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On a bleak, distant unchartered world two ships lay wrecked and a lone man
stared at a star hyacinth. Its brilliance burned into his retina ... and he knew

that men could easily kill and kill for that one beauty alone.

THE robbery of the Dosey Agteroids Shipping Station in a remote and spottily explored section of space
provided the newscagting systems of the Federation of the Hub with one of the juiciest crime stories of
the season. In a manner not dearly explained, the Dosey Ageroids Company had lost sx months
production of gem-qudity cut star hyacinths vaued at nearly a hundred million credits. It lost dso its
Chief Lapidary and saventy-eight other company employees who had been in the Sation dome & the

time


http://www.pgdp.net

All these people appeared at firg to have been killed by gunfire, but a sudy of their bodies reveded that
only in a few instances had gun wounds been the actua cause of death. For the most part the wounds
hed been inflicted on corpses, presumably in an attempt to conced the fact that disaster in another and
unknown form had befdlen the station.

Theraiders left very few clues. It appeared that the attack on the station had been carried out by a sngle
ship, and that the locks to the dome had been opened from within. The latter fact, of course, aroused
Speculation, but led the investigators nowhere.

Sx years later the great Dosey Agteroids robbery remained an unsolved mystery.

THE two wrecked spaceships rested dmogt Sde by sde near the tip of a narrow, deep am of a great
lake.

The only man on the planet sat on a rocky ledge three miles uphill from the two ships, gazing broodingly
down at them. He was a big fdlow in neatly patched shipboard dothing. His hands were clean, his face
caefully shaved. He had two of the castaway's traditiond possessions with him; a massive hunting bow
rested againg the rocks, and aminor representative of the class of life which was this world's equivaent
of birds was hopping about near his feet. This was a thrush-sized creature with a jaunty bearing and
bright yelow eyes. From the front of its round face protruded a short, narrow tube tipped with smadl,
sharp teeth. Round, horny knobs at the ends of its long toes protected retractile claws as it bounded
back and forth between the bow and the man, giving a quick flutter of its wings on each bound. FAndly it
stopped before the man, sretching its neck to stare up at him, trying to catch his attention.

He roused from his musing, glanced irritably down &t it.
"Not now, Birdie" he said. "Keep quiet!"

The man's gaze returned to the two ships, then passed hriefly dong a towering range of volcanos on the
other Sde of the lake, and lifted to the cloudless blue sky. His eyes probed on, searching the sunlit, empty
vault above him. If a ship ever came again, it would come from there, the two wrecks by the lake am
dready fixed in its detectors; it would not come gliding dong the surface of the planet....

Birdie produced a sharp, plantive whigle. The man looked &t it.
"Shut up, Supid!™ he told it.

He reached into the inner pocket of his coat, took out a smdl object wrapped in a piece of leather, and
unfolded the leather.

Then it lay in his cupped pam, and blazed with the brilliance of twenty diamonds, seeming to flash the
fires of the spectrum furioudy from every faceted surface, without ever quite subduing the pure violet
luminance which made a star hyacinth impossible to imitate or, once seen, to forget. The most beautiful of
gems, the rarest, the mogt vauable. The man who was a castaway stared at it for long seconds, his
breath quickening and his hand beginning to tremble. Andly he folded the chip of incredible minerd back



into the leather, replaced it carefully in his pocket.

When he looked about again, the sunlit air seemed brighter, the coloring of lake and land more vivid and
dive. Once during each of this world's short days, but no oftener, he permitted himsdf to look a the star
hyacinth. It was aritud adhered to with dmaost rdigious strictness, and it had kept him as sane as he was
ever likdy to be again, for over Sx years.

It might, he sometimes thought, keep him sane until a third ship presently came dong to this place. And
then ...

The third ship was coming dong a the moment, dill some five hours flight out from the system. She was
asmdl ship with lean, rakish lines, a hot little speedster, dliding placidly through subspace just now, her
engines throttled down.

Aboard her, things were less peaceful.

THE girl was putting up a pretty good fight but getting nowhere with it againg the bull-necked Fleetman
who had her pinned back againg the wall.

Welan Dasinger paused in momentary indecison at the entrance to the half-darkened control section of
the speedboat. The scuffle in there very probably was none of his business. The people of the roving
Independent FHeets had therr own practices and mores and resented interference from uninformed planet
dwdlers. For dl Dasinger knew, their blue-eyed lady pilot enjoyed roughhousing with the burly members
of her crew. If the thing wasn't serious....

He heard the man rap out something in the Willata Fleet tongue, fallowing the words up with a solid
thump of his fig into the girl's sde. The thump hadn't been playful, and her sharp gasp of pain indicated
no enjoyment whatever. Dasnger stepped quickly into the room.

He saw the girl turn gtartled eyes toward him as he came up behind the man. The man was Liu Taunus,
the bigger of the two crew members ... too big and too wdl muscled by a good dedl, in fact, to make a
gportsmanlike suggestion to divert his thumpings to Dasinger look like a sengble approach. Besdes
Dasinger didn't know the Willata FHeet's language. The edge of his hand dashed twice from behind dong
the thick neck; then hisfig brought the breath whigtling from Taunuss lungs before the Festman had time
to turn fully towards him.

It gave Dasinger a consderable garting advantage. During the next twenty seconds or so the advantage
seemed to diminish rgpidly. Taunuss fists and boots had scored only near misses so far, but he began to
look like the hardest big man to chop down Dasnger had yet run into. And then the Heetman was
suddenly sprawling on the floor, face down, arms flung out limply, a tough boy with a thoroughly
bludgeoned nervous system.

Dasnger was sraightening up when he heard the thunk of the wrench. He turned sharply, discovered
firg the girl ganding ten feet away with the wrench in her raised hand, next their second crew member
lying on the carpet between them, findly the long, thin knife lying near the man's hand.



"Thanks, Miss Mines" he said, somewhat out of breath. "I redly should have remembered Calat might
be somewhere around.”

Duomart Mines gestured with her head at the adjoining control cabin. "He was in there" she said, dso
bresthlesdy. She was a long-legged blonde with a limber way of moving, plessng to look at in her
shaped Heet uniform, though with somewhat doof and caculating eyes. In the dim light of the room she
seemed to be sudying Dasinger now with an expresson somewhere between wariness and surprised
gpeculation. Then, as he took a step forward to check on Calat's condition, she backed off dightly, helf
lifting the wrench again.

Dasnger stopped and looked at her. "Wdl," he said, "make up your mind! Whose sde are you on here?'

Miss Mines hesitated, let the wrench down. "Yours, | guess™ she acknowledged. "I'd better be, now!
They'd murder me for hdping a planeteer.”

DASINGER went down on one knee beside Calat, rather cautioudy though the Flegtman wasn't dirring,
and picked up the knife. Miss Mines turned up the room'’s lights. Dasinger asked, "What was this ... a
mutiny? Y ou're technicdly in charge of the ship, aren't you?'

"Technicdly," she agreed, added, "We were arguing about a Fleet matter.”

"I see. Well cdl it mutiny." Dasnger checked to be sure Caa wasn't faking unconsciousness. He
inquired, "Do you redly need these boys to hdp you?'

Duomart Mines shook her blond head. "Not at dl. Hying the Mooncat is a one-man job."

"I did have afeding," Dasinger admitted, "that Willatas Fleet was doing a little festherbedding when they
sad I'd have to hire a crew of three to go dong with therr speedboat.”

"Uh-huh." Her tone was non-committal. "They were. What are you going to do with them?'
"Anywhere they can be locked up safdy?'

"Not safdy. Their own cabin's as good as anything. They can batter their way out of here if they try hard
enough. Of course we'd hear them doing it."

"W, we can fix that." Dasinger stood up, fished his cabin key out of a pocket and gave it to her. "Ten
Quitcase danding at the head of my bunk," he sad. "Mind bringing that and the little crane from the
storeroom up here?'

Nether of the Fleetmen had begun to gir when Duomart Mines came riding a gravity crane back in
through the door a couple of minutes later, the suitcase dangling in front of her. She hdted the cranein the
center of the room, did out of its saddle with a supple twigt of her body, and handed Dasinger his cabin

key.



"Thanks" Dasnger took the suitcase from the crane, unlocked and opened it. He brought out a pair of
plagtic handcuffs, aware that Miss Mines stood behind him making an intent scrutiny of what could be
seen of the suitcase's contents. He didn't blame her for feding curious, she was looking at a variety of
devices which might have delighted the eyes of both a professona burglar and military spy. She offered
no comment.

Neither did Dasinger. He hauled Liu Taunus over on his back, fastened handcuffs about the Fleetman's
wrigts, then rolled him over on his face again. He did the same for Caat, hung the suitcase back in the
crane, dung aleg across the crane's saddle and settled into it.

Miss Mines remarked, "I'd look their cabin over pretty dosdly for guns and so on before leaving them
there”

"I intend to. By the way, has Dr. Egavine mentioned how close we are to our dedtination?' Dasnger
maneuvered the crane over to Taunus, lowered a beam to the smdl of the Flestman's back and hoisted
him up carefully, arms, head and legs dangling.

The blond girfl checked her watch. "He didn't tdl me exactly,” she said, "but theres what seems to be a
terrgprox in the G2 sysem ahead. If that's it, well get there in around five hours depending on what
subspace conditions in the sysem are. Dr. Egavings due up here in thirty minutes to give me the find
figures" She paused, added curioudy, "Don't you know yoursdf just where were going?'

"No," Dasinger said. "I'm finanang the trip. The doctor is the man with the maps and other pertinent
information.”

"I thought you were partners.”

"We are. Dr. Egavine is taciturn about some things. Il bring him back here with me as soon as | have
these two locked away." Dasinger finished picking up Caat, swung the crane dowly towards the door,
the unconscious Heetmen suspended ahead of him.

DR. EGAVINE stood at the open door to his stateroom as Dasinger came waking back up the passage
from the crew quarters and the storage. Quigt, the doctor's manservant, peered out of the stateroom
behind him.

"What in heaven's name were you doing with those two men?' Egavine inquired, twitching his eyebrows
disgpprovingly up and down. The doctor was a tdl, thin man in his forties, dressed habitudly in

undertaker black, with bony features and intense dark eyes. He added, "They appeared to be
unconscious ... and fettered!”

"They were both," Dasinger admitted. "I've confined them to their cabin.”

“Why?



"We had alittle dugfest in the control section afew minutes ago. One of the boys was beating around on
our pilot, so | lad him out, and she lad out the other one when he tried to get into the act with a knife.
She says the origind dispute was a Heet matter ... in other words, none of our business. However, |
don't know. There's something decidedly fishy about the Stuation.”

"Inwha way?' Egavine asked.

Dasnger sad, "l checked over the crew quarters for wegpons just now and found something which
suggests that Willata's FHeet is much more interested in what we're doing out here than we thought.”

Egavine looked dartled, peered quickly dong the passage to the control section. I fed,” he sad,
lowering his voice, "that we should continue this discusson behind closed doors...."

"All right.” Quist, a bandy-legged, wiry little man with a large bulb of a nose and close-set, smdl eyes,
moved back from the door. Dasinger went insde. Egavine pulled the door shut behind them and drew a
chair out from the cabin table. Dasinger sat down opposite him.

"What did you find?' Dr. Egavine asked.

Dasnger said, "You know Miss Mines is supposed to be the only Fleet member on board who speaks
the Federation's trandingue. However, there was a ligening device attached to the ingde of the cabin
communicetor in the crew quarters. Its settings show that the Willata Fleet people have bugged each of
the Mooncat's other cabins, and dso—which | think is an interesting point—the control section. Have
you and Quist discussed our project in any detall snce coming aboard?”

"I believe we did, on severa occasions," Egavine said hestantly.

"Then we'd better assume Taunus and Cala knew that were looking for the wreck of the Dosey
Aderoids raider, and ..."

Egavine put a cautioning finger to hislips. "Should we...?"

"Oh, no harm in talking now," Dasinger assured him. "'l pulled the ingrument out and dropped it in my
cabin. Actudly, the thing needn't be too seriousif we stay on guard. But of course we shouldn't go back
to the Heet gation after we have the duff. Gadgetry of that kind suggests bad intentions ... also a rather
sophigticated leve of arimindity for an 1-Fleet. Well return directly to the Hub. We might have to go on
short rations for a few weeks, but well make it. And well keep those two so-called crew members
locked up.”

The doctor cleared his throat. "Miss Mines ..."

"She doesn't appear to be persondly involved in any piraticd schemes,” Dadnger said. "Otherwise they
wouldn't have bugged her cabin and the control rooms. If we dangle afew star hyacinths before her eyes,
she should be willing to fly us back. If she balks, | think | can handle the Mooncat wel enough to get us
there”



Dr. Egavine tugged pengvdy at his ear lobe. "l see" His hand moved on toward his right coat lapd.
"What do you think of ..."

"Mind watching this for a moment, doctor?' Dasinger interrupted. He nodded & his own hand lying on
the table before him.

"Watch...?" Egavine began questioningly. Then his eyes went wide with aarm.

Dasinger's hand had turned suddenly sideways from the wrig, turned up again. There was a smdl gun in
the hand now, its stubby muzzle pointing up steadily a Egavine's chest.

"Dasnger! What does ..."

"Nest trick, en?' Dasnger commented. "Seeve gun. Now keep quiet and hold everything just asit is. If
you move or Quist over there moves before | tdl you to, you've had it, doctor!”

HE reached across the table with his left hand, dipped it beneasth Egavines right coat lgpd, tugged
sharply at something in there, and brought out a flat black pouch with atiny spray needle projecting from
it. He dropped the pouch in his pocket, said, "Keep your sedt, doctor,” stood up and went over to Quigt.
Quig darted an anxious glance at his employer, and made a whimpering sound in his throat.

"You're not geting hurt," Dasinger told him. "Just put your hands on top of your head and stand dill.
Now let's take alook at the thing you started to pull from your pocket a moment ago ... Electric stunsap,
eh? That wasn't very nice of you, Quist! Let's see what else—

"Good Lord, Egaving" he announced presently, "your boy's a regular amory! Two blasters, a
pencil-beam, a knife, and the sap ... All right, Quist. Go over and St down with the doctor.” He watched
the little man move degjectedly to the table, then fitted the assorted letha devices carefully into one of his
coat pockets, brought the pouch he had taken from Egavine out of the other pocket.

"Now, doctor,” he said, "let's talk. I'm unhgppy about this. | discovered you were carying this thing
around before we left Mezmidi, and | had a sample of its contents andyzed. | was told it's a hypnotic
with an dmog ingantaneous effect both at skin contact and when inhded. Care to comment?”

"I do indeed!" Egavine said frigidly. "I have no intention of denying that the indrument is a hypnotic spray.
Asyou know, | didike guns and amilar weagpons, and we are engaged in a matter in which the need to
defend mysdf againgt a persond attack might arise. Y our assumption, however, that | intended to employ
the spray on you just now issSmply ridiculoud”

"I might be chuckling mysdlf," Dasnger said, "if Quist hadn't had the sap hdfway out of his pocket as
soon as you reached for your lgpd. If I'd ducked from the spray, 1'd have backed into the sap, right?
There's a little too much at stake here, doctor. You may be tdling the truth, but just in case you're
nourishing unfriendly ideas—and that's whét it looks like to me—I'm taking a few precautions.”



Dr. Egavine stared a him, his mouth set in athin, bitter line. Then he asked, "What kind of precautions?’

Dasinger said, "I'l keep the hypnotic and Quist's bag of dirty tricks until we land. You might need those
things on the planet but you don't need them on shipboard. You and I'll go up to the control section now
to give Miss Mines her find flight directions. After that, you and Quigt stay in this cabin with the door
locked until the ship has set down. | don't want to have anything ese to worry about while we're making
the approach. If my suspicions turn out to be unjustified, I'l gpologize ... after we're dl safdy back in the
Hub."

"WHAT was your partner looking so sour about?' Duomart Mines inquired a little later, her eyes on the
flight screens. "Have a quarrd with him?"

Dasinger, ganding in the entry to the little control cabin across from her, shrugged his shoulders.
"Not exactly,” he said. "Egavine tried to use a hypno spray on me"
"Hypno spray?" the young womean asked.

"A chemicd which induces an indantaneous hypnotic trance in people. Leaves them wide open to
suggestion. Medicd hypnotists make alot of use of it. So do criminas™

She turned away from the control console to look at him. "Why would your partner want to hypnotize
you?"

"I don't know," Dasinger said. "He hasn't admitted that he intended to do it."

"Ishe acrimind?'

"I wouldn't say he isn't,” Dasinger observed judicioudy, "but | couldn't proveit.”

Duomart puckered her lips, garing at him thoughtfully. "What about yoursdf?' she asked.

"No, Miss Mines, | have avery high regard for the law. I'm a smple businessman.”

"A ample businessman who flies his own cruiser four weeks out from the Hub into 1-Fleet territory?”
"That's the kind of business I'm in," Dasinger explained. "I own a charter ship company.”

"l see" she said. "W, you two make an odd pair of partners...."

"I suppose we do. Incidentaly, has there been any occasion when you and Dr. Egavine—or you and Dr.
Egavine and his servant—were done somewhere in the ship together? For example, except when we
came up here to give you further flight indructions, did he ever enter the control room?"



She shook her blond head. "No. Those are the only times I've seen hm."
"Certain of that?' he asked.
Duomart nodded without hesitation. "Quite certain!™

Dadnger took an ointment tube from his pocket, removed its cap, squeezed a drop of black, aly
substance out on a fingertip. "Mind ralling up your deeve a moment?' he asked. "Jugt above the
elbow...."

"What for?"'

"It's because of the way those hypno sprays work," Dasinger said. "Give your vicim a dose of the uff,
tdl him what to do, and it usudly gets done. And if you're being illegd about it, one of the firgt things you
tdl him to do is to forget he's ever been sprayed. This goop is desgned for the specific purpose of
knocking out hypnotic commands. Just roll up your deeve like a good girl now, and I'll rub alittle of it on
your am."

"Y ou're not rubbing anything on my arm, miger!” Duomart told him coldly.

Dasinger shrugged resignedly, recapped the tube, and dropped it in his pocket. "Have it your way then,"
he remarked. "l was only ..."

He lunged suddenly towards her.

Duomart gave hm quite a struggle. A minute or two later, he had her down on the floor, her body and
one arm clamped between his knees, while he unzipped the cuff on the deeve of the other am and pulled
the deeve up. He brought out the tube of antihypno ointment and rubbed a few drops of the ointment into
the hollow of Duomart's elbow, put the tube back in his pocket, then went on holding her down for
nearly another minute. She was gasping for breath, blue eyes furious, muscles tensed.

SUDDENLY he fdt her reax. An expresson of stunned surprise appeared on her face. "Why," she
began increduloudy, "he did ..."

"Gave you the spray treatment, en?' Dasnger said, satisfied. "l was pretty sure he had.”

"Why, that— At his beck and cdl, he saysl Wdl, well just see about ... let me up, Dasinger! Just wait till
| get my hands on that bony partner of yourd™

"Now take it easy.”
"Takeit easy! Why should 1?1 ..."

"It would be better,” Dasinger explained, "if Egavine believes you're dill under the influence”



She scowled up a him; then her face turned thoughtful. "Ho! You fed it iant that he's a depraved old
godt, that he's got something more snigter in mind?'

"It's a definite possbility. Why not wait and find out? The ointment will immunize you againgt further
tricks"

Miss Mines regarded him congderingly for a few seconds, then nodded. "All right! You can let me up
now. What do you think he's planning?'

"Not essy to say with Dr. Egavine. He's a devious man." Dasinger got himsdf disentangled, came to his
feet, and reached down to hep her scramble up.

"They cartainly wrap you up with that hypno suff, don't they!" she observed wonderingly.

Dasnger nodded. "They certainly do!" Then he added, "I'm keeping the doctor and his little Sdekick
locked up, too, until we get to the planet. That leaves you and me with the run of the ship.”

Duomart looked at him. "So it does," she agreed.
"Know how to use agun?'

"Of course. But I'm not dlow— | don't have one with me on this trip.”

HE reached into his coat, took out a smdl gun in a fabric holster. Duomart glanced at it, then her eyes
went back to hisface.

"Might dip it to your bdt,” Dasinger said. "It's a good little shocker, fifty-foot range, safe for shipboard
use. It'sgot aful load, eighty shots. We may or may not run into emergencies. If we don't, youll dill be
more comfortable carrying it."

Duomart holstered the gun and attached the holster to her belt. She did the tip of her tongue reflectively
out between her lips, drew it back, blinked at the flight screens for a few seconds, then looked across a
Dasnger and tapped the holster at her sde.

"That sort of changes things, too!" she said.
"Changes what?'

"Tdl you in aminute. Sit down, Dasinger. Manua course corrections coming up...." She did into the pilot
seat, moved her hands out over the controls, and appeared to forget about him.

Dadnger settled into a chair to her Ieft, lit a cigarette, smoked and watched her, glandng occasondly at
the screens. She was jockeying the Mooncat deftly in and out of the fringes of a gravitic stress knat,
presently brought it into the clear, dapped over a direction lever and did the padm of her right hand dong



arow of speed control buttons depressing themin turn.

"NICE piece of piloting," Dasinger observed.

Duomart lifted one shoulder in a dight shrug. "That's my job." Her face remained serious. "Are you
wondering why | edged us through that thing instead of going around it?'

"Uh-huh, alittle" Dasinger admitted.

"It knocked hdf an hour off the timeit should take us to get to your planet,” she said. "That is, if youll ill
want to go there. We're being followed, you see.”

"By whom?"'

"They cdl her the Spy. After the Mooncat she's the fastest job in the Fleet. She's got guns, and her
normd complement is twenty armed men."

"The idea being to have us lead them to what we're after, and then take it away from us?' Dasnger
asked.

"That's right. I'm not supposed to know about it. Y ou know what a Gray Fleet is?'
Dasinger nodded. "An Independent that's turned crimind.”

"Yes Willatas Fleet was a legitimate outfit up to four years ago. Then Liu Taunus and Caa and their
gang took over. That happened to be the two Fleet bosses you dapped handcuffs on, Dasinger. We're a
Gray Fleet now. So | had some plans of my own for thistrip. If | can get to some other I-Fleet or to the
Hub, | might be able to do something about Taunus. After we were down on the planet, | was going to
ged the Mooncat and take off by mysdf.”

"Why are you tdling me?"

Miss Mines colored alittle. "Wel, you gave me the gun," she said. "And you clobbered Taunus, and got
me out of that hypno thing ... | mean, I'd have to be pretty much of a jerk to ditch you now, wouldn't ?
Anyway, now that I've told you, you won't be going back to Willatas Fleet, whatever you do. Il ill get
to the Hub." She paused. "So what do you want to do now? Beat it until the coast's clear, or make a
quick try for your loot before the Spy gets there?"

"How far is she behind us?' Dasnger asked.

Duomart said, "I don't know exactly. Here's what happened. When we started out, Taunus told me not
to let the Mooncat travel a more than three-quarters speed for any reason. | figured then the Spy was
involved in whatever he was planning; she can keep up with us a that rate, and she has consderably
better detector reach then the Cat. She's stayed far enough back not to register on our plates throughout



the trip.

"Late yesterday we hit some extensve turbulence areas, and | started playing games. There was this little
clugter of three sun systems ahead. One of them was our target, though Dr. Egavine hadnt yet said
which. | ducked around a few twisters, doubled back, and there was the Spy coming the other way. |
beat it then—top veocity. The Spy dropped off our detectors two hours later, and she can't have kept us
on for more than another hour hersdlf.

"So they'll assume we're headed for one of those three systems, but they don't know which one. Theyll
have to look for us. There's only one terraprox in the syssem we're going to. There may be none in the
others, or maybe four or five But the terraprox worlds is where they'll ook because the sdvage suits
you're carying are designed for ordinary underwater work. After the way | ran from them, they'll figure
something's gone wrong with Taunuss plans, of course.”

DASINGER rubbed his chin. "And if they're lucky and follow us sraight in to the planet?!

"Then,” Miss Mines said, "you might gill have up to Sx or seven hours to locate the Suff you want, load it
aboard and be gone again.”

"Might have?'

She shrugged. "We've got alead on them, but just how big a lead we findly wind up with depends to a
considerable extent on the flight conditions they run into behind us. They might get a break there, too.
Then there's another very unfortunate thing. The system Dr. Egavinés directed us to now is the one we
were closest to when | broke out of detection range. They'll probably decide to look there firs. You
-

"Yes" Dasinger said. "Not so good, is it?" He knuckled his jaw again reflectively. "Why was Taunus
pounding around on you when | came forward?"

"Oh, those two runches caught me flying the ship at top speed. Taunus was furious. He couldnt know
whether the Spy dill had afix on us or not. Of course he didn't tdl me that. The lumps he was preparing
to hand out were to be for disregarding hisingructions. He does things like that." She paused. "Wel, are
you going to make atry for the planet?"

"Yes" Dasnger sad. "If we wait, there's entirdly too good a chance the Spy will run across what we're
after while she's snooping around for us there. Well try to arrange things for a quick getaway in case our
luck doesn't hold up.”

Duomart nodded. "Mind tdling me what you're after?’

"Not at dl. Under the circumstances you should be told....



"OF course," Dadnger concluded a minute or two later, "dl well have alegd dam to is the sdlvage fee"
Miss Mines glanced over a him, looking somewnhat shaken. "You are playing thislegdly?'
"Definitdy.”

"Bven 90," she said, "if that redly is the wreck of the Dosey Asteroids raider, and the stones are dill on
board ... you two will collect something like ten million credits between you!™

"Roughly that,” Dasnger agreed. "Dr. Egavine learned about the matter from one of your Willaa
Hesgtmen."

Her eyes widened. "He what!"

"The Fleet logt a unit caled Handing's Scout about four years ago, didnt it?'

"Three and a hdf," she said. She paused. "Handing's Scout is the other wreck down there?"
"Yes There was one survivor ... as far as we know. You may recdl hisname. Leed Farous.”
Duomart nodded. "The little kwil hound. He was assstant navigator. How did Dr. Egavine...?'

Dadnger said, "Farous died in a Federation hospitd on Mezmidi two years ago, apparently of the
accumulative effects of kwil addiction. He'd been picked up in Hub space in a lifeboat which we now
know was one of the two on Handing's Scout.”

"In Hub space? Why, it must have taken him admogt a year to get that far in one of those tubg”

"From what Dr. Egavine learned," Daanger said, "it did take that long. The lifeboat couldn't be identified
a thetime. Nether could Farous. He was completely addled with kwil ... quite incoherent, in fact dready
goparently in the termind stages of the addiction. Strenuous efforts were made to identify him because a
dangle large star hyacinth had been found in the lifeboat ... there was the possbility it was one of the
stones the Dosey Asteroids Company had lost. But Farous died some months later without regaining his
senses aufficently to offer any informeation.

"Dr. Egavine was the physician in charge of the case, and eventudly aso the man who sgned the death
cetificate. The doctor stayed on a the hospitd for another year, then resigned, announcing that he
intended to go into private research. Before Farous died, Egavine had of course obtained his story from
him."

Miss Mines looked puzzled. "If Farous never regained his senses ..."

"Dr. Egavine is a hypnotherapist of exceptiond ability," Dasnger said. "Leed Farous wasn't so far gone
that the information couldn't be pried out of him with an understanding use of drug hypnosis.”



"Then why didn't others ..."

"Oh, it was attempted. But youll remember,” Dasinger said, "thet | had a little trouble getting close to you
with an antihypnatic. The good doctor got to Farous firg, that's dl. Instead of the few minutes he spent
on you, he could put in hour after hour conditioning Farous. Later comers Smply didn't stand a chance of
Qetting through to him.”

DUOMART MINES was slent a moment, then asked, "Why did you two come out to the Willata Feet
gation and hire one of our ships? Your cruiser's alot dower than the Mooncat but it would have got you
here"

Dasnger said, "Dr. Egavine dipped up on one point. One can hardly blame him for it snce interselar
navigaion ian't in hisline. The reference points on the maps he had Farous make up for him turned out to
be meaningless when compared with Federation star charts. We needed the opportunity to check them
agang your Fleet maps. They make sense then.”

"I see" Duomart gave hm a Sdeways glance, remarked, "You know, the way you've put it, the thing's
dill pretty fishy."

"In what manner?"
"Dr. Egavine finished off old Farous, didn't he?'

"Hemay have" Dasinger conceded. "It would be impossible to prove it now. You can't force a man to
tedify agang himsdf. It's true, of course, that Farous died a a very convenient moment, from Dr.
Egavines point of view."

"Wadl," she said, "aman like that wouldnt be satisfied with haf a sdvage fee when he saw the chance to
quietly make away with the entire Dosey Agteroids haul.”

"That could be" Dasnger sad thoughtfully. "On the other hand, a man who had committed an
unprovable murder to obtain alegd daim to sx million credits might very wel decide not to push his luck
any farther. Y ou know the space salvage ruling that when acrimind act or arimind intent can be shown in
connection with an operation like this, the guilty person automaticaly forfeits any dam he has to the fee"

"Yes, | know ... and of course" Miss Mines said, "you aren't necessarily so lily white either. That's
another possihility. And there's dill another one. You don't happen to be a Federation detective, do
you?"

Dasnger blinked. After amoment he said, "Not a bad guess. However, | don't work for the Federation.”
"Oh? For whom do you work?"

"At the moment, and indirectly, for the Dosey Agteroids Company.”



"Insurance?"

"No. After Farous died, Dossy Asteroids employed a detective agency to invesigae the maiter. |
represent the agency.”

"The agency collects on the sdvage?’

"That's the agreement. We ddiver the goods or get nothing.”

"And Dr. Egavine?'

Dasinger shrugged. "If the doctor keeps his nose clean, he stays entitled to hdlf the salvage fee"
"What about the way he got the information from Farous?' she asked.

"From any professona viewpoint, that was highly unethica procedure. But there's no evidence Egavine
broke any laws"

Miss Mines studied him, her eyes bright and quizzicd. "I had afeding about you," she said. "l ..."

A warning burr came from the tolerance indicator; the gil turned her head quickly, sad, "Cat's
complaning ... looks like we're hitting the first system stresses!™ She did back into the pilot seat. "Be with
you aganinawhile..."

WHEN Dasinger returned presently to the control section Duomart sat a ease in the pilot seat with
coffee and a sandwich before her.

"How are the mutineers doing?* she asked.

"They ate with a good appetite, said nothing, and gave me no trouble" Dasinger said. "They ill pretend
they don't understand Federation trandingue. Dr. Egavines a bit sulky. He wanted to be up front during
the prelanding period. | told him he could watch things through his cabin communicator screen.”

Miss Minesfinished her sandwich, her eyes thoughtful. "I've been wondering, you know ... how can you
be sure Dr. Egavine told you the truth about what he got from Leed Farous?'

Dasinger said, "'l studied the recordings Dr. Egavine made of his sessions with Farous in the hospital. He
may have held back on afew details, but the recordings were genuine enough.”

"So Farous passes out on a kwil jag," she said, "and he doesn't even know they're making a landing.
When he comes to, the scout's parked, the Number Three drive is smashed, the lock is open, and not
another soul is aboard or in Sght.



"Then he notices another wreck with its lock open, wanders over, sees a few bones and Suff lying
around indde, picks up a star hyacinth, and learns from the ship's records that down in the hold under
Sxty feet of water is a sealed compartment with awhole little crateful of the stones...."

"That's the story,” Dasinger agreed.

"In the Flegts" she remarked, "if we heard of a place where a couple of ship's crews seemed to have
vanished into thin air, we'd cdl it a spooked world. And usudly we'd keep away from it." She clamped
her lower lip lightly between her teeth for a moment. "Do you think Dr. Egavine has considered the kwil

angle?'

Dasnger nodded. "I'm sure of it. Of course it's only a guess that the kwil made a difference for Farous.
The quff has no known medica vaue of any kind. But when the only known survivor of two crews
happens to be a kwil-egater, the point has to be considered.”

"Nobody dse on Handing's Scout took kwil," Duomart said. "I know that. There aren't many in the Flegt
who do." She hesitated. "You know, Dasinger, perhaps | should try it againl Maybe if | took it Sraight
from the needle thistime ..."

Dasnger shook his head. "If the little flake you nibbled made you fed drowsy, even a quarter of a
standard shot would put you out cold for an hour or two. Kwil has that effect on a lot of people. Which
iSone reason it isn't a very popular drug.”

"What effect does it have on you?' she asked.

"Depends to some extent on the gze of the dose. Sometimes it dows me down physicaly and mentdly.
At other times there were no effects that | could tdl until the kwil wore off. Then I'd have hdlucinaions
for a while—tha can be very digracting, of course, when theré's something you have to do. Those
hangover halucinations seem to be another fairly common reaction.”

He concluded, "Since you can't take the drug and stay awake, youll smply remain ingde the locked ship.
It will be better anyway to keep the Mooncat wel up in the air and ready to move most of the time were
on the planet.”

"Whet about Taunus and Caat?' she asked.

"They come out with us, of course. If kwil is whet it takes to stay hedthy down there, I've enough to go
around. And if it knocks them out, it will keep them out of trouble.”

"LOOKS like there's a firemaker down therel” Duomart's dim forefinger indicated a point on the
ground-view plate. "Column of smoke garting to come up next to that big patch of trees!... Two point
nine miles due north and uphill of the wrecks."



From awadl screen Dr. Egavines voice repeated sharply, "Smoke? Then Leed Farous was not the only
survivor!™

Duomart gave him a cool glance. "Might be a native animd that knows how to make fire. They're not so
unusud.” She went on to Dasinger. "It would take a hand detector to spot us where we are, but it does
look like a distress sgnd. If it's men from one of the wrecks, why haven't they used the scout's other
lifeboat?'

"Would the lifeboat dill be intact?" Dasinger asked.

Duomart spun the ground-view plate back to the scout. “Look for yoursdf,” she said. "It couldn't have
been damaged in as light a crash as that one was. Those tubs are built to stand a redly solid sheking up!
And what ese could have harmed it?'

"Farous may have put it out of commission before he left,” Dasinger said. "He wanted to come back from
the Hub with an expedition to get the hyacinths so he wouldn't have cared for the idea of anyone dse
getting away from the planet meanwhile” He looked over a the screen. "How about it, doctor? Did
Farous make any mention of that?'

Dr. Egavine seemed to heditate an ingant. "As a matter of fact, he did. Farous was gpproximately a third
of the way to the Hub when he redized he might have made a mistake in not rendering the second
lifeboat unusable. But by then it was too late to turn back, and of course he was dmog certain there
were no other survivors™

"So that lifeboat should dill bein good condition?”!
"It was in good condition when Farous |&ft here”
"Wdl, whoever's down there Smply may not know how to handleit.”

Duomart shook her blond head decidedly. "That's out, too!" she said. "Our Fleet lifeboats dl came off an
old Grand Commerce liner which was up for scrap eghty, ningly years ago. They're designed so any fool
can tdl what to do, and the navigaiond settings are completdly automatic. Of course if it is a native
firemaker—with mighty keen eyesight—down there, that could be different! A cresture like that mightn't
think of going near the scout. Should | start easing the Cat in towards the smoke, Dasinger?'

"Yes. WEell have to find out what the Sgnd means before we try to approach the wrecks. Doctor, are
you satisfied now that Miss Miness outworld biotic check was correct?’

"The andlys's appears to be farly accurate,” Dr. Egavine acknowledged, "and dl detectable trouble
sources are covered by the selected Fleet serum.”

DASINGER said, "WEell prepare for an immediate landing then. Therell be less than an hour of daylight
left on the ground, but the night's so short well disregard that factor.” He switched off the connection to



Egavines cabin, turned to Duomart. "Now our wrist communicators, you say, have a five-mile range?"
"A little over five"

"Then," Dasinger said, "well keep you and the Cat gtationed at an exact five-mile dtitude ninety-five per
cent of the time we spend on the planet. If the Spy arrives while you're up there, how much time will we
have to clear out?'

She shrugged. "That depends of course on how they arrive. My detectors can pick the Spy up in space
before their detectors can make out the Cat againg the planet. If we spot them as they're heading in, welll
have around fifteen minutes

"But if they show up on the horizon in atmosphere, or surface her out of subspace, that's something else.
If I don't move ingantly then, they'll have me bracketed ... and BLOOIE!"

Dasinger said, "Then those are the possibilities youll have to watch for. Think you could draw the Spy far
enough away in a chase to be able to come back for us?'

"They wouldn't follow me that far,"” Duomart said. "They know the Cat can outrun them eedly once she's
redly stretched out, so if they can't nall her in the firg few minutes they'll come back to look around for
what we were interested in here She added, "And if | don't let the Cat go dl out but just keep alittle
ahead of them, they'll know that I'm trying to draw them away from something.”

Dasnger nodded. "In that case well each be on our own, and your job will be to keep right on going and
get the information as quickly as possible to the Kyth detective agency in Orado. The agency will take
the matter from there.”

MISS MINES looked a him. "Aren't you sort of likdy to be dead before the agency can do anything
about the Stuation”?'

"l try to avoid it," Dasnger said. "Now, we've assumed the worst as far as the Spy is concerned. But
things might also go wrong downgtairs. Say | lose control of the group, or we dl get hit down there by
whatever hit the previous landing parties and it turns out that kwil's no good for it. It's understood that in
any such event you again head the Cat immediatdy for the Hub and get the word to the agency. Right?*

Duomart nodded.
He brought aflat case of medica hypodermics out of his pocket, and opened it.
"Gaing to take your shot of kwil before we land?' Miss Mines asked.

"No. | want you to keep one of these needles on hand, at least until we find out what the problem is. Itll
knock you out if you have to take it, but it might dso keep you dive. I'm waiting mysdf to see if it's
necessary to go on kwil. The hdlucinations | get from the suff afterwards could hit me while we're in the



middle of some critical activity or other, and that mightn't be so good." He closed the case again, put it
away. "l think we've covered everything. If youll check the view plate, something—or somebody—has
come out from under the trees near the column of smoke. And unless I'm migtaken it's a human being.”

Duomart dipped the kwil needle held given her into a drawer of the indrument console. "I don't think
you're migaken,” she said. "I've been watching him for the lagt thirty seconds.”

"ltisaman?
"Pretty sure of it. He moves like one.”

Dasinger stood up. "Il go tak with Egavine then. | had ajob in mind for him and his hypno sprays if we
happened to run into human survivors.”

"Shdl | put the ship down next to this one?"

"No. Land around five hundred yards to the north, in the middle of that big stretch of open ground. That
should keep us out of ambushes. Better keep clear of the airgpace immediatdly around the wrecks as you
go down.”

Duomart looked a him. "Darn right I'll keep clear of thet areal”
Dasinger grinned. "Something about the scout?”

"Sure. No vishble reason at dl why the scout should have settled hard enough to buckle a drive. Handing
was a good pilot.”

"Hm-m-m." Dasinger rubbed his chin. "Wdl, I've been wondering. The Dosey Aderoids raiders are
supposed to have used an unknown type of antipersonnel weapon in their attack on the dtation, you
know. Nothing in 9ght on ther wreck that might be, say, an automatic gun but ... well, jus move in
carefully and stay ready to haul away very fadt a the firg hint of trouble!”

THE MOONCAT did dowly down through the air near the point where the man stood in open ground,
a hundred yards from the dump of trees out of which smoke dill billowed thickly upwards. The man
watched the speedboat's descent quietly, meking no further attempt to attract the attention of those on
board to himsdf.

Duomart had sad tha the man was not a member of Handing's lost crew but a stranger. He was
therefore one of the Dosey Agteroids raiders.

Putting down her two land legs, the Mooncat touched the open hillsde a little over a quarter of a mile
from the woods, stood straddled and rakish, nose high. The storeroom lock opened, and a dender ramp
did out. Quist showed in the lock, dumped two portable shelters to the ground, came scrambling nimbly
down the ramp. Dr. Egavine followed, more cautioudy, the two handcuffed Flegtmen behind him.



Dasinger came out last, glandng over a the castaway who had started across the dope towards the ship.
"Everyones out,” he told hiswrist communicator. "Take her up.”

The ramp snaked soundlesdy back into the lock, the lock snapped shut and the Mooncat lifted smoothly
and quickly from the ground. Liu Taunus glanced after the risng speedboat, looked a Cdat, and spoke
loudly and emphaticdly in Heetlingue for a few seconds, his broad face without expression. Dasinger
sad, "All right, Quist, break out the shdlter.”

When the shelter was assembled, Dasinger motioned the Fleetmen towards the door with his thumb.
"Indde, boyd" he said. "Quigt, lock the shelter behind them and stay on guard here. Come on, doctor.
Well meet our friend hdfway...."

THE castaway approached unhurriedly, waking with a long, easy stride, the bird thing on his shoulder
craning its neck to peer a the strangers with round ydlow eyes. The man was big and rangy, probably
less heavy by thirty pounds then Liu Taunus, but in perfect physica condition. The face was strong and
intdligent, smiling eatedly now.

"I'd nearly stopped hoping this day would arrivel™ he said in trandingue. "May | ask who you are?’

"An exploration group." Dasinger gripped the extended hand, shook it, as Dr. Egavings right hand went
caaudly to his coat lapd. "We noticed the two wrecked ships down by the lake" Dasinger explained,
"then saw your smoke sgnd. Y our name?'

"Graylock. Once chief engineer of the Antares, out of Vanadia on Aruague" Graylock turned, dill
amiling, towards Egavine.

Egavine amiled as pleasantly.

"Graylock," he observed, "you fed, and will continue to fed, that this is the conversation you planned to
conduct with us, thet everything is going exactly in accordance with your wishes” He turned his head to
Dadinger, inquired, "Would you prefer to question him yoursef, Dasinger?"

Dadnger hestated, startled; but Graylock's expression did not change. Dasinger shook his head. "Very
smooth, doctor!" he commented. "No, go ahead. Y ou're obvioudy the expert here.”

"Veay wdl ... Graylock," Dr. Egavine resumed, "you will cooperate with me fully and to the best of your
ability now, knowing that | am both your master and friend. Are any of the other men who came here on
those two ships down by the water Hill dive?"

There was complete illness for a second or two. Then Graylock's face began to work unplessantly, dl
color draining from it. He said harshly, "No. But | ... | don't ..." He stammered incomprehensibly, went
Slent again, his expresson wooden and set.



"Graylock," Egavine continued to probe, "you can remember everything now, and you are not afraid. Tdl
mewhat happened to the other men.”

Sweat covered the castaway's ashen face. His mouth twisted in agonized, silent grimaces again. The bird
thing legped from his shoulder with a smal purring sound, fluttered softly away.

Dr. Egavine repeated, "You are not afraid. You can remember. What happened to them? How did they
die?'

And abruptly the big man's face smoothed out. He looked from Egavine to Dasinger and back with an ar
of brief puzzlement, then explained conversationdly, "Why, Hovig's generator killed many of us as we ran
away from the Antares. Some reached the edges of the cirde with me, and | killed them later.”

Dr. Egavine flicked another glance towards Dasinger but did not pause.

"And the crew of the second ship?' he asked.

"Those two. They had things | needed, and naturdly | didn't want them dive here"
"IsHovig's generator dill on the Antares?'

"Wes"

"How does the generator kill?"

Sweat suddenly started out on Graylock's face again, but now he seemed unaware of any accompanying
emations. He sad, "It kills by fear, of course...."

THE gory of the Dosey Agteroids raider and of Hovig's fear generators unfolded quickly from there.
Hovig had developed his machines for the dSngle purpose of robbing the Dosey Agteroids Shipping
Station. The plan then had been to have the Antares cruise in uncharted space with the looted star
hyacinths for at least two years, findly to approach the area of the Federation from a sector far removed
from the Dosey system. That precaution resulted in disaster for Hovig. Chief Enginear Graylock had time
to condder that his share in the profits of the raid would be rdaivdy inggnificant, and that there was a
possihility of increasing it.

Graylock and his friends attacked their shipmates as the raider was touching down to the surface of an
uncharted world to replenish its water supply. The attack succeeded but Hovig, fatdly wounded, took a
terrible revenge on the mutineers. He contrived to set off one of his gridy devices, and to dl intents and
purposes everyone dill dive on board the Antares immediatdy went insane with fear. The ship crashed
out of control a the edge of a lake. Somebody had opened a lock and a number of the frantic crew
plunged from the ramp and fel to their desth on the rocks below. Those who reached the foot of the
ramp fled frenziedly from the wreck, the effects of Hovig's machine pursuing them but weskening
gradudly as they widened the distance between themsdlves and the Antares. Findly, dmogt three miles



away, the fear impulses faded out completdly....

But thereafter the wreck was unapproachable. The fear generator did not run out of power, might not run
out of power for years.

Dadnger said, "Doctor, let's hurry this up! Ask him why they weren't affected by their murder machines
when they robbed Dosey Asteroids. Do the generators have a beam-operated shut-off, or what?"

Graylock ligened to the question, said, "We had taken kwil. The effects were dill very unpleasant, but
they could be tolerated.”

There was a pause of a few seconds. Dr. Egavine cleared his throat. "It appears, Dasnger," he
remarked, "that we have faled to consder a very important cluel”

Dasinger nodded. "And an obvious one™ he sad drily. "Keep it moving aong, doctor. How much kwil
did they take? How long had they been taking it before the raid?"

Dr. Egavine glanced over a him, repested the questions.

Graylock said Hovig had begun conditioning the crew to kwil a week or two before the Antares dipped
out of Aruague for the strike on the station. In each case the dosage had been built up gradudly to the
quantity the man in question required to remain immune to the generators. Individud variations had been
wide and unpredictable.

Dadnger passed histongue over hislips nodded. "Ask him ..."

HE checked himsdf at a soft, purring noise, a shadowy fluttering in the air. Graylock's animd flew past
him, settled on its master's shoulder, turned to stare at Dasinger and Egavine. Dasnger looked at the
ydlow owl-eyes, the odd little tube of a mouth, continued to Egavine, "Ask him where the haul was
stored in the ship.”

Graylock confirmed Leed Farous's statement of what he had seen in the Antaress records. All but a few
of the star hyacinths had been placed in a vault-like compartment in the storage, and the compartment
was sedled. Explosives would be required to open it. Hovig kept out hdf a dozen of the larger stones,
perhaps as an antidote to boredom during the long voyage ahead. Graylock had found one of them just
before Hovig's infernd indrument went into action.

"And where is that one now?' Dr. Egavine asked.
"I dill haveit.”
"Onyour person?"

IIYSIII



Dr. Egavine hdd out his hand, pam upward. "You no longer want it, Graylock. Giveit to me"

Graylock looked bewildered; for a moment he appeared about to weep. Then he brought a knotted
piece of leather from his pocket, unwrapped it, took out the gem and placed it in Egavines hand. Egavine
picked it up between thumb and forefinger of his other hand, held it out before him.

There was dlence for some seconds while the star hyacinth burned in the evening air and the three men
and the smdl winged animd stared at it. Then Dr. Egavine exhded dowly.

"Ah, now!" he said, his voice a trifle unsteady. "Men might kill and kill for that one beauty done, thet is
truel ... Will you keep it for now, Dasinger? Or sl 17!

Dasinger looked at him thoughtfully.

"You keep it, doctor,” he said.

"DASINGER," Dr. Egavine observed a few minutes later, "I have been thinking...."
IIYS?I

"Graylock's attempted description of his experience indicates that the machine on the Antares does not
actudly broadcast the emation of terror, as he believes. The picture presented is that of a mind in which
both the naturd and the acquired barriers of compartmentaization are temporarily nullified, resulting in an
exploson of compounded insanity to an extent which would be inconceivable without such an outsde
agent. As we saw in Graylock, the condition is in fact impossible to describe or imaging A diabolica
device...."

He frowned. "Why the drug kwil counteracts such an effect remains unclear. But snce we now know that
it does, | may have a solution to the problem confronting us.”

Dasnger nodded. "Let's hear it."

"Have Miss Mines bring the ship down immediady,” Egavine indructed him. "There is a ddfinite
probability that among my medica supplies will be an effective subdtitute for kwil, for this particular
purpose. A few hours of experimentation, and ..."

"Doctor," Dasinger interrupted, "hold it right there! So far there's been no red harm in parring around.
But we're in a different Stuation now ... we may be running out of time very quickly. Let's quit playing

games
Dr. Egavine glanced sharply across a him. "What do you mean?'

"I mean that we both have kwil, of course. There's no reason to experiment. But the fact that we have it
isno guarantee that well be able to get near that generator. Leed Farous's tissues were soaked with the



drug. Graylock's outfit had weeks to determine how much each of them needed to be able to operate
within range of the machines and stay sane. We're likdly to have trouble enough without trying to jockey
eaech other."

Dr. Egavine cleared his throat. "But | ..."

Dadnger interrupted again. "Your reluctance to tdl me everything you knew or had guessed is
understandable. Y ou had no more reason to trust me completely than | had to trust you. So before you
sy athing ese I'd like you to look at these credentids. You're familiar with the Federation sedl, |
think."

Dr. Egavine took the proffered identification case, glanced at Dasinger again, then opened the case.

"S0," he said presently. "Y ou're a detective working for the Dosey Asteroids Company...." His voice was
even. "That dters the Stuation, of course. Why didn't you tdl me this?'

"That should be obvious," Dasnger said. "If you're an honest man, the fact can make no difference. The
company remains legaly bound to pay out the sdvage fee for the star hyacinths. They have no objection
to that. What they didn't like was the possihility of having the gems stolen for the second time. If that's
what you had in mind, you wouldnt, of course, have led an agent of the company here. In other words,
doctor, in cooperating with me you're running no risk of being cheated out of your hdf of the sdvage
rights”

Dasinger patted the gun in his coat pocket. "And of course” he added, "if | happened to be a bandit in
spite of the credentias, 1'd be diminaing you from the partnership right now instead of taking to youl
Thefact that I'm not doing it should be a sufficent guarantee that | don't intend to do it."

Dr. Egavine nodded. "I'm aware of the point.”

"Then let's get on with the sdlvage" Dasnger said. "For your further information, there's an armed Feet
ship hunting for us with piraticd intentions, and the probability is that it will find usin a matter of hours...."

HE described the gtuation briefly, concluded, ™Y ou've carried out your part of the contract by directing
us here. You can, if you wish, minimize further persond risks by usng the Fleet scout's lifeboat to get
yoursdlf and Quig off the planet, providing kwil will get you to the scout. Set a normspace course for
Orado then, and well pick you up after we've finished the job."

Dr. Egavine shook his head. "Thank you, but I'm taying. It's in my interest to give you what assistance |
can ... and, as you've surmised, | do have a supply of kwil. What is your plan?'

"Getting Hovig's generator shut off is the firg step,” Dasinger said. "And snce we don't know what
dosage of the drug is required for each of us, wed be asking for trouble by gpproaching the Antares in
the ship. Miss Mines happens to be a kwil-sengtive, in any case. So it's going to take hiking, and I'll start
down immediatdly now. Would Graylock and the Fleetmen obey hypnotic orders to the extent of hdping
out dependably in the savage work?”



Egavine nodded. "Thereis no question of that."

"Then you might start conditioning them to the idea now. From the outer appearance of the Antares, it
may be ared job to cut through insde her to get to the star hyacinths. We have the three sdvage suits. If
| can make it to the generator, shut it off, and it turns out then that | need some hypnotized brawn down
there, Miss Mineswill fly over the shelter as asgnd to start marching the men down.”

"Why march? At tha point, Miss Mines could take us to the wreck within seconds.”

Dadnger shook his head. "Sorry, doctor. Nobody but Miss Mines or mysdf goes aboard the Mooncat
until we either wind up the job or are forced to clear out and run. I'm afraid that's one precaution I'll have
to take. When you get to the Antares well give each of the boys a full shot of kwil. The ones that don't
go limp on it can start helping.”

Dr. Egavine said reflectively, "Y ou fed the drug would 4ill be a requirement?”

"Wadl," Dasinger said, "Hovig appears to have been a man who took precautions, too. We know he had
three generators and that he set off one of them. The question is where the other two are. It wouldn't be
S0 very surprisng, would it, if one or both of them turned out to be waiting for intrudersin the vault where
he sealed away the loot?

THE night was cool. Wind rudtled in the ground vegetation and the occasond patches of trees.
Otherwise the dopes were quiet. The sky was covered with cloud layers through which the Mooncat
drifted invigbly. In the infrared glasses Dadnger had dipped on when he started, the rocky hillade
showed clear for two hundred yards, tinted green as though bathed by a strange moonlight; beyond was
murky darkness.

"Sill dl right?" Duomart's voice inquired from the wrist communicator.

"Uhthuh!" Dasnger said. "A little nervous, but I'd be feding that way in any case, under the
circumstances.”

"I'm not so sure” she said. ™Y ou've gone past the two and a hdf mile line from the generator. From what
that Graylock mongter said, you should have started to pick up its effects. Why not take your shot, and
play sfe?'

"No," Dasinger said. "If | wait until | fed something that can be definitdy attributed to the machine, | can
keep the kwil dose down to what | need. | don't want to load mysdf up with the drug any more than |
haveto."

A gand of tdl trees with furry trunks moved presently into range of the glasses, thick undergrowth
beneath. Dasinger picked his way through the thickets with some caution. The indications so far had been
that loca animds had as much good reason to avoid the vidnity of Hovig's machine as human beings, but
if there was any poisonous vermin in the area this would be a good place for it to be lurking. Which
seemed a farly reasonable gpprehension. Other, equdly definite, gpprehensions looked less reasonable



when considered objectively. If he sumbled on a stone, it produced a surge of sharp darm which
lingered for seconds; and his breething had quickened much more than could be accounted for by the
exertions of the downhill dlimb.

FIVE minutes beyond the wood Dasinger emerged from the mouth of a narrow gorge, and stopped short
with a startled exclamation. His hand dug hurriedly into his pocket for the case of kwil needles.

"What's the matter?' Duomart inquired sharply.
Dasinger produced a somewhat breethless laugh. "I've decided to take the kwil. At oncel”
"Yourefeding ... things?' Her voice was aso shaky.

"Il say! Not just a matter of feding it, either. For example, a couple of old friends are waking towards
me at the moment. Dead ones, asit happens.”

"Ugh!" she said faintly. "Hurry up!"

Dasnger shoved the needle's plunger a quarter of the way down on the kwil solution, pulled the needle
out of hisarm. He stood dill for some seconds, filled his lungs with the cool night air, let it out in along
sgh.

"That did it!" he announced, his voice steadying again. "The Suff works fast. A quarter shot...."

"Why did you wait so long?'

"It wasn't too bad till just now. Then suddenly ... that generator can't be putting out evenly! Anyway, it hit
melike arock. | doubt you'd be interested in detalls”

"l wouldn't,"” Duomart agreed. "I'm crawly enough asit is up here. | wish we were through with thigl"
"With just alittle luck we should be off the planet in an hour.”

By the time he could hear the lapping of the lake water on the wind, he was aware of the growing pulse
of Hovig's generator ahead of him, dive and maignant in the night. Then the Feet scout came into the
glasses, a squat, dark ship, its base concedled in the growth that had sprung up around it after it piled up
on the dope. Dasinger moved past the scout, pushing through bushy aromatic shrubbery which thickened
as he neared the water. He fdt physcdly sck and duggish now, was aware, too, of an increasng
reluctance to go on. He would need more of the drug before attempting to enter the Antares.

To the west, the sky was partly clear, and presently he saw the wreck of the Dosey Agteroids raider
loom up over the edge of the lake arm, blotting out a section of stars. Still beyond the fidd of the glasses,
it looked like an armored water animd about to crawl up on the dopes. Dasinger gpproached dowly, in
foggy unwillingness, emerged from the bushes into open ground, and saw a broad ramp furred with a



thick coat of moldlike growth rise steeply towards an open lock in the upper part of the Antares. The
pulse of the generator might have been the beating of the maimed ship's heart, angry and threatening. It
seemed to be growing stronger. And had something moved in the lock? Dasnger stood, senses
svimming sickly, dreaming that something huge rose dowly, towered over him like a giant wave, leaned
forwards....

"STILL dl right?" Duomart inquired.
The wave broke.
"Dasinger! What's happened?"

"Nothing," Dasinger said, his voice raw. He pulled the empty needle out of his am, dropped it. "But
something nearly did! The kwil | took wasn't enough. | was sanding here waiting to let that damned
mechine swamp me when you spoke.”

"You should have heard what you sounded like over the communicator! | thought you were ..." her voice
stopped for an ingant, began agan. "Anyway," she said briskly, "you're loaded with kwil now, | hope?'

"More than | should be, probably.” Dasnger rubbed both hands dowly down dong his face. "Wadl, it
couldnt be helped. That was pretty close, | guessl | don't even remember getting the hypo out of the
cae."

He looked back up at the looming bow of the Antares, unbeautiful enough but prosaicadly devoid of
menace and mysery now, though the pulang beat dill came from there. A mechanicd obstacle and
nothing else. "'I'm going on in now."

From the darkness within the lock came the andl of stagnant water, of old decay. The mold that
proliferated over the ramp did not extend into the wreck. But other things grew indde, pade and aily
tendrils festooning the walls. Dasinger removed his night glasses, brought out a penail light, let the beam
fan out, and moved through the lock.

The crash which had crumpled the ship's lower shdl had thrust up the flooring of the lock compartment,
turned it into what was nearly leve foating now. On the right, a twenty-foot black gap showed between
the ragged edge of the deck and the far bulkhead from which it had been torn. The aily plant life spread
over the edges of the flooring and on down into the flooded lower sections of the Antares. The pulse of
Hovig's generator came from above and the left where a passage danted steeply up into the ship's nose.
Dasinger turned towards the passage, began dambering up.

THERE was no guesswork involved in determining which of the doors dong the passage hid the machine
inwhat, if Graylock's story was correct, had been Hovig's persona stateroom. As Dasinger approached
that point, it was like dimbing into Slent thunder. The door was locked, and though the walls beside it
were warped and cracked, the cracks were too narrow to permit entry. Dasinger dug out a tool which



had once been the prized property of one of Orado's more eminent safecrackers, and went to work on
the lock. A minute or two later he forced the door partly back in its tilted frame, scrambled through into
the cabin.

Not enough was left of Hovig after this span of time to be particularly offensve. The generator lay in a
lower corner, hdf buried under other molded and unrecognizable debris. Dasnger uncovered it, feding
asif he were drowning in the invishle torrent pouring out from it, knelt down and placed the light againgt
thewdl beside him.

The machine matched Graylock's description. A pancake-shaped heavy plagtic casng eghteen inches
across, two thick studs set into its edge, one stud depressed and flush with the surface, the other
extended. Dasinger thumbed experimentdly at the extended stud, found it apparently immovable, took
out hisgun.

"How isit going, Dasnger?' Miss Mines asked.

"All right,” Dasinger said. He redized he was speaking with difficulty. "I've found the thing! Trying to get it
shut off now. Tdl youinaminute....”

He tapped the extended stud twice with the butt of the gun, then dashed heavily down. The stud flattened
back into the machine. Its counterpart didnt move. The drowning sensations continued.

Dadnger licked his lips, dropped the gun into his pocket, brought out the lock opener. He had the
generator's cover plate pried partway back when it shattered. With that, the thunder that wasn't sound
ebbed swiftly from the cabin. Dasinger reached into the generator, wrenched out a power battery,
sapping hdf a dozen leads.

He sat back on his heds, momentarily dizzy with reief, then dimbed to his feet with the smashed
components of Hovig's machine, and turned to the door. Something in the debris dong the wal flashed
dazzingly in the beam of hislight.

Dadnger stared a the star hyacinth for an ingtant, then picked it up. It was dightly larger then the one
Graylock had carried out of the Antares with him, perfectly cut. He found four others of smilar qudity
within the next minute, started back down to the lock compartment with what might amount to two
million credits in honest money, around hdf that in the Hub's underworld gem trade, in one of his
pockets.

IIYS?I
"Got the thing's teeth pulled now."
"Thank God! Coming right down...."

The Mooncat was diding in from the south as Dasinger stepped out on the head of the ramp. "Lock’s
open,”" Duomart's voice informed him. "I'll come aft and hdp.”



IT took four trips with the gravity crane to transfer the savage equipment into the Antaress lock
compartment. Then Miss Mines sedled the Mooncat and went back upstairs. Dasnger climbed into one
of the three salvage auits, hung the wrist communicator ingde the hdmet, snapped on the suit's lights and
went over to the edge of the compartment deck. Black water reflected the lights thirty feet below. He
checked the assortment of tools attached to his belt, nudged the suit's gravity cutoff to the right, energized
magnetic pads on knees, boot tips and wrigts, then fly-walked rgpidly down a bulkhead and dropped
into the water.

"No go, Duomart!" he informed the girl ten minutes later, his voice heavy with disgppointment. "It's an
ungodly twisted mess down here ... worse than | thought it might be! Looks as if well have to cut dl the
way through to that vault. Give Egavine the 9gnd to start herding the boys down."

Approximatdy an hour afterwards, Miss Mines reported urgently through the communicator, "Theyll
reach the lock in less than four minutes now, Dasinger! Better drop it and come up!™

"I'm on my way." Dasinger rductantly switched off the beam-saw he was working with, fastened it to the
bdt of the salvage auit, turned in the murky water and started back towards the upper sections of the
wreck. The job of getting through the tangled jungle of metd and pladtic to the gem vault appeared no
more than half completed, and the prospect of being delayed over it until the Spy discovered them here
began to look like a disagreeably definite possibility. He clambered and floated hurriedly up through the
amog verticd passage held cleared, found daylight flooding the lock compartment, the system's ydlow
aun well above the horizon. Peding off the salvage suit, he restored the communicator to his wrist and
went over to the head of the ramp.

THE five men came filing down the last dopes in the moming light, Taunus and Cala in the lead,
Graylock behind them, the winged animd riding his shoulder and lifting occasiondly into the air to flutter
about the group. Quist and Egavine brought up the rear. Dasinger took the gun from his pocket.

"Il dip my gun to the suit bedt when | go back down in the water with the boys" he told the
communicator. "If the doctor's turning any tricks over in his mind, that should give him food for thought.
Il relieve Quist of his wegpon as he comesin."

"What about the gunsin Graylock's hut?' Duomart asked.

"No charge left in them. If I'm reasonably careful, | redly don't see what Dr. Egavine can do. He knows
he loses his hdf-interest in the salvage the moment he pulls any illegd stunts.”

A minute or two later, he cdled out, "Hold it there, doctor?"
The group shuffled to a stop near the foot of the ramp, Staring up at him.

"Yes, Dasnger?' Dr. Egavine cdled back, sounding atrifle winded.



"Have Quist come up firgt and done, please.” Dasinger disarmed the little man at the entrance to the lock,
motioned him on to the center of the compartment. The others arrived then in a line, filed past Dasnger
and joined Quigt.

"Youve explained the Stuaion to everybody?' Dasnger asked Egavine. There was an ar of tenseness
about the little group he didn't like, though tendon might be understandable enough under the
circumstances.

"Yes" Dr. Egavine said. "They fed entirdy willing to assst us, of course." He smiled sgnificantly.
"Hne" Dadnger nodded. "Linethem up and let's get going! Taunusfirs. Get ..."

There was a momentary girring of the air back of his head. He turned sharply, jerking up the gun, felt
twin needles drive into ether Sde of his neck.

His body ingantly went insensate. The lock appeared to circle about him, then he was on his back and
Graylock's pet was dighting with a flutter of wings on his chest. It craned its head forward to peer into his
face, the tip of its mouth tube open, showing a ring of tiny teeth. Vison and awareness left Dasnger
together.

The other men hadn't moved. Now Dr. Egavine, hisface alittle pale, came over to Dasnger, the birdlike
creature bounding back to the edge of the lock as he approached. Egavine knet down, said quidly, his
mouth near the wris communicator, "Duomart Mines, you will cbey me™

There was dlence for a second or two. Then the communicator whispered, "Yes."
Dr. Egavine drew in along, dow bregth.

"You fed no question, no concern, no doubt about this Stuaion,” he went on. "You will bring the ship
down now and land it safdly beside the Antares. Then come up into the lock of the Antares for further
indructions” Egavine stood up, his eyes bright with triumph.

IN the Mooncat three miles overhead, Duomart switched off her writ communicator, sat white-faced,
daing a the image of the Antaresin the ground-view plate.

"Sweet Janal" she whispered. "How did he ... now what do | ..."

She hedtated an ingant, then opened a console drawer, took out the kwil needle Dasinger had Ieft with
her and dipped it into a pocket, clipped the holstered shocker back to her belt, and reached for the
controls. A vast whidling shriek smote the Antares and the ears of those within as the Mooncat ripped
down through atmosphere a an unatmospheric speed, leveled out smoothly and floated to the ground
beside the wreck.

There was no one in Sght in the lock of the Antares as Duomart came out and sedled the Mooncat's



entry behind her. She went quickly up the broad, mold-covered ramp. The lock remained empty. From
beyond it came the sound of some metalic object being pulled about, a murmur of voices. Twelve steps
from the top, she took out the little gun, ran up to the lock and into it, bringing the gun up. She had a
glimpse of Dr. Egavine and Quist standing near a rusty bench in the compartment, of Graylock hdlf into a
sdvage suit, Dasinger on the floor ... then aflick of mation to right and |eft.

Thetips of two space lines lashed about her smultaneoudy, one pinning her ams to her sdes, the other
damping about her ankles and twitching her legs out from beneath her. She fired twice blindly to the left
as the lines snapped her face down to the floor of the compartment. The gun was clamped beneath her
stretched-out body and usdless.

"WHAT made tha animd attack me anyway?' Dasnger asked wearily. He had just regained
consciousness and been ordered by Caat to join the others on a rusted meta bench in the center of the
lock compartment; Duomart to his Ieft, Egavine on his right, Quist on the other side of Egavine. Caat
stood watching them fifteen feet away, holding Dasinger's gun in one hand while he jiggled a few of
Hovig's star hyacinths gently about in the other.

Cdat's expresson was chearful, which made him the exception here. Liu Taunus and Graylock were
down in the hold of the ship, working sturdily with cutter beams and power hoigts to get to the seded
vault and blow it open. How long they'd been at it, Dasinger didn't know.

"You can thank your double-crossing partner for what happened!” Duomart informed him. She looked
pretty thoroughly mussed up though Hill unsubdued. "Graylock's been usng the bird-thing to hunt with,”
she said. "It's a bloodsucker ... nicks some animd with its dlaws and the animd stays knocked out while
the little beast fills its tummy. So the intdlectud over there had Graylock point you out to his pet, and it
waited until your back was turned...." She hesitated, went on less vehemently, "Sorry about not carrying
out orders, Dasinger. | assumed Egavine redly was in control here, and | could have handled him. |
walked into a trap.” She fished the shards of a smashed kwil needle out of her pocket, looked at them,
and dropped them on the floor before her. "I got dammed around alittle™ she explained.

Cdat laughed, said something in the Fleet tongue, grinning at her. She ignored him.

Egavine said, "My effects were secretly ingpected while we were a the Feet sation, Dasnger, and the
Fleetmen have been taking drugs to immunize themselves againgt my hypnotic agents. They disclosed this
when Miss Mines brought the speedboat down. There was nothing | could do. | regret to say that they
intend to murder us. They are waiting only to assure themsdlves that the star hyacinths actudly are in the
indicated compartment.”

"Great!" Dasinger groaned. He put his hands back in a groping gesture to support himsdf on the bench.
"Sill pretty feeble, | suppose?' Miss Mines inquired, gentle sympethy in her voice.

"I'm poisoned,” he muttered brokenly. "The thing's left me pardyzed...." He sagged Sdeways a little, his
hand moving behind Duomart. He pinched her then in a markedly unparalyzed and vigorous manner.



Duomart's right eyelid flickered for an ingtant.

"SOMEBODY wrung the litle monster's neck before | got here) she remarked. "But therere other
necks 1'd sooner wring! Your partner's, for instance. Not thet he's necessarily the biggest louse around at
the moment.” She nodded at Calat. "The two runches who cdl themsdves FHeetmen don't intend to share
the star hyacinths even with their own gang! They're rushing the job through so they can be on their way
to the Hub before the Spy arrives. And don't think Liu Taunus trusts that muscle-bound foogd standing
there, either! He's hanging on to the key of the Mooncat's console until he comes back up.”

Cdat smiled with a suggestion of strain, then said something in aflat, expressionless voice, Saring a her.

"Oh, sure” she returned. "With Taunus holding me, | suppose?’ She looked at Dasinger. "They're not
shoating me right off, you know," she told him. "They're annoyed with me, so they're taking me dong for
something allittle more specid. But they'll have to skip the funif the Spy shows up, or I'll be tdling twenty
armed Heetmen exactly what kind of thieving cheats they have leading them!" She looked back a Cdat,
amiled, placed thetip of her tongue lightly between her lips for an ingant, then pronounced a few dozen
Fleet wordsin a clear, precise voice.

It must have been an extraordinarily unflattering comment. Calat went white, then red. Half-smart tough
hed been Duomart's earlier description of him. It began to look like an accurate one ... Dasnger fdt a
aurge of pleased anticipation. His legs dready were drawvn wel back beneath the bench; he shifted his
weight dowly forwards now, keeping an expresson of anxious concern on his face. Cda spoke in
Hedatlingue again, voice thickening with rage.

Miss Mines replied swestly, stood up. The chalenge direct.

The Heetman's face worked in incredulous fury. He shifted the gun to his left hand and came driding
purpossfully towards Miss Mines, right fist cocked. Then, as Dasinger tensed his legs happily, a muffled
thurmp from deep within the wreck announced the opening of the star hyacinth vaullt.

The sound was followed by ingtant proof that Hovig had trapped the vaullt.

Duomart and Cdat screamed together. Dasinger drove himsdf forward off the bench, aming for the
Heetman's legs, checked and turned for the gun which Calat, saggering and dhrieking, his face distorted
with lunatic terror, had flung aside. Dr. Egavine, dert for this contingency, dready was stooping for the
gun, hand outstretched, when Dasinger lunged againgt him, bowling him over.

DASINGER came up with the gun, Quist pounding a his shoulders, flung the little man aside, turned
back in a frenzy of urgency. Duomart twisted about on the floor near the far end of the compartment,
ams covering her face. The noises that bubbled out from behind her arms set Dasinger's teeth on edge.
She rolled over convulsvely twice, stopped dangeroudy close to the edge of the jagged break in the
deck, was turning again as Dasinger dropped beside her and caught her.



Immediately there was a heavy, painful blow on his shoulder. He glanced up, saw Quigt running toward
him, a rusted chunk of metd like the one he had thrown in his raised hand, and Egavine peering at both of
them from the other side of the compartment. Dasinger flung a leg across Duomart, pinning her down,
pulled out the gun, fired without aming. Quist reversed his direction dmost in mid-stride. Dasinger fired
agan, saw Egavine dart towards the lock, hesitate there an ingtant, then disappear down the ramp, Quist
sorinting out franticaly after him.

A moment later he drove one of the remaining kwil needles through the cloth of Duomart's uniform, and
rammed the plunger down.

The drug hit hard and promptly. Between one ingant and the next, the plunging and screaming ended; she
drew in a long, shuddering bresth, went limp, her eyes dosng dowly. Dasinger was lifting her from the
floor when the complete slence in the compartment caught his attention. He looked around. Caa was
not in sght. And only then did he become aware of a familiar sensdtion ... a Hovig generator's pulsing,
savage storm of seeming nothingness, nullified by the drug in his blood.

Helad the unconscious girl on the bench, went on to the lock.

Dr. Egavine and Quist had vanished; the thick shrubbery dong the lake bank sirred uneesly at twenty
different points but he wasn't looking for the pair. With the Mooncat inaccessible to them, there was only
one place they could go. Calat's body lay doubled up in the rocks below the ramp, dmogt axty feet
down, where other human bodies had lain Sx years earlier. Dasinger glanced over at the Fleet scout,
went back into the compartment.

He was buckling hmsdf into the third salvage suit when he heard the scout's lifeboat take off. At a guess
Hovigslittle private collection of star hyacinths was teking off with it. Dasinger decided he couldn't care
less.

He snapped on the headpiece, then hesitated at the edge of the deck, looking down. A bubble of foggy
white light was risng dowly through the water of the hold, and in a moment the headpiece of one of the
other suits broke the aly surface, stayed there, bobbing gently about. Dasinger dimbed down, brought
Liu Taunuss body back up to the lock compartment, and recovered the Mooncat's master key.

He found Graylock floating in his suit againgt a bulkhead not far from the shattered vault where Hovig's
two remaining generators thundered. Dasinger Slenced the machines, fastened them and a amdl ded
case containing nearly a hundred million credits worth of star hyacinths to the savage carrier, and towed
it dl up to the lock compartment.

A very few minutes later, the Mooncat lifted in somewhat jerky, erratic fashion from the planet's surface.
As Dasinger had suspected, he lacked, and by a good ded, Miss Miness trained sengtivity with the
speedboat's controls, but he succeeded in wredling the little ship up to a fivemile dtitude where a
subspace dive might be carried out in rddive safety.

He was atempting then to get the Mooncat's nose turned away from the distant volcano ranges towards
which she seemed determined to point when the detector needles dapped flat againg ther pins and the
dam bdl sounded. A srange ship stood outlined in the Mooncat's stern screen.



THE image vanished as Dasinger hit the dive button, smultaneoudy flatening the speed controls with a
dam of his hand. The semisolid subspace turbulence representing the mountain ranges beyond the lake
flashed ingantly past below him ... within yards, it seemed. Another second put them beyond the planet's
atmosphere. Then the Spy reappeared in subspace, fallowing hard. A hammering series of explosons
showed suddenly in the screens, kept up for a few har-rasng moments, began to drop back. Fve
minutes later, with the distance between them widening rapidly, the Spy gave up the chase, svung around
and headed back towards the planet.

Dadnger shekily reduced his ship's speed to rdativey sane levd, kept her moving dong another twenty
minutes, then surfaced into normspace and set a generd course for the Hub. He was a very far
yachtsman for a planeteer. But after riding the Mooncat for the short time held turned her loose to keep
ahead of the Spy through the G2's stress zone, he didn't have to be told that in Fleet territory he was
outclassed. He mopped his forehead, dimbed gratefully out of the pilot seat and went to the cot he had
heuled into the control room, to check on Duomart Mines.

She was dill unconscious, of course; the dose held given her was enough to knock a kwil-sendtive out
for a least a dozen hours. Dasinger looked down at the filth-smudged, pae face, the bruised cheeks and
blackened left eye for a few seconds, then opened Dr. Egavines medicd kit to do what he could about
getting Miss Mines patched up again.

Hfteen hours later she was 4ill adeep, though to dl outer gppearances back in good repair. Dasinger
happened to be bemusadly sudying her face once more when she opened her eyes and gazed up a him.

"Wemadeit! You ..." She amiled, tried to st up, looked startled, then indignant. "What's the idea of tying
me down to thisthing?"

Dasnger nodded. "'l guess you're dl there!” He reached down to unfasten her from the cot. "After what
happened, | wasn't so sure you'd be entirdly rationa when the kwil wore off and you woke up.”

Duomart paled a little. "I hadn't imagined ..." She shook her blond head. "Wdl, let's skip that! I'll have
nightmares for years.... What happened to the others?'

DASINGER told her, concluded, "Egavine may have run into the Spy, but | doubt it. Hell probably
show up in the Hub eventudly with the gems he took from Calat, and if he doesn't get caught peddling
them he may wind up with around a million credits ... about the sSxth part of what he would have
collected if held stopped playing crooked and trying to get everything. | doubt the doctor will ever quit
kicking himsdif for that!"

"Your agency gets the whole salvage fee now, en”?’

"Not exactly," Dasnger said. "Conddering everything that's happened, the Kyth Interstdlar Detective
Agency would have to be extremdy ungrateful if it didn't fed you'd earned the same split we were going
to give Dr. Egavine™



Miss Mines gazed a him in gartled slence, flushed excitedly. "Think you can tak the Kyth people into
that, Dasnger?'

"l imagine 0," Dadnger said, "snce | own the agency. Tha should finance your Willata Flegt operation
very comfortably and dill leave a couple of million credits over for your old age. | doubt well clear
anything on Hovig's generators...."

Miss Mines looked uncomfortable. "Do you have those things aboard?”

"At the moment. Disassembled of course. Primaily | didn't want the Fleet gang to get therr hands on
them. We might lose them in space somewhere or take them back to the Federation for the scientigts to
poke over. Well discuss that on the way. Now, do you fed perky enough to want a look at the Suff
that's cost around a hundred and fifty lives before it ever hit the Hub's markets?"

"Couldn't fed perkier!" She gtraightened up expectantly. "Let's see them...."

Dadnger turned away towards the wal where he had put down the little steel case with the loot of the
Dosey Agteroids robbery.

Behind him, Duomart screamed.
He spun back to her, hisface white. "What's the matter?'

Duomart was garing wide-eyed past him towards the indrument console, the back of one hand to her
mouth. "That ... the thing!"

“Thing?
"Big ... yelow ... wet ... ugh! It's ducked behind the console, Dasinger! It's lurking therel™
"Oh!" Dasinger said, rdaxing. He amiled. "That's dl right. Don't worry about it."

"Don't worry about ... are you crazy?"

"Not inthe least. | thought you were for a second, but it's very smple. Y ou've worked off the kwil and
now you'ein the hangover period. You get hdlucinaionsthen, just as | usudly do. For the next eight or
nine hours, youll be seeing odd things around from time to time. So what? They're not red.”

"ALL right, they're not redl, but they seem red enough while they're around,” Duomart said. "I don't want
to see them." She caught her breath and her hand flew up to her mouth again. "Dasinger, please, don't
you have something that will put me back to deep till I'm past the hangover too?!

Dasinger reflected. "One of Doc Egavines hypno sprays will do it. I know enough of the mumbo jumbo
to send you to dreamland for another ten hours” He amiled evilly. "Of course, you redize that means



you're putting yoursdf completely in my power."

Duomart's eyes narrowed for an indant. She considered him, grinned. "I'll risk it,”" she said.

THE END
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