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The lllusonists

The three Bjanta scouts were within an hour's flight of the yellow dwarf star of Ulphi when the
Viper's needle-shape drove into their detection range, high up but on a course that promised amost to
intersect their own.

It didn't exactly cometo that point, though the unwary newcomer continued to approach for severa
minutes more. But then, with an abruptness which implied considerable shock on board at discovering
Bjanta ahead, she veered off sharply and shot away at a very respectable speed.

The scout disks swung about unhurriedly, opened out in pursuit formation and were presently
cloganginagan, with leisurely caution, on the fugitive. Everything about that beautifully designed,
blue-gleaming yacht suggested the most valuable sort of catch. Some very wedthy individud's plaything it
might have been, out of one of the mgjor centers of civilization, though adventuring now far from the
beaten path of commercia spaceways. In which case, she would be very competently piloted and
crewed and somewhat better armed than the average freighter. Which should make her capable of
ressting their combined attack for amaximum of four or five minutes—or, if she preferred
energy-devouring top velocity, of keeping ahead of them for even one or two minutes longer than that.

But no Bjantawas ever found guilty of impulsive recklessness. And, just possibly, thisyacht could
aso turn out to be another variation of those hellish engines of destruction which Galactic humanity and its
alies had been devel oping with ever-increasing skill during the past few thousand years, againgt just such
marauders asthey.

Asit happened, that described the Viper exactly. A Vegan G.Z. Agent-Ship, and one of the last
fifty or so of her type to be completed, she was, compared with anything else up to five times her
three-hundred-foot length, the peak, the top, the absolute culmination of space-splitting sudden death.
And, furthermore, she knew it.

"They're maintaining pattern and keeping up with no sign of effort,” her eectronic brain reported to
her pilot. " Should we show them alittle more speed?!

"The fifteen percent increase was plenty,” the pilot returned in a pleasant soprano voice. Her eyes,
the elongated silver eyes and squared black pupils of aLannai humanoid, studied the Bjantas positionsin
the vison tank of thelong, wide control desk at which she sat. "If they edge in too far, you can start
weaving, but remember they're sengtivelittle gpes! Anything fancy before we get within range of our
cruiser isbound to scare them off."

There was silence for amoment. Then the ship's robot voice cameinto the control room again.

"Pagadan, the disk low in Sector Twelveisamost at contact beaming range. We could take any
two of them at any moment now, and save the third for the test run!”

"I know it, little Viper," Pagadan said patiently. "But thiswhole job's based on the assumption that
the Bjantas are operating true to form. In that case, the Mother Disk should be somewhere within three
light-years behind us, and the cruiser wantsto run two of these scouts back far enough to show just
whereit'slying. We need only the one for ourselves."

Which was something the Viper dready knew. But it had been designed to be a hunting machine
more nearly than anything ese, and at timesits hunting impulses had to be diverted. Pagadan did that as
automatically as she would have checked asimilar impulsein her own mind—in effect, whenever shewas
on board, there was actualy no very definite boundary between her own thoughts and those that pulsed
through the Viper . Often the Lannai would havefound it difficult to say immediately whether it was her
organic brain or its various e ectronic extensonsin the ship which was attending to some specific bit of
business. Just now, as an example, it wasthe Viper who had been watching the communicators.

"The Agent-Trainee on the O-Ship off Ulphi istrying to talk to you, Pagadan,” the robot-voice
cameinto the room. "Will you adjust to hisrange?'



The Lannai's sillver-nailed hand shot out and spun atiny dia on the desk before her. From a
communicator to her |eft adeegp voiceinquired, alittle anxioudy:

"Pag? Do you hear me? Thisis Hallerock. Pag?'

"Go ahead, chum!" sheinvited. "l was off beam for amoment there. The planet till look al right?!

"Noworsethan it ever did," said Hallerock. "But thisis about your Fleet operation. The six
destroyers are pread out behind you in interception positions by now, and the cruiser should be coming
into detection dead ahead at any moment. Y ou still want them to communicate with you through the
Observation Ship here?'

"Better keep it that way," Pagadan ordered. "The Bjantas might spot Fleet Signdls, ascloseto me as
they are, but it'sacinch they can't tap this beam! | won't dip up again. Anything from the Department?'

"Correlation is sending some new stuff out on the Ulphi business, but nothing important. At any rete,
they didn't want to break into your maneuver with the Bjantas. | told them to home it here to the O-Ship.
Right?"

"Right," Pagadan approved. "Y ou'll make aZone Agent yet, my friend! Intime."

"I doubt it," Hallerock grunted. "Therésno red futurein it anyway. Herésthe cruiser caling again,
Pag! I'll be standing by—"

Pagadan pursed her lipsthoughtfully as abarely audible click indicated her aide had gone off
communication. Sheld been afull-fledged Zone Agent of the Vegan Confederacy for exactly four months
now—the first member of any nonhuman race to attain that rank in the super-secretive Department of
Gaactic Zones. Hallerock, human, was an advanced Trainee. Just how advanced was a question shed
have to decide, and very soon.

The surface reflections vanished from her mind at the Viper's sub-vocd warning:

"Cruiser—dead ahead!"

"Thedisk on your left!" Pagadan snapped. "Cut it off from the others as soon asthey begin to turn.
Giveit agood start then—and be sure you're crowding the last bit of speed out of it before you even
think of closing in. We may not be able to get what we're after—probably won't—but Lab can use every
scrap of information we collect on those babied ™

"Well get what were after, too,” the Viper dmost purred. And, abare instant later:

"They've spotted the cruiser. Now! "

* k%

In the vison tank, the fleeing disk grew and grew. During the first few minutes, it had appeared
there only as a comet-tailed spark, a dozen radiant streamers of different colors fanning out behind
it—not animage of the disk itsdlf but the tank's visud representation of any remote moving object on
which the ship's detectors were held. The shifting lengths and brightness of the streamers announced a a
glance to those trained to read them the object's distance, direction, comparative and absol ute speeds
and other matters of interest to a curious observer.

But asthe Viper began to reduce the headstart the Bjanta had been permitted to get, at the exact
rate calculated to incite it to the most intensve efforts to hold that lead, a shadowy ouitline of the disk's
true shape began to grow about the spark. A bare quarter million miles away finaly, the disk itsalf
appeared to be moving at avisud range of two hundred yards ahead of the ship, while the spark ill
flickered its varied information from the center of theimage.

Pagadan's hands, meanwhile, played continuoudly over the control desk's panels, racing the ship's
recording instruments through every sequence of descriptive analysis of which they were capable.

"Were il getting nothing redlly new, I'm afraid,” she said at last, matter-of-factly. She had never
been within sight of a Bjantabefore; but VVega's Department of Galactic Zones had copies of every
available record ever made of them, and she had studied the records. The information was largely
repetitious and not conclusive enough to have ever permitted aredly decisve thrust againgt the
marauders. Bjantas no longer congtituted amajor threet to civilization, but they had never stopped being
adangerous nuisance aong its fringes—space-vermin of a particularly €lusive and obnoxious sort.



"They've made no atempt to change direction at dl?* sheinquired.

"Not sincethey first broke out of their escape-curve,” the Viper replied. "Shdl | closein now?"

"Might aswell, | suppose." Pagadan was gtill gazing, dmaost wigtfully, into the tank. The disk was
tilted dightly sdeways, dipping and quivering in the familiar motion-paitern of Bjantavessds, afaint
glimmer of radiation ran and vanished and ran again continuoudy around its yard-thick edge. The Bjantas
were conservatives, the first known recordings made of them in the early centuries of the First Empire
had shown space-machines of virtualy the same appearance as the one now racing ahead of the Viper .

"The cruiser seems satisfied we check with its own line on the Mother Disk," she went on. She
sghed, tapping the tank anxioudy. "Well, nudge them a bit—and be ready to jump!"

* k%

The Viper's nudging was on the emphatic side. A greenish, transparent hal o appeared instantly
about the disk; arainbow-hued one flashed into vigbility just beyond it immediately after. Then the disk's
dud barrier vanished again; and the disk itself veered crazily off its course, flipping over and over likea
crippled bat, showing &t every turn the deep, white-hot gash the Viper's touch had seared acrossiits top.

It was on the fifth turn, some four-tenths of asecond later, that it split hafway around itsrim. Out of
that yawning mouth afew score minute duplicates of itself were spewed into space and flashed away in
al directions—individua Bjantasin their equivalent of acombined spacesuit and lifeboat. Asthey
dispersed the stricken scout gaped wider; ablinding glare burst out of it; and the disk had vanished in the
traditiona Bjanta style of self-destruction when trapped by superior force.

Fast as the reaction had been, the Viper's forward surge a full acceleration following her first
jabbing beam was barely dower. She stopped close enough to the explosion to fedl itsradiations activate
her own barriers, and even before she stopped, every one of her grappling deviceswas fully extended
and combing space about her.

Within another two seconds, therefore, each of the fleeing Bjantas was caught—and at the instant of
contact, al but two had followed the scout into explosive and practically traceless suicide. Those two,
however, were wrenched open by paired tractors which gripped and simultaneoudy twisted as they
gripped—an innovation with which the Viper had been outfitted for this specific job.

Pagadan, taut and watching, went white and was on her feet with ashriek of inarticulate triumph.

"You did it, you sweetheart!" she yelped then. "First ones picked up intact in five hundred years"

"They're not intact,” the Viper corrected, lessexcitedly. "But | have dl the pieces, | think!"

"The bodies are hardly damaged,” gloated Pagadan, staring into the tank. "1t doesn't matter much
about the shdlls. Just bring it dl in easy now! Thelovely things! Wait till Lab hearswe got them.”

She hovered around nervoudy while theflat, brown, soft-shelled—and redlly not badly
dented—bodies of the two Bjantas were being drawn in through one of the Viper's locks and deposited
gently in apreservative tank, where they floated againgt the top, their twenty-two angular legs folded up
tightly againgt their undersides. Mot of the bunched neura extensions that made them a unit with the
mechanisms of their detachable space-shells had been sheared off, of course; but the Viper had saved
everything.

"Nicework, Pag!" Hallerock's voice came from the communicator as she returned exultantly to the
control room. "No chance of any life being left in those things, | suppose?”

"Not after that trestment!” Pagadan said regretfully. "But I'm redlly not complaining. Y ou heard me
then?'

"l did," acknowledged Hallerock. "Parayzing sort of war whoop you've got! Want to seethe
recording the cruiser shot back to me on the Mother Disk? That run just went off, too, as per schedule.”

"Put it on!" Pagadan said, curling hersalf comfortably and happily into her desk chair. " So they
found Mommy, eh? Never had such fun before | started dumming around with humans. What were the
destructive results?’

"They did dl right. An estimated forty-five percent of the scouts right on the strike—and they figure



it will be over eighty before the survivors get out of pursuit range. One of the destroyers and a couple of
the cruiser's strike-ships were dightly damaged when the core blew up. Nothing serious.”

The visua recording agppeared on the communi cation screen amoment later. It was very brief, as
seen from the cruiser—following its hornet-swarm of released strike-shipsin on the grest, flat,
scaly-looking pancake bulk of the Mother Disk, while atrio of destroyers closed down on either sde. As
afight, Pagadan decided criticaly, it was aso the worst flop sheld seen in years, considering that the
trapped quarry was actualy alayered composite of several thousand well-armed scouts! For a brief
ingtant, the barriers of every charging Vegan ship blazed awarning white; then the screenfilled
momentarily with a rainbow-hued sparkle of scouts scattering under the lethd fire of the attackers—and
the brighter flashing of those that failed.

As both darkened out and the hunters swirled off in pursuit of the fugitive swarms, an dlipsoid
crystaline core, several hundred yardsin diameter, appeared where the Disk had lain in space. The
Bjanta breeding center. It seemed to expand dightly.

Aningant |ater, it was aminiature nova

* * %

Pagadan blinked and nodded approvingly as the screen went blank.

"Tidy habit! Savesusalot of trouble. But we madethe only red haul of the day, Viper, old girl!"
Shegrimaced. "So now weve till got to worry about that degpwalking silly little planet of Ulphi, and the
oneguy onitwhoisnt. . .isn't degpwaking, anyway. And a couple of other—" She straightened up
suddenly. "Who'sthat working your communicators now?"

"That's the robot-tracker you put on the Department of Culturesinvestigator on Ulphi," the Viper
informed her. "Hewantsto comeinto tell you the lady's got hersdlf into some kind of jam with the
population down there. Shall | switch him to the O-Ship and have the Agent-Trainee check and take
over, if necessary?'

"Hold it!" Pagadan's hands flew out towards the section of instrument pand controlling the
communicators. "Not if it'sthe D.C. girl! That would messup al my plans. The tracker's ready and
equipped to see nothing happensto her before | get there. Just put that line through to me, fast!™

Some whilelater, she summoned Halerock to the O-Ship's communicator.

" ... SoI'm picking you up in afew minutes and taking you on board the Viper. Centra Lab wants
aset of gtructural recordings of these pickled Bjantas right away—and you'll haveto do it, because |
won't havethetime."

"What happened?’ her aideinquired, startled.

"Nothing very serious,”" Pagadan said soothingly. "But it'slikely to keep me busy for the next few
hours. Our D.C. investigator on Ulphi may have got an accidenta whiff of what'srancid onthe
planet—anyway, somebody's trying to get her under mental control right now! I've got her covered by a
tracker, of course, so she'sin no real danger; but I'll take the Viper's skiff and go on down as soon as|
get you on board. By the way, how soon can you have the hospital ship prepared for itsjob?"

Hallerock hesitated amoment. "1 supposeit'sready to start any time. | finished treeting the last of
the personnd four hours ago.”

"Good boy," Pagadan applauded. "I've got something in mind—not sure yet whether it will work.
But that attack on the D.C. might makeit possible for usto wind up the whole Ulphi operation insde the
next twenty-four hourd!™

* * %

It had started out, three weeks before, looking like such anicelittle misson. Sinceit was her fifth
assgnment in four months, and since there had been nothing even remotely nice about any of the others,
Pagadan could appreciate that.

Nothing much to do for about three or four weeks now, sheld thought gratefully as she hauled out
her skiff for abrief first survey of the planet of Ulphi. She had landed as an ostensible passenger on a
Vegan destroyer, the skiff tucked away in one of the destroyer's gun locks, while the Viper went on orbit



at asafe distance overhead. That gleaming deep-space machine looked atrifle too impressiveto bea
auitable vehiclefor Pdid, the minor officia of Gaactic Zones, which was Pagadan'slocd dias. And as
Ulphi's entire popul ation was planet-bound by congenital space-fear, the skiff would provide any
required amount of transportation, while serving principaly asliving quarters and awork-office.

But there would be redlly nothing to do. Except, of course, to keep acasua eye on the safety of the
other Vegans newly arrived on the planet and cooperate with the Fleet in its unhurried preparationsto
receive the Bjantas, who were due to appear in about a month for the ninth of their series of raidson
Ulphi. Those obliging creatures conducted their operationsin cycles of such unvarying regularity thet it
was a pleasure to go to work on them, once you'd detected their traces and could muster superior force
to intercept their next return.

On Ulphi Bjantas had been regping their harvest of life and what they could use of civilization's
treasures and tools at periods which lay just afraction over three standard years apart. It had done no
very sgnificant damage asyet, Snceit had taken eight such raidsto frighten the population into reveding
its plight by applying for membership in the far-off Confederacy of V egaand the protection that would
bring them. The same cosmic clockwork which first set the great Disk on this course would be returning
it now, predictably, to the trap Vega had prepared.

Nothing for Pagadan to worry about. Nobody, actualy, seemed to have much confidence that the
new shell-cracker beamsingtaled on the Viper to pick up acouple of Bjantasin an unexploded
condition would work as they should, but that problem was Lab's and not hers. And, feeling no doubt
that she'd earned allittle vacation, they were presenting her meanwhile with these next three weeks on
Ulphi. Thereports of the officials of other Confederacy government branches who had preceded
Pagadan here had described it as auniquely charming little backwater world of humanity, cut off by the
development of planetary space-fear from the mgjor streams of civilization for nearly four hundred years.
Left toitsdf initsamiable climate, Ulphi had flowered gradudly into a state of quaint and leisurely
prettiness.

So went the reports!

Jauntily, then, Pagadan set forth in her skiff to make an aerid survey of thisminiature jewe of
civilization and pick out afew of the very best spotsfor some solid, drowsy loafing.

Two days later, her silver hair curled flat to her skull with outraged shock, she came back on board
the Viper . The activated te epath tranamitter hummed with the ship'sfull power, asit hurled her wrathful
message to G.Z. Headquarters Centra on the planet of Jeltad—in Vegas system, eight thousand
light-years away.

At Central on Jdtad, a headquarters clerk, on hisway out to lunch, paused presently behind the
desk of another. His manner was nervous.

"What's the Pyramid Effect?" heinquired.

"Y ou ought to know," hisfriend replied. "If you don't, go punch it from Restricted Psych-Library
under that heading. I've got afina mission report coming through.” He glanced around. "How comethe
sudden urge for knowledge, Linky?"

Linky jerked athumb back towards his desk transmitter. "1 got that new Lannai Z.A. on just before
the end of my gtretch. She was blowing her slver top about thingsin generd—had melining up
interviews with everybody from Snoopsto the Old Man for her! The Pyramid Effect seemsto be part of
it

The other clerk snickered. "She'sjugt diving into amission then. | had her on afew timeswhile she
wasin Zond Training. Shell swear likea Terran till she hits her stride. After that, the rougher things get
the sweeter she grows. Y ou want to wait alittle? If | get this beam through, I'll turn it over to arecorder
and joinyou for lunch."

"All right." Linky hesitated a moment and then drifted back towards his desk. At apoint well
outside the vision range of itstransmitter screen, he stopped and listened.



" ... Wdl, why didn't anybody know?" Pagadan's voice came, muted but crackling. " That
Department of Culturesinvestigator has been on Ulphi for over amonth now, and othersjust aslong!

Y ou get copies of their reports, don't you? Y ou couldn't put any two of them together without seeing that
another Telep-Two thinks he'sinvented the Pyramid Effect out here—there isn't athing on the crummy
little planet that doesn't show it! And I'll be the daughter of a C-Classhuman,” she added bitterly, "if it
isnt atype-caseinfull flower, with dl the trimmings! Including immortaization and the Siva Psychoss.
No, | do not want Lab to home any of their findings out to me! Tl them I'm Staying right hereon
telepath till they've sorted out what | gave them. Where's Snoops, that evil little man? Or can somebody
locate that fuddle-headed, skinny, blond clerk | had on afew minutes—"

Linky tiptoed gently back out of hearing.

"She'staking to Correlation now," he reported to hisfriend. "Not at the sweetness stage yet. | think
I'll put in alittletime checking the Library at that."

The other clerk nodded without looking up. "Y ou could use the Head's information cabinet. He just
went out.”

"Pyramid Effect,” Psych-Library Information instructed Linky gently aminute later. "Redtricted,
Gdlactic Zones. Result of the use of an expanding series of psychimpulse-multipliers, organic or
otherwise, by Telepaths of the Orders Two to Four, for the transference of directiona patterns,
compulsions, illusons, et cetera, to large numbers of subjects.

"The sgnificant feature of the Pyramid Effect isits dimination of excessve drain on the directing
mentdity, achieved by utilizing the neurd or neurd-type energies of the multipliersthemsdvesin
transferring the directed impul ses from one stage to the next.

"Techniques required to establish the first and second stages of multipliers are classified as
Undesirable General Knowledge. Though not infrequently devel oped independently by Telepaths above
the primary leve, their employment in any formis prohibited throughout the Confederacy of Vegaand
varioudy discouraged by respons ble governments € sawhere.

"Egtablishment of the third stage, and subsequent stages, of impulse-multipliersinvolvesa
technique-variant rarely developed by uninstructed Telepaths below the Order of Five. It isclassified,
under al circumstances, as Prohibited General Knowledge and is subject to deletion under the
regulations pertaining to that classification.

"Methodology of the Pyramid Effect may be obtained in detail under the heading Techniques:.
Pyramid Effect—"

The gentle voice subsided.

"Hm-m-m!" said Linky. He glanced about but there was nobody el se inimmediate range of the
information cabinet. He tapped out "Techniques: Pyramid Effect,” and punched.

"Theinformation applied for," another voice sated tundesdy, "isredricted to Zone Agent levelsand
above. Y our identification?"

Linky scowled, punched "Cancellation™ quickly, murmured "Nuts!" and tapped another set of keys.

"Psychimpulse-multiplier,” the gentle voice came back. "Restricted, Galactic Zones. Any person,
organic entity, energy form, or mentaized instrument employed in distributing the various types of
tel epathic impul ses to subjects beyond the scope of the directing mentdity in range or number—Refer to
'Pyramid Effect—"

That seemed to be that. What else wasthe Z.A. crying about? Oh, yes!

"SivaPsychods" the gentle voice resumed obligingly. " Symptom of the intermediate to concluding
stages of the Autocrat Circuit in human-type mentalities—Refer to 'Multiple Murder: Causes—"

Linky grimaced.

"Got what you wanted?" The other clerk was standing behind him.

Linky got up. "No," he said. "Let'sgo anyhow. Y our Fina Mission came through?”'

Hisfriend shook his head.



"The guy got it. Ship and dl. The automatic desth sgnasjust started coming in. That
bong-bong . . . bong-bong stuff dways gets on my nerves!" He motioned Linky into an elevator ahead
of him. "They ought to work out a different sort of sgnal.”

* k%

"Understand you've been having some trouble with Department of Cultures personne,” Snoopstold
the tranamitter genialy.

"Just one of them," Pagadan replied, regarding him with disfavor. Probably, he wasn't redly evil but
he certainly looked it—aged in evil, and wizened with it. Also, he had been, just now, very hard to find.
"That particular one," she added, "isworse than any dozen othersI've runinto, so far!”

"DC-COIF 1227, eh?" Snoops nodded. "Don't have to make up adossier for you on her. Got it all
ready."

"Weve had trouble with her before, then?!

"Oh, sure! Lotsof times. System Chief Jasse—beautiful big thing, isn't she?' Snoops chuckled. "I've
got any number of three-dimensionas of her."

"Y ou would have," said Pagadan sourly. "For aflagpole, she's not so bad looking, at that. Must be
eght feet if shesaninch!”

"Eight foot two," Snoops corrected. "What's she up to now, that place you're at—Ulphi?’

"Minding other people's businesslike any D.C. Mostly mine, though she doesn't know that. I'm
objecting particularly to her practice of pestering the Fleet for information they either don't have or aren't
alowed to give for reasons of plain standard operational security. There's a destroyer commander
stationed here who says every time shelooks at him now, he gets afeding held better watch his step or
hell get turned over and whacked.”

"Shewouldn't do that," Snoops said earnestly. "She'sagood girl, that Jasse. Terribly conscientious,
that'sal. Y ou want that dossier homed out to you or right now, vocaly?'

"Both. Right now | want mostly background stuff, so I'll know how to work her. I'd psycho it out of
her mysdlf, but she'susing a pretty good mind-shield and | can't spend too much mission-time on the
Department of Cultures.”

Snoops nodded, cleared histhroat, rolled his eyes up reflectively, closed them and began.

"Age twenty-five, or near enough to make no difference. Type A-Class Human, unknown racia
variant. Citizen of the Confederacy; home-planet Jeltad. Birthplace unknown—parentage, ditto;
presumably spacer stock.”

"Detailson that!" interrupted Pagadan.

Hed intended to, Snoops said, looking patient.

* * %

Subject, at about the age of three, had been picked up in space, literdly, and in arather improbable
section—high in the northern latitudes where the suns thinned out into the figurative Rim. A Vegan scout,
pausing to ingpect an arealittered with the battle-torn wreckage of four ships, found her drifting about
there unconscious and half-alive, in agpacesuit designed for avery tall adult—the kind of adult she
eventudly became.

Investigation indicated she was the only survivor of what must have been an dmost insandly savage
and probably very brief engagement. There was some messy evidence that one of the ships had been
crewed by ether five or six of her kind. The other three had been manned by Lartessians, abranch of
human space marauders with whom Vegas patrol forces were more familiar than they particularly
wanted to be.

So was Pagadan. "They fight just like that, the crazy apes! And they're no douches—our little pet's
people must be arugged lot to break even with them at three-to-one odds. But we've got no record at all
of that breed?'

Hed checked pretty closely but without results, Snoops shrugged. And so, naturaly enough, had
Jasse hersdlf later on. Sheld grown up in the family of the scout's second pilot. They were earnest



Traditionaligts, so it wasn't surprising that at sixteen she entered the Traditionaist College on Jdtad. She
was abrilliant student and a spectacular athlete—twice awinner in Vegas System Games.

"Doing what?" inquired Pagadan curioudy.

Javelin, and one of those swimming events, Snoops wasn't sure just which— She il attended the
College intermittently; but at nineteen sheld started to work as afield investigator for the Department of
Cultures. Which wasn't surprising either, snce Cultures was practicaly the political extenson of the
powerful Traditiondist Creed—

They had made her a System Chief only three yearslater.

"About that time," Snoops concluded, "was when we started having trouble with Jasse. She's smart
enough to suspect that whatever Gaactic Zonesis doing doesn't jibe entirely with our officia purposein
life" Helooked mildly amused. " Seemsto think we might be some kind of secret police—you know how
Traditiondigtsfed about anything like that!

Pagadan nodded. "Everything open and aboveboard. They mean well, blessthem!”

She went silent then, reflecting; while the dien black-and-slver eyes continued to look at Snoops,
or through him possibly, at something ese.

He heard himsdf saying uneasily, ™Y ou're not going to do her any harm, Zone Agent?'

"Now why should | be doing System Chief Jasse any harm?' Pagadan inquired, much too
innocently. "A good girl, like you say. And so lovely looking, too—in spite of that eight-foot atitude.”

"Eight foot two," Snoops corrected mechanicaly. Hedidn't fed at dl reassured.

The assigtant to the Chief of G.Z. Office of Correlation entered the room to which his superior had
summoned him and found the genera gazing pensively upon afreshly assembled illumined case-chart.

The assstant glanced at the chart number and shrugged sympatheticaly.

"I understand she wants to speak to you personally,” he remarked. "Isit as bad as she indicates?'

"Colond Dubois," the generd said, without turning hishead, "I'm glad you're here. Yes, it'sjust
about as bad!" He nodded at the upper right region of the chart where amassed group of symbols
flickered uncertainly. "That's the bulk of the information we got from the Zone Agent concerning the
planet of Ulphi just now. Most of the rest of it has been available to this office for weeks."

Both men sudied the chart silently for amoment.

"It'samess, catainly,” the colond admitted then. "But I'm sure the Agent understands that, when an
emergency isnot indicated in advance, dl incoming information is necessarily handled herein aroutine
manner, which frequently involves acongderabletime-lag in correlation.”

"No doubt she does," agreed the genera. "However, we keep running into her socially when she's
around the System, my wifeand |. Particularly my wife. Y ou understand that | should like our summeation
of this caseto be as nearly perfect aswe can makeit?

"l understand, sir."

"I'm going to read it," the genera sighed. "I want you to check me closdly. If you're doubtful on any
point of interpretation at dl, kindly interrupt me a once."

They bent over the chart together.

"The over-al pattern on Ulphi," the generd stated, "is obvioudy that produced by animmortalized
A-Class human intellect, Sub-Class Twelve, variant Telep-Two—as devel oped in planetary or
smal-system isolation, over aperiod of between three and five centuries.”

Hed lapsed promptly, Colonel Dubois noted with atrace of amusement, into alecturer'stone and
syle. Being one of the two men primarily responsible for devising the psychomathematics of correlation
and making it understandable to others, the general had found plenty of opportunity to acquire such
mannerisms

"Inthat time," he went on, "the system of generd controls has, of course, become almost completely
automdtic. Thereis, however, continuing and fairly intensive activity on the part of the directing mentality.



Development of the SivaPsychosisis at aphase typica for the elapsed period—conceadled and
formdized killings cloaked in sacrificid symbolism. Quantitatively, they have not begun asyet to affect the
population level. The open and indiscriminate daughter preceding the sudden find decline presumably
would not appear, then, for at least another century.

"Of primary sgnificance for the identification of the controlling mentdity isthis central grouping of
formulae. Within the historica period which must have seen the early stages of the mentaity's dominance,
the science of Ulphi—then practically at Gaactic par—was channeled for thirty-eight yearsinto a
research connected with the various problems of persona organic immortaity. Obvioudy, under such
conditions, only the wildest sort of bad luck could prevent discovery and co-ordination of the three basic
requirementsfor any of the forms of individua perpetuation presently devel oped.

"We note, however, that within the next two years the investigation became completely discredited,
was dropped and has not been resumed since.

"The critical date, findly, corresponds roughly to the announced desth of the planet's outstanding
psychic leader of the time—an historical figure even on present-day Ulphi, known as Moyuscane the
Immortd Illusonig.

"Corroborative evidence—"

The reading took some fifteen minutesin al.

"Well, that'sit, | think," the general remarked at last. "How the old explorers used to wonder &t the
frequency with which such little lost Sde-branches of civilization gppeared to have smply and suddenly
ceased to exigt!™

He became aware of the colonel's sidelong glance.

"Y ou agree with my interpretation, colond ?*

"Entirdy, 9r."

The generd hesitated. "The population on Ulphi hasn't been too badly debased asyet," he pointed
out. "Various reportsindicate an 1.Q. average of around eeven points below A-Class—not too bad,
consdering the early dimination of the strainsleast acceptable to the controlling mentdity, and the
sultifying effect of life-long generd compulsions on the others.

"They'redill digiblefor limited membership—capable of saf-government and, with help, of
self-defense. It will be amost a century, of course, before they grow back to a point where they can be
of any real useto us. Meanwhile, the location of the planet itsalf presents certain strategic advantages—"

He paused again. "I'm afraid, colond," he admitted, "that I'm evading theissue! Thefact remains
that a case of thiskind smply does not permit of solution by this office. The identification of Moyuscane
the Immorta asthe controlling mentdity is safe enough, of course. Beyond that we cannot take the
respongbility for anything but the most generd kind of recommendation. But now, colond—saince I'm an
old man, acowardly old man who really hates an argument—I'm going on vacation for the next hour or
0.

"Would you kindly confront the Zone Agent with our findings? | understand sheis gtill waiting on
telepath for them.”

Zone Agent Pagadan, however, received the information with a degree of good nature which
Colond Duboisfound amost disquieting.

"Well, if you cant, you can't,” she shrugged. "l rather expected it. The difficulty isto identify our
Telep-Two physicaly without arousing his suspicions? And the danger is that no one knows how to
block things like a planet-wide wave of suicidd impulses, if he happensto redlize that's a good method of
s f-defense?’

"That's about it," acknowledged the colond. "It's very easy to sartle mentdities of hisclassinto
some unpredictable aggressive reaction. That makes it asmple matter to flush them into sight, which
helps to keep them from becoming more than atemporary nuisance, except in such unsophisticated
surroundings as on Ulphi. But in the Stuation that exists there—when the mentdity has established itsdlf



and set up awidespread system of controls—it does demand the most cautious handling on the part of
an operator. This particular caseis now further aggravated by the various psychotic disturbances of
Immortaization.”

Pagadan nodded. "Y ou're suggesting, | suppose, that the whole affair should be turned over to
Interstellar Crime for space-scooping or some careful sort of long-range detection like that?"

"It's the method most generally adopted,” the colonel said. "Very dow, of course—I recdl a
somewhat smilar case which took thirty-two yearsto solve. But once the directing mentdity has been
physicaly identified without becoming aware of thefact, it can be destroyed safely enough.”

"| can't quite believein the necessity of leaving Moyuscanein control of that sad little planet of his
for another thirty-two years, or anything likeit,” the Lannai said dowly. "1 imagine hell be willing to put
up with our presence until the Bjanta raids have been deflected?"

"That seemsto be correct. If you decide to dig him out yoursdlf, you have about eight weeksto do
it. If the Bjantas haven't returned to Ulphi by then, helll understand that they've elther quit coming of their
own accord, asthey sometimes do—or that they've been chased off secretly. And he could hardly help
hitting on the reason for that! In either case, the Senate of Ulphi will smply withdraw its application for
membership in the Confederacy. It's no secret that we're too completely tied up in treaties of
nonintervention to do anything but pull our officias out again, if that'swhat they want.”

"The old boy hasit al figured out, hasn't he?" Pagadan paused. "Well—well see. Incidentaly, |
notice your summation incorporated Lab's report on the space-fear compulsion Moyuscane's clamped
on Ulphi. Do you have that with you in detail—Lab's report, | mean?1'd like to hear it."

"It'shere, yes—" A muted ato voice addressed Pagadan a moment later:

"In fourteen percent of the neuroplates submitted with the Agent's report, space-fear traces were
found to extend into the subandytica levels normally involved in this psychoss. Inadl others, the
symptoms of the psychosiswere readily identifiable as an artificidly induced compulsion.

"Such acompulson would maintain itsalf under redlity-stressesto the point required to initiate
gpace-fear death in the organism but would yield normally to sandard treatment.”

"Good enough,” Pagadan nodded. "Fourteen percent space-fear susceptibility is about normd for
that type of planetary population, isn't it? But what about Moyuscane himsdf? Is there anything to show,
anywhere, that he suffered from the genuine brand of the psychosis—that heis one of that fourteen
percent?’

"Well—yes, thereid" Colond Dubois|ooked alittle startled. "That wasn't mentioned, wasit?
Actuadly, it shows up quite clearly in the historical note that none of his reported illusion performances had
any but planetary backgrounds, and usudly interior ones, at that. It's an exceptiond llusionist, you know,
who won't play around with deep-space effects in every conceivable variation. But Moyuscane never
touched them—"

"Telepath isnow cleared for Zone Agent 131.71," the Third Co-ordinator of the Vegan
Confederacy murmured into the transmitter before him.

Alonein hisoffice as usud, he settled back into his chair to relax for the few secondsthe
visudization tank would require to pick up and re-structure Zone Agent Pagadan's personal beam for
him.

The office of the Chief of Galactic Zones was as spacious as the control room of afirst-line
battleship, and quite as compactly equipped with strange and wonderful gadgetry. Asthe master cdll of
one of the half dozen or so directing nerve-centers of Confederacy government, it needed it dl. The Third
Co-ordinator was one of Jetad'sbusier citizens, and it was generally understood that no one intruded on
histime except for some extremely good and sufficient reason.

However, he was undisturbed by the reflection that there was no obvious reason of any kind for
Zone Agent Pagadan's request for an interview. The Lanna was one of the Third Co-ordinator's
unofficia group of specid Agents, his trouble-shooters de luxe, whom he could and regularly did unleash



in the pits of space againgt virtualy any kind of opponent—with areasonable expectation of being
informed presently of the Agent's surviva and success. And whenever one of that fast-moving pack
demanded his attention, he took it for granted they had areason and that it was vaid enough. Frequently,
though not aways, they would let him know then what it was.

The transmitter's visuaization tank cleared suddenly from asmokily glowing greeninto a
three-dimensiond view of the Viper's control room; and the Co-ordinator gazed with approval on the
slver-eyed, spacesuited, dender figure beyond the ship's massive control desk. Human or not, Pagadan
was niceto look at.

"And what do you want now?" heinquired.

"Agent-Trainee Hallerock," the Lanna informed him, "6972.41, fourth year."

"Hm-m-m. Yes, | know him" The Co-ordinator tapped the Sde of hislong jaw reflectively.
"Rather riking chap, isn't he?"

"He's beautiful!" Pagadan agreed enthusiastically. "How soon can you get him out here?"

"Even by Ranger," the Co-ordinator said doubtfully, "it would be ten days. Therésan Agent inthe
nearest cluster | could route out to you in just under four.”

She shook her head. "Halerock's the boy—gloomy Hallerock. | met him afew months ago, back
on Jdtad," she added, asif that madeit clear. "What are his present estimated chances for graduation?”

Theinquiry was strictly counter-regulation, but the Co-ordinator did not raise an eyebrow. He
nudged aswitch on hisdesk.

"I'll et the psych-tester answer that."

"If the Agent-Trainee were admitted for graduation,” adeep mechanicd voice came immediately
from thewall to hisleft, "the percentage of probability of hispassng dl forma tests would be ninety-eight
point saven. But because of abackground conditioned lack of emotiond adjustment to Vegan civilization,
graduation has been indefinitely postponed.”

"What | thought,” Pagadan nodded. "WEell, just shoot him out to me then—by Ranger, please!—and
I'll do him some good. That'sdl, and thanksalot for the interview!™

"It was apleasure," said the Co-ordinator. Then, seeing her hand move towards her transmitter
switch, he added hadtily, "I understand you've run into a secondary mission problem out there, and that
Corrdation foresees difficultiesin finding a satisfactory solution.”

The Lannai paused, her hand on the switch. Shelooked alittle surprised. "That Ulphian illusonist?
Shouldn't be too much trouble. If you'rein ahurry for results though, please get behind Lab Supply on
the stuff | requisitioned just now—the Hospita ship, the Kynoleen and the specia types of medics|
need. Push out that, and Hallerock, to me and you'll have my fina mission report in three weeks, more or
less”

She waved a chearful farewell and switched off, and the view of the Viper's control room vanished
from the tranamitter.

* * %

The Co-ordinator chewed his upper lip thoughtfully.

"Psych-tegter," he said then, "just what isthe little hellcat cooking up now?"

"l must remind you," the psych-tester's voice returned, "that Zone Agent 131.71 isone of the
thirty-two individuals who have been able to discern my primary purpose here, and who have established
temporary blocks againgt my investigations. Sheis, furthermore, the first to have established ablock so
nearly completethat | can offer no significant answer to your question. With that understood, do you
wish an estimate?'

"No!" grunted the Co-ordinator. "I'd forgotten. | can make afew wild guesses mysdlf.” Heran his
hand gently through hisgraying hair. "Let's sse—this Halerock's trouble is a background conditioned
lack of adjustment to our type of civilization, you say?"

"He comes," the psych-tester reminded him, "of the highly clannish and emotiondly planet-bound
grain of Mark Wieri VI."



The Co-ordinator nodded. "I remember now. Twenty-two thousand light-years out. They've been
isolated there amost since the First Stellar Migrations—were rediscovered only a dozen years or SO ago.
Extragood people! But Hallerock was the only one of them we could talk into going to work for us."

"He gppears to be unique among them in being gaactic-minded in the Vegan sense,” the
psych-tester agreed. " Subconsciously, however, he remains so strongly drawn to hisown kind that a
satisfactory adjustment to permanent separation from them has not been achieved. Outwardly, thefact is
expressed only inalack of confidencein himsalf and in those with whom he happensto be engaged in
any sgnificant work; but the tendency is so pronounced that it has been considered unsafe to release him
for Zond duty.”

"Ninety-eight point seven!" the Co-ordinator said. He swore mildly. "That means he'sway the best
of the current batch—and | could use a couple like that so beautifully right now! Psychoing won't do it?"

"Nothing short of complete mind-control for aperiod of severa weeks."

The Co-ordinator shook hishead. "It would settle his persond difficulties, but he'd be spoiled for
us." He considered again, briefly, sighed and decided: "Pagadan's claimed him, anyway. She may wreck
him completely; but she knows her therapy at thet. Better let her giveit atry.”

He added, asif in apology:

"I'm surethat if we could consult Trainee Hallerock on the question, held agree with us—"

He was reaching out to punch down adesk stud with the last words and continued without a
noticeable break:

"Central Communicator clear for Lab report on the rate of spread of the Olleeka plagues—"

Hismind clearing aso with that of any other matter, he settled back quietly and waited for Lab to
comein.

System Chief Jasse, D.C. Cultura Fied Investigator, listened attentively till her study recorder had
clicked out "Report Digpatched.” Then she sat frowning at the gadget for amoment.

The home office would like that report! A brisk, competent review of a hitherto obscure section of
Ulphi'slong-past rough and ready colonial period, pointing out and explaining the contrast between those
days and the present quaintly perfect Ulphian civilization. It was gtrictly in line with the Department of
Cultures view of what any group of A-Class human beings, left to themselves, could achieve and it had
sounded plausible enough when she played it back. But somehow it left her dissatisfied. Somehow Ulphi
itsdf left her dissatisfied.

Perhaps she just needed a vacation! Asusual, when anew case was keeping her busy, she had
been dosing hersdlf with insomniates for the past two weeks. But in her six years of work with Cultures
she had never felt the need for a vacation before.

Patting back ayawn in the process of formation, Jasse shook her head, shut off the recorder and
stepped out before the study mirror. Almost time for another gppointment—some more historica
research.

Turning once dowly beforethetal mirror, she checked the details of her uniform and its
accessories—the Traditionalist Greens which had been taken over with al their symbolic implications by
the Department of Cultures. Everything in order, including the concedled gravmoc batteriesin belt and
boots and the electronic mind-shield switch in her wrist bracelet. No weapons to check; as amatter of
policy they weren't carried by D.C. officias.

She pulled abgewel ed cap down on her shoulder-length wave of glossy black hair, grimaced at the
face that, at twenty-five or thereabouts, till wore an habitua expression of intent, childish seriousness,
and |eft the study.

By thelake shore, fifty feet from the D.C. mobile-unit's door, the little-people were waiting. Six of
them today—middle-aged higtoriansin the long silver-gray garments of their guild, Sanding besde a
beautifully shaped vehicle with asuggestion of breath-taking speed about itslines. The suggestion didn't
fool Jasse, who knew by experience that its|ooks were the only bregth-taking thing about an Ulphian



flow-car. The best it would produce in action was an air-borne amble, a so leisurely a pace that
throughout her firgt trip in one of the things she had felt like getting out and pushing.

One mustn't, of course, she reminded hersalf conscientioudy, settling back in the flow-car, judge
any human culture by the achievements of another! Granted that Ulphi had long since lost the driving
power of Vega's humming technologies, who wasto say that it hadn't found a better thing in its place?

A fair enough question, but Jasse doubtfully continued to weigh the answer while the lengthy little
Ulphian ritua of greetings and expressions of mutua esteem ran its course and cameto anend inthe
flow-car. Then her escort of historica speciaists settled down to shop talk in their flowery derivative of
one of the twelve basic human didects, and she began automatically to contribute her vigting dignitary's
share to the conversation—just enough to show she was deeply interested but no more. Her attention,
however, remained on the city below.

They were gliding only five hundred feet above the lake's shoreline, but al roofs were low enough to
permit awide view—and everything, everywhere, wasin superbly perfect symmetry and baance. The
car'smotion did not change that impression. Asit drove on, the gleaming white and softly tinted buildings
about and below it flowed steadily into new and adwaysimmeaculate patterns of sweeping line and
blended color, merging in and out of the lake front with arightness that trembled and stopped at the exact
point of becoming too much so.

And that was only adirect visud expression of the essence of Ulphi's culture. Every socid aspect of
the planet showed the same easy order, the same minute perfectionist precision of graceful
living—achieved without apparent effort in cycle on cycle of detall.

Jasse amiled pleasantly at her companions. The puzzling fact remained that this planetary batch of
little-people just wasn't particularly bright! And any population with the gumption of aflock of rabbits
should have sent amarauding Mother Disk of Bjantas on itsway in apanicky hurry, without having to
ask for help to solve that sort of problem!

Sheredly must need avacation, Jasse Sighed, disturbed by such unorthodox reflections. A-Class
humans just didn't go off on the wrong track, however gracefully, unlessthey were pushed there—so her
doubts about Ulphi meant smply that she hadn't found the key to it yet.

Possibly she could do with afew weeks of re-indoctrination in basic Traditionaism.

* % %

"The Tomb of Moyuscane the Immortal—the last of our Grest lllusonists”

Jasse regarded the tomb with an air of respectful appreciation. Tombs, on the whole, she could do
without; but this one undoubtedly was something specid. She and Requada-Attan, Historian and
Hereditary Custodian of the Tomb, had come together out of one of the main hals of the enormous
building complex which housed the Higtorica Ingtitute of Ulphi's Central City into asmall, transparently
over-roofed park. The remainder of her escort had shown her what they had to show and then
withdrawn respectfully to their various duties, but Requada-Attan, probably not averse to having awider
audience benefit by the informative lecture he was giving the distinguished visitor, had |eft the gate to the
park open behind them. A small crowd of sightseeing Ulphians had drifted in and was grouped about
them by now.

"A fitting resting place for the Immortal One!™ Jasse commented pioudly.

That brought amurmur of generd appreciation from theloca citizens. She suspected wryly that she,
with her towering height and functiona Vegan uniform, wastherea center of interest in this colorfully
robed group of little-people—few of them came up to apoint much above theleve of her elbows. But
otherwise, the Tomb of Moyuscane must seem well worth avisit to a people as culturaly self-centered as
the Ulphians. Set againgt the rather conventional background of agreen grove and whispering fountains, it
was atrand ucently white monument, combining stateliness and exquisite grace with the early sweeping
style which the last four centuries had preserved and expanded over the planet.

"The common people have many interesting superstitions about the Tomb," Requada-Attan
confided loudly. "They say that Moyuscanesillusons are till to be seen within this park occasionaly.



Especidly a night.”

Hisround, pink face smiled wisdly up at her. It was obviousthat he, ahistorical scientist, did not
share such superdtitions.

[llusion performances, Jasse thought, nodding. She'd seen afew of those of aminor sort herself, but
the recordsindicated that some centuries ago on Ulphi they had been cultivated to an extent which no
magor civilization would tolerate nowadays. The lllusonists of Ulphi had been priest-entertainersand
political leaders, their menta symphonies—fina culmination and monsirous flowering of dl thetribal
dances and varied body-and-mind shaking commund frenzies of history—had swayed the thinking and
the emotiond life of the planetary race. And Moyuscane the Immortal had wound up that line of psychic
near-rulers asthe greatest of them all.

It was rather fascinating at that, she decided, to go adventuring mentally back over the centuriesinto
the realm of a human power which, without word or gesture, could sweep up and blend the emotions of
thousands of other human beingsinto asingle mighty current that flowed and ebbed and thundered at the
impulses of onewill through the channd sitsimagination projected.

Fascinating—but alittle disturbing, too!

"| think—" she began, and stopped.

Words and phrases which had been no previous part of her thoughts suddenly were floating up in
her mind—and now, quite without her volition, she was beginning to utter them!

"But that explainsit!" her voice was saying, with anote of pleased, friendly surprise. "I've been
wondering about you, Requada-Attan, you and your mysterious, beautiful world! | should have known all
aong that it was Smply the dream-cregtion of an artis—that one of your Grest Illusonistswas il
dive—"

The last words seemed to drop one by oneinto acurioudy leaden silence, and then they stopped.
Jasewas gill only completely, increduloudy astonished. Then something began to stir in that heavy
slence about her; and her head came sharply around.

It was their faces that warned her—once before, she'd seen the expression of a mob that was acting
under mental compulsion; and so she knew at once and exactly what she/d have to do next. Not stop to
figure out what had happened, or try to reason with them, argue, threaten, or waste time yelling for help.
Just get out of the immediate neighborhood, fast!

There werent, of course, redlly enough Ulphians around to be called amob—hardly more than
twenty adultsin al. That they had been directed againgt her was obvious enough, in the eyesthat saw
only her now, and in the synchronized motion with which they were converging quietly on the spot where
she stood.

They stopped moving asif at acommand Jasse could not hear, as she swung about, unconscioudy
with avery Smilar quietness, to face them.

Requada-Attan was under it, too! He still stood nearest her, about four stepsto her left. Straight
ahead, between Jasse and the gate, was the next closest group: two husky-looking young men with the
shaved heads and yellow robes of professionds from the School of Athletes, and immediately behind
them another slver-robed historian whom she had noticed previoudy—an ederly man, very thin and tall.
No wegponsin sight anywhere—

The three ahead were the ones to pass then! Jasse took two quick stepsin their direction; and
gravel scattered ingtantly under their sandaed feet, asthey cameto meet her in arush. All about wasthe
same sudden noise and swirl of motion.

But it was Requada-Attan who reached her firgt, with aquickness she hadn't counted on in aman
of hisplump build. Abruptly hisweight was dragging at her arm, both hands gripped about her wrigt, and
jerking sdewaysto throw her off balance. Jasse twisted free sharply—that wrist carried her mind-shield
bracelet and had to be guarded'—hauled the Hereditary Custodian off hisfeet with her right hand, sent
him rolling before the knees of the charging yellow-robes.



They went down in asatisfactorily sorawling confusion, the thin historian turning acomplete clumsy
somersaullt with flapping garments across them amoment later. But the others had arrived by then, and
Jasse became temporarily the center of a clawing, grappling, hard-breathing but voiceless cluster of
humanity. What sent the first shock of red fright through her was that most of them seemed to be trying
to get at her shield-bracelet! Because that indicated a mentd attack wasimpending—mentd attacks and
mass compulsions on present-day Ulphi!

Thejolt of that redization—the implication that hidden powers had been roused into action against
her on thisinnocuous-looking world—might have resulted in arash of snapping necks and other fatal
incidentsall around Jasse. Though Cultures frowned on wegponsfor its officias, the ancient Terran Art
of the Holds was highly regarded among Traditiondists everywhere and had been devel oped by them to
apolished new perfection. But she hauled herself back promptly from the verge of dipping into that
well-drilled routine, which she never yet had put to its devastating practica use. The Situation, sofar,
certainly wasn't as bad as dl that—if she just kept her head! Sapping, shoving, shaking and turning, she
twisted her way through thistemporarily demented group of little-people, intent primarily on staying on
her feet and keeping her left wrist out of reach.

Then the ydllow-robed athletes were up again, and Jasse bumped the two shaven heads together
with measured violence, stepped with grest caution across an overturned but vicioudy kicking little
boy—found hersalf suddenly free, and tripped up the last of thelot to come plunging in, ayoungish,
heavy-set woman.

The brief and practically bloodless melee had circled to within adozen strides of the gateway of the
park. She darted through it, dammed the high bronze gate behind her, saw Requada-Attan's key till in
the lock and had her assailants shut in an instant later.

She could spare amoment then to look back at them. Most of them were till on the ground or
clambering awkwardly to their feet. With one exception, dl stared after her with those chillingly focused
and expressionless eyes. The exception was awhite-robed, dark-skinned man of middle agewith a
nestly trimmed fringe of brown beard around his chin, who stood on atiled walk alittle apart from the
others. He was watching them, and Jasse could not recall having noticed him before.

Then their eyes met for an ingtant as she was turning away, and there was consciousintelligence in
hislook, mingled with something that might have been fright or anger.

At leadt, she thought, loping worriedly down one of the corridors towards the main halls of the
I ngtitute from which she had come, she wasn't the only one who had got asurprise out of the affair! She
would have timeto think about that later. The immediate problem was how to get out of thismess, and it
would be stupid to assume that she had succeeded in that.

There were plenty of other peoplein those buildings ahead, and she had noway at dl of knowing
what their attitude would be.

She came with swift caution out of the corridor, into along, sunbright and apparently deserted hall.

The oppositewall wasformed of vertica blue dabs of some marble-like minerd with wide window
embrasures between. The tops of feathery trees and the upper parts of buildings, agood distance off,
were visible beyond the windows. Several hundred feet away in either direction ahigh doorway led out
of thehal.

Both exits were blocked just now by awedged, immobile mass of little-people. Robes of al
colors—citizens of dl types and classes, hagtily assembled to stop her again. Even at this distance their
faces sckened her. Apparently they had been directed smply to prevent her from leaving thishdl, until—

It clamped down then about her skull—and tightened!

Menta attack!

Jasse's hands legped to her templesin aconvulsive, involuntary motion, though she knew there was
nothing tangible thereto seize. It wasinside her, an enormous massing of tiny, hard pressures which were



not quite pain, driving upon an equa number of critical linkageswithin her brain. In her firgt flash of
panicky reaction, it seemed the burst of an overwhelming, irresstible force. A moment later, sheredized
it was quite bearable.

She should have known, of course with her mind-shield activated asit was, it would take some
while before that sort of thing could have much effect. The only immediately dangerous part of it was that
it cut down the time she could afford to spend on conducting her escape.

She glanced again at the nearer of the two doorways, and knew instantly she wasn't even going to
consder fighting her way through another mindless welter of grappling human bodieslikethat! The
nearest window was a dozen steps away.

A full hundred yards benegath her, the building'swalls dropped sheer into abig, blue-paved
courtyard, with ahigh-walled park on the opposite Side and open to the left on acity street, ablock or
more away. The dreet carried amulticol ored, murmuring stream of traffic, too far off to make any
immediate difference. A few brightly dressed people were walking across the courtyard below—they
made no difference either. Theimportant thing was the row of flow-cars parked against the wall down
there, hardly eighty feet to her right.

Her hand dropped to her belt and adjusted the gravmoc unit. She felt dmost weightless as she
swung over the sl and pushed away from the building; but she touched the pavement in something less
than eighteen seconds, rolled over twice and came up running.

There was scattered shouting then. Two young women, about to step out of one of the cars, stared
in open-mouthed surprise as she came towards them. But neither they nor anyone else made any attempt
to check her departure.

She had one of the vehicles airborne, and headed in the genera direction of the lake-front section
which was being used as a spaceport by the one Vegan destroyer stationed on Ulphi, before shewas
reminded suddenly that Centra City had police shipsfor emergency use, which could fly rings around any
flow-car—and that long, silvery, dirigible-like shapes seemed to be riding on guard directly over the area
to which shewanted to go!

A few minutes|ater, she redlized the ship might aso be several milesto either side of the spaceport.
At this distance and dtitude she couldn't tell, and the flow-car refused to be urged any higher.

She had kept the clumsy conveyance on its course, because she hadn't redlly much choice of
direction. There was no way of contacting or locating any of the other Vegan officias currently operating
on Ulphi except through the destroyer itsdlf or through the communicatorsin her own study; and her
mobile-unit was also in the spaceport area. There were enough similar cars moving about by themselves
to keep her from being conspicuous, though traffic, on the whole, was moderate over the city and most
of it was confined to fairly definite streams between the more important points.

A second police ship became briefly vishblefar to her right, gliding close to the building tops and
showing hardly more than its glhouette through alight haze which velled that sector. If they knew where
shewas, ether of the two could intercept her within minutes.

Very probably though, Jasse reassured hersalf, nobody did know just where she was. The menta
force dill assaling her shield was non-directiond in any spatid sense; and her departure from the
Historical Ingtitute must have been much more sudden and swift than had been anticipated by her
concedled attackers. In spite of her Sze, strangers were quite likely to underestimate her because of her
dender build and rather childlike festures, and on occasons like thisthat could be very useful. But—

Jasse bit her lip gently, conscious of asmal flurry of panic bubbling up insde her and subsiding
again, temporarily.

Because they needed only to ring off the spaceport, far enough away from the destroyer to avoid
arousing itsinterest, and then wait for her arrival. She would have to come to them then—and soon! Her
shield was il absorbing the punishment it was getting, but secondary effects of that unrelenting pressure
had begun to show up. The barest touch of adozen different, dowly spreading sensations within her
brain—burning, tingling, congtricting, dully throbbing sensations. Within the last few minutes, the first



flickering traces of visua and auditory disturbances had appeared. Effectslike that could build up for an
indeterminate time without doing any real damage. But in the end they would merge suddenly into an
advanced stage of blurred confus on—technicaly, her shield might till maintain its function; but she
would no longer know or be able to control what she did.

A curioudly detached feding overcame Jasse then as the flow-car carried her steedily forward into
whatever lay ahead. What she had to do was clear enough: go on until she was discovered and then
ground the flow-car and try her luck on foot. But meanwhile, who or what had stirred up this mess about
her? What were they after?

She sat quietly behind the flow-car's smple controls, leaning forward atrifle to conced herself,
while her mind ran over the implications of the odd little speech she had made in the park before
Moyuscane's tomb. Those hadn't been her thoughts; if they had been, she wouldn't have uttered them
voluntarily—so, shielded or not, somebody must have been tampering with her mind before thisl Were
there opposing groups of menta adepts on Ulphi, and was one of them trying to use her, and Vega,
againg the other in some struggle for control of this planetary civilization?

Once more then, System Chief Jasse surprised hersaf completey—thistime by aflash of furious
exasperation with the lofty D.C. policieswhich had put her in aspot like thisunarmed. To trust in the
innate rightness of A-Class humanity wasal very well. But, mysterious superior mentaitiesor not, a
good, ordinary, old-fashioned blaster in her hand would have been s0 satisfactory just now!

"Oh, Sunsand Planetd” Jasse muttered aoud, shocked into ahalf-forgotten Traditionalist
invocation acquired during her childhood. "They've got mefighting mad!*

And at that moment, a clean-edged shadow, which was not the shadow of any cloud, came diding
soundlesdy over the flow-car and stayed there.

Jase, heart pounding wildly, was il trying to twist around far enough to look up without pitching
hersdf out of the car or releasing its controls when a voice, some twenty feet above her, remarked
converstiondly:

" Say—I thought it was you!"

She stared up speechlesdy.

Thewords had been Vegan—and nothing like that dull-green, seamless, thirty-foot diver of
space-dloy floating overhead had ever been dreamed up on Ulphi! While the pert, huge-eyed face that
peered down at her out of the craft's open lock—she remembered suddenly the last time sheld met that
member of a nonhuman racein a G.Z. space-duty uniform and the polite effort shed made to mask the
antipathy and suspicions which were bound to arisein a Traditionalist when confronted by any such
half-and-half creature.

But—safe!

A shaking began in her knees. She sat down quietly.

And Zone Agent Pagadan, for whom any kind of thought-shield on which shereally directed her
attention became as sheerest summer gossamer—unless, of course, it was backed by amind that
approximated her own degree of nerve-energy control—smiled amiably and chalked one up to her flair
for dramatic timing.

"Remember me, en?' she nodded. "Pelia, of Gaactic Zones, at your service! | was scoping the
areafrom ten miles above and spotted you drifting along by yoursalf. What occurs, my tall colleague?
Areyou just going sightseeing in that piece of primitive craftsmanship, or did your pilot fal out?!

"Ulp—!" began Jasse, nodding and shaking her head at the same time. Pagadan's contemplative
eyesbecamealittle bigger.

"Skipit!" she said apprehensively. "From close up, you look both chewed on and distraught, my
girl! What happ— Hey, hang on amoment and I'll dide in close and take you aboard. Maybe you ought
to be homein bed, or something."

The head withdrew; and Jasse took a deep, sighing breath, raked a snarled strand of black hair out



of her forehead and dabbed tentatively at a deep scratch on the back of her hand.

Shedid look amess, now that she noticed it—the Greens were badly ripped and streaked with the
blue chalk of the pavement over which she had rolled; and her jeweled cap was gone. A moment passed
before she realized suddenly that the clinging congtrictions of the mentd attack were gone, too!

She was Hill wondering about that as she siwung over into the space-skiff, steadied by Pagadan's
gloved hand.

Then, asthe skiff'slock dammed shut behind her, she made another discovery:

Her shield-bracelet hung free, attached to her wrist now only by its safety chain. The shield switch
flickered, warningly red, on " Open"—

"Y our mind-shield?' The Lannal Agent, measuring arose-colored liquid carefully from afat little jug
into a cup, absently repeated Jasse's sunned exclamation. " Probably snagged the bracelet while you
were climbing in from the car. It happens.” She glanced around and her eyes caught the light with a
wicked crysaline glitter. "Why? Could it matter? \Was someone pressuring you?"'

"They were before," Jasse whispered; and suddenly there wasn't any question about her being
frightened! Panic hammered into her brain and stayed; adizzy shimmering grew before her eyes. Mixed
with that came aqueer, growing feding asif something were surging and pulsing within her skull—a
wildly expectant feding of something about to happen.

Sheredlized the Lanna was holding thefilled cup to her lips.

"Drink that!" the cool voice ordered. "Whatever you've got it's good for. Then just settle back,
relax, and let's hear what you know!"

Theliquid she had gulped, Jasse noticed, wasn't really rose-colored as she had thought, but a deep,
dim, ruby red, dmost black—an enormoudy quiet color—and with ahighly curious dowing-down effect
on things, too! For instance, you might redlize perfectly well that somewhere, out around the edges of
you, you were gtill horribly upset, with fear-thoughts racing about everywhere at adizzy speed. Every so
often, one of them would turn inwards and come shooting right at you, flashing like afreezing arrow into
the degp-red dusk where you were. But just as you started to shrink away from it, you noticed it was
getting dower and dower, thefarther it came; until findly it just tayed where it was, and then gradudly
melted away.

They never could get through to reach you. It wasrather comical!

It appeared she had asked some question about it, because the big-eyed little humanoid was saying:

"You likethe effect, eh? That's just antishock, little chum! Thought you knew the Stuff . . . don't they
teach you anything at Cultures?’

That was funny, too! Cultures, of course, taught you everything there was to know! But
wait—hadn't there been . . . what had there been that she—? Jasse decided to examine that point about
Cultures very carefully, some other time.

By and large there seemed to be a good dedl of quiet conversation going on around her. Perhaps
shewas doing some of it, but it was hard to tell; since, frankly, she wasn't much interested in those
outside events any more. And then, for awhile, the two tal shapes, the man and the woman, came up
again to the barrier in her past and tried to talk to her, asthey dways did when she was fedling anxious
and done. A little puzzled, because she didn't fed that way now, Jasse watched them from her side of the
barrier, which was where the explosions and shrieking lights were, that had brought terror and hurt and
the sudden forgetting which none of Culture's therapists had been ableto lift. Dimly, she could sensethe
world behind them, to which they wanted her to go—the star-glittering cold and the great silent flows of
snow, and the peace and enchantment that were there. But she could make no redl effort to reach it now,
and in the end the tall shapes seemed to redize that and went away.

Or dse, they merely faded out of her sight as the color about her degpened ever more from ruby
rednessinto the ultimate, velvety, dl-quieting, dl-dowing-down black—

"Wonderful—" Jasse murmured contentedly, adeep.



"Halerock?!

"Linked in, Pag! I'm back on the Observation Ship again. Go ahead."

"Just keep this thought-line down tight! Everything'sworking like acharm, sofar. | tripped the
D.C.'sshield open when | took her aboard, and our good friend Moyuscane cameright in, all set to take
control and find out whether we actudly knew something about him and his setup here or not. Then he
discovered | was around, and he's been lying quiet and just listening through her ever since.”

"What makes him shy of you?' Hdlerock inquired.

"Hetried along-range probe at my shields a couple of weeks ago. | dapped him on the
beak—some perfectly natura startled-reaction stuff by another telepath, you understand. But he certainly
didn't likeit! He went out fadt, that time—"

"I don't blame him," Hallerock said thoughtfully. " Sometimes you don't redlize your own strength.
Doesthe D.C. redly have anything on him?"

"No. It's about as we suspected. She made some sort of innocent remark—I couldn't take the
chance of digging around in her mind long enough to find out just what—and Moyuscane jumped to the
wrong conclusons.”

"| was wondering, you know," Hallerock admitted, "whether you mightn't have done some work on
the Cultures girl in advance—something that would get her to drop afew bricks a some appropriate
occason.”

"Well, you're just naturaly asuspiciouslittle squirt!” Pagadan replied amiably. "To use Confederacy
personnel againgt their will and knowledge for any such skulduggery is dtrictly counter-regulation. | advise
you to make anote of thefact! However, it was the luckiest sort of coincidence. It should saveusa
week or two of waiting, especidly since you have the hospital ship and staff al prepared. Moyuscane's
got himsdlf alistening-post right in our ranks now, and that's all he needsto stay reasonably sasfe—he
thinkd"

Hallerock appeared to be digesting thisinformation for amoment. Then his thought came again:

"Whereareyou a present?’

"Down &t the Centra City spaceport, till inthe Viper's skiff. The D.C.'s under antishock and
adeep on the bunk here."

"Oh," said Halerock, "you're dl ready to start the drive then?”’

"Wake up, little brother!" Pagadan advised him. "It started ten minutes ago! Thelast thing | told the
girl before she went down deep was that aVegan FHeet Hospital Ship was approaching Ulphi with a
brand-new, top-secret drug against space-fear, cdled Kynoleen—a free gift from the Confederacy to the
afflicted population of this planet.”

"Wdll . .. | suppose l'd better set the H-Ship down at the spaceport about an hour from now,
then?'
"One hour would be about right. Moyuscane must be in aconsiderable stew at the prospect of

having the Kynoleen disclose the fact that most of thelocal population is suffering from an artificidly
imposed space-fear psychoss, but it won't take him long to seeto it that the drug won't actualy be used
around herefor quite sometime. When that's settled, welll let him breathe easier for about three hours.
Then I'll wake up the D.C., make sure he'slistening through her and feed him the big jolt. So see | get
that message weve prepared haf an hour beforehand—three hours and thirty minutes from now! And
send it asastraight coded communication, to make it look authentic.”

"All right," Hallerock said doubtfully. "But wouldn' it be better to check over the entire schedule
once more—just to be sure nothing can go wrong?'

"There'sno need for that!" the Lannai said, surprised. "Weve got Moyuscane analyzed down to the
length of hisimmortal whiskers, and we've worked out the circumstances required to produce the exact
effectswe want. It'sjust amatter of timing it now. Y ou're not |etting yourself get rattled by a Telepath of
the Second Order, are you? If he didn't happen to have the planet under control, thiswouldn't be ajob



for Galactic Zonesat dl."

"Possbly not," said Halerock reasonably, "but then he does have it under control. Enough to hash it
up from one pole to the other if he panics. That's what keeps putting this dew on my brow.”

"Agent-Trainee Halerock," Pagadan replied impatiently, "1 love you like ason or something, but at
timesyou tak like adope. Even a Teep-Two doesn't panic, unlessyou let him get the ideahe's
cornered. All we've got to do is keep Moyuscane's nose pointed towards the one way out and give him
time enough to use it when we switch on the pressure—but not quite time enough to change hismind
again. If it makes you fed any better, you could put trackers on any unprotected Vegansfor the next
eght hours™

Hallerock laughed uneasily. "1 just finished doing that,”" he admitted.

Pagadan shrugged. Gloomy old Hallerock! From here on out, held be waiting for the worst to
happen, though this kind of ajob, as anyone who had studied histraining records would know, was right
up hisaley. And it had been a pleasure, at that, to observe the swift accuracy with which he'd planned
and worked out the schedule and details of this operation, in spite of head-shakings and forebodings. The
only thing he couldn't possibly have done wasto take the responsbility for it himself.

She amiled faintly, and came over to St down for awhile beside the bunk on which Jasse was lying.

Two hourslater, when her aide contacted her again, he seemed comparatively optimistic.

"Reection as predicted,” he reported laconicaly. "I'm beginning to believe you might know what
youredoing."

"Moyuscane's got the Kynoleen space-tests stalled?’

"Y es. Thewhole affair was hushed up rather negtly. The H-Ship is down now a some big
biochemical center five hundred milesfrom Centrd City, and the staff was routed through to top officids
immediately. The question was raised then whether Ulphian body chemistry mightn't have varied just far
enough from standard A-Class to make it advisable to conduct a series of loca lab experiments with the
drug before putting it to use. Our medics agreed and were asked, as between scientists, to keep the
matter quiet meanwhile, to avoid exciting the population unduly. There also was the expected vagueness
asto how long the experiments might take."

"It makesit so much easer,” Pagadan said gratefully, "when the opposition isusing its brains Was
anyone shown around the ship?"'

"A few dozen types of specidistsare still prowling al over it. They've been introduced to our
personnel. It seems apretty safe bet," Halerock acknowledged hesitantly, "that Moyuscane has
discovered there isn't ashielded mind among them, and that he can take control of the crate and its crew
whenever hewants." He paused. "So now wejust wait awhile?!

"And let him toy around with the right kind of ideas" agreed Pagadan. "He should be worried just
enough by now to let them come floating up naturaly.”

Night had fallen over Centra City when the message she was expecting was rattled suddenly from
the skiff's communicator. She decoded it, produced evidence of considerable emotional shock, shook
Jasse awake and, in afew dozen suitably excited sentences, handed Moyuscane hisjolt. After that,
though, there were some anxious moments before she got her patient quieted down enough to let the
antishock resumeits over-dl effect.

" She kept wanting to get up and do something about it!" Pagadan reported to Hallerock, rubbing a
dightly sprained wrigt. "But | finaly got it acrossthat it wasn't Cultures job to investigate undercover
mass homicide on aforeign planet, and that one of our own Zone Agents, no less, was landing secretly
tomorrow to take charge of the case.”

"And that,” said Hallerock darkly, "redlly is switching on the pressure!™

"Just pressure enough for our purpose. It's till abig, hidden organization that's suspected of those
fancy murder rituas, and not just one little telepath who's played a being planetary god for the past few
centuries. Of course, if wed pointed afinger straight at Moyuscane himself, he would have cracked right



there”

She passed asmall handkerchief once, quickly, over her forehead. "Thiskind of thing islikely to be
abit nerve-wracking until you get used to it," she added reassuringly. "1 can remember when I'vefdt just
about as jumpy asyou're feeling now. But al we haveto do isto settle down and let M oyuscane work
out hislittle problem by himsdlf. He can't help seeing the answer—"

But afull two hours passed then, and the better part of athird, while Pdid, the minor officid of
Galactic Zones, continued to work quietly at her files of reports and recordings, and received and
dispatched various coded communications connected with theimpending arrival of her superior—the
hypotheticd avenging Zone Agent.

By now, she conceded at last, she might be beginning to fed alittle disturbed, though, naturdly, she
had prepared aternative measures, in case—

Hallerock's thought flashed questioningly into her mind then. For amoment, Pagadan stopped
bresthing.

* * %

"Linked!" shetold him crisply. "Go ahead!"

"Theleading biochemigts of Ulphi," Hallerock informed her, "have just come up with ascientific
achievement that would be regarded as noteworthy dmost anywhere—"

"Y ou subhuman comic!" snapped Pagadan. " Tell me!”

" ... Inasmuch asthey were able to complete—anayze, summarize and correlate—all tests
required to establish the complete harmlessness of the new space-fear drug Kynoleen for al type
variaionsof Ulphian body-chemidgtry. They admit thet, to some extent, they are rdying—"

"Hallerock," Pagadan interrupted, in cold sincerity now, "you drag in one more unnecessary detall,
and the very next time | meet you, you're going to be agreat, big, ugly-looking dead body!"

"That's not like you, Pag!" Hallerock complained. "W, they rushed fifty volunteers over to the
H-Ship anyway, to have Kynoleen given afind check in space right away—all Ulphi isnow to havethe
benefit of it as soon as possible. But nobody seemed particularly upset when our medics reminded them
they had been informed that the ship was equipped to conduct tests on only one subject at atime—"

Pagadan drew a shivery breath and sat suffused for amoment by apure, bright glow of
sdf-admiration.

"When will they take off with him?' sheinquired with quiet triumph.

"They took off ten minutes ago,” her aide returned innocently, "and headed straight out. As amatter
of fact, just before | beamed you, the test-subject had discovered that ten minutesin space will get you a
wholelot farther than any Telep-Two can drive adirecting thought. It seemed to disturb him to lose
contact with Ulphi—WOW! Watch it, Pag! Supposing | hadn't been shielded when that Iethal stunner of
yourslanded”

"That's abeautiful supposition!" hissed Pagadan. " Some day, you won't be! But the planet's safe,
anyway—I guess| can forgive you. And now, my friend, you may start worrying about the ship!”

"I've got to compliment you," she admitted awhile later, "on the job you did when you ingtalled
those PT-cells. What | call perfect coverage! Half thetime | don't know mysdf from just what point of
the ship I'm watching the show."

She was curled up now in alarge chair, next to the bunk on which Jasse still dumbered quietly; and
she gppeared dmost as completely relaxed as her guest. The upper part of her head was covered by
something like avery large and thick-walled but apparently light helmet, which came down over her
forehead to aline amost with her eyes, and her eyes were closed.

"Just at the moment"—Hallerock hesitated—"1 think you're using the Peeping Tommy in the top left
corner of the visitank Moyuscane's looking into. He still doesn't redly like the idea of being out in deep
space, does he?'

"No, but he'sgot hisdidike of it under control,”" Pagadan said lazily. "He'sthe one," she added
presently, "who directed the attack on our D.C. today at the Historicd Ingtitute. She has a short but very



sharp memory-picture of him. Soit is Moyuscane, dl right!”

"Y ou mean," Hallerock asked, stunned, "you weren't redly sure of it?"

"Well—you can't ever be sure till everything'sal over," Pagadan informed him cheerfully. "And then
you sometimes wonder.” She opened her eyes, changed her position in the chair and settled back
carefully again. "Don't you pass out on me, Hallerock!" she warned. "Y ou're supposed to be recording
every snglething that happens on the H-Ship for Lab!"

There hadn't been, Hallerock remarked, apparently still somewhat disturbed, very much to record
asyet. The dark-skinned, trimly bearded Ulphian volunteer was, of course, indulging in aremarkable
degree of activity, consdering he'd been taken on board solely as an object of scientific investigation. But
no one about him gppeared to find anything odd in that. Wherever he went, padding around swiftly on
bare feet and dressed in a set of white hospital pgjamas, the three doctors who made up the ship's
experimenta staff followed him earnestly, with avariety of instruments at the ready, rather like atrio of
mother henstrailing an agitated chicken. Occasiondly, they interrupted whatever he was doing and
carried out some swift examination or other, to which he submitted indifferently.

But he spoke neither to them nor to any of the ship's officers he passed. And they, submerged in
their various duties with an intentness which done might have indicated that thiswas no routine flight,
appeared unaware of his presence.

"The old boy's an organizer," Pagadan conceded critically. "He's put aflock of expertsto work for
him, and he's smart enough to leave them aone. They've got the ship on her new course by now, haven't
they? Can you make out where they think they're going?”'

Hallerock told her.

"An eighty-three day trip!" she said thoughtfully. "L ooks like he didn't want to have anything at dl to
do with us any more! Someone on board must know what'sin that region—or was able to get
informationonit.”

Up to the end, that was dmost al there wasto see. At avelocity barely below the cruising speed of
aVegan destroyer, the H-Ship moved away from Ulphi. Like aharried executive, too involved in
weighty responsibilitiesto bother about hisinforma attire, the solitary Ulphian continued to roam about
within the ship, disregarded by al but his attendant physicians. But finaly—he was back in the ship'sbig
control room by then and had just cast another distasteful glance at the expanse of star-glittering
blackness within the visitank between the two pil ots—Moyuscane began to speak.

It became gtartlingly clear in that ingtant how completely aone he actualy was among the H-Ship's
control crew. Like aman who knows he need not act with restraint in adream peopled by phantoms, the
ex-ruler of Ulphi poured forth what wasin hismind, in asingle screaming spurt of frustrated fury and
fears and hopes that should have siwung the startled attention of everybody within hearing range upon
him, like the sudden ravings of amadman.

The pilots became involved with the chief navigator and histwo assstantsin abrisk five-cornered
discussion of astack of hitherto unused star-plates. The three doctors gathered about the couch on which
M oyuscane sat—exchanged occasiond comments with the calm unhurriedness of men observing the
gradua development of atest, the satisfactory conclusion of which aready is assured.

* k%

As suddenly asthe outburst had begun, it was over. The Ulphian wiped his mouth with the back of
his hand, and sat scowling quietly &t the floor.

"I think," said Pagadan, "you could start the destroyers out after them now, Hallerock!™

"l just did," Hallerock said. "'l clocked the end of 'minimum effective period' right in the middle of
that little speech.”

"Sodidl," shereplied. "And | hope it won't be too long now. I've got work to do here, and it
shouldnt wait."

There were sufficiently deadly gadgets of varioustypesingtdled throughout the fugitive ship, which
they could have operated through the PT-cells. But sncedl of them involved some degree of risk to the



ship's personnd they were intended for emergency use only—in case Moyuscane atempted to vent his
annoyance with the change in hisworldly fortunes on one of his new subjects. Pagadan, however, had
not believed that the recent lord of al Ulphi would be capable of wasting any part of his reduced human
resources for any motive so impractica as pite.

Convinced by now that shewasright in that, she waited, more patiently on the whole than
Hallerock, for something safer than gun or gas to conclude Moyuscane's career.

It caught up with him some twenty minutes later—something that touched him and went through him
inahardly perceptible fashion, like the twitching of aminor ectric shock.

The reaction of the two watchers was so nearly smultaneous that neither knew afterwards which of
them actualy tripped the thought-operated mechanism which filled the H-Ship briefly with aflicker of
cold radiation near the upper limit of vighility for that particular crew.

To that Sgnd, the ship's personnel reacted in turn, though in afar more leisurely manner. They
blinked about doubtfully for afew seconds asif trying to remember something; and then—wherever they
were and whatever they happened to be doing—they settled down deliberately on chairs, bunks, beds,
and the floor, stretched out, and went to dleep.

Moyuscane aone remained active, Since his nerve centers had not been drenched severa days
before with acatalyst held there in suspense until thet flare of radiance should touch it off. Almost within
seconds though, he was plucked out of his appaled comprehension of the fact that there was no longer a
single mind within his reach that would respond to control. For Kynoleen gave complete immunity to
space-fear within the time limit determined by the Size of the dose and the type of organism affected, but
none at al thereafter. And whatever the nature of the shattering terrors the hidden mechanisms of the
mind flung up when gripped in mid-space by that dreaded psychosis, their secondary effects on body and
brain were utterly devastating.

Swiftly and violently, then, Moyuscane the Immorta died, some four centuries after histime, bones
and muscles snagpping in the mounting fury of the Fear's paroxysms. Hallerock, still conscientioudy
observing and recording for G.Z. Lab's omnivorousfiles, felt somewhat sick. But Pagadan appeared
undisturbed.

"I'd havelet him out an easier way if it could have been done safdy,” her thought came indifferently.
"But he would, after al, have considered this barely up to his own standards of dispatch. Turn the ship
back now and et the destroyers pick it up, will you, Hallerock? I'll be dong to see you after awhile—"

* * %

The Viper came damming up behind the Observation Ship somefive hourslater, kicked it
negligently out of its orbit around Ulphi, dapped on a set of tractors fore and aft, and hauled it in, lock to
lock.

"Just thirty-five seconds ago,” Halerock informed Pagadan coldly as she trotted into the O-Ship's
control room, "every highly condemned instrument on this unusualy condemned crate got knocked clean
out of dignment! Any suggestions as to what might have caused it?*

"Y our language, my pet!" Pagadan admonished, for hisactua phrasing had been more crisp. She
flipped asmall package across his desk into his hands. "To be studied with careimmediately after my
departure! But you might open it now."

A five-inch cube of tranducence made up half the package. It contained the full-length image of a
dender girl with shining black hair, who carried ajavelin in one hand and wore the short golden skirt of a
contestant in the planetary games of Jelted.

"Cute kid!" Hallerock acknowledged. "Vegan, en? Therest of it'sa stack of her equation-plates?
Who is she and what do | do about it?"

"That's our Department of Culturesinvestigator,” Pagadan explained.

"The System Chief 7" Hallerock said surprised. He glanced at the image again, which was a copy of
one of Snoops three-dimensionds, and looked curioudly up a the Lannai. "Didn't you just finish doing a
mentd job on her?"



"Inaway. Moglly alittle hypno-information to bring her up to date on what's been going on around
Ulphi—including her partinit. Shewas adegpin that D.C. perambulator she's camping in herewhen |
left her.”

"Asl understand it," Hallerock remarked thoughtfully, "the recent events on Ulphi would be
classfied asinformation very much restricted to Galactic Zones! So you wouldn't have spotted the
makings of aG.Z. parapsychic mindinaD.C. System Chief, would you?'

"Bright boy! I'll admitit'san unlikely placeto look for one, but sheisatypewe can use. I'm
releasing her now for G.Z. information, on Agent authority. Her equation-plateswill tell you how to
handle her in case she runsinto emotiona snags while absorbing it. Y ou're to be stationed on Ul phi
another four months anyway, and you're to consider that a high-priority part of your job."

"I will? Another four months?' Hallerock repeated increduloudy. "'l was winding up things on the
O-Ship to gart back to Jeltad. Y ou don't need me around here any more, do you?"

"l don't, no!" Pagadan appeared to be quietly enjoying hersdf. "The point is, though, I'm the one
who'sleaving. Got word from Central two hours ago to report back at speed, just as soon aswed
mopped up Old Man Moyuscane.”

"What for?' Hallerock began to look bewildered. "The Agent work isn't finished here.”

She shook her head. "Don't know myself yet! But it's got to do with the recordings on those pickled
Bjantas you homed back to Lab. Central sounded rather excited.” The silver eyeswere sparkling with
unconcedled ddight now. "It'sto be aFive-Agent Mission, Hallerock!" shefairly sang. "Beyond Galactic
Rim!"

"Beyond the Rim? For Bjanta? They've got something realy new on them then!" Hallerock had
cometo hisfest.

Pagadan nodded and smacked her lipslightly. "Sounds like it, doesn't it? New and conclusive—and
we delivered it to them! But now look what afaceit's making," she added mdicioudy, "just because it
doesn't get to go dong!™

Hallerock scowled and laughed. "Well, I've been wondering al this time about those Bjantas. Now
you take out after them—and | can hang around Ulphi dishing out alittle therapy to aD.C. neurotic.”

"Weall gart out smdl," said the Lannai. "L ook at me—would you bdievethat afew short years
ago | was nothing but the High Queen of Lar-Sancaya? Not," she added loyally, "that there's a sweeter
planet anywhere, from the Center to the Clouds or beyond!"

"And that stretch digtinctly includes Ulphi," Hallerock stated, unreconciled to hisfate. "When'sthe
new Agent coming out to this hive of morons?'

Pagadan dlid to her feet off the edge of the desk and surveyed him pityingly. ™Y ou poor chump!
What | gave you just now was Advance Mission Information, wasn't it? Ever hear of atime that wasn't
rediricted to Zone Agent levels? Or do | haveto tell you officidly that you've just finished putting ina
week asaZ.A. under orders?’

Hallerock stared at her. His mouth opened and shut and opened again. "Here, wait a—" he began.

Shewaved himinto slence with both figts.

"Closeit kindly, and ligen to the last ingtructions I'm giving you! Ulphi‘'sbeing tekenin asaClass 18
System-outpost garrison. | imagine even you don't have to be told that the only thing not gtrictly routine
about the procedure will be the dimination of every traceable connection between its present culture and
Moyuscane's personad influence on it—and our recent corrective operation?’

"Well, of course!" Hallerock said hoarsdly. "But look here, Pag—"

"Congderable amount of detail work in that, naturaly—it'swhy the monitors at Centra have
assigned you four whole months for the job. When you're done here, report back to Jeltad. They've
aready started roughing out your robot, but they'll need you around to transfer basic impulse patterns
and so on. A couple of months more, and you'll be equipped for any dirty work they can think up—and |
gather the Chief's aready thought up some sweet ones especialy for you! So God help you—and now
I'm off. Unless you've got some more questions?'



Hallerock looked at her, hisface impassve now. If she had been human he couldn't have told her.
But, unlike most of the men of Pagadan's acquaintance, Hallerock never forgot that the Lannai were of
another kind. It was one of the things she liked about him.

"No, | haven't any questionsjust now," he said. "But if I'm put to work by mysdlf on even ajob like
this, I'm going to fed lost and done. | just don't have the feding that | can be trusted with Z.A.
responghility.”

Pagadan waved him off again, impetiently.

"Thefeding will grow onyou," sheassured him.

And then she was gone.

As motion and velocity were normaly understood, the Viper's method of homeward progress was
something ese again. But snce the only exact definition of it wasto be found in ahighly complex
grouping of mathematical concepts, such termswould haveto do.

She was going home, then, at gpproximatey half her norma speed, her automatic receptorsfull out.
Pagadan sat at her desk, blinking reflectively into the big vision tank, while shewaited for acdl that had
to be coming along any moment now.

Shefdt no particular concern about it. In fact, she could have stated to the minute how long it
would take Halerock to recover far enough from the state of dight shock sheld left him in to reach out
for the set of dossier-plateslying on hisdesk. A brief section of System Chief Jasse's recent
behavior-history, with the motivation patterns underlying it, was revealed in those plates, in the telepathic
shorthand which turned any normally active hour of an individud's lifeinto as complete abasisfor
andlysis as ordinary understanding required.

Sheld stressed that job just enough to make sure held attend to it before turning to any other duties.
And Halerock was aquick worker. 1t should take him only three or four minutes to go through the
plates, thefirg time.

But then heldd just Sit there for about a minute, frowning down at them, looking alittle baffled and
more than alittle worried. Poor old Hallerock! Now he couldn't even handle asimple character-andysis
any more unaided!

Grimly held rearrange the dossier-plates, tap them together into anest little pile, and start al over
again. Hed go through each one very dowly and carefully now, determined to catch the mistake that had
to be therel

Pagadan grinned faintly.

Almogt to the cal culated second, his search-thought came flickering after her down the curving line
to Jeltad. Asthe Viper's receptors caught it and brought it in, she flipped over the transmitter switch:

"Linked, Halerock—nice reach you've got! What gives, my friend?"

There was a short pause; then:

"Pag, what'swrong with her—the D.C., | mean?"

"Wrong with her?" Pagadan returned, on anote of mild surprise,

"Inthe plates," Hallerock explained carefully. " She's an undevel oped pargpsychic, dl right—a
Telep-Three, at the least. But she's aso under a master-delusion—thinks she's aphysica monster of
somekind! Which she obvioudy isn't."

The Lanna hestated, letting atrickle of uncertainty through to him to indicate a doubtful menta
search. There wasnt, after dl, anything that took quite such ticklish, sendtive handling as a pargpsychic
mind that had gone thoroughly off the beam.

"Oh, that!" she said, suddenly and obvioudy relieved. "That's no delusion, Hallerock—just one of
those typica sub-level exaggerations. No doubt | overemphasized it alittle. There's nothing wrong with
her really—she's A-Class plus. Very considerably plus, asyou say. But she'snot aVegan.”

"Not aVegan?Wel, why should—"



"And, of course, she's dways been quite senstive about that physical peculiarity!™ Pagadan
resumed, with an air of happy discovery. "Even asachild. But with the Traditionalist training she was
getting, she couldn't conscioudy admit any awareness of isolation from other human beings. It'sjust that
our D.C.'safoundling, Halerock. | should have mentioned it, | suppose. They picked her up in space,
and she's of some unidentified human breed that grows around eight foot tall—"

* * %

Back in the study of her mobile-unit, System Chief Jasse wiped her eyes, blew her nose, and
pocketed her handkerchief decisvely.

Sheld blubbered for an hour after she first woke up. The Universe of the Traditionalists had been
such anice, tidy, easy-to-understand placeto livein, even if sheld never felt completely at her ease
there! It had its problemsto be met and solved, of course; and there were the lesser, nonhuman races, to
be coolly pitied for their imperfections and kept under control for their own good, and everybody else's.
But that A-Class humanity could work itself into such adismally gruesome mess asit had doneon
Ulphi—that just wasn't any part of the Traditionalist picture! They didn't want any such information there.
They could live more happily without it.

Wil let them live happily then! She was il Jasse, the spaceborn, and in return for knocking down
the menta house of cards she'd been living in, thetricky little humanoid at any rate had made her aware
of some unsuspected possibilities of her own which she could now develop.

She began to re-examine those discoveries about herself with asort of new, cool, speculating
interest. There were two chains of possibilities redly—that sllent, cold, whitely enchanted world of her
childhood dreams camefloating up in her mind again, clear and distinct under its glittering night-sky now
that the barriers that had blurred it in her memory had been dissolved. The home-world of her distant
racel Shecould gotoit if she chose, straight and unerringly, and find the warm human strength and
companionship that waited there. That knowledge had been returned to her, too.

But was that what she wanted most?

There was another sort of companionship, the Lannai had implied, and adifferent sort of satisfaction
she could gain, beyond that of placidly living out her life among her own kind on even the most beautiful
of frozen worlds. They were congtructing acivilized gdaxy just now, and they would welcome her on the
job.

Sheld bathed, put on afresh uniform and was pensively waiting for her breakfast to present itsdlf
from the wall-butler in the study, when the unit's automeatic announcer addressed her:

"Gdactic Zones Agent Halerock requesting an interview.”

Jasse started and half turned in her chair to look at the closed door. Now what did that mean? She
didn't want to see any of them just yet! Sheintended to make up her own mind on the matter.

Shesad, alittle resentfully:

"Wel ... lethimrightin, please!”

The study door opened as she flipped the lock-switch on her desk. A moment later, Hallerock was
bowing to her from the entrance hdl just beyond it.

Jasse began to rise, glanced up at him; and then sat back suddenly and gave him another 1ook.

"Hello, Jasse!" Halerock said, in avoice that sounded amiable but remarkably self-assured.

Even when not set off as now by hisimmaculate blue and white G.Z. dress uniform, Zone Agent
Halerock undoubtedly was something amost any young woman would look at twice. However, it wasn't
so much that he was strikingly handsome with his short-cropped dark-red hair and the clear, black-green
eyeswith their suggestion of someicy midnight ocean. Theimmediate point wasthat you didn't haveto
look twice to know that he came from no ordinary planet of civilization.

Jasse got up dowly from behind her desk and came around it and stood before Hallerock.

Basicaly, that wasit perhaps—the world he came from! Mark Wieri V1, afrontier-type planet, so
infernally deserving of its classification that only hare-brained first-stage Terrans would have settled there



inthefirg place. Where the equatoria belt was ariot of throbbing colors, amaddened rainbow flowering
and ripening, for two months of athirty-eight month year—and then, like the rest of that bleak world
forever, sheet-ice and darkness and the soundless, star-glittering cold.

Even back on Terra, two paths had been open to life that faced the Great Cold asits chosen
environment. To grow squalidly tough, devoted to surviva in merciless single-mindedness—or to flourish
into atriumphant excess of strength that no future chalenge could more than half engage.

On Mark Wieri'sworld, human life had adapted, inevitably, to its relentlessy crushing environment.
In the two hundred and eighty-odd generations between the last centuries of the First Stellar Migrations
and the day an exploring Giant-Ranger of the Confederacy turned in that direction, it had become as
much apart of its background asthetrout is of its pool. And no more than the trout could it see any
purposein leaving S0 good a place again.

But it had not, in any sense, grown squaid.

S0 Jasse stood before Hallerock, and she was still looking up a him. There were nine foot three
inches of himto look up to, shaped into four hundred and sixty-five lean pounds of tigerish symmetry.

The dress uniform on aduty cal was aclue she didn't missor need. Theice of hishome-planet was
in Halerock's eyes; but so wasthe warm, loyal human strength that had triumphed over it and carelesdy
paid inthen thefull, final price of conquest. This son of the conquerors done had been able to sense that
the galaxy itself was now just wide and degp and long enough for man; and so held joined the civilization
that was of alike spirit.

But he, too, had been a giant among little-people then. If his conscious thoughts wouldn't admit it,
every cdl of hisbody knew hedd lost hisown kind.

Jasse, al her mind groping carefully, questioningly out towards this phenomenon, this mongter-dayer
of Gaactic Zones—beginning to understand al that and agood dedl more—dowly relaxed again.

A kinsman of herd Her own eyesbegan to amile, finaly.

"Hello, Halerock!" Jasse said.

And that was, Pagadan decided, about the right moment to dissolve the PT-cell shed spent an hour
ingdling in the wall just above the upper right-hand corner of Jasse's study mirror.

Those two baby giants might be all full of emotiona fluttersjust now a having met someone from
the old home town; but they were going to start thinking of their good friend Pagadan dmost
immediately! And one of the very firgt things that would legp to Hallerock's suspicious mind would be the
possible presence of a Pegping Tommy.

Good thing those tiny units|eft no detectable trace!

She pulled off the PT-helmet, yawned ddlicately and sat relaxed for aminute, smirking reminiscently
into the vison-tank.

"What | call aredly profitable misson!" sheinformed the vison-tank. "Not adip anywhere
ether—and just think how tameit dl started out!”

She thought about that for amoment. The silver eyes closed dowly; and opened again.

"It's no particular wonder," she remarked, "that Central's picked me for a Five-Agent job—after
only five missons! When you get right down to it, you can't beaet aLannal brain!"

The hundred thousand friendly points of light in the vision-tank applauded her silently. Pagadan
smiled at them. In the middle of the smile her eyes closed once more—and thistime, they stayed closed.
Her head began to droop forward.

Then she sat up with atart.

"Hey," shesaid in drowsy indignation, "what'sal this?'

"Seepy gas" the Viper's voice returned. "If you're headed for another job, you're going to deep al
the way to Jeltad. Y ou need your rest.”

"That'sawhole week!" Pagadan protested. But though she could not remember being transported



there, she wasin her somno-cabin by then, and flat on her back. Pillows were just being shoved under
her head; and lightswere going out dl over the ship.

"You hig, tricky bum!™ she muttered. "I'll dismantle your reflexesyet!"

There was no answer to that grim thresat; but she couldn't have heard it anyway. A week was due to
pass before Zone Agent Pagadan would be permitted to become aware of her surroundings again.

Meanwhile, adim hum had begun to grow throughout the Viper's giant body. Smultaneoudy, in the
darkened and deserted control room, a bright blue spark started climbing steadily up the velocity
indicator.

The humming rose suddenly to ahowl, thinned out and became inaudible.

The spark stood gleaming steadily then a a point just below the line marked "Emergency.”

Space had flattened out before the Viper —she was homeward-bound with another mission
accomplished.

She began to travel—
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