HISMASTER'SVOICE

Spaceship McGuire had lots of knowledge — but no wisdom. He was smart — but
incredibly foolish. And, asa natural consequence, tended to ask questions
too profound for any philosopher — questionslike " Who are you?"

By RANDALL GARRETT

I'd been in Ravenhurdt's office on the mountain-sized planetoid called Raven's Rest only twice before.
The third time was no better; Shaimar Ravenhurst was one of the smartest operators in the Belt, but
when it cameto persond relationships, he was utterly incompetent. He could make anyone didike him
without trying.

When | entered the office, he was Sitting behind his mahogany desk, his eyes focused on the operation
he was going through with awineglass and a decanter. He didn't look up a me as he said:

"Sit down, Mr, Oak. Will you have some Madeira?'

| decided | might as well observe the pleasantries. There was no point in my getting nasty until he did.
"Thank you, Mr. Ravenhurgt, | will."

He kept his eyesfocused on hiswork: It isn't easy to pour wine on a planetoid where the gee-pull is
measured in fractions of a centimeter per second squared. It moves stewly, like ropy molasses, but you
have to be careful not to be fooled by that. The viscosity isjust aslow asever, and if you pour it from
any great height, it will go scooting right out of the glass again. The momentum it builds up isenough to
makeit splash right out again in adow-motion gush which getsit dl over the place.

Besdeswhich, eveniif it didn't splash, it would takeit so long to fall afew inchesthat you'd die of
thirst waiting for it.

Ravenhurst had evolved atechnique from long years of practice. Hetilted the glass and the bottle
toward each other, their edges touching, like you do when you're trying to pour beer without putting a
head on it. As soon asthe wine wet the glass, the adhesive forces a work would pull morewineinto the
wine glass. To get capillary action on alow-gee asteroid, you don't need a capillary, by any means. The
negative meniscus on the wine was something to see; thefirg time you seeit, you get the eerie feding that
the glassis spinning and throwing the wine up againgt thewalls by centrifugdl force.

| took the glass he offered me (Careful! Don't dosh!) and sipped at it. Using squirt tubeswould have
been ahell of alot easier and neeter, but Ravenhurst liked to do things hisway.

He put the stopper back in the decanter, picked up his own glass and sipped appreciatively. Not until
he put it back down on the desk again did he raise hiseyes and look a me for thefirst timesincel'd
comein.

"Mr. Oak, you have caused me considerable trouble."
"| thought we'd hashed all that out, Mr. Ravenhurst,” | said, keeping my voice level.

"So had I. But it appears that there were more ramifications to your action than we had at first
supposed.” His voice had the texture of heavy linseed ail.

Hewaited, asif he expected me to make some reply to that. When | didn't, he sighed dightly and



went on. " fear that you have inadvertently sabotaged McGuire. Y ou were commissioned to prevent
sabotage, Mr. Oak, and I'm afraid that you abrogated your contract.”

| just continued to keep my voice calm. "If you aretrying to get back the fee you gave me, we can
awaystakeit to court. | don't think you'd win."

"Mr. Oak," he said heavily, "I am not afool, regardless of what your own impresson may be. If |
weretrying to get back that fee, | would hardly offer to pay you another one."

| didn't think hewasafoal. Y ou don't get into the manageria business and climb to the top and stay
there unless you have brains. Ravenhurst was smart, al right; it was just that, when it came to persona
relaionships, hewasn't very wise.

"Then stop dl this yak about an abrogated contract and get to the point,” | told him.

"l shall. | was merdy trying to point out to you that it isthrough your own actionsthat | find mysdfina
very trying position, and that your sense of honor and ethics should induce you to rectify the damage.”

"My honor and ethicsarein fine shape,” | said, "but my interpretation of the concepts might not be
quite the same as yours. Get to the point.”

Hetook another sp of Madeira. "Therobotocists a Viking tell methat, in order to prevent any
further . .. ah . . . sabotage by unauthorized persons, the MGY R-7 was constructed so that, after
activation, the first man who addressed ordersto it would thenceforth be consideredits. .. ah. ..
mader.

"As| undergtand it, the problem of defining the term 'human being’ unambiguoudy to arobot is il
unsolved. The robotocists felt that it would be much easier to define asingleindividua. That would
prevent theissuing of conflicting ordersto arobot, provided the single individua were careful in giving
orders himsdf.

"Now, it appearsthat you, Mr. Oak, were thefirst man to speak to McGuire after he had been
activated. Isthat correct?’

"Isthat question purely rhetoricd,” | asked him, putting on my best expression of innocent interest.
"Or areyou losing your memory?' | had explained al that to him two weeks before, when I'd brought
McGuire and the girl here, o that Ravenhurst would have a chance to cover up what had really

happened.

M y sarcasm didn't faze himin the least. "Rhetorical. It followsthat you are the only man whose orders
McGuirewill obey."

"Y our robotocigts can changethat,” | said. Thistime, | was giving him my verson of "genuine'
innocence. A man hasto be agood actor to be acompetent double agent, and | didn't want Ravenhurst
to know that | knew agreat deal more about the problem than he did.

He shook his head, making hisjowlswobble. "No, they cannot. They redlize now that there should be
someway of making that change, but they failed to see that it would be necessary. Only by completely
draining McGuiré's memory banks and refilling them with new data can this bias be diminated.”

"Then why don't they do that?'



"There are two very good reasons,” he said. And there was ashade of anger in histone. "In thefirst
place, that sort of operation takestime, and it costs money. If we do that, we might aswell go ahead and
make the dight changesin structure necessary to incorporate some of the improvementsthat the
robotocists now fed are necessary. In other words, they might aswell go ahead and build the MGY R-8,
whichisprecisdy thething I hired you to prevent.”

"It ssemsyou have a point there, Mr. Ravenhurst.” He'd hired me because things were shaky at
Viking. If he lost too much more money on the M cGuire experiment, he ssood a good chance of losing
his position as manager. If that happened some of his other manageria contracts might be canceled, too.
Thingslikethat can begin to snowbadl, and Ravenhurst might find himself out of the managerid business
entirdly.

"But," | went on, "hasn't the additiona wasted time aready cost you money?"
"It has. | wasreluctant to call you in again—understandably enough, | think."
"Perfectly. It'smutud.”

Heignored me. "l evea congdered going through with the rebuilding work, now that we have traced
down the source of failure of the first Sx models. Unfortunately, that isn't feasible, either.” He scowled at
me.

"It seems," he went on, "that McGuire refusesto alow his brain to be tampered with. The
sef-preservation 'ingtinct’ has come to the fore. He has refused to | et the technicians and robotocists
enter hishull, and be has threatened to take off and leave Ceresiif any further attempts are madeto. . .
ah. .. disupt histhinking processes.”

"l can't say that | blame him," | said. "What do you want me to do? Go to Ceres and tell him to
submit like agood boy?*

"Itistoo latefor that, Mr. Oaks. Viking cannot stand any more of that kind of drain onitsfinancia
resources. | have been banking on the McGuire-type shipsto put Viking Spacecraft ahead of every other
gpacecraft company in the System.” He looked suddenly very grim and vesy determined. "Mr. Oak, |
am certain that the robot ship is the answer to the trangportation problemsin the Solar System. For the
sake of every human being in the Solar System, we must get the bugs out of McGuire!”

What's good for General Bullmoose is good for everybody, | quoted to mysdlf. I'd have said it out
loud, but | wasfairly certain that Shalimar Ravenhurst was not astudest of the classics.

"Mr. Oak, | would like you to go to Ceres and co-operate with the robotocists at Viking. When the
MGYR-8isfindly built, | want it to be the prototype for afast, safe, functional robot spaceship that can
be turned out commercidly. Y ou can be of great service, Mr. Oak."

"In other words, I've got you over abarrel."
"l don't deny it."

"Y ou know what my feesare, Mr. Ravenhurst. That's what you'll be charged. I'll expect to be paid
weekly; if Viking goes broke, | don't want to lose more than aweek's pay. On the other hand, if the
MGY R-8 is successful, | will expect asubstantial bonus.”

"How much?"
"Exactly hdf of the cost of rebuilding. Half what it would take to build aMode 8 right now, and



taking a chance on there being no bugsinit.”

He considered that, |ooking grimmer than ever. Then he said: "1 will do it on the condition that the
bonus be paid off in instalments, one each sx monthsfor three years after the first successful commercia
shipishbuilt by Viking."

"My lawyer will nail you down on that wording,” | said, "but it'saded. Isthese anything dse?'
“No."
"Then | think I'll leave for Ceres before you break ablood vessd.”

"Y ou continue to amaze me, Mr. Oak," he said. And the soft diliness of hisvoice wasthe ail of vitrial.
"Y our compassion for your fellow man isafacet of your personality that | had had not seen before. |
shall welcome the opportunity to relax and alow my blood pressure to subside.”

| could amost see Shaimar Ravenhurst suddenly exploding and adding his own touch of color to the
room.

And, on that gruesome thought, | Ieft. | let him have hissmall verba triumph; if hed known that I'd
have taken on thejob for almost nothing, he'd redlly have blown up.

T en minuteslater, | wasin my vacuum suit, walking across the glaring, rough-polished rectangle of
metd that wasthe landing fidd of Raven's Rest. The sun was near the zenith in the black,
diamond-dusted sky, and the shadow of my flitterboat stood out like an inkblot on abrida gown. |
climbed in, started the engine, and released the magnetic anchor that held the little boat to the surface of
the nickd-iron planetoid. | lifted her gently, worked her around until | was stationary in relation to the
spinning planetoid, oriented mysdlf againgt the stellar background, and headed toward thefirst blinker
beacon on refway to Ceres.

For obvious economica reasons, it isimpractica to use full-szed spaceshipsin the Bdlt. A flitterboat,
with asngle gravitoinertial engine and the few necessities of life—air, somewater, and avery little
food—still costs more than a Rolls-Royce automobile does does on Earth, but there has to be some sort
of individua trangportation the Belt.

They can't be used for any great distance because aman can't stay in avac suit very long without
getting uncomfortable. Y ou have to hop from beacon to beacon, which meansthat your average ve ocity
doesn't amount to much, since you spend too much time accelerating and decderating. But aflitterboat is
enough to get around the neighborhood in, and that's al that's needed.

| got the GM-187 blinker in my sights, eased the acceleration up to one gee, relaxed to watch the
radar screen while | thought over my coming orded with McGuire.

Testing spaceships, robotic or any other kind, is strictly not my business. The sign on the door of my
officein New York says. DANIEL OAK, Confidential Expediter; I'm hired to help other people Get
Things Done. Usually, if someone came to me with the problem of getting a spaceship tet-piloted, I'd
amply dig up the best test pilot in the business, hire him for my client, and forget about everything but
collecting my fee. But | couldn't have refused this caseif I'd wanted to. I'd dready been assigned to it by
someone alot more important than Shaimar Ravenhurst.

Every schoolchild who has taken a course in Government Organization and Function can tdll you that
the Political Survey Divison isaBranch of the System Census Bureau of the UN Government, and that



itsjob isto evauate the politica activities of various sub-governrnents dl over the System.
And every one of those poor tykes would be dead wrong.

The Political Survey Divison does evauate politica activity, al right, but it isthe Secret Service of the
UN Government. The vast mgority of the System's citizens don't even know the Government has a
Secret Service. | happen to know only because I'm an agent of the Political Survey Division.

The PSD was vitdly interested in the whole McGuire project. Robots of McGuire's complexity had
been built before; the robot that runs the traffic patterns of the American Eastern Seaboard isjust as
capable as McGuire when it comes to handling atremendous number of variables and making decisions
on them. But that robot didn't have to be given orders except in extreme emergencies. Keeping afew
million cars moving and safe a the sametimeisactudly pretty routine stuff for arobot. And atraffic
robot isn't given ordersverbaly; it is given any ordersthat may be necessary viateetype by atrained
programming technician. Those orders are usualy in reference to a change of routing due to repair work
on the highways or the like. Therobot itself can take care of such emergencies as bad weather or even
an accident caused by the mafunctioning of an individua automobile.

McGuirewas different. In thefirst place, he was mobile. He wasin command of a spacecraft. Ina
sense, he was the spacecraft, Snceit served him in away that was analogous to the way a human body
serves the human mind. And he wasn't in charge of millions of objectswith atop velocity of ahundred
and fifty miles an hour; he wasin charge of asingle object that moved a velocities of thousands of miles
per second. Nor did he have a set, unmoving highway as his pith; his paths were variable and led through
the emptiness of space.

Unforeseen emergencies can hagppen at any time in space, most of them haying to do with the lives of
passengers. A cargo ship would be somewhat |ess susceptible to such emergenciesif there were no
humans aboard; it doesn't matter much to arobot if hehasno air in hishull.

But with passengers aboard, there may be times when it would be necessary to give orders—fast!
And that meansverba orders, ordersthat can be given anywhere in the ship and rdlayed immediately by
microphone to the robot's brain. A man doesn't have time to run to ateletyper and type out orders when
there's an emergency in space.

That meant that M cGuire had to understand English, and, since there hasto be feedback in
communication, he had to be able to speak it aswell.

And that made McGuire more than somewhat difficult to dea with.

F or more than a Century, robotocists have been trying to build Asmov's famous Three Laws of
Roboticsinto arobot brain.

First Law: A robot shall not, either through action or inaction, allow harm to come to a human
being.

Second Law: A robot shall obey the orders of a human being, except when such orders conflict
with the First Law.

Third Law: A robot shall strive to protect its own existence, except when this conflicts with the
First or Second Law.

Nobody has succeeded yet, because nobody has yet succeeded in defining the term "human being” in



socfe away that the logical mind of arobot can encompass the concept.

A traffic robot is useful only because the definition has been rigidly narrowed down. Asfar asatraffic
robot is concerned, "human beings' are the automobiles on its highways. Woe betide any poor sap who
tries, illegdly, to cross arobot-controlled highway on foot. The robot's only concern would be with the
safety of the automobiles, and if the only way to avoid destruction of an automobile were to be by
nudging the pedestrian aside with afender, that's what would happen.

And, sinceits orders only come from one place, | suppose that atraffic robot thinks that the guy who
usesthat typer isan automobile.

With thefirst Sx modes of the McGuire ships, the robotocists attempted to build in the Three Laws
exactly as stated. And the first Sx went insane.

If one human being says "jump left,” and another says"jump right,” the robot is unable to evaluate
which human being has given the more valid orler. Feed enough conflicting datainto arobot brain, and it
can begin behaving in ways that, in ahuman being, would be called paranoia or schizophreniaor
catatonia or what-have-you, depending on the symptoms. And an insane robot isfully as dangerous as an
insane human being controlling the same mechanica equipment, if not more so.

So the seventh mode had been modified. The present McGuire's brain was impressed with dight
modifications of the First and Second Laws.

If it isdifficult to define ahuman being, it is much more difficult to define a responsible human being.
One, in other words, who can be relied upon to give wise and proper ordersto arobot, who can be
relied upon not to drive the robot insane.

The robotocists at Viking Spacecraft had decided to take another tack. "Very well," they'd said, "if
we can't define dl the members of agroup, we can certainly define an individua. WEIl pick one
responsible person and build McGuire so that be will take orders only from that person.”

Asit torned out, | wasthat person. Just substitute "Daniel Oak™ for "human being” in the First and
Second Laws, and you'll see how important | was to a certain spaceship named McGuire.

W hen | findly caught the beam from Ceres and set my flitterboat down on the huge landing field that
had been carved from the nickd-iron of the asteroid with afocused sun beam, | wasitchy with my own
perspiration and groggy tired. | don't likeriding in flitterboats, Sitting on abucket seet, astride the drive
tabe, like awitch on abroomstick, with nothing but a near-invisible transite hull between me and the
gars, al cooped up inavac suit. Unlike driving acar, you can't pull aflitterboat over and take anap; you
haveto wait until you hit the next beacon station.

Ceres, the biggest rock in the Belt, isalot more than just abeacon station. Like Erosand afew
others, it'sacity initsown right. And except for the Government Reservation, Viking Spacecraft owned
Ceres, lock, stock, and mining rights.

Part of the reason for Viking's troubles was envy of that ownership. There were other companiesin
the Belt that would like to get their hands on that plum, and there were those who were doing everything
short of cutting throatsto get it. The PSD was afraid it might eome to that, too, before very long.

Ceresisfifty-eight million cubic miles of nicke-iron, but nobody would cut her up for that. Nickel-iron
isamost exactly as chegp asdirt on Earth, and, considering shipping costs, Earth soil costsagreat dedl



more than nickd-iron in the Bdlt.

But, as an operations base, Ceresis second to none. Its surface gravity averages .0294 Standard
Gee, as compared with Earth's .981, and that's enough to give adight feding of weight without unduly
hampering the body with too much load. | weigh just under six pounds on Ceres, and after I've been
there awhile, going back to Earth isa strain that takes aweek to get used to. Kidsthat are brought up in
the Belt are forced to exercise in aroom with aone-gee spin on it at least an hour aday. They don't like
it a firgt, but it kegps them from growing up with the strength of mice. And an adult with any sense takes
aspin now and then, too. Traveling in aflitterboat will give you aone-gee pull, dl right, but you don't get
much exercise.

| parked my flitterboat in the space that had been assigned to me by Landing Control, and went over
to the nearest air-lock dome.

After I'd cycled through and had shucked my vac suit, | went into the inner room to find Colone
Brock waiting for me.

"Have at good trip, Oak?" he asked, trying to put a smile on his scarred, battered face.

"l got heredive, if that makesit agood flitterboat trip,” | said, shaking his extended hand.
"That's the definition of agood trip,” hetold me.

"Then the question was superfluous. Serioudy, what | need isabath and some deep.”
"Youl'l get that, but first let's go somewhere where we can talk. Want adrink?!

"l could use one, | guess. Your treat?'

"My treat," hesad. "Comeon."

| followed him out and down aladder to a corridor that led north. By definition, any asteroid spins
toward the east, and dl directionsfollow from that, regardless of which way the axis may point.

Colone Harrington Brock was dressed in the black-and-gold "union suit" that was the uniform of
Ravenhurst's Security Guard. My own was atasteful green, but some of the other peoplein the public
corridor seemed to go for more flashiness, besides silver and gold, there were shocking pinks and violent
mauves, with stripes and blazes of other colors.

A crowd wearing skin-tight coveralls might shock the gentle people of Midwich-on-the-Moor,
England, but they are normal dressin the Bdlt. Y ou can't climb into avac suit with bulky clothing on, and,
if you did, you'd hate yoursdlf within an hour, with a cursefor every wrinkle that chafed your skin. And,
in the Belt, you never know when you might have to get into avac suit fast. In a"safe” arealike the
tunnelsingde Ceres, there isn't much change of losing air, but there are places where no one but afool
would ever be more than ten seconds away from his vac suit.

| read an article by apsychologist afew months back, in which he claimed that the taste for loud
colorsin union suits was actudly due to modesty. He claimed that the bright patterns drew attention to
the colors themselves, and away from the base the colors were laid over. The observer, he said, tendsto
seethe color and pattern of the suit, rather than the body it clingsto so closaly. Maybe he'sright; |
wouldn't know, not being apsychologist. I have spent summersin nudist resorts, though and | never
noticed anyone painting themselves with lavender and chartreuse checks. On the other hand, the people
who go to nudist resorts are a self-screened group. So are the people who go to the Belt, for that matter,
but the type of screening isdifferent.



I'll just leave that problem in the hands of the psychologists, and go on wearing my immodestly quiet
solid-color union suits.

B rock pushed open theinch-thick metal door beneath asign that said "O'Banion's Bar," and | followed
himin. We sat down at atable and ordered drinks when the waiter bustled over. A cop in uniform isn't
supposed to drink, but Brock figures that the head of the Security Guard ought to be able to get away
with abreach of hisown rules.

We had our drinksin front of usand our cigarettes it before Brock opened up with histroubles.

"Oak," he said, "'l wanted to intercept you before you went to the plant because | want you to know
that there may be trouble.”

"Yeah? What kind?' Sometimesit'sapain to play ignorant.

"Thurgton's outfit is trying to oust Ravenhurst from the managership of Viking and take over the job.
Baedecker Metals & Mining Corporation, which is managed by Baedecker himsalf, wantsto force
Viking out of business so that BM& M can take over Ceresfor large-scale processing of precious metals.

"Between the two of 'em, they'reraising al sorts of minor hell around here, and it's ligble to become
magor hdl at any time. And we can't sand any hell—or sabotage—around this planetoid just now!"

"Now "wait aminute,” | said, still playing ignorant, "'l thought we'd pretty well established that the
'sabotage’ of the McGuire series was Jack Ravenhurdt's fault. She was the one who was driving them
nuts, not Thurston's agents.”

"Perfectly true," he said agreeably. "We managed to block any attempts of sabotage by other
company agents, even though it |ooked as though we hadn't for awhile.” He chuckled wryly. "We went
al out to keep the McGuires safe and dl the time the boss daughter was giving them theworks." Then he
looked sharply at me. "I covered that, of course. 'no onein the Security Guard but me knows that Jack
wasresponsible.”

"Good. But what about the Thurston and Baedecker agents, then?”

Hetook a hefty dug of hisdrink. "They're around, dl right. We have our eyes on the ones we know,
but those outfits are as sharp as we are, and they may have afew agents here on Ceres that we know
nothing about.”

"So0? What does this have to do with me?"

He put hisdrink on the table. "Oak, | want you to help me." His onyx-brown eyes, only ashade
darker than his skin, looked directly into my own. "I know it isn't part of your assgnment, and you know
| can't afford to pay you anything near what you're worth. It will have to come out of my pocket because
| couldn't possibly justify it from operating funds. Ravenhurst specificdly told me that he doesn't want you
messing around with the espionage and sabotage problem because he doesn't like your methods of
operation.”

"And you're going to go againgt his orders?"

"l am. Ravenhurst is sore at you personaly because you showed him that Jack was responsible for
the McGuire sabotage. It'sanirrational didike, and | am not going to let it interfere with my job. I'm
going to protect Ravenhurdt'sinterests to the best of my ability, and that meansthat I'll use the best of



other peoples abilitiesif | can.”

| grinned a him. "Thelast | heard, you were sore a mefor blatting it al over Ceresthat Jaqueline
Ravenhurst was missing, when she sneaked aboard McGuire."

He nodded perfunctorily. "I was. | till think you should have told me what you were up to. But you
didit, and you got resultsthat I'd been able to get. I'm not going to let amomentary pique hang on asan
irrationd disklike. I liketo think | have more sense than that.”

"Thanks." Therewasn't much esel could say.
"Now, I've got alittle dough put away; it'snot much, but | could offer you—"

| shook my head, cutting him off. "Nope. Sorry, Brock. For two reasons. In the first place, there
would be aconflict of interest. I'm working for Ravenhurst, and if he doesn't want me to work for you,
then it would be unethica for meto take the job.

"In the second place, my fees are tandardized. Oh, | can dlow acertain amount of fluctuation, but
I'm not aphysician or alawyer; my services are not necessary to the surviva of theindividud, except in
very rare cases, and those cases are generally arranged through alawyer when it's a charity case.

"No, colond, I'm afraid | couldn't possibly work for you."

He thought that over for along time. Findly, he nodded his head very dowly. "l see. Yeah, | get your
point." He scowled down at his, drink.

"But,” | said, "it would be a pleasure to work with you."
Helooked up quickly. "How'sthat?"

"Well, let'slook at it thisway: Y ou can't hire me because I'm dready working for Ravenhurgt; | can't
hire you because you're working for Ravenhurst. But since we may need each other, and Since we're
both working for Ravenhurst, there would be no conflict of interest if we co-operate.

"Or, to put it another way, | can't take money for any service | may render you, but you can pay off in
services. Am | coming through?”

His broad smile made the scars on hisface fold in and deepen. "Loud and clear. It'saded.”

| held up ahand, palrn toward him. "Ah, ah, ah! Theré'sno 'dedl’ involved. We'rejust old buddies
helping each other. Thisisfor friendship, not business. | scratch your back; you scratch mine. Fair?!

"Fair. Come on down to my office; | want to give you aheadful of facts and figures."

"Will do. Let mefinish my guzzle™

Seven and ahdf hours |ater, the phonein the bedroom of the company apartment that Brock had

arranged for me made loud musical sounds, and | rolled over in bed and dapped at the " audio only”
switch.

"Yeah?' | sad deepily.

"Y ou asked to be cdled at oh eight hundred, sir,” said a pleasant feminine voice.



"Yah. O.K., thanks. I'm awake."
"Yourewdcome, Sr."

| cut off and blinked the deep out of my eyes. I'd spent an hour and ahaf in Brock's office, soaking
up dl theinformation he gave me and giving him dl theinformation | could. | hoped that he had been
more honest and straightforward with me than | had been with him. The trouble with being a double agent
isthat you frequently haveto play dirty with someoneyou like, respect, and trust.

| looked at the watch on my wrist. Oh eight oh six, Greenwich Standard Time. The girl had beena
littlelatein caling, but it didn't matter that much.

All over the Solar System, except on Earth itsdlf, the clocks read the same asthey do in Greenwich,
England. Time zones don't mean anything anywhere except on Earth, where the natives fed that the sun
should be &t the zenith when the clock saystwelve. Anirrational concept, to say the least.

Well, not redlly. Let's say thet it's an emotional concept. A man feds better if he has the comfortable
notion that the position of the sun has something to do with the numbers on the clock. It giveshim asense
of security. Only the fact that aman in the Belt—or anywhere dsein the System, for that matter—is not
dependent on Sal for lighting purposes makesiit possible to establish a Standard Time for everyone.

Oddly enough, Greenwich Standard Time serves an emotiona and religious purpose, too. It'sonly by
the clock that a Jew can tell when the Sabbath begins; it's only by the clock a Catholic can tell whento
begin his abstinence on Friday; it'sonly by the clock that aMosem can tell when to begin and end the
fasts of Ramadan.

Anditisonly by the clock that the various eight-hour work shifts can operate in the Belt. On Earth,
the four-hour workday is standard, but there's alot more work to be done in the Belt.

I got up and got dressed and took the tubeway to Viking Test Area Four, where McGuire was the
ruler of the roost. The guard at the main deor took one took at my pass, smiled mein, and headed for his
phone as soon as| went ingde. By thetime| had arrived at the office of Chief Engineer Sven Midguard,
the whole staff had been aerted, and the top men were waiting for mein Midguard's office.

Midguard himself met mein his outer office—agraying manin hissixties, ill handsomeinthe
telly-idol way, but running a bit to paunch now that he was approaching middle age.

"Mr. Oak! So glad to seeyou! So glad we could get you to help us."
"Happy to be of service," | said.

"Yes, yes, of course. Come aong, come on in and mest the saff. They're. .. uh. . . anxiousto meet
you."

I'd have bet they would be. Asfar asthey knew, | was just the guy who was supposed to take the
boss daughter to school on Luna, empowered only to make sure she didn't get into trouble, and had
accidentaly become McGuire's lord and master when I'd gone to take her off the ship. | wasan errand
boy who'd managed to get control of a spaceship that was worth millions, alayman who was holding up
the work of responsible scientists and technicians. In smplewords, ajerk.

In spite of the socidly acceptable smileson dl their [aces, every one of them managed to convey his
or her opinion of me by facid expression alone when Miguard introduced me around.



E llsworth Felder was short, big-bellied, round-faced, and dightly red-nosed, like awell-shaved Santa

Claus. He wasintroduced as the head of the Viking robotics staff, and he shook hands firmly when he
said he was glad to meet me.

Irwin Brentwood, the €lectronocist, was adight, spare man with the body of ayoung boy and a
gentle, soft tenor voice. His"How do you do, Mr. Oak" was amost gpologetic, and hissmall hand in
mine exerted more pressure than 1'd expected.

Theodore Videnski looked more like awrestler than arobotics expert. Hewas astall as| wasand
much wider and heavier, and his expression and voice conveyed the idea that he could have lived agood
dedl longer without missing my acquaintance.

Vivian Devereaux was the only one of the five who gave the impression that she could, if givena
chance, begin to like me. She was a tough-cored, no-nonsense, finely-muscled, dert, and very pretty
woman in her late twenties—a not uncommon typeisthe Bdlt, although they usualy don't come aslovely
asthat. Thered, slver, and blue pattern of her union suit didn't at al distract my attention from the
magnificently molded body beneath; | made amenta note to write aletter to the editor of acertain
psychologica journd. | decided that if thisgal could think as good as she looked, she was probably one
hdll of afine mathematician.

The conference room was smdll, cozy, and ringed with couches. On Earth, they would have been
called padded benches, and they would have been uncomfortably hard, but you don't need innersprings
and sponge rubber when your weight has dropped by ninety-seven per cent.

Midguard served coffee dl around while we all kept up a patter of chatter that served to get us
acquainted before we launched into deep thinking and heavy conversation.

"Well," said Midguard, when hefinaly sat down, "now that Mr. Oak is here, | suggest we begin
scheduling our program.”

There was amomentary silence, then the boyish Brentwood said, "I think we ought to explain to Mr.
Oak just what our problemis.

That was generdly agreed on, and for the next half hour | heard another re-run of information |
aready had. | just tried to look receptive and kept my mouth shut.

"...Soyou see" Midguard finally wound up, "in order to put McGuire through his paces, your
co-operdtionisvitaly necessary."

"Thefirgt thing to do,” rumbled the barrel-chested Videnski, "isto run averba check on him, to see
how the brainisfunctioning.”

"Hiscircuits should be checked, too," said Brentwood softly. "But that can be done later. I'll get my
testing equipment ready, so that | can hook it inimmediately after you get through with the verbal cheek.”
Helooked over a Miss Deveraux. "Vivian?'

"| though perhapsit might be quicker if we ran afew straight math checks on him before the verba
check," shesaid. "It wouldn't take long, and if there's anything wrong in that area, well know what to
look for in the later checks. Would that be dl right with you, Ted?"

Videnski nodded. "Certainly, certainly. Save us some backtracking, maybe."

Nobody asked me anything. | wasjust atool; | was the switch that would turn on the machine these



people wanted to play with, that was all. | could see along, boring day ahead for Daniel Oak.

| f anything, my prediction was shortsighted. Not only wasthat day boring, but so were the next three. In
effect, | told McGuire that he should let the nice peopleinto hishull and answer al their pretty questions.

After that, there was nothing much to do but stand around and watch while the others worked.
Mostly, | watched Brentwood doing his circuit checks; it was agreat deal more interesting to watch lights
flash and meter needles wiggle and lines dancing on oscilloscope platesthan it wasto listen to
conversationsthat sounded asif they'd been lifted from C. L. Dodgson's trestise on logic.

"A man ismarooned on an asteroid without food or water and only one day's supply of ar inthe
tanks of hisvac suit. If thereisan emergency air tank on the asteroid, it contains enough air to last him for
two weeks. If thereisaflare bomb on the asteroid, then thereisan air tank. Thereis either adismantled
communicator on the asteroid or an emergency water supply, but not both. There is either an emergency
food package, or flare bomb, or a single hibernine injection; or there is both an emergency food package
and aflare bomb, but no hibernine. If there is an emergency water supply, it contains enough water to last
the man four days. If thereisahibernineinjection, then there is a dismantled communicator on the
ageroid. If thereisan emergency food package, thereisenough init to last him for one day, and thereis
adismantled communicator, but if they are not both there, then neither isthere. If thereis emergency air
tank, then thereis an emergency water supply.

"If thereisaflare bomb, he can set it off immediately, and rescue will arrive within two days. If there
isadismantled communicator, it will take the man one day to put it together before he can cal for help,
and rescue will arrive in an additiona two days.

"If there is an emergency water tank, there is either asingle hibernine injection or afood package or
both. If thereisahibernineinjection, the man can useit to put himsdf into suspended animation for
exactly twenty-four hours, during which time he will need neither air, nor food, nor water. If thereisair,
or water, or food on the asteroid, or any two of them or dl three, the man will use each at the normd rate
until it isexhausted, or the man dies, or heis rescued.

"Assuming that, without hibernine, the man can live for exactly two days without water, exactly one
week without food, and exactly five minuteswithout air, can he be rescued? If so, how long will it be
before heisrescued? If not, what is his maximum surviva time?

"Doesthis problem have more than one valid answer? If so, give and explain both.
"Or isthe problem unsolvable as given? If so, explain why it isunsolvable.”

Sit around listening to that sort of stuff for very long, and you begin to wish you were out on an
uninhabited asteroid somewhere. Problemslike that are the sort of thing that any smple-minded
computer can solvein afraction of asecond if they're reduced to binary notation first, but poor McGuire
had to do his own mathematicd interpretations from English, and the things got more complicated asthey
went dong.

And McGuire went right on answering them in his cam, matter-of-fact baritone.

| remember that particular problem because, while Videnski was reciting it, Brentwood pointed at an
oscilloscope plate that had nothing on it but awide, bright, flickering band of light that wavered alittle
around the upper and lower edges.



"Seethat?' he asked in histenor voice. "That's atracing of McGuirésthinking processes. Actudly, it's
avery thin, very bright tracing, but it's moving over that area so fast that you can't seeit. A high-speed
cameracould pick it up, and if the film were projected a normal speed, you could see every little bit of
data being processed.” Then he patted a small instrument that was Sitting near the oscilloscope plate. " Of
course, we don't go to dl that trouble; we record it directly and andyzeit later."

And that andysis can be pretty maddening at times,” said avery lovely voice behind me. | turned

around and gave Vivian Deveraux my best smile. Her close-cropped blond hair looked alittle
disheveled, but it didn't make her any the less beautiful.

"What does Videnski say?" | asked. "IsMcGuire dill passing his exams?”

Sheamiled. "Ted saysthat if this keeps up, we can get McGuire ascholarship a Ca Tech." Then she
frowned dightly. "It dl depends on the analysts, of course. Well haveto see how histiming is, and how
many actual computations he's using for each problem. It'll take alot of work."

| could hear Videnski's voice gtill droning away in the control room, aternating with an occasiond
answer from McGuire. Normally, McGuire only used the speaker in whatever compartment | happened
tobein, but I'd given him ordersto stick with Videnski during thetesting. I'd aso had him shut off his
pick-ups everywhere in the control room, so that our chatter wouldn't be going into his brain dong with
Vidensi's.

In the lounge, where we were, Brentwood had removed a panel that gave him accessto the testing
circuits. To actudly get into McGuire'sinner workings and tamper with him would be alot tougher.
McGuirewouldn't alow it unless| told him to, but even if he did, getting to the brain required three
separate keys and the knowledge of the combination on the dial of the durastedl door to the tank that
held his brain. Explosives would wreck the brain if they were powerful enough to open the door, and so
would atorch. Viking Spacecraft had taken every precaution to make sure that nobody stole their pet.

"How long before we can give McGuire histest flight?' | asked. McGuire had been into space once,
but it hadn't been a shakedown cruise.

Vivian looked at Brentwood. "Tomorrow, unless something unforeseen shows up, huh, Irwin?"
"That's what the schedule says," murmured Brentwood.

"Great," | said. "Just grest. Theré's schedule, and no one's told me anything about it. Anything esel
should know about, perhaps? Some little thing like where we're going, or whether | should pack abag or
whether I'm even invited dong?"

Vivian Devereaux blinked. It was avery pretty blink. "Oh, my goodness. I'm sorry. | guesswe
haven't kept you very much in touch, really, have we? We're so used to working together that . . ." She
let the wordstrail off with a sheepish amile.

Brentwood chuckled a soft, good-humored chuckle. "I thought the Chief had told you." By "the
Chief," he meant Ellsworth Felder, the head robotocist. Asfar asthese people were concerned, Sven
Midguard was just a spacecraft engineer.

"Not aword,” | said, mentaly making anote to find out why Santa Claus Felder had failed to notify
me

"Well, bring asuitcase,” Vivian sad. "We—aor, rather, you—are taking McGuire on atest hop to



Phobos. Marsis pretty close right now, soit'll be an easy drive sunwards.

"If al goeswell, you'reto set him down a Syrtisport, for hisfirst planet landing. Thento Lunafor a
day or two. Then directly to Earth and Long Idand Spaceport. We should know by then how he
behaves"

"Why Earth?' | asked. Theredidn't seem much point to it.

"Keep it under your hat," she said. "Manager Ravenhurst is planning abig publicity campaign. First
ship to make the voyage without a human hand at the controls, and dl that. | don't know why, but he
wants to make abig splash on Earth if McGuire has checked out perfectly asfar as Luna.”

"Oh. Well, Ravenhurst'sthe boss." | knew why. The generd public didn't know how shaky Viking
Spacecraft was, and neither, presumably, did the robotics staff. That knowledge was strictly manageria
level. But abig splash on Earth would boost Viking's prestige tremendoudy, with a possible risein stock
vaueswhich would take some of the shakiness out of Viking.

By the time the day's work was over, I'd heard al of Videnski's rumbling baritone that | wanted to hear.
| was grateful to get back to the relative silence of my gpartment.

| opened abeer, lit acigarette, and relaxed on my bed for afew minutes before | made aphonecall. |
punched BANning 6226, and got an answer dmost immediately. The screen didn't cometo life, but a
voice said: "Marty here. Hullo, Oak." He could see me, eveniif | couldn't see him. If anyone punched that
number by accident, Marty would smply turn on arecording that said: "The number you have punched is
not aworking number; please disconnect and punch again; thisis arecorded message." Thereisno point
inletting just anyone get in touch with the Ceres branch of the Political Survey Division through their
secret channels.

"Marty," | said, "thetest hop istomorrow.” | gave him dl the detailsas| knew them.

"Hm-m-m." He sounded thoughtful. "If either Thurston or Baedecker agents are going to try anything,
it seems asthough thiswould be thetimeto do it."

"| think 0, too. Do you have any new information at al?’

"Not much. Thurston's men don't know what Baedecker is up to, asfar as we can gather. But the
Baedecker agents have an ideathat Thurston istrying to take over Viking, and they don't mind at al;
they're evidently hoping that the Ravenhurst-Thurston battle will create enough confusion so that it won't
take much push on their part to topple the whole mess and take control. We know most of the regular
agents on both sides, and we've managed to get alot of that information to Colonel Brock so that he can
handle quite abit of the work of thework for us." Marty chuckled alittle. "That'swhat | call areally
secret agent. Brock has no ideathat he's an agent for a service he doesn't even know exists.”

"Harrington Brock isagood man, Marty. Don't underestimate him.”
"l don't. It'sashame he just doesn't have quite what it takes to be good PSD materia.”

"| hate to be referred to as 'materia’, good or bad. Do you have any idea how Baedecker or
Thurston might be going to pull the grandstand play?"

"Not aone, so far. How about that robotics team, or the engineers who are working on the ship?
Think any of them could bein the pay of ariva?"



"It'sposshble” | said, "but | don't know which one or onesit might be. I've been watching them for
three days, and they al seem on the up-and-up to me. And that worries me."

"How 07"

"You'd think that at least one of them would behave suspicioudy by accident onceinawhile. You
know—nerves or jumpiness from purely personal reasons. Hang-over, maybe, or woman trouble. But,
no."

"The clue of the dog in the night, huh? Does that mean you suspect any of them?"' he asked dryly.
"Sure. Isn't that what agood detective is supposed to do?'

"1 wouldn't know; I'm just an information post. | will say this, though. If any of that bunch is connected
with either Baedecker or Thurston, heisn't a professional. He's someone who's been contacted secretly
and offered a heavy bribe. We're checking back on dl of them now, to seeif theré's anything in their
pasts which might indicate that their ethics are not what they should be. Or any unusua circumstance that
might indicate blackmail or financid pressure.”

"Nothing so far, though?"
"Nothing."

| thought for a second, then said: "Isthere any known riva agent in any position to sabotage McGuire
on Phobos, Mars, or Luna?"

"Severd, in each place. But well have agents there to keep an eye on them. To be honest with you,
Oak, | don't think there's much to worry about. I don't mean you shouldn't keep your eyes open, but—"

"1 know what you mean,” | said. "Do my own worrying, and don't worry you with it. All right.
Meanwhile, if you get anything | can use, cal me. And I'll let you know at thisend.”

"Fair enough. Good luck.”

| wished him the same, and cut off.

| hed timefor one drag off my cigarette and one swallow of beer before the phone chimed. | put my
beer down and pushed the switch for the audio only.

"Yes?' | sad.

The face that came on the screen was one I'd never seen before. A man about my age, | thought, or
maybe afew years older. His skin was tanned—whether by heredity or sunlight was hard to tell; his
features were not distinctive enough to be sure. His hair was medium brown and cut rather longer than
the crew cut which iscommon in the Belt.

"I'm caling for Mr. Danidl Oak," he said in alow tenor voice.

| touched the"vison™ button and let the pick-up transmit my image to him. No point in playing cagy
just a that rime. "Speaking,” | said.

"You're Mr. Danidl Oak, of New York?' he asked.



"That'sright."
"The confidential expediter?' He seemed to want to make very certain of hisquarry.
"That'sright," | repested.

Hissmilewasalittle siff. "My nameis Venuccio, Mr. Oak; André Venuccio. I'd like to speak to you
about amatter of employment.”

"Y ou mean you want ajob?" Thisisaconversationa gimmick known as The Ddliberate
Misunderstanding, or The Innocent Needle.

He twitched his head alittle, which might have been a negative shake. "No, no. | wish to employ you,
Mr. Oak."

"Well, I'm pretty busy right now, and [—"

He cut me off with: "Mr. Oak, | have come al the way from Earth to spesk to you. | assure you that
thisismost important. | would like very much to discussit with you."

"Well, dl right. Go ahead.”
"Not over the phone. Thereisapossibility of its being tapped. | would like to meet you personally.”

| took acouple of seconds out for thought. There are alot of places on Earth where aphoneline can
be tapped with fairly chegp equipment smply because, for economic reasons, the phone company hasn't
instaled new equipment. But on Ceres, everything goes through a synchronized random scrambler circuit,
just asit doesin the more modern cities on Earth. Nobody's been able to crack it yet without a
good-sized computer and alot of luck. Still—

"Very wdl, Mr. Venuccio; if you could be herein half an hour—"
"No, no," he said quickly. "Y our gpartment might be bugged.”

He had a point there. He couldn't know that I'd already made sure that my apartment was bug-proof.
A sdf-contained broadcaster isn't much useinsde Ceres; the meta walls stop dmost any radiation
beforeit can get very far. If my place was bugged, conductors of some kind would have to be used, and
I'd gone over the place thoroughly to make sure there was no such thing.

In addition, I'd used one of my favorite gadgets: a non-random noise generator. Because a
conversation is patterned, it is possible to pick it out of a"white," purely random background noise, even
if the background islouder than the conversation. But my little sweetheart was a multiple recording of ten
thousand different conversations, dl meaningless, plus alot of "white" noise. After the gadget is
connected up, the walls vibrate with jabber that can't be analyzed even by the best of differential
andyzers. Only in the hush areaaway from thewalsisit quiet.

But my caler couldn't be expected to know that, and | didn't fed liketelling him.
| decided to see how far he'd go.

"Mr. Venuccio," | said in an apologetic tone, "I'm sorry, but my present work will require severa
more weeks and—"

"l understand that," he said quickly. He seemed to be a great one for interruptions. "But | assure you
that | can makeit worth your while. What would you charge for an hour of your time?"



"It would depend on what I'd have to do.”

"All youwill haveto doislisten to me explain my problem and my proposition to you. An hour, &t the
very most. | could meet you at the Seven Ssters in hdf an hour. Thisisvery urgent, Mr. Oak."

Not to me, it wasn't. But my intuition told me that there was something here | ought to know about.
"All right, Mr. Venuccio; I'll bethere. Itl cost you ahundred in cash, for the consultation fee. Have it
with you." In case he didn't know what | charged, that ought to give him someidea.

Hedidn't flinch. "Very good, Mr. Oak. I'll seeyou in haf an hour, then. Good-by." And hisimage
vanished.

Interesting, | thought. There was something definitely phony about Mr. André Venuccio. His manner
of speaking didn't sound naturad; it was as though he were attempting to pretend to be something he
wasnt.

| made afew phone calls and came up with more information. The last ship directly from Earth had
landed four days ago. Mr. Venuccio could have comein by flitterboat, but it didn't seem likely, if he had,
as he claimed, come all theway from Earth to see me. Aside from the fact that my staff in my New Y ork
office wouldn't have told him where | was, there was dso the fact that no "André Venuccio" had comein
onthelagt ship.

| made two more calls—one to Marty and one to Colone Brock—and then began to get ready for
my gppointment with the enigmatic Mr. Venuccio.

T he Seven Ssters isone of the most eaborate dining clubs on Ceres. It caters Strictly to the moneyed
class, and is positively drenched in snob appeal. The food is good, the liquor is good, and the
entertainment is adequate. Since dl three have to be imported from Earth, the first two are expensve and
the last oneisthe best they can get, because most of the top-flight entertainers of Earth don't fed that it's
worth their while to go asteroid-hopping.

Itisone of thefew public placesin the Belt where you will be expected to "dress’ for dinner. That
means ajacket and Bermuda shorts over your union suit.

Asfar as decoration goes, the Seven Ssters isthelushest placein the Bdt. Thewals of themain
dining room, which isabout sixty by sixty feet in floor area, are panded with white oak up to aheight of
eight feet. Wood is expengve in the Belt; forests on the asteroids share the null class with snowflakes on
the sunward side of Mercury.

Above the pandling, the celling is domed and black, and apattern of bright pinlights representing the
Pleiades—greatly enlarged—qlitters againgt the blackness.

Thefloor isdecorative traction tile, white and pae blue, with rustled geometric designsonit. Inthe
middle of thefloor, thereisahollow, trangparent column, brightly illuminated from below. Four feet in
diameter, it rises adozen feet above the floor to aflat, truncated top that is opague to prevent the light
from hitting the dome overhead and ruining the pseudo-sky effect, and mirrored on the underside to
reflect the light back down the column. Inside, thousands of tiny, faceted, plastic gems are kept
congtantly in motion by forced air currents, swirling up and down the ingde of the transparent
column—easy enough to do under Cerean gravity. Each spinning gem, scarcely larger than a pinhead,
catchesthe light and scatters it around the room. It's asort of macroscopic Tyndall effect that is quite
impressve.



| told the headwaiter that | wanted Mr. Venuccio's table, and was escorted straight to it. Venuccio
waswaiting for me.

He stood up as | gpproached and gave me his stiff smile. He was short—not more than five foot
sx—and rather lean. | got the impression that his jacket was padded to make his shoulders appear wider
than they were

"Sit down, Mr. Oak," he said in that oddly forced voice of his. "Would you care for something to eat?
Or drink, perhaps?’ He aready had adrink, still three-quartersfull.

"Not just yet. Later, maybe."

I had watched him as he stood up, and | went right on watching him while we sat down. For aman
who was jugt in from Earth, he handled himsdf remarkably well under low gee. "We may order later,” he
said to thewaiter.

As soon asthe waiter was out of earshot, Venuccio leaned toward me, and suddenly he was al
business.

One hand sKd a banknote across the table. "Here is the hundred we agreed upon, Mr. Oak. | can
date my propesition very quickly; you have only to listen.”

| pamed the hundred and dipped it out of sight. "Y ou have rented yoursdlf apairof ears, Mr.
Venuccio.”

"Very good" He kept hisvoice low and even. "Do you know anything of the Cronos Water
Corporation?'

"Sure. Cronos is one of the companiesthat minesthe rings of Saturn. A lot of the water herein the
belt comes from theicethey ship in. Why?"

"Not exactly," he said, ignoring my question. "They now havefull contral of their only rivd, Titan
Enterprises. | am astockholder in Titan, and | am convinced that there was chicanery involved in the
transfer of managership. The Cronos Corporation intends to raise the price of water in the Belt and make
alot of fast money."

"Does the Government know about this?"

"No. Even | can't proveit on paper. That'swhy | want you to go out there and get the information. It
will have to be done quickly, before Cronos can file notice of new prices.”

"What do you mean, ‘quickly*?"

"You'l haveto take the Warboat whichisleaving for Lunathis evening, in order to catch the Planger
, which isleaving Lunafor Saturn. There won't be another chance for three weeks, and that will be too
late”

It was al very pretty. Saturn was on the other side of the System at the time, and it would be anice,
long trip.

I shook my head. "Sorry, Mr. Venuccio, but, as| told you, I'm aready engaged. Y ou'll have to get
someonedse.”

He looked suddenly desperate. "'l will pay you well. I'll buy out your present contract, and I'll pay you



doublefor thework."

W e spent the rest of his bought-and-paid-for hour haggling. Or, rather, he haggled. | asked alot of
guestions, and he tried to answer them in order to convince methat | should go, and | just asked more
questions.

Exactly one hour from the time I'd been handed the hundred, | stood up. Venuccio wasin the middlie
of asentence, but | said: ™Y our hour's up, Mr. Venuccio. The answer is till no. Thank you for your
"But—" He started to rise, started to grasp my deeve.

"Sitdown." | didn't say it harshly or angrily, just firmly. He sat. "1 don't want to be bothered by any
more of thiskind of thing. Ever again. Isthat understood, Mr. Venuccio?'

He nodded wordlesdy, and | 1eft him sitting there.

As| moved toward the door, the headwaiter came towards me. Before he could say anything, | said:
"'Mr. Venuccio istaking care of the check.”

"1 know that, Oak," he said in alow voice. "Well have him tailed when he leaves here” | never would
have recognized him; it was Colond Harrington Brock, wearing a plexiskin mask. "Got any idea of what
he wants or who he'sworking for?"

"Hewants meto leave Ceres, which would hold up the testing of McGuire. Offered me plenty for it,
too. I'm pretty sore he's wearing a plexiskin mask, too; and I'm amost certain I've heard that voice
before, but | can't quite placeit.”

"Well find out,” Brock said grimly.

Then he gave me a headwaiter's smile and went on hisway. | went on out through the ornate doors of
the Seven Ssters.

When | got back to my apartment, | looked it over carefully. It didn't look as though anyone had
made an unauthorized search. | called Marty, and he assured me that the men watching the place had
seenno onegoin. But | was dready fairly certain that the purpose of Mr. Venuccio's appointment had
not been to lure me away from my apartment. He wanted meto go alot farther than that.

| drank a conple more beers and smoked four or five cigaretteswhile | thought things through, then |
got ready for bed, cut the lights, and went to deep.

T he next morning, | showed up at Viking's Testing Area Four with ahot breskfast insde me and my

vac suit outside, ready to go sky-climbing with McGuire. McGuirestal blue spire shone brightly in the
sunlight, and looked, as he dways did, as though ready to take the legp at any time.

Therewould be only five of us aboard. Besides myself, there was the short, chubby Ellsworth Felder,
head of the robotics staff; the boyish Irwin Brentwood; the tougn, taciturn Theodore Videnski; and the
lovely Vivian Devereaux.

We made the last-minute checks to make sure everything was ready for the hop to Phobos, and then



| took command.
"Plot aone-gee orbit to Phobos, McGuire. Take-off in five minutes.”
"Yes, dr," saidd McGuire. He thought for aminute, then said: "Course plotted, Sir.”

"Good." | glanced at Brentwood, who had set up hisinstrumentsin asemipermanent ingtallation for
thetrip. "Did you get that, Brentwood?' He nodded.

"All right, McGuire; we're going to be doing afew tests out in space, so, for right now, just follow the
curve of thefirst haf—up to five minutes before turnover. I'l let you know what to do then. Warn me at
five minutes before turnover; otherwise, just keep going until | give you further orders.”

IIYa s'r.lll
"How much longer until take-off time?"
"Threeand ahdf minutes, ar."

"Begin acountdown a minus thirty seconds. One count every five seconds until minusfive seconds,
one count per second from thereto zero. Lift a zero."

"Yes, gr."

We got everything settled, made sure there were no loose tools lying around, and sat down in the
lounge chairsto wait for the lift. Pretty soon, McGuire said: "Minusthirty seconds.” Findly, hesaid "Five
...four...three...two...o0ne...zero."

Andwedl sank down in the chairs under the pull of afull Standard Gee of acceleration—one
thousand centimeters per second squared.

Ceresfdl away from beneath us and dowly receded in the vast blaakness of space.

| got up and stretched my muscles, and the others began doing the same. It takestimeto get used to a
full gee again after spending timein the Belt. Even in aflitterboat, you'rein abucket seet, lying on your
back; you can't do any walking around in aflitterboat.

The change in Ellsworth Felder was remarkable. All that chubbiness that had ballooned out under the
low gravity of Ceres and made him look like the Cheerful Cherub was pulled into sagging folds under the
pull of the ship's acceleration. It made him ook fifteen years older. None of the others seemed to be
bothered much.

Felder kept his good humor though. He didn't seem to know theréd been any changein his
appearance. He rubbed his hands together and said: "I, for one, aways get hungry when the gravity goes
up. May | suggest an early lunch?'

Nobody, disagreed with him.

W e settled into aroutine pretty quickly. There wasn't much to do since M cGuire was taking care of the
jobsthat require acrew on an ordinary ship. To avoid boredom, we'd brought books and afew decks of
cards and various other time-wasters. Severa times, McGuire had to change course dightly because of
rocksin his path, and Brentwood would dways glance a his instruments when that happened, watching
the squigglesthat indicated M cGuires replotting.



Those occasiond rocks were our reason for waiting before we tried any fancy tricks with McGuire.
We wanted to get out into the relatively clear space between Mars and the Belt.

| beat Videnski out of aten-gpot at gin rummy, which, oddly enough, seemed to raise his respect for
me. Vivian Deveraux talked with Brentwood for awhile, then settled down to reading a book entitled
"Some Applications of Discontinuity in Peattern Theory.” Felder munched apples and read a magazine.

We ate another meal amid pleasant chatter, and | went into one of the two bedrooms for anap. Miss
Devereaux had one of the bedroomsall to herself. We men had drawn straws, and Felder and | had
ended up with the bedroom while Videnski and Brentwood got the couchesin the lounge.

| dozed off, but it was only alight doze. If there were an emergency, | would be the only onewho
could order McGuire around, and | wanted to be ready to wake up at a moment's notice.

I'd been snoozing for half an hour or so when | heard the noise that woke me up. 1'd been lying with
my faceto thewall, and, for amoment, | couldn't figure out what had awakened me.

Then | heard it again. Just the faintest sound of afootstep near the bunk. | moved just intime. | sat up
and moved to see Irwin Brentwood standing near me, holding a hypospray gun in one hand. | jumped
him, knocking the gun aside, but hishand didn't lose hisgrip on it aswe went down in atangle.

Hewas alot tougher than helooked. That boyish figurewas al wiry muscle, and | was till dopey
from degp—not much, but just enough to impair my efficiency. | got agrip on hisgun hand and began
dowly twisting it while we rolled over and over on thefloor. Then, somehow, he managed to get his other
arm loose, and he drove an ebow into my throat.

Therewas an ingant of blinding pain, and | heard the hypogun chuff! as my musclestightened with
the searing firein my throat.

Thenext thing | knew, somebody was wiping my face with a cold, wet towd. | opened my eyes. It
was Vivian Deveraux. | tried to say something, but nothing came out. There was only aterrible achingin
my throat.

Videnski was standing near a chair where Brentwood was seated. Brentwood looked alittle dazed;
Videnski looked furious.

So did Felder, who was looking at the hypospray gun he was holding in his hand. "Who hired you,
Brentwood?" he asked sharply. There was nothing Santa Clausy about him now.

"A man named Borodin," Brentwood said, in an uninterested voice.
| managed to force air past my bruised larynx. All that came out was awhisper. "What happened?’

"Hetried to use pythantin on you," Felder said. "But he got the dose himself. That'swhy he's
co-operative."

I nodded and stopped when a pain went through my throat. Pythantin would have made me receptive
to any suggestions Brentwood wanted to make.

"What were you supposed to do after you dosed Danid Oak?' Felder asked the eectronicist.
“Tell him to order McGuire to change course, to go to Asteroid MJ3-1990."

| sat up. It wasnice just to lie there and have Vivian bathe my brow, but | had more pressing thingsto



do. | didn't fed inthe pink of condition, and my throat hurt like hell, but | wasn't in too bad a shape.
"ThisBorodin," | whispered, "who was he working for?'
"l don't know," Brentwood said. "He didn't say."

We questioned him for another haf hour, but it soon became apparent that he didn't know very much.

Hed been offered atremendous amount of money to do thejob, and he didn't have the staminato refuse
it. It'sguyslike Brentwood who gave rise to the saying that every man has his price.

"What'll we do now?' Felder asked at last. "Go on to Phobos, or go back to Ceres?’
"Back to Ceres," | whispered. "Colond Brock will know what to do with him."

I'd been uneasy ever since my callsto Brock and Marty that morning had disclosed that Venuccio
had lost the men who were supposed to be tailing him. It'sfairly easy to do on Ceres, if you know how.

"It won't mean much of adelay,” | went on. "Ravenhurst can still have hisbig splash on Earth.”
We herded Brentwood into the lounge and bound him to achair. Then | said: "McGuire?!
"Yes gr?'

"We're changing course. Return to Ceres.”

And McGuire said: "I'm sorry, sir; | cannot obey any orders except these of Mr. Daniel Oak."

| just stood there for along minute. "I am Daniel Oak," | whispered. But | wasfairly certain that the
declaration would do me no good whatever.

| wasright. "No, gir. You are not Mr. Oak." McGuireis aways polite to anyone who speaksto him,
even if he doesn't regard that person as human.

"McGuire" | sad patiently, "can you see Mr. Oak? Is he on board?”'
"Yes, gr. | percaive him seated on the starboard couch in the main lounge.”

"Fine. Then your directiond audio pick-ups should be ableto tell you wherethisvoiceis coming
from."

"Yes, ar. It iscoming front the approximate volume of space now occupied by Mr. Oak's head. But it
isdefinitely not Mr. Oak's voice."

Felder pat ahand over his eyes and moaned.

Videnski, who had carefully lighted a cigarette, blew out a cloud of smoke and looked a me. "I got to
admit he'sright. That isnot Danid Oak'svoice.”

"Which cameirg the chicken or theegg?' Vivian said abstractedly.
"What'sthat got to do with it?" Videnski asked with a scowl.

"A matter of definition,” Vmai said. " Somewhere dong the line of chicken evolution, it would have
been possible to point at a specific bird and say, 'Thisisachicken, but its parents were not chickens!'



Now, do you define a chicken egg as an egg laid by achicken or an egg that hatches out of a chicken?”

"That'sright,” Felder said. "Do you define Oak's voice as any voice coming from Oak or as any voice
that soundslike Oak's?"

"Wdll, you people ought to be able to answer that," | said. "Whichisit?'

"Both," said Felder inadull voice. "When you activated him by giving him hisfirst order, he identified
you and the voice as parts of the same unit. If you'd gone hoarse dowly, step-by-step, asit were,
McGuire could have made logica adjustments to the change. But this sudden changeistoo big ajump
for hislogic to follow; he hasn't got the intermedi ate steps he needsto put it into syllogigtic form.”

There was another question | wanted to ask of McGuire. "McGuire, you are not supposed to allow
Mr. Oak to cometo any harm. Y et you did so. Why?" | was wondering how hed managed to let
Brentwood get away with his attack on me, without at least warning me.

"Mr. Oak wasin no danger, Sir. He has come to no harm.”
"What about Brentwood's attack?'
"Mr, Brentwood did not attack Mr. Oak, sir; Mr. Oak attacked Mr. Brentwood."

The other three looked a me. "In away, he'sright,” | said quickly. "When | saw Brentwood standing
there with the hypospray, | jumped him."

"That's another one of our problems," said Felder. "How do you define 'harm'? If you broke your arm
and adoctor tried to set it with an anesthetic, what would McGuire think when you yelled? Could you
and | engagein afriendly match? And since McGuire is supposed to prevent harm, he hasto be ableto
defineit in advance. Oh, we've had alot of fun with that one, I'll tell you." There was athin edge of
bitternessin hisvoice.

"Y ou see what this means, don't you?' Videnski asked, eying me through acloud of blue cigarette
smoke.

"Sure," | whispered. "It meansthar McGuirewill go right on accelerating until | tell him to stop, and |
cant tell him that until my larynx heals—if it ever does.”

"If it takesaweek or two, which islikdly," Vivian said, "well be saying good-by to the Solar System.”

"By thetimethisheals" | said "weéll be so far out we won't be able to come back. At that distance,
the amount of sunlight McGuire will be ableto pick up will be neglible and the atomic fud will be gone.™

Nobody bothered to suggest that we call for help. McGuire had the communications system under
control, too.

"Oneof us" | sad, "had bette think of something.”

| n the next severa hours, every one of usthought of something, one way or another. Not that it did
much good, because none of the ideas were worth much, directly. Indirectly, they told us plenty about
what not totry.

When Brentwood finally came out from under the effects of the pythantin, even he started thinking
furioudy about someway out of our predicament. We kept him locked in the bedroom for obvious



reasons, but he had just as much stake in getting us back in control of McGuire aswe did. After all,
theré's no law againgt industrid espionage, and we couldn't prove any charge of sabotage. Even acharge
of attempted kidnaping or attempted larceny would be dmost impossible to make stand up in court. With
agood lawyer, he could get out from under an assault and battery charge. Hed lose hisjob with Viking,
of course, but that was better than losing hislife.

Hisfalureto deliver McGuire to Baedecker Metals & Mining might lose him some of the money held
been promised, but he was prepared for that, too. | knew he was a Baedecker agent, even if he didn't,
because | knew who Borodin worked for.

Meanwhile, five brainswere trying franticdly to think of someway of convincing McGuirethat he
should obey my orders.

Fird, | tried reasoning with him.
"McGuire, do you understand what it isthat generates the human voice?"

"Yes, gr. A flow of dightly compressed air from the lungs causes vibration of the voca cords, and this
sound ismodified by thelips, tongue, and teeth.”

"Very well. Now, you see Mr. Oak, do you not?'

"Yes, gar."

"And you seethat thisvoiceis being generated by Mr. Oak?’

"| cannot tell that, Sir. | have no way of sensing the operation of Mr. Oak's voca equipment.”
"But you can tell that thisvoice is coming from Mr. Oak?"

"Yes gr."

"Then it must be Mr. Oak's voice."

"That does not coincide with thefacts, gr, thereforethe logic isfaulty. A comparison of the present
voice with the voice of Mr. Oak showstoo few points of smilarity for identification.”

"Y ouwon't get anywhere that way," Felder said wearily. "None of the datayou give him verbaly is
used in hisfind computations, snceit doesn't come from Daniel Oak, by his own reasoning.”

"That iscorrect, gr," said McGuire.
"ldiot maching" said Vivian Deveraux angrily.
| shut up and did some more thinking. Talking only made my throat hurt.

Nobody could argue impressively with McGuire except Daniel Oak, and asfar as McGuire was
concerned Mr. Oak was kegping an impressive silence.

"Maybe| could write out the orders,” | said.

"Nope," said Videnski. "He can read, but information coming in that way isn't counted as orders, not
even from you. We should have ingtdled ateletyper, too, but thisisalittle late for thinking of that."

"McGuire," | whispered, "what sort of proof would be needed to show you thet thisis the voice of



Danid Oak?'
"I'm sorry, Sir," McGuire said after amoment, "but that information is not in my banks."

"Maybe somebody could imitate Dan'svoice," Vivian said hopefully. Videnski and Felder shook their
headsin unison.

"Nodice" Videnski said rumblingly. "It not only hasto sound like Oak, it hasto come from Oak."
"Ventriloquism?' Vivian said with ahaf-hearted grin.

"Wouldn't fool McGuirefor aningant,” Felder said. "That's an audio-visud trick of the human mind,
not of arobot's."

The ship kept on moving. McGuire went serendly on, following hislast orders.

Wefinaly reached the point where we wereto tired to think, and deep became imperative. We were
nearly two days out of Ceres.

When | announced my intention of taking a snooze, Felder looked a me through groggy, bloodshot
eyes. "Hadn't we better deep in two shifts? | mean, just in case there's another spy among us?'

| shook my head. "No spy would try anything now. Thereisn't anything to try. We're dl safe, asfar as
that's concerned. I'll go in and deep in my assigned room. Not even Brentwood could or would do
anything to me now."

"For that matter," Felder said, "it's senseless to keep him locked up now. He's harmless until we
reestablish control over McGuire. When that happens, we can lock him again.”

"My sentiments exactly,” | said my new hoarse, breathy, susurrant voice.

Brentwood didn't say much when | gave him the news; hejust thanked me. | got into bed and worried
for awhile, but lack of deep soon cut off my ability to worry. | only woke up once in the next nine hours,
when McGuire changed course atrifle to avoid some unseen meteor. Not even the ache in my throat
kept me from deep.

| t was Videnski's voice that woke me up. The door of my room was did open alittle, and | could hear
himin thelounge. | got to my feet fast, shoved open the door, and went out.

Videnski had grabbed Brentwood by the front of hisunion suit, and had lifted him off hisfeet and
dammed his back up againgt thewall. Hisfree hand was swinging back forth in open-handed dapsthat
looked as though any one of them should have torn the smaler man's head off. Felder wasineffectualy
trying to pull Videnski away from Brentwood, but the big man didn't even seem to noticeit. Vivian
Devereaux was nowherein sight.

Videnski's harsh baritone was filled with invective that should have madethe air as glowingly blue as
theinsde of an old-fashioned rectifier tube.

| ran across the room, grabbed Videnski by the shoulder and said: " Stop that!"
He stopped. When | throw out an emotiond field like that, only avery exceptiona man can disobey.
"Lethimgo,” | sad.



Videnski released him, and Brentwood did down thewall, just this side of unconsciousness.
"What'stheidea?" | asked.

"l ... I'msorry,” Videnski rumbled. "Lost my temper, | guess. Thet . . . | mean, he—" He stopped,
fumbling for words.

"l know. | heard what you were saying. Sureit's hisfault my voice sounds the way it does. Surehe'sa
spy and probably a saboteur, And if we die, helll be mordly guilty of mandaughter. And
suicide—remember that.

"But dapping him around like that isn't going to do any of usany good, and we need dl the thinking
we can get if weintend to pull oursaves out of this mess.

"So leave him done, Videnski. Hear?"

My whispery voice didn't sound very authoritative, but a crisp, firm, commanding baritone does not
authority make, any more than iron bars a cage.

"Yeah," he said apologeticaly. "I'm sorry, Oak. | sort of lost my head. It won't happen again.”

| knelt down and took alook at Brentwood. He wasn't actualy damaged much, but hisface was
going to be swollen and bruised. Somehow, | couldn't fed very sorry for him.

I got him to hisfeet. "Come on, Brentwood; let's go lie down for awhile. Youll fed better.”
"Yeah," he mumbled through thickening lips. "Thanks."

I got him into his bunk, closed the door on him, and came back to the lounge.

"Anybody dream up any solutionsin hisdegp?" | asked.

It was apparent that they hadn't. "Maybe Vivian has" Felder said. "She's till adeep.”
"Let'snot bank onit," | said.

"Oh, | did have oneidea," Felder said dispiritedly. "Ted, here, and | wereworking on it when
Brentwood came out. When it didn't pan out, well, that's when the fight started,”

"What was your idea?"

"| asked McGuireif heredized what would happen to Mr. Oak if he just kept going. He said he did;
that if he ran out of fuel, you'd be marooned and would die. So he's figured out a nice, complicated orbit
that will dlow him to obey your last order until the very last possible moment. Hell land us on Titan a the
very last moment. Thetroubleis, we forgot to tell him how much food we have aboard, and hes made
the assumption that there's plenty for everybody, for an indefinite length of time. But we're going to be
plenty hungry by the time we get there. Can you last twelve days without food?"

"l don't want to try it. And of courseit wouldn't do any good for you to tell him that we haven't
enough food. How about letting him take alook at the food supply?"

"He doesn't know how much is necessary, and he would only have our word for it that there was any
more aboard. Onething | can tell you: if we ever get back to rebuild McGuire, one of the things he's
going to haveisalot more sensory devices so that he can judge more facts on his own hook.”



"Agreed," said another voice, "right now, were dedling with ahdf-blind idiot." Vivian Devereaux had
stepped out of her room and had been listening to Felder explain what held tried. Sleep hadn't done her
asmuch good asit might have under other circumstances; the strain was showing on her face.

B reakfast was a haf-hearted affair. Brentwood stayed in his room, though he accepted the cup of

coffee | brought him. Therest of us didn't eat much more than that. | wastrying to think our way out of
thefix, and so were the others.

Something, some sort of an idea, had been stting quietly a the bottom of my mind, just barely
discernable through the semipermeabl e barrier that separates the conscious from the subconscious, but |
couldn't fishit out.

When | managed to grasp part of it, | said: "Look. Thetroubleisthat McGuire isincapable of
connecting my present voice with the voice he's used to. Then it seemsto methat our job isto supply him
with the missng steps™

"How?" asked Felder. "One of you—or dl of you, if it took that to convince him—could teke a
hoarse, whispery voice. Y ou could Sowly make your voice worse and worse, so that he could seethe
gepsinvolved.”

Vivian brightened, but Felder and Videnski shook their heads together like the Bobbsey Twins
sorrowing over alost pet.

"What we may do voluntarily,” said Felder, "over ardatively long period of time, has nothing to do
with what happened to you suddenly and involuntarily. Y ou see, in the long run, hereally doesn't care
about our voices. He doesn't pay any attention to us, redlly, except asincidental cargo. He hasno
concept of intelligence, actudly; he can't accept any statements of ours unlessthey're verifiable by
McGuirehimsdf.”

"Well, we could at least try it," said Vivian.

Wedid, and Felder was right. McGuire seemed amost condescending in his sorrow for our inability
to see that there was no logical connection between their whispers and the voice of hisLord and
Master, Daniel Oak.

Vivian, who had beea standing near Videnski while we were talking to McGuire, suddenly blew up
when McGuire assured usthat our whispering was awaste of time. She grapped her book—"Some
Applications of Discontinuity in Pettern Theory"—and threw it at the wall speaker from which McGuirée's
voice came. It bounced harmless off the protective grill and fdll to thefloor. Vivian Devereaux burst into
tears.

| put, my arm around her, gave Videnski and Felder the high sign to keep thinking, and led her to her
room. Assoon as| got her settled, | said: "Relax. No matter what happens, welll get out of it dive. If we
dretch our rations, well be ableto makeit to Titan without being more than underweight and hungry.”

"It'snot that," she said tearfully, "it'sthe delay. All that time off the schedule.”
"But | thought that was what you wanted,” | said gently.

"Not any more. I—" She stopped suddenly and looked up at me, her eyeswidening. "What are you
talking about?' Her voice was aswhispery asmine.



"It was the ingstence on meeting me a the Seven Ssters that gave you away,” | said. "Dyeing your
hair and combing it straight back, and putting on that plexiskin mask and the contact lense—none of that
helped concedl that lush figure of yours. It can't be done under aunion suit. So you had to put on jacket
and shorts, and that meant you had to meet mein some plush restaurant like the Seven Ssters or you'd
look out of place.

"I knew dl that talk about being afraid of being overheard was just that—talk. A directionad beam
microphone could have picked up every word at our table.

"What made you change your mind about delaying the work on McGuire?!

"Buh-Buh-Brentwood. | duh-didn't know they'd go that far in trying to stop the work. Nuh-nuh-not
kih-kidnaping and piracy." She took a deep breath and forced herself to stop sobbing. "I guessthey
didn't trust me, anyway. Otherwise they wouldn't have put Brentwood on the same job without telling
r],E.ll

She didn't know that Brentwood was working for Baedecker rather than for the Thurston group. How
could she? The difference lay in their tactics. Thurston wanted to take over Viking asagoing concern—a
little under the weather, perhaps, but gill functioning. That meant that they wanted the work on McGuire
delayed and complicated, but they didn't want to put him out of the picture completdly, since they
expected to take over the work as soon asthey got control of Viking.

Baedecker, on the other hand, didn't give a care about Viking Spacecraft. They wanted to take over
Ceresfor their own firm. If that meant that getting rid of McGuire completely would give them what they
wanted then they'd get rid of McGuire.

"Why'd you take the job?" | asked.

"Money. I'm sick of the Belt. | want to go back home, to Earth.” Her eyes were quite dry by now,
and there was a choked sort of fear inthem. "I hateit out here. There's death dl around you al thetime;
sometimesit'sjust outside your skin, on the other side of the fabric of your vac suit. | wanted to get back
home. But al the money isout herein the Belt. Back there, it'sdl eaten up in taxes and welfare, and
nobody has achanceto get ajob that realy pays. So when they offered me the money—" She stopped
and closed her eyes. "I'm scared, that's all. I've been scared ever since | came out here. And now—"
She shuddered. "And now we're at the mercy of thisidiot machine. | get so scared that | get mad, every
timel hear hisvoice"

If somebody had set athermonuclear bomb off inside my skull, there couldn't have been more sudden
illumination.

| patted her on the shoulder. "Y ou may get your money and more besides,” | said.
She shook her head. "1 wouldn't take their money now."

| stood up. "'l think | can talk you into changing your mind, but right now, | think | have away of
getting McGuireto listen to me, thanksto you."

Shelooked up a me. "What did | do?"

"Y ou threw abook," | said. "That's enough to win you a pardon asfar as1'm concerned. Y ou St tight
and don't let on that | know anything. Nobody el se knows anything at all. Not even Brentwood. So keep
quiet.”



Shedried her face quickly and stood up, too. "All right. Whatever you say."

Aswe went back out into the lounge, | felt alittle pleased with mysdlf. If things worked out
right—and they would—we now had a double agent ingde Thurston's organization. It wouldn't take too
long to clear things up, and Miss Devereaux could go back to Earth with anice piece of changein her
pocket.

"What ate you looking so happy about?' Videnski asked suspicioudy when he saw us.

"I'll show you," | said. "Wherésthetool kit?'

T en minutes later, | had the wall spesker in the lounge out of its housing, but till connected. McGuire
hadn't interfered with the work, as he might have if someone else had tried to do it, because he could see
perfectly well that it was Daniel Oak who was doing the job, even though Oak hadn't been speaking to
him much lady.

Then | said: "McGuire, can you hear me?'

"Yes, gr; | can hear you," came hisvoice from the spesker.

"Can you hear your own voice?"

"Yes gr."

"Very well. Now, are you watching what Mr. Oak isdoing?'

"Yes gr."

| picked up asmdl bal-peen hammer and hit the speaker—not too gently—at just the right place.
"Did you seethat, McGuire?" | asked.

"Yes, dr. | saw it." Hisvoice sounded hoarse, muffled, and whispery coming through the damaged
Speaker.

"Do you see what sudden damage can do to speaking apparatus?”

"l must test," McGuire said, an amost hesitant note in his new voice. He spent fifteen seconds or so
saying a series of nonsense syllablesthat are used as atest for arobot's speaking apparatus. They
contain every sound used in English.

When that was over, he said: "The damage inflicted has radicaly changed the basic patterns of the
voice. If an equivaent amount of damage was doneto Mr. Oak's vocal apparatus, then the voice which
has been speaking must belong to Mr. Oak."

"Y ou saw the damage being donein each case,” | said quickly. ™Y ou also seethat it isthe source of
the voice that becomes important when the pattern has changed.”

"Yes, Mr. Ok | seethat.”
| bresthed a deep, heartfelt Sgh of relief.

Felder looked at mein asort of numb awe. "How did you figure that out?"



"It cameto mein aflash, but the clueswere all over the place. McGuire didn't stay on the course |
gave him; he couldn't, if he wanted to avoid meteors. And then, too you said that he ought to have more
sensory gpparatus, so that he could judge facts. The facts that come into hisbrain from his own sensory
apparatus have to be utilized in hismemory banks. He didn't have to know dl the stepsin reasoning that
would lead from one voice pattern to another if it could be demonstrated as a fact—as an axiom, if you
like

"If you tell him that he must change course, heisn't obliged to pay any attention; but if he spotsa
meteor, he hasto accept that as afact, and he changes course to alow for it. In asense, then, the meteor
iscapable of giving McGuire orders, and you aren't.”

Felder didn't look any too happy; no one likesto have apoint in hisown field explained to him by a
layman. But he couldn't argue with me.

"Theresagreat dea more to be done before McGuire can be put into practica service," he said
heavily. "We may aswell head back to Ceres."

"l don't think s0," | said, "M cGuire'sin good enough shapeto let us make the big splash on Earth that
Ravenhurst wantsto make. Hell need it if Viking isto have enough financia leeway to go on with this
project.”

"What about . . . what about Brentwood?' Vivian Deveraux asked.

"We can get rid of him at Phobosjust as easily aswe can at Ceres. If theré's any explaining of any
kind to do, we can lay the blame on him. He won't bein any position to deny it."

She nodded, understanding exactly what | meant.

There were dill plenty of bugsto be worked out of McGuire, but now | could see our way clear to
getting both Thurston and Baedecker off our backsfor awhile,

At that point, Brentwood stuck his head in the door. "What's going on?" he asked in his soft voice.

"We're going on to Phobos, Brentwood," | said. "Go on back to your room and stay there." He
withdrew hishead. | looked at Videnski. "Go lock himin, Ted. He givesmeapain in the neck.”

| got thefirgt laugh I'd heard in forty-eight hours.



