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TheWindsof Time

He contracted for a charter trip—
but the man who hired his spacer wasn't quite a man,
It turned out—and he wanted more than service!

by James H. Schmitz

[Hlustrated by Brotman

Gefty Rammer came dong the narrow passages between the Slver Queen's control compartment and
the staterooms, trying to exchange the haggard look on his face for one of competent self-assurance.
There was nothing to gain by letting his two passengers suspect that during the past few minutes their
pilat, the owner of Rammer Spacelines, had been a bare step away from plain and fancy gibbering.
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He opened the door to Mr. Maulbow's stateroom and went indde. Mr. Maulbow, face very pae, eyes
closed, lay on his back on the couch, dill unconscious. Hed been knocked out when some unknown
forces suddenly started batting the Slver Queen's turnip-shape around as the Queen had never been
batted before in her eghteen years of spacefaring. Kerim Ruse, Maulbow's secretary, kndt beside her
employer, checking his pulse. She looked anxioudy up a Gefty.

"What did you find out?' she asked in a voice that was not very steady.

Gefty shrugged. "Nothing definite as yet. The ship hasn't been damaged—she's a tough tub. That's one
good point. Otherwise ... wdl, | dimbed into a suit and took a look out the escape hatch. And | saw the
same thing there that the screens show. Whatever that is”

"Youve no idea then of what's happened to us, or where we are?' Miss Ruse persisted. She was a
rather samdl girl with large, beautiful gray eyes and thick blue-black hair. At the moment, she was
barefoot and in a degping outfit which conssted of something soft wrapped around her top, soft and
floppy trousers below. The black hair was touded and she looked around fifteen. Sheld been adeep in
her stateroom when something smacked the Queen, and she was sensible enough then not to dimb out of
the bunk's safety field until the ship findly stopped shuddering and bucking about. That made her the only
one of the three persons aboard who had collected no bruises. She was scared, of course, but taking the
gtuaion very well.

Gefty sad carefully, "Therere a number of possihilities. It's obvious that the Queen has been knocked
out of normspace, and it may take some time to find out how to get her back there. But the main thing is
that the ship'sintact. So far, it doesn't look too bad.”

Miss Ruse seemed somewhat reassured. Gefty could hardly have said the same for himsdf. He was a
qudified normspace and subspace pilot. He had put in a hitch with the Federation Navy, and for the past
aght years hed been ferying his own two ships about the Hub and not infrequently beyond the
Federation's space territories, but he had never heard of a studion like this What he saw in the
viewscreens when the ship steadied enough to let him pick himsdf off the instrument room floor, and
agan, a few minutes later and with much more immediacy, from the escape hatch, made no
sense—seemed Smply to have no meaning. The pressure meters said there was a vacuum outside the
Queen's skin. That vacuum was dark, even pitch-black but here and there came momentary suggestions
of vague light and color. Occasiona pinpricks of brightness showed and were gone. And there had been
one datling phenomenon like a digant, giant exploson, a sudden pdlid glare in the dark, which
appeared far ahead of the Queen and, for the indant it remained in Sght, seemed to be rushing directly
towards them. It had given Gefty the feding that the ship itsdf was plowing at high speed through this
eerie medium. But he had cut the Queen's drives to the merest idiing pulse as soon as he staggered back
to the control console and got hisfirg look at the screens, so it mugt have been the light that had moved.

But such details were best not discussed with a passenger. Kerim Ruse would be ariving at enough
disquieting speculations on her own; the less he told her, the better. There was the matter of the ship's
location ingruments. The only set Gefty had been able to obtain any reading on were the direction
indicators. And what they appeared to indicate was that the Slver Queen was turning on a new heading
something like twenty times a second.

Gefty asked, "Has Mr. Maulbow shown any signs of waking up?'



Kerim shook her head. "His breathing and pulse seem dl right, and that bump on his head doesn't 1ook
redly bad, but he hasn't moved &t al. Can you think of anything else we might do for him, Gefty?"

"Not a the moment," Gefty said. "He hasn't broken any bones. Well see how he feds when he comes
out of it." He was wondering about Mr. Maulbow and the fact thet this charter had showed some unusud
features from the beginning.

Kerim was afriendly sort of girl; they'd got to caling each other by ther fird names within a day or two
after the trip started. But after that, she seemed to be avoiding him; and Gefty guessed that Maulbow had
spoken to her, probably to make sure that Kerim didn't let any of her employer's secrets dip out.

Maulbow himsdf was as doof and taciturn a dient as Rammer Spacelines ever had picked up. A lean,
blond character of indeterminate age, with pae eyes, hard mouth. Why he had sdected a bulky
semifreighter like the Queen for a minerdogicd survey jaunt to a lifdess little sun system far beyond the
outpogts of avilization was a point he didn't discuss. Gefty, needing the charter money, had restrained his
curiogity. If Maulbow wanted only a pilot and preferred to do dl the rest of the work himsdf, that was
catanly Maulbow's afar. And if he happened to be up to something illegd—though it was difficult to
imagine what—Customs would nall him when they got back to the Hub.

But those facts looked a little different now.

Gefty scratched his chin, inquired, "Do you happen to know where Mr. Maulbow keeps the keys to the
dorage vault?'

Kerim looked gtartled. "Why, no! | couldn't permit you to take the keys anyway while he ... while he's
unconscious! You know that.”

Gefty grunted. "Any idea of what he has locked up in the vault?'

"You shouldn't ask me—" Her eyes widened. "Why, that couldn't possbly have anything to do with
what's happened!”

He might, Gefty thought, have reassured her a little too much. He said, "I wouldn't know. But | don't
want to just St here and wonder about it until Maulbow wakes up. Until we're back in normspace, wed
better not miss any bets. Because one thing's sure—if this has happened to anybody dse, they didn't turn
up again to report it. You see?

Kerim gpparently did. She went pae, then said hestantly, "Wdl ... the sealed cases Mr. Maulbow
brought out from the Hub with him had some very expengive ingruments in them. That's dl | know. He's
aways trusted me not to pry into his business any more than my secretaria duties required, and of course
| haven't."

"You don't know then what it was he brought up from that moon a few hours ago—those two hig cases
he stowed away in the vault?'



"No, | don't, Gefty. You see, he haan't told me what the purpose of thistrip is | only know thet it's a
maiter of great importance to him." Kerim paused, added, "From the careful manner Mr. Maulbow
handled the cases with the cranes, | had the impression that whatever was indde them mugt be quite

"I noticed that," Gefty said. It wasn't much help. "Wel, I'll tdl you something now,” he went on. "I let
your boss keep both sets of keys to the storage vault because he ingsted on it when he dgned the
charter. What | didn't tdl m was that | could make up a duplicate set any timein around haf an hour.”

"Oh! Have you—7?"

"Not yet. But | intend to take a look a what Mr. Maulbow's got in that vault now, with or without his
consent. You'd better run dong and get dressed while | take him up to the ingrument room.”

"Why move hm?' Kerim asked.

"The ingrument room's got an overdl safety fidd. I've turned it on now, and if something starts banging us
around again, the room will be the safest place on the ship. I'll bring his personal luggage up too, and you
can gtart looking through it for the keys. You may find them before | get a new set made. Or he may
wake up and tdl us where they are.”

Kerim Ruse gave her employer a dubious glance, then nodded, said, "I imagine you're right, Gefty," and
pattered hurriedly out of the stateroom. A few minutes later, she arrived, fully dressed, in the insrument
room. Gefty looked around from the table-shelf where he had laid out his tools, and said, "He hasn't
dirred. His suitcases are over there. I've unlocked them.”

Kerim gazed a what showed in the screens about the control console and shivered dightly. She said, "I
was thinking, Gefty ... ian't there something they cal Space Three?!

"Sure. Pseudospace. But that isn't where we are. Therere some specid-built Navy tubs that can operate
inthat Suff if they don't stay too long. A ship like the Queen ... well, you and | and everything sein here
would be frozen solid by now if we'd got sucked somehow into Space Three"

"I see" Kerim said uncomfortably. Gefty heard her move over to the suitcases. After a moment, she
asked, "What do the vault keys look like?"

"You can't missthem if he's just thrown them in there. They're over Sx inches long. What kind of a guy is
this Maulbow? A scientig?"

"I couldn't say, Gefty. He's never referred to himsdf as a scientidt. 1've had thisjob ayear and a hdf. Mr.
Maulbow is a very consderate employer ... one of the nicest men I've known, redly. But it was Smply
understood that | should ask no questions about the business beyond whet | actudly needed to know for
my work."

"What's the business cdled?'



"Maulbow Enginesring.”

"Big help," Gefty observed, somewhat sourly. "Those indruments he brought dong ... he build those
himsdf?'

"No, but | think he designed some of them—yprobably most of them. The companies he had doing the
actud work appeared to have a terrible time getting everything exactly the way Mr. Maulbow wanted
it—There's nothing that looks like a set of keysin those first two suitcases, Gefty."

"Wadl," Gefty said, "if you don't find them in the others, you might start thumping around to see if he's got
secret compartments in his luggage somewhere.”

"I do wish," Kerim Ruse said uneesily, "that Mr. Maulbow would regain consciousness. It seems o0 ... 0
underhanded to be doing these things behind his back!"

Gefty grunted noncommittally. He wasn't at dl certain by now that he wanted his secretive dient to wake
up before held checked on the contents of the Queen's storage vaullt.

Ffteen minutes later, Gefty Rammer was dimbing down to the storage deck in the Queen's broad stern,
the newly fashioned set of vault keys danking heavily in his coat pocket. Kerim had remained with her
employer who was getting back his color but gill hadn't opened his eyes. She hadn't found the origind
keys. Gefty wasn't sure sheld tried too hard, though she seemed to redlize the seriousness of the Stuaion
now. But her loydty to Mr. Maulbow could make no further difference, and she probably fdt more
comfortable for it.

Lights went on automaticaly in the wide passage leading from the cargo lock to the vault as Gefty turned
into it. His steps echoed between the sted bulkheads on ether sde. He paused a moment before the big
creular vault doors, ligening to the purr of the Queen's idling engines in the next compartment. The
familiar sound was somehow reassuring. He inserted the first key, turned it over twice, drew it out again
and pressed one of the buttons in the control panel beside the door. The heavy dab of sted moved
Sdeways with a soft, hissng sound, vanished into the wall. Gefty did the other key into the lock of the
inner door. A few seconds later, the vault entrance lay open before him.

He stood dill again, wrinkling his nose. The area ahead was only dmly illuminated—the shaking-up the
Queen had undergone had disturbed the lighting system here. And what was that odor? Rather sharp,
unpleasant; it might have been spilled anmonia. Gefty stepped through the door into the wide, short
entrance passage beyond it, turned to the right and peered about in the semidarkness of the vaullt.

Two great sted cases—the ones Maulbow had taken down to an airless moon surface, loaded up with
something and brought back to the Queen—were jammed awkwardly into a corner, in a manner which
suggested they'd did into it when the ship was being knocked around. One of them was open and
appeared to be empty. Gefty wasn't sure of the other. In the dimness beside them lay the loose coils of
some very thick, dark cable—And standing near the center of the floor was a thing that a once riveted
his attention on it completely. He sucked his breath in softly, feding chilled.



He redized he hadn't redly beieved his own hunch. But, of course, if it hadn't been an unheard-of
outside force that plucked the Queen out of normspace and threw her into this elsawhere, then it must be
something Maulbow had put on board. And that something had to be a machine of some kind—

It was.

About it he could make out a thin gleaming of wires—a jury-rigged safety fidd. Within the flimsy-looking
protective cage was a double bank of instruments, some of them dive with the flicker and glow of lights.
Those must be the very expensve and difficult-to-build items Maulbow had brought out from the Hub.
Beside them stood the machine, squat and ponderous. In the vague light, it looked misshaped and
discolored. A piece of equipment that had taken a bad beeting of some kind. But it was functioning. As
he stared, intermittent burgts of dicking noises rose from it, like the staccato of irregular gunfire.

For a moment, questions raced in disorder through his mind. What was it? Why had it been on that
moon? Part of another ship, wrecked now ... a ship that had been a home here? Was it some sort of
drive?

Maulbow mug know. He'd known enough to design the indruments required to bring the battered
monger back to life. On the other hand, he had not foreseen in dl detail what could happen once the
thing was in operation, because the Queen's sudden buck-jumping act had surprised him and knocked
him out.

Thefird step, in any event, was to get Maulbow awake now. To tamper with a device like this, before
learning as much as one could about it, would be lundtic foolhardiness. It looked like too good a bet that
the next serious mistake made by anybody would finish them al—

Perhaps it was only because Gefty's nerves were on edge that he grew aware at that point in his
reflections of two minor Sgnas from his senses. One was that the smdl of anmonia, which he had dmost
stopped noticing, was becoming appreciably stronger. The other was the fantet of sounds—a
whispering suggestion of motion somewhere behind him. But here in the storage vault nothing should have
moved, and Gefty's muscles were tenang as his head came around. Almogt in the same ingant, he flung
himsdf wildly to one side, sumbling and regaining his balance as something big and dark dapped heavily
down on the floor & the point where he had stood. Then he was darting up through the entrance passage,
turning, and knocking down the lock switches on the outside door pand.

It came flowing around the corner of the passage behind him as the vault doors began to dide together.
He was aware mainly of swift, smooth, ailing mation like that of a big snake; then, for a fraction of a
second, a gtrip of brighter light from the outsde passage showed along, heavy wedge of a head, a green
metd-glint of garing eyes.

The doors closed glently into thelr frames and locked. The thing was ingde. But it was dmog a minute
then before Gefty could control his shaking legs enough to start moving back towards the man deck. In
the hdf-dark of the vault, it had looked like a big coiled cable lying next to the packing cases. Like
Maulbow, it might have been battered around and knocked out during the recent disturbance; and when
it recovered, it had found Gefty in the vault with it. But it might dso have been awake dl the while,
waiting cunningly until Gefty's atention seemed fixed esewhere before launching its attack. It was big
enough to have flattened him and smashed every bone in his body if the stroke had landed.



Some kind of guard anima—a snakdike watchdog? What other connection could it have with the
mystery machine? Perhaps Maulbow had intended to leave it confined in one of the cases, and it had
broken loose—

Too many questions by now, Gefty thought. But Maulbow had the answers.

He was hurrying up the main deck’s central passage when Maulbow's voice addressed him sharply from
adoor hed just passed.

"Stop right there, Rammer! Don't dare to movel 1—"

The voice ended on a note of surprise. Gefty's reaction had not been too rationd, but it was prompt.
Maulbow's tone and phrasing implied he was armed. Gefty wasn't, but he kept a gun in the insrument
room for emergencies. HE'd been through a whole series of unnerving experiences, winding up with being
shagged out of his storage vault by something that stank of ammonia and looked like a giant snake. To
have one of the Queen's passengers order him to stand where he was topped it off. Every other
congderation was swept asde by a great urge to get his hands on his gun.

He glanced back, saw Maulbow coming out of the half-opened door, something like a twenty-inch, thin,
white rod in one hand. Then Gefty went bounding on dong the passage, hunched forward and zigzagging
from wall to wdl to give Maulbow—if the thing he hed was a weapon and he actudly intended to use
it—as amdl and erratic a target as possible. Maulbow shouted angrily behind him. Then, as Gefty came
up to the next cross-passage, aline of white fire seared through the air across his shoulders and smashed
off the passage wall.

With that, he was around the corner, and bailing mad. He had no great liking for gunfire, but it didn't
shake him like the slently attacking beast in the dark storage had done. He reached the deserted
ingrument room not many seconds later, had his gun out and cocked, and was faced back towards the
passage by which he had entered. Maulbow, if he had pursued without hestation, should be arriving by
now. But the passage stayed quiet. Gefty couldn't see into it from where he stood. He waited, trying to
seady his breething, wondering where Kerim Ruse was and what had got into Maulbow. After a
moment, without taking his eyes from the passage entrance, he reached into the wal closet from which he
hed taken the gun and fished out another souvenir of his active service days, a thin-bladed knife in a
dip-sheath. Gefty worked the fagtenings of the sheath over his left wrist and up his forearm under his
coat, tested the release to make sure it was functioning, and shook his coat deeve back into place.

The passage was dill quiet. Gefty moved softly over to one of the chairs, took asmdl cushion from it and
pitched it out in front of the entrance.

There was a hiss. The cushion turned in midair into a puff of bright white fire. Gefty aimed his gun high at
the far passage wal just beyond the entrance and pulled the trigger. It was a projectile gun. He heard the
dug screech off the dick plastic bulkhead and go damming down the passage. Somebody out there made
adtartled, incoherent noise. But not the kind of a noise a man makes when he's just been hit.

"If you comein here armed,” Gefty cdled, "I'll blow your head off. Want to stop this nonsense now?"



There was a moment's slence. Then Maulbow's voice replied shekily from the passage. He seemed to be
ganding about twenty feet back from the room.

"If youll end your thoughtless attempts a interference, Rammer," he said, "there will be no trouble He
was spesking with the restraint of a man who isin a state of cold fury. "Y ou're endangering us dl. You
mudt redlize that you have no understanding of what you are doing.”

W, the last could be true enough. "Well tak about it," Gefty sad without friendliness. "I haven't done
anything yet, but I'm not just handing the ship over to you. And what have you done with Miss Ruse?'

Maulbow hesitated again. "She's in the magp room,” he said then. "I ... it was necessary to redrict her
movements for awhile. But you might as well let her out now. We mud reach an agreement without loss
of time"

Gefty glanced over his shoulder a the samdl closed door of the map room. There was no lock on the
door, and he had heard no sound from ingde; this might be some trick. But it wouldn't take long to find
out. He backed up to the wal, pushed the door open and looked insde.

Kerim was there, gtting on a chair in one corner of the tiny room. The reason she hadn't made any noise
became clear. She and the chair were covered by a rather closdy fitting sack of transparent, glisening
fabric. She stared out through it despairingly at Gefty, her lips moving urgently. But no sound came from
the sack.

Gefty cdled angrily, "Maulbow—"

"Dont excite yoursdlf, Rammer." There was a suggestion of what might be contempt in Maulbow's tone
now. "The girl hasn't been harmed. She can breathe easlly through the restrainer. And you can remove it
by pulling at the materid from outsde.”

Gefty's mouth tightened. "I'll keep my gun on the passage while | do it—"

Maulbow didn't answer. Gefty edged back into the map room, tentatively grasped the transparent Suff
above Kerim's shoulder. To his surprise, it parted like wet tissue. He pulled sharply, and in a moment
Kerim came peding hersdf out of it, her face tear-stained, working desperately with hands, elbows and
shoulders.

"Gelty," she gasped, "he ... Mr. Maulbow—"

"He's out in the passage there," Gefty said. "He can hear you." His glance shifted for an indant to the wal
where a second of the shroudlike transparencies was hanging. And who could that have been intended
for, he thought, but Gefty Rammer? He added, "Weve had alittle trouble.

"Oh!" She looked out of the room towards the passage, then at the gun in Gefty's hand, then up at his
face.

"Maulbow," Gefty went on, speaking disinctly enough to make sure Maulbow heard, "has a gun, too.



Hell stay there in the passage and well stay in the insrument room until we agree on what should be
done. He's responsible for what's happened and seems to know where we are.”

He looked a Kerim's frightened eyes, dropped his voice to a whisper. "Don't let this worry you too
much. | haven't found out just what he's up to, but so far his tricks have pretty much backfired. He was
counting on taking us both by surprise, for one thing. That didn't work, so now hed like us to
co-operate.”

"Areyou going to?'

Gefty shrugged. "Depends on what he has in mind. I'm just interested in getting us out of this dive. Let's
hear what Maulbow has to say—"

Some minutes later Gefty was trying to decide whether it was teking a worse risk to bdieve wha
Maulbow said than to keep things stalled on the chance that he was lying.

Kerim Ruse, perched diffly erect on the edge of a chair, eyes big and round, face dmog colorless,
goparently bdieved Maulbow and was wishing she didn't. There was, of course, some supporting
evidence ... primarily the improbable appearance of ther surroundings. The pencil-thin fire-spouter and
the deazy-looking "restrainer” had a suffidently unfamiliar air to go with Maulbow's story; but as far as
Gefty knew, ether of them could have been manufactured in the Hub.

Then there was the janandra—the big, snakish thing in the storage which Maulbow had brought back up
from the moon dong with the battered machine. It had been, he sad, his shipboard companion on
another voyage. It wasn't ordinarily aggressve—Gefty's sudden appearance in the vault must have
dartled it into making an attack. It was not exactly a pet. There was a psychologicd reaionship between
it and Maulbow which Maulbow would not atempt to explan because Gefty and Kerim would be
unable to grasp its dgnificance. The janandra was essentid, in this unexplained manner, to hiswell-being.

That item was dmogt curious enough to seem to subgtantiate his other statements; but it didn't redly
prove anything. The only point Gefty didn't question in the least was that they were in a bad spot which
might be getting worse rgpidly. His gaze shifted back to the screens. What he saw out there, surrounding
the ship, was, according to Maulbow, an illuson of space created by the time flow in which they were
moving.

Also according to Maulbow, there was a race of the future, humean in appearance, with machines to sl
the current of time through the universe—to run and tack with the winds of time, dipping in and out of the
normspace of disant periods and gdaxies as they chose. Maulbow, one of the explorers, had met
disaster amillion light-years from the home of hiskind, centuries behind them, his vehide wrecked on an
arless moon with damaged control unit and shattered ingruments. He had made his way to a human
avilizetion to obtain the equipment he needed, and returned a lagt with the Siver Queen to where the
time-saler lay buried.

Gefty'slip curled. No, he wasn't buying dl that just yet—but if Maulbow was not lying, then the unseen
gtars were racing past, the mass of the gdaxy beginning to dide by, eventudly to be lost forever beyond a



black distance no space drive could span. The matter amply had to be settled quickly. But Maulbow
was dso drained and impatient, and if his impatience could be increased a little more, he might start
tdling the things that redly mattered, the things Gefty had to know. Gefty asked dowly, as if hesitant to
commit himsdlf, "Why did you bring us dong?'

The voice from the passage snapped, "Because my resources were nearly exhausted, Rammer! | couldn't
obtain a new ship. Therefore | chartered yours, and you came with it. As for Miss Ruse—in spite of
every precaution, my activities may have aroused suspicion and curiosity among your people. When |
disappeared, Miss Ruse might have been questioned. | couldn't risk being followed to the wreck of the
saler, s0 | took her with me. And what does that mean againgt what | have offered you? The greatest
adventure—followed, | give you my solemn word, by a safe return to your own place and time, and the
maost generous compensations for any inconvenience you may have suffered!”

Kerim, looking up at Gefty, shook her head vidlently. Gefty said, "Wefind it difficult to take you on trust
now, Maulbow. Why do you want to get into the insrument room?"

Maulbow was dlent for some seconds. Then he sad, "As | told you, this ship would not have been
buffeted about during the moments of transfer if the control unit were operating with complete efficiency.
Certain adjustments will have to be made in the unit, and this should be done promptly.”

"Where do the ship instruments come in?" Gefty asked.

"I can determine the nature of the problem from them. When | was ... stranded ... the unit was serioudy
damaged. My recent repairs were necessarily hasty. 1—"

"What caused the crack-up?'

Maulbow said, tone taut with impatience, "Certain sections of the Great Current are infested with
dangerous forces. | shdl not attempt to describe them ..."

"l wouldn't get it?'

" don't pretend to understand them very wel mysdf, Rammer. They are not life but show characteristics
of life—even of intdligent life. If you can imagine radiant energy being capable of conscious hodtility...."

There was achill at the back of Gefty's neck. "A big, fast-moving light?'
"Yed" Sharp concern showed suddenly in the voice from the passage. "You ... when did you see that?'

Gefty glanced at the screens. "Twice Since you've been taking. And once before—immediately after we
got tumbled around.”

"Then we can waste no more time, Rammer. Those forces are sengtive to the fluctuations of the control



unit. If they were close enough to be seen, they're aware the ship is here. They were atempting to locate
it

"What could they do?"

Maulbow said, "A dngle attack was enough to put the control unit out of operation in my saler. The
Great Current then rglected us indantly. A ship of this Sze might afford more protection, which is the
reason | chose it. But if the control unit is not adjusted immediately to enable it to take us out of this
section, the attacks will continue until the ship—and we—have been destroyed.”

Gefty drew a deep breath. "There's another solution to that problem, Maulbow. Miss Ruse and | prefer
it. And if you meant what you said—that you'd see to it we got back eventudly—you shouldn't object
gther.”

The voice asked sharply, "What do you mean?'

Gefty sad, "Shut the control unit off. From what you were saying, that throws us automaticaly back into
normspace, while we're dill close enough to the Hub. Youll find plenty of people there wholl stake you
to atrip to the futureif they can go dong and are convinced they'll return. Miss Ruse and | don't happen
to be that adventurous.”

There was dlence from the passage. Gefty added, "Take your time to make up your mind about it, if you
want to. | don't like the idea of those lights hitting us, but neither do you. And | think | can wait this out as
wdl asyou can...."

The slence stretched out. Presently Gefty said, "If you do accept, dide that fire-shooting device of yours
into the room before you show up. We don't want accidents.”

He paused again. Kerim was chewing her lips, hands clenched into smdl figsin her Igp. Then Maulbow
answered, voice flat and expressionless now.

"The worst thing we can do at present,” he said, "isto prolong a dispute about possible courses of action.
If I disarm, will you lay aside your gun?'

"Yes"
"Then | accept your conditions, disgppointing as they are.”

He was slent. After a moment, Gefty heard the white rod clatter lightly dong the floor of the passage. It
gruck the passage wadl, spun off it, and rolled into the insgrument room, coming to rest a few feet away
from him. Gefty hesitated, picked it up and lad it on the wal table. He placed his own gun beside it,
moved a dozen steps away. Kerim's eyes followed him anxioudy.

"Geity,” she whispered, "he might ..."

Gefty looked a her, formed the words "It's dl right" with his mouth and caled, "Guns have been put



asde, Maulbow. Come onin, and let's keep it peaceable.”

He waited, aams hanging loosdy at his sde, heart beating heavily, as quick footsteps came up the
passage. Maulbow appeared in the entrance, glanced a Gefty and Kerim, then about the room. His gaze
rested for a moment on the wall table, shifted back to Gefty. Maulbow came on into the room, tuming
towards Gefty, mouth twiging.

He said softly, "It is not our practice, Rammer, to share the secrets of the Great Current with other races.
| hadn't foreseen that you might become a dangerous nuisance. But now—"

Hisright hand began to lift, haf closed about some amdl golden ingrument. Gefty's left aam moved back
and quickly forwards.

The sarvice knife did out of its sheath and up from his pdm as an arrow of smoky blackness burst from
the thing in Maulbow's hand. The blackness came racing with a thin, snaling noise across the floor
towards Gefty's feet. The knife flashed above it, turning, and stood hilt-deep in Maulbow's chest.

Gefty returned a few minutes later from the forward cabin which served as the Queen's sck bay, and
sad to Kerim, "He's dill dive, though | don't know why. He may even recover. He's full of anesthetic,
and that should keep him quiet till were back in normspace. Then I'll see what we can do for him."

Kerim had lost some of her white, shocked look while he was gone. "You knew he would try to kill
you?' she asked shakily.

"Suspected he had it in mind—he gave in too quick. But | thought I'd have a chance to take any gadget
he was hiding away from him fird. | was wrong about that. Now we'd better move fagt ..."

He switched the emergency check pand back on, glanced over the familiar patterns of lights and
numbers. A few minor damage spots were indicated, but the ship was 4ill fully operationa. One minor
damage spot which did not appear on the pand was now to be found in the instrument room itsdf, in the
corner on which the door of the map room opened. The door, the adjoining bulkheads and section of
flooring were scarred, blackened, and as assortedly maodorous as burned things tend to become. That
was where Gefty had stood when Maulbow entered the room, and if he had remained there an ingant
after letting go of the knife, he would have been in very much worse condition than the essentidly
fireproof furnishings

Both Maulbow's weapons—the white rod lying innocently on the wall table and the round, golden device
which had dropped from his hand spitting darts of smoking blackness—had blasted unnervingly away
into that area for amogt thirty seconds after Maulbow was down and twisting about on the floor. Then he
went limp and the firing indantly stopped. Apparently, Maulbow's control of them had ended as he logt
CONSCiOUSNESS.

It seemed fortunate that the Sick bay cabin's emergency trestment accessories, gentle as thair action was,
might have been designed for the gpecific purpose of keeping the most violent of prisoners
immobilized—let done one with a terrible knife wound in him. At the angle dong which the knife had



driven in and up below the ribs, an ordinary man would have been dead in seconds. But it was very
evident now that Maulbow was no ordinary man, and even after the eerie wegpons had been pitched out
of the ship through the ingrument room's disposd tube, Gefty couldn't rid himsdf of an uncomfortable
suspicion that he wasn't done with Maulbow yet—wouldn't be done with him, in fact, until one or the
other of them was dead.

He sad to Kerim, "I thought the machine Maulbow set up in the storage vault would turn out to be some
drive engine, but apparently it has an entirdy different function. He connected it with the instruments he
had made in the Hub, and together they form what he cdls a control unit. The emergency pand would
show if the unit were drawing juice from the ship. It isn't, and | don't know what powers it. But we do
know now that the control unit isholding usin the time current, and it will go on holding us there as long
asit'sin operation.

"If we could shut it off, the Queen would be 'rejected’ by the current, like Maulbow's saler was. In other
words, we'd get knocked back into normspace—which is what we want. And we want it to happen as
s00n as possible because, if Maulbow was tdling the truth on that point, every minute that passes here is
teking us farther away from the Hub, and farther from our own time towards his"

Kerim nodded, eyes intent on his face.

"Now | can't just go down there and start dgpping switches around on the thing," Gefty went on. "He
sad it wasn't working right, and even if it were, | couldn't tel what would happen. But it doesn't seem to
connect up with any ship systems—it just seemsto be holding usin afidd of its own. So | should be adle
to move the whole unit into the cargo lock and gect it from there. If we dhift the Queen outsde its field,
that should have the same effect as shutting the control unit off. It should throw us back into normspace.”

Kerim nodded again. "What about Mr. Maulbow's janandra animd?"

Gefty shrugged. "Depends on the mood | find it in. He said it wasn't usudly aggressve. Maybe it isn't. [l
et into a spacesuit for protection and break out some of the mining equipment to move it dong with. If |
can maneuver it into an empty compartment where it will be out of the ..."

He broke off, expresson changing, eyes fastened on the emergency pand. Then he turned hurriedly,
reached across the side of the console for the intership airsed controls. Kerim asked gpprehengvely,
"What's the matter, Gefty?'

"Wigh | knew ... exactly." Gefty indicated the emergency panel. "Little red light there, on the storage deck
section—it wasn't showing a minute ago. It means that the vault doors have been opened since then.”

He saw the same half-superdtitious fear appear in her face that had touched him. "You think he did it?"

"I don't know." Maulbow's control of the guns had seemed uncanny enough. But that was a different
matter. The guns were a product of his own time and science. But the vault door mechanisms? There
might have been auffident opportunity for Maulbow to sudy them and dter them, for some purpose of
his own, since hed come aboard....



"I've got the ship compartments and decks sedled off from each other now," Gefty said dowly. "The only
connecting points from one to the other are personnd hatches—they're smdl ar locks. So the janandras
confined to the storage deck. If it's come out of the vaullt, it might be a nuisance urtil | can get equipment
to handle it. But that isn't too serious. The spacesuits are on the second deck, and I'll get into one before
| go on to the storage. Y ou wait here a moment, I'll ook in on Maulbow again before | gart.”

If Maulbow wasn't ill unconscious, he was doing a good job of fagning it. Gefty looked at the pale, lax
face, the haf-shut eyes, shook his head and I€ft the cabin, locking it behind him. It mightnt be Maulbow's
doing, but having the big snake loose in the storage could, in fact, make things extremdy awkward now.
He didn't think his gun would make much impresson on anything of that Sze, and while severd of the
ship's mining tools could be employed as vey effective close-range wegpons, they happened,
unfortunately, to be stored away on the same deck.

He found Kerim standing in the center of the instrument room, waiting for him.
"Gefty," she said, "do you notice anything? An odd sort of smdll...."

Then the odor was in Gefty's nodtrils, too, and the back of his neck turned to ice as he recognized it. He
glanced up at the ventilation outlet, looked back at Kerim.

He took her arm, said softly, "Come this way. Keep very quiet! | don't know how it happened, but the
janandras on the main deck now. That's what it smdls like. The smel's coming through the ventilation
system, so the thing's moving around in the port section. Well go the other way.”

Kerim whispered, "What will we do?"

"Get oursalves into gpacesuits firdt, and then get Maulbow's control unit out of the ship. The janandra
may be looking around for him. If it is; it won't bother us™

He hadn't wanted to remind Kerim that, from what Maulbow said, there might be more than one reason
for getting rid of the control unit as quickly as possible. But it had been congtantly in the back of his mind;
and twice, in the few minutes that passed after Maulbow's strange weapons were silenced, he had seen a
momentary pae glare appear in the unquiet flow of darkness reflecting in the viewscreens. Gefty had said
nathing, because if it was true that hodtile forces were dert and searching for them here, it added to thar
immediate danger but not at dl to the absolute need to free themsdves from the inexorable rush of the
Great Current before they were carried beyond hope of return to their dvilizetion.

But those brief glimpses did add to the sense of urgency throbbing in Gefty's nerves, while events, and
the equaly hard necessty to avoid a fadly misaken move in this weter of unknown factors, kept
blocking him. Now the mysterious manner in which Maulbow's unpleasant traveling companion had
appeared on the main deck made it impossble to do anything but keep Kerim a his sde. If Maulbow
was dill capable of taking a hand in matters, there was no reasonably safe place to leave her aboard the
Queen.

And Maulbow might be capable of it. Twice as they hurried up the narrow, angled passages dong the



Queen's curving hull towards an airsed leading to the next compartment, Gefty caught a trace of the
ammonialike anima odor coming over the ventilating system. They reached the lock without incident; but
then, as they came dong the second deck hdl to the ship's magazine, there was a sharp dick in the
dillness behind them. Its meaning was disconcertingly apparent. Gefty hesitated, turned Kerim into a Sde

passage, guided her dong it.
She looked up a hisface. "It's fallowing us?'

"Seemsto be" No timefor the spacesuits in the magazine now—something had just emerged from the air
lock through which they had entered the second deck not many moments before. He helped the girl
quickly down a section of ladderlike gtairs to the airsed connecting the second deck with the storage,
punched awadl button there. As the lock door opened, there was another noise from the passage they
hed just I€ft, asif Something had thudded briefly and heavily againg one of the bulkheads. Kerim uttered
alittle gasp. Then they werein the lock, and Gefty dapped down two other buttons, stood wetching the
door behind them sngp shut and, a few seconds later, the one on the far Sde open on the dark storage
deck.

They scrambled down another twelve feet of ladder to the floor of a Sde passage, hearing the lock snap
shut behind them. Asiit closed, they were in complete darkness. Gefty seized Kerim's arm, ran with her
up the passage to the left, guiding himsdf with his fingertips on the left bulkhead. When they came to a
corner, he turned her to the left again. A few seconds later, he pulled open a smdl door, bundled the girl
through, came in himsdf, and shut the door to a narrow dit behind them.

Kerim whispered shakily, "What will we do now, Gefty?"
"Say here for the moment. Itll look for usin the vaullt firg."

And it should go to the storage vault firg where it had been guarding Maulbow's machine, to hunt for
them there. But it might not. Gefty eased the gun from his pocket on the far sde of Kerim. Across the
dark compartment was another door. They could retreat a little farther here if it became necessary—but
not very much farther.

They waited in a slence that was complete except for their unsteady breething and the distant, deep pulse
of the Queen's throttled-down drives. He fdt Kerim trembling againgt him. How did Maulbow's creature
move through the airsed locks? The operating mechanisms were Smple—a dog might have been taught
to use them. But a dog had paws....

There came the 0ft hiss of the opening lock, the faintest shimmer of light to the right of the passage
mouth he was weatching through the door. A heavy thump on the floor below the locks followed, then a
hard dlick asthe lock closed and complete darkness returned.

The dlence resumed. Seconds dragged on. Gefty's imagingtion pictured the thing waiting, its gredt,
wedge-shaped head raised as its senses probed the dark about it for a 9gn of the two human beings.
Then a vague rushing noise began, growing louder as it approached the passage mouth, crossng it,
receding rapidly again to the left.

Gefty let his breath out dowly, eased the door open and stood ligening again. Abruptly, there was



reflected light in the lock passage, coming now from the left. He said in a whisper, "It's moving around in
the main hdl, Kerim. We can go on the other way now, but well have to be fast and keep quiet. I've
thought of how we can get rid of that thing."

The cargo lock on the storage deck had two inner doors. The one which opened into the sSde of the vault
hdl was built to dlow passage of the largest chunks of freight the Queen was likdy to be burdened with;
it was dmogt thirty feet wide and twenty high. The second door was just large enough to let amanin a
spacesuit dimb in and out of the side of the lock without using the freight door. It opened on a tiny
control cubicle from which the lock's mechanisms were operated during loading processes.

Gefty let Kerim and himsdf into the cubicle from one of the passages, steered the girl through the pitch
blackness of the little room to the chair before the control pand and told her to st down. He groped for a
moment at the sde of the pand, found a knob and twisted it. There was afant click. A scattering of pae
lights appeared suddenly on the pandl, a dark viewscreen, set at aftilt above them, reflecting their gleam.

Gefty explained in a low voice, "Left Sde of that screen covers the lock. Right one covers the big hall
outside. No lightsin either at the moment, so you don't see anything. Only way the cargo door to the hdl
can be opened or closed iswith these switches right here. What | want to do is get the janandra into the
lock, dam the door on it and lock down the control switches. Then weve got it trapped.”

"But how are you going to get it to go in there?'

"No red problem—I'll be three jumps ahead of it. Then | duck back up into this cubicle, and lock both
doors. And itll be indde the lock. Y ou have the picture now?'

Keim sad ungeadily, "l do. But it sounds anfully risky, Gefty."

"Wdl, | don't likeit either,” Gefty admitted. "So I'll sart right now before | lose my nerve. As soon as |
move out into the vault hdl, the lighting will go on. That's automatic. You watch the right side of the
screen. If you see the janandra coming before | do, ydl as loud as you can.”

He shifted the two inner door switches to the right. A red spark appeared in the dark viewscreen, high up
near the center. A second red light showed on the cubide bulkhead beside Gefty. Benegth it an oblong
section of the bulkhead turned slently away on heavy hinges, became a door two feet in thickness, which
stood jutting out at a right angle into the darkness of the cargo lock. A wave of cold ar moved through it
into the control cubicle.

On the screen, another red spark appeared beside the first one.

"Both doors are open now," Gefty murmured to the girl. "The janandraisn't in the vault hdl or the lighting
would have turned on, but it may have heard the door open and be on its way. So keep waiching the
screen.”

"I certainly will!" she whispered shakily.



Gefty took an overszed wrench from the wadl, dimbed quickly and quietly down the three ladder steps
to the floor of the lock, and walked across it to the Sl of the giant freight door, which now had swung out
and down into the vault hal, fitting itsdf into a depression of the flooring. He hesitated an ingant on the
s, then stepped out into the big dark hdl. Light filled it immediatdy in both directions.

He stood quiet, intent on the storage vault entrance far up the hal to his left. He could see the vault was
open. The janandra might dill be indde it. But the seconds passed, and the dark entrance remained slent
and there was no suggestion of motion beyond it. Gefty glanced to the right, moved a dozen steps farther
out into the hdl, hefted the wrench and spun it through the ar towards the ventilator frame on the
opposite bulkhead.

The heavy tool clanged loudly againgt the frame, bounced off and thudded to the floor. Gefty started
dowly over to it, heart pounding, with the vault entrance dill at the edge of hisvision.

Kerim's voice screamed, " Gefty, it's—"

He spun around, sprinted back to the cargo lock. The janandra had come slently out of the nearest side
passage behind him, was gpproaching with the remembered alling swiftness of mation, its great head
lifted a yard from the floor. Gefty plunged through the lock, jumped for the top of the cubidle door steps,
came sumbling into the cubicle. Kerim was on her fegt, saring. He swung the cubicle door switch to the
left, dgpping it flat to the pand. The door snapped back into the wal behind him with a force that shook
the floor.

On the screen, the janandra’s thick, dark worm-shape was swinging around in the dim lock to regain the
open hdl. It had seen the trap. But the freight door switch went flat beside the other, and the freight door
rose with massve swiftness. The heavy body smashed againd it, went diding back to the floor as the
door dammed shut and the screen section showing the cargo lock turned dark.

"Got it—got it—got it!" Gefty heard himsdf whispering exultantly. He switched on the lock’s interior
lights

Then he swore softly, and, beside him, Kerim sucked in her breath.

The screen showed the janandraiin violent but gpparently purposeful mation indde the lock ... and it was
aso apparent now that it was a more complexly constructed creature than the long worm-body and
heavy head had indicated. The skin, to a distance of some eight feet back of the head, had spread out
into a wide, flexible frill. From benegth the frill extended hdf a dozen jointed, bone-white arms, dong
with waving, ribbonlike appendages less easy to define. The thing was reared hdlf up dong the hall door,
ingpecting its surface with these members, then suddenly it flung itsdf around and flashed over to the
outer lock door. Three arms shot out; wiry fingers caught the three spin-locks smultaneoudy, began to
whirl them.

Gefty sad, garing, "Kerim, it'sgoing to ..."

The janandra didnt. The motion checked suddenly, was reversed. The locks drew tight again. The



janandra sivung back from the door, lifting hdf its length upwards, big head weaving about as it inspected
the tool racks overhead. An arm reached suddenly, snatched something from one of the racks. Then the
thing turned again; and in the next ingant its head filled the viewscreen. Kerim made a choked sound of
fright, jerking back againg Gefty. The bulging, metal-green eyes seemed to stare directly at him. And the
screen went black.

Keim whispered, "Wha ... what happened, Gefty?"

Gefty swallowed, said, "It smashed the view pickup. Must have guessed we were watching and didn't
likeit...." He added, "l was beginning to think Maulbow must be some kind of superman. But it wasn't
any remote-control magic of his that let the janandra out of the vault, and opened the intership locks
when it came up to the man deck and followed us down again. It was doing dl that for itsdf. It's
Maulbow's partner, not his pet. And it's probably got at least as good a brain as anyone else on board
behind that ugly face."

Kerim moistened her lips. "Canit ... could it get out again?'

"Into the ship?' Gefty shook his head decidedly. "Uh-uh. It could dump itsdf out on the other sde—and
it dmogt did before it redized where it was and what it was about to do. But the inner lock doors won't
open until someone opens them right on this pandl. No, the thing's safdly trapped. On the other hand ..."

On the other hand, Gefty redized that he wouldn't now be able to bring himsdf to gect the janandra out
of the cargo lock and into the Great Current. Its intentions obvioudy hadn't been friendly, but its leve of
intdligence was as good as his own, and perhaps somewhat better; and at present it was helpless. To
dispose of it as held had in mind would therefore be the cold-blooded murder of an equd. But so long as
that ugly and formidable shipmate of Maulbow's stayed in the cargo lock, the lock couldn't be used to get
rid of the control unitin the vaullt.

A new solution presented itsdf while Gefty was meking a rapid and rather desperate mentd review of
various heavy-duty tools which might be employed as weapons to force the janandra into submisson and
hau it off for confinement esawhere in the ship. Not impossble, but a higny precarious and
time-consuming operation at best. Then another thought occurred: the storage vault lay directly agangt
the hull of the Queen—

How long to cut through the hull? The ship's mining equipment was on board, and the tools were
self-powered. Climb into a spacesuit, empty the ar from the entire storage deck, leaving the janandra
imprisoned in the cargo lock ... with Maulbow incapacitated in sck bay, and Kerim back in the control
compartment and dso in a suit, for additiond protection. Then cut ship's power to this deck to avoid
complications with the Queen's involved circuitry and work under space conditions—haf an hour if he
hurried.

"Shouldn't take more than another ten minutes™ he informed Kerim presently over the suit's intercom.

"I'm very glad to hear it, Gefty." She sounded shaky.



"Anything going on in the screens?’ he asked.
She hesitated alittle, said, "No. Not a the moment."

Gefty grunted, blinked sweat from his eyes, and took hold of the handgrips of the heavy mining cutter
agan, tuming it nose down towards the vault floor. The guide light found the point he was working on,
and the dice beam stabbed out, began nibbling ddicatdy away to extend the curving line it had eaten
through the Queen's thick skin. He had drawn a twenty-five foot circle around Maulbow's battered
control unit and the insruments attached to it, well outside the fragilelooking safety fied. The cirdle was
broken at four points where he would plant explosives. The explosives, going off together, should shatter
the connecting links with the hull and throw the machine clear. If that didn't release them immediatdly from
itsinfluence, he would see what putting the Queen's drivesinto action would do.

"Gefty?' Kerim's voice asked.

"Uh-huh?'

He could hear her swalow over the intercom. "Thaose lights are back now."
"How mary?

"Two," Kerim said. "l think they're only two. They keep crossing back and forth in front of us" She
laughed nervoudy. "It'sidiotic, of course, but | do get the feding they're looking at us™

Gefty sad hedtantly, "Everything's set but | need another minute or two to get this last connection
whittled down a little more. If | blow the charge too soon, it mightnit take the gadget clean out of the
ship.”

Kerim sad, "I know. Il just watch ... they just disappeared again." Her voice changed. "Now there's
something e

"What's that?'

"You know you said to watch the cargo lock lights on the emergency pand.”
"Yes"

"The outer lock door has just been opened.”

"Wha!"

"It must have been. The light started blinking red just now as | was looking &t it."

Gefty was slent a moment, his mind racing. Why would the janandra open the lock? From what
Maulbow had said, it could live for a while without air, but it ill could gain nothing but eventud degath



from leaving the ship—

Unless, Gefty thought, the janandra had become aware in some way that he was about to blow their
mechine out of the Queen. There were grappling lines in the cargo lock, and if four or five of those lines
were dapped to the circular section of the hull he'd loosened ...

"Kerim," he said.

"y e

"I'm going to blow the ded right now. Got your suit snapped to the wall braces like | showed you?'
"Yes, Gefty." Her voice was fant but clear.

He turned the cutter away from the line it had dug, sent it ralling off towards the far wal. He hurried
around the circle, checking the four charges, lumbered over to the vault passage, stopped just around the
corner. He took the firing box from his suit.

"Ready, Kerim?' He opened the box.

"Ready...."

"Here goed" Gefty reached into the box, twisted the firing handle. Light flared in the vault. The deck
shook below him. He came sumbling out from behind the wall.

Maulbow's machine and its stand of ingruments had vanished. Where it had stood was a dark circular
hole. Nothing else seemed to have happened. Gefty cdlumped hurriedly over to the mining cutter, svung it
around, started more cautioudy back towards the hole. He didn't have the faintest idea what would come
next, but a definite possbility was that he would see the janandras dark form flowing up over the rim of
the hole. Letting it run into the cutter beam might be the best way to discourage it from re-entering the
Queen.

Instead, a dazzling brilliance suddenly blotted out everything. The cutter was plucked from Gefty's grasp;
then he was picked up, suit and dl, and dammed up towards the vault caling. He had a feding that
inaudible thunders were shaking the ship. He seemed to be ralling over and over dong the calling. At lagt,
the suit crashed into something which showed atotd disndlination to yidd, and Gefty blacked ouit.

Theleft Sde of hisface fdt pushed out of shape; his left eye wasn't functioning too well, and there was a
severe pulsng ache throughout the top of his head. But Gefty fet happy.

There were afew qudifying consderations.

"Of course," he pointed out to Kerim, "dl we can redly say immediatdy is that we're back in normspace



and somewherein the gdaxy.”
She amiled shakily. "Isn't that saying quite alot, Gefty?"

"It's something." Gefty glanced around the ingtrument room. He had placed an emergency light on the
console, but except for that, the control compartment wasin darkness. The renewed bettering the Queen
hed absorbed had knocked out the power in the forward section. The viewscreens were black, every
indrument dead. But he'd seen the stars of normspace through the torn vault floor. 1t was something....

"We might have the light that dugged us to thank for that,” he said. "I'm not sure just what did happen
there, but it could have been Maulbow's control unit it was attacking rather than the ship. Maulbow said
the lights were senstive to the unit. At any rate, were here, and we're rid of the gadget—and of the
janandra” He hesitated. "I just don't fed you should get your hopes too high. We may find out were a
very long way from the Hub."

Kerim's large eyes showed a degree of confidence which made him dmost uncomfortable. "If we are"
she sad serendly, "youll get us back somehow.”

Gefty cleared his throat. "Wdl, well see. If the power shutoff is something the Queen's repair scanners
can handle, the ingruments will come back on any minute. Give the scanners ten minutes. If they haven't
doneit by that time, they can't do it and I'll have to play repairman. Then, with the ingtruments working,
we can determine exactly where we are.”

Unless, he told himsdf dlently, they'd wound up in a disgant cluster never penetrated by the Federation's
mapping teams. And there was the other little question of where they now were in time. But Kerim
looked rosy with rdlief, and those details could wait.

He took up another emergency light, switched it on and said, "I'll see how Maulbow is doing while we're
waiting for power. If the firg ad treetment has pulled hm through so far, the autosurgeon probably can
fix im up.”

Kerim's face suddenly took on a guilty expression. "I forgot dl about Mr. Maulbow!" She hestated.
"Should | come dong?'

Gefty shook his head. "I won't need hep. And if it's a case for the surgeon, you wouldnt like it. Those
things work painlesdy, but it gets to be a mess for awhile”

He shut off the light again when he reached the sick bay which was running on its independent power
system. As he opened the cabin door from the dispensary, carrying the autosurgeon, it became evident
that Maulbow was dill dive but that he might be in ddirium. Gefty placed the surgeon on the table, went
over to the bed and looked at Maulbow.

To the extent that the emergency trestment indruments cautious restraints permitted, Maulbow was
twiding dowly about on the bed. He was speaking in a low, rapid voice, his face distorted by emation.
The words were not durred, but they were in a language Gefty didn't know. It seemed clear that
Maulbow had reverted mentdly to his own time, and for some seconds he remained unaware that Gefty



had entered the room. Then, surprigngly, the ditted blue eyes opened wider and focused on Gefty's face.
And Maulbow screamed with rage.

Gefty fdt somewhat disconcerted. For the reason done that he was under anesthetic, Maulbow should
not have been conscious. But he was. The words were now ones Gefty could understand, and Maulbow
was tdling him things which would have been interesting enough under different circumstances. Gefty
broke in as soon as he could.

"Look," he sad quietly, "I'm trying to help you. | ..."

Maulbow interrupted him in turn, not at dl quietly. Gefty listened a moment longer, then shrugged. So
Maulbow didn't like him. He couldn't say honestly that he'd ever liked Maulbow much, and what he was
hearing made him like Maulbow considerably less. But he would keep the man from the future dive if he
could.

He positioned the autosurgeon behind the head of the bed to dlow the device to begin its andyss, stood
back at its controls where he could both follow the progress it made and waich Maulbow without
exdting him further by remaning within his range of vison. After a moment, the surgeon shut off the
fird-aid ingruments and made unobtrusive use of a heavy tranquilizing drug. Then it waited.

Maulbow should have lapsed into passive somnolence thirty seconds afterwards. But the drug seemed to
produce no more effect on him mentally than the preceding anesthetic. He raged and screeched on. Gefty
watched him uneasily, knowing now that he was looking at insanity. There was nothing more he could do
a the moment—the autosurgeon's decisons were safer than any nonprofessond’s guesswork. And the
surgeon continued to walt.

Then, abruptly, Maulbow died. The taut body dumped againg the bed and the contorted features
relaxed. The eyes remained hdf open; and when Gefty came around to the Sde of the bed, they il
seemed to be looking up a him, but they no longer moved. A thin trickle of blood started from the sde
of the dack mouth and stopped again.

The control compartment was gill darkened and without power when Gefty returned to it. He told Kerim
briefly what had happened, added, "I'm not at dl sure now he was even human. I'd rather bdieve he
wan't."

"Why that, Gefty?' She was sudying his expression soberly.

Gefty heditated, said, "l thought at firgt he was furious because we'd upset his plans. But they weren't his
plans ... they were the janandras. He wasn't exactly its servant. | suppose youd have to say he was
something like a pet animd.”

Kerim said increduloudy, "But that isn't possible! Think of how intdligently Mr. Maulbow ..."

"He was fallowing indructions," Gefty said. "The janandra let hm know whatever it wanted done. He
was fallowing indructions again when he tried to kill me after 1'd got away from the thing in the vault. The



red brain around here was the janandra ... and it was ared brain. With alittle luck it would have had the
ship."

Kerim amiled briefly. "You handled that big brain rather well, | think."

"I was the one who got lucky," Gefty said. "Anyway, where Maulbow came from, it's the janandra's kind
that givesthe orders. And the thing is, Maulbow liked it that way. He didn't want it to be different. When
the light hit us, it killed the janandra on the outside of the ship. Maulbow fdt it hgppen and it cracked him
up. He wanted to kill us for it. But Snce he was hdpless, he killed himsdf. He didn't want to be
healed—not by us. At least, that's what it looks like"

He shrugged, checked his watch, dimbed out of the charr. "Wdl," he said, "the ten minutes | gave the
Queen to turn the power back on are up. Looks like the old girl couldn't do it. So I'l—"

The indirect lighting system in the ingrument room went on slently. The emergency light flickered and
went out. Gefty's head came around.

Kerim was daring past him at the screens, her face radiant.

"Oh, Gefty!" she cried softly. "Oh, Gefty! Our gargl”

"Green dot here is us" Gefty explained, somewhat hoarsdly. He cleared his throat, went on, "Our true
ship position, that is—" He stopped, redizing he was taking too much, dmost babbling, in an attempt to
take some of the tenson out of the moment. The next few seconds might not tdl them where they were,
but it would show whether they had been carried beyond the regions of space charted by Federation
ingruments. Which would mean the difference between having a chance—whether a good chance or a
bad one—of getting home eventudly, and the dternative of being hopdesdy lost.

There had been nothing recognizably familiar about the brilliantly dense star patterns in the viewscreens,
but he gave no further thought to that. Unless the ship's exact postion was known or one was on an
edtablished route, it was a waste of time looking for landmarks in a szable clugter.

He turned on the basic star chart. Within the locator plate the green pinpoint of light reappeared,
red-ringed and suspended now againg the three-dimensiona immengties of the Milky Way. It stayed ill
a moment, began a smooth drift towards Gdactic East. Gefty let his breath out carefully. He sensed
Kerim's eyes on him but kept his gaze fixed on the locator plate.

The green dot dowed, came to a stop. Gefty's finger tapped the same button four times. The big chart
flicked out of exigence, and in the plate three regiond star maps appeared and vanished in quick
succession behind it. The fourth map stayed. For a few seconds, the red-circled green spark was not
visble here. Then it showed a the eastern margin of the map, came dliding forwards and to the left,
dowed again and hdd steady. Now the star map began to glide through the locator plate, carrying the
fixed green dot with it. It brought the dot up to dead center point in the locator plate and stopped.

Gefty dumped a little. He rubbed his hands dowly down his face and muttered a few words. Then he



shook his head.
"Gelty,” Kerim whispered, "what isit? Where are we?'
Gefty looked at her.

"After we got hauled into that time current,” he said hoarsdly, "I tried to find out which way in space we
were headed. The direction indicators over there seemed to show we were trying to go everywhere a
once. You remember Maulbow's control unit wasn't working right, needed adjustments. Well, dl those
litle impulses must have pretty well canceled out because we weren't taken redly far. In the last hour and
ahdf weve covered roughly the distance the Queen could have gone on her own in, say, thirty days."

"Then where ..."

"Home" Gefty said smply. "It's ridiculous! Other sde of the Hub from where we started.” He nodded a
the plate. "Eastern Hub Quadrant. Section Sx Eight. The G2 behind the green dot—that's the Evaee
system. We could be putting down at Evaee Interstellar three hours from now if we wanted to."

Kerim was laughing and crying together. " Oh, Gefty! | knew you would ..."

"Afat lot | had to do with it!" Gefty leaned forward suddenly, switched on the transmitter. "And now let's
pick up alive newscast. There's something d<el ..."

His voice trailed off. The trangmitter screen lit up with a blurred jumble of print, colors, a muttering of
voices, mudc and noises. Gefty twisted a did. The screen cleared, showed a newscast headline sheet.
Gefty blinked & it, glanced Sdeways a Kerim, grimaced.

"The something ese" he said, hisvoice alittle Strained, "was something | was adso worried about. Looks
likel was more or lessright."

"Why, what's wrong?'

"Nothing redlly bad," Gefty assured her. He added, "I think. But take alook at the Federation dateline.”
Kerim peered a the screen, frowned. "Bt ..."

"Uh-huh."

"Why, thet ... that's dmost ..."

"That," Gefty said, "or rather this is the day after we started out from the Hub, headed roughly Galactic
west. Three weeks ago. Wed be just past Miam." He knuckled his chin. "Interegting thought, isntt it?"

Kerim was slent for long seconds. "Then they ... or we ..."



"Oh, they're us, dl right," Gefty said. "They'd have to be, wouldn't they?'
"I suppose so. It seems alittle confusing. But | was thinking. If you send them a tranamitter cdl ..."

Gefty shook his head. "The Queen's trangmitter isnt too hot, but it might push a cal as far as Evaee.
Then we could arrange for a Com-Web link-up there, and in another ten minutes or so ... but | don't
think we'd better.”

"Why not?' Kerim demanded.

"Because we got through it dl safely, so were going to get through it safely. But if we recelve tha
message how and never go on to Maulbow's moon ... you see? There's no way of knowing just what
would happen.”

Kerim looked hestant, frowned. "l suppose youre right,” she agreed rductantly a last. "So Mr.
Maulbow will have to stay dead now. And that janandra” After a moment she added pengivey, "Of
course, they weren't redly very nice—"

Gefty shivered. One of the things he'd learned from Maulbow's ravings was the redl reason he and Kerim
had been taken dong on the trip. He didn't fed like tdling Kerim about it just yet, but it had been soldy
because of Maulbow's concern for his master's cresture comforts. The janandra could go for a long time
without food, but after fagting for severd years on the moon, a couple of snacks on the homeward run
would have been highly welcome.

And the janandra was a gourmet. It much preferred, as Maulbow wel knew, to have its snacks dill
wriggling-fresh as it started them down its gullet.

"No," Gefty sad, "I couldn't cdl ether of them redlly nice”
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