Company Planet

Telzey was generally competent enough to take care of hersef— and her enemiesfor that matter!
But thistime she was up against avery stacked deck indeed!
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Fermilaur was famous both as the leading body remodeling center of the Hub and as aluxurious
resort world which offered relaxation and scenery adong with entertainment to fit every taste, from the
|oftiest to the most depraved. It was only three hours from Orado, and most of Telzey's friends had been
there. But she'd never happened to get around to it until one day she received adistress call from
Fermilaur.

It came from the mother of Gikkes Orm. Telzey learned that Gikkes, endowed by nature with a pair
of perfectly sound and handsome legs, had decided those limbs needed to be lengthened and reshaped
by Fermilaur's eminent cosmetic surgeonsif shewas ever to find true happiness. Her parents, who, in
Telzey's opinion, had even less good sense than Gikkes, had let her go ahead with it, and her mother had
accompanied her to Fermilaur. With the legs remodeled according to specification, Gikkes had
discovered that everything else about her now appeared out of proportion. Unable to make up her mind
what to do, she became greetly upset. Her mother, equaly upset, equdly helpless, put in an interstellar
cdl to Telzey.

Having known Gikkes for around two years, Telzey wasn't surprised. Gikkes didn't quiterate asa
full friend, but she wasn't abad sort even if she did get hersdlf periodicdly into problem Stuationsfrom
which somebody else had to extricate her. Telzey decided she wouldn't mind doing it again. While about
it, she should have timefor alook at afew of Fermilaur's unique restructuring ingtitutions and other
attractions.

* % %

Somewhat past the middle of the night for that locdity, she checked in at atourist tower not far from
the cosmetic center where the Orms were housed. She'd heard that Fermilaur used resort personne to
advertiseitsremodding skills, the genera note being that having onesdf done over was light-hearted
fashion fun and that there was nothing to worry about because dmost any cosmetic modification could be
reversed if the client wished it. The staff of the tower's reception |obby confirmed the report. They were
works of art, testimoniasto the daring inventiveness of Fermilaur's beauty surgeons. Telzey'sroom
reservation was checked by a dender goddess with green-velvet skin, danted golden eyes without
detectable pupils, and a shaped scalp crest of soft golden feathers which shifted dancingly with each head
motion. She amiled a Telzey, said, "May | suggest the services of aguide, Miss Amberdon?"

Telzey nodded. "Yes, I'll want one." There were no cities, no townships here. The permanent
population was smal, mostly involved with the tourist trade and cosmetic ingtitutions, and its maintenance
systems were underground, out of sight. Much of the surface had been transformed into an endlessly
flowing series of parksin which residentia towers and resort and remodeling centers stood in scenic
isolation. Traffic was by air, and inexperienced vistorswho didn't prefer to drift about more or less at
random were advised to employ guides.

The goddess beckoned to somebody behind Telzey's back.

"Uspurul isan accredited COS Services guide and thoroughly familiar with our quadrant,” she
informed Telzey. "I'm sure you'l find her very satisfactory.”



Uspurul was aquite small person, some four inches shorter than Telzey, dender in proportion. Like
the receptionist, shelooked like something COS Services might have conjured up out of exotic
mythologies. Her pointed ears were as expressvely mobile asaterrier's, aslver horsestail swished
about with languid grace behind her. The triangular face with its huge dark eyes and small ddlicate nose
was unquestionably beautiful but wasn't human. It wasn't intended to be. She might have been acharming
toy, brought to life.

Whichwasal very well, asfar as Telzey was concerned. More important seemed a shadowy swirl
of fedling sheld sensed as Uspurul came up to the reception desk—afeding which didn't match in the
least the engaging friendliness of the toy woman's smile. It wasn't exactly malice. More something like
caculating cold interest, rather predatory. Telzey took note of nuancesin the brief conversation that
followed, decided the two were, in fact, more anxious to make sure she'd employ Uspurul as guide than
one should expect.

Somewhere else, that could have been adanger sgnd. A sixteen-year-old with awedlthy family
made atempting target for the crimindly inclined. The resort world, however, had the reputation of being
amogt free of professond crime. And, in any case, it shouldn't be difficult to find out what thiswas
about—she'd discovered during the talk that Uspurul's mind appeared to be wide open to telepathic
probing.

"Why not have breakfast with mein my room tomorrow?' she said to the guide. "Wecan set up a
schedule then." And she could ferret out at her leisure the nature of the interest the remodeled myths
seemed to take in her.

They settled on the time, and Telzey was escorted to her room. She put in acall to Mrs. Orm from
there, learned that Gikkes would be in trestment at the main center of Hute Beauticians during the early
part of the morning and was anxious to see Tel zey and get her opinion of the Situation immediately
afterward. Mrs. Orm, having succeeded in transferring the responsibility for decisions to somebody else,
gppeared much less distraught.

Telzey opened one of her suitcases, got out atraveler'slock and attached it to the door of the room,
which in effect welded the door to the adjoining wall. The only thing anyone trying to get in without her
cooperation could accomplish was to wake up hdf the tower level. She continued unpacking reflectively.

Fermilaur didn't have a planetary government in the usua sense. It wasthe leasehold of COS, the
association of cosmetologists which ran the planet. Its citizen-owners, set up in atax-free luxury resort
and getting paid for it, had reason to be happy with the arrangement, and could have few inducementsto
dabble in crime. The Hub's underworld reputedly had its own dedlings with COS—bodies, of course,
could be restructured for assorted illegal purposes. But the underworld didn't try to introduce its usua
practices here. COS never denied reports that crimina pros found attempting to set up shop on the
leasehold vanished into its experimenta centers. Apparently, not many cared to test the vaidity of the
reports.

Hence, no crime, or dmost no crime. And crime of the ordinary sort hardly could beinvolved in the
Stuation. The receptionist and the elfin guide never had seen her before. But they did seem to have
recognized her by name, to have been waiting, in fact, for her to show up.

Telzey sat down on the edge of the bed.

The two were COS employees. If anyone had an interest in her here, it should be COS.

The tower reservation had been made in her name five hours ago on Orado. Five hours was plenty of
time for agood information service to provide inquirers with the general background of the average
Federation citizen. Quite probably, COS had its own service, and obtained such information on every
firg-timevigtor to Fermilaur. It could be useful inavariety of ways.

The question was what might look interesting enough in her background to draw COS's attention to
her. It wasn't that the Amberdon family had money. Almost everybody who came here would mest that
qudification. There were, Telzey decided, chewing meditatively on her lower lip, only two possble points
of interest she could think of a the moment. And both |ooked alittle improbable.

Her mother was amember of the Overgovernment. Concelvably, that could be of significanceto
COS. At present, it was difficult to see why it should be.



The other possibility seemed even more remote. Information services had yet to dig up the fact that
Telzey Amberdon was atelepath, amind reader, aps, competent and practicing. She knew that,
becauseif they ever did dig it up, she'dd bethefirst to hear. She had hersalf supplied regularly with any
datum added to her available dossiers. Of the people who were aware shewas apd, only avery few
could be regarded as not being completely dependable. Unfortunately, there were those few. It was
possible, though barely so, that the item somehow had got into COSsfiles.

She could have a problem then. The kind of people who ran COS had to be practica and
hardheaded. Hardheaded, practica people, luckily, wereinclined to consider stories about psisto be at
least ninety-nine percent superstitious nonsense. However, the ones who didn't share that belief
sometimes reacted undesirably. They might reflect that ared ps, competent, practicing, could be
eminently useful to them.

Or they might decide such a ps was too dangerous to have around.

Sheld walk rather warily tomorrow until she made out what was going on here! One thing, though,
seemed reasonably certain—COS, whatever ideas it might have, wasn't going to try to bresk through the
door to get at her tonight. She could use afew hours of rest.

She climbed into bed, turned over, and settled down. A minute or two later, she was adeep.

After breskfast, Telzey set off with Uspurul on aleisurely aircar tour of the area. Sheld explained
shed be vigting an acquaintance undergoing trestment at Hute Beauticians later on, and then have lunch
with another friend who'd come out from Orado with her. In the afternoon, she might get down findly to
serious sightseeing.

With Uspurul handling the car and gossiping merrily away, Telzey could give her attention to opening
connectionsto the guide's mind. As sheld judged, it was an easy mind to enter, unprotected and
insengtive to telepathic probing. One fact was promptly established then, Sinceit was pervasvely present
in Uspurul'sthoughts. COS did, in fact, take aspecid interest in Telzey, but it wasn't limited to her. She
had plenty of company.

The reason for the interest wasn't gpparent. Uspurul hadn't wanted to know about it, hardly thought
of it. Thelittle femae was a complex persondity. She was twenty-two, had become abondswoman four
years earlier, sdlling her first contract to COS Services for the standard five-year short-term period.
People who adopted bondservant status did it for awide range of reasons. Uspurul'swasthat a
profitable career could be built on bond contracts by one who went about it intelligently.

Sheld chosen her masters after careful deliberation. On aworld which sold luxury, those who served
aso lived in rdative luxury, and as a COS guide she was in contact with influential and wedlthy people
who might be used for her further advancement. Her next contract owner wouldn't be COS. Shewas
circumspect in her behavior.

More was done on Fermilaur than cultivating an exclusive tourist trade and cosmetic clientele, and it
wasn't advisable to appear inquisitive about the other things. COS didn't mind rumors about various
barely legd or quiteillegd activitiesin which it supposedly engaged; they titillated public interest and were
good for business. But underlings who became too knowledgeable about such obscure matters could find
it difficult to quit.

Uspurul intended to remain free to quit when her contract period ended. For the past year, shed
been on the fringes of something obscure enough. It had brought her astring of satisfactory bonuses, and
there was nothing obvioudy illegal about what she did or COS Services did. Aslong as she avoided any
indication of curiogty it seemed safe.

She dtill acted as guide. But she was assigned now only to femal e tourists who appeared to have no
interest in making use of the remodding facilities. Uspurul's assgnment was to get them to change their
minds without being obvious about it. She was skillful at that, usualy succeeded. On anumber of
occas ons when she hadn't succeeded, she'd been instructed to make sure the person in question would
be at acertain place a acertain time. Sheld amost aways been able to arrangeit.



Now she was using the morning's comfortable schedule to keep up aflow of thelight genera chatter
through which she could most readily plant the right notionsin ahestant visitor's mind.

"l wasthinking I might have alittle remodding mysdlf whilel washere" Tezey remarked, by and by.
Shetook out asmdl mirror, looked into it criticaly, arching her brows. "Nothing very important redlly!
But | could have my brows moved higher, maybe get the eyes enlarged.” She clicked the mirror to an
angle view, pushed back her hair on theleft sde. "And the ears, you see, could be set alittle lower—and
the least bit farther back." She studied the ear amoment. "What do you think of their shape?’

"Oh, I wouldn't have them change the shape!" said Uspurul, thinking cheerfully that here camean
easy bonug! "But they might be atiny bit lower. Y ou'reright about that.”

Telzey nodded, put the mirror away. "Well, no rush about it. I'll belooking around afew daysfirst."

"Someone like you doesn't redlly need remoddling, of course,” Uspurul said. "But it isfun having
yourself turned into exactly what you'd liketo be! And, of course, it'sadwaysrevershble.”

"Hmmm," said Telzey. "They did abeautiful job onyou. Did you pick it out for yoursdf?"

Uspurul twitched an ear, grinned impishly.

"I've wanted to do that since| wasachild!" she confessed. "But, no—thiswas COS Services idea.
| advertise for the centers, you see. A twenty-two thousand credit job, if | had to pay for it. It'd be alittle
extremefor the Hub generally, of course. But it'sreversible, and when | leave they'll give me any other
modification | want within afour thousand credit range. That's part of my contract.”

She burbled on. Telzey didn't have the dightest intention of getting remodeled, but she wanted
Uspurul and COS Servicesto think she did until she was ready to ship out. It would keep the situation
more relaxed.

It remained a curious Situation. The people to whom Uspurul reported were satisfied if avisitor
signed up for any kind of remodding at dl, even the most insignificant of modifications. That hardly
looked like asmple matter of drumming up new businessfor the centers, while the specid attention given
some of those who remained disinterested was downright on the sinister side. The placesto which
Uspurul steered such tourists were always resort spots where there were agood many other people
around, coming and going places—in other words, where somebody could easily brush close by the
tourist without attracting attention.

What happened there? Something perhaps in the nature of ahypno spray? Uspurul never saw what
happened and didn't try to. When she parted company with the tourist that day, there'd been no
noticeable effects. But next day sheld be given adifferent assgnment.

Of course, those people weren't disappearing. It wasn't that kind of Situation. They werent, by and
large, the kind of people who could be made to vanish quietly. Presumably they'd been persuaded by
some not too legal method to make aremodeling gppointment, and afterward went on homelike
Uspurul's other clients. They might al go home conditioned to keep returning to Fermilaur for more
extensve and expensive trestments; a the moment, that seemed the most probable explanation. But
whatever the COS Services operation was, Telzey reflected, shed smply make sure she didn't get
included in it. With Uspurul's mind open to her, that shouldn't be too difficult. Back on Orado then, sheld
bring the matter to the attention of Federation authorities. Meanwhile she might run across afew other
open minds around here who could tell her more than Uspurul knew.

The man she was meeting for lunch—arel ative on her mother's sde—was an investigative reporter
for one of the newscast systems. Keth had his sharp nose into many matters, and exposing rackets was
one of his speciaties. He might be able to say what thiswas about, but the difficulty would be to explain
how she'd come by her information without mentioning telepathy. Keth didn't know shewasaps. Nor
could she do her kind of mental research on him—she'd discovered on another occasion that he was
equipped with agood solid commercia mind shield. Keth doubted that anyone could redlly see what was
in another person's mind, but he took precautions anyway.

The remodeling counsdlors a the Hute Beauticians center had told Gikkes Orm quite candidly thet if
she was to be equipped with the leg type she wanted, overall body modifications were indicated to
maintain an aesthetic balance. Gikkes hadn't believed it. But now the cosmetic surgeons had given her a



pair of long, exquisitdly molded legs, and it seemed the counselors wereright.

Therest of her didn't fit.

"Just look at those shoulders!” she cried, indicating one of two life-sized models which stood against
thefar wall of the room. They showed suggested sets of physica modifications which might be performed
on Gikkes. "I lovethelegd But—"

"Well, you might be alittle, uh, statuesque,” Telzey acknowledged. She studied the other mode!.
Sinuous was the word for that one. A dancer's body. "But, Gikkes, you'd look gresat either way, redly!
Especidly asthedinky character!”

"It wouldn't be me!" Gikkeswailed. "And how much work do you think I'd haveto put into stay
dinky then?Y ou know I'm not the athletic type."

"No, | guessyou're not,” Telzey said. "When did you first get the idearthat you wanted your legs
changed?'

It appeared Gikkes had been playing around with the notion for severa years, but it was only quite
recently that it had begun to seem vital to her. It was her own idea, however—not an obsession planted
on aprevioustrip to Fermilaur. Telzey had been wondering about that. The solution shouldn't be too
difficult. Off and on for some while, Telzey had made use of suitable occasionsto nudge Gikkesin the
genera direction of rationdity. It had to be done with care because Gikkes wasn't too stable. But she
had basic inteligence and, with some unnoticed guidance, was redly able to handle most of her problems
hersalf and benefit from doing it. Telzey picked up the familiar overal mind patterns now, eased a probe
into the unhappy thought muddle of the moment, and presently began her nudging. Gikkeswent on
taking.

Twenty minutes later, she said ruefully, "So | guessthe whole remodeling ideawas asilly mistake!
Thething to do, of course, isto have them put me back exactly as| was."

"From al you'vetold me" Telzey agreed, "that does make sense.”

Mrs. Orm was surprised but relieved when informed of her daughter's decision. The Hute staff wasn't
surprised. Remodeling shock and reversal requests weren't infrequent. In this case, reversa was no
problem. Gikkes experiment in surgical cosmetology probably had reduced her life expectancy by an
inggnificant fraction, and the Orm family was out agood ded of money, which it could afford. Otherwise,
things would be as before.

A leve of the Hute center restaurant was on Keth Deboll's private club circuit, which in itself
guaranteed gourmet food. It was aquietly formal place where the employees weren't trying to look like
anything but people. Keth's bony inquisitive face, familiar to newsviewers over alarge section of the Hub,
presumably didn't go unrecognized here, but nobody turned to stare. He deliberated over the menu,
sandy brows lifting in abrupt interest now and then, and ordered for both of them, rubbing his pams
together.

"Youll likeit," he promised.

She dwaysdid like what Keth selected, but thistime she barely tasted what she put in her mouth, as
she chewed and swallowed. Hed mentioned that top COS executives patronized the place, and that he
rather expected to be meeting someone before lunch was over.

She'd been wondering how she could get close enough to some top COS executive to start tapping
hismind.. ..

Shewas diding out discreet probes before Keth had placed his order. After the food came, only a
fraction of awareness remained in her physical surroundings. Keth would egt in leisurdly silent absorption
until the edge was off his gppetite, and she might have her contact made by that time.

Several mindsin the vicinity presently seemed as open to contact as Uspurul’s. None of them
happened to be a COS executive. Something else was in the vicinity—seven or eight mind shields.
Unusua concentration of the gadgets! Her probes dipped over them, moved on, searching—

"Y ou might get the opportunity,” Keth's voice was saying. "Here comes a gentleman who could
arangeit for you."

Awareness flowed swiftly back to the outer world as she reoriented herself between one moment



and the next. Keth had reached the point where he didn't mind talking again, had asked—uwhat? Ah, yes,
had asked what plans she had for the day. She'd responded automatically, that she was hoping to get a
look at some of Fermilaur's less publicized projects. . . . Who could arrangeit?

She looked around. A handsome, tall, strong-faced man was coming toward their table. On hisright
shoulder perched asmadl creature with blue and white fur, adorned with strings of tiny sparkling jewels.
The man's dark eyesrested on Telzey as he approached. He nodded to her, smiled pleasantly, looked at
Keth.

"Am | intruding?" It was adeep, soft-toned voice.

"Not at dl," Keth told him. "We're dmost finished—and I'd intended trying to get in touch with you
during the afternoon. Telzey, thisis Chan Ossdlin. He handles publicity for COS and incidentaly owns
Hute Beauticians. . . . Telzey Amberdon, an old friend. We came out from Orado together. If you have
thetime, join us™”

Ossdin drew achair around and sat down. His scalp hair was short, deep black, like soft animal fur.
Telzey wondered whether it was a product of remodeling, felt rather certain then that it wasn't. The small
animal on hisshoulder stared a Telzey out of large pale eyes, yawned and scratched arounded ear with
atiny clawed finger. The stringed jewels decorating it flashed flickering rainbows of fire.

"I heard of your arrival afew hours ago,” Ossdlin said. "Here on Adacee business?'

Keth shrugged. "Always on Adacee busness.”

"Um. Something specific?’

"Not so far. Something new, unpublicized, sensationd.”

Ossdin looked reflective. " Sensationd in what way?"

"Questionable legdity wouldn't haveto be part of it," Keth said. "But it would help. Something with
shock effect. None of your pretty things."

"So COSisto be exposed again?' Ossdlin seemed unruffled.

"With some new angle," said Keth. "On some new issue.”

"Wadl," Osdinsad, "I'm sureit can bearranged. . . ."

Telzey, absently nibbling the last crumbs of her dessert, drew back her attention from what was being
said. Sheld known Chan Ossdlin's name as soon as she saw him. Sheld seen him before asanimagein
Uspurul's mind. One of COS'stop men. Uspurul wouldn't willingly have brought herself to the attention
of someone like Ossdlin. People of that kind were to be avoided. They had too much power, were too
accustomed to using it without hesitation or scruple.

There was no trace of the dead, psi-deadening, effect of amind shield about Osselin—

Telzey reached out toward the deep sound of hisvoice, paying no attention to the words, groping
cautioudy for some wash of thought which might be associated with the voice.

She had no warning of any kind. A ps hammer dammed down on her, blacking out her vision,
leaving her shaken and stunned.

Shedrew in adow, cautious breath. Her ps screens had locked belatedly into a hard shield; another
assault of that kind could have no greeat effect on her now. But none came. She realized sheéd lowered
her head in protective reflex. Her hair hid her face, and the voices of the men indicated they weren't
aware that anything in particular had happened. Vision began to return. The section of the tabletop before
her grew clear, seemed to sway about in short semicircles. A last wave of giddiness and nausea flowed
over her and was gone. Sheld be dll right now. But that had been close—

She kept her face turned away as she reached for her bag. The makeup cassette showed she'd
paled, but it wasn't too noticeable. Listening to athin, angry whistling nearby, she touched hersalf up, put
the cassette away, and findly raised her head.

The furry thing on Ossdlin's shoulder stared at her. Abruptly it produced itswhistling sounds again,
bobbing up and down. Osselin stroked it with afinger. It closed its eyes and subsided. He smiled at
Tezey.



"It gets agitated now and then about strangers,” he remarked.

She smiled back. "So it seems. What do you cal it?"

"It'sayoli. A pet anima from Askanam. Rare even there, from what 1've been told. This one cameto
measagift.”

"Supposed to be asort of living good luck charm, aren't they?' said Keth.,

"Something like that. Faithful guardianswho protect their master from evil influences.” Ossdlin'sdark
eyescrinkled genidly at Telzey. "I can't vouch for their effectiveness—but | do seemto remain
undisturbed by evil influences! Would you care to accompany usto afew of the specidized labsalittle
later, Miss Amberdon?'Y ou should find them interesting.”

Keth wasto be shown afew projects COS didn't talk about otherwise, which might give him the
kind of story he wanted. They preferred that to having him dig around on Fermilaur on hisown. Shetold
Ossdin shedd be ddighted to go dong.

Theyoli appeared to be falling asdeep, but she sensed its continuing awareness of her. A ps
guard—againg psis. Itsintelligence seemed on the animal level. She couldn't make out much more about
it, and didn't careto risk trying at present. It probably would react as violently to an attempted probe of
itsown mind asto one directed againgt its master.

And now she might bein personal danger. The number of shields she'd touched here suggested some
sophigtication in ps matters. Ordinarily it wouldn't disturb her too much. Mechanicd anti-ps devices
could hamper atelepath but weren't likely to lead to the detection of one who'd gained some experience,
and other telepathsrarely were aproblem. The yoli's ps senses, however, had been anew sort of trap;
and sheldd sprung it. She had to assume that Osselin knew of his pet's special qudity and what its
behavior just now sgnified. A man like that wasn't likely to be indifferent to the discovery that someone
had tried to reach hismind. And the yoli had made it clear who it had been.

If she dropped the matter now, it wasn't likely that Osselin would drop it. And she wouldn't know
what he intended to do then until it wastoo late. . . .

* k% %

Sometime later, asthe tour of the special |abs began, there was an attention split. Telzey seemed
aware of hersdf, or of part of hersalf, detached, ashort distance away. That part gazed at the exhibits,
smiled and spoke when it should, asked questions about projects, said the right things—a menta device
she'd worked out and practiced to mask the deepy blankness, the temporary unawareness of what was
said and done, which could accompany excessive absorption on the ps side. On the psi Side, meanwhile,
sheld been carrying on aproject of her own which had to do with Ossdin'syali.

The yoli was having a curious experience. Shortly after Telzey and Keth rgjoined Ossdlin, it had
begun to pick up momentary impressions of another yoli somewhere about. Gregtly intrigued because it
had been along time since it last encountered or sensed one of itskind, it started searching mentally for
the stranger, broadcasting its species contact signals.

Presently the Sgnaswere being returned, though faintly and intermittently. The yoli's excitement
grew. It probed farther and farther for the sgnas source, forgetting now the tel epath it had punished for
trying to touch its master. And along those heedlesdy extended tendrils of thought, Telzey reached
delicately toward the yoli mind, touched it and melted into it, still unperceived.

It had taken time because she couldn't risk making the creature suspicious again. The rest wasn't too
difficult. Theyali'sintelligence was about that of amonkey. It had natural defenses againgt being
controlled by another's ps holds, and Telzey didn't try to tamper with those. Its sensory centerswere
open to her, which was al she needed. Using its own impressions of how another yoli, amost desirable
other yoli, would appear to it, she built up anilluson that it wasin satisfying communication with such a
one and |eft theimage planted firmly in its mind aong with afew other befuddling concepts. By that time,
the yoli was no longer aware that she existed, much less of what she was up to.

Then finaly shewas able to turn her attention again to Ossdlin. Caution remained required, and she
suspected she might be running short of time. But she could make agtart.

* % %

Thearcar floated three thousand feet above foggy valley lands—Fermilaur wilderness, tamed just



enough to be safefor the tourist trade. Tonguetip between lips, Telzey blinked at the clouds, pondering a
thoroughly ugly stuation. There was a sparse dotting of other cars againgt the sky. One of them was
trailing her; shedidn't know which. It didn't matter.

She glanced impatiently over a the comm grille. Keth Deboll wasin conference somewhere with
Ossin. Sheld left amessage for him at hisresidentia tower to cal her car's number as soon ashe
showed up. Sheld left word at her own tower to have calls from him transferred to the car. In one way or
the other, she'd be in contact with him presently. Meanwhile she had to wait, and waiting wasn't easy in
the circumstances.

Chan Ossdlin couldn't sense atelepathic probe. Except for that, she might have been defeated and
probably soon dead. Sheld found him otherwise adifficult menta typeto handle. Hisflow of conscious
thoughts formed anatura barrier; it had been like trying to swim againgt a current which was alittle too
strong. She kept getting pushed back while Ossdlin went on thinking whatever he was thinking, unaware
of her efforts. She could follow hisreflections but hadn't been able to get past them to theinner mind in
thetime she had available. . . . And then shed been courteoudy but definitely dismissed. The guided tour
was over, and the men had private business to discuss. Shortly after sheleft them, sheld lost her contact
with Ossin.

Sheld absorbed agood deal of scattered information by then, could begin fitting it together. As she
did, the picture, looking bad enough to start with, got progressively worse—

Normally, even people who accepted that there might be an occasiona mind reader around had the
impression that telepathy couldn't pick up enough specific and dependabl e information to be asignificant
threat to their privacy. That might have been the attitude of the top men in COS up to ayear ago.
Unfortunately, very unfortunately for her, they'd had agenuine ps scare then. They spotted the ps and
killed him, but when they redlized how much held learned, that they dmost hadn't found him out in time,
they were shaken. Mind shields and other protective devices were promptly introduced. Osselin hated
shields; like many others he found them as uncomfortable as atight shoe. When an Askab lady provided
him with aguard yoli, hed fdt it was safe to do without ashield.

He dtill fdt safe persondly. That wasn't the problem. COS had something going, areally important
operation. Telzey had caught worried flashes about it, no more and not enough. The Big Ded was how
Ossdin thought of it. They couldn't afford the chance of having the Big Ded uncovered. Keth Deboll was
anotorioudy persistent and successful snoop; atelepathic partner would make him twice as dangerous.
The fact that the two had appeared on Fermilaur together might have no connection with the Big Dedl,
but who could tell? COS was checking on both at present. If they couldn't be cleared, they'd haveto be
killed. Risky, but it could be arranged. It would be lessrisky, less suspicious, than carrying out adouble
minad-wipe and dumping them on some other world, which might have been an dternative in different
circumstances.

And that wasit! Telzey wet her lips, felt achill quivering again through her nerves, a sense of death
edging into the situation. She didn't see how they could be cleared. Neither did Ossdlin, but something
might turn up which would make it unnecessary to digpose of them. The Amberdon girl's demise or
disappearance shouldn't cause too much trouble, but Deboll was another matter. Too many people
would start wondering whether he hadn't been on thetrail of something hot on Fermilaur, what it could
be. Thiswould haveto be very carefully handled! Meanwhile COS was taking no chances. Neither of
the two would be dlowed to leave the planet or get near an interstellar transmitter. If they madethe
attempt, they'd get picked up at once. Otherwise, they could remain at large, under surveillance, until the
find decison was made. That should turn up any confederate they might have here.

Thefina decision was till some hours away. How many, Telzey didn't know. Ossdlin hadn't known
it yet. But not very many, inany case. . ..

Os=in himsef might bethe only way out of this. Their information on psiswas limited; they thought
of her only asatelepath, like the other one, and didn't suspect she could have further abilities which might
endanger them. She had that advantage at present. Given enough time, she should be ableto get Ossdlin
under control. She'd considered trying to restore menta contact with him at long range, wherever he
happened to be. But shewasn' at al certain she could do it, and the yoli made it too risky. Its



hallucinations should be sdf-sustaining for some hoursto comeif nothing happened to disturb it serioudy.
She had to avoid disturbing it in resuming contact with Ossdlin, which meant working with complete
precison. A fumble at long range could jolt the creature out of its dreams and into another defensive
reaction.

She didn't know what effect that would have on Ossdlin, but & the very least it might give him the
ideato equip himself with amind shield asafurther safeguard until they'd dealt with the telepath. Sheld be
stopped then.

She had to be there, with Ossdin, to be sure of what she was doing. If she got in touch with him and
told him shed like to talk to him privately, he'd probably want to hear what she had to say. But he'd be
suspicious, on guard. It would be easier for Keth to find a plausible reason for another meeting, easier if
Keth was around to keep some of Ossdlin's attention away from her. . .. The comm grille burred. She
gave agasp of relief as her hand flicked out to switch it on.

v

Keth took alittle convincing then. He'd set their aircar down on agrassy hillside, and they'd moved
off until it was ahundred yards below them. Held turned on this and that antisnoop device. From eight
feet away, their voices were an indistinguishable muddle of sound, their features blurred out.

"Wecantak," héd sad.

Telzey talked. He listened, intent blue eyes blinking, face expressionless. Twice he seemed about to
interject something, then let her go on. Findly he said, "Telzey, you're obvioudy not joking, and | don't
believe you've suddenly become deranged. Did you ever try to read my mind?"

She nodded.

"Y es, once. Half ayear ago. | thought you were up to something and wanted to find out what it was."

"Oh?What did you find?'

"That you useamind shidd, of course. | didn't waste any moretime.”

Keth grunted. "All right! Y ou're atelepath. If the Stuation iswhat it looks like, we have aproblem.
The check on mewon't tell COS anything. Adacee isn't leakproof, but al they'll learn thereiswhat | told
Ossin. | cameto Fermilaur to get agood story. Nothing specific. Any story aslong asit's good enough.
Can they find anything in your background to confirm that you're amind reader?!

Telzey shrugged, shook her head. "I've been careful. What there was has been pretty well covered
up. It'svery unlikdly they'll find anything. Thetroubleis Ossdin'saready pretty well convinced of it—he
goes by theyoli'sps sense. And, of course, they can't prove that I'm not one."

"No. Not without linking you into alie detector system. If they go that far, they'll dready have
decided to go dl the way with us. At any rate, they haven't made up their minds yet. | parted from
Ossdin on gpparently friendly terms. If the verdict'sfavorable, nothing at al will have happened.”

"Unlesswetry to reach a spaceport,” Telzey said. "Or to get in touch with somebody somewhere
d"

"Y es, they wouldn't dlow that. And, of course, they can sedl off the planet asfar as we're concerned.
In effect, they ownit." Keth congdered. "Thereésaman | might contact here, but that would only pull him
into the trouble. How about other, uh, functiond telepaths?

Telzey shook her head.

"Starting cold, it probably would be hours before | located one. We don't have that much time. They
mightn't want to help anyway. It could cost them their cover.”

Keth rubbed his chin. "If it getsto the point of running, a pace yacht might get us off."

"COS Sarvices handlesthe yacht rentals" Telzey reminded him.

"Not what | wasthinking of," Keth said. "Plenty of people come herein private yachts. Last year, |
got out of asomewhat smilar Stuation that way. It shouldn't be impossible to borrow one, but it probably
wouldn't be easy." Hereflected. "That Big Deal of COS—the story they think we might be snooping
around herefor?Y ou got no clue from Ossdin what that might be?"

She shook her head. "Theré's an awful lot of money involved, and there's something illegal about it.



They'll protect it, whatever it takes. They think you might have picked up some cluesto it somewhere
and brought meto Fermilaur to help dig up more. But that'sdl | can say. Everything ese connected with
it was too blurred to make out."

"Finance, palitics, business—the big money areas,” Keth said, watching her. "Nothing about some
secret Hub-wide system to gather hot insdeinformation at top levelsthere.”

Telzey stared a him. "Oh, my!" she said after along momen.

Keth sad, "Y ou went white, Telzey. What isit?"

"That guide | had thismorning! Uspurul.” Telzey put her hand to her mouth. "I was reading her mind.
There was something odd going on. | didn't think there was any connection, but | wanted to check with
Uspurul again to be sure. | tried to get in touch with her an hour ago. COS Services said she was on
another assgnment, couldn't be reached.”

"Y ou don't think she's on another assgnment?"

"Uh-uh! No. She didn't know it, but she's connected with their Big Dedl! Hot inside information—
When they started checking this afternoon on what I've been doing here since | landed, they'd have
picked her up to see what atelepath could have got from her.”

Keth said, "Thekind of lie detector that pushes unconscious materia to view. . . . So just what did
you learn from her?'

Telzey recounted the essentials. Keth nodded dowly. HEd paed somewhat himsdlf.

"That will havetipped thefat into thefire" he said.

A secret Hub-wide information gathering system on the digtaff side. . . . Wives, mistresses, daughters
of the Federation's greats streamed in to Fermilaur. Were tagged on arrival, maneuvered into making a
remodeling gppointment if that hadn't been their intention.

"Anesthesia, unconsciousness, in-depth interrogetion,” Keth said. " Anything they know of significance
isfiled immediately. The oneswho can be typed as fool proof COS agents and have sufficiently vauable
connections go home under a set of heavy compulsions, go to work. When their work's done, they come
back, get debriefed. Leaving no trace of what's happened, in case of subsegquent checks. Yes, abig
setup! COS's capitd investment program should be spectacularly successful!”

Now and then suspicion might turn on an unwitting agent. When it happened, the agent appeared to
go into amnesiac withdrawa and committed suicide at the first opportunity. It wasn't something the
people involved would want to talk about. But thereld been such a case among Keth's acquaintances,
and held learned of another very similar one, discovered both women had gone through remodeling
centers on Fermilaur in recent months. It seemed worth following up. Hed cometo Fermilaur to doit.

"| didiketurning my back on astory beforeit'sinthe bag,” he said. "But | can pick thisup at the
other end now. Wed better get set to run while we can, Telzey! The decision they'll reachisto do usin.
From their viewpoint, there won't be much choice.”

"A yacht?' shesad.

"Yes. Noticed afew boat parkswhile | was moving around this morning, and—"

"Keth, how much chance would we have of getting awvay?"

He hesitated, grimaced.

"It depends. Even odds perhaps, if we act now. Lessif wewait."

She shook her head. "We can do better! Chan Ossdlin'sredly top manin COS, isn't he?’

Keth looked at her. "Y es. Barrand's president of the association. I've heard Osselin could have the
job any time he wants. What he says pretty well goes anyway. Why?'

"Y ou've got to think of some reason to see him again immediately, with me. | need moretimeto
work on him, to redly get into hismind."

"What will that do for us?

"If | get through to him, Ossdin will get us off Fermilaur,” Telzey said. "He'sin abetter position to do
it than anyoned s

Keth considered her.

"It seems you're something more than ateepath,” he remarked.

"They don't know it."



"All right. How much time would you need?

She shook her head.

"An hour—thirty minutes—twenty minutes—two hours. . . | don't know. It'salways different, and
Osinisnt easy. But well have much better than even odds therel™

"W, there's no need to arrange for ameeting," Keth said. Helooked at hiswatch. "Weve got a
dinner appointment at Ossdlin's house two and ahalf hours from now, our locd time. He emphasized that
| wasto bring my charming young friend along. Two people want to meet us. One's Barrand, the COS
president | mentioned. The other's Nélt, vice-president and executive officer. They and Ossdlin are the
trio that runs COS. Presumably the decision on what to do about us will be made at that time."

"Yes, probably,” Telzey said. "But let's get there early, Keth."

"By about half an hour? I'm sure Ossdlin won't object. I've thought of further details about the
projects he showed methat 1'd like to discuss with him." He added as they turned back to the aircar,
"But were not scratching the space yacht ideajust yet!”

"Weé'renot?'

"No. COS might decide to lower the boom before we have a chance to sit down to dinner this
evening. And you see, there're three special yacht types. Racing boats. . ."

The three yacht types had one thing in common: an identical means of emergency entry. It was
designed for use in space but could be operated when the vessdl was parked if one knew how. Keth did,
though it wasn't generadl knowledge. "It'squick,” he said. "We can do it from the car. Since we haventt
spotted the people who are trailing us, they're doing it at a discreet distance. The chances are welll be
ingde and going up before they redlize what we're thinking about. So let's put in the next hour looking
around for yachtslikethat! If the Stuation looks favorable, well snatch one.™

Telzey agreed. Keth was an expert yachtsman.

It appeared, however, that no yachtsin that category happened to be in the general areathat day.
After an hour, Telzey trandferred her belongingsto the residential tower where Keth was registered. It
seemed better not to become separated now. They settled down to wait together until it would betimeto
go to Ossdlin'sresidence.

Vv

Os=Hin'syoali was dill in timeless communion with the yoli of its dreams but beginning to show
indications of uneasiness. Theimagery had become static and patchy here and there. Telzey freshened it
up. Theyoli murmured blissfully, and waslost again.

Sincether last meeting, Osselin had added a piece of pertinent equipment to hisattire—a ps
recorder, disguised as awatch and fastened by a strap to hisbrawny wrist. Its complex energies
registered as avery fant burring dong Telzey's nerves. Sheld come across that particular type of
instrument before. It was expensive, highly touted in deluxe gambling establishments and the like. It did, in
fact, indicate any of the cruder manipulations of ps energy, which had earned it areputation for reliability.
One of itsdrawbacks was that it announced itsdf to sufficiently sensitive psis, apoint of which the
customersweren't aware. And hereit was no redl threat to Telzey. The ps flows she used in investigative
work were well below such adevicesregigration levels.

Barrand and Ndt had showed up presently, bringing two stunning young women with them. The girls,
to Telzey's satisfaction, were gaily talkative crestures. Barrand was short, powerfully built. Nelt was short
and wiry. Both had mind shields. Both wore ps recorders of the same type as Ossdlin's, though theirs
weren't in Sght. And like Ossdlin they were waiting for the tactile vibrations from the recorders which
would tell them that ps was being used.

So they weren't redlly sure about her.

Sheld split her attention again. Keth knew about that now, knew what to do to alert her if shedidn't
seem to be behaving in a perfectly norma manner. With suspicious observers on hand, that had seemed
an advisable precaution. Keth and the ladies carried most of the conversation—the ladies perhaps putting
up unwitting verba screensfor their escorts, as Keth was maintaining oneto give Telzey asmuch



freedom for her other activities as possible. Now and then she was aware that the COS chiefs studied
her obliquely, somewhat as one might watch atrapped but not entirely predictable animal. The ps
recorders remained inactive. She made progress along expanding lines with Osselin, sampled a series of
dishes with evident gppreciation, joined occasiondly in the talk—redlized dinner was over.

"Of course, | want to see Sorem!" she heard hersdlf say. "But what in the world isaguilt-smeller?”

Néet'slovely companion made fluttering motions with tapered white hands. "I'll keep my eyes closed
until hesgone again!" she said gpprehengvely. "I looked at him once with hishelmet off! | had
nightmaresfor amonth.”

The otherslaughed. Ossdlin reached around for the yali, perched at the moment on the back of his
chair. Heplaced it on hislap. "I'll kegp my pet's eyes closed, too, while he'sin theroom,” he said, smiling
at Telzey. "It isn't eadly frightened, but for some reason it'sin deethly fear of Sorem. Guilt-smeller . . .
well, Sorem supposedly hasthe ability to pick anyone with astrong fegling of guilty apprehension out of a
group." He shrugged.

"He'sunnaturd,” Net'slady told Telzey earnestly. "1 don't care what they say—Sorem never was
human! He couldn't have been.”

"I might let him know your opinion of him," Barrand rumbled.

Thegirl pdedin genuinefright. "Don't! | don't want himto noticemeat al.”

Barrand grinned. "Y ou'rein no danger—unless, of course, you have something to hide."

"Everybody has something to hide!" she protested. "I—" She broke off.

Facesturned to Telzey's right. Sorem, summoned unnoticed by Barrand, had come into the room.
She looked around.

Sorem wore black uniform trousers and boots; a gun was fastened to his belt. The upper torso was
that of apowerful man, narrow at the waist, wide in the shoulders, with massively muscled arms and
chest. It was naked, hairless, alusterless solid black, looking like sculptured rock. The head was
completely enclosed by alarge snouted helmet without visble eye dits.

Thisfigure came waking toward the table, helmet aready turning dowly in Telzey'sdirection. In
Ossdin's mind, she had looked at the head inside the helmet. Black and hairless like the body, the head
of ananimal, of ahuge dog, yellow-eyed and savage. Barrand's bodyguard—a man who'd liked the idea
of becoming ashape of fear enough to undergo considerable risksin having himsdlf transformed into one.
The great animd jaws were quite functiona . Sorem was atriumph of the restructuring artists skills.

The recorders had indicated no stir of ps throughout dinner. But they thought that perhaps she smply
was being cautious now. Sorem wasto frighten her, throw her off guard, jolt her into some revedling ps
response. So she would show fear—which mightn't be too difficult. Sorem's mind was equipped with a
shield like hisemployer's, but a brutish mirth and cruelty washed through it ashe madeit plain his
attention was on her. Telzey glanced quickly, nervoudy, around the table, looked back at him. Keth's
face was intent; he didn't know what would happen, whether it wasn't their executioner who had been
cdled into the room. Sorem came up, steps dowing, a stalking beast. Telzey stopped breathing, went
motionless, staring up at him. Abruptly, the helmet was swept away; the dog head appeared, snarling
jaws half open. Theeyesglared into Telzey's.

Theyoli squedled desperately, struggling under Ossdlin's hand.

There were violent surges of ps energy then. Theyoli wasn't fully aware of what was happening, but
anightmare shape had loomed up inits dreams, and it wanted to get away. Telzey couldn't afford to let it
wake up now, and didn't. Thethree psi recorders remained active for perhaps forty-five seconds. Then
sheld wiped the fright impressions from the yoli's mind, made it forget why it had been frightened. . . .

"It must have recognized your cregture by his scent,” Ossdin was saying. "l had its eyes covered.”

He stroked the yoli'sfurry head. It till whimpered faintly but was becoming reabsorbed by its
fantasies. Sorem had turned away, was striding out of the room. Telzey watched him go, aware of
Barrand's and Nelt's speculating eyes on her.

"If I'd been ableto breathe," she gasped suddenly, "1'd have made more noise than that little animal!"

The beautiful COS dollstried to smile &t her.

* * %



"Their recorders couldn't distinguish whether those ps jolts came from the yoli or from me," Telzey
sad. "And with the racket the yoli was making, it redly was more likely it was doing it."

"So thefind decision il isbeing postponed?' Keth said.

"Only on how to go about it, of course. The other two want to know whether I'm aps or not, what
we've learned, whether we were after the Big Dedl in the first place. Ossdlin thinks that's no longer so
important. Hewantsto get rid of usin away that's safe, and take his chances on everything e se. He's
giving Barrand and Nelt afew more hours to come up with a good enough reason againg his plan—but
that'sthe way it'sto be."

Keth shook his head. "Hethinksthat?"

"Yes, hethinksthat."

"And at the same time he'sto make surethat it's not the way it'sto be? Isn't he aware of the
contradiction?'

"He's controlled,” Telzey said. "He'saware of what | let him be aware. It just doesn't occur to him
that thereisacontradiction. | don't know how eseto explain that."

"Perhaps| get theidea," Keth said.

They werein Ossdlin's house. Barrand and Nelt and their retinue had | eft shortly after the incident
with Sorem and the yoli, having plansfor the evening. Ossdlin had asked Keth and Telzey to stay onfor a
while

The difference of opinion among the COS chiefs was based on the fact that Ossdlin waslesswilling
to risk a subsequent investigation than his colleagues. The forcing lie detector probes Barrand and Nelt
wanted would involve traceable drugs or telltale physica damageif the subjects turned out to be as
intractable as he sugpected these subjects might be. A gentle anesthesia quiz wasn't likely to accomplish
much here. It would be necessary to get rid of the bodies afterward. And the abrupt disappearance of
Keth Deboll and acompanion on Fermilaur was bound to lead to rather stringent investigationseven asa
staged accident. Ossdlin intended to have them killed in amanner which could leave no doubt about the
accidenta manner of their death. A tragic disaster.

"What kind of disaster?' Keth asked.

"He's got engineersworking on that, and it's probably aready set up,” Telzey said. "Well be seen
walking in good hedlth into the ground level of our tower. Depending on the time we get there, therell be
fifty to ahundred other people around. There's an eruption of gas-equipment failure. A moment later,
we're dl dead together. Automatic safeguards confine the gasto that level until it can be handled, so
nobody else gets hurt.”

Keth grunted. "Considerate of him.”

Objectively considered, it was a sound plan. The tourist tower was full of important people; various
top-level cliques congregated there. Thereéd be then asubstantia sprinkling of important victims on the
ground level. Even if sabotage was suspected, nothing would suggest that Keth and Telzey had been its
Specific targets.

On asubterranean level of Osselin's house was avault area, and he wasin it now. They hadn't
accompanied him because anyone e sg's body pattern would bring the vault defensesinto violent action.
Telzey remained in menta contact; she hadn't quite finished her work on Ossdlin, though there wasn't
much left to do. He was sewed up astightly as she'd ever sewed anyone up. But heremained a
tough-minded individual, and she wanted to take no chances whatever tonight. Things seemed under
control and moving smoothly. But she wouldn't bresthe easily again until Fermilaur vanished in space
behind them.

In one respect, things had gone better than they'd had any reason to expect. "Will you settlefor a
complete file on the Big Ded?' sheld asked Keth. "The whole inside information gathering program? The
file goes back almost three years, which was when it started. Names, dates, the information they got,
what they did withit. . . ."



Ossdin kept duplicate copies of the filein the vault. Sheld told him to bring up one copy for Keth and
forget held had that copy then. After that, it would be a question of getting off Fermilaur—not too easy
even with Ossdlin's cooperation. He couldn't smply escort them to a spaceport and see that they were let
through. They were under COS surveillance, would be trailed again when they |eft the house. COS
police waited at the ports. If anything began to look at al suspicious, Barrand and Nelt would hear about
it a once, and act at once.

Ossdin obvioudy was the one best qualified to find away out of the problem, and Telzey had
instructed him to work on it. He came back up from the vault presently, laid two small objectson atable,
said matter-of-factly, "1 have some cals to make on the other matter,” and left the room again.

Keth shook hishead. "He seems so normal!”

"Of course, he seemsnormal,” Telzey said. "Hefedsnorma. We don't want anybody to start
wondering about him."

"And thisisthe COSfile?' Keth had moved over to thetable.

"That'sit."

The objectswere apair of half-inch microcubes. Keth smiled lovingly at them, took out a card case,
opened it, ran histhumbnail along a section of itsinner surface. The materid parted. "Shrink section,” he
remarked. He dropped the cubesinsde, sealed the dit with the bal of histhumb. The case wasflat again
and hereturned it to an inner pocket.

Telzey brushed her hair back from her face. The room wasn't excessively warm, but she was
swesting. Unresolved tensions. . . . She swore mentally at hersdlf. It was no time to get nervous. "How
small arethey now?" she asked.

"Dust motes. | get searched occasiondly. Y ou drop the whole thing into an enlarger before you open
it again, or you're likely to lose whatever you've shrunk." He glanced at hiswatch. "How far has he got
on that other matter?"

"I haven't been giving much attention to it. I'm making sure | have him completely tied up—I'll
probably have to break contact with him again before we're off Fermilaur.”

"You il can't control him at adistance?"

"Oh, I might. But | wouldn't want to depend on that. He seems to have the details pretty well worked
out. Helll tell uswhen he gets back.”

"The pattern will be," said Ossdin, "that you've decided to go out on the resorts. What you do
immediately after you leave the house doesn't matter. Liveit up, mildly, here and there, but work around
toward Hallain Paace, and drop in there an hour and ahaf from now. If you don't know the place, you'll
find its coordinates on your car controls."

"| canlocate Hallain Pdlace" Keth said. "1 left money enough there five years ago.”

"Tonight you're not gambling,” Ossdlin told him. " Go to the Tourist Shop, thirteenth level, where two
lamps have been purchased against Miss Amberdon's GC account.”

"Lamps?’ repested Keth.

"They're smply articles of the required size. Y ou'll go to the store's shipping level with them to make
sure they're properly packaged, for transportation to Orado. They're very vauable. Y ou'll find someone
waiting for you with two shipping boxes. Y ou'll be helped into the boxes, which will then be closed, flown
directly to Port Ligrit, passed through afreight gate under my sedl, and put on board an Orado packet
shortly before takeoff. In space, somebody will let you out of the boxes and give you your tickets."
Ossdinlooked at Telzey. "Miss Orm and her mother are on their way to another port, accompanied by
two Hute speciaists who will complete Miss Orm's modding reversion a her home. They'll arrive at the
Orado City Termind shortly after you do. Y ou can contact them there.”

* % %

"How far can you trust him?" Keth asked, as Ossdlin's house moved out of sight behind their car.

"Completdly now," Telzey said. "Don't worry about that part! Theway were il likely to runinto
trouble isto do something at the last moment that |ooks suspicious to our snoops.”

"WEéll avoid doing it then,” said Keth.



Telzey withdrew from contact with Ossdlin. He considered the arrangements to be fool proof,
providing they didn't deviate from the timetable, so they probably were foolproof. Tracer surveillance
didn't extend into enclosed complexes like Hallain Palace, where entrances could be watched to pick
them up again asthey emerged. By the time anyone began to look through the Palace's sections for them,
they'd have landed on Orado. There'd be nothing to indicate then what had happened. Ossdlin himsalf
would have forgotten.

They stopped briefly at afew tourist spots, circling in toward Hallain Palace, then went on to the
Pdace and reached it at the scheduled time. They strolled through one of the casinos, turned toward the
Tourist Shop section. At the corner of a passage, three men in the uniform of the Fermilaur police
stepped out in front of them.

Therewas ahissing sound. Telzey blacked out.

Vi

Barrand said, "Oh, you'l talk, of course. Y oull tel us everything we want to know. We can continue
theinterrogation for hours. Y ou may lose your mindsif you resist too stubbornly, and you may be
physicaly destroyed, but well have the truth from both of you beforeit getsthat far.”

It wasn't the escape plan that had gone wrong. Barrand and Ndt didn't know Ossdlin was under
Telzey's control, or that she and Keth would have been off Fermilaur inlessthan an hour if they hadn't
been picked up. They'd smply decided to override Ossdlin and handle the situation in their own way,
without letting him know until it wastoo late to do anything about it. Presumably they counted on getting
the support of the COS associates when they showed that the move had produced vitd information.

Their gpproach wasn't agood one. Telzey had been fastened to aframe used in restructuring surgery,
while Keth was fastened to achair across the room. Frame and chair were attachments of a squat
lie-detecting device which stood against onewall. A disinterested-looking COS surgeon and an angular
femde assgant sat a an instrument table beside Telzey. The surgeon had around swelling in the center
of hisforehead, like alump left by ablow. Apparently neither he nor the assistant cared to have the
miracles of cosmetology applied to themsalves.

They were the only two people in the room who weren't much concerned about what was going on.
Telzey couldn't move her head very far and had caught only one glimpse of Nelt after she and Keth were
brought awake. But Barrand remained within her range of vision, and his heavy features were sheened
occasonaly with afilm of swest. It was understandable. Barrand had to get resultsto justify his
maneuver againgt Ossdlin. He might have regarded this as an opportunity to break down Ossdlin's
prestige and following in the association. And so far Barrand could be certain of only one thing. He was,
infact, deding withapd.

Helooked asif he dmost wished he hadn't made the discovery.

From Telzey's point of view, it couldn't be avoided. Regaining contact with Ossalin might be the only
possible way to get them out of the Situation, and she didn't know whether shecould doitintime. The
subtle approach was out now. While Keth, doing his part again, argued angrily and futilely with Barrand
and Nélt, she'd been driving out afull-sweep search probe, sensitized to Ossdlin's mind patterns.
Barrand's expression when he stared at her told her his psi recorder was registering the probe. So, of
course, was Ndt's, whose impatiently muttering voice Telzey could hear in the section of the room behind
her. Hewas kesping it low, but it wasfairly obviousthat he was hurrying dong preliminary briefing
ingructionsto the lie detector as much as he could without confusing the device or giving it insufficient
information to work with. They were anxiousto haveit get started on her.

She hadn't picked up atrace of Ossdlin yet. But aimost as soon as she began reaching out for him,
sheld run into astorm of distress signals from another familiar mind.

It had turned into abad day for Uspurul. Shortly after noon, she was called in to COS Services
regiona office. Something happened there. She didn't know what. A period of more than an hour
appeared to have lgpsed unnoticed, and nobody was offering any explanations. Sheld heard of amnesia



treatments, but why should they have given her one? It frightened her.

She pretended that everything seemed normal, and when she was told to go to her quarters and rest
for afew hours because she might be given anight assignment, she was able to convince hersdf that the
meatter was over—she'd been brushed briefly by some secret COS business, put to some use of which
she wasto know nothing, and restored to her normal duties.

An hour ago then, sheld been told to check out an aircar for anight flight to the lalgerisIdands,
registering Miss Amberdon and aMr. Deboll as her passengers. That looked dl right. Amberdon was
dill her assgnment. The Iageristour, though alengthy one, requiring an expert guide becauseit involved
sporadic weather risks, was nothing unusua. She took the car to one of the Barrand centers where she
wasto pick up the passengers. There she was conducted to a sublevel room and |eft alone behind a
closed door. Misgivings awoke sharply again. There was no detectable way of opening the door from
within the room.

Why should they lock her in? What was happening? Uspurul became suddenly, horribly, convinced
that she'd been drawn deep into one of those dark COS activities sheld hardly even let herself think
about. A fit of shaking came over her and it was some minutes then before she could control her muscles.
Shortly afterward, the door opened. Uspurul stood up quickly, putting on aservile smile. The smilewas
wiped away by the shock of redlizing that the man in the door was Nelt—one of the biggest of the COS
big shots, one of the people she least wanted to see at present. Nelt beckoned her out into the passage.

Uspurul stepped out, legs beginning to shake again, glanced up the passage and felt she'd dropped
into anightmare. Barrand, the COS president, stood thirty feet away at an open door, speaking to aman
in surgeon's uniform. Beside them was afloat table, and on it lay two covered figures. Uspurul didn't
doubt for an instant that they were those of her prospective passengers. Neither they nor she wereto
reach the lalgeris Idands. Tomorrow the aircar would be reported lost in asea storm, as anumber were
each year in spite of all precautions—

The surgeon moved the float table through the door, and Barrand followed it. Nelt turned away and
wa ked dong the passage toward the room, leaving Uspurul standing where she was. For amoment,
hopes flickered wildly in her. She might be able to get out of the center unnoticed, find aplaceto
hide—stay divel

A great black-gloved hand came down on her shoulder. Uspurul made a choked screeching noise.
Nelt didn't look around. He went on into the room and the door closed.

Sorem, whose black-uniformed tall figure Uspurul had seen once at adistance, Barrand's bodyguard,
whose head was dways covered in public by alarge, disturbingly shaped helmet, unlocked the door to
an adjoining room, went in with Uspurul and shoved her down on abench. She'd heard stories about
Sorem. Half fainting, staring fascinatedly a him, she hoped he wouldn't take off the helmet.

But he did, and the yellow-eyed black dog head grinned down at her.

* % %

The lie detector was asking its patterned series of trap questions on the mattersit had been instructed
to investigate, and Telzey was answering them. It was nerve-dtretching work. They'd stripped her before
fastening her to the frame, and she'd been warned that if she refused to answer or the detector stated she
wasn't telling the truth, the surgeon was ready to restructure one of her arms as astart.

Sheld split her awareness again, differently, deeply. The detector's only contact was with a shadow
mentdlity, ignorant of the split, memoryless, incapable of independent thought. A mechanism. When a
question was asked, she fed the mechanism the answer she wanted it to give, dong with the assurance
that it wasthe truth. It usualy was not the truth, but the mechanism believed it was. Ps sedled Telzey's
mind away otherwise both from the detector's sensors and from crucia body contacts. There were no
betraying physicd reections.

It took much more concentration than she liked—shed still found no menta traces of Ossdlin, and a
purposeful search probe absorbed concentration enough itsalf. But she needed time and was more likely
to gaintimeif she kept their attention on her, away from Keth. He wasn't being questioned directly, but
Telzey suspected the detector was picking up readings from him through the chair to which hewas
fastened and comparing them with the readingsit got from her. Therewasadight glassnessin Keth's



look which indicated held gone into a self-induced trance as soon as the questions began, couldn't hear
either questions or answers, hence wasn't affected by them. He'd said he could hold out against alie
detector by such meansfor awhile. But a sophisticated detector had ways of dealing with hypnotic
effects, and the COS machine obvioudy was an advanced mode. She should keep it working away at
her aslong as possble.

The questions ended abruptly. Telzey drew along, Sow breath.

She might have caught atouch of Chan Ossdin's mind just then! She wasn't sure. The stress of
maintaining her defense againgt the detector had begun to blur her sengitivity.

The lie detector's voice said, "Deboll does not respond to verba stimuli at present. The cause can be
andyzed if desired. Amberdon's response to each question registered individudly astruthful. The overall
guestion-response pattern, however, shows adight but definite distortion.”

"In other words," Barrand said from behind Telzey, "she'sbeen lying.”

"That isthe probability. The truth registration on individua questionsis not amachine error. It remains
unexplained.”

Barrand and Nelt moved into Telzey's range of vision, looked down at her. Nelt shook his head.

"l don't likethat," he said uneedily.

"Nor |," said Barrand. "And we can't be sure of what €l se she's doing. Let's speed up the procedure!
Have the detector get Deboll out of whatever tate he'sin and Sart questioning him immediately. Put on
full pressure a the dightest hesitation. Takethe girl off the machine for thetime being.” Barrand looked at
the surgeon. "Get to work. To begin with, | want the left arm deboned to the wrist and extended.”

The surgeon'slook of disinterest vanished. He drew back the diding top of the instrument table. "A
functiond tentacle?'

Barrand grunted. " She'sto stay aive and able to talk. Aside from that, keep her functiona if you can,
but it'snot of primary importance. Let her watch what's happening.” He added to Telzey, "Well stop this
as soon as you demonstrate to our satisfaction that you're willing to cooperate.”

All the energy she could handle was reaching for Osselin's mind now. But the trace, if it had been
one, had vanished. The sculpting frame moved, bringing her down and around. The surgeon'sface
gppeared above her. An arm of the frame rose behind him and she saw hersdlf in thetilted mirror at its
tip.

"Don' let her lose consciousness,” Barrand was saying to the surgeon's assistant. "But keep the pain
level high—closeto tolerance.”

The skin on the odd lump in the center of the surgeon's forehead quivered and drew back to either
sde. Thelump wasalarge dark bulging eye. It glanced over a Telzey's face independently of the other
two eyes, then gppeared to dign itsdlf with them. Part of Telzey's mind reflected quite calmly that a
surgeon might, of course, have use for an independent eye—say one which acted asamagnifying lens.

But this was getting too close. Barrand and the detector weren't giving her the time sheld hoped to
have.

"Chan Ossdin!" She blasted the direct summons out, waited for any flicker of reaction that could
guide her back to him.

Nothing.

Uspurul had been in an entertainingly hysterica commotion for afew minutes, but then shed smply
collapsed. Sorem wasn't sure whether she was conscious or not. When he prodded her with afinger, she
made amoaning noise, but that could have been an automatic response. Sullenly, he decided to leave her
aone. If she happened to die of fright here, it wouldn't really matter, but Barrand would be annoyed.

Sorem stood up from the bench on which held been sitting, hitched his gun belt around, looked down
at the child-sized figure sprawled limply on the floor, eyes haf shut. He nudged it with his boot. Uspurul
whimpered. She till breathed at any rate. The black dog head yawned boredly. Sorem turned away
toward the door, wondering how long it would be before they got what they wanted in the detector
room.

Uspurul opened her eyes, looked for him, rolled up quietly on her fet.



Sorem had good reflexes, but not abnormally good ones; he was, after dl, still quite human. And, at
the moment, he waslessthan dert. He heard afaint, not immediately definable sound, felt dmost
smultaneoudy aviolent jerk a hisgun belt. He whirled, quickly enough now, saw for an instant asmall
face glare up at him, then saw and heard no more. The big gun Uspurul held gripped in both hands
coughed again, but thefirst shot had torn the front of Sorem's skull away.

Telzey couldn't see the door opening into the lie detector room, but she was aware of it. For an
instant, nobody else in the room was aware of it; and after that, it hardly mattered. Sorem had fancied a
hair-triggered gun, and Uspurul was holding the trigger down as sheran toward Barrand and Nélt,
swinging the gun muzzle about in short arcsin front of her. Most of the charges smashed into floor and
wadll, but quite enough reached the two COS chiefs. Ndt, aready down, moments from death, managed
to drag out hisown gun and fireit blindly once. The side of Uspurul’s scalp was laid open, but she didn't
know it. Nelt died then. Barrand dready was dead. Uspurul stopped shooting.

"Deboall," the lie detector's voi ce announced in the room's sudden silence, "is now ready for
questioning.”

Telzey said softly to the surgeon, "We don't exactly need you two, you know, but you won't get hurt
if youdo as| tdl you. Shelll do whatever | want.”

"Shewill?" the surgeon breathed. He watched Uspurul staring at him and his assistant from twelve
feet away, gun pointed. They'd both frozen when the shooting started. "What are we to do?"

"Get me off thisthing, of course!™

He hegitated. "I'd have to move my hands. . ."

"Go ahead," Telzey said impatiently. "She won't shoot if that'sal you're doing.”

The frame released her moments later. She sat up, did off it to the floor. Acrossthe room, Keth
cleared histhroat. "You," Telzey said to the bony assstant, "get him unfastened! And don't try to get out
of theroom!"

"l won't," the assistant said hoarsely.

* k% %

"My impresson,” Keth remarked some hours later, "was that we wereto try to stall them until you
could restore your menta contact with Osselin and bring him to the rescue.”

Telzey nodded. "That'swhat | wanted. It would have been safest. But, like | told you, that kind of
thing isn't ways possible. Barrand wouldn't let me have thetime. So | had to use Uspurul, which | didn't
liketo do. Something could have gone wrong very easily!"

"Well, nothing did," said Keth. " She was your last resort, eh?”’

"No," Telzey said. "There were afew other things | could have done, but not immediatdly. | wasn't
sure any of them would work, and | didn't want to wait until they were carving around on me, or doped
you to start talking. Uspurul | could use a once.”

"Exactly how did you use her?' Keth asked.

Telzey looked at him. He said, "Relax! It's off the record. Everything's off the record. After dll,
nobody's ever likely to hear from methat it wasn't the famed Deboll ingenuity that broke the biggest
racket on Fermilaur!™

"All right, I'll tell you," Telzey said. "l knew Uspurul was around almost as soon as we woke up.
She'svery easy ps material, so | made good contact with her again, just in case, took over her mind
controls and shut subjective awareness down to near zero. Sorem thought she'd fainted, which would
cometo the samething. Then when | had to use her, | triggered rage, homicida fury, which shot her full
of adrendine. She needed it—sheisn't normaly very strong or very fast. That gun wasredly amost too
heavy for her to hold up.”

"So you smply told her to take the gun away from Barrand's monster, shoot him and come into the
next room to shoot Barrand and Nelt?' Keth said.

Telzey shook her head.

"Uspurul couldn't have doneit,” she said. "Shed never touched agunin her life. Evenin afrenzy like
that, she couldn't use violence effectively. Shewouldn't know how. She didn't know what was going on
until it was over. Shewasn't redly there.”



Keth studied her amoment. ™Y ou?'

"Me, of course," Telzey said. "'l needed abody that was ready to explode into action. Uspurul
supplied that. | had to handle the action.”

"You know, it'sodd," Keth said after amoment. "1 never would have considered you aviolent
person.”

"I'mnot," Telzey said. "I'velearned to use violence." Shereflected. "In away, being apd islike being
an investigative reporter. Even when you're not trying very hard, you tend to find out things people don't
want you to know. Quite afew people would like to do something about Keth Deboll, wouldn't they? He
might talk about the wrong thing any time. By now I've come across quite a few people who wanted to
do something about me. | don't intend to let it happen.”

"l wasn't blaming you," Keth said. "I'm dl in favor of violence that kegpsmedive."

They were on aliner, lessthan an hour from Orado. Once they were free, Telzey hadn't continued
her effortsto contact Osselin mentally. They located a ComWeb instead, had him paged, and when he
came on screen, she told him what to do. The story was that Sorem had gone berserk and killed Barrand
and Nelt before being killed himself. Keth had made his own arrangements later from the liner. Adacee
and various authorities would be ready to dam down on the secret COS project within aweek.

Telzey'sredtrictions on Ossdlin should hold easily until then. The surgeon and his assistant had been
given standard annesiatreatmentsto cover the evening. They could deduce from it that they'd been
involved in a detector interrogation dedling with secret matters, but nothing else. It wasn't anew
experience, and they weren't likely to be curious. Uspurul was aboard the liner.

"Y ou know, | don't redlly have much use for abondswoman,” Keth remarked, thinking about that
point.
"Y ou won't be stuck with her contract for more than ayear,” Telzey said. "Keth, look. Don't you
owe me something?"

He scratched hisjaw. "Do [?'Y ou got us out of amess, but | doubt I'd have been in the messif it
hadn't been for you."

"Y ou wouldn't have had your COS story either.”

Keth looked nettled.

"Don't be so sure! My own methods are reasonably effective.”

"Y ou'd have had the full story?"

"No, hardly that."

"Well, then!" Telzey said. "Uspurul's part of the story, so she can be your responsibility for awhile.
Fair enough?1'd take care of her mysdlf if | didn't have my handsfull.”

"Why take care of her at dl?'

"Because not everyonein COSis going to believe Ossdin's version of what happened. They don't
dare do anything about him, but there was enough to show Uspurul was involved somehow in what went
on tonight. She'sarotten little creature in some ways, but I'd sooner not think of her being worked over
by COS interrogation methods. They can break down amnesia treatments sometimes, so Ossdlin wanted
to have her killed immediately to be on the safe Sde.” Telzey added, "Uspurul's got aredly good brain,
and you'd be surprised at the things she'slearned working for COS Services! Adacee should find her an
asset. Give her haf achance, and she might make a great newscaster!”

"Adacee and | thank you," said Keth.



