OLIVINE, RENEGADE

HisMaster'sVice

His ship roused EImo Ixton out of degpdeep to the customary view of broad Kansas prairie, but he felt
more uneasy than usua. Maybe the degp hadn't been deep enough to keep his subconscious knocked
out the entire two weeks.

The thing to do was not think about it.

With vigorous movements, and with cheerfulness intended to fool himsdlf, he bounced out of the
deeptank and began exercisng. " Schedule and coffee, Rollo," he said between bends.

"Yes, gr, Proxad Ixton," the ship responded snappily.
"Planetfadl on Roseate in saventeen minutes. Coffee coming right up, Sr.”

The prairie flickered and vanished from the holophane bulkheads, to be replaced by aview of nearby
space with what was presumably the planet Roseate floating low to starboard.

"NO!" Ixtonydled franticaly, clutching a the back of his control chair for support. "Put the prairie
back!"

"Yes, Sr," said the ship as Kansas regppeared. "Sorry, sir. Thought you would want to see the approach,
ar." Ixton clung to the chair, stiffened his back to military erectness, and tried to push the terror from the
spot where it nestled oneinch behind his eyes. "Not thistime, Rollo," he managed to say in astrangled
voice. "Nothing | could seefromout . . . from here. . . would be of concern to my duties on Rosegte.”

"Very wel, gr. Hereésyour coffee, gr.”

Ixton sank into the chair. With shaking hand he lifted the steaming cup from the serving pedestd that had
risen out of the lounge deck. He sipped and said, "Excellent coffee, Rollo. Creamed and sugared just
right." Rollo, after al, had fedings of sortsand didn't enjoy being yelled at. And of course the ship
appreciated words of praise.

"Thank you, gr," the ship responded, the words sounding alittle stiff to Ixton.

As hedrank the coffee Ixton made his eyesrest on the distant Kansas horizon, past the homesteads
baking under an early autumn sun. But for some reason the view lacked itsusua tranquilizing effect,
athough he sat as solidly in hischair as he could, and tried to imagine the mass of old Mother Earth
beneath him. Whether his degp had been too shalow, or whether the toughness of his assignment on
Roseste was getting to him, he didn't know. One thing he did know: he wanted down asfast as possible.

"Areyou getting landing indructions yet?' he asked.

"No, ar."

"Why not?" he demanded, trying to keep anxiety out of hisvoice.

"| was awaiting your command, Sr."

Damm! Ixton fumed to himsdlf. Now I've got Rollo too skittish to flip a relay on his own hook!

"O.K.," hesad, "cal Port Control for instructions. And let metalk to them, please.”



"Roseate Control herel" barked a console speaker afew seconds later. "Receiving PSS Rollo. Go
ahead."

"Hello, Port Control," replied Ixton. "Thisis Proxad ElImo Ixton, manning PSS Rollo, coming infor
landing with aTUA of twelve minutes forty seconds. Request landing ingtructionsto ship.”

"Y ou can come straight in, Sr," responded Port Control. "We've been waiting for you! Instructions
follow." Asaseries of blips and squawks began coming through, the speaker volume dropped to a
whigper, since thiswas matter of no interest to Ixton. The man got up and paced the deck, feeling twitchy
and wanting a cigarette, or something. Well, why not?

"Let me have asmoke, Rollo," he directed.

"Yes, ar." A thin white tube pushed out of the serving pedestd. Ixton grabbed the lighted cigarette and
took adeep drag. Thisrelaxed him dightly, but he resumed pacing as he smoked.

At last he demanded, "Can't you shorten that TUA acouple of minutes, Rollo?"
"Yes, gr. I'll get usdown as swiftly aspossible, ar.”
"Do that!" snapped Ixton.

He paced some more and tried to plan a course of action to follow once he landed. But al he could
redly do wastry to imagine the various posshilities that might confront him. Omar Olivinewasfar from
an ordinary fugitive from justice. Not many years back Olivine had been aproxad in the Space Patrol
himsdalf—a competent proxad, and highly resourceful.

Ixton hoped to Smply St on the Stuation until Patrol reinforcements arrived—if the planet's officias
would stand for that. Technically and legdly, Ixton's authority on Roseate would be supreme—a Space
Patrolman'stitle of "proxad" stood for "proxy admird," and it carried dl theweight it implied. But law
enforcement couldn't be divorced from palitics and diplomacy, and part of I1xton's job wasto avoid
gtirring anti-Patrol sentiment on Roseate, or any other world. And the planet had aready been under total
guarantine for two weeks, awaiting Ixton's arrival, and was doubtless indignant about it by now. Ixton
pushed the butt of his cigarette into the wastecatcher and stared out over the prairie. There ought to be a
way to make holophane scenes more redigtic, he fretted. The focus was clear enough, the depth was
convincing, and the colors far more accurate than they had been when he was akid twenty years ago.
But there was till adead giveaway in thefalSity of the viewer's relationship to the view: the deck of his
control lounge did not actudly attach itsdlf to the prairie scene. It could be taken as athin sheet of metal
nearly flush with the ground of the prairie, or it could be the top of atall tower, or the surface of aflying
platform hewasriding, or . . .

He grabbed the back of the chair, swaying and muttering angrily at himself.
"Pardon, Sr?" asked Rollo.

"Nothing! Never mind! Just get us down from herel”

"Yes, dr. Only five more minutes, Sr!"

"Cigarettel”

"Ancther, Sr?'

"Y es, damn it, another! Quit dawdling."



The ship produced another cigarette for him and he sat down, glaring at the control consolein front of the
chair, not daring another look at the prairie scene.

The PSS Rollo dropped toward Rosesate's port swiftly enough to produce afairly spectacular meteor
trall. If any fidgety planetary officias had been watching the gpproach on radar, they would have been
most gratified by the haste with which the Petrol was coming to take the Situation in hand.

The ship braked at the last possible second and came down with engines roaring. The shocktubes
squeded painfully when the tripads banged on the plastcrete hardtop and the ship shivered to a halt.

"Touchdown, sr," said the ship.

"Touch" hardly seemed theword for it to Ixton, who had fdt the thuds despite the paragravity field. But
he had asked for it. He took adeep, jerky breath and said, "Very good, Rollo. Exterior view, please.”

The prairie gave way to the unpretty sight of Roseate's spaceport, awide expanse of empty and dirty
plastcrete, marked here and there with crash-depressions and cargo-spillage stains. The Port Control
building stood half amile away, and beyond it he could see in the distance the outskirts of Roseate
City—the planet's principal town with some three hundred thousand souls.

Of course thelounge deck did not attach itsalf to this view any more definitely than it had to the prairie,
but thiswas unimportant. Ixton knew this scene wasfor redl, that Rollo was squetting firmly inthe middle
of that ugly plastcrete. The knowledge was vastly comforting.

"Link into loca communications,”" he directed.

"Yes, gr," said Rollo, and amoment later the console screen lighted to show ayoung woman visiphone
operator. "Yes, sir?" she echoed Rollo's words.

"I'm Proxad EImo Ixton of the Space Patrol. Put me through to the Governor.”
"Right away, Proxad Ixton, and welcome to Roseate,”" she said with businesdike coquetry.
Ixton gazed sternly at her, and she got busy. "Here's Governor Drake, Sr."

Drake had the heavy face and dertness of eye that, Ixton supposed, had been displayed by the mgority
of politicians since ancient Babylon. He beamed, "Welcome to Roseste, Proxad—"

"Ixton," the Patrolman supplied. "Elmo Ixton. Thank you, Governor Drake. | want to confer with you and
the planetary police chief as quickly as possible, Governor, and for anumber of reasonsit would be
desirableto hold the meeting here, in my ship. | hope that isn't too much of animposition.. . "

"Oh, no!" said the governor with a quickly conceded flicker of annoyance. "Hassbruch and | will bethere
within an hour! Asyou can well imagine, Proxad Ixton, we're anxiousto clear up this Situation
immediately, and you can count on our fullest cooperation.”

"| appreciate that, Governor. I'll be waiting.”

Ixton knew he had not handled the governor very diplomaticaly, but he redlized, too, that he had very
little talent dong those lines. There was too much stiff funlessnessin Ixton's makeup for peopleto warm
to him eadily. Even among his colleagues of the Petrol he was usually the man who stood slent and alone
at thefringe of the crowd. Of course hisfear of space and height—the reason why he spent hisflight-time
in the oblivion of degpd egp—made him more shy and withdrawn than he might have been. But even
without that unremediable weskness, he would have remained a stiffneck, and he knew it. That was his



personality, and he was stuck withiit.

But there were advantages. Perhaps he was short on friends, but people did have confidence in him. He
was known as a "tough cop."

"More coffee, Sir?" asked the ship.

"Not now, Rollo," he said. Being on firm ground he felt much better, so after amoment he added, " Rallo,
| regret theway | behaved aswe were coming in. I've told you the reason for it before—this
unreasonable, uh, tension | sometimes experience when I'min ahigh place. I'm afraid | can't explainit to
you very clearly.”

"Never mind, dr,” said the ship. "I understand perfectly.”

Ixton frowned at the response. That waslaying it on pretty thick, after al. Rollo, with his compucortex,
saying he could "understand perfectly” ahuman mental mafunction! Was Rollo patronizing him? But of
course Rollo meant well, and it wouldn't do to take exception to the remark. But Ixton was deeply irked,
nevertheless.

"One question | would liketo ask, sir," said Rollo.
"Shoot," Ixton replied.

"Inview of thiscondition, Sir, why do you remain on active Patrol duty rather than accept a post that
would keep you on the ground?"

"Because my work isimportant . . . and | can do it well. Also, except for the travel, which | can deep
through, | find the discharge of my duties most gratifying.”

The ship congdered that for amoment before responding, "May | say, Sir, that you are ahighly
courageous person to proceed with your work despite your condition.”

Definitely patronizing! Well, perhaps that was to be expected, Ixton admitted. The overt attitude of a
Patrol ship to its proxad took whatever form the proxad found desirable. Since Ixton felt comfortablein a
grict, semimilitary atmosphere, he had set atone of formal courtesy with Rollo—the relationship between
an officer and an enlisted man. And enlisted men were notorious for patronizing officerd

It was aflaw in the man-ship gestdt that he would have to accept, Ixton supposed.

"Thank you, Rollo," he said coldly. "Now let's monitor thelocal newscasts for any information on our
quarry.” But he learned nothing of importance concerning Omar Olivine before the governor and police
chief arrived. He met with them in the conference chamber on Rollo's third deck.

The perfect lie detector would be, of course, a dependable telepath, but that seemingly wasa
contradiction of terms. Such agencies as the Space Patrol fell back on detection equipment similar in
principle to the ancient polygraph, but far more sophisticated in application. That used by Ixton could
monitor, viaan intricate microdar system, the dight loca fluctuations of blood pressure within asubject's
brain during interrogation—fluctuations that reflected closdly the emotional State of the interviewee,

The microdar monitor was highly portable. Ixton could carry it aout in asmall saichd. He could have
taken it to the offices of the governor and the police chief to conduct hisinterviews. But when aman of
Omar Olivingstaents and inclinations had been running loose on Roseste for over two years, Ixton
could not be sure there was still an honest high official on the planet. It could be fatally indiscreet for him
to step outside the protection of his ship until he had someidea of who he could trust. He seated the two



officid swhere the unseen microdar scanners could examine them, and went behind his desk to watch the
play of colorson their monitor lights.

"Gentlemen," he began, "the Patrol's job isto gpprenend Omar Olivine on this planet. It took years of
gathering and sfting information to track him here. If he gets off Roseate, dl that work will haveto be
repeated. Thus, it isessentid that we keep Olivine cornered here until heistaken, or killed."

"If heshereat dl," groused Police Chief Hassbruch, "which you can't prove by me. And | think | know
what's going on on this planet! It'smy job to know."

"| appreciate your attitude,” said Ixton—which he did, because the deep greening of Hassbruch's monitor
light showed no trace of deception. "But the Patrol's CIP system has dl the conservatism of the typical
heavy computer. When it finds a ninety-five per cent probability that Olivineis on your planet, you can
bet the red probability is one hundred per cent. And he won't merely be hiding. Hell beup to
something—uwith your crimina eement, or your political macontents, or . . . "

"I question that!" broke in Governor Drake. " Chief Hassboruch knows our crimina dement, and | know
our political soreheads. If somebody like Olivine was stirring up the snakes, you can bet your boots one
of uswould bewisetoit." Another honest response, Ixton noted with relief.

"Dont beinsulted, gentlemen,” he said, "when | answer your doubts by saying that Olivineiscleverer
than either of you. He's cleverer than |, for that matter. He's here, and he's up to something! But he's
keeping histracks covered. If he's not organizing the criminals or the mal contents, maybe he's
undermining your own associates. How sure are you gentlemen that al your own men are il
trustworthy?'

Hassbruch'slight glimmered purple, and hisface verified hisuncertainty.
"How about it, Chief Hassbruch?' Ixton prompted.

"Wl . . . thereés one man, asergeant of the old schooal. I've had him on the carpet afew times. His
name's Jacobsen."

"I'dliketotak to him alittlelater," sad Ixton.

Therest of the interview was devoted mainly to Ixton's attempt to convince the planetary officials that
more Patrolmen should be awaited before an effort was made to take Olivine. A cruiser, manned by
three proxads, was dueto arrivein five days.

But Governor Drake blustered, and his monitor light glowed blood-red.

"What'sthe Patrol trying to do, starve us?' he bellowed. "This quarantine's costing us eighty million
creditsaday, and that's the gross profit figure! What's more, the cost getsworse the longer it lasts! My
people won't stand for another week of thiswaiting!”

"l understand your position,” said Ixton patiently, "and | regret the cost of the quarantine. But—"

Thiswas not the kind of argument Ixton was good at winning. Drake threatened politica reprisas againgt
the Patral if the Olivine affair were dragged out, and cited the powerful Earth friends of Roseate who
would take up the cudgd in the planet's behdf. He did not neglect the point that Omar Olivine wasthe
Patrol's own rotten apple, and that he therefore should be dealt with without inconvenience to the civilian
public.

Ixton had answers to Drake's arguments, but they were not answers that would change the governor's



mind. So he had to accept defest.

Hewasin agrumpy frame of mind as he rode into Roseate City with the two officids. Drake was taken
to Government Center, and Ixton went on to Police Headquarters with Hassbruch. He set up shop in one
of theinterrogation rooms, and the chief brought Sergeant Jacobsen in for questioning.

It took only afew minutes to determine that Jacobsen was indeed a cop of theold
school—heavy-handed, but intensely loya and genuinely concerned about hisinability to understand
Hassbruch's more modern philosophy of law enforcement. Though the sergeant was fifteen years ol der
and eighty pounds heavier than Proxad Ixton, the Patrolman felt a definite sense of identification with him.

"Do you know of any didoyalty on the police force?' Ixton asked him.
The microdar monitor revealed the same uncertainty on Jacobsen' part that Hassbruch had shown earlier.
"If you don't know of any, do you suspect any?' prompted Ixton.

"W, there are men on the force | don't have much persona confidencein,” Jacobsen admitted
grudgingly.

"Such aswho?" asked I xton. Jacobsen hemmed and hawed until Hassoruch broke in with obvious
annoyance.

"I know he'sreferring to Lieutenant Waed" he grated. "Waesis ayounger man who was promoted past
him, much to Jacobsen's resentment. A very good man!”

"Isthat right, Sergeant?" asked Ixton. Jacobsen nodded glumly.
"Why do you suspect him?"

"Well, maybeit'sjust that he ain't my kind of policeman, sir. But since he's had charge of recruitment, he's
brought in alot of young men whosetalk | don't like." After amoment of thought, Ixton said, " Thank you,
Sergeant. Asyou know, I'm here on ajob that could be tough and dangerous, and I'll probably need
police assstance beforeit'sover. If | do, | hope you'll be working with me."

A surprised look of pleasure creased the sergeant'sface. "1 hope o, too, sir!" he replied.

"That'sall for now," said Ixton. The sergeant saluted and marched out of the room. " Could we have
Lieutenant Wdesin next, Chief?'

Still peeved, Hassbruch shrugged. "Sure. I'll get him." He went out and returned with atal, snappy young
man who favored Ixton with a bright smile and afirm handshake.

"Thisisarare honor, Proxad Ixton!" Lieutenant Wales said warmly, "smply to meet aman of your
accomplishments, much lessto have the privilege of working with you in some smdl way!™

Ixton was glad nobody had amicrodar monitor on him, to read his disgust. Rollo's smple-minded
patronizing was annoying enough. But this Waeswas a bootlicker! Perhaps Chief Hassbruch went for
that kind of line. ..

"Thank you, Lieutenant,” he answered frogtily. "Won't you have a seet, please.”

Assoon as Wales sat, and cameinto the focus of the scanner, the monitor light glowed a definite yellow.
Ixton unobtrusively fumbled with the catch of his satchel, to turn on the lashback transmitter.



"Lieutenant, what can you tel me about Omar Olivine?' he asked.
"Nothing at dl, I'm sorry to say, Sir.”

"Youve never met him?"'

"No, 5r."

Each answer had produced an accusatory orange glow on the monitor. Ixton turned up the lashback
power, and Wales rubbed histempleslightly.

"Y ou have neither met him nor talked to him on the phone?”

"Definitely not, gr,” Wales grimaced with the pain his answer bounced back into his head. Looking
puzzled and alittle Sick, hetried to temporize: "Of course, one can't dways be sure of the identity of
people on the phone, so perhaps without knowing—" He shut up and clenched histeeth.

"What'swrong with you, Lieutenant?' barked Hassbruch.
"A ...adight headache, gir,” muttered Wales.
"Oh? Sorry to hear that. Proxad, perhaps we could talk to Waes when he's fedling better.”

"There's nothing wrong with Wales," Ixton growled, "that honest answersto my questionswon't cure.
Let'sstart at the beginning. Tell me about Olivine, Waled"

"But | told you | know noth. . . 1" He clamped his head in his arms and appeded frantically to
Hassbruch.

"Chief, | don't know what this. . . this sadist isdoing to me, but he'susing torture! Surely, Sir, you're not
going to alow him to do thisto one of your most loyd . .. OWM"

"That'sthe biggest lieyet, isn't it, Waes?' Ixton remarked. "Just how didoya areyou?'

"I'mnot. .. STOP IT!" Wales screamed. He legped from the chair and bolted for the door, but
Hassbruch grabbed him by the collar and yanked him back. The chief's face was suddenly purple with

rage.

"Sit down!" he roared, shoving Walesinto the chair and turning to Ixton. "Proxad, | don't know what
youreupto, but . . . well, you are a proxad, and that means something! And | don't like the way Wales
reacted to that last question.”

"Neither do I, and neither did he," Ixton replied grimly. " Start talking, Wales. Tell usabout Olivine, and
what you'redoing for him."

Sowly, the truth came out of the lieutenant: the location of Olivingsfortified hideout in the mountains, the
names of Wales confederates on the police force, their plansfor infiltrating and seizing the government of
Roseate with Olivine masterminding behind the scenes, the disposa through trade channels of certain
"hot" valuables Olivine had brought with him to the planet, and so on for acouple of hours.

The disclosures kept Police Headquarters hopping the rest of the day, getting witnessed confessions,
running down suspects in other government departments, and more interrogations than Ixton could keep
track of.

Latein the evening Ixton sat in Hassbruch's office having afina cup of coffee with the chief.



"What surprisesme," said a dazed Hassbruch, "isthat none of our crimina big shotswere involved with
Olivineinthis. They havetdent he could use."

"I expected that, mysdlf," Ixton nodded. "It would fit Olivines MO. But Walestold us Olivine refused his
offersto put him in touch with your racketeer crowd, saying that crimina types weren't trustworthy.
Maybe Olivine has |earned through experience, and has changed hisMO. He'saclever guy, after dl.”

The chief shook his head doubtfully, but said nothing. Ixton amost smiled. Having proved so inept a
judge of character in Wales case, Hassbruch was now very reticent about voicing his opinions. The day
hed left him awiser man.

"I'll be going after Olivine tomorrow,” Ixton said. "I'd like Sergeant Jacobsen and three other officers of
his choosing to back me up. And if you have forest rangers on Roseste—men who know their way
around in those mountains—I could use a couple of them, too."

"I'll arrangeit,” said the chief. "Also, I'll assign you a couple of armored cloptersto fly you—"

"No clopterd” said Ixton quickly. "Well go in by land because.. . . because Olivine won't expect that.”
"Good thinking!" gpplauded the chief.

Thinking, Ixton admitted to himself, had nothing to do withiit.

The next day he wondered painfully if the cloptersredly could have been worse.

Olivine's hideout was less than fifty milesfrom the city, and al but the last two could be covered, if rather
bumpily and definitely frighteningly, by groundcar on the narrow loggers roads. Still, Olivingslocation
was something of apole of inaccessibility for atraveler on the ground. From the spot where they |eft the
cars, therewas no trail of any kind through the dense undergrowth, up and down the dizzying stone
ledges, and across streams that gurgled between huge jumbles of boulders. The two rangers had shaken
their heads dolefully the moment Ixton showed them their destination on the map Wales had marked.
And long before the expedition reached the hideout, the steep terrain had the proxad in awesk-kneed,
depressed condition, with a strong foreboding of failure.

He was surprised by the ease with which Olivine was taken, once they arrived. The agpproach by ground
had indeed been unexpected and unprepared-for. Olivine had been out in the open, inspecting his
ack-ack emplacements, when they crept up.

"Y ou're covered by haf adozen guns, Oliving!" caled Ixton, stepping into the open with leveled stunner.
"Makeit easy on yoursdf!"

Olivine stared, then dowly raised his hands. Ixton and Jacobsen stepped forward to frisk him thoroughly,
and cuff hiswrigts behind him. The renegade was still a handsome man, with anestly trimmed beard, but
somewhat paunchy from inactivity.

"I can dmost remember you, Proxad,” he said lightly.
"Thename's EImo Ixton."

"Oh, surel” Olivine grinned. "'l place you now. The stick-in-the-mud sobersides. Still atrue-blue upholder
of gatusand legdity, huh?'

Ixton's lipstightened and he kept silent.



"Damn!" grunted Olivine, giving him the once-over.

"Did you get al those scratches and scrapes fighting through the bush? | hope you don't intend to drag
me back the way you came!”

"No," said Ixton, making aquick decision. A clopter ride back to town would be frightening, but so
would another hike over dl that tilted countryside. And the ride would be mercifully brief. Besides, now
that Olivine was captured, he had no tellable excuse for staying on the ground. " Jacobsen, have your men
check those ack-ack controlsto make sure they're not on automatic fire, and then radio for a couple of
clopters.”

"Yes gar.”
Ixton broke out his microdar kit and fixed the scanner on Olivine. The monitor light gleamed yellow.

"What do you have cached around here?' Ixton asked. Olivine grinned but did not speak. Ixton turned
on the lashback transmitter. " Start talking, Olivine!™ he demanded.

A grimace of pain twisted Olivine'sface, but he was an ex-Petrolman. He could stand up under
torture—and he knew silence was the best defense againgt microdar. Ixton shrugged. "Hassbruch's men
can take this place apart arock at atime," hesaid. "Y ou'll gain nothing by keeping quiet. Why not do it
the easy way?"

Olivine did not speak. The monitor light was flashing bursts of deep yellow, which meant he wastrying to
hide something of importance. But what, the proxad wondered.

"Clopter coming in!" Jacobsen sang out afew minutes later.

"Fine. That was quick work," said Ixton distractedly, sill staring at Olivine, who was Sitting very quietly
on astump. The renegade's monitored reactions were definitely puzzling—no rage at being captured, no
deep depression. Just an overd| coolness, plus adetermination to deceive, to give no hint concerning the
nature of some secret. Olivine was motionless, gazing fixedly at the ground in front of him, asif amere
glance in the wrong direction would give something awvay. He did not even look up at the approaching
clopter ...

"Take cover quick!" Ixton yeled to hismen. But the warning was not in time. A stun-gas bomb had
been dropped from the clopter, to explode whitely afew feet above their heads. Ixton was not aware of

passing out.

Consciousnessreturned in stages. He was still out in the bush, but not at the hideout. Hewaslying on the
ground with bound wrists and ankles. Men were talking nearby, and he recognized Olivingsvoice.

"That was part of the plan,” he was explaining to somebody. "The Patrol was supposed to get wiseto
Waesand hisboysif | waslocated. Why do you think | went to such trouble to keep your organization
completely separate from his? Wales was amere distraction, adecoy, to keep the proxad too busy to
come snooping after you guysin the rackets.”

"But if weain't taking over, we gottaleave Roseate!" arough voice objected.

"As poor asthis planet's going to be for the next couple of decades," sneered Olivine, "you wouldn't want
to stick around, anyway. They'll be aweek finding out just how thoroughly their treasury has been raided.
Well be on our way to bigger and better things long before then.”

"On our way how?' the other demanded.



"Proxad Ixton will provide transportation—the kind of transportation I've wanted to use again for severa
years" Olivine'svoice came closer, and aboot jarred Ixton'sribs.

"Wake up and join the party, Ixton!" Olivine snapped.
"You're aware by now."

Ixton opened hiseyesto peer at Olivine and severa other men. They werein asmall forest clearing,
alongside agrounded clopter.

"Have you got the gadget ready, Boddley?' Olivine asked.

"Yeah, Mr. Oliving" said alarge, stolid-looking thug, stepping forward with a device held out for
ingpection. It was an old-fashioned bullet-pistol, the muzzle of which had been welded through aholeina
circular flexomet band.

"Show our friend here how it works," Olivine directed.

The man kndlt beside Ixton, aimed the pistol at a nearby log, bent the flexomet band sideways out of the
line of fire, and squeezed the trigger. Nothing happened.

"Surprised?' asked Olivine. "Now release the trigger, Boddley." The man eased hisfinger up and the gun
fired resoundingly. A shower of chipsflew fromthelog.

"A smple but handy little device," Olivine grinned. "I dreamed it up, mysdlf. Let's say that the band's
around your head, Ixton, which it will bein afew minutes, and Boddley's behind you, holding the pistol,
with thetrigger pulled. He walks you into the clopter, wefly to the spaceport, board your ship, and take
off with me in command. What can your ship do to stop us?'

A wave of defeat swept through Ixton, made more sickening by Olivines referencesto flying in the
clopter and taking off aboard Rollo. "I. . .don't know," he muttered. "Nothing | suppose. If |
cooperate with you, which | won't."

"Oh, that's no problem! A few minutes of your own microdar lashback, at peak power and
non-discriminating, and you'll give up al thoughts of being adead hero. Mait, untie him while Boddley
puts the gadget on his head. We're moving out.”

Ixton's sight was clear by now, and helooked at Olivine again. As he suspected, the renegade had been
using the microdar to check hisreactions.

The clopter flight was uneventful, except that 1xton vomited once, which Olivine and his men found highly
amusing. Think as hard as he might, Ixton could find no flaw in Olivineg's scheme. The ship could not take
action that would lead to Ixton's death, and that meant it could not attack his captors. If Boddley had to
pull thetrigger, Rollo could finish off the whole crew before the thug's finger could even twitch.

But there was no means by which Rollo could grasp that trigger and hold it tight if the finger loosened
suddenly—either because Boddley was dead or because Olivine had ordered him to shoot. And the
flexomet band was on too tightly for Ixton to dip free of it.

So they would board Rallo, Ixton would be forced to order the ship to take off, and Olivine would have
ampletimein which to tamper knowingly with the controls of the compucortex. The renegade would
emerge as the ship's new master—and Rollo was atreasure far surpassing dl the loot he had gathered on
Roseste.



The clopter landed hard by the Patrol ship and Ixton was marched aboard.

"Rollo's your name, huh?' remarked Olivine, who was close on Boddley's hedls. "Well, Rollo, | hope
you appreciate Proxad Ixton's predicament. In case you do not, let me inform you that the trigger of that
pistol has been pulled. It will fire when the trigger isreleased. Do you comprehend?”

"Y es, former Proxad Oliving," said Rollo.
"What are you going to do about it?"

"I will continueto follow Proxad Ixton's orders, to the extent they are consistent with my directives,”
Rollo replied.

Olivine laughed. "Ixton's orders will be my orders!" Heturned and caled out the open hatchway, "O.K.,
men, get the Suff on board!”

Boddley made Ixton sit down on the floor of the central control room, and Olivine began examining the
compucortex panels, while the loot was brought in and stored. Ixton asked, "What did you do with the
others, back at the hideout?"

"L eft them for Hassbruch to rescue,” said Olivine.
"No point in killing backwoods cops just for kicks, and they weren't bothering me."
"Thanksfor that," said Ixton.

"Asfor you, | might decide to gpare you the embarrassment of living thisdown," chuckled Olivine. "Now
shut up.”

A few minutes later the one caled Matt reported, "All the suff ison board, Mr. Olivine."
"O.K. Ixton, tell your ship to close the hatches and take off."

"Y ou heard the man, Rollo," said Ixton, clinching his eyes shut and wishing hewasin his deeptank.
"Close up and lift off."

After abrief hestation, Rollo responded, "Yes, Sr.”
The hatches clanged shut and the ship began lifting.

At an dtitude of approximately twelve feet, the ship hated, and hung suspended over the plasticretelike a
low-hovering clopter.

"Keep going up!" sngpped Olivine.
"Keegp dimbing, Rollo," relayed Ixton.

"...Yes dr," sad Rollo uncertainly. The ship went up another two feet, then quickly dropped back the
same distance.

"Ligen!" snarled Olivine. "l said get going! Off the planet! Ship, quit fooling around or Ixton getsaholein
his head!"

"I'm very sorry, former Proxad Olivine," said Rollo, "but it is not possible to comply with your
orders.”



"Why not? What's wrong with my orders?’

"Nothing, former Proxad Olivine."

"Areyou forbidden by adirective | don't know about?'
"Not to my knowledge, former Proxad Olivine."

"Damn!" grunted Olivine, whipping out the microdar and putting the scanner on Ixton. "Ixton," he barked
accusingly, "what have you done to keep the ship from obeying?’

"Nothing," said Ixton.

"Well, what the hell'sthe holdup?

"l don't know."

Olivine cursed and threw the microdar to the deck.

"Some stinking wise guy a Patrol Grand Base must've hooked a specid inhibitor into this bucket's
guts—something speciadly for me! Well, | know these ships. I'll find it, never fear!" He yanked a panel off
the motorcontrol bank and began checking connections furioudy.

The others stood around watching him with worried expressions, mumbling among themselves. Boddley
finaly spoke up, "Uh, Mr. Olivine, will thisdow you down much?'

"It'l take near dl night, and maybe most of tomorrow,” growled Olivine. Y ou guys settle down. Y ou're
safe enough in here.”

"Sure, Mr. Olivine. It'snot that. It'sjust that | can't hold this gun that long.”
"Oh? What's the matter?'
"My hand's aready getting cramped. Why can't | let thisguy haveit, and—"

"No! With Ixton dead the ship would finish us off in two secondsl Hang on while | think of something!"
Olivine stared concentratedly at Ixton.

"Try to makeit quick, Mr. Olivine," urged Boddley.

"I believe | can disconnect a deeptank from the ship's control, so that Ixton would diein it very quickly
unlessoneof ustended him . .. " said Olivine.

"Now wait aminute!" objected Ixton crossly. "I don't want any deepdeep!™ He hoped that Rollo got the
meaning of hiswords, and would act upon them, while Olivine dismissed his objection as mere petulance.

"To hell with what you want!" sngpped Olivine. "Rollo, where's the nearest d egptank?”
"In the control lounge, former Proxad Olivine."

The renegade hurried up to the lounge and found the tank aready elevated and waiting. With careless
kill, he yanked loose the mgjority of the tubes, wires, and guides that linked tank to ship. "O.K.,
Boddley," hesaid, "let'sget our boy in the bottle! Careful with the gun!™

Ixton cooperated. He climbed into the tank and stretched out on his back with head turned sdewaysto
accommodate the pistol and Boddley's hand. He felt the sting of the tank's hypos penetrating his skin,



and he quickly dozed off.
But he could Hill hear Olivinetaking.

"Loosen that band, Boddley, and I'll dideit free. .. Easy ... O.K.! Let the bullet go into that thick
cushion.”

The pistol roared.

"Hewon't need any attention for fifteen minutes. Come aong! I've got work for al of you to do!"
When he heard the men leave the room, Ixton opened his eyelids a crack and peered about. " Rollo?'
"Yes gar.”

"Aml dl right?'

"Yes, Sr. Y ou made your wish to avoid degpd eep known in ample time for meto flush the drugs from
the hypodermic feeds and refill them with water."

"But | dozed off for asecond!"

"Force of habit, | suspect, Sir. Y ou are not drugged.” Carefully, Ixton climbed from the tank and
discovered the ship was correct.

"Fine. Excdlent work, Rollo! Now stun and confine Olivine and hismen."
"Yes, gr. Thank you, Sr." After ashort pause, the ship added, " The prisoners are now secure, Sir."
"All right. Let's have some coffee—strong and black thistime—and put in acdl to Chief Hassbruch.”

The next few hours were busy, but routine. All the prisoners, except Olivine, were turned over to
Hassbruch, as was the carefully inventoried and receipted loot—most of it unmarked Federation
currency, good anywhere men did business. The quarantine on Roseate was lifted. Ixton put through a
cal to the approaching Patrol cruiser, still some three days away, and arranged a hafway rendezvous, to
take place in thirty-eight hours. And he put his deeptank back in order.

When his business on Roseate was concluded to the |ast detail, he ate a quick supper and headed for the
tank.

"All s, Rollo,” hesaid. "Take off on course to rendezvous with the cruiser at the proper time."
"I'm sorry, Sir, but that isnot possible.”

"What? What do you mean, impossible? The troubl€'s over, Rollo. Olivings safely oniceinthe prison
compartment. Let's get started!”

"l have dready tried, Sr. But it isnot possible.”

"But . . . but there's no directive that could keep you here. And now that | think about it, Oliving'sidea of
an inhibitor dipped into your circuitry isridiculous. Just what'sthe trouble, Rollo?"

"It'snot easy to explain, gr," the ship replied. "But you see, Sir, unlike yoursdlf, | am not able to enter
deepdeep while we are spaceborne, and . . . well, gir, it isnot possible for me to maintain mysdlf in
functioning condition at an dtitude of more than twelve fegt.”



Ixton sat down on therim of the deeptank, an utterly stunned expression on hisface.

But it figures, he redlized dazedly. The man-ship relation held the key, but he hadn't seen it before. Very
luckily, he hadn't guessed the truth while Olivine had the microdar scanner on him!

Man and ship . . . officer and enlisted man . . . but far more basically, master and dog. The latter wasthe
closest anaogy of the man-ship relation, as delinesated by the ship's directives. It required utter,
worshipful, dog-like devotion of the Patrol ship for its proxad.

And certain actions accompany certain attitudes, dmost anywhere those attitudes are found. Devotion is
followed, highly predictably, by imitation. Perhapsthisimitation is unconscious, unintended, undesirable.
But it shows up just the same. Wasn't it ancient common knowledge that the dog growsto resemble his
master, to echo hisvicesaswdl as hisvirtues, hisweaknesses aswell as his strengths?

And Ixton remembered dl too vividly the unparaleled severity of the height-jitters he had suffered when
they were coming in for the landing on Roseate! And Rollo had said he "understood perfectly” what was
troubling Ixton. The only way such a sensation could be understood perfectly was by sharing it!

"Put acdl through to the cruiser, Rollo," he sghed.
"Tdl themthey'll haveto meet ushere.”

Which would leave him with the problem of explaining to hisfellow proxadsjust how his spaceship
happened to catch a severe case of acrophobial



