Telzey was in a spot, but she wasn't the type to howl about that. She got someone else to do
that for her.
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The last thing she remembered fedling was ahorrid, raging, topsy-turvy confusion. Her mind seemed
smultaneoudly ripped apart and squeezed to a pulp. She hadn't been able to begin to think. Then thered
been nothing.

Now there was something again. The confusion was gone. Shefound hersdlf here, and thinking—

Lying on her back on some soft surface, dressed. There waslight beyond her eydids which she
wasn't going to open just yet. The attack on Casmard's space yacht hadn't killed her, or injured her
physicaly. What about the others?

Her mind screens opened cautioudy.

Trigger was close by, probably in the same room, adeep. Sleeping comfortably. There were no
immediate indications of Casmard, which wasn't surprising since sheld never tried to touch hismind
before. She didn't start searching for him. If neither she nor Trigger had been harmed in the attack on the
yacht, he should be dl right, too, a the moment.

But there'd been a fourth person on the yacht—a man named Kewen, Casmard's navigator in the
Husna Regatta. Telzey did want to know immediately about him.

She put out search thoughts designed to awaken aresponse in the subconscious levels of Kewen's
mind if they touched it. Eventudly, one of them did. Telzey followed it up, and eased hersdlf very gently
into that mind. Kewen also was placidly adeep. She studied hismentd patterns carefully for atime,
secured anumber of controls on them. Before she was done, she was picking up occasional washes of
faint thought from other sources. There were minds of ps type about, apparently unscreened, apparently
non-telepathic.

That should be Sgnificant; in any case, it could produce immediate information. Finished with Kewen,
Telzey waited for the next wisp of other-thought, touched it when it came, blended awarenesswith it,
moved toward an unguarded ps mind and ghosted inquiringly around there.

She gained information—and what she learned increased her caution. She withdrew fromthe ps as
imperceptibly as she'd approached.

Then at last, almost an hour after she'd first come awake, she opened her eyes.

Therewas diffused light glow on the celling, barely required here. Daylight coming through alarge
shuttered window on the right made a pattern of bright lines on the carpet. She was lying on a couch, and
Trigger lay on acouch across the room from her, red-bronze hair spilling over her face. They were
dressed in the clothes they'd worn on Casmard's yacht before the attack. Arranged along the floor in the
center of the room was the luggage they'd had on the yacht.

Telzey gave Trigger's half-shielded mind anudge, and Trigger woke up. Sheld been closeto awaking
for some while. Shelifted her head, looked over at Telzey, came up on an ebow and looked around.
Her glance held on the row of luggage. She sat up, put a cautioning finger to her lips, got off the couch
and went over to the luggage. She opened one of the suitcases.

Telzey joined her there. Trigger was unsedling asecret compartment in the suitcase. She brought out
acosmetics purse which she set aside, then asmall bag which she opened. There were anumber of rings
init. Trigger selected two, gave oneto Telzey, put the other on her finger, returned the bag to the
compartment, and closed that and the suitcase.

She put the cosmetics pursein her jacket pocket and watched Telzey very carefully fit on the second



ring.

"That on-and-off husband of mine" Trigger said then in anorma voice, "isasecurity gadget nut. He
ingsts| carry what he cdls the minimum line around with me when were not together. Every so often it
turns out to be agood idea. We're distorted and scrambled now, so | guess we can talk. What's
happened?’

"I'vefound out afew things,” Telzey said. "Better get your O.G. shidd closed tight, and keep it tight.”

"Done," sad Trigger. "Ps stuff around, en?”

Telzey nodded. "Quitealot of it! I don't know what that means yet, but it could mean trouble. About
what happened to us—somebody seemsto have turned a stun beam on the yacht and knocked us out
before they grappled and boarded.”

"A rough beam that wad!" Trigger said.

"What didit fed liketo you?"

"Well ... let'ssay asif my head turned into adrum half the size of the universe and somebody was
pounding on it with clubs, But I'm al right now. Do you know who did it, wherewe are, and what's
happened to the Askab and the navigator?'

"Moreor less, | do,” Telzey said. "We're on Askanam, in the Balak of Tamandun—Casmard's
balak. More specificdly, were in a section of a pa ace which belongs to the man who's been Regent of
Tamandun in Casmard's absence. He was presumably responsible for the attack on the yacht.”

"To have Casmard kidnapped?'

"Apparently. I'm pretty sure Casmard's somewherein the paace, and | know Kewen is. We're here
because we happened to be on the yacht with Casmard.”

Trigger said, after amoment, "From what I've heard of Askanam poalitics, that doesn't |ook too
"I'm afraiditisn't good," Telzey agreed. "When were missed, dl anyonewill know isthat Casmard's
yacht appearsto have vanished in interstellar space with al aboard.”

"How doesthe ps businessfit in?"

"I don't know yet. Therere anumber of psis of assorted types not very far from us. Anywhere up to
two dozen of them. One had an unguarded mind and | tapped it. But | discovered then that some of the
others were screened telepaths. | could have been detected at any moment, so | pulled out before | got
asmuch information as | wanted. I'm not sure why they're here. There was something about a Glory
Day—ahig annua holiday in Tamandun—coming up. Something el se about arena games connected with
Glory Day fedtivities." Telzey shook her head. "Those psisaren't Askanam people. At least, the onel
was tapping isn't. She's a Federation citizen.”

"They might be helpful then,” Trigger suggested.

"They might. But I'd want to find out more about them before | let them know I'm also a Federation
ps who's probably in ajam. And I'll have to be careful about that because of the telepaths.”

Trigger nodded. "Sounds like you'reright! Y ou'd better stay our secret wespon for awhile.
Particularly—are the psisin the building, too?"

"No, I'm sure they're not in the building. They're closeto us, but not that close.”

"But there's a connection between them and Casmard's Regent?”

"I'm amogt sure of that.”

"Wedl—" Trigger shrugged. "L et's freshen up and change our clothes before we have vistors. What
do you wear on Askanam in the palace of a Regent who might be thinking of festuring you inthe
upcoming arenagames?”

"Something quietly conservative, | suppose,” Telzey said.

"All right. Just so it goeswith my purse.” The cosmetics purse didn't contain cosmetics but Trigger's
favorite gun, and was equipped with an instant g ection mechanism. Concelvably, it could act astheir
other secret weapon here. "The door on the left lookslike it should open on arefresher—"



In certain confidentia Overgovernment files, Askanam was listed among the Hub's experimenta
worlds. Officidly, it wasaworld which retained anumber of unusud privilegesin return for
acknowledging the Federation's basic authority and accepting afew baancing restrictions. Most of its
surface was taken up by the balaks of the ruling Askabs, ranging in size from something not much larger
than atownship to great states with teeming populations. It was a colorful world of pomp and splendor,
romance, violence, superdtition and individudism. The traditionaly warlike activities of the Askabs were
limited by Federation regulations, which kept Askanam pretty much asit was though individua baaks not
infrequently changed hands. Otherwise Federation law didn't extend to the balaks. Hub citizens gpplying
for entry were advised that they were going into areas where they would receive no Federation
protection.

Telzey was aware that the arrangement served severa purposes for the Overgovernment. Askanam
was populated largely by people who liked that kind of life, snce nothing prevented them from leaving.
They were attracted to it, in fact, from dl over the Hub. Since they were akind of people whose
romantic notions could cause problems otherwise, the Overgovernment was glad to see them there.
Askanam was one of its laboratories, and its population's ways were more closdly studied than they
knew.

For individuds, of course, that romantic setup could turn into adangerous trap.

Telzey discovered an intercom while Trigger was freshening up, and after they were dressed again,
they used it. They were connected with someone who said he was the Regent Toru's secretary, extended
the Regent's welcome to the Askab Casmard's yacht guests, trusted they were well rested, and inquired
whether they would be pleased to join the Askab and his cousin for breakfast.

They would, and were guided through awing of the palace to aroom where atable was st for four.
The Askab Perid Casmard waited there, smiling and, to dl appearances, at ease. Three other men were
with him, and he introduced them. The Regent Toru, tall, bony and dark. Lord Ormota, with abristling
red beard, Servant of the Stone. Findly ayoung, strongly built man with a boyishly handsome face, who
wasLord Vdlan.

The Regent said, "I waited only to meet you and to express my regretsif any inconvenience has been
caused you. | hopeyour vist to the Baak of Tamandun will be very pleasant otherwise. Palitical
congderations made it necessary to bring you here, asthe Askab will explain." He added to Casmard,

"Y our taste in guestsisimpeccable, dear cousin!™ Then he bowed to Telzey and Trigger and Ieft the
room, accompanied by Lord Ormota.

They took their seats, and breskfast was served. When the waiters had |eft, Casmard said, | regret
deeply that you two are involved in this matter! We can speek fredly, by the way. I'm using adistorter,
and Toru, in any case, would have no interest in what we have to say. He's certain there's nothing we can
do."

"Isit avery bad situation?" Trigger asked.

"Yes, quite bad!" Casmard hesitated, then shook his head. "1 would be both insulting you and treating
you unfairly by offering you fase reassurances. Thefact isthen that Toru undoubtedly intendsto have dl
four of uskilled. He believes you're my women and that he can put additiona pressure on me because of
it

"Pressure to do what?' asked Telzey.

"To renounce my right to thetitle of Askab of Tamandun, abdicate publicly in hisfavor. The
reasoning isthat my interests are no longer here. That's perfectly true, of course. It's been eight years
sncel last set foot on Askanam. For more than half my life, I've been aFederation citizenin al but legd
fact. I've built up a persond fortune which makes me independent of the revenues of Tamandun. To act
astheBaak's Askab in practiceis something 1'd find dull, indeed!™

Trigger said, "Then why not Smply abdicate?"

"For two reasons,”" Casmard told her. "Oneisthat, while I've intended to do it for sometime, | dso
intended to wait another year and then make Vadlain, who ismy cousin asis Toru, my successor. He
would have been of suitable age to become Askab then. He doesn't share my didike for therole, and, as
Askabs go, hewould make afar better ruler for Tamandun than Toru. | still fed some dight respongbility



toward the Balak."

"Whichiswhy I'vejoined you on Toru'sdegath lig," Vdlaninformed Telzey and Trigger. He didn't
appear greatly disturbed by the fact. "Very many people would prefer me to the Regent.”

* % %

"Well, and there you have my second reason,” Casmard went on. "After my formal abdication has
been obtained and announced and Toru has himself instaled as Askab, helll lose no timein terminating
my exigence. If any of you are fill dive at that time, you'll diewith me.”

Trigger cleared her throat. ™Y ou mean he might kill usfirst?"

Perial Casmard looked distressed. "Unfortunately, that's quite possible. Y ou three are in more
immediate danger than | am. Since I've never given evidence of the blood-thirstinesswhich is supposed
to distinguish aproper Askab, Toru fedsthat fear isatool which can be used to influence me. He may
decide to make object lessons of you."

"Casmard,” said Vdlain, "what difference doesit redly make? We can't get off the palace grounds.
We can't get out amessage. We're not even being watched. The Regent is so sure of usthat he can
afford to treat us as guests until we die. Hell become the Askab of Tamandun on Glory Day, and none of
uswill survivethat day. Sinceit'sinevitable, don't let it upset you."

"When'sGlory Day?' Telzey asked.

Valainlooked a her. "Why, tomorrow! | thought you knew."

Telzey pushed her chair back, stood up.

"Trigger and | saw some beautiful gardens from awindow on our way here" she said. "Sincethe
Regent doesn't seem to mind, | think well walk around there and admire them awhile" She smiled. "My
appetite might be better alittle later!”

Casmard said uneasily, "1 believe you would be safer if you stayed with me.”

"How much sefer?’ Telzey said.

Valainlaughed. "Shesright, Cousin! Let them go. The gardens are beautiful, and so isthe morning.
Let them enjoy thetimethey have left.”" He added to Telzey and Trigger, "1 would ask your permisson to
accompany you, but in view of the situation, there are some matters| should take care of. However, I'll
show you down to the gardens.”

Casmard stood up.

"Then be s0 good asto wait for them hereafew minutes” hetold Vadlain. "Theré's something I'd like
them to have."

He led the way from the room, turned presently into another one and shut the door after Telzey and
Trigger had entered.

"All things may bethetoolsof palitics," he remarked. "On Askanam, the superdtitions of the people
areatool in genera use by those who seek or hold power—and they themselves often aren't free of
superdtition. When | was achild, my father, the Askab, made me promise to keep certain smal talismans
he'd had our court adept fashion for me on my person at all times. They were to protect me from tricks
of wizardry. I've kept them as souvenirs throughout the years—and now | want to give one to each of
you, for somewhat the same reason my father had.”

Hetook two star-shaped splinters of jewelry no larger than histhumbnail from a pocket, gave oneto
Telzey and the other to Trigger.

"Widll, thanks very much, Casmard!" Trigger said. "They're certainly very beautiful." She hesitated.
"Do you—"

Casmard said, "Y ou're thinking of course, that the danger wereinis affecting my mind. However, |
can assure you from persond knowledge that superstitions, on occasion, may cloak something quitered.
I'm not spesking of technological fakery which is much employed here. Y ou've heard of psis, of course.
Sophisticated people in the Federation tend to believe that the various stories told about them are again
mainly supergtition. But having made astudy of the subject, I've concluded that many of those stories
have afoundation in fact. My parents court adept, for example, while he professed to ded in magic and
to control supernatural entities, evidently wasaps. And I'm sure that a consderable number of pssare
active on Askanam to an extent they couldn't be elsewhere. The genera belief in sorcery coverstheir



activities—issmply reinforced by them.

"I don't know whether Toru has an adept working for him at present. But it's possible. It'salso
possible that he fedsit would be an effective move to have you two appear to be the victims of sorcery.
Frankly, | have no way of knowing whether the talismans actudly offer protection against ps
forces—but, at least, they can do you no harm. So will you keep them on your persons as afavor to me?
| feel we should take every possible precaution available at present.”

He left them at the door to the breakfast room, and Valain showed them the way down to the
gardens and told them how to find him, or Casmard, later when they fdlt likeit. A number of other
buildings were visible on the pa ace grounds, and Telzey asked afew questions about them. Then Vdlain
excused himself pleasantly and went away.

"If | were Toru," Trigger remarked asthey started off along apath, "I wouldn't trust our Lord Valan
without aguard.”

Telzey nodded. "He's planning something. That's why he didn't want usto be around this morning.
I'm not sure about Perial Casmard either. HE'sredlly atough character.”

"What are you planning?' Trigger asked.

"| want to locate that group of psis as soon as possible—they should bein one of the buildings on the
grounds. If | can get closeto them, | can start doing some precision scanning. It's not too likely they'd
notice that. Until we know something about them, it's hard to figure out what we can do."

"The telepaths could spot you if you went to work directly on the Regent?*

"Well, they might. Especidly with anumber of them around. We don't know how the group would
react to that." Telzey shook her head. "But Toru could be too tough ajob anyway in the time we have
left! He and that Servant of the Stone don't seem to have any illusions about Askanam adepts
ether—they've imported good solid Federation mind shields of achemica type and are using them. We
might get better resultsif | don't waste timetrying to work through that stuff. At any rate, we haveto find
out how the pgsfitinfirs.”

"Do Casmard'stdismans do anything?

Telzey shrugged. "They could make someone who bdievesin them fee more secure, of course. But
that'sal they can do."

The paace grounds were very extensive and beautifully tended—avaried succession of terraced
gardens, large and smdl. There wasn't ahuman being in sight anywhere. They followed curving pathsin
and out of tree groves, around artificid lakes, up and down terrace stairs of polished and tinted stone.
Trigger inquired presently, " Are you working?"

Telzey shook her head. " Just waiting for some indication from the psis a the moment. So far there
hasn't been asign. What did you want to talk about?’

"Two things," said Trigger. "1 had anotion about aircars—but it seemsto me now that aircars aren't
permitted in the balaks."

"That's right. No sort of powered flight is," Telzey said. "They use glidersin some places, and |
remember Casmard saying afew Askabs have tried importing aflying anima that's big enough to carry a
man. They're not very managesble though.”

Trigger nodded. "That killsthe notion! | doubt gliders or flying animalswould do us much good if we
could find them. But then, you know—I'm wondering why no one else seemsto bein the gardens at
present .. ."

"I've wondered alittle about that too," Telzey acknowledged. She added, "Did you hear something a
moment ago?"'

Trigger glanced a her. "Just the generd sort of creature sounds we've been hearing right long.”

"Thiswasaspitting noise.”

Telzey broke off, and both of them came to a stop. They'd been approaching astand of shade trees



and, about sixty feet away, an anima suddenly had come out from the trees on the path they were
fallowing.

It stood Staring at them. It was a short-legged animal some twelve feet long, tawny on top and white
bel ow, with a snaky neck and sharp snout. The dert eyes were bright green. It was abeautiful creature
and an extremely efficient-looking one.

Trigger sad very softly, "It may not be dangerous, but we'd better not count on that. If we move
dowly off to theleft, away from it—"

The anima bared large white teeth and made the spitting noise Telzey had heard. Thistimeit was
quite audible. Then, inaningtant, it was coming straight at them. 1t moved with amazing speed, short legs
hurling it dong the path like aprojectile, head held high above the body. Trigger dapped the side of the
cosmetics purse at her belt, and the gun it concealed seemed to legp smultaneoudly into her hand. She
turned sideways, right arm stretched straight out.

The anima made ablaring sound as the green eyes vanished in momentary scarlet flashes of light. The
long body knotted and twisted, rolled off the path. The sound ended abruptly. The animal went limp.
Trigger lowered the gun, stood watching it afew seconds.

"Five head shots," she said quietly then. "That's atough cregture, Telzey! Any ideawhat it is?'

"Probably something they usein arenas.” Telzey's breath was unsteady. "It certainly wasn't agarden
pet!”

"No. And | suppose,” Trigger said, "somebody was watching to see what would happen, and is il
watching. We pretend we think it was an accident, eh?”

"We might aswell. It wouldn't do much good to complain. They know about your gun now."

"Y es, that's too bad. It couldn't be hel ped.”

They walked closer to the creature. From fifteen feet away, Trigger put another bolt into the center of
itsbody. It didn't stir. They went up to it, looked at the blood-stained greet teeth.

"At aguess,” Trigger said, "the Regent wanted a couple of mangled bodiesto shock Casmard with.
Let'sseeif we can find out whereit came from."

They followed the path in among the trees. A metal box stood there, open at one end, large enough
to have contained the animd. There was no onein sight.

"They brought it up in acar and let it out when we were close enough,” Telzey said. "If it had done
the job, they would have knocked it out with stun guns and taken it away again. So it was Toru.”

"Y ou werethinking it might have been the psis?'

"It might have been. Buit if they were contralling it, it would have been moving about under itsown
power. And they—"

"What'sthat?' The gun wasin Trigger'shand again.

"Ps suff,” Telzey said after amoment. "Don't do anything—it can't hurt ud™

Long green tentacles had lifted abruptly out of the earth, enclosing them and the metd box ina
writhing ring. The tentacles |looked materid enough, and there were dapping, dithering sounds when they
touched one another.

There came another sound. It might have been asighing of the air, agtirring in the tregtops above
them. At the sametime, it seemed to beavoice.

"Don't movel" it seemed to be saying. "Don't move at dl! Stay exactly where you are until Dovari
tellsyouwhattodo. . ."

Trigger moistened her lips. "All illusons, en?!

"Uh-huh—illusons™

Someone knew they were here and was manipulating the visual and auditory centers of their brains.
Very deftly, too! Telzey held her attention on the thought projections, drifted with them, reached the
projecting mind.

Unscreened, unprotected mind, concentrated on what it was doing, expecting no trouble. She
reflected, sent ameasured jolt through it. Its awareness abruptly went dim; theillusions were gone.

Trigger waslooking at her. "What did you do?!

"Knocked out the sender for alittlewhile.”



"And now?'

"I don't know. The psis have discovered us and are taking an interest in us. I've let them know I'm a
ps who doesn't want to play games, but | didn't do their illusionist any real harm when | could have done
it. Let'sgo on the way we were going. Well see what they try next. Better keep that shield good and
tight!"

"It'stight asit can get,” Trigger assured her. She had no devel oped ps talents; but she'd been
equipped by aps mind with a shield which wasflatly impenetrable when she wanted it that way. They
seemed adequately covered for the moment.

They continued dong the path they'd been following. Trigger remained silent, watching the areaabout
them, hand never far from the gun purse. Another sudden ondaught by aloosed arenakiller didn't seem
too likely; but the palace grounds amost might have been designed to let danger lurk about unseen.

Telzey said presently, "They're probing at us now. Carefully, so far, but I'm picking up afew things.”

She, too, was being careful. There were at least half a dozen screened telepathic minds involved
here—perhaps afew more. They seemed experienced and skilled. The best they weren't, Telzey thought;
they shouldn't have been quite so readily detectable—though it was possible, of course, that they didn't
much care whether she detected them or not. There was one psi mind around, at any rate, from which
she could catch no thought flickering a al, but only the faintest suggestion of atight shield with awatchful
awareness behind it, unnoticesbleif she hadn't been fully dert for just such suggestions.

That mind seemed highly capable. She concentrated on it, ignoring the others more or less at the
moment, prowled lightly about the shielding. Then, for an ingtant, she caught an impression of the
persondlity it concealed. Her eyesflickered in surprise. That personality was no stranger! Here—on
Askanam? But she knew she hadn't been mistaken.

Shedirected athought at the shield, self-identification accompanying it. "Sams! Sams Larking!"

A moment's startled pause, then:

"Telzey! You'rethe oneold Toruwastrying to doin?'

"That'swhat it lookslike." She gave him amenta picture of the short-legged animal. Quick thought
flow returned. Confirmation—ashort while ago, on the Regent's orders, a cheolafrom the arena pens
had been transported to the palace grounds. One of the tel epaths had been curious to see what Toru
intended with the dangerous cresture, and entered the mind of the vehiclés driver. When he reported that
the cheola apparently had been killed by itsintended victims, the group became interested.

"At that point, we didn't know therewas aps involved,” Sams concluded. "Come on over and see
us They al want to meet you."

Telzey heditated. The probing attempts of the others had stopped meanwhile. "Where are you?"

"Y ou've been moving in the right direction. When you comeinto the open again, it'sthe building
ahead and to your left. The Old Palace. We're the only ones quartered here at present. I'll meet you at
the door. Toru doesn't have any other surprises prepared for you in the gardens, by the way. We've been
checking, and will cover for you."

"All right.”

Thought contact broke off. Telzey told Trigger what had happened. Trigger studied her face. "Y ou
don't seem delighted,” she observed. "Isn't your acquaintance going to help us?

"Wdl ... I'mnot at dl sure. It might depend on why he and the others are here. Samstendsto look
out for hisown interestsfirg.”

"l see. So we stay on our toes and keep shiddstight. . . ."

"| think weld better.”

\Y
"I've been arranging thisfor ayear,” Sams Larking said. "Toru is stingy, but he knows he hasto come

up with the best in arena games on Glory Day—particularly on the Glory Day he plansto be announced
as Tamandun's new Askab to the multitudes. | offered him the best the Hub could provide at a price that



delighted his shriveled soul. Weve brought in the grestest consignment of fighters and performers, human
and animd, in Tamandun's history! Hatzel"—he nodded a a chunky man with around expressionless
face on the other sde of the big room—"will be sitting in the Regent's box with Toru, asLord of the
Games tomorrow. We've arranged the whole show. Toru keeps purring over the schedule. He feds helll
be the envy of Askanam.”

Trigger said, "From what I've heard, more than half of the people you brought in for the arena should
be dead before the games are over."

"Congderably lessthan half in thiscase," Samstold her. "We picked the best, as| mentioned. Local
fightersaren't intheir class" He studied her amoment. ™Y ou disgpprove? They al know the odds. They
a0 know that the ones who survive the games will be heroesin Tamandun—uwedthy heroes. Some will
have agood chance of making it to the nobility. They know that more than one Askanam arenafavorite
wound up among the Askabs. They're playing for high stakes. | fed that'stheir business.”

Telzey glanced around the room. Eighteenin dl, haf of them telepaths, the others an assortment of
talents. In effective potential among non-psisit wasan army. Dovari, theillusonist, had regained
consciousness before they reached the building. She was a dender woman with abeautiful and, at
present, thoroughly sullen face.

"What are you people playing for?' Telzey asked. "Y ou can hardly be making a profit on your dedl
with the Regent.”

Sams shook his head. "That's not what we're after. Y ou've heard of the Stone of Wirolla?”

Telzey nodded. "Casmard's mentioned it. Some old war relic with supposedly magica qudities. They
used to sacrifice peopleto it by cutting out their hearts.”

"The Regent'srevived that practice,” Samssaid. "It'saform of execution now, reserved for criminas
of note and for gpecia occasions. The Stone then indicates its satisfaction with both offering and occasion
through supernatural manifestationsin the Grand Arena. The manifestations have been on thefeeble
sde—Toru'stoo miserly to have had equipment for anything redly spectacular ingtdled. But it's
traditiond. The peopleloveit.”

"And?' Telzey said.

"This Glory Day, the manifestationswill be spectacular. We have thetalent for it assembled in this
room. I'm grateful you didn't do more than tap Dovari because shelll be responsible for much of it. But
we aren't confining oursalvesto illusions, by any meand It's going to be aterrible shock to Toru when he
sees his miracle gadgets producing effects he knows they can't possibly produce—all in honor of the new
Askab showing how highly the Stone of Wirolla approves of him! Asit happens, that won't be Toru. At
theend of Glory Day, I'll be Askab of Tamandun!”

He added, "And you see around you Tamandun's new top nobles—ps rulers of one of the wedlthiest
balaks of Askanam. Y ou and Miss Argee are herewith invited to join their ranks! I've told the group of
your ability, and they're ready to welcome you." He glanced at Dovari. "With the possible exception of
our illusonist! However, shell soon get over her irritation.”

Telzey shook her head. "Sams, you're crazy!" Shelooked around the room. "All of you must be, to
let him talk you into something like this.”

Samsdidn't lose hissmile. "What makesyou say that?"

"The Psychology Service, for onething. Y ou start playing around with ps stuff openly, they'll be here
toinvedtigate. Y ou don't think they'll let you useit to control Tarnandun, do you?'

"Asamatter of fact, | do,” Samstold her. "I checked out our Askanam maneuver with them.
Anything too obvious that could be attributed to psi is out, of course. But there's no objection to
goings-on that in Tamandun will have theflavor of the supernatural and at more sophisticated levelswill
be passed off as superdtitious gullibility. Well have to keep to our balak, but, with those restrictions, what
we do hereisour busness”

"If they'reletting you do it," Telzey said, "they've been letting other psisdo it.”

He nodded. "Oh, they have. | said I've been preparing thisfor sometime. I've been around Askanam
and | know that plenty of psis have established themselvesin the culture here and are operating about as



fredy asthey like. But dmogt dl of that'son aminor level. WEIl bethe first group that really getsthings
organized."

"Y ou might have been thefirst to get shuffled out here asagroup,” Telzey sad.

Samss eyes narrowed dightly. "Meaning?!

"lsn't it obvious? The Federation exempts Askanam from normal restrictions becauseit'sasmple
way to keep aspecific class of lunatics corralled. The experiment'sworked out, o it's being continued.
The Service evidently has expanded it to include irresponsible ps independents. Put them where
whatever they do can't really add much to the general mess! | wouldn't fed flattered if they told mel
could make Tamandun my playground but was to make sure | stayed there. What kind of playground is
it? Being little gods among some of the silliest peoplein the Hub is going to bore you to desth—or you're
lunaticd"

"I havenoliking," Dovari remarked, "for the girl'sinsults.”

The man cdled Hatzd said, "There could be adifference of opinion about the opportunities waiting
for usin Tamandun. But the point is, Sams, that you seem to be mistaken in believing Miss Amberdon
would beinterested in lending her taentsto the group's goas.”

"| till hopeto be able to persuade her," Samstold him.

"Why not try it, Telzey? It may not be at al what you think. Y ou can dways pull out, of course, if you
find you dont likethelife."

"If | thought | might likeit," Telzey said, "thered still be thefact that Tamandun already hasan
Askab."

Hatzdl sad, "For the moment only. That's Toru's affair, not ours. AsLord of the Games, I'll be
attending the Regent's ceremonia Glory Day dinner in the House of Wirollatonight. So, | understand, will
the Askab Casmard and his guests. Before the evening's over, Casmard will have abdicated formally.
Thevacancy will befilled at the end of Glory Day."

"Casmard'san old friend of my family,” Telzey said. "If you're determined to set yoursalvesup in
Tamandun, you could make an arrangement with him. Heisn't much interested in remaining Askab. I'd
seetoit that he didn't remember afterwards theréd been psisinvolved in the matter.”

Sams shook his head. "I'm afraid we can't do that. It'stoo late for it. We're prepared to deal with
Toru and the Servant of the Stone tomorrow. The manifestations we've scheduled will makeit easy to do
and well have enthusiastic public approval. But it needs exact timing. We've made Toru's plansfor
Casmard part of our plan. If Casmard were il dlive and till Askab on Glory Day, everything would
have to be revised. At best, weld wind up with something less effective.”

"Asdefrom not interfering ourselves," Hatzel added, "we must aso, of course, make sure that no one
else does—in any way! And while we know Miss Amberdon's atelepath, it hasn't yet been established
what Miss Argee's specid abilitiesare.”

* % %

"I have no specid pg abilities” Trigger said shortly.

"Now that,” one of the other men remarked, "isan interesting lie. I've been attempting to probe that
young woman's shield since she entered the room. | can vouch for the fact that it's an extraordinary ps
Structure—unanalyzable and of extreme resistive power."

Trigger shrugged. "Somebody €l se devel oped the shield for me. | couldn't have doneit. Not that it
makes any difference.”

Samssmiled & her. "'l agree! And I'm sure you both realize that we can't run the risk of |etting you
upset our plans. Once Glory Day's over, it doesn't matter what you do. Well be glad to see you safely
off Askanam then, assuming Toru's let you remain dive, which might seem rather doubtful if you won't
join forceswith us. Until thet time, at any rate you will have to alow the group to control what you say
and do. It'sredly the only safeway, isnt it?'

"Forget it, Samdl" Telzey said. "Our screens stay tight.”

"Will they?' Samssaid mildly. "1 don't like to put pressure on you, but we still have too much work to
get done today to waste moretime over this. . . ."

The room went quiet. Then awave of heat washed over Telzey. It ebbed, returned, and intensified.



Trigger gave her aquick, Sartled glance. Telzey shifted her shoulders.

"So you have apyrotic with you," she remarked.

Samsamiled. "We have severd. Their rangeisexcdlent! Even if we dlowed you to leave thisroom
and building—though we won't—you couldn't get away from the effect. Y ou don't want your blood to
gart boiling, do you? Or find your hair and clothes catching fire—as a start?’

Trigger, Sweet beginning to run down her face, looked a Telzey. "Do you know who's doing it?!

Telzey nodded across the room.

"Thetal thin man two sests|eft of Dovari."

Trigger's hand went to her cosmetics purse, and the gun made its abrupt appearance.

She sadto thethin man, "I won't kill you if this doesn't sop immediatdy. But I'll stun you so solidly
you won't have begun to come awake by the end of Glory Day. And it'll be two weeks after that before
your nerves sop jumping.”

The heat faded away. The group sat Saring at Trigger. She jerked, made a choked sound of
surprise, looked down at her hand. The gun had vanished from it.

Samsand afew of the otherswere laughing. Sams said, "Neat enough, Hatzdl! Ladies, let's stop this
nonsense. Since you can't win, why not give up gracefully? Telzey, you at least are aware you can both
bekilled in an ingant asyou're Stting there.”

Telzey nodded. "Oh, | do know that, Sams. But | haven't just been Sitting here. I've found out
Hatzel's shielded, and, of course, al you telepaths have your ps shieds. But six of your most valuable
people aren't shielded at al, and gpparently couldn't operateif they were. Six ps minds—wide open! It
would take an ingtant to kill us, and you can be quite sure that in that instant you'd lose those six. Sol
dont think you'l try it."

Sams gtared at her. The others were silent amoment. Then one of the women said sharply, "Sams,
she's bluffing! Y ou said she's good, but between us al we certainly can block her as she strikes out. Then
we can handle both of them aswewish."

Sams shook hishead dowly. "I wouldn't care to count oniit.”

Dovari said in agtrained voice, "Nor I! And | don't want to die while you're finding out whether you
can, or can't, block her. Let them go, Samd! If they try to interfere, you can till deal with them in some
other manner.”

Vv

Trigger glanced back at the closed building door behind them. She looked both furious and relieved.
"What do we do now?' she muttered.

"Keepwaking," Telzey said. "Back to the Regent's paace. And we walk rather fast until we reach
those trees ahead. I've still got my contacts back there. Sometak going on . . . Hatzel seemsto be
second in command to Sams. So he'sateleport—" She glanced at Trigger. "Too bad you lost your gun.”

"That'snotdl | log."

"My underpants went with the gun.”

"Well," Telzey said after amoment, "aminor demondration, as Samswould say. A teleport at
Hatzd's level isavery dangerous person. He didn't have to do that, of course. They were trying to make
usfed helpless”

Trigger nodded. "And it worked just finewith me! I've never felt more heplessin my life" She
looked over a Telzey. "Touch and go for amoment, wasn't it? | didn't think you were bluffing!"

"l wasn't. A bluff like that wouldn't have got past Sams.”

"What makes them that kind of people?’ Trigger said. "With everything they can do—"

"That's partly it. Most of that group are bored psis. They've used their abilities to make thingstoo
easy for themsalves. It's stupid but some do it. Now they've run out of fun and are looking for something
new—amogt anything that seemsnew."

They'd reached the trees, were hurrying aong a path leading through the grove. Trigger checked



suddenly, glanced down at the cosmetics purse. She dapped it. The gun popped into her hand.

"Wdl!" shesad. "l felt theweight in the purse just now." Shereached into the purse, pulled out a
glky garment, shoved it into a pocket. "Briefs returned with the gun." She bit her lip. "Perhaps| should
fed grateful. Somehow | don't!”

"Comeon!" Telzey turned away, broke into atrot. "They did that to show you your gun doesn't
impressthem at al. But now you have it back, you might get a chance to express your lack of
gppreciation to Hatzel. Well haveto hurry!"

"What do you mean?"

"Can you st it to stun somebody for just ashort time—a few minutes?!

"That'sabit tricky, but, yes, | can. Five minutes, say."

"Fine. Hatzel's been caled to the palace to talk to the Regent. Hell be coming through the gardenson
ascooter. If we get far enough ahead, we may be able to spot him and cut him off."

"All right. And | sun him. Then?"

"That's no telepath's shield he'susing. It'sagadget. And if the gadget'sthekind | think it is, | can
open it and get to his mind before he comes around. Sams or somebody might redlize what's happening,
of course. That'sarisk we'd better take. The quicker we get it over with, thelesslikely we areto be
noticed.”

They crouched presently at the edge of aterrace, winded and hot from the run, shrubbery about
them. "Hemight still turn off on another route,” Telzey remarked. "Buit it looks like helll be coming by
here now, doesn't it?"

Trigger nodded. " Seemsto be heading thisway."

"That break in the bushesisthe place to take him. How far will we haveto work down to it?'

"Wewon't. Right hereisfine. HE'sjust chugging along.”

"That'sagood fifty yards, Trigger," Telzey said doubtfully.

"And I'm agood fifty yards marksman. Some day I'll have to teach you how to useagun.”

"Perhaps you should. | never warmed up to guns. When I've had to use one, | just blasted away."

"What are your contacts doing?"

"Back to rehearaing their Glory Day surprises. They're not thinking about us at the moment. Sams
might be, now and then. It's hard to be sure about him. But we should be able to get avay with this."

Hatzel's scooter came chugging up shortly. Trigger touched the gun'sfiring stud, and Hatzel was
sagging sideways of f the scooter as the machine went out of sight behind bushes again. They worked
their way hurriedly down to the path through the shrubs, found the scooter on itssSide, turning in dow
circles. Trigger shut it off while Telzey went over to Hatzel who lay on hisback a dozen yards away.

Shekndt quickly beside him, lifted hishead. Trigger joined her.

"Should be at the base of the skull, under askin patch,” Telzey said. "Hereit id"

She peded off the tiny device, blinked absently at Hatzdl's face. "Open ps mind—yes, | candoiit.”
Shewasslent then.

Trigger glanced presently at her watch, said, "Four minutes plus gone, Telzey. He could start coming
around any moment now. Shal | tap him again?'

"No, I've got him. He won't come around till I'm ready."”

"I'll go plant the rock then,” Trigger said.

She went a dozen yards back up the terrace where ornamental rockwork enclosed a flower bed,
returned with asizable rock which she placed on the path ten feet from where Hatzel waslying.

"I'd think it was alittle peculiar | hadn't noticed that rock,” she observed. "But | supposeyou're
taking care of that?"

"Y es. Hell wake up with asmdl headache from having banged his skull. HEll seethe rock lying there
and beirritated, but that will explainit, and he won't want to tell anyone he wasn't looking where hewas
going." Telzey replaced the shield which wasn't operative at the moment, smoothed in the skin patch,
stood up and brushed sand from her knees. "Finished. Let's move!™

They restarted the scooter, left it lying onits Sde, pushing itself awkwardly about in the grass, went



quickly back up to the terrace and aong it through the shrubbery, until they reached a grove of trees and
came to another path.

Hatzdl, still unconscious, reached into a pocket and switched hismind shield back on. He awvoke
then, sat up with amuttered curse, felt his head, looked around, saw the rock on the path and the
struggling scooter in the grass. He nodded in annoyed comprehension, and got to hisfeet.

He couldn't be left unshielded because one of the telepaths would have been bound to noticeit.
Every five minutes, however, Hatzel now would switch the shield off for amoment, unaware of what he
did. If there was reason to take him under active control, Telzey would make use of such amoment.
They had aglimpse of him presently on the network of paths ahead of them, nearing the Regent's palace.

"Reacting just as he's supposed to, isn't he?' Trigger said.

Telzey nodded. "Uh-huh! It was astupid accident, and that's al. HE's got more important things to
think about." She added, "1'd like to give Casmard some idea of what's going on, but thereésno way |
can keep them from looking into hismind or Valan's, and anything we told him they'd soon know. Well
haveto work out thissde of it gtrictly by ourselves.”

Vi

Asthey were approaching the paace entrance by which they'd left, atdl, splendidly uniformed man
emerged from it and came toward them.

Heintroduced himsdlf as Colonel Euran, head of the Regent's Palace Guard. "It's come to my
atention,” he said, "that you weren't informed of a security regulation requiring gueststo surrender
persona wesgponsfor the period of their vigit in the paace. | thought | should correct the oversight, to
save you poss ble embarrassment. It's merdly aformdity, of course—but do you happen to have
WEgpOoNS in your room or 0N your persons?’

Since they'd known their encounter with the cheola had been observed, they weren't surprised.
Trigger took the cosmetics purse from her belt and handed it to him.

"TherésaDentoninsde," she said. "Take good care of it, Colond. It'san old friend.”

He bowed. "Indeed, | will."

Telzey said, "Could there be other regulations we don't know about?*

Colonel Euran smiled pleasantly. "It's no regulation. But the Regent Toru told me to suggest that you
remain within the palace itsalf until he has the pleasure of meeting you again at dinner tonight. HE'S
concerned about your safety.”

"Y ou mean the Regent's own gardens aren't safe?" Trigger asked.

"No, not dways during the periods of arenagames. There are subterranean levels here where beasts
and criminals who've been condemned to the arena are kept. And it happens on occasion that some very
dangerous creature eludes its keepers and appears unexpectedly in the palace grounds.”

They thanked him for the warning, went insde. Following the directions given them by Vdlain, they
presently located the suite of Perial Casmard and announced themselves at the door. He opened it
immediadly.

"Comein! Comein!" he said, drawing them into the room and closing the door again. He looked a
them, shook his head. "I'm very glad to seeyou,” he said. "l wasn't a al sure you were ill dive! Shortly
after you'd left, Toru hinted in his pleasant manner that he had some particularly brutd end prepared for
you. | went down to the gardensto find you, but no one could tell me where you'd gone.”

They told him about the cheola. Telzey said, "We went on then and met some Federation people
who've organized the Glory Day gamesfor Toru thisyear. We thought we might be ableto talk them into
smuggling usout, but they weren't interested in getting involved in an intrigue againgt the Regent.”

Casmard said he couldn't blame them too much. "If Toru found out about it, they might become more
intimately involved in the gamesthan any sensible man would wishto be"

"And we're confined to the palace now,” Trigger said.

"That's good—sinceit probably meansthat Toru is planning no further immediate steps againgt youl.
But the situation remains extremely difficult. Have you esten?’



"Not since breakfast,” Telzey said, "and we didn't est much then. Now that you've mentionedit, |
notice I'm very hungry.”

Casmard had lunch for them brought to the suite. He watched pensively whilethey ate, said at last,
"There was an exploson awhile ago on the Regent'sliving level. Not badly timed—he'd entered the level
shortly before the device went off. However, only one of his guard dogswaskilled. Toru escaped
injury."

They looked at him expectantly. He shrugged. "Valain's now confined to his quarters. Toru rarely
acts hadtily. Hell wait for the pre-Glory Day dinner in the House of Wirollatonight before pursuing the
metter."

When they'd finished lunch, he said, "I'm reasonably certain the Regent adso will hold his hand now as
far as you two are concerned. However, it would be best if you went to your room and stayed there, so
asto bring yoursaves aslittle as possible to his attention.”

Telzey said, "You till don't see how we can get out of this?!

"Oh, I'm not entirely at the end of my resources,” Casmard told her. "1 shal meet the Regent again
during the afternoon and may be able to persuade him to accept less dragtic arrangements than the one

he hasin mind."
They left to go to ther gpartment. Trigger inquired reflectively, ™Y ou had the impression Casmard
wanted us out of the way?"

"Y es, he doeswant us out of theway,” Telzey said.

Trigger glanced at her. "Picked up things over lunch, huh?"

"Y es. Something about an elderly character in the palace who used to act as poisoner for Casmard's
mother, and seemsto have kept hishand in. Casmard's promised him a high spot in the nobility if he can
get to Toru before dinner, and the old boy'sgameto try it."

Trigger shook her head. "Life expectancies would be awkward to calculate around here! Does
Casmard think it will work?'

"Not redlly. He's getting desperate. If he did get rid of Toru, theredd still be a serious problem with
the Servant of the Stone—L ord Ormota.”

"How does hefitin?'

"After Toru, he's pparently the most powerful man in Tamandun. If Toru died, hed have agresat
deal more power here in the Regent's palace than Casmard and Vdlain combined could bring up. So
held probably smply become the next Askab, with no other change in the proceedings.”

"The Stone he'sthe Servant of is presumably the Stone of Wirolla, where they cut out peopl€'s
hearts?'

"y es"

"And the House of Wirolla, where they'll be holding the ceremonia dinner were supposed to
attend—that's where the Stone is?'

"Yes," Telzey sad. "l got that from Hatzdl. Big black hall. The Regent'stable stands right across from
the Stone.”

"Should be agreat dinner party for ghould” Trigger said after amoment.

"Well, it dl seemspart of their locd religion or whatever you want to call it."

Inacloset of their room they found games, provided for the entertainment of guests. They were
unfamiliar and looked complicated enough to beinteresting. They set up one designed for two players. It
was cover—Telzey would be mentdly active on other levels.

Hatzd's shield had been opening regularly on schedule. Sheld caught the opening afew times,
checked him out briefly. There was nothing of interest there at present. She'd dropped her contacts with
the unprotected mindsin Samss group. They had no immediate value.

She spent alittle time hunting around for traces of the navigator of Casmard's space yacht, located
him findly and told Trigger, "Kewen's not in the palace any more. He's been transferred to the place they
keep the criminalsthey'll start feeding into the arena games tomorrow. That'swhat's scheduled for him."

Trigger looked startled. "Does he know it?"



"He knows, but | sort of tranquilized him this morning after | picked him up. It isn't bothering him."

"It bothersme," Trigger said. "Of course, he might last longer than therest of us, at that.”

"Yes. And if we get out of it, we should be able to get him out.”

A paace courier had announced himsdlf discreetly at the door haf an hour after they'd returned to
their room, and handed them aformd invitation from the Regent. They would be Sitting at histable during
dinner inthe House of Wirallathat night.

Telzey spent the remaining hours scanning the mindsin the paace and its vicinity. There were many
she could have entered without much trouble, but finding minds that would be useful in the present
Stuation was more difficult. Colond Euran of the Palace Guard had been a primary target but turned out
to be as thoroughly mind-shielded as the Regent and the Servant of the Stone. Telzey wasn't too
disappointed. Toru hardly would want someone in that position to be subject to hostile psychic
influences

She devel oped some sdlected contacts presently. There were others she would have preferred, but
they couldn't be made availableto her quickly enough.

Then it wastime to prepare themselves to be taken to the House of Wirolla. It was one of the
buildings on the Palace grounds, serving both as a personad paace for the Servant and as atemple for the
Stone.

VIl

The ceremonid hall in the House of Wirollalived up to Trigger's expectation that it might have made
agood place for the festivities of ghouls. Walls, ceiling and floor were of black stone. On the lower levd,
the only light was provided by torches flaring sullenly from the wals and dong the tables, where the top
rank of Tamandun's nobility and dignitaries dined tonight. It was separated from the upper level by aflight
of low dairs, running the width of the hall.

On the upper level, there was light. The curved table of the Regent stood there by itsdlf, the Regent's
honor guests seated along the outer edge of the curve. The arrangement provided them with agood view
of the Stone of Wirallaon thefar side of the hal. The Stone was huge and seemed dmost formless, while
somehow suggesting a hunkered shape which could have been human as much as Wirallan. It was
gray-green, and there was an indication of scales over parts of its surface. A thick hollowed projection
near the lower end might represent a pair of cupped and waiting hands. Supposedly, the Stone had been
inthe Hub for some centuries, having been found on the destroyed flagship of aWirollan war fleet. But
the early part of its history was uncertain.

Nowadays, at any rate, it represented a deity, or demon, who periodically indicated an gppetite for
human sacrifices. Traditiondly, it should indicate that gppetite tonight. The circumstances didn't make for
light-hearted dinner conversation, but most of those who sat dong the curving table, Casmard and Vallain
among them, hadn't seemed much affected. Hatzdl, three seats from Telzey, atein solid sllence. From the
lower level came an indistinct sound of voices. Glory Day music washed through the air, incongruously
bright and brisk.

Wesponsweren't dlowed in the hall. But guns pointed through conceded openingsin the three walls
of the upper level; and the Palace Guards who held them had every section of both levels under
observation in scanners.

Three of those Palace Guards and their gunswere now Telzey's. The Regent's guard dog, agreat
arena hound standing twelve feet back of its master's chair, was nearly hers. It was, at any rate, no longer
the Regent's.

It wasn't till dinner drew near its end that tensions began to be noticeable. At last, Telzey became
aware of afaint tremor in the stone floor under her feet, in the chair on which she sat. It continued only a
moment; but when it stopped, al talk had ended and the music had faded away.



Now the tremor returned, grew stronger, swelled into an earthquake shuddering. Againiit lasted only
afew seconds. By then, no one near Telzey was stirring. She found herself holding her breath, released it.
A third timeit came, accompanied by adistant roaring sound, suggesting ablurred giant voice. Asthat
stopped, alow black table was rising out of the floor before the Stone of Wirolla. Two gray-clothed
men, gray masks covering their faces, came out from behind the Stone on either sde and stopped at the
ends of thetable, ropesheld in their hands.

* % %

Lord Ormota, Servant of the Stone, got to hisfeet and strode out in front of the Regent'stable. He
rased hisarms, and his amplified voice sounded deeply through the hall.

"The Stone of Wirollawill take two heartstonight!™

Ormota paused, bearded face turned up in an attitude of listening. The roaring sound came again; the
black hall shook, and grew still. Ormota turned toward the Regent.

"Two traitors to Tamandun St with the Regent Toru tonight, believing themselves unknown! The
Stone of Wirollawill point them out and receive their hearts.”

Two traitors? Valain, whose face had paed at last, must be one. The other? Telzey had seeniin
Casmard's mind that while his poisoner had found no opportunity to practice his arts on the Regent, held
at least aroused no suspicions. But perhaps Casmard was mistaken in that. Or perhaps—

Telzey's thoughts broke off. Out of the hollowed projection on the Stone a black object like acane
or wand floated up into Sight. It lifted swiftly into the air, impelled by a mechanism which Ormota
presumably controlled. It hung quivering for amoment in the center of the upper level of the hall. Then,
emitting ahigh singing note, it drifted down toward the Regent'stable, swinging left and right like a
compass needle. No one moved at the table; but there was an expectant stirring on the lower level, as
diners shifted about to have a better view at the ingtant the Stone's device would indicate the night's
sacrifices.

It came closer, Hill swinging back and forth along the curve of the table. Then, the singing note
surging shrilly upward, it hated, pointed at Hatzdl.

Telzey felt the shock of utter surprisein Hatze's mind, saw for an instant alook of incredulous
consternation on Ormota's face.

The wand vanished.

There was a crystd shattering against the face of the Stone. Black shards clattered down into the
hollow below. The Regent Toru staggered haf up out of his chair, eyes and mouth grotesquely distended,
made a groaning sound and went over backward with the chair. Ormota clutched his chest, looked for a
moment asif he weretrying to scream, collapsed in turn.

One of the gray-clothed men uttered a high-pitched yell of horror. His shaking hand pointed & the
hollowed projection of the Stone.

Two human hearts thumped and thudded bloodily about init. A din of screaming arosein the black
hall.

"Y our Askab showed such extraordinary presence of mind in taking charge of the Situation that I'm
convinced you're controlling him," Hatzel told Telzey and Trigger in hurried undertones. "However, that
was, in fact, the best immediate way of handling this unexpected turn of events. Toru obvioudy intended
treachery against our group. | had to make him and the Servant appear to be the Stone'sintended
sacrifices or dlow mysdf to be butchered.”

Headded, "I'll haveto let Larking know about this a once—but first | want to warn you. Your lives
and those of Casmard and Valain are no longer endangered, so be satisfied with that! Don't try to make
use of what's happened to interfere with our plans. They remain essentialy unchanged, though details
must be modified now. Sams Larking, in other words, will till be the new Askab of Tamandun at the end
of Glory Day. Casmard and you two will be seen to a Federation spaceport, and if you're wise you won't
lose too much time then getting off the planet!™

A bleak smiletouched hisface.

"Thisshould in fact improve our future position," he remarked. "The discovery that Toru's and



Ormota's bodies showed no outward sign of injury after the Stone had taken their hearts has made many
new believersin the supernaturd tonight." He turned away, concluding, "Remember what I'vetold you!"
and walked off.

They looked after him. Unaware that he was doing it, Hatzel reached into a pocket and switched his
mind shield back on. It would stay on now.

Trigger said thoughtfully, "No way those telepaths can find out you had him point the Stone'swand or
whatever it was at himsdf?"

"No," Telzey sad. "I released my controls on him just amoment ago. Samsis naturally suspicious,
but if helooks over Hatzel's mind, it will ssem everything happened exactly as Hatzd thinksit did.”

VI

The Glory Day games began. The Grand Arenas spectator sections were astir with rumors, curiosity,
and interest. Word had spread of great and strange eventsin the House of Wirollathe night before—the
Regent Toru and the Servant of the Stone had been revedled astraitors and dain by the Stoneitself, and
the long-absent Askab Perid Casmard again ruled Tamandun, supported unanimoudy by the nobility.
The genera expectation was that there would be omens and signs to make thisyear's Glory Day oneto
be long remembered.

Five sat in what previoudy had been the Regent's box—the Askab Casmard, Lord Vdlain, Telzey,
Trigger, and Hatzd, Lord of the Games. Casmard and Vdlain werein an undisturbed state of mind. They
were undisturbed because they knew that the occurrence in the House of Wirolla, horrifying—though
very fortunate—asit had appeared at the time had been the work of afriendly ps. They knew it because
thefriendly psi had told each of them so mentally; and they'd compared notes. They didn't know who the
ps was and had been instructed not to try to find out. They wouldn't. Casmard intended to announce his
abdication infavor of Lord Valain at the end of the day's games—

Sams Larking and his group were aware that Telzey was controlling Casmard and Valain, but there
was no reason for them to object. The two had needed support and guidance in acritical Stuation, and
she was supporting and guiding them in away which avoided problems for Sams. Hatzel, when he
appeared in the arena box, had murmured to Telzey and Trigger, "Larking tells me you're cooperating
nicely. That'sfine! Let'sbe sureit staysthat way." He'd smiled gently at them. He had no doubt it would
stay that way. Hed demonstrated his potentid for instant deadliness, if theré'd been any question about it.
And one of Samss telepaths was remaining in good enough contact with Casmard and Valain to catch
any suspicious maneuvers Telzey might attempt through them. If she attempted any, Hatzel would be
informed at once and was to take whatever steps seemed required. The group was playing for keeps and
had made the fact clear.

There was another mind on which Telzey was keeping tabs—that of the yacht navigator. Kewen had
been released from the arena pens to which he'd been transferred; and it occurred to Casmard then that
afine seat at the Glory Day games should compensate the poor fellow in part for hisunnerving
experiences. Hewasn't far from the Askab's box. One of the telepaths had checked him and found
Kewen had been in astate of shock and was coming gradually out of it, held under caming control by
Tdzey.

Asfar asthe ps group was concerned, that took care of Telzey. She'd been neutralized. She mightn't
like what they were doing, but it didn't matter. They each had their work to handle now, playing out
rehearsed rolesin the ascending series of thrills and marvel swhich would wind up with Sams Larking
being roared into office as the new Askab by the people of Tamandun.

The opening events of the games were brisk and colorful enough, but till tame stuff by Tamandun's
standards—mere preludes to what the day should bring. The crowds watched in tolerant appreciation for
the mogt part, details of the action being shown in enlarging screens above each arena section.

Then what seemed to be happening in the arena was no longer what was shown to be happening in
the screens. Dovari'sillusions were putting in an appearance. The spectators redlized it gradualy, grew



gtill, fascinated—the Stone of Wirollawas manifesting in waysit hadn't manifested before! Theillusons
werent disurbing in themsalves. But uncanniness was touching that area of Tamandun.

Dovari was an excdlent illusonist, Telzey thought. And now it seemed to be time. She gave Trigger
the signal they'd agreed on. Trigger smiled in response, dipped aknockout pill into her mouth, swallowed
it.

Ten seconds later, a shock of fright jolted through Kewen's drowsy complacence. And Kewen
responded. Telzey erased her shidding screensin that instant, brought all persona ps activity to an
abrupt stop.

Hatzel, sitting behind Casmard, jerked violently, and disappeared. Trigger dumped limply back in her
seet, eyesclosed. Theillusonsinthearenawhirled in awild, chaoticaly ugly turmoail.

Shock waves of darm could amost be sensed rising from the spectator sections. Perial Casmard
camly switched on the amplifying system before him. His cam voice spoke throughout the Grand Arena,
telling his subjects that what they were witnessing wasn't merely another manifestation but one which, by
itsvery violence, must be regarded as an augury of an gpproaching greet period in Tamandun's
higtory . . .

It was arehearsed speech, but Casmard didn't know it. And it was effective. There was no general
panic.

"Therésonetypeof pd," Telzey had told Trigger some hours before, "no other ps wantsto run into.
They cal him the howler. A howler hasjust one talent—he can kick up such ahurricane of ps gatic that
the abilities of any other psisin hisrangefly out of control and start working every which way. That's
pretty horrible for those psis, especidly for the oneswith plenty of equipment. The more they can do, the
more's gone suddenly wrong—and the harder they try to hang on to control, the worse the matter gets!”

"Youand | got hit by ahowler when Casmard's yacht was attacked. It was our navigator. Kewen
didn't know he was doing it; he doesn't know he'saps. But when he getsfrightened, he howls. It'san
unconscious defengive reaction with him. He was frightened then—and your shield began to batter itself
with ps energy ingtead of repdling it. You fdt asif your head were being pounded with clubs. | can't
redlly say how | felt! | went crazy ingtantly in severd different ways. Fortunately, it was just afew
seconds before the stun beam they used knocked us and K ewen out—"

Thistime, Kewen was going to stay frightened for something like three minutes. That, Telzey thought,
certainly should be enough. Then hisfearswould shut off automatically. She'd arranged for that.

Trigger would be unconscious meanwhile, obliviousto the fact that her shield was drawing torrents of
hammering energy on itself. While Telzey, awvake and unshielded, would have divorced hersdlf from
anything remotely resembling an ability to handle ps until the howler had gone out of action again.

IX

Some four hours after the officia conclusion of Glory Day in Tamandun, Telzey and Trigger were
gtting in alounge of an Orado-bound liner. Sams Larking walked in, glanced around and came over to
their table.

"Why, hello, Samdl" Telzey said. "We didn't know you were aboard.”

"I know you didn't,” Sams said. His eyes seemed dightly glazed. He sat down, ordered adrink
through the table speaker, sighed and leaned back in hischair.

"Totell you thetruth, I'm not in the best of condition,” he said. "But | didn't feel | needed to be
hospitaized. | came on just before takeoff, rather expecting to find you around somewhere."

"How aretherest of them doing?' Telzey asked. It had taken awhile to locate the members of
Samssgroup individualy and get them under sedation; but they'd all been rounded up at last and
transferred to the Federation's base hospital on Askanam.

Sams shrugged. "They're not well people, but they'll recover. They're shipping out on ahospital boat
tomorrow. None of them felt like hanging around Askanam any longer than they had to.” He shook his
head. "So you raninaps howler on ud”

Tezey lifted her eyebrows. | did?'



"Since you two arein fine shape, yes. There aren't that many howlers around. It wasn't a coincidence
that brought one to the Grand Arena, and set him off just aswe were going into action. How long did he
go on blagting?'

"Three minutes, more or less™

"It ssemed alifetime,” Samssaid darkly. "A hideous, insane lifetimel” Hisdrink came; heemptied it,
reordered. "Ah, now!" hesaid. "That's alittle better. It was rougher on the specid taents, you know.
Dovari was dill running waking nightmares when | |eft—and those are pretty badly singed pyrotics!™

"Hatzdl and the other teleport should have got only atouch,” Telzey said.

Sams nodded. "And that's what shook them up so completely. Only atouch—and Hatzel found he'd
flipped himsdf hafway around Askanam! The other one didn't go quite that far, of course; but neither
had done that kind of thing before, and neither wantsto do it again. They can't remember how they did it.
And they keep thinking of the various gruesome things that can happen to ateleport at the end of ablind
flip—thosetwo are very, very scared.”

His second drink came. Hetook aswallow, set it down, smacked hislips. "Beginning to fee more
likemysdf!" He gavethem abrief grin.

Trigger sad, "Areyou going to try any more operations on Askanam?"

Sams shook his head.

"Too much bother. I'd have to build up anew gang. Besides, | decided Telzey was right—I'd get
bored to degth in ayear playing gameslike that. Who's Askab in Tamandun now, by theway?"

"Vadlan," Telzey said. "Casmard abdicated publicly in hisfavor a the end of Glory Day. A popular
decision, gpparently. Casmard doesn't intend to go back to Askanam again either.”

"He's on board?’

"Uh-huh."

Trigger sad, "Hewastelling usin confidence ashort while ago that he and Valain had persona proof
thered been a mysterious but well-intentioned ps involved in the downfal of Toru and Ormotaand the
various other strange Glory Day events. He said it was something that shouldn't be discussed, at the psi's
Specia request.”

"Well, there's been no significant breach of secrecy then,” Sams said. "The Service might have got
stuffy on that point." Hereflected, grinned. "1 was sure Toru and Ormota would be taken out one way or
another after you two ambushed Hatzel in the gardens.”

"Y ou knew about that, eh?' Telzey said.

"Knowing you," said Sams, "l didn't expect you to pass up any opportunities. It wasn't asurprise.”

"Why didn't you try to do something about it?"

He shrugged. "Oh, | figured | could spot you Hatzel and till win the game. And if you hadn't come
up with the howler, I'd have doneit.”

Telzey amiled. " Perhaps you would, Sams—perhaps you would!™



