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WE'RE NOT IN KANSASANYMORE . . .
YOUWISH ...

Rocket-borne and artillery high explosives rained upon the target. Flashes and color sparkled across
the screen, more an abstract pattern than a Kansas landscape now. There was no human life, no
equipment visible. Airborne debris obscured al but the largest detonations. For afew seconds, the
enemy lasers till flashed, spectacular and ineffectivein dl the dirt. Even after the lasers died, the holomap
showed isolated missiles emerging from the target areato hunt for bombers. Then even those stopped
coming.

Minutes passed, and they al—the President of New Mexico and gangsters dike—watched the
barrage end and the wind push the haze away from the devastation. Fires spread through thefields. The
tanks—and final, physica possession of the disputed territory—were only minutes away. Recon craft
swooped low over the landscape, searching for any enemy weapons held in reserve.

Findly, Strong returned to Brierson's fantastic claim. "And you say it'sjust coincidence that thisone
farmer who spends dl his money on weapons happens to be on our line of march.”

"Coincidence and alittle hep from Generd van Steen.”

The hologram of President Martinez raised his eyes from the displays. Hisvoice waslevd, but Strong
recognized the tension there. "Mr., uh, Brierson. Just how many of these miniforts are there?

The other sat back, clanking his shackles. His words might have seemed insolent, but therewas no
sarcasmin hisvoice. "l have no idea, Mr. Martinez. Aslong asthey don't bother our customers, they are
of no interest to the Michigan State Police. Many aren't aswell hidden as Schwartz's, but you can't count
onthat. ..."

—from "The Ungoverned’

| ntroduction

Mark Tier

When Peatrick Henry spoke hisimmorta words, "Give meliberty or give me degth,” on the eve of the
American revolution, the last thing he expected was for the British to give him liberty. Indeed, in the
history of mankind, you could count the number of benevolent rulerswho have given peopletheir liberty
on thefingers of one hand—and till have plenty of fingersleft over.

History showsthere's only one way you can be sure of gaining your liberty: take it.

Which isexactly what Patrick Henry proposed to do. His stirring 1775 speech concluded:

Islife so dear, or peace o sweet, asto be purchased at the price of chains and davery? Forbid it,
Almighty God! | know not what course others may take; but asfor me, give me liberty or give me deeth!



Thisisacollection of stories about people who, like Patrick Henry, take their liberty.

Just asliberty isapowerful urgein the human heart, so liberty isarecurring themein sciencefiction.
Y et the mgority of the soriesin thisbook are unique even within the imaginative relm of sciencefiction.
They propose taking the ultimatein liberty: doing away with government entirely.

They show the ultimate truth of the saying that Thomas Jefferson made part of our history: "Eterna
vigilanceisthepriceof liberty."

When Jefferson used the phrase at the sgning of the American Declaration of Independence was he
talking about the British? Absolutely not. He was naming the American government afar greater danger
to the liberties of Americansthan the British (or much later, Soviets) could ever be, a sentiment widdy
shared by the American revolutionaries.

Jefferson's declaration was co-opted and corrupted by cold war politicians. Eternal vigilance, they
told us, was required to protect our liberties from external enemieslike the Soviet Union. In the name of
freedom they erected the powerful welfare-warfare state that continues to invade our libertiesto this day.

Storieslike Lloyd Biggle's " Monument™ and Frank Herbert's "Committee of the Whol€' demonstrate
the ultimate truth of Jefferson's statement: that eternd vigilance against our own government—not externa
enemies—isthe price of liberty. A lesson that has, to our detriment, been forgotten.

| first read most of these stories as ateenager, beginning with A.E. van Vogt's " The Weapon Shop."
| can till recdl the excitement that gripped me then—what teenager could resst the idea of agun that
would fire only in salf-defense? Sold by shops that government officids (and criminas) smply couldn't
enter?

Y ou might argue that such ateenage fantasy should remain where it belongs—as ateenage memory.
| can only respond that yes, when | first read it, theidea of liberty that gripped me then through van
Vogt's story was merely an absiract idedl. As an adult, my teenage idedl has taken on wholeflesh, soto
speak. This, of course, is not the place for adiscourse on liberty (or anything else). All | can say isthat,
asan adult, I can think of numerous timeswhen van Vogt's gun would have comein real handy. And
when | seethe injustice and oppression around the world, if van Vogt's wegpons shops were to suddenly
appear asthey did in hisstory, 1'd say the demand for his gunswould far outstrip even hiswild
imaginings

Ah, but you might respond, if there's no government wouldn't society collgpse into barbarism?

| suggest you read Eric Frank Russdll's classic "And Then There Were None'—my favorite story ina
book full of favorites. If you've never read this story before (and quite likely you haven't asit's been out
of print for far too long) | envy you. I've re-read this story many times, but theres no timelike the first
time.

The possibilitiesthat Russdll offersin just afew thousand wordsis mind-boggling.

Then there's Vernor Vinge's neglected gem, "The Ungoverned.” Asthe "Republic” of New Mexico
invades the peaceful anarchy of Kansas where can your heart lie but with the truly free people—the
ungoverned?

Do you sometimes think that bureaucrats should be strangled with their own red tape? Then youll
love Russdl's"And Then There Were None." Do you fed like dancing with joy when aruthless
dictatorship collagpses? Then you'll cheer dong with Murray Leingter in "Historica Note." And shouldn't
petty tyrants get their just deserts? They have no choice but to surrender in "Gadget vs. Trend" by
Christopher Anvil—and are ddightfully defensdessin van Vogt's " The Weapon Shop."

| fed sureyou can't fail to beinspired by these wonderful stories about the ultimate freedom.
Whether I'm right about that, | know you'rein for alot of fun in the following pages.



MONUMENT

Lloyd Biggle, Jr.

It came to O'Brien quite suddenly that he was dying.

Hewaslying in a sturdy woven-vine hammock, almost within reach of the flying spray wherethe
waves broke in on the point. The caressing warmth of the sun filtered through the ragged sao trees. The
shouts of the boys spearing fish off the point reached him fitfully on playful gusts of fragrant wind. A full
gourd hung at his elbow. He had been half-dozing in adrowsy state of peaceful contentment when the
redlization snapped coldly across hisidle thoughts and roused him to icy wakefulness.

Hewasdying.

Thefact of death disturbed him less than the redlization that he should have thought of it sooner.
Death wasinevitable from the instant of birth, and O'Brien was along lifetime from babyhood. He
wondered, sometimes, just how old he might be. Certainly a hundred, perhaps even a hundred and fifty.
In this dreamy land, where there were no seasons, where the nights were moist and the days warm and
sunny, where men measured age by wisdom, it was difficult to keep an aert finger on the dusive pulse of
time. It wasimpossible.

But O'Brien did not need acdendar to tell him hewas an old man. Theflaming-red hair of hisyouth
had faded to arusty gray. Hislimbswere tiff each morning from the night's dampness. The solitary hut
he had built on the lovely rise of ground above the point had grown to asprawling village, ashis sons,
and grandsons and great-grandsons, and now great-great grandsons, brought home their wives. It was
thevillageof langru, the village of fire-topped men, dready famous, dready alegend. Madenswere
eager to mate with the young men of fire, whether their hair wasred or the native blond. The sturdiest
youths cameto court the daughters of fire, and many of them defied tradition and settled in the village of
their wives.

O'Brien had enjoyed agood life. He knew he had lived far beyond the years that would have been
hisin the crazed rush of acivilized land. But he was dying, and the great dream that had grown until it
shaped hislife among these people was beyond hisreach.

Hejerked erect, shook hisfigt at the sky, and shouted hoarsely in along-unused language. "What are
you waiting for? What are you waiting for?"
* * %
As soon as O'Brien gppeared on the beach, a dozen boys came splashing towards him. "Langri!™
they shouted. "Langri!"
They legped about him excitedly, holding up fish for his gpprovd, waving their spears, laughing and
shouting. O'Brien pointed up the beach, where alarge dugout canoe was drawn up on the sand.



"TotheElder," hesaid.
"Ho! Tothe Elder! Ho! To the Elder!"

They raced ahead of him, scrambling furioudly for places because the canoe would not hold them all.
O'Brien waded into the melee, restored order, and told off the six he wanted for paddiers. The others
raced into the surf after the canoe, swimming around and under it until the paddlers got up speed.

The boys shouted a song as they dipped their paddles—a serious song, for thiswas serious business.
The Langri wished to seethe Elder, and it was their solemn duty to make haste.

OBrien leaned back wearily and watched the foam dancing under the outriggers. He had little taste
for traveling, now that hisyears were rentlesdy overtaking him. It was pleasant to lounge in his
hammock with agourd of fermented fruit juice, acting the part of a venerable oracle, respected, even
worshipped. When he was younger he had roamed the length and breadith of thisworld. He had even
built asmall sailing boat and sailed completely around it, with the only tangible result being the discovery
of afew unlikely idands. He had trekked tirdlesdy about the lone continent, mapping it and speculating
on itSresources.

He knew that he was a smple man, aman of action. The natives awe of his supposedly profound
wisdom darmed and embarrassed him. He found himsdlf called upon to settle complex sociologica and
economic problems, and because he had seen many civilizations and remembered something of what he
had seen, he achieved acommendable success and enjoyed it not at all.

But O'Brien knew that the sure finger of doom was pointing directly at this planet and its people, and
he had pondered, and debated with himsalf on long walks dong the sea, and paced his hut through the
hours of misty night while he devised stratagems, and findly he was satisfied. He wasthe one manin the
far-flung cosmos who could possibly save thisworld that he loved, and these people he loved, and he
wasready to doit. Hecould do it, if helived.

And hewas dying.

* % %

The afternoon waned and evening came on. Fatigue touched the boys faces and the singing became
strained, but they worked on tirelessy, keeping their rhythm. Miles of coast drifted by, and scores of
villages, where people recognized the Langri and crowded the shore to wave.

Dusk was hazing the distant sea.and purpling the land when they made the turn into a shallow bay
and rode the surf up onto awide, doping beach studded with canoes. The boys lesped up and heaved
the canoe far up onto the beach. They dumped to the sand in exhaustion, and bounced up amoment
later, beaming with pride. They would be guests of honor, tonight, at any hut in the village they choseto
vigt. Had they not brought the Langri?

They moved through the village in aprocession that gained in numbers with each hut they passed.
Respectful adults and awed children stepped forth and solemnly followed after O'Brien. The Elder's hut
was gpart from the others, at the top of the hill, and the Elder stood waiting there, a smile on hiswrinkled
face, hisarms upraised. Ten paces away O'Brien stopped and raised hisown arms. The villagers
watched glently.

"| greet you," O'Brien said.

"Y our greetings are as welcome as yourself."

OBrien stepped forward, and they clasped hands. Thiswas not a native form of greeting, but
OBrien used it with the older men who were amost life-long friends.

"| ordered afeast in the hope that you would come,” the Elder said.
"I camein the hope there would be afeast,” O'Brien returned.

With the formdlities thus satisfied, the villagers began to drift away, murmuring gpprova. The Elder
took O'Brien'sarm and led him past the hut, to asmall grove of trees where the hammocks hung. They
stood facing each other.



"Many days have passed,” the Elder said.
"Many," O'Brien agreed.
Helooked at hisfriend closdly. The Elder'stdl, gaunt frame seemed as sturdy as ever, but his hair

was slvery white. The years had traced linesin his face, and more years had degpened them, and
dimmed the brightnessin hiseyes. Like O'Brien, he was old. He was dying.

They settled themselvesin the hammocks, and lay facing each other. A young girl brought gourdsto
them, and they sipped the drink and rested in silence as the darkness closed in.

"The Langri isno longer atraveler,” the Elder said.

"The Langri travelswhen the need arises," O'Brien said.

"Let usthentak of that need.”

"Later. After we have eaten. Or tomorrow—tomorrow would be better."
"Tomorrow, then," the Elder said.

The girl returned with pipes and aglowing cod, and they smoked in slence whilefireslegped highin
the darkness and the rippling night breeze brought the savory odors of the coming feast blended with the
crigp seaair. They finished their pipes and solemnly took their places of honor.

* % %

In the morning they walked together dong the shore, and seated themsalves on aknoll overlooking
the sea. Sweet-scented blossoms crowded up around them, nodding in the wind. The morning light
sparkled brightly on the legping water. Brightly-colored sails of the fishing fleet were pinned flower-liketo
the horizon. To their Ieft, the village rested deepily on the sde of the hill, with only three thin plumes of
smoke drifting upwards. Small boys romped in the surf, or walked timidly adong the beach to stare up at
the Elder and the Langri.

"l amanold man," OBrien sad.
"The oldest of old men,” the Elder agreed promptly.

OBrien smiled wanly. To anative, old meant wise. The Elder had paid him the highest of
compliments, and he fdt only frustrated—weary.

"l ananoldman," hesaid again, "and | am dying."

The Elder turned quickly.

"No man livesforever,” O'Brien said.

"True. And the man who fears death dies of fear.”

"My fear isnot for mysdf.”

"The Langri has no need to fear for himsalf. But you spoke of aneed.”

"Y our need. The need of al your people, and of my people.”

The Elder nodded dowly. "Asadways, we listen wel when the Langri speaks.”

"Y ou remember,” O'Brien said, "that | came from afar, and stayed because the ship that brought me
could fly nomore. | cameto thisland by chance, because | had lost my way, and because my ship had a
serious sSickness.”

"l remember.”

"Otherswill come. And then others, and then more others. There will be good men and bad, but al
will have strange wegpons.”

"I remember,” the Elder said. "I wasthere when you dew the birds.”

"Strange wegpons,” O'Brien repeated. "Our people will be helpless. The men from the sky will take
thisland—whatever they want of it. They will take the beaches and even the sea, the mother of lifeitsalf.
They will push our people back to the hills, where they will not know how to live. They will bring strange
scknessto our people, so that entire villagesliein thefire of death. Strangerswill fish thewatersand



swim. Therewill be hutstaller than the tallest trees and the strangers that crowd the beaches will be
thicker than the fish that run off the point. Our own peoplewill be no more."

"Y ou know thisto be true?"
OBrieninclined his head. "1t will not happen thisday, or the next, but it will happen.”
"Itisaterrible need,” the Elder said quietly.

OBrieninclined his head again. He thought, This lovely, unspoiled land, this wonderful, generous,
beautiful people. .. A manwas S0 helplesswhen he was dying.

They sat in slence for atime, two old men in the bright sunshine, waiting for the darkness. O'Brien
reached out and plucked the blossoms near him, one at atime, and crushed their fragile whitenessin his
hands.

The Elder turned agrave face on O'Brien. "Cannot the Langri prevent thisthing?'

"TheLangri can prevent it,” O'Brien said, "if the men from the sky comethisday or the next. If they
delay longer, the Langri cannot prevent it, because the Langri isdying.”

"Now | understand. The Langri must show usthe way."

"Theway isstrange and difficult.”

"We shdl do what we must do."

O'Brien shook his head. "The way is difficult. Our people may not be ableto follow, or the path the
Langri chooses may be the wrong one.”

"What doesthe Langri require?’

O'Brien stood up. "Send the young men to me, four hands at atime. | will choose the ones| need.”

"Thefirst will cometo you thisday."

OBrien gripped his hand, and moved quickly away. HisSx great-great grandsons were waiting for
him on the beach. They hoisted the sail, for thewind was &t their back on the return trip. O'Brien looked
back as they moved swiftly out of the bay. The Elder stood motionless on the knall, hands upraised, as
long as O'Brien could see him.

* % %

OBrien did not know the officid names of the planet, or evenif it had an officia name. Hewas only
adumb mechanic, but agood one, and he had been knocking around in space since he wastwelve. He
had gotten tired being the bottom rung of everyone'sladder, so he had gotten himself a battered
government surplus survey ship, and scraped together some supplies, and given adispatcher five hundred
credits to belooking the other way when he took off.

He had no right to be piloting a spaceship or any other kind of ship, but he'd seen it done enough to
think he knew the fundamentals. The ship had a perverse stresk that matched his own. He had to exhaust
his profanity and kick the control pand afew timesbefore it would settle down and behaveitsdlf.
Pointing it in the right direction was another matter. Probably any bright high school kid knew more about
navigation than he did, and his only support came from an out-of-date " Simplified Astrogation for the
Layman." Hewaslost ninety per cent of thetime and only vagudly aware of his whereabouts the other
ten per cent, but it didn't matter.

He wanted to see some places that were off the usua space lines, and maybe do alittle prospecting,
and enjoy being his own boss aslong as his supplies lasted. He couldn't stop at any of the regular ports,
because the authorities would take one look at his nonexistent license and ground him permanently. But
some of the smaller, privately owned ports were dwaysin need of agood mechanic, and he could dip in
for anight landing, work a couple of weeks until he'd earned enough to get his ship restocked, and dip
back into space without exciting anyone.

He did his prospecting, too, nosing about on dozens of asteroids and moons and small planets that
were ether undiscovered or forgotten. Quiteinexplicably he struck it rich. He stuffed hislittle ship with



platinum ore and started back to civilization to redize hisfortune.

Asusud hewaslost, and he wandered aimlessly through space for amonth, conserving hisfuel and
nursing hisworn engines. This planet had seemed his best chance, and it wasamost hislast chance
because afaulty fue gauge mided him, and heran out of fuel and crashed on landing.

The natives made him welcome. He became ahero by turning hisflaming pistol on alarge species of
bird that sometimes preyed on children. He used up al of his magazines, but he rendered the bird extinct.
He explored the lone continent, and found deposits of coa and some metals—insignificant, but enough to
lead the natives immediately into a bronze age. Then he turned to the sea, gave the canoes outriggers and
sals, and continued his exploring.

By that time he had lost interest in being rescued. He was the Langri. He had hiswivesand his
children. Hisvillage was growing. He could have been the Elder a ardatively young age, but the idea of
him, an dien, ruling these people seemed repugnant to him. Hisrefusal enhanced the natives respect for
him. He was happy.

He aso began to worry. The planet had such scanty naturd resources that no one would be attracted
to it by prospective plunder. It had another resource that rendered it priceless.

It was abeautiful world. Its beaches were smooth and sandy, its waters were warm, its climate
admirable. To the people of the myriads of harsh worlds whose natura riches attracted large populations,
dry worlds, barren worlds, airlessworlds, it would be a paradise. Those who could leave their bleak
atmosphere domes, or underground caverns, or sand-blown villages for afew daysin this
sweet-smdlling, oxygen rich atmosphere could face their lives with renewed courage.

Luxury hotelswould line the beaches. Lesser hotdl's, boarding houses, cottages would press back
into the forest. Millionaireswould indulge in spirited bidding for choice Stretches of beach onwhich to
locate their mansions. The beaches would be choked with vacationers. Ships would offer relaxing sea
cruises. Undersea craft would introduce the vacationers to the fantastically rich marinelife. Crowded
wharves would harbor fishing boats for hire. Industrieswould grow up to supply the tourists. It would be
ayear-round business because the climate was delightful the year around— A multibillion credit
business.

The natives, of course, would be crowded out. Exterminated. There were laws to protect the natives,
and an impressive colonia bureau to enforce them, but O'Brien knew too well how such laws worked.
Thelittle freebooter who tried to pick up afew quick creditsreceived a iff fine and aprison term. The
big-money operators incorporated, applied for charters, and indulged in alittle good-natured bribery.
Then they went after their spoils under the protection of the very laws that were supposed to protect the
netives.

And acentury or two later scholars would be bemoaning the loss of the indigenous population. " They
hed asplendid civilization. Itsapity. It redly is”

* % %

The young men came from dl thevillages. They siwung lightly down the coast with flashing paddles
and rollicking songs. Twenty at atime they came, tall, bronze, their blond hair bleached white by their
daysin the sun. They beached their canoes along the point, and moved with awed reverence into the
presence of the Langri.

His questions gtartled them. They grappled awkwardly with strange ideas. They struggled to repesat
unutterable sounds. They underwent tests of strength and endurance. They came and went, and others
took their places, and finaly O'Brien had chosen a hundred.

Back in the forest O'Brien built anew village. He moved in with his hundred students, and began his
teaching. The days were too few and too short, but they worked from dawn until darkness, and often far
into the night, while the other nativesloyaly brought food, and the villagesin turn sent women to prepare
it, and the entire people watched and wondered and waited.

O'Brien taught what he knew, and improvised when he had to. He taught language and law and



science. He taught economics and sociology and military discipline. He taught guerrillawarfare and
colonia procedure. He taught the history of the people of the galaxy, and the young natives sat under the
gars at night and stared open-mouthed at the heavens while O'Brien told of flaming space wars and
fantastic creatures and worlds beyond worlds.

The days passed, and became a year, and two years, and three. The young men brought wivesto the
village. The young couples caled O'Brien father, and brought their first born for hisblessing. And the
teaching went on, and on.

OBrien's strength waned. The damp nightsleft him feverish, and his swollen limbs tormented him.
But he labored on, and he began to teach the Plan. He ordered practice invasion derts, and hisgrim
seriousness dartled the natives of other villages out of their gay indolence. The Plan dowly took onform
and understanding.

When findly O'Brien was too weak to leave his hammock he gathered the most brilliant youths about
him and the |essons continued.

One bright afternoon O'Brien lost consciousness. He was carried back to hisvillage, to hisfavorite
grove near the sea. Word went out along the shore: the Langri isdying. The Elder came, and the head
men of al the villages. They placed awoven canopy over hishammock, and he lived on through the
night, unconscious and breathing laborioudy, while the natives waited humbly with heads bowed.

It was morning when he opened his eyes. The seawas|ovey in the soft sunlight, but he missed the
shouts of the boysrallicking in the surf. They know I'm dying, hethought.

He looked at the saddened faces of the men about him. "Friends.. . ." he said. And then, in atongue
that was strange to them, he whispered, ""before God—before my God and theirs—I have done my

Thefire of desth legped high on the beach that night, and the choked silence of mourning gripped the
villages. The next day the hundred young men moved back to their village in the forest to grapple
doubtfully with the heritage the Langri had |eft to them.

The Rirga was outbound on aroutine patrol misson, and Commander Erngt Dillinger was relaxing
quietly in his quarters with hisrobot chess player. He had negtly trapped the robot's queen, and was
moving in for thekill when his communications officer interrupted.

He sduted, and handed Dillinger amessage. "Confidentid,” he said.

Dillinger knew from his gpologetic manner and the speed with which he made his departure that the
news was not good. The man was dready closing the door when Dillinger glanced at the message and
uncoiled himsdlf in an anguished bellow. The bellow brought him scurrying back.

Dillinger tapped the paper. "Thisis an order from the sector governor.”

"Yes, r." The communications officer madeit sound asif that information was somehow newsto
him.

"Ships of the fleet do not take orders from bureaucrats and fly-by-night politicians. Y ou will kindly
inform his highnessthat | received my orders from Fleet Headquarters, that | am currently on a
third-priority assgnment, and that the fact that | am passing through one corner of his aleged territory
does not give him automatic control over my movements.”

The communications officer fumbled, and produced anotebook. "If you will dictate the message,
ar—"

"| just gave you the message. Y ou're acommunications officer. Haven't you got enough command of



languageto tell himto go to hdll in aflattering way?'

"l SUppose O, Sir."”
"Do s0. And send Lieutenant Protz in here.”
The communications officer made a panicky exit.

Lieutenant Protz sauntered in amoment later, met Dillinger's foreboding scowl with agrin, and camly
Seated himsdlf.

"What sector are wein, Protz? Dillinger asked.

"2397," Protz said promptly.

"And how long are we going to be in Sector 23977
"Forty-eight hours."

Dillinger dammed down the message. "Too long.”

"Some colony in trouble?’

"Worse than that. The sector governor haslost four scratchers.”

Protz straightened up and swallowed hisgrin. "By dl that's spaceworthy! Four of them? Look—I
have aleave coming up next year. I'm sorry | won't be able to see you through this, but | wouldn't give
up that leaveif it were adozen scratchers. Youl'l just haveto find them without me.”

"Shut up!" Dillinger snarled. "Not only doesthis oaf of agovernor lose four survey shipsat one
crack, but he has the insufferable nerve to order me to start looking for them. Order, mind you. I'm
letting him know that we have a chain-of-command procedure in the space navy, but hell havetimeto
get through to headquarters and have the order issued there. They'll be happy to oblige, of course, as
long asthe Rirga isinthe generd area.”

Protz reached over and took the paper. " So they send a battle cruiser to look for four survey ships.”
Heread, and chuckled. "It could be worse. We might find them dl in the same place. The 719 turned up
missing, so they sent the 1123 to look for it. And then they sent the 572 after the 719 and the 1123, and
the 1486 after the 719 and the 1123 and the 572. Lucky thing for them we happened to be here. That
nonsense could have gone on indefinitdy."

Dillinger nodded. " Seems curious, doesn't it?"

"We can rule out mechanical failure. Those scratchers are dependable, and four of them wouldn't
bubble out at the sametime. Do you suppose maybe one of theseworldsis civilized to the point of
primitive space travel, and is picking them off?"

"Possibly,” Dillinger said. "But not very likely. Not more than atenth of the planetsin this sector have
been surveyed, but the entire sector has been charted, and the fleet used it for training maneuversa
couple of times. If one of these worlds has devel oped space travel, someone would have noticed it.
No—I figurewell find dl four scratchers on one planet. The same trouble that caught the first caught the
others. Whether we can do any good remains to be seen. An unsurveyed world can offer some queer
kinds of trouble. Go down to the chart room, and seeif you can narrow down the search area. We might
even belucky."

Twenty-four hours later Fleet Headquarters madeit officid, and the Rirga atered course. Protz
paced the chart room, whistling cheerfully and making deft caculations on athree-dimensiona diderule.
A technician was verifying them on abattery of computers, and having trouble keeping up.

Dillinger scowled at the co-ordinates Protz handed to him. "Y ou figure this system isas good a bet as
ay?

"Better than any.” Protz stepped to the chart. "The 719 last reported in from here, on course—so.
There are three possihilities, but only thisoneisdirectly onitscourse. I'd say it'sten to onethat thisisit.
There shouldn't be more than one habitable planet. We can wind this up in acouple of days.”

Dillinger snorted. "Only one planet to search for four scratchers! Y ou've been in space too long.



Have you forgotten how big aplanet is?"

"Likeyou said, we might be lucky."

They were lucky. There was one habitable planet, with asingle, narrow, sub-tropica continent. On
their first observation they sighted the four glistening survey ships, parked neetly in arow, onalow rise
overlooking the sea.

Dillinger studied the observation data, squinted at the film strips, and exploded. "Damn! Thiswill cost
usaweek, anyway, and those fools have just taken sometime off to go fishing.”

"WEell havetoland," Protz said. "We can't be certain.”

Dillinger looked up from the film strips, afaint smile on hisface. "Surewéll land. Take agood look at
these. Well land, and after | kick those scratcher crewsin the pants, I'm going fishing.”

The Rirga came ponderoudy to rest athousand yards down the shore. There were theinevitable
scientific tests. A security unit made ameticul ous search of the landing area, and dispatched asquad to
investigate the survey ships under cover of the dert Rirga gunners. Dillinger strode down the ramp,
sniffed the sea breeze hungrily, and headed towards the beach.

Protz came up amoment later. "The scratchers are deserted. Looks asif they just walked off and |eft
them.”

"WEélII haveto root them out,” Dillinger said. "Notify heedquarters.”

Protz hurried away.

Dillinger walked dowly back to the Rirga. Thelanding areawas being consolidated. Patrols were
pushing inland and dong the shore. One signaled the discovery of adeserted native village. Dillinger
shrugged indifferently, and went to his quarters. He poured himself adrink and stretched out on his bunk,
wondering if there was anything on board that would passfor fishing equipment.

Protz's voice snapped out of the intercom. "Commander?'

"I'mrelaxing,” Dillinger said.

"Wevefound anative."

"The Rirga should be able to cope with one native without harassing its commanding officer."

"Maybe | should say the native found us. He wants to speak to the commanding officer.”

Dillinger'sreflexeswere dow. It was afull ten seconds before he sat up abruptly, spilling hisdrink.

"He spesks Galactic,” Protz said. "They're bringing him in now. What shal we do with him?

"Set up atent. I'll receive him with due ceremony.”

A short time later, resplendent in aribbon-decked dress uniform, he hurried down the ramp. The tent
had been set up, and an honor guard posted around it. The men were, it seemed to Dillinger, struggling to
keep their faces straight. A moment later he understood why. The native was amodd of bodily
perfection, young, intelligent-looking. He wore only aloin cloth of doubtful manufacture. Hisred hair was
dazzling inthe bright sunlight.

Standing before him in full dress uniform, Dillinger saw the humor of the occasion, and smiled. The
native stepped forward, hisface serious, his manner confident. He extended his hand. "How do you do. |
am Fornri.”

" am Commander Dillinger,” Dillinger responded, almost automatically. He stepped ceremonioudy
asde, and dlowed the native to precede him into the tent. Dillinger, and anumber of his officers, filed
after him.

The native ignored the chairs, and faced Dillinger. "It ismy sad duty to inform you that you and the
personnd of your ship are under arrest.”

Dillinger sat down heavily. He turned to Protz, who grinned and winked. Behind him an officer faled



to suppress achuckle. Because the native had spoken in afirm tone of voice, hiswords carried beyond
the tent. Much whigpering and someill-conced ed laughter drifted in to them.

A red-headed native who possessed not so much as a dull spear had camly walked in and placed
the Rirga under arrest. It was agag worth retelling—if anyone would believeit.

Dillinger ignored Protz'swink. "Wheat are the charges?"

The native recited tondesdly, "Landing in arestricted area, willful avoidance of customs and
quarantine, faillureto land a a proper immigration point with officia clearance, suspicion of smuggling,
and bearing arms without proper authority. Follow me, please, and | will lead you to your detention
aea”

Protz was suddenly solemn. "He didn't learn to speak Gdactic like that from the scratcher crews," he
whispered. "It'sonly been amonth since the first ship was reported missing.”

Dillinger whirled on the officers that surrounded him. Y ou will kindly stop grinning. Thisisaserious
metter."

The grinning stopped.

"You see, youidiots, this man represents civil authority. Unlessthere are specia arrangementsto the
contrary, military personnd are subject to the laws of any planet which hasa centrd government. If there
are severd autonomous governments. . ." Heturned to the native. "Doesthis planet have a central
government?”

"It does" the native said.

"Do you have the personnd of the survey ships under detention”?”’

"Wedo."

"Order dl personnel back to the ship,” Dillinger said to Protz. He said to the native, Y ou
understand—I'll have to communicate with my superiors about this."

"On two conditions. All weapons which have been brought from the ship are considered confiscated.
And no one except yourself will be permitted to return to the ship.”

Dillinger turned to Protz. "Have the men stack their arms at a place he designates.”

* * %

Eight days passed before Dillinger was able to get down to fina negotiations. Before the conference
started he asked to speak with one of the survey men. Natives brought him into the tent, tanned,
robust-looking, wearing anativeloin cloth. He grinned sheepishly at Dillinger.

"I'm almost sorry to see you, commander.”

"How have you been treated?

"Perfect. Couldn't ask for better treatment. The food iswonderful. They have adrink that I'll swear is
the best thing in the gdlaxy. They built us some huts on the seashore, and told us where we could go and
what we could do, and |eft us alone. Except for the ones that bring our food, and some fishing boats, we
hardly see any natives.”

"Three native women apiece, | suppose,” Dillinger said dryly.

"Well, no. The women haven't come near us. Otherwisg, if you're thinking of naming this planet you
can call it Paradise. Weve been mostly swimming and spearing fish. Y ou should seethefish in that
ocean!"

"Y ou weren't harmed?”

"No. They took us by surprise, and disarmed us, and that was it. Same went for the other ships."”

"That'sdl | want to know," Dillinger said.

The natives led him away, and Dillinger opened the negotiations. He sat on one side of atable,
flanked by two of his officers. Fornri and two other young natives faced him acrossthe table.



"l am authorized,” Dillinger said, "to accept unconditiondly your listing of fines and pendties. Four
hundred thousand credits have been trandferred to the credit of your government in the Bank of the
Galaxy." He passed a credit memo across the table. Fornri accepted it indifferently.

"This planet's status as an independent world will be recognized,” Dillinger went on. "ltslawswill be
respected by the Galactic Federation and enforceable in Federation courts where Federation citizens are
involved. We shdl furnish your government with a communications center, so that contact with the
Federation can be maintained, and shipswishing to land may obtain official permission.

"In return, we shall expect immediate release of personnel, return of equipment, and departure
clearance for Federation ships.”

"That is satisfactory,” Fornri said. "Providing, of course, that the terms of the agreement arein
writing."

"It will betaken care of immediately,” Dillinger said. He hesitated, feding abit uneasy. "You
understand—this means that you must return all wespons which you have confiscated, both from the
Rirga and the survey ships.”

"l understand,” Fornri said. He smiled. "We are a peaceful people. We do not need wegpons.”

Dillinger took a deep breath. For some reason he had expected the negotiations to collapse at that
point. "Lieutenant Protz," he said, "will you seethat the terms are drawn up for Sgnature?”

Protz nodded, and got to hisfeet.

"One moment,” Dillinger sad. "Thereis one thing more. We must have an officid namefor your
planet. What do you call it?"

Fornri seemed puzzled. "Sir?"

"Up to now, you have only been co-ordinates and anumber to us. Y ou must have aname. It is
probably best that you name your own planet. If you don't, someone else will, and you might not likeit. It
can be your native name for the planet, or adescriptive term—anything you like."

Fornri hesitated. " Perhaps we should discuss the matter.”

"By dl means," Dillinger said. "But one word of caution. Once the planet has been named, it will be
inferndly difficult to changeit."

"l understand,” Fornri said.

The native withdrew, and Dillinger settled back with a amile, and Spped from atumbler of the native
drink. The drink was everything the survey man had claimed.

Perhaps Paradise would be a good name for the place, he thought. But then—Dbetter to let the natives
decide. Paradise might mean something very different to them. All sorts of complications resulted when
planets were named by outsders. He remembered the famous story of the survey ship calling for help
from aswamp on astrange planet. "Where are you?' Base had demanded. The survey ship gaveits
coordinates, and added, quite needlesdly, "It'sahelluvaplace." The people of that planet had been trying
for two centuries to have its name changed, but on dl the officia chartsit was still Helluvaplace.

"Y our sun, t0o," he cdled after Fornri. "Well have to namethat."

Three hours |ater they were in space, on their way to Fron, the sector capital. Protz |looked back at
the dwindling planet, and shook hishead. "Langri. What do you supposeit means?"

On Fron, Dillinger reported to the sector governor. "So they cdl it Langri,” the governor said.
"And—you say they speak Galactic?'
"Speak it rather well, with akind of provincid accent.”

"Easily accounted for, of course. A ship touched down there some time in the past. People liked the
place and stayed, maybe. Did you see any traces of such aship, or ships?'

"No. We didn't see anything except what they wanted usto see.”
"Y es. Awkward position you stumbled into. Not your fault, of course. But those survey men .. ." He



shook his head. "What beats meisthat they learned Galactic. Normally the dienswould learn the native
language, unlessthere was a crowd of them. Thereisanative language, isn't there?'

"l can't say. | never heard any of them speak anything but Galactic. Of course | didn't hear them
talking among themsalves. They withdrew well out of hearing whenever they had to confer about
something. But now that | think about it, | did overhear some kids speaking Galactic.”

"Interesting,” the governor said. "Langri—that must be anative word. 1'd better attach a philologist to
the staff well place there. I'd like to know how they happened to learn Galactic and keep on speaking it,
and I'd like to know how long it's been since there were diensin their midst. Very interesting.”

"They'rean intdligent people,” Dillinger said. "They drove agood bargain, but they were very
civilized about it. My orders say I'm to pick up an ambassador for Langri, and the personnel to form a
permanent station there. Know anything about that?*

"I'll furnish the personne for the station. The ambassador has been appointed, and he should be dong
inafew days. In the meantime, give your men some leave and enjoy yoursaves."

* % %

A week later H. Harlow Wembling, Ambassador to Langri, waddled up the ramp to the Rirga,
carrying his ample paunch like a ceremonia badge of honor. He bullied the duty officer, snarled & the
crew, and, when Dillinger called at his quartersto pay his respects, demanded a member of the space
navy to serve as hisvaet for the duration of histime on board.

Dillinger emerged wiping his brow, and gave Protz his precise opinion of the new ambassador in
words that made the executive officer wince and rub his ears thoughtfully.

"Areyou going to give him what he wants?' Protz asked.

"I told him," Dillinger said, still savoring hisremarks, "I told him that the only person on board likely
to have that much free time would be mysdlf, and | lack the proper qualifications. It'stoo bad. It'sredly a
shame”

"Oh, wélll berid of himin notime."

"l was thinking of the natives on Langyi. It's palitics, of course. Wembling will be aparty sawart,
getting paid off for years of loyd service and campaign donations. It happensdl the time, and most of the
appointees are decent enough. Some of them are even competent, but there's ways the exceptional
case where aman thinks the word Ambassador in front of his name eevates him forty degreestowards
divinity. So why does our planet have to draw this one?'

"It's probably nothing to worry about. These palitical appointees never keep their jobslong. Anyway,
it'sno concern of ours."

"It'smy concern,” Dillinger said. "I negotiated the Langri tresty and | fed some respongbility for the
place”

They delivered Ambassador Wembling to Langri, aong with the personnel to set up a permanent
Federation station. There was one last-minute atercation with Wembling when he suddenly insisted that
haf of the Rirga’s crew beleft to guard the station. Then they were back in space, ready, as Dillinger
said, to forget Langri and get back to work.

But hedid not forget Langri and there were many timesin the months and years that followed that he
found himself reminiscing dreamily of perfect beaches and water swarming with fish and seaair blended
with the perfume of myriads of flowers. Now there would be the place for a vacation, hewould think.
Or for retirement—what a place that would be for a retired naval officer!



An obsolete freighter, bound from Quiron to Y orlan on alittle-used space route, disappeared.
Light-years away abureaucrat with avivid imagination immediately thought of piracy. Orders went o,
and Lieutenant Commander James Vorish, of the battle cruiser Hiln, changed course and resigned
himsdlf to amonaotonous six months of petrolling.

A week later his orders were canceled. He changed course again, and mulled over the devel opment
with Lieutenant Robert Smith.

"Someone's been gtirring up an indigenous population,” Vorish said. "We're to take over, and protect
Federation citizens and property.”

"Some people never learn,” Smith said. "But—Langri? Where the devil is Langri? I've never heard of
it

Vorish thought it was the most beautiful place he had ever seen. To thewest, that is. Trees stretched
glisening pale-green foliage over the narrow beach. FHlowers were closing delicately beautiful petasas
the evening sun abandoned them. Wavesrippled inlazily from an awesomely blue sea.

Behind him, the hideous skeleton of an enormous building under congtruction stood out sharply inthe
dusk. The afternoon shift was busily and loudly at work. Clanging sounds and thuds echoed along the
shore. Motors chugged and gurgled. Mercifully, the uncertain light disguised the havoc the congtruction
work had wrought in the unspoiled forest.

The man Wembling was ill talking. "It isyour duty to protect the lives and property of citizens of the
Federation.”

"Certainly," Vorish said. "Within reason. Theingdlation you want would take adivision of troops
and amillion credits worth of equipment. And even then it wouldn't be fool proof. Y ou say part of the
time the natives come in from the sea. Weld have to ring the entire peninsula.”

"They're unprincipled scoundrels" Wembling said. "We have aright to demand protection. | can't
keep men onthejob if they'rein terror of therr lives.”

"How many men haveyou log?'

"Why, none. But that isn't the natives fault.”

"Y ou haven't lost anybody? What about property? Have they been damaging your equipment or
supplies?!

"No," Wembling said. "But only because we've been dert. I've had to turn haf my crew into apolice
force”

"WEeIl see what we can do,” Vorish said. "Give me sometimeto get the fed of the Stuation, and then
I'll talk with you again.”

Wembling summoned two burly bodyguards, and hurried away. V orish strode on aong the beach,
returned a sentry's saute, and stood looking out to sea.

"There's nobody out in front of us, gir,”" the sentry said. "The natives—"

He hdted abruptly, chalenged, and then saluted. Smith came down the dope, nodded at Vorish, and
faced west.

"What'd you get?" Vorish asked.

"There's something mighty queer about this Situation. These 'raids Wembling talked about—the
natives usually come one a atime, and they don't come armed. They smply snesk in here and get inthe
way—Ilie down in front of amachine, or something like that—and the work has to stop until someone
carriesthem away and dumps them back in the forest.”

"Have any natives been hurt?'

"No. The men say Wembling is pretty strict about that. It's gotten on the men's nerves because they
never know when anative is going to pop up in front of them. They're afraid if one did get hurt the others



would come with knives or poison arrows, or some such thing.”

"From what I've seen of Wembling, my sympathy iswith the natives. But | have my orders. Well put
aline of sentry posts across the peninsula, and distribute some more about the work area. It'sthe best
we can do, and even that will be astrain on our personnel. Some of the speciaized ratings are going to
howl when we assign them to guard duty.”

"No," Smith said. "No, they won't. A couple of hours on this beach are worth eight hours of guard
duty. I'll start spotting the sentry posts.”

Vorish went back to the Hiln, and became the target of an avalanche of messengers. Mr. Wembling
would liketo know . .. Mr. Wembling suggests.. . . If it would not be too much trouble . . . Compliments
of Mr. Wembling . . . Mr. Wembling says. . . At your earliest convenience. . . Mr. Wembling's
apologies, but . ..

Damn Mr. Wembling! Vorish had been on the point of telling his communications officer to put ina
specid lineto Wembling's office. He breathed asigh of relief over his narrow escape, and gave ajunior
officer thefull-time assgnment of dealing with Wembling's messengers.

Smith strode in out of the darkness from his job of posting the sentries. "Native wantsto seeyou,” he
sad. "l have him outsde.”

Vorish threw up hishands. "Wéll, | heard Wembling'sside of it. | might aswell hear theirs. | hateto
ask, but | suppose Wembling will let us have an interpreter.”

"Hemight if he had any, but he hasn't. These natives speak Galactic.”

"Now look here." He paused, shook his head. "No, | seeyou aren't joking. | guessthis planet isjust
different. Bringhimin."

* % %

The native introduced himsdf as Fornri, and confidently clagped Vorish's hand. Hishair blazed vividly
red in the cold glow of the overhead light. He accepted achair, and sat down calmly. "1 understand,” he
said, "that you are members of the Space Navy of the Galactic Federation of Independent Worlds. Is
that correct?'

V orish stopped staring long enough to acknowledge that it was correct.

"In behdf of my government,” Fornri said, "I ask your assstance in repelling invaders of our world."

"Thedevil!" Smith muttered.

Vorish studied the native's earnest young face before venturing areply. "These invaders,” he said
findly. "Areyou referring to the congtruction project?

"l am," Fornri said.

"Y our planet has been classified 3C by the Federation, which placesit under the jurisdiction of the
Colonid Bureau. Wembling & Company have a charter from the Bureau for their project here. They are
hardly to be considered invaders.”

Fornri spoke dowly and distinctly. "My government has atreaty with the Galactic Federation of
Independent Worlds. The treaty guarantees the independence of Langri, and also guaranteesthe
asssance of the Federation in the event that Langri isinvaded from outer space. | am caling upon the
Gadactic Federation of Independent Worldsto fulfill its guarantee.”

"Let'shavethe Index," Vorish said to Smith. He took the heavy volume, checked the contents, and
found a page headed Langri. "Initid survey contact in '84," he said. "Four years ago. Classfied 3C in
September of '85. No mention of any kind of treaty."

Fornri took a polished tube of wood from his belt, and dipped out arolled paper. He passed it to
Vorish, who unrolled it and smoothed it flat. It was a carefully written copy of an obvioudy officia
document. Vorish looked at the date, and turned to the Index. "Dated in June of '84," he said to Smith.
"A month and ahdf after theinitid survey contact. It classfiesLangri as5X."



"Genuine?' Smith asked.

"It looks genuine. | don't suppose these people could have made it up. Do you have the origind of
this document?"

"Yes" Fornri said.
"Of course he wouldn't carry it around with him. Probably doesn't trust us, and | can't blame him.”

He passed the paper over to Smith, who scrutinized it carefully and returned it. "1t would be alittle
odd for classification of anew planet to be delayed for ayear and a hdf after theinitia survey contact. If
thisthing is genuine, then Langri wasreclassifiedin '85."

"The Index doesn't say anything about reclassification,” Vorish said. He turned to Fornri. "Until we
were ordered to this planet, we had never heard of Langri, so of course we know nothing about its
classfication. Tel ushow it happened.”

Fornri nodded. He spoke Galactic well, with an accent that V orish could not quite place.
Occasiondly he had to pause and grope for aword, but his narrative was clear and concise. He
described the coming of survey men, their capture, and the negotiations with the officers of the Rirga.
What followed brought scowlsto their faces.

"Wembling? Wembling was the first ambassador?"

"Yes, gr," Fornri said. "He mocked the authority of our government, insulted our people, and
bothered our women. We asked your government to take him away, and it did.”

"Probably he has plenty of palitica pull,” Smith said. "He got the planet reclassified, and got himsdlf a
charter. Pretty effective revenge for asupposed insult.”

"Or maybe he just saw an opportunity to make money here," Vorish sad. "Was your government
given formd notification of the termination of the treasty and Langri's reclassification?”

"No," Fornri said. "After Wembling there came another ambassador, aMr. Gorman. He was agood
friend of my people. Then aship came and took him and al of the others away. We were told nothing.
Next came Mr. Wembling with many ships and many men. Wetold him to leave, and helaughed at us
and began to build the hotel.”

"He's been building for nearly threeyears,” Vorish said. "Heisn't getting dong very fast.”
"We have hired an attorney many worlds away," Fornri said. "Many times he has obtained the
conjunction, and made the work stop. But then each time the judge has stopped the conjunction.”

"Injunction?' Smith exclaimed. ™Y ou mean you've made alawsuit out of this?'

* * %

"Bring Lieutenant Charlesin here," Vorish said. Smith routed the Hiln's young legd officer out of
bed. With the help of Charlesthey quizzed Fornri at length on thefutile legal action taken by the
government of Langri againg H. Harlow Wembling.

The story was both amazing and pathetic. The Federation station had taken its communication
equipment when it was withdrawn. The natives were hel pless when Wembling arrived, and they knew
better than to attempt ashow of force. Fortunately they had found afriend on Wembling's staff—Fornri
wouldn't say whom—and he had managed to put them in touch with an attorney and the attorney had
goneto court for them enthusiagtically, many times.

He could not intervene in the matter of the violated tresty, because the government had sole
jurisdiction there. But he had attacked Wembling's activities on anumber of counts, some of which Fornri
did not understand. In one instance Wembling had been accused of violating his charter, which gave him
exclusverightsto develop Langri's natural resources. Wembling'swork on his hotel was halted for
months, until ajudge ruled that a planet's vacation and resort potential was anatural resource. The
natives had just won the most recent round, when a court held Wembling liable for damages because
he'd torn down an entire village in clearing ground for the hotel. His charter, the court said, did not permit
him to usurp private property. But the damages had been mild, and now Wembling was back a work,



and the attorney was trying to think of something else. He was aso lobbying to get something done about
the broken treaty, but there had been no promise of successthere.

"Lawsuits cost money,” Vorish observed.

Fornri shrugged. Langri had money. It had four hundred thousand credits which the Federation had
paidtoit, and it had the proceeds of agood weight of platinum ore which the friend on Wembling's staff
had managed to smuggle out for them.

"Theresplatinum on Langri?' Vorish asked.
"It didn't come from Langri," Fornri said.

Vorish drummed impatiently on hisdesk. The Langri Stuation involved severd noteworthy mysteries,
but just for astart held like to know how the natives had happened to be speaking Galactic when the first
survey men arrived. And then—platinum ore that didn't come from Langri. He shook hishead. "I don't
think you'll ever defeat Wembling in court. Y ou may give him afew temporary setbacks, but in thelong
run hell win out. And helll ruin you. Men like him have too much influence, and dl the financia backing
they need.”

"The conjunctions give ustime,”" Fornri said. "Time iswhat we need—timefor the Plan.”
Vorish looked doubtfully a Smith. "What do you think?*

"| think we're obligated to make afull report on this. The treaty was negotiated by nava officers.
Nava Headquarters should be filled in on what's happened.”

"Yes. We should send them a copy of this—but a copy of a copy may not swing much weight. And
the natives probably won't want to turn loose the original." He turned to Fornri. "1'm going to send
Lieutenant Smith with you. Hewill bring a couple of men along. None of them will be armed. Take them
wherever you like, and guard them any way you like, but they must make their own photographs of the
treaty before we can help you."

Fornri considered the matter briefly, and agreed. Vorish sent Smith off with two technicians and their
equipment, and settled down to compose areport. He was interrupted by ayoung ensign who gul ped,
flushed crimson, and sammered, "Excuse me, Sr. But Mr. Wembling—"

"What now?"' Vorish said resignedly.
"Mr. Wembling wants sentry post number thirty-two moved. The lights are interfering with hisdeep.”

In the morning Vorish strolled around the project to take agood look at Wembling's embryo hotel.
Wembling joined him, wearing arevoltingly-patterned short-deeved shirt and shorts. Hisarms and legs
were crigply tanned, hisface pae under an outlandish sun helmet.

"A thousand accommodations,” Wembling said. "Most of them will be suites. Ther€lll be abig pool
on the terrace overlooking the beach. Some people can't stand salt water, you know. | have the men
laying out agolf course. Ther€ll be two main dining rooms and haf adozen smadl onesthat will specidize
infood from famous places. I'll have awhole fleet of boatsto take peoplefishing. | might even havea
submarine or two—those jobs with rows of observation ports. Y ou might not believeit, but there are
hundreds of worlds where people have never seen an ocean. Why, there are worlds where people don't
even have water to bathein. They haveto use chemicals. If some of those people can cometo Langri,
and livealittle, now and then, alot of head doctors are going to be out of work. This project of mineis
nothing but aservice to humanity.”

"Isthat s0?" Vorish murmured. "l wasn't aware that yours was a nonprofit organization.”
"Huh? Of course I'll make aprofit. A darned good profit. What's wrong with that?"

"From what I've seen of your hotedl, the only minds you'll be saving will be those of the poor,
broken-down millionaires.

Wembling indulged in agrandiose gesture. "Just a beginning. Have to put the thing on asound
financia basisright from the start, you know. But ther€ll be plenty of room for thelittle fellows. Not in
water-front hotels, but therell be community beaches, and hotelswith rights of access, and al that sort of



thing. My gaff hasit al worked out."

"It'sjust that I'm trained to look at things differently,” Vorish said. "Wein the Space Navy devote our
livesto the protection of humanity, but if you'll look at the current pay scale you'll seethat theresno
profit motive."

"There's nothing wrong with taking a profit. Where would the human race be today if nobody wanted
aprofit? Wed beliving in grass huts back on old Terra, just like these Langri natives. Theré'sagood
example of anonprofit society. | supposeyou'd like that.”

"It doesn't look so bad to me," Vorish murmured.

But Wembling did not hear him. He whirled and darted away, sputtering an unbelievably pungent
profanity. A native, dashing in from nowhere, had attached himself to agirder that was about to be swung
aoft. Workmen were vdiantly striving to remove him—gently. The native clung stubbornly. Work
stopped until he was pried loose and carried away.

Lieutenant Smith came up in time to see the drama carried to its comical conclusion.

"What do they expect to gain?' Vorish said.

"Time," Smith said. "Didn't you hear what that native said? They need time for the Plan—whatever
that means.”

"Maybe they're planning some kind of amassive uprisng.”

"I doubt it. They seem to be essentialy a peaceful people.”

"l wish them luck," Vorish said. "ThisWembling is atough customer. He's a salf-activated power
unit. | wonder how hisweight holds up, the way he tears around keeping things humming.”

"Maybe he eats dl night. Want to look over the sentry layout?'

They turned away. In the distance they heard Wembling, his voice high-pitched with excitement,
getting the work going again. A moment later he caught up with them and walked jauntily along beside
Vorish.

"If you'd put in thekind of defenselinel want," hesaid, "I wouldn't have thet trouble.”

Vorish did not reply. It was obvious that Wembling was going out of hisway to avoid injuring the

natives, but Vorish doubted that his motives were humanitarian. Inept handling of the native problem
might embarrass him in some future court test.

On the other hand, Wembling was not worried in the least about the Space Navy'sinjuring the
natives. The blame for that action could not possibly fal upon him. He had demanded that V orish erect
an electronic barrier that would incinerate any native attempting to pass.

"Atthevery worg," Vorish said, "the natives are only aminor nuisance.”

"They haven't got much for weapons," Wembling said. "But they have enough to cut throats, and
therésahel of alot of nativesin thisplaceif they al decide to come at meat once. And then, their
mucking about the project is dowing things down. | want 'em kept out.”

"I don't think your throat isin danger, but well do what we can to keep them out.”

"Guess | can't ask more than that,” Wembling said. He chuckled good-naturedly, and looped hisarm
through Vorigh's.

Smith had sited his sentry posts to make a shrewd use of the infrequent irregularitiesin terrain. He
had men at work now, clearing the ground for better visbility. Wembling sauntered along reviewing the
resultswith the casua doofness of an Admira of the Fleet. Suddenly he pulled Vorish to a hdlt.

"Thisdefenseline of ours. Well haveto moveit.”

Vorish regarded him coldly. "Why?'

"In the next two or three weeks we're going to start work on the golf course. We wouldn't be ableto
get more than haf of it thisside of the line. Maybe not that much. So well haveto moveit. It wouldn't be
safe to have my men working off by themselves. But there's no hurry—tomorrow will do."



"Supposing you tell mewhat you havein mind,” Vorish said.

* % %

Wembling summoned asurvey party, and they set out under the watchful eyes of amilitary escort.
They moved west dong the peninsula, which widened sharply until it became apart of the mainland. They
pushed their way through the trees as the perspiring Wembling, enjoying himsdf immensdly, gestured and
talked hisway around the prospective golf course.

An hour later Vorish took another ook at the acreage the golf course was to occupy, and gave
Wembling aflat refusal. "Thelinewould betoo long here," he said. "I wouldn't have enough men.”

Wembling grinned. "The commander isaways pulling my leg. Y ou've got plenty of men. They'redl
down there on the beach.”

"My men areworking in shifts, just asyoursare. If | put those men on guard duty, | won't have any
relief for them.”

"We both know you could set up an impassable defense that wouldn't require any men,” Wembling
sad.

"We both know I'm not going to do it. Y our men can work without naval protection. They'll be safe.”

"All right. If that'stheway you want it. But if anything happensto them—"

"Theresone morething,” Vorish said. "What are you going to do about that abandoned nétive village
where the eighth hole is supposed to be?"

Wembling gazed contemptuoudly at the distant huts. "Tear it down. Nobody livesthere.”

"You can't do that,” Vorish said. "It's native property. You'll haveto get permission.”

"Whose permisson?'

"The natives permisson.”

Wembling threw back his head, and laughed uproarioudy. "Let 'em takeit to court, if they want to
waste their money. That last case must have cost 'em close to a hundred thousand, and know what their

damages were? Seven hundred and fifty credits. The sooner they use up their money, the sooner they
stop bothering me."

"My orders call for the protection of natives and native property just as| protect you and your
property,” Vorish said. "The natives won't sop you, but | will."

He strode away without looking back. He wasin ahurry to get to his office on the Hiln, and have a
talk with Lieutenant Charles. There was something he remembered reading, along time ago, in his
little-used manua of military government . . .

* * %

The days drifted by pleasantly, ruffled only by Wembling's violent protests whenever anative dipped
through to dow down congtruction. Vorish kept an dert eye on Wembling's Operation Golf Course, and
waited impatiently for some officia reaction to hisreport on the Langri treety.

Officid reaction there was none, but Wembling's work-crew steedily diced itsway back into the
forest. Treeswere being hauled away to be cut into lumber. The delicately-speckled grain would make
an exquisite and nove paneling for the hotel'sinterior.

The crew reached the deserted native village and worked completely around it. They made no effort
to trepass, though V orish saw them casting nervous glancesin that direction from timeto time, as though
they hoped it would go away.

Making his morning rounds of the sentry posts, Vorish paused occasiondly to turn his binocularson
the work around the village.

"Y ou're sticking your neck out,” Smith said. "1 hope you redize that."

Vorish made no reply. He had his own opinion of nava officers who were unduly concerned for their
necks. "Therés Wembling," he said.



With his bodyguards panting on his hed's, Wembling was moving at his usud fast pace acrossthe
cleared ground. His foreman came forward to meet him. Wembling spoke briefly, and pointed. The
foreman turned to his men, and pointed. A moment later the first hut was overturned.

"Let'sgo,” sad Vorish.

Smith sgnaled asquad of navy men into action, and hurried after him. The men reached the village
first, and cleared out Wembling's men. Wembling was frozen in impotent rage when Vorish arrived.

Vorish paused to study the row of toppled huts. "Did you have permission from the nativesto do
this?' he asked.

"Hell, no," Wembling said. "I've got acharter. What can they do about it?*

"Place these men under arrest,” Vorish said, and turned away.

Somewhét to his surprise, Wembling said nothing. His aspect was that of aman thinking deeply.

* % %

Vorish confined Wembling to histent, under arrest. He hated dll work on the hotel. Then he
forwarded a complete report on the incident to Naval Headquarters, and sat back to await results.

Theindifference of headquartersto hisLangri report had intrigued him. Had someonefiled it away as
unimportant, or was there a corrupt conspiracy high up in the government? Either way, injustice was
being done. The natives wanted time for something they called the Plan. V orish wanted timeto call
someone's attention to what was going on. It would be ashameto alow Wembling to finish his hotel
whilethe report on the Langri Stuation lay in an underling's desk drawer.

With Wembling under arrest and the work stopped, V orish watched in amusement while Wembling
got off frantic messagesto exalted persons high up in the Federation government.

"Now," Vorish told himsdf with satisfaction, "let's see them ignore Langri thistime.”

The days had added up to three weeks when Headquarters suddenly broke the silence. The battle
cruiser Bolar was being dispatched, under Admira Corning. The admiral would make an on-the-spot
invedtigation.

"It doesn't sound asif you're being relieved,” Smith said. "Do you know Corning?*

"I've served under him severa times, a various places and ranks. Y ou might call him an old friend.”

"That'sfortunate for you."

"It could beworse," Vorish admitted. He felt that he'd covered himsdf well, and Corning, even
though he was crusty, temperamenta and astickler for accuracy, would not go out of hisway to make
trouble for afriend.

* * %

Vorish turned out an honor guard for the admira, and received him with full ceremony. Corning
stepped briskly down the ramp from the Bolar and glanced about approvingly.

"Glad to seeyou, Jm," he said, hiseyes on one of Langri'sinviting beaches. "Nice place here. Nice
place." Heturned to Vorish, and studied histanned face. "And you've been making good use of it.
Y ou've put on weight.”

"Youvelogt weight,” Vorish said.

"Alwayswas skinny," Corning said. "I make up for it in height. Did | ever tell you about the time—"
He glanced at the circle of respectfully attentive officers, and dropped his voice. "L et's go where we can
tak."

Vorish dismissed his men, and took Corning to his officein the Hiln. Theadmira said nothing dong
the way, but his sharp eyes surveyed Vorish's defense arrangements, and he clucked his tongue softly.

"Jm," Corning said, as Vorish closed the door, "just what isgoing on here?’
"l want to give you some background,” Vorish said, and told him about the tresty and its violation.



Corning listened intently, muttering an occasiond "Damn!”
"Y ou mean they took no officia actiononit at al?' he demanded.
"That's exactly whét they did.”

"Damn! Sooner or later somebody's head will roll over that. But it'll probably be the wrong head, and
that treaty redlly has nothing to do with this mess you've gotten yoursdlf into. Not officidly, anyway,
because officidly the treaty doesn't exist. Now what's this nonsense about afew native huts?"

Vorish amiled. Hefdt that he was on firm ground there—he'd had along conference with Fornri,
exploring dl of theangles. "According to my orders" hesaid, "I'm animpartia referee here. I'mto
protect Federation citizens and property, but | am also to protect the natives against any infringements
upon their customs, means of livelihood, and so on. Paragraph seven.”

"I'vereadit.”

* k% %

"Theideaisthat if the natives are treated properly, Federation citizens and property arealot less
likely to need protection. That particular native village is more than just acollection of empty huts. It
seemsto have some religious significance to the natives. They call it the Teacher's Village, or some such
thing."

"Teacher or leader,” Corning said. " Sometimes they're the same thing to primitive peoples. That might
make the village akind of shrine. | take it that this Wembling busted right in and started tearing the place
"That'swhet hedid."

"And you warned him ahead of time that he should get the natives permission, and he laughed it off.
All right. Y our conduct was not only proper, there—it was commendable. But why did you haveto close
the whole works down? 'Y ou could have protected that village, and made him put his golf course
somewhere dse, and he would have screamed to high heaven without getting anything but laughed at. But
you had to stop everything. Were you trying to get fired? Y ou've cost Wembling alot of time and alot
of money, and now he hasared grievance. And he's got plenty of influence.”

"It isn't my fault if he wasted time and money," Vorish said. "1 advised headquarters of my action
immediately. They could have reversed that order any time they chose."

"That'sjust it. They didn't dare, because there was aways the chance that things might blow up. They
didn't know the Situation here. Y ou caused a pretty stew at headquarters. Why did you arrest Wembling,
and keep him in histent under guard?’

"For hisown protection. Hed defiled a sacred place, and I'd be responsible if anything happened to
him"

For the firgt time Corning smiled. " So that'sthe line. Not bad. It al comes down to a matter of
judgment, and that makesit your opinion against Wembling's. Y ou flip your coin and you take your
choice, and no one who wasn't on the spot is entitled to vote." He nodded. "I'll follow that up in my
report. Wembling stepped out of line. Definitely. The consequences might have been serious. | can't
rightly say that your action wastoo drastic, because | wasn't here at thetime. | don't exactly see what
you weretrying to do, or maybe | do, but I'll back you up asmuch as| can. | guess| can keep you from
being shot.”

"Oh," Vorish said. " So they were going to shoot me. | wondered.”

"They were. . .they are. . . going to do their worst." Corning looked steadily at Vorish. "l don't
much likeit, but | have my orders. Y ou'll return to Galaxiaon the Hiln, under arrest—to stand
court-martia. Personaly | don't think you have much to worry about. | can't see them going ahead with
it, but right now they think they want to try."

"I won't worry," Vorish said. "I've sudied thisthing through pretty carefully. | rather hopethey try,
though. I'll insst on apublic court-martial, of course, and . . . but I'm afraid they won't do it. Anyway,



I'm glad I'll be leaving Langyri in capable hands.™

"Not my hands,” Corning said. "Not for long. The 984th Squadron ison itsway now, to take over.
Eleven ships. They're not taking any chance on thisthing getting out of hand. The commander is Ernst
Dillinger—just made admira afew months ago. Know him?"

v

Thefishing boat was il in pogition, far out. Dillinger raised hisbinoculars, lowered them. Asfar as
he could see, the natives were—fishing. He returned to his desk and sat gazing seaward at the fleck of
color that wasthe sail.

The plush spaciousness of his office annoyed him. It was only his second day in the quarters
Wembling had persuaded him to occupy in the completed wing of Hotel Langri, and he was spending
most of histime pacing in out-sized circles about the work that piled up on his desk.

He wasworried about the natives. He was worried about an enigmatic something or other which they
caled the Plan, and which they intimated would eventudly sweep Wembling and hisworkersand his
hotelsright off the planet.

With Hotdl Langri opening for businessin afew months, and work aready beginning on two other
hotels, Dillinger knew that the lega expulsion of Wembling had become aflat impossibility. So what were
the natives planning? Illega expulsion? The use of force? With asquadron of the Space Navy standing
by?

He got to hisfeet again and walked over to the curved expanse of tinted plastic that formed the
window. Thefishing boat was till there. Every day it was there. But perhaps, as Protz suggested, the
water off the point was merely agood placeto fish.

Hisintercom clicked. "Mr. Wembling, Sr.”

"Send himin," Dillinger said, and turned towards the door.

Wembling entered jauntily, hand outsiretched. "Morning, Ernie.”

"Good morning, Howard," Dillinger said, blinking at Wembling'sridiculoudy patterned shirt.

"Come down to the lounge for adrink?"

Dillinger lifted astack of papersfrom his desk, and dropped it. " Sure."

They walked down apalatia corridor to the lounge, and a uniformed attendant took their orders and
brought the drinks. Dillinger idly stirred theicein hisglass and looked through the enormous window at
the terrace, and the beach beyond. Wembling's landscaping crew had doneitswork well. Vevety grass
and colorful shrubs surrounded the hotel. The pool, ready for use, ood deserted. Off-duty navy men
and workers crowded the beach, and speared fish off the point.

Wembling prated enthusiagtically over the progress he was making on his new sites, which werefifty
miles down the coast in both directions.

"It'saheadache to me, your scattering these Stesdl over the place,” Dillinger said. "1 have to guard
them.”

Wembling reached over and patted hisarm. "Y ou're doing agood job, Ernie. We haven't had any
trouble since you took over. I'm putting in agood word for you whereit'll do the most good.”

"Therésroom for fifty hotesright here on the peninsula,” Dillinger said. "Not to mention afew golf
Courses.”

Wembling turned aveiled smilein hisdirection. "Politicsand law," he murmured. " Stay away from



both of them, Ernie. Y ou have brains and talent, but it isn't that kind of brains and talent.”

Dillinger flushed, and turned his gaze to the window again. Thefishing boat was amere speck on the
horizon. It was probably drifting or sailing dowly, but it seemed motionless.

"Have you heard anything about Commander Vorish?' Wembling asked.

"Thelast | heard, held taken the Hiln on training maneuvers.”

"Then—they didn't fire him?*

"They investigated him," Dillinger said with agrin. "But al he got was acommendation for handling
himsdf well in adifficult Stuation. My guessisthat any action againgt him would have resulted in publicity,
and someone didn't want publicity. Of course| don't know anything about politics and law. Did you want
Vorishfired?

Wembling shook his head thoughtfully. "No. | had no grudge against him. There's no profit in
grudges. We both had ajob to do, but he went at histhe wrong way. All | wanted was to get on with the
work, and after heleft | passed the word aong to go easy on him. But | thought they'd kick him out of
the navy, and if they did | wanted him back here on Langri. | think he understood these natives, and | can
aways use aman likethat. | told him to get in touch with my Galaxia Office, and they'd make
arrangementsto get him back here. But | never heard from him."

"Hedidn't get fired. The next time you see him hell probably be an admird."

"The same goesfor you," Wembling said. "If you ever leave the navy, come back to Langri. I'm going
to have abig enterprise to run here, and I'll need all the good men | can get. And good men aren't dways
easy tofind."

Dillinger turned aside to hide hissmile. "Thanks. I'll remember that.”

Wembling dapped the table, and pushed himsdlf erect. "Wdll, back to work. Chess tonight?”

"Better makeit late," Dillinger said. "I've got to get that work cleaned up.”

He watched Wembling waddle away. He had to admire the man. Even if heloathed him, and | oathed
his methods, he had to admire him. He got things done.

* % %

Protz was waiting for him when he got back to his office—Commander Protz, now, Captain of the
Rirga, the flag ship of Dillinger's 984th Squadron. Dillinger nodded a him, and spoke into hisintercom.

"] don't want to be disturbed." He switched it off, and turned to Protz. "What's the score."
"Werelosng," Protz said. "It definitely didn't crash. According to the sentry, it camein for a perfect

landing back in the forest. Wembling isn't missing asupply ship, and we know it didn't belong to us. The
recon planes have been taking the tops out of thetreesin that area, and they can't spot athing.”

"So it wasn't Wembling's," Dillinger said. Since held gotten thefirst report on the unidentified ship, at
dawn that morning, he/d been thinking that it had to be Wembling's. Heturned in his chair, and looked
out to sea. " So the natives have visitors."

"Whoever it was, they were expected,” Protz said. "They got the ship camouflaged in ahurry. Maybe
they had alanding pit dug there."

"Wembling thinks someonein his supply fleet has been keeping the natives in touch with that attorney
of theirs. | suppose we should have monitored the planet. But weld haveto leave aship in orbit, and
we've needed every man, with Wembling building hotels al over the place. Well, the shipishere. The
question now, is—whéat isit doing?"

"Smugglingams?'

"Just what we need to make this ass gnment interesting. Has Intelligence turned up anything?'

"Nothing up to 0800 this morning. Want to make a ground search for the ship?”

"It would take too many men. If they have alanding pit, even aground search might missit—and
wed betoo late now if wedid find it. They'll haveit unloaded. No. Let Inteligence work onit, and give



them more men if they think they can usethem.”

"Anything es?'

"Get ready for the worst. Protz, of dl the jobsthe navy has given meto do, thisoneisthe dirtiest. |
hoped I'd get out of it without ashot fired at the natives. I'd much rather shoot Wembling."

* % %

The thing had been mishandled from the sart, Dillinger thought. This attorney the natives had gotten
ahold of was probably competent enough—even Wembling admitted that. He'd caused Wembling some
trouble, but Wembling was putting the finishing touches on Hotel Langri just the same.

Wembling's chief wegpon was politica pull. Politics should be fought with palitics, with public
opinion, and not in acourt of law. Hed tried to explain that, once, to Fornri, but the native seemed
uninterested. The Plan, Fornri said, would take care of everything. He did not seem to redize that it was
aready too late.

If Dillinger had known in time what was happening to Langri, he believed he could have stopped it.
Documented information, furnished anonymoudy to the wedlthy ethnological foundeations, to opposition
newspapers on key planets, to opposition leadersin the Federation Congress—the resultant explosion
would have rocked the government and rocked Wembling right off Langri.

But he had not known until he reported to Admiral Corning and assumed command on Langri. Then
he had done what he could. He had prepared a hundred copies of a statement on the Langri Situation,
and accompanied each with a photo of the origina treaty. But he did not dare entrust them to normal
communication channels, and he had to wait until one of his officers went on leave to get them on their
way. They had probably reached their destinations by thistime, and they would be studied and
investigated, and eventudly there would be some action. But it was too late. Wembling would have most
of what he wanted, and probably other vultures, armed with charters, would be coming to the plunder of
Langri.

It was tough on the natives. Wembling's men were eating alot of fresh fish, and the natives fishing
boats had dl but vanished from the sites where Wembling was working. Langri had abig native
population—too big, and most of its food came from the sea. The word was that the natives weren't
getting enough to ext.

Latein the afternoon, Dillinger called Wembling. "Y ou have men flying back and forth dl thetime," he
sad. "Have they noticed any unusud netive activity?"

"I didn't hear about any," Wembling said. "Want meto check?'

"I wishyouwould."

"Hold onaminute”

He heard Wembling snapping out an order. A moment later, he said to Dillinger, "Do you think the
natives are up to something?"

"I know they are, but | can't figure out what it is."

"Youll handle them,” Wembling said confidently. "There was atime when | wanted them annihilated,
but since you've been keeping them out of my hair, I'd just as soon live and let live. Hell, they might even
be atourigt attraction when | get things going here. Maybe they weave baskets, or carve voodoo charms,
or something likethat. I'll sell them in the hotel lobby."

"I'm not worrying about their basket weaving,” Dillinger said dryly.
"Anyway . . . just amoment. Ernie? Nobody saw anything unusud.”
"Thanks. I'm afraid I'll haveto cal off that chessgame. I'll be busy.”
"Too bad. Tomorrow night, then?"

"Well see”



* % %

Langri would have been enchanting by moonlight, but there was no moon. Wembling had ascheme
to produce artificid moonlight, but until he put it into operation night would smother the planet's beauty in
blackness.

Looking down into the blackness, Dillinger saw light. At every native village there were dozens of
fires. Often their outlines blurred together into one brilliant patch of light. When they were farther gpart,
they appeared as amultitude of bright dotsleaping up into the darkness.

"You say itisn't norma?’ Dillinger asked the recon pilot.

"Definitely not, dr. They fix their evening meal aong about dark, when the fishing boats get in. When
that's over with, you can fly the whole coast without seeing aflash of light. Except where our men are.
I've never seen even onefiregoing thislate.”

"It'sapity we know so little about these natives," Dillinger said. "The only one I've ever talked with is
this Fornri, and there's dways something—distant about him. | never know what he'sthinking. Colonia
Bureau should have sent ateam to study them. They could use some help, too. Their fishing will fal off
even more when Wembling gets amob of tourists out on the water. They'll need some agriculture. What
do you make of it, Protz?"

"It'ssuggestive, but darned if | know what it suggedts.”

"I know what it suggests,” Dillinger said. "A strange ship lands this morning, and tonight every native
on the planet stays up al night. They're getting ready for something. Wed better get back and make a
few preparations of our own."

Therewaslittle that he could do. He had a defense line around each of Wembling's three building
stes. He had his ships sited to give maximum support. All that had been worked out months before. He
placed his entire command on aert, doubled the guard on the beaches, and set up mobile reserves. He
wished he had afew army officersto help out. HEd spent his entire adult life learning how to wage war in
gpace, and now for thefirst timein his military career he was faced with the possibility of battle, and he
was landbound, and in danger of being embarrassed by hordes of untrained natives.

The night intelligence sheet arrived a dawn, virtualy blank. Except for the fires there was nothing to
report. Dillinger passed it acrossto Protz, who glanced at it and passed it back.

"Go down and see Wembling," Dillinger said. "Tdl him to give his men the day off, and kegp themin
their quarters. | don't want to see one of them around. That goes for him, too."

"Hell howl."

"Hed better not howl to me. If we knew these natives better, maybe we could see this thing from
their point-of-view. Somehow | just can't see them hitting uswith an armed attack. It'd get alot of them
killed, and it wouldn't accomplish athing. Surely they know that aswell aswe do. Now if you werea
native, and you wanted to stop Wembling's work, what would you do?*

"I'd kill Wembling."
Dillinger dapped hisdesk disgustedly. "O.K. Give him an armed guard.”
"What would you do?"

"I'd plant some kind of explosive at carefully chosen pointsin the hotdls. If it didn't stop the project
atogether, it'd throw an awful delay at Wembling's grand opening. Y ou know—"

"That might beit," Protz said. "It makes more sense than an al-out attack. I'll put specid guard
details around the buildings.”

Dillinger rose and went to the window. Dawn wastouching Langri with itsusud lavish beauty. The
seawas camly blue under therising sun. Off the point . . .

Dillinger swore softly.
"What's the matter?' Protz said.



"Look." Dillinger pointed out to sea.

"l don't seeanything.”

"Wheresthe fishing boat?"

"ltisn't there”

"Every day aslong as weve been on this planet there's been afishing boat working off the point. Get
the recon planes out. Something is decidedly fishy."

Thirty minuteslater they had their report. Every fishing boat on Langri was beached. The natives
were taking the day off.

* % %

"They seem to be congregeating in the largest villages,” theintelligence officer said. "A7—that's
Fornri'svillage, you know—has the biggest crowd. And then B9, D4, F12—all dong the coast. There
arefiresdl over theplace.

Dillinger studied aphoto map, and the officer circled the villages as he called them off. "At thispoint,”
Dillinger said, "therésjust one thing we can do. Well go over and have alittle talk with Fornri.”

"How many men do you want?" Protz asked.

"Justyouand . And apilot.”

They danted down to a perfect landing in the soft sand of the beach. The pilot stayed with the plane,
and Dillinger and Protz climbed the dope to the village, making their way through throngs of natives.
Dillinger's embarrassment increased with each forward step. There was no sign of asinister conspiracy.
A holiday atmaosphere prevailed, the gaily dressed nativeslaughing and snging around the fires—singing
in Gaactic, an accomplishment that never ceased to intrigue Dillinger. The natives respectfully made way
for them. Otherwise, except for timid glances from the children, they were ignored.

They reached thefirgt huts and paused, looking down the village street. Mouth-watering odors of a
feast in preparation reminded Dillinger that he had missed breskfast. At the far end of the street, near the
largest hut, native men and women stood quietly in line. Dillinger waited helplesdy for some officid
acknowledgment of his presence.

Suddenly Fornri appeared before him, and accepted his hand. “"We are honored,” Fornri said, but his
face, usudly so blandly expressionless, revealed an emation which Dillinger found difficult to interpret.
Was he angry, or merely uneasy?"May | inquire asto the purpose of your visit?' he asked.

Dillinger looked at Protz, who shrugged and looked the other way. "I cameto. . . to observe”
Dillinger said lamely.

"In the past, you have not interfered in the lives of my people. Isthat to be changed?”

"No. | am not hereto interfere.”

"Then your presenceis not required here. This does not concern you."

"Everything that happenson Langri concernsme,” Dillinger said. "1 cameto learn what is happening
here. | intend to know."

Fornri withdrew abruptly. Dillinger watched him walk away, watched a group of young natives gather
around him. Their manner was quiet, but urgent.

"Funny thing," Protz mused. "With any primitive society |'ve ever seen, the old men run things. Here
on Langri, it'sthe young men. I'll bet thereisn't aman in that crowd who's much over thirty."

Fornri returned. He was uneasy—there could be no doubt of that. He gazed earnestly at Dillinger's
face before he spoke. "We know that you have been afriend to my people, and helped us when you
could. It isthe Mr. Wembling who is our enemy. If he knew, he would attempt to interfere.”

"Mr. Wembling will not interfere,” Dillinger said.
"Very wel. We are holding an election.”



Dillinger felt Protz's hand tighten on hisarm. He repested dumbly, "An ection?”
Fornri spoke proudly. "We are ecting delegates to a congtitutional convention.”

Anidyllic setting. Theforest clearing overlooking the sea. Women preparing afeast. Citizenswaiting
quietly for their turnsin the grass voting hut. Democracy in action.

"When the congtitution is approved,” Fornri went on, "we shall eect agovernment. Then we shall
apply for membership in the Galactic Federation of Independent Worlds."

"Isit lega?" Protz demanded.

"It islegd," Fornri said. "Our attorney has advised us. The main requirement isfifty per cent literacy.
We have over ninety per cent literacy. We could have done it much sooner, you see, but we did not
know that we needed only fifty per cent.”

"Y ou areto be congratulated,” Dillinger said. "If your application for Federation membershipis
accepted, | suppose your government will force Wembling to leave Langri."

"Weintend that Langri shal belong to us. It isthe Plan.”

Dillinger held out hishand. "I wish you every good fortune with your eection, and with your
gpplication for Federation membership.”

With alast glance at the line by the voting hut, they turned and walked dowly back to the plane.
Protz whistled, and rubbed his handstogether. "And that,” he said, "will finish Wembling."

"At least welve solved the mystery of that unknown ship,” Dillinger said. "It wastheir attorney,
coming to advise them and help them draw up a condtitution. Asfor thisfinishing Wembling, you're
wrong. The Wemblingsin thisgaaxy don't finish that easily. He'sready for this. Y ou might dmost say
he's been expecting it."

"What can hedo?’

"No court of justice would make him give up what he aready has. The natives can keep him from
grabbing moreland, but what he's developed will be his. He acquired it in good faith, under acharter
granted by the Federation. Maybe hell get to connect up his sites and own a hundred mile stretch of
coast. If he doesn't, he has enough space at each Site to build athundering big resort. These enormous
golf courses he's been laying out—that land is developed. HEll get to keep it, and therelll be room there
for another hundred hotels on each site if he wantsto build them. Helll flood the sea with pleasure
fishermen, and starve the natives.”

Dillinger looked back at the village, and shook his head sadly. "Do you redize what atremendous

accomplishment that is? Ninety per cent literacy. How they must have worked! And they were besten
before they started. The poor devils."

The norma behavior of aforest trail, Dillinger thought, would be to wander—around trees, away
from thickets, generdly following the path of least resstance. Thistrail did not wander. It might have been
laid out by asurveyor, so straight did it run. It was an old trail, and awell-worn trail. Trees must have
been cut down, but there were no traces of the ssumps.

Ahead of him, Fornri and ahalf dozen other young natives kept a steadly, killing pace and did not
look back. They had covered agood five miles, and there seemed to be no end to it. Dillinger was
perspiring, and already tired.

Fornri had cometo him at Hotel Langri. "Wewould like for you to comewith us" hesaid. "You



adone" And Dillinger had come.

Hotel Langri wasall but deserted. At dawn tomorrow the 984th Squadron would head back into
space, where it belonged. Wembling and hisworkmen had dready |eft. Langri had been returned to the
possession of itsrightful owners.

It had been an absurdly smply thing, this Plan of the natives—absurdly smple and devastatingly
effective. Firgt there had been the application for Federation membership, which fortunately had arrived
in Gdaxiajust as Dillinger's anonymous letters went off with aresounding explosion that overturned the
government, caused aturmoil in the Colonia Bureau and Navy Department, and stirred up repercussions
asfar away asLangri, where acommittee touched down briefly for astormy investigation.

The gpplication was acted upon immediatdly, and it recelved unanimous gpproval.

Wembling was undisturbed. His attorneys were on the job before the last vote was counted, and the
native government received a court order to honor Wembling with firm title to the land he had aready
developed. Thisthe Langri government did, and so complacently that Wembling dyly added severd
hundred acresto his claim without stirring up aripple of protest.

Then came the mastersiroke, which not even Wembling had foreseen.
Taxes.

Dillinger had been present when Fornri handed Wembling hisfirst tax billing from the government of
Langri. Wembling had screamed himself hoarse, and pounded his desk, and vowed he would fight it
through every court in the galaxy, but he found the courts to be strangely out of sympathy with him.

If the el ected representatives of the people of Langri wished to impose an annual property tax equal
to ten times the property's assessed val uation, that wastheir legd right. 1t was Wembling's misfortune that
he owned the only property on the planet which had an assessed va uation worth recording. Ten times
the worth of a grass hut was a negligible value above zero. Ten times the worth of Wembling's hotels
amounted to ruin.

The judges were in perfect agreement with Wembling that the government's action was unwise. It
would discourage congtruction and industry and hold back the planet's development indefinitely. Intime
that would be perfectly obviousto the people of Langri, and then it would be their privilegeto eect
representatives who would write more lenient tax laws.

In the meantime, Wembling must pay the tax.

It Ieft him achoice of not paying and being ruined, or paying and being much more severely ruined,
and he chose not to pay. The government confiscated his property for nonpayment of taxes, and the
Langri situation was resolved to the satisfaction of al but Wembling and his backers. Hotel Langri wasto
become a school and univergity for the native children. The offices of government would occupy one of
the other hotels. The natives were undecided as to what to do with the third, but Dillinger was certain
they would useit wisdly.

Asfor Wembling, he was now an employee of the people of Langri. Even the natives admired the
way he got things done, and there wereidands, many idands, it turned out, far out in the seawhere
happy vacationers would not interfere with the natives fishing grounds. Would Mr. Wembling, Fornri
asked, like to build hotels on those idands and run them for the Government of Langri? Mr. Wembling
would. Mr. Wembling did, in fact, wonder why he had not thought of that in the first place. He negotiated
acontract with the natives atorney, moved his men to the idands, and enthusiastically began planning a
whole series of hotels.

Dillinger, following the natives dong aforest path, felt serendly at peace with himsdf and the galaxy
around him.

* % %

The path ended in an enormous clearing, carpeted with thick grass and flowers. Dillinger stopped to
look around, saw nothing, and hurried to catch the natives.



On the opposite side of the clearing was another path, but this one ended abruptly at arough pile of
stones, acairn, perhaps, jutting up from the forest floor. Beyond it, rusting, overgrown with vines, hidden
by towering trees, lay an old survey ship.

"One of your people once cameto liveamong us,” Fornri said. "Thiswas his ship.”

The natives stood with hands clasped behind them, their heads bowed reverently. Dillinger waited,
wondering what was expected of him. Findlly he asked, "There wasjust one man?"

"Just one," Fornri said. "We have often thought that there may be those who wondered what
happened to him. Perhaps you could tdl them.”

"Perhaps| could,” Dillinger sad. "I'll see™
He struggled through the undergrowth and circled the ship, looking for aname or an identification

number. Therewas none. The air lock was closed. As Dillinger stood contemplating it, Fornri said, "You
may enter if you like. We have placed histhingsthere.

Dillinger waked up the wobbly ramp, and stumbled dong adark passageway. The dim light that
filtered into the control room gave the objects there a ghostlike aspect. On atable by the control panel
were small mementos, persond effects, books, piles of papers. Dillinger thoughtfully handled arusted
pocket knife, arosary, abroken compass.

Thefirst book he picked up was adiary. George F. O'Brien'sdiary. The entries, writtenina
precisaly penciled hand, were too dim to read. He took the books and papersto the air lock, sat down
on the ramp, and began to turn the pages.

There were detailed entries describing O'Brien's early days on the planet, more than a century
before. Then the entries became less regular, the dates uncertain as O'Brien lost track of time. Dillinger
cameto the end, found a second volume, and continued reading.

Just another freebooter, he thought, kicking around on a strange planet, prospecting for metals,
enjoying himsdf with anative harem. Surdly it was not thisman. . .

The change came subtly down through the years, as O'Brien came to identify himsalf with the natives,
became one of them, and findlly faced the future. There was an astute summary of Langri's potentid asa
resort planet, that might have been written by Wembling. There was adire warning asto the probable
fate of the natives. "If | live," O'Brien had written, "1 do not think thiswill happen.”

Andif he should not live?

"Then the natives must be taught what to do. There must be a Plan. These things the natives must
know."

Government and language. Interplanetary relations. History. Economics, commerce and money.
Politics. Law and colonia procedure. Science.

"Not just oneman!" Dillinger exclamed to himsdf. "He couldn't have!™

Theinitia landing, probably by asurvey ship. Stepsto observe in capturing the crew. Negotiations,
list of violations and pendties. Achievement of independent status. Steps to Federation membership.
Stepsto follow when independent status was violated.

"Not just one man!”

It was dl there, |aborioudy written out by an uneducated man who had vision and wisdom and
patience. By agreat man. It was abrilliant prognostication, with nothing lacking but Wembling's
name—and Dillinger had the impression that O'Brien had known more than afew Wemblingsin hisday.
It was all there, everything that had happened, right up to the final master stroke, the ten-to-one tax rate
on the hotdls.

Dillinger closed the last notebook, carried the papers back to the control room and carefully
rearranged things as he had found them. Some day Langri would have its own historians, who would sift
through these papers and send the name of George F. O'Brien across the galaxy in dryly-written tomes
read only by other historians. The man deserved a better fate.



But perhaps verbd tradition would keep hismemory aliving thing on Langri far into the future.
Perhaps, even now, around the fires, there were legendary tales of what O'Brien had done and said. Or
perhaps not. 1t was difficult for an outsider to probe into such matters, especidly if hewereanaval
officer. That sort of thing required aspeciaigt.

Dillinger took alast look at the humble relics, took a step backwards, and cameto afull saute.

He left the ship, carefully closing theair lock behind him. Dusk had settled quickly there, degpinthe
forest, but the natives were waiting, dill in attitudes of reverence.

"| suppose you've looked those things over,” Dillinger said.
Fornri seemed Startled. "No . . ."

"l s.e. WAl | found out—as much asthereisto find out about him. If he hasany family surviving, I'll
see that they know what happened to him."

"Thank you," Fornri said.
"Were there no otherswho came and lived among you?'
"Hewasthe only one”

Dillinger nodded. "O'Brien was atruly grest man. | wonder if you fully redizethat. | supposeintime
you'll have O'Brien villages and O'Brien streets and O'Brien buildings, and al that sort of thing, but he
deserves aredly important monument. Perhaps—a planet can be named after aman, you know. Y ou
should have named your planet O'Brien.”

"OBrien?" Fornri said. Helooked blankly &t the others, turned back to Dillinger. "O'Brien? Who is
OBrien?'

GADGET VS. TREND

Christopher Anvil

Boston, Sept. 2, 1976. Dr. R. Milton Schummer, Professor of Sociology at Wellsford College,
spoke out againgt " cregping conformism™ to an audience of twelve hundred in Swarton Hall last night.

Professor Schummer charged that America, oncethe land of the free, is now "the abode of the
gtereotyped mass-man, shaped from infancy by the moron-molding influences of television,
mass-circul ation newspapers and magazines, and the pervasive influence of advertisng manifestinal
these media. The reault isthe mass-production American with interchangeable parts and built-in taped
programme.”

What this country needs, said Dr. Schummer, is"freedom to differ, freedom to be eccentric.” But, he
concluded, "the momentum istoo great. Thetrend, like the tide, cannot be reversed by human efforts. In
two hundred years, this nation has gone from individuaism to conformism, from independence to
interdependence, from federaism to fusionism, and the end is not yet. One shrinks at the thought of what
the next one hundred years may bring."



* % %

Rutland, Vt., March 16, 1977. Dr. J. Paul Hughes, grandson of the late inventor, Everett Hughes,
reveaed today a device which his grandfather kept under wraps because of its " supposedly dangerous
sde-effects.” Dubbed by Dr. Hughesa"privacy shield,” the device works by the "exclusion of
quasi-electrons.” In thewords of Dr. Hughes:

"My grandfather was an eccentric experimenter. Surprisingly often, though, hiswild stabswould
grike someform of pay dirt, inacommercia sense. In this present instance, we have adevice
unexplainable by any sound scientific theory, but which may be commercidly quite useful. When properly
st up, and connected to a suitable eectrical outlet, the device effectively soundproofs materia surfaces,
such aswadlls, doors, floors, and the like, and thus may be quite helpful in present-day crowded living
conditions.”

Dr. Hughes explained that the device was supposed to operate by "the exclusion of 'quasi-electrons;’
which my grandfather thought governed the transmission of sound through solid bodies, and performed

various other esoteric functions. But we needn't take thistoo serioudy.”
* * %

New York, May 12, 1977. Formation of Hughes QuietWall Corporation was announced here
today.
President of the new firm isJ. Paul Hughes, grandson of the late inventor, Everett Hughes.

* % %

New York, Sept. 18, 1977. One of the hottest stocks on the market today is Hughes QuietWall.
With demand booming, and the origind president of the firm kicked upstairs to make room for the crack
management expert, Myron L. Sams, the corporation has tapped agold mine.

Said acompany spokesman: " The biggest need in this country today is privacy. Welive practicaly in
each other's pockets, and if we can't do anything else, at least QuietWall can soundproof the pockets.”

The QuietWall units, which retail for $289.95 for the basic room unit, are said to offer dedler,
distributor, and manufacturer agenerous profit. And no one can say that $289.95 is not areasonable
priceto pay to keep out the noise of other people's TV, record players, quarrels and squalling babies.

* % %

Detroit, December 23, 1977. Santaleft an early present for the auto industry here today.

A test driver trying out a car equipped with a Hughes QuietWall unit went into askid on theicy test
track, rolled over three times, and got out shaken but unhurt. The car itsdlf, alight supercompact, was
found to be dmost totaly undamaged.

Testswith dedgehammers reved ed the astonishing fact that with the unit turned on, the car would not
dent, and the glass could not be broken. The chargefiller cap could not be unscrewed. The hood could
not be raised. And neither windows nor doors could be opened till the unit was snapped off. With the
unit off, the car was perfectly ordinary.

Thisisthefirst known trid of aQuietWall unit in amotor vehicle.

Standard house and gpartment ingtallations use a specialy designed basic unit to soundproof floor
and walls, and small additiond units to soundproof doors and windows. Thisinstalation tested today
gpparently lacked such refinements.

* % %

December 26, 1977. J. Paul Hughes, chairman of the board of directors of the Quietwall Corp.,
dtated to reporterstoday that hisfirm has no intention to market the Hughes QuietWall unit for usein
motor cars.

Hughes denied the Detroit report of a QuietWall-equipped test car that rolled without damage,
cdlingit"impossble”



* % %

Hartford, January 8, 1978. Regardless of deniasfrom the Quiet Wall Corporation, nationwide
experiments are being conducted into the use of the corporation's sound-deadening units as a safety
devicein cars. Numerous letters, telegrams, and phone calls are being received at the head offices of
some of the nation's|eading insurance companies here.

* % %

Hartford, January 9, 1978. Tests carried out by executives of the New Standard Insurance Group
indicate that the origina Detroit reports were perfectly accurate.

Cars equipped with the QuietWall units cannot be dented, shattered, scratched, or injured in any way
by ordinary tools.

Ausdtin J. Ramm, Executive Secretary of New Standard Group Stated to reporters:
"It'sthe damndest thing | ever saw.

"Weve had so many communications, from people al over the country who claim to have connected
QuietWall unitsto their carsthat we decided to try it out ourselves.

"Wetried rocks, hammers, and so forth, on the test vehicle. When these didn't have any effect, | tried
aquarter-inch eectric drill and Steve Willoughby—he's our president—took a crack at the center of the
windshield with arailroad pickaxe. The pickaxe bounced. My drill just did around over the surface and
wouldnt bitein.

"We have quite afew other thingswewant to try.
"But welve seen enough to know there definitely istruth in the reports.”

* % %

New Y ork, January 10, 1978. Myron L. Sams, president of the Hughes QuietWall Corporation,
announced today that aspecia automotive attachment is being put on sale throughout the country. Mr.
Samswarns that improper installation may, among other things, seize up al or part of the operating
machinery of the car. He urges that company representatives be allowed to carry out the installation.

* % %

Ddlas, January 12, 1978. In achase lasting an hour, agang of bank robbers got away this afternoon
with $869,000 in cash and negotiable securities.

Despite ahall of bullets, the escape car was not damaged. An attempt to halt it at aroadblock failed,
asthe car crashed through without injury.

Thereis speculation here that the car was equipped with one of the Hughes QuietWall unitsthat went
on sale afew days ago.

* % %

LasVegas, January 19, 1978. A gang of eight to ten criminas held up the Silver Dollar Club tonight,
escaping with over aquarter of amillion dollars.

It was one of the most bizarre robberiesin the city's history.

The criminas entered the club in golf cartsfitted with light d uminum- and transparent-plastic covers,
and opened a gun battle with club employees. A short fight disclosed that it wasimpossible to even dent
thelight shielding on the golf carts. Using the club's patrons and employees as hostages, the gunmen
received the cash they demanded, rolled across the sidewalk and up aramp into the rear of awaiting
truck, which drove out of town, smashing through a hastily erected roadbl ock.

As palice gave chase, the truck proved impossible to damage. In aviolent exchange of gunfire, no
onewasinjured, asthe police car's were equipped with newly ingtalled QuietWall units, and it was
evident that the truck was also so equipped.

Wil outside of town, the truck reached a second roadblock. The robbers attempted to smash
through the seemingly flimsy barrier, but were brought to a sudden stop when the roadblock, fitted with a



Quigtwall unit, failed to give way.

Thetruck, and the golf carts within, were found to be undamaged. The bandits are now undergoing
treatment for concussion and severe whiplash injuries.

The $250,000.00 has been returned to the Silver Dollar Club, and Las Vegasis comparatively quiet

once more.
* k ok

New Y ork, January 23, 1978. In ahagtily called news conference, J. Paul Hughes, chairman of the
board of Hughes QuietWall Corporation, announced that heis caling upon the Federal Government to
step in and suspend the activities of the corporation.

Pointing out that he has tried without success to suspend the company's operations on hisown
authority, Dr. Hughes stated that as a scientist he must warn the public againgt a dangerous technological
development, "the menacing potentidities of which | have only recently come to gppreciate.”

No response has as yet been received from Washington.

* % %

New Y ork, January 24, 1978. President Myron L. Samstoday acknowledged the truth of reports
that a bitter interna struggle is being waged for control of the Hughes QuietWall Corporation.

* % %

Spring Corners, lowa, January 26, 1978. Oscar B. Nelde, afarmer on the outskirts of town, has
erected a barricade that has backed up traffic on the new Cross-State Highway for twenty milesin both
directions.

Mr. Nelde recently lost asuit for additional damages when the highway cut hisfarm into two unequa
parts, the smdler one containing his house and farm buildings, the larger part containing hisfields.

The barricade is made of oil drums, saw horses, and barbed wire. The oil drums and saw horses
cannot be moved, and act asif welded to the frozen earth. The barbed wireisweirdly stiff and
immovable. The barricadeis set up in adouble row of these immovable obstacles, spaced to form a
twenty-foot-wide lane connecting the two separated parts of Mr. Nelde's farm.

Mr. Nelde's manure spreader was seen crossing the road early today.

Heavy road machinery hasfailed to budge the obstacles. The experts are ssumped. However, the
locd QuietWall dedler recalls sdling Mr. Nelde aquantity of smal units recently and adds, "but no more
than alot of other farmers have been buying latdly."

It may be worth mentioning that Mr. Nelde's claim is one of many that have been advanced locally.

* % %

New Y ork, January 27, 1978. The Hughes QuietWall Corporation was today reorganized as
Quietwall, Incorporated, with Myron L. Sams holding the positions of president and chairman of the
board of directors. J. Paul Hughes, grandson of Everett Hughes, continues as adirector.

* k% %

Spring Corners, lowa, January 28, 1978. Traffic isflowing once again on the Cross-State Highway.

Thismorning aU.S. Army truck-mounted earth auger moved up the highway and drilled a number of
holes six feet in diameter, enabling large chunks of earth to be carefully loosened and both sections of the
barricade to be lifted out as units. Thewire, oil drums, saw horses, and big chunks of earth, which
remained rigid when lifted out, are being removed to the U.S. Army Research and Devel opment
Laboratories for sudy. No QuietWall units have been found, and it is assumed that they areimbedded,
along with their power source, insde the masses of earth.

The sheriff, the police chief of Spring Corners, and state and federd law enforcement agents are
attempting to arrest Oscar B. Nelde, owner of the farm adjacent to the highway.

This has proved impossible, as Mr. Nelde's house and buildings are equipped with anumber of



Quietwall units controlled from within.

* % %

Boston, February 1, 1978. Dr. B. Milton Schummer, Professor of Sociology at Wellsford College,
and asevere critic of "cregping conformism,” said tonight, when questioned by reporters, that some of the
effects of the QuietWall units condtitute a hopeful sgn in the long struggle of the individud againgt the
State and against the forces of conformity. However, Dr. Schummer does not believe that "amere
technologica gadget can affect these grest movements of sociologica trends.”

* * %

Spring Corners, lowa, February 2, 1978. A barbed-wire fence four feet high, fastened to
crisscrossed railroad rails, now blocks the Cross-State Highway near the farm home of Leroy Weaver, a
farmer whose property was cut in haf by the highway, and who has often stated that he has received
inadequate compensation.

It has proved impaossible for highway equipment on the scene to budge either wire or rails.

Mr. Weaver cannot be reached for comment, as his house and buildings are equipped with
QuietWall units, and neither the sheriff nor federd officids have been ableto effect entry onto the
premises.

* % %

Washington, D.C., February 3, 1978. The Bureau of Standards reports that tests on QuietWall units
show them to be essentiadly "stasis devices." That isto say, they prevent changein whatever materia
surface they are applied to. Thus, sound does not pass, because the protected materia is practically
noncompressible, and is not affected by the dternate waves of compression and rarefaction in the
adjacent medium.

Many potentia applications are suggested by Bureau of Standards spokesmen who report, for
ingtance, that thin dices of gpples and pears placed directly insde the surface field of the QuietWall
device were found totally unchanged when the field was switched off, after test periods of more than
three weeks.

* * %

New York, February 3, 1978. Myron L. Sams, president of QuietWall, Incorporated, reports
record sales, risng day by day to new peaks. QuietWall, Inc., isnow operating factories in seven states,
Great Britain, the Netherlands, and West Germany.

* % %

Spring Corners, lowa, February 4, 1978. A U.S. Army truck-mounted earth auger has again
removed afence across the Cross-State Highway here. But the giant auger itsalf has now been
immobilized, apparently by one or more conceded stasis (QuietWall) devices.

Asthe earth auger weighs upwards of thirty tons, and al the wheels of truck and trailer appear to be
locked, moving it presents no smdl problem.

* % %

Los Angeles, February 5, 1978. Police here report the capture of a den of dope fiends and unsavory
characters of al descriptions, after aforty-hour struggle.

The hideout, known as the " Smoky Needle Club," was equipped with sixteen stasis devices
manufactured by QuietWall, Inc., and had an auxiliary dectrica supply line runin through adrain pipe
from the building next door. Only when the eectrical current to the entire neighborhood was cut off were
the police able to force their way in.

* k% %

New Y ork, February 5, 1978. Myron L. Sams, president of QuietWall, Inc., announced today a
generd price cut, due to improved design and volume production economies, on dl QuietWall products.



In future, basic QuietWall room unitswill sell for $229.95 instead of $289.95. Specid smal Sasis
units, suitable for firming fence posts, reinforcing walls, and providing barred-door household security will
retail for aslow as $19.95. It isrumored that this price, with improved production methods, still provides
an ample profit for all concerned, so that prices may be cut in some areas during speciad sales events.

* % %

Spring Corners, lowa, February 6, 1978. A flying crane today lifted the immobilized earth auger
from the eastbound lanes of Cross-State Highway.

A tota of fourteen smal stasis units have thusfar been removed from the auger, itstruck and trailer,
following itsremova from the highway by air. Difficulties were compounded by the fact that each sasis
unit apparently "freezes' the preceding units applied within itsrange. The de-stass experts must not only
locate the units. They must remove them in theright order, and some are very cleverly hidden.

* k% %

Seaton Bridge, lowa, February 9, 1978. The Cross-State Highway has again been blocked, thistime
by awal of cow manure eighty-three feet long, four feet wide at the base, and two and ahalf feet high,
apparently stabilized by imbedded stasis units and as hard as cement. National Guard units are now
patrolling the Seaton Bridge section of road on either side of the block.

* % %

New Y ork, February 10, 1978. Representatives of QuietWall, Inc., report that study of stasis
devicesremoved from the auger a Spring Center, lowa, reveadsthat they are "not devices of QW
manufacture, but crude, chegp bootleg imitations. Neverthel ess, they work."

* % %

Spring Center, lowa, February 12, 1978. The Cross-State Highway, dready cut at Seaton Bridge, is
now blocked in three places by walls of snow piled up during last night's storm by farmers bulldozers,
and stabilized by stasis devices. Newsmen who visited the scene report that the huge mounds ook like
snow, but fed like concrete. Picks and shovels do not dent them, and flame throwersfail to melt them.

* % %

New Y ork, February 15, 1978. Dr. J. Paul Hughes, adirector of QuietWall, Inc., tonight reiterated
his pleafor agovernment ban on stasis devices. Herecalled the warning of hisinventor grandfather
Everett Hughes, and stated that he intends to spend the rest of hislife "trying to undo the damage the
device has caused.”

* * %

New Y ork, February 16, 1978. Myron L. Sams, president of QuietWall, Inc., announced today that
afruit fly had been kept in stasisfor twenty-one days without suffering visible harm. QW's research
scientists, he said, are now working with the problem of keeping smdl animasin stasis. If successul,
Sams said, the experiment may open the door to "one-way timetravel," and enable persons suffering from
serious diseases to wait, free from pain, until such time as a satisfactory cure has been found.

* % %

Bonn, February 17, 1978. Savage East German accusations against the West today buttressed the
rumorsthat "stasis-unit enclaves' are pringing up like toadstool s throughout East Germany.

Similar reports are coming in from Hungary, while Poland reports anumber of "stasis-frozen” Soviet
tanks.

* % %

Havana, February 18, 1978. In afrenzied harangue tonight, "Che" Garcia, First Secretary of the
Cuban Communist Party, announced that the government is erecting "stasiswals' al around theidand,
and that "stasis blockhouses' now being built will resst "even the Y ankees worst hydrogen weapons™ In
atorrent of vitriolic abuse, however, Mr. Garciathreatened that "any further roadblocks and centers of
degenerate individualism that spring up will be eradicated from the face of the soil of the motherland by



blood, iron, sweet, and the forces of monolithic socidism.”
There have been rumorsfor sometime of dissatisfaction with the present regime.

Mr. Garciacharged that the C.I.A. had flagrantly invaded Cuban air space by dropping "millions of
little vicious stasis units, complete with battery packs of fantastic power,” al over theidand, from planes
which could not be shot down because they were protected by "<till more of these filthy sabotage
devices"

DesMoines, February 21, 1978. The lowa state government following the unsuccessful siege of four
farm homes near the Cross-State Highway today announced that it is opening new hearings on
landowners compensation for land taken for highway-construction purposes.

The governor gppedled to owners of property adjoining the highway to be patient, bring their
complaintsto the capital, and meanwhile open the highway to traffic.

* % %

Staunton, Vt., February 23, 1978. Hiram Smith, aretired high school science teacher whose family
has lived on the same farm since before the time of the Revolution, was ordered last fall to leave his
family home.

A damisto be built nearby, and Mr. Smith's home will be among those inundated.

At thetime of the order, Mr. Smith, who lives on the farm with hisfourteen-year-old grandson,
stated that he would not leave "until carried out dead or helpless.”

Thismorning, the sheriff tried to carry out the eviction order, and was stopped by awarning shot
fired from the Smith house. The warning shot was followed by the flight of asmall, battery-powered
model plane, apparently radio-controlled, which aighted about two thousand yards from the Smith home,
near an old apple orchard.

Mr. Smith called to the sheriff to get out of his car and lie down, if the car was not stasis-equipped,
and in any caseto look away from the apple orchard.

Therewas abrilliant flash, ashock, and aroar which the sheriff likened to the explosion of "a
hundred tons of TNT." When he looked at the orchard, it was obscured by apink glow and boiling
clouds, apparently of steam from vaporized snow.

Mr. Smith called out to the sheriff to get off the property, or the next "wink bomb" would be aimed at
him.
No one has been out to the Smith property since the sheriff's departure.

* * %

New Y ork, February 25, 1978. Mr. Myron L. Sams, president of QuietWall, Inc., announced today
that "thereis definitely no connection between the Staunton explosion and the QW Corp. stasisunit. The
gasisunit isadrictly defensive device and cannot be used for offensive purposes.”

* % %

New Y ork, February 25, 1978. Dr. J. Paul Hughes tonight asserted that the "wink bomb" exploded
at Staunton yesterday, and now known to have left aradioactive crater, "probably incorporated astasis
unit." The unit was probably "connected to alight metdlic container holding asmall quantity of radioactive
materid. It need not necessarily be the radioactive materia we are accustomed to think of as suitable for
fisson bombs. It need not be the usua amount of such material. When the stasis unit was activated by a
radio Sgnd or timing device, high-energy particles thrown off by the radioactive materiad would be unable
to pass out through the container, now in stasis, and equivaent to avery hard, dense, impenetrable,
nearly ideal boundary surface. The high-energy particles would bounce back into the interior,
bombarding the radioactive materid. Asthe population of high-energy particleswithin the enclosng stasis
field builds up, the radioactive materid, regardiess of its quantity, reachesthe critical point. Precisely what
will happen depends on the radioactive materia used, the Size of the sample, and timelength of the



‘wink'—that is, the length of timethe stasisfidd isleft on.”

Dr. Hughes added that "thisis a definite, new, destructive use of the stasisfield, which Mr. Myron
Sams asaures usis perfectly harmless.”

* * %

Montpdlier, Vt., February 26, 1978. The governor today announced temporary suspension of the
Staunton Dam Project, while an investigation is carried out into numerous landowners complaints.
* % %

Moscow, February 28, 1978. A "certain number” of "isolated cells' of "stasis-controlled character”
are admitted to have sprung up within the Soviet Union. Those that are out of the way are said to be left
aone, on the theory that the people have to come out sometime. Those in important localities are being
reduced by the Red Army, using tear gas, Sick gas, toothache gas, flashing searchlights, "war of nerves'
tactics, and, in some cases, digging out the"cel" and carrying it off wholesde. It iswidely accepted that
there is nowhere near the amount of trouble here asin the satdllite countries, where the problemis
mounting to huge proportions.

* % %

Spring Corners, lowa, May 16, 1978. The extensive Cross-State Highway claims having been
settled dll around, traffic is once again flowing dong the highway. A new and surprising feature isthe sght
of farm machinery disappearing into tunnels constructed under the road to alow the farmersto passfrom
one sideto the other.

* k% %

Staunton, Vt., July 4, 1978. There was a big cel ebration here today as the governor and acommittee
of legidators announced that the big Staunton Dam Project has been abandoned, and anumber of
smaler damswill be built according to an dternative plan put forth earlier.

* % %

Bonn, August 16, 1978. Reports reaching officids here indicate that the East German government,
the Hungarian government, and a so to aconsderabl e extent the Polish government, are having increasing
difficulties as more and more of the"stasis-unit enclaves' join up, leaving the governments on the outside
looking in. Wherethiswill end ishard to guess.

* % %

Washington, September 30, 1978. The Treasury Department sent out a specid "task force" of about
one hundred and eighty men thismorning. Their job isto crack open the mushrooming Anti-Tax League,
whose membership is now said to number about one million enthusiastic businessmen. League members
often give Treasury agents an exceedingly rough time, using record books and files frozen shut with stasis
units, office buildings stasis-locked against summons servers, stasis-equipped cars which come out of
stasi s-equipped garages connected with stasis-locked office buildings, to drive to stasis-equipped homes
whereitisphysicaly impossible for summons serversto enter the grounds.

* % %

Princeton, N.J., October 5, 1978. A conference of leading scientists, which gathered here today to
exchange views on the nature of the stasis unit, is reported in violent disagreement. One cause of the
disagreement isthe reported " sdlective action” of the stasis unit which permits ordinary light to pass
through transparent bodies, but blocks the passage of certain other electromagnetic radiations.

Wild disorders broke out this afternoon during alecture by Dr. J. Paul Hughes, on the
"Quas-Electron Theory of Wave Propagation.” The lecture was accompanied by demonsiration of the
original Everett Hughes device, powered by an old-fashioned generator driven by the inventor's origina
steam engine. Asthe engine gathered speed, Dr. Hughes was able to demongtrate the presence of a
nine-inch sphere of completely reflective materid in the supposedly empty focus of the gpparatus. This
sphere, Dr. Hughes asserted, was the surface of a space totally evacuated of quasi-€lectrons, which he



identified as"unitsof time."
It was at this point that the disturbance broke out.
Despite the disorder, Dr. Hughes went on to explain the limiting vaue of the velocity of light in terms

of the quasi-electron theory, but was interrupted when the vibration of the steam engine began to shake
downthecaling.

Thereisarumor here that the conference may recess at once without issuing areport.
* % %

Washington, D.C., August 16, 1979. Usually reliable sources report that the United States has
developed a"missile screen” cgpable of destroying enemy missilesin flight and theoretically capable of
cregting awall around the nation through which no enemy projectile of any type could pass. Thisdevice
issaid to be based on the origina Everett Hughes stasis unit, which creates a perfectly rigid barrier of
variable size and shape, which can be projected very rapidly by turning on an ectric current.

Other military usesfor stass devicesinclude protection of missile sites, storage of food and
munitions, impenetrizing of armor plate, portable "turtle-shidds’ for infantry, and quick-conversion units
designed to turn any ordinary house or shed into a bombardment-proof strongpoint.

Veteran observers of the military scene say that the stasis unit completely reverses the advantage until
recently held by offensive, as opposed to defensive wegpons. Thistraditiondly adternating advantage,
supposed to have passed permanently with the development of nuclear explosives, has now made one
more pendulum swing. Now, in place of the "absol ute weapon,” we have the "absol ute defense.” Properly
st up, hydrogen explosions do not dent it.

But if the nation is not to disintegrate within asit becomesimpregnable without, officials say we must
find some effective way to dedl with stasis-protected cults, ganggters, anti-tax enthusiasts, seceding rura
digtricts, space-grabbers, and proprietors of dens. Latest problem isthe traveling roadblock, set up by
chisdlerswho sdlect abusy highway, collect "toll” from motorists who must pay or end up in atraffic jam,
then move on quickly before police have timeto react, and stop again in some new location to do the
samething al over. There must be an answer to dl these things, but the answer has yet to be found.

* % %

Boston, September 2, 1979. Dr. B. Milton Schummer, Professor of Sociology at Wellsford College,
spoke out againgt "gdloping individuaism” to an audience of Sx hundred in Swarton Hall last night.

Professor Schummer charged that America, once the land of cooperative endeavor, isnow "a
seething hotbed of rampant individualists, protesters, quick-rich artists, and minute-men of al kinds, each
over-reacting violently from aformer condition which may have seemed like excessive conformisin at the
time, but now in the perspective of events appears as a desirable cohesiveness amid unity of direction.
Theresult today isthe fractionating American with synthetic rough edges and built-in bellicose
sctiondism.”

What this country needs, said Dr. Schummer, is " coordination of aims, unity of purpose, and restraint
of difference." But, he concluded, "the reaction istoo violent. Thetrend, like the tide, cannot be reversed
by human efforts. In three years, this nation has gone from cohesion to fractionation, from
interdependence to chaos, from federadism to plinterism, and the end is not yet. One shrinks at the
thought of what the next hundred years may bring."



THE UNGOVERNED

Vernor Vinge

Al's Protection Racket operated out of Manhattan, Kansas. Despite the name, it wasasmall,
insurance-oriented police service with about 20,000 customers, al within 100 kilometers of the main
ship. But gpparently "Al" was some kind of humorist: His ads had a gangster motif with his cops dressed
like 20th century hoodlums. Wil Brierson guessed that it was all part of the nostalgia thing. Even the
Michigan State Police—Wil's outfit—capitalized on the public'sfeding of trust for old names, old
traditions.

Even so, there's something more dignified about a company with a name like "Michigan Sate
Police," thought Brierson as he brought hisflier down on the pad next to Al's HQ. He stepped out of the
cockpit into an eerie morning silence: It was close to sunrise, yet the sky remained dark, the air humid.
Thunderheads marched around half the horizon. A congtant flicker of lightning chased back and forth
within those clouds, yet there was not the faintest sound of thunder. He had seen atornado killer on his
way in, aloneeaglein thefar sky. The westher was almost as ominous as the plea East Lansing HQ had
received from Al'sjust four hours earlier.

A spindly figure came bouncing out of the shadows. "Am | glad to seeyou! The namesAlvin
Swensen. I'm the proprietor.” He shook Wil's hand enthusiagticdlly. "I was afraid you might wait till the
front passed through.” Swensen was dressed in baggy pants and a padded jacket that would have made
Frank Nitti proud. Theloca police chief urged the other officer up the steps. No one else was outside;
the place seemed just as deserted as one might expect arura police station to be early on aweekday
morning. Where was the emergency?

Insde, aclerk (cop?) dressed very much like Al sat before acomm console. Swensen grinned at the
other. "It'sthe MSP, dl right. They'reredly coming, Jm. They'reredly coming! Just come down the hdll,
Lieutenant. | got my office back there. We should clear out real soon, but for the moment, | think it's
sfe”

Wil nodded, more puzzled than informed. At thefar end of the hdl, light spilled from a haf-open
door. The frogted glass surface was stenciled with thewords "Big Al." A faint smell of mildew hung over
the aging carpet and the wood floor beneath settled perceptibly under Wil's 90 kilo tread. Brierson
amogt amiled: maybe Al wasn't so crazy. The gangster motif excused absolutely dovenly maintenance.
Few customerswould trust anorma police organization that kept its buildingslikethis.

Big Al urged Brierson into the light and waved him to an overstuffed chair. Though tall and angular,
Swensen looked more like a school teacher than a cop—or a gangster. His reddish-blond hair stood out
raggedly from his head, as though he had been pulling at it, or had just been wakened. From the man's
fidgety pacing about the room, Wil guessed the first possibility morelikely. Swensen seemed about & the
end of hisrope, and Wil's arrival was some kind of reprieve. He glanced at Wil's name plate and hisgrin
spread even further. "W. W. Brierson. I've heard of you. | knew the Michigan State Police wouldn't et
me down,; they've sent their best.”



Wil smiled in return, hoping his embarrassment didn't show. Part of his present fame was a company
hype that he had cometo loathe. "Thank you, uh, Big Al. Wefed aspecia obligation to smdl police
companiesthat serve no-right-to-bear-arms customers. But you're going to have to tell me more. Why so
Ssecretive?’

Al waved hishands. "I'm afraid of blabbermouths. | couldn't take a chance on the enemy learning |
was bringing you into it until you were on the sceneand in action.”

Strange that he says "enemy," and not "crooks' or "bastards' or "hustlers.” "But even alarge gang
might be scared off knowing—"

"Look, I'm not talking about some punk gang. I'm talking about the Republic of New Mexico.
Invading us." He dropped into his chair and continued more calmly. It was amost asif passing the
information on had taken the burden off him. "'Y ou're shocked?!

Brierson nodded dumbly.

"Me, too. Or | would have been up till amonth ago. The Republic has dways had plenty of internal
troubles. And even though they claim al lands south of the Arkansas River, they have no settlements
within hundreds of kilometers of here. Even now | think thisisabit of adventurism that can be squelched
by an application of point force." He glanced at hiswatch. "L ook, no matter how important speed is,
we've got to do some coordinating. How many attack patrols are coming in after you?"

He saw thelook on Brierson'sface. "What? Only one? Damn. Wdll, | supposeit's my fault, being
secret like, but—"

Wil cleared histhroat. "Big Al, thereés only me. I'm the only agent MSP sent.”

The other's face seemed to collgpse, the relief changing to despair, then to aweak rage. "G-God
d-damn you to hell, Brierson. | may lose everything I've built here, and the people who trusted me may
lose everything they own. But | swear I'm going to sue your Michigan State Police into oblivion. Fifteen
years|'ve paid you guys premiums and never aclaim. And now when | need max firepower, they send
me one asshole with a 10-millimeter popgun.”

Brierson stood, his nearly two-meter bulk towering over the other. He reached out a bearlike hand to
Al's shoulder. The gesture was a strange cross between reassurance and intimidation. Wil's voice was
soft but steady. "The Michigan State Police hasn't let you down, Mr. Swensen. Y ou paid for protection
againgt wholesae violence—and we intend to provide that protection. MSP has never defaulted ona
contract.” Hisgrip on Alvin Swensen's shoulder tightened with these last words. The two eyed each other
for amoment. Then Big Al nodded wegkly, and the other sat down.

"You'reright. I'm sorry. I'm paying for the results, not the methods. But | know what we're up against
and I'm damned scared.”

"And that's one reason why I'm here, Al: to find out exactly what were up against beforewe jump in
with our guns blazing and our pants down. What are you expecting?'

Al leaned back in the softly creaking chair. He looked out through the window into the dark silence
of the morning, and for amoment seemed to relax. However improbably, someone else was going to
take on his problems. "They started about three years ago. It seemed innocent enough, and it was
certainly legal." Though the Republic of New Mexico claimed the lands from the Colorado on the west to
the Mississippi on the east, and north to the Arkansas, in fact, most of their settlements were aong the
Gulf Coast and Rio Grande. For most of a century, Oklahoma and northern Texas had been uninhabited.
The "border" dong the Arkansas River had been of no real concern to the Republic, which had plenty of
problemswith its Water Wars on the Colorado, and of even less concern to the farmers at the southern
edge of the ungoverned lands. During the last 10 years, immigration from the Republic toward the more
prosperous north had been steadily increasing. Few of the southerners stayed in the Manhattan area:
most jobs were farther north. But during these |ast three years, wedthy New Mexicans had moved into
the area, men willing to pay dmost any pricefor farmland.

* k% %



"It's clear now that these people were stooges for the Republic government. They paid more money
than they could reasonably recoup from farming, and the purchases started right after the eection of their
latest president. Y ou know—~Hastings Whatever-his-name-is. Anyway, it made a pleasant boom time for
alot of us. If some wedthy New Mexicans wanted isolated estatesin the ungoverned lands, that was
certanly their business. All the wedth in New Mexico couldn't buy one tenth of Kansas, anyway." At
firdt, the settlers had been model neighbors. They even signed up with Al's Protection Racket and
Midwest Jurisprudence. But as the months passed, it became obvious that they were neither farmers nor
leisured rich. As near asthelocals could figure out, they were some kind of labor contractors. An
unending stream of trucks brought raggedly dressed men and women from the cities of the south:
Gaveston, Corpus Christi, even from the capital, Albuquerque. These folk were housed in barracks the
owners had built on the farms. Anyone could see, looking in from above, that the newcomers spent long
hoursworking in thefields.

Those farms produced on a scale that surprised the locals, and though it was still not clear thet it was
aprofitable operation, therewas aripple of interest in the Grange journas; might manua labor hold an
economic edge over the automatic equipment rental s? Soon the workers were hiring out to local farmers.
"Those people work harder than any reasonable person, and they work dirt cheap. Every night, their
contract bosses would truck 'em back to the barracks, so our farmers had scarcely more overhead than
they would with automatics. Overal, the NMs underbid the equipment rental people by five percent or
0."

Wil began to see where dl this was leading. Someone in the Republic seemed to understand
Midwest Jurisprudence. "Hmm, you know, Al, if | were one of those laborers, | wouldn't hang around in
farm country. There are [abor services up north that can get an apprentice butler more money than some
rookie cops make. Rich people will dwayswant servants, and nowadaysthe pay istremendous.”

Big Al nodded. "Weve got rich folks, too. When they saw what these newcomers would work for,
they started drooling. And that's when things began to get sticky." At first, the NM laborers could
scarcely understand what they were being offered. They insisted that they were required to work when
and wherethey weretold. A few, avery few at first, took the job offers. "They were redly scared, those
first ones. Over and over, they wanted assurances that they would be alowed to return to their families at
the end of the work day. They seemed to think the deal was some kidnap plot rather than an offer of
employment. Then it was like an exploson: they couldn't walit to drop the farm jobs. They wanted to
bring their familieswith them."

"And that's when your new neighbors closed up the camps?'

"You got it, pal. They won' let the families out. And we know they are confiscating the money the
workersbringin.”

"Did they claim their people were on long-term contracts?'

"Hédll, no. It may belega under Justice, Inc., but indentured servitude isn't under Midwest—and
that'swho they signed with. | see now that even that was deliberate.

"It finaly hit the fan yesterday. The Red Crossflew aguy out from Topekawith awrit froma
Midwest judge: He wasto enter each of the settlements and explain to those poor folks how they stood
with the law. | went aong with a couple of my boys. They refused to let usin and punched out the Red
Crossfdlow when he got insstent.

"Their chief thug—fdlow named Strong—gave me asigned policy cancellation, and told methat from
now on they would handle all their own police and justice needs. We were then escorted off the
property—at gunpoint.”

"So they've gone armadillo. That's no problem. But theworkers are till presumptively customers of
yours?'

"Not just presumptively. Beforethisblew up, alot of them had signed individua contracts with me
and Midwest. Thewholething isasetup, but I'm stuck."



Wil nodded. "Right. Y our only choice wasto call in someone with firepower, namely my company.”

Big Al leaned forward, hisindignation retreating before fear. "Of course. But theres more,
Lieutenant. Those workers—those daves—were part of the trap that was set for us. But most of them
are brave, honest people. They know what's happening, and they aren't any happier about it than | am.
Last night, after we got our butts kicked, three of them escaped. They walked fifteen kilometersinto
Manhattan to see me, to beg me not to intervene. To beg me not to honor the contract.

"And they told me why: For ahundred kilometer stretch of their truck ride up here, they weren't
allowed to see the country they were going through. But they heard plenty. And one of them managed to
work a peepholein the side of the truck. He saw armored vehicles and attack aircraft under heavy
camouflage just south of the Arkansas. The damn New Mexicans have taken part of their Texas garrison
force and holed it up less than ten minutes flying time from Manhattan. And they're ready to move."

It was possible. The Water Wars with Aztlan had been winding down these last few years. The New
Mexicans should have equipment reserves, even counting what they needed to keep the Gulf Coadt cities
inline. Wil got up and waked to the window. Dawn was lighting the sky above the far cloud banks.
Therewas green in therolling land that stretched away from the police post. Suddenly he fdlt very
exposed here: Death could come out of that sky with precious little warning. W. W. Brierson was no
student of history, but he was an old-time movie freak, and he had seen plenty of war stories. Assuming
the aggressor had to satisfy some kind of public or world opinion, there had to be a provocation, an
excuse for the massive violence that would masquerade as sdlf-defense. The New Mexicans had cleverly
crested astuation in which Wil Brierson—or someone like him—would be contractualy obligated to use
force againg their settlements.

"So. If we hold off on enforcement, how long do you think the invasion would be postponed?” It hurt
to suggest bending a contract like that, but there was precedent: In hostage cases, you often used time as
aweapon.

"It wouldn't dow 'em up a second. One way or another they're moving on us. | figure if we don't do
anything, they'll use my 'raid' yesterday astheir excuse. Theonly thing | can seeisfor MSPto put
everything it can spare on the line when those bastards come across. That sort of massive resistance
might be enough to scare 'em back.”

Brierson turned from the window to look at Big Al. He understood now the shaking fear in the other.
It had taken guts for the other to wait here through the night. But now it was W. W. Brierson's baby.
"Okay, Big Al. With your permission, I'll take charge.”

"Yougot it, Lieutenant!" Al was out of hischair, asmile splitting hisface.

Wil was dready starting for the door. "Thefirst thing to do is get away from this particular ground
zero. How many in the building?'

"Jugt two besdesme.”

"Round 'em up and bring them to the front room. If you have any firearms, bring them, too."

* % %

Wil was pulling his comm equipment out of the gunship when the other three came out the front door
of Al'sHQ and started toward him. He waved them back. "If they play as rough asyou think, they'll grab
for ar superiority first thing. What kind of ground vehicles do you have?'

"Couple of cars. A dozen motorbikes. Jm, open up the garage." The zoot-suited trooper hustled off.
Will looked with some curiosity at the person remaining with Al. Thisindividua couldn't be more than 14
years old. She (?) was weighted down with five boxes, some with makeshift carrying straps, others even
less portable. Most looked like communications gear. The kid was grinning from ear to ear. Al said,
"Kiki van Steen, Lieutenant. She's awar-game fanatic—for once, it may be worth something.”

"Hi, Kiki."

"Pleasad to meetcha, Lieutenant.” She half-lifted one of the suitcase-size boxes, asthough to wave.



Even with dl the gear, she seemed to vibrate with excitement.

"We have to decide where to go, and how to get there. The bikes might be bet, Al. They're small
enoughto—"

"Nah." It wasKiki. "Redly, Lieutenant, they're amost as easy to spot as afarm wagon. And we
don't haveto gofar. | checked a couple minutes ago, and no enemy aircraft are up. Weve got at least
fiveminutes”

He glanced a Al, who nodded. "Okay, the car it is."

The girl's grin widened and she waddled off a high speed toward the garage. " She'sredlly agood
kid, Lieutenant. Divorced though. She spends most of what | pay her on that war-game equipment. Six
months ago she started talking about strange things down south. When no one would listen, she shut up.
Thank God she's here now. All night she's been watching the south. Well know the second they jump
off."

"Y ou have some hidey-hole dready s, Al7?*

"Y eah. The farms southwest of here are riddled with tunnels and caves. The old Fort Riley complex.
Friend of mine ownsalot of it. | sent most of my men out there last night. It's not much, but &t least they
won't be picking usup for free."

Around them insects were beginning to chitter, and in the trees west of the HQ there was adove.
Sunlight lined the cloud tops. The air was till cool, humid. And the darkness at the horizon remained.
Twister weather. Now who will benefit from that?

The relaive slence was broken by the sharp coughing of a piston engine. Seconds later, an incredible
antique nosed out of the garage onto the driveway. Wil saw the long black lines of apre-1950 Lincoln.
Brierson and Big Al dumped their guns and comm gear into the back seet and piled in.

This nostalgia thing can be carried too far, Wil thought. A restored Lincoln would cost as much
asdl therest of Al'soperation. The vehicle pulled smoothly out onto the ag road that paralleled the HQ
property, and Wil redized he wasin an inexpens ve reproduction. He should have known Big Al would
keep costs down.

Behind him the police station dwindled, was soon lost in the rolling Kansas landscape. "Kiki. Can
you get aline-of-sight on the station's magt?!

The girl nodded.
"Okay. | want alink to East Lansing that looks like it's coming from your stationhouse.”

"Sure." She phased an antenna bal on the mast, then gave Wil her command mike. In seconds he
had spoken the destination codes and wastalking firgt to the duty desk in East Lansing—and then to
Colond Potts and severd of the directors.

When he had finished, Big Al looked at him in awe. "One hundred assault aircraft! Four thousand
troopers! My God. | had no ideayou could cal in that sort of force.”

Brierson didn't answer immediately. He pushed the mike into Kiki's hands and said, "Get on the
loudmouth channels, Kiki. Start screaming bloody murder to al North America" Findly helooked back
a Al, embarrassed. "We don't, Al. M SP has maybe thirty assault aircraft, twenty of them helicopters.
Most of the fixed-wing jobs are in the Y ukon. We could put guns on our search and rescue ships—we
do have hundreds of those—but it will take weeks."

Al paled, but the anger he had shown earlier was gone. " So it was abluff?*

Wil nodded. "But well get everything MSP has, asfast asthey can bringitin. If the New Mexican
investment isn't too big, this may be enough to scare 'em back." Big Al seemed to shrink in on himself. He
gazed listlessly over Jm's shoulder at the road ahead. In the front seet, Kiki was shrilly proclaiming the
details of the enemy’s movements, the imminence of their attack. She was transmitting cal lettersand
insggniathat could leave no doubt that her broadcast came from alegitimate police service.

The wind whipped through the open windows brought the lush smells of dew and things dark green.



In the distance gleamed the silver dome of afarm's fresh produce bobble. They passed atiny Methodist
church, sparkling white amidst flowers and lawn. In back, someone was working in the pastor's garden.

The road was just good enough to support the big tires of farm vehicles. Jm couldn't do much over
50 kph. Every so often, awagon or tractor would pass them going the other way—going off to work in
thefields. The driverswaved cheerfully at the Lincoln. It was atypica farm country morningin the
ungoverned lands. How soon it would change. The news networks should have picked up on Kiki by
now. They would have their own investigative people on the scenein hours with live holo coverage of
whatever the enemy choseto do. Their programming, some of it directed into the Republic, might be
enough to turn the enemy's public opinion againg its government. Wishful thinking.

Morelikely the air above them would soon be filled with screaming meta—the end of a generation of
peace.

Big Al gave ashort laugh. When Wil looked a him questioningly, the small-town cop shrugged. |
was just thinking. Thiswhole police businessis something like alending bank. Insteed of gold, MSP
backsits promises with force. Thisinvasionislike arun on your 'bank of violence." Y ou got enough
backing to handle norma demands, but when it al comesdueat once. . ."

... youwind up dead or endaved. Wil'smind shied away from the analogy. "Maybe so, but likea
lot of banks, we have agreements with others. I'll bet Portland Security and the Mormonswill loan us
some arcraft. In any case, the Republic can never hold thisland. Y ou run ano-right-to-bear-arms
service; but alot of people around here are armed to the teeth.”

"Sure. My biggest competitor is Justice, Inc. They encourage their customersto invest in handguns
and heavy home security. Sure. The Republic will get their asses kicked eventually. But well be dead and
bankrupt by then—and so will afew thousand other innocents.”

Al'sdriver glanced back at them. "Hey, Lieutenant, why doesn't MSP pay one of the big power
companies to retaliate—bobble places way insde the Republic?

Wil shook hishead. "The New Mexico government is sureto have dl itsimportant Sites protected by
Wéchendon suppressors.

Suddenly Kiki broke off her broadcast monologue and let out awhoop. "Bandits! Banditsl" She
handed adisplay flat over the seet to Al. The format was familiar, but the bouncing, jostling ride madeit
hard to read. The picture was based on asidelooking radar view from orbit, with alot of data added.
Green denoted vegetation and pastel overlays showed cloud cover. It was ajumbletill he noticed that
Manhattan and the Kansas River were labeled. Kiki zoomed up the magnification. Three red dots were
visbly accelerating from a growing pockwork of red dots to the south. The three brightened, il
accderating. "They just broke cloud cover," she explained. Beside each of the dotsamoving legend gave
what must be atitude and speed.

"Isthisgoing out over your loudmouth channd ?*

She grinned happily. "Sureis! But not for long.” She reached back to point at the display. "We got
about two minutes before Al's stationhouse goes boom. | don't want to risk adirect satdllite link from the
car, and anything else would be even more dangerous.”

Point certain, thought Wil.

"Geez, thisisincredible, just incredible. For two years the Warmongers—that's my club, you
know—been watching the Water Wars. We got software, hardware, cryptics—everything to follow
what's going on. We could predict, and bet other clubs, but we could never actudly participate. And
now we have ared war, right here!" Shelgpsed into awed silence, and Wil wondered flegtingly if she
might be psychopathic, and not merely young and naive.

"Do you have outside cameras at the police station?' He was asking Kiki asmuch as Al. "We should
broadcast the actual attack.”

The girl nodded. "I grabbed two channels. | got the camera on the comm mast pointing southwest.



WEell have public opinion completely nailed on this™

"Lef'sseeit.”

She made amoue. "Okay. Not much content to it, though." She flopped back onto the front seet.
Over her shoulder, Wil could see she had an outsized display flat on her lap. It was another composite
picture, but this one was overlaid with cryptic legends. They looked vaguely familiar, then he recognized
them from the movies: They were the old, old shorthand for describing military units and cagpabilities. The
Warmongers Club must have software for trand ating multispec satdllite observationsinto such displays.
Hell, they might even be able to listen in on military communications. And wheat the girl had said about
public opinion—the club seemed to play war in avery universa way. They were crazy, but they might
a so be damned useful.

Kiki mumbled something into her command mike, and the flat Al was holding split down the middle;
On theleft they could follow the enemy's approach with the map; on the right they saw blue sky and
farmland and the parking | ot by the stationhouse. Wil saw his gunship gleaming in the morning sunlight,
just afew meters below the camera’s viewpoint.

"Fifteen seconds. They might bevisibleif you look south.”

The car swerved toward the shoulder as Jm pointed out the window. "I see‘'em!™

Then Wil did, too. A triple of black insects, silent because of distance and speed. They drifted
westward, disappeared behind trees. But to the camera on the comm mast, they did not drift: They
seemed to hang in the sky above the parking lot, deeth seen straight on. Smoke puffed from just beneath
them and things small and black detached from the bodies of the attack craft, which now pulled up. The
planeswere so close that Wil could see shape to them, could see sun glint from canopies. Then the
bombs hit.

Strangely, the camera scarcely jolted, but started dowly to pan downward. Fire and debrisroiled up
around the viewpoint. A rotor section from hisflier flashed past, and then the display went gray. He
redlized that the panning had not been deliberate: The high comm mast had been severed and was
toppling.

Seconds passed and sharp thunder swept over the car, followed by the fast-dying scream of the
bombers climbing back into the sky.

"So much for the loudmouth channds" said Kiki. "I'm for keeping quiet till we get underground.”

Jm was driving faster now. He hadn't seen the display, but the sounds of the explosions were enough
to make dl but the least imaginative run like hell. The road had been bumpy, but now seemed like
washboard. Wil gripped the seat ahead of him. If the enemy connected them with the broadcasts. . .

"How far, Al?'

"Nearest entranceis about four kilometers asthe crow flies, but we gottago al around the Schwartz
farmto get toit." Hewaved &t the high, barbed-wire fence dong the right side of the road. Corn fields
stretched away north of it. In the distance, Wil saw something—a harvester>—amidst the green. "It'll
take usfifteen minutes—"

"Ten!" damed Jm emphaticdly, and theride became dtill wilder.

"—to makeit around the farm."

They crested alow hill. Not more than 300 meters distant, Wil could see aside road going directly
north. "But we could take that."

"Not achance. That's on Schwartz land.” Big Al glanced at the state trooper. "And | ain't just being
law-abiding, Lieutenant. We'd be as good as dead to do that. Jake Schwartz went armadillo about three
years ago. Seethat hulk out therein thefidd?' Hetried to point, but hisarm waved wildly.

"The harvester?"'

"That's no harvester. It'sarmor. Roboat, | think. If you look careful you may see the gun tracking us.”
Wil looked again. What he had thought was a chaff exhaust now looked more like a high-velocity



catapult.

Their car zipped past the T-intersection with the Schwartz road; Wil had aglimpse of agate and
keep-out signs surmounted by what looked like human skulls. The farm west of the Side road seemed
undeveloped. A copse at the top of anear hill might have hid farm buildings.

"Theexpense. Evenif it'smostly bluff—"

"It's no bluff. Poor Jake. He dways was sdlf-righteous and a bit of abully. His police contract was
with Justice, Inc., and he claimed even they were too bleedin’ heart for him. Then one night his
kid—who's even stupider than Jake—got pig drunk and killed another idiot. Unfortunately for Jake's
boy, the victim was one of my customers. There are no amelioration clausesin the Midwest/Justice, Inc.
agreements. Reparations aside, the kid will be locked up for along time. Jake swore held never contract
his rightsto a court again. He has arich farm, and since then he's spent every gAu from it on more guns,
more traps, more detectors. | hate to think how they livein there. There are rumors he's brought in
deathdust from the Hanford ruins, just in case anybody succeedsin getting past everything ese.”

Oh boy. Even the armadillos up north rarely went thet far.

The last few minutes Kiki had ignored them, all her attention on the strategy flat on her 1ap. Shewore
atiny headset and was mumbling constantly into her command mike. Suddenly she spoke up. "Oops.
We're not going to makeit, Big Al." She began folding the displays, stuffing them back into her
equipment boxes. "I monitored. They just told their chopper crewsto pick us up. They got us spotted
easy. Two, three minutesisal we have."

Jm dowed, shouted over his shoulder. "How, about if | drop you and keep going? | might be
kilometers gone before they stop me." Brierson had never noticed any lack of guts among the unarmed
police services.

"Good ideal Bye!" Kiki flung open her door and rolled off into the deep and apparently soft
vegetation that edged the road.

"Kiki!" screamed Big Al, turning to look back down the road. They had a brief glimpse of comm and
processor boxes bouncing wildly through the brush. Then Kiki's blond form appeared for an instant as
she dragged the equipment deeper into the green.

From the trees behind them they could hear the thup thupthup of rotors. Two minutes had been an
overstatement. Wil leaned forward. "No, Jm. Drive like hell. And remember: There were only three of
LB"

The other nodded. The car squealed out toward the center of the road, and accelerated up past 80.
The roar and thump of their progress momentarily drowned out the sound of pursuit. Thirty seconds
passed, and three helicopters appeared over the tree line behind them. Do we get what they gave the
stationhouse? An ingant later white flashed from their belly guns. The road ahead erupted in ageyser of
dirt and rock. Jm stepped on the brakes and the car swerved to a hdt, dipping and bobbing among the
cratersleft by the shells. The car's engine died and the thumping of rotors was aloud, amost physica
pressure around them. The largest craft settled to earth amidst its own dust devil. The other two circled,
their autocannons locked on Big Al's Lincaln.

The passenger hatch on the grounded chopper did back and two men in body armor hopped ouit.
One waved his submachine gun a them, motioning them out of the car. Brierson and the others were
hustled across the road, while the second soldier went to pick up the equipment they had in the car. Wil
looked back at the scene, fedling the dust in his mouth and on his sweeting face—the ashes of
humiliation.

His pistol was pulled from its holster. "All aboard, gentlemen.” The words were spoken with a
clipped, Down West accent.

Wil wasturning when it happened. A flash of fire and amuffled thud came from one of the hovering
choppers. Itstail rotor disappeared in a shower of debris. The craft spun uncontrollably on its main rotor
and fdl onto the roadway behind them. Pde flame spread along fud lines, sputtering in small explosions.



Wil could seeinjured crew trying to crawl out.

"l said get aboard." The gunman had stepped back from them, his attention and the muzzle of his
gun gtill on his captives. Wil guessed the man was a veteran of the Water Wars—that ingtitutionalized
ganggterism that New Mexico and Aztlén caled "warfare between nations." Once given amission, he
would not be distracted by incidental catastrophes.

Thethree "prisoners of war" stumbled into the rdative darkness of the helicopter'sinterior. Wil saw
the soldier—till standing outside—l ook back toward the wreck, and spesk emphatically into his helmet
mike. Then he hopped on and pulled the hatch to. The helicopter did into the air, hanging close to the
ground asit gradudly picked up speed. They were moving westward from the wreck, and there was no
way they could look back through the tiny windows.

An accident? Who could have been equipped to shoot down an armored warcraft in the middle of
Kansas fields? Then Wil remembered: Just beforeit logt itstail, the chopper had drifted north of the
roadway, past the high fence that marked Armadillo Schwartz'sland. He looked at Big Al, who nodded
dightly. Brierson sat back in the canvas webbing and suppressed asmile. It wasasmall thing onthe scale
of theinvasion, but he thanked God for armadillos. Now it was up to organizations like the Michigan
State Police to convince the enemy that thiswas just the beginning, that every kilometer into the
ungoverned landswould cost them smilarly.

* % %

One hundred and eighty kilometersin six hours. Republican casudties. one motorcycle/truck
collison, and one hdlicopter crash—that probably amechanica failure. Edward Strong, Special Advisor
to the President, felt a satisfied smile cometo hislips every time he glanced at the Situation board. He had
seen more casudties on a Freedom Day parade through downtown Albuquerque. His own andysisfor
the Presdent—as well asthe larger, lessimaginative andyss from JCS—had predicted that extending
the Republic through Kansas to the Mississippi would be amost trivia. Nevertheless, after having fought
meter by bloody meter with the fanatics of Aztlén, it was a strange feeling to be advancing hundreds of
kilometers each day.

Strong paced down the narrow aide of the Command and Control van, past the analysts and clerks.
He stood for amoment by the rear door, feding the air-conditioning billow chill around his head.
Camouflage netting had been laid over the van, but he could see through it without difficulty: Green leaves
played tag with shadows across pale yelow limestone. They were parked in awooded creek bed on the
land Intelligence had bought severa years earlier. Somewhere to the north were the barracks that now
confined the people Intelligence had imported, allegedly to work the farms. Those laborers had provided
whatever legd justification was needed for this move into the ungoverned lands. Strong wondered if any
of them redlized their role—and redlized that in afew months they would be free of poverty, redized that
they would own farmsin aland that could be made infinitely more hospitable than the deserts of the
Southwest.

Sixteen kilometersto the northeast lay Manhattan. It wasaminor goa, but the Republic'sforces
were cautious. It would be an important—though small—test of their andysis. Therewere Tinkersin that
town and in the countryside beyond. The precision eectronics and related weapons that came out of the
Tinkers shops were worthy of respect and caution. Privately, Strong considered them to be the only red
threat to the success of the invasion he had proposed to the President three years earlier. (Three years of
planning, of cgoling resources from other departments, of trying to inject imagination into minds that had
been closed for decades. By far, the easiest part had been the operations here in Kansas.)

The results of the move on Manhattan would be relayed from here to General Crick at the head of
the armor driving east dong Old70. Later in the afternoon, Crick'stank carriers should reach the
outskirts of Topeka. The Old U.S. highway provided amode of armored operations previousy unknown
to warfare. If the investiture of Manhattan went as planned, then Crick might have Topekaby nightfall
and be moving the remainder of hisforces on to the Missssippi.

Strong looked down the van at the time posted on the situation board. The President would be



cdling in 20 minutes to witness the move againgt Manhattan. Till then, alull gapped in Strong's schedule.
Perhaps there was time for onelast bit of caution. He turned to the bird colond who was his military
liaison. "Bill, those three locas you picked up—you know, the protection racket people—I'd liketo talk
to them before the Chief calsin.”

"Here?'

"If possible

"Okay." Therewasfaint disapprova in the officer's voice. Strong imagined that Bill Alvarez couldn't
quite see bringing enemy agentsinto the C& C van. But whét the hell, they were clean—and therewas no
way that they could report what they saw here. Besides, he had to stay in the van in case the Old Man
showed up early.

Minutes later, the three shuffled into the conference area at the front of the van. Restraints glinted at
their hands and ankles. They stood in momentary blindnessin the darkness of the van, and Strong had a
chanceto look them over; three rather ordinary human beings, dressed in relatively extraordinary ways.
The big black wore a recognizable uniform, complete with badges, sidearm holster, and what appeared
to beriding boots. He looked the mode fascist. Strong recognized the Michigan State "Police” indgnia
on hisdeeve. MSP was one of the most powerful gangster combinesin the ungoverned lands.
Intelligence reported they had some modern weapons—enough to keep their "clients’ in line, anyway.

"Sit down, gentlemen.” Amidst aclanking of shackles, the three sat, sullen. Behind them an armed
guard remained standing. Strong glanced at the intelligence summary he had punched up. "Mr., uh,
Lieutenant Brierson, you may beinterested to know that the troops and aircraft you asked your bosses
for thismorning have not materidized. Our intelligence people have not changed their estimate that you
were making arather wesk bluff."

The northerner just shrugged, but the blond fellow in the outrageoudy striped shirt—Alvin Swensen,
the report named him—Ieaned forward and amost hissed. "Maybe, maybe not, Asshole! But it doesn't
matter. Y ou're going to kill alot of people, but in the end you'll be dragging your bloody tail back south.”

Figuratively speaking, Strong's ears perked up. "How isthat, Mr. Swensen?’

"Read your higtory. Y ou're stedling from a free people now—not abunch of Aztlan serfs. Every
snglefarm, every sngle family isagaingt you, and these are educated people, many with wegpons. It may
take awhile. It may destroy alot of thingswe vaue. But every day you stay here, you'll bleed. And when
you've bled enough to see this, then you'l go home."

Strong glanced at the casudty report on the situation board, and felt laughter stealing up. ™Y ou poor
fool. What free people? We get your video, your propaganda, but what doesit amount to? There hasn't
been agovernment in this part of the continent for more than eighty years. Y ou petty gangsters have the
guns and have divided up the territory. Most of you don't even alow your ‘clients firearms. I'll wager that
the mgority of your victimswill welcome agovernment where thereis afranchiseto be exercised, where
ballots, and not MSP bullets, decide issues.

"No, Mr. Swensen, the little people in the ungoverned lands have no stake in your status quo. And
asfor the armed groups fighting some kind of guerrillawar against us—Wall, you've had it easier than
you know for along time. Y ou haven't lived in aland as poor as old New Mexico. Since the Bobble
War, weve had to fight for every liter of water, against an enemy far more determined and bloodthirsty
than you may imagine. We have prevailed, we have revived and maintained democratic government, and
we have remained free men."

"Sure. Freelikethe poor dobsyou got locked up over there." Swensen waved in the direction of the
workers barracks.

Strong leaned across the narrow conference table to pin Swensen with hisglare. "Migter, | grew up
asone of 'those dobs." In New Mexico, even people that poor have a chance to get something better.
Thisland you claim is practically empty—you don't know how to farmit, you don't have agovernment to
manage large dam and irrigation projects, you don't even know how to use government agriculture policy



to encourage its proper use by individuas.
"Sure, those workers couldn't be told why they were brought here. But when thisis over, they will be
heroes, with homesteads they had never imagined being ableto own."

Swensen rocked back before the attack, but was plainly unconvinced. Which makes sense, thought
Strong. How can a wolf imagine anyone sincerely wishing good for sheep?

Andert light glowed on Strong's display and one of the clerks announced, "Presidentid transmission
under way, Mr. Strong.” He swore behind histeeth. The Old Man was early. HEd hoped to get some
information out of these three, not just argue politics.

A glowing haze appeared at the head of the conference table and quickly solidified into the image of
the fourth President of the Republic. Hastings Martinez was good-looking with bio-age around 50
years—old enough to inspire respect, young enough to appear decisive. In Strong's opinion, he was not
the best president the Republic had seen, but he had the advisor's respect and loyalty nevertheless. There
was something in the very responsibility of the office of the Presdency that madeits holder larger than
life

"Mr. Presdent,” Strong said respectfully.

"Ed," Martinez'simage nodded. The projection was nearly as substantid asthe forms of those truly
present; Strong didn't know whether this was because of the relative darkness within the van, or because
Martinez was transmitting viafiber from hisestate in Alva, just 300 kilometers away.

Strong waved at the prisoners. "Threelocds, sir. | was hoping to—"

Martinez leaned forward. "Why, | think 1've seen you before.” He spoke to the MSP officer. "The
ads Michigan State Police uses; our intelligence people have shown me some. Y ou protect MSPs client
mobs from outside gangs.”

Brierson nodded, smiled wryly. Strong recognized him now and kicked himsaif for not noticing
earlier. If those ads were correct, then Brierson was one of the top men in the M SP.

"They make you out to be some sort of superman. Do you honestly think your people can stop a
modern, disciplined amy?"
"Sooner or later, Mr. Martinez. Sooner or later.”

The President smiled, but Strong wasn't sure whether he was piqued or truly amused. "Our armor is
approaching Manhattan on schedule, sir. Asyou know, we regard this action as something of abench
mark. Manhattan isalmost as big as Topeka, and has a substantia cottage electronicsindustry. It's about
the closest thing to acity you'll find in the ungoverned lands." Strong motioned for the guard to remove
the three prisoners, but the President held up his hand.

"Let 'em stay, Ed. The MSP man should see thisfirsthand. These people may belawless, but | can't
believe they are crazy. The sooner they redlize that we have overwhelming force—and that we useiit
fairly—the sooner they'll accept the Stuation.”

"Yes dr." Strong sgnaded hisandysts, and displays cameto life on the situation board.
Simultaneoudy, the conference table was overhung with a holographic relief map of centrd Kansas. The
northernerslooked at the map and Strong amost smiled. They obvioudy had no idea of the size of the
New Mexican operation. For months the Republic had been building reserves along the Arkansas. It
couldn't be entirely disguised; these three had known something about the forces. But until thewhole
military machine wasin motion, its true sze had escaped them. Strong was honest with himsdlf. It was not
New Mexican clevernessthat had outwitted northern e ectronics. The plan could never have worked
without advanced countermeasures equi pment—some of it bought from the northerners themselves.

Computer-selected radio traffic became a background noise. He had rehearsed al thiswith the
technicians earlier; there was not a single aspect of the operation that the President would miss. He
pointed a the map. "Colonel Alvarez has one armored force coming north from 01d70. It should enter
Manhattan from the east. The other force left here afew minutes ago, and is gpproaching town along this



secondary road.” Tiny slver lights crept dong the map where he pointed. A few centimeters above the
display, other lights represented helicopter and fixed-wing cover. These coasted gracefully back and
forth, occasiondly swooping closeto the surface.

A voice spoke againgt abackground of turbine noise, to announce no resistance aong the eastern
sdient. "Haven't redlly seen anyone. People are staying indoors, or € se bobbled up before we camein
range. We're avoiding houses and farm buildings, sticking to open fields and roads.”

Strong expanded one of the views from the western sdlient. The Situation board showed a picture
taken fromtheair: A dozen tanks moved along adirt road, trails of dust rising behind them. The camera
chopper must have been carrying amike, for the rumbling and clanking of treads replaced theradio
traffic for amoment. Those tanks were the pride of New Mexico. Unlike the aircraft, their hullsand
engines were 100 percent Product of the Republic. New Mexico was poor in most resources, but like
Japan in the 20th century, and Grest Britain before that, she was greset in people and ingenuity. Someday
soon, shewould be great in electronics. For now, though, al the best reconnai ssance and communication
gear came from Tinkers, many in the ungoverned lands. That was an Achilles hedl, long recognized by
Strong and others. It was the reason for using equipment from different manufacturers dl over the world,
and for settling for second-class gear in some of the most critica applications. How could they know, for
certain, that the equipment they bought was not booby-trapped or bugged? There was historica
precedent: The outcome of the Bobble War had been duein large part to Tinker meddling with the old
Peace Authority's reconnai ssance system.

Strong recognized the stretch of road they were coming up on: A few hundred meters beyond the
lead tank lay an irregular blackened area and the twisted metd that had once been ahdlicopter.

A puff of smoke gppeared by the lead tank, followed by the faint crack of an explosion. Bill
Alvarez'svoice came on an ingtant after that. "Under fire. Light mortar.” The tank was moving again, but
inalargecircle, toward the ditch. Guns and sensors on the other armor swung north. " The enemy was
lucky, or that was a smart round. We've got radar backtrack. The round came from beyond the other
sde of thefarm were passing. Lookslike atunnd entrance to the old Fort Riley—Wait, we got enemy
radio traffic just before it happened.”

His voice was replaced by the crackling of high amplification. The new voice was femde, but bardy
understandable. "Genera van Steen to forces[unintdligible]. Y ou may fire when reedy.” Therewasa
screaking sound and other voices.

Strong saw Swensen's jaw sag in surprise, or horror. " General van Seen?"

Colone Alvarez'svoice came back. "There were replies from severa points farther north. The
original launch site hasfired two more rounds.” As he spoke, black smoke gppeared near the treads of
two more tanks. Neither was destroyed, but neither could continue.

"Mr. President, Mr. Strong, al rounds are coming from the same location. These are barely more
than fireworks—except that they're smart. I'll wager 'Generd van Steen’ is someloca gangster putting up
abrave front. Well seein aminute.” On the holomap, two blips drew away from the other support
arcraft and began alow level dash across the miniature Kansas landscape.

The President nodded, but addressed another unseen observer. "Genera Crick?"
"I concur, gr." Crick'svoice was as loud and clear as Alvarez's, though the genera was 50

kilometersto the east, at the head of the column en route to Topeka. "But we've seen an armored vehicle
intheintermediate farmland, haven't we, Bill?"

"Yes" sad Alvarez. "It's been there for months. Looks like ahulk. Well take it out, too."

Strong noticed the northerners tense. Swensen seemed on the verge of screaming something. What
do they know?

The attack planes, twin engine green-and-gray jobs, were on the main view now. They were only 20

or 30 meters up, well below the cameraviewpoint, and probably not visible from the enemy launch site.
The lead craft angled dightly to the east, and spewed rockets at an unmoving silhouette that was amost



hidden by the hillsand the corn. A second later, the target disgppeared in asatisfying geyser of flame and
dirt.

And a second after that, hell on earth erupted from the peaceful fields: beams of palelight flashed
from unseen projectors, and the assault aircraft becamefaling, sweling bals of fire. Asautomatic fire
control brought the tanks guns to bear on the source of the destruction, rocket and laser fire came from
other locationsimmediately north of the roadway. Four of the tanks exploded immediately, and most of
the rest were on fire. Tiny figures struggled from their machines, and ran from the flames.

North of the farm, Strong thought he saw explosions at the source of the original mortar attack.
Something wasfiring in that direction too!

Then the camera chopper took ahit, and the picture swung round and round, descending into thefire
storm that stretched aong the roadway. The view went dark. Strong's carefully planned presentation was
rapidly degenerating into chaos. Alvarez was shouting over other voices, demanding the reservesthat ill
hung aong Old70 directly south of Manhattan, and he could hear Crick working to divert portions of his
ar cover to the fight that was devel oping.

It wasn't till much later that Strong made sense of the conversation that passed between the
northernersjust then:

"Kiki, how could you!" Swensen dumped over the holomap, shaking his head in despair (shame?).
Brierson eyed the displays with no visble emotion. "What shedid iscertainly legd, Al."
"Sureitis. And immord as hell. Poor Jake Schwartz. Poor Jake."

The view of the battle scene reappeared. The picture was dmost the same perspective as before but
grainier and faintly wavering—yprobably from a camera aboard some recon craft far south of the fighting.
The holomap flickered as mgor updates came in. Thelocals had been thorough and successful. There
were no effective New Mexican forces within five kilometers of the origind flareup. Theforcedug into
the farmland wasfiring rockets southward, taking an increasing toll of the armored reinforcements that
were moving north from Old70.

"Crick here, Mr. President.” The general’s voice was brisk, professond. Any recriminations with
Intelligence would come later. "The enemy islocdized, but incredibly well dug in. If he'sisolated, we
might be ableto bypass him, but neither Alvarez nor | want something like that Ieft on our flank. Were
going to soften him up, then move our armor right in on top.”

Strong nodded to himself. In any case, they had to take this strong point just to find out what the
enemy redly had. Inthe air over the holomap, dozens of lights moved toward the enemy fortress. Some
flew free bdlistic arcs, while others struck close to the ground, out of the enemy’s direct fire. Acrossthe
table, the holo lit the northerners faces. Swensen's seemingly more pale than before, Brierson's dark and
solid. Therewas afaint stench of swest in the ar now, bardly perceptible againgt the stronger smells of
metal and fresh pladtic.

Damn. Those three had been surprised by the ambush, but Strong was sure that they understood
what was behind the attack, and whence the next such would come. Given time and Specia Service
drugs, he could have the answers. He leaned across the table and addressed the M SP officer. "So. You
aren't entirely bluff. But unless you have many more such traps, you won't do more than dow us up, and
kill alot of people on both sides."

Swensen was about to answer, then looked at Brierson and was silent. The black seemed to be
deliberating just what or how much to say; findly, he shrugged. "I won't lieto you. The attack had nothing
to do with MSP forces."

"Some other gang then?'
"No. You just happened to run into afarmer who defends his property.”

"Bull." Ed Strong had spent histime in the military in combat aong the Colorado. He knew how to
read the intelligence displays and manage tactics. But he also knew what it was like to be on the ground



where the reality was bullets and shrapnel. He knew what it took to set up a defense like the one they
had just seen. "Mr. Brierson, you're telling me one man could afford to buy the sort of equipment we saw
and to dig it in so deep that even now we don't have aclear picture of his setup? Y ou'retelling me that
one man could afford an MHD source for those lasers?*

"Sure. That family has probably been working at thisfor years, spending every free cent on the
project, building the system up little by little. Even so," he sighed. "they should be out of rockets and juice
soon. Y ou could lay off."

Therain of rocket-borne and artillery high explosives was beginning to fall upon the target. Flashes
and color sparkled across the screen, more an abstract pattern than alandscape now. There was no
human life, no equipment visble. The bombers were standing off and lobbing their cargo in. Until the
enemy's defenses were broken, any other course was needless waste. After a couple minutes, the
arborne debris obscured dl but the largest detonations. Napa m flared within, and the whole cloud
glowed beautiful yellow. For afew seconds, the enemy lasers till flashed, spectacular and ineffectivein
al thedirt. Even after the lasers died, the holomap showed isolated missiles emerging from the target area
to hunt for the bombers. Then even those stopped coming.

Still the barrage continued, raising the darkness and light high over the Kansasfields. Therewasno
sound from this display, but the thudthudding of the attack came barely muffled through the hull of the
C&C van. They were, after dl, lessthan 7,000 meters from the scene. It was mildly surprising that the
enemy had not tried to take them out. Perhaps Brierson was more important, and more knowledgesble,
than he admitted.

Minutes passed, and they al—President and gangsters alike—watched the barrage end and thewind
push the haze away from the devastation that modern war can make. North and east, fires spread
through the fields. The tanks—and find, physica possession of the disputed territory—uwere only minutes
avay.

The destruction was not uniform. New Mexican fire had focused on the projectors and rocket
launchers, and there the ground was pulverized, ripped first by proximity-fused high explosives, then by
digger bombs and napam. Asthey watched, recon craft swooped low over the landscape, their
multi-scanners searching for any enemy wegpons that might be held in reserve. When the tanks and
personnd carriers arrived, amore thorough search would be made on foot.

Findly, Strong returned to Brierson's fantastic clam. "And you say it'sjust coincidence that thisone
farmer who spends dl his money on weapons happens to be on our line of march."

"Coincidence and alittle help from Genera van Steen.”

President Martinez raised his eyes from the displays at hisend. His voice waslevd, but Strong
recognized the tenson there. "Mr., uh, Brierson. Just how many of these miniforts are there?'

The other sat back. His words might have seemed insolent, but there was no sarcasm in hisvoice. "l
have no idea, Mr. Martinez. Aslong as they don't bother our customers, they are of no interest to MSP.
Many aren't aswell hidden as Schwartz's, but you can't count on that. Aslong asyou stay off their
property, most of them won't touch you."

"Y ou're saying thet if we detect and avoid them, they are no threst to our plans?'
llYall

The main screen showed the tank forces now. They were afew hundred meters from the burning
fields. The viewpoint rotated and Strong saw that Crick had not stinted: at least 100 tanks—most of the
reserve force—were advancing on a 5,000-meter front. Following were even more personnel carriers.
Tactica air support was heavy. Any fire from the ground ahead would be met by immediate destruction.
The camerarotated back to show the desolation they were moving into. Strong doubted that anything
living, much less anything hogtile, till existed in that moonscape.

The President didn't seem interested in the display. All his attention was on the northerner. "So we
can avoid these gationary gunmen till we find it convenient to deal with them. Y ou areagresat puzzle, Mr.



Brierson. Y ou claim strengths and wesknesses for your people that are equaly incredible. And | get the
feeling you don't redlly expect usto believe you, but that somehow you believe everything you're saying.”

"You're very perceptive. I've thought of trying to bluff you. Infact, | did try earlier today. From the
looks of your equipment"—he waved his hand at the Command and Control consoles, afaintly mocking
smile on hisface—"we might even be able to bluff you back where you belong. This once. But whenyou
saw what we had done, you'd be back again—next year, next decade—and we'd haveto do it dl over
again without the bluffs. So, Mr. Martinez, | think it best you learn what you're up againgt thefirst time
out. People like Schwartz are just the beginning. Even if you can rub out them and serviceslike MSP,
you'll end up with aguerrillawar like you've never fought—one that can actualy turn your own people
againg you. Y ou do practice conscription, don't you?"

The President's face hardened, and Strong knew that the northerner had gonetoo far. "Wedo, as
has every free nation in history—or at |east every nation that was determined to stay free. If you're
implying that our people would desert under fire or because of propaganda, you are contradicting my
persond experience.” He turned away, dismissng Brierson from his atention.

"They'vearrived, ar." Asthe tanksrolled into position on the smoking hillsides, the personnd carriers
began disgorging infantry. Thetiny figures moved quickly, dragging gear toward the open tearsin the
earth. Strong could hear an occasiona popping sound: Misfiring engines? Remnant ammo?

Tactical arcraft swept back and forth overhead, their rockets and guns ready to support the troopers
on the ground. Thetechs reportstrickled in.

"Three video hard points detected,” small armsfire chattered. "Two destroyed, one recovered.
Sonoprobes show lots of tunndls. Electrical activity at—" The men in the picture looked up, at something
out of view.

Nothing ese changed on the picture, but the radars saw the intrusion, and the holomap showed the
composite andysis. amote of light rose leisurely out of the map—500 meters, 600. It moved straight up,
dowed. The support aircraft swooped down upon it and—

A purple flash, bright yet soundless, seemed to go off insde Strong's head. The holomap and the
displays winked down to nothing, then came back. The President'simage reappeared, but there was no
sound, and it was clear he was not receiving.

Along the length of the van, clerks and analysts came out of that stunned moment to work frantically
with their equipment. Acrid smoke drifted into the conference area. The safe, crisp displays had been
replaced by immediate, deadly redlity.

"High flux nuke." The voice was cdm, amost mechanica.

High flux nuke. Radiation bomb. Strong cameto hisfeet, rage and horror burning insde him.
Except for bombsin lapsed bobbles, no nuclear weapon had exploded in North Americain nearly a
century. Even during the bitterest years of the Water Wars, both Aztlan and New Mexico had seen the
suicideimplicit in nuclear solutions. But here, in arich land, without warning and for no real reason—

"You animals!" he spat down upon the seated northerners.
Swensen lunged forward. "God damn it! Schwartz isn't one of my customers!”

Then the shock wave hit. Strong was thrown across the map, hisface buried in the glowing terrain.
Just as suddenly he was thrown back. The prisoners guard had been knocked into the far wal; now he
sumbled forward through Martinez's unseeing image, his stun gun flying from hishand.

From the moment of the detonation, Brierson had sat hunched, his arms extended under the table.
Now he moved, lunging across the table to siweep up the gun between his manacled hands. The muzzle
sparkled and Strong's face went numb. He watched in horror as the other twisted and raked the length of
the van with stunfire. The men back there had themsalves been knocked about. Severa were just coming
up off their knees. Most didn't know what hit them when they collapsed back to the floor. At the far end
of the van, one man had kept his head. One man had been as ready as Brierson.



Bill Alvarez popped up from behind an array processor, afive millimeter dug-gun in his hand, flashing
fireashe moved.

Then the numbness seemed to squeeze in on Strong's mind, and everything went gray.

* * %

Wil looked down the dim corridor that ran the length of the command van. No one was moving,
though a couple of men were snoring. The officer with the handgun had collgpsed, his hands hanging limp,
just afew centimetersfrom his pistol. Blue sky showing through the wall above Wil's heed was evidence
of thefellow's determination. If the other had been ahair faster . . .

Wil handed the stun gun to Big Al. "Let Jm go down and pick up the dug gun. Give an extradoseto
anyone who looks suspicious.”

Al nodded, but there was gill adazed look in his eyes. In the last hour, hisworld had been turned
upside down. How many of his customers—the people who paid for his protection—had been killed?
Wil tried not to think about that; indirectly, those same people had been depending on MSP. Almost
tripping on hisfetters, he stepped over the falen guard and sat down on the nearest technician's saddle.
For al New Mexico being aforeign land, the controls were familiar. It wasn't too surprisng. The New
Mexicans used alot of Tinker electronics, though they didn't seem to trust it: much of the equipment's
performance was downgraded where they had replaced suspicious components with their own devices.
Ah, the price of paranoia.

Brierson picked up acommand mike, made a smple request, and watched the answer parade across
the console. "Hey, Al, we stopped transmitting right at the detonation!” Brierson quickly entered
commands that cleared Martinez's image and blocked any future transmissions. Then he asked for status.

Theair conditioning was down, but internal power could keep the gear going for atime. Thevan's
intelligence unit estimated the nuke had been athree kiloton equivalent with a 70 percent radiance.
Brierson felt his ssomach flip-flop. He knew about nukes—perhaps more than the New Mexicans. There
was no legal servicethat alowed them and it was open season on armadillos who advertised having
them, but every so often M SP got a case involving such weapons. Everyone within 2,000 meters of that
blast would aready be dead. Schwartz's private war had wiped out a significant part of the invading
forces.

The peoplein the van had received a sizable dose from the Schwartz nuke, though it wouldn't be
life-threatening if they got medical trestment soon. In the divison command areaimmediately around the
van, the exposure was somewhat higher. How long would it be before those troops came nosing around
the sllent command vehicle? If he could get aphone cal out—

But then there was Fate's persond vendetta againgt W. W. Brierson: Loud pounding sounded at the
forward door. Wil waved Jm and Al to be quiet. Awkwardly, he got off the saddle and moved to look
through the old-fashioned viewplate mounted next to the door. In the distance he could see men carrying
gretchers from an ambulance; some of the burn caseswould be really bad. Five troopers were standing
right a the doorway, close enough that he could see blistered skin and burned clothing. But their
wegpons looked fine, and the wiry noncom pounding on the door was dert and energetic. "Hey, open up
inthere”

Wil thought fast. What was the name of that VIP civilian? Then he shouted back (doing hisbest to
imitate the clipped New Mexican accent), " Sorry, Mr. Strong doesn't want to breach interna
amosphere.” Pray they don't see the bullet holes just around the corner.

He saw the sergeant turn away from the door. Wil lip-read the word shit. He could almost read the
noncom's mind: The men outside had come near to being french-fried, and here some silkshirt supervisor
wasworried about so-far-nonexistent fallout.

The noncom turned back to the van and shouted, "How about casualties?"

"Outside of rad exposure, just some bloody noses and loose teeth. Main power is down and we
can't tranamit,” Wil replied.



"Yes, sir. Y our node has been dropped from the network. We've patched backward to Oklahoma
Leader and forward to div mobile. Oklahoma Leader wantsto talk to Mr. Strong. Div mobile wantsto
talk to Colond Alvarez. How long will it betill you're back ontheair?"

How long can | ask for? How long do | need? "Give usfifteen minutes," he shouted, after a
moment.

"Yes, ar. Well get back to you." Having innocently delivered this threet, the sergeant and his
troopers moved off.

Brierson hopped back to the console. "Keep your eyes on the deepers, Al. If I'm lucky, fifteen
minutes should be enough time”

"To dowhat? Cal MSP?'

"Something better. Something | should have done thismorning.”" He searched through the command
menus for satellite pickups. The New Mexican military was apparently leery of using subscription
services, but there should be somefacility for it. Ah, there it was. Brierson phased the tranamitter for the
synchronous satellite the Hainan commune had hung over Brazil. With narrow beam, he might be ableto
talk through it without the New Mexicans redlizing he was transmitting. He tapped in a credit number,
then a destination code.

The display showed the cdl had reached Whidbey 1dand. Seconds passed. Outside, he could hear
choppers moving into the camp. More ambulances? Damn you, Rober. Be home.

The conference areafilled with bluish haze, then became a sunlit porch overlooking awooded bay.
Sounds of laughter and splashing came faintly from the water. Old Roberto Richardson never used less
than full holo. But the scene was pae, amost ghostly—the best the van'sinterna power supply could do.
A heavyset man with apparent age around 30 came up the steps onto the porch and sat down; it was
Richardson. He peered out at them. "Wil? Isthat you?"

If it weren't for the stale air and the dimness of the vision, Wil could amost believe held been
trangported halfway across the continent. Richardson lived on an estate that covered the whole of
Whidbey Idand. In the Pacific time zone it was still morning, and shadows swept across lawn-like spaces
that stretched away to his manicured forests. Not for thefirst time, Wil was reminded of the faerie
landscapes of Maxfield Parrish. Roberto Richardson was one of the richest men in the world; he sold a
line of products that many people cannot resst. He was rich enough to live in whatever fantasy world he
chose.

Brierson turned on the pickup that watched the conference table.

"Dios. Itisyou, Wil! | thought you were dead or captured.”

"Neither, just yet. You'refollowing this ruckus?'

"Por cierto. And most news services are covering it. | wager they're spending more money than
your blessed Michigan State Police on thiswar. Unless that nuke was one of yours? Wili, my boy, that
was spectacular. Y ou took out twenty percent of their armor.”

"It wasn't one of ours, Rober."

"Ah. Just aswell. Midwest Jurisprudence would withdraw service for something like that.”

Timewas short, but Wil couldn't resist asking, "What isMSP up to?'

Richardson sighed. "About what I'd expect. They'vefindly brought some aircraft in. They're buzzing
around thetip of Dave Crick's salient. The Springfield Cyborg Club has gone after the New Mexican
supply lines. They are causing some damage. A cyborg isabit hard to kill, and Norcross Security is
supplying them with transports and weapons. The New Mexicans have Wéachendon suppressors down
to battaion level, o there's no bobbling. The fighting looks quite 20th century.

"You'vegot alot of public opinion behind you—even in the Republic, | think—but not much
firepower.
"Y ou know, Wil, you fellows should have bought more from me. Y ou saved afew million, maybe,



passing up those aeria torpedoes and assault craft, and the tanks. But ook where you are now. If—"

"Jesus, that's Robber Richardson!” It was Big Al; he had been watching the holo with growing
wonder.

Richardson squinted at hisdisplay. "1 can hardly see anything on this, Wil. Where in perdition are you
caling from? And to you, Unseen Sir, it's Roberto Richardson.”

Big Al walked toward the sunlit porch. He got within an gpparent two meters of Richardson before
he banged into the conference table. ™Y ou re the sort of scum who'sresponsible for this! Y ou sold the
New Mexicans everything they couldn't build themsalves: the high-performance aircraft, the military
electronics." Al waved at the cabinetsin the darkened van. What he claimed was largely true. Wil had
noticed the equipment stenciled with Richardson'slogo, "USAF Inc—Sdlers of Fine Weapon Systems
for More than Twenty Y ears'; the New Mexicans hadn't even bothered to paint it out. Roberto had been
born aminor Aztlan nobleman. He'd beenin just the right place at the time of the Bobble War, and had
ended up controlling the huge munition dumps left by the old Peace Authority. That had been the
beginning of hisfortune. Since then, he had moved into the ungoverned lands, and begun manufacturing
much of hisown equipment. The heavy industry he had brought to Bellevue was amost on the scale of
the 20th century—or of modern New Mexico.

Richardson came haf out of hischair and chopped at the air in front of him. "See here. | haveto take
enough such insults from my niece and her grandchildren. | don't have to take them from astranger.” He
stood, tossed his display flat on the chair, and walked to the steps that led down to his shaded river.

"Wait, Rober!" shouted Brierson. He waved Big Al back to the depths of the van. "I didn't call to
pass on insults. Y ou wondered where I'm calling from. Well, let metdl you—"

By the time hefinished, the old gunrunner had returned to his seat. He started to laugh. "1 should have
guessed you'd end up talking right out of the lion'smouth.” His laughter halted abruptly. "But you're
trapped, aren't you? No last minute Brierson tricks to get out of thisone? I'm sorry, Wil, | redly am. If
there were anything | could do, | would. | don't forget my debts."

Those were the words Wil had been hoping to hear. "There's nothing you can do for me, Rober. Our
bluff in thisvanisgood for just afew minutes, but we could dl use alittle charity just now."

The other looked nonplussed.

"Look, I'll bet you have plenty of aircraft and armor going through final checkout at the Bellevue
plant. And | know you have ammunition stocks. Between MSP and Justice, Inc. and afew other police
services, we have enough war buffsto man them. At least we have enough to make these New Mexicans
think twice"

But Richardson was shaking his head. "I'm a charitable man, Wil. If | had such thingsto loan, MSP
could have somefor the asking. But you see, welve al been abit outsmarted here. The New
Mexicans—and people | now think are fronting for them—have options on the next four months of my
production. Y ou see what | mean? It's one thing to help people | like, and another to break a
contract—especialy when reliability has aways been one of my most important salling points.”

Wil nodded. So much for that brilliant idea.

"And it may turn out for the best, Wil," Richardson continued quietly. "I know your loudmouth friend
won't believe this, coming from me, but | think the Midwest might now be best off not to fight. We both
know the invasion can't fick, not in the long run. It'sjust aquestion of how many lives and how much
property is going to be destroyed in the meantime, and how muchill feding is going to be stored up for
the future. Those New Mexicans deserve to get nuked and all the rest, but that could sted them for a
holy war, like they've been fighting aong the Colorado for so long. On the other hand, if you let them
comein and take awhack at 'governing—why, in twenty years, you'll have them converted into happy
anarchigs”

Wil amiled in spite of himsdlf. Richardson was certainly the prime example of what he wastalking
about. Wil knew the old autocrat had originally been an agent of Aztlan, sent to prepare the Northwest



for invasion. "Okay, Rober. I'll think about it. Thanksfor talking.”

Richardson seemed to have guessed Wil's phantom position on his porch. His dark eyes stared
intensdy into Wil's. "Take care of yoursdf, Wili."

The cool, northern playground wavered for a second, like adream of paradise, then vanished,
replaced by the hard redlity of dark plastic, glimmering displays, and unconscious New Mexicans. What
now, Lieutenant? Calling Rober had been hisonly redl idea He could call MSP, but he had nothing
helpful to tdl them. He leaned on the console, his hands diding dickly across his sweeting face. Why not
just do as Rober suggested? Give up and let the force of history take care of things.

No.

Firg of dl, theré's no such thing as "the force of history," except asit existed in the determination and
imagination of individuas. Government had been ahuman indtitution for thousands of years; therewas no
reason to believe the New Mexicans would fal apart without some application of physical force. Their
actions had to be shown to be impracticaly expensve.

And there was another, more persona reason. Richardson talked as though thisinvason were
something specia, something that transcended commerce and courts and contracts. That was wrong.
Except for their power and their self-righteousness, the New Mexicans were no different from some
chopper gang marauding M SP customers. And if he and M SP let them take over, it would be just as
much adefault. Aswith Rober, reliability was one of M SP's strongest selling points.

So M SP had to keep fighting. The only question was, what could he and Al and Jm do now?

Wil twisted around to look at the exterior view mounted by the hatch. It was atypically crassdesign
flaw that the view was independent of the van's computers and couldn't be displayed except at the
doorway.

There wasn't much to see. The division HQ was dispersed, and the van itsdf sat in the bottom of a
ravine. The predominant impresson was of smoking foliage and yellow limestone. He heard the keening
of light turbines. Oh boy. Three overland cars were coming their way. He recognized the sergeant he had
talked to afew minutes earlier. If there was anything | eft to do, he'd better do it now.

He glanced around the van. Strong was ahigh presidentia advisor. Was that worth anything? Wil
tried to remember. In Aztlan, with its feudd setup, such aman might be very important. The safety of just
afew leaders was the whole purpose of that government. The New Mexicans were different. Their rulers
were elected; there were reasonable laws of succession, and people like Strong were probably
expendable. Stll, there was an ideahere; Such a state was something like an enormous corporation, with
the citizens as stockhol ders. The analogy wasn't perfect—no corporation could use the coercion these
people practiced on their own. And there were other differences. But ill. If the top peoplein such an
enormous organization were threstened, it would be enormoudy more effective than if, say, the board of
directors of MSP were hasded. There were at least 10 police services as powerful asMSPin the
ungoverned lands, and many of them subcontracted to smdler firms.

The question, then, was how to get their hands on someone like Hastings Martinez or this Generd
Crick. He punched up an aerid view from somewhere south of the combat area. A train of clouds had
spread southeast from the Schwartz farm. Otherwise, the air wasfaintly hazy. Thunderheads hung at the
northern horizon. The sky had that familiar fed toit. TopekaMet Service confirmed the feding: Thiswas
tornado weether.

Brierson grimaced. He had known that all day. And somewhere in the back of his mind, there had
been the wild hope that the tornados would pick the right people to land on. Which was absurd: Modern
science could kill tornadoes, but no one could direct them. Modern science can kill tornadoes. He
swallowed. There was something he could do—if there wastime. One call to headquarterswas al he
needed.

Outside there was pounding on the door and shouting. More ominous, he heard a scrabbling noise,
and the van swayed dightly on its sugpension: someone was climbing onto the roof. Wil ignored the



footsteps above him, and asked the satellite link for a connection to MSP. The black and gold Michigan
State logo had just gppeared when the screen went dead. Wil tapped futilely at emergency codes, then
looked at the exterior view again. A hard-faced mgor was standing next to the van.

Wil turned on the audio and interrupted the other. "We just got sound working here, Mgor. What's
up?'

This stopped the New Mexican, who had been hafway through shouting his message at them. The
officer stepped back from the van and continued in more moderate tones. "I was saying there's no fallout
problem.” Behind him, one of the troopers was quietly barfing into the bushes. There might be no falout,
but unless the mgjor and his men got medica treatment soon, they would be very sick soldiers. "Ther€'s
no need for you to stay buttoned up.”

"Major, werejust about ready to go back ontheair. | don't want to take any chances.”

"Who am | spesking to?"

"Ed Strong. Specid Advisor to the President.” Wil spoke the words with the same ponderous
importance the real Ed Strong might have used.

"Yes, gr. May | speak with Colond Alvarez?!

"Alvarez?' Now that was aman the mgor must know. "Sorry, he got the corner of an equipment
cabinet in the head. He hasn't cometo yet."

The officer turned and gave the sergeant a sidelong look. The noncom shook his head dightly. "I
see”" And Wil was afraid that heredlly did. The mgor's mouth settled into athin line. He said something
to the noncom, then walked back to the cars.

Wil turned back to the other displays. It was amatter of seconds now. That major was more than
suspicious. And without the satdllite tranamitter, Brierson didn't have achance of reaching East Lansing
or even using the loudmouth channels. The only comm links he had that didn't go through enemy nodes
were theloca phone bands. He could just reach Topeka Met. They would understand what he was
talking about. Even if they wouldn't cooperate, they would surdly pass the message back to
headquarters. Heran thelocal directory. A second passed and he was looking at a narrowband
black-and-white image. A young, good-looking male sat behind an executive-sized desk. He smiled
dazzlingly and said, "Topeka Meteorological Service, Customer Relations. May | help you?'

"| sure hope 0. My name's Brierson, Michigan State Police.” Wil found the words tumbling out, asif
he had been rehearsing thislittle speech for hours. Theideawas smple, but there were some detalls.
When he finished, he noticed the mgjor coming back toward the van. One of his men carried comm gear.

The receptionist at Topeka Met frowned delicately. "Are you one of our customers, Sir?"

"No, damn it. Don't you watch the news? Y ou got four hundred tanks coming down Old70 toward
Topeka. Y ou're being invaded, man—asin going out of business!"

The young man shrugged in away that indicated he never bothered with the news. "A gang invading
Topeka? Sir, we are a city, not some farm community. In any case, what you want usto do with our
tornado killersis clearly improper. It would be—"

"Ligten," Wil interrupted, his voice placating, amost frightened. "At least send thismessage onto the
Michigan State Police. Okay?"

The other amiled the same dazzling, friendly smile that had opened the conversation. "Certainly, Sir.”
And Wil redlized he had lost. He was talking to amoron or alow-grade personality smulator; it didn't
matter much which. TopekaMet waslike alot of companies—it operated with just enough efficiency to
gay in business. Damn the luck.

The voices from the exterior pickup were faint but clear, "—whoever they are, they're transmitting
over thelocal phone bands, ar." It was an enlisted man talking to the New Mexican mgor. The mgor
nodded and stepped toward the van.

Thiswasit. No time left to think. Wil stabbed blindly at the directory. The Topeka Met Customer



Relations "expert” disgppeared and the screen began blinking aring pattern.

"All right, Mr. Strong," the mgjor was shouting again, loudly enough so that he could be heard
through the hull of the van aswell as over the pickup. The officer held acommunications headset. "The
Presdent ison thisline, sr. He wishes to speak with you—right now." Therewasagrim smileon the
New Mexican'sface.

Wil'sfingersflick acrossthe control board; the van's exterior mike gave aloud squawk and was
slent. With one part of hismind, he heard the enlisted man say, "They're fill transmitting, Mgor."

And then the ring pattern vanished from the phone display. Last chance. Even an auto answerer might
be enough. The screen lit up, and Wil found himself staring at a5-year-old girl.

"Trask residence."” Shelooked alittle intimidated by Wil's hulking, scowling image. But she spoke
clearly, as one who has been coached in the proper response to strangers. Those serious brown eyes
reminded Brierson of his own sister. Bounded by what she knew and what she understood, she would
try to do what was right.

It took agreat effort to relax hisface and smile at the girl. "Hello. Do you know how to record my
cdl, Miss?'

She nodded.

"Would you do that and show it to your parents, please?’

"Okay." Shereached offscreen. The recording telltale gleamed at the corner of the flat, and Wil
began talking. Fagt.

The mgjor's voice came over the externa pickup: "Open it up, Sergeant.” There were quick footsteps
and something dapped againgt the hatch.

"Wil!" Big Al grabbed his shoulder. "Get down. Away from the hatch. Those are dug-gunsthey have
out there!"

But Brierson couldn't stop now. He pushed Al away, waved for him to get down among the fallen
New Mexicans.

The explosion was a sharp cracking sound that rocked the van sideways. The phone connection
held, and Wil kept talking. Then the door fell, or was pulled outward, and daylight splashed across him.

"Get away from that phone!”

Onthedisplay, thelittle girl ssemed to look past Wil. Her eyes widened. She wasthe last thing W.
W. Brierson saw.

* * %

Therewere dreams. In some he could only see. In others, he was blind, yet hearing and smell were
present, al mixed together. And some were pure pain, winding up and up while al around him torturers
twisted screws and needles to squeeze the last bit of hurt from his shredded flesh. But he dso sensed his
parents and sister Beth, quiet and near. And sometimes when he could see and the pain was gone, there
were flowers—amog ajungle of them—dipping near his eyes, smdling of violin music.

Snow. Smooth, pristine, asfar ashis eyes could see. Trees glazed inice that sparkled against
cloudless blue sky. Wil raised his hand to rub his eyes and felt faint surprise to see the hand obey, to fed
hand touch face ashe willed it.

"Wili, Wili! You'reredly back!" Someone warm and dark rushed in from the side. Tiny armslaced
around his neck. "We knew you'd come back. But its been so long.” His 5-year-old sister snuggled her
faceagaing him.

Ashelowered hisarm to pat her head, atechnician came around from behind him. "Wait aminute,
honey. Just because his eyes are open doesn't mean he's back. We've gotten that far before.” Then he
saw the grin on Wil'sface, and his eyes widened a bit. "L-Lieutenant Brierson! Can you understand me?"
Wil nodded, and the tech glanced over his head—probably at some diagnostic display. Then he smiled,



too. "Y ou do understand me! Just aminute, I'm going to get my supervisor. Don't touch anything.” He
rushed out of the room, hislast words more an unbelieving mumbling to himsdlf than anything ese "1 was
beginning to wonder if we'd ever get past protocol rejection.”

Beth Brierson looked up at her brother. "Are you okay, now, Wili?'

Wil wiggled histoes, and felt them wiggle. He certainly felt okay. He nodded. Beth stepped back
from the bed. "1 want to go get Mom and Dad."

Wil smiled again. "I'll beright herewaiting."
Then shewas gone, too. Brierson glanced around the room and recognized the locale of severa of
his nightmares. But it was an ordinary hospital room, perhaps alittle heavy on dectronics, and till, he

was not doneinit. Alvin Swensen, dressed as offensively as ever, sat in the shadows next to the
window. Now he stood up and crossed the room to shake hands.

Wil grunted. "My own parents aren't here to greet me, yet Big Al is"

"Y our bad luck. If you'd had the courtesy to come around the first time they tried to bring you back,
you would have had your family and half M SP waiting for you. Y ou were ahero.”

"Were?'
"Oh, you il are, Wil. But it'sbeen awhile, you know." There was acrooked smile on hisface.

Brierson looked through the window at the bright winter's day. The land was familiar. He was back
in Michigan, probably at Okemaos Central Medica. But Beth didn't look much older. "Around six
months, I'd guess."

Big Al nodded. "And, no, | haven't been sitting here every day watching your face for some sign of
life. | happened to bein East Lansng today. My Protection Racket till has some insurance clams against
your company. MSP paid off dl the big items quick, but some of the little things—bullet holesin
outbuildings, Suff like that—they're dragging their hedls on. Anyway, | thought I'd drop by and see how
youredoing."

"Hmm. So you're not saluting the New Mexican flag down there in Manhattan?'

"What? Hell no, we're not!" Then Al seemed to remember who he wastalking to. "Look, Wil, ina
few minutes you're gonnahave the medical saff in here patting themsalves on the back for pulling off
another medica miracle, and your family will be right on top of that. And after that, your Colond Potts
will fill you in again, on everything that's happened. Do you redly want Al Svensen's Three Minute
Higtory of the Great PlansWar?'

Wil nodded.

"Okay." Big Al moved his chair closeto the bed. "The New Mexicans pulled back from the
ungoverned lands less than three days after they grabbed you and me and Jm Turner. The officiad
Republic view wasthat the Great Plains Action was avictory for the decisive and restrained use of
military force. The'roving gangster bands of the ungoverned wastes had been punished for their abuse of
New Mexican sttlers, and one W. W. Brierson, the ringleader of the northern criminas, had been
killed."

"I'm dead?" said Wil.

"Dead enough for their purposes.” Big Al seemed momentarily uneasy. "'l don't know whether |
should tell asick man how much sicker he once was, but you got hit in the back of the head with a
five-millimeter exploder. The Newmex didn't hurt me or Jm, so | don't think it was vengeance. But when
they blew in the door, there you were, doing something with their command equipment. They were
dready hurting, and they didn't have any stun guns, | guess.”

Afive-millimeter exploder. Wil knew what they could do. He should be dead. If it hit near the
neck there might be some forebrain tissue I eft, but the front of his face would have been blown out. He
touched his nose wonderingly.

Al saw the mation. "Don't worry. Y ou're as beautiful as ever. But at the time, you looked very



dead—even to their best medics. They popped you into stasis. The three of us spent nearly amonth in
detention in Oklahoma. When we were 'repatriated,’ the people at Okemos Central didn't have any
trouble growing back the front of your face. Maybe even the New Mexicans could do that. The problem
is, youre missing abig chunk of brain. He patted the back of his head. " That they couldn't grow back.
So they replaced it with processing equipment, and tried to interface that with what was | eft.”

Wil experienced asudden, chilling moment of introspection. He redlly should be dead. Could thisall
bein theimagination of some damned prosthess program?

Al saw hisface, and looked stricken. "Honest, Wil, it wasn't that large apiece. Just big enough to
fool those dumbass New Mexicans.”

The moment passed and Brierson almost chuckled. I self-awareness were suspect, there could
scarcely be certainty of anything. And in fact, it was years before that particular terror resurfaced.

"Okay. So the New Mexican incursion was a great success. Now tell mewhy they really left. Wasit
amply the Schwartz bomb?'

"I think that was part of it." Even with the nuke, the casudties had not been high. Only the troopsand
tankerswithin three or four thousand meters of the blast were killed—perhaps 2,000 men. Thiswas
enormous by the standards Wil was used to, but not by the measure of the Water Wars. Overdl, the
New Mexicans could clam that it had been an "inexpensve’ action.

But the evidence of casua acceptance of nuclear warfare, al the way down to theleve of an
ordinary farmer, wasterrifying to the New Mexican brass. Annexing the Midwest would be like running a
grade school where the kids carried dug guns. They probably didn't redize that Schwartz would have
been lynched the first time he stepped off his property if his neighbors had redlized beforehand that he
was nuke-armed.

"But | think your little phone call wasjust asimportant.”
"About usng the tornado killers?'

"Y eah. It's one thing to step on arattlesnake, and another to suddenly redlize you're up to your
anklesin'em. | bet the westher services have equipped hundreds of farmswith killers—all the way from
Okemosto Gredley." And, as Wil had redlized on that summer day when last hewastruly conscious, a
tornado killer is essentialy an aerial torpedo. Their use was coordinated by the meteorological
companies, which paid individua farmers to house them. During severe weather derts, coordinating
processors at amet service headquarters monitored remote sensors, and launched killersfrom
appropriate pointsin the countryside. Normally, they would be airborne for minutes, but they could loiter
for hours. When remote sensing found atwigter, the killers camein at the top of the funnel, generated a
50-meter bobble, and destabilized the vortex.

Takethat loiter cgpability, maketrivia changesin theflight software, and you have awegpon capable
of flying hundreds of kilometers and delivering aone tonne payload with pinpoint accuracy. "Even without
nukes they're pretty fearsome. Especidly if used like you suggested.”

Wil shrugged. Actudly, the target he had suggested was the usua one when dealing with marauding
gangs. Only the scale was different.

"Y ou know the Trasks—that family you called right at the end? Bill Trask's brother rents space for
three killersto TopekaMet. They stole one of them and did just like you said. The news services had
gpotted Martinez's location; the Trasksflew thekiller right into the roof of the mansion he and his staff
were using down in Oklahoma. We got satellite pics of what happened. Those New Mexican big shots
came storming out of there like antsin ameth fire" Even now, months later, the memory made Big Al
laugh. "Bill Trask told me he painted something like 'Hey, hey Hagtings, the next oneisfor red!" on the
fuselage. | bet even yet, their top people areliving under concrete, wondering whether to keep their
bobble suppressors up or down.

"But they got the message. Insde of twelve hours, their troops were moving back south and they
were gtarting to talk about their statesmanship and the lesson they had taught us.”



Wil gtarted to laugh, too. The room shimmered colorfully in time with hislaughter. It was not painful,
but it was disconcerting enough to make him stop. "Good. So we didn't need those bums from Topeka
Met."

"Right. Fact is, they had me arrest the Trasks for theft. But when they finally got their corporate head
out of the dirt, they dropped charges and tried to pretend it had been their ideaal dong. Now they're
modifying their killers and sdlling the emergency control rights.”

Far away (he remembered the long hallways at Okemos Central), he heard voices. And none
familiar. Damn. The medics were going to get to him before hisfamily. Big Al heard the commotion, too.
He stuck his head out the door, then said to Wil, "Well, Lieutenant, thisiswhere | desert. Y ou know the
short version, anyway." He walked across the room to pick up his data set.

Wil followed him with hiseyes. "So it dl ended for the best, except—" Except for all those poor
New Mexican souls caught under a light brighter than any Kansas sun, except for— "Kiki and
Schwartz. | wish they could know how things turned out.”

Big Al stopped hafway to the door, a surprised look on hisface. "Kiki and Jake? One istoo smart
to die and the other istoo mean! She knew Jake would thump her for bringing the New Mexicans across
hisland. She and my boyswere way underground long before he wiped off. And Jake was dug in even
deeper.

"Hell, Wil, they're even bigger celebrities than you are! Old Jake has become the Midwest's pop
armadillo. None of us ever guessed, least of dl him: he enjoys being a public person. He and Kiki have
buried the hatchet. Now they're talking about aworldwide club for armadillos. They figureif one can
stop an entire nation state, what can a bunch of them do?'Y ou know: ‘Make the world safe for the
ungoverned.' "

Then he was gone. Wil had just amoment to chew on the problems van Steen and Schwartz would
cause the Michigan State Police before the triumphant med techs crowded into his room.

HISTORICAL NOTE

Murray Leinster

Professor Vladimir Rojestvensky, it has since been learned, remade the world at breskfast one
morning while eating abow! of rather watery red-cabbage soup, with black bread onthe sde. Itisnow a
matter of history that the soup was not up to par that day, and the black bread in Omsk dl that week
was sub-margind. But neither of these factorsis considered to have contributed to the remaking of
avilization.

The essentid thing was that, while blowing on a spoonful of red-cabbage soup, Professor
Rojestvensky happened to think of an interesting inference or deduction to be drawn from the



Bramwell-Weems Equation expressing the distribution of energy among the nucleus-particles of the
lighter atoms. The Bramwel-Weems Equation was known in Russiaas the Gabrilovitch-Brekhov
Formula because, obvioudy, Russians must have thought of it first. The symbols, however, werethe
same asin the capitaist world.

Professor Rojestvensky contemplated the inference with pleasure. It was very interesting indeed. He
finished his breakfast, drank aglass of hot tea, wrapped himself up warmly, and set out for his
classroomsin the University of Omsk. It was along walk, because the streetcars were not running. It
was afruitful one, though. For as he walked, Professor Rojestvensky arranged his reasoning in excellent
order. When he arrived at the University he found a directive from the Council of Soviet Representatives
for Science and Culture. It notified him that from now on Soviet scientists must produce more and better
and more Earth-shaking discoveries—or else. Therefore he would immediately report, in quadruplicate,
what first-rank discoveries he was prepared to make in the science of physics. And they had better be
good.

He was amodest man, was Professor Rojestvensky, but to fail to obey the directive meant losing his
job. So he quakingly prepared a paper outlining his extension of the Bramwel l-Weems Equation—but he
was careful to cal it the Gabrilovitch-Brekhov Formula—and persuaded one of his students to make four
copies of it in exchange for aquarter of apound of cheese. Then he sent off the four copies and dept
badly for weeks afterward. He knew hiswork was good, but he didn't know whether it was good
enough. It merely accounted for the mutual repulsion of the molecules of gases, it nestly explained the
formation of comets tails, and it could have led to the prediction of clouds of cacium vapor—already
observed—in interstellar space. Professor Rojestvensky did not guess he had remade the world.

Weeks passed, and nothing happened. That was a bad month in Russian science. The staffs of
Medical Research and Surgical Advancement had aready reported everything they could dream up.
Workersin Aerodynamic Design weren't sticking out their necks. Thelast man to design anew plane
went to prison for eight years when afue line clogged on his plane'stest flight. And Nuclear Fisson
workers stuck to their policy of demanding unobtainable equipment and suppliesfor the furtherance of
their work. So Professor Rojestvensky's paper was absolutely the only contribution paddable to
Earth-shaking size. His paper itsaf was published in the Soviet Journal of Advanced Science. Thenit
was quoted unintdligibly in Pravda and Tass, with ecdtatic editorias pointing out how far Russan
science was ahead of mere capitaist-imperidistic research. And that wasthat.

Possibly that would have been the end of it al, but that some two weekslater an American jet
bomber flew twelve thousand miles, dropped fifteen tons of smulated bombs—actually condensed milk
lowered to Earth by parachutes—and returned to base without refueling. This, of course, could not be
alowed to go unchallenged. So astern directive went to Aerodynamic Design. An outstanding
achievement in aviation must be produced immediately. It must wipe the Americans decadent, capitdistic
eyes. O—so the directive said explicitly—else.

The brain trust which was Aerodynamic Design went into sweeting executive session, seeking aredly
air-tight procedure for passing the buck. They didn't want to lose their jobs, which werefairly fat ones,
any more than Professor Rojestvensky had. They had to cook up something in ahurry, something redlly
dramatic, with an out putting the blame squarely on somebody elseif it didn't work. They couldn't blame
Aviation Production, though. The head of that splendid organization had an in with the Politbureau.
Something new and drastic and good was needed.

In the end a desperate junior officid began to hunt through recent Soviet contributionsto science. If
he could find something impressive that could be twisted into an advance in aerodynamics, it could be
designed and built, and any failure blamed on the scientist who had furnished fase dataas aform of
aien-ingpired sabotage. Scientists were dways expendable in Russian palitics. It wastime to expend
one. Largely because his name was on top of the pile, Professor Rojestvensky was picked.

* k% %

This, in detail, isthe process by which his extension of the Bramwell-Weems—or



Gabrilovitch-Brekhov—Equation was selected for practica development. Our brave new world isthe
result. Aerodynamic Design borrowed aman from Nuclear Fisson in aded between two department
heads, and the Nuclear Fission man agreed to work up something elaborate and impressive. He set to
work on Professor Rojestvensky's figures. And presently he turned pale, and gulped very rapidly severd
times, and muttered, " Gospody pomilov!" That meant, "Lord have mercy on udl" and it was not agood
Russian expression any longer, but it wasthe way hefdt. Intime, he showed hisresultsto Aerodynamic
Desgn and said, in effect, "B, it might redly work!™

Aerodynamic Design sent him out to Omsk to get Professor Rojestvensky to check his caculations.
It was a shrewd move. The Nuclear Fisson man and Professor Rojestvensky got along splendidly. They
ate red-cabbage soup together and the professor O.K.'d the whole project. That made him responsible
for anything that went wrong and Aerodynamic Design, en masse, was much relieved. They sentina
preliminary report on their intentions and started to make one gadget themselves. The Nuclear Fisson
man was strangely willing to play along and see what happened. He supervised the congtruction of the
thing.

It consisted of a set of straps very much like a parachute harness, hung from alittle bar of brasswith
aplating of metalic sodium, under another plating of nickel, and the whole thing enclosed in aplagtic
tube. Therewasasmall box with a couple of controls. That was all therewastoit.

When it wasfinished, the Nuclear-Fisson man tried it out himsalf. He climbed into the harnessin the
Wind Tunnd Building of Aerodynamic Design's plant, said the Russian equivaent of "Here goes nothing!"
and flipped over one of the controls. In his shakiness, he pushed it too far. He left the ground, went
straight up like arocket, and cracked his head against the three-story-high ceiling and was knocked cold
for two hours. They had to haul him down from the celling with an extension ladder, because the gadget
he'd made tried ingstently to push ahole through the roof to the wide blue yonder.

When he recovered consciousness, practicaly al of Aerodynamic Design surrounded him, wearing
gtartled expressions. And they stayed around while he found out what the new device would do. Put
briefly, it would do practically anything but make fondant. It was a persond flying device, not an arplane,
which would lift up to two hundred twenty-five pounds. It would hover perfectly. It would, dl by itsdf,
travel in any direction a any speed aman could stand without awindshield.

True, the Rojestvensky Effect which madeit fly was limited. No matter how big you made the metal
bar, it wouldn't lift more than roughly ahundred kilos, nearly two-twenty-five pounds. But it worked by
the fact that the layer of metallic sodium on the brass pushed violently away from dl other sodium more
than three meters away from it. Sodium within three meters wasn't affected. And there was sodium
everywhere. Sodium chloride—common table sat—is present everywhere on Earth and the waters
under the Earth, but it isn't present in the heavens above. So the thing would fly anywhere over land or
seq, but it wouldn't go but so high. Thetop limit for the gadget's flight was about four thousand feet, with
ahundred-and-fifty-pound man in the harness. A heavier man couldn't get up so high. And it was
infinitely safe. A man could fly night, day, or blind drunk and nothing could happen to him. He couldn't
run into amountain because he/d bounce over it. The thing was marveloud!

* % %

Aerodynamic Design made a second triumphant report to the Politbureau. A new and appropriately
revolutionary device—it was Russan—had been produced in obedience to orders. Russian science had
come through! When better revolutionary discoveries were made, Russawould make them! And if the
device was inherently limited to one-man use—ha-ha It gave the Russan army flying infantry! It
provided the perfect modern technique for revolutionary war! It offered the perfect defense for peaceful,
democratic Russaagaing maevolent capitdistic imperidism! In short, it was hot stuff!

Asamatter of fact, it was. Two months later there was aMay Day celebration in Moscow at which
the proof of Russias superlative science was unveiled to the world. Planesflew over Red Squarein
magnificent massed formations. Tanks and guns rumbled through the sireets leading to Lenin's tomb. But
the infantry—where was the infantry? Where were the serried ranks of armed men, shaking the earth



with their steady tread? Behind the tanks and guns there was only emptiness.

For awhile only. There was slence after the guns had gone clanking by. Then afar-distant,
tumultuous uproar of cheering. Something new, something strange and marvel ous had roused the
remotest quarter of the city to enthusiasm. Far, far away, the flying infantry appeared!

Some of the more naive of the populace believed at firgt that the U.S.S.R. had made a nonaggression
pact with God and that a detachment of angels was parading in compliment to the Soviet Union. It wasn't
too implausible, asafirst impression. Shoulder to shoulder, rank after rank, holding fast to lineslike dog
leashesthat held them in formation, no less than twelve thousand Russian infantrymen floated into the Red
Square somefifteen feet off the ground. They were abit ragged asto elevation, and they tended to eddy
ahit at Street corners, but they swept out of the canyons which were streets at a magnificent twenty-five
miles an hour, in such adisplay of air-borne strength as the world had never seen before.

The population cheered itsalf hoarse. The foreign attachéslooked inscrutable. The members of the
Politbureau looked on and happily began to form in their minds the demands they would make for pacts
of peace and friendship—and military bases—with formerly recacitrant European nations. These pacts
of closest friendship were going to be honeys!

That same morning Professor Rojestvensky breakfasted on red-cabbage soup and black bread,
wholly unaware that he had remade the world. But that great events were in the making was sdalf-evident
even to members of the United States Senate. Newsred pictures of the flying infantry parade were
shown everywhere. And the Communist parties of the Western nations were, of course, wholly
independent organi zations with no connection whatever with Moscow. But they could not restrain their
enthusiasm over this evidence of Russian greatness. Cheering sections of Communists attended every
showing of the newsredlsin every theater and howled themselves hoarse. They took regular turnsat it
and were supplied with throat lozenges by ardent Party workers. Later newsredls showing the flying
infantry returning to camp over the rooftops of Moscow evoked screams of admiration. When aRussian
documentary film gppeared in the Western world, skillfully faking the number of men equipped with
individud flying units, the nationd, patriotic Communist party members began to mention brightly that
everybody who did not say loudly, at regular intervas, that Russawas the greatest country in the world
was having his name written down for future reference.

Inspired news-stories mentioned that the entire Russian army would be air-borne within three
months. The magnificent feat of Russan industry in turning out three million flying devices per month
brought forth screaming headlinesin the Daily Worker. There were only two minor discordsin the chora
antiphony of nationa-Communist hosannas and capitdigtic darm.

One was an air-force generad's meditative answer to the question: "What defense can there be against
an army traveing through the air like aswarm of locusts?' The generd said mildly:

"Wd-I-I, we carried eighteen tons of condensed milk fourteen thousand mileslast week, and weve
done pretty good work for the Agriculture Department dusting grasshoppers.”

The other was the bitter protest made by the Russian ambassador in Washington. He denounced the
capitalist-economy-inspired prevention of the shipment to Russia of an order for brass rods plated with
metalic sodium, then plated with nickel, and afterward enclosed in plastic tubes. State Department
investigation showed that while aninitial order of twelve thousand five hundred such rods had been
shipped in April, there had been anumber of firesin the factory since, and it had been closed down until
fire-prevention methods could be devised. It was pointed out that metallic sodium is hot Suff. It catches
firewhen wetted or even out of pure cussednessit isfiercely inflammable.

Thiswasafact that Aviation Production in Russiahad aready found out. The head man wasin
trouble with his own friendsin the Politbureau for failing to meet production quotas, and held ordered the
tricky stuff—the rods had to be dipped in melted sodium in ahelium atmaosphere for quantity
production—manufactured in the benighted and scientifically retarded United States.

* % %



There was another item that should be mentioned, too. Within aweek after the issue of persond fliers
to Russan infantrymen, no less than sixty-four desertions by air to Western nations took place. On the
morning after thefirst night maneuvers of the air-borne force, ninety-two Russans were discovered in the
Allied haf of Germany done, trying to swap their gadgetsfor suits of civilian clothes.

They were obliged, of course. Enterprising black marketeersjoyfully purchased the persond fliers,
shipped them to France, to Holland, to Belgium, Sweden, Norway, and Switzerland, and sold them at
enormous profits. In aweek it was notorious that any Russian deserter from the flying infantry could sl
his flight-equipment for enough money to buy forty-nine wrist watches and till stay drunk for six months.
It wastypica private enterprise. It was unprincipled and unjust. But it got worse.

Private entrepreneurs stole the invention itsdf. At first the units were reproduced one by onein smal
shopsfor high prices. But thefire-hazard was grest. Production-line methods were really necessary both
for economy and industria safety reasons. So after awhile the Bofors Company, of Sweden, rather
gpologeticaly turned out asport modd, in quantity, selling for kronen worth twelve dollars and fifty cents
in American money. Then therefurbished |. G. Farben put out a German type which sold openly for a
sum in occupation marks equal to only nine eighty American. A Belgian modd priced—in francs—at five
fifty had awide sale, but was not considered quite equa to the Dutch model at guilders exchanging for Six
twenty-five or the French model with leather-trimmed straps at seven dollars worth of devauated francs.

The United States capitalists started late. Two bicycle makers switched their factoriesto the
production of persond fliers, yet by the middle of June American production was estimated at not over
fifty thousand per month. But in July, one hundred eighty thousand were produced and in August the
production—expected to be about three hundred thousand—suddenly went sky-high when both General
Electric and Westinghouse entered the market. In September American production was over three
million and it became evident that manufacturers would have to compete with each other on finish and
luxury of design. The days when anything that would fly was sdable at three fifty and up were over.

The persond flier became a part of American life, as, of course, it became apart of life everywhere.
In the United States the inherent four-thousand-foot celling of persond fliers kept regular air traffic from
having trouble except near airports, and flier-equipped airport police soon developed techniques for
traffic control. A blimp patrol had to be set up off the Atlantic Coast to head back enthusiasts for foreign
travel and Gulf Stream fishing, but it worked very well. There were three million, then five million, and by
November twelve million persona-flier-equipped Americans doft. And the total continued to rise.
Suburban raillways—especially after weather-proof garments became really good—ijoyfully abandoned
their short-haul passenger traffic and dl the railroads settled down contentedly to their real and profitable
business of long-haul heavy-freight carriage. Even the air lines prospered incredibly. The speedHimitation
on persond fliers il |eft the jet-driven plane the only way to travel long distances quickly, and
passengers desiring intermediate stops Ssmply stepped out of a plane door when near their desired
degtination. Rura residential devel opments sprang up like mushrooms. A marked trend toward country
lifemultiplied, Floridaand Cdiforniabecame so crowded that everybody got disgusted and went home,
and the millennium appeared to be just around the corner.

* * %

Then camethe dawn. It was actually the dawn of the remade world, but it looked bad for awhile.
The Soviet government stormed at the consciencel ess, degraded theft of its own State secret by
decadent and imperidigtic outsiders. Actua Russian production of persond fliers was somewhere around
twenty-five hundred per month & atime when half the population of Europe and America had proved
that flying was chegper than walking. Sternly, the Soviet government—through the
Cominform—suggested that now wasthetime for al good Communiststo cometo the aid of their Party.
The Party needed persond fliers. Fast. So enthusiastic Communists al over Europe flew loydly to Russia
to contribute to the safety of their ideals, and to prove the international solidarity of the proletariat. They
landed by tens of thousands without passports, without ration cards, and often with insufficient Party
credentias. They undoubtedly had spies among them, aong with noble comrades. So the U.S.S.R. had



to protect itself. Regretfully, Russan officias clapped the new arrivasinto jall asthey landed, took away
their fliers, and sent them back to their nationa bordersin box cars. But they did send indoctrination
expertsto travel with them and explain that this was hospitable treatment and that they were experiencing
the welcome due to heroes.

But borders were not only crossed by friends. Smuggling became a sport. Customs barriersfor
anything but heavy goods smply ceased to exist. The French nationa monopoly on tobacco and matches
evaporated, and many Frenchmen smoked red tobacco for thefirst timein their lives. Some of them did
not likeit. And there were even political consequences of the persona-flier development. In Spain,
philosophica anarchists and syndicalistos organized political demongirations. Sometimes hundreds of
them flew dl night long to rendezvous above the former royal palace in Madrid—now occupied by the
Caudillo—and empty chamber-pots upon it at dawn. Totalitarianism in Spain collapsed.

The Russian rulers were made of sterner stuff. True, the Iron Curtain became afigment. Political
refugees from Russa returned—sometimes thoughtfully carrying revolversin case they met somebody
they didiked—and disseminated capitalistic propaganda and cast doubts upon the superiority of the
Russian standard of living. Often they had wrist watches and some of them even brought dong persona
fliersas giftsto persona friends. Obvioudy, this sort of thing was subversive. The purity of Soviet culture
could not be maintained when foreigners could enter Russiaat will and cal the leaders of the Soviet
Unionliars. Still less could it survive when they provediit.

So the Soviet Union fought back. The Army set up radarsto detect the carriers of
anti-diadectic-materialism propaganda. The Ministry of Propaganda worked around the clock. People
wearing wrist watches were shot if they could not prove they had stolen them from Germans, and
smugglers and young men flying Sovietward to ply Russan girls with chocolate bars were intercepted.
For dmost aweek it seemed that radar and flying infantry might yet save the Soviet way of life.

* % %

But then unprincipled capitdists dedlt anew foul blow. They advertised that anybody intending to dip
through the Iron Curtain should provide himsdlf with Bouffon's Anti-Radar Tin Foil Strips, avalablein
one-kilogram cartons at dl corner shops. Tin foil strips had been distributed by Allied bombersto
confuse German radar during the last war. Smugglers and romantic young men, meditatively dripping tin
foil asthey flew through the Russan night, made Russian radar usdess.

Nothing was left but war. So a splendid, overwheming blow was planned and carried out. In two
nights the entire Soviet force of flying infantry was concentrated. On the third night four hundred thousand
flying infantry went sweeping westward in an irresstible siwarm. The technique had been worked out by
the General Staff on ordersfrom the Politbureau to devise immediately a new and unbeatable system of
warfare—or else. The horde of flying warriors was to swoop down from the darkness on Western
European cities, confiscate al persond fliers and ship them back to Russiafor the use of reinforcements.
There could be no resistance. Every part of an enemy nation was equally reachable and equaly
vulnerable. Russian troops could not be bombed, because they would be deliberatdly intermixed with the
native population. There could be no fighting but street-fighting. Thiswould be war on anew scale,
invasion from anew dimension; it would be conquest which could not be fought.

The only trouble was that practically every square mile of European sky was inhabited by somebody
enjoying thefruits of Russan sciencein the form of apersond flier. And secrecy smply couldn't be
managed. All Europe knew just about as much about the Russian plan asthe Russansdid.

So when the clouds of flying infantry came pouring through the night, great droning bomberswith
riding-lights and landing-lights aglow came roaring out of the west to meet them. There were, to be sure,
Soviet jet-fighters with the defending fleet. They tangled with the Russian escort and fought al over the
sky, while the bombers focused their landing-lights on the infantry and roared at them. The sensation of
being ahead of abellowing plane rushing at one was exactly that of being on arailroad track with an
expresstrain on the loose. There was nothing to do but duck. The Russian soldiers ducked. Then the
bombers began to shoot star shells, rockets, Roman candles and other pyrotechnics. The Russian troops



dispersed. And an army that is dispersed smply isn't an army. When finaly vast numbers of enthusiastic
persond-flier addicts came swooping through the night with flashlights and Very pistols, the debacle was
complete. The dtill-fighting planes overhead had nothing Ieft to fight for. Those that were left went home.

When dawn came the Russan soldiers were individual s scattered over three separate nations. And
Russian soldiers, in quantity, tend to fight or loot as opportunity offers. But aRussian soldier, asan
individud, cravescivilian clothes above al dse. Russian soldierslanded and tried to make dedls for their
flying equipment according to the traditions of only afew months before. They were sadly disillusoned.
The best bargain most of them could make was smply a promise that they wouldn't be sent back
home—and they took that.

It was dl rather anticlimactic, and it got worse. Russawas till legdly a war with everybody, even
after itsflying infantry sat down and made friends. And Russiawas still too big to invade. On the other
hand, it had to keep itsair force in hand to fight off attempts at invasion. Just to maintain that defensive
frame of mind, Allied bombers occasiondly smashed some Russan arfieds, and somerailroads,
and—probably at the ingtigation of decadent capitalists—they did blow up the Aviation Production
factories, even away off inthe Uras. Those Ural raids, by the way, were made by the United States Air
Force, flying over the North Poleto prove that it could deliver something besides condensed milk at long
distances.

* % %

But thewar never redlly amounted to much. The Allieshad dl theflying infantry they wanted to use,
but they didn't want to use it. The Russans worked frantically, suborning treason and devel oping black
marketeers and so on, to get persond fliersfor defense, but Russan civilianswould pay more than even
the Soviet government for them, so the Army hardly got any at al. To correct this Stuation the Supreme
Soviet declared private possession of apersond flier acapitd offense, and shot severd hundred citizens
to proveit. Among thevictims of this purge, by the way, was the Nuclear-Fisson man who had worked
out the persond flier from Professor Rojestvensky's figures. But people wanted persond fliers. When
owning one became areason for getting shot, amost haf the Russian government's minor officias piled
out of the nearest window and went somewhere else, and the bigger officials kept their persond fliers
where they could grab them a any ingtant and take off. And the smuggling kept on. Before long
practically everybody had private fliers but the army—and flier-equipped soldiers tended to disappear
over the horizon if left done after nightfal.

So the Soviet Union smply fell to pieces. The Supreme Soviet couldn't govern when anybody who
disagreed with it could go up the nearest chimney and stay gone. It lost the enthusiastic support of the
population as soon as it became unable to shoot the unenthusiastic. And when it was committed to the
policy of shooting every Russian citizen who possessed proof of the supreme splendor of Russian
stience—a persond flie—why public discipline disappeared. Party discipline went with it. All discipline
followed. And when there wasn't any discipline there smply wasn't any Soviet Union and therefore there
wasn't any war, and everybody might aswell stop fooling around and cook dinner. Theworld, in fact,
was remade.

Undoubtedly theworld isagood deal happier since Professor Rojestvensky thought of an interesting
inference to be drawn from the Bramwell-Weems Equation while at his breakfast of red-cabbage soup
and black bread. There are no longer any iron-bound national boundaries, and therefore no wars or
rumors of wars. There are no longer any particular reasonsfor citiesto be crowded, and a reasonably
equitable socid system hasto exist or people will go fishing or down to the South Seas, or somewhere
where they won't be bothered.

But in some ways the change has not been as great as one might have expected. About ayear after
the world was remade, an American engineer thought up atwist on Professor Rojestvensky'sfigures. He
interested the American continental government and they got ready to build a spaceship. Theideawas
that if avariation of that brass-sodium-nickel bar was curled around a hundred-foot-long tube, and
metdlic sodium vapor was introduced into one end of the tube, it would be pushed out of the other end



with some speed. Calculation proved, indeed, that with al the acceleration possible, the metallic vapor
would emerge with avelocity of ninety-eight point seven percent of the speed of light. Using Eingein's
formulafor the relationship of mass to speed, that meant that the tube would propel arocketship that
could go to the Moon or Mars or anywhere else. The American government started to build the ship, and
then thought it would be a good ideato have Professor Rojestvensky in on the job as a consultant.
Besides, theworld owed him something. So he was sent for, and Congress voted him more money than
he had ever heard of before, and he looked over the figures and O.K.'d them. They were all right.

But he wastypicd of the people whose happiness has not been markedly increased by the remade
world. Hewas arich man, and he liked America, but after amonth or so he didn't look happy. So the
government put him in the most luxurious suite in the most luxurious hotel in America, and assigned
people to wait on him and atrandator to trandate for him, and did its very best to honor the man who'd
remade the world. But till he didn't seem content.

One day acommittee of reporters asked him what he wanted. He would bein al the history books,
and he had done the world a greet favor, and the public would like him to be pleased. But Professor
Rojestvensky shook his head sadlly.

"It'sonly," he said gloomily, "that since | am rich and the world is peaceable and everybody is
happy—well, | just can't seem to find anyone who knows how to make good red-cabbage soup.”

THE WEAPON SHOP

A.E. van Vogt

Thevillage a night made a curioudy timeless picture. Farawaked contentedly beside hiswife aong
the Street. The air waslike wine; and he was thinking dimly of the artist who had come up from Imperia
City and made what the tel estats called—he remembered the phrase vividly—"asymboalic painting
reminiscent of ascenein the eectrical age of seven thousand years ago.”

Farabelieved that utterly. The Street before him with its weedless, automatically tended gardens, its
shops set well back among the flowers, its perpetual hard, grassy sidewalks and its street lamps that
glowed from every pore of their structure—this was arestful paradise where time had stood ill.

And it waslike being apart of life that the great artist's picture of this quiet, peaceful scene before
him was now in the collection of the empress hersdf. She had praised it, and naturaly the thrice-blest
artist had immediately and humbly begged her to accept it.

What ajoy it must be to be able to offer personal homage to the glorious, the divine, the serendly
gracious and lovely Innelda I sher, one thousand one hundred eightieth of her line.

Asthey waked, Farahdf turned to hiswife. In thedim light of the nearest street lamp, her kindly, ill
youthful face was admost logt in shadow. He murmured softly, ingtinctively muting his voiceto harmonize



with the pastd shades of night:

" She sald—our empress said—that our little village of Glay seemed to her to haveinit dl the
wholesomeness, the gentleness, that congtitutes the finest qualities of her people. Wasn't that awonderful
thought, Cred? She must be amarvel oudy understanding woman. [—"

He stopped. They had come to aside street, and there was something about a hundred and fifty feet
adongit tha—

"Look!" Farasaid hoarsdly.

He pointed with rigid arm and finger a asign that glowed in the night, asign that reed:

FINE WEAPONS
THE RIGHT TO BUY WEAPONS
ISTHE RIGHT TO BE FREE

Farahad astrange, empty feeling as he stared at the blazing sgn. He saw that other villagerswere
gathering. He said findly, huskily, "I've heard of these shops. They're places of infamy, against which the
government of the empress will act one of these days. They're built in hidden factories, and then
transported whole to towns like ours and set up in gross defiance of property rights. That one wasn't
there an hour ago.”

Faras face hardened. Hisvoice had aharsh edgeinit, ashe sad, "Cred, go home."

* * %

Farawas surprised when Cred did not move off at once. All their married life she had had apleasing
habit of obedience that had made cohabitation awonderful thing. He saw that she waslooking a him
wide-eyed, and that it was atimid darm that held her there. She said, "Fara, what do you intend to do?
Y ou're not thinking of—"

"Go home!" Her fear brought out al the grim determination in his nature. "We're not going to let such
amongtrous thing desecrate our village. Think of it"—his voice shivered before the gppalling
thought—"this fine, old-fashioned community, which we had resolved dwaysto keep exactly asthe
empresshasit in her picture gallery, debauched now, ruined by this. . . thisthing— But we won't haveit;
that'sdl thereistoit.”

Cred's voice came softly out of the half-darkness of the street corner, the timidity gone fromiit:
"Don't do anything rash, Fara. Remember it isnot the first new building to comeinto Glay—sincethe
picture was painted.”

Farawas slent. Thiswasaqudity of hiswife of which he did not approve, thisreminding him
unnecessarily of unpleasant facts. He knew exactly what she meant. The gigantic, multitentacled
corporation, Automatic Atomic Motor Repair Shops, Inc., had comein under the laws of the state with
their flashy building, againgt the wishes of the village council—and had aready taken haf of Farasrepair
business.

"That's different!" Faragrowled findly. "In thefirst place people will discover in good time that these
new automatic repairers do apoor job. In the second place it's fair competition. But thisweagpon shop is
adefiance of all the decenciesthat make life under the House of Isher such ajoy. Look at the
hypocritical sign: "The right to buy weapons—' Aaaaahh!™

He broke off with: "Go home, Cred. Well seeto it that they sdl no weagponsin thistown.”

He watched the dender woman-shape move off into the shadows. She was halfway acrossthe Street
when athought occurred to Fara. He cdled, "And if you see that son of ours hanging around some street
corner, take him home. He's got to learn to stop staying out so late at night.”



The shadowed figure of hiswife did not turn; and after watching her for amoment moving along
againg the dim background of softly glowing Street lights, Faratwisted on hished, and waked swiftly
toward the shop. The crowd was growing larger every minute and the night pulsed with excited voices.

Beyond doubt, here was the biggest thing that had ever happened to the village of Glay.

* % %

The sgn of the wegpon shop was, he saw, anorma-illusion affair. No matter what hisangle of view,
he was aways|ooking straight at it. When he paused findly in front of the great display window, the
words had pressed back againgt the store front, and were staring unwinkingly down at him.

Fara sniffed once more at the meaning of the dogan, then forgot the smple thing. There was another
sgn in thewindow, which reed:

THE FINEST ENERGY WEAPONS
IN THE KNOWN UNIVERSE

A spark of interest struck fireinsde Fara. He gazed at that brilliant display of guns, fascinated in spite
of himsdlf. The weaponswere of every size, ranging from tiny little finger pistolsto expressrifles. They
were made of every one of the light, hard, ornamental substances: glittering gl n, the colorful but
opaque Ordine plagtic, viridescent magnesitic beryllium. And others.

It was the very deadly extent of the destructive display that brought achill to Fara. So many weapons
for thelittle village of Glay, where not more than two people to his knowledge had guns, and those only
for hunting. Why, the thing was absurd, fantagticaly mischievous, utterly threatening.

Somewhere behind Fara, aman said: "It'sright on Lan Harris lot. Good joke on that old scoundrel.
Will herasearow!"

Therewas afaint titter from severa men, that made an odd patch of sound on the warm, fresh air.
And Fara saw that the man had spoken the truth. The weapon shop had aforty-foot frontage. And it
occupied the very center of the green, gardenlikelot of tight-fisted old Harris.

Farafrowned. The clever devils, the weapon-shop people, salecting the property of the most didiked
man in town, coolly taking it over and giving everybody an agreegbletitillation. But the very cunning of it
madeit vital that the trick shouldn't succeed.

Hewas dill scowling anxioudy when he saw the plump figure of Me Dde, the mayor. Faraedged
toward him hurriedly, touched his hat respectfully, and said, "Where's Jor?"

"Here." The village constable ebowed hisway through alittle bundle of men. "Any plans?' he said.
"Therésonly oneplan,” said Faraboldly. "Go in and arrest them.”

* % %

To Fara's amazement, the two men looked at each other, then at the ground. It was the big constable
who answered shortly, "Door'slocked. And nobody answers our pounding. | was just going to suggest
we |et the matter ride until morning.”

"Nonsense!" His very astonishment made Faraimpatient. "Get an ax and welll break the door down.
Deay will only encourage such riffraff to resst. We don't want their kind in our villagefor somuch asa
gnglenight. lsn't that s0?'

There was a hasty nod of agreement from everybody in hisimmediate vicinity. Too hasty. Fara
looked around puzzled at eyesthat lowered before hislevel gaze. He thought: "They are all scared. And
unwilling." Before he could speak, Constable Jor said, "1 guess you haven't heard about those doors or
these shops. From al accounts, you can't break into them.”

It struck Farawith asudden pang that it was he who would haveto act here. He said, "I'll get my



atomic cutting machine from my shop. That'll fix them. Have | your permission to do that, Mr. Mayor?"

In the glow of the weapon-shop window, the plump man was swegting visbly. He pulled out a
handkerchief and wiped hisforehead. He said, "Maybe I'd better call the commander of the Imperid
garrison a Ferd, and ask them.”

"No!" Fararecognized evasion when he saw it. He felt himsdlf stedl; the conviction camethat al the
grength inthisvillagewasin him. "We mugt act oursaves. Other communities have let these people get in
because they took no decisive action. Weve got to resist to the limit. Beginning now. This minute. Well?"

The mayor's"All right!" was scarcely more than asigh of sound. But it was al Fara needed.

He called out hisintention to the crowd; and then, as he pushed hisway out of the mob, he saw his
son standing with some other young men staring at the window display.

Faracdled, "Cayle, come and help me with the machine.”

Cayle did not even turn; and Fara hurried on, seething. That wretched boy! One of these days he,
Fara, would have to take firm action there. Or he/d have ano-good on his hands.

* % %

The energy was soundless—and smooth. There was no sputter, no fireworks. It glowed with a soft,
pure white light, dmost caressing the metal pandls of the door—but not even beginning to sear them.

Minute after minute, the dogged Fararefused to believe the incredible failure, and played the
boundlessy potent energy on that ressting wall. When hefindly shut off his machine, he was perspiring
fredy.

"I don't understand it,” he gasped. "Why—no metal is supposed to stand up againgt asteady flood of
atomic force. Even the hard metal plates used ingde the blast chamber of a motor take the explosonsin
what is cdled infinite series, 0 that each one has unlimited rest. That's the theory, but actually steady
running crystalizesthe whole plate after afew months."

"It'sas Jor told you," said the mayor. "These wegpon shops are—bhig. They spread right through the
empire, and they don't recognize the empress.”

Farashifted hisfeet on the hard grass, disturbed. He didn't like thiskind of talk. It
sounded—sacrilegious. And besides it was nonsense. It must be. Before he could speak, aman said
somewhere behind him, "'I've heard it said that that door will open only to those who cannot harm the
peopleingde.”

The words shocked Faraout of his daze. With a start, and for the first time, he saw that hisfailure
had had abad psychologicdl effect. He said sharply, "That'sridiculous! If there were doorslike that,
wed dl havethem. We—"

The thought that stopped his words was the sudden redization that he had not seen anybody try to
open the door; and with dl thisreluctance around him it was quite possible that—

He stepped forward, grasped at the doorknob and pulled. The door opened with an unnatural
welghtlessness that gave him the fleeting impression that the knob had come loose in his hand. With a
gasp, Farajerked the door wide open.

"Jor!" heydled. "Getin!"

The constable made a distorted movement—distorted by what must have been awill to caution,
followed by the instant realization that he could not hold back before so many. He legped awkwardly
toward the open door—and it closed in hisface.

* % %

Farastared stupidly at his hand, which was till clenched. And then, dowly, ahideousthrill coursed
along his nerves. The knob had—withdrawn. It had twisted, become viscous and dipped amorphoudy
from hisgtraining fingers. Even the memory of that brief sensation gave him afeding of anormd things.

He grew aware that the crowd was watching with asilent intentness. Farareached again for the



knob, not quite so eagerly thistime; and it was only a sudden redlization of hisreluctance that made him
angry when the handle neither turned nor yielded in any way.

Determination returned in full force, and with it came athought. He motioned to the congtable. "Go
back, Jor, while| pull."

The man retreated, but it did no good. And tugging did not help. The door would not open.
Somewhere in the crowd, aman said darkly, "It decided to let you in, then it changed its mind.”

"Whet foolishness are you talking!" Faraspoke violently. "It changed itsmind. Areyou crazy? A
door hasno sense.”

But asurge of fear put a half-quaver into hisvoice. It was the sudden alarm that made him bold
beyond dl hisnormal caution. With ajerk of hisbody, Farafaced the shop.

The building loomed there under the night sky, in itsdf bright asday, huge in width and length, and
aien, menacing, no longer easily conquerable. The dim queasy wonder came as to what the soldiers of
the empresswould do if they wereinvited to act. And suddenly—abare, flashing glimpse of agrim
possibility—the feeling grew that even they would be able to do nothing.

Abruptly, Farawas conscious of horror that such an idea could enter hismind. He shut his brain tight,
said wildly, "The door opened for me once. It will open again.”

It did. Quitesmply it did. Gently, without resistance, with that same sensation of welghtlessness, the
strange, sensitive door followed the tug of hisfingers. Beyond the threshold was dimness, awide,
darkened dcove. He heard the voice of Md Dae behind him, the mayor saying, "Fara, don't be afool.
What will you doingde?’

Farawas vaguely amazed to redlize that he had stepped across the threshold. He turned, startled,
and stared at the blur of faces"Why—" he began blankly; then he brightened; he said, "Why, I'll buy a
gun, of course.”

Thebrilliance of hisreply, the cunning implicit init, dazzled Farafor haf aminute longer. The mood
yielded dowly, asbe found himsdlf in the dimly lighted interior of the wegpon shop.

* % %

It was preternaturally quiet insde. Not a sound penetrated from the night from which he had come,
and the startled thought came that the people of the shop might actudly be unaware that there was a
crowd outside.

Farawaked forward gingerly on arugged floor that muffled his footsteps utterly. After amoment, his
eyes accustomed themsalves to the soft lighting, which came like areflection from the wals and cellings.
In avague way, he had expected ultranormdlity; and the ordinariness of the atomic lighting acted like a
tonic to histensed nerves.

He shook himsdlf angrily. Why should there be anything redlly superior? He was getting as bad as
those credulousidiots out in the street.

He glanced around with gathering confidence. The place looked quite common. It was a shop,
amogt scantily furnished. There were showcases on thewalls and on thefloor, glitteringly lovely things,
but nothing unusual, and not many of them—afew dozens. There wasin addition adouble, ornate door
leading to a back room—

Faratried to keep one eye on that door, as he examined several showcases, each with three or four
weapons either mounted or arranged in boxes or holsters.

Abruptly, the wegpons began to excite him. He forgot to watch the door, as the wild thought struck
that he ought to grab one of those guns from a case, and then the moment someone came, force him
outside where Jor would perform the arrest and—

Behind him, aman said quietly, ™Y ou wish to buy agun?'
Faraturned with ajump. Brief rage flooded him at the way his plan had been wrecked by the arriva
of theclerk.



The anger died as he saw that the intruder was a fine-looking, silver-haired man, older than himself.
That wasimmeasurably disconcerting. Fara had an immense and dmost automatic respect for age, and
for along second he could only stand there gaping. He said at last, lamely, "Yes, yes, agun.”

"For what purpose?' said the man in hisquiet voice.
Faracould only look at him blankly. It wastoo fast. He wanted to get mad. He wanted to tell these

people what he thought of them. But the age of this representative locked histongue, tangled his
emotions. He managed speech only by an effort of will:

"For hunting.” The plausible word gtiffened hismind. "Y es, definitely for hunting. Thereisalaketo the
north of here," he went on more fulsomely, glibly, "and—"

He stopped, scowling, startled at the extent of his dishonesty. He was not prepared to go so deeply
into prevarication. He said curtly, "For hunting.”

Farawas himsdlf again. Abruptly, he hated the man for having put him so completely at a
disadvantage. With smoldering eyes he watched the old fellow click open ashowcase, and take out a
green-shining rifle.

Asthe man faced him, weapon in hand, Farawas thinking grimly, "Pretty clever, having an old man
asafront.” It was the same kind of cunning that had made them choose the property of Miser Harris.
Icily furious, taut with his purpose, Farareached for the gun; but the man held it out of hisreach, saying,
"Beforel can even let you test this, | am compelled by the by-laws of the wegpon shopsto inform you
under what circumstances you may purchase agun.”

So they had private regulations. What a system of psychology tricksto impress gulliblefools! Well,
let the old scoundrel talk. As soon as he, Fara, got hold of therifle, held put an end to hypocrisy.

"We wesgpons makers,” the clerk was saying mildly, "have evolved gunsthat can, in their particular
ranges, destroy any machine or object made of what is called matter. Thus whoever possesses one of
our weapons s the equal and more of any soldier of the empress. | say more because each gunisthe
center of afield of force which acts as a perfect screen against immeaterial destructive forces. That screen
offers no resistance to clubs or spears or bullets, or other material substances, but it would require a
smdll atomic cannon to penetrate the superb barrier it creastes around its owner.

"Y ou will readily comprehend,” the man went on, "that such a potent wespon could not be alowed to
fdl, unmodified, into irresponsible hands. Accordingly, no gun purchased from us may be used for
aggression or murder. In the case of the hunting rifle, only such specified game birds and animasaswe
may from timeto timelist in our display windows may be shot. Finally, no weapon can be resold without
our gpproval. Isthat clear?’

Faranodded dumbly. For the moment, speech wasimpossible to him. Theincredible, fantagtically

stupid words were still going round and around in his head. He wondered if he ought to laugh out loud, or
curse the man for daring to insult hisintelligence so tremendoudy.

So the gun mustn't be used for murder or robbery. So only certain birds and animals could be shot.
And asfor resdling it, suppose—suppose he bought thisthing, took atrip of athousand miles, and
offered it to some wedthy stranger for two credits—who would ever know?

Or suppose he held up the stranger. Or shot him. How could the weapon shop ever find out? The
thing was 0 ridiculous that—

He grew aware that the gun was being held out to him stock first. He took it eagerly, and had to fight
the impulse to turn the muzzle directly on the old man. Mustn't rush this, he thought tautly. He said, "How
doesit work?'

"You amply amit, and pull thetrigger. Perhgps you would liketo try it on atarget we have.”

Faraswung thegun up. "Yes," he said triumphantly, "and youreit. Now, just get over thereto the
front door, and then outside.”

Heraised hisvoice: "And if anybody's thinking of coming through the back door, 1've got that



covered, too."
He motioned jerkily at the clerk. "Quick now, move! I'll shoot! | swear | will."

The man was cool, unflustered. "1 have no doubt you would. When we decided to attune the door so
that you could enter despite your hostility, we assumed the capacity for homicide. However, thisis our
party. You had better adjust yourself accordingly, and look behind you—"

* % %

Therewas slence. Finger on trigger, Farastood motionless. Dim thoughts came of al the half-things
he had heard in his days about the weapon shops: that they had secret supportersin every district, that
they had a private and ruthless hidden government, and that once you got into their clutches, the only way
out was desath and—

But what findly came clear was amind picture of himself, Fara Clark, family man, faithful subject of
the empress, slanding herein thisdimly lighted store, deliberately fighting an organization so vast and
menacing that— He must have been mad.

Only—nhere hewas. He forced courage into his sagging muscles. He said, ™Y ou can't fool me with
pretending there's someone behind me. Now, get to that door. And fast!"

Thefirm eyes of the old man were looking past him. The man said quietly, "Well, Rad, haveyou al
the data?'

"Enough for aprimary,” said ayoung man's baritone voice behind Fara. "Type A-7 conservative.
Good average intelligence, but aMonaric development peculiar to small towns. One-sided outlook
fostered by the Imperia schools present in exaggerated form. Extremely honest. Reason would be
usdless. Emotiona approach would require extended treatment. | see no reason why we should bother.
Let himlivehislifeasit suitshim.”

"If you think," Farasaid shakily, "that that trick voice is going to make meturn, you're crazy. That's
theleft wall of the building. I know theré's no onethere.”

"I'mdl infavor, Rad," said the old man, "of letting him live hislife. But he wasthe prime mover of the
crowd outside. | think he should be discouraged.”

"Well advertise his presence,” said Rad. "Hell spend the rest of hislife denying the charge.”

Faras confidence in the gun had faded so far that, as he listened in puzzled uneasinessto the
incomprehensible conversation, heforgot it completely. He parted hislips, but before he could spesk, the
old man cut in, persstently, "1 think alittle emotion might have along-run effect. Show him the palace.”

Pdace! The startling word tore Faraout of hisbrief paraysis. "See here," he began, "'l can see now
that you lied to me. Thisgunisn't loaded at dll. It's—"

Hisvoicefailed him. Every musclein hisbody went rigid. He stared like amadman. There was no
gun in his hands.

"Why, you—" he began wildly. And stopped again. His mind heaved with imba ance. With aterrible
effort he fought off the spinning sensation, thought finaly, tremblingly: Somebody must have snesked the
gun from him. That meant—there was someone behind him. The voice was no mechanicd thing.
Somehow, they had—

He started to turn—and couldn't. What in the name of— He struggled, pushing with his muscles. And
couldn't move, couldn't budge, couldn't even—

The room was growing curioudy dark. He had difficulty seeing the old man and— He would have
ghrieked then if he could. Because the weapon shop was gone. He was—

He was standing in the sky above an immense city.

In the sky, and nothing benesth him, nothing around him but air, and blue summer heaven, and the
city amile, two milesbelow.

Nothing, nothing— He would have shrieked, but his bresth seemed solidly embedded in hislungs.



Sanity came back asthe remote awarenessimpinged upon histerrified mind that he was actudly standing
on ahard floor, and that the city must be a picture somehow focused directly into his eyes.

For thefirg time, with agtart, Fara recognized the metropolis below. It was the city of dreams,
Imperial City, capital of the glorious Empress|sher— From hisgreat height, he could see the gardens,
the gorgeous grounds of the silver paace, the officid Imperid resdenceitsadf—

The last tendrils of hisfear were fading now before a gathering fascination and wonder; they vanished
utterly as he recognized with aghastly thrill of uncertain expectancy that the palace was drawing nearer at
great peed.

"Show him the paace," they had said. Did that mean, could it mean—

That spray of tense thoughts splattered into nonexistence, asthe glittering roof flashed straight at his
face. He gulped, asthe solid metal of it passed through him, and then other walls and cellings.

Hisfirgt sense of imminent and mind-shaking desecration came as the picture paused in agreat room
where a score of men sat around atable at the head of which sat—a young woman.

Theinexorable, sacrilegious, limitlessy powered cameras that were taking the picture swung across
the table, and caught the woman full face.

It was a handsome face, but there was passion and fury twisting it now, and avery blaze of firein her
eyes, as sheleaned forward, and said in avoice at once familiar—how often Farahad heard itscam,
measured tones on the telestats—and distorted. Utterly distorted by anger and an insolent certainty of
command. That caricature of abeloved voice dashed acrossthe sllence as clearly asif he, Fara, was
therein that room: "'l want that skunk killed, do you understand? | don't care how you do it, but | want to
hear by tomorrow night that he's dead.”

The picture snapped off and instantly—it was as swift as that—Fara was back in the weapon shop.
He stood for amoment, swaying, fighting to accustom his eyesto the dimness; and then—

Hisfirst emotion was contempt at the smpleness of the trickery—amotion picture. What kind of a
fool did they think he was, to swallow something as transparently unred asthat? Hed—

Abruptly, the gppalling lechery of the scheme, the indescribable wickedness of what was being
attempted here brought red rage.

"Why, you scum!™ heflared. " So you've got somebody to act the part of the empress, trying to
pretend that— Why, you—"

"That will do," said the voice of Rad; and Fara shook as a big young man walked into hisline of
vison. The darmed thought came that people who would besmirch so vilely the character of her imperid
majesty would not hesitate to do physical damage to Fara Clark. The young man went onin asteely
tone, "We do not pretend that what you saw was taking place thisingtant in the palace. That would be
too much of acoincidence. But it was taken two weeks ago; the woman is the empress. The man whose
death she ordered is one of her many former lovers. He was found murdered two weeks ago; his name,
if you careto look it up in the new files, is Banton McCreddie. However, let that pass. Werefinished
with you now and—"

"But I'm not finished," Farasaid in athick voice. "I've never heard or seen so much infamy inal my
life. If you think thistown isthrough with you, you're crazy. Well have aguard on this place day and
night, and nobody will get in or out. Well—"

"That will do." It wasthe silver-haired man; and Fara stopped out of respect for age, before he
thought. The old man went on: " The examination has been most interesting. As an honest man, you may
cdl onusif you areever introuble. That isdl. Leave through the side door.”

It was all. Impal pable forces grabbed him, and he was shoved at a door that appeared miraculoudy
inthewall, where seconds before the palace had been.

He found himself standing dazedly in aflower bed, and there was aswarm of men to hisleft. He
recognized his fellow townsmen and that he was—outside.



Theincredible nightmare was over.
"Where'sthe gun?' said Cred, as he entered the house haf an hour later.
"The gun?' Farastared at hiswife.

"It said over theradio afew minutes ago that you were the first customer of the new weapon shop. |
thought it was queer, but—"

Hewas eerily conscious of her voice going on for several wordslonger, but it was the purest jumble.
The shock was so great that he had the horrible sensation of being on the edge of an abyss.

So that was what the young man had meant: "Advertise! Well advertise his presence and—"

Farathought: Hisreputation! Not that hiswas a great name, but he had long believed with aquiet
pridethat Fara Clark's motor repair shop waswiddy known in the community and countryside.

Firg, his private humiliation ingde the shop. And now this—lying—to people who didn't know why
he had gone into the store. Diabolicdl.

His paralyss ended, as afrantic determination to rectify the base charge drove him to the telestat.
After amoment, the plump, deepy face of Mayor Md Da e appeared on the plate. Farals voice made a
barrage of sound, but his hopes dashed, asthe man said, "I'm sorry, Fara. | don't see how you can have
freetime on thetelestat. You'll haveto pay for it. They did.”

"They did!" Farawondered vagudly if he sounded as empty as he fdlt.

"And they'vejust paid Lan Harrisfor hislot. The old man asked top price, and got it. He just phoned
meto transfer thetitle”

"Oh!" The world was shattering. Y ou mean nobody's going to do anything. What about the Imperia
garrison at Ferd?'

Dimly, Farawas aware of the mayor mumbling something about the empress soldiersrefusing to
interferein civilian matters.

"Civilian matterd" Fara exploded. ™Y ou mean these people are just going to be alowed to come here
whether we want them or nat, illegdly forcing the sdle of lots by firgt taking possesson of them?'

A sudden thought struck him breathless. "L ook, you haven't changed your mind about having Jor
keep guard in front of the shop?"

With agtart, he saw that the plump face in the telestat plate had grown impatient "Now, see here,
Fara," came the pompous words, "let the congtituted authorities handle this matter.”

"But you're going to keep Jor there," Farasaid doggedly.
The mayor |looked annoyed, said finally peevishly: "I promised, didn't I? So helll be there. And

now—do you want to buy time on the telestat? It's fifteen credits for one minute. Mind you, asafriend, |
think you're wasting your money. No one has ever caught up with afase satement.”

Farasad grimly, "Put two on, onein the morning, onein the evening.”
"All right. Well deny it completely. Good night.”

Thetelestat went blank; and Fara sat there. A new thought hardened hisface. "That boy of
ours—there's going to be ashowdown. He either worksin my shop, or he gets no more alowance.”

Cred said: "Y ou've handled him wrong. He's twenty-three and you treat him like achild. Remember,
at twenty-three you were amarried man.”

"That was different,” said Fara. "'l had a sense of responsibility. Do you know what he did tonight?*

He didn't quite catch her answer. For the moment, he thought she said, "No; in what way did you
humiliate him firg?'

Farafdt too impatient to verify theimpossible words. He rushed on: "He refused in front of the whole
villageto give me help. Hesabad one, dl bad."



"Yes" said Cred in abitter tone, "heisdl bad. I'm sure you don't realize how bad. Hes as cold as
stedl, but without sted's strength or integrity. He took along time, but he hates even me now, because |
stood up for your side so long, knowing you were wrong.”

"What'sthat?' said Fara, sartled; then gruffly: "Come, come, my dear, were both upset. Let'sgoto

He dept poorly.

There were days then when the conviction that thiswas a persond fight between himsalf and the

weapon shop lay heavily on Fara. Grimly, though it was out of hisway, he made a point of walking past
the weapon shop, dways pausing to speak to Constable Jor and—

On the fourth day, the policeman wasn't there.

Farawaited patiently at firgt, then angrily: then he walked hastily to his shop, and called Jor's house.
No, Jor wasn't home. He was guarding the weapon store.

Farahestated. His own shop was piled with work, and he had a guilty sense of having neglected his
customersfor thefirst timein hislife. It would be smpleto cal up the mayor and report Jor's derdliction.
And yet—

Hedidn't want to get the man into trouble—

Out in the Street, he saw that alarge crowd was gathering in front of the weapon shop. Farahurried.
A man he knew greeted him excitedly: "Jor's been murdered, Faral"

"Murdered!" Farastood stock-till, and at first he was not clearly conscious of the gridy thought that
wasin hismind: Satisfaction! A flaming satisfaction. Now, he thought, even the soldiers would haveto
act. They—

With agasp, he redized the ghastly tenor of histhoughts. He shivered, but finaly pushed the sense of
shame out of hismind. He said dowly, "Wheré's the body?"

"Indde”

"Y ou mean, those. . . scum—" In spite of himself, he hesitated over the epithet; even now, it was

difficult to think of the fine-faced, silver-haired old man in such terms. Abruptly, his mind hardened; he
flared: ™Y ou mean those scum actudly killed him, then pulled his body inside?!

"Nobody saw thekilling," said a second man beside Fara, "but he's gone, hasn't been seen for three
hours. The mayor got the wegpon shop on the telestat, but they claim they don't know anything. They've
done away with him, that's what, and now they're pretending innocence. Well, they won't get out of it as
eadly asthat. Mayor's gone to phone the soldiers at Ferd to bring up some big guns and—"

Something of the intense excitement that wasin the crowd surged through Fara, thefedling of big
things brewing. It was the most delicious sensation that had ever tingled ong his nerves, and it was dll
mixed with a strange pride that he had been so right about this, that he at least had never doubted that
herewasevil.

He did not recognize the emotion as the full-flowering joy that comesto amember of amob. But his
voice shook, ashesaid, "Guns? Y es, that will be the answer, and the soldiers will have to come, of
course.”

Faranodded to himsdlf in theimmengty of his certainty that the Imperid soldierswould now have no
excuse for not acting. He started to say something dark about what the empresswould do if she found
out that aman had lost hislife because the soldiers had shirked their duty, but the words were drowned
inashout:

"Here comes the mayor! Hey, Mr. Mayor, when are the atomic cannons due?'

* % %

Therewas more of the same general meaning, asthe mayor's deek, al-purpose car landed lightly.



Some of the questions must have reached his honor, for he stood up in the open two-seater and held up
hishand for slence.

To Fards astonishment, the plump-faced man looked at him with accusing eyes. The thing seemed o
impossible that, quite ingtinctively, Faralooked behind him. But he was almost alone; everybody e se had
crowded forward.

Farashook hishead, puzzled by that glare; and then, astoundingly, Mayor Dale pointed afinger at
him, and said in avoice that trembled, "There's the man who's responsible for the trouble that's come
upon us. Stand forward, Fara Clark, and show yourself. Y ou've cost this town seven hundred credits
that we could ill afford to spend.”

Fara couldn't have moved or spoken to save hislife. He just stood there in amaze of dumb
bewilderment. Before he could even think, the mayor went on, and there was quivering sdf-pity in his
tone, "Wevedl known that it wasn't wise to interfere with these weapon shops. So long as the Imperia
government leaves them alone, what right have we to set up guards, or act againgt them? That'swhat I've
thought from the beginning, but thisman. . . . this. . . thisFaraClark kept after dl of us, forcing usto
move againgt our wills, and so now we've got a seven-hundred-credit bill to meet and—"

He broke off with, "I might aswell makeit brief. When | called the garrison, the commander just
laughed and said that Jor would turn up. And | had barely disconnected when there was amoney cdl
from Jor. HEson Mars."

He waited for the shouts of amazement to die down. "It'll take three weeks for him to come back by
ship, and we've got to pay for it, and Fara Clark isresponsible. He—"

The shock was over. Farastood cold, hismind hard. He said findly, scathingly, " So you're giving up
and trying to blame medl in one breath. | say you'redl fools."

As heturned away, he heard Mayor Da e saying something about the Situation not being completely
logt, as he had learned that the weapon shop had been set up in Glay because the village was equidistant
from four cities, and that it was the city business the shop was after. Thiswould mean tourists, and
accessary trade for the village stores and—

Fara heard no more. Head high, he walked back toward his shop. There were one or two catcalls
from the mob, but he ignored them.

He had no sense of approaching disaster, smply a gathering fury against the weapon shop, which had
brought him to this miserable status among his neighbors.

* % %

Theworst of it, as the days passed, was the redlization that the people of the weapon shop had no
persond interest in him. They were remote, superior, undefeatable. That unconquerablenesswasadim,
suppressed awarenessinside Fara.

When he thought of it, hefelt avague fear at the way they had transferred Jor to Marsin aperiod of
lessthan three hours, when all the world knew that the trip by fastest spaceship required nearly three
weeks.

Faradid not go to the express station to see Jor arrive home. He had heard that the council had
decided to charge Jor with half of the expense of thetrip, on the threat of losing hisjob if he made afuss.

On the second night after Jor's return, Fara dipped down to the constable's house, and handed the
officer one hundred seventy-five credits. It wasn't that he was responsible he told Jor, but—

The man was only too eager to grant the disclaimer, provided the money went with it. Farareturned
home with aclearer conscience.

It was on the third day after that the door of his shop banged open and a man came in. Fara frowned
ashe saw who it was: Cadtler, avillage hanger-on. The man was grinning.

"Thought you might be interested, Fara. Somebody came out of the weapon shop today.”

Faragtrained deliberately at the connecting bolt of ahard plate of the atomic motor be wasfixing. He



waited with a gathering annoyance that the man did not volunteer further information. Asking questions
would be aform of recognition of the worthlessfelow. A developing curiosity made him say findly,
grudgingly, "l suppose the constable promptly picked him up.”

He supposed nothing of the kind, but it was an opening.

"It wasn't aman. It wasagirl."

Faraknitted his brows. He didn't like the idea of making trouble for women. But—the cunning devild!
Using agirl, just asthey had used an old man asaclerk. It was atrick that deserved to fail, the girl
probably atough one who needed rough treatment. Fara said harshly, "Wdll, what's happened?

"She's il out, bold asyou please. Pretty thing, too.”

The bolt off, Faratook the hard plate over to the polisher, and began patiently the long, careful task
of smoothing away the crysta s that heat had seared on the once shining metal. The soft throb of the
polisher made the background to his next words:

""Has anything been done?’

"Nope. The constable's been told, but he says he doesn't fancy being away from hisfamily for
another three weeks, and paying the cost into the bargain.”

Fara contemplated that darkly for aminute, as the polisher throbbed on. His voice shook with
suppressed fury, when he said findly, " So they're | etting them get away with it. Itsall been asclever as
hell. Can't they see that they mustn't give an inch beforethese. . . these transgressors. It'slike giving
countenanceto sin.”

From the corner of hiseye, he noticed that there was a curious grin on the face of the other. It struck
Fara suddenly that the man was enjoying his anger. And there was something elsein that grin;
something—a secret knowledge.

Farapulled the engine plate awvay from the polisher. He faced the neer-do-well, scathed at him,
"Naturaly, that Sn part wouldn't worry you much.”

"Oh," said the man noncha antly, "the hard knocks of life make people tolerant. For instance, after
you know the girl better, you yoursaf will probably cometo redize that theresgood in al of us.”

It was not so much the words, as the curious I've-got-secret-information tone that made Fara snap:
"What do you mean—if | get to know the girl better! | won't even speak to the brazen creature.”

"One can't dways choose," the other said with enormous casuaness. " Suppose he brings her home.”

" Suppose who bringswho home?' Faraspokeirritably. "Castler, you—"

He stopped; adead weight of dismay plumped into his ssomach; hiswhole being sagged. "Y ou
mean—" he said.

"I mean,” replied Castler with atriumphant leer, "that the boys arent letting abeauty like her be
lonesome. And, naturaly, your son wasthe first to pesk to her.”

Hefinished: "They're walkin' together now on Second Avenue, comin' thisway, so—"

"Get out of here!” Fararoared. "And stay away from me with your gloating. Get out!"

The man hadn't expected such an ignominious ending. He flushed scarlet, then went out, damming the
door.

Farastood for amoment, every muscle gtiff; then, with an abrupt, jerky movement, he shut off his
power, and went out into the strest.

Thetimeto put astop to that kind of thing was—now!

* % %

He had no clear plan, just that violent determination to put animmediate end to animpossible
gtuation. And it was al mixed up with hisanger against Cayle. How could he have had such aworthless
son, he who paid his debts and worked hard, and tried to be decent and to live up to the highest
standards of the empress?



A brief, dark thought came to Fara that maybe there was some bad blood on Credl's side. Not from
her mother, of course—Fara added the mental thought hastily. There was afine, hard-working woman,
who hung on to her money, and who would leave Cred atidy sum one of these days.

But Cred's father had disappeared when Cred was only achild, and there had been some vague
scanda about his having taken up with atelestat actress.

And now Cayle with thisweapon-shop girl. A girl who had let herself be picked up—

He saw them, as he turned the corner onto Second Avenue. They were walking ahundred feet
distant, and heading away from Fara. The girl wastall and dender, dmost asbig as Cayle, and, as Fara
came up, shewas saying, "Y ou have the wrong idea about us. A person like you can't get ajob in our
organization. Y ou belong in the Imperia Service, where they can use young men of good education,
good appearance and no scruples. [—"

Faragrasped only dimly that Cayle must have been trying to get ajob with these people. It was not
clear; and his own mind was too intent on his purpose for it to mean anything at the moment. He said
harshly, "Caylel"

The couple turned, Cayle with the measured unhurriedness of ayoung man who has gone along way
on theroad to stedllike nerves; the girl was quicker, but withd dignified.

Farahad avague, terrified feding that his anger wastoo great, self-destroying, but the very violence
of hisemotions ended that thought even asit came. He said thickly, "Cayle, get home—at once."

Farawas aware of the girl looking at him curioudly from strange, gray-green eyes. No shame, he
thought, and hisrage mounted severa degrees, driving away the darm that came at the Sght of the flush
that crept into Cayle's cheeks.

Theflush faded into apale, tight-lipped anger, Cayle haf-turned to the girl, said, "Thisisthe childish
old foal I've got to put up with. Fortunately, we seldom see each other; we don't even eat together. What
do you think of him?"'

Thegirl smiled impersondly. "Oh, we know Fara Clark; he's the backbone of the empressin Glay."

"Yes" the boy sneered. "Y ou ought to hear him. He thinksweé're living in heaven; and the empressis
the divine power. Theworst part of it isthat theré's no chance of hisever getting that stuffy look wiped
off hisface

They walked off; and Fara stood there. The very extent of what had happened had drained anger
from him asif it had never been. There wasthe redlization that he had made a mistake so greeat that—

He couldn't grasp it. For long, long now, since Cayle had refused to work in his shop, he had felt this
building up to aclimax. Suddenly, his own uncontrollable ferocity stood revealed asapartial product of
that—deeper—problem.

Only, now that the smash was here, he didn't want to face it—

All through the day in his shop, he kept pushing it out of hismind, kept thinking, would thisgo on
now, as before, Cayle and he living in the same house, not even looking at each other when they met,
going to bed at different times, getting up, Faraat 6:30, Cayle at noon? Would that go on through dl the
days and yearsto come?

When he arrived home, Credl waswaiting for him. She said, "Fara, he wantsyou to loan him five
hundred credits, so that he can go to Imperid City."

Faranodded wordlesdy. He brought the money back to the house the next morning, and gaveit to
Cred, who took it into the bedroom.

She came out aminute later. "He saysto tell you goodbye.”

When Fara came home that evening, Cayle was gone. He wondered whether he ought to feel
relieved or—what?

* % %



The days passed. Faraworked. He had nothing else to do, and the gray thought was often in his
mind that now hewould be doing it till the day he died. Except—

Fool that he was—hetold himsalf a thousand times how big afool—he kept hoping that Cayle would
walk into the shop and say, "Father, I've learned my lesson. If you can ever forgive me, teach methe
business, and then you retire to awell-earned rest.”

It was exactly amonth to aday after Cayl€e's departure that the telestat clicked on just after Farahad
finished lunch. "Money cdl," it Sghed, "money cal.”

Faraand Cred looked at each other. "Eh," said Farafinally, "money cdl for us."

He could see from the gray look in Credl's face the thought that was in her mind. He said under his
bregth: "Damn that boy!"

But he felt rdieved. Amazingly relieved! Cayle was beginning to appreciate the val ue of parents
and—

He switched on the viewer. "Come and collect,” he said.

The face that came on the screen was heavy-jowled, beetle-browed—and strange. The man said,
"Thisis Clerk Pearton of the Fifth Bank of Ferd. We have received asight draft on you for ten thousand
credits. With carrying charges and government tax, the sum required will be twelve thousand one
hundred credits. Will you pay it now or will you comein this afternoon and pay it?"

"B-but . . . b-but—" said Fara. "W-who—"

He stopped, conscious of the stupidity of the question, dimly conscious of the heavy-faced man
saying something about the money having been paid out to one Cayle Clark that morning in Imperid City.
At last, Farafound hisvoice:

"But the bank had noright,” he expostulated, "'to pay out the money without my authority. [—"

Thevoice cut him off coldly: "Arewe then to inform our central that the money was obtained under
fase pretenses? Naturdly, an order will be issued immediately for the arrest of your son.”

"Wait . . . wait—" Fara spoke blindly. He was aware of Credl beside him, shaking her head at him.
Shewas aswhite as a sheet, and her voice was asick, stricken thing, asshe said, "Fara, let him go. He's
through with us. We must be as hard—let him go.”

Thewordsrang sensdlesdy in Fards ears. They didnt fit into any norma pattern. He was saying:

"l ... I haven't got— How about my paying . .. Instalments? |—"

"If youwish aloan," said Clerk Pearton, "naturadly we will be happy to go into the matter. | might say
that when the draft arrived, we checked up on your status, and we are prepared to loan you eleven
thousand credits on indefinite call with your shop as security. | have the form here, and if you are
agreeable, wewill switch thiscall through the registered circuit, and you can Sign at once.”

"Fara, no."

The clerk went on: "The other eeven hundred credits will haveto be paid in cash. Isthat agreeable?!

"Yes, yes, of course, I've got twenty-five hund—" He stopped his chattering tongue with agulp; then:
"Y es, that's satisfactory.”

The deal completed, Farawhirled on hiswife. Out of the depths of his hurt and bewilderment, he

raged: "What do you mean, standing there and talking about not paying it? Y ou said severd timesthat |
was responsiblefor hisbeing what heis. Besides, we don't know why he needed the money. He—"

Cred saidin alow, dead tone: "In one hour, he's stripped us of our lifework. He did it deliberately,
thinking of usastwo old fools, who wouldn't know any better than to pay it."

Before he could speak, shewent on, "Oh, | know | blamed you, but in thefina issue, | knew it was
he. He was always cold and calculating, but | waswesk, and | was surethat if you handled himina
different . . . and besides | didn't want to see hisfaultsfor along time. He—"

"All | see" Farainterrupted doggedly, "isthat | have saved our name from disgrace.”



Hishigh sense of duty rightly done lasted until midafternoon, when the bailiff from Ferd cameto take
over the shop.

"But what—" Fara began.

The balliff said, "The Automatic Atomic Repair Shops, Limited, took over your loan from the bank,
and are foreclosing. Have you anything to say?'

"Itsunfair," said Fara. "I'll takeit to court. I'll—"

Hewasthinking dazedly: If the empress ever learned of this, shed . . . shed—

* * %

The courthouse was a big, gray building; and Farafelt emptier and colder every second, ashe
walked dong the gray corridors. In Glay, hisdecision not to give himsdf into the hands of abloodsucker
of alawyer had seemed awise act. Here, in these enormous halls and paatial rooms, it seemed the
sheerest folly.

He managed, nevertheless, to give an articulate account of the crimina act of the bank in first giving
Cayle the money, then turning over the note to his chief competitor, gpparently within minutes of his
ggning it. Hefinished with: "I'm sure, Sr, the empress would not approve of such goings-on against
honest citizens. I—"

"How dare you," said the cold-voiced creature on the bench, "use the name of her holy mgesty in
support of your own gross s f-interest?”

Farashivered. The sense of being intimately amember of the empress grest human family yielded to
asudden chill and avast mind-picture of the ten millionicy courtslikethis, and the myriad maevolent and
heartless men—Iike this—who stood between the empress and her loyal subject, Fara.

He thought passonatdly: If the empress knew what was happening here, how unjustly he was being
treated, she would—

Or would she?

He pushed the crowding, terrible doubt out of his mind—came out of hishard reverie with agtart, to
hear the Cadi saying, "Plaintiff's apped dismissed, with costs assessed a seven hundred credits, to be
divided between the court and the defense solicitor in theratio of fiveto two. Seeto it that the appellant
does not leavetill the costs are paid. Next case—"

* % %

Farawent alone the next day to see Cred's mother. He called firg at "Farmer's Restaurant” at the
outskirts of the village. The place was, he noted with satisfaction in the thought of the steedy stream of
money flowing in, haf full, though it was only midmorning. But madame wasn't there. Try the feed Store.

Hefound her in the back of the feed store, overseeing the weighing out of grain into cloth measures.
The hard-faced old woman heard his story without aword. She said findly, curtly, "Nothing doing, Fara.
I'm one who has to make |oans often from the bank to swing dedls. If | tried to set you up in business, I'd
find the Automatic Atomic Repair people getting after me. Besides, I'd be afool to turn money overtoa
man who lets abad son squeeze afortune out of him. Such aman has no sense about worldly things.

"And | won't giveyou ajob because| don't hirerdativesin my business.” Shefinished: "Tdl Cred to
come and live at my house. | won't support aman, though. That'sall.”

He watched her disconsolately for awhile, as she went on camly superintending the clerks who were
manipulating the old, no longer accurate measuring machines. Twice her voice echoed through the
dust-filled interior, each time with asharp: "That's overweight, agram at least. Waich your machine.”

Though her back was turned, Faraknew by her posture that she was ill aware of his presence. She
turned at last with an abrupt movement and said, "Why don't you go to the weapon shop? Y ou haven't
anything to lose and you can't go on like this."

Farawent out, then, alittle blindly. At first the suggestion that he buy a gun and commit suicide had



no rea persond gpplication. But he felt immeasurably hurt that his mother-in-law should have madeit.

Kill himsdf?Why, it wasridiculous. Hewas dill only ayoung man, going on fifty. Given the proper
chance, with his skilled hands, he could wrest agood living even in aworld where automatic machines
were encroaching everywhere. There was dways room for aman who did agood job. Hiswholelife had
been based on that credo.

Kill himsdf—

He went hometo find Cred packing. "It's the common sense thing to do,” she said. "WEell rent the
house and move into rooms."

Hetold her about her mother's offer to take her in, watching her face as he spoke. Credl shrugged.

"| told her 'No' yesterday,” she said thoughtfully. "1 wonder why she mentioned it to you.”

Farawalked swiftly over to the great front window overlooking the garden, with its flowers, its poal,
itsrockery. Hetried to think of Credl away from this garden of hers, thishome of two thirds alifetime,
Cred living in rooms—and knew what her mother had meant. There was one more hope—

Hewaited till Cred went upstairs, then caled Me Dae on the telestat. The mayor's plump face took
on an unessy expression as he saw who it was.

But he listened pontificaly, said findly, " Sorry, the council does not loan money; and | might aswell
tell you, Fara—I have nothing to do with this, mind you—but you can't get alicense for a shop any
more."

"W-what?'

"I'm sorry!" The mayor lowered hisvoice. "Listen, Fara, take my advice and go to the weapon shop.
These places have ther uses.”

Therewasaclick, and Farasat staring at the blank face of the viewing screen.

So it was to be—desath!

* * %

Hewaited until the street was empty of human beings, then dipped across the boulevard, past a
design of flower gardens, and so to the door of the shop. The brief fear came that the door wouldn't
open, but it did, effortlesdy.

As he emerged from the dimness of the alcove into the shop proper, he saw the silver-haired old man
gtting in acorner chair, reading under asoftly bright light. The old man looked up, put aside his book,
then roseto hisfeet.

"ItsMr. Clark," he said quietly. "What can we do for you?"

A faint flush crept into Faras cheeks. In adim fashion, he had hoped that he would not suffer the
humiliation of being recognized; but now that hisfear was redized, he sood his ground stubbornly. The
important thing about killing himself was that there be no body for Cred to bury at great expense. Neither
knife nor poison would satisfy that basic requirement.

"l want agun,” said Fara, "that can be adjusted to disintegrate abody six feet in diameter in, asingle
shot. Have you that kind?"

Without aword, the old man turned to a showcase, and brought forth a sturdy gem of arevolver that
glinted with al the soft colors of the inimitable Ordine plastic. The man said in aprecise voice, "Notice
the flanges on thisbarrel are little more than bulges. This makesthe model ided for carrying in ashoulder
holster under the coat; it can be drawn very swiftly because, when properly attuned, it will legp toward
the reaching hand of its owner. At the moment it is attuned to me. Watch while replaceit inits holster
and—"

The speed of the draw was absolutely amazing. The old man's fingers moved; and the gun, four feet
away, wasin them. There was no blur of movement. It was like the door the night that it had dipped from
Faras grasp, and dammed noiselesdy in Constable Jor'sface. |nstantaneous!



Fara, who had parted hislips as the old man was explaining, to protest the utter needlessness of
illugtrating any quality of the weapon except what he had asked for, closed them again. He stared ina
brief, dazed fascination; and something of the wonder that was here held hismind and his bodly.

He had seen and handled the guns of soldiers, and they were Smply ordinary metd or plastic things
that one used clumdlly like any other materid substance, not likethisat dl, not possessed of adazzling life
of their own, legping with an intimate eagernessto assst with dl their superb power the will of their
master. They—

With agtart, Fararemembered his purpose. He smiled wryly, and said, "All thisisvery interesting.
But what about the beam that can fan out?”

The old man said calmly, "At pencil thickness, this beam will pierce any body except certain dloys of
lead up to four hundred yards. With proper adjustment of the firing nozzle, you can disintegrate asix-foot
object at fifty yardsor less. This screw isthe adjustor.”

Heindicated atiny devicein the muzzleitsdf. "Turn it to the left to spread the beam, to theright to
closeit.”

Fara sad, "I'll take the gun. How muchisit?'

He saw that the old man waslooking a him thoughtfully; the oldster said findly, dowly, "I have
previoudy explained our regulationsto you, Mr. Clark. Y ou recal them, of course?'

"Eh!" said Fara, and stopped, wide-eyed. It wasn't that he didn't remember them. It was Smply—
"Y ou mean," he gasped, "those things actualy apply. They're not—"

With aterrible effort, he caught his spinning brain and blurring voice. Tense and cold, he said, "All |
want isagun that will shoot in self-defense, but which | can turn on mysdlf if | have to or—want to."

"Oh, suicide!" said the old man. Helooked asif agrest understanding had suddenly dawned on him.
"My dear Sr, we have no objection to your killing yoursdlf at any time. That isyour persond privilegeina
world where privileges grow scanter every year. Asfor the price of thisrevolver, it'sfour credits.”

"Four cre. .. only four credits!" said Fara.

He stood, absolutely astounded, his whole mind snatched from its dark purpose. Why, the plastic
aone was—and the whole gun with its fine, intricate workmanship—twenty-five credits would have been
dirt cheap.

Hefdt abrief thrill of utter interest; the mystery of the weapon shops suddenly loomed asvast and
important as his own black destiny. But the old man was speaking again:

"And now, if you will remove your coat, we can put on the holster—"

Quite automaticaly, Faracomplied. It was vagudly startling to redize that, in afew seconds, he
would be waking out of here, equipped for self-murder, and that there was now not asingle obstacleto
his desth.

Curioudly, he was disappointed. He couldn't explain it, but somehow there had been in the back of
his mind a hope that these shops might, just might—what?

What indeed? Fara sighed wearily—and grew aware again of the old man'svoice, saying:

"Perhaps you would prefer to step out of our side door. It isless conspicuous than the front.”

Therewas no resstance in Fara. He was dimly conscious of the man'sfingers on hisarm, half guiding
him; and then the old man pressed one of severa buttons on the wall—so that's how it was done—and
there was the door.

He could see flowers beyond the opening; without aword he walked toward them. He was outside
before heredlized it.

* % %

Farastood for amoment in the neet little pathway, striving to grasp the findity of his Stuation. But



nothing would come except a curious awareness of many men around him; for along second, hisbrain
waslike alog drifting dong astream at night.

Through that darkness grew a consciousness of something wrong; the wrongness was there in the
back of hismind, as he turned leftward to go to the front of the weapon store.

Vagueness transformed to a shocked, startled sound. For—he was not in Glay, and the weapon
shop wasn't whereit had been. Inits place—

A dozen men brushed past Farato join along line of men farther along. But Farawasimmuneto
their presence, their strangeness. Hiswhole mind, hiswhole vision, his very being was concentrating on
the section of machine that stood where the wegpon shop had been.

A machine, oh, amachine—

Hisbrainlifted up, up in his effort to grasp the tremendousness of the dull-metaled immensity of what
was spread here under asummer sun beneath a sky as blue as aremote southern sea.

The machine towered into the heavens, five greet tiers of metd, each ahundred feet high; and the
superbly streamlined five hundred feet ended in a peak of light, agorgeous spire that tilted straight up a
sheer two hundred feet farther, and matched the very sun for brightness.

And it was amachine, not a building, because the whole lower tier was dive with shimmering lights,
mostly green, but sprinkled colorfully with red and occasiondly ablue and yellow. Twice, as Fara
watched, green lightsdirectly in front of him flashed unscintillatingly into red.

The second tier was dive with white and red lights, although there were only afraction as many lights
ason thelowest tier. Thethird section had on its dull-metal surface only blue and yelow lights, they
twinkled softly here and there over the vast area

Thefourth tier was aseries of sgnsthat brought the beginning of comprehenson. Thewholesign
was

WHITE—BIRTHS

RED — DEATHS

GREEN — LIVING

BLUE— IMMIGRATION TO EARTH
YELLOW — EMIGRATION

Thefifthtier wasdso dl sgn, findly explaining:

POPULATIONS

SOLAR SYSTEM 19,174,463,747
EARTH 11,193,247,361

MARS 1,097,298,604

VENUS 5,141,053,811

MOONS 1,742,863,971

The numbers changed, even as he looked at them, leaping up and down, shifting below and above
what they had first been. People were dying, being born, moving to Mars, to Venus, to the moons of
Jupiter, to Earth's moon, and others coming back again, landing minute by minute in the thousands of
spaceports. Life went on in its gigantic fashion—and here was the stupendous record. Here was—

"Better getinline," said afriendly voice beside Fara. "It takes quite awhile to put through an
individua case, | understand.”

Farastared at the man. He had the distinct impression of having had sensdlesswordsflung a him. "In
line?" he started—and stopped himself with ajerk that hurt histhroat.



Hewas moving forward, blindly, ahead of the younger man, thinking a curiousjumble that this must
have been how Constable Jor was transported to Mars—when another of the man's words penetrated.

"Cax=?' sad Faraviolently. "Individua case!"

The man, a heavy-faced, blue-eyed young chap of around thirty-five, looked at him curioudy: ™Y ou
must know why you're here," he said. " Surdly, you wouldn't have been sent through here unless you had
aproblem of somekind that the weapon shop courts will solve for you; there's no other reason for
coming to Information Center."

Farawaked on because he was in the line now, afast-moving line that curved him inexorably around
the machine; and seemed to be heading him toward adoor that led into the interior of the greast meta
dructure,

So it wasabuilding aswdl asamachine.

A problem, he was thinking, why, of course, he had a problem, a hopeless, insoluble, completely
tangled problem so deeply rooted in the basic structure of Imperia civilization that the whole world
would have to be overturned to makeit right.

With adtart, he saw that he was at the entrance. And the awed thought came: In seconds he would
be committed irrevocably to—what?

* % %

Insde was along, shining corridor, with scores of completely transparent hallways leading off the
main corridor. Behind Fara, the young man'svoice said, "There's one, practically empty. Let'sgo.”

Farawalked ahead; and suddenly he was trembling. He had aready noticed that at the end of each
sde hallway were some dozen young women sSitting at desks, interviewing menand . . . and, good
heavens, wasit possblethat dl this meant—

He grew aware that he had stopped in front of one of the girls.

She was older than she had looked from a distance, over thirty, but good-looking, dert. She smiled
pleasantly, but impersondly, and said, ™Y our name, please?"

He gaveit before he thought and added a mumble about being from the village of Glay. The woman
sad, "Thank you. It will take afew minutesto get your file. Won't you st down?”

He hadn't noticed the chair. He sank into it; and his heart was besting so wildly that he felt choked.
The strange thing was that there was scarcely athought in his head, nor areal hope; only an intense,
amost mind-wrecking excitement.

With ajerk, he redlized that the girl was speaking again, but only snatches of her voice came through
that screen of tenson in hismind:

"—Information Center is. . . in effect . . . abureau of Satistics. Every personborn. . . registered
here. .. their education, change of address. . . occupation . . . and the highlights of their life. Thewhole
ismaintained by . . . combination of . . . unauthorized and unsuspected liaison with . . . Imperia Chamber
of Satisticsand . . . through medium of agents. . . in every community—"

It seemed to Farathat he was missing vita information, and that if he could only force his attention
and hear more— He strained, but it was no use; his nerves were jumping madly and—

Before he could speak, there was aclick, and athin, dark plate did onto the woman's desk. She
took it up and examined it. After amoment, she said something into a mouthpiece, and in ashort time
two more plates precipitated out of the empty air onto her desk. She studied them passively, looked up
findly.

"You will beinterested to know," she said, "that your son, Cayle, bribed himsdf into acommissonin
the Imperid army with five thousand credits.”

"Eh?' said Fara. He haf rose from his chair, but before he could say anything, the young woman was
gpesking again, firmly, "1 must inform you that the wegpon shops take no action againgt individuals. Y our



son can have his job, the money he stole; we are not concerned with moral correction. That must come
naturdly from theindividud, and from the people as awhole—and now if you will give meabrief
account of your problem for the record and the court.”

Swesting, Farasank back into his sest; his mind was heaving; most desperately, he wanted more
information about Cayle. He began: "But . . . but what . . . how—" He caught himself; and in alow voice
described what had happened. When he finished, the girl said, ™Y ou will proceed now to the Name
Room; watch for your name, and when it appears go straight to Room 474. Remember, 474—and now,
thelineiswaiting, if you please—"

She smiled palitely, and Farawas moving off amost before heredlized it. He hdf turned to ask
another question, but an old man was sinking into his chair. Fara hurried on, along agresat corridor,
conscious of curious blasts of sound coming from ahead.

* % %

Eagerly, he opened the door; and the sound crashed at him with al the impact of a dedgehammer
blow.

It was such a colossdl, incredible sound that he stopped short, just inside the door, shrinking back.
He stood then trying to blink senseinto avisuad confusion that rivaled in magnitude that incredible tornado
of noise.

Men, men, men everywhere; men by the thousandsin along, broad auditorium, packed into rows of
seets, pacing with an abandon of restlessness up and down aides, and dl of them staring with afrantic
interest at along board marked off into squares, each square | ettered from the a phabet, from A, B, C
and so on to Z. The tremendous board with itslists of namesran the full length of the immense room.

The Name Room, Farawas thinking shakily, as he sank into a seat—and his name would come up in
the C's, and then—

It waslike gitting in a ano-limit poker game, watching the jewe -precious cards turn up. It waslike
playing the exchange with al theworld at stake during astock crash. It was nerve-racking, dazzling,
exhaudting, fascinating, terrible, mind-destroying, stupendous. It was—

It was like nothing €l se on the face of the earth.

New names kept flashing on to the twenty-six squares; and men would shout like insane beings and
some fainted, and the uproar was absolutdly shattering; the pandemonium raged on, one continuous,
unbelievable sound.

And every few minutes agreat sgn would flash dong the board, telling everyone:

"WATCH YOUR OWN INITIALS."

Farawatched, trembling in every limb. Each second it seemed to him that he couldn't and it an
instant longer. He wanted to scream at the room to be silent; he wanted to jump up to pace the floor, but
otherswho did that were yelled at hystericaly, threatened wildly, hated with a mad, murderousferocity.

Abruptly, the blind savagery of it scared Fara. He thought unsteadily: "I'm not going to make afool of
mysdf. |—"

"Clark, Fara—" winked the board. "Clark, Fara—"

With a shout that nearly tore off the top of hishead, Faraleaped to hisfeet. "That'smel" he shrieked.
"Ma"

No one turned; no one paid the dightest attention. Shamed, he dunk across the room where an
endlessline of men kept crowding into a corridor beyond.

The silencein thelong corridor was dmost as shattering as the mind-destroying noise it replaced. It
was hard to concentrate on the idea of a number—474.

It was completely impossible to imagine what could lie beyond—474.

* % %



The room was smal. It was furnished with asmdll, business-type table and two chairs. On the table
were seven neet piles of folders, each pile adifferent color. The pileswere arranged in arow in front of a
large, milky-white globe, that began to glow with a soft light. Out of its depths, aman's baritone voice
sad, "FaraClark?

"Yes'" sad Fara

"Beforethe verdict isrendered in your case," the voice went on quietly, "I want you to take afolder
fromthe blue pile. Thelist will show the Fifth Interplanetary Bank in its proper relation to yourself and the
world, and it will be explained to you in due course."

Theligt, Farasaw, wassmply that, alist of the names of companies. The namesranfrom A to Z,
and there were abouit five hundred of them. The folder carried no explanation; and Faradipped it
automatically into his side pocket, as the voice came again from the shining globe: "It has been
established,” the words came precisdly, "that the Fifth Interplanetary Bank perpetrated upon you agross
swindle, and that it isfurther guilty of practicing scavengery, deception, blackmail and was accessory ina
crimind conspiracy.

"The bank made contact with your son, Cayle, through what is quite properly known as a scavenger,
that is, an employee who exists by finding young men and women who are normally capable of drawing
drafts on their parents or other victims. The scavenger obtainsfor this service acommission of eight
percent, which isaways paid by the person making the loan, in this case your son.

"The bank practiced deception in that its authorized agents deceived you in the most cul pable fashion
by pretending that it had already paid out the ten thousand credits to your son, whereas the money was
not paid over until your signature had been obtained.

"The blackmail guilt arises out of athresat to have your son arrested for falsely obtaining aloan, a
threat made at atime when no money had exchanged hands. The conspiracy consists of the action
whereby your note was promptly turned over to your competitor.

"The bank is accordingly triple-fined, thirty-six thousand three hundred credits. It isnot in our
interest, Fara Clark, for you to know how this money is obtained. Suffice to know that the bank paysit,
and that of the fine the wegpon shops alocate to their own treasury atota of one haf. The other half—"

There was a plop; anestly packaged pile of billsfdl onto the table. "For you," said the voice; and
Fara, with trembling fingers, dipped the package into his coat pocket. It required the purest mental and
physicd effort for him to concentrate on the next words that came:

"Y ou must not assume that your troubles are over. The re-establishment of your motor repair shop in
Glay will require force and courage. Be discreet, brave and determined, and you cannot fail. Do not
hestate to use the gun you have purchased in defense of your rights. The plan will be explained to you.
And now, proceed through the door facing you—"

Farabraced himsalf with an effort, opened the door and walked through.

It wasadim, familiar room that he stepped into, and there was a silver-haired, fine-faced man who
rose from areading chair, and came forward in the dimness, smiling gravely.

The stupendous, fantastic, exhilarating adventure was over; and he was back in the weapon shop of
Glay.

* k% %

He couldn't get over the wonder of it—this great and fascinating organization established herein the
very heart of aruthlesscivilization, acivilization that had in afew brief weeks stripped him of everything
he possessed.

With addiberate will, he stopped that glowing flow of thought. A dark frown wrinkled his solidly
built face; hesaid, "The. . . judge—" Fara hesitated over the name, frowned again, annoyed a himself,
then went on: "The judge said that, to reestablish mysdf | would have to—"

"Beforewe go into that," said the old man quietly, "I want you to examine the blue folder you brought



withyou."

"Folder?' Faraechoed blankly. It took along moment to remember that he had picked up afolder
from the tablein Room 474.

He gstudied thelist of company names with a gathering puzzlement, noting that the name of Automeatic
Atomic Motor Repair Shops was well down among the A's, and the Fifth Interplanetary Bank only one
of severa great banksincluded. Faralooked up findly.

"l don't understand,” he said; "are these the companies you have had to act against?'

Theslver-haired man smiled grimly, shook hishead. "That isnot what | mean. These firms condtitute
only afraction of the eight hundred thousand companies that are constantly in our books.”

He smiled again, humorlesdy: "These companies dl know that, because of us, their profits on paper
bear no relation to their assets. What they don't know is how great the differenceredly is; and, aswe
want agenera improvement in business moras, not merely more skillful scheming to outwit us, we prefer
themtoremaininignorance.”

He paused, and thistime he gave Faraasearching glance, said at last: " The unique feature of the
companieson this particular list isthat they are every one wholly owned by Empress Isher.”

Hefinished swiftly: "In view of your past opinions on that subject, | do not expect you to believe me."

Farastood as il as deeth, for—he did believe with unquestioning conviction, completely, findly.
The amazing, the unforgivable thing wasthat dl hislife he had watched the march of ruined meninto the
oblivion of poverty and disgrace—and blamed them.

Faragroaned. "I've been like amadman,” he said. "Everything the empress and her officials did was
right. No friendship, no persona relationship could survive with methat did not include belief in things as
they were. | supposeif | started to talk against the empress | would receive equdlly short shrift."

* % %

"Under no circumgtances,” said the old man grimly, "must you say anything againgt her mgjesty. The
weapon shopswill not countenance any such words, and will give no further aid to anyonewho is o
indiscreet. The reason isthat, for the moment, we have reached an uneasy state of peace with the
Imperid government. We wish to keep it that way; beyond that | will not enlarge on our palicy.

"I am permitted to say that the last great attempt to destroy the weapon shops was made seven years
ago, when the glorious Innelda | sher was twenty-five years old. That was a secret attempt, based on a
new invention; and failed by purest accident because of our sacrifice of aman from saven thousand years
inthe past. That may sound mysteriousto you, but | will not explain.

"The worst period was reached some forty years ago when every person who was discovered
receiving aid from us was murdered in some fashion. Y ou may be surprised to know that your
father-in-law was among those assassinated at that time.”

"Credl'sfather!" Faragasped. "But—"

He stopped. His brain was regling; there was such arush of blood to his head that for an instant he
could hardly see.

"But," he managed at last, "it was reported that he ran away with another woman.”
"They dways spread avicious story of some kind," the old man said; and Farawas silent, stunned.
The other went on: "Wefinally put astop to their murders by killing the three men from the top

down, excluding theroya family, who gave the order for the particular execution involved. But we do
not again want that kind of bloody murder.

"Nor areweinterested in any criticism of our toleration of so much that isevil. It isimportant to
understand that we do not interfere in the main stream of human existence. Weright wrongs, we act
asabarrier between the people and their more ruthless exploiters. Generaly speaking, we help only
honest men; that is not to say that we do not give assstance to the less scrupulous, but only to the extent



of sdling them guns—whichisavery great aid indeed, and which is one of the reasonswhy the
government isrelying dmost exclusvely for its power on an economic chicanery.

"In the four thousand years since the brilliant genius Walter S. Del_any invented the vibration process
that made the weapon shops possible, and laid down the first principles of wespon shop political
philosophy, we have watched the tide of government swing backward and forward between democracy
under alimited monarchy to complete tyranny. And we have discovered one thing:

"People always have the kind of government they want. When they want change, they must
changeit. Asawayswe shdl remain an incorruptible core—and | mean that literdly; we have a
psychological machine that never lies about a man's character—I repest, an incorruptible core of human
idedism, devoted to rieving theillsthat arise inevitably under any form of government.

"But now—your problem. It isvery smple, redly. Y ou must fight, asdl men have fought sncethe
beginning of time for what they valued, for their just rights. Asyou know, the Automatic Repair people
removed al your machinery and toolswithin an hour of foreclosing on your shop. This materia wastaken
to Ferd, and then shipped to a great warehouse on the coast.

"We recovered it, and with our specid means of transportation have now replaced the machinesin
your shop. Y ou will accordingly go there and—"

Faralistened with agathering grimnessto the ingtructions, nodded findly, hisjaw clamped tight.
"Y ou can count on me," he said curtly. "I've been astubborn man in my time; and though I've
changed sides, | haven't changed that."

* % %

Going outsde waslike returning from life to—degth; from hope to—redlity.

Farawaked dong the quiet streets of Glay at darkest night. For the firgt timeit struck him that the
weapon shop Information Center must be hafway around the world, for it had been day, brilliant day.

The picture vanished asif it had never existed, and he grew aware again, preternaturally aware of the
village of Glay adeep dl around him. Silent, peaceful—yet ugly, he thought, ugly with the ugliness of evil
enthroned.

He thought: The right to buy weapons—and his heart swelled into histhroat; the tears cameto his
eyes.

Hewiped hisvison clear with the back of his hand, thought of Credl's long dead father, and strode
on, without shame. Tearswere good for an angry man.

The shop was the same, but the hard metal padlock yielded before thetiny, blazing, superna power
of therevolver. Oneflick of fire; the meta dissolved—and hewasinsde.

It was dark, too dark to see, but Faradid not turn on the lightsimmediately. He fumbled acrossto
the window control, turned the windows to darkness vibration, and then clicked on thelights.

He gulped with awful relief. For the machines, his precious toolsthat he had seen carted away within
hours after the bailiff'sarrival, were here again, ready for use.

Shaky from the pressure of hisemotion, Faracalled Cred on theteledtat. It took alittle while for her
to appear; and shewasin her dressing robe. When she saw who it was she turned a dead white.

"Fara, oh, Fara, | thought—"

He cut her off grimly: "Cred, I've been to the wegpon shop. | want you to do this: go straight to your
mother. I'm here at my shop. I'm going to stay here day and night until it's settled thet | stay. . . . | shal
go home later for some food and clothing, but | want you to be gone by then. Isthat clear?”

Color was coming back into her lean, handsome face. She said: "Don't you bother coming home,
Fara I'll do everything necessary. I'll pack dl that's needed into the carplane, including afolding bed.
Well deep in the back room of the shop.”

* % %



Morning came palely, but it was ten o'clock before a shadow darkened the open door; and
Congtable Jor camein. He looked shamefaced.

"I've got an order herefor your arrest,” he said.

"Tel those who sent you," Farareplied deliberately, "that | resisted arrest—with agun.”

The deed followed the words with such rapidity that Jor blinked. He stood like that for amoment, a
big, deepy-looking man, saring at that gleaming, magicd revolver; then:

"I have asummons here ordering you to appear at the great court of Ferd this afternoon. Will you
accept it?"

"Certanly."

"Then you will bethere?'

"I'll send my lawyer," said Fara. "'Just drop the summons on the floor there. Tell them | took it.”

The weapon shop man had said, "Do not ridicule by word any lega measure of the Imperia
authorities. Smply disobey them.”

Jor went out, and seemed relieved. It took an hour before Mayor Me Dae came pompoudly through
the door.

"See here, FaraClark," he bellowed from the doorway. "Y ou can't get away with this. Thisis
defiance of the law."

Farawas slent as His Honor waddled farther into the building. It was puzzling, dmost amazing, that
Mayor Dalewould risk his plump, treasured body. Puzzlement ended asthe mayor said in alow voice,
"Good work, Fara; | knew you had it in you. Theré's dozens of usin Glay behind you, so stick it out. |
had to yell at you just now, because there's a crowd outside. Yl back at me, will you? Let'shave ared
name caling. But, first, aword of warning: the manager of the Automatic Repair Shop ison hisway here
with his bodyguards, two of them—"

Shakily, Farawatched the mayor go out. The crisswas at hand. He braced himsdlf, thought: Let
them come, let them—

It was easier than he had thought—for the men who entered the shop turned pale when they saw the
holstered revolver. There was aviolence of blustering, neverthdess, that narrowed findly down to:

"Look here," the man said, "we've got your note for twelve thousand one hundred credits. Y ou're not
going to deny you owe that money."

"I'll buy it back," said Farain astony voice, "for exactly hdf, not acent more."
The strong-jawed young man looked at him for along time. "Well takeit," he said findly, curtly.
Farasad, "I've got the agreement here—"

Hisfirst customer was old man Miser Lan Harris. Farastared at the long-faced oldster with avast
surmise, and hisfirst, amazed comprehension came of how the wegpon shop must have settled on Harris
lot—by arrangement.

It was an hour after Harris had gone that Credl's mother stamped into the shop. She closed the door.

"Wadl," shesaid, "you did it, en? Good work. I'm sorry if | seemed rough with you when you cameto
my place, but we wespon-shop supporters can't afford to take risks for those who are not on our side.

"But never mind that. I've come to take Creel home. The important thing isto return everything to
normd as quickly as possible.”

It was over; incredibly it was over. Twice, as he walked home that night, Fara stopped in midstride,
and wondered if it had not al been adream. The air waslike wine. Thelittle world of Glay spread before
him, green and gracious, a peaceful paradise where time had stood till.



SECOND GAME

CharlesV.deVet &
Katherine M acL ean

The sign was big, with black lettersthat read: I'LL BEAT YOU THE SECOND GAME.

| eased mysdlf into a seat behind the play board, straightened the pitchman's cloak about my
shoulders, took afina deep breath, let it out—and waited.

A nearby Fair visitor glanced at the sign as he hurried by. His eyes widened with anticipated pleasure
and he shifted his gaze to me, weighing me with the glance.

| knew | had him.

The man changed direction and came over to where | sat. "Are you giving any odds?' he asked.
"Tentoone” | answered.

"A dronker." He wrote on ablue dip with awhite stylus, dropped it at my elbow, and sat down.
"Weplay thefirst gamefor fed,” | said. "Second game pays.”

Gradualy | let my body relax. Itsweight pulled at the muscles of my back and shoulders, and |
douched into a hdf-dump. | could fed my eydidsdroop as| released them, and the corners of my
mouth pulled down. | probably appeared tired and melancholy. Or like aman operating in agravity
heavier than was normd for him. Which | was.

| had cometo thisworld caled Veldatwo weeks earlier. My job wasto find why its humanlike
inhabitants refused al contacts with the Federation.

Earth's colonies had expanded during the last severa centuries until they now comprised aloose
aliance known as The Ten Thousand Worlds. They were normaly peaceful—and wanted peace with
Velda. But you cannot talk peace with a people who won't talk back. Worse, they had obliterated the
fleet bringing our initid peace overtures. Asafind gesture | had been smuggled in—in an atempt to
breach that stand-off stubbornness. This booth at their Fair was my best chance—as | saw it—to secure
audience with the men in authority. And with luck it would serve adouble purpose.

* * %

Severa Vedians gathered around the booth and watched with interest as my opponent and | chose
colors. Hetook thered; | the black. We arranged our fifty-two pieces on their squares and | nodded to
him to make the first move.

He was an anemic oldster with an air of nervous energy, and he played the same way, with intense
concentration. By the fourth move | knew he would not win. On each play he had to consult the value
board suspended between us before deciding what his next move would be. On aplay board with one
hundred and sixty-nine squares, each with adifferent value—in fact one set of vauesfor offense, and
another for defense—only abrilliant player could keep them dl in mind. But no man without that ability
was going to beat me.



| let him win thefirst game. Ddliberately. The "second game counts' gimmick was not only to attract
atention, but to give me achanceto test a player's srength—and find his weakness.

At the start of the second game, the oldster moved hisfront row center pukt three squares forward
and oneleft oblique. | checked it with an end pukt, and waited.

The contest was not going to be exacting enough to hold my complete attention. Already an eidetic
portion of my mind—which | dwaysthought of asasmal machine, ticking away in one corner of my
skull, independent of any control or direction from me—was moving itsinterest out to the spectators
around my booth.

It caught a haf-completed gesture of admiration at my last move from ayouth directly ahead of me.
And with the motion, and the glimpse of the youth's face, something dipped into placein my memory.
Some subconscious counting finished itsdf, and | knew that there had been too many of those youths,
with faceslike this one, finely boned and smooth, with dender delicate necks and dim hands and
movements that were cool and detached. Far too many to be anorma number in a population of adults
and children.

Asif drawn, my glance went past the forms of the watchers around the booth and plumbed the
passing crowd to the figure of aman; amagnificent masculine type of the Veldian race, thick shouldered
and strong, thoughtful in motion, yet with something of the swagger of agladiator, who, as he walked,
gpoke to the woman who held hisarm, leaning toward her cherishingly asif he protected agreet prize.

She was wearing a concedling cloak, but her face was beautiful, her hair semi-long, and in spite of the
cloak | could seethat her body was full-fleshed and amost voluptuously feminine. | had seen few such
women on Veda

Two of the dim, ddicately built youths went by arm in arm, walking with adight defiant sway of
bodies, and looked at the couple as they passed, with a pleasure in the way the man's fascinated attention
clove to the woman, and looked at the beauty of the woman possessively without lust, and passed by,
their heads held higher in pride asif they shared a secret triumph with her. Y et they were strangers.

| had an answer to my counting. The "youths' with the large eyes and smooth delicate heads, with the
dim gtraight asexua bodies, thought of themsalves as women. | had not seen them treated with the
subdued attraction and conscious avoidance one sex gives another, but by numbers. . . My memory
added the number of these "youths' to the numbers of figures and faces that had been obvioudy female.
It totaled to dmost half the population | had seen. No matter what the biologica explanation, it seemed
reasonablethat half . . .

| bent my head, to not see the enigma of the boy-woman face watching me, and braced my elbow to
steady my hand as| moved. For two weeks | had been on Veldaand during the second week | had
come out of hiding and passed asaVddian. It wasincredible that | had been operating under a
misunderstanding as to which were women, and which men, and not blundered openly. The luck that had
saved me had been undeserved.

Opposite me, across the board, the bleach-skinned hand of the oldster was beginning to waver with
indecision as each pukt was placed. He was seeing defeat, and not wishing to seeit.

In eight more minutes | completed the rout of hisforces and closed out the game. In winning | hed
lost only two pukts. The other's defeat was crushing, but my ruthlessness had been ddliberate. | wanted
my reputation to spread.

* % %

My sign, and the game in progress, by now had attracted aline of chalengers, but asthe oldster left
the line broke and most of them shook their heads and moved back, then crowded around the booth and
good-naturedly elbowed their way to positions of better vantage.

| knew then that | had set my lurewith an irresstible bait. On aworld where the Game was played
from earliest childhood—wasin fact avita aspect of their culture—my challenge could not beignored. |
pocketed the loser's blue dip and nodded to the first in line of the four men who till waited to try me.



This second man played a better game than the old one. He had afine tight-knit offensive, with a
good grasp of vaues, but hisweakness showed early in the game when | saw him hesitate before making
asmple movein adefensve play. Hewas not skilled in the strategy of retreat and defense, or not suited
to it by temperament. He would be unable to cope with a swift forward press, | decided.

| wasright.

Some of the challengers bet more, someless, dl lost on the second game. | purchased anut and fruit
confection from a passing food vender and ate it for a sparse lunch while | played through the late
afternoon hours.

By thetime Vedas distant sun had begun to print long shadows acrossthe Fair grounds, | was
certain that word of my booth had spread well.

The crowd about therailing of my stand was larger—but the players were fewer. Sometimes| had a
break of severa minutes before one made adecision to try hisskill. And there were no more chalenges
from ordinary players. Still the results were the same. None had sufficient adroitness to give me more
than a passing contest.

Until Caertin Vlosmin made his gppearance.

Vlosmin played agameintended to beimpregnably defensve, to remain untouchable until an
opponent made amisplay or an overzedous drive, of which he would then take advantage. But his
mental prowesswas not quite great enough to be certain of asufficiently concedled or complex weakness
in the approach of an adversary, and he would not hazard an attack on an uncertainty. Excess caution
was his weakness.

During our play | sensed that the crowd about uswas very intent and gill. On the outskirts,
newcomersinquiring cheerfully were slenced by whispered exclamations.

Though it required dl my concentration the game was soon over. | looked at Vlosmin as heroseto
his feet, and noted with surprise that afine spotting of moisture brightened his upper lip. Only then did |
recognize the strain and effort he had invested into the attempt to defeat me.

"You are an exceptiona craftsman,” he said. There was agrave emphasis he put on the " exceptiona”
which | could not miss, and | saw that hisface was whiter.

Hisforma introduction of himsdlf earlier as" Caertin Vlosmin™ had meant something morethan | had
redlized a thetime.

| had just played againgt, and defeated, one of the Great Playerd!

* % %

The sun set ashort timelater and floating particles of light-reflecting air-foam drifted out over the Fair
grounds. Someway they were held suspended above the ground while air currents tossed them about and
intermingled them in the radiance of vari-hued spotlights. The areawas il asbright as day, but filled with
pale, shifting shadows that seemed to heighten the byplay of sound and excitement coming from the Fair
vistors

Around my booth all was quiet; the spectators were subdued—as though waiting for thenext actina
tense drama. | was very tired now, but | knew by the tenseness | observed around methat | did not have
much longer to wait.

By the bubbles light | watched new spectators take their positions about my booth. And astime
went by | saw that some of them did not move on, as my earlier visitors had done.

The weight that rode my stomach muscles grew abruptly heavier, | had set my net with dl the
audacity of aspider waiting for afly, yet | knew that when my anticipated victim arrived he would more
likely resemble a spider hawk. Still the weight was not caused by fear: It was excitement—the excitement
of the larger game about to begin.

* % %

| was playing an opponent of recognizably less ability than VVIosmin when | heard agtirring and



murmuring in the crowd around my stand. The stirring was punctuated by my opponent rising to hisfeet.

| glanced up.

The big man who had walked into my booth was neither arrogant nor condescending, yet the
confidencein his manner was like an aura of strength. He had a deep reserve of vitdity, | noted as|
studied him carefully, but it was aleashed, controlled vitdity. Like most of the men of the Veldian race he
wore auniform, cut severely plain, and undecorated. No flowing robes or tunics for these men. They
were awarrior race, unconcerned with the aesthetic touches of persona dress, and Ieft that Strictly to
their women.

The newcomer turned to my late opponent. His voice wasimpressive, controlled. "Please finish your
game," he said courteoudly.

The other shook his head. "The gameis aready as good as over. My sword is broken. You are
welcometo my place.”

Thetall man turned to me. "If you don't mind?"
"My pleasure,” | answered. "Please be seated.”
Thiswasit.

My visitor shrugged his close wrapped cloak back from his shoulders and took the chair opposite
me. "l an Kain Trobt," he said. Asif he knew | had been expecting him.

Inreply | came near to telling him my correct name. But Robert O. Lang was aname that would
have been diento Veda. Using it would have been as good as a confession. "Claustil Anteer,” | said,
giving aname| had invented earlier.

We played the first game as children play it, taking each other's pukts as the opportunity presented,
making no attempt at finesse. Trobt won, two up. Neither of us had made mention of awager. There
would be more than money involved in this Game.

| noticed, when | glanced up before the second game, that the spectators had been cleared from
around the booth. Only theinner, unmoving ring | had observed earlier remained now. They watched
camly—professondly.

Fortunately | had no intention of trying to escape.

* % %

During the early part of the second game Trobt and | tested each other carefully, as skilled
swordsmen, probing, feinting, and shamming attack, but never actually exposing oursalves. | detected
what could have been adight tendency to gamblein Trobt's game, but there was no concrete Situation to
confirmit.

My first moves were entirdly passve. Alertly passive. If | had judged correctly the character of the
big man opposite me, | had only to ignore the bait he offered to draw me out, to disregard his openings
and apparent—too apparent—errors, until he became convinced that | was unshakably cautious, and not
to be tempted into making the first thrusts. For thiswas hisweakness as | had guessed it: That hiswasa
gambling temperament—that when he saw an opportunity he would strike—without the caution
necessary to insure safety.

Pretending to move with timidity, and pausing with greet deliberation over even the most obvious
plays, | maneuvered only to defend. Each time Trobt shifted to anew position of attack | covered—until
findly | detected the use of dightly more arm force than necessary when he moved a pukt. It wasthe only
sgn of impatience he gave, but | knew it wasthere.

Thenit wasthat | |eft one—thin—opening.
Trobt streaked a pukt through and cut out one of my middle defenders.

Instead of making the obvious counter of taking hispiece, | played apukt far removed from his
invading man. He frowned in concentration, lifted his arm—and his hand hung suspended over the board.



Suddenly his eyeswidened. His glance swept upward to my face and what he saw there caused his
expression to change to one of mingled dismay and astonishment. There was but one move he could
make. When he madeit his entire left flank would be exposed. He had lost the game.

Abruptly he reached forward, touched hisindex finger to the tip of my nose, and pressed gently.

* % %

After aminute during which neither of us spoke, | said, "Y ou know?"
Henodded. "Yes" hesaid. "Y oure aHuman."

There was a gtir and rustle of motion around me. The ring of spectators had leaned forward alittle as
they heard hiswords. | looked up and saw that they were amiling, ingpecting me with curiosity and
something that could have been called admiration. In the dusk the clearest view wasthe ring of teeth,
gleaming—the view arabbit might get of acircle of grinning foxes. Foxes might fed friendly toward
rabbits, and admire agood big one. Why not?

| suppressed an ineffectua impulse to deny what | was. The time was past for that. "How did you
find out?" | asked Trobt.

"Y our Game. No one could play like that and not be well known. And now your nose."

"My nose?’ | repeated.

"Only one physicd difference between aHuman and aVeddian is gpparent on the surface. The nose
catilage. Yoursis split—mineissingle” Heroseto hisfeet. "Will you come with me, please?!

It was not arequest.

* % %

My guards walked singly and in couples, sometimes passing Trobt and myself, sometimes [etting us
pass them, and sometimes lingering a abooth, like any other walkers, and yet, unobtrusively they held
me encircled, aways in the center of the group. | had dready |earned enough of the Ve dian persondity
to redlize that this was smply ahabit of tact. Tact to prevent an arrest from being conspicuous, SO as not
to add the gaze of hisfdlowsto whatever punishment would be decided for a cul prit's offense.
Apparently they conddered humiliation too degp a punishment to useindiscriminately.

At the edge of the Fair grounds some of the watchers bunched around me while others went to get
thetricars. | stood and looked across the park to The City. That waswhat it was caled, The City, The
Citadel, The Hearthplace, the home place where one'sfamily iskept safe, the sanctuary whosewalls
have never been pierced. All those connotations had been in the name and the use of the name; inthe
voices of those who spoke it. Sometimesthey cdled it The Hearth, and sometimes The Market, ways
The asif it werethe only one.

Though the speakerslived in other places and named them as the homes of their ancestors, most of
the Vddianswere born here. Their history was colored, | might say even shaped, by their long era of
struggle with the dleeth, afour-footed, hairy carnivore, physicdly little different from the big cats of Earth,
but intdligent. They had battled the Ve diansin astruggle for surviva from the Veldians earliest memories
until acouple centuries before my vigt. Now the last few surviving dleeth had found refuge in the frigid
region of the north pole. With their physical superiority they probably would have won the struggle
againg the Veldians, except that their ingtincts had been purdly predatory, and they had no hands and
could not develop technol ogy.

The City had been the one strong point that the dleeth had never been able to breach. It had been
held by one of the stronger clans, and there was seldom unity among the tribes, yet any family about to
bear a child was given sanctuary withinitswalls.

The clans were nomads—made so by the aggression of the dleeth—but they dways made every
effort to reach The City when childbirth wasimminent. Thisexplained, a least partly, why even strangers
from foreign areas regarded The City astheir home place.

| could see the Games Building from where| stood. In thewalled city called Hearth it was the highest



point. Big and red, it towered above the others, and the city around it roseto it like awave, its consort of
surrounding smaler buildings matched to each other in size and shape in concentric rings. Around each
building wound the ramps of elevator runways, harmonious and useful, each of different colored stone,
lending variety and warmth. Nowhere was there a clash of either proportion or color. Sometimes|
wondered if the Veldians did not build more for the joy of creating symmetry, than because of utilitarian
need.

| climbed into Trobt's thee-whedled car asit stopped before me, and the minute | settled into the
bucket seat and gripped the bracing handles, Trobt spun the car and it dived into the highway and rushed
toward the city. The vehicle seemed unstable, being about the width of amotor bike, with Sdecar in
front, and having nothing behind except ameta box that must have housed a powerful battery, and a
shaft with the rear whed that did the steering. It was an arrangement that made possible sudden
wrenching turnsthat were battering to any passenger asunusedto it as|. To my conditioning it seemed
that the Vel dians on the highway drove like madmen, the traffic rules were incomprehensble or
nonexistent, and al drivers seemed determined to drive only in gull-like siveeping lines, giving no obvious
change of course for other such cars, brushing by tricars from the opposite direction with aninch or less
of clearance.

Apparently the maneuverability of the cars and the skill of the drivers were enough to prevent
accidents, and | had to force my totdly illogica drivers reflexesto relax and stop tensing against the
nonexistent peril.

| studied Trobt as he drove, noting the casual way he held the whedl, and the assurance in the set of
his shoulders. | tried to form apicturein my mind of the kind of man he was, and just what were the
motivations that would move or drive him.

Physicaly hewas along-faced man, with a smooth muscular symmetry, and an Asidic cast to his
eyes. | was certain that he excelled at whatever job he held. In fact | was prepared to believe that he
would excd at anything he tried. He was undoubtedly one of those amazing men for whom the
exceptiona was mereroutine. If he were to be cast in the role of my opponent: be the person inwhom
the opposition of this race would be actuaized—as | now anticipated—I would not have wanted to bet
agang him.

The big skilled man was slent for severd minutes, weaving the tricar with smooth swervesthrough a
three-way tangle at an intersection, but twice he glanced at my expression with evident curiogty. Findly,
asaman would state an obviousfact he said, "'l presume you know you will be executed.”

* % %

Trobt's face reflected surprise a the shock he must have read in mine. | had known therisk | would
be taking in coming here, of course, and of the very red danger that it might end in my degth. But this had
come up on metoo fast. | had not realized that the affair had progressed to the point where my death
was already assured. | had thought that there would be negotiations, consultations, and perhaps
ultimatums. But only if they failed did | believe that the repercussons might carry me aong to my deeth.

However, there was the possibility that Trobt was merely testing my courage. | decided on boldness.
"No," | said. "l do not expect to be executed.”

Trobt raised his eyebrows and dowed, presumably to gain moretimeto talk. With a sudden decision
he siwung the tricar from the road into one of the small parks spread at regular intervals dong the
highway.

"Surely you don't think we would let you live? There's a state of war between Veldaand your Ten
Thousand Worlds. Y ou admit that you're Human, and obvioudly you are hereto spy. Y et when you're
captured, you do not expect to be executed?’

"Was| captured?’ | asked, emphasizing the last word.

He pondered on that a moment, but apparently did not come up with an answer that satisfied him. "1
presume your question means something,” he said.



"If I had wanted to keep my presence here a secret, would | have set up abooth at the Fair and
invited inspection?’ | asked.

Hewaved one hand irritably, asthough to brush aside a picayune argument. "Obvioudy you did it to
test yourself againgt us, to draw the great under your eye, and perhaps become afriend, treated as an
equal with accessto knowledge of our plans and weapons. Certainly! Y our tactic drew two members of
the Council into your net before it was understood. If we had accepted you as a previoudy unknown
Grest, you would have won. Y ou are agambling man, and you played agambler's hand. Y ou logt.”

Partly hewasright.

"My ddliberate purpose wasto reach you," | said, "or someone ese with sufficient authority to listen
towhat | haveto say."

Trobt pulled the vehicle deeper into the park. He watched the cars of our escort settling to rest
before and behind us. | detected adight unease and rigidity in his stillness as he said, " Speak then. I'm
ligening."

"I've cometo negotiate," | told him.

* * %

Something like aflash of puzzlement crossed hisfeatures before they returned to tighter immobility.
Unexpectedly he spokein Earthian, my own language. "Then why did you choose this method? Would
it not have been better smply to announce yoursdf?'

Thiswasthefirg hint he had given that he might have visited our Worlds before | visited his. Though
we had suspected before | came that some of them must have. They probably knew of our existence
years before we discovered them.

Ignoring his change of language, | replied, still spesking Vedian, "Would it have been that smple? Or
would some minor officia, on capturing me, perhaps have had me imprisoned, or tortured to extract
informetion?'

Again the suppressed puzzlement in the shift of position as helooked a me. "They would have
treated you as an envoy, representing your Ten Thousand Worlds. Y ou could have spoken to the
Council immediately.” He spokein Ve dian now.

"l did not know that," | said. ™Y ou refused to receive our fleet envoys, why should | expect you to
accept me any more readily?!

Trobt started to speak, stopped, and turned in his seat to regard me levelly and steadily, his
expression unreadable. "Tdl mewhat you have to say then. | will judge whether or not the Council will
ligen.”

"To begin with—" | looked away from the expressionless eyes, out the windshield, down the vistas of
brown short trees that grew between each small park and the next. "Until an exploring party of ours
found signs of extensive mining operations on asmdl meta-rich planet, we knew nothing of your
exisence. We were not even aware that another race in the galaxy had discovered faster than light space
travel. But after thefirst clue we were aert for other signs, and found them. Our discovery of your planet
was bound to come. However, we did not expect to be met on our first vigt with an attack of such
hogtility asyou displayed.”

"When we learned that you had found us," Trobt said, "we sent a message to your Ten Thousand
Worlds, warning them that we wanted no contact with you. Y et you sent afleet of spaceshipsagainst us.”

| hesitated before answering. "That phrase, 'sent againgt us,' is hardly the correct one,” | said. "The
fleet was sent for adiplomatic vist, and was not meant as an aggressive action.” | thought, But obviously
the display of force was intended "diplomatically” to frighten you people into being polite. In
diplomacy the amile, the extended hand—and the big stick visible in the other hand—had obviated many
awar, by giving the stranger a chance to choose ahand, in full understanding of the alternative. We
showed our muscle to your little planet—you showed your muscle. And now we are ready to be



polite.

* % %

| hoped these people would understand the face-saving ritua of negotiation, the disclaimers of intent,
that would enable each side to claim that there had been no war, merely accident.

"Wedid not at al fed that you were judtified in wiping the fleet from space,” | said. "But it was
probably alegitimate misunderstanding—"

"Y ou had been warned!" Trobt's voice was grim, his expression not inviting of further discussion. |
thought | detected a bunching of the musclesin hisarms.

For aminute| said nothing, made no gesture. Apparently this angle of approach was
unproductive—and probably explosive. Also, trying to explain and judtify the behavior of the Federation
politicos could possibly become rather taxing.

"Surely you don't intend to postpone negotiations indefinitely?" | asked tentatively. "One planet
cannot conquer the entire Federation.”

The bunched muscles of hisarms strained until they pulled his shoulders, and his lipswhitened with
the effort of controlling some savage anger. Apparently my question had impugned his pride.

This, | decided quickly, was not the time to make an enemy. "I gpologizeif | have insulted you,” |
sadin Earthian. "1 do not yet aways understand what | am saying, in your language.”

He hesitated, made some kind of effort, and shifted to Earthian. "It is not a matter of strength, or
weakness," he said, letting hiswords ride out on his released breath, "but of behavior, courtesy.

"Wewould have l€eft you done, but now it istoo late. Wewill drive your facesinto the ground. | am
certain that we can, but if we could not, still wewould try. To imply that we would not try, from fear,
seemsto mewords to soil the mouth, not worthy of a man speaking to aman. We are converting our
ships of commerceto war. Y our people will see soon that we will fight."

* * %

"Isit too latefor negotiation?" | asked.

Hisforehead wrinkled into afrown and he stared a mein an effort of concentration. When he spoke
it waswith a considered hesitation. "If | make agreat effort | can fed that you are sincere, and not
gpesking to mock or insult. It is strange that beings who look so much like ourselves can"—he rubbed a
hand across his eyes—"pause amoment. When | say 'yag loogt'-n'bat’ what doesit meantoyouin
Eathish?'

"I must play.” | hesitated as he turned one hand padm down, signifying that | waswrong. "I must
dud," | said, finding another meaning in theway | had heard the phrase expressed. It was a srong
meaning, judging by the tone and inflection the speaker had used. | had mimicked the tone without full
understanding. The verb was perhaps stronger than must, meaning something inescapable, fated, but |
could find no Earthian verb for it. | understood why Trobt dropped his hand to the seat without turning it
pam up to sgnify that | was correct.

"There may be no such thought on the human worlds" he said resignedly. "I haveto explainastoa
child or amadman. | cannot explainin Vedian, for it has no word to explain what needs no explanation.”

He shifted to Earthian, his controlled voice sounding less controlled when moving with the more fluid
inflections of my own tongue. "We said we did not want further contact. Nevertheless you sent the
ships—ddiberately in disregard of our expressed desire. That was an insult, a deep insult, meaning we
have not strength to defend our word, meaning we are so helpless that we can be treated with
impoliteness, like prisoners, or infants.

"Now we must show you which of usis helpless, which isthe weakling. Since you would not respect
our wishes, then in order to be not-further-insulted we must make of your people acaptive or achildin
hel plessness, so that you will be without power to affront us another time.”

"If gpologiesarein order—"



Heinterrupted with raised hand, ill looking at me very earnestly with forehead wrinkled, thought half
turned inward in difficult introspection of hisown meaning, aswel asagrasping for my viewpoint.

"Theinsult of the fleet can only be wiped out in the blood of testing—of battle—and the test will not
stop until one or the other showsthat he istoo wesk to siruggle. Thereis no other way."

He was demanding total surrender!
| saw it was a subject that could not be debated. The Federation had taken on a bearcat thistime!

"| stopped because | wanted to understand you," Trobt resumed. "Because the others will not
understand how you could be an envoy—how your Federation could send an envoy—except asan
insult. I have seen enough of human strangeness to be not maddened by the insolence of an emissary
coming to us, or by your people expecting us to exchange words when we carry your first insult till
unwashed from our face. | can even see how it could perhaps be considered not aninsult, for | have
seen your people living on their planets and they suffered insult from each other without striking, until
findly | saw that they did not know when they were insulted, as a deaf man does not know when his
nameiscaled.

| listened to the quiet note of hisvoice, trying to recognize the attitude that made it different from his
previous tones—cam and dow and deep. Certainty that what he was saying was important . . .
conscioustolerance. . . generosity.

Trobt turned on the tricar's motor and put his hands on the steering shaft. ™Y ou are aman worthy of
respect,” he said, looking down the dark empty road ahead. "I wanted you to understand us. To seethe
difference between us. So that you will not think us without justice.” The car began to move,

"I wanted you to understand why you will die."

| said nothing—having nothing to say. But | began immediately to bring my report up to date,
recording the observations during the games, and recording with care thislast conversation, with the
explanation it carried of the Veldian reactions that had been previoudy obscure.

| used nerve-twitch code, "typing" on atape somewhere insgde myself the coded record of everything
that had passed sincethelast time | brought the report up to date. The typing was easy, likeflexing a
finger in code jerks, but | did not know exactly where the recorder was located. 1t was some form of
trangparent plastic which would not show up on X ray. The surgeons had imbedded it in my flesh whilel
was unconscious, and had implanted amenta block against my noticing which smal muscle had been
linked into the contrivance for the typing.

If | died before | was able to return to Earth, there were several capsuled chemicals buried at various
placesin my body, that intermingled, would temporarily convert my body to a battery for ahigh powered
broadcast of the tape report, destroying the tape and my body together. Thiswould go into action only if
my temperature fell fifteen degrees beow the temperature of life.

| became aware that Kain Trobt was speaking again, and that | had let my attention wander while
recording, and taped some subjective materia. The code twitches easily became an unconscious
accompaniment to memory and thought, and thiswas the second time | had found myself recording more
than necessary.

Trobt watched the dark road, threading among buildings and past darkened vehicles. His voice was
thoughtful. "In the early days, Miklas of Danlee, when he had the Ornan family surrounded and
outnumbered, wished not to destroy them, for he needed good warriors, and in another circumstance
they could have been hisfriends. Therefore he sent a dave to them with an offer of terms of peace. The
Oman family had the dave skinned while aive, smeared with salt and grease so that he would not bleed,
and sent back, tied in abag of his own skin, with amessage of no. The chroniclers agree that since the
Ornan family was known to be honorable, Miklas should not have made the offer.

"In another time and battle, the Cheldos were offered terms of surrender by an envoy. Nevertheless
they won against superior forces, and gave their captivesto eat a stew whose mest was the envoy of the
offer to surrender. Being given to eat their own words as you'd say in Earthish. Such things are not done



often, because the offer is not given.”

He wrenched the steering post Sideways and the tricar turned almost at right angles, balanced on one
whed for adizzy moment, and fled up agreat spird ramp winding around the outside of the red Games
Building.

Trobt <till looked ahead, not glancing a me. "'l understand, from observing them, that you Earthians
will liewithout soiling the mouth. What are you herefor, actudly?'

"I camefrom interest, but | intend, given the opportunity, to observe and to report my observations
back to my government. They should not enter awar without knowing anything about you."

"Good." He wrenched the car around another abrupt turn into ared archway in the side of the
building, bringing it to astop insde. The sound of the other tricars entering the tunnel echoed hollowly
from the walls and died asthey cameto astop around us. "Y ou are a py then.”

"Yes" | said, getting out. | had Slently resgned my commission as envoy somefive minutes earlier.
Therewaslittle point in delivering political messages, if they have no result except to have one skinned or
made into a stew.

* * %

A heavy door with the sedl of an important officia engraved upon it opened before us. In the forepart
of theroom we entered, adim-bodied creature with the face of agirl sat with crossed legs on aplatform
like along coffeetable, sorting vellum marked with the dots and dashes, arrows and pictures, of the
Vddianlanguage.

She had green eyes, honeyed-olive complexion, ared mouth, and purple black hair. She stopped to
work an abacus, made a notation on one of the stiff sheets of vellum, then glanced up to see who had
comein. She saw us, and glanced away again, asif she had coolly made a note of our presence and gone
back to her work, sorting the vellum sheets and stacking them in thin shelves with quick graceful motions.

"Kalin Trobt of Pagadl," aman on the far sde of the room said, aman sitting cross-legged on adais
covered with brown fur and scattered papers. He accepted the hand Trobt extended and they gripped
wrigtsin alocked gesture of friendship. "And how survive the other sons of the citadel of Pagael?"

"Whll, and continuing in friendship to the house of Lyagin,” Trobt replied carefully. "I have seenlittle
of my kin. There are many farlanders al around us, and between mysdf and my hearth-folk swarm the
adopted.”

"Itisnot likethe old days, Kdin Trobt. Inadream | saw arock sink from the weight of sons, and |
longed for the Sght of aland that iswithout strangers.”

"Wearedl| kinfolk now, Lyagin."

"My hearth pledged it.”

Lyagin put his hand on astack of missiveswhich he had been considering, hisface thoughtful,
sparsely fleshed, mostly skull and tendon, his hair bound back from his face, and wearing a short white
cotton dress beneath alight fur cape.

Hewas an old man, aready in his senility, and now hewas|ost in alapse of awareness of what he
had been doing amoment before. By no sign did Trobt show impatience, or even consciousness of the
other'slapse.

Lyagin raised his head after aminute and brought his rheumy eyesinto focus on us. "Y ou bring
someonein regard to an inquiry?' he asked.

"The one from the Ten Thousand Worlds," Trobt replied.

Lyagin nodded apologetically. "1 received word that he would be brought,” he said. "How did you
cgpture him?"

"Hecame."

The expresson must have had some connotation that | did not recognize for the officid let hisglance



cross mine, and | caught one dight flicker of interest in hiseyes. "Y ou say these Humanslie?' he asked
Trobt.

"Frequently. It is consgdered amost honorableto lie to an enemy in circumstances where one may
profit by it."

"Y ou brought back from hisworlds some poison which insurestheir spesking thetruth, | believe?’

"Not a poison, something they call drugs, which affects one like strong drink, dulling aman and
changing what he might do. Under itsinfluence heloses hisinitiative of decison.”

"You havethiswith you?'

"Yes." Trobt was going to waste no time getting from me anything | had that might be of valueto
them.

"It will be interesting having an enemy co-operate,” Lyagin said. "If hefinds no way to kill himsdlf, he
can be very useful to us™ So far my contact with the Ve dians had not been going at al as| had hoped
and planned.

The boy-girl at the opposite side of the room finished a problem on the abacus, noted the answer,
and glanced directly at my face, at my expresson, then locked eyes with me for abrief moment. When
she glanced down to the vellum again it was as if she had seen whatever she had looked up to see, and
was content. She sat alittle straighter as she worked, and moved with an action that was alittle less
supple and compliant.

| believe she had seen me asaman.

* % %

During the questioning | made no attempt to resist the drug'sinfluence. | answered truthfully—but
literdly. Many times my answers were undecidable—because | knew not the answers, or | lacked the
datato give them. And the others were cloaked under afull literal subtlety that made them usdessto the
Vedians. Questions such asthe degree of unity existing between the Worlds: |
answered—truthfully—that they were united under an authority with supreme power of decison. Thefact
that that authority had no actud force behind it; that it was subject to the whims and fluctuations of
sentiment and palitics of intraalliances; that it had deteriorated into amere supernumerary body of
impractical theoriststhat occupied itsdlf, in apractica sphere, only with picayune matters, | did not
explain. It was not asked of me.

Would our Worldsfight? | answered that they would fight to the degeth to defend their liberty and
independence. | did not add that that will to fight would evidenceitself first in internecine bickering,
procragtinations, and jockeying to avoid the wordt thrusts of the enemy—beforeit finally resolved itsdlf
into aunited front againg attack.

By early morning Trobt could no longer contain hisimpatience. He stepped closer. "We're going to
learn onething,” he said, and hisvoice was harsh. "Why did you come here?

"Tolearndl that | could about you," | answvered.

"Y ou cameto find away to whip ug!"

It was not aquestion and | had no necessity to answer.

"Have you found the way?"

"No."

"If you do, and you are able, will you use that knowledge to kill us?'
"No."

Trobt's eyebrowsraised. "No?" he repeated. "Then why do you want it?"
"I hopeto find asolution that will not harm either sde”

"But if you found that asolution was not possible, you would be willing to use your knowledge to
defeat us?'



llYall

"Evenif it meant that you had to exterminate us—man, woman, and child?'

"YS"

"Why? Are you so certain that you are right, that you walk with God, and that we are knaves?'

"If the necessity to destroy one civilization or the other arose, and the decision were mine to make, |
would rule againgt you because of the number of sentient beingsinvolved.”

Trobt cut the argument out from under me. "What if the Stuation were reversed, and your Sdewasin
the minority? Would you chooseto let them die?"

| bowed my head as| gave him the truthful answer. "I would choose for my own side, no matter
what the circumstances.”

Theinterrogation was over.

* k% %

Onthedriveto Trobt's home | was dead tired, and must have dept for afew minutes with my eyes
open. Withadart | heard Trobt say, ". . . that a man with ability enough to be a games—chess—master
isgiven no authority over his people, but merely consulted on occasiond abstract questions of tactics.”

"It isthe nature of the problem.” | caught the gist of his comment from hislast words and did my best
to answer it. | wanted nothing less than to engage in conversation, but | realized that the interest he was
showing now was just the kind | had tried to guide him to, earlier in the evening. If | could get him to
understand us better, our motivations and idedls, perhaps even our frailties, there would be more hope
for acompatible meeting of minds. " Among peoples of such mixed natures, such diverse historiesand
philosophies, and different ways of life, most administrative problems are problems of a choice of whims,
of changing and conflicting gods, not how to do what a people want done, but what they want done,
and whether their next generation will want it enough to make work on it, now, worthwhile."

"They sound insane,” Trobt said. "Are your administrators supposed to serve the flickering god's of
demented minds?'

"We must weigh vaues. What is consdered good may be a matter of viewpoint, and may change
from place to place, from generation to generation. In determining what people fed and what their
unvoiced wants are, atalent of strategy, and an impatience with theillogic of others, are not
qudifications."

"The good isgood, how can it change?' Trobt asked. "1 do not understand.”

| saw that truly he could not understand, since he had seen nothing of the clash of philosophies among
amixed people. | tried to think of waysit could be explained; how to show him that a people who let
their emotions control them more than their logic, would unavoidably do many thingsthey could not
justify or take pride in—but that that emotiona predominance was what had enabled them to grow, and
spread throughout their part of the galaxy—and be, in the main, happy.

* % %

| wastired, achingly tired. More, the events of the long day, and Vel da's heavier gravity had taken
meto the last stages of exhaustion. Y et | wanted to keep that weakness from Trobt. It was possible that
he, and the other Vddians, would judge the Humans by what they observed in me.

Trobt's attention was on his driving and he did not notice that | followed his conversation only with
difficulty. "Have you had only the two weeks of practicein the Game, since you came?' he asked.

| kept my eyes open with an effort and breathed deeply. Ve da's one continent, capping the planet on
its upper third; merely touched what would have been atemperate zone. During its short summer its
mean temperature hung in the low sixties. At night it dropped to near freezing. The cold night air bit into
my lungs and drove thefog of exhaustion from my brain.

"No," | answered Trobt's question. "I learned it before | came. A chess adept wrote me, in answer to



an article on chess, that a man from one of the outworlds had shown him agame of greater richnessand
flexibility than chess, with much the same fedling to the player, and had beaten him in three games of
chess after only two gamesto learn it, and had said that on his own planet this chesdike game wasthe
bassfor the amount of authority with which aman isinvested. The stranger would not name his planet.

"I hired an investigating agency to learn the whereabouts of this planet. There was nonein the Ten
Thousand Worlds. That meant that the man had been avery ingeniousliar, or—that he had come from
Vdda"

"It was|, of course," Trobt acknowledged.

"| redlized that from your conversation. The sender of the letter," | resumed, "was knownto measa
chess champion of two Worlds. The matter tantalized my thoughts for weeks, and findly | decided to try
to arange avist to Velda If you had thisgame, | wanted to try mysdf againgt your skilled ones.”

"| understand that desire very well,” Trobt said. "The same temptation caused me to be indiscreet
when | visted your Worlds. | have seldom been able to resist the opportunity for an intellectua gambit.”

"It wasn't much more than aguessthat | would find the Gameon Veda," | sad. "But the lure wastoo
gtrong for meto passit by."

"Evenif you cameintending to chalenge, you had little enough time to learn to play asyou
have—againgt men who have spent lifetimes learning. I'd like to try you again soon, if | may.”

"Certainly.” | wasin little mood or condition to welcome any further polite conversation. And | did
not appreciate the irony of his request—to the best of my knowledge | was still under a sentence of early
desth.

Trobt must have caught the bleaknessin my reply for he glanced quickly over his shoulder a me.
"Therewill betime" he said, gently for him. "Severd daysat least. Y ou will bemy guest.” | knew that he
was doing his best to be kind. His decision that | must die had not been prompted by any meanness of
nature: To him it was only—inevitable.

* % %

Thenext day | sat a one end of a Gamestablein asde wing of his home while Trobt leaned againgt
thewadl to my left. "Having alike nature | can well understand the impul se that brought you here,” he
sad. "The supreme gamble. Playing—with your life the stake in the game. Nothing you've ever
experienced can compare with it. And even now—when you have lost, and will die—you do not regret
it, I'm certain.”

"I'm afraid you're overestimating my courage, and misinterpreting my intentions,” | told him, fegling
ingtinctively that thiswould be agood time to again present my arguments. "I came because | hoped to
reach a better understanding. We fed that an absolutely unnecessary war, with its resulting desth and
destruction, would be foolhardy. And | fail to see your viewpoint. Much of it strikesme as stupid racia
pride.”

Trobt ignored the taunt. " The news of your coming isthefirst topic of conversation in The City," he
sad. "The clans understand that you have come to challenge; one man againgt anation. They greetly
admire your audacity.”

Look," | said, becoming angry and dipping into Earthian. "I don't know whether you consider me a
damnfool or not. But if you think | came here expecting to die; that I'm looking forward to it with
pleasure—"

He stopped me with an idle gesture of one hand. "Y ou decelve yoursdf if you believe what you say,"
he commented. "Tell methis: Would you have stayed away if you had known just how greet the risk was
to be?'

| was surprised to find that | did not have aready answer to his question.

"Shall we play?" Trobt asked.



We played three games; Trobt with great skill, employing diversified and ingenious attacks. But he
il had that bit too much audacity in hisexecution. | won each time.

"Y ou're undoubtedly aMagter,” Trobt said at the end of the third game. "But that isn't al of it. Would
you likemetotdl you why | can't beat you?"

"Canyou?' | asked.

"I think s0," he said. "' wanted to try against you again and again, because each timeit did not seem
that you had defeated me, but only that | had played badly, made childish blunders, and that | lost each
game before we ever cameto grips. Y et when | entered the duel againgt you afurther time, I'd begin to
blunder again."

He shoved his hands more deeply under his wegpons belt, leaning back and observing mewith his
direct ingpection. "My blundering then hasto do with you, rather than mysdlf," hesaid. "Your play is
excdlent, of course, but there is more beneath the surface than above. Thisisyour talent: You losethe
first game to see an opponent's weakness—and play it against him."

| could not deny it. But neither would | concedeit. Any smdl advantage | might hold would be sorely
needed later.

"l understand Humans alittle,” Trobt said. "Enough to know that very few of them would cometo
challenge us without some other purpose. They have no taste for degth, with glory or without.”

Agan| did not reply.

"l believe," Trobt said, "that you came hereto chalengein your own way, whichisto find any
weakness we might have, either in our military, or in some odd way, in our very selves."

Once again—with aminimum of help from me—he had arrived in hisreasoning a a correct answer.
From here on—againgt this man—I would have to wak anarrow line.

"| think," Trobt said more dowly, glancing down &t the board between us, then back at my
expression, "that this may be the First Game, and that you are more dangerous than you seem, that you
are accepting the humiliation of alowing yoursdlf to be thought of asweaker than you are, in actudity.

Y ou intend to find our weakness, and you expect somehow to tell your states what you find."
| looked across at him without moving. "What weakness do you fear I've seen?" | countered.

Trobt placed his hands carefully on the board in front of him and rose to his feet. Before he could say
what heintended asmall boy pulling something like atoy riding-horse behind him cameinto the game
room and grabbed Trobt's trouser leg. He was thefirst blond child | had seen on Velda
The boy pointed & the swords on thewall. "Da," he said beseechingly, making reaching motions.
IIDaII

Trobt kept his atention on me. After amoment afaint humorless smile moved hislips. He seemed to
grow tdler, with theimpression a strong man gives when he remembers his strength. Y ou will find no
weskness," he said. He sat down again and placed the child on hislap.

The boy grabbed immediately at the abacus hanging on Trobt's belt and began playing with it, while
Trobt stroked his hair. All the Veldians dearly loved children, | had noticed.

"Do you have any idea how many of our shipswere used to wipe out your fleet?" he asked abruptly.

As| dlowed mysdf to show theinterest | felt he put ahand on the boy's shoulder and leaned
forward. "One," he said.

* % %

| very nearly called Trobt aliar—one ship obliterating a thousand—before | remembered that
Veldianswere not liars, and that Trobt obvioudy was not lying. Somehow this small under-popul ated
planet had devel oped a science of wegpons that vastly exceeded that of the Ten Thousand Worlds.

| had thought that perhaps my vacation on this Games-mad planet would result in some mutual
information that would bring quick negotiation or conciliation: That players of achesdike gamewould be



easy to approach: That | would meet men intelligent enough to see the absurdity of such anill-fated war
againg the overwhelming odds of the Ten Thousand Worlds Federation. Intelligent enough to foresee the
disaster that would result from such afight. It began to look asif the disaster might beto the Ten
Thousand and not to the one.

* % %

Thinking, | walked aonein Trobt'sroof garden.

Waking in Veldas heavy gravity took more energy than | cared to expend, but too long a period
without exercise brought a dull ache to the muscles of my shoulders and at the base of my neck.

Thiswas my third evening in the house. | had dept at least ten hours each night since | arrived, and
found myself exhausted at day's end, unless | was able to take anap or lie down during the afternoon.

The flowers and shrubbery in the garden seemed to fed the weight of gravity aso, for most of them
grew low, and many sent cregpers out aong the ground. Overhead strange formations of stars clustered
thickly and shed aglow on the garden very like Earth's moonlight.

| was just beginning to fed the heavy drag in my leg tendons when awoman's voice said, "Why don't
you rest awhile?" It spun me around as | looked for the source of the voice.

| found her in anook in the bushes, seated on a contour chair that allowed her to Stretch out ina
half-reclining pogition. She must have weighed near to two hundred—Earth-weight—pounds.

But the thing that had startled me more than the sound of her voice wasthat she had spoken inthe
universal language of the Ten Thousand Worlds. And without accent!

"Youre—?' | started to ask.

"Human," shefinished for me.

"How did you get here?' | inquired eagerly.

"With my husband.” She was obvioudy enjoying my astonishment. She was a beautiful woman, ina
gentle bovine way, and very friendly. Her blond hair was done up in tight ringlets.

"Youmean. .. Trobt?' | asked.

"Yes" Asl stood trying to phrase my wonderment into more questions, she asked, "Y ou'rethe
Earthman, aren't you?"'

| nodded. "Areyou from Earth?'

"No," she answered. "My homeworld is Mandd's Planet, in the Thumb group.”

Sheindicated alow hassock of apair, and | seated myself on the lower and leaned an elbow on the

higher, beginning to smile. It would have been difficult not to smilein the presence of anyone so
contented. "How did you meet Trobt?' | asked.

"It'sasmplelove gtory. Kdin visted Mandd—uwithout reveding histrue identity of course—met,
and courted me. | learned to love him, and agreed to come to hisworld ashiswife."

"Did you know that hewasn't. .. That he..." | sumbled over just how to phrase the question. And
wondered if | should have Started it.

Her teeth showed white and even as she smiled. She propped a pillow under one plump arm and
finished my sentencefor me. . . . That he wasn't Human?' | was grateful for the way she put me at
ease—amost as though we had been old friends.

| nodded.

"I didn't know." For amoment she seemed to draw back into her thoughts, as though searching for
something she had dmost forgotten. "He couldn't tell me. 1t was a secret he had to keep. When | arrived
here and learned that his planet wasn't a charted world, was not even Human, | was alittle uncertain and
lonesome. But not frightened. | knew Kain would never let me be hurt. Even my lonesomeness | eft
quickly. Kdin and | love each other very deeply. | couldn't be more happy than | am now."

She seemed to see | did not consider that my question had been answered—completely. "Y ou're



wondering gill if I mind that heisn't Human, aren't you?' she asked. "Why should 1? After al, what does
it mean to be 'Human'? It isonly aword that differentiates one group of people from another. | sddom
think of the Vedians as being different—and certainly never that they're beneeth me."

"Doesit bother you—if you'll pardon this curiosity of mine—that you will never be able to bear
Kdin'schildren?'

"The child you saw thefirst morning ismy son," she answered complacently.

"But that'simpossible” | blurted.

"Isit?" sheasked. "Y ou saw the proof.”

"I'm no expert a thissort of thing," | said dowly, "but I've dways understood that the possibility of
two separate species producing offspring was amillion to one.”

"Greater than that, probably,” she agreed. "But whatever the odds, sooner or later the number is
bound to come up. Thiswasit."

| shook my head, but there was no arguing afact. "Wasnt it abit unusud that Kalin didn't marry a
Vedian woman?'

"He has married—two of them,” she answered. "I'm histhird wife."
"Then they do practice polygamy,” | said. "Are you content with such amarriage?’

"Ohyes," sheanswered. "Y ou see, besides being very much loved, | occupy arather enviable
postion here. |, ah..." Shegrew dightly flustered. "Wdll . . . the other women—the Veddian
women—can bear children only once every eight years, and during the other seven . . ." She hesitated
again and | saw atinge of red creep into her cheeks. She was obvioudy embarrassed, but she laughed
and resolutely went on.

"During the other seven, they lose their feminine gppearance, and don't think of themselvesas
women. Whilel .. ." | watched with amusement as her color degpened and her glance dropped. "'l am
aways of the same sex, asyou might say, dwaysawoman. My husband isthe envy of al hisfriends.

After her first reticence she talked fredly, and | learned then the answer to the riddle of the boy-girls
of Velda. And at least one reason for their great affection for children.

Oneyear of fertility ineght .. .

Onceagain | saw theimprint of the voracious dleeth on this peopl€e's culture. In their age-old struggle
with their cold planet and its short growing seasons—and more particularly with the dleeth—the Veldian
women had been shaped by evolution to better fit their environment. The women's sirength could not be
gpared for frequent childbearing—so childbearing had been limited. Further, one small child could be
carried in the frequent flights from the dleeth, but not more than one. Nature had doneits best to cope
with the problem: In the off seven years she tightened the women's flesh, atrophying glands and
organs—making them nonfunctional—and changing their bodies to be morefit to labor and survive—and
to fight, if necessary. It was an excellent adaptation—for atime and environment where alow birth rate
was an asset to survival.

But this adaptation had |eft only anarrow margin for race perpetuation. Each woman could bear only
four childrenin her lifetime. That, | redlized aswe taked, was the reason why the Veldians had not
colonized other planets, even though they had space flight—and why they probably never would, without
adradtic changein their biological make-up. That |eft so little ground for aquarrdl between them and the
Ten Thousand Worlds. Y et here we were, poised to spring into a desth struggle.

"You are avery unusua woman." My attention returned to Trobt'swife. "In avery unusua Stuation.”

"Thank you," she accepted it as acompliment. She made ready to rise. "I hope you enjoy your visit
here. And that | may see you again before you return to Earth.”

| realized then that she did not know of my peculiar position in her home. | wondered if she knew
even of thethreat of war between us and her adopted people. | decided not, or she would surely have
spoken of it. Either Trobt had deliberately avoided telling her, perhaps to spare her the pain it would have



caused, or she had noted that the topic of my presence was disturbing to him and had tactfully refrained
from inquiring. For just amoment | wondered if | should explain everything to her, and have her usethe
influence she must have with Trobt. | dismissed the idea as unworthy—and useless.

"Good night,” | said.

* % %

The next evening aswerodein atricar Trobt asked if | would liketo try my skill against a better
Games player.
"l had assumed you werethe best,” | said.

"Only the second best," he answered. "It would he interesting to compare your game with that of our
champion. If you can whip him, perhapswe will have to revise our opinion of you Humans."

He spoke asthough in jest, but | saw more behind his words than he intended me to see. Here at last
might be a chance to do apositive service for my side. "I would be happy to play,” | said.

Trobt parked the tricar on a side avenue and we walked perhaps a hundred yards. We stopped at
the door of asmal one-story stone house and Trobt tapped with hisfingernails on ahollow gong buried
in thewood.

After aminute a curtain over the door glasswas drawn back and an old woman with straggly gray
hair peered out at us. She recognized Trobt and opened the door.

Wewent in. Neither Trobt nor the old woman spoke. She turned her back after closing the door and
went to gir embersin astone grate.

Trobt motioned with his head for meto follow and led the way into a back room.
"Robert O. Lang," hesaid, "l would like you to meet Y ondtl."

* % %

| looked across the room in the direction Trobt had indicated. My first impression was of a grest
white blob, propped up on a couch and supported by thewall at its back.

Then the thing moved. Moved its eyes. It was dive. Itseyestold me aso that it wasaman. If | could
cdl itaman.

His head was large and bloated, with blue eyes, washed dmost colorless, peering out of deep
pouches of flesh. He seemed to have no neck; almost as though his great head were merely an extenson
of the trunk, and separated only by puffy folds of fat. Other |appings of flesh hung from hisbody in great
thick ralls.

It took another minute of fascinated inspection before | saw that he had no arms, and that no legs
reached from his body to the floor. The entire sight of him made me want to leave the room and be sick.

"Robert O. Lang is an Earthian who would chalenge you, sir,” Trobt addressed the monstrosity.

The other gave no sign that | could see but Trobt went to pull a Gamestable a the sde of the room
over toward us. "'l will serve ashishands,” Trobt said.

The pae blue eyes never left my face.

| stood without conscious thought until Trobt pushed achair under me. Mentadly | shook myself.
With unsteady hands—I had to do something with them—I reached for the pukts before me. "Doyou. .
. doyou haveachoice. .. of colors, Sr?' | sammered, trying to make up for my earlier rudeness of
daring.

Thelips of the mongtrosity quivered, but he made no reply.

All thiswhile Trobt had been watching me with amusement. "Heis deaf and speechless," Trobt said.
"Takeether sat. | will placethe other before him.”

Absently | pulled the red pieces toward me and placed them on their squares.
"In deference to you asavigtor, you will play 'second game counts,"' Trobt continued. He was il



enjoying my congternation. "He aways adlows his opponent the first move. Y ou may begin when you are
ready."

With an effort | forced myself to concentrate on the playing board. My start, | decided, must be
orthodox. | had to learn something of thetype of gamethis. .. Yondtl . . . played. | moved thefirst row
right hand pukt its two oblique and one left squares.

Y ondtl inclined his head dightly. Hislips moved. Trobt put his hand to a pukt and pushed it forward.
Evidently Trobt read hislips. Very probably Y ondtl could read ours aso.

We played for dmaost an hour with neither of uslosng aman.

| had tried severa gambits, gambitsthat invited amisplay on Y ondtl's part. But he made none. When
he offered | was careful to make no mistakes of my own. We both played as though thisfirst game were
the whole contest.

Another hour went by. | ddliberately traded three pukts with Y ondtl, in an attempt to trick himinto a
misplay. None came.

| tried asingle decoy gambit, and when nothing happened, followed with asecond decoy. Y ondil
countered each play. | marveled that he gave so little of his attention to the board. Always he seemed to
be watching me. | played. He played. He watched me.

| sweated.

Yondtl set up an overt Sde pass that forced me to draw my pukts back into the main body.
Somehow | received the impression that be was teasing me. It made me want to beat him down.

| decided on a crossed-force, double decoy gambit. | had never seen it employed. Because, |
suspect, it istoo involved, and open to error by itsuser. Sowly and paingtakingly | set it up and pressed
forward.

The Caliban in the seat opposite me never paused. He matched me play for play. And though
Y onditl's features had long since lost the power of expression, his pale eyes seemed to develop ablue
lusgter. | redlized, dmost with ashock of surprise, that the fat monstrosity was happy—intensaly happy.

| came out of my brief reverie with agtart. Y ondtl had made an obvious play. | had made an obvious
counter. | was startled to hear him sound a cry somewhere between amuffled shout and an idiot's laugh,
and my attention jerked back to the board. | had lost the game!

My brief moment of abstraction had given Y ondtl the opportunity to make a passtoo subtle to be
detected with part of my faculties occupied esewhere.

| pushed back my chair. "I've had enough for tonight,” | told Trobt. If | wereto do the Humansa
sarvice, | would need rest before trying Y ondtl in the second game.

We made arrangements to meet again the following evening, and let ourselves out. The old woman
was nowherein sight.
* % %

The following evening when we began play | was prepared to give my best. | was rested and eager.
And | had a concrete plan. Playing the way | had been doing | would never begt Y ondtl, I'd decided
after long thought. A stand-off was the best | could hope for. Therefore the time had come for more
consummate action. | would engage him in atriple decoy gambit!

| had noiillusion that | could handle it—the way it should be handled. | doubt that any man, Human or
Vedian, could. But at least | would play it with the greatest kil | had, giving my best to every move, and
push the game up the scale of reason and invol ution—up and up—until either Y ondtl or | becamelost in
itsinnumerable complexities, and fell.

Asl attacked, the complexes and complications would grow gradualy more numerous, become

more and more difficult, until they embraced a span greater than one of us had the capacity to
encompass, and the other would win.



The Game began and | forced it into the pattern | had planned. Each play, and each maneuver,
became dl important, and demanding of the greatest skill | could command. Each pulled at the core of
my brain, dragging out the |last iota of sentient stuff that writhed there. Y onditl stayed with me, complex
gambit through complex gambit.

When the strain became too great | forced my mind to pause, to rest, and to be ready for the next
clash. At thefirgt break | searched the annotator. It was working steadily, with an dmost smooth throb of
efficiency, keeping the position of each pukt—and its value—sirong in the forefront of visuaization. But
something was missng!

A minute went by before | potted the fault. The move of each pukt involved so many possibilities, so
many avenues of choice, that no exact answer was predictable on any one. The number and variation of
gambits open on every play, each subject to the multitude of Y ondtl's counter moves, stretched the
possibilities beyond prediction. The annotator was a harmonizing, perceptive force, but not a crestive,
initiating one. It operated in agtatistica manner, Smilar to acomputer, and could not perform effectively
where acrucia factor or factors were unknown, or concealed, asthey were here.

My greatest asset was negated.

At the end of the third hour | began to fed a steady pain in my temples, asthough atight metal band
pressed against my forehead and squeezed it inward. The only reaction | could discernin Y ondtl was that
the blue glint in his eyes had become brighter. All his happiness seemed gathered there.

Soon my pauses became more frequent. Great waves of brain weariness had to be allowed to
subside before | could play again.

And at last it came.

Suddenly, unexpectedly, Y ondtl threw a pukt across the board and took my second decoy—and
there was no way for meto retaliate! Worse, my entire defense was smashed.

| felt akind of calm dismay. My shoulders sagged and | pushed the board away from me and
dumped inmy chair.
| was beaten.

* * %

Thenext day | escaped from Trobt. It was not difficult. | Smply walked away.

For three days | followed the wall of The City, looking for away out. Each gate was guarded. |
watched unobserved and saw that a permit was necessary when leaving. If | found no other way | would
make arun for it. Thetime of decison never came.

Meanwhile to obtain food | was forced into some contact with The City's people, and learned to
know them better. Adding this new knowledgeto the old | decided that | liked them.

Thelr manners and organization—within the framework of their culture—was as Smple and effective
astheir architecture. There was a strong emphasis on pride, on strength and honor, on skill, and on living
adangerous life with a gambler's self-command, on rectitude, on truth, and the unbreakable bond of
loydty among family and friends. Lying, theft, and deceit were practically unknown.

| did detect what might have been auniversa discontent in their young men. They had awarrior
heritage and nature which, with the unity of the tribes and the passing of the dleeth—and no oneto fight
except themsalves—had | eft them with an unrecognized futility of purpose. They had not quite been able
to achieve a successful sublimation of their post-warrior need to fight in the Games. Also, the custom of
polygamy—necessary in the old days, and desired il by those ableto attain it—Ieft many sexudly
frustrated.

| weighed dl these observationsin my reactionsto the Vel dians, and toward the end a strange
feding—akind of wistfulness—came as| observed. | felt kin to them, asif these people had muchin
common with myself. And | felt that it wastoo bad thet life was not fundamentally so smplethat one
could discard the awareness of other ways of life, of other vaues and philosophies that bid againgt one



another, and againgt one's attention, and make him cynical of the philosophy helives by, and diesfor.
Too bad that | could not see and take life asthat direct, and asthat Smple.

Thethird day | climbed a spird ramp to the top of atower that rose above the walls of Hearth and
gazed out over miles of swirling red sand. Directly beneath me stretched along concrete ribbon of road.
On the road were dozens of dowly crawling vehicles that might have been caterpillar trucks of Earth!

In my mind the pattern clicked into place. Hearth was not typical of the cities of Veldal

It was an anachronism, arevered Homeplace, asymbol of their past, untainted by the technocracy
that was pursued e sewhere. Thiswasthe capitd city, from which the heads of the government till ruled,
perhaps for sentimental reasons, but it was not typical.

* % %

My stay in Hearth was cut short when | descended from the tower and found Trobt waiting for me.

As| might have expected, he showed no sign of anger with mefor having fled into The City. Hiswas
the universa Vedian viewpoint. To them dl life was the Game. With the differencethat it was played on
aninfinitely larger board. Every man, and every woman, with whom the player had contact, direct or
indirect, were pukts on the Board. The player made his decisions, and his plays, and how well he made
them determined whether hewon or lost. Hisevery move, hisevery joining of strength with those who
could help him, his every maneuver against those who would oppose him, was his choice to make, and
he rose or fdll on the wisdom of the choice. Game, in Veda, means Duel, means struggle and the test of
man against the opponent, Life. | had made my escape asthe best play as| saw it. Trobt had no
recrimingtions.

The evening of the next day Trobt woke me. Something in his constrained manner brought me to my
feet. "Not what you think," he said, "but we must question you again. We will try our own methodsthis
time"

"Torture?'

"You will die under thetorture, of course. But for the questioning it will not be necessary. Y ou will
tak."

The secret of their method was very smple. Silence. | wasled to aroom within aroom within a
room. Each with very thick wals. And |eft done. Here time meant nothing.

Gradudly | passed from boredom to restlessness, to anxiety, briefly through fear, to enervating
frudtration, and findly to stark apathy.

When Trabt and his three accompanying guardsmen led meinto the blinding daylight | talked without
hesitation or consideration of consequences.

"Did you find any wesknessin the Ve dians?'

"y es"

| noted then a strange thing. It was the annotator—the thing in my brain that was a part of me, and
yet gpart from me—that had spoken. It was not concerned with matters of emotion; with sentiments of

patriotism, loyalty, honor, and salf-respect. It wasinterested only in my—and its own—surviva. Itslogic
told it that unless| gave the answers my questioner wanted | would die. That, it intended to prevent.

| made one last desperate effort to stop that other part of my mind from assuming control—and sank
lower into my mental impotence.

"What is our weakness?'

"Your society is doomed.” With the answer | realized that the annotator had arrived a another of its
conclusons.

"Why?"

"There are many reasons.”



"Giveone"

"Y our cultureis based on aneed for struggle, for combat. When thereis no oneto fight it must fal.”
Trobt was dedling with afamiliar culture now. He knew the questions to ask.

"Explain thet last statement.”

"Y our culture is based on itsimpetuous need to battle. . . it isarmed and set against dangers and the
expectation of danger . . . fostering the pride of courage under stress. Thereisno danger now . . . nothing
to fight, no place to spend your over-aggressiveness, except againgt each other in personal dudls.
Already your declineis about to enter the bloody circus and religion stage, already crumbling in the heart
while expanding a the outsde. And thisisyour first civilization . . . likeaboy'sfirst love. . . you have no
experience of afall inyour history before to have recourse to—no cushioning of philosophy to accept it."

For atime Trobt maintained a puzzled silence. | wondered if he had the depth of understanding to
accept the truth and significance of what he had heard. "Isthere no solution?' he asked at last.

"Only atemporary one." Now it was coming.

"BExplan.”

"War with the Ten Thousand Worlds."

"Bxplan.”

"Y our willingness to hazard, and eagernessto battle is no weakness when you are armed with

superior wegpons, and are fighting against an opponent as disorganized, and asincapable of effective
organization as the Ten Thousand Worlds, against your long-range wegpons and subtle traps.”

"Why do you say the solution is only temporary?'

"Y ou cannot win thewar. Y ou will seemtowin, but it will beanilluson. Y ou will win the battles, kill
billions, rape Worlds, take daves, and destroy ships and weagpons. But after that you will be forced to
hold the subjection. Y our numbers will not be expendable. Y ou will be spread thin, exposed to other
culturesthat will influence you, change you. Y ou will lose skirmishes, and in the end you will be forced
back. Then will come aloss of old ethics, corruption and opportunism will replace your honor and you
will know unspeakable shame and dishonor . . . your culture will soon be weltering back into abarbarism
and disorganization which in its corruption and despair will be nothing like the proud triba primitive life of
itsfirst barbarism. Y ou will be aware of the difference and unableto return.”

| understood Trobt's perplexity as| finished. He could not accept what | told him because to him
winning was only ametter of amilitary victory, avictory of strength; Velda had never experienced defeat
as aweskness from within. My words made him unessy, but he did not understand. He shrugged. "Do
we have any other weakness?' he asked.

"Y our women."

"Bxplan.”

"They are'set’ for the period when they grestly outnumbered their men. Y our competibleratio is eight
women to one man. Y et now it isoneto one. Further, you produce too few children. Y our manpower
must ever bein smal supply. Worse, your shortage of women sponsors acovert despair and sadismin
your young men . . . ahunger and starvation to follow instinct, to win women by courage and conquest
and battle againgt danger . . . that only awar can restrain.”

"The solution?'

"Beat the Federation. Be in aposition to have free access to their women.”

Camethefina ignominy. "Do you have ameans of reporting back to the Ten Thousand Worlds?'

"Y es. Buried somewhereinsde meis anerve-twitch tape. Flesh pockets of chemicals are stored
there aso. When my body temperature drops fifteen degrees below normal the chemicaswill be

activated and will use the tissues of my body for fuel and generate sufficient energy to transmit the
information on the tape back to the Ten Thousand Worlds."



That was enough.

* % %

"Do you still intend to kill me?" | asked Trobt the next day aswe walked in his garden.

"Do not fear," he answered. "Y ou will not be cheated of an honorable degth. All Veldais as eager for
it asyou.”

"Why?' | asked. "Do they see me asamadman?’

"They seeyou asyou are. They cannot concelve of one man challenging a planet, except towin
himsdlf abright and gory death on apage of hitory, thefirst man to ddiberately strike and diein the
coming war—not an impersonal clash of battleships, but a man declaring persona battle against men.
We would not deprive you of that death. Our admiration istoo great. We want the symbolism of your
blood now just as greetly asyou want it yoursdlf. Every citizen iswaiting to watch you die—glorioudy.”

| redlized now that dl the while he had interpreted my presence herein this fantastic way. And |
suspected that | had no arguments to convince him differently.

Trobt had hinted that | would die under torture. | thought of the old histories of Earth that | had read.
Of thewarrior race of North American Indians. A captured enemy must die. But if he had been an
honorable enemy he was given an honorable death. He was dlowed to die under the stress most familiar
to them. Their strongest ethic was a cover-up for the defeated, the universal expressionless suppressa of
reaction in conquering or watching conquest, so as not to shame the defested. Public torture—with the
women, aswel aswarriors, watching—the chance to exhibit fortitude, al the way to the bresking point,
and beyond. That was cong dered the honorable death, while it was ashameful trick to quietly dit aman's
throat in his degp without giving him a chance to fight—to show his scorn of flinching under the torture,

Here | was the Honorable Enemy who had exhibited courage. They would honor me, and satisfy
their hunger for an Enemy, by giving me the breaking point test.

But | had no intention of dying!

"Y ou will not kill me," | addressed Trobt. " And there will be no war."
Helooked at me as though | had spoken gibberish.
My next words, | knew, would shock him. "'I'm going to recommend unconditional surrender,” | said.

Trobt's head which he had turned away swiveled sharply back to me. His mouth opened and he
made severd motionsto speak before succeeding. "Are you serious?!

"Very," | answered.

Trobt's face grew gaunt and the skin pressed tight against his cheekbones—amost as though he were
making the surrender rather than |. "Isthis decison dictated by your logic,” he asked dryly, "or by
faintness of heart?'

| did not honor the question enough to answer.

Neither did he apologize. ™Y ou understand that unconditiona surrender isthe only kind we will
accept?'

| nodded wearily.

"Will they agree to your recommendation?’

"No," | answered. "Humans are not cowards, and they will fight—as|ong asthereis any dightest
hope of success. | will not be able to convince them that their defeeat isinevitable. But | can prepare them
for what isto come. | hope to shorten the conflict immeasurably.”

"| can do nothing but accept,” Trobt said after amoment of thought. "1 will arrange transportation
back to Earth for you tomorrow.” He paused and regarded me with expressionless eyes. "Y ou redize
that an enemy who surrenders without a struggle is beneath contempt?”

The blood crept dowly into my cheeks. It was difficult to ignore histaunt. "Will you give me six



months before you move againg us?' | asked. "The Federationislarge. | will need timeto bring my
messageto dl.”

"Y ou have your six months." Trobt was till not through with me, personaly. "On the exact day that
period ends| will expect your return to Velda. Wewill seeif you have any honor left.”

"I will beback," | said.

* % %

During the next six months | spread my word throughout the Ten Thousand Worlds. | met disbelief
everywhere. | had not expected otherwise. Thelast day | returned to Velda

Two dayslater Veldas Council acted. They were going to give the Humans no more time to organize
counteraction. | went in the same spaceship that carried Trobt. | intended to give him any advice he
needed about the Worlds. | asked only that hisfirst stop be at the Jason's Fleece fringe.

Beside us sailed a mighty armada of warships, spaced in along line that would encompass the entire
portion of the galaxy occupied by the Ten Thousand Worlds. For an hour we moved ponderously
forward, then the stars about us winked out for an instant. The next moment a group of Worlds became
visible on the ship's vison screen. | recognized them as Jason's Fleece.

One World expanded until it appeared the size of abaseball. "Quagman,” Trobt said.

Quagman, the trouble spot of the Ten Thousand Worlds. Dominated by an unscrupulous clique that
ruled by vendetta, it had been the source of much trouble and vexation to the other Worlds. Itsleaders
were considered little better than brigands. They had received me with much apparent courtesy. In the
end they had even agreed to surrender to the Veldians—when and if they appeared. | had accepted their
easy concurrence with askance, but they were my main hope.

Two Vedians|eft our ship in ascooter. We waited ten long, tense hours. When word findly came
back it was from the Quagmans themselves. The Veldian envoyswere being held captive. They would be
released upon the delivery of two billion dollars—in the currency of any recognized World—and the
promise of immunity.

Thefoold

Trobt's face remained impassive as he received the message.

Wewaited several more hours. Both Trobt and | watched the green mottled baseball on the vision
screen. It was Trobt who first pointed out asmall, barely discernible, black spot on the upper lefthand
corner of Quagman.

Asthe hours passed, and the black spot swung dowly to the right as the planet revolved, it grew
amost imperceptibly larger. When it disappeared over the edge of the world we dept.

In the morning the spot appeared again, and now it covered half the face of the planet. Another ten
hours and the entire planet became a blackened cinder.

Quagman was dead.

The ship moved next to Mican.

Mican was a sparsaly populated prison planet. Criminalswere usually sent to newly discovered
Worlds on the edge of the Human expansion circle, and alowed to make their own adjustments toward
achieving agtable government. Men with the restless natures that made them criminas on their own highly
civilized Worlds, made the best pioneers. However, it dways took them severa generationsto work
their way up from anarchy to a co-operative government. Mican had not yet had that time. | had done
my best in the week | spent with them to convince them to organize, and to be prepared to accept any
termsthe Ve dians might offer. The gesture, | feared, was usdess but | had given dl the arguments|
knew.

A second scooter |eft with two Vel dian representatives. When it returned Trobt left the control room



to spesk with them.

He returned, and shook his head. | knew it was uselessto argue.

Mican died.

At my request Trobt agreed to give the remaining Jason's Fleece Worlds aweek to consider—on the
condition that they made no offensive forays. | wanted them to have timeto fully assesswhat had

happened to the other two Worlds—to redize that that same stubbornness would result in the same
disagter for them.

At the end of the third twenty-four-hour period the Jason's Fleece Worlds
surrendered—unconditionaly. They had tasted blood; and recognized futility when faced with it. Thet
had been the best | had been able to hopefor, earlier.

* % %

Each sector held off surrendering until the oneimmediately ahead had given in. But the capitulation
was complete at the finish. No more blood had had to be shed.

The Vddians termsleft the Worlds definitely subservient, but they were neither unnecessarily harsh,
nor humiliating. V elda demanded specific limitations on Wegpons and war-making potentids, the
obligation of reporting al technologica and scientific progress; and colonid expansion only by prior
consent.

Therewaslittle actua occupation of the Federation Worlds, but the Vedians retained the right to
ingpect any and al functions of the various governments. Other aspects of socid and economic methods
would be subject only to occasiona checks and investigation. Projects considered questionable would be
supervised by the Veldians at their own discretion.

The one provision that caused any vigorous protest from the Worlds was the Vel dian demand for
Human women. But even thiswas a purely emotional reaction, and died as soon asit was more fully
understood. The Vedians were not barbarians. They used no coercion to obtain our women. They only
demanded the same right to woo them as the citizens of the Worlds had. No woman would be taken
without her free choice. There could be no valid protest to that.

In practice it worked quite well. On nearly al the Worlds there were more women than men, so that
few men had to go without mates because of the Veldians inroads. And—by Human standards—they
seldom took our most desirable women. Because the acquiring of weight was corollary with the VVeldian
women becoming sexudly attractive, their men had an amost universal preference for fleshy women. As
aresult many of our women who would have had difficulty securing Human husbands found themsdlves
much in demand as mates of the Veldians.

* % %

Seven years passed after the Worlds surrender before | saw Kalin Trobt again.

The pact between the Ve dians and the Worlds had worked out well, for both sides. The demands of
the Vediansinvolved little sacrifice by the Federation, and the necessity of reporting to a superior
authority made for less wrangling and jockeying for advantageous position among the Worlds themsdlves.

Thefact that the Ve dians had taken more than twenty million of our women—it was the custom for
each Vddian maeto take a human woman for one mate—caused little didocation or discontent. The
number each lost did |ess than balance the ratio of the sexes.

For the Vel dians the pact solved the warrior-set frustrations, and the unrest and sexua starvation of
their males. Those men who demanded action and adventure were given supervisory postson the
Worldsasan outlet for their drives. All could now obtain mates, mates whose biological make-up did not
necessitate an eight to oneratio.

Each year it was easer for the Humans to understand the Vel dians and to meet them on common
grounds socidly. Their natures became lessrigid, and they laughed more—even at themsdlves, when the
occasi on demanded.



Thiswas especidly noticeable among the younger Veldians, just reaching an adult status. In later
years when the mgority of them would have amixture of human blood, the difference between uswould
become even less pronounced.

* % %

Trobt had changed little during those seven years. His hair had grayed some at the temples, and his
movements were abit less supple, but he looked well. Much of the intengity had left his aguiline features,
and he seemed content.

We shook hands with very red pleasure. | led him to chairs under the shade of atreein my front
yard and brought drinks.

"Firg, | want to gpologize for having thought you acoward,” he began, after thefirst conventional
pleasantries. "1 know now | was very wrong. | did not redlize for years, however, just what had
happened.” He gave hiswry smile. "Y ou know what | mean, | presume?’

| looked a him inquiringly.

"There was more to your decision to capitulate than was reveded. When you played the Game your
forte was finding the weakness of an opponent. And winning the second game. Y ou made no attempt to
win thefirgt. | see now, that as on the boards, your surrender represented only the conclusion of thefirst
game. Y ou were keeping our weakness to yoursalf, convinced that there would be a second game. And
that your Ten Thousand Worldswould winit. Asyou have."

"What would you say your wesknesswas?' By now | suspected he knew everything, but | wanted to
be certain.

"Our desire and need for Human women, of course."

There was no need to dissemble further. "The solution first cametome,”" | explained, "when |
remembered aformerly independent Earth country named China. They lost most of their wars, but in the
end they dwayswon."

"Through their women?'

"Indirectly. Actudly it was done by absorbing their conquerors. The Situation was smilar between
Veldaand the Ten Thousand Worlds. Veldawon the war, but in athousand years there will be no
Vddians—racidly."

"That was my fird redization,” Trobt said. "l saw immediately then how you had us hopelessly
trapped. The marriage of our men to your women will blend our bloods until—with your vastly greater
numbers—in a dozen generations there will be only traces of our race | ft.

"And what can we do about it?" Trobt continued. "We can't kill our bel oved wives—and our
children. We can't stop further acquisition of Human women without disrupting our society. Each
generation thetie between us will become closer, our blood thinner, yours more dominant, asthe
intermingling continues. We cannot even declare war against the people who are doing thisto us. How
do you fight an enemy that has surrendered unconditionaly?*

"Y ou do understand that for your sde thiswasthe only solution to the imminent chaos that faced
you?' | asked.

"Yes" | watched Trobt's swift mind go through its reasoning. | was certain he saw that Veldawas
losing only an arbitrary digtinction of race, very much like the absorbing of the early clans of Vedainto
thefamily of the Danlee. Thear didike of that was very definitely only an emotiona consderation. The
blending of our bloods would benefit both; the resultant new race would be better and stronger because
of that blending.

With asmall smile Trobt raised hisglass. "Wewill drink to the union of two greet races,” he said.
"And to you—the winner of the Second Game!"



COMMITTEE OF THE WHOLE

Frank Herbert

With an increasing sense of unease, Alan Wallace studied his client asthey neared the public hearing
room on the second floor of the Old Senate Office Building. The guy wastoo relaxed.

"Bill, I'mworried about this" Wallace said. ™Y ou could damn well lose your grazing rights hereinthis
room today."

They were dmost into the gantlet of guards, reportersand TV cameramen before Wallace got his
answer.

"Who the hdl cares?' Custer asked.

Wallace, who prided himsdf on being the Washington-type |awyer—above contamination by
complaintsand briefs, immune to all shock—found himsdf tongue-tied with surprise.

They wereinto the ruck then and Wallace had to pull on hisbold face, smiling at the press, trying to
soften the sharpness of that necessary phrase:

"No comment. Sorry."

"See us after the hearing if you have any questions, gentlemen,” Custer said.

Theman'svoice waslevel and confident.

He has himsdf over-controlled, Wallace thought. Maybe hewasjust joking. . . . agraveyard joke.

The marble-walled hearing room blazed with lights. Camera platforms had been raised above the
seets a the rear. Some of the smaler UHF stations had their cameramen standing on the window ledges.

The subdued hubbub of the place eased dightly, Wallace noted, then picked up tempo as William R.
Custer—"The Baron of Oregon” they called him—entered with his attorney, passed the press tables and
crossed to the sests reserved for them in the witness section.

Ahead and to their right, that one empty chair at the long table stood waiting with its aura of complete
exposure.

"Who the hell cares?"

That wasn't a Custer-type joke, W lace reminded himsdlf. For al his cattle-baron pose, Custer held
adoctorate in agriculture and degrees in philosophy, math, and electronics. Hiswestern neighbors called
him"TheBran."

It was no accident that the cattlemen had chosen him to represent them here.

Wallace glanced covertly at the man, studying him. The cowboy boots and string tie added to anesat
dark business suit would have been affectation on most men. They merely accented Custer's good



looks—the sunburned, windblown outdoorsman. He was alittle darker of hair and skin than hisfather
had been, il light enough to be caled blond, but not as ruddy and without the late father's
drink-tumescent veins.

But then young Custer wasn't quite thirty.

Custer turned, met the attorney's eyes. He smiled.

"Those were good patent attorneys you recommended, Al," Custer said. Helifted hisbriefcaseto his

lap, patted it. "No mincing around or mealy-mouthed excuses. Already got thisthing on theway.” Again
he tapped the briefcase.

He brought that damn light gadget here with him? Wallace wondered. Why? He glanced at the
briefcase. Didn't know it wasthat smal . . . but maybe he's just talking about the plansfor it.

"Let'skeep our minds on this hearing,” Walace whispered. "Thisisthe only thing that'simportant.”

Into asudden lull in the room's high noise level, the voice of someone in the press section carried
acrossthem: "greatest politica show on earth.”

"I brought this as an exhibit," Custer said. Again, he tapped the briefcase. It did bulge oddly.

Exhibit? Walace asked himsdif.

It was the second time in ten minutes that Custer had shocked him. Thiswasto be ahearing of a

subcommittee of the Senate Interior and Insular Affairs Committee. Theissuewas Taylor grazing lands.
What the devil could that . . . gadget have to do with the battle of words and lawsto be fought here?

"Y ou're supposed to talk over al strategy with your attorney,” Wallace whispered. "What the devil
doyou..."

He broke off asthe room fell suddenly slent.

Wallace |ooked up to see the subcommittee chairman, Senator Haycourt Tiborough, stride through
the wide double doorsfollowed by his coterie of investigators and attorneys. The Senator was atal man
who had once been fat. He had dieted with such savage abruptness that his skin had never recovered.
Hisjowls and the flesh on the back of his hands sagged. Thetop of his head was shiny bald and ringed
by athree-quarter tonsure that had purposely been alowed to grow long and straggly so that it fanned
back over hisears.

The Senator was followed in close lock step by syndicated columnist Anthony Poxman, who was
speaking fiercely into Tiborough'sleft ear. TV camerastracked the pair.

If Poxman's covering this one himsdlf instead of sending aflunky, it's going to be bad, Wallacetold
himsdlf.

Tiborough took his chair at the center of the committee table facing them, glanced left and right to
assure himself the other members were present.

Senator Spealance was absent, Wallace noted, but he had party organization difficulties at home and
the Senior Senator from Oregon was, significantly, not present. I1Iness, it was reported.

A sudden attack of caution, that common Washington maady, no doubt. He knew where his
campaign money camefrom. . . but he also knew where the votes were.

They had aquorum, though.

Tiborough cleared histhroat, said: "The committee will please cometo order.”

The Senator's voice and manner gave Wallace acold chill. We were nutstrying to fight thisonein the
open, hethought. Why'd | let Custer and his friendstalk meinto this? Y ou can't butt heads with a United
States Senator who's out to get you. The only way'sto fight him on theinside.

And now Cugter suddenly turning screwball.

Exhibit!

"Gentlemen,” said Tiborough, "I think wecan.. . . that is, today we can dispense with preliminaries. .
. unlessmy colleagues. . . if any of them have objections.”



Again, he glanced a the other senators—five of them. Wallace swept his gaze down the line behind
that table—Plowers of Nebraska (a horse trader), Johnstone of Ohio (a parliamentarian—devious),
Lane of South Carolina (a Republican in Democrat disguise), Emery of Minnesota (new and
eager—dangerous because he lacked the old inhibitions) and Meltzer of New Y ork (poker player, fine
old family with treditions).

None of them had objections.

They've had a private meeting—both sides of the aide—and talked over a smooth streamroller
procedure, Wallace thought.

It was another ominous sign.

"Thisisasubcommittee of the United States Senate Committee on Interior and Insular Affairs”
Tiborough said, histone formd. "We are charged with obtaining expert opinion on proposed
amendmentsto the Taylor Grazing Act of 1934. Today's hearing will begin with testimony and . . . ah,
questioning of aman whaose family has been in the business of raising beef cattle in Oregon for three
generations”

Tiborough smiled at the TV cameras.

The son-of-a-bitch is playing to the galleries, Wallace thought. He glanced a Custer. The cattleman
sat relaxed againgt the back of hischair, eyes half lidded, staring at the Senator.

"Wecdl asour first witnesstoday Mr. William R. Custer of Bend, Oregon,” Tiborough said. "Will
the clerk please swear in Mr. Cudter.”

Custer moved forward to the "hot seet,” placed his briefcase on the table. Wallace pulled achair up
beside his client, noted how the cameras turned as the clerk stepped forward, put the Bible on the table
and administered the oath.

Tiborough ruffled through some papersin front of him, waiting for full attention to return to him, said:
"This subcommittee. . . we have before usabill, thisisa United States Senate Bill entitled SB-1024 of
the current session, an act amending the Taylor Grazing Act of 1934 and, the intent is, as many have
noted, that we would broaden the base of the advisory committeesto the Act and include awider public
representation.”

Custer was fiddling with the clasp of hisbriefcase.

How the hell could that light gadget be an exhibit here? Wallace asked himsdlf. He glanced at the set
of Custer'sjaw, noted the nervous working of amuscle. It wasthe first sign of unease held seenin
Cugter. The sight failed to settle Wallace's own nerves.

"Ah, Mr. Cugter," Tiborough said. "Do you—did you bring a preliminary statement? Y our counsdl. . .

"I have agtatement,” Custer said. His big voice rumbled through the room, requiring instant attention
and the shift of camerasthat had been holding tardily on Tiborough, expecting an addition to the question.

Tiborough smiled, waited, then: "Y our attorney—is your statement the one your counsdl supplied the
committee?"

"With some dight additions of my own,” Cugter said.

Walace felt a sudden qualm. They were too willing to accept Custer's statement. He leaned close to
hisclient's ear, whispered: "They know what your stand is. Skip the preliminaries.”

Cugter ignored him, said: "I intend to spesk plainly and smply. | oppose the amendment. Broaden
the base and wider public representation are phases of the amendment. Broaden the base and wider
public representation are phases of palitician double talk. Theintent isto pack the committees, to put
control of them into the hands of people who don't know the first thing about the cattle businessand
whose private intent isto destroy the Taylor Grazing Act itself."

"Plain, smpletalk," Tiborough said. "This committee. . . we welcome such directness. Strong words.
A mgjority of thiscommittee. . . we have taken the position that the public range lands have been too



long subjected to the tender mercies of the stockmen advisors, that thelands.. . . ssockmen have
exploited them to their own advantage.”

The gloves are off, Wallace thought. | hope Custer knows what he's doing. He's sure as hell not
accepting advice,

Cugter pulled asheaf of papersfrom his briefcase and Wallace glimpsed shiny metd in the case
before the flap was closed.

Christ! That looked like agun or something!

Then Wallace recognized the papers—the brief he and his staff had |abored over—and the
preliminary statement. He noted with alarm the penciled markings and margina notations. How could
Custer have donethat much toit in just twenty-four hours?

Again, Walace whispered in Cugter's ear: "Takeit easy, Bill. The bastard's out for blood.”
Custer nodded to show he had heard; glanced at the papers, looked up directly at Tiborough.

A hush settled on the room, broken only by the scraping of achair somewherein therear, and the
whirr of cameras.

"Firgt, the nature of these landswe're talking about,” Custer said. "In my date. . . ." Hecleared his
throat, amannerism that would have indicated anger in the old man, hisfather. There wasno break in
Cugter's expression, though, and hisvoice remained leve. ". . . in my state, these were mostly Indian
lands. This nation took them by brute force, right of conquest. That's about the oldest right in the world, |
guess. | don't want to argue with it at this point.”

"Mr. Cuder."

It was Nebraskas Senator Plowers, hisamiable farmer'sface set in atight grin. "Mr. Custer, | hope.

"Isthisapoint of order?' Tiborough asked.

"Mr. Chairman," Plowerssaid, "1 merely wished to make sure we weren't going to bring up that old
suggestion about giving these lands back to the Indians.”

Laughter shot across the hearing room. Tiborough chuckled as he pounded his gavel for order.

"Y ou may continue, Mr. Custer,” Tiborough said.

Custer looked at Plowers, said: "No, Senator, | don't want to give these lands back to the Indians.

When they had these lands, they only got about three hundred pounds of meet ayear off eighty acres.
We get five hundred pounds of the highest grade protein—premium beef—from only ten acres.™

"No one doubts the efficiency of your factory-like methods," Tiborough said. "You can . . . we know
your methods wring the largest amount of megt from aminimum acreage.”

Ugh! Wadlace thought. That was alow blow—implying Bill's overgrazing and destroying the land
vaue

"My neighbors, the Warm Springs Indians, use the same methods | do,” Custer said. "They are
happy to adopt our methods because we use the land while maintaining it and increasing its vaue. We
don't permit the land to fal prey to natural disasters such asfire and eroson. Wedont. . . ."

"No doubt your methods are meticuloudly correct,” Tiborough said. "But | fail to seewhere. .. "
"Has Mr. Cugter finished his preliminary statement yet?' Senator Plowerscut in.



Walace shot astartled look at the Nebraskan. That was help from an unexpected quarter.

"Thank you, Senator,” Custer said. "I'm quite willing to adapt to the chairman’'s methods and explain
the meticul ous correctness of my operation. Our lowliest cowhands are college men, highly paid. We
travel ten times as many jegp miles aswe do horse miles. Every outlying divison of the ranch—every
holding pen and grazing supervisor's cabin islinked to the central ranch by radio. Weusethe. . . ."

"| concede that your methods must be the most modern in the world,” Tiborough said. "It's not your
methods as much as the results of those methodsthat are at issue here.

"We. . .." Hebroke off a adisturbance by the door. An Army colondl wastaking to the guard
there. He wore Specid Services fourragere—Pentagon.

Wallace noted with an odd fedling of disquiet that the man was armed—a .45 at the hip. The wegpon
was out of place on him, as though he had added it suddenly on an overpowering need . . . emergency.

More guards were coming up outside the door nown—Marines and Army. They carried rifles.

The colond said something sharp to the guard, turned away from him and entered the committee
room. All the cameras were tracking him now. Heignored them, crossed swiftly to Tiborough, and
spoketo him.

The Senator shot a startled glance at Custer, accepted a sheaf of papersthe colonel thrust at him. He
forced his attention off Custer, studied the papers, leafing through them. Presently, he looked up, stared
a Cugter.

A hush fel over theroom.

"l find mysdlf at aloss, Mr. Custer,” Tiborough said. "I have hereacopy of areport. . . . it'sfromthe
Specia Services branch of the Army . . . through the Pentagon, you understand. It was just handed to me
by, ah...thecolond here."

Helooked up at the colondl, who was standing, one hand resting lightly on the holstered .45.
Tiborough looked back at Custer and it was obvious the Senator was trying to marshd histhoughts.

"Itis" Tiborough said, "that is. . . thisreport supposedly . . . and | have every confidence it iswhat
itisrepresentedtobe. . . hereinmy hands. . . they say that . . . uh, within the last, uh, few daysthey
have, uh, investigated a certain device. . . wegpon they call it, that you are attempting to patent. They
report. . . ." He glanced at the papers, back to Custer, who was staring at him steadily. ". . . this, uh,
weapon, isathing that . . . it isextremely dangerous.”

"Itis" Cuder said.

"l ... ah, see”" Tiborough cleared histhroat, glanced up at the colond, who was staring fixedly at
Custer. The Senator brought his attention back to Custer.

"Do you in fact have such aweapon with you, Mr. Custer?' Tiborough asked.

"I have brought it as an exhibit, Sr."

"Exhibit?'

"Yes gr."

Wallace rubbed hislips, found them dry. He wet them with histongue, wished for the water glass,
but it was beyond Custer. Christ! That stupid cowpuncher! He wondered if he dared whisper to Custer.
Would the senators and that Pentagon lackey interpret such an action as meaning he was part of Custer's
crazy antics?

"Are you threatening this committee with your weapon, Mr. Custer?' Tiborough asked. "If you are, |

may say specid precautions have beentaken . . . extraguardsinthisroomand we. . . that is, we will not
alow ourselvesto worry too much about any action you may take, but ordinary precautionsarein force.”

Walace could no longer sit quietly. He tugged Custer's deeve, got an abrupt shake of the head. He
leaned close, whispered: "We could ask for arecess, Bill. Maybewe. . . ."

"Don't interrupt me," Custer said. He looked at Tiborough. " Senator, | would not threaten you or any



other man. Threatsin the way you mean them are athing we no longer canindulgein.”

"You... | believeyou said thisdevice is an exhibit," Tiborough said. He cast aworried frown at the
report in hishands. "l fail . . . it does not appear germane.”

Senator Plowers cleared histhroat. "Mr. Chairman,” he said.

"The chair recognizes the Senator from Nebraska," Tiborough said, and therdlief in hisvoice was
obvious. He wanted time to think.

"Mr. Cudter," Plowers said, "I have not seen the report, the report my distinguished colleague dludes
to; however, if | may . . . isit your wish to use this committee as some kind of publicity device?'

"By no means, Senator,” Custer said. "l don't wish to profit by my presencehere. . .. not at al.”

Tiborough had apparently come to a decision. He leaned back, whispered to the colond, who
nodded and returned to the outer hall.

"Y ou strike me as an eminently reasonable man, Mr. Cugter,” Tiborough said. "If | may. .. ."

"May |," Senator Plowerssaid. "May I, just permit me to conclude this one point. May we have the
Specia Servicesreport in the record?’

"Certainly,” Tiborough said. "But what | was about to sugget. . . ."

"May |," Plowerssaid. "May |, would you permit me, please, Mr. Chairman, to make this point clear
for the record?’

Tiborough scowled, but the heavy dignity of the Senate overcame hisirritation. "Please continue,
Senator. | had thought you were finished.”

"l respect . . . thereisno doubt in my mind of Mr. Cugter'struthfulness,” Plowers said. Hisface
eased into agrin that made him look grandfatherly, akindly elder statesman. "1 would like, therefore, to
have him explain how this. . . ah, weapon, can be an exhibit in the matter before our committee.”

Walace glanced a Custer, saw the hard set to the man's jaw, redlized the cattleman had gotten to
Plowers somehow. Thiswas a et piece.

Tiborough was glancing at the other senators, weighing the advisability of high-handed dismiss . . .
perhaps astar chamber session. No .. . . they were dl too curious about Custer's device, his purpose
here.

The thoughts were plain on the Senator's face.
"Very well," Tiborough said. He nodded to Custer. ™Y ou may proceed, Mr. Cugter.”

"During last winter's dack season," Custer said, "two of my men and | worked on a project weve
had in the worksfor three years—to develop a sustained-emission laser device."

Cugter opened hisbriefcase, did out afat duminum tube mounted on apistal grip with aconventional
appearing trigger.

"Thisisquite harmless" hesaid. "I didn't bring the power pack."

"Thatis. .. thisisyour weapon?' Tiborough asked.

"Cdling thisawegponismideading,” Cugter sad. "Theterm limitsand overamplifies. Thisisaso a
brush-cutter, a subgtitute for alogger's saw and axe, adiamond cutter, amilling machine. .. and a
wegpon. Itisaso aturning point in history.”

"Come now, isn't that abit pretentious?" Tiborough asked.

"Wetend to think of history as something old and dow,” Custer said. "But history is, asamatter of
fact, extremely rapid and immediate. A President is assassinated, abomb explodes over acity, adam
breaks, arevolutionary deviceisannounced.”

"Lasers have been known for quite afew years," Tiborough said. Helooked at the papersthe
Colonel had given him. "The principle dates from 1956 or thereabouts.”

"I don't wish it to gppear that I'm taking credit for inventing thisdevice,” Custer said. "Nor am |



claming sole credit for developing the sustained-emission laser. | was merely one of ateam. But | do
hold the device herein my hand, gentlemen.”

"Exhibit, Mr. Cugter," Plowersreminded him. "How isthis an exhibit?"

"May | explain first how it works?' Custer asked. "That will make the rest of my statement much
esge.”

Tiborough looked at Plowers, back to Cugter. "If you will tiethisdl together, Mr. Cugter,”
Tiborough said. "l want to . . . the bearing of this device on our—we are hearing aparticular bill in this
room."

"Certainly, Senator,” Cudter said. Helooked at hisdevice. "A ninety-volt radio battery drivesthis
particular model. We have some that require less voltage, some that use more. Weamed for a
congtruction with smple parts. Our crystals are common quartz. We shattered them by bringing themto a
boil in water and then plunging them into ice water . . . repeatedly. We chose twenty pieces of very close
to the same Sze—about one gram, dightly more than fifteen grainseach.”

Custer unscrewed the back of the tube, did out around length of plagtic trailing lengths of red, green,
brown, blue and yelow wire.

Walace noted how the cameras of the TV men were centered on the object in Custer's hands. Even
the senators were leaning forward, staring.

We're gadget-crazy people, Wallace thought.

"The crystalswere dipped in thinned household cement and then into iron filings" Cudter said. "We
made alittle jig out of afly-tying vise and opened a passage in the filings at opposite ends of the crystals.
We then made some common celluloid—nitrocdlulose, acetic acid, gdatin, and dcohol—dl very
common products, and formed it in alength of garden hose just long enough to take the crystals end to
end. The crystalswere inserted in the hose, the cdlluloid poured over them and the whole thing was
segted in amagnetic waveguide while the cdlluloid was cooling. This centered and digned the crystals.
The waveguide was congtructed from wire salvaged from an old TV set and built following the directions
in the Radio Amateur's Handbook."

Cugter re-inserted the length of plastic into the tube, adjusted the wires. There was an unearthly
dlencein the room with only the cameraswhirring. It was as though everyone were holding his bresth.

"A laser requires aresonant cavity, but that's complicated,” Custer said. "Instead, we wound two
layers of fine copper wire around our tube, immersed it in the celluloid solution to coat it and then filed
one end flat. Thisend took a piece of mirror cut to fit. We then pressed anumber eight embroidery
needle a right anglesinto the mirror end of the tube until it touched the Sde of the number one crystd.”

Cudter cleared histhroat.

Two of the senators leaned back. Plowers coughed. Tiborough glanced at the banks of TV cameras
and there was aquestioning ook in his eyes.

"We then determined the master frequency of our crystal series,” Custer said. "We used atest sgnd
and oscilloscope, but any radio amateur could do it without the oscilloscope. We constructed an
oscillator of that master frequency, attached it at the needle and a bare spot scraped in the opposite edge
of thewaveguide."

"Andthis. .. ah...worked?' Tiborough asked.

"No." Custer shook his head. "When we fed power through avoltage multiplier into the system we
produced an estimated four hundred joules emission and melted half the tube. So we started all over

agan."

"You aregoing to tiethisin?' Tiborough asked. He frowned at the papersin his hands, glanced
toward the door where the colond had gone.

"l am, gr, believeme," Custer said.

"Very well, then," Tiborough said.



"So we started dl over again,” Custer said. "But for the second celluloid dip we added bismuth—a
saturate solution, actudly. 1t stayed gummy and we had to paint over it with asedling coat of the straight
cdluloid. We then coupled this bismuth layer through a pulse circuit so that it was bathed in a counter
wave—180 degrees out of phase with the master frequency. We had, in effect, immersed the unit in a
thermoedlectric cooler that exactly countered the heat production. A thin beam issued from the unmirrored
end when we powered it. We have yet to find something that thin beam cannot cut.”

"Diamonds?" Tiborough asked.

"Powered by less than two hundred volts, this device could cut our planet in half like aripe tomato,"
Custer said. "One man could destroy an aerial armadawith it, knock down ICBMs before they touched
amosphere, snk aflegt, pulverizeacity. I'm afraid, Sir, that | haven't mentdly catdogued dl the violent
implications of this device. The mind tends to boggle at the enormous power focusedin. . . ."

"Shut down those TV camerad!™

It was Tiborough shouting, leaping to hisfeet and making a sweeping gesture to include the banks of
cameras. The abrupt violence of hisvoice and gesturefell on theroom like an explosion. "Guards!" he
caled. "Y ou there a the door. Cordon off that door and don't et anyone out who heard thisfool!" He
whirled back to face Custer. "Y ou irresponsibleidiot!”

"I'm afraid, Senator," Custer said, "that you're locking the barn door many weekstoo late."
For along minute of slence Tiborough glared at Cugter. Then: "You did thisdeliberatdy, en?"

"Senator, if I'd waited any longer, there might have been no hopefor usat al.”

Tiborough sat back in hischair, still keeping his atention fastened on Custer. Plowers and Johnstone
on hisright had their heads close together whispering fiercely. The other senators were dividing their
attention between Custer and Tiborough, their eyes wide and with no attempt to conceal their
agtonishment.

Wallace, growing conscious of theimplicationsin what Custer had said, tried to wet hislipswith his
tongue. Christ! he thought. This stupid cowpoke has sold usdl down theriver!

Tiborough signded an aide, spoke briefly with him, beckoned the colonel from the door. Therewasa
buzzing of excited conversation in the room. Severa of the pressand TV crew were huddled near the
windows on Cugter'sleft, arguing. One of their number—a florid-faced man with gray hair and
horn-rimmed glasses—started across the room toward Tiborough, was stopped by a committee aide.
They began alow-voiced argument with violent gestures.

A loud curse sounded from the door. Poxman, the syndicated columnist, was trying to push past the
guardsthere.

"Poxman!" Tiborough caled. The columnist turned. "My orders are that no one leaves,” Tiborough
said. "You are not an exception." He turned back to face Custer.

Theroom had fallen into a semblance of quiet, athough there gtill were pockets of muttering and
there was the sound of running feet and ahurrying about in the hal outside.

"Two channelswent out of herelive," Tiborough said. "Nothing much we can do about them,
athough wewill trace down as many of their viewers aswe can. Every bit of film in thisroom and every
sound tape will be confiscated, however." His voice rose as protests sounded from the press section.
"Our national security isat stake. The President has been notified. Such measures as are necessary will
be taken."



The colond came hurrying into the room, crossed to Tiborough, quietly said something.
"Y ou should've warned me!" Tiborough snapped. "I had noideathat. . . ."
The colond interrupted with awhispered comment.

"These papers.. . . your damned report isnot clear!" Tiborough said. He looked around at Custer. "'l
seeyoure amiling, Mr. Cugter. | don't think you'll find much to smile about before long.”

"Senator, thisis not ahappy smile" Cugter said. "But | told myself severd days ago you'd fail to see
theimplications of thisthing." He tapped the pistol-shaped device he had rested on the table. "l told
myself youd fal back into the old, useless pattern.”

"Isthat what you told yoursdlf, really?' Tiborough said.

Walace, hearing the venom in the Senator's voice, moved his char afew inchesfarther away from
Cudter.

Tiborough looked at the laser projector. "Isthat thing really disarmed?”

"Yes gr."

"If | order one of my men to takeit from you, you will not resst?"

"Which of your men will you trust with it, Senator?' Custer asked.

In the long slence that followed, someone in the press section emitted a nervous guffaw.

"Virtudly every man on my ranch has one of thesethings," Custer said. "Wefd treeswith them, cut
firewood, make fence podsts. Every letter written to me asaresult of my patent application has been
answered candidly. More than a thousand sets of schematics and instructions on how to build this device
have been sent out to varied placesin theworld.”

"You vicioustraitor!" Tiborough rasped.

"Y ou're certainly entitled to your opinion, Senator,” Custer said. "But | warn you I've had timefor
considerably more concentrated and considerably more painful thought than you've gpplied to this
problem. In my estimation, | had no choice. Every week | waited to make thisthing public, every day,
every minute, merely raised the odds that humanity would be destroyed by. . . ."

"Y ou said thisthing applied to the bearings on the grazing act,” Plowers protested, and therewasa
plaintive note of complaint in hisvoice.

"Senator, | told you thetruth,” Custer said. "There's no red reason to change the act, now. We

intend to go on operating under it—with the agreement of our neighbors and others concerned. People
are dill going to need food.”

Tiborough glared a him. "Y ou're saying we can't forceyou to . . ." He broke off at adisturbancein
the doorway. A rope barrier had been stretched there and aline of Marines stood with their backstoit,
facing the hal. A mab of people wastrying to press through. Press cards were being waved.

"Colond, | told you to clear that hal!" Tiborough barked.

The colond ran to the barrier. "Use your bayonetsif you haveto!" he shouted.

The disturbance subsided at the sound of hisvoice. More uniformed men could be seen moving in
along the barrier. Presently, the noise receded.

Tiborough turned back to Cugter. "Y ou make Benedict Arnold look like the greatest friend the
United States ever had," he said.

"Curgng meisn't going to hep you," Cudter said. "Y ou are going to haveto live with thisthing; so
you'd better try understanding it.”

"That appearsto be smple,” Tiborough said. "All | haveto do is send twenty-five cents to the Patent
office for the schematics and then write you aletter.”

"The world aready was headed toward suicide,” Custer said. "Only foolsfaledtoredize. . . ."

"So you decided to give us alittle push,” Tiborough said.



"H. G. Wdlswarned us," Custer said. "That's how far back it goes, but nobody listened. 'Human
history becomes more and more a race between education and catastrophe,' Wells said. But those were
just words. Many scientists have remarked the growth curve on the amount of raw energy becoming
available to humans—and the diminishing curve on the number of persons required to use that energy.
For along time now, more and more violent power was being made available to fewer and fewer people.
It was only ametter of time until total destruction was put into the hands of sngleindividuas.”

"And you didn't think you could take your government into your confidence.”

"The government aready was committed to apolitical course diametrically oppositethe onethis
devicerequires,” Cusgter said. "Virtudly every man in the government has avested interest in not reversing
that course.”

"So you st yoursdlf above the government?”

"I'm probably wasting my time," Cugter said, "but I'll try to explainiit. Virtualy every government in
the world is dedicated to manipulating something called the 'mass man.' That's how governments have
stayed in power. But there is no such man. When you el evate the nonexistent ‘mass man' you degrade the
individua. And obvioudy it was only amatter of time until dl of uswere a the mercy of theindividua
holding power."

"Youtdk likeacommie!"

"They'll say I'm agoddamn capitdist pawn,” Custer said. "L et me ask you, Senator, to visudize a
poor radio technician in a South American country. Brazil, for example. He lives a hand-to-mouth

existence, ground down by an overbearing, unimaginative, essentially uncouth ruling oligarchy. What ishe
going to do when this device comesinto his hands?’

"Murder, robbery and anarchy.”

"Y ou could beright," Custer said. "But we might reach an understanding out of ultimate
necessity—that each of usmust cooperate in maintaining the dignity of al.”

Tiborough stared at him, began to spesk musingly: "WEell have to control the essentid materialsfor
congtructing thisthing . . . and there may be trouble for awhile, but. . . ."

"You'reaviciousfool."

In the cold silence that followed, Custer said: "It wastoo late to try that ten years ago. I'm telling you
thisthing can be patchworked out of awide variety of materiasthat are aready scattered over the earth.
It can be made in basements and mud huts, in palaces and shacks. The key item isthe crystals, but other
crystaswill work, too. That's obvious. A patient man can grow crystals. . . and thisworld isfull of
patient men."

"I'm going to place you under arrest,” Tiborough said. ™Y ou have outraged every rule—"

"You'reliving in adreamworld,” Custer said. "I refuseto threaten you, but I'll defend myself from
any atempt to oppress or degrade me. If | cannot defend mysdlf, my friendswill defend me. No man
who understands what this device meanswill permit hisdignity to be taken from him."

Cugter dlowed amoment for hiswordsto sink in, then: "And don't twist those wordsto imply a
threat. Refusdl to threaten afellow human is an absolute requirement in the day that has just dawned on
lﬁ"

"Y ou haven't changed athing!" Tiborough raged. "If one man is powerful with that thing, ahundred
ae...."

"All previousinsultsasde," Custer said, "l think you are ahighly inteligent man, Senator. | ask you to
think long and hard about this device. Use of power isno longer the deciding factor because one manis
as powerful asamillion. Restraint—self-restraint is now the key to surviva. Each of usisat the mercy of
his neighbor's good will. Each of us, Senator—the man in the pal ace and the man in the shack. Wed
better do al we can to increase that good will—not attempting to buy it, but Smply recognizing that
individud dignity isthe oneindienadleright of. . . ."



"Don't you preach to me, you commietraitor!” Tiborough rasped. "Y ourealiving exampleof. . . ."
"Senator!”

It was one of the TV cameramen in the lft rear of the room.

"Let'sstop insulting Mr. Custer and hear him out,” the cameraman said.

"Get that man'sname,” Tiborough told anade. "If he. . . ."

"I'm an expert eectronic technician, Senator,” the man said. Y ou can't threaten me now."

Custer smiled, turned to face Tiborough.

"The revolution begins," Custer said. He waved ahand as the Senator started to whirl away. "Sit
down, Senator."

Walace, watching the Senator obey, saw how the balance of control had changed in thisroom.

"ldessareinthewind," Custer said. "There comes atime for athing to develop, it comesinto being.
The spinning jenny came into being becauise that was itstime. It was based on countlessideas that had
preceded it."

"And thisisthe age of thelaser?' Tiborough asked.

"It was bound to come,” Custer said. "But the number of people in the world who'refilled with hate
and frustration and violence has been growing with terrible speed. Y ou add to that the enormous danger
that thismight fall into the hands of just one group or nation or . . ." Custer shrugged. "Thisistoo much
power to be confined to one man or group with the hope they'll administer wisdly. | didn't dare delay.
That'swhy | spread thisthing now and announced it asbroadly as| could.”

Tiborough leaned back in his chair, hishandsin hislap. His face was pale and beads of perspiration
stood out on his forehead.

"Wewon't makeit."

"l hope you'rewrong, Senator,” Custer said. "But the only thing | know for sureisthat we'd have had
less chance of making it tomorrow than we have today."

AND THEN
THERE WERE NONE

Eric Frank Russell

The Battleship was eight hundred feet in diameter and dightly more than one milelong. Masslike that
takes up room and makes a dent. The one sprawled right across one field and halfway through the next.
Its weight made arut twenty feet deep which would be there for keeps.

On board were two thousand people divisibleinto three distinct types. Thetall, lean, crinkly-eyed



ones were the crew. The crop-haired, heavy-jowled ones were the troops. Finally, the expressionless,
balding and myopic ones were the cargo of bureaucrats.

Thefirst of these types viewed thisworld with the professional but aloof interest of people
everlastingly giving a planet the swift once-over before chasing dong to the next. The troops regarded it
with amixture of tough contempt and boredom. The bureauicrats peered at it with cold authority. Each
according to hislights.

Thislot were accustomed to new worlds, had dedlt with them by the dozens and reduced the
process to mere routine. The task before them would have been nothing more than repetition of
well-used, smoothly operating technique but for one thing: the entire bunch werein ajam and did not
know it.

Emergence from the ship was in strict order of precedence. Firdt, the Imperial Ambassador. Second,
the battleship's captain. Third the officer commanding the ground forces. Fourth, the senior civil servant.

Then, of course, the next grade lower, in the same order: His Excdlency's private secretary, the
ship's second officer, the deputy commander of troops, the penultimate pen pusher.

Down another grade, then another, until there was eft only His Excellency's barber, boot wiper and
vaet, crew members with the lowly status of O.S—Ordinary Spaceman—the military nonentitiesin the
ranks, and afew temporary ink-pot fillers dreaming of the day when they would be made permanent and
given adesk of their own. Thislast collection of unfortunates remained aboard to clean ship and refrain
from smoking, by command.

Had thisworld been dien, hostile and well-armed, the order of exit would have been reversed,
exemplifying the Biblical promisethat the last shdl befirst and the first shall belagt. But this plandt,
dthough officidly new, unofficidly was not new and certainly was not dien. Inledgers and dusty files
some two hundred light-years away it was recorded as a cryptic number and classified asaripe plum
long overdue for picking. There had been considerable delay in the harvesting due to a super-abundance
of other dill riper plumsesewhere.

According to the records, this planet was on the outermost fringe of a huge assortment of worlds
which had been settled immediately following the Great Explosion. Every school child knew al about the
Great Explosion, which was no more than the spectacular name given to the bursting outward of masses
of humanity when the Blieder drive superseded atomic-powered rockets and practically handed them the
cosmos on aplatter.

At that time, between three and five hundred years ago, every family, group, cult or clique that
imagined it could do better some place €l se had taken to the star trails. The restless, the ambitious, the
mal contents, the eccentrics, the antisocid, the fidgety and the just plain curious, away they had roared by
the dozens, the hundreds, the thousands.

* % %

Some two hundred thousand had cometo this particular world, the last of them arriving three
centuries back. As usud, ninety percent of the mainstream had conssted of friends, relatives or
acquaintances of thefirst-corners, people persuaded to follow the bold example of Uncle Eddie or Good
Old Joe.

If they had since doubled themsdalves six or seven times over, there now ought to be severa millions
of them. That they had increased far beyond their origina strength had been evident during the approach,
for while no greet citieswere visble there were many medium to smalish towns and alarge number of
villages

His Excellency looked with approval at the turf under hisfeet, plucked ablade of it, grunting as he
stooped. He was so constructed that this effort gpproximated to an athletic feat and gave him acrick in
thebdly.

"Earth-type grass. Notice that, captain?Isit just a coincidence, or did they bring seed with them?"



"Coincidence, probably,” thought Captain Grayder. "I've come across four grassy worlds so far. No
reason why there shouldn't be others.”

"No, | suppose not." His Excellency gazed into the distance, doing it with pride of ownership. "Looks
like theré's someone plowing over there. HE's using alittle engine between apair of fat whedls. They can't
be so backward. Hm-m-m!" He rubbed a couple of chins. "Bring him here. WEIl have atak, find out
whereit's best to get started.”

"Very well." Captain Grayder turned to Colonel Shelton, boss of the troops. "His Excellency wishes
to speak to that farmer.” he pointed to the faraway figure.

"Thefarmer," said Shelton to Mgor Hame. "His Excdllency wants him at once.”

"Bring that farmer here," Hame ordered Lieutenant Deacon. "Quickly!"

"Go get that farmer," Deacon told Sergeant mgjor Bidworthy. "And hurry—His Excdlency is
wating!"

The sergeant mgjor, abig, purple-faced man, sought around for alesser rank, remembered that they
were d| cleaning ship and not smoking. He, it seemed, was e ected.

Tramping across four filds and coming within hailing distance of his objective, he performed a
precise military halt and rel eased a barracks-square bellow of, "Hi, you!" He waved urgently.

The farmer stopped, wiped hisforehead, looked around. His manner suggested that the mountainous
bulk of the battleship was a mirage such as are dime a dozen around these parts. Bidworthy waved
again, making it an authoritative summons. The farmer calmly waved back, got on with his plowing.

Sergeant Mg or Bidworthy employed an expletive which—when its flames had died out—meant,
"Dear mel" and marched fifty paces nearer. He could now see that the other was bushy-browed and
leather-faced.

"Hil"
Stopping the plow again, the farmer leaned on a shaft, picked histeeth.

Struck by the notion that perhaps during the last three centuries the old Earth-language had been
dropped in favor of some other lingo, Bidworthy asked, " Can you understand me?"

"Can any person understand another?' inquired the farmer, with clear diction. He turned to resume
histask.

Bidworthy was afflicted with amoment of confuson. Recovering, heinformed hurriedly, "His
Excdlency, the Earth Ambassador, wishes to spesk with you at once.”

"S0?" The other eyed him speculatively. "How comethat heis excelent?'

"Heisaperson of considerable importance,” said Bidworthy, unable to decide whether the other was
being funny at his expense or dternatively was what is known as a character. A good many of these
isolated planet-scratchers liked to think of themselves as characters.

"Of considerable importance,” echoed the farmer, narrowing his eyes at the horizon. He appeared to
be trying to grasp an dien concept. After awhile, heinquired, "What will happen to your home world
when this person dies?!

"Nothing," Bidworthy admitted.
"It will roll on asusud?"
"Of course"

"Then," declared the farmer, flatly, ""he cannot be important.” With that, hislittle engine went
chuff-chuff and the wheelsrolled forward and the plow plowed.

Digging his nalsinto the pams of his hands, Bidworthy spent haf aminute gathering oxygen before
he said, in hoarse tones, "I cannot return without at least amessage for His Excedllency.”

"Indeed?’ The other wasincredulous. "What isto stop you?" Then, noting the darming increasein
Bidworthy's color, he added with compassion, "Oh, well, you may tell him that | said"—he paused while



he thought it over—"God bless you and goodbye!™

Sergeant Mg or Bidworthy was a powerful man who weighed two-twenty pounds, had hopped
around the cosmos for twenty years, and feared nothing. He had never been known to permit the shiver
of one hair—but he was trembling al over by the time he got back to the ship.

His Excdlency fastened a cold eye upon him and demanded, "Well?*

"Hewon't come." Bidworthy's veins ood out on hisforehead. "And, gir, if only | could have himin
my field company for afew monthsI'd straighten him up and teach him to move a the double.”

"| don't doubt that, Sergeant Mgor," soothed his Excellency. He continued in awhispered aside to
Colone Shelton. "He'sagood fellow but no diplomat. Too abrupt and harsh voiced. Better go yoursdlf
and fetch that farmer. We can't St here forever waiting to find out where to begin.”

"Very wel, your Excellency." Colond Shelton trudged across the fields, caught up with the plow.
Smiling pleasantly, he said, "Good morning, my man!"

Stopping his plow, the farmer sghed asif it were another of those days one has sometimes. His eyes
were dark-brown, amost black, asthey looked at the other.

"What makesyou think I'm your man?' heinquired.

"Itisafigure of speech,” explained Shelton. He could see what was wrong now. Bidworthy had
fdlen foul of anirascible type. Two dogs snarling at one another. Shelton went on, "I was only trying to
be courteous.”

"Well," meditated the farmer, "I reckon that's something worth trying for.”

Pinking alittle, Shelton continued with determination. "I am commanded to request the pleasure of
your company a the ship.”

"Think they'll get any pleasure out of my company?" asked the other, disconcertingly bland.
"I'msureof it," said Shelton.

"Yourealiar," said thefarmer.

His color degpening, Colonel Shelton snapped, "I do not permit peopleto cal mealiar.”
"Youvejust permitted it," the other pointed out.

Letting it pass, Shelton ingsted, "Are you coming to the ship or are you not?"

"l amnot."

"Why not?'

"Myob!" said the farmer.

"What wasthat?"

"Myob!" he repeated. It smacked of amild insult.

Colond Shelton went back.

* * %

Hetold the ambassador, "That fellow is one of these too-clever types. All | could get out of him at
the finish was 'myob', whatever that means.”

"Loca dang," chipped in Captain Grayder. "An awful lot of it develops over three or four centuries.
I've come across one or two worlds where there's been so much of it that one almost had to learn anew
language.”

"He understood your speech?' asked the ambassador, looking at Shelton.

"Y es, your Excellency. And hisown is quite good. But he won't come away from his plowing." He
reflected briefly, then suggested, "If it were left to me, 1'd bring him in by force, under an armed escort.”

"That would encourage him to give essentia information,” commented the ambassador, with open



sarcasm. He patted his ssomach, smoothed his jacket, glanced down at his glossy shoes. "Nothing for it
but to go speek to him mysdlf."

Colone Shelton was shocked. "Y our Excellency, you can't do that!"

"Why cant 17"

"It would be undignified.”

"l am aware of it,” said the ambassador, dryly. "Can you suggest an aternative?’

"We can send out a patrol to find someone more co-operative.”

"Someone better informed, too," Captain Grayder offered. "At best we wouldn't get much out of one
surly hayseed. | doubt whether he knows aquarter of what we requireto learn.”

"All right." His Excellency abandoned the notion of doing his own chores. "Organize apatrol and let's
have some results.”

"A patrol," said Colonel Sheltonto Mgor Hame. "Nominate one immediately.”

"Cadll out apatrol," Hame ordered Lieutenant Deacon. "At once."

"Parade apatrol immediately, Sergeant Mgjor,” said Deacon.

Bidworthy went to the ship, climbed aladder, stuck hishead in the lock and bawled, " Sergeant
Gleed, out with your squad, and make it snappy!" He gave a suspicious sniff and went farther into the
lock. His voice gained severd more decibels. "Who's been smoking? By the Black Sack, if | catch—"

Acrossthefidds something quietly went chuff-chuff while baloon tires crawled dong.

The patrol formed by the right in two ranks of eight men each, turned at abarked command,

marched off noseward. Their boots thumped in unison, their accoutrements clattered and the
orange-colored sun made sparkles on their metal.

Sergeant Gleed did not have to take his men far. They had got one hundred yards beyond the
battl eship's nose when he noticed aman ambling across the field to his right. Treating the ship with utter
indifference, the newcomer was making toward the farmer gtill plowing far over to theleft.

"Petrol, right whed!" ydled Gleed. Marching them straight past the wayfarer, he gave them aloud
about-turn and followed it with the high-sign.

Speeding up its pace, the patrol opened its ranks, became adouble file of men tramping at either sde
of the lone pedestrian. Ignoring his suddenly acquired escort, the latter continued to plod straight ahead
like onelong convinced that dl isilluson.

"Left whed!" Gleed roared, trying to bend the whole caboodl e toward the waiting ambassador.

Swiftly obedient, the double file headed Ieftward, one, two, three, hup! It was nest, precise
execution, beautiful to watch. Only one thing spoiled it: the man in the middle maintained his saif-chosen
orbit and ambled casudly between numbersfour and five of the right-hand file.

That upset Gleed, especialy since the patrol continued to thump ambassadorwards for lack of a
further order. His Excellency was being treated to the unmilitary spectacle of an escort dumbly
boot-begating one way whileits prisoner airily mooched another. Colone Shelton would have plenty to
say about it in due course, and anything he forgot Bidworthy would remember.

"Patrol!" roared Gleed, pointing an outraged finger a the escapee, and momentarily dismissing al
regulation commands from hismind. "Get thet yimp!™

Breaking ranks, they moved at the double and surrounded the wanderer too closely to permit further
progress. Perforce, he stopped.

Gleed came up, said somewhat breathlesdy, "L ook, the Earth Ambassador wants to speak to
you—that'sdl.”

The other said nothing, merely gazed at him with mild blue eyes. He was afunny looking bum, long
overduefor ashave, with afringe of ginger whiskers sticking out al around his pan. Heresembled a
sunflower.



"Areyou going to talk with His Excellency?' Gleed perssted.

"Naw." The other nodded toward the farmer. "Going to talk with Pete.”
"The ambassador firgt," retorted Gleed, toughly. "He'sabig noise."

"| don't doubt that," remarked the sunflower.

"Smartie Artie, eh?" said Gleed, pushing hisface close and making it unplessant. He gave hismen a
gedure. "All right—shove him dong. Well show him!™

Smartie Artie sat down. Hedid it sort of solidly, giving himsalf the aspect of a statue anchored for
aeons. The ginger whiskers did nothing to lend grace to the Situation. But Sergeant Gleed had handled
dttersbefore, the only difference being that this one was cold sober.

"Pick him up," ordered Gleed, "and carry him."

* % %

They picked him up and carried him, feet firgt, whiskerslast. He hung limp and unresigting in their
hands, adead weight. In thisinauspicious manner he arrived in the presence of the Earth Ambassador
where the escort plonked him on hisfeet.

Promptly he set out for Pete.
"Hold him, damnit!" howled Gleed.

The patrol grabbed and clung tight. His Excellency eyed the whiskers with well-bred concea ment of
distaste, coughed ddlicately, and spoke.

"l am truly sorry that you had to cometo mein thisfashion.”

"Inthat case," suggested the prisoner, "you could have saved yoursalf some mental anguish by not
permitting it to hgppen.”

"There was no other choice. Weve got to make contact somehow.”

"l don't seeit." said Ginger Whiskers. "What's so specia about this date?"

"The date?' His Excellency frowned in puzzlement. "Where does that comein?'

"That'swhat I'd like to know."

"The point dudes me." The ambassador turned to Colonel Shelton. "Do you get what he'saiming at?"

"I could hazard a guess, your Excellency. | think heis suggesting that since weve left them without
contact for more than three hundred years, there's no particular urgency about making it today." he
looked at the sunflower for confirmation.

That worthy ralied to his support by remarking, ™Y ou're doing pretty well for a haf-wit."

Regardless of Shelton's own reaction, thiswas too much for Bidworthy purpling nearby. His chest
came up and his eyes caught fire. His voice was an authoritative rasp.

"Be more repectful while addressing high-ranking officerd”

The prisoner's mild blue eyes turned upon him in childish amazement, examined him dowly from feet
to head and dl the way down again. The eyes drifted back to the ambassador.

"Who isthis preposterous person?

Dismissing the question with an impatient wave of his hand, the ambassador said, " See here, it isnot

our purpose to bother you from sheer perversity, asyou seem to think. Neither do we wish to detain you
any longer than is necessary. All we—"

Pulling at hisface-fringe asif to accentuate its offensiveness, the other interjected, "It being you, of
course, who determines the length of the necessity?”

"On the contrary, you may decide that yourself,” said the ambassador, displaying admirable
sdf-contral. "All you need do istell—"

"Then I've decided it right now," the prisoner chipped in. He tried to heave himself free of hisescort.
"Let mego tak to Pete.”



"All you need do," the ambassador perssted, "isto tell uswherewe can find aloca officia who can
put usin touch with your centra government.” His gaze was stern, commanding, as he added, " For
instance, where isthe nearest police post?’

"Myob!" said the other.
"The sameto you," retorted the ambassador, his patience starting to evaporate.
"That's precisdy what I'm trying to do," assured the prisoner, enigmaticaly. "Only you won't let me."

* % %

"If I may make asuggestion, your Excellency,” put in Colonel Shelton, "'let me—"

"l require no suggestionsand | won't et you," said the ambassador, rapidly becoming brusque. "I
have had enough of dl thistomfoolery. | think we've landed at random in an areareserved for imbeciles
and it would be as well to recognize the fact and get out of it with no more delay.”

"Now you'retalking," approved Ginger Whiskers. "And the farther the better.”

"I'm not thinking of leaving this planet if that'swhat isin your incomprehengble mind," asserted the
ambassador, with much sarcasm. He stamped a proprietary foot on the turf. "Thisis part of the Earth
Empire. Assuch, it isgoing to be recognized, charted and organized.”

"Heah, heah!" put in the senior civil servant, who aspired to honorsin €l ocution.

His Excdllency threw afrown behind, went on, "Well move the ship to some other section where
brainsare brighter." He sgned to the escort. "L et him go. Doubtlessheisin ahurry to borrow arazor.”

They released their grips. Ginger Whiskers at once turned toward the still-plowing farmer, much asif
he were amagnetized needle irresstibly drawn Peteward. Without aword he set off at hisorigina
mooching pace. Disgppointment and disgust showed on the faces of Gleed and Bidworthy asthey
watched him go.

"Havethe vessd shifted at once," the ambassador instructed Captain Grayder. "Plant it near a
suitable town—not out in the wilds where every hayseed views strangers as a bunch of gyps.”

He marched importantly up the gangway. Captain Grayder followed, then Colond Shelton, then the
elocutionist. Next, their successorsin due order of precedence. Lastly, Gleed and his men.

The gangway rolled inward. Thelock closed. Despite itsimmense bulk, the ship shivered briefly from
end to end and soared without deafening uproar or spectacular display of flame.

Indeed, there was silence save for the plow going chuff-chuff and the murmurings of the two men
waking behind it. Neither bothered to turn his head to observe what was happening.

"Seven pounds of prime tobacco isawhale of alot to give for one case of brandy,” Ginger Whiskers
was protesting.

"Not for my brandy,” said Pete. "It's stronger than a thousand Gands and smoother than an
Eathman'sdownfdl."

* * %

The grest battleship's second touchdown was made on awide flat one mile north of atown estimated
to hold twelve to fifteen thousand people. Captain Grayder would have preferred to survey the place
from low dtitude before making hislanding, but one cannot maneuver an immense space-going job asif it
were an amaospheric tug. Only two things can be done so close to a planetary surface—the ship istaken
up or brought down with no room for fiddling betweentimes.

So Grayder bumped his ship in the best pot he could find when finding is a matter of split-second
decisons. It made arut only twelve feet deep, the ground being harder and on arock bed. The gangway
was shoved out; the procession descended in the same order as before.

His Excellency cast an anticipatory ook toward the town, registered disappointment and remarked,
"Something's badly out of kilter here. Thereésthe town. Herésusin plain view, with aship likeameta
mountain. A thousand people at least must have seen us even if the rest are holding seances behind



drawn curtains or playing pinochlein the cellars. Arethey excited?"
"It doesn't seem 0, admitted Colondl Shelton, pulling an eyelid for the sake of fedling it spring back.
"l wasn't asking you. | wastelling you. They are not excited. They are not surprised. Infact, they are

not even interested. One would almost think they've had aship here before and it was full of smalpox, or
sold them aload of gold bricks, or something like that. What iswrong with them?”

"Possibly they lack curiosity," Shelton offered.

"Either that or they're afraid. Or maybe the entire gang of them are crackers. A good many worlds
were gppropriated by woozy groups who wanted some place where their eccentricities could run loose.
Nutty notions become conventiond after three hundred years of undisturbed continuity. It'sthen
consdered normal and proper to nurse the bats out of your grandfather's attic. That, and generations of
inbreeding, can create some queer types. But wéelll cure'em!”

"Yes, your Excdlency, mogt certainly wewill."

"Y ou don't look so balanced yoursdlf, chasing that eye around your pan,” reproved the ambassador.
He pointed southeast as Shelton stuck the fidgety hand firmly into a pocket. "Theres aroad over there.
Wide and well-built, by the looks of it. Get that patrol acrossit. If they don't bring in awilling talker
within reasonable time, well send abattdion into the town itsdlf.”

"A patrol," repeated Colonel Shelton to Mgor Hame.

"Cdll out the patrol," Hame ordered Lieutenant Deacon.

"That patrol again, Sergeant Mgjor," said Deacon.

Bidworthy raked out Gleed and his men, indicated the road, barked a bit, shooed them on their way.

They marched, Gleed in thelead. Their objective was haf amile and angled dightly nearer the town.

Theleft-hand file, who had aclear view of the nearest suburbs, eyed them wistfully, wished Gleed in
warmer regionswith Bidworthy stoking benesth him.

Hardly had they reached their god than acustomer gppeared. He came from the town's outskirts,
zooming aong at fast pace on a contraption vaguely resembling amotorcycle. It ran on apair of big
rubber bals and was pulled by a caged fan. Gleed spread his men across the road.

The oncomer's machine suddenly gave forth a harsh, penetrating sound that vaguely reminded them
of Bidworthy in the presence of dirty boots.

"Stay put,” warned Gleed. "I'll skin the guy who givesway and leaves agap.”

Again the shrill metdlic warning. Nobody moved. The machine dowed, came up to them at acrawl
and stopped. Its fan continued to spin at low rate, the blades dmost visible and giving out a steady hiss,

"What'stheidea?' demanded therider. He was lean-featured, in his middle thirties, woreagold ring
inhisnose and had apigtail four feet long.

Blinking increduloudy at this get-up, Gleed managed to jerk an indicative thumb toward theiron
mountain and say, "Earth ship."
"Wdll, what d'you expect meto do about it?"

"Co-operate,” said Gleed, <till bemused by the pigtail. He had never seen one before. It wasin no
way effeminate, he decided. Rather did it lend atouch of ferocity like that worn—according to the
picture books—by certain North American aborigines of umpteen centuries ago.

"Co-operation,” mused therider. "Now there is abeautiful word. Y ou know what it means, of
course?’

"l ain't adope.”

"The precise degree of your idiocy isnot under discusson at the moment,” the rider pointed out. His
nose-ring waggled a bit as he spoke. "We are talking about co-operation. | takeit you do quite alot of it
yoursdf?'

"You bet | do," Gleed assured. "And so does everyone e se who knows what's good for him."



"Let's keep to the subject, shal we? Let's not sidetrack and go rambling all over the map." Herevved
up hisfan alittlethen let it dow down again. "Y ou are given orders and you obey them?”

"Of course. I'd have arough time if—"

"That iswhat you call co-operation?’ put in the other. He shrugged his shoulders, indulged aresigned
ggh. "Oh, wdll, it's nice to check the facts of history. The books could bewrong." Hisfan flashed into a
circle of light and the machine surged forward. "Pardon me."

The front rubber bal barged forcefully between two men, knocking them sidewise without injury.
With a high whine, the machine shot down the road, its fan-blast making the rider's plaited hairdo point
horizontally backward.

"Y ou dumb gaootd" raged Gleed as hisfalen pair got up and dusted themselves. "'l ordered you to
gand fast. What d'you mean, letting him run out on uslike that?"

"Didn't have much choice about it, sarge,” answered one, giving him asurly look.

"I want none of your back-chat. Y ou could have busted abaloon if you'd had your weapons ready.
That would have stopped him."

"You didn't tel usto have gunsreedy.”

"Where was your own, anyway?" added avoice.

Gleed whirled round on the others and bawled, "Who said that?' Hisirate eyesraked along row of
blank, impassive faces. It wasimpossible to detect the culprit. "I'll shake you up with the next quota of
fatigues," he promised. "I'll seeto it—"

"The Sergeant Mgjor's coming,” one of them warned.

Bidworthy was four hundred yards away and making martia progress toward them. Arriving in due
time, he cast a cold, contemptuous glance over the patrol.

"What happened?’

Giving abrief account of the incident, Gleed finished aggrievedly, "He looked like a Chickasaw with
anoll wel."

"What's a Chickasaw?' Bidworthy demanded.

"I read about them somewhere once when | was akid," explained Gleed, happy to bestow a

modicum of learning. "They had long haircuts, wore blankets and rode around in gold-plated
automobiles™

"Sounds crazy to me," said Bidworthy. "I gave up al that magic-carpet stuff when | was seven. | was
deepin balligtics before | wastwelve and military logistics a fourteen." He sniffed loudly, gave the other a
jaundiced eye. "Some guys suffer from arrested development.”

"They actudly existed," Gleed maintained. "They—"

"So did fairies," snapped Bidworthy. "My mother said so. My mother was agood woman. She didn't
tell mealot of tomfool lies—often." He spat on theroad. "Be your agel” Then he scowled at the patrol.
"All right, get out your guns, assuming that you've got them and know where they are and which hand to
hold them in. Take ordersfrom me. I'll deal personally with the next onedong.”

He sat on alarge stone by the roadside and planted an expectant gaze on the town. Gleed posed
near him, dightly pained. The patrol remained sirung across the road, guns held ready. Half an hour
crawled by without anything happening.

One of the men said, " Can we have asmoke, Sergeant Mgor?"

"No."

They fdl into lugubrious silence, watching the town, licking their lips and thinking. They had plenty to
think about. A town—any town of human occupation—had desirable features not found e sewherein the
cosmos. Lights, company, freedom, laughter, al the makings of life. And one can go hungry too long.

Eventualy alarge coach came from the outskirts, hit the high road, came bowling toward them. A



long, shiny, streamlined job, it rolled on twenty balsin two rows of ten, gave forth awhine smilar to but
louder than that of its predecessor, but had no visible fans. It was loaded with people.

At apoint two hundred yards from the road block aloud-speaker under the vehicle's bonnet blared
an urgent, "Make way! Make way!"

"Thisisit," commented Bidworthy, with much satisfaction. "Weve got adollop of them. One of them
isgoing to chat or | leave the service." He got off hisrock, stood in readiness.

"Make way! Makeway!"

"Bust hisbagsif hetriesto bull hisway through,” Bidworthy ordered the men.

It wasn't necessary. The coach lost pace, stopped with its bonnet ayard from the waiting file. Its
driver peered out the side of his cab. Other faces snooped farther back.

Composing himsalf and determined to try the effect of fraternal cordiaity, Bidworthy went up to the
driver and said, "Good morning.”

"Y our time-senseis shot to pot,” observed the other. He had ablue jowl, a broken nose, cauliflower
ears, |looked the sort who usualy drives with othersin hot and vengeful pursuit. "Can't you afford a
watch?'

"Huh?'

"Itisn't morning. It's late afternoon.”

"Soitis" admitted Bidworthy, forcing a cracked smile. "Good afternoon.”

"I'm not so sure about that," mused the driver, leaning on hiswhed and moodily picking histeeth. "It's
just another one nearer the grave.”

"That may be," agreed Bidworthy, little taken with that ghoulish angle. "But | have other thingsto
worry about, and—"

"Not much use worrying about anything, past or present,” advised the driver. "Because there are lots
bigger worriesto come.”

"Perhaps s0," Bidworthy said, inwardly feding that thiswas no time or place to contemplate the
darker sde of existence. "But | prefer to ded with my own troublesin my own time and my ownway."

"Nobody's troubles are entirely their own, nor their time, nor their methods," remarked the tough
hooking oracle. "Arethey now?'

"I don't know and | don't care,”" said Bidworthy, his composure thinning down as his blood pressure
built up. He was conscious of Gleed and the patrol watching, listening, and probably grinning ingde
themsalves. There was a0 the load of gaping passengers. "1 think you are chewing the fat just to sall
me. Y ou might aswell know now that it won't work. The Earth Ambassador iswaiting—"

"So arewe," remarked the driver, pointedly.

"He wantsto spesk to you," Bidworthy went on, "and he's going to speak to you!"

"I'd bethelast to prevent him. Weve got free speech here. Let him step up and say his piece so'swe
can get on our way."

"You," Bidworthy informed, "aregoing to him." He signed to the rest of the coach. "And your load
aswdl."

"Not me," denied afat man, sticking hishead out of a side window. He wore thick-lensed glasses
that gave him eyeslike poached eggs. Moreover, he was adorned with a high hat candy-striped in white
and pink. "Not me," repeated this vision, with considerable firmness.

"Me, neither," endorsed the driver.

"All right." Bidworthy registered menace. "Move this birdcage an inch, forward or backward, and
weélll shoot your pot-bellied tires to thin strips. Get out of that cab.”

"Not me. I'm too comfortable. Try fetching me out.”



* % %

Bidworthy beckoned to his nearest Sx men. ™Y ou heard him—take him up on that.”

Tearing open the cab door, they grabbed. If they had expected the victim to put up afutile fight
againg heavy odds, they were disgppointed. He made no attempt to resist. They got him, lugged
together, and he yielded with good grace, his body leaning sidewise and coming hafway out of the door.

That was asfar asthey could get him.

"Comeon," urged Bidworthy, displaying impatience. " Show him who'swho. Heisnt afixture."
One of the men climbed over the body, poked around inside the cab, and said, "Heis, you know."
"What d'you mean?'

"He's chained to the steering column.”

"Eh?Let mesee” He had alook, found that it was so. A chain and asmall but heavy and
complicated padlock linked the driver'sleg to his coach. "Wheresthe key?'

"Search me," invited the driver, grinning.

They did just that. Thefrisk proved futile. No key.

"Who'sgot it?'

"Myob!"

"Shove him back into his seet," ordered Bidworthy, looking savage. "WEell take the passengers. One

yap's as good as another so far as1'm concerned.” He strode to the doors, jerked them open. "Get out
and make it snappy."

Nobody budged. They studied him silently and with varied expressions, not one of which did
anything to help hisego. The fat man with the candy-striped hat mooned a him sardonicaly. Bidworthy
decided that he did not like the fat man and that asiff course of military caisthenics might thin him down
abit.

"Y ou can come out on your feet," he suggested to the passengersin generd and thefat manin
particular, "or on your necks. Whichever you prefer. Make up your minds.”

"If you can't use your head you can at least use your eyes," commented the fat man. He shifted in his
Sedt to the accompaniment of metallic clanking noises.

Bidworthy did as suggested, leaning through the doors to have agander. Then he got right into the
vehicle, went itsfull length and studied each passenger. Hisflorid features were two shades darker when
he came out and spoke to Sergeant Gleed.

"They'redl chained. Every one of them." He glared at the driver. "What's the big idea, manacling the
lot?'

"Myob!" sad timedriver, arily.

"Who's got the keys?'

"Myob!"

Taking adeep breath, Bidworthy said to nobody in particular, "Every so often | hear of some guy
running amok and laying 'em out by the dozens. | dways wonder why—but now | know." He gnawed his

knuckles, then added to Gleed, "We can't run this contraption to the ship with that dummy blocking the
driver's seat. Either we must find the keys or get tools and cut them loose.”

"Or you could wave us on our way and go teke apill," offered the driver.
"Shut up! If I'm stuck here another million years 'l seeto it that—"
"The colond's coming,” muttered Gleed, giving him anudge.

* * %

Colonel Shelton arrived, walked once dowly and officiously around the outside of the coach,
examining its congtruction and its occupants. He flinched at the striped hat whose owner leered at him



through the glass. Then he came over to the disgruntled group.
"What'sthe trouble thistime, Sergeant Mgor?"

"They're as crazy asthe others, sir. They givealot of lip and say, 'Myob!" and couldn't care less
about his excellency. They don't want to come out and we can't get them out because they're chained to
their seets”

"Chained?' Shdlton's eyebrows shot upward. "What for?"

"I don't know, Sir. They'relinked in like aload of lifters making for the pen, and—"

Shelton moved off without waiting to hear the rest. He had alook for himself, came back.

"Y ou may have something there, Sergeant Mgor. But | don't think they are criminas.”

"No, gr?'

"No." He threw asignificant glance toward the colorful headgear and severd other sartorid
eccentricities, including a ginger-haired man's foot-wide polka-dotted bow. "It is more likely that they're
abunch of whacks being taken to agiggle emporium. I'll ask the driver." Going to the cab, he said, "Do
you mind telling me your destination”?"

"Yes," responded the other.

"Very well, whereisit?'

"Look," said thedriver, "are we talking the same language?'

"Huh?'

"You asked meif | minded and | said yes." He made agesture. "I do mind."

"Yourefusetotdl?'

"Y our am'simproving, sonny."

"Sonny?" put in Bidworthy, vibrant with outrage. "Do you redlize you are speaking to acolond ?

"Leavethisto me" ingsted Shelton, waving him down. His expression was cold as he returned his
attention to the driver. "On your way. I'm sorry you've been detained.”

"Think nothing of it," said time driver, with exaggerated politeness. "I'll do as much for you some
day."

With that enigmatic remark, helet hismachineroll forward. The patrol parted to make room. The
coach built up its whine to top note, sped down the road, diminished into the distance.

"By the Black Sack!" swore Bidworthy, staring purple-faced after it. "This planet has got more punks
in need of discipline than any this Sde of—"

"Cam yoursdf, Sergeant Mgor," advised Shelton. "I fedl the sameway as you—but I'm taking care
of my arteries. Blowing them full of bumps like seaweed won't solve any problems.”

"Maybe o, gr, but—"

"Weé're up againgt something mighty funny here," Shelton went on. "Weve got to find out exactly
what it isand how best to cope with it. That will probably mean new tactics. So far, the patrol has
achieved nothing. It iswadting itstime. Well have to devise some other and more effective method of
making contact with the powers-that-be. March the men back to the ship, Sergeant Mgor.”

"Very well, sr." Bidworthy saluted, swung around, clicked his heels, opened a cavernous mouith.
"Patro-o-al! . .. right form!"

The conference lasted wdll into the night and hafway through the following morning. During these
argumentative hours various oddments of traffic, mostly vehicular, passed along the road, but nothing
paused to view the monster spaceship, nobody approached for afriendly word with its crew. The
strange inhabitants of thisworld seemed to be afflicted with a peculiar form of mentd blindness, unable to
seeathing until it wasthrugt into their faces and then surveying it squint-eyed.

One passer-by in midmorning was atruck whining on two dozen rubber balls and loaded with girls



wearing colorful head-scarves. The girls were singing something about onelittle kiss before we part,
dear. Half adozen troops lounging near the gang-way came eagerly to life, waved, whistled and
yoohooed. The effort was wasted, for the singing continued without break or pause and nobody waved
back.

To add to the discomfiture of the love-hungry, Bidworthy stuck his head out of the lock and rasped,
"If you monkeys are bursting with surplus energy, | can find afew jobsfor you to do—nice dirty ones.”
He scared them one at atime before he withdrew.

Inside, the top brass sat around a horseshoe table in the chartroom near the bow and debated the
Stuation. Mogt of them were content to repeat with extraemphasis what they had said the previous
evening, there being no new pointsto bring up.

"Areyou certain,” the Earth Ambassador asked Captain Grayder, "that this planet has not been
vidgted sincethe last emigration trangport dumped the find load three hundred years back?"

"Pogtive, your Excdlency. Any such visit would have been recorded.”

"If made by an Earth ship. But what about others? | fed it in my bonesthat at sometime or other
these people have fallen foul of one or more vessals calling unofficialy and have been leery of spaceships
ever since. Perhaps somebody got tough with them, tried to muscle in where he wasn't wanted. Or
they've had to best off agang of pirates. Or they were swindled by some unscrupulous fleet of traders.”

"Quiteimpossible, your Excellency," declared Grayder. "Emigration was so scattered over so largea
number of worldsthat even today every one of them is under-populated, only one-hundredth devel oped,
and utterly unable to build spaceships of any kind, even rudimentary ones. Some may have the techniques
but not the facilities, of which they need plenty.”

"Yes, that'swhat |'ve dways understood.”

"All Blieder-drive vessdls are built in the Sol system, registered as Earth ships and their whereabouts
known. The only other shipsin existence are eighty or ninety antiquated rocket jobs bought at scrap price
by the Epsilon system for haulage work between their fourteen closdy-planned planets. An old-fashioned
rocket job couldn't reach this placein ahundred years."

"No, of course not."

"Unofficia boats capable of thisrange just don't exist,” Grayder assured. "Neither do space
buccaneers, for the same reason. A Blieder-job takes so much that awould-be pirate hasto become a
billionaire to become apirate.”

"Then," said the ambassador, heavily, "back we go to my origina theory—that something peculiar to
thisworld plusalot of inbreeding has made them nuity."

"There's plenty to be said for that notion,” put in Colonel Shelton. Y ou should have seen the coach
load | looked over. There was amortician wearing odd shoes, one brown, oneyellow. And a
moon-faced gump sporting ahat made from the skin of abarber's pole, dl stripy. Only thing missing was
his bubble pipe—and probably helll be given that where hewas going.”

"Where was he going?'

"I don't know, your Excellency. They refused to say.”

Giving him asatirica ook, the ambassador remarked, "Well, that is ava uable addition to the sum
total of our knowledge. Our minds are now enriched by the thought that an anonymousindividua may be
presented with afutile object for an indefinable purpose when he reaches his unknown destination.”

Shelton subsided, wishing that he had never seen the fat man or, for that matter, the fat man's
cockeyed world.

"Somewhere they've got a capital, acivic seet, acenter of government wherein function the people
who hold the strings," the ambassador asserted. "Weve got to find that place before we can take over
and reorganize on up-to-date lines whatever setup they've got. A capitd isbig by the standards of its
own adminigtrative area. It's never an ordinary, nondescript place. It has certain physica featureslending



it importance above the average. It should be easily visible from the air. We must make a search for
it—in fact, that's what we ought to have done in thefirst place. Other planets capita cities have been
found without trouble. What's the hoodoo on this one?!

"Seefor yourself, your Excellency." Captain Grayder poked a couple of photographs acrossthe
table. "There are the two hemispheres as recorded by uswhen coming in. They reveal nothing resembling
asuperior city. Thereisn't even atown conspicuoudy larger than itsfellows or possessing outstanding
features setting it gpart from the others.”

"| don't place grest faith in pictures, particularly when taken at long distance. The naked eye sees
more. We have got four lifeboats capable of scouring the place from pole to pole. Why not use them?'

"Because, your Excellency, they were not designed for such a purpose.”

"Doesthat matter so long asthey get results?’

* % %

Grayder sad, patiently, "They were designed to be launched in space and hit up to forty thousand.
They are ordinary, old-style rocket jobs, for emergencies only. Y ou could not make efficient
ground-survey at any speed in excess of four hundred miles per hour. Keep the boats down to that and
you'retrying to run them at landing-speed; muffling the tubes, baling up their efficiency, cresting aterrible
wadte of fuel, and inviting acrash which you're likely to get before you're through.”

"Thenit'shigh time we had Blieder-drive lifeboats on Blieder-drive ships.”

"| agree, your Excedlency. But the smalest Blieder engine has an Earth mass of more than three
hundred tons—far too much for little boats." Picking up the photographs, Grayder did them into a
drawer. "What we need is an ancient, propeller-driven airplane. They could do something we can't
do—they could go dow."

"You might aswell yearn for abicycle" scoffed the ambassador, fedling thwarted.

"Wehave ahicycle" Grayder informed. "Tenth Engineer Harrison owns one.”

"And he hasbrought it with him?"

"It goes everywhere with him. Thereisarumor that he degpswithiit.”

"A gpaceman toting abicyclel" The ambassador blew hisnose with aloud honk. "I takeit that heis
thrilled by the sense of immense velocity it gives him, an ecdtatic fedling of rushing headlong through
Space?'

"I wouldn't know, your Excellency.”

"Hm-m-m! Bring thisHarrison in to me. Wéll set anut to catch anut.”

Grayder blinked, went to the caller board, spoke over the ship's system. "Tenth Engineer Harrison
wanted in the chartroom immediately.”

Within ten minutes Harrison gppeared. He had walked fast three-quarters of amile from the Blieder
room. He was thin and wiry, with dark, monkeylike eyes, and a pair of earsthat cut out time pedaling
with the wind behind him. The ambassador examined him curioudy, much as a zoologist would ingpect a
pink gireffe.

"Midter, | understand that you possess a bicycle.”

Becoming wary, Harrison said, "Therés nothing againgt it in the regulations, sir, and therefore—"

"Damn the regulaions!" The ambassador made an impatient gesture. "We're stdled in the middle of a
crazy dtuation and were turning to crazy methodsto get moving.”

"l seg, ar.”

"So | want you to do ajob for me. Get out your bicycle, ride down to town, find the mayor, sheriff,
grand panjandrum, supreme galootie, or whatever he's caled, and tell him he's officidly invited to evening
dinner dong with any other civic dignitaries he caresto bring and, of course, their wives."

"Very wdl, gr."



"Informal attire,” added the ambassador.

Harrison jerked up one ear, drooped the other, and said, "Beg pardon, sir?'

"They can dress how they like."

"l getit. Dol go right now, Sr?"'

"At once. Return as quickly asyou can and bring methe reply.”

SAuting doppily, Harrison went out. His Excellency found an easy-chair, reposed init at full length
and ignored the others Stares.

"Aseasy asthat!" He pulled out along cigar, carefully bit off itsend. "If we can't touch their minds,
well apped to their bellies." He cocked aknowing eye at Grayder. "Captain, seethat thereis plenty to
drink. Strong stuff. Venusian cognac or something equally potent. Give them an hour at awell-filled table
and they'll talk plenty. Wewon't be able to shut them up dl night." Hellit the cigar, puffed luxurioudy.
"That isthetried and trusted technique of diplomacy—the ingdious seduction of the distended gut. It
awaysworks—you'll see"

* % %

Pedaling briskly down the road, Tenth Engineer Harrison reached the first street on either side of
which were small detached houses with neat gardens front and back. A plump, amiable looking woman
was clipping ahedge hafway aong. He pulled up near to her, politely touched his cap.

" 'Scuse me, maam, I'm looking for the biggest man in town.”

She hdf-turned, gave him no more than a casua glance, pointed her clipping-shears southward.
"That'd be Jeff Baines. First on theright, second on theleft. It'sasmall ddlicatessen.

"Thank you."

He moved on, hearing the snip-snip resume behind him. First on the right. He curved around along,
low, rubber-balled truck parked by the corner. Second on the left. Three children pointed at him and
ydled shrill warningsthat his back whedl was going round. He found the delicatessen, propped a pedal
on the curb, gave his machine areassuring pat before he went inside and had alook at Jeff.

Therewas plenty to see. Jeff had four chins, a twenty-two-inch neck, and a paunch that stuck out
haf ayard. An ordinary morta could have got into either leg of his pants without taking off adiving suit.
He weighed at least three hundred and undoubtedly was the biggest man in town.

"Wanting something?" inquired Jeff, lugging it up from far down.

"Not exactly." Tenth Engineer Harrison eyed the succulent food display, decided that anything unsold
by nightfall was not given to the cats. "I'm looking for acertain person.”

"Areyou now? Usudly | avoid that sort—Dbut every manto histaste. He plucked at afat lip while he
mused a moment, them suggested, "Try Sid Wilcock over on Dane Avenue. HE's the most certain man |
know."

"I didn't mean it that way," said Harrison. "I meant | was searching for somebody particular.”

"Then why the dub didn't you say s0?" Jeff Baines worked over the new problem, finaly offered,
"Tod Green ought to fit that bill. Y ou'll find him in the shoeshop end of thisroad. He's particular enough
for anyone. He's downright finicky."

"Y ou misunderstand me," Harrison explained. "I'm hunting abig-wig so's| caninvite himto afeed.”

Resting himsdlf on ahigh stool which he overlgpped by afoot dl round, Jeff Baineseyed him
peculiarly and said, "There's something lopsided about this. In thefirst place, you're going to use up a
congderable dice of your lifefinding aguy who wearsawig, especidly if youingst on abig one. And
wheré'sthe point of dumping an ob on him just because he uses a bean-blanket?*

"Huh?'

"It's plain common sense to plant an ob whereit will cancel an old one out, isn't it?"

"Isit?" Harrison let his mouth hang open while his mind moiled around the strange problem of how to



plant an ob.

"So you don't know?" Jeff Baines massaged a plump chop and sighed. He pointed at the other's
middle. "Isthat auniform you're wearing?"

"y es"

"A genuine, pukka, dyed-in-the-wool uniform?"

"Of course.”

"Ah!" said Jeff. "That's where you've fooled me—coming in by yoursdf, on your ownsome. If there
had been agang of you dressed identically the same, I'd have known a once it was auniform. That's
what uniform means—al dike. Doesn't it?"

"l suppose s0," agreed Harrison, who had never given it athought.

"So you're off that ship, | ought to have guessed it in the first place. | must be dow on the uptake
today. But | didn't expect to see one, just one, messing around on apedal contraption. It goesto show,
doesntit?'

"Yes" said Harrison, glancing around to make sure that no confederate had swiped his bicycle while
he was detained in conversation. The machine was till there. "It goesto show.”

"All right, let's have it—what have you come here for?!

"I've been trying to tell you dl dong. I've been sent to—"

"Been sent?' Jeff's eyeswidened alittle. "Mean to say you actually let yoursdlf be sent?'

Harrison gaped at him. " Of course. Why not?"

"Oh, | get it now," said Jeff Baines, his puzzled features suddenly clearing. Y ou confuse me with the
queer way you talk. Y ou mean you planted an ob on someone?"

Desperately, Harrison said, "What's an ob?"

"He doesn't know," commented Jeff Baines, looking prayerfully at the ceiling. "He doesn't even know
that!" He gave out aresigned sigh. "Y ou hungry by any chance?'

"Going onthat way."

"OK. 1 couldtdl youwhat an ob is, but I'll do something better—I'll show you.” Heaving himsdlf off

the stool, he waddled to adoor at back. "Don't know why | should bother to try educate a uniform. It's
just that I'm bored. C'mon, follow me."

Obediently, Harrison went behind the counter, paused to give hisbicycle areassuring nod, trailed the
other through a passage and into ayard.

* * %

Jeff Baines pointed to astack of cases. "Canned goods." He indicated an adjacent store. "Bust 'em
open and pile the Suff in there. Stack the empties outside. Please yourself whether you do it or not.
That'sfreedom, isn't it?" he lumbered back into the shop.

Left by himself, Harrison scratched his ears and thought it over. Somewhere, hefdlt, therewas an
obscure sort of gag. A candidate named Harrison was being tempted to qualify for his sucker certificate.
But if the play was beneficid to its organizer it might be worth learning because the trick could then be
passed on. One must speculate in order to accumulate.

So he dealt with the cases as required. It took him twenty minutes of brisk work, after which he
returned to the shop.

"Now," explained Baines, "you've done something for me. That means you've planted an ob on me. |
don't thank you for what you've done. Theresno need to. All | haveto do isget rid of the ob.”

ll%?l

"Obligation. Why use along word when ashort oneis good enough? An obligationisan ob. | shift it
thisway: Seth Warburton, next door but one, has got half adozen of my obs saddled onhim. So | get rid



of mineto you and relieve him of one of histo me by sending you around for ameal.” He scribbled briefly
onadip of paper. "Give him this"

Harrison stared at it. In casua scrawl, it read, " Feed thisbum. Jeff Baines.”

Slightly dazed, he wandered out, stood by the bicycle and again eyed the paper. Bum, it said. He
could think of severa on the ship who would have exploded with wrath over that. His attention drifted to
the second shop farther along. It had awindow crammed with comestibles and two big words on the
sgn-strip above: Seth's Gulper.

Coming to adecision which was encouraged by hisinnards, he went into Seth's till holding the paper
asif it were adeath warrant. Insgde there was along counter, some steam and a clatter of crockery. He
chose a seat at a marble-topped table occupied by agray-eyed brunette.

"Do you mind?" heinquired politely, as he lowered himsdlf into achair.

"Mind what?' she examined hisearsasif they were curious phenomena. "Babies, dogs, aged
relations or going out intherain?'

"Do you mind me being here?'

"| can please mysdf whether or not | endureit. That's freedom, isn't it?"

"Yeah," said Harrison. "Sureitis." Hefidgeted in his seet, feding somehow that held made amove
and promptly lost apawn. He sought around for something elseto say and at that point a thin-featured
man in awhite coat dumped before him a plate loaded with fried chicken and three kinds of unfamiliar
vegetables.

The sight unnerved him. He couldn't remember how many yearsit was since helast saw fried
chicken, nor how many months since he'd had vegetablesin other than powder form.

"Well," said the waiter, mistaking hisfascinated gaze upon the food. "Doesn' it suit you?'
"Yes." Harrison handed over the dip of paper. "Y ou bet it does.”

Glancing at the note, the other called to someone semivisiblein the steam at one end of the counter,
"Y ou'vekilled another of Jeff's”" He went away, tearing the dip into small pieces.

"That was afast pass,” commented the brunette, nodding at the loaded plate. "He dumps afeed-ob
on you and you bounceit straight back, leaving al quits. I'll have to wash dishesto get rid of mine, or kill
one Seth has got on somebody else.”

"| stacked aload of canned stuff." Harrison picked up knife and fork, his mouth watering. There
were no knives and forks on the ship. They weren't needed for powders and pills. "Don't give you any
choice here, do they? Y ou take what you get.”

"Not if you've got an ob on Seth,” sheinformed. "In that case, he's got to work it off best way he
can. Y ou should have put that to him instead of waiting for fate and complaining afterward.”

"I'm not complaining.”
"It'syour right. That's freedom, isn't it?" She mused abit, went on, "lsn't often I'm a plant ahead of
Seth, but when | am | scream for iced pineapple and he comes running. When he's aplant aheed, | do

the running." her gray eyes narrowed in sudden suspicion, and she added, "Y ourelistening likeit'sal
new to you. Are you a stranger here?”

He nodded, his mouth full of chicken. A little later he managed, "I'm off that spaceship.”

"Good grief!" She froze consderably. "An Antigand! | wouldn't have thought it. Why, you look
amog human.”

"I'velong teken pridein that amilarity,” hiswit risng dong with hisbelly. He chewed, swallowed,
looked around. The white-coated man came up. "What's to drink?" Harrison asked.

"Dith, double-dith, shemak or coffee.”
"Coffee. Big and black.”
"Shemak is better," advised the brunette as the waiter went away. "But why should | tell you?'



The coffee camein apint-sized mug. Dumping it, thewaiter said, "It's your choice seeing Seth's
working one off. What'll you have for after—apple pie, yimpik delice, grated tarfel soufers or canimelonin
syrup?'

"lced pinespple.”

"Ugh!" The other blinked at Harrison, gave the brunette an accusing stare, went away and got it.

Harrison pushed it across. " Take the plunge and enjoy yourself."

"It'syours"

"Couldn't eat it if | tried." He dug up another load of chicken, stirred his coffee, began to fed at
peace with theworld. "Got asmuch as| can manage right here." He made an inviting motion with his
fork. "Gwan, be greedy and forget about the waistline.”

"No." Firmly she pushed the pinegpple back at him. "If | got through that, I'd be loaded with an ob."

"Sowhat?'

"I don't let strangers plant obson me."

"Quiteright, too. Very proper of you," approved Harrison. " Strangers often have strange notions.”

"Y ou've been around," she agreed. "Only | don't know what's strange about the notions.”

"Dish washer!"

"Cynic," hetrandated. "One washes dishesin acynic.” The pinegpple got another passin her
direction. "If you fed I'll be dumping an ob which you'll haveto pay off, you can do it in seemly manner

right here. All I want is some information. Just tell mewhere | can put my finger on the ripest cheesein
thelocdity."

"That's an easy one. Go round to Alec Peters place, middle of Tenth Street.” With that, she dug into
thedish.

"Thanks. | was beginning to think everyone was dumb or afflicted with the funnies.”

He carried on with hisown med, finished it, lay back expansvely: Unaccustomed nourishment got his
brain working abit more dexteroudy, for after aminute an expression of deegp suspicion clouded hisface
and heinquired, "Doesthis Peters run a cheese warehouse?'

"Of course." Emitting asigh of pleasure, she put aside her empty dish.

He groaned low down, then informed, "'I'm chasing the mayor."

"What isthat?"

"Number one. The big boss. The sheriff, pohanko, or whatever you cal him."

"I'm nowiser," shesaid, genuinely puzzled.

"The man who runsthistown. Theleading citizen.”

"Makeit alittle clearer,” she suggested, trying hard to help him. "Who or what should this citizen be
leeding?'

"Y ou and Seth and everyone dse." He waved ahand to encompass the entire burg.

Frowning, she said, "Leading us where?'

"Wherever youregoing.”

She gave up, beaten, and signed the white-coated waiter to come to her assistance.

"Maitt, are we going any place?"

"How should | know?"'

"Wall, ask Seth then."

He went away, came back with, " Seth says he's going home at six o'clock and what's it to you?"

"Anyone leading him there?' sheinquired.



"Don't be daft,” Matt advised. "He knows his own way and he's cold sober.”

Harrison chipped in with, "L ook, | don't see why there should be so much difficulty about this. Just
tell mewhere | can find an officia, any officid—the police chief, the city treasurer, the mortuary keeper
or even amerejudtice of the peace.”

"What's an officid ?' asked Matt, openly puzzled.
"What's ajustice of the peace?' added the brunette.

Hismind side-dipped and did a couple of spins. It took him quite awhile to reassembl e his thoughts
and try another tack.

"Supposing,” he said to Matt, "thisjoint catchesfire. What would you do?"

"Fanittokeepit going," responded Matt, fed up and making no effort to concedl thefact. He
returned to the counter with the air of one who has no time to waste on haf-wits.

"Hed put it out,” informed the brunette. "What el se would you expect him to do?!

"Supposing he couldn't?!

"Hed cdl in othersto hdp him.”

"And would they?'

"Of course," she assured, surveying him with pity. "They'd jump at the chance. They'd be planting a
nice crop of strong obss, wouldn't they?"

"Yes, | guess 0." He began to fed staled, but made alast shot at the problem. "What if the firewere
too big and fast for passers-by to tackle?’

" Seth would summon the fire squad.”

Defeat receded. A touch of triumph replaced it.

"Ah, sothereisafire squad! That'swhat | meant by something officid. That'swhat I've been after dll
aong. Quick, tell mewhere| can find the depot.”

"Bottom end of Twdfth. Y ou can't missit."

"Thanks." He got up in ahurry. " See you again sometime." Going out fast, he grabbed hisbicycle,
shoved off from the curb.

* * %

The fire depot was abig place holding four telescopic ladders, a spray tower and two multiple
pumps, dl motorized on the usud array of fat rubber balls. Ingde, Harrison camefaceto facewith a
amd| man wearing immense plusfours.

"Looking for someone?"' asked the smal man.

"Thefire chief," said Harrison.

"Whao'she?'

By thistime prepared for that sort of thing, Harrison spoke as onewould to achild. "See here,
migter, thisisafire-fighting outfit. Somebody bossesit. Somebody organi zes the shebang, fillsforms,
presses buttons, recommends promotions, kicks the shiftless, takes dl the credit, transfers dl the blame
and generdly lordsit around. He's the most important guy in the bunch and everybody knowsit." His
forefinger tapped the other's chest. "And heésthe fdlal'm going to tak to if it'sthe last thing | do."

"Nobody's any more important than anyone else. How can they be? | think you're crazy."

"Y ou're welcometo think what you like, but I'm tdlling you that—"

A shrill bell clamored, cutting off the sentence. Twenty men appeared asif by magic, boarded a
ladder and a multi-pump, roared into the Street.

Squat, basin-shaped hemets were the crews only item of common attire. Apart from these, they
plumbed the depths of sartorid iniquity. The man with the plus fours, who had gained the pump in one
bold leap, was whirled out standing between afat firefighter wearing a rainbow-hued cummerbund and a



thin one sporting acanary ydlow kilt. A latecomer decorated with earrings shaped likelittle bells hotly
pursued the pump, snatched at itstailboard, missed, disconsolately watched the outfit disappear from
sght. Hewalked back, swinging hishelmet in one hand.

"Just my lousy luck," heinformed the gaping Harrison. " The sweetest call of the year. A big brewery.
The sooner they get there the bigger the obsthey'll plant onit." Helicked hislipsat the thought, sat ona
coil of canvashose. "Oh, well, maybeit'sal for the good of my hedth.”

"Tdl me something,” Harrison indgsted. "How do you get aliving?'
"Therésahdl of aquestion. Y ou can seefor yoursdf. I'm on thefire squad.”
"I know. What | mean is, who paysyou?'

"Paysme?'

"Givesyou money for dl this"

"You talk kind of peculiar. What is money?'

Harrison rubbed his cranium to assst the circulation of blood through the brain. What is money?
Y eouw. He tried another angle.

"Supposing your wife needs anew coat, how does she get it?'

"Goesto astore saddled with fire-obs, of course. She kills one or two for them.”

"But what if no clothing store has had afire?'

"Y ou're pretty ignorant, brother. Where in thisworld do you come from?' His ear bells swung as he
studied the other amoment, then went on, "Almogt al stores havefire-obs. If they've any sense, they
allocate so many per month by way of insurance. They look ahead, just in case, see? They plant obson
us, in away, so that when we rush to the rescue we've got to kill off adollop of theirs before we can
plant any new ones of our own. That stops us overdoing it and making hogs of ourselves. Sort of cuts
down the tores liabilities. It makes sense, doesn't it?"

"Maybe, but—"

"l get it now," interrupted the other, narrowing his eyes. "Y ou're from that spaceship. You'rean
Antigand.”

"I'maTerran,” said Harrison with suitable dignity. "What's more, dl thefolk who origindly settled this
planet were Terrans.”

"Y ou trying to teach me history?' He gave aharsh laugh. "Y oure wrong. There was afive per cent
drain of Martian.”

"Even the Martians are descended from Terran settlers,” riposted Harrison.

"So what? That was adevil of along time back. Things change, in case you haven't heard. We've no
Terrans or Martians on this world—except for your crowd which has comein unasked. Were dl Gands
here. And you nosey pokes are Antigands.”

"We aren't anti-anything that | know of. Where did you get that idea?'

"Myob!" said the other, suddenly determined to refuse further agreement. He tossed hishelmet to
one side, spat on thefloor.

"Huh?'

"Y ou heard me. Go trundle your scooter."

Harrison gave up and did just that, he pedaled gloomily back to the ship.

His Excellency pinned him with an authoritative optic. "So you're back at last, mister. How many are
coming and & whet time?"

"None, gr," said Harrison, feding kind of feeble.

"None?" August eyebrows rose up. "Do you mean that they have refused my invitation?”



"No, gr."
The ambassador waited amoment, then said, "Come out with it, mister. Don't stand there gawping as

if your push-and-puff contraption hasjust given birth to aroller skate. Y ou say they haven't refused my
invitation—but nobody is coming. What am | to make of that?"

"l didn't ask anyone.”

"So you didn't ask!" Turning, he said to Grayder, Shelton and the others, "He didn't ask!" His
attention came back to Harrison. "Y ou forgot dl about it, | presume? Intoxicated by liberty and the
power of man over machine, you flashed around the town at nothing less than eighteen miles per hour,
cregting congternation among the citizenry, tossing their traffic laws into the ash can, putting personsin
peril of their lives, not even troubling to ring your bell or—"

"I haven't got abell, ar," denied Harrison, inwardly resenting thislist of enormities. 'l haveawhistle
operated by rotation of the rear whed."

"There!" said the ambassador, like one abandoning all hope. He sat down, smacked his forehead
severd times. " Somebody's going to get a bubble-pipe.” He pointed atragic finger. "And he's got a
whigle"

"| designed it mysdif, 9r," Harrison told him, very informétively.

"I'msureyou did. | canimagineit. | would expect it of you." The ambassador got afresh grip on
himsdlf. "Look, migter, tell me something in strict confidence, just between you and me." He leaned
forward, put the question in awhisper that ricocheted seven times around the room. "Why didn't you ask
anyone?'

"Couldn't find anyoneto ask, gir. | did my level best but they didn't seem to know what | wastaking
about. Or they pretended they didn't.”

"Humph!" His Excellency glanced out of the nearest port, consulted hiswrist watch. "Thelight is
fading dready. Night will be upon us pretty soon. It's getting too late for further action." An annoyed
grunt. "Another day goneto pot. Two days here and we're il fiddling around.” His eye was jaundiced
asit rested on Harrison. "All right, mister, we're wasting time anyway so we might aswell hear your story
infull. Tell uswhat happened in complete detail. That way, we may be able to dig some sense out of it."

* * %

Harrison told it, finishing, "It seemed to me, gr, that | could go on for weekstrying to argueit out
with people whose brains are oriented east-west while mine points north-south. Y ou can talk with them
from now to doomsday, even get red friendly and enjoy the conversation—uwithout either sde knowing
what the other isjawing about.”

"So it seems,” commented the ambassador, dryly. He turned to Captain Grayder. ™Y ou've been
around alot and seen many new worldsin your time. What do you make of dl thistwaddle, if anything?'

"A problem in semantics," said Grayder, who had been compelled by circumstancesto study that
subject. "One comes across it on dmost every world that has been long out of touch, though usualy it
has not developed far enough to get redlly tough.” He paused reminiscently. "First guy we met on
Badlcussad, cordidly and in what he fondly imagined was perfect English, 'Joy you unboot now!" "

"Yeah? What did that mean?'

"Comeingde, put on your dippers and be happy. In other words, welcome! It wasn't difficult to get,
your Excellency, especidly when you expect that sort of thing." Grayder cast athoughtful glance at
Harrison, went on, "Here, things appear to have devel oped to agreater extreme. The language remains
fluent, retains enough surface smilarities to conceal deeper changes, but meanings have been atered,
concepts discarded, new ones substituted, thought-forms re-angled—and, of course, thereisthe
inevitable impact of localy developed dang.”

"Such as'myob’," offered His Excdlency. "Now there's a queer word without recognizable Earth
root. | don't like the way they useit. Sounds downright insulting. Obvioudly it has some sort of



connection with these obs they keep batting around. It means 'my obligation’ or something like that, but
the sgnificance beats me.”

"Thereisno connection, Sir," Harrison contradicted. He hesitated, saw they were waiting for him,
plunged boldly on. "Coming back | met the lady who directed me to Baines place. She asked whether
I'd found him and | said yes, thank you. We chatted abit. | asked her what ‘myob’ meant. She said it
wasinitid-dang." He stopped at that point.

"Keep going," advised the ambassador. " After some of the sulphurous comments I've heard coming
out the Blieder-room ventilation-shaft, | can somach anything. What doesit mean?’

"M-y-0-b," informed Harrison, blinking. "Mind your own business.”
"So!" His Excellency gained color. " So that'swhat they've been teling me dl dong?’
"I'm afraid o, Sr.”

"Evidently they'vealot to learn." His neck swelled with sudden undiplomatic fury, he smacked alarge
hand on the table and said, loudly, "And they are going to learn it!"

"Yes, 9r," agreed Harrison, becoming more uneasy and wanting out. "May | go now and attend to
my bicyde?’

"Get out of my sight!" shouted the ambassador. He made a couple of meaningless gestures, turned a
florid face on Captain Grayder. "Bicycle! Does anyone on this vessel own adingshot?'

"| doubt it, your Excdlency, but I will makeinquiries, if you wish."
"Don't be animbecile," ordered His Excdlency. "We have our full quota of hollow-heads dreedy.”

* % %

Postponed until early morning, the next conference was relatively short and sweet. His Excellency
took a seat, harumphed, straightened his vest, frowned around the table.

"Let's have another look at what we've got. We know that this planet's mules call themselves Gands,
don't take much interest in their Terran origin and ingst on referring to us as Antigands. That impliesan
education and resultant outlook inimical to oursalves. They've been trained from childhood to take it for
granted that whenever we appeared upon the scene we would prove to be against whatever they are
for."

"And we haven't the remotest notion of what they'refor,” put in Colond Shelton, quite unnecessarily.
But it served to show that he was among those present and paying attention.

"I am grimly aware of our ignorance in that respect,” indorsed the ambassador. "They are maintaining
aconspiracy of sllence about their prime motivation. Weve got to break it somehow." He cleared his
throat, continued, "They have a peculiar nonmonetary economic system which, in my opinion, managesto
function only because of large surpluses. It won't stand aday when overpopulation brings serious
shortages. This economic set-up appears to be based on co-operative techniques, private enterprise, a
kindergarten's honor system and plain unadorned gimme. That makesit agood ded crazier than that
food-in-the-bank wackidoo they've got on the four outer planets of the Epsilon system.”

"But it works," observed Grayder, pointedly.

"After afashion. That flap-eared engineer's bicycle works—and so does he! A motorized job would
save him alot of sweat." Pleased with this analogy, the ambassador mused it afew seconds. "Thisloca
scheme of economics—if you can cdl it ascheme—amost certainly isthe end result of the haphazard
development of some hick eccentricity brought in by the origind settlers. It is overdue for motorizing, so
to speak. They know it but don't want it because mentaly they're three hundred years behind the times.
They're afraid of change, improvement, efficiency—like most backward peoples. Moreover, some of
them have avested interest in keeping things asthey are." He sniffed loudly to express his contempt.
"They are antagonistic toward us Smply because they don't want to be disturbed.”

His authoritative stare went round the table, daring one of them to remark that this might be as good
areason as any. They weretoo disciplined to fal into that trap. None offered comment, so he went on.



"In duetime, after weve got a grip on affairs, we are going to have along and tedious task on our
hands. Well have to overhaul their entire educationd system with aview to diminating anti-Terran
prejudices and bringing them up to date on the facts of life. Weve had to do that on severa other
planets, though not to anything like the same extent as will be necessary here.”

"WEell cope," promised someone.

Ignoring him, the ambassador finished, "However, dl of that isin thefuture. Welve aproblemto
solvein the present. It'sin our laps right now, namely, where are the reins of power and who's holding
them?We've got to solve that before we can make progress. How're we going to do it?' He leaned back
inhischair, added, " Get your witsworking and let me have some bright suggestions.”

* % %

Captain Grayder stood up, abig, leather-bound book in hishands. "Y our Excellency, | don't think
we need exercise our minds over new plansfor making contact and gaining essentia information. It looks
asif the next moveisgoing to beimpaosed upon us."

"How do you mean?"'

"There are agood many old-timersin my crew. Space lawyers, every one of them.” He tapped the
book. "They know official Space Regulationsaswell as| do. Sometimes| think they know too much.”

"And so—7?'

Grayder opened the book. "Regulation 127 says that on ahostile world acrew serveson a
war-footing until back in space. On anonhostile world, they serve on a peace-footing.”

"What of it?"

"Regulation 131A saysthat on a peace-footing, the crew—uwith the exception of aminimum number
required to keep the vessal's essentia servicesin trim—is entitled to land-leave immediately after
unloading of cargo or within seventy-two Earth hours of arriva, whichever period isthe shorter.” He
glanced up. "By midday the men will be dl set for land-leave and itching to go. Therewill beructionsif
they don't get it."

"Will there now?" said the ambassador, smiling lopsidedly. "What if | say thisworld ishogtile? Thet'll
pin their ears back, won't it?"

Impassively consulting hisbook, Grayder came with, "Regulation 148 saysthat ahogtileworld is
defined as any planet that systematicaly opposes Empire citizens by force." He turned the next page.
"For the purpose of these regulations, forceis defined as any course of action caculated to inflict physica
injury, whether or not said action succeedsin itsintent.”

"| don't agree." The ambassador registered adeep frown. "A world can be psychologicaly hogtile
without resorting to force. We've an exampleright here. It isn't afriendly world.”

"There are no friendly worlds within the meaning of Space Regulations," Grayder informed. "Every
planet falsinto one of two classfications: hostile or nonhostile." He tapped the hard leather cover. "It'sall
in the book."

"Wewould be prize foolsto let amere book boss us around or alow the crew to boss us, either.
Throw it out of the port. Stick it into the disntegrator. Get rid of it any way you like—and forget it."

"Begging your pardon, your Excellency, but | can't do that." Grayder opened the tome at the
beginning. "Basic regulations 1A, 1B and 1C include the following: whether in space or inland, avessd's
personnel remain under direct command of its captain or his nominee who will guided entirely by Space
Regulations and will be responsible only to the Space Committee Situated upon Terra. The same applies
to dl troops, officials and civilian passengers aboard a space-traversing vessdl, whether in flight or
grounded—regardless of rank or authority they are subordinate to the captain or his nominee. A nominee
isdefined asaship's officer performing the duties of an immediate superior when the latter is
incapacitated or absent.”

"All that meansyou are king of your castle," said the ambassador, none too pleased. "If wedon't like



it, we must get off the ship.”

"With the grestest respect to yoursalf, | must agree that that isthe position. | cannot help
it—regulations are regulations. And the men know it!" Grayder dumped the book, poked it away from
him. "Ten to one the men will wait to midday, pressing their pants, creaming their hair and so forth. They
will then make gpproach to mein proper manner to which | cannot object. They will request the first
mate to submit their leave-roster for my approva.” He gave adeep sigh. "Theworst | could do would be
to quibble about certain names on the roster and switch afew men around—but | couldn't refuse leave to
afull quota.”

"Liberty to paint the town red might be agood thing after al,” suggested Colondl Shelton, not averse
to doing some painting himsdf. "A dump like thiswakes up when the fleet'sin port. We ought to get
contacts by the dozens. That'swhat we want, isn't it?"

"We want to pin down this planet's leaders,” the ambassador pointed out. "I can't seethem
powdering their faces, putting on their best hats and rushing out to invite the yoohoo from a bunch of
hungry sailors." His plump features quirked. "We have got to find the neediesin this haystack. Thet job
won't be done by agang of ratings on the rampage.”

Grayder put in, "I'm inclined to agree with you, your Excedllency, but well have to take achance onit.
If the men want to go out, the circumstances deprive me of power to prevent them. Only one thing can
give methe power."

"And what isthat?'
"Evidence enabling meto define thisworld as hostile within the meaning of Space Regulations.”

"WEell, can't we arrange that somehow?" Without waiting for areply, the ambassador continued,
"Every crew hasitsincurable trouble-maker. Find yours, give him adouble shot of Venusian cognec, tell
him he's being granted immediate leave—but you doubt whether hell enjoy it because these Gands view
us as reasons why people dig up the drains. Then push him out of the lock. When he comes back with a
black eye and aboastful story about the other fellow's condition, declare thisworld hogtile.” Hewaved
an expressve hand. "And there you are. Physica violence. All according to the book.”

"Regulation 148A, emphasizing that opposition by force must be systematic, warns that individua
brawls may not be construed as evidence of hogtility.”

The ambassador turned an irate face upon the senior civil servant: "When you get back to Terra—if
ever you do get back—you can tell the appropriate department how the space serviceis balled up,
hamstrung, semi-parayzed and generally handicapped by bureaucrats who write books.”

Before the other could think up areply complimentary to hiskind without contradicting the
ambassador, aknock came at the door. First Mate Morgan entered, saluted smartly, offered Captain
Grayder a sheet of paper.

"Fird liberty roll, sir. Do you gpproveit?"
Four hundred twenty men hit the town in the early afternoon. They advanced upon it in the usud

manner of men overdue for the bright lights, that isto say, eagerly, expectantly, in buddy-bunches of two,
three, Sx or ten.

Gleed attached himsdlf to Harrison. They were two odd rankers, Gleed being the only sergeant on
leave, Harrison the only tenth engineer. They were aso the only two fish out of water snce both werein
civilian clothes and Gleed missed his uniform while Harrison felt naked without hisbicycle. Thesetrifling
features gave them enough in common to judtify at least one day's companionship.

"Thisonesahoney,” declared Gleed with immense enthusiasm. "'1've been on agood many liberty
jauntsin my time but thisonesahoney. On al other trips the boys ran up againgt the same
problem—what to use for money. They had to go forth like a battalion of Santa Clauses, |loaded up with
anything that might serve for barter. Almost dways nine-tenths of it wasn't of any use and had to be
carted back again."



"On Persephone,” informed Harrison, "along-shanked Milik offered me atwenty-karat, blue-tinted
first-water diamond for my bike."

"Jeepers, didn't you take it?"

"What was the good? I'd have had to go back sixteen light-years for another one.”
"Y ou could do without abike for abit."

"l can do without adiamond. | can't ride around on adiamond.”

"Neither can you sdll abicyclefor the price of asportster Moon-boat."

"Yes| can. | just told you this Milik offered me arock like an egg.”

"It'sacrying shame. Y ou'd have got two hundred to two fifty thousand creditsfor that blinder, if it
was flawless." Sergeant Gleed smacked hislips at the thought of so much moola stacked on the head of a
barrd. " Credits and plenty of them—that'swhat | love. And that's what makes thistrip ahoney. Every
other time weve gone out, Grayder hasfirst lectured us about creating afavorable impression, behaving
in a space-manlike manner, and so forth. Thistime, he talks about credits.”

"The ambassador put him up to that.”

"l likedit, dl the same," said Gleed. "Ten credits, abottle of cognac and double liberty for every man
who brings back to the ship an adult Gand, mae or femae, who is sociable and willing to talk.”
"It won't be easily earned.”

"One hundred credits to whoever gets the name and address of the town's chief civic dignitary. A
thousand credits for the name and accurate location of the world's capital city." He whistled happily,
added, " Somebody's going to bein the dough and it won't be Bidworthy. He didn't come out of the hat. |
know—I was holding it."

He ceased talking, turned to watch atdll, lithe blonde striding past. Harrison pulled at hisarm.

"Here's Baines placethat | told you about. Let'sgoin.”

"Oh, dl right." Gleed followed with much reluctance, his gaze till down the Street.

"Good afternoon,” said Harrison, brightly.

"It ain't," contradicted Jeff Baines. "Trade's bad. There's asemi-final being played and it's taken half
the town away. They'll think about their bellies after I've closed. Probably make arush on me tomorrow
and | won't be able to serve them fast enough.”

"How can trade be bad if you don't take money even when it's good?" inquired Gleed, reasonably
applying what information Harrison had given him,

Jeff's big moon eyes went over him dowly, then turned to Harrison. " So he's another bum off your
boat. What's he talking about?"

"Money," said Harrison. "It's stuff we use to smplify trade. It's printed stuff, like documentary obs of
variousSzes"

"That tellsmealot," Jeff Baines observed. "It tells me a crowd that has to make a printed record of
every ob isn't to be trusted—because they don't even trust each other.” Waddling to his high stool, he

squatted on it. His breathing was labored and wheezy. " And that confirmswhat our schools have dways
taught—that an Antigand would swindle hiswidowed mother."

"Y our schools have got it wrong." assured Harrison.

"Maybethey have." Jeff saw no need to argue the point. "But well play safe until we know different.”
He looked them over. "What do you two want, anyway?'

"Some advice," shoved in Gleed, quickly. "We're out on aspree. Where's the best placesto go for
food and fun?'

"How long you got?'



"Until nightfal tomorrow."

"No use." Jeff Baines shook his head sorrowfully. "1t'd take you from now to then to plant enough
obsto quaify for what's going. Besides, lots of folk wouldn't let any Antigand dump an ob on them.
They'rekind of particular, see?'

Look," said Harrison. ""Can't we get so much as a square meal ?'

"Widl, | dunno about that." Jeff thought it over, rubbing severd chins. ™Y ou might manage so
much—but | can't help you thistime. There's nothing | want of you, so you can't use any obs I've got
planted.”

"Can you make any suggestions?'

"If you werelocd citizens, it'd be different. Y ou could get al you want right now by taking on aload
of obsto be killed sometimein the future as and when the chances come dong. But | can't see anyone
giving credit to Antigands who are here today and gone tomorrow."

"Not so much of the gone tomorrow talk," advised Gleed. "When an Imperiad Ambassador issent it
meansthat Terranswill be herefor keeps."

"Who says 07"

"The Empire says so. You're part of it, aren't you?"

"Nope," said Jeff. "We aren't part of anything and don't want to be, either. What's more, nobody's
going to make us part of anything.”

Gleed leaned on the counter and gazed absently at alarge can of pork. "Seeing I'm out of uniform
and not on parade, | sympathize with you though | ill shouldn't say it. | wouldn't care to be taken over

body and soul by other-world bureaucrats, mysdlf. But you folk are going to have atough time beating us
off. That'stheway itis.”

"Not with what weve got," Jeff opined. He seemed mighty self-confident.

"Y ou an't got so much,” scoffed Gleed, morein friendly criticism than open contempt. He turned to
Harrison. "Have they?"

"It wouldn't appear s0," ventured Harrison.

"Don't go by appearances,” Jeff advised. "We've more than you'd care to guess at.”

"Such aswhat?"

"Well, just for astart, we've got the mightiest wegpon ever thought up by mind of man. We're Gands,

see? So we don't need ships and guns and suchlike playthings. Weve got something better. It's effective.
Therésno defense againgt it.”

"I'd liketo seeit,” Gleed chalenged. Data on anew and exceptionaly powerful weapon should bea
good ded more valuable than the mayor's address. Grayder might be sufficiently overcome by the
importance thereof to increase the take to five thousand credits. With atouch of sarcasm, he added,
"But, of course, | can't expect you to give away secrets.”

"There's nothing secret about it." said Jeff, very surprisingly. ™Y ou can haveit for free any timeyou
want. Any Gand would giveit you for the asking. Like to know why?'

llYou kH.II
"Because it works oneway only. We can useit against you—but you can't useit againgt us."

"There's no such thing. There's no wegpon inventable which the other guy can't employ once he gets
his hands on it and knows how to operateit.”

"You sure?"

"Positive," said Gleed, with no hesitation whatever. "I've been in the space-service troops for twenty
years and can't fiddle around that long without learning all about weapons from string bows to H-bombs.
Y ou'retrying to kid me—and it won't work. A one-way weapon isimpossible.”



"Dont argue with him," Harrison suggested to Baines. "Hell never be convinced until he's shown.”

"| can seethat.” Jeff Baines face creased inadow grin. "'l told you that you could have our
wonder-weapon for the asking. Why don't you ask?"'

"All right, I'm asking." Gleed put it without much enthusiasm. A weapon that would be presented on
request, without even the necessity of first planting aminor ob, couldn't be so mighty after dl. His
imaginary five thousand credits shrank to five, thence to none. "Hand it over and let metry it."

Swiveing heavily on his stool, Jeff reached to the wall, removed asmdll, shiny plague from its hook,
passed it across the counter.
"Youmay keepit," heinformed. "And much good may it do you."

Gleed examined it, turning it over and over between hisfingers. It was nothing more than an oblong
strip of substance resembling ivory. One side was polished and bare. The other bore three | etters deeply
engraved in bold style:

F—I.W.

Glancing up, hisfeatures puzzled, he said, "Cal thisawegpon?'

"Certainly.”

"Then | don't get it." He passed the plaque to Harrison. "Do you?'

"No." Harrison had agood look at it, spoke to Baines. "What does this, F—I.W. mean?"

"Initidl-dang,” informed Baines. "Made correct by common usage. It has become aworld-wide
motto. You'll seeit al over the place, if you haven't noticed it aready.”

"I have spotted it here and there but attached no importance to it and thought nothing of it. |
remember now |'ve seen it inscribed in severd places, including Seth's and the fire depot.”

"It was on the sides of that bus we couldn't empty,” added Gleed. "Didn't mean anything to me.”
"It means plenty,” said J&ff. " Freedom— Won't!"

"That killsme," Gleed told him. "I'm stone dead aready. I've dropped in my tracks." He watched
Harrison thoughtfully pocketing the plague. "A bit of abracadabra. What aweapon!”

"Ignoranceisbliss," remarked Baines, strangdly certain of himsalf. "Especidly when you don't know
that what you're playing with isthe safety catch of something that goes bang.”

"All right," challenged Gleed, taking him up onthat. "Tell ushow it works."
"I won't." The grin regppeared. Baines seemed highly satisfied about something.

"That'safat lot of help." Gleed fdt let down, especidly over those momentarily hoped-for credits.
"Y ou boast about a one-way wegpon, toss across adip of stuff with three letters on it and then go dumb.
Any guy can talk out the back of his neck. How about backing up your talk?*

"l wont," said Baines, his grin becoming broader than ever. He favored the onlooking Harrison with
afat, dgnificant wink.

It made something spark vividly insgde Harrison's mind. His jaw dropped, he took the plague from
his pocket, stared at it asif seeing it for thefirst time.

"Giveit back to me," requested Baines, watching him.

Replacing it in his pocket, Harrison said very firmly, "I won't."

Baines chuckled. "Some folk catch on quicker than others.”

Resenting that remark, Gleed held hishand out to Harrison. "L et's have another look at that thing.”

"l won't," said Harrison, meeting him eyefor eye.

"Hey, that's not the way—" Gleed's protesting voice died out. He stood there amoment, his optics
dightly glassy while his brain performed severa loops. Then, in hushed tones, he said, "Good grief!”



"Precisdly,” approved Baines. "Grief, and plenty of it. Y ou were abit dow on the uptake.”

Overcome by the flood of insubordinate ideas now pouring upon him, Gleed said hoarsely to
Harrison. "Come on, let's get out of here. | gottathink. I gottathink some place quiet.”

* * %

Therewas atiny park with seats and lawns and flowers and alittle fountain around which asmall
bunch of children were playing. Choosing a place facing a colorful carpet of exotic un-Terran blooms,
they sat and brooded awhile.

In due course, Gleed commented, "For one solitary guy it would be martyrdom, but for awhole
world—" Hisvoice drifted off, came back. "1've been taking this about asfar as| can make it go and the
results give me the legping fantods.™

Harrison said nothing.

"Frinstance,” Gleed continued, "supposing when | go back to the ship that snorting rhinoceros
Bidworthy givesme an order. | give him the frozen wolliker and say, 'l won't!" He either drops dead or
throwsmeinthedink.”

"That would do you alot of good.”

"Wait abit—I ain't finished. I'min the clink, but thejob still needs doing. So Bidworthy pickson
someone ese. Thevictim, being a soul-mate of mine, so donates theicy optic and says, 'l won't!" Inthe
clink he goes and I've got company. Bidworthy tries again. And again. Therés more of uswarming the
jug. It'll only hold twenty. So they take over the engineer's mess.”

"Leave our messout of this" Harrison requested.

"They take the mess," Gleed ingsted, thoroughly determined to pendize the engineers. " Pretty soon
it'scrammed to the roof with I-won'ters. Bidworthy's still raking 'em in asfast as he can go—if by that
time he hasn't burst adozen blood vessels. So they take over the Blieder dormitories.”

"Why keep picking on my crowd?"

"And pile them with bodies calling-high,” Gleed said, getting sadistic pleasure out of the notion. "Until
in the end Bidworthy hasto get buckets and brushes and go down on his knees and do hisown
deck-scrubbing while Grayder, Shelton and the rest act as clink guards. By that time, His Loftinessthe
ambassador isin the gdlley busily cooking for you and me, assisted by a disconcerted bunch of yes-ing
pen-pushers.” He had another somewhat awed look at the picture and finished, "Holy smoke!™

A colored ball rolled hisway, he stooped, picked it up and held on to it. Promptly aboy of about
seven ran up, eyed him gravely.

"Givememy ball, please”

"l wont," said Gleed, hisfingersfirmly around it.

There was no protest, no anger, no tears. The child merdly registered disappointment, turned to go
away.

"Here you are, sonny." Hetossed the ball.

"Thanks." Grabbing it, the other ran off.

Harison sad, "What if every living being in the Empire, dl the way from Prometheusto Kador Four,
across eighteen hundred light-years of space, gets an income-tax demand, tearsit up and says, 'l won't!'?
What happensthen?’

"Wed need a second universe for apen and athird one to provide the guards.”

"There would be chaos," Harrison went on. He nodded toward the fountain and the children playing
around it. "But, it doesn't look like chaos here. Not to my eyes. So that meansthey don't overdo this
blank refusa business. They gpply it judiciousy on some mutually recognized bass. What that basis might
be beats me completely.”

"Me, too."



An dderly man stopped near them, surveyed them hesitantly, decided to pick on apassing youth.
"Canyoutdl mewherel canfind theroller for Martinstown?'

"Other end of Eighth," informed the youth. "One every hour. They'll fix your manacles before they
dart.”

"Manacles?' The oldster raised white eyebrows. "Whatever for?*
"That route runs past the spaceship. The Antigands may try to drag you out.”

"Oh, yes, of course." He ambled on, glanced again a Gleed and Harrison, remarked in passing,
"These Antigands—such anuisance.”

"Definitely," endorsed Gleed. "We keep telling them to get out and they keep on saying, ‘Wewon't.™
The old gentleman missed a step, recovered, gave him a peculiar look, continued on hisway.

"One or two seem to cotton on to our accents,” Harrison remarked. " Though nobody noticed mine
when | was having that feed in Seth's.”

Gleed perked up with sudden interest. "Where you've had one feed you can get another. C'mon, let's
try. What have we got to lose?"

"Our patience," said Harrison. He stood up. "WEll pick on Seth. If he won't play, well haveatry at
someone else. And if nobody will play, well skin out fast before we starve to death.”

"Which appears to be exactly what they want usto do," Gleed pointed out. He scowled to himsalf.
"They'll get their way over my dead body."

"That's how," agreed Harrison. "Over your dead body."

Matt came up with acloth over onearm. "I'm serving no Antigands.”

"Y ou served melast time," Harrison told him.

"That'sas maybe. | didn't know you were off that ship. But | know now!" He flicked the cloth across
one corner of the table. "No Antigands served by me."

"Isthere any other place where we might get amed ?'

"Not unless somebody will let you plant an ob on them. They won't do that if they're wiseto you, but

theré's a chance they might make the same mistake | did." Another flick acrossthe corner. "1 don't make
them twice"

"Y ou're making another right now," said Gleed, hisvoice tough and authoritative. He nudged
Harrison. "Watch this" His hand came out of a side pocket holding atiny blaster. Pointing it at Matt's
middle, he continued, "Ordinarily, | could get into trouble for this, if those on the ship werein the mood to
make trouble. But they aren't. They're soured up on you two-legged mules." He motioned the weapon.
"Get waking and bring ustwo full plates

"I wont," said Matt, firming hisjaw and ignoring the gun.

Gleed thumbed the safety catch which moved with an audible click. "It'stouchy now. It'd go off a a
Sneeze. Start moving."

"l won't," indsted Matt.

Gleed disgustedly shoved the weapon back into his pocket. "I was only kidding you. It isn't
energized.”

"Wouldn't have made the dightest differenceif it had been," Maitt assured. "l serve no Antigands, and
that'sthat!"

"Suppose I'd gone haywire and blown you in half?'

"How could | have served you then?" heinquired. "A dead person is of no useto anyone. Timeyou
Antigands learned alittlelogic.”

With that parting shot he went away.

"He's got something there," observed Harrison, patently depressed. “What can you do with awaxie



one? Nothing whatever! Y ou'd have put him clean out of your own power."

"Don't know so much. A couple of stiffslying around might sharpen the others. They'd get redlly
eager.”

"Y ou'rethinking of them in Terran terms" Harrison said. "It'samistake. They're not Terrans, no
matter where they came from origindly. They're Gands" He mused amoment. "I've no notion of just
what Gands are supposed to be but | reckon they're some kind of fanatics. Terra exported
one-track-minders by the millions around the time of the Great Explosion. Look at that crazy crowd
they've got on Hygeia"

"I wasthere once and | tried hard not to look," confessed Gleed, reminiscently. "Then | couldn't stop
looking. Not so much asafig leaf between the lot. They insisted that we were obscene because we wore
clothes. So eventudly we had to take them off. Know what | was wearing at the time we lft?"

"A dignified poise," Harrison suggested.
"That and an identity disk, cupro-silver, officid issue, spacemen, for the use of," Gleed informed.

"Pusthree wipes of greasepaint on my left arm to show | was asergeant. | looked every inch a
sergeant—like hel | did!"

"l know. | had aweek in that place.

"Wed arear admira on board,” Gleed went on. "Asafine physicd specimen he resembled apair of
badly worn suspenders. He couldn't overawe anyone whilein hisbirthday suit. Those Hygeians cited his
deflation as proof that they'd got real democracy, as digtinct from our fake version.” He clucked his
tongue. "I'm not so sure they're wrong.”

"The crestion of the Empire has created aqueer proposition,” Harrison meditated. "Namely, that
Terraisaways right while sxteen hundred and forty-two planets are invariably wrong.”

"You're getting kind of seditious, aren't you?"

Harrison said nothing. Gleed glanced at him, found his attention € sewhere, followed hisgazeto a
brunette who had just entered.

"Nice," agpproved Gleed. "Not too young, not too old. Not too fat, not too thin. Just right.”

"l know her." Harrison waved to attract her attention.

Shetripped lightly acrossthe room, sat at their table. Harrison made the introduction.

"Friend of mine. Sergeant Gleed.”

"Arthur," corrected Gleed, greeting her.

"MinesElissa," shetold him. "What's a sergeant supposed to be?'

"A sort of over-above underthing,” Gleed informed. "1 pass dong the telling to the guys who do the
doing."

Her eyeswidened. "Do you mean that peopleredly dlow themselvesto betold?’

"Of course. Why not?"

"It sounds crazy to me." Her gaze shifted to Harrison. "I'll beignorant of your nameforever, |
suppose?’

He hastened to repair the omission, adding, "But | don't like James. | prefer im."

"Thenwell let it be Jm." She examined the place, looking over the counter, the other tables. "Has
Matt been to you two?"

"Yes. Herefusesto serve us.”

She shrugged warm shoulders. "It's hisright. Everyone hasthe right to refuse. That's freedom, isn't
it?'

"Wecdl it mutiny,” said Gleed.

"Don't be so childish," she reproved. She stood up, moved away. "Y ou wait here. I'll go see Seth.”



"l don't get this," admitted Gleed, when she had passed out of earshot. "According to that fat fellain
the ddlicatessen, their techniqueisto give usthe cold shoulder until we run away in ahuff. But thisdame
actsfriendly. She's. . . shes—" He stopped while he sought for a suitable word, found it and said, " She's
un-Gandian."

"Not s0," Harrison contradicted. "They've theright to say, 'l won't." She's practicing it.”

"By gosh, yes! | hadn't thought of that. They can work it any way they like, and please themselves.”
"Sure." He dropped hisvoice. "Here she comes.”

Resuming her seet, she primped her hair, said, " Seth will serve us personaly.”

"Another traitor,” remarked Gleed with agrin.

"On one condition,” shewent on. Y ou two must wait and have atak with him before you leave."

"Cheagp at the price," Harrison decided. A thought struck him and he asked, ""Does this mean you'll
haveto kill several obsfor al three of us?'

"Only onefor mysdf."
"How come?'

"Seth's got ideas of hisown. He doesn't fed happy about Antigands any more than does anyone
d"

"And 07"
"But he'sgot the missonary ingtinct. He doesn't agree entirely with theidea of giving dl Antigandsthe
ghost-trestment. He thinks it should be reserved only for those too stubborn or stupid to be converted.”

She amiled a Gleed, making histop hairs quiver. " Seth thinks that any intelligent Antigand isawould-be
Gand."

"What isa Gand, anyway?" asked Harrison.

"An inhabitant of thisworld, of course.”

"I mean, where did they dig up the name?

"From Gandhi," she said.

Harrison frowned in puzzlement. "Who the deuce was he?'
"An ancient Terran. The onewho invented The Wespon.”
"Never heard of him."

"That doesn't surprise me," she remarked.

"Doent it?' hefdt alittleirritated. "Let metdl you that these days we Terrans get as good an
education as—"

"Cam down, Jm." She made it more soothing by pronouncing it "Jeem.” "All | mean isthat ten to one
he's been blanked out of your history books. He might have given you unwanted ideas, see? Y ou
couldn't be expected to know what you've been deprived of the chanceto learn.”

"If you mean that Terran history is censored, | don't believeit," he asserted.

"It'syour right to refuse to believe. That'sfreedom, isnt it?"

"Upto apoint. A man has duties. HE's no right to refuse those."

"No?' Sheraised tantalizing eyebrows, delicatdy curved. "Who defines those duties—himsdlf, or
somebody else?!

"His superiors, mogt times."

"No man is superior to another. No man has the right to define another man's duties.” She paused,
eyeing him speculatively. "'If anyone on Terraexercises such idiotic power, it isonly becauseidiots permit
him. They fear freedom. They prefer to betold. They like being ordered around. What men!™

"l shouldn't listen to you," protested Gleed, chipping in. His leathery face wasflushed. "Y ou're as



naughty asyou're pretty.”

"Afrad of your own thoughts?' shejibed, pointedly ignoring his compliment.

He went redder. "Not on your life. But [—" Hisvoicetailed off as Seth arrived with three | oaded
plates and dumped them on the table.

"Seeyou afterward,” reminded Seth. He was medium-sized, with thin features and sharp,
quick-moving eyes. "Got something to say to you."

* % %

Seth joined them shortly after the end of the medl. Taking achair, he wiped condensed steam off his
face, looked them over.

"How much do you two know?"'

"Enough to argue about it," put in Elissa. "They are bothered about duties, who defines them, and
who doesthem.”

"With good reason,” Harrison riposted. "Y ou can't escape them yoursalves.”

"Meaning—7" asked Seth.

"Thisworld runs on some strange system of swapping obligations. How will any person kill an ob
unless he recognizes his duty to do so?'

"Duty has nothing to dowith it," said Seth. "And if it did happen to be amatter of duty, every man
would recognizeit for himsdlf. It would be outrageous impertinence for anyone elseto remind him,
unthinkable to anyoneto order him.™

"Some guys must make an easy living," interjected Gleed. "There's nothing to stop them that | can
see" He studied Seth briefly before he continued, "How can you cope with a citizen who has no
conscience?'

"Easy aspie”

Elissasuggested, "Tell them the story of Idle Jack.”

"Itsakid'syarn,” explained Seth. "All children here know it by heart. It'saclasscfablelike. . .
like—" He screwed up hisface. "I'velost track of the Terran talesthe first comers brought with them.”

"Red Riding Hood," offered Harrison.

"Yes" Seth seized oniit gratefully. "Something like that one. A nursery story.” Helicked hislips,
began, "This Idle Jack came from Terraas ababy, grew up in our new world, studied our economic
system and thought held be mighty smart. He decided to become a scratcher.”

"What's ascratcher?" inquired Gleed.

"One who lives by taking obs and does nothing about killing them or planting any of hisown. One
who accepts everything that's going and gives nothing in return.”

"| getit. I've known one or two like that in my time."

"Up to age sixteen, Jack got away with it. Hewas akid, see. All kids tend to scratch to a certain
extent. We expect it and alow for it. After sSixteen, he was soon in the soup.”

"How?" urged Harrison, more interested than he was willing to show.

"He went around the town gathering obs by the armful. Medls, clothes and dll sortsfor the mere
asking. It'snot abig town. There are no big ones on this planet. They're just small enough for everyoneto
know everyone—and everyone does plenty of gabbing. Within three or four months the entire town
knew Jack was a determined scratcher.”

"Go on," said Harrison, getting impatient.

"Everything dried up,” said Seth. "Wherever Jack went, people gave himthe'l Won't'. That's

freedom, isn't it? He got no meals, no clothes, no entertainment, no company, nothing! Soon he became
terribly hungry, busted into someone's larder one night, gave himsdf thefirst square med in aweek.”



"What did they do about that?"

"Nothing. Not athing."

"That would encourage him some, wouldn't it?!

"How could it?" Seth asked, with athin smile. "It did him no good. Next day hisbelly was empty
again. He had to repeat the performance. And the next day. And the next. People became leery, locked

up their stuff, kept watch onit. It became harder and harder. It became so unbearably hard that it was
soon alot easier to leave the town and try another. So Idle Jack went away."

"To dothesameagain,” Harrison suggested.

"With the same results for the same reasons,” retorted Seth. "On he went to athird town, afourth, a
fifth, atwentieth. He was stubborn enough to be witless."

"He was getting by," Harrison observed. "Taking dl at the mere cost of moving around.”

"No hewasn't. Our townsare smdl, like | said. And folk do plenty of visiting from one to another. In
town number two Jack had to risk being seen and talked about by someone from town number one. As
he went on it got awholelot worse. In the twentieth he had to take a chance on gabby vigtors from any
of the previous nineteen.” Seth leaned forward, said with emphasis, "He never got to town number

twenty-eight.”

"No?'

"He lasted two weeksin number twenty-five, eight daysin twenty-sx, one day in twenty-seven. That
wasamogt theend.”

"Whet did he do then?'

"Took to the open country, tried to live on roots and wild berries. Then he disappeared—until one
day somewalkersfound him swinging from atree. The body was emaciated and clad in rags. Londiness
and self-neglect had killed him. That was Idle Jack, the scratcher. He wasn't twenty yearsold.”

"On Tera," informed Gleed, "we don't hang people merdly for being lazy."

"Neither dowe," said Seth. "We leave them free to go hang themselves." He eyed them shrewdly,
went on, "But don't let it worry you. Nobody has been driven to such drastic measuresin my lifetime,
leastways, not that |'ve heard about. People honor their obs as a matter of economic necessity and not
from any sense of duty. Nobody gives orders, nobody pushes anyone around, but there's akind of
compulsion built into the circumstances of this planet'sway of living. People play square—or they suffer.
Nobody enjoys suffering—not even anumbskull.”

"Yes, | supposeyoureright,” put in Harrison, much exercised in mind.

"You bet I'm dead right!" Seth assured. "But what | wanted to talk to you two about is something
moreimportant. It'sthis. What's your red ambitioninlife?'

Without hesitation, Gleed said, "To ride the spaceways while remaining in one piece.”
"Same here," Harrison contributed.

"I guessed that much. Y ou'd not be in the space serviceif it wasn't your choice. But you can't remain
init forever. All good things cometo an end. What then?"

Harrison fidgeted uneadily. "'l don't careto think of it."

"Some day, you'll haveto," Seth pointed out. "How much longer have you got?'
"Four and ahalf Earth years."

Seth's gaze turned to Gleed.

"Three Earth years.”

"Not long," Seth commented. "1 didn't expect you would have much time left. It's asafe bet that any
ship penetrating this deeply into space has a crew composed mostly of old-timers getting near the end of
their terms. The practiced hands get picked for the awkward jobs. By the day your boat lands again on



Terrait will bethe end of thetrail for many of them, won't it?"

"It will for me," Gleed admitted, none too happy at the thought.

"Time—the older you get the faster it goes. Y et when you leave the service you'll till be
comparatively young." Heregistered afaint, taunting smile. "1 suppose you'll then obtain a private space
vessal and continue roaming the cosmos on your own?"

"Impossible," declared Gleed. "The best arich man can afford isaMoon-boat. Puttering to and fro
between a satdlite and its primary is no fun when you're used to Bliederzips across the gdaxy. The
smallest space-going craft isfar beyond reach of the wealthiest. Only governments can afford them.”

"By 'governments you mean communities?’

"Inaway."

"Wll, then, what are you going to do when your space-roving days are over?’

"I'm not like Big Ears here." Gleed jerked an indicative thumb at Harrison. "I'm atrooper and not a
technician. So my choiceislimited by lack of qualifications.” He rubbed his chin, looked wistful. "I was
born and brought up on afarm. | still know agood ded about farming. So I'd like to get asmadl one of
my own and settle down.”

"Think you'll manageit?' asked Seth, watching him.

"On Falder or Hygeia or Norton's Pink Heaven or some other undeveloped planet. But not on Terra.
My savingswon't extend to that. | don't get half enough to meet Earth cogts.”

"Meaning you can't pile up enough obs?'

"l can't," agreed Gleed, lugubrioudy. "Not evenif | saved until I'd got awhite beard four feet long."

"So theres Terrdsreward for along spell of faithful service—forego your heart's desire or get out?”

"Shut up!"

"l won't," said Seth. Heleaned nearer. "Why do you think two hundred thousand Gands cameto this
world, Doukhoborsto Hygeia, Quakersto Centauri B, and al the othersto their selected haunts?
Because Terrasreward for good citizenship was the peremptory order to knuckle down or get out. So
wegot out.”

"It wasjust aswell, anyway," Elissainterjected. "According to our history books, Terrawas badly
overcrowded. We went away and relieved the pressure.”

"That's beside the point,” reproved Seth. He continued with Gleed. ™Y ou want afarm. It can't be on
Terramuch asyou'd likeit there. Terrasays, 'No! Get out!" So it's got to be some place e Hewaited
for that to sink in, then, "Here, you can have onefor the meretaking." He snapped hisfingers. "Like
thet!"

"You can't kid me," said Gleed, wearing the expression of one eager to be kidded. "Where are the
hidden strings?”

"On this planet, any plot of ground belongs to the person in possession, the one who is making use of
it. Nobody disputes his claim so long as he continuesto useit. All you need do islook around for a
suitable piece of unused territory—of which thereis plenty—and start using it. From that moment it's
yours. Immediately you cease using it and walk out, it'sanyone e sg's, for the taking."

"Zipping meteors!" Gleed wasincredulous.

"Moreover, if you look around long enough and strike redlly lucky," Seth continued, "you might stake
first clam to afarm someone el se has abandoned because of degth, illness, adesireto move elsawhere, a
chance at something el se he liked better, or any other excellent reason. In that case, you would walk into
ground already part-prepared, with farmhouse, milking shed, barns and therest. And it would be yours,
al yours™

"What would | owe the previous occupant?’ asked Gleed.

"Nothing. Not an ob. Why should you? If heisn't buried, he has got out for the sake of something



elseequaly free. He can't have the benefit both ways, coming and going.”

"It doesn't make sense to me. Somewhere there's a snag. Somewhere |'ve got to pour out hard cash
or pile up obs."

"Of courseyou have. You gart afarm. A handful of loca folk help you build ahouse. They dump
heavy obs on you. The carpenter wants farm produce for hisfamily for the next couple of years. Y ou
giveit, thuskilling that ob. Y ou continue giving it for acouple of extrayears, thus planting an ob on him.
Firgt time you want fences mending, or some other suitable task doing, along he comesto kill that ob.
And so with dl the rest, including the people who supply your raw materiads, your seeds and machinery,
or do your trucking for you."

"They won't dl want milk and potatoes,” Gleed pointed ouit.

"Don't know what you mean by potatoes. Never heard of them.”

"How can | square up with someone who may be getting al the farm produce he wants from
esawhere?!

"Easy," sad Seth. "A tinsmith supplies you with severa churns. He doesn't want food. He's getting all
he needs from another source. Hiswife and three daughters are overweight and dieting. The mere
thought of aload from your farm gives them the horrors™

"Wdl?'

"But thistinsmith'stailor, or his cobbler, have got obs on him which he hasn't had the chance to kill.
S0 he transfers them to you. As soon as you're able, you give thetailor or cobbler what they need to
satisfy the obs, thus doing the tinsmith'skilling aong with your own." He gave hisusua haf-amile, added,
"And everyoneis happy.”

Gleed stewed it over, frowning while he did it. Y ou're tempting me. Y ou shouldn't ought to. It'sa
crimind offenseto try to divert agpaceman from hisdlegiance. It's sedition. Terrais tough with sedition.”

"Tough my eyel" said Seth, sniffing contemptuoudy. "Weve Gand laws here.”

"All you haveto do," suggested Elissa, sweetly persuasive, "is say to yoursdlf that you've got to go
back to the ship, that it's your duty to go back, that neither the ship nor Terracan get dong without you.”
Shetucked acurl away. "Then be afreeindividual and say, 'l won't!" "

"They'd skin me dive. Bidworthy would preside over the operation in person.”

"I don't think s0," Seth offered. "This Bidworthy—whom | presumeto be anything but ajovia
character—stands with you and the rest of your crew at the same junction. The road before him splits
two ways. He's got to take one or the other and there's no third aternative. Sooner or later helll be
hell-bent for home, eating histop lip as he goes, or e se hell be running around in atruck ddivering your
milk—because, deep insgde himsdlf, that'swhat he's dways wanted to do."”

"Y ou don't know himlike | do," mourned Gleed. "He usesalump of old iron for asoul."

"Funny,” remarked Harrison, "1 dways thought of you that way—until today."

"I'm off duty," said Gleed, asthough that explained everything. "I can relax and | et the ego zoom
around outside of business hours." He stood up, firmed hisjaw. "But I'm going back on duty. Right now!"

"Y ou're not due before sundown tomorrow," Harrison protested.

"Maybe I'm not. But I'm going back dl the same.”

Elissa opened her mouth, closed it as Seth nudged her. They sat in silence and watched Gleed march
determinedly out.

"It'sagood Sgn," commented Seth, strangdly self-assured. "He's been handed awallop right where
he'sweskest." He chuckled low down, turned to Harrison. "What's your ultimate ambition?'

"Thanksfor the med. It was agood one and | needed it." Harrison stood up, manifestly
embarrassed. He gestured toward the door. "I'm going to catch him up. If he's returning to the ship, |
think I'l do likewise."



Again Seth nudged Elissa. They said nothing as Harrison made hisway out, carefully closing the door
behind him.
"Sheep," decided Elissa, disappointed for no obvious reason. "One follows another. Just like sheep.”

"Not s0," Seth contradicted. "They're humans animated by the same thoughts, the same emotions, as
were our forefathers who had nothing sheeplike about them." Twisting round in his chair, he beckoned to
Matt. "Bring ustwo shemaks." Thento Elissa. "My guessisthat it won't pay that ship to hang around too
long."

* * %

The battleship's caler-system bawled imperatively, "Fanshaw, Folsom, Fuller, Garson, Gleed,
Gregory, Haines, Harrison, Hope—" and down through the alphabet.

A trickle of men flowed dong the passages, catwalks and aleyways toward the fore chartroom.
They gathered outside it in small clusters, chattering in undertones and sending odd scraps of
conversation echoing down the corridor.

"Wouldn't say anything to us but, 'Myob!" Got sick and tired of it after awhile.”

"Y ou ought to have split up, like we did. That show place on the outskirts didn't know what a Terran
lookslike. | just walked in and took a seat.”

"Hear about Meskin? He mended aleaky roof, chose a bottle of double dith in payment and
mopped the lot. He was dead flat when we found him. Had to be carried back."

"Some guys have dl the luck. We got the brush-off wherever we showed our faces. It getsyou
down."

"Y ou should have separated, like | said.”

"Haf the mess mugt be il lying in the gutter. They haven't turned up yet.”

"Grayder will be hopping mad. Hed have stopped this morning's second quotaif hed knownin
time"

Every now and again First Mate Morgan stuck his head out of the chartroom door and uttered a
name aready voiced on the caller. Frequently there was no response.

"Harrison!" heyelled.

With a puzzled expression, Harrison went insde. Captain Grayder was there, seated behind adesk
and gazing moodily at alist lying before him. Colonel Shelton was stiff and erect to one side, with Mgor
Hame dightly behind him. Both wore the pained expressions of those tolerating abad smell whilethe
plumber goeslooking for the lesk.

His Excdllency was tramping steedily to and fro in front of the desk, muttering deep down in his
chins. "Bardly five days and aready therot has set in." He turned as Harrison entered, fired off sharply,
"Soit'syou, mister. When did you return from leave?!

"The evening before lagt, Sr.”
"Ahead of time, eh? That's curious. Did you get a puncture or something?”'
"No, gr. | didn't take my bicyclewith me."

"Just aswell," approved the ambassador. "If you had done so, you'd have been athousand miles
away by now and till pushing hard.”

"Why, Sr?'

"Why?He asksmewhy! That's precisdy what I'd like to know—why?' He fumed a bit, then
inquired, "Did you vidit thistown by yoursdlf, or in company?'

"I went with Sergeant Gleed, ar.”

"Cdl him," ordered the ambassador, looking & Morgan.

Opening the door, Morgan obediently shouted, "Gleed! Gleed!"



No answer.

Hetried again, without result. They put it over the caler-system again. Sergeant Gleed refused to be
among those present.

"Has he booked in?"

Grayder consulted hisligt. "In early. Twenty-four hours ahead of time. He may have snesked out
again with the second liberty quota this morning and omitted to book it. That's adouble crime.”

"If he's not on the ship, he's off the ship, crime or no crime.”

"Yes, your Excellency.” Captain Grayder registered dight weariness.

"GLEED!" howled Morgan, outside the door. A moment later he poked his head inside, said, "Y our

Excellency, one of the men says Sergeant Gleed is not on board because he saw him in town quite
recently.”

"Send himin." The ambassador made an impatient gesture at Harrison. " Stay where you are and
keep those confounded ears from flapping. I've not finished with you yet.”

A long, gangling grease-monkey camein, blinked around, alittle awed by high brass.

"What do you know about Sergeant Gleed?' demanded the ambassador.

The other licked hislips, seemed sorry that he had mentioned the missing man. "It'slike this, your
honor, |—"

"Cdl me'sr.”

"Yes, gr." More disconcerted blinking. "1 went out with the second party early this morning, came
back a couple of hours ago because my stomach was acting up. On theway, | saw Sergeant Gleed and
spoketo him."

"Where? When?'

"Intown, Sr. He was ditting in one of those big long-distance coaches. | thought it abit queer.”

"Get down to theroots, man! What did hetdl you, if anything?'

"Not much, sir. He seemed pretty chipper about something. Mentioned ayoung widow struggling to
look after two hundred acres. Someone had told him about her and he thought he'd take a peek.” He
hesitated, backed away a couple of paces, added, "He dso said I'd seehim inironsor never."

"Oneof your men," said the ambassador to Colonel Shelton. "A trooper, dlegedly well-disciplined.
Onewith long service, three gtripes, and apension to lose.” His attention returned to the informant. "Did
he say exactly where hewas going?'

"No, gir. | asked him, but he just grinned and said, 'Myob!" So | came back to the ship.”

"All right. You may go." His Excellency watched the other depart, then continued with Harrison.

"Y ou were with that first quota.”

"Yes gr.”

"Let metel you something, mister. Four hundred twenty men went out. Only two hundred have
returned. Forty of those werein various stages of acohalic turpitude. Ten of them arein the clink yelling,
'l Wont!" in steady chorus. Doubtlessthey'll go on yeling until they've sobered up.”

He stared a Harrison asif that worthy were persondly responsible, then went on, "There's something
paradoxical about this. | can understand the drunks. There are aways afew individuals who blow their
topsfirst day on land. But of the two hundred who have condescended to come back, about half
returned before time, the same asyou did. Their reasons were identical—the town was unfriendly,
everyone treated them like ghosts until they'd had enough.”

Harrison made no comment.

"So we have two diametricaly opposed reactions,” the ambassador complained. "One gang of men



say the place stinks so much that they'd rather be back on the ship. Another gang findsit so hospitable
that either they get filled to the gills on some stuff called double dith, or they stay sober and desert the
sarvice. | want an explanation. There's got to be one somewhere. Y ou've been twice in thistown. What
canyou td| us?'

Carefully, Harrison said, "It al depends on whether or not you're spotted asa Terran. Also on
whether you meet Gands who'd rather convert you than give you the brush-off." He pondered a moment,
finished, "Uniformsare agive-away."

"Y ou mean they're dlergic to uniforms?’

"Moreor less, gr."

"Any ideawhy?'

"Couldn't say for certain, gr. | don't know enough about them yet. Asaguess, | think they may have
been taught to associate uniforms with the Terran regime from which their ancestors escaped.”

"Escaped nothing!" scoffed the ambassador. "They grabbed the benefit of Terran inventions, Terran
techniques and Terran manufacturing ability to go some place where they'd have more elbow room.” He
gave Harrison the sour eye. "Don't any of them wear uniforms?”

"Not that | could recognize as such. They seem to take pleasurein expressing their individua
persondities by wearing anything they fancy, from pigtallsto pink boots. Oddity in attire isthe norm
among the Gands. Uniformity isthe red oddity—they think it's submissive and degrading.”

"Y ou refer to them as Gands. Where did they dig up that name?”

Harrison told him, thinking back to Elissa as she explained it. In hismind's eye he could see her now.
And Seth's place with the tables set and steam rising behind the counter and mouth-watering smells
oozing from the background. Now that he came to visudize the scene again, it appeared to embody an
elusive but essentiad something that the ship had never possessed.

"And this person,” he concluded, "invented what they call The Wegpon."

"Hm-m-m! And they assert he was a Terran? What does he look like? Did you see a photograph or
adaue?'

"They don't erect Satues, Sr. They say no person is more important than another.”

"Bunkum!" snapped the ambassador, ingtinctively rejecting that viewpoint. "Did it occur to you to ask
at what period in history this wonderful weapon wastried out?!

"No, sr," Harrison confessed. "I didn't think it important.”

"Y ou wouldn't. Some of you men aretoo dow to catch a Calistrian doth wandering initsdeep. |
don't criticize your abilities as gpacemen, but asintelligence-agents you're adead loss.”

"I'm sorry, Sir," said Harrison.

Sorry?'Y ou louse! whispered something deep within his own mind. Why should you be sorry? He's
only apompous fat man who couldn't kill an ob if he tried. HE's no better than you. Those raw boys
prancing around on Hygelawould maintain that he's not as good as you because he's got apot belly. Yet
you keep looking at his pot belly and saying, "Sir" and, "I'm sorry™. If hetried to ride your bike, hedd fall
off before hed gone ten yards. Go spit in hiseye and say, "l won't". Y ou're not scared, are you?

"No!" announced Harrison, loudly and firmly.

Captain Grayder glanced up. "If you're going to Start answering questions before they've been asked,
you'd better see the medic. Or have we atelepath on board?!

"I wasthinking," Harrison explained.

"| approve of that," put in His Excellency. He lugged a couple of huge tomes out of the wall-shelves,
began to thumb rapidly through them. "Do plenty of thinking whenever you've the chance and it will

become ahabit. It will get easier and easier astimerollson. Infact, aday may come when it can be done
without pain."



He shoved the books back, pulled out two more, spoke to Mgor Hame who happened to be at his
elbow. "Don't pose there glassy-eyed like ardlic propped up in amilitary museum. Give me ahand with
this mountain of knowledge. | want Gandhi, anywhere from three hundred to a thousand Earth-years

Hame cameto life, started dragging out books. So did Colond Shelton. Captain Grayder remained
at hisdesk and continued to mourn the missing.

"Ah, hereitis, four-seventy yearsback." His Excellency ran aplump finger dong the printed lines.
"Gandhi, sometimes called Bapu, or Father. Citizen of Hindi. Politico-philosopher. Opposed authority by
means of an ingenious system called civil disobedience. Last remnants disgppeared with the Gresat
Exploson, but may sill perdst on some planet out of contact.”

"Evidently it does," commented Grayder, hisvoicedry.

"Civil disobedience," repeated the ambassador, screwing up his eyes. He had the air of onetrying to
study something which was topsy-turvy. "They can't make that asocid basis. It just won't work."

"It doeswork," asserted Harrison, forgetting to put inthe"sir".
"Areyou contradicting me, mister?

"I'm stating afact.”

"Y our Excdlency,” Grayder began, "'l suggest—"

"Leavethisto me." His color degpening, the ambassador waved him off. His gaze remained angrily
on Harrison. "Y ou're very far from being an expert on socio-economic problems. Get that into your
head, mister. Anyone of your cdiber can be fooled by superficia appearances.”

It works," persisted Harrison, wondering where his own stubbornness was coming from.
"So does your tomfool bicycle. Y ou've abicycle mentaity.”

Something snapped, and avoice remarkably like hisown said, "Nutdl" Astounded by this
phenomenon, Harrison waggled hisears.

"What wasthat, mister?'

Nutsl" he repeated, feeling that what has been done can't be undone.

Besting the purpling ambassador to the draw, Captain Grayder stood up and exercised hisown
authority.

"Regardless of further leave-quotas, if any, you are confined to the ship until further notice. Now get
out!"

Hewent out, hismind in awhirl but his soul strangdly satisfied: Outside, First Mate Morgan glowered
ahim.

"How long d'you think it's going to take me to work through thislist of nameswhen guyslike you
squat in there for aweek?' He grunted with ire, cupped hands round his mouth and bellowed, "Hope!
Hope!"

No reply.

"Hope's been abandoned,” remarked awit.

"That'sfunny," sneered Morgan. "Look at me shaking al over." He cupped again, tried the next
name. "Hyland! Hyland!"

No response.

* % %

Four more days, long, tedious, dragging ones. That made ninein al since the battleship formed the
rutinwhich it wasgtill tting.

Therewas trouble on board. The third and fourth leave-quotas, put off repeatedly, were becoming
impatient, irritable.



"Morgan showed him the third roster again this morning. Same result. Grayder admitted thisworld
can't be defined as hogtile and that we're entitled to run free.”

"Well, why the hell doesn't he keep to the book? The Space Commission could crucify him for
disregarding it."

"Same excuse. He says hel's not denying leave, he's merely postponing it. That's acrafty evasion, isn't
it? He says hell grant it immediately the missing men come back.”

"That might be never. Damn him, he's using them as an excuseto gyp me out of my time."

It was astrong and legitimate complaint. Weeks, months, years of close confinement in a constantly
trembling bottle, no matter how large, demands ultimate release if only for acomparatively brief period.
Men need fresh air, the good earth, the broad, clear-cut horizon, bulkfood, femininity, new faces.

"He would ram home the stopper just when we've learned the best way to get around. Civilian
clothes and act like Gands, that's the secret. Even the first-quota boys are ready for another try."

"Grayder daren't risk it. HE'slost too many aready. One more quota cut in haf and he won't have
enough crew to take off and get back. We'd be stuck here for keeps. How'd you like that?"

"l wouldn't cry about it."

"He could train the bureaucrats. Time those guys did some honest work."

"It'd take three years. That's how long it took to train you, wasn't it?"

Harrison came dong holding asmall envelope. Three of them picked on him at Sght.

"Look who sassed Hizonner and got confined to ship—same asug”

"That'swhat | like about it," Harrison observed. "Better to get fastened down for something than for
nothing."

"It won't belong, you'll see! We're not going to hang around bellyaching for ever. Mighty soon well
do something.”

"Such aswhat?"

"We'rethinking it over," evaded the other, not liking to be taken up so fast. He noticed the envelope.
"What have you got there? The day's mail ?*

"Exactly that," Harrison agreed.

"Haveit your own way. | wasn't being nosey. | thought maybe you'd got some more snafu. You
engineersusudly pick up that paper-stuff firg."

"It ismall," said Harrison.

"Gwan, nobody has ettersin this neck of the cosmos.”

"l do."

"How did you get it?"

"Worrdl brought it from town an hour back. Friend of mine gave him dinner, let him bring the | etter to
kill theob." He pulled alarge ear. "Influence, that's what you boys need.”

Regigtering annoyance, one demanded, "What's Worrall doing off the boat? I's he privileged?'

"Sort of. HEs married, with three kids."

"Sowhat?'

"The ambassador figures that some people can be trusted more than others. They're not so likely to

disappear, having too much to lose. So afew have been sorted out and sent into town to seek
information about the missng men.”

"They found out anything?"
"Not much. Worral saysit'sawaste of time. He found afew of our men here and there, tried to
persuade them to return, but each said, 'l won't'. The Gands al said, ‘'Myob!" And that'sthat.”



"Theremust be something iniit," decided one of them, thoughtfully. "I'd like to go see for mysdlf.”

"That'swhat Grayder's afraid of."

"WEell give more than that to worry about if he doesn't become reasonable soon. Our patienceis
evgporating.”

"Mutinoustalk,” Harrison reproved. He shook his head, looked sad. ™Y ou shock me.”

* % %

He continued dong the corridor, reached his own cabin, eyed the envelope. The writing insde might
be feminine. He hoped so. He tore it open and had alook. It wasn't.

Signed by Gleed, the missiveread, "Never mind where| am or what I'm doing—this might get into
thewrong hands. All I'll tell youisthat I'll be fixed up topnotch providing | wait adecent interva to
improve acquaintance. The rest of this concerns you."

"Huh?' He leaned back on his bunk, held the |etter nearer thelight.

"| found alittle fat guy running an empty shop. Hejust sitsthere, waiting. Next, | learn that he's
established possession by occupation. He's doing it on behalf of afactory that makes two-ball
rollers—those fan-driven cycles. They want someone to operate the place asalocal roller sdlesand
service depot. Thelittle fat man has had four applicationsto date, but none with any engineering ability.
The one who eventually getsthis place will plant afunctiona-ob on the town, whatever that means.
Anyway, thisjoint isyoursfor the taking. Don't be stupid. Jump in—the water'sfine."

"Zipping meteord" said Harrison. His eyestraveled on to the bottom.

"P.S. Seth will give you the address. P.P.S. Thisburg is your brunette's home town and she's thinking
of coming back. Shewantsto live near her sster—and sodo |. Said Sister isahoney!™

He dtirred restlesdy, read it through a second time, got up and paced around histiny cabin. There
were twelve hundred occupied worlds within the scope of the Empire. He'd seen about one-tenth of
them. Noo spaceman could live long enough to get alook at thelot. The service was divided into cosmic
groups, each dedling with its own sector.

Except by hearsay, of which there was plenty and most of it highly colored, he would never know
what heavens or pseudo-heavens existed in other sectors. In any case, it would be ablind gambleto pick
an unfamiliar world for landbound life on someone e s&'s recommendation. Not al think aike, or havethe
same tastes. One man's meat may be another's man's poison.

The choicefor retirement—which was the unlovely name for beginning another, different but vigorous
life—was high-priced Terraor some more desirable planet in his own sector. There was the Epsilon
group, fourteen of them, dl attractive providing you could suffer the gravity and endure lumbering around
like atired dephant. There was Norton's Pink Heaven if, for the sake of getting by in peace, you could
pander to Septimus Norton's rgjah-complex and put up with his delusions of grandeur.

Up on the edge of the Milky Way was amatriarchy run by blonde Amazons, and aworld of wizards,
and a Pentecostd planet, and a globe where semi sentient vegetables cultivated themselves under the
direction of human masters, dl scattered acrossforty light-years of space but readily accessible by
Blieder-drive.

There were more than ahundred known to him by personal experience, though merely atithe of the
whole. All offered life and that company which isthe essence of life. But thisworld, Gand, had something
the otherslacked. It had the qudlity of being present. It was part of the existing environment from which
he drew data on which to build his decisions. The others were not. They logt virtue by being absent and
faraway.

Inobtrusively, he made hisway to the Blieder-room lockers, spent an hour cleaning and ailing his
bicycle. Twilight was approaching when he returned. Taking athin plague from his pocket, he hung it on
thewall, lay on hisbunk and stared &t it.

F—I.W.



The caller-system clicked, cleared itsthroat, announced, "All personnel will stand by for genera
ingtructions a eight hours tomorrow.

"l won't," said Harrison. He closed his eyes.

* * %

Seven-twenty in the morning, but nobody thought it early. Thereislittle sense of earliness or lateness
among space-roamers—to regain it they have to be landbound amonth, watching a sun rise and set.

The chartroom was empty but there was much activity in the control cabin. Grayder was there with
Shdlton, Hame, Navigators Adamson, Werth and Y ates and, of course, His Excellency.

"I never thought the day would come," groused the latter, frowning at the star map over which the
navigators pored. "L ess than a couple of weeks, and we get out, admitting defeat.”

"With al respect, your Excellency, it doesn't look that way to me," said Captain Grayder. "One can
be defeated only by enemies. These people are not enemies. That's precisaly where they've got us by the
short hairs. They're not definable as hostile.”

"That may be. | ftill say it'sdefeat. What else could you cal it?"

"Weve been outwitted by awkward relations. There's not much we can do about it. A man doesn't
beat up his nieces and nephews merely because they won't speak to him."

"That's your viewpoint as aship's commander. Y ou're confronted by a Situation that requires you to
go back to base and report. It'sroutine. The whole serviceis hidebound with routine.” The ambassador
again eyed the star map asif hefound it offensive. "My own statusis different. If | get out, it'sa
diplomatic defeet, an insult to the dignity and prestige of Terra. I'm far from surethat | ought to go. It
might be better if | stayed put—though that would give them the chance to offer further insults.”

"l would not presume to advise you what to do for the best,” Grayder said. "All | know isthis we
carry troops and armaments for any policing or protective purposes that might be found necessary here.
But | can't use them offensively against these Gands because they've provided no pretext and because, in
any case, our full strength isn't enough to crush twelve millions of them. We need an armadafor thet.
Wed be fighting at the extreme of our reach—and the reward of victory would be ausdess world."

"Don't remind me. I've stewed it until I'm sick of it."

Grayder shrugged. He was aman of action so long asit was action in space. Planetary shenanigans
were not properly his pigeon. Now that the decisive moment was drawing near, when he would be back
in his own attenuated € ement, he was becoming phlegmatic. To him, Gand was avisit anong ahundred
such, with plenty moreto come.

"Y our Excdlency, if you're in serious doubt whether to remain or come with us, I'd be favored if
you'd reach adecison fairly soon. Morgan has given methetip that if | haven't gpproved the third
leave-quota by ten o'clock the men are going to take mattersinto their own hands and walk off."

"That would get them into trouble of aredlly hot kind, wouldn't it?"

"Some," agreed Captain Grayder, "but not so hot. They intend to turn my own quibbling against me.
Since | have not officidly forbidden leave, awak-out won't be mutiny. I've merely been postponing
leave. They could plead before the Space Commission that I've deliberately ignored regulations. They
might get away with it if the memberswere in the mood to assert their authority.”

"The Commission ought to be taken on afew long flights," opined His Excellency. "They'd discover
somethingsthey'll never learn behind adesk.” He eyed the other in mock hopefulness. " Any chance of
accidentaly dropping our cargo of bureaucrats overboard on the way back? A misfortune like that might
benefit the spaceways, if not humanity.”

"That idea strikes me as Gandish," observed Grayder.

"They wouldn't think of it. Their techniqueisto say no, no, athousand times no. That's all—but
judging by what has happened here, it is enough.” The ambassador pondered his predicament, reached a
decision. "I'm coming with you. It goes againgt the grain because it smacks of surrender. To stay would



be a defiant gesture, but I've got to face the fact that it won't serve any useful purpose at the present
dage.”

"Very well, your Excellency." Grayder went to a port, looked through it toward the town. "I'm down
about four hundred men. Some of them have deserted, for kegps. Therest will come back if | wait long
enough. They've struck lucky, got their legs under somebody's table and gone A.W.O.L. and they're
likely to extend their timefor aslong asthe fun lasts on the principle that they may aswel be hung for
sheep aslambs. | get that sort of trouble on every long trip. It's not so bad on short ones.™ A pause while
moodily he surveyed aterrain bare of returning prodigas. "But we can't wait for them. Not here.”

"No, | reckon not."

"If we hang around any longer, we're going to lose another hundred or two. There won't be enough
skilled men to take the boat up. Only way | can beat them to the draw isto give the order to prepare for
takeoff. They dl come under flight regul ations from that moment.” He registered alopsided smile. "That
will give the space lawyers something to think about! ™

"Assoon asyou like," approved the ambassador. He joined the other at the port, studied the distant
road, watched three Gand coaches whirl dong it without stopping. He frowned, still upset by the type of
mind which inssts on pretending that amountain isn't there. His attention shifted Sdewise, toward the
tall-end. He gtiffened and said, "What are those men doing outsde?"

Shooting a swift glance in the same direction, Grayder grabbed the caler-mike and rapped, "All
personnel will prepare for take-off at oncel™ Juggling a couple of switches, he changed lines, said, "Who
isthat? Sergeant Mgor Bidworthy? Look, Sergeant Mgor, there are half a dozen men beyond the
midship lock. Get them in immediatd y—werelifting as soon as everything's ready.”

Thefore and aft gangways had been rolled into their stowage spaces|ong before. Some fast-thinking
quartermaster prevented further escapes by operating the midship ladder-wind, thus trapping Bidworthy
aong with more would-be snners.

Finding himsdf dled, Bidworthy stood in the rim of the lock and glared at those outside. His
mustache not only bristled, but quivered. Five of the offenders had been members of thefirst
leave-quota. One of them was atrooper. That got his rag out, atrooper. The sixth was Harrison,
complete with bicycle polished and shining.

Searing thelot of them, the trooper in particular, Bidworthy rasped, "Get back on board. No
arguments. No funny business. We're taking off."

"Hear that?"' asked one, nudging the nearest. "Get back on board. If you can't jump thirty feet, you'd
better flap your amsand fly."

"No sauce fromyou," roared Bidworthy. "I've got my orders.”

"Hetakes orders," remarked the trooper. "At hisage."

"Can't understand it," commented another, shaking asorrowful head.

Bidworthy scrabbled the lock's smooth rim in vain search of something to grasp. A ridge, aknob, a
projection of some sort was needed to take the Strain.

"l warn you men that if you try me too—"

"Save your bregth, Biddy," interjected the trooper. "From now on, I'm aGand." With that, he turned
and walked rapidly toward the road, four following.

Getting astride his bike, Harrison put afoot on apedd. His back tire promptly sank with aloud
whee-e-e.

"Come back!" howled Bidworthy at the retreating five. He made extravagant motions, tried to tear
the ladder from its automatic grips. A sren keened thinly insde the vessdl. That upped his agitation by
severd ergs.



"Hear that?" With vein-pulsing ire, he watched Harrison tighten the rear valve and apply hishand
pump. "We're about to lift. For the last time—"

Againthedren, thistimein aquick seriesof shrill toots. Bidworthy jumped backward as the sedl
came down. Thelock closed. Harrison again mounted his machine, settled afoot on apeda but
remained watching.

The metal monster shivered from noseto tail then rose dowly and in utter slence. There was stately
magnificence in the ascent of such enormous bulk. It increased itsrate of climb gradually, went faster,
faster, became atoy, adot and finally disappeared.

For just amoment, Harrison felt atouch of doubt, ahint of regret. It soon passed away. He glanced
toward the road.

The five self-eected Gands had thumbed a coach which was picking them up. That was
co-operation apparently precipitated by the ship's disappearance. Quick on the uptake, these people. He
saw it move off on huge rubber bals, bearing the five withit. A fan-cycle raced in the opposite direction,
hummed into the distance.

"Y our brunette,”" Gleed had described her. What gave him that idea? Had she made some remark
which held construed as complimentary because it made no reference to outsize ears?

He had alast look around. The earth to hisleft bore agreat curved rut one milelong by twelve feet
deep. Two thousand Terrans had been there.

Then about eighteen hundred.

Then sixteen hundred.

Lessfive

"Oneleft—me" hesad to himsdlf.

Giving afatdistic shrug, he put the pressure on and rode to town.
And then there were none.
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