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Repai rmen of Cycl ops

by
John Brunner

The sky rang with the reverberation of fierce white
sunlight like the interior of a blue drum Wnd hot as the
breath of a furnace teased the silver ocean into ripples,
and the ripples shattered the sun's image into abl azing
pat hway of dianmond fragnents. Itching with sweat,

aching with tension, Justin Kolb had to narrow his eyes
even behind his whol eface vi sor because the response-
limt of the glass was exceeded if he turned his head
towards that glistening track over the water and the
opacity curve took a sudden dive towards conpl ete

bl ankness.

Maddeni ngly, it was to sunward that he had caught

the first wing-glints.

He had expected that the sight of the Jackson's buz-
zards would crystallise his formess tension into the old
famliar excitement, re-unite mnd and body into the effi-
cient conbi nation, as nuch weapon as person, which was
Juson Kol b at peak operational efficiency. He had been
trying for so long to get away on his own like this, on
the hunter's trail which now had to make do for his old,
preferred pastines, that the strain of habituation to wait-
ing had soured his keen anticipation of the chase.

Only till | see the buzzards, he had prom sed hinself.
And t hen

But he'd seen the buzzards at |ast, when he had half

deci ded he was too far north even at this season, two
days past midsummer, and the instant of thrill had

beenan instant. Now he was back in the slough of

dreary awar eness which had pl agued hi mthe whol e of
yesterday and the whol e of the day before. He was con-

sci ous of suffocating heat, of blinding brightness, of
prickling perspiration, of cranp from keeping the skim
mer | evel and aligned despite the tag of the waves. His
hands were slippery on the controls, and the hard butt of
hi s harpoon-gan seened to take up twi ce as much room

on the skimer's deck as it usually did.

Briefly, he shut his eyes, wishing with all his force that
sonehow tine could turn back and he could be free to
return to space.

Cycl ops, though, was a relatively poor world. It could
not support |uxury spaceflight. Qut there, a man had to
be productivem ning asteroids, servicing solar power

rel ays, doing sone clock-around job with the absolute
concentration of machinery.

What the hell am |l now? A gigolo.

The t hought passed. True or not, he was at |east able

to indulge this much of his thirst for excitenent and
chal l enge; if he had taken any other of the courses open
to him he would have been drudgi ng away this gl orious
sunmer in a city or on a farmor in sone squalid fish-

i ng-port, pestered continually by the demands of other
people, by the need to stack up work-credits, by holes in
his shoes or |leaks in his roof.

Even her high-and-m ghtiness is preferable to that.

He biinked. The wing-glints had cone again, and this

time remained in view instead of vanishing into the blur
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of heat-haze and shinmery refl ection along the skyline.
Hi s pul se beat faster as he began to count: five, six
eight, ten, at |east a dozen and possibly nore.

Nane of the cosnpbs, but it nust be a giantf

For one nonent, uncharacteristic alarmfilled him He
had conme deliberately to this northern extrene of the
wol f shar ks* range, because those that beat a path of

sl aughter nore than a hundred nmiles fromthe equatoria
shal | ows which were their customary habitat were cer-
tain to be the largest and greedi est specinens, and after
his long inpatient chafing in Frecity he had felt nothing
| ess than a nonster woul d conpensate him

But seeing a dozen or nore buzzards hovering was ft
shock.

It was perhaps the npbst characteristic sight on Cy-

cl ops: Jackson's buzzards, swift, cniel-taloned, steely-
wi nged, on the track of a wol fshark, which killed for
savage delight and not for hunger, so that even the non-
strous appetites of the birds were easily glutted by its
gore-leaking victins. At this tinme of year, nearer the
equator, one could | ook out over the sea and espy as
many as five or six groups of the carrion-eaters foll ow
ing the bl ood-sneared killers, for the ocean teemed with
"life.

Yet it was rare to see nore than six buzzards to every
wol fshark. By twos and threes, they would sate them
selves and flap heavily away, while others took their

pl ace, the total nunber in the sky remaining roughly
constant. And there were reasons why those that roamed
furthest north were followed usually only by two or
three buzzards: first, the sea offered fewer victins and
hence |l ess carrion; second, the birds were still feeding
their young at this time of year, and could not wander
too far fromtheir breeding-mats, the vast raft-1ike as-
senbl i es of Cycl ops kel p which occurred only in a nar-
row belt around the planet's centre.

Nonet hel ess, here it was: a wol fshark so big, so fast,
and so murderous that a hundred mles away from hone

it was killing in quantities great enough to tip the bal-
ance in the buzzards' dimninds on the side of greed
rather than loyalty to their offspring.

He pursed his lips and eased his harpoon-gun cl oser to
the firing-notch out in the forward gunwal e of the skim
mer. Woul d one shot do the )ob? Wuld it be better to
load first with an unlined harpoon, to weaken the killer,
before risking a shot with line attached and the conse-
quent danger of being dragged to the botton? Had this
enor nous beast been attacked and escaped beforeif it

had, how many tines? The nmore often, the warier it

woul d be of an approachi ng skimrer, and the nore

likely" it would be to attack even if there was easy prey
cl oser to hand.

He wei ghed possibilities with half his mnd, while with
the other half he reviewed the area where he found him

sel f.

This was the water-hem sphere of Cyclops, insofar as

the differentiation was neaningful. It was a shall ow sea
pl anetits noon being rather small, and incapabl e of

raising large tides either in the cnistal material or in the
oceans, although its sun exerted considerable tidal influ-
ence.
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The shal | owness of the sea, conbined with a total vol-
umre of water close to the average for O ass A planets
(those on which human bei ngs could survive, eating

sone of the vegetation and at least a few of .the native
ani mal s) neant that the dry-land area was chopped up
into small sections. The other half of the planet boasted
sonme quite sizeable islands, and even a quasi-conrinent
consisting of a score of large islands |inked by isthnuses.
This side was sparsely inhabited, and the |argest island
within hundreds of mles was officially not even part of
Cycl ops, but a repair and recreation base for the Corps
Gal acti ca.

A certain anount of fishing; a certain anmount of
scrap-reclamation; sone terrafarns on islands isolated
enough to be worth maintaining as pure-human ecol ogi -

cal units against the risk of drifting seeds and wanderi ng
fauna fromthe Cycl ops-normal islands around them

that was the sum of human engagenent with this hem -
sphere, apart fromsolar and tidal power installations
operating with a m ni mrum of manned supervi si on

Kol b hesitated. Then he gave a harsh | augh. Was he

going to let the risk of dying alone and far fromrescue
prevent himfromgoing after this record-breaking wolf-
shark? He woul d never be able to face his inmage in the
mrror again.'

In any case, out in space he had faced death not
hundreds, but hundreds of thousands of nmiles fromthe
near est ot her humans.

Hi s mnd darkened briefly. He never cared to recal

the circunstances that had brought hi mback from space
to a planet-bound exi stence, and forbidden himto com
bine his lust for danger with valuable work. There was
not hing of value to anyone but hinself in this single-
handed hunting; men had shared Cyclops with wol f-

sharks for long enough to deternmine the limts within

whi ch they could be a nuisance, and if the necessity
arose, the species was culled efficiently and with preci-
sion by teans working fromthe air.

In fact, thought Kolb greyly, there's dammed little

val ue to anybody in anything |I've done with ny life
|ately. Least of all to ne...

Slowy, as the wing-glints cane closer, following a |ine
that would pass himw thin sone four or five mles and

i f extended woul d eventually approach the island where
the Corps Galactica nmaintained its repair base, a kind of
muted exultation filled him He could see now that the
buzzards were too full already to nake nore than token
swoops on what the wol fshark killed, yetas though ad-
mring the energy of the beastthey none of them nmade

to flap back to the south and their breedi ng- mats.

It'"lIl break all the records. | never even heard of such a
gi ant!

He put aside the unlined harpoon which his hand had
automatically sought for the first shot. Wth fingers as
exact as a surgeon's, he | oaded a harpoon with line at-
tached, and laid the gun in its firing-notch

Then he closed his left hand on the control |evers, and
without a trenor fed power to the reactor.

The skimrer leapt up on its planes with a shriek |oud
enough to startle a wolfshark at twice this range, and in-
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stantly the wheeling buzzards di sgorged the |ast food

they had eaten and clinbed a safe hundred feet into the
sky. Just audi bl e over the thrum of power fromhis

craft, Kolb heard their whickering cries, |ike the neigh-
ing of frightened horses.

And one of his questions was answered, anyway. This
wol f shark had been attacked before, often enough to
recogni se a skinmer for the danger it represented. It for-
got its business of stitching a line of destruction across
t he peaceful ocean, and spun around in the water to con-
front the fragile boat. It lowered its tail and spread its
fans, and its head rose to the surface.

Kol b' s sel f-possessi on wavered, so that he had to cling
desperately to his unverbalised decision: it 'doesn't matter
if | die or not! Thinking of it as huge, and seeing how
huge it was, were two different things.

How big, then? Fifty feet fromfan-tip to fan-tip, os-
cillating in the water like a nanta ray, but having a ta-
pered body which was all keel for the nuscles driving
those fans, perfectly streamined; a nere twitch, a single
shrug of those muscles would hurl it torpedo-swift on

anyt hing el se which swamthe waters of Cyclops, and

jaws which could open to engulf a nan would cl anp

serrated rows of fangs into, and through, the victim The
bite killed, and the Idller forgot. In sumer, it was never
hungry. It swallowed what its )aws held, and that suf-
ficed until the next kill, minutes |later

Kol b silenced the yanmering alarns in his mind and

l'ined up the sights of his gun rock-steady on the centre
of the maw.

And then, with the distance closing to two hundred

yards, a hundred and fifty, there cane the boom

It rocked the skimrer. It starded the wolfshark. It was
the noise of a Corps Gal actica spacecraft braking at the
edge of atnosphere to put down at the repair base.

By a reflex not even the danger of death could over-

rul e, ex-spaceman Justin Kolb glanced up, and the sun
shone full on his whol eface visor, triggering and over-

| oading the glare response, so that he was blind. He cried
out, his hand closing on the trigger of his gun. The har-
poon whistled wide of a target, and the wol fshark

char ged

During the flight Maddal ena Santos had nostly- sat

staring at nothing, turning over and over in her nmind the
deci si on which now confronted her: to stay on, or not,

in the Patrol Service.

Three ot her passengers were aboardpersonnel from

an airless Corps base further out towards the linmts of
the explored gal axy, on rotating |local |eave and very ex-
cited about it. Two of themwere nmen. The fact that

these men | ooked at her once only told her sonething

about the effect of the last twenty years on her appear-
ance.

It was one thing to know that she was assured of an-

other two centuries of life. It was another to realise on
this first visit to civilisation in so long a time how deep
the inpact of two decades on a barbarian world had

gone.

She was assured of her longevity by the Patrol's pay-
scale; in a galaxy where the older worlds were so rich it
literally made no difference whether a given individua
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worked or not, it required either accidental dedication or
a tenpting bait to enlist volunteers for the necessary
drudgery of governnental service

Not that you can really call it governnment, Maddal ena

rem nded herself listlessly. It's nore |like herding cattle.
And | azy cattle, at that.

The ot her branches of governnment service paid at

| ower rates; only the Patrol paid ten-for-one in the

uni que currency of life.

She had served twenty years as an on-pl anet agent,

anong stinking barbarians lost in a nmud-wallow, and she
was entitledif she chose to take it here and nowo a
guaranteed two centuries of confortable, healthy life,
anywhere she chose. She could even go clear back to

Earth, for she had been born there.

Wstfully, she | ooked at the bl ack star-spangl ed back-
drop of space, wondering what had happened on the

nmot her world in the period she had been away.

She had been so optimstic . . . R ght at the beginning

of her career, when she was nmaking out so badly in the
Corps that she risked not even being pronoted |ieutenant
fromher initial probationer statusand hence | osing for-
ever her chance at |ongevity-paynentshe had saved ev-
erything and i ndeed acquired sone snmall reputation by a
successful coup on a barbarian planet: one of the isolated
Zar at hustra Refugee Pl anets where fugitives had survived
after fleeing the hell of the Zarathustra nova nore than
seven centuries previous.

But when she was offered a post as an on-pl anet agent,
supervi sing and watching the progress of these stranded
out casts of humanity, since she was not pernitted to re-
turn to the world where she had stirred up such a to-do,
she had had to pick alnbst at random fromthe existing
four or five vacanci es.

And she had realised quite shortly after being assigned
her post, in which the m ninmum stay was twenty years,

that she had chosen wong.

It had seened that sonething was going to happen on

the planet she selecteda transition fromthe typica
mud- gr ubbi ng peasant |evel where nany of the refugees

had got stuck, .to an expandi ng phase of incipient civilisa-
tion, with sone industrialisation and a great deal of
cross-cul tural influence: fascinating nmaterial to study at
first-hand.

But that occurrence depended on the survival of an

organi sati onal genius who had inherited the headship of a
strategically sited city-state. And within a nonth of her
arrival, one of his jealous rivals assassinated hi mand
sei zed power, condemming the planet to at |east one nore
generation of stagnancy.

She was absolutely forbidden to interfere. And, having

to sit hel plessly- by and watch not hi ng happen, she had
grown so bored she hardly dared think about it.

Now was tine for |eave, and reassignnent. Her

"deat h" had been arranged; her successor had been

briefed and was even now aboard the Patrol ship which
would land himwith utter secrecy to take over his care-
fully prepared r6le in the local society. . . and she was
on her way to Cyclops, a planet she had never conceived
she mght want to visit.
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Yet she had wel comed the reasonl ess order to come

here before proceeding on | eave. The del ay gave her

time to arrive at the decision she had postponed so | ong:
stay on, ask for transfer to some |ower-paying )ob, or
resign?

She thought enviously of Gus Langenschmi dt, the Pa-

trol Mjor who had naintained the beat including her

assi gned world when she first went there; he was aging,
greying, even running to fat when she last saw him yet
because he could think of no better purpose to which to
devote his accrued | ongevity, he was continuing far be-
yond the maxi num service-tinme which qualified for ten-
to-one pay. Five centuries was the linit of credit Fifty
years in the Patrol

More than the total of years Fve yet |ived, Mddal ena
reflected. Howis Gus? Were is he? It would have been
easier to endure ny job if 1'd .known he was still going
to call two or three tinmes a yearbut they 'pulled himoff
his beat to do sonmething el se when he topped the limt,
and | could never like his successor so well.

The conmmuni cat ors announced the inm nence of

pl anetfall. The whisper of air began on the hull, like the
drumi ng of scores of marching feet. Mddal ena | eaned
back and cl osed her eyes, struggling once nore with the
irresol uble problem She scarcely noticed the actual |and-
ing period, although her fell ow passengers were chatter-

i ng and joking and exchangi ng sni ppets of information
about Cyclops. A rough world, they thought it was.

Rough worl d.' Maddal ena echoed silently. These soft-
handed chair-warners should go where |'ve just come
from'

And yet ..

Her mind drifted back two decades on the instant. "A
predatory kind of world"that was the description she

had been given when it was first |earned Cycl opeans

were behind the interference with a ZRP which she had
cancel |l ed out by an inspired inprovisation.

What did they want her here for, anyway? Wiy in

the gal axy had that nessage conme through at the Corps
base where she had been trying to deci de whether to go
all the way hone to Earth for her |eave-year, instructing
that she be sent to Cyclops on the next available flight?
The answer turned up the nonent the | ocks were

opened on the | andi ng-groundor rather, pontoon. Cy-

cl ops, having so nuch water, had correspondingly little
dry ground avail abl e for parking spaceships. Mrxre than s
dozen vessels were in view fromthe seat in which she
still sat listlessly although the others had risen excitedly
to await permission to step outside. The gawky shapes of
cranes, the abstract formations of hulls in process of cut-
ting up for scrap, the clean bright rails of overhead gan-
tries, wove webs of nmetal across the blinding blue
background of a summer sky.

She had not expected to find such bright light; the pri-
mary of the world she had | eft was cooler than Earth's,
but that of Cyclops was whiter and hotter.

A man in sunmmer undress uniform hair clipped close

and indicating that he was called on to fly space where

I ong hair was forbidden because it was dangerous inside

a helmet, haul ed hinself dexterously through the |ock
even before the nobil e gangvroy trundled into position
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He peered down the shadowy aisle of the passenger
cabi n.

"Seni or Lieutenant Santos?" he inquired.
Maddal ena stirred and got up.

"The base conmmandant is waiting for you,'
said. "Wbuld you cone with ne?"

The ot her passengers exchanged resentful glances, es-
pecially the wonan. She had never been out of range of
civilised cosnetic treatnent, and her age was inpossible
to assess, whereas Maddal ena had had to age the ful
twenty years she'd spent where cosnetics were nere
primtive pastes and powders.

She obeyed the instruction apathetically. But the no-

ment she cane to the | ock and saw who was waiting be-

low in the open cockpit of the ground-skinmer, she

forgot everything in a wave of pure joy.

"Qus."' she shouted, and flew down the gangway three
steps at a time to hurl her arns around his neck

"Easy, girl, easy!" he said, disengaging her grip. "I
have to maintain sonme show of authority around this

dunp, even though | hate it. Let's have a | ook at you
It's been a long tinme."

Maddal ena pul | ed back to arms reach and studied her

old friend. "You | ook better on. it than | do," she said
with a twinge of envy. And indeed he did; his grey hair
had been treated, his face snoothed to w pe away
worry-lines, his waistline trinmred to a | ean yout hful ness.
In his immacul ate commandant -rank uniform he | ooked

like a come-on advertisement for Patrol recruitnent.
"Have to nmintain appearances, the sane way you've

had to," he grunted. "Here, get in and I'll run you back
tony HQ for a bit of refreshnent. Your gear wll be
taken care of. It's not often | get the chance to use ny
position for my own anusenent, but this tinme |'ve done
it, and you're getting the finest treatnent the planet can
afford. "

"Anmusenent ?" Maddal ena said, relaxing with a sigh

into the soft padding of the passenger seat. "D d you
fetch nme here sinply for anusenent?"

Langenschni dt, easing the ground-ski mer around the

tail of the new y-landed shipthe netal shell of the pon-
toon resonated under thenshot a starded gl ance at her
"Weren't you told why you were being sent here? I'd

have expected you to raise hell at having your |eave

post poned when you've waited twenty years for it!"

"No, | just did as | was told." Maddal ena narrowed

her eyes against the brilliant sunshine and | et her gaze
rove over the ddily-parked spaceshi ps.

"Hrl You nust have changed in the years since we

the man

|l ast nmet," Langenschnidt said. "Yon used to be a con-
siderable spitfire. Well, IWIlI!" He ran his hand
around the collar of his full-dress jacket. "I'd better start

by explaining, hadn't I? It's to do with the ZRP's, of
course. The row about non-interference has bl own up

yet once noreit's been in the wind since shortly before

I was recalled fromny beat and put in charge here, and

I was put in charge here for precisely the reason that the
centre of the whole brewing row was right on Cyclops.”
Maddal ena, hardly paying attention, nmade sone sort of
sound interpretable as an interested comment.
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Langenschni dt went on: "In fact, some of it was to

do with our little affair at Carrig. Al though they were
never able to conme out and conplain openly, the pride

of the Cycl ops governnment was badly hurt by the fact

that a hundred or so Cycl opeans had been dropped into

vol canoes by dirty snelly barbarians, and that we hadn't
acted to stop this because of the principle of non-inter-
ference with ZRP devel opnent. It takes years to stir up
troubl e when there are two hundred and what evertwo
hundred sixty, isn't it?worlds with a say in running the
Corps, but a determ ned party can get the wheels turn-
ing eventually. And on Cycl ops we have just such a de-
term ned party. Her name is Alura Quist, and if there
weren't officially a representative governnent here |'d
say she was a dictator. She's just ahunstoppabl e.

"The Cycl opeans don't |ike having our base here, but

they can't bal ance their planetary budget without the
revenue it brings in. So short of kicking the Corps off-
pl anet, there's only one way they can get back at us for
the Carrig business. That's to attack our prized principle
of non-interference. And with a viewto this, Quist is
right now staging a big conference on the subject, with
del egates fromall kinds of worlds including Earth, and
frankly I"mhorrified at the influential nanmes she's nan-
aged to rope in.

"The problemis in nmy | ap, Maddal ena, and |'ve wor-

ried nmyself stupid about it. They put ne here to try and
stave off what Quist is doing, and I'mlosing out. Wen
heard you were at the end of your tour, | thought, 'By
Cosnos! She's from Earth, and out this way Earthborn
Corpsnmen are few and far betweenshe's served as an

on-pl anet agent, so she has first-hand testinony avail -
able.' For all these and several other reasons, | thought
maybe you'd jolt ny mnd out of its old grooves and
sonmehow inspire me to get the better of Quist."

Maddal ena stirred and turned her finely-shaped head.

Her former | ook of fragility, Langenschm dt noted, had
faded, and she seened toughened and far |ess fem nine.
"After twenty years watching a gang of Zarathustra

refugees getting nowhere, Qus, |'mpretty well con-
vinced nyself that it's a crine to | eave themto nake
fools of thenselves. I'msorry to disappoint you within

m nutes of our first nmeeting in years, but that's the way |
feel right now, and if you want to convince the del e-

gates to this conference that non-interference is the right
course, you can start by trying it on ne!"

m

For the third time Bracy Dyge began on the mi scel -

| aneous collection of transistors littering the bottom of
hi s spares box, hopi ng agai nst hope that the fault in his
fish-finder would put itself right. He was four days from
port, even if he started home right away, in this sluggish
ancient trawl er which represented his whole famly's

means of supportwith hinself as sol e abl e-bodi ed

seaman. He had been three days on the fishing-grounds,

and only last night had he cottoned on to the fact that
the reason for his inability to | ocate any schools of oilfish
lay in an equi pnent fault, not in a total absence of fish.
For some reason far beyond his rudinmentary technica

know edge to fathom the fish-finder refused to signa
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anyt hing closer than the bottom of the sea. Wth mad-
dening precision it delineated on its circular screen the
profile of the rocks three hundred feet bel ow his keel,
but it wouldn't even show the big plastic bucket he was
trailing as a sea-anchor
Transi stors were expensive, and it was inpossible to
tell by nerely |ooking at them whether they were in
functional condition or not. Accordingly, he couldn't
say whether those he had sal vaged at various tinmes and
popped in the spares box were better, or worse, than the
ones installed in the fish-finder already. He could nerely
try every possible conbination until he had exhausted
the |l ast pernutation, and since there were altogether six-
teen transistors in the fish-finder and seven in the spares
box, it was proving an inpossibly |long job.
At | east, however, it was ridding himof sonme usel ess
junk. Two of the spares had put the fish-finder com
pletely out of action, and these he had tossed overboard
wi t h annoyance.
The son was bal dng hot, and the sea was conpletely
featureless. Hi s traw er, shabby and paint-peeling, was
the only sign of life as far as he could see. On the after-
deck, in the exiguous shadow of a torn plastic awning,
he sat with |l egs crossed, using the front plate off the
fish-finder housing as a tray for the | oose parts. He was
very lean, and the sunmer had tanned his naturally-dark
skin to the colour of old rich leather. H's hair hung
around his shoulders in thick braids, and a shiny but
sea-tarni shed chrone ring was threaded through the
pi erced | obe of his left ear. Anyone with a know edge of
the culture of Cycl ops woul d have placed himinstantly,
even w thout stopping to consider his off-white |oincloth
and elastic sandals: a fisherboy fromone of the sea-hemi-
sphere ports, nost likely Garignol, and doing rather
badly this year.
Correct. Mrosely, Bracy discovered that another
transistor was worthl ess, and that made three over the
si de.
At | east, he prom sed hinself, he was not going to turn
for home before he had exhausted all possibilities for
sel f-hel p. Even then.
Hi s stomach churned and his mind quailed at the pros-
pect of going home with an enpty hold. Better, surely,
to cruise at randomuntil his nets chanced on sonething
for the family to eat, even if he found no oilfish. G lfish
were the only sal able species in this part of the ocean;
eating fish could be got by anyone, sinply by casting a
fewlines with bait. Glfish travelled in vast school s of
eight to ten thousand, but because the schools were so
big they were |ikew se concentrated, and wi thout a fish-
finder one night hunt for weeks and not cross the path
of a single school

If only he belonged to a different family . . . ! If he
were one of the Agness boys, for instance, six brothers
of whomtwo had sufficient technical skill not nmerely to
do their own electronics repairs but actually to build
equi prent for other fanmlies' boats . .. But by the sane
token, they guarded their know edge well. He woul d
have to go hone and pay for their assistance, or pay
soneone el sewhat with, after a fruitless voyage?
Agress boats had radio, too, and in the event of a break-
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down they could signal for help, whereas he was on his
own, in charge of the boat which supported his four sis-
ters, his grandnother and his eight-year-old younger
br ot her.

He was hinsel f seventeen years old. He had been the
breadw nner of the famly since the great stormof the
wi nter before last during which his parents had been
drowned in the capsizing of a |ifeboat put out to rescue
a damed f ool

Add nme to the list, Bracy told hinself sourly. My
parents woul d be dreadfully ashanmed, to see ne in this
stupi d ness!

He paused in his thankless task and cast a casual gl ance
over the bum shed shield of the sea, not expecting to see
anything but the water and the sky. Hs heart gave a
lurch and seenmed to go out of rhythmfor several beats,
and he alnost spilled the spare parts fromthe nmakeshift
tray bal anced on his |egs.

Jackson's buzzards! This far north, they coul d nean

Only one thinga wol fshark

Wth frantic haste he gathered the bits of the fish-
finder and thrust themin a bag where at |east he could
find them again, and scranbled to his feet. There was
one other way of tracking oilfish besides using electronic
aids, and that was to follow a wol fshark as the buzzards
did, until its eagerness for prey led it to a school. It
coul d sense the sane nutrient-rich currents as all the
other fish, and those currents always defined the oilfish's
pat h.

O course, not all such currents held oil fishthere

were too many of them But it was an idea

He hesitated, eyes screwed np against the glare, raising
the sole of one foot to rub it on the calf of the opposite
|l eg as he always did when concentrating on a problem
There were several factors to weigh before a decision
was reached. First off, this wol fshark nmust be a whopper
to have so nany blizzards trailing him Second, he was
al ready four days from hone, and a wol fshark finding
plenty of prey might kill the clock around for a week
before tiring and turning towards the equator again.
Third, although he had heard about using a wol fshark as
a pilot on the traces of an oilfish school, he had never
known anyone really do itit was needl essly chancy
now t hat everyone sailing from Garignol could afford a
fish-finder.

Finally, if a wolfshark that size decided to attack his
trawler, it could probably sink it with a single fierce
char ge.

Bracy drew a very deep breath. Now was the time for
desperate neasures, he concluded, and went to see

whet her he was equi pped for the job.

Stores were no problem apart fromwater, and unl ess

the weat her broke he could keep the solar still going.

- Power, |ikew seduring the day he drew enough to

nmove the boat at a sluggi sh wal king pace fromsilicon-
dyni de sails spread to catch the sun, and at night he
could spare a little of his stored reserves. He could tisk a
coupl e of days on the wol fshark's trail

Def ending hinmself if the beast turned nasty was an-
other matter altogether. H's only weapons were two
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fish-gaffs, rather corroded fromlong use and one in par-
ticular looking likely to snap soon, and an unreliable
sel f-seeking seine, not much use for anything except
bringing up jellyfish to be nmelted in the sun

One nonent! An inspiration struck him 1In the

energency | ocker he had at |east half a dozen signa
rockets, which on a sparsely populated world like this
needed to reach stratospheric altitude if they were to be
any use. They wei ghed sixty-five pounds api ece, and

were triggered automatically by contact with sea-water

at one-hour intervals after the life-raft was cast over-

board
He spent fifteen sweaty, swearing m nutes nanhan-
dling two of theminto position on the forward rail, and

fishing up a bucket of sea-water to fire themwth. I[f

| uck and judgenent conbi ned, he could give even a non-
ster wol fshark a neal worth renenbering with these

t hi ngs.

Then, feeling remarkably cold despite the heat of the
day, he fed power to the weakly-responding reaction jets
and the trawl er began to creep in the wol fshark's genera
direction.

He was about a nmile distant when the skinmer cane

in sight.

It seenmed to appear from nowhere. It was so lowin

the water, even the shallow troughs of this oily swell had
concealed it until it got up on its planes and spewed a
frothy plume astem There seened to be nothing of it,
toojust a platformwith a slightly raised rimforward,
and a man lying on it, his face masked with a visor

agai nst the sun.

Bracy gul ped. Going after the wol fshark? Yes! For

he was lying on the butt of a harpoon-gun, and a gl eam
of sun caught the barbs of the missile.

He saw the wol fshark then, and wi shed he hadn't

come near after all, for it was gigantic beyond his worst
nightmaresits span as great as the entire length of his
traw er.

The scene of the man on the skimrer confronting the
horrible aquatic killer lasted just |ong enough to burn
into his nenory, before a sonic boom thundered across
the sky and the tabl eau, one second old, dissolved into a
chaos of spray and shrieking cries fromthe buzzards,

whi ch had withdrawn to a safe height after voniting
their hal f-di gested stomach contents.

The ski mrer vani shed as suddenly as it had appeared,

in a whirlpool generated by the passage of the wolf-
shark, and a dozen fragnments sailed into the air to |l and at
di stances up to a hundred feet away. O the man who

had been on it, Bracy saw nothing nore for the nonent.
Chiefly, this was because he was no | onger wasting tine
on | ooki ng. He had stopped his engines on solar power
and feverishly switched to stored reservesnot that that
woul d enable himto outrun the nonster, but at |east it
woul d give hima chance to dodge if he tined the na-
noeuvre correctly.

He waited, wholly tense. Wuld the beast ignore him

or? No, his luck was out. For, having turned in a | azy
circle, it was rising to the surface again and surveying
the upper side of the sea.

This was an old rogue, clearly, as well as a nonster.
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No sooner had it sighted the trawer than it buried itself
forward

Bracy was yelling at the top of his voicehe had no

i dea what words he was uttering, but they m ght have

been curses. By crazy guesswork he aligned the traw er

on the wol fshark's course, slopped water over the firing
mechani sm of both rockets, and buried hinmself into the
wel | of the deck, hoping the blast woul d be defl ected
fromhim

Onetwot hree heartbeats, as w dely spaced as

measured footfalls, intolerably slow.

And the universe expl oded.

Dazed, he picked up his bruised body, feeling as if it

bel onged to soneone el se, and put his head over the
well's edge to | ook at the deck. Two of his solar sails
were ripped, and the plastic awning which had given

hi m shade had bl own clear out of sight; there were
char-nmarks on the planking and the wi ndow of the

st emhouse was smashed

Bat there had been a very satisfactory- calamty twenty
yards fromhis bows. He could tell, even before | ool dng
over the side, because the buzzardsnot choosy about

what carrion they atehad descended already to repl ace

the food wasted in panicky vomting.

The writhing corpse of the wolfshark, torn alnost in

two, was punping its life's blood in great oozing gouts
into the ocean.

Linp, Bracy had to cling to the railand instantly
snatched his hand away. It was still hot fromthe blaze of
the rockets' exhaust. A nmracle | didn't set the ship afire,
he thought wanly.

He | ooked apatherically at the water. Now he'd | ost

two solar sails, and his pilot to an oilfish school, for
not hi ng.

He stiffened abruptly. Wat was that in the water

yonder ? Sonet hing withingas though beating at the

sky?

The man fromthe skimrer! Still alive, floating on

sonme buoyant section of his crafteven having the

strength to utter faint cries, nowthat Bracy's ears were
attuned to the sound hal f-nmasked by the whinnying of

t he buzzards.

Wth infinite effort he put the traw er about and drew

al ongside the floating man. He was by then too weak to
hel p hinsel f; Bracy had to gaff himthrough a pair of
cross-belts on his back. And snmall wonder he was weak.
When he was dragged fromthe water, he proved to

have | ost one leg fromthe knee down to the fangs of the
wol f shar k

"Don'tworry," the man whi spered, seeing Bracy

stare aghast at the injury. "Suitwill stopthe bleeding."
What suit? Bracy peered closer. The man's skin was
covered with a transparent filmof sone kind, that nust
be it, and it was contracting now of its own accord,
form ng an automatic tourni quet around the anputated

|l eg so that the flesh turned death-white and the bl eedi ng
reduced to a capillary | eakage.

Well, that fettles it, Bracy thought glunmy, and went

to fetch another signal rocket, this tine to cry for help
fromwherever it might be avail able.
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Even on a poor world like Cyclops, the Corps en)oyed

the best of everything. It was a necessity to conpensate
personnel for the often heartbreaking tasks that faced
them |ikew se, however, it was a drawback in the sane
way as the pay system based on | ongevity treatnent,
creating envy and troubling Corps selection boards with
mobs of totally unsuitabl e candidates.

Synptomatic of Corps |uxury here was Langen-

schm dt's hone and headquarters, a villa crowning the

hi ghest point on the island which the Cycl ops govern-

ment | eased to them There was no need for the com
mandant to be in close physical touch with his
responsibilities in the repair-yard and portel ectronic
links served the purpose and permitted the privacy pre-
ferred by a man whose | ongest service had been on a

| onely Patrol beat one tour of which mght take a de-
cade.

H s di smay at Maddal ena' s unexpected response to his

first remarks after their neeting kept himsilent unti
they were together in the long, |ow, cool main room of

the villa, with the panorama of the island and its of fshore
pont oons spread like a map in front of the wall-high

wi ndows. Then, cradling a drink in both hands, he

| eaned back in a contoured chair and stared at this

worman whom subconsci ously he had still regarded an

hour ago as the hot-headed stand-in agent of the Carrig
affair, twenty years previous.

He had grown accustomed to the changes w ought in

hinself by a return to confort and civilisationthe rever-
sal of the aging effect, for instance. The sight of Mdda-
lena at a "natural" forty-five years of age was a shock to
him Her bones were still fine, her head still as exquisitely
shaped as an abstract scul pture, her eyes srill bright as
genms on either side of her regal nose, sharp as though to
synbol i se her innate curiosity. But her skin was coarse,
her hands were rough, and there was an aura of exhaus-
tion in her attitude and her voi ce.

Tp try and dispel the disturbance she had caused in his

m nd, he said with insincere heartiness, "Wll, Md-
dal ena! How have things been going for you since we
| ast met ?"

"Badly." She rmade no nove to sip the drink provided

for her, although she had taken a dry savoury cracker-
ball froma bow and was rolling it absently between her
fingers. "I doubt if it was nore than a | ogbook entry

for you, but you may renenber that Headman Cashus

was assassi nated soon after ny assignnent, and with him
went any hope of progress. So"

She crunbl ed the crackerball into dust and dropped

the fragnents back in the dish. "So |I've spent one hell of
a long tine watching absol utely nothing happen. And

you?"

"Ahl've been learning a new trade and finding |I'm

not very good at it. Contemporary dipl omacy, | guess
you'd say. | haven't seen nothi ng happen, but on the
gal actic scale things take place so slowy as to make a
fair approximation." Langenschm dt hesitated. "Mad-

dal ena, were you serious mwhat you said earlier, about
non-interference, or was that just due to tiredness after
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your trip?"

"The tiredness has been building up for a long, |ong
time." Now, finally, she tasted her drink, making no
comrent on it. "Andyes. |'mserious."

"Are you going clear back to the point of view !l had
such troubl e kicking you out ofalong with Pave

Br zeskawhen we were going to Carrig?"

"No. That was the preconceived notion of a silly girl
It's been a long tinme, Gus, even for a Corpsnan, and

| vechanged, | guess."

"Now | ook here!" Langenschni dt | eaned forward.

"You' ve been on Thirteen, which barely counts as C ass
A, where the refugees have had extrenes of clinmate to
contend with, and in any case started off on the worst
possi bl e basis by having no adequately trained | eaders.
can understand the sight of a prinitive peasant comu-
nity getting anybody down. But before you change sides
on the question of non-interference, think of Fourteen
and Carrigyou should see the recent reports from

there, incidentally. Think of Seven, where they're de-
vel opi ng sonme new bi ol ogi cal and generic skills, or

Ei ghteen, where there are sone | anguage changes goi ng

on which will eventually influence the whole pattern of
hurman conmuni cation. "

"Think of Five," Maddal ena countered. "Unless they've
licked the cerebral palsy problem the survivors there are
back to grunting like apes."

There was silence for a feWninutes. Unhappily, Lan-
genschm dt chewed his lower lip and stared at Md-

dal ena, wondering what next to say.

The problemwas a recurrent one, and had been de-

bated for a century and a half. Its roots, though, |ay
much further backto be precise, some seven hundred

and seventy years before, when the primary of a planet
call ed Zarathustra went nova. For six hundred and thirty
years thereafter, it was believed that only a small handfu
of refugees had escapedto Baucis Al pha, on the

Sol ward side. Then, wi thout warning, radio signals be-
gan to be received fromthe opposite direction; fruit of
generation upon generation of dedicated workers start-
ing fromno better |level than the salvaged scrap in a
single starship, climaxing in the conversion of an as-
teroid into a huge generating station fed by sol ar power
and oriented to forma bow -1ike transnm ssion antenna
for nmessages linping at |ight-speed back to civilisation
They came from Lex's Pl anet, otherw se known as

ZRP One: the first Zarathustra Refugee Planet to be |o-
cated and recontacted. Now, it was part of the galactic
uni on, and regarded as a civilised world.

Fromthere, it had been | earned that no fewer than

three thousand ships got away fromthe night side of
Zarat hustia, and the far quadrant of its orbit, carrying
sonme two and a quarter mllion people. The Patrol, con-
stituted a couple of centuries before, was given the task
of tracking down the remaining survivors, if any.
Twenty-one worl ds had now been found where fugi-

tives had | anded. On sone, they had not only survived,
but built up during their period of isolation quite inter-
esting and respectable cultures. Few of them boasted
technology to nore than rudineritary |evel, but sone

had ot her achi evenent ssuch as those Langenschni dt
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had cited to Maddal enawhi ch prom sed new avenues

for human cultural or scientific devel opnent.

After much argunment and heart-searching, the non-in-
terference rule was formul ated and applied. Unless the
ZRP's succeeded in re-contacting civilisation thenselves,
they were to be left to evolve along the paths they had

t hensel ves created. There were many reasons for this.

On sone planets there had been evol utionary changes

due to environnent: on all, there had been cultural dis-
ruption, and centuries of "natural" breeding, four to five
generations per century, had magnified the discontinuity.
Per haps nost significant of all, galactic civilisation was
sl owing down its former progress, as though the distance
between the stars inposed a psychol ogical as well as
physical barrier on cross-fertilisation of cultures. Seem
ingly, one felt there was little point in research or inven-
tiveness when for all one could determ ne on sonme other

of the 260 human planets the sane work had al ready

been carried out.

Left to thenselves, it was suggested, the ZRP's ni ght

redi scover the basic human drives of curiosity and ulti-
mately re-infect the rest of the race.

El sewhere, there had been a cultural snoothing

process. Wrlds like Earth were | ooked np to, but only

the superficialities of fashion spread, not the real changes
whi ch underlay them and consequently things were

much the sane everywhere as they had been when the

Patrol was set up. Backward worlds struggled to catch

~up to the average standard, and sone did so, but the
wor | ds above average were placid and | acked any initia-
tive. -

Maddal ena stirred in her chair and rai sed her eyes to

her old friend s rejuvenated face. "Wo's spearheadi ng

the canpaign this tinme? ZRP One as usual, presunmably."”
Langenschmi dt pounced. "No, and that's the nobst in-
teresting part of it. It used to be fashionable for One to
shout about the shocking way their kinfolk were being

left to rot instead of rescued and brought hone. But this
conservative tradition has died out lately, and | think this
is because it's taken until now for One to nesh com
pletely with galactic civilisation and di scover just how
great a change was wought in their own culture by

their isolation period. Now, One's spokesnen are nostly
keeping quiet, and we're hoping they will eventually

plunp for non-interference thensel ves.

"In their place, we have Cycl ops beating the drum as
aresult of the Carrig affair in nmy personal opinion, and a
whol e ot of charitably-m nded but short-sighted people
fromthe older worlds, including and especially Earth.

What they fail to understandl sayis that Earth-type

luxury isn't the perfect human way of |ife. They want to
inpose it as a standard everywhere, whether or not the
reci pients enjoy the cultures they have at present,

whet her or not these cultures are productive, creative
ones. "

"Thirteen's certainly isn't," Maddal ena nuttered.
Langenschnidt didn't answer. His eyes had turned

towards the w ndow, and wi dened on seeing a line of
brilliant sparks like stitches sewn upward across the bl ue
of the sky.
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"Hul l o!" he exclained. "That's an emergency rocket.

Sone fisherman in difficulties, presumably. W' re al ways
having to nursenmid | ocal folkeither fisherman who go

too far to sea with inadequate equi prent, or upper-crust
pl ayboys out wol f shar k- hunri ng whose nerve fails them

at the crucial monment. Still, it interrupts the nonotony."
He addressed hinmself to a conmuni cator pane

discreetly blended with the roon s no-nonsense decor
"Anyone taking action on that enmergency rocket just

now?"

Pause. Then a di senbodi ed voice, sounding irritated,
answered him "Sorry, comandant, what was that?"

And, as if re-hearing the question in nmenory: "Ch! The
rocket! Yes, |I'll send sonmeone dut to gaff the guy and
drag hm ashore.”

"Fine." Langenschmidt's attention reverted to Md-

dal ena. "You know,' | think before we finish this argu-
ment, |'d better give you a chance to see galactic
civilisation, Cyclops-style, so that you can learn all over
again what a shallowthing it really is. Take the situation
here at present as a shining exanple. W have this

worman Al ura Quist, who runs things, as | told you. She's
certainly very capable and ruthless. But to have to con-
fine her efforts to Cyclops, which is so poor it still runs
on fission rather than fusion, galls her. She doesn't see
why Cor ps personnel should enjoy |ongevity paynents,

to start with, when she is aging and having to send cl ear
back to Earth for even her cosnetic treatnents. | think
in fact sone of her hostility to us is due to nothing nore
abstract than sinple jeal ousy. A wonan afraid of |osing
her youthful |ooks is a sad case. She has an official |over,
one of the handsomest nen |'ve ever seen, who's also a

ki nd of planetary hero, a former spaceman who suffered
some kind of crippling injury in creditable circum
stances. | don't know the full details. She treats himlike
aa tanme animal, as it were. Shows himoff: here he is,

the famous Justin Kol b, and he's ny |over. Follow nme?"
Maddal ena gave a listless nod. She had heard all this,
apart fromthe story of Kolb, at the tinme of the Carrig
affair, when a group of Cyclopean entrepreneurs | earned
froma failed Corps probationer the location of ZRP
Fourteen and its deposits of high-yield radioactives.

They had operated a nmine with |ocal slave-labour for a
consi derabl e time before the Patrol managed to displ ace
them and Cyclops had smarted ever since under the

know edge that a bunch of ZRP barbarians had dropped
civilised nenso-call eddown a vol cano, the standard

puni shrent for the crinmes they had cormitted by the

| ocal ethical yardstick

"I honestly don't think Quist has any interest in the
ZRP's as such," Langenschni dt pursued. "She wants to

get back at the Corps for personal reasons of jeal ousy,
and the existence of a fund of hostility due to the ep-

i sode on Fourteen provides her with a handle. If we

were to abandon non-interference for sound, rationa
reasons. |'d swallow the decision gaggi ng, naybe, but

I'd stomach it. But to do it for such a"

The di senbodi ed voi ce spoke again fromthe comru-

ni cator. "Commandant? "

"Yes?" Langenschnidt half-turned in his chair.

"That signal rocket. | thought you' d be interested to
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know about it."

"Not especially, but tell nme anyway."

"We've found one of the G arignol fishernena boy,

rat her, not nore than seventeen, they say. He's tangl ed
with a wol fshark being hunted by auhrather notori -

ous person. He fished said notorious person out of the
wat er short of nobst of one leg. Luckily for him he was
wearing a nmedisuit, and though he's unconsci ous he isn't
dead. But it's who he is which may interest you."

"Well, then, spit it out," Langenschm dt grunted.

"I't'"s Jusrin Kol b," said the disenbodi ed voi ce.

Alura Quist was pleased with the way things were go-

ing. Not even the reflection which cane back to her
fromthe polyview mirror at which she was preparing

for the official banquet due at sunset could wholly dispe
the nmood of grimsatisfaction the offworld del egation
had generated in her

O course, those fromthe weal thier worlds such as

Earth had felt patronising about the best Cyclops could
offer, but it was out of keeping with their professed
charitable intentions towards the underprivileged of the
ZRP's to nake open conplaint, so they had been on

their best behaviour. And the ferocity of the representa-
tive fromZRP OneOrar Haust, an old nman now but

still vehenent out wei ghed a dozen of his fainter-hearted
col l eagues. He still clung to views that npbst people on
his planet had reluctantly abandoned.

The banquet woul d be magnificent; the food and

liquor would be so expensive as to have to figure as a
special entry in the planetary budget for the yearbut
never mnd, it could appropriately be witten off against
a one per cent surcharge on the rental of the Corps

Gal actica base. Afterwards there would have to be
speeches, of coursecurious how tradition lingered in
these formal areas of hunman activity, even after countless
gener ati onsbut she could endure that In sight of a
success schemed for over so many years, she could put

up with acoupl e of hours' repetitious nouthing.

"We of Cyclops,” she said to the mrror, and watched
how t he nuscles of her throat noved with the words,

"are not anong the nost prosperous peoples of the

gal axy. Yet what we have we do not regard selfishly.

We woul d eagerly share it with those who are stil

worse off than we. In pre-galactic days, the historians
tell us, there was a fable recounted about a dog which
made its bed on the fodder of a draft-animal and so
caused the animal to starve."

She paused, at first because she was still uncertain
about including this arcane literary reference even now
t he speech-conpositor had shorn it of obsol ete words
Iike "manger" and "ox", and then to carry out yet one
nore inspection of her appearance.

She was still slender; she had the nervous, energetic
constitution which assured her of boniness rather than
excess fat in her declining years. Her hair, fair and
warmy col oured, was inpeccably dressed and franed a
strong face in which her eyes were blue and brilliant as
sapphires. Her gown was of Earthsi de manufacture-

dated, no doubt, in the eyes of the visitors fromthe
nmot her world, but suiting her so well she could disre-
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gard that mnority opinion.

How | ong would it all last? Her nouth twisted into a

harsh grinmace, instantly destroying her usual pretriness,
as the thought of such a man as Gus Langenschm dt

crossed her mnd. After fifty years patrolling a beat
anong the ZRP barbarians, he was prom sed survival in

good health and artificial youth when she was |ong rel e-
gated to footnotes in local history records.

That fact could scarcely be changed. But the purpose

to which he had dedicated his life could be enptied of
meani ng.

Oh, the draft of her speech would do well enough

She let that matter drop, and spoke to the attendant

mani curing her toenails on another subject which was
currently worrying her.

"Would you tell Justin Kolb that | wish to speak with

hi m bef ore the banquet ?"

"I's he going to be there, mstress?" the girl countered.
Qui st started. Was there nockery in that |evel voice?
There was no obvious sign of it in the dark eyes which

met hers; she relaxed fractionally.

"What do you nean? OF course he will be there.

Why not ?"

"l understood fromhis valet, mstress, that he had not
returned half an hour ago."

"Returned?" Bewi | dered, Quist stared down at the

girl. 1Inthe past tw days, since the arrival of the
of fworl d del egates, she had spared scarcely a nonent to
think of her lover. She had been vaguely aware that he

had gone of f sonewhere, but had assuned w t hout ques-

tion that he would be back for tonight's major officia
function.

She sl apped the ol d-fashi oned comunicator built into

her dressing-table and spoke to the air. "Has Justin Kolb
come hone yet?"

"I am his valet, mstress,
he has not yet returned."
"Where is he, then? Has there been a nessage?"

"No nessage, mistress. If you wish, I will attenpt to
contact him"

"Do you know where he is?" Belatedly, it struck

Qui st as bad for her imge not to know al ready, but she
could hardly recall the words once spoken

"Approxi mately, mstress. He went wol fshark-hunting

at the extrenme northern limt of the species' range."
Time seened to stand still. Finally, her voice ragged,
she whi spered, "Contact himand find outfind out

when he will be back."

And when he does cone hone, she finished silently,

Pa teach hima lesson he'll never forget for bis im
pudence in disregarding nmy orders to be here tonight.
In fact, it might well be tine to dispense with Justin
Kol bsend hi m back to the nmenial job. where but for her
he woul d now be slaving out his mserabl e existence, one
|l eg reduced to a stunp by the freezing cold of space.
Cycl ops had no slack in its econony to allow for the

| uxury of unproductive crippl es.

She was maeking alterations to the seating arrangenents
for the banquet when the comuni cator sounded agai n.
Was it Justin calling? She closed her eyes for a second,
wonderi ng how she could bring herself to get rid of this

a suave voice replied. "No,
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man whose hal f-taned spirit represented the second nost
constant challenge of her life.
"Mstress, it is | once nore,"
news, | regret to say."

She coul d not speak, but waited passively. The girl

conpl eted her toe-mani cure and gat hered her equi pnent

to nove away.

"Justin Kolb is in hospital at the Corps Gal acti ca base
He was attacked by the wol fshark he was hunting and a
fisherman rescued him He will live, they say, but" The
val et hesitat ed.

"CGo on," she said in a dead voice. The next of her at-
tendants, charged with fitting her shoes, cane and knelt
at her feet.

"He has lost his right foot, and the lower part of his
leg, to the wolfshark's bhite."

Does the nmadman want to be a cripple? The question

sped across her mind, and then was replaced by an
uncontrol | abl e wave of pity and synpathy. But for

toni ght's banquet, she would have junmped up that no-
ment and gone to his hospital bed, to hold his hand and
croon confort.

Oh, Justin, Justin! What's the | ove of danger that you
draw your fire fron? One day it will kill you, and

shall instantly be nade old

Al oud, she spoke with determination. "Put ne in

touch with him At once!"

"I will try, mstress," was the doubtful answer, and the
communi cator went silent.

Al'l thought of the recrimnations she was going to

| evel at her |over had evaporated on this news. She could
vi sual i se the way he woul d have brought her his trophy,
defi ant because he knew it offended her when he courted
danger, yet in sone ways shy, toolike a boy uncer-
tainly seeking the praise of his first girl. He would have
intended to return for the banquet, had the accident not
overtaken him bringing his tribute, and she woul d have
been both angry and delighted, for know edge that such

a man was her lover conforted her

The communi cator spoke once nore. "Alura Quist?"

it said, and she recognised the voice

"Commandant Langenschm dt,"” she said coldly. "I did

not ask to speak to you."

"No, but | thought you'd rather speak to nme than no-
body at all. Justin Kolb won't regain consciousness for
sone whileat |east a couple of hours. He was severely
shocked by his experience. But you can have hi m back
tomorrow or the day after, the doctors say."

She tensed. "Wth his |leg restored?”

There was a bl ank pause. Then Langenschni dt gave a
forced chuckle. "Hardly, I'mafraid. Sone people seem
to have exaggerated i deas of what our nedicine can ac-
conplish. Linb-regeneration overnight isn't anobng our
capabilities."

She had expected no other answer, but she had been
unabl e to prevent the words from energingthey were
driven by the savage jeal ousy she felt towards the
Corpsman for his paynent in youth and health.

No matter, anyhow. Justin had |lost that | eg before,

and nore than sinply the foot and | ower partthe

the valet said. "I have bad
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whol e of it, alnost all the way to the hip, from space-

gangr ene.
"Thank you for your courtesy in telling me," she said
wi thout warnth. "1'd have appreciated earlier notifica-

tion, of course.”

"I't was ny belief that you had other things to occupy
your mnd," Langenschm dt countered mldly.

Wth a snarl which nade her gl ad comruni cator |inks

on Cyclops were restricted to sound w t hout vision,

Qui st forced herself to maintain calm She said, "I wll
have transport sent in the norning, to bring himhone.
WIl that be convenient?"

"l inmagi ne so, but send a doctor as well, of course."
Langenschni dt sounded a trifle surprised, as though he
had expected an attenpt to persuade himthat Kolb's | eg
shoul d be restored at the Corps hospital

"Of course," Quist echoed, and silenced the communi -
cator.

She waited a second. Then she spoke to it again. "Find
me Dr Al eazar Rinerley, and be quick about it!"

Dr Rimerley was enjoying the sunset when the cal

came. He was anong the weal thiest men on Cycl ops,

and his honme consisted of the surface and the heart of an
entire island, sone mle or so in circunference. Hs |iv-
ing quarters were built out into the ocean, so that when
he choseas nowhe could sit on a higher |evel and

wat ch the sky, or else he could nove down to the seabed
and enjoy the vivid panorama of the ocean's summrer life.
Hi s chi ef personal servant brought news of the call

He rubbed his chin in wonder; he had not been intend-
ing to get in contact with Quist again just yet, but a
further deal was certain once sinple cosnetic treatnent
ceased to stave off tine's ravages. Now, therefore, was as
good a tine as any to talk to her, since she had initiated
the conversati on.

He smiled automatically even though she could not see
him and said with extreme heartiness, "My dear Al ura
Qui st! What an honour to speak with you after all this
timel"

She brushed aside the social formalities and went
straight to the point.

"Doctor, | have another job for you. As far as | know,
you're the only person on Cycl ops capable of tackling
it."

"PI'l do ny best," Rineriey agreed, and repressed a

smile that was nore sincere than the original one.
"Justin Kolb has lost his | eg again. Wl fshark-hunt-
fag."

Ri nerl ey blinked. He had expected sonething alto-

gether different, alnost certainly for Quist herself. This
request took hi maback

"I'"'m havi ng hi m brought to you tonorrow norning.

count on you to do as thorough a job of regeneration as
you did the last tine."

"Ahjust a nonent," Rinmerley said unconfortably.

"It's not the sort of job that can be tackled on a few
hours' notice, you understand." In the back of his mind
he was running cal cul ations; so long to | ocate naterial,
so long to make the tissue i mmunologically neutral, so
long to get it here. "I doubt whether it would be pos-
sible to handle the case in less than two weeks, |I'm
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afraid."

"Two weeks!"

"That's nmy rough estimate. O course, | may be-"
"Then | mght just as well |eave himwhere he is. He'l
be better | ooked after than in one of our second-rate
hospital s."

A warning trenor ran down Rinerley's spine. He said
in a voice suddenly fainter than normal, "Ahwhere is
he, then?"

"In the Corps Gal actica hospital. He was taken there
after sonme fisherman rescued himfromthe water."

Si |l ence.

"Dr Rinerley?" Quist demanded at | ast, sounding

al ar med.

She was not half as alarned as Rinerley hinself. He
coul d barely choke out his answer.

"On uh-on second thoughts, perhaps it would be

better to have hi mbrought here. At once, the sooner the
better." He gul ped the rest of the drink he had been sip-
ping while he relaxed for the evening. "Yes, certainly
not |ater than tonorrow norning, on any account!”

He was sweating like a river when he cut the con-

necti on.

Vi

Soraya was woridng as vsaal at the waterworks, and
havi ng the inevitable argument with Firdausi about mar-
rying him which he had been urgi ng on her ever since
she achi eved puberty, when she heard her nane being
frantically shouted.

She notioned Firdausi to be silent, and peered through
the waiths of steamfromthe main cauldron, trying to
make out who it was. The voice was a child's, but so
hoarse with agitation she could not recognise its owner
The wat erworks consisted of three parts. First, there
was the di pper which brought water fromthe natura

pool; this was a chain of buckets on two big wooden
pul l eys, driven by a yorb which seened quite content to
wal k around all day in a circle and get an evening re-
ward of food for its trouble. The dipper enptied its
water into the main caul dron, under which a hot fire
burned all the tine, raising sluggishly bursting bubbles in
the contents. Although the water seened perfectly clear
and pure when it was raised fromthe pool, a scum al -
ways fornmed during boiling, and it was in renoving this
scum wi th wooden | adl es that Soraya and Firdausi were
engaged.

Then the water was run off, a little at a tinme, into the
cooling tank, a tapered cylindrical container of heavy-
stones nortared with natural cenment, whence the towns-
folk could fetch it in bucketfuls for use at hone.

"Can you see who it is?" Soraya demanded.

Fi rdausi cl anmbered down fromthe | adder on which

they were working, to get below the clouds of steam

and reported. "It looks |ike the youngest from next door
to youBaby Hakim"

"Ch no\" Soraya gul ped, and dropped to the ground

with a lithe flexing of her long legs. Firdausi's eyes fol-
| owned her hungrily. She was by far the npbst beautiful
unmarried girl in the whole town: sloe-eyed, olive-
skinned, with |ong dark hair and supple, graceful |inbs.
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He wi shed achingly that his parents were not so con-
cerned with nmundanities |like a dowy and woul d give
himpermi ssion to marry her anyway. He was sure she
woul d make an excellent wife

"Haki m baby!" she cried, dropping on her knees and
sweepi ng her arns around the tearful youngster who

came charging up to her. "Wat's wong?"

Bet ween sobs of exhaustion and terror, the child

forced out the news: Soraya's nother had been taken il
yet again.

"You go straight hone," Firdausi instructed. "I1'lI

bring Marouz to you there."

She shot hima snile of gratitude and went racing

back to the town.

It consisted of two rows of wattl e-and-daub houses
facing one another, w dely spaced, with | arge vegetabl e
gardens and runs for livestock surrounding them Teth-
ered yorbs regarded her incuriously as she sped past, feet
spl ashing in puddles left by the overnight rain which the
sky threatened to let flood down again at any nonent.

In the fifth house fromthe |eft was her hone; she

sl ammed back the crude wooden gate in the fence en-
closing its garden, and ran indoors.

Haki mMs el der sister, Yana, was bending over the bed

on which lay the wheezing formof apparently an old
worman. I n truth, Soraya's nother was no nore than
thirty-seven, but in this harsh environnent age descend-
ed with the swiftness of tropical night.

And yet it was not nere ageendurabl e, because vis-

ited on everyonewhich afflicted her. It was sonething
random and nore deadly. There was a nane for it; the
quakes. But sinply to have a nane was no hel p. Wat

was needed was a cure.

Sick with despair, Soraya glanced at Yana. "Has she

been like this | ong?"

"I found her on the floor by the hearth,"” the other girl
answered in | ow tones. "See, her dress is scorchedit was
lucky I chanced to look in, or she m ght have been
burned to death."

Soraya shuddered. "Wen? Just now?"

"So long ago as it took Hakimto reach you.'
shrugged. "I sent himat once."

Soraya clutched her nother's hand, feeling the uncon-
trollable trenbling that racked her weak body, and
railed nentally against the capriciousness of fate.

Yana

"Shall | go for Marouz?" Yana suggested
"Thank you, but Firdausi was with nme at the water-
wor ks, and he has gone already. Not that he'll be any

hel p," Soraya added bitterly.
"You shouldn't talk so. He's the wi sest nan anbng us

as well as the oldest!" Yana sounded horrified.

"What use is wisdomw thout practical applications?

He can tell us to be duriful children and | oving parents,
and we do our bestand ny nother who is the kindest

of wonen has the quakes." Soraya put up her hand to

Wi pe away a tear

"Sssh! He's comng now, " Yana nurmnured, and

turned to bow as Marouz di pped his white-bearded head
under the low lintel

"Honour and profit upon this house,

the nmage said in
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a single rapid burst, and linped to a chair which Yana
brought up beside the bed. "Hmm Has your nother

drunk unboi |l ed water, Soraya?"

"You think | would | et her?" Soraya junped to her

feet, appalled. "I, who work where | do? What do you
take me for?"

"Soraya, that's unw se," Firdausi said softly; he had
cone in just behind Marouz, holding Baby Hakims

chubby hand.

"I don't care!" Tears were gathering in Soraya's eyes
also now. "I don't care! My nother lies sick to death,
and all he can think of is that she might have drunk un-
boil ed water! What has water to do with it, anyway?

My father tended the waterworks before me, and he'd
never have let her do such a thing, and | woul dn'tand
still she has the quakes! What can water possibly have to
do with it?"

Marouz's face went hard as stone. "W are taught by

the wi sdom of the ancients" he began

"And a fat lot of good it does us!" Soraya blazed. But
on the last word she collapsed to her knees before him
her shoul ders heaving in hel pl ess sobs.

"There, there," Marouz said, giving her an awkward

pat on top of the head. "These things are sent to try us,

daughter. We do what we can, but we are still far from
understanding all life's nysteries. Wen you grow as old
as |which may you do!you'll have | earned patience

with the inescapable."

"I"'msorry," Soraya choked out. "But | |ove ny

nmot her, and she's done so nuch for ne . . . |Is there no

hel p you can give?"

"Spiritual confort | would offer, but |I know your

nmot her as a fine, noble-hearted wonan in snall need of

my advice." Marouz waggled his flow ng beard regret-
fully. "The only counsel | can give is to you. And yon
know what that is, for |I've suggested it before."

"I've urged it on her also," Firdausi put in. "And she
won't listen."

"Take ny nother away from her own hone, and send

her who knows where?" Soraya exclainmed. "It seens to

me soso heartless!”

"Now, now, ny daughter," Marouz soothed. "W al

hate necessity, but that's no use. The Receivers of the
Sick are good nmen, full of ancient w sdomand kindly in-
tentions. Is it not better to see your nother in safe keep-
ing than lying here quivering her life away on this
narrow hard bed?"

There was silence after that blunt question, until at |ast

Marouz stirred. "Well, | can do no nore than |'ve
done," he said, and reached for Yana's armto get to his
feet. "Mke your mind up quickly, Soraya the Re-

ceivers are comng to this area in a few days' time, |
hear, and they won't be back for nonths, at |east."

He hobbl ed out, and automatically they threw good

wi shes after himin the formtraditional for very old per-
sons"May good health attend you to your grave."

Fi rdausi caught Yana's eye and she took the hint.

Crossing the dirt floor to retrieve her young brother, she
said in a strained voice, "WlIl, | have things to see to
next door. | guess you'd like to be al one, anyway."

The nonent she was out of sight, Firdausi put his arm
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around Soraya. "Dearest, why do you torture yourself

and your notherthis way?"

She shook off his grip and took the chair Marouz had
vacated, to sit gazing down at her nother, fingers driv-
ing their nails deep into her palns as though to share her
nmot her's suffering by self-inflicted pain.

"Shall | sell her like a yorb?" she snapped. "You know
as | do that but for the paynment we'd never have let a
single person go fromthis town to the Receivers! It may
be well enough for towns where they don't teach |ove

for one's parents, but it disgusts nme."

"Can you do nore for her than the Receivers?"

Fi rdausi count er ed.

"What do they do?" Soraya demanded. "No one wil |l

tell ne that! What becones of those committed to their
mer ci es?"

"You should ask Marouz."

"I did, the first rime he nade this suggestion. And he
could only say that he didn't doubt'didn't doubt'!that
their fate was better than we ignorant folk could offer."
"Woul dn't al nbost anyt hing be better than this?"

Fi rdausi argued. "Lying hel pl ess anong others equally
hel pl ess?"

He dropped to his knees, face pleading. "I admre you
for your wish to keep your nother with you, believe

me! But | ooking at her, knowi ng there's nothing we can
dohow can you condem her to it any | onger? Look,

why don't you ask her views when she's able to talk

agai n?"

Soraya's face was very pale as she murnured, "I did."
"What did she say?" Firdausi pressed.

"That the paynentif the Receivers accept her

woul d be dowry for nme and | could marry you and i n-
herit the house." She formed the words as though each
tasted bad in her nouth.

"But in that case!" Firdausi rocked back on his heels.
"If it's her own wi sh, what holds you back?"

"They m ght not accept her," Soraya whi spered.

"They don't take everyone, do they?"

"But it's a chance, don't you see? Wat chance has she
here of any other fate but a lingering, unpleasant death?"
Soraya del ayed her answer for |long nonents. Finally

she said, "Firdausi, all you care about is freeing me to
marry you. Suppose | say that ififl take ny nother

to the Receivers, this does not nean | intend to nmarry
you."

It was Firdausi's turn to hesitate.

"I think," he said slowy, "that the way you're keeping
your nother here, suffering needlessly, is likely to nmake
me | ess eager to have you for ny wife."

She flinched as though from a physical blow, and fresh
tears gathered in her eyes. Seeing his advantage, Firdaus
pressed it.

"There's sonething al nost selfish about it. You've just
told me what her own desires are, yet you insist on go-
ing against them If that's not pandering to your own
self-esteem | don't know what is."

She bit down on her lower lip to stop it quivering, and
was only able to speak after a further pause. The words
cane |like | eaden footfalls.
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"Very well. Go to Marouz and find out when the Re-

ceivers are due, and where. And I'Il try and borrow a
wagon and a yorb to take her."

Firdausi's jubilation showed in his face, although his

voi ce was sober enough as he said, "I do really think it's
the wi sest course."

He turned and went out.

So I'lIl do it, Soraya thought bitterly. But | won't
marry you or anyone eke in this horrible town. If they
take her, I'Il burn the house and we the pay to go some-

where | can hide frommy shane.

Abruptly she turned to the water-bucket and began to
rinse her hands, over and over, as though to renpve
sone clinging invisible foul ness.

vn

Maddal ena and Langenschm dt ate their evening nea
together in the main base restaurant. Under the influence
of the nearest approach to civilised |uxury she had en-
joyed for many yearsthe Corps base where she had

been nost recently was as spartan as any of the other
outlying stations Maddal ena's nood of exhaustion and
apat hy faded. The nusic, food and wi ne nmade her ex-

pand like a flower to the sun, so that even before she
took the course of cosmetic treatnent she was due for
traces of the inpetuous girl Langenschm dt had fornerly
known began to peek through.

Unfortunately, it was his turn to becone distracted

and stare for long silent periods into nowhere. It was
sone whil e before Maddal ena noticed the factshe had

been gossi pi ng about her experiences on ZRP Thirteen

and when she did, she spoke teasingly to him

"Why, CQus! Is this any way to treat a guest?

t hought you'd spent your time here learning all the cor-
rect social behaviour!"

"Hr?" He snapped back to the present with a start.

"Ch, I'msorry. There's sonething bothering me, and
think I just figured out what it has to be. Please excuse
me for a few mnutes. | have to check on it."

Maddal ena stared at him Suddenly she | eaned forward

and put her hand on his. "I'msorry, Gus. | didn't intend
to act this way on seeing you for the first time in so
many years. You do have problens to handl e, and

shoul dn't be disregarding themthe way | have been."
"No, this is nothing directly to do with you. At |east |
don't believe it is. WIIl you excuse me?"

"Is it sonething I'mnot allowed to know about, or

may | come with you?"

"Sure, cone if yon like. 1"mnot going far. To a com
muni cator first, then to the hospital if ny suspicions
prove correct."

"Somet hi ng about this nman Justin Kol b?"

"Very much so."

She pushed back her chair and rose.

The network of communicator |inks knitted the base
together as intimately as the nerves in a living body, so
that none of the key personnel need ever be oat of reach
in the rare event of an energency. Here, Maddal ena

t hought as she studied Langenschnidt's strong profile
agai nst the wall of the restaurant comuni cator booth,
energenci es woul d be even | ess common than on nost
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Cor ps bases. He nust mamke a first-class commandant:;

t horough, patient, farsighted.

But he had been a first-class Patrol Major, too, and
woul d have been equally efficient as an on-pl anet agent
|li ke herselfhad stood in as one during the Carrig crisis,
and proved that.

She sighed inperceptibly, envying his adaptability and
dedi cati on. By conparison she felt herself pliable, weak
and sel f-centred.

The signal indicating access to the base conputer
menory shone out of the screen in the boot hthe Corps
was the only regular user of vision circuits on Cycl ops
apart fromthe government.

"Justin Kol b, Cyclopean," Langenschmi dt said briskly.
"Circunstances attending his retirenent fromthe Cy-

cl ops space service, please."

The last word tickled Maddal ena's fancy. |nmagi ne say-
ing "please" to a machine! But after a second it didn't
seem fannyonly characteristic of the man who uttered
it.

"Sel ect auditory or visual presentation," the nmachine
requested, and he sel ected sound, thinking it was nore
conveni ent for Maddal ena, -<yho had to peer into the
boot h from out si de

The nmachi ne spoke dates key-ed to an unfaniliar cal en-
dar, and continued. "Kolb, Jusrin. Asteroid mning engi-
neer, spacenman. Second in conmand of |ocal system

nm ne-ship Sigma. Awarded Medal of Cyclops for hero-
ismfoll owi ng accidental destruction of Sigma with | oss
of captain and fifteen crew Sustained space-gangrene of
right leg to nid-thigh, resulting in permanent retirenent
from space service. Mre?"

The gently questioning tone of the last word was a
marvel of sophisticated engineering, if you thought
about it, Maddal ena i nfornmed hersel f absently. What was
Qus driving at?

"Who was responsible for regenerating his | eg?" Lan-
genschm dt dermanded.

"No information specific to this question," the

machi ne answer ed.

"Dam. Unhwhat doctor was in charge of his case

and supervised his eventual recovery?"

"Dr Aleazar Rinerley," the nmachine said

"Thought it night have been," Langenschm dt mut -

tered, and nade as though to turn away. He hesitated,
and at | ength voiced another question.

"What facilities exist on Cyclops for the nmajor regen-
eration of human |inbs?"

"The hospital at the Corps Galactica base is fully

equi pped for |inb-regeneration."”

"Are there no other facilities for the )ob here?"

"No information," the nachine said after a pause.
"Ve-ery interesting," Langenschmi dt said, and shut the
communi cator off. "Come on!" he added to Maddal ena.
"We're going down to the hospital. Are you with ne so
far?"

"His right legboth tines, including today?"

"You're not stupid, are you?" Langenschnidt said af-
fectionately, and put his armthrough hers to | ead her
awnay.

"I think you're glad to see ne in spite of what | said
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earlier,"
tance.
"Hn? Ch, of course | am"
"You have |l earned the socially correct things here!"
she snapped, and wi thdrew her arm

she nurnmured when they had gone a short dis-

He seened still to be puzzling over that crack when
they reached the hospital and were shown into the
presence of a tall, brown-bearded man in self-sterilising

whites, passing time with a chess probl em

"This isDr Anstey Nol e, our senior nedical officer,"
Langenschmi dt told Maddal ena in passing. "Doc! It's

about this Justin Kolb. How is he?"

"As well as you'd expect, seeing he's lost half his right
calf and the foot, endured a nmedisuit tourniquet for |ong
enough to starve the tissues of bl ood, and been
frightened nearly out of his wits by that wol fshark. Not
to nention al nost being blown to pieces when this
fisher-lad let go his rockets."

"What ? | saw one of the rockets go up nyself

seened to work perfectly." Langenschmi dt biinked.

"Ch, not the one he used to call for help. Didn't they
tell you how he dealt with the wol fshark? Set up two of
these dammed great fireworks on the foredeck of his
trawl er and |l et them go pointbl ank. Tore the wol fshark
to ribbons, | gather. Qite a bright kid, | can tell you
He's in here too, being treated for malnutrition, incipient
| upus and mi nor burns sustained when he |let the rockets
go. Lost half his hair."

"Lupus? " Maddal ena put in inquiringly.

"Strictly that's incorrect, | grant you, but it's the term
we apply. A skin disease conmon anong the fisher-

fol kthey get it from overexposure to sunlight and the
irritants secreted by oilfish scales. Life on a backward
world like this is a pretty unpl easant business soneti nes.
Sorry to have brought the subject up." Nol e | ooked
unconf ort abl e.

"You don't have to tell ne," Maddal ena snapped. "I

just conpleted a twenty-year tour on a ZRP."

Nol e | ooked still nobre unconfortable and changed the

subj ect hastily.

"Alatter of fact, as soon as he recovers | mean to send
this kid to see you, comandant. Hs name's Bracy

Dyge, by the way. Says he wants to be considered for

Cor ps nmenbership. | laughed at himat first, frankly.
Then | thought it over, and finally decided: hell, he has
initiative, anyway!"

"Every waterfront on the planet is swarmng with kids
who think they want to join the Corps,"” Langenschmi dt
said cynically. "I"msurprised at you, doc. It's the pay
they're after."

"He doesn't know about the pay,'* the doctor said.

"At least, | don't think he can."

"What ? O course he nust! Everybody"

Nole interrupted firmy. "No, all the time we were
talking it was never nentioned. He just wants to be able
to support his famlyparents are both deadsone better

way than by chasing oilfish. H's fish-finder has been out
of order, and . . . | asked for it to be seen to in our
wor kshops, by the way. Hope you've no objection. It
seemed |ikethel eastwe "
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"Hell, | didn't conme down here to talk about thisthis
Bracy Dyge!" exclaimed Langenschmidt. "I canme to talk
about Kolb. In particular, about Kolb's leg."

Nol e shrugged. "I've told you all | can, | guess."

"Wong. You haven't started. You didn't even nen-

tion that he'd lost it before."

It was Nole's turn to be astoni shed, "Nobody told ne

so!  Are you sure about that? Wiy, it |ooked like a
natural | egwhat was |eft of itwhen | exam ned him
earlier.”

"You woul dn't expect it to look like a false one, would
you? Does the nane of Dr Al eazar Rimerley mean any-
thing to you?"

"No, | don't believe so. A local sawbones, perhaps?"
"You could call himthat. The nost successful doctor

on Cycl opshas been retanmed by Quist at |east once.

Wul d he be able to regenerate Kol b's | eg?"

Nol e pursed his |lips and | ooked dubi ous. "Just pos-
sibly. Regeneration of a | egahyes, with half a nega-
brain conmputer capacity you could do a fair job from
the knee down. It is conceivable, but | didn't realise Cy-
clops could afford nedical conputers on this scale."
"This wasn't for a knee-down job. This was from

m d-t high."

"Then | don't believe it," Nole said. "You'd need a

full megabrain, and at that the job mght not cone off."
He gave Maddal ena an apol ogetic gl ance, as though fear-
ing this was distasteful to her. "It's the joint, you seees-
pecially the synovial nenbranes. Very tricky to
programe well."

"What are you standing there for?" Langenschni dt
inquired sweetly. "Has, or has not, Justin Kolb two func-
tioni ng knees?"

Nol e made a wordl ess noi se and spun on his heel

Maddal ena sat down on the corner of the table where

Nol e had set out his chessboard, and stared at Langen-
schmi dt .

"I don't quite see the significance of this," she ven-
tured. "There are places where regeneration is avail abl e,
and if this man Kolb is the uh accepted | over of Alura
Qui st, could she not have pulled strings to have him
treated on sone nore advanced pl anet ?"

"If she had done so, the nenory bank woul d have
mentioned it." Langenschni dt began to pace the room

"I didn"t. It gave me an unequi vocal answer when

asked who was responsible for Kolb's eventual recov-

cry it naned a Cycl opean doctor, who's probably very
good in his limted sphere, but sinply hasn't got access
to the nmedical conputer capacity needed for regener-
ation."

Maddal ena pal ed. "But what alternative treatnent

coul d he have offered? Kolb did regain his leg, didn't
he? Nol e mi ght have overlooked the fact that the linb
wasn't an original, but he couldn't have overl ooked a
prosthetic!"

"Exactly," Langenschm dt nuttered, and fell silent.

They waited, neither saying anything, for twenty

m nutes before Nole returned, his face pale above his ful
brown beard.

"l don't know what put you onto this, conmandant,"

he began, "and equally |I don't know how | cane to
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m ss”

"Save the apol ogi es. What have you found now yon

have | ooked?"

"Hs right leg isn't his own. It's not regenerated is
what | neanregenerati on counts as own-ti ssue sub-
stance." Nol e conbed his beard with agitated fingers.
"That | eaves one possibility. It's a graft. An exception-
ally good one, what's noreit nmust have been sel ected

nmost carefully to make a pair with the left leg. Wll, of
course, the nonent | discovered this | took a cell-sanple
and processed it for genetic structure, and |'ve come up
with the nost alarming result.”

Langenschm dt's face was quite calm as though he had

al ready worked out what revel ati on Nol e had brought

them He said nerely, "Go on."

"Well, it's hard to be absolutely certain, but I'd say on
the basis of what |'ve just seen that the leg's not nerely
not his ownit's also not Cyclopean in origin. At any
rate, the particular gene-structure of the cells | processed
has never been recorded on Cyclops."”

"Can you tell ne where it is fronP" Langenschm dt

snapped.

"I've set the conputers to search, but there may not

be a definite reading." Nole conbed his beard again.
"Commandant, this is the nost extraordinary thing |I ever
heard of!"

vm

The screen of the subspace comunicator lit. The

venture was a profitable one; the partners in it had be-
conme able to all ow thensel ves such refinenments as inter-
stellar vision circuits. It showed a man with a face as
cruel ly beaked as a Jackson's buzzard, clad in the decent
bl ack robe of a Receiver of the Sick, with the hood
thrown back on his shoulders. His hair was greying but

still luxuriant, and his face was lined nore by reflected
concentration than by the passage of tine.
This was Lors Heirndall, on whom Ri nerley was to-

tally dependent.

"What is it?" he grunted, eyes scanning the inage of
the doctor confronting him Vaguely in the background
coul d be seen the interior of his headquarters, with a

rack of robes hanging like dead bats on the wall, a video-
graph pl aying over a recordi ng of some nusic-dranma or
ot her.

If he can't read the crisis straight off ny face, Riner-

| ey thought, / nust be over the worst of the shock

I ndeed, he felt considerably better than he had done

when he finished speaking to Quist. As well as taking an-
other stiff drink, he had given hinself a shot of m xed
tranquillisers and nind-keeners, a blend which he usually
only relied on when nmaking the preparations for a mjor
operation. But this affair, of course, might turn out to be
a mpjor operation in its own way..

"Two things," he said crisply. "Sorry to disturb you,

by the way, but you'll see the urgency when | tell you

t he background. Did | interrupt anything?"

"No, it's early norning here, half an hour past dawn.

We weren't ready to nove off yet." Heirndall was

doubt | ess inmpatient, but his tone was superficially affable.
"Where are you at present?"
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"Working south fromldiot's Head towards Encanp-

ment Hills. AmIl to take it you have a special order for
us?"

Ri merl ey nodded. "A double. First off, how would

you like to do a favour for Justin Kol b?"

"Anot her?" Heirndall said acidly. "The bastard has

had too many breaks in |ife already. True, but for his in-
conpetence | wouldn't be where | am nowbut |'ve

settled that score, and |'d rather not know Cosnos, he
wasn't even a noderately capabl e spacenmanj ust a

hot head with a speci ous brand of charmand t hey nade
hima hero. O rather, Quist did." He scow ed. "Ckay.
What sort of a favour?"

Rinmerley had to wi pe awnay a trace of itching sweat.

"Hot herefull summer,” he nuttered in explanation to
Heirndall. "Well, as a matter of fact he's lost his |leg
again. To a wolfshark 'this tine. The sane leg."

"And Qui st no doubt wants her tanme nonkey cured,"”
Heirndall agreed briskly. "Also we nust fill the order
qui ckly to keep her sweet against the day when she be-
conmes our higgest client. W have the specifications on
record, so it should be fairly easy. Yes?"

"Not altogether," Rinmerley nmuttered. "I nean, that

part of it is. But what's resulted fromhis encounter with
the wol fshark isn't so cheerful. He was rescued by sone
i gnorant fishernman and taken to the Corps Gl acdca hos-
pitalit was the nearest point fromwhich help could get
to him | suppose.”

Heirndall's face darkened |i ke the sky before a thun-
derstorm "In that case, we're | eaving here at once!
want to be on sone good and distant planet before the
pan boils over, with a change of nane and a change of
identitraces!"

"Wait!" Rinerley instructed in a soothing tone. "All

is not lost, you know | told Quist to get her boyfriend
out of there tonorrow norning at the latest, and bring
himto nme. There's an excellent chance they won't be in-
terested enough in Cycl opean scandal to know Kol b's
historythere's little contact between the Corps and the
Cycl opeans, as you're well aware."

"Any atall is too nuch for ne," Heirndall scow ed

"How about the genetic pattern of the graft, though?"
"Way should it occur to themto check it?" Rinerley
countered. "If they don't know Kol b's story, they'll as-
sunme it's his original |egthe nafch was eye-perfect,
renenber. Didn't | give you hell finding the exact

mat ch, and rej ect who knows how many faulty sanpl es
first?"

Hei rndal | nodded, but | ooked worried even so. R ner-

| ey plunged on.

"Even if they do know his story, they'll nost likely
take it for a regenerated linb. After all, if he's Quist's
| over, who would be nore likely to afford the journey

of fworld to sonewhere he could find that standard of
medi cal conputation? The only thing which would

make them stunbl e on the unmatched genetic pattern
would be if they attenpted a fresh regeneration them
sel ves, and cross-checked to the left leg."

"M ght they not do that?" Heirndall suggested. "It's

an open secret that Quist has no love for them and
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woul d di scontinue their |ease on the island they use if
she could. It mght occur to themto fix up Kolb to
sweeten her a little. A sort of bribe."

"If that were their intention," Rinerley said with ex-
agger ated confidence, "she wouldn't have offered, of her
own accord, to have himbrought here tonorrow norn-

ing, woul d she? She'd never have bothered to get in

touch with me at all, in fact."

"No, | guess that figures," conceded Heirndall.

"And besides," Rinerley pursued, |eaning closer to the
screen, "we are the ones who are going to offer Quist a
bribe. A bribe she couldn't possibly refuse, even if the
price were sonething very hel pful to us, likelet's say
ordering the Corps to abandon their base on Cycl ops

with inmedi ate effect. That should give them enough to
occupy their mnds without worrying about Jusrin

Kol b's leg!"

A spark gleanmed in Heirndall's eyes. He said, "If yon

can pull a trick like that to divert the storm you're clev-
erer than | thought you were. How will you organise

it?"

"Like this," Rimerley said, and began to explain.

The banquet had passed tolerably swiftly, but the
speeches afterwards were dragging on to all eternity.
Alura Quist had given up listening to the actual words

a quarter-hour earlier, and was lost in a maze of private
contenpl ati on.

Every now and agai n her eyes strayed to the seat on

her left, occupied by the senior representative of the par-
ticipants from Earth, which should have been Jusrin's
toni ght.

| feel horribly old, she told herself. And if anyone
cares to peer closely enough at ne, nore than likely |

| ook old. And when | die, what will stand to ny

menory other than a weat herworn gravestone and sone

dates in ny career which no one off Cyclops will |earn

i n school ?

Even the | ong-schened-for plan to overset the Corps's
prized principle of non-interference with ZRP's was sour
to the taste now, as she contenplated the old man at her
right: Orar Haust, from ZRP One, honoured by being

seated next to her because he was the only person present
whose ancestors had had to endure the nud-grubbing

exi stence of a refugee planet.

And he was disgracing hinmself.

He had drunk too much, to start with. At the com
mencenent of the evening he had | ooked ascetic, al nost
saintly, with his fierce white noustache fringing his up-
per lip, his halo-like white hair circling his shiny bald
pate. But he had continued to drink heavily; for the later
courses, he had insisted on waving aside cutlery and
eating with his fingers, as a sort of gesture of solidarity
with those on the ZRP's who were denied any other im

pl ements. Twi ce his hand, nmade greasy with the food, |et
fall full goblets of |iquor that splashed all over his seat-
nei ghbour -i ncl udi ng Qui st, whose prized Earth-made

gown was spattered with dark stains. And for the past
several mnutes, during the speech by the senior Earth
del egate, he had been nuttering insulting remarks in his
own not her-tongue, a divergent offshoot of the common

Gal actic | anguage which was still sufficiently close for
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Quist to have flinched at what she hal f-understood.

Since letting herself drift off into her private worries,
however, she had paid no nore attention

Suddenly she was snatched out of a mngled kal ei do-

scope of self-pity and optimsm in which Justin Kolb
figured very frequently, to realise that the old man's pa-
tience was at an end. He was on his feet, hamering

with the base of his goblet on the table, and every bl ow
spl ashed fresh gouts of liquor far and wi de. The del egate
delivering the current speech broke off in horror as
Haust bellowed in his thick accent.

"I't makes ne sick! It nakes me want to vonmit! Here's

all this fine talk about our poor m serable brothers and
sisters out on the refugee planets, which we're for-
bidden to liberate and bring back to the fold of civilisa-
ti onand who's spew ng out these platitudes? Hn?

Who' s nout hing these pious nothings about what we

ought to do?"

Aghast, the assenbl ed conpany of notabl es | ooked

el sewhere for sonme | ess enbarrassi ng spectacle than the
aged drunkard, sl obbering down his chin.

"Il tell you!" he roared. "A gang of dirty |ying hypo-
crites! That's what you all are! Look at you!" He
hurled his goblet in the general direction of the speaker
fromEarth, a m|d-mnnered wonan of ninety or a

hundred with a distinguished political record on her

home world; fortunately the mssile sailed wi de of her
"Look at you!" Haust repeated. "Wth the rolls of

Eart hsi de fat wobbling around your middle! And all the
rest of you, the sane. As for you"

He rounded on Quist, who shrank back in her chair.

Al armed attendants noved cl ose, uncertain whether to

try and restrain Haust or wait till he actually struck
their mstress. She was frozen and could offer them no
clue for guidance.

"You're as bad as the rest!" the old man raved. "Wo
keeps the ZRP's in subjusubju' arion? The Corps stink-

ing Galacrica, that's who, and their whining | ackeys in
the Patrol! And who | eases a base right here on Cy-

cl oshShycl opsright on this filthy world whatever its

nane is!to the triply damed Corps? Wy, you do!

Aargh! G ve ne sone nore drink to wash away the

taste of you!"

H snatched at the nearest goblet, which happened to

be Quist's own, and as he nmade to raise it to his lips |ost
his precarious grip on stability and went crashing to the
floor.

"I amsure," said the next speaker, "we ought to learn

a |l esson fromwhat too many of us took sinply as a dis-
gusting exhibition." He was a | ean man fromthe twn
wor | ds of Al pha and Beta Lobul ae, which having been

bl essed with few internal troubles had much surplus en-
ergy for neddling in those of other systens. "It should
have rem nded us all that we are not dealing with ab-
stracts, but with human beings, with a capacity to suffer,
and suffer nore greatly than we fortunate children of
happi er worl ds can know. Indeed, it comes as no great
surprise to me to realise that Omar Haust feels hinself
unnecessarily nocked by the presence of the Corps

Gal acrica base on this planetwhose hospitality and
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whose governnent's synpathy with our ains | do not
question, but whose action in this respect perhaps casts
doubt in the minds of waverers about our ultinmate deter-
m nation."

That, Quist realised with a sinking heart, called for a
reply. And it would be useless to state the truththat but
for the inconme the leasing of that island to the Corps
brought to Cycl ops, the del egates woul d not be here; the
revenue tipped the bal ance between Cycl ops affording

and not affording an interstellar fleet, small though it had
to be.

She rose and | ooked around. She could use the opening

of her original speech, she decided, and began on it. The

conpositor had worked well, and it soon had the dele-
gates listening in cal mself-approval, bar the man from
Lobul ae.

To him finally, she said with an air of desperation, "It

must of course be recalled that in the days when the
agreenent between nmy our government and the Corps

was reached, the first of the ZRP s had not yet been
chanced upon. Far be it fromme to decry the usefu

work the Corps has done, in its capacity as the interstel-
lar counterpart to a police force. It seens only to be in
the area of framing policy that they have exceeded their

i ntended brief."

Nods to that.

"However, we are grateful for the suggestion. 1'll have
the proposal investigated, and if on balance it does ap-
pear th;kt such an action would be an effective lever in
securing our ains against the opposition of the Corps, |
will nake a formal statenent to that effect.”

Appl a?ase. She sat down, wishing with all her heart

that justin were here to shower his praise on her, forced
t hough she knew it to be.

Heaven help Cyclops if | have to act on that vaporous
promni se, she thought grimy, and turned to snile at those
del egates who were conplinenting her on what she had

sai d*

Nol e had gone off again, still in a state of agitation, to
see whether there was a print-out fromthe conputer

whi ch he had set to tracking the gene-type of the tissue
in Kolb's leg-graft.

It was very quiet in the office where Maddal ena and
Langenschni dt waited for news. The hospital humed

with the sanme soft efficient noise as an advanced aut o-
matic factory; since its business was the repair and main-
tenance of what were after all the highly conpl ex
mechani snms of human fl esh, that wasn't surprising. Dimy
from beyond the walls noise of other repair work reached
them clashing as hull-plates were fitted to ships under-
goi ng overhaul, the subdy disturbing noan of drive units

on test.
Maddal ena had been staring at tonight's half noon-
smal |, and reduced in size still further by its distance

from Cycl opsfor some m nutes before she spoke agai n.
"There are an awful lot of things | can't get clear
about the situation here, Gus. Maybe you'd better edu-

cate ne."
"Hn?" Langenschmi dt jerked his head. "Ch! Ch yes.
I"msorryl'mstill working on the fal se assunption that

you were briefed before you were sent to Cyclops. Since
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you weren't, presumably you know practically nothing
about it. After all, it's never been a world to hit the
gal actic headlines."

"The last rime | paid it any attention was twenty years
back. There nust have been many changes since then."
"Yes and no." Langenschm dt had been perchi ng on

the end of the roomis single |arge table; now he grew
unconfortable and noved to a contoured chair, drop-
ping his body into it absently and letting it slunp.
"Thet he nmood of Cyclops, the planetaiy average of

human attitudes, so to speak, is constant over a |ong
period, as it is anywhere. What was the word | beard

you appl y?"

" Predat ory?"

"Exactly. Ummm . . . Were the hell ought | to

start?" Langenschnidt rubbed his face tiredly. "d ear

back at the beginning, | guess. It nust start with the fact
that it's an unsupendsed foundation."

Maddal ena started. "Is is now? That accounts for a

great deal, | inmmgine."

"I"'msure it does. O the two hundred and sixty civil-

i sed worlds, over two hundred foll owed the standard of -
ficial patternexploration, selected colonisation under the
direction of a polymath trained intensively for the de-
vel opnent of one and only one particular planet, and
eventual ly opening to immgration. Cyclops is anong the
anomal ous fifty-odd. It's a second-stage offshoot from
Dagon. Ring any bells?"

"COF course it does." Maddal ena hesitated, then gave a
little nervous |laugh. "Dear Qus! How little you've
changed! You still have exactly the same | ecturing man-
ner as you did when you first briefed ne on ZRP Four-

t eent ouchy, expecting this conceited Earthgirl to have

i gnorance of unplunbabl e depth."

"I"'msorry." Langenschm dt gave a crooked snmile. "So

we take the rest as read. They made one of their rare

m st akes on Dagon, and picked for its polymath a man

who couldn't stand the strain. He clashed with one of his
continental managers, who finally couldn't endure it any
nmore and deci ded he could do better by hinself on sone
other planet. He, and about four thousand followers, |eft
Dagon and set out towell, to honestead Cycl ops,

guess.

"It was as tough in the early days as it nust have been
on ZRP One, or sone other conparatively hospitable

ZRP. Naturally, since he'd attracted his followers on the
basis of liberty- fromthe authoritarian whins of a bad
polymath, the original |eader insisted on at |east the
structure of a representative governnent, and that's sur-
vived, but only as a formality to the degree required to
qualify Cyclops as a nenber of galactic civilisation
Their laws follow the Unified Galactic Code, too. In

t heory.

"In fact, starting off with so great a handicap, they |et
all this remain a formality and proceeded to devel op a
hand-to-nouth pattern they've never escaped from It's
one of the few civilised planets where ruthl essness brings
power. Quist, who has been the de facto head of govern-
ment for a long time now, has no better qualifications
for the )ob than sheer |love of authority. She enjoys giv-
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i ng orders and havi ng them obeyed that significant one
per cent nore than anyone el se.

"I'f you want handy conparisonswell, they have to

be pre-Galactic. First century atonmic era. Earthside areas
i ke Spain, some countries of Latin America, and sone of
South Asia. Were you had an econony too inpover-

i shed to support the governnmental structure of a finan-
cially efficient admnistration, but a sort of crust of great
weal th overlying it. Half the popul ation are at the pov-
erty line, athird are illiterate, a quarter are di seasedbut
perhaps one in twenty have achi eved sone kind of per-
sonal success by pure doggedness."

"I didn't realise you knew Earthside history as well as
that," Maddal ena said after a nmonent's silence

"I don't, really, | just needed sonme guide to Cycl ops
when they posted ne here, and these are the exanples

our social psychol ogi sts dredged up for ne."

"What does support the Cycl opean econony? And

wWiat's the total popul ati on now?"

"Efficient census-taking is one of the expensive |uxuries
they don't enjoy, but our best estimates are around seven
to eight hundred mllion. Mark you, life expectancy is
low, one child in eight dies inits first year. As to the
econony: it's self-sapporring in respect of food and
housi ngthe climate in the equatorial belt is an ad-
vantage there, with very nild rainy seasons and no rea

wi nt ersand several other basics like textiles . . . It's a
safe Class A planet, or the original settlers would never
have survived

"About the only exports are fish-oil, which serves as a
source of proteins for farther synthesis and ultinmate use
as a diet-suppl ement on sonme nearby vitam n-poor worlds,
and raw materials fromthe asteroid belt. There are sone
| unps of ore pure enough to be worth shipping | ong dis-
tances. But the nmargin is slender, and two invisible ex-
ports make the crucial difference between getting by and
rel apsing to starvation.

"One of themis a snall tranp space-fleet, consisting of
a hundred-odd interstellar vessels. And the other isal
this." Langenschmi dt gestured to enbrace their surround-
ings. "Cyclops is conveniently sited with respect to the
forward bases in this sector, and we've rented this island
since shortly after the Corps was constituted.

"Trapped in their econonic snare, the Cycl opeans

don't like having us beret Isn't it a truly ancient platitude
that the poor don't like the police? But here we are, and
they can't afford to be rid of us."

The of fi ce comuni cator sounded, and Nol e's voice,
nervous, addressed them "Conmandant, can you cone

down to the conputing roon? I'mgetting results |I can't
make sense of, and | think you'll want to see them"

"Comi ng!" Langenschm dt said briskly, and rose.

Very cautiously, Bracy Dyge swung his | egs over the

side of the bed. It was further to the floor than he had
expected. Anyway, this hardly fitted his concept of a
bedit was an el aborate therapeutic installation with a

di sturbi ng aura of near-sentience about it, and he woul d
much rather have been on the pile of inflated fish-skins
whi ch he was used to at home, three inches fromthe
ground.

He had been instructed to |lie here and sl eep, but he'd
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been unable to. After ashort lifetine on the edge of
starvation, the nutrient and restorative shots he had been
given had acted like a violent stinmulantsonething the
doctors shoul d have nmade al |l owances for, but hadn't,
being used to scaling their treatnent to the healthier and
better-fed patients they- nornally had.

He felt, in short, fighting fit. The burns he had suf-
fered when he let off his signal rockets against the wolf-
shark had been dressed with sonething to relieve the
pai n, and al though he had | ost half his braided hair and
several square inches of skin, the injured area was coo
and perfectly confortable. Nothing distracted himfrom
what was uppernost in his mndto wit, the fact that he
had been brought to half-1egendary Corps Island, from
which the local inhabitants were strictly excl uded.
Tonorrow he woul d have to ask to be sent awayhe

owed it to his fanmily to get back to sea and try and
conpl ete his unfinished business. He had ventured to tel
the doctor of his dream anbitionbeing allowed to join

the Corpsbut sonmething in the answering | augh had
convinced himit was a ridicul ous proposal. They had
prom sed to nend his fish-finder, and he woul d have to

be content with that as his reward for rescuing the wolf-
shar k- hunt er.

If only it had been one of the nen fromthe Corps

base . . .! But it was useless to wish that the past were
different.

Maybe he coul d beg replacenents for his torn solar

sails, too. Even so, tonorrow he woul d have to | eave

and |ying wakeful w thout using this opportunity to see
how the Corps |lived was nore than he coul d endure.

He stole to the door and funbled with the latch. It
proved to be sinple in operation, and after pressure .on a
raised patch in its centre the panel slid back into the
wal |, revealing an enpty corridor beyond.

After cautious listening for footsteps or hushing

wheel s such as he had heard earlier, when he was being
brought in, he darted down the passage and around the
first corner.

Here the nature of his surroundi ngs changed com

pletely. Instead of barely delineated doors, there were

| arge obl ong wi ndows, and not giving on to the outside,
either, like any wi ndows he had seen before. They re-
veal ed the interior of the adjacent roons.

He crept to the first one and peered through. Al he
could see was a tangle of equipnent |like the interior of
his fish-finder, but nuch nore conplicated. He tried to
discern its function, and failed; then it noved of its own
accord, sone shining arm maki ng a connection, and

alarmed at this he nmoved on.

Here what he found was far nore interesting. There

was a naked woman.

She was tall, and very beautiful even though her skin

was darker than Bracy's owna sign, according to his
standards, that she was of his own |ow class, too poor to
sit in the shade when the sun was hot. She | ay supine on
a padded trolley, eyes closed. Around her, the whole
roomwas filled with nmechani sns that noved slowy,

slowl y, on inconprehensible tasks.

Hi s eyes traced the curves of her shapely body: left
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arm here, folded over her breast, right armihere?

Wth sudden shock he realised that her right arm was

in the mw of one of the machines, which was noving

up it in precisely the sane way as a suckernouth | am
prey engul fed its unfortunate prey.

Li ke all poverty-line children on Cyclops, he had been
threatened with the vengeance of the Corps when he

m sbehaved as a youngster. To see what he mi stook for
sone terrible torture unnerved him and he uttered a cry
nf terror.

"What was that?" a voice said, distant but distinct, and
he realised abruptly that had he not been so fascinated
by what he had di scovered he woul d have heard foot -

st eps approachi ng. Gaspi ng, he spun, and caught sight of
a man and a wonan at the intersection of corridors be-

hi nd him

"Who in the-?" the man said. "Hey, you!'

Bracy took to his heels, fleeing randomy down the

bl ank-wal | ed passages. Behind himcane the fearful pur-
suers, shouting, until the superior speed which terror |ent
enabled himto outstrip them and he canme to a dark tun-
nel -1i ke tube down which he dived, thinking to find

sanct uary.

"That nust be the fisherboy who rescued Kol b," Lan-
genschm dt told Maddal ena. "No one else with hair like
that would be in the hospital. And where the hell he's
managed to di sappear to, | don't know. But one thing's
surehe was headi ng for master operations control, and
we've got to wi nkle himout before he breaks sonething.
See a communi cat or anywhere? Whatever Nol e has

found it will just have to wait."

Overnight rain had nade the track into a nuddy

swanp. The patient, imensely strong yorb floundered
many tines, its broad pads sliding on the greasy ground
as it strove to drag the |aden cart past a particularly
treacherous patch. On each occasion, however, Firdaus

got down without conplaint to break branches fromthe
surroundi ng undergrowth and spread themin front of

t he wheel s.

The reins linp and slippery in her hands, Soraya

found herself stirred to dimgratitude for the boy's
silence. Alnpbst, she was nminded to go back on her deci-
sion that if the Receivers of the Sick accepted her

nmot her she woul d | eave hone forever. Perhaps Firdaus

did i ndeed have her best interests at heart.

The ol d woman | ay unconpl ai ni ng on the heap of soft

skins with which they had padded the crude wooden

cart. Cccasionally her hands twitched in her sleep. It was
better that she should sleep, Soraya thought. Even

t hough she had had a long lucid period since her near-fa-
tal attack of the quakes, the di sease had weakened her
dreadful ly; she could hardly wal k nore than a dozen
steps without a fit of fainting, and her skin was shrunken
over her wasted fl esh.

She had said she was pl eased at Soraya's decision to try
and get her taken by the Receivers, declaring she had
been a usel ess burden for far too long. But was that a ra-
tional opinion, or the apathetic consequence of the debil -
itating sickness? After so many bouts of it, anyone night
wi sh to get things over and done with.

"Not far now," Firdausi whispered. "One nore hill,
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and we shall be on a good dry road for the rest of the
trip."

She gave a nod, but in reality scarcely heard what he

had sai d.

The sky was grey above; the trees around, draped

with their curious hair-like foliage, were grey-green and

still dripping fromthe | ast downpour before dawn. It
was a setting which exactly matched her depressed
nmood.

Suppose they don't take her after all? Suppose they

say Fve delayed too longthat if Fd brought her to

them a nonth sooner, they could have hel ped her, but

now it's useless? | shall never forgive nyself. Never

The yorb drew the cart over the crest of the last hil
before their destination, and as Firdausi had pron sed
they found thensel ves on a good hard road, well beaten
down and with a top dressing of conpacted gravel

Ahead, the town | ooned, nuch |arger than the vill age
where she had spent her life: there nust be al nbst a

t housand houses, she told herself.

It was hard to credit the stories of the ancients that
men had once been nunmbered in millions, and dwelt

anong the shining stars.

Alittle distance further on, they encountered a farm

| abour er backing a balky yorb into the shafts of a cart
piled high with edible roots, and he greeted themcivilly.
When t hey expl ai ned the purpose of their errand, he

poi nted towards the town.

"The Receivers aren't yet here, but they're expected
hourly, | believe. Good health attends ny famly, |uck-
ily, so | made no special inquiry this tine. Go to the
mar ket squareyou'll find others gathered who are af-
flicted as you are."

"Many thanks," Firdausi said, and urged their yorb
onwar d.

Lors Heirndall's lip curled with utter contenpt as the
first sign reached himthat they were nearing the goal;
the snell.

The stupidity of these people! The dirt, the disease,

the | ack of hygiene! How could they be regarded as hu-
man at all when they lived like wild beasts? If this were
truly man's "natural state", fromwhich only a slow
process of technical evolution had lifted himtowards the
clean bright cities of galactic civilisation, it was a won-
der any progress was ever achieved.

They seened to lack all rational system operating by

a bunch of crude unconprehended near-superstitions:
boiling their drinking-water, for exanplefromhere, it
was possible to see the plume of steam ascendi ng over

the | ocal waterworks. That was presumably a diktat im
posed by one of the original refugees who had kept his
head in the aftermath of disaster, and woul d have nmade
sense in the context of a proper sanitary code. As it
stood, it was a pointless ritual negated by the | ack of de-
cent drai nage

Still, some of the accidents of cultural evolution had
turned out to be advantageous: the institution of the Re-
ceivers of the Sick, for instance. That nust have begun
as a formof quarantine and isolation for sufferers from
di seases which the rudinmentary facilities of the refugees

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20Repairmen%200f%20Cyclops.txt (38 of 86) [1/17/03 6:50:30 PM]



file:///F)/rah/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20Repai rmen%200f%20Cyclops.txt

could not cope with; it woTild have been hoped that

sonme at |least of the patients mi ght recover naturally, but
as a precaution they were renmoved fromtheir own com
munities to special |ocations.

The system had fallen al nost conpletely into disuse,
because the staff of these quarantine areas were them

sel ves successively w ped out by infections caught from
those they were trying to help. But reviving it had pro-
vided Heirndall and his nen with an excellent cover for
their work.

And if it ever came to |light what had been done here,
there was little chance of swift retribution. Mdst civilised
pl anets recogni sed the right of euthanasia for the incura-
biy sick, and provided the debate about non-interference,
yes or no, could be kept on the boil the Corps would

never dare execute summary puni shnent.

He found these reflections conforting to sone

degreeand he needed confort. For all his mask of dedi-
cated ruthl essness, Heirndall was capable of anxiety, and
what Rinerley had told himhad been alarning, to say

the | east.

It was to be hoped that his ingenious trick to provide
the Corps with another maj or headache and distract their

i nterest woul d work.

H s train of attendantsriding yorbs, as he was: no

ot her transportation was known here apart from rough
cartsfoll owed himdown the hill road towards the

town. Behi nd canme the wagon, covered with an opaque

cloth screen on wooden poles, in which were the well -
guarded secrets of their job. A party of |ocal notables
waited to greet themat the town's edge, and after a
suitably grave exchange of good w shes they al
proceeded together to the market square.

We shall have to do some nore propaganda here,

Hei rndal | advi sed hinmsel f as he scanned the horrible col -
| ection of palsied and nmai med and sickly candi dates for
the good offices of the Receivers. W nust get it through
their heads that an aged crone, or an ill-nourished infant,
i s beyond hope--rwhat we can "offer to help" is typically
a healthy but injured | ate adol escent.

Suddenly, as he was about to turn away, he saw the

girl sitting with her boy-friend on the last-arrived cart at
the side of the square. H's heart gave an uncharacteristic
|l eap. To a first glance, it appeared that what he had been
asked by Rinerley to locate had turned up without his
even | ooking. O course, it would require closer exam
ination to nmake sure, but the chance was so good he

found himself grinning in a fashion quite unsuited to his
pose in this society.

Nervously, Soraya waited as the Receivers nade their
rounds of the sick. Firdauri wanted to hold her hand
whi l e they watched, but she coul d not bear anyone's

touch except her nother's. The old wonan was awake

and kept trying to lift her head, but fail ed.

At last the Receivers cane to their cart, and after ac-
know edgi ng good w shes peered down solemly at the

wast ed body on the heap of skins.

"Your nother?" the | eader of the Receivers inquired

of them

"M ne," Soraya said. "Unhthis young nan is a friend

who came with us."
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"l see." The Receiver nodded. He had a face of such
sternnessnose cruelly beaked, nmouth thin and
straightthat Soraya found it hard to recall what Mar-

ouz had told her: that these were good nen, full of an-
cient wi sdom and kind intentions.

"Come with ne, please," he said abruptly, and ges-

tured Soraya to descend fromthe cart. Shivering a little,
she conplied, and was astoni shed when the Receiver set
off at a brisk pace towards his own wagon.

Fol | owi ng, she tried to point out that it was her

nmot her and not herself who had cone to seek hel p. The

man i gnored her protestations, saying nothing until they
canme to the wagon. Then he nade her get up on it,

hol di ng back the cloth screens to | et her through

Beyond, in a tiny enclosure, there was a table with

many strange things on it: little glass tubes, white tiles
mar ked in squares on sone of which were snears of

bl ood, dishes and jars containing coloured |iquids. There
were also two chairs, one this side, one that side of the
tabl e.

A man in Receiver robes with his hood thrown back
appeared from between the hangi ngs that conceal ed the
rear part of the wagon. He instructed her to sit down,
taking froma pad on the table a sharp needl e which

he Jabbed wi thout warning into the ball of her thunb.

She gave a litde cry, and the Receiver who had escort-

ed her uttered a few words of nechanical reassurance
There followed a sort of ritual whose neaning she did

not understand. The bl ood fromthe needl e-prick was

taken in a glass tube and sneared on the white tiles; then
sonme nore was dropped into a )ar of coloured |iquid;

then nore still, which had to be squeezed out, was taken
out of sight into the back of the wagon. | nconprehensi -
bl e sounds foll owedhunming like insects', a gentle clat-
tering, nmuttered comments in near-whispers.

The man with his hood thrown back returned and

gave a nod to the other man waiting at Soraya's side. He
had brought with himanother needl e, which he drove

into the fleshy part of her forearnonce nore without
war ni ng her.

Eyes pl eadi ng, Soraya nutely sought an expl anation

for all this.

"There is nothing we can do for your nother," said

the man who had brought her. "W have said often and
often that the aged are beyond our hel p. Sickness nust
nostly be overcone by the sufferer; we can best help
those who have youth and strength on their side."
Soraya's ears were full of the rushing of blood.

"However, by the sane token, that makes you very

| ucky," the Receiver said.

"What ?" Though the begi nnings of tears she gazed

Ti p.

"You are young enough to be helped, and it is stil

early in the course of"

"What ?" She leapt to her feet. "I'mnot sick! 1-1-"

The rushing in her ears gave way to ringing; the cloth
wal s, the tall black-garbed Receivers, everything seened
to swirl around |like water in a stirred pot.

She col | apsed.

Wth great apprehension Firdausi saw the Receiver
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returning alone fromtheir wagon. He gl anced at So-
ray-a's nother and saw she had drifted back into cona.
But where was Soraya?

"l have good and bad news for you, young man," the
Recei ver said, comng close

"lIdon't understand!" Firdausi stammered.

"Your girl-friend has conme to us in good time, and we
will accept her."

"But!" His mnd froze; his eyes sought a key- to this
mystery on the Receiver's face

"I presurme you will be entitled to accept the paynent
we custonarily nmake?" the bl ack-robed man encour -

aged, and lifted into sight a heavy jingling bag which
could only contain the crude soft nmetal which served as
currency here.

Greed fought with amazenent in Firdausi's baffled
brain. That bag | ooked heavythe size of a rich girl's
dowry. Nonet hel ess, he choked out, "But her nother?"
"She is old, and past our help."

There was a nonent of silence. Then he said with a
surge of determ nation, "But Soraya is fit and well!"
"You think so? Then cone with ne!"

Dunb, he conmplied, and trailed the Receiver across

the square to the space before the covered wagon

There, his astoni shed eyes net the spectacle of Soraya,
being carried down the steps to be laid on a pallet on the
ground. There was absolutely no m staking the trenors
that racked her slender young body.

The quakes. The dread killer was afflicting her as it
had done her nother.

"In our care, there is hope for her," the Receiver was
saying. "If you are fond of her, you'll raise no objec-
tion."

Firdausi wasn't listening. He barely felt the tug on his
hand as the string of the netal -heavy bag was | ooped
around his nervel ess fingers.

Nonet hel ess, since it was the only consol ati on he was
likely to be offered, he finally clutched it to him

X

Alarmlights were already flashing and bells sounding
di screet but insistent warnings everywhere in the hospi-
tal when Nole cane running full pelt to join Langen-
schm dt and Maddal ena outside the entry to naster
operations control

"I've alerted as many of the staff as | can reach," he
panted. "Not many, of coarsewe don't rmaintain a night
schedule normally. And this isn't the kind of emergency
we have drills prepared for. \Wat exactly happened?"
Langenschmi dt expl ai ned how they canme to spot

Bracy on their way to )oin himin the computing office.
Nol e gave a conprehendi ng nod.

"He nust have been | ooking in at one of the regener-
ation roonsprobably the end one. There's a woman in
there who lost her right hand in an accident at the main
repair dock | ast week. What this fisherboy was doing
out of his own room thoughthat's what | can't under-
stand. He seened very tired and perfectly co-operative
when | checked himearlier."

"I''l'l make a guess," Maddal ena said sourly. "He didn't
want to m ss his one and only chance of seeing over the
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premni ses. "

"That doesn't nmatter," Langenschm dt cut in. "The

fact is he's gone down that tunnel there, and it's taking
hi m where he can cause one hell of a mess if he's not

st opped qui ckly."

"Where does it | ead?" Maddal ena denmanded

"I told you, didn't 1? The hospital's power-plant is

down there, all its automatic service controls, all its sup-
plies of things |ike activated water, oxygen, |ife-sustain-
ing nutrient flows, artificial tissue-synthesisthe whole
lot."

"Way in the gal axy, then, do you just |eave the tunne
open like that?" Maddal ena excl ai med, astoni shed.
"Anyone likely to come this way in the normal course

of events is a Corpsman, and too sensible to pry into
dark corners," Langenschm dt grunted. "lI'mgoing to
have your hide, Nol eyou realise that, don't you.? Leav-
ing the kid in an unl ocked room "

"Yes, but" Nole recognised the futility of naking
excuses, and turned away.

Men and wonen were joining them now from every
direction, one or two in the sane self-sterilising whites as
Nol e, the majority in casual clothing, having been routed
out of their quarters or called back fromrecreation
Langenschmi dt briefed themcrisply on the situation

D smayed, they exchanged gl ances.

"I's there any risk of himdoing deliberate danage?"

one of the earliest arrivals inquired.

"No, but he's probably in panic. He ran as soon as he
saw us. Any suggestions?"

For a nonent there was silence. Then an elderly

worman who had apparently left the solar therapy room
to cone here, for she wore only a muslin thigh-length
shift, spoke up.

"Not nore than two people to go after him wearing
respirators, and carrying cylinders of sone anaesthetic
woul d be easier than trying to reason with him"
"Great," Langenschmi dt said. "Let's"

"Just a nmonent," Nole put in. "How about the radia-
tion?"

"What ?" Langenschni dt biinked. "W're on fusion,

aren't we? Wat radiation?"

"I have a couple of cases at the nonent in need of iso-
tope treatment. |'m processing iodine-131 and pot as-
sium40. I'mnot saying he will, but he might go too

cl ose to the bombardnment source."

"Marvel | ous," Langenschmidt said bitterly. "So we

don't just go after himlooking |ike nonsterswe go

| ooking |i ke mechanical nmen, in armoured suits. Well, if
it's got to be done, it's got to be done. Vol unteers?"
“I''l'l go," Nole nuttered. "My fault."

Bracy Dyge was hardly thinking at all now The ef-

fect of irrational terror had been multiplied a score of
times in his mnd by the conbined i npact of the drugs
he had been given and the viol ent expenditure of energy
while he was fleeing fromunnamabl e horrors. To find

hi msel f among machi neryseeni ngly wi thout end, fl oor

to ceilingwhich at any nmonment ni ght devour him as

t he naked woman behi nd the w ndow had appeared to

be being consumed, was nore than the fragile web of his
self-control could stand. He was npani ng and panting as
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he stunbl ed around the banked machi nes seeking a pl ace
of safety.

Wien he first canme down here, it had been dark, but

sone distant switch had been turned and now the whol e
huge room gl owed with sourceless light. Was there no
shadowy corner for himto skulk in?

Movenents at the corner of vision terrified him |anps
signalling on instrunment panels made him junp. Even the
hi gh-ozone snell, indicative of the i mense power slum
bering within the apparatus, was fearful to hi mwho had
never before been so near a fusion plant.

Gasping for breath, he halted on a gl eam ng panel set
into the floor, which was warmto his bare feet, and
heard a noi se behind him Jerking his head around, he
saw two white, bulky forns |ike distorted human bei ngs
approachi ng noi sel essly, carrying what his fright-warped
eyes interpreted as guns. He screaned wordl essly and

ran forward again, randomy, to begin a deadly gane of
cat-and-nmouse all over the big hall

It was not |ong before his remants of cunning discov-
ered that there was one place where his pursuers were
reluctant to go; twice, he sawthemsidle away froma

| arge bl ack machi ne the body of which was a netal tube
as long as his ann, with thick power cables snal dng away
fromit across the floor. Wiy they avoided it, he
conidn't guess, but as soon as he found a neans of doing
so, he dived for this tabooed zone.

Bat those attending himhad not bothered to renove

the chrone ear-ring he wore, once they were satisfied it
was adequately sterile. As soon as he cane in range of
the eddy-currents surrounding the nmachi nery, the netal
heated up. It was as well Cyclops was not so totally
backward as still to use netal tooth-fillings, for the effect
on those woul d have been agonising. As it was, he felt as
t hough he had been seized by the ear-lobe in a pair of
red-hot pincers, and screaned, and incontinently fled
back towards the door.

And that was where they gassed hi mdown, but not

before he had acquired a dose of hard radiation sufficient
to strip the other half of his head bare of his prized bl ack
hair.

"W got him" Nole said unnecessarily as the linp

body was placed on a trolley for renoval to the wards.
"But he'll be one sick boy for at |east a week."

"You're an idiot, Nole," Langenschnm dt said in a tone-

|l ess voice. "That's only the start of the trouble. How
about the famly he's said to have left in Garignol?
Now we' | | have to send them sonme sort of relief, and if
we don't gauge it exactly right we'll have half the poor
fisherfol k of the planet begging for handouts to match
those given to this one famly . . . Hell, that's ny worry,
and it can wait for tonorrow. |I'mgetting tired, you
know? |'ve had a pretty wearing tinme lately, and dealing
wi th energenci es when | ought to be catching up on | ost
sleep isn't hel ping ne any! "

Nol e hesitated. "Uh don't you want to know about

the data | got on Kolb's |eg?"

It seened |ike |ast year, instead of an hour earlier,
when they had set out to the conmputing roomto inspect
these carious findings. Langenschnm dt ran a weary hand
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through his hair.

"Ckay, | guess so. But there's not much point, really. |
can hardly take any action before the norning, and even
thenoh. I'mranbling! Hurry up, then, before | kee

over and take ny nap on the floor!"

Fol | owi ng hi m down the corridor with Nole, Mudda-

| ena found herself regretting that she had. ever uttered
her contrary opi ni on when Langenschni dt told her

about the ZRP controversy. The pleasure he had felt on
seei ng her had masked the toll the problem had taken
fromhim Now, she was conming to realise that if it af-
fected himso deeply she had no right to judge it on the
basi s of her own miserabl e experience on a single ZRP
which, after all, she had chosen herself, with her eyes
open.

"Here's the print-out,"” Nole said, with a kind of eager
nervousness perhaps intended to disguise his enbarrass-
ment at letting the Dyge boy get out of his room and
cause so nmuch bother. "You'll see it come in three sec-
tions. First off, | asked for a local identificationin other
words, for a likely point of origin on Cyclops."

"And got a zero reading, hn?" Langenschnidt's brow

was furrow ng; he seened to have recovered a little
fromhis fit of exhaustion.

"That's right. The gene-type is non-Cycl opean, yoa

may take that as definite. H's other leg, from which
took a conparison sanple, is |ocal and quite common.
"Now t he nenory does contain a list of those

wor | dssonme eight or ten of them | believewhere do-
nor-grafting is still accepted nedical practice. Sone cul -
tures regard it as an honorable thing to pernit part of
one's body to continue in service after one's death. But
there's nowhere within about thirty parsecs where this

appl i es.

"Anyway, | got another zero out of that |line of in-
quiry. So | set for all-galaxy paraneters, and | got non-
sense! "

He made an inpatient gesture at the print-out, and
Langenschnidt read it through very slowy and care-
fully.

"How many's that? N nety-some worlds.?" he grunted.
"Ni nety-twobut bl azes, ook at them wll you?

H ghest probability, which isn't a match even so, is
Earth! And who woul d concei vably have got Kolb a
l'inb-graft from Earth?"

"What do you think, Maddal ena?" Langenschni dt de-
manded.

"Unl ess things have changed beyond belief," Mad-

dal ena said slowy, "no Earthborn person woul d consider
letting part of his body be exported after death."
"But that's not the whole story!" Nole rapped. "The
conmput er was hesitant about assigning these |ocations.
The correspondence is marginal. And the direction in

whi ch the variations are significant is ridiculous! I could
print the information if you want, but it's highly techni-
cal."

"We'll take your word," Langenschm dt said. "Just

make it a bit clearer, will you?"

"Wl | uhone coul d say that the direction of the
anomalies is away fromthe human."

There was a puzzled silence. Maddal ena broke it. "It
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couldn't be a synthesised prosthetic, could it? |I've never
heard of such a thing, but it seenms a reasonabl e sugges-
tion."

I npressed, Nole gave a nod. "Yon nean a |linb syn-

thesi sed to an approxi mate specification, instead of regen-
erated to nake a match with the opposite linb? It could

be, it just conid."

"But is there anywhere to your know edge where such

a technique is enpl oyed?" Langenschm dt asked.

"No . . . Though with the | og)am we have in scien-
tific communi cation these days, that's not conclusive. If
you like, I'lIl have the data sifted and give you a verdict

jn the norning."

"You do that," Langenschm dt sighed. "Ri ght now,

want to call it a day. I'"'msorry | fouled up your first
eveni ng here, Maddal ena, because | was really intending
to give you a good tine."

"What ? Oh!" Maddal ena had clearly not been |isten-

ing. "That doesn't matter, Gus. But before we go, can |
just check out another idea | had a nonment ago?"

"Why not ?"

Maddal ena | ooked at Nole. "Can you fix an Earthside

| ocation with your equipnent? In other words, can you
determ ne the areas where the correspondence is cl osest?"
"Earth's population is pretty dammed m xed," Nol e

said, staring. "After all, every single gene-type in the
gal axy is found there, barring a fewlate nmutations."
"I"'mpretty mxed nyself," Maddal ena agreed inpa-
tiently. "lberian, Anerind, and who knows what ? But
check, will you?"

Nol e shrugged and put the question to the nachine.
"Below the limt of acceptable probability," he an-
nounced. The cl osest approach i suh how do you pro-
nounce that? lIran, would it be?"

"Qus," Maddal ena said, barely audible, "there was a
second | anguage on Zarathustra, wasn't there?"

"OfF course there was! You've been speaking a bastard
cross between Irani and Galactic for the past twenty"
Langenschni dt broke off, his face going mlk-pale.

"Dr Nole," Maddal ena pursued, "did you conpute

your findings with non-civilised gene-types as well as
civilised? I'lIl wager you didn't!"™ Atrifle maliciously, she
added, "I'mreferring, of course, to the ZRP's."

Nol e gave a strangl ed gasp and revised his instructions
to the machine. Alnost instantly there was a fresh

print-out.
"Probability seventy per cent plus or mnus two," he
reported. "No, I'"'mafraid you're wong, in that case

which is a relief. The readi ng woul d have to exceed
eighty to be actionable.”

"Even if we turn out to be dealing with ZRP Nunber
Twenty-two?" Maddal ena sai d softly.

There was a frozen pause. Then Langenschm dt

cl apped his hands and expl oded. "Maddal ena, how have
managed w thout you for all this tine? Nole, where the

hell is the nearest communicator? Maddal ena, you're a
geni usdam you!"
Xn

Lool dng slightly- dazed, Nole stared at Mddal ena
whi | e Langenschni dt waited for his conmuni cator con-
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nection to be made.
"Nunmber Twenty-two, " he said, as though wei ghi ng

the statement for sone elusive additional neaning. "I'm
sorry, but I'mnot yet sure what you nean."
"Ch, conme now " WMaddal ena snapped. "If you weren't

so worried about Gus's threat to have your hide for let-
ting the fisherboy get |oose, you' d have seen it before
did. That leg of Kolb isn't regenerated and it isn't origi-
nal. So it's got to be either a graft or a synthesised pros-
thetic. You said yourself you didn't know of anywhere

the latter technique was being applied, though it's per-
fectly feasible. So it's alnbst certainly a graft.

"You sai dagai nyou don't know of any near by

wor | ds where they make graft material avail able. More-
over, the conputer virtually rules out the chance of a
gene-type corresponding to the tissue of the | eg occur-
ring on any planet near Cyclops. But it does suggest that
the ultimate origin of the ancestral strain mght well
have lain in the Iran area of Earth.

"At the tinme when the Zarathustra nova took pl ace,

sone ten or twelve per cent of the planet's popul ation
were of predom nantly Irani stockenough to support

their own | anguage as a nminority tongue agai nst the
pressure of Galactic, and to develop a Zarathustran di-
alect with Irani adm xtures." Maddal ena checked. "Stop

me, by the way, if |I'm ploughing old ground for you."

Nol e shook his head quickly. "Candidly, even though

at least half the patients who get sent here for mm)or
over haul have been on the ZRP's, |'ve never really
studied the events which led to the present situation."
"Ton shoul d," Maddal ena said grimy. "The ZRP's are

the nost significant single factor in this sector of the
gal axy. But never mindthis'|| help ne to get ny theory
straight to ny own satisfaction

"Where was |? Ch yes. Traditions preserved on ZRP

One indicate that the incredible nunber of three thou-
sand ships carrying well over two million people proba-
bly managed to lift from Zarathustrafromthe night

side, which was protected fromthe fury of the nova by
-the mass of the planet for several hours after its incep-
tion.

"We've | ocated to date twenty-one refugee planets on

whi ch people have at |east survived, even if only at the
nmost primtive level. But these account between them for

a nere ten per cent of the runmpoured three thousand

shi ps which got awayin fact, just about three hundred

and six. On ZRP One, for instance, we know that pre-
cisely two ships | anded; on Fourteen, only one. On Thir-
teen, where |'ve spent two decades, about sixty nmade

| andi ngsthe first arrivals left a subradio beacon in orbit,
and others honed on it. Wich was a di sastrous m st ake,
the casualties hit eighty per cent in the first year, and
despair overwhel ned the remmi nder to such a degree

they still haven't nade a full psychol ogical recovery. But
1" m di gressing.

"The essential point is this. Since the epi sode on Four-
teen with which Gus and | were invol ved twenty-odd

years agothe tinme when a gang of Cycl opean entre-

preneurs were led by a failed Corps probationer to de-
posits of radioactive ore there, and used the |ocal people
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as slave | abour to exploit thenwe' ve kept so keen a

wat ch on the known ZRP's that the chance of outsiders
from space being able to pull another such trick is negli-
gi bl e.

"On a hitherto undi scovered ZRP, though, all the facts
would fit neatly. The gene-type of that graft would
correspond well with an isolated group of refugees, from
Irani basal strains, and one of the reasons why the Corps
mai ntains its base here is that Cyclops is conveniently

| ocated for the entire volune of space through which

the ZRP's are scattered.”

Nol e' s face was haggard and pal e. She broke off and

gave hima |l ook inviting comrent.

"I'n other words," he said, "you think soneone from

Cycl ops is using an unknown ZRP as aa spare-parts

bank. "

"Exactly," Maddal ena agreed.

"But that's nurder!"

"Of course it is, if they're killing the original owners
of the organs they're taking. But don't think nmurder is
so shocking to all human beings as it is to you! Were
I'"ve just cone from assassination is a recognised politica
weaponand here on Cyclops, Gus tells ne, one child in

ei ght doesn't survive its first year. Wien |ifd is short |ike
that, it becones cheap."

That was too rmuch for Nole. A Corps nedical officer

was of necessity dedicated to the preservation of life no
matter what the cost to hinself. The theory Maddal ena

had put to himwas too col d-bl ooded for himto endure.

He excused hinself with a whisper and headed for the

near est conveni ence to overcone the nausea whi ch had
revolted him

"Where's Nole off to?" Langenschm dt denmanded,

turning away from his conmuni cator.

"By the look of him he needs to vonit!" Maddal ena

shrugged. "1've been explaining to himthat Kolb's |eg
was probably cut off some poor devil on a lost ZRP, and
he's upset."

"Not surprised," Langenschm dt grunted. "Though

he's by no nmeans a practical nanw tness what he al -

| oned to happen tonight!he's a nice guy at heart, and a
dammed good doctor. But for pity's sake, Maddal ena,

don't go spreading this notion of yours broadcast, wll
yon? There are all |ands of possibilities we have to elinx
inate before we can act on the suggestion."

"Such as?" Maddal ena sai d sourly.

"Well, the nost likely is this one you put forward
yourselfthat the leg is synthetic. This would be ruch
easier to do than a normal regeneration job, you realise,
and probably within the capacity of nedical conmputers

such as you night find here. |I'm having a search of the
data initiated to determine whether Nole's right in say-
ing the practice is unknown. If it is, I'll be surprised."

"Why? The nunber of worlds which can't afford ful
regeneration techniques is strictly limted, and of those,
dammed few woul d support a short-term stopgap ar-
rangenmentthey' d rather go for the advanced nethod as

soon as possible."

"l guess so," Langenschm dt sighed. "Nonetheless, |'m
maki ng the check. |I'malso requesting the |atest infornma-
tion on all the known ZRP's. |'ve asked for fullest details
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on the gene-type records which the Corps has nade."

"But you think I'mright," Maddal ena pressed him

He was silent for |ong seconds. At |last he gave a rel uc-
tant nod.

"l hope you're wong, blast it! To have another scan-

dal on Cyclops will give me headaches fbr the rest of ny
tour as Commandant, and if we find out that this is a
collective-guilt case, so we have to adm ni ster punitive
measures, we shall be living here |ike an occupying
arnmy. "

"I's that |ikely?"

"Yes and no. The nass of the people, insofar as they
understand the ZRP problem synpathise with a plight

whi ch so nearly resenbles their owm. O herw se Quist

woul dn't have popul ar support for her canpai gn agai nst
the policy of non-interference, and she certainly does. So
a dirty business like this could scarcely be public
know edgeand indeed if it were we'd have stunbled on

it before.
"But Kolb's isn't likely to be an isolated case. And we
still have here a top twentieth of the popul ati on who' ve

reached positions of wealth and power by ruthl essness. |
said this to you earlier, didn't 1? And if you find being
cal l ous pays, then you're quite likely to feel that sone
primtive survivor on a ZRP isis a null quantity. Wo

the hell cares what becones of himso long as |'m nade
whol e?"

"The pattern would be simlar to that in the Carrig af-
fair, then?" Maddal ena hazarded. "A snmall group woul d

be in full possession of the facts, but because what they
have to offer is so valuable, those who benefit fromit
won't investigate what they're gettingturn a blind eye,
as they say.'*

"What ?"

"Turn a blind eye. It's a phrase that's survived on
Thirteen, where there are a good many eye afflictions.
believe it's pre-galactic in origin."

"Prehistoric, I'd have said," Langenschm dt nuttered.
"Except on the ZRP's, |'ve never seen a blind person

When eyesight is so valuable, it's worth taking the trou-
ble to preserve."

" Hhm . " Maddal ena cocked her head. "You said

Kolb's isn't apt to be a unique case, didn't you? Wuld
it be possible to find out whether any of the '"top twenti-
eth' of the people of Cyclops have nade unexpected
recoveries fromserious injuries or illnesses |ately? Failure
of their eyesight strikes ne as a good starting-point."

"I must be tired," Langenschmdt said. "O else life on

this dammed pl anet has sapped ny intelligence. | should
have thought of that nyself. 1'll get the nmatter | ooked
intoin the norning. | don't think there's nmuch | can do

tonight. It's gone midnight, you realise?"

"I'"ve been keeping Corps tine for the past few weeks

on an airless base-planet," Maddal ena said tardy. "I've
got out of gear with natural day and night." But the
reference to the |l ateness of the hour made her stretch ab-
sent-m ndedly and repress a yawn.

"What action do you propose talong if my guess turns

out to be well-founded? WIIl you hold Kolb here in-

stead of letting themtake himoff to this |ocal doctor
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Rinerley, | think the nane was?"

"Of course not!" Langenschni dt snapped.

"But he's the only evidence we have"

"He's a two-edged sword," Langenschni dt internipt-

ed. "To use one of the archaic phrases you seemto |ike!
If I do hold himinstead of sending himoff to Rinerley,

it'll be like sounding an alarmbell. You can bet that Ri-
merley is involved, to start with. He'll signal the team
collecting material on the ZRP, they' |l pull out instantly,
and even if we do |locate the planet we'll never find

proof of any connection with Cyclops apart froma ten-
uous link via the gene-type of the tissue. And short of
finding the rest of the original owner, or his surviving
identical twin, we'll never bring the matter to trial."
"You're quite right, of course,” Maddal ena confirned.
"WIIl you wait until they actually bring the new graft
down for hinP"

"I'f we can spot that being done. Which | doubt. | ex-
pect we'll have to |locate the ZRP and catch the coll ec-
tors red-handed. And | don't have to tell you what a )ob
that'll be!"

"I don't even see how' Maddal ena checked. "Ch yes,

| guess it could be done, at that. It nust be possible to
find out the high-lrani areas of Zarathustra, and conpute
the nost |ikely courses which ships | eaving that part of

the planet would have followed. But it'll be the devil's
own problem even then, and the search night take
nmont hs. "

"Years," said Langenschmi dt succinctly. "Damm it,

we're searching for ZRP's all the tinme, and if we haven't
found this one by now, it nust be in a highly inproba-
bl e corner of space."

"How coul d the Cycl opeans have found it, do you

t hi nk?"

"Shall we ask them when we catch then?" Langen-

schm dt snapped, and was i medi ately repentant. "Sorry!

| didn't nmean to bark at you like that."

"No, |I'mthe one who should apol ogise. After all, it's
still only a suspicion, and |I've no business pestering you
as if it was already proven. And you are tired. I'll |eave

you in peace. WII| you have nme roused in the norning
intime to see Kolb collected? I'd beinterested.”
"Surely," Langenschm dt agreed, and gave her a

weary smile which she returned with warnth.

As she was wal ki ng away, he called after her

"Maddal ena! "

"Yes?"

"Too soon to ask your views on non-interference

agai n, hub?"

"Now who's treating my suspicions as a proven fact?"
"Right." Langenschm dt sniled again, with greater
natural ness this tinme. "Good night. Andit's good to see
you after all this tine."

"In spite of all the trouble I've brought with me? I'm
flattered.'

XTT

"CGet away fromthat girl!" rasped Lors Heirndall

The two menbers of his team who had been bendi ng

over the unconscious formof Soraya jerked and spun
around. They had drawn back the light coverlet to ex-
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pose her high, youthful bosomand flat firmbelly, and
the next stage in their plan took very little deduction to
wor k out .

"What's wong with you?" the ol der of them grunted.

"Are we getting a high price for virgins this trip, or
sonmething? It's not going to make any odds in the |ong
runt"

"Get the hell out of here!" Heirndall thundered, and
tugged aside his black robe to reveal the butt of his en-
ergy gun.

The two nmen exchanged gl ances, shrugged, and com

pli ed.

Heirndal |l re-belted his robe and wi ped a trace of sweat
fromhis face. He dared not tell his subordinates just
how necessary it was to get the girl hone in perfect con-
dition; one hint of the danger they had all been running
since Kolb was taken to the Corps hospital, and they
woul d desert forthwith.

Still, luck was on his side so far. To have got his hands
on the girl, the very sane day he received the request
fromRinmerley, was renmarkable, and had greatly built up
his confidence. O course, she was rather dark-conpl ex-
ioned, like nine out of ten of the inhabitants, but there
were ways of elimnating the nelanin secretion which
caused that. And in every other respect she was close to
perfect: the right build, the right proportions, the right
category as regards i munol ogi cal reactions. . . Riner-

l ey had said, in view of the inportance attaching to this
)ob, that he was prepared to accept far |ess adequate
material and work it over to the required specifications;
so much trouble woul d not after all be necessary.

He bent to spread the coverlet over Soraya again, and
paused with his hands grasping the cloth. O course, it
was quite true that in the long run it wouldn't matter

no actual physical damage would result, apart fromthe

i nevitabl e mininum and on any world with reasonabl e
sexual standards that woul d have been sustained within a
year or two of puberty, while as to psychol ogi cal dam
age, that was absolutely irrel evant.

He bl ocked off the train of thought with deter-

m nati on, however, and threw the coverlet back to its
former position. Then he crossed the room and seated

hi nsel f before the carved wooden chest which conceal ed

t he subspace comuni cat or

Ri nmerl ey had been waiting tensely for the call ever

since Kol b was brought in and he finished naking his
checks of the man's condition. As he had expected, he
was in amazi ngly good shape consi dering what he had

been through | ess than one full day earlierthe Corps
hospital offered treatnment which Rinerley sinply had

no facilities for.

But the facilities he could offer had brought himim
mense weal th and not inconsiderabl e hidden power.

Now was the tinme to use that power, to protect hinself.
The nonent the call cane, he knew fromthe ex-

pression of near-gloating on Heirndall's face that the
wor st of the risks had passed: that resulting fromdel ay
i n maki ng the key proposition to Quist.

"You got soneone?" he rapped, |eaning forward ex-
citedly.

"I think so," Heirndall nodded. "I haven't yet found
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the material for Kolb, but"

"The hell with that,"” Rinerley interrupted. "W can
attend to Kolb at our leisure. First we have to nmake sure
the | eisure happens!" He peered at the corner of the
screen, where a draped body was dimy visible, slightly
out of focus, beyond Heirndall's shoulder. "Is that the
girl behind you?"

"That's the one. We had to bring her in by giving her

a phoney attack of the local killing diseasethe quakes,
as they call itbut she's over the synptons now and in
artificial coma. In view of the circunstances, we weren't
able to find out nuch about her barring what her boy-
friend told us, but it is definite that she's no ol der than
her m dteens, and all the itens which you listed for ne
when you put in the request appear to be satisfactory.
She even has the right blood-group, which | gather you
were worried about."

"Has she? That's amazing!" Rinerley felt tension go

out of himlike air froma punctured spacesuit. "The
commonest groups on Cycl ops seemto be the | east com

mon out there. | take it you're sending her hone straight
away ?"

"I was wondering, in view of the urgency, whether

we ought not to risk bringing the ship down directly to
sonme point near here. The chance of it being seen"

"Isn'"t worth taking," Rinerley cut in. "No, even if it
means a day's delay, transport her by inconspicuous
means to the usual |anding-area in the hills. There re-
mai ns a slight chance of being caught, you know, and

t he conpoundi ng what we' ve done by exposing a ZRP

to open contact with space-travel is a needl ess additiona
danger. "

"I'"ve always assuned they'll throw the book at us if

they catch us," Heirndall grunted.

"I'"ve had this out with you a dozen tines," Rinerley
countered. "There are enough worlds offering voluntary
eut hanasia for us to make a case Just a nonent! Have

you told the girl anything?"

"Haven't spoken to her since we gave her the fake dis-
ease, of course!"

"Hpi . . . W'll have to convince her, for the sake of
appearances, that she's deathly ill and better off enjoying
a qui et dem se."

"We' ve done that successfully nore tinmes than | can
count," Heirndall comrented with a cynical snle.

"Yes, butHell, why I"'mwasting time / don't know
I"mgoing to see Quist now Wsh nme |uck."

The nessage was brought to Quist during the second
session of the day's conference. Dr Al eazar R nerley was
waiting to see her at her earliest convenience.

Dam the man! Picking this nonment to coneand in

person, for some inconceivable reason! A comuni cator
woul d have served for any nessage, surely!

She bit her lip, looking around the conference hal

whil e the servant who had brought the nessage waited
discreetly at the back of her tall chair. The norning had
seen the last of the differences of opinion between del e-
gates ironed out to acceptable |levels; this afternoon,
there had been several much-appl auded suggestions for
lines of action to secure a reversal of the non-interfer-
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ence policy. Two of themeven, in Quist's view, offered
a better-than-fifty-fifty chance of succeeding; a record.
Omar Haust hadn't shown up after his disgraceful ex-

hi bition of |ast evening. Maybe that had sonething to do
with itdel egates from weal thy advanced worl ds al ways
seemed to be unconfortable in the presence of a genuine
ZRP native

The speaker who had the floor at the noment sensed

that sonething was anmi ss. He paused courteously and

| ooked at Quist. So did everyone el se.

Cursing again silently, but keeping her face conposed,
she stood up.

"“I''1'l beg your indulgence," she said. "A very dear
friendas sone of you nmay have heardwas savaged by

a wol fshark yesterday."

A murmur of synpathy spread around the neetings,

she saw one or two baffl ed expressions, but seat-neigh-
bours of those who didn't know about wol fsharks soon
expl ai ned.

"I'mtold that the doctor attending himw shes to see
me urgently. If you can forgive nme?"

"OfF course!" exclained a dozen voi ces, and she slipped
away with a bow.

Rinmerley was waiting for her in an audi ence room

with delicate silver-filigree walls. The setting seened
particularly appropriate to the nost highly reputed ned-
ical man on the planet, Quist thought, and her irritation
at being summoned away fromthe conference gave way

to anxiety at Kolb's condition. If R nerley had cone
here in person, that night all too easily nean bad news.
She said, "Doctor, is it sonething about?"

He cut her short brusquely. "Before we discuss any-

thing, | want your assurance that we are neither over-
heard nor recorded."”

"Doctor! | assure you"

"Save it. | know that no one gets to the heights you' ve

scal ed on a planet |ike ours without being very cautious
and far-sighted. But caution says we talk privately about
the matter |'ve come to raise with you."

She stared at him Previously, Rinerley had treated

her with urbane courtesyeven obsequi ousness. Now he

was addressing her not nerely as an equal, but even as an
inferior. The last statenent was an order: gift-w apped,
but an order nonet hel ess.

Col ouring, she snapped, "I prefer not to be spoken to

in those terns!"

"I know. But if you care about Justin Kolb, you'l

have to put up with it."

There was a pause. Finally she shrugged and crossed

the roomto the far side. Lifting one of the elaborate fili-
gree decorative notifs, she exposed a small switch and
twisted it through ninety degrees.

"Al'l right. The record will show nothing now, not

even the fact that | came in to join you. What is it you
want to say? Have youhave you attended to Jusdn

yet ?"

"No. Oh, there's nothing to worry about as far as he's
concernedt he Corps doctors did a good first-aid job on
the stunp and it'll heal quickly."

"The reference to a stunp nmade her flinch. To cover his
out - of -character weakness, she countered hi m harshly.
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"How soon will he be well? And why, if that's al

that's been done to himso far, have you left himdirectly
after taking himinto your care?"

"There's nothing I can do until we find a graft for
him" R nerley said. And waited for his nmeaning to sink
in.

"Agraft?'* Quist listened to her own repetition of the
word, as if it were nere noise. "But | thought you used
regeneration. Isn't that what it's called?"

"For a wonan who's been the effective governnent of

a planet for so long, you' re astonishingly ignorant," Ri-
merley said. "I'Il cheerfully regenerate the linb for
youi f you'll buy nme a megabrain-capacity nedica

conputer to do it, and pay for having it stocked with
the appropriate data for Cyclops. Since you can't afford
to do that, Kolb will have to get the sanme as he did be-
fore: a linmb-graft, which is easier and cheaper."
"Before? You nean-"

"I"'mcomng to what | nean. And it's going to take a

| ot of explaining, so I'd better sit down." Rinerley

gl anced around for a chair and did as he said.

"Graft!" he continued. "The taking of an existing or-
gan and the incorporation of it into another body.
Clear? You gave ne Justin Kolb with a leg | ost to space-
gangrene, and | replaced it with a nearly perfect match,
i mmunol ogically neutral, the nerves and nuscles tied in
as well as might be hoped. Not well enough for himto
endure the strain of space-side work any |onger, but this
wasn't a drawback you'd object to in view of your

uh relationship."

"Rinmerley," Quist said between clenched teeth, "I

don't know what you're getting at, but"

"Then wait till you find out!" R nmerley ordered
"Yesterday that | eg was being attended to by Corps doc-
tors. | have no way of knowi ng whether they | ooked at

it closely enough to determne its origin, but if they did,
you're in trouble. Apparently you didn't actually know
that |inb-regeneration was beyond our facilities; it's
common know edge, however, and it woul d be assuned

that you connived at what was done"

Qui st was waving a feeble hand, floundering two sen-
tences behind Rinerley's urgent flow of words.
"Origin?' she forced out.

"Yes, origin. Wiat do you think | didbought the |eg

of f sonme dockside |l ayabout in Gatignol, maybe? Even a
starving fisherman wouldn't be likely to sell a healthy
linb, would he? No, it was inported. From sonewhere
where none of the natives can spread the newsto be

preci se, froman unnunbered ZRP."

Qui st's nmouth worked, but no sound energed.

"I was going to say," Rinerley pursued, "no intelli-
gent outsider would credit that you, Alura Quist, img-
ined 1'd regenerated the | eg! You nust have known. And
what happens to your precious conference, to start wth,
when the word gets out?"

The prospect of this news reaching the del egates was
appal ling. Quist clenched her hands into bony fists.
"This is blackmail!" she whispered. "You won't get

away with it! I'll denounce youl don't care what hap-
pens to Jusrin. Maybe the Corps will nend his | eg when
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| tell them about"”

"Denounce ne? It'lIl look like panic to save your cam
pai gn agai nst the Corps, and they won't fall for it!
Besi des, the Corps will have other things on their mnds.

After what you do to them"

She gave hima bl ank stare.

"The Corps mghtyes, }ust possibly m ght heal Jasrin
Kol b as a generous gesture," Rinerley conceded with a
judicious air. "But they won't offer you a new | ease of

life, as | will. You're afraid of old age, aren't you?
You're afraid of death, and the |ong dark sil ence be-
yond. "

There was sonet hing so evocative of terror in the
words that Quist found herself noddi ng nunbly.
"So now we cone to the point," Rinerley said. "The

proposal | have for you, which is to the advantage of
both of us. | don't want this story to get out, even
t hough you'd be the worst sufferer. |'m saving ny own

skin, and | won't deny the fact. But the chance of the
Corps being sufficiently intrigued by Kolb's leg to nmake
i nvestigations depends on what el se they have to occupy
them and you're in a position to give thema problem
which will drive everything else into the background
for good, let's hope. What's nore, | see fromthe news
reports on your current conference that you' ve already
prepared the ground for what | want you to do."

He added, offhand, "Kolb will get his |eg back too, of
course. "

Qui st was absolutely frozen for long nonments. Finally,
in a voice drained of enotion, she said, "Wat, then?"
"What | offer?" Rinerley countered. "Ch, nothing

much. Twenty years of additional youth. Maybe fifty!"

Greed blazed in Quist's eyes for a nmonment, until it
was extinguished by tears. "It's a cruel joke!" she said
hoarsely. "It's the foulest, dirtiest"

"I"'mnot joking." R nmerley |eaned back in his chair
with such conplete cal mshe was again tenpted to be-

I'ieve him
n |_b\,\/?ll
"That I"'mnot telling you. Yet. |I'msinply making the

offer. Twenty years, possibly a lot nore." He studied
her with insolent directness. "How s the unsupported

shape of your breasts these days? Flabby, | inagine! And
the belly-muscl es must be giving way by now, in spite of
cosmetic treatnent. | could fix all that."

Once nore, silence filled the room It dragged on and
dragged on. Rinerley broke it, shrugging and ri sing.
"Too bad. | didn't really expect you to prefer public
huni i ati on and probably trial for an infringenment of the
| aws against interference with ZRP's. Wiich will be a
very ironical climx to your canpaign, won't it?"
"Wait," she whispered. "Damm you! You knew there

was one bribe | couldn't resist!"

"OF course | did," Rinmerley said with a sneer

"Whatwhat do | have to do? "

He told her, in a single crackling sentence, and added,
"Today!"

XV

As pronised, they had fetched Justin Kolb away early
in the norning. Maddal ena saw himgo, in a white-paint-
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ed hospital 'copter which went droning towards the

sout hwest. Its design strucK her as sonehow archai c, but
after twenty years in surroundi ngs absol utely devoid of
technol ogy beyond crude tool - naki ng, she found she

was ill-attuned to refinenments in engineering practice.
"I wish there was sonme way we coul d have put a

tracer on him" Langenschni dt had nuttered as he stood
besi de her, gazing at the dimnishing white speck agai nst
the vivid blue sky.

"I'd have thought there was!"

"l asked Nol e what a reasonably thorough nedica

check m ght overl ook, and he said, point-blank, 'Noth-
ing.'" Rimerley can't be incompetenthis patients have

i ncluded sonme of the npbst notabl e people on Cyclops."
"Did you ask Nole howit was in that case he cane to
over|l ook the nature of Kolb's nended | eg?"

"As a matter of fact"Langenschm dt | ooked slightly
unconfortable"l did. W had some words about it. But

the point stands; no tracer, for fear of alerting them"
"Surely you know where he's going, though."

"Allegedly, to Rinerely's private island. But |'d be
happier if | was convinced of that. As you said | ast

ni ght, he's our evidence."

"You' ve kept some tissue-sanples, presunably."”

"Nol e took sonme from pl aces where they woul dn't be
noticed, and they're preserved as a calibration standard
for this analysis of gene-types he's doing. At least, that's
our story if the matter conmes up." The 'copter had van-

i shed. Briskening: "Well, | can't stand here all day. |
have a base to run."

"I haven't," Maddal ena said denurely. "And since you
had nme brought to Cyclops, | guess there's sonething
you can have ne do instead of 'standing here all day'."
"Actually there are a couple of things . . . | wasn't

very eager to ask you, since it seens unfair when

you're theoretically on long furlough, but as the subject
has come up"

"You're a poor diplomat, GQus, in spite of your boast-
ing. Well?"

"What spare tine | have right now is generally taken

up with studying the progress of this damed conference
of Quist's. The local news bulletins are full of it,
painting it as an unsel fish venture by Cycl ops on behal f
of their poor brothers neglected by the rich greedy
wor | ds of etcetera; why should | tell you what you can

i magi ne easily enough? There was sone | and of outbur st
at an official banquet |ast nightthe del egate from ZRP
One got drunk and uttered a few home truths which
enbarrassed the organi sers dreadfully. Catch the reports
of the morning session of the conference, will you? Let
me have a digest of their progress if any at the noon
break. That's one thing. And the other is of your own
maki ng. Go hel p nmy overworked progranming staff to

get a line on the probable |ocation of Twenty-two. W
probably won't get the margin of error |ower than a
hundred parsecs, but if we can possibly shave it to fifty |
think I can swing the assignment of a couple of search
shi ps. "

The probl em was fascinating, and intensely conpli-

cated. It was known what the popul ations distribution
had been on Zarathustra at the time of the nova, so it
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was possible to determ ne which of the high-Irani areas
woul d have been on the day side and hence wi ped out

i Mmedi ately. On the night side, however, there were
three notabl e zones where the mnority | anguage was
spoken, and in any of these such a gene-type as they had
found in Kolb's | eg mght have occurred.

Wth this as a basis, it was then necessary to conpute
whet her one or two or all three stood a chance of get-
ting people fromtheir hones to the nearest spaceport be-
fore the planet turned far enough on its axis to expose
the rising ships to the nova. Only those which had been
abl e to keep in shadow of the planet for several nmillion
m | es had escaped the storm of radiation.

One of the key zones had been in darkness for a ful

seven hours; the other two, for a nere half of that.
Settling on that as the nost likely course of events, the
teaminstructing the conputers then had to work out

what trajectory ships would have followed to remain in
shadow i f they had stayed till the | ast nonent picking
up refugees; if they had left with an hour to spare, or
two hours, and so on, backward through the Zarathus-

tran night. And fromthese hypothetical |ines of flight,
they attenpted to cal cul ate where they woul d have

wound up.

The process went snoothly for a while; several pos-

sible courses were at once rul ed out because the Corps
had expl ored the vol une of space through which they

led, to the extrene range any ship could have covered
with its passengers in a fit state to endure a | andi ng. Af-
ter that, though, it was |like plodding through heavy fog
and deep nud.

Maddal ena conplied vidth Langenschm dt's request to

hear the local news bulletins about the conference; they
were platitudinous, nerely giving extracts from pi ous
speeches interlarded with praise for Quist's and Cyclops's
nobl e conpassi on towards the ZRP's. Listening, she was
rem nded of what Langenschm dt had said | ast night,

when he asked if it was too soon to re-question her on
her attitude towards the non-interference policy.

She was no | onger sure what her attitude was. And to
find this reaction in heiself so soon after her arrival here
was di st urbing.

She was glad to | ose herself again in the conplexities

of interstellar course-plotting, and was deep in what ap-
peared to be a prom sing assunpti on when an argent
message cane through to the conputing roomfor her

woul d she go see the comandant at once?

Rel uctantly she conplied, fram ng a jocul ar conpl ai nt

to utter when she saw Langenschmidt. It died on her

lips. One glance told her he had been badly shocked by
sonet hi ng.

"Qus!" she exclained. "You | ook as though you've

Just heard this sun is going nova too!"

"Next best thing," grated Langenschnidt. "At any

rate, it's having the sane effectwe're conpelled to

evacuate. "

"What ?"

"Sit down and I'll play you back a recording of the

news. | couldn't trust nyself to repeat it coherently." He

sl ammed swi tches on the desk at which he sat, and a
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screen |lit. Maddal ena noved nunbly to a seat from

whi ch she could see it properly.

At first there was only a blur, with an automatic

voi ce-over signal identifying the tine of reception and
dating it on the basic Corps scale; then the blurring
faded, and a harsh incisive voice with a Cycl ops accent
rang out.

"Personal and official fromA ura Quist to the Com
mandant, Corps Gal actica Repair, Refit and Recreation
Base, Cyclops. Alura Quist!"

A face appeared on the screen. Maddal ena studied it

with interest; this was the first tinme she had seen the fa-
mous Qui st, who had for so many years been undi sputed
arbiter of this planet's fate. She saw a pretty bl onde
worman whose best attenpts to stand off the effects of
age had not entirely succeeded.

"Comuandant, you will learn fromthe appended

recording of my address to the Conference on Non-in-
terference with Zarathustra Refugee Pl anets at which
amcurrently- presiding what it is that you are required

to do. | only wish to add that action is to fae taken forth-
with to inplenent the decision of the governnment of ny

pl anet . "

The face vani shed, and re-appeared, this tine in the

context of a large conference hall, in which sat del egates

fromworlds affecting over a dozen different styles of
dress. Quist was addressing them and had clearly won
the approval of all those |i stening.

"You will recall," she was saying, "that the respected
representative fromZRP Onewho is regrettably indis-
posed and cannot hear nme nake this public pronounce-
ment suggested a |l ever to oust the Corps fromits role
of policy-maker in this area. | have reflected on what
was suggested, and cone to an inescapable conclusion: it
is not consistent with our professed ideals to tolerate the
Corps's presence here while they are flouting our

Wi shes. "

Stunned silence, fromthe audi ence in the screen and
from Maddal ena.

"I therefore wish to informyou that | am serving no-
tice today on the base's commandant to withdraw al

Cor ps personnel from Cycl ops and cl ose the base. This
cannot presunably be done overnight, but it nust be
done quickly, and in any case fromthis nonent forward
the base will be quarantined, and all contact whatever
bet ween Cycl ops and the Corps Galactica will cease bar-
ring such official conversations as the evacuation may
call for. I-"

St orny appl ause drowned out the remai nder of the
statenent. Langenschni dt snapped the switch to stop the

repl ay.
"Wl | ?" he rapped.
Maddal ena shook her head, dazed. "I thought you said

the planet couldn't afford to | ose the base!"

"I't can't. Wich neans the Quist woman has gone in-

sane. Insane or not, though, she's legally the boss of Cy-
clops, and when | get word from Corps HQwhich |'ve

sent forl'mdamed sure they'll tell me |'ve got to do
as she orders."
XV
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Langenschni dt's gl oony assessnent of the situation

was justified; his own conputers assured himof that
even before a verdict came through from headquarters.

No i nhabited world was conpelled to provide facilities
for the Corps. To obtain those which it needed and

could not adequately arrange on the airless |unps of
rock where nost of its bases were sited, the Corps wote
treaties |like an independent sovereign planet. But it
wasn't one, and in the event of a planetary- governnent
deciding that it wished to withdraw | eased territory, the
deci si on was unil ateral and unarguabl e.

When the | egal experts fromHQ informed himof this
situation, Langenschnidt railed at them demandi ng why
such a predi canent had not been foreseen and guarded
against. There was a chilly tone in the voice of the nan
he was talking to as he retorted that the circunstances
were uni que and unprecedented, and after' all hethe

base conmmandant on the spothad been in the ideal posi-
tion to do the foreseeing.

Sweati ng, Langenschmi dt cut the connection

But that crack was srill ringing in his nenory the next
nmor ni ng when he went out on the main pontoon of the
repair docks to neet the official Cyclopean representa-
tive he had been warned to expect. This was a very tall
very thin, very bitter young man in i mmacul ate white

uni form who stepped down the gangway fromthe big

ski mrer whi ch had brought hi mand even before Lan-
genschm dt had a chance to speak waved a brisk hand at
the men who had gathered on the vessel's deck as she ap-
proached the pontoon.

"My staff," he said. "Enpowered by the governnent

of Cyclops to supervise the evacuation of Corps person-
nel ."

Langenschni dt | ooked themover. In all, they num

bered at |east two hundred. Like a good many worl ds
whose econony was too precarious to support full em

pl oynent and too poor to pass the |eisure barrier beyond
whi ch worki ng became irrelevant for the individual, Cy-
cl ops made the worst of both worlds by maintaining a
gover nnent | abour force anal ogous to the pregal actic
arnmed forces of Earthside nation-states. These woul d be
a detachnment of picked men drawn from that pool

They were arnmed, Langenschmi dt saw sickly, with

obsol ete but doubtless workabl e energy guns. Qui st nust
have | ost her mi nd!

"And nmadriel!" he snapped.

The tall thin young man biinked at him "M instruc-
tions are not definite on that point," he replied. "I am
simply to see that this base is evacuated of all its person-
nel within a reasonable time. Unofficially, I'"'mto inform
you that the governnent regards seven days as reason-
able."

"Seven days!" Langenschmi dt hadn't neant to let the

excl amation go, but he could not restrain his dismy as
he surveyed the i mense repair docks and all the build-

i ngs beyonda conpl ete self-contained city, with sone

of its foundations including those under the space-drive
test-beds going clear to the bedrock of the planet.
"Seven days," the tall thin young man said, and gave a
cadaverous snile. "My nane is Bengt Early, incidentally.
I hold the rank of major in the Cyclops space-force."
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"Hold tight," Langenschm dt told hi msavagely.

"You're apt to drop it any nonent."

He swung on his heel and signalled one of his subordi-
nat es.

"This is Major Early" he snapped. "No doubt he

woul d prefer to deal with soneone of his own status
Certainly 1'd rather he did so."

Early coloured bright pink, which gave Langen-

schm dt a noment of gl oony satisfation. But that was

the | ast such nonent he enjoyed for sonetine.

What possibilities were open to him other than com
plying with the edict of the government? H's superiors
sai d there were none; ships would be detached from

ot her posts and sent to conduct the evacuation in the
speedi est and nost efficient manner avail abl e resources
woul d allow. And that was that.

He drove fist into palmin helpless fury. Cearly, the
only recourse was to overset the Quist governnentand
how could he do that? If only they had del ayed this

| unati c expul sion order another couple of days, |ong
enough to pile up concrete evidence on the matter of

Kol b's | eg!

Wi ch rem nded himthat Maddal ena hadn't shown up

this norning. He | ooked around vaguely for her, but she
wasn't to be seen, and imediately his other worries
drove her out of his thoughts.

Overset the Quist government . . . This was the obvi-
ous |l ever. But already, during the night, radar-carrying
vessel s had encircled the base island, and a ship had gone
into stationary orbit at twenty-three thousand nmles,
wat chi ng through sensitive detectors for any breach of
the rule that there was to be no contact whatever be-
tween the Corps and the rest of Cyclops. Even a sub-
mersible wouldn't get away to hunt the evidence
Maddal ena had suggested and check on rich Cycl opeans

who had nmade miracul ous recoveries lately. After all
even the Bracy kid's trawl er had an el ectronic fish-
finder, and submarine detectors would certainly be
wat chi ng the nearby waters

The traw er!

He stopped hinself, by a trenendous effort, from
turning to look at the ranshackle craft, with its peeling
paint and torn solar sails which were in fact currently
bei ng replaced by a robot to which no one had remem
bered to give contrary orders

Hmm. . . / But the idea was only- a germso far,

and there still renmmined his other obligations: nore ines-
capabl e ones. He shelved the problem of what could be
done with a sure nethod of escape fromthe island, and
went to attend to another pressing matter. It derived
fromone of his unsuccessful pleas to headquarters; beg-
ging for orders to decline Quist's ultimtum he had
suggested that this was a plot to get the Cycl opeans
hands on the nmaterial resources at the base, and perhaps
set up a comercial starship repair service with what
they inherited.

The staff of Corps HQ were sufficiently cynical for

that to register. But they didn't change their instructions.
They nerely recommended the installation of a new
switch, radio-controlled, on the main fusion generator
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buried at the island's heart, so that as soon as the person-
nel had been evacuated what was | eft could be reduced

to a snolang crater.

That woul d be a small consol ation. Sighing, Langen-
schmidt set off to rout out his chief power engineer
Maddal ena had thought of the traw er much sooner

| ast night, to be precise, while restlessly trying to doze
of f. She had al so taken into consideration the fact that,
not being on the established strength of the Corps here,
she figured in the conputer records only as "personne

on |l eave" and a tap on a conputer keyboard coul d abol -

i sh her wi thout explaining where she had gone.

These points led her to pester Nole for half an hour,
until in sheer desperation he allowed her what she
wanted: to see Bracy Dyge, in private.

When she opened the door of his room the fisherboy
cowered back like a frightened aninmal, doubtless having
taken the shaving of his headpart of the treatnent
necessitated by his exposure to an overdose of radia-
tionas a prelude to sonme terrible punishnent for his
temerity last night.

It took all Mddalena' s experience as a diplonat
anong primtive peoples to bring himto the point where
he woul d listen to her without trenbling. Tine was
wasting; she had to seize her hard-won advant age.
"Bracy," she coaxed, "didn't you say when you first

came here that you had al ways dreaned of working for

the Corps?"

The boy's answer was inaudi bl e; she had to wheedl e

for mnutes to get himto speak his nmind honestly. Then
what he had to say was hardly pronising. She dammed

Nol e for the sarcastic reception he nust have given the
boy's reluctant plea; it had closed himup tighter than a
Pel agi an cl am

She was forced to nmake wild pronises and offer wild-

er bribesnot to him for his fanmly, which was nore
honour abl ebef ore she got the assurance of his help.
Langenschmi dt woul dn't like this, but then he m ght

well not like any of it.

The door of the roomslid aside, and there he was.

"Beat ne to it again, did you?" he nuttered.

Maddal ena was bewi | dered for a nmoment, and then she
started to laugh. "You nean you thought of it too?"

"Of course | did!" Langenschmi dt rapped. "Did you

expect nme to lie down under the edict of this dammed
idiot Quist? Nole told ne you were down here, and

i medi ately saw why |'d had that boat of Dyge's on ny
mind all day, in spite of the swarmof Cyclopean officials
craw i ng over the base |ike bedbugs."

"Well, it's no good to you, is it?" Maddal ena coun-
tered. "Your chance of staying behind on Cyclops is
zero."

"I could swing it so that"

"Coul d you, hell! The protocol of the evacuation of a
Cor ps base traces all the way back to the abandonnent
of a sea-going ship on Earth. I'mcloser to ny Corps

training than you are, by a long way. You' ve probably
forgotten the irrel evancies you pick up in traininglike
that onebut there's the regulation if you care to check
the commandant is the last to | eave the base, and the per-
son responsi ble for handing over control to the successor
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authority."

Langenschni dt gave a groan. "They planned this to

drive me out of nmy mind with frustration! But what

good is the boat to you?"

"If you'll let me finish what | was saying to young
Bracy here, you'll see soon enough."” And, turning to the
fi sherboy, who had |istened with blank inconprehension
to this exchange, she resuned, "Now if you had good

maps, and perhaps a radio, you wouldn't mnd sailing

hal f around the planet, would you?"

"I'd sail to the stars if | had a ship," Bracy declared
with a sudden fit of braggadoci o.

"l believe you. You're a brave boy man. Anyone

could tell that after hearing how you killed the giant
wol f shark. Now here's your chance to prove it still fur-
ther, and to do the kind of job which will interest the
Corps in you, as well as earning you that new set of so-
|lar sails, and a new set of reactors, and a radio for your
shi p." Maddal ena eyed Langenschni dt as she spoke, and
received a shrug to indicate that if the Corps was | eaving
behind nuch of its mat6riel here at the base it could af-
ford to give Bracy a few such odds and ends.

The coaxing went on, the flattery, the cajol enent.
Langenschmdt's mnd, greatly preoccupi ed, went dart-

ing anay. If only they had waited till this business of
Maddal ena's "undi scovered ZRP" had been cleared
up ... Was it coincidence or not? Ch, surely it nust

be! True, Rinerley was in the space parts trade up to his
necknmust be, as the surgeon who perforned the graft

on Kol bbut surely he couldn't have a hold over Qui st
sufficient to conpel her to act this wayl The existence of
a link between themwasn't proof of crimnal conplicity.
Even if he was blacimailing her because she knew the
source of Kolb's new |leg, that al one wouldn't nake her

j eopardi se the planetary budget of Cyclops for the indef-
inite future. As soon as the drawbacks of |osing the
Corps' rent began to be felt, she would be done for any-
way. Soneone el se woul d overthrow her governnent

and nore than likely invite the Corps back. In which
case, perhaps he shouldn't bl ow up the baserepossessing
a workable installation was one thing, rebuilding a pile
of rubbl e was anot her, and progress over the past cen-
tury had probably nmade the job unecononic.

Runni ng the base here wasn't as chall engi ng as

mai ntaining his old Patrol beat, but it had its own re-
war ds, and he had enjoyed the work.

If I do | eave here for good, he told hinself sourly, |
can go two waysback to headquarters to serve as the
wal ki tl g spokesman for a conputer, or out of the Corps.
O eke | can junp in space.

He grew suddenly aware that Maddal ena was ad-

dressing him and nuttered an apol ogy for his rudeness.
"I was aslang," she repeated with a twi nkle, "whether
you' ve booby-trapped the island."

"How did you? Ch, | guess it's an obvious precau-

tion. Yes, | have, but with a radio-activated trigger."
"Don't be in too nuch of a hurry to press the button,
then. Bracy here has just agreed to snuggle nme out of
the area and around the world to Rinerley's private is-
land, and with his help | may very well give you back
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your job when the Quist governnment falls in the wake

of the row |I'm cooking up."

"You? " Langenschni dt said.

"Yes, ne!" She gave hima defiant stare. "Cus, the rea-

son |'ve been hangi ng around rmaki ng up nmy mnd what

to do with ny furlough is perfectly sinple. | don't want
to 'rest up' on Earth or any other soft-centred planet.

|'ve been doing dam-all for twenty nortal years. | want
sone action to get my blood flowi ng agai nand here it
comes! "

XV

"What' s thatobject over there?" inquired the insuf-
ferable Major Barly, gesturing.

Langenschmi dt turned, hoping that his persona

concern with the "object” would not show. The sun |ay
bright and full over the gloamng hulls of the vessels
fromspace currently in the repair dock, making the con-
trast between themand the tiny, dirty trawler all the
more marked. Around the fishing-boat, robots and nen

were busy in a manner that could not be gl ossed over ex-
cept by a half-truth.

"That ?" he said w th maxi mum snoot hness. "Ch,

you'll recall that Justin Kol bQuist's friendwas res-

cued froman encounter with a wol fshark. That traw er

bel ongs to the boy who saved him W don't want to ex-
acerbate relations with the popul ace nore than we can
hel p, so we thought we'd overhaul it for himwhile he's
recovering fromhis experience."

Maj or Barly's opinion was clear fromhis expression

Only idiots woul d concern themsel ves with one worth-

|l ess fisherboy at a juncture like this. However, he vouch-
safed his gracious permssion to carry on, so long as it
did not interfere with the speedy departure of all Corps
per sonnel

It was lucky, Langenschm dt reflected, that Quist had

sent thema fool to supervise the evacuation. Maybe

there were none but fools in the Cycl opean gover nnment
forces, but that was doubtful. An intelligent man, Lan-
genschm dt suspected, would have wondered what was

am ss when the base conmandantso gruff and ill-man-

nered on first neetingsuddenly turned extrenely affa-

ble and insisted on spending the entire working day
escorting his visitors over the base, snapping at subordi-
nat es who seemed reluctant to conply- with the Cy-

cl opeans' requests, apol ogising for any- delay |onger than
two mnutes, and in general being co-operative to the
poi nt of parody.

Regi sters of personnel were printed out of the com
puters; roll-calls were taken to ensure that no one slipped
away unaccounted for; ships were called in from nearby
stations to orbit Cyclops until the monent schedul ed

for day six after the ultimtumhen | oading of person-

nel and sal vageabl e goods woul d begi n.

Damed if | don't think I nade a m stake in running

such an efficient base, Langenschm dt told hinself glum
ly. If I hadn't given strict orders to the contrary, | think
we coul d have done the whole job in tw days flat.
Meantime, while he cast around for new ways of

stalling the Cycl opeans, two significant tasks were in
progress. A friendly executive of the Corps personne
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branch, back at headquarters, was traci ng one Pave
Brzeska, on pronotion furlough followi ng his tour as
commandant of the Patrol sector which included Lan-
genschm dt's ol d beatnornmally, Langenschm dt pre-

ferred not to have nore truck with generals than he
coul d avoid, but this was a special caseand sone highly

i nteresting work was going on at the dock, under the
rough wooden deck of Bracy's traw er.

Already it had had enough trickery and gadgets

crammed into its small hull to make it the envy of the
richest fishing family in Garignol. If there was room for
all the machi nery Maddal ena had specified as "poten-
tially handy", it would wi nd up being the envy of the
richest private yachtsman this side of Earth.

Not that the said yachtsman woul d ever get to hear of

it.

By the evening of Day Two, as Langenschmi dt was

now nmentally labelling it, both these matters arrived at a
sati sfactory conclusion. The trawl er woul d have to nake
its departure as openly as possible, so there was no ques-
tion of a night sailinga waste of several hours, but on
the other hand no matter how fast the ship coul d poten-
tially travel it would have to dawdle until it was beyond
the watchful ring of Cyclopean forces, which would

make the start of the trip very slow anyway. Maddal ena
was closeted with Bracy, training himin sonme of the
techni ques the rebuilt vessel would call on himto em

pl oy.

And the call cane through from Pavel Brzeska. Lan-
genschm dt, having nade quite certain that the Cy-

cl opean inspectors woul d be kept away for an hour or

two, took it in his villa.

"Qus!" the new general exclaimed as the connection

came through. "I )ust got the news of the pickle you're
in out on Cyclops! Wat possessed you to get backed

into a corner by that crowd? You've tangled with them
before, haven't you? During the affair on Fourteen, |
seemto renenber.”

"That's right." Langenschm dt nodded. "Wth Mad-

dal ena Santoswho's here, by the way; | sent for her be-
cause of the Conference on Non-Interference with

ZRP's they're holding."

"Heard about it. The first time Cyclops has made the
news in the Od Systemsince its original breakaway

from Dagon, | inmagine. There's a powerful | obby work-

ing on the subject, and a good deal of sentinental propa-
ganda bei ng spl ashed around." Brzeska scow ed. "What

does it look like fromthe Cycl ops end, anyway?"

"Much the sanme as those we' ve had bef orepi ous and

enpty. But listen, Pavel! Wiat | need you for is sone-
thing more or less related to the ZRP's, and with your
background you can tell nme a lot of things | daren't ob-
tain conspicuously through normal channels. |'m going

on a. string of suspicions, and though |'mmnorally certain
I"mright I can't call for full Corps support w thout nore
solid evidence."

"Expl ain!" Brzesi ca conmanded

Langenschni dt did so. He wound up, "It's been very-
tricky trying to conplete the cal cul ati ons invol ved, of
coursewe have to keep taking the Cycl opean inspectors

in and out of the conmputing roonms to check on
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mani f ests and personnel registers and so forth. But by
nha bit of dodgi ng we've managed to narrow t he

search area in which the mssing ZRP nust lie down to a
fifty-parsec sphere. Wio do | ask to | oan ne sone ships
to find it?"

Brzeska scowl ed again, this tinme ferociously. "Dama-
tion! What's beconme of the Corps in your sector since
came home? Tinme was, if a suspicion like yours blew up,
they'd assign you the entire Fourth Fleet and no ques-
tions asked!"

"If they hadn't issued this ultimatumto me, |I'd have
been in a position to make the request officially. As it
stands, the assunption is that I'mcosting the Corps its
base here through inconpetence, poor intelligence and
general mshandling of relations with the |ocal govern-
ment . "

Brzeska eyed himkeenly. "I know. There's a three-
menber commi ssion of inquiry onits way to you

shoul d reach you just about in time to see you |leave, if
this one week's grace stands. And ah did you fou

things up that way?"

"I did not. I took it for granted that Cycl ops woul dn't
cut its collective throat. Wthout the income fromthe
base their planetary budget will go to hell in two years."
"I know. "

"I didn't realise you' d nmade a special study of the mat-
ter," Langenschm dt said vidth sone bitterness.

"But | have," Brzeska countered softly. "It was touch
and go whet her another conmandant was appoi nted af-

ter your imedi ate predecessor, or whether the base
shoul d be cl osed as obsol ete and saperfl uous. The de-
pendence of Cyclops on the revenue fromit tipped the

bal ance. Actually, when they consulted nme | advised

conti nuancel went there on |ocal |eave and enjoyed

sonme wol f shar k-hunting when | was younger."

"I't sounds as though |I picked the right man to con-
tact," Langenschm dt said, pleased.

"You certainly did. Nowet's see . Brzeska stared

at nothing for a nonent. "Ch yes. You want Keita Bak-
ary, at ny old base. He'll fix what you want in short or-
der."

"Thanks very much. Wat | do plan to do, inciden-

tally, is slip away under the pretext of being called to a
top-1evel conference on the redepl oynment of personne
fromhere and the selection of a substitute base-location,
and by the tinme they finish investigating the circum
stances | should have the rope braided to hang Quist by

t he neck."

Br zeska shuddered visibly. "You pick sone unpl easant
simles, GQus. Miust be the effect of your long-tine con-

tact with the ZRP's. Well, | wi sh you success, and a
speedy return to your base."
It was still quite dark, |acking another hour till dawn,

when Maddal ena stole down the steps to the dock at

which Bracy's traw er was noored. A tightly co-ordi-
nated plan to distract the attention of the Cycl opean in-
spectors, nodding at their guard-posts, ensured that she
reached her goal safely and was able to slip bel ow unno-
ticed.

There, she laid herself down in a conceal ed conpart -
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ment )ust forward of the engines and ran a qui ck check
of the new instrunentati on which had been fitted. A
seenmed to be in perfect order. She repressed a chuckle
due to sheer exhilaration and spoke in a whisper to the
m crophone she wore taped agai nst her vocal chords.

"Gas! | got aboardno troubl eand your engineers
have done a magnificent )ob on the boat. | don't know
where it's all been put, but one still has so nmuch room |

was afraid at first sight sonmething had been left out!"
"I'f you really want to know, " Langenschmi dt an-

swered in a tinny buzz fromthe bone-conduction re-
ceiver Nole had fitted to her, "they took out the origina
lining of the hull and replaced it with solid-state and
printed circuitry. Be careful not to foul any rocksa
dent in the hull could put a dozen gadgets out of oper-
ation."

"I'f you wanted to hit a rock with this kind of nav

equi pnent, you'd have to aimdeliberatel yand at that

the automatics woul d probably overrule you." Md-

dal ena made reflexively to brush back her hair, and
remenbered belatedly that |ast evening she had had it
trimred to the regulation Patrol |ength of one inchas a
saf ety precauti on when wearing a space-hel net. She
wasn't sure why, but a set of space-kit was anong the
gear she had asked to have put aboard.

"Just a second," from Langenschmi dt, and then

"That was Nole. Bracy is now awake and they're check-
ing himover. His condition |ast night appeared good,

but you'll have to nmake sure he continues to take drugs
agai nst the dose of radiation he received. Al so he doesn't
like the flavour of our standard high-vitam n rations. |
tried himon synthesiser cake and he |ikes that okay, so
he' Il be comi ng aboard with a portabl e diet-synthesiser
a 'farewell gift' fromhis friends in the Corps."

"Barly will probably take it off him" Maddal ena said

sourly.

"He won't get the chance. | obtained his pernit to

clear the trawl er for open sea last night, and then Nole
fixed himuha liquid lullaby. He'll sleep till noon."

"A shane. | had as nuch as | could stand of synthe-

si ser cake away back when on Fourteen. Well, all | have

to do now, | guess, is wait."

"Exactlyanril you're hull-down away fromthe | ast

of the Cycl opean ships watching this area. And then-

swi ft journey!"

Maddal ena gave a throaty | augh and signed of f.

Bracy Dyge played his part magnificently, Langen-

schm dt had to adnit. He cane down the steps to the

dock with just the right mixture of regret at |eaving the
confortable island and the |uxuries the Corps enjoyed,
and eagerness to try out the new solar sails and nended
fish-finder which were the official extent of the nodifica-
tions to his boat.

"There was no call to go to such trouble for the lad,"
sai d one of the Cyclopean inspectors, a man with a face
like a | enon whom Langenschni dt had preferred not to

fix a nane on in case it was as ugly as he was. "I'msure
Alura Quist will see he gets properly rewarded."
"I"msure," Langenschm dt agreed bl andly, forbearing

to mention that if all went well Quist would be getting a
reward of her own quite shortly.
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He was al nost holding his breath as the traw er eased
out to open water, with Bracy proudly waving at his

new sol ar sails. Then he relaxed. In two hours, or three
at the nost, the boat woul d have passed the outernost
circle of quarantine vessels, and then sonme renarkabl e
changes woul d cone over it.

The solar sails would be furled, and a pair of hydro-
foils woul d extrude froma hi dden conpartnment under

the hull, and the conpact fusion reactor which had re-

pl aced the ol d stored-power accunul ators woul d feed
power to the pipesand the traw er, shaking a little, but
perfectly sound after what the engineers had done to it,
woul d take off for Rinerley's private island at a com
fortable hundred and fifty knots.

Quite neat. Quite neat. He only hoped he woul d have

been able to wipe the grin fromhis face by the tine he
next had to confront Barly and expl ain about the need
for his departure to attend this inportant conference
about a base to substitute for the one being closed down.
Xvn

That voyage was anong the nost extraordi nary ex-

peri ences of Maddal ena's chequered life. She had hung
fromthe talons of a parradile; she had dropped through
at nrosphere with nothing but a spacesuit's reacdon jets to
save her froma fatal crash; she had canoed over rapids
and ridden all manner of odd beasts of burden. But
streaki ng across the oceans of Cyclops was perhaps the
wei rdest journey of all

To start with, the news that a Gratignol traw erl ast
seem | inmping along at a typical speed of a few knots-
was outrunning all but the fastest passenger skinmers

pl yi ng between the nore densely inhabited islands woul d
certainly have alerted soneone's interest if it had been
noi sed around. Accordi ngly, whenever the automatic de-
tectors spotted another vessel in the vicinity, they cut
the power and spread the solar sails. Bracy and Mad-

dal ena then sat out idly on the deck | ooking as though
they hadn't a worry in the universe bar the shortage of
oilfish in these waters. The danger past, the power re-
turned, the sails furled, and once nore they | eapt
towards their goal at the front tip of a mle-long jet of
heat ed water.

Bracy, although he had been very willing to start on
this mssion, and at the outset was delighted with what
had been done to his craft, grew bored within a few
hours. Maddal ena had shown himthe operation of ev-
erything, including the devices which had no connection
with seafaring, in order to entertain him but the fact
that control of his vessel had been given over to
machi nery disturbed him and he sat with a worried ex-
pression staring at the wake and |istening with head
cocked to the hum of power emanating from bel ow.

What was chiefly worrying him Mddal ena puzzl ed

out at last, was not being able to see where they were
going with his own eyes; he had known of radar, of
coursesone of the wealthier fishing-fanilies in G ad-
gnol could afford both it and a fish-finder, whereas the
poor famlies had to settle for the latter onlybut the
little screen was no psychol ogi cal equival ent for eye-

si ght.
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It was, naturally, out of the question to go on deck

with a hundred-fifty-knot wind howing past them they
were only able to sit in the after cockpit because the
fairing over the cabin had been subtly altered to nake it
aerodynamically efficient at these speeds. But when

Bracy showed signs of real distress at this headl ong
career, she decided they mght risk running for a while
on manual control, to show that the ultinmate responsibil -
ity had not been ceded to the nmachi nes.

That was al nost the |ast decision she took in life.

Sonme enornous marine creaturenot a wol fshark, but

nearly as large and quite as solidshowed up on the
fish-finder, and seeing such a huge obstacl e dead ahead
Bracy yelled with alarmand put the hel mhard over.

The boat dipped its side in the water, because the foils
could not cope with such a violent change of direction,
and for half a mle they skidded in a tight circle with
spray stream ng over the deck and great shuddering

sl ans of water battering the hull.

By the tinme Maddel ena got the hel maway fromhim

and | et the boat straighten of her own accord, the cause
of the trouble was mles astern. But that was the last at-
tenpt the fisher-boy nmade to control his craft at its new
maxi mum vel oci ty.

Especially when they were conpelled to slow to avoid
comment on sighting other ships, Mddal ena had a good
deal of tinme to talk to the boy, and by the end of the
voyage had cone to like hima great deal. Faced with

such problens as he had, nany yout hs woul d have given

np at once; instead, orphaned, with nothing but this
trawl er as a neans of livelihood, he had grimy set out to
replace two healthy, hard-working adults with decades

of seafaring experience. That sort of thing took guts of a
different kind than those needed to save one from panic
at the sight of strange arnoured figures chasing a hospi-
tal patient through a nightnmare of nenaci ng machinery.
She had thought of himentirely as an instrunment, a way
to escape the surveillance of the Cycl opeans and foll ow
Kobi to Rinerley's island; now at |ast she cane to see
hi m as a personshy, anbitious even though trapped by
circunstances, and intensely proud.

Al so, handi capped as he was by his overdose of radia-
tion, he had the kind of tough persistence |egend attrib-
uted to the pre-galactic coolie who, half-starved,

hal f-frozen, dressed in rags, had naintai ned unstoppabl e
energy.

By the tinme they canme over the horizon to Rinerley's

i sland, and accordingly had to slowto typical traw er
speed to escape notice, she had extensively revised her
original plan and spent a couple of hours before nightfal
and the landing in briefing himwith the new instruc-
tions.

It was ironical that they should be able to drift with
the current here, in plain view, Maddal ena thought as she
surveyed the doctor's private domain. So nuch the bet-
ter, thoughto have had to wait till dark before com ng
into |ine-of-sight would have i nposed extra difficulties.
Wth a powerful nagnifying periscope which had

been built into the mast of the trawl er and projected a
needl e-sharp i mage on a screen at the bottom she studied
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the prospect before her. Cearly, R nmerley was one of
Cyclops's "top twentieth", as Gus Langenschm dt call ed

t hem ndeed, he nust be anobng the thousand wealt hi est

men on the planet to maintain prem ses |ike these. A
huge house, part of it extending out into the ocean so
mat one cona en)oy tne sensation or t)eng in a vast
aquarium by descending a short flight of steps; a private
dockyard with two skimers at the quay; a 'copter

par ked behi nd the house, and beyond that a road wi nd-
ing up to the topnost point on the island, where trees
conceal ed the ground.

If it was true that he had built his fortune by selling
the spare parts of human bei ngs, he nust have run

t hrough scorespossi bly hundredsof victinms, Mad-

dal ena thought, and the realisation made her stomach
churn with nausea

Fai nt from bel ow cane the sound of nartial nusic,

and then a voice too nmuted for her to catch the words,
but having a distinctly coaxing tone. Bracy was playing
with the radi o again. Though his fanily had had one be-
fore his parents died, he had had to sell it, he told her,
during the hungry nonth of last winter, and in any case
the one which the Corps had fitted aboard the traw er
was far superior to any in Garignol

She continued her study of the |and ahead, |ooking for
signs of life. Sone turned up: a nman cane back from
taking in fish-lines, carrying a | arge basket of gl oam ng
sea-creatures; a nan in white, probably a nechanic, cane
out to attend to sone job on the 'copter and went into

t he house agai n.

"Bracy! "she call ed.

"Just a nonment." There was a pause, and then he put

his head out of the cockpit. "Yes?"

"I"'msorrywere you |istening to sonething?"

The boy's lip curled. "A governnment announcenent.

The man was sayi ng how t he cl osi ng of your base would
make life nmore difficult, but we nust think of our poor
brothers on the refugee planets. Wat | want to know is,
why are they so eager to have nore poor people to cope
with when they can't even give us a decent |iving?"

Good question, Maddal ena comented silently. Dur-

ing the voyage Bracy had plied her with questions about
Cycl ops and other planets, and had shown a surprising
degree of natural insight into the problens they dis-
cussed. Most likely, Mddal ena assumed, his parents had
been conparatively literate as Cycl opean fisherfol k -went,
and had done their best to pass on their education to

their son.
"You want ed sonet hi ng?" Bracy added.
"Yes. | want to find out if there's any comunication

goi ng on between the island and sone other part of the
pl anet. There's a device for doing that anbng the equip-
ment below. | showed you how it worksdo you think

you can renenber the detail s?"

"Yes, | think so. If | can't, 1'll be honest." He gave her
a flashing grin and vani shed agai n.

She chuckl ed, resum ng her exam nation of the island's

i mge. Shortly, he called back to her

"No, there are no communi cators operating as cl ose as
that. The nearest is over to the eastwardl think it's a
pl easur e-boat acknow edging an alteration of schedule."
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" Goodt hank you. Now how about internal commu-

ni cators?"

"Right!"

And within mnutes: "Mddal ena! There's a conversa-
tion going on | think you mght like to hear."

She rose in a lithe novenent and dropped through the
open hatch. A voice was comng fromthe renote tapper
whi ch enabl ed eavesdroppi ng on roomto-room commu-
nicators at distances up to ten mles.

"everything ready by mdnight," the crisp words

rang out. "Now there nmust be no delays! | know I al-
ways say that, but tonight is nore crucial than usual,
even. W nust have the entire job finished within half
an hour."

A different voice said, "Wth this quarantine and em
bargo busi ness, what happens if they recogni se an un-
schedul ed |l anding and take it for a Corps intrusion?"
Maddal ena t ensed.

"They won't!" the first voice snapped. "It's not an un-
schedul ed Il anding. This one is for Quist, renenber?

And | got her to have it officially scheduled. | don't
bl ow what it's being called: |uxury goods for private
consunption, | think"

An appreciative though fawning | augh broke in, and a
nmuttered, "Very good, very good!"

"So!" the first speaker said. "Anything el se?"

"No, | guess not."

"Cet on with it, then."

The tapper went silent; there were no communi cators

in use on the island any | onger

"What was all that about?" Bracy denanded, staring.
"Sonmething is going to be brought down-from space,

for Quist," Maddal ena said. "At about m dnight. That
much is clear, but exactly what"

She broke off, a light dawni ng. Langenschm dt had
mentioned to her his half-fornmed suspicion that the ulti-
mat um for evacuation of the Corps base nmight be con-
nected with Kolb's leg and the risk of its origin being
di scovered, but he had been unable to see what |ink
could compel Quist into action. Suppose, though, it
wasn't a matter of conpul sion, but of bribery; suppose
she was due to becone one of Rinerley's custoners for
the renewal of sone failing organfrom her recorded
imge at the Non-Interference Conference it was plain
she was no | onger youthfuland Rinerley had told her
that she would | ose her chance if the Corps cut off the
supply of spare parts

"That nust be it!" she exclainmed, and ignoring Bracy's
bewi | derment she dived for the subspace conmuni cator
which was her Iink with the Corps. The bands it used
were untappable, as far as was known, by any equi pnent
on Cyclops, but just in case Corps intelligence was faulty
in that area there was an autonmatic scranbler on the cir-
cuit as well.

"Maddal ena Santos," she said as soon as she had her
connection. *1 want to speak to Commandant Langen-

schm dt."

"I"'msorry," canme the snooth reply. "The comman-

dant has been called off the planet for a conference on
redepl oynent of base personnel . "
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"Damal r eady? Then gi ve nme whoever*s acting for

him ™"

"Dr Nole is the senior officer at present on duty, bat
he's engaged with the Cycl opean inspection team at the

hospital. Is there anyone el se you wi sh to speak to?"
"Not particularly," Maddel ena sighed. "Wait a second,
t hough, | have an idea. Can you record a scranbl ed

message and get it to Langenschmi dt for nme?"

"Yes, certainly. Just one nonment." A series of clicks;

t hen" Go ahead now, pl ease. Recording."

In terse words Maddal ena summed up her suspicions

and ended, "By the way, Qus! Since you're so sure

you'll be back as soon as the Cycl opeans feel the pinch,
why not try and con the authorities into assigning this
evacuation fleet to search for the unknown ZRP, instead
of just tamely spreadi ng our personnel here over a dozen
bases and leaving it at that? It's going to take at | east
thirty ships to shift what's being lifted awayhal f that
nunmber could carry out a thorough sweep of the high-
probability | ocations.

"OfF course, knowi ng you, that's probably exactly

what you're doing at the nonent."

She cl osed the nessage and thanked the Corps opera-

tor. Then she turned to Bracy.

"Can you use an energy gun?" she denanded.

The boy shook his head.

"I think I'"lIl pass the next half hour teaching you

What ever' s bei ng brought down here at midnight is
valuable, and if we interfere there may be trouble.
Lucky | brought a spare gun along, isn't it?"

Xxvm

Dar kness cl osed around the boat, still drifting as any

fi shing-boat m ght when awaiting the arrival of a shoa
along the line of a nutrient-rich current.

"That nmakes us effectively invisible to the naked eye,"
Maddal ena nuttered. "Now | et's make ourselves invisible
to his burglar alarns, and we can go ashore.”

Bracy had tried and failed to comprehend the concepts
behind this cryptic statenent. He put out his arm pas-
sively, and Maddal ena strapped a mniature radi o beacon
around it.

She had programed a geepee conputer for the task

of making themelectronically invisible, and it was per-
haps the neatest trick of all those they were using. Essen-
tially she had shifted frequencies on the tapper and
connected both it and the conmputer to an ultra-tight-
beamtransmitter. The beacons woul d show their |oca-

tion at any given noment; the tapper would indicate on
what band the detectors were operating, and the trans-
mtter would put out an eddy current, so to speak,

whi ch woul d confuse the circuits in the detectors and
cause themto record something as diffuse and harml ess

as a patch of sea-mist. The fact that slight m st usually
foll owed sundown at these latitudes in sunmer was an
addi ti onal advant age.

"Remenber, though,"” Maddal ena adnoni shed Bracy

sternly, "even if it is pitch dark, and you're masked for
the detectors, you can still nmake noise, and that'll give us
away. Be careful."

Bracy nodded and grinned. The grin vani shed as he
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gl anced down at the butt of his energy gun, protruding
fromits water-proof holster. Maddal ena felt a tw nge of
worrywas it w se to have given himthe weapon when

any instruction had necessarily to be theoretical ? She
had restrained himfromfiring it only with difficulty,
but she dared not let himsee a bolt actually fireden-
ergy guns were not the sort of weapons common fisher-
folk could afford, and their discharge was extrenely
conspi cuous, especially over water where they raised a
wal | of steamfifty or nore feet high

Too late to change her mind nowti ne was wasti ng,

and wel |l before m dnight they had to explore the house,
the nearby estate and the high ground behi nd, anong the
trees. For that, in Maddal ena's judgenent, was the only
pl ace a spaceship could put down near here, unless it

| anded on water, and that too was an attention-getting
event attended by clouds of spray and hi gh waves.

Al nost certainly anong the trees, she had concl uded.
And going at a snail's pace, it would talte a coupl e of
hours to carry out their prelimnary survey, |let alone
prepare counter-action against Rinerley and his staff.
"Anchor!" she told Bracy.

Silent as a ghost, he lowered it to the bottom and gave
a cautious tug to ensure it had gripped. On his whispered
confirmati on, Maddal ena |l et herself over the side and,
usi ng a stroke that created nini mum di sturbance in the
water, set off for the shore.

There were lights on in the extension of the house that
ran al ong the sea-bed, but the roomw thin was enpty.
On alowtable lay the remains of a nealthe eater, ap-
parently, had had little appetite tonight. Through wi n-
dows hi gher up, wonen coul d be seen novi ng about

three of themin all, one in white, the others in dark
green gowns

Maddal ena | ed Bracy sone distance along the shore

bef ore headi ng inland. She had already got a clear idea
of the layout of the house: the seaward side was the
owner's, the landward included servants' quarters and al
the domestic and nechanical offices. There seened to be
no trace of children; presumably either Rinmerley was
unnmarried or he maintained a separate establishment el se-
where. O, of course, he night be old enough to have
children already grownshe had sonehow been t hi nki ng

of himas a young nman, greedy and ruthless, rather than
an old man, nerely call ous.

Their first stop was the dock where the skinmers

were nmoored. No one noticed them as they bent over
first one, then the other, of the graceful craft. From
there, they went to the 'copter. The nechani c was j ust
finishing his job, w ping his hands and putting away
sonme tools. They waited for five mnutes to |let himget
clear, and then Maddal ena tossed a small sticky object at
the side of the machine. It clung as it touched.

Now, anyone attenpting to |eave the island by skim

mer or 'copter would attract the unwel cone attention of
a honing rocket with a shaped-charge head, unless he
was sufficiently observant to renove the sticky objects
Maddal ena had pl ant ed.

Whi ch she doubted. The said person was likely to be
inawld panic.

"Door shut," Maddal ena whi spered very softly. "Now
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the ventilators."

The house's air-conditioning systemwas quite conspic-
uous fromthe trawer: two high circulating stacks | ed
down to the punp-chanber on the roof. Bracy had as-
sured her that he, accustoned to grappling with solar
sails in unexpected gales of wind, could get to the top
easily; nonethel ess, she waited with heart in nmouth and
hand on gun while he scaled the intake stack and pl aced
at the top the three glass canisters tied into a bundle with
an expl osive cord which she had given him There was a
radi o-activated fuse on the end of the cord.

She had been puzzling for sone tine over the matter

of where Justin Kolb would be located; it wasn't unti
she was planning this job on the air-conditioning that she
saw the nost likely possibility. Any sensible doctor tak-
ing patients into his private dwelling would put them at
the termnal end of the air-circulation system in case
they had infections which draughts could carry to the

ot her occupants. As soon as Bracy had cone down

safely, she told himto keep watch for her and ap-
proached the w ndow of the room adjacent to the base

of the discharge stack

And there he was, in a large roomfull of nedica

equi pnent, watching a nusical recording and sipping a
cup of wine. No one else was in the roomw th him but
there were open communi cators on both sides of the

bed, and a nedi cal scanner was focused on his torso.

Her original plan had ended with the | ocation of Jus-
tin Kolb and his renoval to a point fromwhich the
Corps could send down a ship to retrieve him and she
was gl ad that she had acquired information |l eading to a
change of plan. It would have been far too easy, as she
had envisaged it. Just fire the radio-fuse, wait ten

m nutes until everyone in the house was unconsci ous,
smash a way in to bring Kolb to the boat, andend.

Tame. This way was nuch better.

She had seen enough of the house now, and | ed Bracy
away fromit towards the high ground. They kept a
course parallel to the road, but out of sight of it, a pre-
caution she was glad of when a fast ground-ski mrer
hummed up fromthe house to the concealing trees

ahead, and within m nutes canme back

The trees were thickly |l eaved and prickly, sone |loca
speci es she hadn't been warned about; before Bracy was
abl e to show her how to avoid the dropping branches,

she sustained several scratches on her face. They made
the last stretch of their )ouney interm nably slow, but at
Il ength they emerged into sight of a snmall plateau crown-
ing the island.

Maddal ena pursed her |ips. Even w thout nore help

than starlight, she could see that this was one of the
best - equi pped private | andi ng-grounds she had ever

heard of. A squat building domnated it, with an im
pressive array of antennae on top, ntinding one unm s-
takabl e one neant for subspace conmunication over
interstellar distancesa real shock, to find that sort of
equi pnent here. Maybe the Cycl opean government was
conniving at Rinmerley's actions

And what could it be that was expected at or soon af-
ter mdnight? A newleg for Justin Kolb? Such a
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gruesone pi ece of evidence as that would be enough to
convict Rinmerley and his associates even in a Cycl opean
court, let alone a galactic one!

"What now?" Bracy whispered, touching her armto

attract her attention.

"I"'mgoing to try and plan an ambush for the people

who are coming fromspace," Mddal ena told him

equal ly softly. "I don't know how many there nmay be of
them nor how many of the staff fromthe house will

come with Rinerley to greet the ship. Those who stay
behi nd, of course, won't pose any problenms . . . Ch,
dammation! "

She cl apped her hand to her forehead.

"What's wong?" Bracy demanded. He had put on a

wol fish grin at the thought of what was to hol d back
those in the house frominterferingit was a trick that
tickled himimmensely, especially since he had had per-
sonal experience of the sane brand of anaesthetic gas
when he was cornered in the operations control room of
the Corps base. The grin had vani shed i medi atel y Md-
dal ena | et out her stifled exclanation.

"Rimerley may not come up here by ground-ski nmer.

He may prefer to use the 'copter, and if he does, it'll be
brought down instantly. |I'Il have to go back and unbug

t he dammed thing!"

"Let nme go," Bracy suggest ed.

She hesitated. But so far he had shown hinself reliable,
and after all there was little time now .

"Ckay!" she decided. "All you have to do is get close
enough to take off the sticky thingyon saw -where
threwit?"

"Yes. | can do it quicidy and cone back soon!"

"CGood luck!" she shot after himas he di sappeared.

Then, furious with her own excess of ingenuity, she

set off on a tour of the miniature spaceport, |ooking for
the best hidi ng-places and points of vantage. To anbush
the crew of an interstellar ship with only two persons
was a tall order, but there was equipnent in the traw er
whi ch should nmake it possible, if she could get back
there, collect it, and get it installed intine . . . Wat was
keepi ng Bracy? WAs it necessary to wait for hintould
she not neet himon the way back to the shore and save

time?

Better not.

The stars crept around the sky towards the m dni ght
configuration, and still no Bracy. Wth a start she real -

ised that if he took any longer it would already be too
late to fetch what she needed fromthe traw er.

And it was too late! Fromthe direction of the house
cane the distinctive drone of the 'copter's engines; she
coul d see lights nmoving around its parking-place, and
shadowy figures crossing bright |anps.

It began to rise, and for |ong nonents she was i nmagi n-
ing the whish and crash of the rocket which was keyed
to hone on the sticky beacon. But nothi ng happened.

The 'copter nerely turned towards the tiny spaceport.
There was a rusde in the undergrowth beside her, and
she spun, hand sl apping the butt of her gun

"Bracy!" the boy said in alarm and she recogni zed

him Furious, she railed at him

"What kept yon? Now we have no tine to go to the
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trawl er and get what we need!"

"I"'msorry. | dared not go close. They were worKking
on the machinefitting sonething like a tray under its
belly. In the end I could not wait any nore. | caught

one of the nen, about ny size, as he went out of sight of
the others, and did so." Gaphically, he closed his hand
on his own throat and groaned. "Then | took his clothes
and went openly to the nmachine to renpve the sticky
thing. I was just in tinmea man of great inportance

cane fromthe house to see that all was well with the
work. So | went back and killed the man |I had taken
clothes from and got rid of his body. They | ooked for
as long as | was near enough to hear, but | think they
will not find him There is a wolfshark in the baydid
you see it, earlier?"

"No r' Maddal ena excl ai ned.

"Yes. Not feeding, not followed by buzzards, but they
are always hungry for human neat."

Maddal ena di gested that information as well as she

coul d.

"What now?" Bracy pressed her

She shrugged. "W play by ear, | guess."

"What ?"

"Never m nd. Watch, and listen, and take your orders
fromny signals. W shall sinply have to do as well as
we can with two energy guns and the advantage of sur-
prise."

She notioned himsilent, for the 'copter was hunm ng
down over the treetops, and the |ast scene of the night's
drama was all set

Xl X

As the ship slanted through the fringes of the air, Lors
Hei rndal | wondered grimy )ust how nmuch of his ex-

pl anation his men had believed. He'd told themthat this
deal was so profitable they could afford to return hone
ahead of schedule, and there weren't likely to be nmany
conpl aints about thatthe natives could get along with-
out Receivers of the Sick for a while, until the next tine
sonme death-fearing client put in for a new heart or sone
weal thy idiot crossed up another wol fshark, like Justin
Kol b.

Nonet hel ess, it was quite unprecedented in the history

of their venture to pull the entire teamoff the ZRP and
go honme en nasse

He' d taken the decision to do this in cold blood. If by
any chance Rinerley had been wong in his estimte of

the effect on the Corps of Quist's ultimtum and sone
too-nosy doctor had thought to check the gene-type of
Kolb's leg, he didn't want to be trapped by the Patrol on
a noi sonme, dirty, mnud-grubbing planet not worth a snap

of the fingers.

There wasn't any question of cancelling their |ong-

term plans conpletely, of course. In a few years nore,

he hinself would inevitably become a custonmer for Ri-
merley's skilled attentionssonetinmes, after great effort,
he found it hard to breathe, and knew that his |ungs and
bronchi were aging. And why shoul d he squander nost

of his hard-earned fortune on a trip to some prosperous
worl d, for nedical treatnent, when he was indispensabl e
to Rinerley and coul d persuade the doctor to overhau
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hi m wi t hout charge?

Al'l this aside, though, he did wonder very seriously
whet her his nen had not guessed the truth behind his or-
der to pull out.

It was lucky the trip was such a short one; the ship

was crowded, and in a confined space tenpers could eas-
ily be rubbed raw.

Also there was the girl, who was indisputably attrac-
tive. Most of the men hadn't been able to overcone their
revul sion against dirt and take thensel ves a native
worman during their stay on the ZRP. Now Soraya had

been washed and disinfected, though . . . Yes: the
shortness of the journey was sonething to be thankfu
for.

"They're waiting for us at the landing ground," the
pilot reported unnecessarily. "lI'mgoing straight in."
"You're watching out for Patrol ships? Wth the evac-
uation of the Corps base, |'d expected | ocal space to be
crawing with them"

"They're over the shoul der of the planet,"” the pilot
grunted. "Two, two and a half thousand mles from

where we're setting down."

Not a hitch. Heirndall found hinself relaxing fromun-
noticed tension

Everyt hing, indeed, went with such snopot hness that he
was al nost di sappointed to have wasted so nuch energy

on needl ess apprehension. The ship settled with hardly a
bunpt he pil ot had becone accustoned to rough | and-

ings on the ZRP, and this was the next best thing to a.
public spaceport. Heirndall was already at the port when
the all-clear |anps wi nked on, and the panels slid back to
reveal the night outside, and a fewglinring lights sil hou-
etting a parked 'copter with a group of four nmen close
by.

"Wait a nmonent!" Heirndall snapped to those of his

own team who were excessively eager to junp down,

and called in a |l ow voice across the field. "Doctor?"
"Here | am" R nmerley answered. "You weren't Jboth-

ered, were you?"

"No, no chall engesnothing. Can you take the girl

down in the '"copter? |'ve kept her in cona all the way."
"Yes, there's a cradle slung for her stretcher. Get her
over here quickly and we'll take her to the house. Then
1"l come back for you."

"Right!" Heirndall turned and gestured curtly for the
girl to be carried to the lock. He thought it as well not
to tell Rinmerley yet that there would have to be at | east
three trips with the 'copter to bring down all the nen
who had returned with him

Soraya was carried by two conpl ai ni ng bearers over

to the 'copter and placed in the cradle. Heirndall wal ked
with her, and as soon as the job was done nodded to Ri-
mer | ey.

"OFf you gobut don't be too | ong over sendi ng back

the 'copter, will you?"

Ri merl ey, edgy, caught a false note in the words, and
gave hima long hard stare. Then he wal ked a few paces
away, beyond the pool of light in which the 'copter
rested, so that he could see the dimglow of the ship's
| ock. There were nore craning, peering heads in view
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than there ought to have been

"Heirndal |, have you brought your whol e damed
teamwi th you?" he rasped.

Heirndall took a deep breath. "Yes. And we're not go-
ing back till the pressure is off."

Starded, the nmen who had cone up with R nerley

closed on their boss; simlarly, catching Heirndall's words
and finding their half-forned suspicions confirmed, ev-
eryone fromthe ship came scranbling out of the |ock
and hurried to ask frantic questions. There was a bab-
bling argument within seconds, and accusations and
count er-accusati ons poured out as though a dam had

bur st .
Coul dift be better, Maddal ena thought. That's every-
one fromthe ship outside now. |I'Il bet on itthere sim

ply wovldn't be roomfor any nore. And they said

sonet hing about bringing a girl with them Fromthe

ZRP, beyond doubt .

She nudged Bracy, who slipped away into the

darkness a score of paces, and as soon as he was at his ap-
poi nted position she rose to her feet.

Her voice rang out with shocking authority, anplified

to ten rines natural volune. "Stand still, all of you! | am
an executive officer of the Corps Gl acrica, and you arc
under arrest for violations of the Unified Galactic

Code! "

The effect of the roaring order was all Mddal ena had
hoped for. Long seconds passed with everyone on the

port i mmobilised by shock; during the passage of those
seconds, she pressed the little button on a device clipped
to her belt and transnmitted the signal which would ex-

pl ode the cord tying the three glass cylinders together at
the top of the intake stack supplying the house's air.
Enough anaesthetic to knock out an army flowed sl ug-
gishly down to the ventilators.

Then the nan whom she had nmanaged to identify as

Ri merl ey quicker-witted than his conpani onsbroke

fromthe group and ran hell-bent for the 'copter. Shouts
greeted this act, and soneone with good sense yell ed,
"Stop him"

"Patrol Probationer Bracy!" Maddal ena shouted into

her |oud-hailer. "Disable that helicopter!"

And for pity's sake, do it without injuring the girl

sl ung under neat h!

She thought he woul d never respond, and was lifting

her own gun when at |ast he did.

Per f ect.

He had di spl ayed the unexpected good sense not to

hurry over this first use of his weapon; he had renai ned
cal m enough to sight as he had been told, to steady his
arm hold his breath, and only then Il et go the bolt.

It blazed across the field, illumnating the entire island
as brilliantly as lightning, and sheared away the rotor
fromthe 'copter just as Rinerley got the power on and
turned the blades into a shimering disc.

Droplets of nolten netal shattered the transparent

roof of the pilot conpartnent into shards of opaque
plastic, and Rinerley screaned |like a frightened beast.

But it was unlikely the girl, protected by the craft's hull
had suffered any hurt.

"Thank you, Bracy," Maddal ena said at full vol une.
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"The rest of you, stay where you are, and if one of these
di sgusting butchers nmakes a nove, or tries to run for it,
burn him understood? Bracy, conme over and help ne
disarmthem"

There was a powerful psychol ogical inpact in the un-

| eashed vi ol ence of an energy gun, even to people raised
on Cycl ops, where violence was far comoner than on

nmost civilised worlds. Sullen, sick-faced with terror, the
cluster d>{ nmen waited as patiently as cattle in a slaugh-
terhouse for Bracy and Maddal ena to cone up to them

Bracy was grinning all over his face, he was so pl eased
with his contribution to the night's work; Maddal ena

had to scowl ferociously before he snobothed his features
into a pattern nore suited to a probationer on officia
busi ness.

The techni que Maddal ena had devised for this stage of

the proceedi ngs worked beautifully. Bracy canme up to

each man in turn, gun in his right hand, palnmng in his

| eft an anaesthetic capsule with a self-injector attached.
He cl apped the victimon the shoulder and left the cap-
sul e sticking to the flesh while he w thdrew any weapon
the man had at his belt: in all, four of themhad arms. A
| ook of vague surprise would cross the man's face, and

he woul d sl unp about half a mnute |ater

Meanti me, Maddal ena had gone over to the 'copter,

pl aying a handlight on the weckage. Rinerley was sit-
ting still and nmoaning. Below him the girl lay uncaring,
| ong bl ack hair draped over the end of the stretcher
Hminm Very pretty! | wonder if they toere going

toto dismantle her for spares!

But she had no tinme for such gruesone reflections.

There was a flash from behind her, and she whirled. The
tall, cruel-nosed man who had supervi sed the bringing of
the girl fromthe shipHeirndall, R nmerley had called

hi mhad broken fromthe group and was dashi ng

towards the dark shelter of the trees. Bracy had | oosed a
bolt at him and fired wi de.

Maddal ena' s gun was np on the instant, and her bolt

did not m ss.

Those of the group who were still conscious gaped,

and then, in comcal unison, doubled up to vomt on the
ground. At this range, an energy gun turned a nan into

a handful of cal cined bones, and a snell, sickeningly de-
licious, of well-roasted neat..
Maddal ena waited till she was sure Bracy had the situ-

ation under control again, holstered her gun, and turned
back to Rinerley. He had reganed sone of his self-pos-
session, and was bieating into the communicator, trying
to raise his staff back at the house.

"That won't do you any good,"” Maddal ena said curt-

ly. "I gassed the house and they' ||l sleep till norning.
Cone onget down fromthere! "

Li ke a badly operated marionette, Rinerley conplied,
falling awkwardly and twi sting his ankle. He |inped
when Maddal ena ordered himto nove towards his col -

| eagues, and made a whi npering conpl ai nt about such

treat nent.
"If you conplain once nore," Maddal ena told him
stonily, "I'Il take a leg off you, the way you did to the

poor bastard who provided a graft for Jusdn Kolbh. Is
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that clear?"

Ri nerl ey gul ped enornmously, and began to waddl e

hastily forward.

"That's the lot," Bracy said proudly, indicating the
scattered forms oa the ground. "And |'ve piled their
guns over there."

"Excel l ent," Maddal ena said. "I never thought we'd do
it, to be frank. You've been quite anazing." She cl apped
hi m on the shoul der, forgetful for the nonent of what

he had )ust been doing, and was first startled, then
amazed, when he put up his hand anxiously to make cer-
tain it was not the end of his usefulness and his turn to
be knocked unconsci ous.

Ri nerl ey, breathing raggedly, fought to recover his
dignity. He said, "I demand to know by what ri ght

you"

"I told you," Mddal ena snapped. "If you want spe-

cific charges, the main one will probably be nurder, and
the subsidiary, interference with a Zarathustra Refugee
Pl anet . "

Rinerley gave an oily smle. He said, "My govern-

ment contests the legality of the non-interference rule, as
you ought to know. And plenty of planets recognise the
right of euthanasia. If you' re assumi ng that we comit-
ted murder to obtain the grafts we have enpl oyed,

you're wong. | can show you a release for each of the
donors, agreeing to euthanasia because of incurable
illness or serious injury."

"I'ncluding the girl over there?" Mddal ena countered,
and saw with satisfaction the | ook of horror that wi ped
away the doctor's snile.

"What now?" Bracy pressed her

"Well, since they' ve been so kind as to provide the
means, " Maddal ena said, "I think we mght as well go
directly to see Commandant Langenschmidt. | haven't

flown a spaceship for several years, but | was taught how
in Corps indoctrination, and they say what the Corps
teaches you can never be forgotten. Want to try space

for a change, Bracy?"

The boy hesitated. Then self-respect overcane his

doubts, and he pat his shoul ders back and nodded vi gor-

ously.

"Then help ne drag this |load of carrion aboard, and
we'll |eave." Maddal ena said.

XX

The ship bringing the three-merober board of inquiry
fromEarth, which had pat the parsecs behind it at a
speed to nake light ook Iike a tired snail, dropped into
its assigned slot at the Cy-cl ops base. The three board
menbers energed: Senior CGeneral Lyia Baden, small of
build but |arge of voice, and two col onel sa staff rank,

i ndi cating that they had not served in the Patrol, but had
spent their entire careers in adm nistration

"CGeneral Baden?" said Dr Anstey Nole, stepping for-

ward to greet them "My nane is Nole, second senior

of ficer here at present.”

General Baden | ooked at her surroundings with an icy

bl ue eye. She said at length, "You' re under ultimtumto
| eave this base by tomorrow at | atest, aren't you? \Were
are your preparations for departure?”
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I ndeed, it was obvious to the nost casual glance that
the work of the base was proceedi ng normal | yfar from
tearing down the installations, nen and robots were at
work on repair and renovation, a fact which had given
the Cycl opean inspectors a bad tine recently. It nade
them feel peculiarly helpless, for there was nothing
what ever a backward world |ike Cyclops could do

against the Corps if it decided to dig in its heels.
Maj or Barly strode forward from where he had been
standing, next to Nole. "I want to register the strongest
possi bl e protest against the defiant behavi our of your
base conmmandant!" he thundered. "Until yesterday he

was according us full cooperation. Then suddenly he
turned about and countermanded all his orders, and re-
fused to see ne and expl ain his high-handed obsti nacy."
"Hmm " General Baden | ooked hi mover. "Who

are you?"

"My apologies." Barly recollected hinmself and clicked
his heels. "Bengt Barly, Mjor, Cyclops Space Force, as-
signed to supervise the evacuation of this base."

"l see. Where is this commandant now? Why didn't

he cone down to nmeet us on our arrival?" A chill per-
vaded t he general's words.

"Commandant Langenschmidt is awaiting you in his

villa. CGeneral," Nole said calmy. "I am asked to take
you there at once."

"Carry on, then," the general said grinmy. "I shal

want an expl anationand it will have to be a good one."
Langenschni dt greeted the newconers with a nask of
inscrutability. He was not alone in the room where he
received them In addition to six arnmed Corpsnen, there
were an agi ng man who | ooked to be ill from sonme cause
subtl er than di seasepossibly fear; a youth who held
hinsel f as erect as a Corpsman but clearly wasn't, for his
hair was conpl etely shaven, not trinmed to the Patrol's
standard inch; a very young girl with dark hair and

wi de, doe-like eyes full of alarm and a woman in
undress Corps uniform around whose nouth played the
suspicion of a smle.

Wt hout preanble. General Baden said, "I'mtold by

the head of the Cyclopean inspection teamthat you' ve
count ermanded the orders to evacuate. Wy?"

Not twitching an eyelid, Langenschnidt retorted, "Be-
cause the base is not going to be closed. Furthernore, |
intend to ask that the ships assigned to transport our per-
sonnel away, which are released fromthat duty now, be
reassigned to nme for a special task." He paused. "In fact,
I think about half the total nunber of ships will suffice
the rest can return to regular duty."

"Have you taken | eave of your senses, nman?" rapped

the general, enphasising the |ast word as though she had
| ong ago ceased to expect intelligence in nenbers of the
opposite sex.

"Ceneral, if you' d sit down? Chairs!" Langenschmni dt
barked, and the Corpsnen noved hastily to bring sone.

"I think you need only listen to me for a few m nute

to see | know what |I'mtalking about. 1'd like to

start by introducing all those present, if | may. Ah . .
Maddal ena Santos here is attached to ny staff for special
duties, and I'll be asking you to take back with you a
commendation in her nane for diligence above the cal

file:/lIF|/rah/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20Repairmen%200f%20Cyclops.txt (79 of 86) [1/17/03 6:50:31 PM]



file:///F)/rah/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20Repai rmen%200f%20Cyclops.txt

of duty. But that's by the way. This young nan here is a
Cycl opean fisherboy froma place called Garignol

Bracy Dyge; he has applied for probadoner status in the
Corps and has so conducted hinself as to earn ny nmax-

i mum approval for the application."”

Bracy grinned broadly and went back to the pastine
mai nl y engaging his attention at the nonment: | ooking at
the slender, attractive girl next to him

"This," Langenschnmi dt continued, "is Dr Al eazar Ri-

merl ey, who is not here under quite such favourabl e aus-
pices. He is in fact under arrest for systematic and
flagrant violation of several clauses of the Unified Gal ac-
tic Code, details of which | shall be giving you

"And thischild, | think one nmust say," he concl uded,
turning, "is nanmed Soraya. She doesn't understand nuch
of what we are saying, which is hardly surprising. She
wasn't brought up to speak pure Galactic, but an Irani
dialect with sone Galactic admxtures. She is, in
fact''and he | ooked straight at General Baden, wanting
to see the full inpact of his bonbshell"a native of ZRP
Nunmber Twenty-two, whose |ocation we haven't yet es-
tabl i shed, but which narrows down to a thirty-parsec
sphere now, and"

"Twenty-two?" echoed the general in a strangled

Voi ce.

"But" said both col onels sinultaneously.

Langenschnidt let his face relax at last, into a beam ng
smle. "Have | your permission to explain ny actions
now?"

It had been decided at the |ast noment to make the

cl osi ng session of the Conference on Non-Interference
with Zarathustra Refugee Planets a public affair, with as
much ponp and spectacle as Cycl opean resources could
furnish at short notice, and full coverage by the planet's
news services. There was nuch adul ati on of QOmar

Haust, the living representative of those who on un-
tamed worl ds struggled to west a precarious living from
a hostile environnentat |east, that was how Quist's
speech conpositor put it, and she was far too preoccu-
pied to worry about the phrase herself. But there were
some worried faces in the public seats, where Cycl opean
not abl es, hurriedly sumobned to show t hensel ves, sat
listening and scrutinising the offworld del egates arranged
at a long table on the dais of the conference hall.

The matter troubling Quist was the sane as it had

been since she first yielded to Rinerley's irresistible
bribe: would or would not the Corps | eave enough sal -
vageabl e material to balance the planetary budget this
year, while they cast around for some other external rev-
enue to replace what was being thrown away?

Gradual | y, through her nbod of anxiety, a noise from
outside the hall began to seep. She started, turning to
gaze at the wi ndow which offered a view of the large
square outside. There, thousands of the city's people
were wat ching on public telescreens the proceedi ngs of

t he conference.

They shouldn't be shouting |ike that. The thought
briefly crossed her mind, and as it passed she leapt in
amazenent from her seat.

Down across the frame of the tall w ndow a non-
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strous shining shape had noved, like a fish settling
through clear water. A spaceship. A spaceship so |arge
that the entire square was barely wi de enough to afford
it room

O hers in the hall had seen it go by, and the bewl -
dered speaker at therostramone of the | esser del egates
from Earth, heaping praise on Cyclops for its noble self-
sacrificebroke off his address. The shouting from out-
side turned to real screaning now.

The ranked notables started to get up, nmuttering in
alarm and then the scene was frozen by the inpact of
shock.

The tall nmain doors of the hall were slamred open

not sliding back into the walls as they were neant to
move, but sinply buried fromtheir franes by a trenen-
dous blow fromthe far side. Over them wth the stolid
tranp of machi nes, cane what nost of the people

present had never seen except in historical recordings: a
squadron of the Corps Galactica in full battle equipnent,
armour tough enough to repel an energy bolt, so heavy
that it was driven by mniaturised fusion reactors nounted
at the back, and polished to nore-than-mirror brilliance
in every band of the spectrum The crazy reflections
rendered it al nost inpossible to focus on the wearers,
maki ng them seem |i ke nightmare ill usions.

That was why CGus Langenschm dt had insisted it be

worn. He didn't expect any resistance fierce enough to
justify its actual use.

The squadron wheel ed right and left and filed around

the hill, taking station to surround it entirely, and he
came in last of all, striding directly towards Qui st where
she stood, petrified, anmong the offworld del egates.

He wanted to get his opening statenent out before

any of the news technicians regai ned enough presence of
mnd to switch off the exterior transm ssions.

"Alura Qist" he said, and the words rang around the

hall |ike the knell of doom "I am Commandant QCustav
Langenschni dt, a duly appointed executive of the Corps
Gal actica, and | arrest you for conplicity in the follow
ing violations of the Unified Galactic Code, to wit: nmur-
der with nmalice, nurder by default, conspiracy to"

The screanmi ng and pani ¢ began then. Langenschm dt

paused; his squadron was fully- briefed on how to handl e
this sort of trouble. It took only a few mnutes to restore
calm with the local notables sitting white-faced in their
chairs, their hands between their knees as though they
were trying to shrink and become too small to be seen,
the of fworl d del egates nmuttering frantic unanswerabl e
gquestions to each other, and the places of the news tech-
ni ci ans taken by Corpsnen to ensure that the transm s-
sions would go on w thout a break

Langenschmri dt resuned. "Conspiracy to interfere with

t he aut ononmous devel opnment of a Zarat hustra Refugee

Pl anet, conspiracy with Al eazar Rinerley and Lors Heim
dall and others to murder one Ekim Hakini and di smem

ber his corpse, and certain other charges."

He wheel ed where he stood, knowing that two ar-

nmoured nen had stanped to Quist's side and pini oned

her arnms, and confronted the cowering Cycl opeans in

the public seats. He had intercepted a list of those invited
whi ch was supplied to the news service, and knew t hat
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all those he would nanme were present.
"Sophy Al't, | charge you with conspiracy with Al ea-

zar Rinerley and Lors Heirndall and others to kill one
Mara Rustum and di smenber her corpse. Don Anbon-
ine, | charge you with conspiracy with the sane parties

to kill one Ali Qurab and di snenber his corpse. Ved
Conakry, | charge you"

And so on, the entire mserable tale of Rinerley's rich
clients and their mserable victins, until there were nore
than thirty nmen and wonmen shivering with terror before
hi m

Then he handed the documents from whi ch he had

been reading to one of his nen, threw back his hel net,
and strode to the dais. Wth the entire attention of the
pl anet riveted on him he began

"Peopl e of Cyclops, and in particular you offworld
visitors who have cone here to attend the conference

so rudely interrupted'he gave them a a sidel ong gl ance
and saw they were listening as inteody as everyone

el se"l want to explain the story behind the shocking
scene you have just w tnessed.

"You all know about the Zarathustra Refugee Pl anets.

You perhaps al so know t hat nmany noreperhaps wel |

over a mllion norepeopl e escaped fromthe Zarathus-

tra nova than we have to date accounted for

"Well, we have |l earned in the past few days that an-

ot her shipl oad survived, on a world whose exi stence was
di scovered by accident and not notified to ny Corps.

The di scoverer was the captain of a tranmp space-
freighter, naned Lors Heirndall. He was naking a somne-
what unusual journey along a route served by no regul ar
space-lines, when the strain proved too great for his en-
gines and he was forced to nmake an energency | andi ng

to conduct repairs on a Class Athat's a tolerably habit-
abl epl anet in an unvisited system

"There, he discovered the descendants of a group of

I rani -stock Zarathustrans, nmeking the best of what they
had.

"He kept the discovery to hinself and his crew, be-
lieving that in some way he would eventually be able to
exploit this secret. Not |ong afterwards, his chance oc-
curred. A certain Justin Kolb, celebrated on Cyclops for
his part in an accident in space, required the repl acenent
of his right leg. Although he was in the care of your

pl anet's | eadi ng surgeon, Aleazar Rinerley, the facilities
here were not adequate for full-scale |linb regeneration,
and sending a patient to a nore prosperous world is
costly.

"Heirndall went to Rimerley with a proposition. He

could secure for Kolb a replacenent graft, a linb

mat ched closely to his owm, for a fraction of the cost of
regeneration; Rinerley could charge his clientnot

Kol b; Alura Quist was paying, out of your planetary
fundst he cost of a regeneration, and Heirndall and Ri -
merley could split the surplus profit.

"Rinmericy accepted the offer. And Heirndall sectired

the linb as prom sed, by a peculiarly unpl easant decep-
tion practised on the unfortunate inhabitants of his pri-
vate ZRP.

"In the early days of their life there, they had insti-
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tuted a humane system of quarantine for people suffering
from di sease beyond their linmited resources to cureand
there were plenty of those. Volunteers acted as what
they call ed Receivers of the Sick, to convey them away
fromtheir community and the danger of infecting oth-
ers, and tended themuntil they recovered or died.

"This systemwas on the verge of di sappearanceso

often had the Receivers died of the sane illness as their
patients, the idea seened no |onger practical. But Heim
dall set himself and his nen up as a new team of Re-
ceivers, worning their way into the natives' confidence
and taking away not the truly ill, whomthey preferred
to disregard, but those whose bodily characteristics ren-
dered them suitable as suppliers of spare parts

"For Rimerley had seen the possibilities in an unlim
ited supply of graft material. Not nany people on Cy-
clops are rich, but those who are are di sproportionately
so, and as greedy for youth as for naterial wealth. As
you have heard, no fewer than thirty people in this hal
have enjoyed the fruits of Rimerley's butcherynew

i mbs, new eyes, new vital organs!

"I't is being pleaded that they did no nore than offer
eut hanasia to the hopelessly sick, a practice tolerated
here and on nost inhabited planets. This is not true.
How do we know?

"You may have heard that the Corps base is under or-
ders to close, ostensibly as a synbol of protest against
non-interference with ZRP's." He twisted his nouth
around the words, and knew the irony was not |ost on

his hearers. "You nay have seen this as an idealistic ges-
ture, since Cyclops can ill afford to | ose the revenue
fromthe base. O you may equally have wondered what
possessed Alura Quist to issue her ultinmatum

"She issued it because Rinerley offered her a bribe: a
new | ease of life. He knew we were within sight of his
secret; he thought to provide us with a distraction that
woul d nmake our hal f-formed suspicions seemnot worth

the trouble of investigation. And the bait he dangl ed be-
fore Quist was the body, conplete and healthy, of a
young girl naned Soraya: a source of new organs to re-

pl ace her failing ones.

"That girl is aliveby a mracleand in our hands.

And she has told how, perfectly well, she was caused to
appear to her friends as the victimof a fatal disease, a
sui tabl e subject for the ninistrations of the Receivers of
the Sick. She was not ill at all; she was not offered an
easy death under the pretence that she was sick and in-
cur abl eshe was sinply shipped to Cyclops |Iike an ani -

mal to the slaughter."

Langenschni dt paused. "People of Cyclops, it is no

part of the Corps's duty to tell you what you shoul d do.
But | have worked on your planet for many years, and
cone to know you at least a little. | amsure you wll
knowwha.t you shoul d do."

He turned to |l ook at the pale, trenbling conference

del egates. "And as for you," he said, "I hardly need say
that you have seen a Zarathustra Refugee Planet 'inter-
fered with'. Think it over. Andgo hone."

For long nonments, no one noved. Then, as if in a

dream the old man from ZRP One, Omar Haust, stood

up and approached Quist. He | ooked at her as though at
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sonet hi ng di sgusting found under a stone. Pursed his
lips. Spat full in her face.

Langenschm dt snapped his hel met back over his head

and gave the signal to his nen. They left their stations
and went to take hold of the nmen and women naned in

the long crimnal indictnent. Sone passive and hopel ess,
sonme struggling and yelling hysterically, they were |ed
away.

Last of all, with Langenschm dt at her heels, nist was
taken to endure the execration of her planet's people as
she was marched towards the waiting spaceship.

XX

"Made up your mnd about non-interference?" Lan-
genschm dt said to Maddal ena with a tone of false jocu-
larity.

There was no attenpt to match it in her reply-

depressed, abstracted.

"Qus, that isn't fair. Cyclops isn't a typical civilised
pl anet, and cone to that Heirndall and Rinmerley aren't
typical Cycl opeans."

"Granted."” He | ooked down fromthe wall-Ilength

wi ndow of his villa towards the base, now back in ful
operation after the cancellation of the evacuation. "On
the other hand, they do seemto be typical of those who
get power, get influence, get wealth sinply because they
desire themso greedily. Truly civilised people don't crave
power. They havewhat woul d one call it ?enpathy,

per haps, which hol ds them back."

"There's another and nuch ol der word," Maddal ena

sai d.

"Which is?"

"Consci ence." Mddal ena stirred as though unable to

find a confortable position on the | uxuriously padded

seat she was using. "But look at it another way, Qus. It's
al so enpat hy whi ch makes me curse when | remenber

all the poor sick and crippled people | saw on Thir-
teenin twenty solid years, renenber. You've never had

an on-pl anet assignnment |asting |onger then weeks or

mont hs. We ought to fix a limtwe ought to say if

these people don't show signs of progress within such a
time, we'll re-contact themopenly and help them"

"Can we define progress?" countered Langenschm dt.

"I thought that was one of the basic precepts behind
non-interference. W nust have | ost our sense of direc-
rion if we can breed Heirndalls and Rinerleys on a so-
called 'civilised world'. Maybe the ZRP's will re-discover
what we've |ost."

"I'"ve heard all that," Maddal ena snapped. "It stil
doesn't Well, take a current conspicuous exanple. That
poor girl Soraya had a boy-friend at honme, and a sick

nmot her. She was going to be married. We apply the non-
interference rule strictly, and forbid her to return to
her own planet with the nenory of what she's seen since
she was ki dnapped. Precious little that nust be, if she was
kept in coma, but there the ruling stands, and | can't say
I like it."

"In fact, you' ve chosen a bad exanple," Langen-

schmi dt grunted. "Her adoring boy-friend accepted the
paynent Heirndall offered as a neans of keeping the
peopl e eager to part with their sick kinfolk, took it
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honme, and was pronptly so well off he could take his
pick of the eligible girls. And did, within the week."
"What ? How do you know?" Disbelieving, Md-
dal ena stared at him
"Report cane in a few hours ago. Using the infornma-
tion supplied by Heirndall's crew, a Corps party dressed
t hensel ves up as Receivers of the Sick and went to So-
raya's hone village. It's going to be a very useful dis-
gui se for our pernmanent agents, thatand | think you
can rely on the non-interference rule being bent far
enough to heal a really deserving case, now and again."
He grinned maliciously. "Wuldn't |ike your next as-
signnent to be a Twenty-two, would you? Or are you
| eavi ng the Corps?"
"Nono, | don't think so. Not yet." Maddal ena's at-
tenti on had been caught by two figures noving beyond
the window. a youth and a girl both with |long bl ack
hair. "Is that Bracy and Soraya out there?"
"Haven't you noticed how nmuch tine they're spend-
ing together? | took Bracy aside and told hi mwhat she'd
been through, and gave himhis first Corps assignnent
| ooking after her. Not that he needed orders."
"He's already had his first Corps assignnent. Wth
me. "
"He hadn't even applied for probationary status
t henexcept verbally, to Nole, and that doesn't count.
This time it's official: rehabilitation of victimof crimna
assault."
Maddal ena | aughed, and the sound was gratifyingly
unforced to Langenschm dt's keen ears. "Damm you,
Gus! Wiy do you have to be such a nice guy?”
"Long practice,"” he retorted. "Wen you reach ny
age-"
"You're also an idiot, but that nust be congenital."
Maddal ena' s face cl ouded again. "Seriously, you know

I had had it in mnd to apply for another on-pl anet
posting. In spite of what | said when | first canme here.
But | feel | wouldn't be able to tackle the )ob ob)ecrivé&-
ly. I'"ve been so subnerged in dirt and di sease and st upi d-
ity and barbarism|'min danger of thinking of galactic
civilisation as the next thing to paradise. Well, | guess in
sonme senses it is, but it isn't ny idea of paradise. Not
basically."
She paused and | ooked directly at him
"Qus, I'd like to postpone ny leave. | can, if | wsh. |
don't nuch want to go back to Earthif | was attached
to ny honme world, I'd never have left it in the first
place. At this distance it seens |like an illusion. But
pl anets like Cyclops are all too real. Could you bear to
have ne on your staffsay for a yearwhile | catch up
on reality by degrees?"

"I'd be honoured," Langenschnidt said. "Do you
know sonet hi ng? Long agol hadn't thought of it in
years until | spoke to Pavel Brzeska the other dayl told

him|l thought you were going to nake history eventu-
ally, and 1'd |like to be around when it happened. Well,
twenty years passed and no history to speak of. And
then suddenly you orbit back into ny sector and things
happen. | want to thank you for staying your hand unti
I was present as a witness and could have ny w sh
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granted.”
"You're a sweetheart," Maddal ena said fondly, and put
out her fingers to neet his.
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