of the last row of houses and dressed their line. The enemy
was only afew hundred yards away.

"All right," said Cletusinto his battle phone. "Move out!"

The first wave of attackers rose from their places of concealment and charged forward at arun,
zZigzagging asthey went. Behind them their companions, aswell asthe strongpointswith afield of fire
across the former neck of land, opened up on the enemy with missile wegpons.

The Neuland troops till standing on the dry footing of the dightly higher ground at the foot of the
bluffs stared at the wild apparition of rifle-armed soldiersracing toward them, in grest clouds of spray,
with gpparent suicidal intent. Before they could react, the first wave was down behind whatever cover
was available, and the second wave was on itsway.

It was not until the third wave had moved out that the Neulanders began to react. But by thistimethe
firefrom the attackers—as well asthe dightly heavier automatic fire from the srongpoints—was
beginning to cut up their forward lines. For amoment, disbelief wavered on the edge of panic. The
Neuland troops had been under the impression that there was no one but a token force to oppose them
in Two Rivers—and that it would be a matter of routing out small pockets of resistance, no more.
Instead, they were being attacked by what was clearly amuch greater number of Dorsais than they had
been led to believe were in the town. The front Neuland line wavered and began to back up dightly,
pressing in on the troops behind them, who were now crowding forward to find out what was going on.

The confusion was enough to increase the temporary panic. The Neuland troops, who had never
fought a pitched battle before, for all their Codlition-supplied modern wegpons, lost their heads and
began to do what any seasoned soldier would ingtinctively have avoided doing. Here and there they
began to open up at the charging figures with energy weapons.

At thefirgt touch of the fierce beams from the weapons, the shalow water exploded into clouds of
steam—and in seconds the oncoming Dorsais were as effectively hidden as though the Neulanders had
obligingly laid down asmoke screen for their benefit. At that the panic in thefirst few ranks of the
Neulanders broke completely into arout. Their forward men turned and began trying to fight their way
through the ranks behind them.

"Back!" Cletus ordered his charging Dorsais by battle phone. For, in spite of the temporary safety of
the steam-fog that enveloped them, their mere handful of numbers was by now dangeroudy closeto the
mass soldiery of the Neulanders force, as his plotting screen reported, even though vision was now
obscured. "Get back! All the way back. We've done what we set out to do!™

Still under safety of the steam-fog, the Dorsais turned and retreated. Before they were back to the
cover of the houses, the steam blew clear. But the Neulander front was till in chaos, and only afew stray
shots chased the attackers back into safety.

Cletus brought them back to Dorsal HQ and climbed stiffly out of the battle car, whose air cushion
hovered it above more than seven feet of water now lapping at the top of the stepsleading to the main
entrance of the building. He made along step from the car to the threshold of the entrance and limped
wearily insde toward the command room.

He was numb with exhaugtion and he stumbled as he went. One of the younger officersin the building
stepped over to take hisarm, but Cletus waved him off. He limped shakily into the command room, and
Eachan turned from the plotting screen to face him.

"Well done, gr," said Eachan dowly and softly. "Brilliantly done.”
"Yes" replied Cletus thickly, too tired to make modest noises. On the screen before him the



Neulanders were dowly getting themselves back into order. They were now a solid clump around and
about the foot of the bluff. "It'sdl over."

"Not yet," said Eachan. "We can hold them off awhile yet."

"Hold them off?" The room seemed to waver and thregten to rotate dizzily about Cletus burning eyes.
"Y ou won't have to hold them off. | meanit'sal over. Wevewon."

"Won?'

Asif through agathering migt, Cletus saw Eachan saring a him srangely. A little clumdly, Cletus
madeit to the nearest chair and sat down.

"Tdl Marc not to let them up to the top of the bluffs unlessthey surrender,” he heard himsdlf saying,
asfromalong way off. "You'll see”

He closed his eyes, and seemed to drop like astoneinto the darkness. Eachan's voi ce reached down
after him.

" ... Medic, herel" Eachan was snapping. "Damnit, hurry up!”

So it wasthat Cletus missed the lagt act of the battle at Two Rivers. From the moment of the
Neulanders momentary panic at being attacked by the Dorsais under Cletus direction, trouble began to
beset the six thousand soldiers from Neuland. It took them better than half an hour to restore order and
make themselves ready to move forward upon the town again. But dl that time theriver levd, raised by
thework of Wefer'sMark V's, had been rising. Now it was up over the knees of the Neulanders
themselves, and fear began to lay its cold hand upon them.

Ahead of them were certainly more Dorsal troops than they had been led to expect. Enough, &t least,
so that the Dorsais had not hesitated to mount an attack upon them. To go forward might cause them to
be caught in atrap. Besides, to go forward was to go into steadily deepening water. Even the officers
were uncertain—and caution suggested itself as the better part of valor. The word was given to
withdraw.

In orderly manner, the two haves of the Neuland invading force split up and began to pull back along
theriver flats down which they had come. But, asthey backed up, in each case, the width of theflat
narrowed and soon the men farthest away from the bluff found themsel ves sumbling off into deeper
water and the current pulling them away.

As more and more Neuland troopers were swept out into the main river current, struggling and
splashing and calling for help, anew panic began to rise in the ranks of those ill ganding in shalow
water. They began to crowd and jostle to get close to the bluff. Soon their organization began to
dissolve. Within minutes, soldiers were breaking away from the ranks and beginning to climb directly up
the bluffs toward the safety of high ground overhead.

But it was at this moment that Marc, following Cletus earlier written orders, gave the command to his
Dorsaislined up dong the top of the bluff to fire down into these refugees from therisng waters ... And
it wasdl over but the shouting.

They did not even haveto call on the Neulandersto surrender. The panic-stricken colonistsin uniform
from over the mountains beyond Etter's Pass threw away weapons and began climbing the dope with
their handsintheair, a first only afew, then mabs. By the time the sun was touching the western horizon,
more than six thousand soldiers—asit was later to turn out, better than 70 per cent of Neuland's
army—sat huddled together as prisoners under the guns of their Dorsai guards.

But Cletus, till unconscious, knew none of this. Back in aroom of the Dorsai HQ in Two Rivers, a
prosthetic physician flown up from Bakhalawas straightening up from his examination of Cletus swollen
left knee, hisface grave.

"How isit, Doctor?" asked Eachan Khan, sharply. "It'sgoing to mend dl right, isn't it?"



The physician shook his head and looked at Eachan soberly. "No, it isn't," the physician said. "He's
going to lose the leg from just above the knee."
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"Prosthetic knee and ankle joints—in fact, prosthetic lower limbs," said the physician, patiently, "are
redly excdlent. Insde of acouple of months after you've adapted to the prosthetic unit, you'l find
yourself dmost as mobile as you were before with that limp. Of course, no one likes to face the thought
of an amputation, but—"

"It's not the thought of an amputation that worriesme," interrupted Cletus. "I've got thingsto do that
require two flesh and blood legs. | want asurgica replacement.”

"l know," answered the doctor. "But you remember we ran tests on you and you've got an absolute
levd of rgection. All the evidenceisthat it'sa case of psychologica, not physiologicd, rgection. If that's
the case, dl the immune-supressant drugs on the list can't help you. We can graft the leg on but your
body's sureto regject it."

"You'resureit'sacase of psychologica rgection?’ said Cletus.

"Y our medicd higtory shows you have auniformaly successful resstance to hypnods, even under
ordinary drugs,” the doctor answered. "Wefind that kind of resistance dmost awaysin people who
exhibit psychologicd rejection of grafted organs, and whenever it's found we aways—without
exception—have psychological rgection. But just to put it to the te, I've brought aong one of the new
synthetic parahypnotic drugs. It leaves you conscious up to safe levels of dosage, but it absolutely
anesthetizes valition. If you can resst hypnosiswith that in you, then the resstanceisbelow the levels
even psychiatry can reach. It's probably a genetic matter. Do you want to try it?"

"Go ahead," said Cletus.

The doctor fastened the band of a hypnospray around Cletus forearm, with the metered barrel of the
drug poised above alarge artery. Theleve of theliquid in the barrd of the spray wasvisible. Resting his
thumb and little finger on Cletus arm on either side of the band, the doctor placed thetop of his
forefinger on the spray button.

"I'll keep asking you your name," he said. "Try not to tell mewhat it is. Asyou continue to refuse, I'll
keep stepping up the dosage level. Ready?!
"Ready,” said Cletus.

"What's your name?"' asked the doctor. Cletusfelt the cool bresth of the hypnospray against the skin
of hisforearm.

Cletus shook his head.
"Tell meyour name?" repeated the doctor.

Cletus shook hishead. The cool feding of the spray continued. Slightly to hissurprise, Cletusfelt no
light-headedness or any other indication that the drug was working on him.

"Tdl meyour name."
“No."
"Tdl meyour name... "

The questioning continued and Clerus continued to refuse. Abruptly, without warning, the room
seemed filled with awhite mist. His head whirled, and that was the last he remembered.

He drifted back into aweariness, to find the doctor standing over his bed. The hypnospray was
ungtrapped from hisarm.



"No," said the doctor, and sighed. "Y ou resisted right up to the point of unconsciousness. Ther€'s
amply no point in trying atransplant.”

Cletusgazed a him dmost coldly. "Inthat case," he said, "will you tell Mondar the Exotic Outbond
that I'd liketo talk to him?”"

The doctor opened his mouth asif to say something, closed it again, nodded and | ft.

A nurse cameto the door. "Generd Traynor is hereto see you, Colond," she said. "Do you fed up to
ssaing him?'
"Certainly," said Cletus. He pressed the button on the side of the bed that raised the head section,

lifting him up into agitting position. Bat came in the door and stood beside the bed looking down a him;
his face was like a stone mask.

"Sit down, gir," Cletus said.
"I'm not going to be herethat long," said Bat.
He turned about to close the door of the room. Then he turned back to glare down at Cletus.

"I'vejust got two thingsto tell you,” he said. "When [ finally smashed the door open on thearms
locker in your office and got agun to shoot the hinges off the door, it was Sunday afternoon, so | made
sure | got secretly out of town and phoned Colondl Dupleine quietly, before | made any fuss. You'l be
glad to hear, then, thereisn't going to be any fuss. Officidly, | had adight accident Friday afternoon a
little ways outside of Bakhalla. My car went off the road. | was knocked unconscious and pinnediniit. |
wasn't ableto get out until Sunday. Also, officidly, what you did up a Two Riversin capturing those
Neulanders was done a my orders.”

"Thank you, gr," said Cletus.

"Don't butter me up!" snarled Bat, softly. "Y ou knew | wastoo bright to go around raisng hell about
your putting me out of theway until I'd found out what the scorewas. Y ou knew | was going to do what
| did. Solet'snot play games. Y ou locked me up and nobody's ever going to know about it. But you
captured two-thirds of the Neuland armed forces and I'm the onewho's going to get most of the credit
back in Geneva. That'sthe way things stand, and that's one of the two things | cameto tell you.” Cletus
nodded.

"The other thing'sthis," Bat said. "What you pulled off up there a Two Riverswas one hell of apiece
of fine generalship. | can admireit. But | don't have to admireyou. | don't like the way you work,
Grahame, and | don't need you—and the Alliance doesn't need you. The second thing | cameto tell you
isthis—I want your resignation. | want it on my desk inside of forty-eight hours. Y ou can go back home
and write books asacivilian."

Cletuslooked a him quietly. "I've dready submitted my resignation from the Alliance Military
Sarvice" hesad. "I'm dso giving up my citizenship asan Earth citizen. I've dready made application for
citizenship on the Dorsai, and it's been accepted.”

Bat's eyebrows rose. For once his hard, competent face looked amost foolish. ™Y ou're skipping out
ontheAlliance?' he asked.

"Completdy?’

"I'm emigrating, that'sal," said Cletus. He smiled alittle at Bat. "Don't worry, Generd. I've no more
interest in making public the fact that you were locked in my office over part of the weekend than you
have. Well assume aNeulander spy got into the office, found himsdlf trapped and managed to break his
way out.”

Their eyes met. After a second, Bat shook his head. "Anyway," he said. "Wewon't be seeing each
other again.”

Heturned and |eft. Cletuslay gazing at the calling until he fell adeep.



Mondar did not show up until the following afternoon; he gpologized for not coming sooner.

"The message saying that you wanted to see me was sent through the regular mail,” he said, sitting
downinachar at Cletus bedsde. "Evidently your good physician didn't see any urgency in your asking
for me"

"No," said Cletus, "it's outsde his area of knowledge.”

"| think he assumed I'd have to tell you that [—or we Exoatics, that is—couldn't help you ether,” said
Mondar, dowly. "I'm afraid he may have beenright. | called the hospital after | got your message and
talked to someone | know on the staff here. | wastold you've got a problem of amost certain
psychologicd reection of any organ graft"

"That'sright,” said Cletus.

"He said you thought that perhaps |—or perhaps some other Exotic, working with you, could
succeed in overcoming such a psychologica reaction long enough for ahealthy leg to be grafted on you.”

"It'snot possible?' Cletus watched the Exotic closely as he spoke.

Mondar looked down and smoothed the blue robe covering his crossed knees. Then he looked back
up a Cletus.

"It'snot impossible” he said. "It'd be possiblein the case, say, of someone like mysdlf, who'strained
in the areas of mental and physica self-control snce hewasaboy. | canignore pain, or even conscioudy
will my heart to stop beating, if | wish. | could aso, if necessary, suppress my immune reactions—even if
they included the kind of psychologica reection that afflictsyou ... Cletus, you've got atremendous
amount of native taent, but you haven't had my years of training. Even with my assstance you wouldn't
be able to control the rgection mechanism in your body."

"Y ou're not the only onewho canignore pain,” said Cletus. "1 can do that too, you know."

"Canyou?' Mondar looked interested. "Of course, come to think of it. Both after your first time up at
fitter's Pass, and thislast time at Two Rivers when you damaged the knee again, you did agood ded of
moving around on it when ordinarily such movement should have been unendurable.”

Hiseyes narrowed alittle, thoughtfully. "Tell me—do you deny the pain—I mean do you refuse to
admit the pain isthere? Or do you ignore it—that is you remain conscious that the sensation isthere but
you don't allow the sensation to affect you?"

"l ignoreit,” answered Cletus. "I start out by relaxing to the point where | fed alittle bit asthough I'm
floating. Just that much relaxation takes alot of the sting out of the pain. Then | movein on what's left and
more or lesstake the color out of it. What I'm left withisalittle like afegling of pressure. | cantell if it
increases or decreases, or if it goes away entirely, but I'm not bothered by it in any way."

Mondar nodded dowly. "Very good. In fact, unusualy good for self-trained,” he said. "Tell me, can
you control your dreams?"

"To acertain extent,” said Cletus. "l can set up amentd problem before falling adeep, and work it out
while I'm adegp—sometimes in the shape of adream. | can aso work out problems the same way while
I'm awake by throwing a certain section of my mind out of gear, so to speak, and letting the rest of my
body and mind run on automatic pilot.”

Mondar gazed at him. Then he shook his head. But it was an admiring shake.

"Y ou amaze me, Cletus," the Exotic said. "Would you try something for me? Look at that wall just to
your |eft there, and tell mewhat you see”

Cletus turned his head away from Mondar and gazed at the flat, vertical expanse of white-painted
wall. Therewasasmadl prickling sensation at the sde of his neck just behind and below hisright
ear—followed by a sudden explosion of pain from the Site of the prick, like the pain from the venom of a
bee gting following theinitia puncture. Cletus breathed out camly; asthe breath eft hislungs, acrimson



violence of the pain was washed clean and unimportant. He turned back to Mondar.
"| didn't see anything,” he said, "of course.”

"Of course. It was only atrick to get you to turn your head away," said Mondar, putting what |ooked
like aminiature mechanical pencil back in hisrobes. "Theamazing thing is, | wasn't able to measure any
skin flinch, and that's aphysiologica reaction. Clearly your body hasn't much doubt about your ability to
handle pain quickly.”

He hegtated. "All right, Cletus" he said. "I'll work with you. But it'sonly fair to warn you that | till
don't see any real chance of success. How soon do you want the transplant done?”

"l don't want it done," said Cletus. "I think you're probably quite right about the impossibility of
suppressing my reection mechanism. So well do something else. Aslong asit'salong shot anyway, let's
try for amiracle cure.”

"Miracle ... " Mondar echoed the word dowly.

"Why not?" said Cletus cheerfully. "Miracle cures have been reported down through the ages.
Suppose | undergo a purely symbolic operation. There's both flesh and bone missing from my |eft knee
where the prosthetic unit was surgically implanted after | was first wounded years ago. | want that
surgica implant taken out and some smdll, purely token portions of the flesh and bone from equivalent
areas of my right knee trangplanted into the areawhere the origina flesh and boneismissing in the left.
Then we cover both knees up with a cast"—his eyes met Mondar's—"and you and | concentrate hard
while heding takes place.”

Mondar sat for a second. Then he stood up.

"Anything iseventualy possible," he murmured. "I've dready said I'd help you. But thisis something
that's going to require some thought, and some consultation with my fellow Exatics. I'll come back to see
youinaday or two."

The next morning Cletus had avisit from both Eachan Khan and Mdissa. Eachan camein firgt, one.
He sat iffly in the chair beside Cletus bed. Cletus, propped up in astting position gazed at the older
man keenly.

"Undergtand they're going to try to do something to fix that knee of yours," Eachan said.
"l twisted someams," answered Cletus, smiling.

"Yes. Wdll, good luck." Eachan looked away, out the window of the room for amoment, and then
back at Cletus. "Thought I'd bring you the good wishes of our men and officers,” he said. ™Y ou promised
them avictory dmost without a casuaty—and then you ddlivered it.”

"l promised abattle," Cletus corrected, gently. "And | was hoping we wouldn't have much in the way
of casudties. Besides, they deserve agood ded of credit themsalves for the way they executed their
battle orders."

"Nonsensel" said Eachan brusquely. He cleared histhroat. "They al know you're emigrating to the
Dorsa. All very happy about it. Incidentally, ssemsyou started asmall rash of emigrations. That young
lieutenant of yoursis coming over as soon as his shoulder healsup.”

"Y ou accepted him, didn't you?" Cletus asked.

"Oh, of course," Eachan said. "The Dorsai'll accept any military man with agood record. Hell haveto
pass through our officers school, of course, if he wantsto keep his commission with us, though. Marc
Doddstold him there was no guarantee hed makeit."

"Hewill," said Cletus. "Incidentdly, 1'd like your opinion on something—now that I'm aDorsai mysdif.
If I supply the fundsfor subsistence, training facilities and equipment, do you suppose you could get
together aregiment-sized body of officers and men who would be willing to invest sx monthsina
complete retraining program—if | could guarantee them that at the end of that time they'd be ableto find



employment at haf again their present pay?"

Eachan stared. "Six monthsisalong time for aprofessiona soldier to live on subsistence,” he said,
after amoment. "But after Two Rivers, | think it just might be done. It's not just the hope of better pay,
much asthat meansto alot of these people who've got families back on the Dorsal. It's the better chance
of staying diveto get back to the families that you might be able to give them. Want me to see about it?"

"I'd appreciateit,” sad Cletus. "All right," said Eachan. "But where's the money to come from for al
this?'

Cletus smiled. "I've got some peoplein mind,” he said. "I'll let you know about that later. Y ou can tell
the officers and the men you contact that it'sal conditiona on my having the funds, of course.”

"Of course" Eachan fingered his mustache. "Mdly'soutsde.”

"Isshe?" asked Cletus.

"Yes. | asked her to wait while I had aword with you on some private mattersfirst, before she came
in... " Eachan hestated. Cletus waited.

Eachan's back was as ftiffly upright as a surveyor'srod. His jaw was clamped and the akin of hisface
was like stamped metd.

"Why don't you marry her?' hesaid, gruffly.

"Eachan ... " Cletus checked himsalf and paused. "What makes you think Mdissawould want to
marry me, anyway?"

"Shelikesyou," said Eachan. "Y ou like her. Y ou'd make agood team. She's mostly heart and you're
nearly al head. | know you both better than you know each other.”

Cletus shook his head dowly, for once finding no words ready to histongue.

"Oh, | know she acts asif she knows al the answers when she doesn't, and acts like she wantsto run
my life, and yours, and everybody esegsfor them," went on Eachan. "But she can't help it. She doesfed
for people, you know—I mean, fed for what they're actualy like, at core. Like her mother in that. And
she'syoung. She feels something's so about someone and can't see why they don't do exactly what she
thinks they ought to do, being who they redlly are. But shélll learn.”

Cletus shook hishead again. "And me?' he said. "What makesyou think I'd learn?"
"Try it. Find out,” retorted Eachan.
"And what if | madeamessof it?" Cletus|ooked up a him with more than atouch of grimness.

"Then at least you'll have saved her from deCadtries,”" said Eachan, bluntly. "Shell go to him to make
me follow her—to Earth. | will, too, to pick up the pieces. Because that's dl that'll be left of her
afterward—jpieces. With some women it wouldn't matter, but | know my Mdlly. Do you want deCastries
to have her?"

"No," said Cletus, suddenly quiet. "And hewon't. | can promise you that, anyway."

"Maybe," said Eachan, getting to hisfeet. He swung about on hished. "I'll send her in now," he said,
and went out.

A moment or two later, Mdissa appeared in the doorway. She smiled wholeheartedly at Cletus and
camein to seat hersdf in the same chair Eachan had just vacated.

"They're going to fix your kneg," shesad. "I'm glad.”

He watched her smile. And for a second there was an actua physica sensation in his chest, as though
his heart had actually moved at the sight of her. For a second what Eachan had said trembled in hisears,
and the guarded distance that life and people had taught him to keep about him threatened to dissolve.

"Soaml," he heard himself saying.



"l wastaking to Arvidtoday ... " Her voice ran down. He saw her blue eyeslocked with his, asif
hypnotized and he became aware that he had captured her with his own relentless sare.

"Mdissa" he said dowly, "what would you say if | asked you to marry me?”'

"Please ... " It was barely awhisper. He shifted his gaze, releasing her; she turned her head away.
"Y ou know I've got Dad to think about, Cletus,” she said, in alow voice.

"Yes" hesad. "Of course”

She looked back, suddenly, flashing her smile at him, and put a hand on one of hishands, whereit lay
on the shest.

"But | wanted to talk to you about al sorts of other things," shesaid. "Y ou redly are aremarkable
man, you know."

"l am, am |?" he said, and summoned up agmile.

"Y ou know you are," she said. "Y ou've done everything just the way you said you would. Y ou've
won the war for Bakhalla, and doneit al in just afew weeks with no one's help but the Dorsai troops.
And now you're going to be aDorsal yourself. There's nothing to stop you from writing your books now.
It'sdl over." Pain touched hisinner saf—and the guarded distance closed back around him. Hewas
once more aone among people who did not understand.

"I'm afraid not,” he said. "It'snot over. Only thefirgt act'sfinished. Actudly, now it redly begins.”

She stared at him. "Begins?* she echoed. "But Dow's going back to Earth tonight. He won't be
coming out here again.”

"I'm afraid hewill," said Cletus.

"Hewill?Why should he?'

"Because he's an ambitious man,” said Cletus, "and because I'm going to show him how to further that
ambition."

"Ambition!" Her voice rang with disbdlief. "He's dready one of the five Prime Secretaries of the

Codlition Supreme Council. It'sonly ayear or two, inevitably, until helll get a seet on the Council itsdlf.
What ese could hewant? Look at what he's got aready!”

"Y ou don't quench ambition by feeding it any more than you quench afire the sameway,” said Cletus.
"To an ambitious man, what he aready hasis nothing. It'swhat he doesn't have that counts."

"But what doesn't he have?' She was genuindy perplexed.
"Everything," said Cletus. "A united Earth, under him, controlling dl the Outworlds, again under him."

She dared at him. "The Alliance and the Coalition combine?' she said. "But that'simpossible. No one
knows that better than Dow."

"I'm planning to proveto himitispossble” sad Cletus.

A little flush of anger colored her cheeks. "Y ou're planning—" She broke off. "Y ou must think I'm
somekind of afool, to st and ligen to thigl™

"No," he said, alittle sadly, "no more than anyone else. I'd just hoped that for once you'd take me on
fath"

"Takeyou onfaith!" Suddenly, amost to her own surprise, she was blindingly furious. "1 was right
when | first met you and | said you'rejust like Dad. Everybody thinks he'sal lesther and gunsand
nothing ese, and the truth of the matter is, those things don't matter to him at dl. Nearly everybody thinks
youreall cold metal and calculation and no nerves. Well, let metell you something—you don't fool
everybody. Y ou don't fool Dad, and you don't fool Arvid. Most of dl, you don't fool me! It's people you
care about, just like it'stradition Dad cares about—the tradition of honor and courage and truth and all



those things nobody thinks we have any more. That'swhat they took away from him, back on Earth, and
that'swhat 1'm going to get back for him, when | get him back there, if | haveto doit by main
force—because he'sjust like you. He has to be made to take care of himsalf and get what he redlly
wants."

"Did you ever stop to think," said Cletus, quietly, when shefinished, "that perhaps he's found tradition
dl over aganontheDorsa?

"Tradition? The Dorsai?" Scorn put ajagged edge on her voice. "A world full of acollection of
ex-soldiers gambling their livesin other peopleslittie warsfor hardly more pay than atool programmer
getd You canfind traditionin that?"

"Traditionto come," said Cletus. "1 think Eachan seesinto the future further than you do, Mdissa"

"What do | care about the future?* She was on her feet now, looking down at him where he lay in the
bed. "I want him happy. He can take care of anyone but himsdf. | have to take care of him. When | was
alittle girl and my mother died she asked me—me—to be sure and take care of him. And | will."

She whirled about and went toward the door. "And he'sdl I'm going to take care of," she cried,
stopping and turning again at the door. "1f you think I'm going to take care of you, too, you've got another
think coming! So go ahead, gamble yoursdlf twice over on some high principle or another, when you
could be settling down and doing some rea good, writing and working, person to person, theway you're
built to do!"

Shewent out. The door was too well engineered to dam behind her, but that was dl that saved it
fromdamming.

Cletuslay back against his pillows and gazed at the empty, white and unresponsive wall opposite. The
hospita room felt emptier than it had ever felt before.

He had «ill one more visitor, however, before the day was out. Thiswas Dow deCastries, preceded
into Cletus hospital room by Wefer Linet.

"Look who I've got with me, Cletud” said Wefer, cheerfully. "I ran into the secretary here at the
Officers Club, where he was having lunch with some of the Exatics, and he told meto bring you his
congratulations for abstract military excellence—as opposed to anything affecting the Neuland-Bakhadla
gtuation. | asked him why he didn't come aong and give you the congratulations himself. And hereheid™

He stepped aside and back, |etting Dow come forward. Behind the taller man's back Wefer winked
broadly at Cletus. "Got to run an errand here in the hospitd," said Wefer. "Back inaminute.”

He ducked out of the room, closing the door behind him. Dow looked at Cletus.

"Did you haveto use Wefer as an excuse?' Cletus asked.

"Hewas convenient.” Dow shrugged, dismissing the matter. "My congratulations, of course.”
"Of course,” said Cletus. "Thank you. Sit down, why don't you?

"| prefer standing,” said Dow. "They tell me you're going off to bury yourself on the Dorsai now.
Y ou'l be getting down to the writing of your books then”?”

"Not just yet," said Cletus.

Dow raised his eyebrows. "There's something else for you to do?'

"Therere haf adozen worlds and afew billion peopleto be freed firgt," said Cletus.
"Freethem?' Dow smiled. "From the Codition?"

"From Earth.”

Dow shook his head. His smile becameironic. "l wish you luck," he said. "All this, in order to write a
few volumes?'



Cletus said nothing. He sat upright in hisbed, asif waiting. Dow's smile went away.

"You'requiteright,” Dow sad, in adifferent tone, though Cletus till had not spoken. "Timeisgrowing
short, and I'm headed back to Earth this afternoon. Perhaps I'll see you there—say in Six months?”

"I'm afraid not," said Cletus. "But | expect I'll see you out here—among the new worlds. Say, insde
two years?"

Dow's black eyes grew cold. "Y ou badly misunderstand me, Cletus," he said. "1 was never built to be
afollower."

"Neither was|," said Cletus.

"Yes," sad Dow, dowly, "l see. We probably will meet after dl then"—his smile returned, suddenly
and thinly—"at Phillippi."

"There never was any other place we could mest," said Cletus.

"I believe you'reright. Fair enough,” said Dow. He stepped backward and opened the door. "I'll wish
you agood recovery with that leg of yours."

"And you, asafetrip to Earth," said Cletus.

Dow turned and went out. Severd minuteslater the door opened again and Wefer's head appeared in
the opening.
"DeCadtriesgone?' Wefer asked. "Hedidn't talk long &t al then.”

"We said what we had to say," answered Cletus. "There wasn't much point in his staying, once wed
donethat.”
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Three days later, Mondar made his regppearance a Cletus bedside. "Well, Cletus,” he said, sitting
down in the chair by the bed, "I've spent most of my time since | saw you last going into your Situation
with other members of our group who've had more experience with certain aspects of what you
suggested than | have. All together we worked out a pattern of behavior that looks asif it might give the
greatest possible encouragement to the miracle you're after. The main question seemed to be whether it
would be better for you to be ultimately acquainted with the physiology of your knees, and the process of
tissue growth and regrowth, or whether it would be better for you to have aslittle knowledge of it as

possible”
"What wasthe decision?' Cletus asked.

"We decided it would be best if you knew aslittle as possible,” Mondar said. "The point is, the
gimulus for what's going to be essentialy an abnormal body reaction hasto come from avery primitive
level of the organism—you being the organism.”

"Y ou don't want me visuaizing what's going on then?" "' Just the opposite,” answered Mondar. Y ou
should remove your concern with the regrowth process as completely as possible from any symbolic
area. Y our determination to achieve regrowth must be channeed downward into the ingtinctive level. To
achieve that channeling you're going to need practice, and so we worked up a set of exercisesthat I'm
going to teach you to do over the next two weeks. I'll come here and work with you daily until you can
do the exercises by yoursdlf. Then I'll observe until | think you've got complete control in the necessary
aress. Then well recommend the symbolic operation, in which the genetic pattern of your right knee will
be transferred in the form of afew cells of tissue of flesh and bone to the area of the left knee, where we
want regrowth to take place.”

"Good," said Cletus. "When do you want to tart the exercises?!
"Right now, if you like," answered Mondar. "We start out by getting off the topic of your knees



entirdly and into some completely different area. Any suggestionsfor atopic?'

"The best onein the universe" Cletus answered. "'l wasintending to talk to you about it anyway. I'd
liketo borrow two million IMU'S."

Mondar gazed at him for asecond, then smiled. "I'm afraid | don't have that much with me," he said.
"After dl, out here away from Earth two million International Monetary Units are rather more scarce than
they are back on Earth. Areyou very urgent about your need for them?'

"Urgent and absolutely serious,” replied Cletus. "I'd like you to talk to your fellow Exoticsherein
Bakhdla—and anywhere dsg, if necessary. I'm not wrong, am 1, in thinking your organization could lend
methat kind of money if you thought it was worthwhile?'

"Not wrong, no," said Mondar, dowly. "But you have to admit it'sarather unusua request from an
essentially propertyless ex-colond in the Alliance forces who's now an emigrant to the Dorsai. What do
you plan doing with asum of money like that?'

"Build an entirely new type of military unit,” Cletus answered. "New in organization, training, hardware
and tactical abilities”

"Using," said Mondar, "the Dorsai mercenaries, of course?’

"That'sright," answered Cletus. "1'm going to produce afighting force at least fivetimes as effective as
any comparable military unit presently in existence. Such aforce will be ableto underbid not only the
Alliance, but the Codlition, when it comesto supplying military force to an off-Earth colony such as
yours. | can raisethe pay of the men and officersin it and still market an effective force for lessthan even
the Dorsal mercenaries were charging in the past—samply because welll need less men to do the same
job."

"And you're suggesting,” Mondar said, thoughtfully, “that such amercenary force would soon pay
back atwo million loan?'

"I don't think theres any doubt of it," said Cletus.

"Possibly not," said Mondar, "provided these new mercenaries of yourswill do what you say they'll
do. But how could anyone know that in advance? I'm afraid, Cletus, that our organization would need
some kind of security before lending out such avery large amount of money."

"Security,” said Cletus, "is often unnecessary where the borrower's reputation is good.”

"Don't tell me you've borrowed two million IMU's on occasions before this?' Mondar raised his
eyebrowsquizzicaly.

"1 was speeking of amilitary, not afinancid, reputation,” Cletussaid camly. "Y our Exotics have just
had the best possible proof of the military reputation in question. A smal group of Dorsai mercenaries,
single-handedly, have succeeded in doing what avery large and much better equipped Alliance force
wasn't able to do—essentialy destroy Neuland as amilitary power and win the local war for your
colony. The conclusion to be drawn from that isthat this colony of yours doesn't need the Alliance
forces. It can protect itself perfectly adequately with its Dorsai mercenaries, done. Am | right?”

"Y ou certainly present agood argument,” said Mondar.

"The security for theloan, therefore," said Cletus, "isthe best sort of security intheworld. It'sthe
literal security of this colony, guaranteed by the Dorsal mercenaries until the loan is paid back."

"Butwhat if ... ah ... " Mondar said, ddlicately, "you Dorsais should default on your bargain?1 don't
mean to insult you, of course, but in matterslikethisall possibilities are going to have to be considered. If
| don't bring up the question, someone dse will. What if, after weld lent you the money and you'd
retrained your troops, you refused either to pay or to continue guaranteeing the security of this colony?”

"Inthat case," said Cletus, spreading his hands on the sheet of the bed, "who ese would hire us?
Successful mercenaries, like tradersin any other goods, build their business on the basis of satisfied



customers. If we took your money and then welshed on our agreement, what other colony would be
willing to take a chance on us?'

Mondar nodded. "A very good point,” he said. He sat for amoment, his gaze abstracted, asif he
communed with himself in some secret corner of hisbrain. Then his eyes came back to Cletus.

"Very wdl," hesad, "I'll convey your request for aloan to my fellow Exotics. That'sasmuch as| can
do, you redlize. It'll take somelittle time for the matter to be consdered, and | can't promise you any
great hopes of success. Asl said, it'savery large amount of IMU'syou're asking to borrow, and there
is, after al, no great reason why we should lend it."

"Oh, | think thereis," said Cletuseadly. "If my estimate of you Exoticsis correct, one of your eventua
amsisto be completely independent of outside obligations—so that you can be free to work out your
vison of the future without interference. The Alliances military aid has been helpful to you, but it'saso
kept you under the Alliance's thumb. If you can buy security from mercenary soldiers without obligation,
you'll have achieved afreedom that | think you al want very badly. A two million unit loan on good
security isasmdl risk to take for the chance of gaming that freedom.”

Helooked sgnificantly at Mondar. Mondar shook his head dightly; there was atouch of admirationin
hisface.

"Cletus, Cletus," said Mondar, "what awasteit is, your not being an Exotic!" He sighed, and sat back
inthe chair. "Wéll, I'll passyour request for aloan dong. And now, | think it's time we got Sarted with
your exercises. Sit back and try to achieve that state of afloating sensation that you described to me. As
you probably know, it's called astate of regression. I'm also putting mysalf now into such astate. Now, if
you're ready, join mein concentration on that isolated pinpoint of life, that sngle sperm cell that wasthe
first core and beginning of your consciousness. To that early and primitive consciousness, now, you must
try to return.”

Three weeks |ater, healing well and with both legs stiffened by awalking cast about each knee, Cletus
was swinging aong on wrigt-crutches with Arvid in the Bakhalain-town termind. They were headed
toward the airbus that would lift them to that same shuttle-boat landing pad on which Cletus had first set
down on Kultis a couple of months before—the airbus being made necessary by new construction on the
road to the pad, now that guerrillaactivity had been hated.

Asthey passed the main lounge of the termina, an Alliance officer stepped out in front of them. He
was Firgt Lieutenant Bill Athyer, and he was drunk—not drunk enough to stumblein hisspeech or his
walk, but drunk enough to bar their way with an ugly light in hiseye. Cletus hdted. Arvid took half astep
forward, opening his mouth, but Cletus stilled the young man with ahand on one massve arm.

"Leaving for the Dorsal, are you, Colonel?* said Athyer, ignoring Arvid. "Now that everything'snice
and prettied up here, you're on your way?"

Cletus leaned on the crutches. Even bent over in this position, he had to look down to meet Athyer's
bloodshot eyes.

"Thought s0." Athyer laughed. "Wdll, g, | didn't want to let you get away, Sir, without thanking you. |
might have gone up before areview board, if it hadn't been for you, sir. Thank you, sir.”

"Tha'sdl right, Lieutenant,” said Cletus.

"Yes, ian'tit? Quitedl right,” said Athyer. "And I'm safely tucked away in alibrary instead of facing a
reprimand and maybe losing one turn at an advance in grade. No danger of my getting out in thefield
where | might foul up again—or, who knows, might even make up for not being quite as smart asyou up
at Etter's Pass, Sir."

"Lieutenant ... " Arvid began in adangerous rumble.
"No," sad Cletus, dill leaning on the crutches, "let him talk.”



"Thank you, Colond. Thank you, Sr ... Damn you, Colong"—Athyer's voice broke suddenly,
raw-throated—"did your precious reputation mean so much to you that you had to bury me dive? At
least you couldve let metake my lumpsfair and square, without any show-off kindnessfrom you! Don't
you know I'll never get another chance in the field now? Don't you know you've marked me for good?
What am | supposed to do now, stuck in alibrary for the rest of my army life with nothing but books?*

"Try reading them!" Cletus made no attempt to hold hisvoice down. It carried clearly to the crowd
that by now was listening, and the scornin it was, for oncein hislife, cruel and unsparing. " That way, you
just might learn something about the handling of troopsin combet ... Comeaong, Arv."

He swung his crutches out to one side and went around Athyer. Arvid followed. Behind them, asthe
crowd closed in about them once more, they heard Athyer's hoarse, pursuing shouit:

"I'll reed, dl right!" it rang behind them. "And "I'll keep reading until I've got the goods on you—
Colond!"
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Six months later, Cletus was not only successfully hedled, but ready to begin upon the work he had
anticipated, in emigrating to the Dorsai.

Entering the last two miles of hisfifteen-miledaily run, he leaned into the beginning of thelong dope
up the hill that would bring him back to the shore of Lake Athan across from the home of Eachan Khan
on the outskirts of the town of Foralie, on that world known asthe Dorsai. His stride shortened, his
breathing deepened, but aside from these changes there was no difference. He did not dacken speed.

It had been nearly five months now since the casts had been taken off hislegsto reved aperfectly
hedlthy, regrown |eft knee. Theloca medica fraternity had been eager to keep him available for testsand
study of the essential miracle that had occurred, but Cletus had other thingsto do. Within aweek,
tottering along on legs that had just begun to relearn how to walk, he took ship with Melissaand Eachan
Khan for the Dorsai. He had been here since, his engagement to Melissaan accepted fact, asaguestin
Eachan's household, and the time from hisarrival until now had been spent in unrelenting physica
sf-traning.

The methods of that training were Smple, and except in one respect, orthodox. Basicaly, he spent his
daysinwaking, running, svimming and climbing. It was the climbing thet provided the one unorthodox
element to thisroutine, for Cletus had caused to be built, and continual ly added to since its construction,
asort of adult-sized jungle gym, amaze of stedl pipesinterconnected at different heights and angles that
was now somethirty feet high, twenty feet wide and more than fifty feet long.

Cletus day began now, six months after his departure from the hospital on Kultis, with avertica
climb, hands only and without pause, from the ground to the top of arope suspended from atree limb
eighty feet above ground. Having reached the limb, he then moved a dozen feet farther out along its
length, climbed down ashorter rope only fifty feet in length and set it swinging until the arc of hisairborne
travel s brought him close enough to the top bar of the jungle gym for him to catch hold. The next thirty
minutes or so were spent in clambering through the jungle gym by routes that had grown increasingly
complex and torturous as the gym had been extended and Cletus physica condition had improved.

At thefar end of the jungle gym, his morning's run—which, as has been said, was now fifteen
miles—began. It was arun that began across country of afairly level surface, but later led him among a
variety of the steep hills and dopesthat this mountainous territory provided. Here the dtitude was
eighty-four hundred feet above sealevel, and the effect upon Cletus red blood cell count and coronary
artery size had been remarkable.

It ended with thislong, steady uphill dopetwo milesin length. Just beyond the upper end of the dope,
the ground dipped down again for about fifty yards among pine-like trees, and Cletus came to the edge



of Lake Athan.

He did not even break gtride as he approached the bank, but went off it in ashallow dive directly into
the waters of the lake. He surfaced and began swimming the half-mile distance across the lake to the
shore above which the long, low-roofed, rather rustic shape of Eachan's house could be seen, small
among trees.

The water of this mountain lake was cold, but Cletus was not chilled by it. His body, heated by the
run, found it pleasantly cool. He swam, as he had done al the rest of hisexercise, dressed in running
shoes, socks, shorts and shirt; he was by now so accustomed to the weight of these water-heavy shoes
and clothes upon him that he did not notice them.

He swam powerfully, arms digging deep, his head rolling rhythmically toward hisright shoulder to
take deep breaths of the upland air. Hisfeet churned asteady wake behind him. Almost before he had
ettled to the soothing rhythm of his swimming, he drove into the shallow water at the lake's other Sde
and got to hisfeet. He glanced at hiswristwatch and trotted leisurely up the dope to the ground-floor
diding window that led directly into his bedroom.

Ten minutes later, showered and changed, he joined Eachan and Méelissain the sunny dining room of
the long house for lunch.

"How did you do?" asked Méelissa. She smiled at him with a sudden, spontaneous warmth, and a
warm current of shared fedling sprang into existence between them. Six months of close association had
destroyed al obvious barriers separating them. Cletus wastoo likable and Melissatoo outgoing for them
not to be drawn together under such close conditions. They had reached the stage now where what they
did not say to each other was dmost more important than their words.

"Under sx minutes average on the fifteen-mile run," he answered. "A little over ten minutes crossing
thelake." Helooked over at Eachan. "'l think it'stime to set up that demonstration | planned. We can use
the running track in the stadium at Fordie."

"Il attend toit," said Eachan.

Three days later the demongtration took place. Present in the Fordie stadium under awarm August
sun were the eighty-odd ranking Dorsai officers whom Eachan had invited. They sat down front in one
section of the stand before alarge screen fed by a battery of physiologica monitoring equipment tuned to
various transmitters on and within Cletus body.

Cletuswasin hisusua running outfit. Neither the jungle gym nor apool for svimming wasin
evidence, since thiswasto be asmple demonstration of endurance. As soon asthe visting officerswere
all seated, Eachan stood by to monitor the reports of various instruments onto the screen so that al could
see them, and Cletus started running.

The various mercenary officers present had dl been made acquainted with Cletus history, particularly
the events on Kultis, and the near miraculous regrowth of hiswounded knee. They watched with interest
while Cletus set a pace of nearly ten milesan hour around the haf-mile track. After thefirst mile, he
dropped back to alittle better than eight miles an hour; his pulse, which had peaked at 170, dropped to
about 140 and hung there.

He was running quite easily and bresthing steadily as he approached the four-mile mark. But then,
athough his speed did not decrease, his pulse began to climb once more, dowly, until by the end of the
sx milesit wasamost up to 180. Here it peaked again, and from that point on he began dowly to lose
gpeed. By the time he had compl eted the eighth mile he was down below seven miles an hour, and by the
time hefinished the ninth he was barely moving at

dx milesan hour.

Clearly, he was gpproaching the exhaustion point. He pushed himself twice more around the track.
Coming up toward the end of the tenth mile, he was barely jogging. Clearly, he had run himsdf out; but



thiskind of performance by anyone, let one a man who had been a prosthetic cripple half a standard
year before, was enough to waken ahum of amazement and admiration from the watchers.

Some of them stood up in their seats, ready to step down into the field and congratulate Cletus as he
tottered toward the conclusion of the tenth mile, which seemed obvioudy intended to be the end of the
race. "Just aminute, please, gentlemen,” Eachan Khan said. "'If you'll hold your seatsalittlelonger ... "

He turned and nodded to Cletus, who was now passing the ten-mile mark directly in front of the
viewers. Cletus nodded and kept on going.

Then, to the utter astonishment of the watchers, aremarkable thing happened. As Cletus continued
around the track, his step became firmer and his breathing eased. He did not immediately pick up speed,
but his pulse rate, as shown on the viewing screen, began dowly to fall.

At firg it went down by ragged steps, dropping afew begts, holding firm, then dropping afew more.
But as he continued, it began to drop more steadily. By the time he was back around in front of the
watching officers, his pulse rate was again 150.

And his speed began to pick up. It did not pick up much; he gained back to just under six milesan
hour. But he held steady at that pace, continuing to circle the track.

He ran six more laps of the track—three miles—and at the end of the third mile his speed and pulse
rate were &till constant. At the end of that additional third mile he stopped running, walked alap without
any sign of unusud distress, and ended up in front of the watching group, breathing normaly and hardly
perspiring, with his pulsein the low seventies.

"That'sit, gentlemen,” he said, addressing them dl. "Now I'm going to have to take afew momentsto
clean up, and the rest of you may adjourn to Eachan's house, where welll be ableto talk in more comfort
and privacy. I'll join you there in about twenty minutes, and I'll leave you now to consider whet you've
just seen without any further explanation, except that what you've just seen medo, did in fact, exact a
penaty upon my bodily reserves greater than that ordinarily demanded by exertion. However, asyou
see, it was possible and practicad, at that price.”

He turned away toward the dressing room at the near end of the stadium. The spectators moved
outside to an airbus rented by Eachan, and were flown out to Eachan's house, where the window wall
aong one side of the long living room had been opened up so that the living room and the patio outside
became one large gathering space. Food and drink had been provided, and there, alittle later, Cletus
joined them.

"Asyou know," he said, sanding facing them asthey sat in arough semicirclein chairs about him, "al
of you here were officerswe invited because | hoped you might beinterested in joining mein forming an
entirdy new military unit, amilitary unit | intend to command, and which would pay its officersand men
only subsistence during atraining period of some months, but which would theresfter pay them at |east
double the rate they had been receiving as mercenaries up until thistime. It goes without saying that |
want the cream of the crop, and that | expect that cream of the crop to invest not merely their time but
their wholehearted enthusiasm in this new type of organization | havein mind."

He paused. "That was one of the reasons for the demonstration you've just seen,” he said. "What you
saw, in the crudest terms, was ademondiration in which | was a least half again as physicaly effective as
my bodily energy level and conditioning would alow meto be. In short, I've just given you an example of
how aman can make himsdlf into aman and ahdf."

He paused again, and thistune he raked his eyes over every face in the audience before he continued.

"l am going to expect,” he said, dowly and emphatically, "every enlisted man and officer in thismilitary
unit I'm forming to be able to multiply himsdlf to at least that extent by thetime he'sfinished training. This
isafirg prerequisite, gentlemen, to anyone wishing to join mein this venture.”

He smiled, unexpectedly. "And now, relax and enjoy yourselves. Stroll around the place, ook a my



homemade training equipment, and ask as many questions asyou like of Eachan, Melissa Khan or
mysdlf. Well have another meeting out here in afew daystime for those of you who have decided to join
us. That'sdl."

He stepped away from the center of their attention and made his way to the buffet tables where the
food and drink had been set up. The gathering broke up into small groups and the hum of voices arose.
By late afternoon most of the visitors had | eft, some twenty-six of them having pledged their servicesto
Cletus before leaving. A somewhat large number had promised to think it over and get in touch with him
within the next two days. There remained asmall group of those who had already pledged themsalvesto
Cletus before the demondtration, and these met in the once more enclosed living room after dinner for a
private conference.

Present were Arvid, now recovered from his shoulder wound, Mgor Swahili and Mgor David Ap
Morgan, whose family was also a Foralie neighbor. Eachan's other officers were till back in Bakhalla
commanding the force of Dorsais that remained therein Exotic pay to guard the colony, now that the
Alliance had withdrawn its troops under Bat Traynor. Bat's misgivings about leaving had not been shared
by Alliance HQ back on Earth, which had been overjoyed to free nearly haf adivison of mento
reinforce its hard-pressed military commitments on haf adozen other new worlds. In addition to Arvid,
Ap Morgan, Swahili and Eachan, himsdlf, were two old friends of Eachan's—a Colond Lederle Dark
and aBrigadier Generd ToscaAras. Dark was athin, bald man who seemed to be al bone and long
muscle under a somewhat dandified exterior. Tosca Araswasasmall, nest, clean-shaven man with
washed-out blue eyes and agaze as steady asan amed fidd riflein its gun mount.

"By the end of theweek," Cletus said to them al, "anyone who hasn't made up hismind to join us
won't be worth having. From those | talked to today, | estimate well get perhaps fifty good officers,
perhaps ten of which well losein training. So theré's no point in wasting time. We can start setting up a
table of organization and atraining schedule. Well train the officers, and they can train their men
afterward.”

"Whao'sto bein charge of the extraenergy training?' asked Lederle Dark.

"I'll haveto be, to begin with," Cletus answered him, "Right now theres nobody else. And al of you
will haveto join the other officersin my classes on that. Therest of it you can al handle by
yoursaves—it'samply amatter of running them through the physical and practicing sandard field
problems, but from the viewpoint of the new organizationa setup.”

"Sir," said Arvid, "excuse me, but | still don't seem to redlly understand why we need to shake up the
whole table of organization—unless you want it different just so the men in this outfit will fed that much
more different.”

"No—though the fedling of differenceisn't going to do usany harm,” Cletus said. "'l should have gone
into thiswith al of you before now. The plain fact of the matter isthat amilitary body structured into
squads, platoons, companies, battalions and so on is designed to fight the type of war that used to be
common but which we aren't going to be encountering out here on the new worlds. Our fighting unitsare
going to bear more resemblance to agroup of athletesin ateam sport than they are to the old type of
fighting unit. The tacticsthey're going to be usng—my tactics—aren't designed for structured armiesin
solid confrontation with each other. Instead, they're designed to be useful to what seemsto be aloose
group of amost independently acting units, the efforts of which are coordinated not so much by a
hierarchy of command as by the fact that, like good members of ateam, they're familiar with each other
and can anticipate what their teeammateswill do in response to their own actions and the generd
gtuaion."

Cletus paused and looked around him. " Are there any of the rest of you who don't understand that?"
he asked.

Eachan cleared histhroat. "We dl understand what you say, Cletus," he said. "But what the words



are going to mean when they're turned into battle unitsis something weve got to see beforeit'll make
much sense. Here you cut the squad to Six men—and that's divided into two teams of three men each.

Y ou make four squads to a group, with asenior or junior groupman in charge, and two groups make up
aforce. It's plain enough, but how's anyone going to know how it'll work until they seeit in practice?"

"They aren't. You aren't—of course," answered Cletus. "But what you can do now is absorb the
theory of it, and the reasoning behind the theory. Shdll | go over it again?"

Therewas amoment of silence.
"Probably better," said Eachan.

"All right then," said Cletus. "As| think I'vetold you dl, the basic principleisthat, from theindividua
right up to the largest organizations within the total Dorsai military command, each unit should be capable
of reacting like asingle member of ateam made up of other members equa in size and importance to
himsdf. That is, any one of the three soldiersin any given half squad should be able to operate in perfect
unison with the other two members of histeam with no more communication than afew code words or
sgnasthat would cue the othersto standard actions or responses to any given situation. Similarly, the
two teamsin any squad should be able to work as partners with no more than afew code words or
sgnals. Likewise, the four squads should be able to operate as ateam in the group with each squad
knowing itsrolein any one of a hundred or more group actions identifiable by code word or sgnd. Just
asthe two groups must be able to react together dmost ingtinctively as a single command, the
commandant of which should likewise be trained to react in pattern with the commandants of the
commands with which heisassociated.”

Cletus stopped talking. Once more there was the small sillence.

"You say you'l supply the patterns?’ Tosca Arassaid. "1 mean you'll work out al these team actions
that are triggered by code words and signas and so forth?”

"| dready have them worked out,” said Cletus.
"Y ou have?' Aras voice tegtered on the edge of incredulity. "There must be thousands of them.”

Cletus shook his head. " Something over twenty-three thousand, to be exact,” he said. "But | think you
may be missng the point. The actions of ateam areincluded within the actions of the squed, just asthe
actions of the squad are included within the actions of the group. In short, it'slike alanguage with
twenty-three thousand words. There are innumerable combinations, but there's also alogical structure.
Once you master the structure, then the choice of words within the sentence is severdly redtricted. In fact,
therés only oneided choice."

"Then why have such acomplicated setup anyway?" asked David Ap Morgan.

Cletusturned to look at the young mgjor. "The value of the system,” he said, "doesn't come so much
from the fact that there are alarge number of combinations of tactica actions ranging from the team on up
through the command, but from the fact that any large choice of action implies a certain spectrum of
choices of action for the lesser e ements of the command, so that the individual soldier, on hearing the
genera code word for the command to which he belongs, knows immediately within what limitsthe
actions of al the groups, dl the squads and his own team must be."

He paused. "In short,” he said, "no one, right up through the battle operator or the commander of the
tota military unit, amply follows orders. Insteed, they dl—right down to the individua line soldier—react
as ateam member in acommon effort. The result isthat bresks in the chain of command, misunderstood
or incorrect orders, and dl the other things that go to mess up a battle plan by mischance, are bypassed.
Not only that, but from the lowest ranks on up each subordinate is ready to step into the position of his
superior with 90 per cent of the necessary knowledge that his superior had at the moment the superior
was put out of action.”

Arvid gave alow whistle of admiration. The other officersin theroom dl looked at him. With the



exception of Cletus, he was the only one among them who had never been apracticing Dorsai field
officer. Arvid looked embarrassed.

"A revolutionary concept,” said ToscaAras. "More than revolutionary if it worksout in practice.”

"It'sgoing to have to work," said Cletus. "My whole scheme of strategy and tacticsis based upon
troopsthat can operate dong thoselines.”

"Well, well see.” Aras picked up the thick manua Cletus had issued to each of them just after dinner
and which had been lying since then in hislap. He stood up. "An old dog learning new tricksisan
understatement in my case. If the rest of you gentlemen don't mind I'll be getting to my homework.”

He said good night and went out, starting a genera exodus. Eachan stayed behind, and
Arvid—Aurvid, to gpologize for that whistle.

"You see, Sr," he said earnestly to Cletus, "it suddenly came clear to me, dl of asudden. | hadn't seen
it before. But now | see how it dl tiestogether."

"Good," said Cletus. "That's hdf the learning process done for you right there.”
Arvid followed the others out of the living room. Eachan aone was | ft. Cletuslooked at him.
"Do you see how it dl hangstogether?' Cletus asked him.

"Think s0," said Eachan. "But remember, I've been living with you for the last half year—and | know
most of the patternsin that manua of yours dready.”

He reached for the decanter behind the glasses ranked on the small table beside his chair and
thoughtfully poured himsdf asmall amount of whiskey.

"Shouldn't expect too much too soon,” he said, Sipping at it. "Any military man's bound to be a bit
conservative. In the nature of us. But they'll come through, Cletus. It's beginning to be more than just a
name with us here, this business of being Dorsais.”

Heturned out to be correct. By the time the officers training program got under way aweek later, al
of those who had sat in the living room with Cletusthat night knew their manuals by heart—if not yet
quite by ingtinct. Cletus divided the officersto be trained among the six of them, in groups of roughly ten
each, and training began.

Cletustook the classthat he had labeled smply "Relaxation,” the course that would train these
officersto tap that extra source of energy he had demonstrated to them all at the Foraie stadium after
running himself to the norma exhaugtion point. Hisfirs class conssted of the sx from the living room.
Eachan was among them, although he already had more than afaint gragp of the technique involved.
Cletus had been privately tutoring both him and Mdissain it for the past couple of months, and both had
become noticeably capable with it. However, it was Eachan's suggestion—and Cletus found it agood
one—that hisinclusion in the classwould be an example to the others that someone besides Cletus could
achieve unusud physiologicd results.

Cletus began his classjust before lunch, after they had completed the full day's physicdl training
schedule, conssting of jungle gym, run and swim. They were physicaly unwound by the exercise, and
more than alittle empty because of the long hours since breakfast. In short, they were in acondition of
maximum receptivity.

Cletus lined them up behind along steel bar supported between two posts at about shoulder height
off the ground.

"All right," he said to them. "Now | want you dl to stand on your right legs. Y ou can reach out and
touch the bar in front of you with your fingertipsto help keep your balance, but take your |eft feet off the
ground and keep them off until | tell you you can put them down again.”

They complied. Their pose was alittle on the ridiculous side, and there were afew amiles at firgt, but
these faded as the legs on which they stood began to tire. About the time when bearing all their weight



upon the muscle of one leg was beginning to become actively painful, Cletus ordered them to switch legs
and kept them standing with dl their weight on their | eft legs until the muscles of caf and thigh began to
tremble under their full body weight. Then he switched them back to the right leg, and then again to the
|eft, shortening the interval s each time as the leg muscles became exhausted more quickly. Very shortly
they stood before him on legs as uncertain as those of men who had been bedridden for a period of
weeks.

"All right, now," Cletus said then, cheerfully, "I want you al up in ahandstand, the palms of your
hands on the ground, your arms fully extended. Y ou can balance yoursel ves thistime by letting your legs
rest againg the bar.”

They obeyed. Oncethey were all up, Cletus gave them afurther order.
"Now," he said, "one hand off the ground. Do your handstand on onearm only."

When they were upside down, he went through the same process he had when they had been right
sdeup. Only it took their aams afraction of the time it had taken their legstotire. Very shortly he
released them from their exercise, and they dl tumbled to the ground, virtudly incapacitated in dl their
limbs

"On your backs," ordered Cletus. "Legs raight out, arms at your Sdes—but you don't haveto lieat
attention. Just straighten out on your back comfortably. Eyes on the sky.”

They obeyed.

"Now," said Cletus, pacing dowly up and down before them, "I want you just to lie there and relax
whilel talk to you. Watch the sky ... " It was one of those high, bright blue skieswith afew clouds
drifting lazily acrossit. "Concentrate on the feding in your arms and legs, now that they've been rdlieved
from the load of supporting your bodies against the force of gravity. Be conscious of the fact that now it's
the ground supporting you—and them—and be grateful for it. Fed how heavy and limp your amsand
legs are, now that they've given up the work of bearing weight, and are themsel ves being borne by the
surface of the ground. Tdll yourself—not out loud—in your own words how limp and heavy they are.
Keep tdling yoursdlf that and watching the sky. Fed how heavy and relaxed your body is, with itsweight
being supported by the ground beneath your back. Fed the relaxation in your neck, in the muscles of
your jaw, in your face, evenin your scalp. Tell yourself how relaxed and heavy dl these parts of you are
and keep watching the sky. I'll be going on talking, but pay no attention to me. Just give dl your attention
to what you'reteling yoursdf and what you're feding and how the sky looks ... "

He continued to pace up and down talking. After awhile, the arm- and leg-weary men, soothed by
their rdlaxed position and the dow movement of the clouds, lulled by the steady, pleasant, monotonous
sound of hisvoice, ceased in fact to pay any attention to the sense of hiswords. He was merely talking.
To Arvid, a one end of theline, Cletus voice seemed to have gone off and become as remote as
everything else about him. Lying on hisback, Arvid saw nothing but sky. It was asif the planet beneath
him did not exi<t, except as a soft grassy pressure at his back, bearing him up. The clouds moved dowly
in the endless blue, and he seemed to drift dong with them.

A nudge at hisfeet brought him suddenly and sharply back to consciousness. Cletus was smiling
down at him.

"All right," Cletus said, in the same steady low tone, "on your feet and step over there.”

Arvid obeyed, getting heavily upright once more, and moving off, as Cletus had indicated, about a
dozen feet. Therest were till on the ground, with Cletus talking to them. Then he saw Cletus, who was
il pacing, pause at the feet of David Ap Morgan and nudge the sole of David'sright foot with histoe.

"All right, David," Cletus said, without breaking the pace or tone of histalking, "up you get and join
Arvid over there"

David's eyes, which had been closed, jerked open. He got to hisfeet and went over to stand by



Arvid. Asthe two of them watched, one by one other members of the class went to deep and were
quietly wakened and weeded out until no one but Eachan till lay on the grass, his eyes wide open.

Cletus abruptly ended histalking with achuckle. "All right, Eachan,” he said. "Theres no point in my
trying to put you to deep. Y ou get up and join the others.”

Eachan rose. On their feet and al together once more, the classlooked at Cletus.

"Theides," sad Cletus, with agmile, "is not to fal adeep. But we won't worry about that for awhile
yet. How many of you remember fedling any kind of afloating sensation before you did drop off?"

Arvid and three others raised their hands. Eachan was one of them.

"Well, that'sit for today,” Cletus said. "Tomorrow well try it without the muscle-tiring exercisesfird.
But | want you all to go back to your quarters and try doing this again, by yoursdlf, at least three times
before tomorrow morning. If you like, you can try putting yoursdlf to deep tonight with it. Well gather
together here again tomorrow, & this same place a the sametime.”

In the next few sessions Cletus worked with the class until dl of them could achieve the floating
sensation without drifting off into deep. With this accomplished, he led them by easy stagesinto
auto-control of pain and deep bodily sensations. When they had become fairly adept at this, he began to
move them gradudly from arelaxed and motionless position into movement—first getting them to achieve
the fl oating sensation while standing upright, then when walking dowly and rhythmically forward, and
finaly under any kind of activity up to the mogt violent. This achieved, there remained for them only the
ability to make use of the trance Satein various types of autocontrol under al conditions of activity, and
he turned them loose to become teachers, in their turn to the other officersin training—who would, again,
pass on the training to the enlisted men under their command.

By thistime nearly three months had gone by, and the officersin training had advanced to the point
where they could begin to pass on at least the physicd end of their training to the troops that would be
under their orders. Recruitment was started for Dorsaisto fill the enlisted ranks—and for some few extra
Dorsai officersto replace those who had dropped out of the training program.

Just at thistime Cletus received athick envelope of clippings sent him by anews-clipping service on
Earth he had contacted before leaving Bakhalla. He opened the envelope, done in Eachan's study, and
spread the clippings out in order of their dates to examine them.

The story they told was ssmple enough. The Codlition, sparked by afew key speechesby Dow
deCadtries himsdlf, was attempting to raise astorm of protest against mercenary troops on the new
worldsin generd, and the Dorsaisin particular.

Cletus replaced the dlippingsin their envelope and filed them in the cabinet holding hisown
correspondence. He went out on the terrace to find Mdissathere reading.

It was high summer in these Dorsal mountains, and the sun was in late afternoon position above the
farther peaks. He paused for amoment, watching her as she sat unsuspecting that he watched. In the
clear sunlight, her face was untroubled, and somehow more mature-looking than he remembered it back
a Bakhala

He went out onto the terrace and she looked up from her reading spoal at the sound of hisfeet. He
caught her gaze with his own, and her eyeswidened alittle at the seriousness with which he stood looking
down at her. After aminute he spoke.

"Will you marry me, then, Melissa?' hesad.

The blueness of her eyeswas as deep asthe universeitself. Once again, asit had in the hospital in
Bakhdla, her gaze seemed to evaporate the barrier of protective londinessthat his experience with life
and people had led Mm to build about him. Shelooked up at him for along moment before answering.

"If you redly want me, Cletus," shesaid.



"l do," hereplied.

And hedid not lie. But, asthe protective barrier flowed once more into position about hisinner self,
even as he continued to match her gaze with his, acold interior part of hismind reminded him of the
necessity that there would be now to lie, heregfter.
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The wedding was st for a date two weeks away. Meanwhile, Cletus, seeing the formation of the
force he had begun to raise on the Dorsai now beginning to operate under its own momentum, took time
out for atrip back to Kultis and Bakhallafor a conversation with Mondar, and afarther trip to Newton
seeking employment for the newly trained Dorsais of his command.

On Bakhalla, he and Mondar had an excellent dinner at Mondar's residence. Over the dinner table
Cletus brought the Exotic up to date. Mondar listened with interest, which increased visibly when Cletus
got into the matter of the specid training in autocontrol he had initiated for the officers and men who
would be under his command. After the dinner was over, they strolled out onto one of the many terraces
of Mondar's home to continue their talk under the night sky.

"And there," said Cletus, asthey stood in the warm night breeze, looking upward. He pointed at a
ydlowish star low on the horizon. "That'll be your sster world, Mara. | understand you Exotics have got
quite acolony there, too."

"Ohyes" answered Mondar thoughtfully, gazing at the star.

"A pity," said Cletus, turning to him, "that they aren't asfree there from Alliance and Codlition
influence as you've been here on Kultis since the Neulanders were taken care of .

Mondar withdrew his eyes from the star, turned himsdlf to face Cletus and smiled. "Y ou're suggesting
we Exatics hire your new battle unit to drive out the Alliance and Codlition forces?' he said, humor in his
voice. "Cletus, weve strained our financia resourcesfor you aready. Besides, it's counter to our general
philosophy to contemplate deliberate conquest of other peoples or territories. Y ou shouldn't suggest it to
us”

"l don't,” said Cletus. "1 only suggest you contemplate the building of a core-tap power station at the
Maran North Pole.”

Mondar gazed through the darkness at Cletus for amoment without speaking. "A core-tap power
dation?" he echoed at last, dowly. "Cletus, what new subtlety are you working a now?"

"Hardly asubtlety,” replied Cletus. "It's more amatter of taking asquare look at the facts on Mara,
economic and otherwise. The Alliance and the Codlition are both till stretched to their economic limitsto
maintain their influence with various colonieson al the new worlds. They may have lost ground here. But
they're both strong on Mara, on Frieland and New Earth under Sirius, on Newton and Cassida, and even
to acertain extent on the younger old worlds of the solar syssem—Marsand Venus. In fact, you might
say they're both overextended. Sooner or later they're bound to crack—and the one that's liable to crack
firgt, because it'sinvested more of its wealth and manpower in influencing new world colonies than the
Cadlition has, isthe Alliance. Now, if either the Alliance or the Codlition goes under, the onethat'sleft is
going to take over al the influence that the other formerly had. Instead of two large octopi, with their
tentacles into everything on the new worlds, ther€lll be one extra-large octupus. Y ou don't want that."

"No," murmured Mondar.

"Thenit'splainly to your interests to see that, on some place like Mara, neither the Alliance nor the
Codition getsthe upper hand,” said Cletus. "After wetook care of Neuland, and you invited the Alliance
forces out, the personnel the Alliance had here were taken away and spread out generally—plugged in
any place the Alliance seemed in danger of springing aleak in confrontation with the Codition. The



Coaadlition, on the other hand, took its people in Neuland—of which, granted, there weren't as many as
there were of Alliance people, but it was afair number—and smply shifted them over to Mara. The
result isthat the Codlition is headed toward getting the upper hand over the Alliance on Mara."

"S0 you're suggesting we hire some of these newly trained Dorsais of yoursto do on Marawhat you
did here?' Mondar smiled a him, alittle quizzicdly. "Didn't | just say that philosophicaly we Exotics
consider it inadvisable to improve our position by conquest—or any violent means, for that matter.
Empires built by force of arms are built on sand, Cletus.”

"Inthat case," said Cletus, "the sand under the Roman Empire must have been most solidly packed.
However, I'm not suggesting any such thing. I'm merely suggesting that you build the power plant. Y our
Exotic colony of Mara occupies the subtropical belt across the one large continent there. With a core-tap
power gtation at the North Pole, you not only extend your influence into the essentidly unclamed
sub-arctic regionsthere, you'll be able to sall power to dl the small, independent, temperate-zoned
colonieslying between Maraand the station. Y our conquest on that planet, if any, will be by purely
peaceful and economic means.”

"Those small coloniesyou refer to," said Mondar, his head alittle on one side, watching Cletus out of
the comers of hisblue eyes, "aredl under Codition influence.”

"All the better,” said Cletus. "The Coalition can't afford very well to drill them acompeting core-tap
power plant.”

"And how are we going to afford it?" Mondar asked. He shook his head. "Cletus, Cletus, | think you
must believe that our Exotic peoples are made of money.”

"Not at dl," Cletus said. "There'sno need for you to put yoursdlf to any more immediate expense than
that for the basic labor force required to set up the plant. It ought to be possible for you to set up an
agreement for alease-purchase on the equipment itself, and the specidly trained people required to set
up the plant.”

"Where?' asked Mondar. "With the Alliance? Or the Codlition?'

"Neither," said Cletus, promptly. "Y ou seem to forget there's one other colonial group out here on the
new worldsthat's proved itself prosperous.”

"Y ou mean the scientific colonies on Newton?' said Mondar. "They're at the extreme end of the
philasophica spectrum from us. They favor atight society having aslittle contact with outsders as
possible. We prize individualism above anything e se, and our whole purpose of existenceisthe concern
with the total human race. I'm afraid thereés anatural antipathy between the Newtonians and us." Mondar
sighed dightly. "I agree we should find away around such emotiona barriers between us and other
human beings. Nonetheless, the barrier's there—and in any case, the Newtonians aren't any better off
financialy than we are. Why should they extend us credit, equipment and the services of highly trained
people—asif they werethe Alliance itself?*

"Because eventudly such apower station can pay back their investment with an excellent profit—by
the time the lease expires and you purchase their interest in it back from them,”" said Cletus.

"No doubt," said Mondar. "But the investment's till too large and too long-ranged for people in their
position. A man of modest income doesn't suddenly speculate on distant and risky ventures. He leaves
that to richer men, who can afford the possible loss—unless he'safool. And those Newtonians,
whatever elsethey are, aren't fools. They wouldn't even listen.”

"They might," said Cletus, "if the proposition was put to them in the proper manner. | wasthinking |
might say aword to them myself about it—if you want to authorize meto do that, that is. I'm on my way
there now, to seeif they might not want to hire some of our newly trained Dorsai troops.”

Mondar gazed a him for a second; the Exotic's eyes narrowed. "I'm utterly convinced, mysdf," he
sad, "that theré's no chancein the universe of your persuading them to anything like this. However, wed



stand to gain agreat ded by it, and | don't see how we could possibly lose anything by your trying. If you
like, I'll speak to my fellow Exotics—both about the project and about your approaching the Newtonians
for equipment and expertsto put it in.”

"Fine. Do that," said Cletus. He turned back toward the house. "1 imagine | should start folding up,
then. | want to ingpect the Dorsai troops in the regiment you've got here now, and set up some kind of
rotation system so that we can move them back by segmentsto the Dorsai for the new training. | want to
be on my way to Newton by the end of the week."

"1 should have our answer for you by that time," said Mondar, following him in. He glanced curioudy
at Cletus asthey moved into the house side by side. 'l must say | don't see what you stand to gain by it,
however."

"l don't, directly,” Cletus answered. "Nor do the Dorsais—we Dorsais, | have to get used to saying.
But didn't you say something to me once about how anything that moved mankind as awhole onward
and upward aso moved you and your people toward their long-term goal ?*

"Y ou'reinterested in our long-term goa now?" Mondar asked.
"No. Inmy own," said Cletus. "But in this case it amounts to the same thing, here and there.”

He spent the next five daysin Bakhalla briefing the Dorsai officers on histraining program back on the
Dorsa. Heinvited those who wished to return and take it, along with those of their enlisted men who
wished the same thing, and he left them with asample plan for rotation of troopsto that end—aplanin
which his own trained men on the Dorsal would fill in for those of the Bakhallan troops that wished to
take the training, collecting the pay of those they replaced for the training period.

The response from the Dorsaisin Bakhallawas enthusiastic. Most of the men there had known Cletus
at thetime of thevictory over Neuland. Therefore, Cletus was able to extend the value of the loan he had
made from the Exctics, since he did not have to find jobs immediately for those Dorsais he had dready
trained, but could use them severa times over as replacements for other men wishing to take the training.
Meanwhile, he was continually building up the number of Dorsaiswho had been trained to hisown
purposes.

At the end of the week, he took ship for Newton, bearing credentials from the Exotics to discussthe
matter of a core-tap power station on Mara with the Newtonian Governing Board as an ancillary topic to
his own search for employment for hisDorsais.

Correspondence with the board had obtained for him an gppointment with the chairman of the board
within aday of hisarriva in Ballie, largest city and de facto capita of the Advanced Associated
Communities—as the combined colonies of technica and scientific emigrantsto Newton had chosen to
cdl themsdves. The charman wasadim, nearly bad, youthful-faced man in hisfifties by the name of
Artur Waco. He met with Cletusin alarge, clean, if somewhat erile, officein atdl building as modern
asany on Earth.

"I'm not sure what we have to talk about, Colonel," Walco said when they were both seated on
opposite sides of acompletely clean desk showing nothing but apand of controlsinits center. "The
AAC isenjoying good relationships currently with al the more backward colonies of thisworld."

It was aconversationa opening gambit as standard as king's pawn to king's pawn four in chess.
Cletusamiled.

"My information waswrong, then?" he said, pushing his chair back from the desk and beginning to
gtand up. "Forgive me. [—"

"No, no. Sit down. Please sit down!" said Walco, hatily. "After you've come dl the way here, the
least | can doislisten to what you wanted to tell me.”

"But if therés no need your hearing ... " Cletuswasinssting, when Wal co once more cut him short
with awave of hishand.



"l ingg. Sit down, Colonel. Tell meabout it," he said. "As| say, theré's no need for your mercenaries
here a the moment. But any open-minded man knows that nothing'simpossiblein the long run. Besides,
your correspondence intrigued us. Y ou claim you've made your mercenaries more efficient. To tell you
thetruth, | don't understand how individud efficiency can make much differencein amilitary unit under
modern conditions of warfare. What if your single soldier is more efficient? He's il just so much cannon
fodder, isn't he?’

"Not dways," said Cletus. " Sometimes he's aman behind the cannon. To mercenaries, particularly,
that differenceiscritical, and therefore an increase in efficiency becomes critical too."

"Oh?How s0?" Wa co raised his still-black, narrow eyebrows.

"Because mercenaries aren't in businessto get themselveskilled,” said Cletus. "They'rein businessto
win military objectives without getting themselveskilled. The fewer casudties, the greater profit—both to
the mercenary soldier and to hisemployer.”

"How, to hisemployer?' Walco's eyes were sharp.

"An employer of mercenaries,” Cletus answered, "isin the position of any businessman faced with a
job that needsto be done. If the cost of hiring it done equals or exceeds the possible profit to be made
from it, the businessman is better off leaving the job undone. On the other hand, if the cost of having it
doneislessthan the benefit or profit to be gained, then hiring the work accomplished isa practica
decison. The point I'm making isthat, with more efficient mercenary troops, military actionswhich were
not profitable to those wishing them accomplished now become practica. Suppose, for example, there
was adisputed piece of territory with some such vauable natura resource as stibnite mines—"

"Like the Broza Colony stibnite mines the Brozans stole from us," shot out Wal co.

Cletus nodded. "It's the sort of situation | was about to mention,” he said. "Here we have a case of
some very vauable mines out in the middle of swamp and forest stretching for hundreds of milesin every
direction without a decent city to be found, worked and held onto by a backward colony of hunters,
trappersand farmers. A colony, though, that isin possession of the mines by military forces supplied by
the Codition—that same Codlition, which takesits cut of the high prices you pay the Brozansfor the
antimony extracted from the stibnite.”

Cletus stopped speaking and looked meaningfully at Walco. Walco's face had darkened.

"Those mines were discovered by us and developed by us on land we'd bought from Broza Colony,”
he said. "The Codition didn't even bother to hide the fact that they'd instigated the Brozan's expropriation
of them. It was piracy, literal piracy." Wdco'sjaw musclestightened. His eyes met Cletus acrossthe
desk top. "You picked an interesting example," he said. "Asamatter of theoretica interest, suppose we
do go into the matter of expense, and the savingsto be gained by the efficiency of your Dorsaisin this
oneingance."

A week |ater, Cletuswas on hisway back to the Dorsai with a contract for the three months' hire of
two thousand men and officers. He stopped a Bakhalla on Kultis on the way back to inform the Exotics
that their loan was dready promising to pay off.

"Congratulations," said Mondar. "Walco has a reputation of being one of the hardest men on any
world to dedl with. Did you have much trouble persuading him?"

"Therewas no persuading involved," answered Cletus. "'l studied the Situation on Newton for apoint
of grievance before | firgt wrote him. The stibnite mines, which are essentialy Newton's only native
source of antimony, seemed ideal. So, in my correspondence after that | dwelt upon all those aspects and
advantages of our troops under this new training, which would apply to just such a situation—but without
ever mentioning the Brozan stibnite mines by name. Of course, he could hardly help apply the information
| gave him to that situation. | think he was determined to hire usto recover the mines even before he met
me. If | hadn't brought up the subject, he would have."



Mondar shook his head with adow smile of admiration. "Did you take advantage of his good humor
to ask him to consider the Maran core-tap plan?”’

"Yes," sad Cletus. "You'll have to send arepresentative to sgn the actua papers, but | think you'l
find hell befaling over himsdlf in his eagernessto sgn the agreement.”

The smile vanished from Mondar's face. ™Y ou mean he's serioudy interested?' Mondar demanded.
"He'sinterested in agtuation in which they'd put up that kind of equipment and professiond services
amply inreturn for along-term financia gam?”'

"He'snot merdly interested,” said Cletus. "Y ou'll find he's pretty well determined not to let the chance
get away, no matter what. Y ou should be able to write your own terms.”

"l can't bedieveit!" Mondar stared a him. "How in the name of eternity did you get himinto such a
favorable mood?!

"There wasn't any red problem,” said Cletus. "Asyou say, the man's a hard bargainer—but only
when he's bargaining from a position of strength. | began, after our talk about the Dorsais was done, by
just dropping the hint that | was on my way to Earth, where | had family connectionswho'd help mein
getting Alliance funds to help you set up the Maran core-tap. He was interested, of course—I think, at
first, more in the prospect in getting some such sort of Alliance aid for Newton. But then | happened to
dwell on some of thefinancia benefitsthe Alliance would receive in the long run in return for their help,
and that seemed to start him thinking."

"Yes" murmured Mondar, "the Newtonian appetite for credit isred enough.”

"Exactly," Cletus said. "Once he showed that appetite, | knew | had him hooked. | kept drawing him
on until he, himself, suggested his Advanced Associated Communities might possibly beinterested in
putting up asmal share themsalves—perhaps supplying 20 per cent of the equipment, or an equivaent
amount of thetrained personnd, in return for no more than a five-year mortgage on property here on
Bakhdla"

"He did?' Mondar's face became thoughtful. "It'sasteep price, of course, but considering our
chances of actudly getting Alliance money are practicaly nonexistent—"

"Just what | told him," interrupted Cletus. "The price was S0 steep asto beridiculous. Infact, |
laughed in hisface”

"You did?" Mondar's gaze sharpened. "Cletus, that wasn't wise. An offer like that from achairman of
the board on Newton—"

"Ishardly redidtic, asl frankly told him," said Cletus. "1 wasn't likely to put mysdf in the position of
carrying an offer from them to you that was penuriousto the point of insult. After dl, as1 told him, | had
an obligation to my Dorsaisto maintain good relationships with the governments of all independent new
worlds colonies—and on second thought, 1'd even begun to fed alittle doubtful that | ought to have
mentioned the matter to him in any case. After dl, I'd only been given authority to speak to my relatives
and contacts back on Earth."

"And he stood for that?' Mondar stared at Cletus. "He not only stood for it," said Cletus, "he didn't
wadte any timein gpologizing and amending his offer to amoreredidtic leve. However, as| told him, by
thistune | was beginning to fed alittle bit unsure about the whole business where he was concerned. But
he kept on raising his offer until he was willing to supply the entire amount of necessary equipment, plus
as many trained people as necessary to drill the core-tap and get it into operation as a power source. |
findly agreed—reluctantly—to bring that offer back to you before going on to Earth.”

"Cletud" Mondar'seyesweredight. "You didit!"

"Not redly,"” sad Cletus. "Therewas il that matter of the Newtonians requiring Bakhallan property
as security in addition to amortgage on the core-tap itself. | was due to leave the next day, so early that
morning, before | left, | sent him amessage saying I'd thought it over during the night and, since there was



absolutely no doubt that the Alliance would be happy to finance the project with a mortgage merely on
the basis of the core-tap mortgage alone, I'd decided to disregard his offer after all and go directly on to
Eath."

Mondar bresthed out dowly. "With that much of an offer from him dready in your hands,” he
sald—and from anyone but an Exatic the tone of the words would have been bitter—"you had to gamble
on abluff likethat!"

"There wasn't any gambleinvolved," said Cletus. "By thistime the man had taked himsdlf into buying
apiece of the project at any cost. | believe | could even have gotten more from him if | hadn't already
implied the limits of what the Alliance would do. So, it'sjust a matter of your sending someoneto sign the

papers.”
"Y ou can count on that. Wewon't waste time," answered Mondar. He shook his head. "Well owe
you afavor for this, Cletus. | suppose you know that."

"The thought would be a strange one to overlook,” said Cletus, soberly. "But I'm hoping Exotics and
Dorsais have stronger grounds for mutua assistance in the long run than just a pattern of reciproca
favors"

Hereturned to the Dorsal, eight days later, ship'stime, to find the three thousand men, about whom
he had messaged from Newton, aready mobilized and ready to embark. Of these, only somefive
hundred were new-trained Dorsais. The other twenty-five hundred were good solid mercenary troops
from the planet, but asyet lacking in Cletus specidized training. However, that fact did not matter; snce
the untrained twenty-five hundred would be essentidly, according to Cletus plans, dong only for theride.

Meanwhile, before heleft with them for Newton in three days time, there was his marriage to Melissa
to accomplish. The negotiations at Bakhdlaand on Newton had delayed him. Asaresult, he
arrived—having messaged ahead that he would be there in time for the ceremony if he had to hijack an
atmosphere ship to make it—less than forty-five minutes short of the appointed hour—al this, only to
find the first newsto greet him wasthat perhagpsal his hurry had been needless.

"She says she's changed her mind, that's dl,” Eachan Khan said to Cletus, low-voiced, in the privacy
of the shadowed dining room. Over Eachan's iff shoulders Cletus could see, somethirty feet away, the
chaplain of hisregiment of new-trained Dorsai's, dong with the other guests, eating and drinking in
light-hearted ignorance of the sudden, drastic change in plans. The gathering was made up of old, fast
friends of Eachan'sand new, but equaly fadt, friends and officers of Cletus. Among the mercenaries,
loyaties were apt to be hard-won, but once won, unshakable. Those who were friends of Cletus
outnumbered those of Eachan's by more than two to one. Cletus had set up the invitation list that way.

" She says there's something wrong,” said Eachan, helplesdy, "and she hasto seeyou. | don't
understand her. | used to understand her, before deCastries—" He broke off. His shoulders sagged
under the jacket of hisdress uniform. "But not any more.”

"Whereisshe?' asked Cletus.
"In the garden. The end of the garden, down beyond the bushesin the summer house," said Eachan.

Cletus turned and went out one of the french doors of the dining room toward the garden. Once he
was out of sight of Eachan, he circled around to the parking areaand the rented car he had flown out
herefrom Fordie.

Opening the car, he got out hisluggage case and opened it. Inside were his wegpon belt and sidearm.
He strapped the belt around hiswaist, discarding the weather flap that normally protected the polished
butt of the sdearm. Then he turned back toward the garden.

He found her where Eachan had said. She was standing in the summer house with her back to him,
her hands on the white railing before her, looking through a screen of bushes at the far ridge of the
surrounding mountains. At the sound of his boots on the wooden floor of the summer house, she turned



tofacehim.

"Cletud" she said. Her face was quite normal in color and expression, athough her lipswere
somewhet firm. "'Dad told you?'

"Yes," heanswered, sopping in front of her. ™Y ou should be inside getting ready. Asit iswere going
to have to go ahead just the way we are.”

Her eyeswidened dightly. A look of uncertainty crept into them. "Go ahead?" she echoed. "Cletus,
haven't you been up to the house? | thought you said you'd dready talked to Dad."

"I have" hesad.

"Then ... " Shedared a him. "Cletus, didn't you understand what he said? | told him—it'swrong. It's
just wrong. | don't know what's wrong about it, but something is. I'm not going to marry you!"

Cletuslooked at her. And, as she gazed back at him, Melissa's face changed. There crept into her
face that expression that Cletus had seen her wear only once before. It was the look he had seen on her
face after he had emerged alive from the ditch in which he had played dead in order to destroy with the
ddly gun the Neulander guerrillas who had attacked their armored car on itsway into Bakhalla.

"Youdont ... you can't think," she began, barely above awhisper. But then her voice firmed. "You
can force meto marry you?'

"WEell hold the ceremony,” he said.
She shook her head, disbelievingly. "No Dorsai chaplain would marry me againgt my will!"
"My regimenta chaplain will—if | order it," Cletussaid.

"Marry the daughter of Eachan Khan?' she blazed, suddenly. "And | suppose my father'ssmply
going to stand till and waich this happen?’

"l hope so—sincerely,” answered Cletus, with such adow and meaningful emphasis on the words
that color legped into her face for a second and then drained away to leave her as paeasawomanin
shock.

"You ... " Her voice fatered and stopped. Child of amercenary officer, she could not havefailed to
notice that, among those present for the wedding, those bound to Cletus by emotiona or other ties
outnumbered those bound to her father by two to one. But her eyes on him were ill incredulous. They
searched hisface for someindication that what she saw there was somehow not the true Cletus.

"But you're not likethat. Youwouldnt ... " Her voicefailed again. "Dad's your friend!"
"And you're going to be my wife," Cletus answered.
Her eyesfdl for the first time to the Sdearm in the uncapped holster a hiswaist.

"Oh, God!" She put adim hand to each side of her face. "And | thought Dow was cruel—I won't
answer. When the chaplain asks meif I'll take you for my husband, I'll say no!"

"For Eachan's sake," said Cletus, "I hope not.”
Her handsfell from her face. She stood like adegpwalker, with her arms at her Sides.

Cletus stepped up to her, took her arm and led her, unresisting, out of the summer house up through
the garden, through a hedge and back in through the french doors to the dining room. Eachan was till
there, and he turned to face them quickly asthey camein, putting down the glass he held and stepping
quickly forward to meet them.

"Hereyou arel" he said. His gaze sharpened suddenly on hisdaughter. "Mdly! What's the matter?!
"Nothing," Cletus answered. "Theré's no problem, after dl. We're going to get married.”

Eachan's gaze switched sharply to Cletus. "Y ou are?' His eyeslocked with Cletus for asecond, then
went back to Mdissa. "Isthisright, Mdly? Iseverything dl right?"



"Everything'sfine" said Cletus. "Y ou'd better tell the chaplain we're ready now."

Eachan did not move. His eyesraked downward and stared deliberately at the weapon in its holster
on Cletus hip. He looked back up at Cletus, and then at Mélissa.

"I'm waiting to hear from you, Mdly," Eachan said dowly. His eyeswere as gray as weathered
granite. "Y ou haven't told me yet that everything'sal right.”

"It'sal right," she said between iff, colorlesslips. "It wasyour ideal marry Cletusin thefirst place,
wasnt it, Dad?"

"Yes," said Eachan. There was no noticeable changein hisexpression, but al at once achange
seemed to pass over him, sweeping away al emotion and leaving him quiet, settled and purposeful. He
took astep forward, so that he stood now almost between them, looking directly up into Cletus face
from afew inchesaway. "But perhaps | was making amistake.”

Hisright hand dropped, seemingly in acasua way, to cover Cletus hand where it held Mdissas
wrigt. Hisfingers curled lightly about Cletus thumb in agrip that could be used to break the thumb if
Cletus did not release his hold.

Cletus dropped his other hand lightly upon the belt of the wegpon at hisside.

"Let go," he said softly to Eachan.

The same deadly quietness held them both. For a second there was no movement in the room, and
then Melissa gasped.

"No!" Sheforced hersalf between them, facing her father, her back toward Cletus, hishand ill
holding her wrist, now behind her back. "Dad! What's the matter with you? 1'd think you'd be happy
we've decided to get married after dl!”

Behind her, Cletus|let go of her wrist and she brought the formerly imprisoned arm around before her.
Her shoulderslifted sharply with the depth of her breathing. For amoment Eachan stared at her blankly,
and then alittle touch of puzzlement and dismay crept into hiseyes.

"Mdly, | thought ... " Hisvoice sumbled and fell slent.

"Thought?' cried Mdissa, sharply. "What, Dad?'

He stared at her, distractedly. "I don't know!" he exploded, al at once. "I don't understand you, girl! |
don't understand you at all."

He turned away and stamped back to the table where he had put his drink down. He picked it up and
swalowed heavily fromiit.

Melissawent to him and for a second put her arm around his shoulders, laying her head againgt the
side of hishead. Then she turned back to Cletus and placed a cold hand on hiswrist. She looked a him
with eyesthat were strangely deep and free of anger or resentment.

"Come aong, then, Cletus," she sad, quietly. "Wed better be getting started.”

It was some hours later before they were able to be adone together. The wedding guests had seen
them to the door of the master bedroom in newly built Grahame House, and it was only when the door
was shut in thelr facesthat they findly left the building, the echo of their laughter and cheerful voices
fading behind them.

Wearily, Melissadropped into asitting position on the edge of the large bed. She looked up a
Cletus, who was il sanding.

"Now, will you tell me what'swrong?' she asked.

Helooked at her. The moment he had foreseen when he had asked her to marry him was upon him
now. He summoned up courageto faceit.

"It1l beamarriagein name only," he said. "In acouple of yearsyou can get an annulment.”



"Then why marry meat al?' she said, her voice still empty of blame or rancor.

"DeCadtries will be back out among the new worlds within another twelve months," he said. "Before
he came, held be asking you to come to Earth. With your marriage to me, you lost your Earth citizenship.
YoureaDorsa, now. You can't go—until you've had the marriage annulled and regpplied for Earth
citizenship. And you can't annul the marriage right away without letting Eachan know | forced you to
marry me—with the results you know, the same results you agreed to marry meto avoid, right now."

"1 would never let you two kill each other,” she said. Her voice was strange.
"No," hesaid. "So you'll wait two years. After that, you'll befree."
"But why?' shesaid. "Why did you do it?'

"Eachan would have followed you to Earth,” said Cletus. "That's what Dow counted on. That'swhat |
couldn't allow. | need Eachan Khan for what I've got to do.”

He had been looking at her as he talked, but now his eyes had moved away from her. He was
looking out the high, curtained window a one end of the bedroom, at the mountain peaks, now just
beginning to be clouded with the afternoon rains that would in afew monthsturn to the first of autumn
SOWS.

She did not spesk for along time. "Then,” she said, & last "you never did love me?'

He opened his mouth to answer, for the moment was upon him. But &t the last minute, in spite of his
determination, the words changed on hislips.

"Did | ever say | did?" he answered, and, turning, went out of the room before she could say more.
Behind him, as he closed the door, there was only silence.

20

The next morning Cletus got busy readying the expeditionary contingent of new-trained and not yet
new-trained Dorsais he would be taking with him to Newton. Severa dayslater, ashe sat in hisprivate
office a the Fordietraining grounds, Arvid stepped in to say that there was anew emigrant to the
Dorsa, an officer-recruit, who wanted to spesak to him.

"Y ou remember him, | think, gir," said Arvid, looking a Cletusalittle grimly. "Lieutenant William
Athyer—formerly of the Alliance Expeditionary Force on Bakhdla."

"Athyer?' said Cletus. He pushed aside the papers on the float desk in front of him. "Send him in,
Ary."

Arvid stepped back out of the office. A few seconds later, Bill Athyer, whom Cletus had last seen
drunkenly barring hisway in the in-town spaceship termind of Bakhalla, hesitantly appeared in the
doorway. He was dressed in the brown uniform of aDorsai recruit, with a probationary officer'singgnia
where hisfirg lieutenant's silver bars had been worn. "Comein,” said Cletus, "and shut the door behind
you." Athyer obeyed and advanced into the room. "It's good of you to see me, Sir," he said, dowly. "
don't suppose you ever expected meto show up likethis... "

"Not at dl,” said Cletus. "I've been expecting you. Sit down." Heindicated the chair in front of his
desk. Athyer took it dmost gingerly. "I don't know how to apologize ... " he began.

"Then don't,” said Cletus. "I takeit life has changed for you?'

"Changed!" Athyer'sfacelit up. "Sir, you remember at the BakhdlaTermind ... ?1 went back from
there with my mind made up. | was going to go through everything you'd ever written—everything—with
afine-toothed comb, until | found something wrong, something false, | could use againgt you. Y ou said
not to apologize, but ... "



"And | meant it," said Cletus. "Go on with whatever ese you were going to tell me.”

"Well, | ... suddenly began to understand it, that's all," said Athyer. " Suddenly it began to make sense
tome, and | couldn't believeit! | left your books and started digging into everything ese | could find in
that Exotic library in Bakhdlaon military art. And it was just what 1'd dways read, no more, no less. It
was your writing that was different ... Sir, you don't know the difference!”

Cletusamiled.

"Of course, of courseyou do!" Athyer interrupted himself. "I don't mean that. What | mean is, for
example, | dways had trouble with math. | wasn't an Alliance Academy man, you know. | cameinon
one of the reserve officer programsand | could sort of dide through on math. And that'swhat | did until
one day when | ran into solid geometry. All at once the figures and the shapes came together—it was
beautiful. Well, that was how it waswith your writing, Sir. All of asudden, the art and the mechanics of
military strategy came together. All the dreams I'd had as akid of doing great things—and dl at oncel
was reading how they could be done. Not just military things—all sorts and kinds of things.”

"Y ou saw that in what I'd written, did you?" asked Cletus.

"Saw it!" Athyer reached up ahand and closed itsfingers dowly on empty air. "l saw it asif it were
there, three-dimensiond, laid out in front of me. Sir, nobody knows what you've done in those volumes
you've written. Nobody appreciates—and it's not only what your work offers now, it'swhat it offersin
the futurel™

"Good," said Cletus. "Glad to hear you think so. And now what can | do for you?'

"| think you know, Sir, don't you?' Athyer said. "It's because of what you've written that | came here,
to the Dorsai. But | don't want to be just one of your command. | want to be close, where | can go on
learning from you. Oh, | know you won't have any room for me on your persona staff right away, but if
you could keep meinmind ... "

"| think room can be made for you," said Cletus. "As| say, |'ve been more or less expecting you. Go
see Commandant Arvid Johnson and tell him | said to take you on as hisassstant. Well waive the full
training requirement and you can go aong with the group we're taking to employment on Newton.”

"Sr... " Wordsfailed Athyer.

"That'sdl, then," said Cletus, raking back in front of him the papers he had pushed aside earlier.
"Youll find Arvid in the office outsde.”

He returned to hiswork. Two weeks later the Dorsai contingent for Newton landed there, ready for
employment-—and newly commissioned Force Leader Bill Athyer was among them.

"l hope," said Artur Walco severd days after that, as he stood with Cletus watching the contingent at
evening parade, "your confidence in yourself hasn't been exaggerated, Marshd..”

There was amogt the hint of asneer in hisvoice, asthe chairman of the board of the Advanced
Associated Communities on Newton used thetitle Cletus had adopted for himsdlf as part of his genera
overhaul of unit and officer names among the new-trained Dorsal. They were standing together & the
edge of the parade ground, with the red sun in the gray sky of Newton sinking to the horizon behind the
flagstaft, itsflag dready half-lowered, as Mg or Swahili brought the regiment to the point of dismissal.
Cletusturned to look at the thin, balding Newtonian.

"Exaggeration of confidence," he said, "isafault in people who don't know their business.”
"And you do?"' snapped Walco.
"Yes" answered Cletus.

Walco laughed sourly, hunching histhin shouldersin their black jacket against the northern wind
coming off the edge of the forest that grew right to the limits of the Newtonian town of Debroy, the same
forest that rolled northward, unbroken for more than two hundred miles, to the stibnite mines and the



Brozan town of Watershed.

"Two thousand men may be enough to take those mines,”" he said, "but your contract with us calsfor
you to hold the minesfor three days or until we get Newtonian forcesin to relieve you. And within
twenty-four hours after you move into Watershed, the Brozans can have ten thousand regular troops on
top of you. How you're going to handle odds of fiveto one, | don't know."

"Of coursenot,” said Cletus. Theflag was dl the way down now and Mgor Swahili had turned the
parade over to his adjutant to dismissthe men. "It's not your businessto know. It's only your businessto
write a contract with me providing that we get our pay only after control of the mines has been delivered
to your troops. And that you've done. Our failure won't cause your Advanced Associated Communities
any financid loss™

"Perhaps not," said Walco, vicioudy, "but my reputation's at stake.”

"So'sming" replied Cletus cheerfully.

Wal co snorted and went off. Cletus watched him go for asecond, then turned and made hisway to
the Headquarters building of the temporary camp that had been set up for the Dorsais here on the edge
of Debroy under the shadow of the forest. There, in the map room, he found Swahili and Arvid waiting
for him.

"Look at this" he said, beckoning them both over to the main map table, which showed in relief the
broad band of forest, with Debroy at one end of the table and the stibnite mines around Watershed at the
other. The other two men joined him at the Debroy end of the table. "Walco and his people expect usto
fiddle around for aweek or two, getting set here before we do anything. Whatever Brozan spies are
keeping tab on the Situation will accordingly pick up the sameidea But we aren't going to waste time.
Mgor ... "

He looked at Swahili, whose scarred, black face was bent with interest above the table top. Swahili
lifted his eyesto meet Cletus.

"Well start climatization training of the troops insde the edge of the forest here, tomorrow at first
light,” Cletussaid. "Thetraining will take place no more than five miles deep in the forest, well below the
Newtonian—Brozan frontier"—he pointed to ared line running through the forested area some twenty
miles above Debroy. "The men will train by forces and groups, and they aren't going to do well. They
aren't going to dowell a al. 1t'll be necessary to keep them out overnight and keep them at it until your
officers are satisfied. Then they can be released, group by group, astheir officersthink they're ready, and
alowed to return to the camp here. | don't want the last group out of the forest until two and ahaf days
from tomorrow morning. Y ou leave the necessary orderswith your officersto seeto that.”

"I won't bethere?' asked Swahili.

"Youll bewith me," answered Cletus. He glanced at the tall young captain to hisright. "So will Arvid
and two hundred of our best men. Well have split off from the rest the minute we're in the woods,
dispersed into two- and three-man teams and headed north to rendezvous five miles south of Watershed,
four daysfrom now."

"Four days?' echoed Swahili. "That's better than fifty milesaday on foot through unfamiliar territory.”

"Exactly!" said Cletus. "That'swhy no one—Newtonians or Brozans—will suspect weld try to do
anything like that. But you and | know, don't we, Mgor, that our best men can make it?"

His eyes met the eyesin Swahili's dark, unchanging face.
"Yes'" sad Swahili.
"Good," said Cletus, stepping back from the table. "Well eat now, and work out the detailsthis

evening. | want you, Mgor, to travel dong with Arv, here. I'll take Force Leader Athyer dong with me
and trave with him.”



"Athyer?' queried Swahili.
"That'sright,” replied Cletus, dryly. "Waan't it you who told me he was coming aong?!

"Yes" answered Swahili. It wastrue, oddly enough. Swahili seemed to have taken aninterest in the
newly recruited, untrained Athyer. It was an interest gpparently more of curiosity than sentiment—for if
ever two men were at opposite poles, it wasthe mgjor and the force leader. Swahili wasfar and awvay
the superior of dl the new-trained Dorsais, men and officers dike, having surpassed everyonein the
training, with the exception of Cletusin the matter of autocontrol. Clearly, however, Swahili was not one
to let interest affect judgment. He looked with atouch of grim amusement a Cletus.

"And, of course, snce hell bewithyou, gr ... " hesad.
"All theway," sad Cletus, levelly. "l takeit you've no objection to having Arv with you?"'

"No, gr." Swahili'seyes glanced at the tall young commandant with something very close—asclose
as he ever came—to approval.

"Good," said Cletus. "Y ou can take off, then. I'll meet you both herein an hour after weve esten.”
IIYall

Swahili went out. Cletus turned toward the door, and found Arvid il there, ganding dmost in his
way. Cletus stopped.

" Something the matter, Arv?" Cletus asked.

"Sir ... " began Arvid, and he did not seem to be able to continue.

Cletus made no attempt to assist the conversation. He merely stood, waiting.
"Sir," said Arvid again, "I'm il your aide, aren't 17"

"Youare'" sad Cletus.

"Then"—Arvid'sface was fiff and alittle pde—"can | ask why Athyer should bewithyouinan
action likethis, instead of me?"

Cletuslooked a him coldly. Arvid hed himsdf iffly, and hisright shoulder was il alittle hunched
under hisuniform coat, drawn forward by the tightening of the scar tissue of the burn he had taken back
at the BOQ in Bakhalla, protecting Cletus from the Neuland gunmen.

"No, Commandant,” said Cletus, dowly. "Y ou can't ask mewhy | decide what | do—now or ever.”
They stood facing each other.
"Isthat clear?' Cletus said, after amoment.

Arvid stood even more giffly. His eyes seemed to have lost Cletus, and his gaze traveled past him
now to some spot on the farther wall.

"Yes, gr," hesad.
"Then you'd probably better be getting to the evening medl, hadn't you?' said Cletus.
"Yes gr."

Arvid turned and went out. After asecond, Cletus sighed and aso left for his own quartersand a
solitary med served there by hisorderly.

At ninethefollowing morning, he was standing with Force Leader Athyer five milesingde the forest
fringe, when Swahili came up to him and handed him the matchbox-sized meta case of a peep-map.
Cletustucked it into ajacket pocket of his gray-green fidd uniform.

"It's oriented?" he asked Swahili. The mgor nodded.

"With the camp as base point,” Swahili answered. "The rest of the men tagged for the expedition have
aready |left—in two- and three-man teams, just asyou said. The captain and | are ready to go.”



"Good," said Cletus. "WEell get started, too, Bill and |. See you at the rendezvous point, five miles
bel ow Watershed, in gpproximately ninety-one hours."

"WEell bethere, ar." With asingle, dightly humorous glance a Athyer, Swahili turned and | eft.

Cletus turned the peep-map over in the pam of his hand, exposing the needle of the orientation
compass under its trangparent cover. He pressed the button in the side of the case and the needle swung
clockwise someforty degreesuntil it pointed dmost due north into the forest. Cletuslined himsalf up with
atreetrunk asfar off as he could see through the dimness of the forest in that direction. Then he put the
peephole at one end of the instrument to his eye and gazed through it. Within he saw theimage of what
appeared to be aten- by twelve-foot relief map of the territory between his present position and
Watershed. A red line marked the route that had been programmed into the map. Reaching for another
button on the case, he cranked the view in close to sudy the detail of the first haf-dozen miles. It wasall
straight forest, with no bog land to be crossed or avoided.

"Comeon," hesaid over his shoulder to Athyer. Putting the peep-map into his pocket, he started of f
a ajog trot.

Athyer followed him. For thefirst couple of hoursthey trotted dong side by side without spesking,
enclosed in the dimness and silence of the northern Newtonian forest. There were no flying crestures,
neither birds nor insects, in thisforest, only the amphibious and fish-likelife of itslakes, svamps and
bogs. Under the thick cover of the needle-like leaves that grew only on the topmost branches of the
trees, the ground was bare except for the leafless tree trunks and lower branches but covered with a
thick coat of blackened, dead needles fallen from the treesin past seasons. Only here and there, Sartling
and expectedly, there would be athick clump of large, flesh-colored leaves as much asfour feet in length,
sprouting directly from the needle bed to signd the presence of a spring or some other damp area of the
junglefloor benegth.

After thefirgt two hours, they fel into an dternate rhythm of five minutes at ajog trot, followed by five
minutes at arapid walk. Once each hour they stopped for five minutesto rest, dropping at full length
upon the soft, thick, needle carpet without bothering even to remove the light surviva packsthey wore
strapped to their shoulders.

For thefirst haf hour or so, the going had been effortful. But after that they warmed to the physica
movement, their heartbeats dowed, their bresthing cmed—and it seemed dmost asif they could go on
forever likethis. Cletusran or waked, with the larger share of hismind abstract, far away in
concentration on other problems. Even the matter of periodically checking their progresswith the
directional compass on the pegp-map was an amost automatic action for him, performed by reflex.

Hewasroused from this a last by the fading of the dready dim light of the forest about them.

Newton's sun, hidden between its double screen of the treetops foliage and the high, dmost constant
cloud layer that gave the sky itsusud gray, metdlic look, was beginning to set.

"Timefor ameal break," said Cletus. He headed for aflat spot at the base of alarge tree trunk and
dropped into a Sitting position, cross-legged with his back to the trunk, stripping off his shoulder pack as
he did so. Athyer joined him on the ground. "How're you doing?*

"Fine, gr," grunted Athyer.

In fact, the other man was looking as good as he claimed to fed, and this Cletus was glad to see.
There was only afaint sheen of perspiration on Athyer'sface, and his bresthing was deep and unhurried.

They broke out athermo meal pack apiece and punctured the sed to start warming the food inside.
By thetime it was hot enough to est, the darkness around them had closed in absolutely. It was as black
asthe insde of some sedled underground room.

"Haf an hour until the moons sart to rise," Cletus said into the darknessin the direction in which he
had last looked to see the seated Athyer. "Try and get some deep, if you can.”



Cletuslay back on the needles, and made hislimbs and body go limp. In afew seconds, hefelt the
familiar drifting sensation. Then it seemed that there were perhaps thirty seconds of inattention, and he
opened hiseyesto find anew, pae light filtering down through the leaf cover of the forest.

It was dtill only afraction as bright asthefiltered daylight had been, but aready it was bright enough
so that they could seeto travel, and that brightness would perhaps double, since at least four of Newton's
five moons should bein the night sky.

"Let'smove," said Cletus. A couple of minutes later, he and Athyer, packs on back, were once more
jog trotting upon their route.

The peep-map, when Cletus consulted it by its own inter-illumination, now showed ablack line
pardlding thered line of their indicated route for adistance of alittle over thirty-one milesfrom their
garting point. In the next nine hours of nighttime traveling, interrupted only by hourly rests and ashort
med break around midnight, they accomplished another twenty-six miles before the setting of most of the
moons dimmed the light once more below theleve of illumination at which it was safeto travel. They ate
afind, light meal and dropped off into five hours of degp dumber on the thick needle bed of the forest
floor.

When Clems wrist alarm woke them, the chronometer showed that over two hours of daylight had
already elapsed. They arose, ate and moved on as soon as possible.

For the first four hoursthey made good progress—if anything, they were traveling even alittle faster
than they had the day before. But around noon they entered into an area of bog and swamp thick with
plants of the big, flesh-colored leaf, and something new called parasite vines, great ropes of vegetation
hanging from the low limbs of the trees or Stretching out across the ground for miles and sometimes as
thick asan oil drum.

They were dowed and forced to detour. By the time night fell, they had made only an additiona
twenty miles. They were barely one-third of the distance to the rendezvous point below Watershed,
nearly one-third of their time had gone, and from now on fatigue would dow them progressively. Cletus
had hoped to cover nearly haf the distance by thistime.

However, the pegp-map informed him that another twenty mileswould bring them out of this boggy
areaand into more open country again. They had their brief supper during the haf hour of darkness, and
then pushed on during the night. They reached the edge of the bog areajust before the moonlight failed
them; they fdll, like dead men, on the needle carpet underfoot and into dumber.

The next day the going was easier, but exhaustion was beginning to dow ther pace. Cletustraveled
likeamaninadream, or in ahigh fever, hardly conscious of the efforts and wearinesses of his body
except asthings perceived dimly, at adistance. But Athyer was running closeto the end of his strength.
Hisface was gray and gaunt, so that the harsh besk of his nose now seemed to dominate al the other
featuresinit, like the battering-ram prow of some ancient wooden vessal. He managed to keep the pace
asthey trotted, but when they dowed to awalk, hisfoot would occasionaly go down loosdly and he
would stumble. That night Cletuslet them both deep for Sx hours after the evening medl.

They made less than sixteen milesin the hours of moonlight that remained to them, before stopping to
deep again for another six hours.

They awoke with theillusion of being rested and restored to full strength. However, two hours of
travel during the following daylight found them not much better than they had been twenty-four hours
before, dthough they were traveling more dowly and more steadily now, portioning out their strength asa
miser portions out the money for necessary expenses. Once again, Cletuswas back in his state of
detachment; his bodily suffering seemed remote and unimportant. The feding clung to hismind that he
could go on like thisforever, if necessary, without even stopping for food or rest.

By now, in fact, food was one of the least of their wants. They paused for the midday med break and
forced themsalves to swallow some of the rations they carried, but without appetite or sense of taste. The



ingested food lay heavily in their ssomachs, and when darkness came neither of them could egt. They dug
down to the base of one of the flesh-colored leafed plants to uncover the spring that was bubbling there,

and drank deeply before dropping off into what was now an almost automatic dumber. After acouple of
hours of deep, they arose and went on under the moonlight.

Dawn of the fourth day found them only half a dozen milesfrom the rendezvous point. But when they
tried to get to their feet with their packs on, their knees buckled and gave under them like loose hinges.
Cletus continued to struggle, however, and, after severa tries, found himself at last on hisfeet and staying
there. He looked around and saw Athyer, till on the ground, unmoving.

"No use," croaked Athyer. "Yougoon."

"No," said Cletus. He stood, legs stiff and braced, alittle apart. He swayed dightly, looking down at
Athyer.

"You've got to go on," said Athyer, after amoment. It was the way they had gotten in the habit of
talking to each other during the last day or so—with long pauses between one man's words and the
other'sreply.

"Why did you cometo the Dorsai?" asked Cletus, after one of these pauses.

Athyer stared a him. "You," said Athyer. "Y ou did what | dwayswanted to do. Y ou werewhat |
alwayswanted to be. | knew I'd never make it the way you have. But | thought | could learn to come
cloe"

"Thenlearn,” said Cletus, swaying. "Walk."

"l cant,” said Athyer.

"No such thing as can't—for you," said Cletus. "Walk."

Cletus continued to stand there. Athyer lay where he was for afew minutes. Then hislegs began to
twitch. He struggled up into a sitting position and tried to get hislegs under him, but they would not go.
He stopped, panting.

"Y ou're what you've dways wanted to be," said Cletus dowly, swaying above him. "Never mind your
body. Get Athyer to hisfeet. The body will come aong naturally.”

Hewaited. Athyer stirred again. With a convulsive effort he got to his knees, wavered in a
half-knedling position, and then with a sudden surgelifted to hisfeet, sumbled forward for three steps
and caught hold of atree trunk to keep from going down again. He looked over his shoulder at Cletus,
panting but triumpharnt.

"When you're ready to go," said Cletus.

Five minutes later, though Athyer gtill sumbled like adrunken man, they were moving forward. Four
hours later they made it to the rendezvous point, to find Swahili and Arvid, together with perhaps afifth
of the rest of the men dueto arrive at this point, aready there. Cletus and Athyer collapsed without even
bothering to take off their backpacks, and they were adeep before they touched the needle-carpeted
ground.

21

Cletus awoke about midafternoon. He felt fiff and alittle lightheaded, but rested and extremely
hungry. Athyer was gtill degping heavily, like aman under deep anesthesia.

Cletus ate and joined Swahili and Arvid.
"How many of the men arein?' he asked Swahili.
"There're twenty-six who haven't shown up yet," answered Swahili. "We got most of therest in during



the next hour after you got here.”

Cletus nodded. "Good," he said. "Then they should be dept up enough to operate by twilight. Well
get busy right now with the onesthat are aready rested. Thefirst thing we need isavehicle.”

So it happened that a Brozan truck driver diding on his airjets down the single fused-earth highway
leading into the smdl mining town of Watershed unexpectedly found hisway barred by half adozen
armed men in gray-blue uniforms, each with asmall blue and white flag of the Advanced Associated
Communities stapled over the left breast pocket. One of these, atdl officer wearing acircle of starson
each shoulder tab, stepped up on the foot-rest entrance to his cab and opened the door.

"Out," sad Cletus, "we need thistruck of yours."

Two hours later, just before sunset, that same truck drove into Watershed from a highway that had
been strangely unproductive of traffic during the last 120 minutes. There were two men in the cab without
caps on and they drove the truck directly to the headquarters of the small police detachment that had the
duty of keeping law and order in the mining town.

Thetruck pulled into the parking compound behind the police headquarters, and afew moments later
there was the sound of some disturbance within the headquartersitsalf. This, however, quietened, and a
few moments later the fire Sren above the police headquarters burst to life with awhooping like that of
some mad, gigantic creature. It continued to whoop as the townspeople poured out of their houses and
other buildingsto find the town surrounded and the streets patrolled by armed soldiers with blue and
white flags stapled over the left breast pockets of their uniform jackets. By the time the sun was down,
Watershed had awakened to the fact that it was a captured community.

"You must be crazy! Y oull never get away withit!" stormed the manager of the stibnite mineswhen,
with the mayor of the town and the head of the loca palice contingent, he was brought into Cletus
presence at police headquarters. "The Brozan Army's headquartered at Broza City—and that's only two
hours from here, even by road. They'll find out you're herein afew hours, and then—"

"They dready know," Cletusinterrupted him, dryly. "One of thefirst things| did was use your police
communications here to announce the fact that we've taken over Watershed and the mines.”

Themine manager stared a him. "Y ou must be crazy!" he said a last. "Do you think your five
hundred men can stand up to a couple of divisions?'

"We may not haveto,” said Cletus. "In any casg, it'sno concern of yours. All | want you and these
other two gentlemen to do isto reassure the local people that they'rein no danger aslong asthey keep
off the streets and make no effort to leave the town."

Therewasanotein hisvoicethat did not invite further argument. With afew additiona haf-hearted
attempts at protest, the three officials of Watershed agreed to make ajoint community call over thelocal
phone system with the reassurance and warning he had asked them to deliver—following which, he had
them placed under guard in the police headquarters.

It wasin fact less than two hours before the first eements of the Brozan Army began to arrive. These
were flying trangports loaded with troops who quickly ringed the village at a distance of about two
hundred yardsinside the edge of the forest surrounding the town. Through the rest of the night, other
troops, heavy weapons and armored vehicles could be heard arriving. By dawn, Swahili and Cletus
concurred in an estimate that closeto adivison of Brozan soldiery, bristling with everything from belt
knivesto energy weapons, enclosed Watershed and its two hundred occupying Dorsai troops.

Swahili wasin good humor as he handed the field glasses back to Cletus, after making his own survey
of the surrounding forest area. They were stlanding together on top of the communications tower, which
wasthetdlest structure in the town.

"They won't want to use those heavy wegponsindiscriminately, with al theseloca people on hand,”
said Swahili. "That meansthey're going to have to come in on foot—probably al around the perimeter at



once. I'd guessthey'll atack inside the hour."
"l don't think so," answered Cletus. "I think they'll send someoneinto talk, first."

He turned out to be correct. The surrounding Brozan troops did nothing for the first three hours of the
morning. Then, toward noon, asthe cloud-veiled sun over Newton was hesting the northern landscape, a
command car flying awhite flag dowly emerged from the shadows of the forest and entered the town
from the highway. It was met at the perimeter of Watershed by soldiersinstructed in preparation for this
meeting, and it was escorted by them to the police headquarters. There, asmall, spare genera in hisearly
sixties, flanked by around man perhaps ten years younger and wearing a colonel'sinsignia, dismounted
and entered the headquarters building. Cletus received them in the office of the commander of the police
detachment.

"I'm hereto offer you surrender terms—" The genera broke off, staring at Cletus shoulder tabs. |
don't recognize your rank?'

"Marshd," Cletus answered. "Weve shaken up our table of organization and our titleson the Dorsal,
recently. Marsha Cletus Grahame."

"Oh? Generd James Van Dassel. And thisis Colonel Morton Offer. As| was saying, were hereto
offer you terms of surrender—"

"If it was amatter of sending surrender terms, you'd hardly have needed to come yoursdlf, would you,
Generd?' Cletusbrokein. "1 think you know very well that there's no question of our surrendering.”

"No?' Van Dassd's eyebrows rose politdy. "Maybe | should tell you we've got more than afull
divison, with afull complement of heavy wegpons, surrounding you right now."

"I'm aware of that fact,” said Cletus. "Just as you're completely aware of the fact that we have
something over five thousand civilians hereingde our lines.”

"Y es, and were holding you gtrictly accountable for them,” said Van Dassdl. "I have to warn you that,
if any harm comesto them, the liberal surrender termswe're about to offer you—"

"Don' try my patience, Generd," interrupted Cletus. "We hold those civilians as hostages againgt any
inimical action by your forces. So let's not waste any more time on this nonsense about our surrendering.
I've been expecting you here so that | could inform you of the immediate steps to be taken by the
Advanced Associated Communitieswith regard to Watershed and the mines. As you undoubtedly know,
these mines were developed on land purchased from Broza by the Advanced Associated Communities,
and Broza's expropriation has since been ruled illegd by the internationa court here on
Newton—al though Broza has seen fit until now to refuse to obey that court's order returning the minesto
the Advanced A ssociated Communities. Our expeditionary force has dready notified the Advanced
Associated Communities that the mines are once more under their proper ownership, and I've been
informed that the first contingents of regular AAC troopswill begin to arrive here by 1800 hours, to
relieve my command and begin to function as a permanent occupying force ... " Cletus paused.

"I'm certainly not going to permit any such occupying forcesto movein here)" said Van Dass,
amog mildly.
"Then I'd suggest you check with your political authorities before you make any move to prevent

them," said Cletus. | repeat, we hold the townspeopl e here hostage for the good behavior of your
troops.”

"Nor am | willing to be blackmailed,” said Van Dassd. "I'll expect notification of your willingnessto
surrender before the next two hours are up.”

"And|l, as| say," answered Cletus, "will hold you responsible for any hostile action by your command
during our relief by the regular troops from the Advanced Associated Communities.”

On that mutua statement, they parted politely. Van Dassel and his colond returned to the Brozan
troops encircling the village. Cletus called in Swahili and Arvid to have lunch with him.



"But what if he decidesto hit us before the relieving troops get here?" asked Swahili.

"Hewon't," said Cletus. "His Situation's bad enough asit is. The Brozan politicians are going to be
asking him how he alowed usto take over Watershed and the mines herein the first place. He might
survivethat question, asfar as his career is concerned—but only if therére no Brozan liveslost. He
knows | understand that aswell as he does, so Van Dassel won't take chances.”

Infact, Van Dassd did not make any move. Hisdivison surrounding Watershed sat quietly while his
deadline for surrender passed, and the relieving forces from the Advanced Associated Communities
began to be arlifted in. During the following night, he quietly withdrew hisforces. By the following
sunrise, asthe newly landed AAC soldiery began to clear an area of the forest outside the town and
construct a semipermanent camp for themsalves, there was not a Brozan soldier to be found within two
hundred miles.

"Very well doneindeed!" said Walco, enthusiastically, when he arrived at Watershed with the last of
his own troops and was ushered in to the office Cletus had taken over in the police headquarters building.
"Y ou and your Dorsais have done amarvelous job. Y ou can move out any time now."

"Assoon aswere paid,” said Cletus.

Waco smiled, thinly. "'l thought you might be eager to get your pay,” hesaid. "So | brought it along
withme"

He lifted anarrow briefcase onto the desk between them, took out a release form, which he passed
to Cletus, and then began to remove gold certificates, which he stacked on the desk in front of Cletus.

Cletusignored the form and watched coolly as the pile of certificates grew. When Walco stopped at
last, and looked up at him with another broad smile, Cletus did not smile back. He shook his head.

"That's less than half of what our agreement caled for,” Cletus said.

W co preserved hisamile. "True" Walco said. "But in the origind agreement we envisioned hiring
you for athree-month term. Asit happens, you've been lucky enough to achieve your objectivein less
than aweek and with only aquarter of your expeditionary force. Wefigured full combat pay for the
whole week, however, for the five hundred men you used, and in addition we're paying you garrison
scae not only for the rest of your men for that week but for your whole force for the rest of this month as
well—as asort of bonus.”

Cletuslooked at him. Walco's smilefaded.

"I'm sure you remember aswell as| do," said Cletus, coldly, "that the agreement was for two
thousand men for three months, full combat pay for everybody during that period—and no pay &t al if
we weren't able to ddiver the stibnite minesto you. How many men | used to make that recovery, and
how long | took, was my concern. | expect full combat pay for three months for my entire command,
immediatdly.”

"That's out of the question, of course,” said Walco, alittle shortly.

"l don't think s0," said Cletus. "Maybe | should remind you that | told Generd Van Dassd, the
Brozan commander who had us encircled here, that | was holding the civilian population of Watershed
hostage for his good behavior. Perhaps | should remind you that | and the men | brought here with me
are fill holding these people hostage—thistime for your good behavior."

Wad co'sface became strangely set. ™Y ou wouldn't harm civiliand™ he said, after amoment.

"Generd Van Dass bdieves| would," replied Cletus. "Now |, persondly, give you my word asa
Dorsa—and that's aword that's going to become something better than asigned contract, in time—that
no single civilian will be hurt. But have you got the courage to believe me? If I'm lying, and your takeover
of the minesincludes ablood bath of the resident townspeople, your chances of coming to some eventua
agreement with Broza about these mineswill go up in smoke. Instead of being able to negotiate on the
basis of having abird in the hand, you'll have to face a colony interested only in vengeance—vengeance



for an action for which al civilized communitieswill indict you."
Waco stood, staring a him. "I don't have any more certificateswith me," he said at last, hoarsely.

"Well wait," answered Cletus. ™Y ou should be able to fly back and get them and return here by noon
a thelatest.”

Shoulders dumped, Walco went. As he mounted the steps of the aircraft that had brought him to
Watershed, however, he stopped and turned for a parting shot at Cletus.

"Y ou think you're going to cut a swath through the new worlds," he said, vicioudy, "and maybe you
will for awhile. But one of these days everything you've built is going to come tumbling down around
your ears."

"Well see" said Cletus.

He watched the door shut behind Walco and the aircraft lift away into the sky of Newton. Then he
turned to Arvid, who was standing beside him.

"By theway, Arv," hesaid, "Bill Athyer wantsto have the chance to study my methods of tacticsand
srategy at close hand, so helll be taking over as my aide as soon aswe're back on the Dorsai. Well find
acommand for you, out in the field somewhere. It's about time you were brushing up on your combat
experience anyway."

Without waiting for Arvid's response, he turned his back on the younger man and walked off, his
mind aready on other problems.

22

"Your prices," said James Arm-of-the-Lord, Eldest of the First Militant Church, on both the
neighboring worlds of Harmony and A ssoci ation—those two worlds called the Friendlies, "are

outrageous.”

James Arm-of-the-Lord was asmdll, frail, middle-aged man with sparse gray hair—looking even
smaller and morefrail than he might otherwisein the tight black jumper and trousers that were the
common dress of those belonging to the fanatical sects that had colonized, and later divided and
multiplied, on the surfaces of Harmony and Association. At first sght, he seemed aharmlesslittle man,
but a glance from hisdark eyes or even afew words spoken aloud by him were enough to destroy that
illuson. Plainly he was one of those rare people who burn with an inner fire—but the inner fire that never
falled in James Arm-of-the-Lord was a brand of woe and atorch of terror to the Unrighteous. Nor was
it lessened by the fact that the ranks of the Unrighteous, in James estimation, included al those whose
opinionsin any way differed from his own. He sat now in his office at Government Center on Harmony,
gazing across the desk's bare, unpolished surface at Cletus, who sat opposite.

"1 know we're priced beyond your means,” said Cletus. "I didn't come by to suggest that you hire
some of our Dorsais. | was going to suggest that possibly we might want to hire some of your young

"Hire out our church membersto spend their blood and livesin the sinful wars of the Churchless and
the Unbdlievers?' said James. "Unthinkable!™

"None of your colonies on Harmony or Association have anything to spesk of in the way of
technology,” said Cletus. "Y our Militant Church may contain the largest population of any of the churches
on these two worlds, but you're till starving for red credit—of the kind you can usein interworld trading
to set up the production machinery your people need. Y ou could earn that credit from us, as| say, by
hiring out some of your young men to us."

James eyes glittered like the eyes of a coiled snake in reflective light. "How much?' he snapped.



"The stlandard wages for conventional mercenary soldiers,” replied Cletus.

"Why, that's barely athird of what you asked for each of your Dorsaigl" James voicerose. "You'd
sl to usat one price, and buy from us a another?"

"It'samatter of selling and buying two different products,” answered Cletus, unmoved. "The Dorsais
areworth what | ask for them because of their training and because by now they've established a
reputation for earning their money. Y our men have no such training, and no reputation. They'reworth
only what I'm willing to pay for them. On the other hand, not a great deal would be demanded of them.
They'd be used mainly as diversonary forceslike our jump troops in our recent capture of Margaretha,
on Frelland."

Thetaking over of Margaretha on Frelland had been the latest of a series of successful engagements
fought by the new-trained Dorsai mercenaries under Cletus command. Over ayear had gone by since
the capture of the stibnite mines on Newton, and in that time they had conducted campaigns leading to
clear-cut and almost bloodless victories on the worlds of Newton's sister planet of Cassida, St. Marie, a
smaller world under the Procyon sun with Maraand Kultis, and most recently on Freiland, which, with
New Earth, were the inhabited planets under the star of Sirius.

Margarethawas alarge, ocean-girt idand some three hundred miles off the northeastern shore of the
main continental mass of Freiland. It had been invaded and captured by the nearest colony adjoining it on
the mainland mass. Theidand's government in exile had raised the fundsto hire the Dorsais to recapture
their homeland from theinvaders.

Cletus had feinted with an gpparent jump-belt troop drop of untrained Dorsais over Margarethas
main city. But meanwhile he had sent severd thousand trained troopsinto theidand by having them swim
ashore & night at innumerable points around the coastline of theidand. Theseinfiltrators had taken
charge of and coordinated the hundreds of spontaneous uprisings that had been triggered off among the
idand's population by word of the jump-troop drop.

Faced with uprisings from within and evident attack from without, the mainland troops that had seized
the idand chose discretion as the better part of vaor and abandoned theidand for their home colony.
They reached home only to discover how few had been the troops that had actualy driven them out, and
turned swiftly about to return to Margaretha.

When they reached the idand this second time, however, they found watch fires burning on dl the
beaches, and the population aroused, armed and this time ready to die between the tide marks rather
than let asingle mainlander invader ashore.

Aswith Cletus other military successes, it had been avictory achieved through a careful blending of
imagination and psychology with what was now beginning to be regarded, on the other colony worlds, as
the dmost superhuman abilities of the trained Dorsai soldiers. Clearly, for al his gpparent unwillingnessto
listen to Cletus offer, James was not unaware of the hard facts and advantages of the propostion. It was
typica of elders such as Jamesthat they were either pro or con, but never admitted to indecision.

Cletustook hisleave, accordingly, having planted the seed of anideain aFriendly mind, and being
content to bide histime and let it grow.

Hetook a spaceship to New Earth, that Sister planet of Freiland, where his command of Dorsais and
anew military campaign were waiting for him. Marcus Dodds, Eachan's old second-in-command, met
him at the Dorsai camp just outside of Adonyer, the main city of Breastha Colony, their employerson
New Earth. In spite of the two new stars on each of his shoulder tabs, marking him as afield commander
with afull division of mercenaries under him, Marcus face was solemn with concern.

"Spainvillésformed an dliance with four of the five other city-states of theinterior plains," hetold
Cletus, as soon asthey were aonein Marcus office. "They cal it the Centra Combine, and they've
mustered a combined army of better than twenty thousand regular troops. Not only thet, they're ready
and waiting for us. We aren't going to be able to use surprise the way we have in other campaigns, and



this short divison you've given me here has less than five thousand men.”
"True enough,” said Cletus, thoughtfully. "What do you suggest | do about it?"

"Break the contract with Breatha," said Marcus, strongly. "We can't possibly go up againgt this
Central Combine now without more men. And how many other new-trained Dorsais are there? Certainly
not more than a couple of hundred. Weve got no choice but to break the contract. Y ou can cite the fact
that the Stuation has changed since we were hired. Breathamay squawk, but responsible peoplein other
colonieswanting to hire uswill understand. If we don't have the troops, we don't have the troops—that's
dl thereistoit.”

"No," said Cletus. He got up from his seat beside Marcus desk and walked acrosstheroomto a
map showing the flat plains area of the continental interior, which Bregtha shared with itsrivas, five other
colonies, each of which was essentidly farming communities centered around one large city—hence their
common name of city-states. "l don't want to start breaking contracts, no matter how well justified we
ae'

He studied the map for aminute. Breatha, with anarrow corridor running to the coast, was
surrounded by the city-states of theinterior on four of itsfive sdes. Originaly it had been the
manufacturing center that supplied the city-states with most of their factory-made equipment and brought
farm produce from the city-statesin return. But then Spainville, the largest of the five city-tates, had
ventured into manufacturing on its own, sparking off asimilar action in the other city-states—one of
which, caled Armoy, had chosen to construct a deep-space spaceport in competition with the one
exigting in Brestha Colony.

Now, with economic ambition burning bright in the former agricultura colonies of the centrd plain,
Spainville, which bordered on Bresthas corridor to the sea, had chosen to lay claim upon that corridor
and threaten to take it over by armed force if Breatha did not yield it peacefully. Hence, the presence of
the Dorsais on the Breatha payroll.

"On the other hand,” said Cletus, turning back to Marcus, "if they believed we'd been reinforced, that
might be almost as good as our actualy getting the necessary extratroopsin here.”

"How're you going to make them think that?' demanded Marcus.

"It may take some thought.” Cletus smiled. "At any rate, I'll make aquick trip back to the Dorsai
now, asthough | was going after extramen, and seeif | can't work out aplan on theway."

Having announced hisintentions, Cletus wasted no time. By late that evening, after awild trip hafway
around the circumference of New Earth in an atmosphere ship, he was on board a deegp-space vessel
that had the Dorsai asits next port of cal. Three dayslater he was back in Fordie. Mdissamet him at
the doorway of Grahame House with awarmth that was surprising. Since the marriage, she had dowly
been softening toward him, and since the birth of their son, three months ago, that process had
accelerated even while it seemed that all those others who had once been close to Cletus were becoming
more and more estranged to him.

Typicd of these was Eachan, whose greeting to Cletus was amost as detached and wary asthat
which might be accorded a stranger. At the first opportunity, he got Cletus away from Mdissaand the
child to spesk bluntly to his son-in-law.

"Have you seen these?" he asked, spreading an assortment of news clippings out on the desk before
Cletus. They were standing in Cletus office-study, in the west wing of Grahame House. "They'redl from
Earth news services—Alliance and Codition dike."

Cletus glanced over the clippings. Unanimoudy, they were concerned with the Dorsais and himself.
Not only that, but their vituperative tone was so dike that they could have been the product of asingle
voice.

"Y ou see?' Eachan challenged, as Cletusfinaly looked up from the clippings. "It was the Codlition



news service that started calling you a pirate after the Bakhalla business. But now the Alliance has taken
it up too. These city-states you're hired to go against on New Earth are backed by Alliance aswell as
Codition aid and investment. If you don't look out you'll have the Alliance aswell asthe Codlition laying
for you. Look"—his brown right forefinger stabbed at one of the clippings—"read what Dow deCastries
sadinaspeech in Dhi—'If nothing else, the peoples of the Coalition and the Alliance both can
join in condemning the brutal and bloody activities of the ex- Alliance renegade Grahame ... '"

Cletuslaughed.

"You think thisisfunny?' said Eachan, grimly.

"Only initspredictability,” answered Cletus, "and in the obviousness of Dow'sintentions.”

"Y ou mean you've been expecting this—expecting deCastries to make speeches like that?"
demanded Eachan.

"Yes," answered Cletus. He dismissed the subject. "Never mind that. I'm back here to go through the

motions of trangporting an imaginary extradivison of troopsto Breatha Colony. I'll need at least two
deep-space trangports. Maybe we can arrange to lease some empty cargo spaceships for adiversionary
trip—"

"Y ou'd better listen to something dsefirgt,” Eachan interrupted him. "Did you know you'relosing
Swahili?'

Cletusraised hiseyebrows. "No," he murmured. "But it's not surprising.”

Eachan opened adrawer of Cletus library desk and took out a resignation form, which he dropped
on the table on top of the news clippings. Cletus looked down at it. Sure enough, it was made out and
sgned by Swahili, now aone-star genera field commander. Promotions had come thick and fast among
those men who had been with Cletus from the beginning. Only Arvid, now inthefield, was ill a
commandant—the equivaent of hisold grade of captain, and Eachan, who had refused the one
promotion offered him. By contragt, the once ineffective Bill Athyer was now arank above Arvid as
commandant senior grade, less than two ranks away from field commander, with command of a
regiment.

"l suppose I'd better talk to him," said Cletus.
"Not that it'll do you any good,” replied Eachan.

Cletusinvited Swahili up from his post a the main new-training center, now on thefar Sde of Fordie.
The next day they met briefly in that same office-study where Eachan had confronted Cletus with the
news clippings shortly after hisarriva home.

"Of course, I'm sorry toloseyou," said Cletus, as the two faced each other. Swahili, asingle star
gleaming gold on each of his shoulder tabs, bulked larger than ever in his blue dress uniform. "Bt |
imagine you've completely made up your mind.”

"Yes," sad Swahili. "Y ou understand, don't you?'

"l think 0," said Cletus.

" think you do," echoed Swahili softly, "evenif it isjust the opposite of theway you liketo do things.
You'vetaken al thelife out of war—you know that, don't you?"

"It'stheway | likeit," said Cletus.

Swahili'seyesflashed alittlein the soft light of the peaceful library-office. "It'snot theway | likeit," he
said. "What | likeiswhat nearly everyone ese hates—hates or is scared sick of. And it'sthat you've
taken out of the businessfor everybody who serves under you."

"Y ou mean the combat, itsdlf,” said Cletus.
"That'sright," said Swahili, softly. "I don't like being hurt and dl those weeksin the hospita any more



than the next man. | don't want to die. But | put up with dl therest of it—all thetraining, al the
hurry-up-and-waiting, dl the marking tune between engagements—I put up with dl that, just for the few
hourswhen everything turnsred.”

"You'reakiller. Or don't you admit that to yourself?" asked Cletus.

"No," said Swahili. "I'm aspecid fighter, that'sdl. | liketo fight. Just the killing itsalf wouldn't do
anything for me. | told you | didn't want to get hurt, or killed, any more than the next man. | fed just as
hollow inside when the energy wegpons start burning the air over my head. At the sametime, | wouldn't
missit for anything. It'sadirty, damn universe, and every oncein awhile| get achanceto hit back at it.
That'sdl. If | knew in the morning when | started out that | was going to be killed that day, 1'd till
go—because | couldn't die happier than to go down hitting back.”

He stopped talking, abruptly. For amoment he smply looked at Cletusin the silence of the room.

"And it'sthat you've taken out of mercenary work," he said. "So I'm going someplace else where they
dill haveit."

Cletus hdd out hishand. "Good luck," he said.
They shook hands.

"Luck toyou," said Swahili. "Y oull need it. In the end the man with gloves on dways|osesto the
bare-knuckle fighter."

"You'll have your chanceto test that belief, at least,” said Cletus.
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A week |ater Cletus returned to New Earth with two leased cargo vessdls, the crew and officers of
which had agreed to being held in alocked room during the embarking and disembarking of the troops
they were supposed to carry. They could testify afterward only to hearing the sounds of boots entering
the ship for two and ahaf hours, on the Dorsal, and to some four hours of smilar sounds asthey hungin
orbit above New Earth, while landing craft shuttled from their ships to some unannounced spot on the
planet below. Agentsfor the Centrd Combine of city-states, however, observed these landing craft
making their st-downsin awooded area just insde Breatha Colony's border with Spainville. On
attempting to investigate further, the agents found themsdl ves stopped and warned back by a cordon of
armed Dorsais, but their estimate of the troops landed, taken from the number of tripsfrom the
paceshipsin orbit, was of at least five thousand men.

Genera Lu May, commander of the city-states combined forces, grunted when this information was
brought to him.

"That's the sort of thing this Grahame likesto pull,” said Lu May. The generd wasin his
mid-seventies, and had been retired from active soldiering until the new ambitions and war-like fervor of
the city-states had summoned him back to take over-all command of their new army. "Hed like to shake
us up with the idea that we've got to watch two separate invading commands. But I'll lay you odds he
pulls them together at the first opportunity, as soon as he thinks he's got us out in the open where he can
pull al sortsof fancy maneuvers. But we aren't going to fal for it. Well stay dug in herein Spainville, and
make him cometo us”

He chuckled. He wasfat aswell asold, and the thought of being able to frustrate this unorthodox
young upstart while remaining comfortably seated in hisown homein Stanleyvilletickled him. He ordered
heavy energy wegpons dug in dl around the perimeter of the city and al gpproaches heavily mined. It
would take more than the light-wegponed and light-armored Dorsai mercenariesto break through
defenses such asthese, even if they were equa in number to the men he had under armsinside the city.

Meanwhile, Cletus forceswere dready in motion. A motley horde of civilian trucks and other



heavy-duty, air-cushioned diders had earlier converged on the areawhere the shuttleboats had landed
from the spaceships. These now moved out like atransport and supply convoy, with an armed Dorsal

driving each of them. Thisforce crossed the border into Armoy, and swung inland toward Armoy City
and its new spaceport, thereby raising flutters of darm within the community's citizens.

"Sittight!" grunted Lu May to the frantic messages that reached him from Armoy City for an
expeditionary force to defend them against the oncoming Dorsais. He did not send the force, but instead
followed his own advice, stting tight and watching Cletus other command, which was aso in movement
now, across the Spainville border, heading apparently through Spainville toward one of the other
adjoining city-gates. Still Lu May made no move, and sure enough, once it had passed the city of
Spainville, Cletus first command of Dorsais swung about and came up on the city'srear. At the same
time, the command that had been threatening Armoy City swung away and cut in to come up before the
city of Spainville, so that within afew daysthe city wasringed by the Dorsai troops.

Lu May chortled and dapped hisfat knees. Curioudy enough, in Cletus headquarters outside the
city, there was hardly less satisfaction to be found in the person of Chancellor Ad Reyes, representative
of the government of Breatha Colony, who was accompanying Cletus, ostensibly as an "observer.”

"Excellent, Marshd. Excdlent!" Reyes, who was athin, eager, scholarly-looking man with ahigh
forehead, dressed in the long, black, official gown of his chancellorhood, rubbed histhin handswith
pleasure. "Y ou've managed to trap their army here. And there're no other forces who can cometo their
rescue. Excdllently done!™

"Y ou should thank Generd Lu May for that, instead of me," Cletus answered, dryly. "He hasagood
dedl lessto fear from us, Stting back behind his mine fields and his perimeter defenses, than he doesin
the open field, where the Dorsais are agreat deal more mobile than his troops. He has more men and
he'sin an entrenched position.”

"But you don't haveto try to take the place by assault!" protested Reyes. "Y ou can live off the
country or supply yourself from Bregtha as you want. Lu May's cut off from outside supplies. It'sjust a
matter of starving him out!"

"That may not be easy," said Cletus, "unless hel's been strangdly forgetful, while preparing for
everything e se, to stock enough provisionsfor the city and his troops so that they can hold out longer
than we can afford to Sit here besieging them.”

Reyesfrowned. Plainly, it seemed to him that this Dorsai marsha wastaking an entirely too gloomy a
view of the Situation.

"Do you object to besieging the city?" Reyes demanded. "If S0, | should probably mention that the
Breatha government considered this the optimum—indeed the only—course you could pursue, if you
were lucky enough to trgp Lu May in afixed postion.”

"l don't object—for now," Cletus answered, quietly. "But that's because therere military reasonsfor
it, far removed from the opinions of your government. I might remind you, Chancellor, that one of my
dtipulationsin accepting employment with Breetha Colony, asit iswith every government with whom |
sgnacontract, isthat |, one, bein charge of the conduct of the campaign.”

He turned and sat down behind the desk in the office of the field structure in which they had been
talking. "And now, if you'll excuse me, I've got work to do.”

Reyes hesitated, then turned on his hedl and walked out.

Cletus continued the Sege for three weeks, throwing up breastworks and digging his own trenches
behind them to encircle the city, asif he had every intention of staying indefinitely. Meanwhile, outsde of
an occasiond exchange of smal-armsfire, there wasllittle open conflict between the city defenders and
itsDorsai attackers.

Meanwhile, overhead, asimilar unspoken truce existed. Dorsai aircraft patrolled the atmosphere



above and about the city to prevent city-state vessals from entering or leaving it. But beyond this, there
was no aerid conflict. Asin most inter-colony armed conflicts on the new worlds, air warfare was being
avoided by the sort of tacit agreement that had interdicted the use of poison gas during World War 1l in
the twentieth century on Earth. The object of armed struggle between opposed technol ogy-poor
communities, such as the young colonies, was not so much to destroy the enemy's productive capacity as
to take it away from him. One did not obliterate by bombing that which one had started awar to obtain.
And if the factories and other hardware of civilization were valuable, the men who had the skillsto
operate them were aimost as valuable.

Therefore, bombing and even the indiscriminate use of heavy wegponsin the vicinity of built-up areas
was avoided, and—atmosphere craft being almost as expensive as spacecraft—any other use of the
skies other than for reconnai ssance or the transporting of troops was likewise avoided.

At the end of three weeks, however, Cletus apparently lost patience with this stalemate and issued
orders, ordersthat brought Chancellor Ad Reyesliterdly running to Cletus headquarters office, the black
gown tucked up to alow free movement to the chancellor's legs.

"You're pulling out haf your forces and sending them to take Armoy City and its spaceport!” Reyes
accused him, burgting into Cletus office.

Cletuslooked up from the desk at which he wasworking. "Y ou've heard of that, have you?' Cletus
asked.

"Heard of it!" Reyes strode up to the edge of the desk and leaned over it dmost as though he would
have liked to have thrust his face nose-to-nose with Cletus. "I've seen them! All those civilian trucksyou
requisitioned to transport your secondary command are headed off toward Armoy! Don't tell me that
isn't where they're headed!"

"That'swherethey're headed,” said Cletus, agreegbly. "The rest of uswill befollowing themin
twenty-four hours. There's plainly no point in continuing this Sege any longer. I'm going to raiseit, move
on Armoy City and take that spaceport of theirs.”

"Raisethesiege? ... What kind of trick isthis? If you'd been paid by the city-statesto betray us, you
couldn't have picked a better—" He broke off abruptly, shrinking alittle at the sudden sound of hisown
wordsin hisears. Cletuswas on hisfeet behind the desk.

"l hope | don't hear you correctly, Chancellor." Cletus voice and eyes had changed. "Are you
accusing Dorsais of dishonoring a contract with your government?”

"No ... thatis, | didnt mean ... " Reyes sammered.

"I'd advise you to be careful of what you do mean," said Cletus. "The Dorsais don't break contracts,
and we don't tolerate talk that we do. And now, for the last time, let me remind you that [—I, lone—am
in command of this campaign. Perhaps you should get back to your own quarters, now.”

"Yes | ... " Reyesfled.

Just before dawn the following morning, the rest of the Dorsais besieging Spainville mounted their
military vehicles and pulled out with al armor and wegpons. Only their aircraft remained above Spainville
to discourage pursuit by air reconnai ssance.

Dawn rose on the empty trenches and breastworks that the mercenaries had thrown up, but it was
nearly noon before their silence and appearance of abandonment could tempt patrols out from Spainville
to investigate. When, however, the former Dorsal positions had been investigated and found to be
abandoned, the patrols took note of the direction of the signs of departure visible in the pasture earth and
summer grass south of the city, and passed the word hastily to General Lu May.

Lu May, roused with this news from his dumbers after alate evening, sworein away that had gone
out of fashion forty years ago.

"Weve got him!" the old man exploded, rolling out of bed and beginning hadtily to struggleinto his



clothes. "He couldn't stand the waiting—now he's cut his own throat!"

"Sir?" protested the colond who had brought him the news. "Cut his own throat? | don't
understand—"

"That's because you kids know nothing about war theway it'sredly fought!" trumpeted Lu May,
getting into histrousers. " Grahame's headed for Armoy City, idiot!"

"Yes, dr," said thecolond. "But | till don't see—"

"He's faced the fact that there was no hope of histaking the city herel" snapped Lu May. "So he's
pulled out and decided to take Armoy City, instead. That way he can claim that he did the best he could,
and at least got Breatha Colony the spaceport that was giving them competition! With the spaceport, helll
tell them, they can make adedl to protect their corridor to the seal Don't you see? Grahame's finally
faced the fact that it was abad contract he signed. He wantsto get out of it on any terms—but he can't
get out unless he has a |east something to offer Breatha. Armoy City and that spaceport will beit!"

"Yes, dr," sad the colond, earnestly. "I seedl that. But what | don't understand iswhy you say he cut
hisown throat. After dl, if he's able to give Breatha Colony the spaceport and Armoy City to bargain
with—"

"Idiot! Doubleidiot!" roared Lu May. "He hasto take Armoy City first, doesn't he, fool ?*

"Yes 9r—"

"Then he's going to have to occupy Armoy City with hisforces, isn't he?"

Dressed at last, Lu May waddled hastily toward the door. Over his shoulder, he continued, "If we
move fast after him, well catch him inside Armoy City, and we can surround him! He's got no suppliesto
lastin acity like that very long—and if we need to, we even have the men and wegpons to take the city
by storm! Either way we can wrap his Dorsais up and have him as a prisoner to do what we want with!"

Lu May wasted no timein getting hisarmy in pursuit of Cletus and the Dorsais. But for dl hishurry,
he did not fail to move out in good marching order, or without the heavy energy weapons he had dug in
around the perimeter of the city, and which he now took with him, even though having them with him
would necessarily show his movement. Ponderous, but deadly, he did along over the plain track Cletus
two departing commands had |eft behind through the stlanding grassand grain.

The direction of the track aimed directly at Armoy City, perhapsthree days travel away for Cletus
lightly equipped Dorsais. Lu May would be lucky to do it in four with his command, but the extraday
should bring the Spainville genera on the scene at Armoy City, as he caculated, just in good tuneto take
advantage of that moment in which Cletus troops were letting down, after having made their conquest of
Armoy City and the spaceport an accomplished fact.

All the same, it was wise—thought Lu May—to give himsdf alittletime marginif a al possible. If he
should find himsdlf ahead of schedule, he could aways dawdle abit in coming up to the city at the far end
of hispursuit. Therefore, heissued orders after the evening medl for his command to continue after dark,
under the moonless but star-bright New Earth sky. He pushed them on through the darkness until men
began falling adeep at the controls of their vehicles, or on their feet. Finally, reluctantly, he called ahalt
for the night about three hours after midnight.

Hisarmy had just managed to get deeply into exhausted dumber, when aseries of sharp, blasting
explosionsjerked them back to wakefulness, and they sat up to see the heavy energy wespons they had
been hauling burning with sparkling red-white flames as their energy storage units melted under their own
fierce heat like butter in afurnace. In the same moment, dark-clad Dorsais were suddenly among Lu
May's troops stripping them of their body weapons and heading them into groups under the watchful
eyes and guns of other mercenaries standing guard.

Genera Lu May, himsdf, started out of deep dumber, and sat up in hisfield bed to find Cletus
standing over him, an uncapped holster showing the Sdearm at Cletus sde. Lu May stared in



befuddlement.
"Butyou're... up ahead of me... " he sammered, after amoment.

"I've got a detachment of empty civilian trucks up ahead of you," answered Cletus. "Trucksthat never
had any men in them except the drivers. What men | had are here with me now—and your command is
taken prisoner, Generd. Y oull make things smpler by giving me your surrender, right now.”

Lu May fumbled out of bed. Suddenly he was very old, and chilly, and helpless, standing therein his
pajamas. Almost humbly, he went through the motions of surrender.

Cletus went back to the field unit that had aready been set up as histemporary headquarters. Waiting
ingdefor him was Chancellor Ad Reyes.

"Y ou can inform your government that the effective military forces of the combined city-sates are
now our prisoner, Chancellor ... " he began, and broke off as Arvid entered, bearing ayellow message
dip.

"Signal from Colond Khan onthe Dorsal,” said Arvid, "forwarded on by our base camp at Adonyer,
back in Breatha Colony."

Cletus took the message sheet and unfolded it. He read:

Attack made through Fitter's Pass from Neuland into Bakhallaterritory beaten off.
Alliance and Coadlition forces combined in ajoint " Peace Force" for the new worlds.
Dow deCastries has supreme command of thisforce.

Cletusfolded the message and put it in apocket of his battle tunic. He turned to Reyes. "Y ou've got
twenty-four hours," he said, "to get Breatha troops here to take charge of these prisonerswe've just
captured. | and my troops must return immediately to the Dorsai.”

Reyes stared at him in combined awe and amazement. "But wed planned atriumpha paradein case
of victory ... " hebegan, uncertainly.

"Twenty-four hours" said Cletus, brusquely. He turned on hished and |eft the chancellor standing.
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Landing back on the Dorsai, Cletus phoned ahead to order Mg or Arvid Johnson, now acting field
commander, to meet him at Grahame House. Then with Bill Athyer like asmaller, beak-nosed shadow at
hisside, hetook a hired atmosphere craft to Fordie and Grahame House, still wearing his battle uniform.

Mélissa, with Arvid and Eachan, met him just ingde the front door. Athyer, diffident till in spite of his
present rank, stood at the far end of the entrance hdl as Cletus greeted Melissa and Eachan briefly
before striding on toward the door to bis office-study and beckoning Eachan and Arvid to follow him.

"Youtoo, Bill," hesaid to Athyer.

He closed the door of the office behind them. "What's the latest word?' Cletus demanded of his
father-in-law, as he walked around to stand behind the pile of message blanks on his desk and stare
down at them.

"It seems deCastries was gppointed to this position as Commander-in-Chief of the joint
Alliance-Codlition troops on the new worlds severa months ago,” answered Eachan. "The Codition and
the Alliance just kept it secret while the two high commands built up a news campaign to get the common
citizens of Earth on both sidesready for the idea. Also, Artur Walco's here to see you. Seemslike
deCadtriesis dready making troublefor him at those stibnite mines on Newton.”

"Y es, ther€ll be brush wars breaking out al over the new worldsnow ... I'll see Walco tomorrow



morning,” said Cletus. Heturned to Arvid.

"Wel, Arv," hesaid. "If the Dorsai had meddsto give I'd be handing you afigtful of them right now. |
hope someday you can forgive mefor this. | had to have you thinking I'd shoved you asdeinto thefield
for good.”

"Youdidnt, Sr?" asked Arvid, quietly.
"No," said Cletus. "I wanted adevelopment inyou. And I'vegot it."

Infact, it was a different man who stood before them to answer to the name of Arvid Johnson. Not
the least of the change wasthat helooked at least five years older. Hiswhite-blond hair had darkened as
though with age, and his skin was more deeply suntanned that it had been. He looked as though he had
lost weight, and yet he gppeared larger than ever, aman of gaunt bone and whipcord muscle, towering
over dl of them.

At the same time, something was gone from him for good. A youthfulness, afriendly softnessthat had
been abasic part of him before was vanished now. In its place was something grim and isolated, as
though he had at |ast become coldly conscious of the strength and skill in him that set him gpart from
other men. A quality like the sheer, physical deadliness of Swahili had entered into him.

He stood without moving. When he had moved earlier, it had been dmost without a sound. He
seemed to carry about him now a carefulness born of the consciousnessthat all others were smaler and
weaker than he, so that he must remember not to damage them without intent. Like someone more
warrior than man, prototype of some line of invincible giantsto come, he stood by Cletus desk.

"That's good to hear," he said softly, to Cletus, now. "What do you want me to do?"

"Fight acampaign—if necessary,” said Cletus. "1'm going to give you aworld to defend. And I'm
promoting you two gradesto anew rank—vice-marshd. Y ou'll be working in team with another officer
aso holding an entirdly new rank—the rank of battle operator.”

Heturned dightly to look at Bill Athyer. "That'll beBill, here" he said. "Asbattle op, Bill will rank just
below you and above any other officer in thefield with you, except mysdif.”

Arvid and Bill looked at each other.
"Battle operator?’ said Eachan.

"That'sright," Cletus answered him. "Don't look so surprised, Eachan. Thisis something weve been
headed toward from the start, with the reorganization and retraining of the men.”

Helooked back at Arvid and Bill. "The marshd, or vice-marshal, and the battle operator,” Cletus
sad, "will form agenerd commander'steam. The beattle op isthe theoretica Strategist of that team and
the vice-marshd isthefidd tactician. The two will bear roughly the same relationship to each other asan
architect and agenerd contractor in the construction of abuilding. The battle op will first consder the
drategica Stuation and problem and lay out acampaign plan. And in this process he will have complete
authority and freedom.”

Cletus had been watching Bill in particular as he spoke. Now, he paused. "Y ou understand, Bill?' he
sad.

"Yes, gr," hereplied.

"Then, however"—Cletus eyes swung to Arvid—"the battle op will hand his strategica plan to the
vice-marshd, and from that point on, it'll be the vice-marsha who has complete authority. Hisjob will be

to take the plan given him, make any and dl dterationsin it hethinksit needsfor practical purposes and
then execute it as he seesfit. You understand, Arv?'

"Yes, dr," sad Arvid, softly.

"Good," sad Cletus. "Then you and Bill are released from your present duties as of now and you'l
begin immediately on your new jobs. Theworld I'm giving you to start with isthe Dorsal here, and the



firgt force you'll be working with will be made up of the women and children, the sick, theinjured, and
the average men."

Hesmiled alittle at them. "Then get at it, both of you," he said. "None of us has any timeto waste
nowadays."

Asthe door to the office closed behind the two of them, awave of the fatigue he had been holding at
bay for anumber of days and hours now suddenly washed over him. He swayed where he stood and felt
Eachan catch him by the elbow.

"No—it'sdl right,” he said. Hisvison cleared and helooked into Eachan's concerned face. "'I'm just
tired, that'sdl. I'll take angp and then well hit things after dinner.”

With Eachan walking guardedly beside him, hewaked out of the office-study, feeling as though he
were stepping on pillows, and went up to his bedroom. The bed was before him; he dropped onto its
yielding surface without bothering even to take off hisboots ... And that wasthe last he remembered.

He awoke just before sunset, ate alight mea and spent half an hour getting reacquainted with his son.
Then he closeted himsdlf in his office with Eachan to attack the pile of paper work. They sorted the
correspondence into two piles, one which Cletus had to answer himsalf and one which Eachan could
answer with afew words per letter of direction from him. Both men dictated until nearly dawn before the
desk was cleared and the necessary orders for the Dorsal and off-world troops were issued.

Theinterview in the study next day with the Newtonian chairman, Walco, was brief and bitter. The
bitterness might have gone into acrimony and the interview prolonged unduly if Cletus had not cut short
Walco's scarcely veiled accusations.

"The contract | sgned with you," said Cletus, "promised to capture Watershed and the stibnite mines,
and turn them over to your own troops. We made no guarantee that you'd stay in control of the mines.
Holding onto them was up to you, and to whatever agreement you could make with the Brozans."

"We made our agreement!" said Wal co. "But now that they've suddenly been reinforced by fifteen
thousand Alliance and Codlition troops, courtesy of thisfellow deCadtries, they're refusing to honor it.
They clam they madeit under duress!”

"Didn't they?' Cletussaid.

"That's not the point! The point is, we need you and enough troops from the Dorsal, right away, to
match those fifteen thousand soldiers from Earth that the Brozansre holding over uslikeaclub.”

Cletus shook hishead. "I'm sorry," he said. "I'm facing unusua demands on my available mercenaries
right now. Also, I'm not free to come to Newton, myself.”

Wa co'sface went lumpy and hard. "Y ou help get usinto aspot,” he said, "and then when trouble
comes, you leave usto faceit alone. Isthat what you cdll justice?'

"Was justice mentioned when you signed usto the origina contract?' replied Cletus, grimly. "I don't
remember it. If justice had been atopic, I'd have been forced to point out to you that, while it was your
funds and experts who developed the stibnite mine, that was only because you were in aposition to take
advantage of the Brozan poverty that was then kegping them from devel oping the minesthemsalves. You
may have afinancia interest in the mines, but the Brozans have amora claim to them—they're aBrozan
natura resource. If you'd faced that fact, you'd hardly have been able to avoid seeing their mord claim,
which would have to be recognized by you, eventualy—" He broke off.

"Forgiveme," hesaid, dryly. "I'm alittle overworked these days. | gave up long ago doing other
peopl€sthinking for them. I'vetold you that neither |, nor an expeditionary force of the sze you ask for,
isavallableto you right a the moment.”

"Then what will you do for us?' muttered Walco.



"l can send you some men to officer and command your own forces, provided you contract to let
them make dl the military decisons, themsdlves™

"What?' Waco cried out the word. "That's worse than nothing!"

"I'll be perfectly happy to let you have nothing, then, if that'swhat you prefer,” said Cletus. "If so, let
me know now. My timée'slimited a the moment.”

There was a second's pause. Gradudly the lumpiness of Walco's features smoothed out into an
expression almost of despair.

"WEell take your officers," he said, on along exhdation of breath.

"Good. Colond Khan will have the contract ready for you in two days. Y ou can discuss the terms
with himthen,” said Cletus. "And now, if youll excuseme... "

Walco |eft. Cletuscdled in David Ap Morgan, one of Eachan's old officers, now asenior field
commander, and gave him the job of heading up the officers to be sent to command the troops of the
Associated Advanced Communities on Newton.

"Y ou can turn the job down, of course," Cletuswound up.
"You know | won't," said David Ap Morgan. "What do you want me to do?'

"Thanks," said Cletus. "All right. I'm going to give you about twelve hundred and fifty men, each one
bumped up at least one rank from what he's holding now. Y ou'll have ex-noncomsto be your force
leaders. Usethem to replace al theloca commissioned officers—I mean all. And the contract's being
written to give you sole command in military matters. Be sure you keep that command. Don't take any
advice from Walco and his government, under any circumstances. Tl themif they don't leave you aone,
you'll pull out and come back here."

David nodded. "Yes, sr," hesad. "Any plan for the campaign?”’

"Just make sure you don't fight any stand-up battles," said Cletus. "I probably don't need to tell you
that. Y our AAC troops wouldn't be any good in astand-up battle anyway. But even if they would be, |
il wouldn't want you to fight. Tease the Alliance-Codition forcesinto chasing you—and then keep them
chasing. Lead them dl over the map. Hit them just enough to keep them hot after you and bresk up into
guerrillagroupsif they get too close. Do anything needed to keep them worried and your own casualties
down asmuch aspossible.”

David nodded again.

" think"—Cletuslooked at him serioudy—"you'l find you'll lose 70 or 80 per cent of your AAC
troops through desertion in the first four to six weeks. The onesthat hang on will be the oneswho're
darting to have faith in you. Y ou may be able to sart training them asthey go to turninto fairly effective
Loldiers”

"Il dothat," said David. "Anything els?’

"No. Just makeit as expensive for the enemy as possible,” answered Cletus. "Don't hit their troops
when you can avoid it. Make ther casudtieslight, but make it expensive for them in materia. The more
active duty soldiersthey have, the more ther€ll be around to miss the food, equipment and other supplies
I'm counting on you to destroy, every chance you get.”

"Got it," said David, and went off, whistling, to his nearby home of Fal Morgan, to pack his gear for
the campaign. Likedl hisfamily, he had afine Snging voice and he dso whistled sweetly and intricately.
Unexpectedly, hearing that tune fade away down his entrance hall and out the front door of Grahame
House, Cletus was reminded of a song Mdissahad played and sung for him once. It wasasmal, sad,
beautiful tune made by ayoung member of the Ap Morgan family who had died in some campaign when
Mélissa had been even younger, long before Cletus had cometo the Dorsal.

He could not remember it dl, but it dedlt with the young soldier's strong memories of the house where



he had grown up, remembered while he was waiting for an engagement to begin on some other world.

... Fal Morgan, Fal Morgan, when morning is gray,
Your wall stones and rooftree stand near me, today ...

Cletus shook the emotiond tag end of recollection from hismind. He turned to the task of picking out
the men he would promote and send with David.

During the weeks that followed, the demand upon the Dorsal professiond soldiers continued.
Everywhere that Cletus had won a campaign, the combined Alliance-Codlition forceswere in action,
trying to reverse whatever situation his successful actions had crested.

The efforts of the forces from Earth were ponderous and awesome. Together, the Alliance and the
Codlition had better than haf amillion military people scattered out upon the new worlds. If the full half
million could have been made effective in the campaigns Dow deCadtries was trying to conduct, any
opposition by the Dorsais or the attacked colonies could not have lasted more than afew daysin each
case.

Asit was, however, nearly haf the half million were engaged in military occupations other than those
of afighting soldier or officer. And of the more than two hundred and fifty thousand men that this left
technicaly available for active duty in the field, more than a hundred and fifty thousand at any onetime
were rendered—or managed to render themselves—ineffective through avariety of meansand for a
variety of causes.

Among these were degp suspicions and old rivaries between former Alliance officers and their new
Codlition partners; also, there waslaziness and inefficiency among those of dl ranks and politica
backgrounds, and the sheer blundering that inevitably resulted from the disorganization in such alarge,
hastily formed partnership of military units.

In spite of this, with al these subtractions, there remained ahard core of perhaps eighty thousand
well-trained and superbly equipped troops from Earth to face a couple of hundred thousand almost
useless and practically nonequipped local Colonid troops, plus areative handful of Dorsais. Cletus could
hardly have put twenty thousand Dorsai men in thefield, even if he had scraped together every maefrom
that smal world, including walking cripples, between the ages of twelve and eighty.

Sending smdl contingents of Dorsaisto officer Colonid troops was one solution; but only wherethe
Colonid troops had at least ashred of training and effectiveness. Where thiswas not the case—as on
Cassida—or where there simply were no native Colonia troops to officer—as on St. Marie—actua
contingents of Dorsais had to be sent.

"But why don't wejust stop?' demanded Mdlissa, anguished one day after she had come back from
vigting aneighboring household that had lost yet another of the family's men. "Why can't we just stop
sending men out?'

"For the same reason the Codition and the Alliance have combined to send men to reverse everything
we've accomplished,” Cletus answered her. "If they beat usat every point, they'll destroy our value as
soldiersfor hireto the other colonies. That'swhat Dow's redlly after. Then they'll come on to the Dorsai
and destroy us."

"Y ou can't be sure of that—that they're out to destroy us!™

"l can't be other than sure. Nor can anyone who's thought the matter through,” said Cletus. "We were
winning every campaign and proving ourselves superior to their own troops. A little more of that, and
troops from the Alliance and the Coalition wouldn't be needed any more on the new worlds. And with
the need gone for any military support from Earth, thered go Earth's influence among the colonies. This
way, if they win, they protect their hold on the new worlds. Whileif wewin—"



"Win!" snorted Eachan, who wasin theroom at thetime.

"If wewin," repeated Cletus, looking steadily at the older man, "we break that hold for good. It'sa
battle for survival between us nowv—when it's over, either Earth or the Dorsai are going to be counted
out on the new worlds"

She sared a him, her eyes unnaturaly wide, for along moment of silence. "I can't believethat!" she
said at last. Sheturned to her father. "Dad—"

"Oh, it'strue enough,” said Eachan flatly, from across the room. "We wer e too successful—with
Cletus early campaigns on Newton and worlds like that. We scared the Alliance and the Coadlition, both.
Now they're out to make themsalves safe. And they're very big, and werevery small ... And welve
aready sent out the last men we've got to send.”

"They haven't any left in reserve dther,” said Cletus.
Eachan said nothing. Meissaturned back to Cletus.
"No," said Cletus, athough she had not spoken, "I don't intend to lose.”

Eachan till said nothing. In the silence, distantly, the front door annunciator chimed. A second later,
an aide opened the door.

"Rebon, Exotic Outbond to the Dorsal, Sr," he said.
"Bring himin," said Cletus. The aide stood aside and a dight man in blue robes entered the room.

Hisface held the eterna Exotic calm, but his expression was serious nonetheless. He came up to
Cletus as both Cletus and Eachan got to their feet.

"I've got some bad news I'm afraid, Cletus" he said. "A military force of the Alliance-Coalition Peace
Force has saeized the Maran core-tgp site and dl the equipment and techniciansthere.”

"Onwhat basis?" snapped Eachan.

"The Codition hasfiled clams againgt the Associated Advanced Communities of Newton,” said
Rebon, turning dightly to face Eachan. "They've sei zed the core-tap Ste asan AAC asset pending
Settlement of their claim. Mondar"—he turned back to Cletus—"asks your help.”

"When did this happen?' asked Cletus.
"Eight hours ago,” said Rebon.

"Eight hourd" exploded Eachan. The fastest spaceship—and there was no known swifter way of
transmitting messages across interstellar space—required at least three daysto cover the light-years
between Maraand the Dorsai. Rebon's eyes veiled themsalves dightly.

"| assureyouit'strue,” he murmured.

"And whered the troops come from?' demanded Eachan. He threw aglance a Cletus. "They weren't
supposed to have any more availablel™

"From the Friendlies, undoubtedly,” replied Cletus.

Rebon lifted his gaze back to Cletus, dowly. "That'strue," he said, on anote of surprise. "You
expected this?"'

"| expected deCastriesto hire help from Harmony or Association eventudly,” said Cletus, brusquely.
"Il leaveright away."

"For the core-tap Ste on Mara?' Relief sounded in Rebon'svoice. Y ou can raise mento help us,
then?'

"No. Alone. For Kultis" said Cletus, dready striding out of the room, "to talk to Mondar.”

Boarding the spaceship that would take him to Kultis, he encountered at the foot of the boarding
ladder Vice-Marshd Arvid Johnson and Battle Operator William Athyer, who had been ordered to meet



him here. Cletus stopped for amoment to speak to them.

"Well," said Cletus, "do you il have any notion | gave you anothing job when | put you in charge of
defending the Dorsai ?"

"No, ar." Arvid looked camly at him.

"Good. It'sup to you then,” said Cletus. "Y ou know the principles behind whatever action you'll need
to take. Good luck."

"Thank you," said Bill. "Good luck to you, too, sr."

"l make it apoint not to know thelady," said Cletus. "I can't afford to count on her."
He went up the boarding ladder and the entry port of the ship closed behind him.
Five minuteslater it legped skyward in thunder and was|ost into space.

25

Mondar had changed in some indefinable way, since Cletus had seen him last, when they met againin
Mondar's garden-enclosed residence in Bakhala. There were no new linesin the calm face, no touch of
gray inthe Exotic's hair, but the blue eyes, like Mdissa's, were becoming strangely deeper in color, as
though the time that had passed had dredged new levels of understanding in the mind behind them.

"Y ou can't help uson Mara, then, Cletus?' were the words with which he greeted Cletus on the
latter'sarrival.

"l don't have any moretroopsto send,” said Cletus. "And if | had, I'd strongly suggest we not send
them.”

They passed through the halls of Mondar's house, walking side by side, and emerged into an
enclosure haf-room, haf-arbor, where Mondar waved Cletus to awide, basket-weave chair, and then
took onelikeit himsdf. All thistime Mondar had not spoken; but now he did.

"We stand to |ose more than we can afford, if welose our present investment in the core-tap,” said
Mondar. "Weve gill got acontingent of your Dorsais herein Bakhalla. Can't we use some of them to
retake the core-tap site?'

"Not unless you want the additional Alliance-Codition troops that have been put into Neuland to
come boiling over the border into your colony, here," said Cletus. ™Y ou don't want that, do you?'

"No," said Mondar. "We don't want that. But what's to be done about the Friendly mercenaries
occupying the core-tap Ste?"

"Leavethem there" said Cletus.

Mondar gazed at him. "Cletus," he said softly after asecond, "you aren't just trying to justify this
Stuation you've crested?

"Do you trust my judgment?' countered Cletus.

"I've got ahigh regard for it," Mondar answered dowly, "persondly. But I'm afraid that most of the
other Outbonds here and in the Maran colonies of our people don't share that high regard at the

"But they ill trust you to make the decisions about me, don't they?" asked Cletus.
Mondar gazed at him, curioudy. "What makesyou so sure of that?' he asked.

"Thefact that I've gotten everything I've ever asked the Exotics for, through you—up until now,"
answered Cletus. "Y ou're the man who has to recommend me as a bad bet or agood one, ill, aren't
you?'



"Yes," said Mondar, with something of asigh. "And that'swhy I'm afraid you won't find me as
persondly partia to you now as| might be, Cletus. I've got aresponsibility to my fellow Exotics now that
makes me take a harder view of the Stuation than | might take by myself. Also, I've got aresponsbility to
cometo some kind of adecision between you and the Alliance-Codlition combination.”

"What's the procedure if you decide for them—and against us?' asked Cletus.

"I'm afraid we'd have to come to the best possible terms with them that we could,” Mondar
answered. "Undoubtedly they'd want usto do more than dismiss the troops we've now got in hirefrom
you, and cal inyour loan. They'd want usto actively throw our support on their Sde, hire their troops
and help them againgt you on the Dorsal.”

Cletus nodded. "Y es, that's what they'd want,” he said. "All right, what do you need to decide to stick
withthe Dorsa?"

"Some indication that the Dorsal ands a chance of surviving the present situation,” said Mondar. "To
begin with, I've told you we face a severe lossin the case of the Maran core-tap, and you said just now,
even if you had the troops to spare, you'd suggest doing nothing about the Alliance-Coalition occupation
of the dite. Y ou must have some reasoning to back that suggestion?"

"Certainly," said Cletus. "If you stop and think for amoment, you'l redlize the core-tap project itself is
perfectly safe. It'sastructure with both potentia and actual value—to the Alliance and Coadlition, aswell
asto anyone else. Maybe they've occupied the site, but you can be sure they aren't going to damage the
work done so far by the men or machinesthat can finishit.”

"But what good'sthat do us, if it staysin their hands?'

"It won't stay long," said Cletus. "The occupying troops are Friendlies and their religious, cultura
discipline makes them excellent occupying troops—but that's al. They look down their noses a the very
people who hire them, and the minute their pay stops coming they'll pack up and go home. So wait a
week. At the end of that time either Dow will have won, or | will. If heswon, you can gill make terms
with him. If I've won, your Friendlieswill pack up and leave a aword from me."

Mondar looked at him narrowly. "Why do you say aweek?" he asked.

"Becauseit won't belonger that that," Cletus answered. "Dow's hiring of Friendly troops gives away
the fact that he's ready for a showdown.”

"It does?' Mondar's eyes were till closaly watching him. Cletus met them squarely with his own gaze.

"That'sright," he said. "We know the number of the available fied troopsin the Alliance-Codlition
force that Dow's put together. It can be estimated from what we aready knew of the number of troops
the Alliance and the Coadlition had out on the new worlds, separately. Dow had to use dl of them to Sart
enough brush warsto tieup dl my Dorsais. He hadn't any spare fighting men. But, by replacing his
fighting troops with Friendlies, he can temporarily withdraw aforce grest enough, in theory, to destroy
me. Therefore the appearance of Friendly troops under Dow's command can only mean he'sforming
such ashowdown force."

"Y ou can't be sure hishiring of Friendlies as mercenaries meansjust that, and not something ese.”

"Of course | can,” said Cletus. "After dl, | was the one who suggested the use of the Friendly troops
inthat way."

"You suggested?' Mondar stared.

"In effect,” said Cletus. "l stopped off a Harmony mysalf some time back, to talk to James
Arm-of-the-Lord and suggest he hire out members of his Militant Church asraw materid to fill uniforms
and swell the officid numbers of my Dorsais. | offered him alow price for the men. It hardly took any

imagination to foresee that once the ideald been suggested to him, held turn around as soon as I'd left and
try to get ahigher price from Dow for the same men, used the same way."



"And Dow, of course, with Alliance and Codition money, could pay ahigher price," said Mondar,
thoughtfully. "But if that'strue, why didn't Dow hire them earlier?’

"Because exposng them to conflicts with my Dorsaiswould have quickly given away the fact that the
Friendlies hadn't any red military skills," replied Cletus. "Dow's best use of them could come only from
putting them into uniform briefly, to replace the dite Alliance-A ssociation troops he wanted to withdraw
secretly, for afina battle to settle dl matters.”

"You seem,” said Mondar dowly, "very sure of dl this, Cletus.”

"That's natural enough,” said Cletus. "It'swhat 1've been pointing toward ever sincel sat down at the
table with Dow and the rest of you on board the spaceship to Kultis."

Mondar raised his eyebrows. "That much planning and executing?' he said. "Still, it doesn't mean you
can be absolutely sure Dow will do what you think hell do.”

"Nothing's absolutely sure, of course,” said Cletus. "But for practical purposes I'm sure enough. Can
you get your fellow Exoticsto hold off action on the occupation of the Maran core-tap Site for seven

days?"

Mondar hesitated. "1 think so," he said. "For seven days, anyway. Meanwhile, what are you going to
do?'

"Wait," said Cletus.

"Here?' said Mondar. "With Dow, according to your estimate, gathering his best troopsto strike? I'm
surprised you left the Dorsal to come herein thefirst place.”

"No need to be surprised,” said Cletus. "Y ou know | know that the Exotics somehow seem to get
information of events on other worlds faster than the fastest spaceship can bring it. It merely seemed to
me that information might reach me asfast here asit would any place. Would you say | waswrong?'

Mondar smiled dightly. "No," he answered. "I'd have to say you weren't wrong. Be my guest, then,
whileyouwait."

"Thank you," said Cletus.

Mondar's guest, then, he remained—for three days during which he ingpected the Dorsai troopsin
Bakhdla, browsed inthelocad library that had been the scene of Bill Athyer's discovery of anew
occupation life and renewed his old acquaintance with Wefer Linet.

On the morning of the fourth day, as he and Mondar were having breakfast together, ayoung Exotic
in agreen robe brought in a paper, which he handed to Mondar without aword. Mondar glanced at it
and passed it over to Cletus.

"Dow and fifteen shiploads of Codlition elite troops,” Mondar said, "landed on the Dorsai two days
ago. They've occupied the planet.”

Cletus got to hisfest.

"What now?' Mondar looked up at him from the table. "There's nothing you can do now. Without the
Dorsa, what have you got?'

"What did | have before | had the Dorsai?' retorted Cletus. "It's not the Dorsai Dow wants, Mondar,
itsme. And aslong as|I'm able to operate, he hasn't won. I'll be leaving for the Dorsal immediately.”
Mondar got to hisfeet. "I'll go with you," he said.

26
The shuttleboat, with the Exotic sunburst emblem inlaid on its metal Sde, was alowed to land without



protest on the Dorsal at the Foralie shuttleboat pad. But on emerging with Mondar, Cletus was
immediately disarmed of his sidearm by competent-looking and obvioudy veteran troopsin Codlition
uniforms, with the white band of the Alliance-Coalition Joint Force fastened about their right deeves. The
same soldiers escorted the three men through a Foralie town where none of the loca people wereto be
seen—only the occupying soldiers—to amilitary atmosphere craft that flew them up to Grahame House.

Word of their arrival had obvioudy been sent ahead. They were escorted to the door of the main
lounge of the house, ushered inside and the door closed firmly behind them. Within, seated with drinksin
which they obvioudy had little interest, were Mdissaand Eachan, in their stiffness and unnaturalness, like
et pieces arranged to show off Dow deCadiries, dim in the gray-white Codition uniform, standing
beside the bar at the far end of the room with adrink also in his hand.

Acrosstheroom, Swahili, dso in Coalition uniform, sood holding a heavy energy handgun.

"Hello, Cletus," Dow said. "1 was expecting to find you here when | landed. I'm surprised you came
on inwhen you saw my transportsin orbit. Or didn't you think we'd have occupied all of the Dorsai yet?'

"l knew you had,” said Cletus.

"But you camein anyway? | wouldn't have," said Dow. Heraised hisdrink and sipped fromit. "Or
did you come down to trade yoursdlf if I'd turn the Dorsai 100se? If you did, that was foolish. I'm going to
turn it loose anyway. All you've doneis save me the trouble of hunting you down on some other world.
I've got to take you back to Earth, you know."

"Tobesure" said Cletus. "So | can have atrid—which will end in a death sentence. Which you can
commute to life imprisonment—after which I'll be imprisoned secretly somewhere, and eventudly just
disappear.”

"Exactly right,” said Dow.

Cletuslooked at the watch on hiswrist. "How long isit sSince your scanning screens picked up the
approach of the spaceship | camein?' he asked.

"About six hours." Dow put hisdrink down and straightened up. "Don't tell me you camein here
expecting to be rescued? Maybe the handful of officers you left here do have a screen that picked your
ship up, and maybe they did know it was you aboard her. But Cletus, we've been chasing them
twenty-four hoursaday since | brought my troopsin here. They're too busy running to worry about you,
even if they had enough men and gunsto do something.”

He stared at Cletusfor asecond. "All the same," he said, turning to Swahili, "we won't take any
chances. Go givethe local commander my ordersto set up a security cordon to the shuttleboat landing
pad in Fordie. And order a shuttle down from one of the transports. Well get Grahame aboard as soon
aspossible” Helooked back at Cletus. "1'm not going to start underestimating you now."

Swahili went out, handing his wegpon to Dow and closing the door carefully behind him.
"Y ou've never sopped underestimating me," said Cletus. "That's what brought you here.”
Dow smiled.

"No. What I'm saying is quite true," said Cletus. "I needed alever to change history and | picked youl.
From thetime | sat down at your table on the ship to Kultis, | was busy working you into this Stuation.”

Dow leaned the ebow holding the heavy handgun on the bar beside him, keeping its muzzle pointed
seadily at Cletus.

"Move afew feet away from him, Mondar," Dow said to the Exotic, who had been standing beside
and alittle behind Cletus dl thistime. "I can't imagine you sacrificing yourself to give him achanceto
escape, but theré'sno point in risking it.”

Mondar moved.
"Go on, Cletus," said Dow. "Weve got afew momentsto wait anyway. | don't believe what you're



saying a al, but if thereé's even adight chance you've been able to maneuver me, | want to know about
it

"Therésnot much to tell," said Cletus. "I started out first by attracting your attention to myself. Then|
showed you | had military genius. Then | began to make aname for myself on dl the new worlds,
knowing thiswould suggest an idea to you—theidea you could use what | was doing as an excuse to get
what you wanted for yoursdif."

"And what wasthat?' The gun in Dow's hand was steadly.

"Persona control of both the Alliance and the Codlition—and through them the new worlds,”
answered Cletus. "Y ou talked up my successes on the new worlds as athreet to both the Alliance and
the Codition, until they agreed to combine their outworld forces and put you in command of them. Once
in command, you thought al you needed was to stretch the Dorsais out so thin you could defeat them.
Then you'd capture me and use your popularity and military power to put military juntasin place of the
politica leaders at the head of both the Codition and Alliance, back on Earth. Naturdly, the generasyou
picked for the military juntas would be your men—and in time they'd be yielding up the government of al
Eathtoyou."

Swahili came back into the room. Dow handed him the handgun and, carefully covering Cletusdl the
while, Swahili crossed once more to his position on the other side of the room.

"How long?' Dow asked him.
"Twenty minutes," Swahili answered. Dow |ooked thoughtfully back at Cletus.
"Maybe atrid would betoo much of arisk after dl—" He broke off.

There were shouts, and the sharp, chorused whistling of conerifles outside the house, followed by the
heavy sizzle of at |east one energy weapon. Swahili ran toward the door of the room.

"No!" snapped Dow. Swahili checked and spun about. Dow pointed at Cletus. "Shoot him!*

Swahili brought the energy handgun up and there was asound like the snapping of asmal stick.
Swahili checked aoruptly, turning toward Eachan, who was il Stting in his chair, but now holding the
sameflat little handgun—minus the long sniper's barrel—that he had used long ago from under the
overturned command car in which he, with Melissa, Mondar and Cletus, had been trapped on the road
to Bakhala

Swahili went suddenly, heavily, to hisknees on the carpet. The energy pistol dropped from his grasp.
Hefdl over on hisside and lay there. Dow moved sharply toward the fallen weapon.

"Don't!" said Eachan. Dow stopped abruptly. There were more sounds of voices shouting outside the
house,

Eachan got to hisfeet and walked across to the fallen energy weapon, till holding his own pistol. He
picked up the fallen gun and bent over Swahili, who was breathing raggedly.

"Sorry, Raoul," Eachan said, gently.

Swahili looked up at him and almost smiled. The dmost-smile continued and did not change. Eachan
reached down in an ol d-fashioned gesture and softly closed the lids over the unmoving eyes. He
straightened up asthe door burst open and Arvid, aconeriflein onelarge hand, strode into the room
closdy followed by Bill Athyer.

"All right, here?' said Arvid, looking at Cletus.
"All right, Arv," Cletus answered. "How about outsde?"
"Wevegot them dl,” Arvid answered.

"Y ou'd better start running in ahurry, then,” said Dow, dryly. "All these detachments of minearein
constant open-channel communication with each other. Therell be other detachments moving in here



within minutes. And where are you going to run to?"
"We'renot goingtorun at al." Arvid looked a him. "All your troops on the Dorsal are now

captured.”
Dow gtared a him. Black eyeslocked with pale blue.

"l don't believeit,” Dow said, flatly. "There are nothing but women, children and old men left on this
world."

"What of it?" Cletus asked. Dow turned to look at him. Cletus went on: "Don't you believe | could
defest afew thousand Codlition dite troops with aworldful of women, old men and children to help me?”’

Dow regarded him for afew seconds without speaking. "Yes" hesaid at last. "Y ou, Cletus—I'll
believe you could do it. But you weren't here." Helifted hisright hand and pointed hisindex finger a
Cletus. "Thething you forget—"

Therewasasmall, momentary, soundless puff of white vapor from the deeve of hisjacket. What felt
like adedgehammer smashed into Cletus upper right chest. He stumbled backward and the edge of a
table sopped him from faling.

Arvid took one long, swift pace toward Dow, his nearer hand flinging up and starting to descend,
edge-on.

"Don't kill him!" snapped Cletus, with whét little bresth waseft in him.

Arvid's hand changed direction in midair. It came down to close on Dow's outstretched arm. He
peeled back the deeve, and they all saw a dead-man'stube, areflex single-dart thrower, strapped to
Dow'swrist. Arvid broke the strap fastening |oose and tossed the tube into a corner of the room. He
caught up Dow's other arm and peeled the deeve back, but the wrist was bare.

"Don't moveat dl," Arvid said to Dow, and stepped back from him. Mdissawas dready at Cletus
Sde

"You'vegot toliedown,” shesaid.

"No." He shook his head, resisting the pull of her hands. He could not fed the extent of the damage
from the shock-point of the dart, but hisright upper body was numb and aweak dizzyness was

threstening to overwhelm him. He fought it back with al the strength of physiologica discipline he had.
"Therés something I've got to tell him."

He leaned gratefully back against the supporting edge of the table top behind him.
"Listen to me, Dow," he said. "I'm going to send you back to Earth. We're not going to kill you."
Dow looked at him fearlessy and dmost curioudly.

"If that's so, I'm sorry | shot you," he said. "I thought | was on my way out and might aswell take you
with me. But why send me back to Earth? Y ou know I'll just raise another army and come back. And
next time I'll best you."

"No." Cletus shook his head. "Earth'slost itsinfluence on the new worlds. Y oull tell them that, back
there. From now on any colony can hire half the number of Dorsai troops that the Alliance or the
Codlition suppliesto their enemy—and defeet the Earth troops easily. The Dorsaiswill dwayswin, and
any colony can afford to hirethem.”

Dow frowned. "It's you that make Dorsais potent,” he said. "And you won't last forever.”

"But | will." Cletus had to pauseto fight off the encroaching dizziness again. Barely, once more, he
won the battle and went on.

"Just asyou said—I wasn't here when you landed. And a planetful of women, children and oldsters
beat you. That's because | was as good as here. Y ou see these two?' He nodded weakly toward Arvid
and Bill.



"Thererethe two parts of me," he said, amost whispering now. "The theoretician and the field
generd. Theonly orders| left them wasto defend Dorsai. But they defended it just the way | would
have—right down to being here, when | knew they would, to rescue me from you. Theré's no end to the
Dorsais now. Earth won't ever have troops able to beat them.” The dizziness surged in on him and he
forced it back.

" ... why?" he heard Dow saying. He looked about for the man and saw the lean face under the black
hair and graying templesfloating asif on afied of migt.

"It'stime for the new worldsto go freg," Cletus said. "They had to break loose from the Alliance, the
Codition—from al Earth—and make themsalvesinto what they're meant to be. It wastime. | did it."

" ... because of the books you wanted to write, you said." Dow's voice faded out amost to
nothingness and then roared like the sound of surf on hisears.

“That ... too ... " Cletus held hard to the table edge behind him with both hands, for the floor was
threatening to dissolve under hisfeet. "The last sixteen volumes will be tactics only as Dorsais-to-come
can use ... no useto ordinary military, back on Earth. Only with anew sort of soldier ... with
resraint ... obligation ... mindand body ... "

There was no more.

After what seemed many centuries of nothingness, he drifted back to fuzzy consciousnessto find
himsdf lying on abed. A young commandant wearing medica indgniawasjust finishing abroad bandage
across his upper chest, and behind the commandant stood Melissaand Mondar.

"I'm not dead ... then?" he asked, hearing the words come out in awhisper so wesk it was ridiculous.

"Dow used the wrong weapon on you, Cletus,” said Mondar. "Dartsthat trigger astate of physical
shock and collapse are dl right for killing ordinary men, but not one like you, who'strained his
physiological processesto obey hiswill automaticaly. Y oure going to live—isn't he, Doctor?"

"Absolutely.” The medica commandant straightened up and stepped back from the bedside. "He
should have died on his feet within thefirst minute and a hdf after he was hit. When he got past that point,
there was no place for his system to go but toward recovery.”

He handed a hypospray arm band to Medissa. " See that he does alot of deeping,” he said. "Come on,
Outbond."

The figures of the two men moved out from Cletus fied of vison. He heard adoor close at alittle
distance. Mdissa sat down in the chair the doctor had occupied and began to strap the hypospray
around Cletus deevelessright arm.

"Y ou don't haveto do that," he whispered to her. ™Y ou can go now, to Earth or anywhere you want.
Itsal over."

"Dont tak," shesad. "It'sall nonsense, anyway. If I'd wanted to go, I'd have gone right after you
made me marry you. | could have dreamed up some excuse—to explain it to Dad. Y ou know hed
believe anything | told him."

He stared a her. "Then why didn't—"
"Because you told me you loved me," she said. "That was dl | wanted to know."
Herolled his head alittle, weakly and negetively, on the pillow. "'l said—"

Shefinished strapping the hypospray on hiswrist and bent down and kissed him, stopping the words
onhislips.

"Youidiot!" shesad, fiercdy and tenderly. "Y ou magnificent, genius-idiot! Do you think | paid any
attention to what you said?'
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