One small planet battles the entire galactic empne |
. The war would bring themvictory.- — -~ -
‘The peace could bring their destruction.
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THE water had no level. It surged up to
the roof of the pipe and yawned open below
the swaying, freezing cable. It had no sur-
face. Between air and water there was a
whipping tangle of spray. The smell of sub-
soil flooded into Corander’s chest. The
nerves of his eyes seemed to have snapped
from his brain.

He could not find Wells. He could not hear
his own screams. The water rose. He flung
himself to the right with his back to the
cable—and felt her fingers locked on icy
metal. One hand. He could not find the
other. Was it her dying grip?
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Chaprer ]

AT 0800 Colonel General Pradjani bent over a small
folding table on the weedy margin of the space-field and
signed the articles of surrender. He straightened. His glance,
flickering over the knot of Colonials drawn- up in important
attitudes on the other side of the table, fixated for a bare
instant on three elderly civilians in dark, old-fashioned coats
who. stood together in the middle of the throng. The defeated
Imperial commander gave them a quick, tight nod that was
somehow a salute. Then he executed an about-face and
marched out onto the field, ignoring a grinning Colonial
trooper who offered him a lift in a groundcar. For twenty
minutes the lone, diminishing figure moved in a straight
line, and with an unvarying cadence, across the scorched
flats toward the gray spire of the Imperial flagship, the Yi
Sung Sin.

At 0973, the Yi Sung Sin, with the last of the disarmed
legions in its webbing, rose on its chemicals. At 1002, its
fusions cut in. At 1007, for the watchers on the planet below,
it had become one of several bright, uncertain motes in the
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clear sky. Then, as the DaSilvas of the Imperial fleet set up
their geometries, the planetary watchers saw the ships’ plas-
mas wink out one by one. _

The second planet of Epsilon Struthionis—Rohan’s Planet—
was independent.

At 1100 the streets of New Nome were filled with proces-
sions singing “Rohan, arise!”, at 1700 with drunken men and
women and children, at 2200 with chaotic violence.

Looting began, but after three years of warfare there was
little enough to loot. In the once fashionable shops of the
Second Quadrant, a few scraps went; the looters stripped the
automannequins and sent them swaying down Boulevard
Planck, where more idealistic patriots seized them, painted
them with huge wild pudenda and political symbols, and bere
them aloft, still undulating languidly, impaled on sticks.

Rohan, arise! The ambulance-copters hovered over the
First and Third Quadrants like flatulent, carrion-eating
birds.

A naked, elderly woman climbed up the wall of the Central
Crematorium and harangued the mob in Maxwell Square for
thirty minutes before she fell, split her skull, and died. A
blind man tried to climb up in her place. The crowd cheered
his unavailing efforts. Rohan, arise!

Earth-President Cetshwayo IX DeWet was burned in ef-
figy on a hundred street corners. Some of the effigies were
fireproof; the flames of the fuel-cell compound and stinking
raw bog-pitch licked at them with orange tongues throughout
the furious night.

Out of sheer joy, one mob of a dozen or so citizens had
been looting and burning the homes of suspected Loyalists in
some of the quiet streets in the Fourth Quadrant. They
swooped around the corner from Hamilton Street into De-
dekind. A wall-eyed youth in the lead happily screamed,
“Peterson the Earthie lives right down here! Peterson next!
Here we come, Peterson!”

A tall, knobby young man in militia uniform studied them
in the light of a street lamp as they passed. Their faces were
blissful with hatred. “‘Chapter Two,’” the militiaman mur-
mured, ““The Cannibal Children Go to a Birthday Party.’”
He turned and joined them, running with long, efficient
strides. He pulled abreast of the leader and roared with ap-
parent enthusiasm. “Here we come, ready or not, Peterson!” '
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On the front walk of the unlit Peterson house, the knobby
militiaman sprinted ahead, flung himself against the locked
front door, and slipped aside as the rest came up and beat at
it ‘with their bodies. He vaulted a neat but corroded fence,
found a large window overlooking a garden, backed off, and,
covering his face with his arms, hurled himself at it. The
sheet of lucimorph was designed to resist the destructive
radiation of a hundred planets, but not a projectile.

Some of the mob started toward the burst window. A light
went on inside it. The militiaman stuck his close-cropped red
head out of the burst pane and called to them, “T'll let you
in at the front.” The rioters surged round to the door again.

Inside, a chalky-faced woman, with two small girls cling-
ing to her, was watching the militiaman from the shadowy
kitchen door. “Got a basement?” he asked.

The woman nodded.

The militiaman said, “Get down there and keep quiet.”
Through the shattered window he saw one of the rioters come
staggering along the street between two heavy canisters of
fuel-cell compound. “T'll join you in a moment,” the young
man added in a gentler tone. “I'll knock like this: ta-dah ta-
dah.”

She and the little girls disappeared.

The militiaman ran through the dark house to the front
door and began to fumble noisily with the hardware. Already
a jagged line of light from the street lamps shone through
a gash in the door panel. “Hold it! Hold it up!” the militiaman
bellowed. The pounding stopped. He rattled the lock. The
assault recommenced. The young man waited till the jamb
began to crack, then bellowed again, “Hey! Hold it up! How
can I get this thing open?” The assault subsided once more,
the knobby militiaman opened the lock, and the rioters
swarmed in. “Somebody’s upstairs!” yelled the militiaman,
leading the way at a run.

They followed him, turning on lights, smashing the same
lights, smashing ornaments, and pocketing objects that glit-
tered. The militiaman went up the stairs three at a time,
gaining a lead of several meters, hurtled around a corner,
pulled the key from inside an open bedroom door, closed the
door, locked it from outside, pocketed the key, and when the
rest of the rioters stumbled into view was hammering at the
door with his fists and yelling, “Come out! I know you're in
there!” They joined the attack on the door. “Hear that? Lis-
ten!” roared the militiaman. They fell silent. “I heard a
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woman crying in there,” said the militiaman. They resumed
the attack joyously. The militiaman slipped away, found the
stairway clear, and sped down.

He knocked softly on the basement door, rat-tat rat-tat;
the lock rattled; the white-faced woman moved aside as he
stepped through. He locked the door and, controlling her be-
tween his big hands, pushed her down into the dimly lit
basement.

There was something like a repressed sob and then a voice,
scarcely more than a sigh: “Oh, please, please, not in front
of the children...”

He cut in as if he had not heard: “Is there an outside
hatch?”

“Yes. Also a tunnel to the power-unit out back.”

“Better still,” said the knobby young man. “The three of
you go that way. Don’t break into a run. Get over to Hilbert
Street.”

“But the house,” protested the woman, “who’ll take care
of it?”

“They will,” said the young man. “They’ll burn it. They
raped a woman a few minutes ago. Their leader was joking
about it just now in the street.” His harsh candor restored
her self-control. She pushed the children toward the tunnel.
“Hilbert Street,” said the militiaman. “Two-three-oh. Say,
‘Mrs. Corander, your son sent us and he told us not to answer
any questions.” Two-three-oh Hilbert. Corander. Goodbye,
children.” He kissed each of the children on the tip of the
nose. “Now Mommy.” He held her shoulders and kissed her
on the nose.

“When can we come back?” she asked.

“To what?” said the young man.

When they had scurried out, he crept up into the house.
The smell of fuel-cell compound was dizzying. The raiders
were filing out the front door. The wall-eyed leader was help-
ing strew the compound through the halls and rooms. The
red-haired militiaman hung back out of sight.

When the last of the fuel had been smeared on the old
books in the parlor, the wall-eyed youth sent his accomplices
outside and scuttled up the stairs, feeling in his loot-stuffed
pockets. He brought out an igniter and bent to light a trail
of compound. “Ssst!” said the militiaman behind him. The
youth whirled. “Before you light it,” whispered the militia-
man quickly, “look what I found.” He put his forefinger mys-
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riously to his lips and started to lead the leader toward one
of the bedrooms.

The wall-eyed youth ducked down, fecklessly lit the com-
pound, and followed.

“Hurry then,” whispered the knobby young man, main-
taining his calm. Behind them the compound crackled into
flame. Smoke pursued them. The knobby young man pointed
into a bedroom overlooking the front. “In there!” The leader
peered in; the young man rabbit-punched him, knocking him
unconscious, dragged him into the room, locked him in, and
ran toward the stairs. The hallway was filling with smoke
from the books and decorations, and the flame of the com-
pound sent gusts of scorching gases against his face. Fire had
crawled across the stairhead. The militiaman made a short,
fierce run and broad-jumped over the flames; he landed awk-
‘wardly several steps from the top; his left boot slipped and
he barely kept himself from falling down the rest of the flight.
At the foot, he looked back up to where the melting, sput-
tering compound was dripping from step to step. The house
was doomed. He pulled an igniter from his own pocket and
clattered to the front door, lighting trains of compound as he
ran; as he hurtled out into the gathered mob, he whooped,
“Look at her go!”

The rioters gasped with delight as flames unfurled from
veral of the windows. “Hey!” yelled the knobby young man.
“Where’s the kid that brought us here?”

There was a fugue of “Where’s Mick?” “Hey, Mick!” “I saw
him a second ago.” “I didn’t see him.” “Mick, where are you"”
“Where’s Mick?”

“There he is!” cried the militiaman. “He’s caught in there.
Look! Up there!” At the window of the locked bedroom, the
figure of the youth came waveringly into view, struggling
with the window latch. “Mick!” the knobby young man called
anxiously, “what are you doing up there? Hey!” he said ear-
nestly to the men around him, “he better get his ass out of
there fast.”

~ Mick got the window open, threw one leg over the sill,
recoiled from the drop, looked inside, shrank from the glow,

threw himself out, and lay moaning, his legs smashed under
him. The rioters looked for the young militiaman to take
charge again. But he was nowhere to be seen.

Meanwhile, on Hooke Place, in what during the First Set-
tlement had been the Opera House and more recently a thea-
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ter showing dubious threedees, the Chamber of Deputies was
in session. Outside, the momentary masters of the planet
chanted and vomited and burned out the families of the old
elite. Inside, under the flaring houselights and the ratty old
vainglories of the decor, the creators of the new state worked
in a kind of fleshless passion: seconder gravely followed
mover, speech followed speech, measure followed measure,
in a long solemn ritual of organized consent.

“Those in favor will signify in-the usual manner.”

"Aye!”

“Opposed?”

A vigilant silence.

The Premier stumbled as he rose to introduce the Com-
prehensive Health Services Bill; the old man had not eaten
for eleven hours. The Finance Minister seemed really to be
in the grip of some private emotion as she listened to the
young Minister of Propaganda; her lips trembled and her
still comely bosom rose and fell quickly, as if she were lis-
tening to a serenade instead of a speech in support of a highly
technical currency measure she had brought up; there was
nothing to that, of course; she was the wife of an army doctor
and the mother of three grown children.

It was during this speech that the first of two unseemly
incidents took place. The Minister was deriding the “pathetic
outcries of the rich, the secretly powerful, the skillful prof-

iteers who have so long lived so well off the toil of others. -

The Revolution,” he said, “is not sorry for them.” There was
a loud crack of metal giving way. It seemed that a deputy
sitting with the conservative minority, a very large, seamy-
faced old man, had twisted sharply in his seat and broken
it. In the ensuing pause, he was heard to say to his neighbor
in a growling aside, “So! Now! The Revolution has become
a living thing. It will consume us all.”

“The Revolution will not be intimidated in a whisper,”
said the Minister superbly and continued his speech.

Shortly afterward, the same large discordant old man

could be seen arguing less audibly with the Minister of Jus-

“tice in the shadows under the loges; and then he left, as did
some other deputies. The majority went on with their enact-
ments.
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Chaprer 2

N NINETY-SEVEN days later, John Corander was in a
" waiting room on the tightly guarded fourth floor of the Min-
‘_ istry of Justice. He had an appointment with the redoubtable
" female who headed the Internal Defense Department, whlch
~ was technically a division of that Ministry.

Corander was himself an IDD agent, but having been re-
~ cruited and used “in place” in a hard-pressed and half-mu-
- tinous militia unit on the northern front, he had only twice
before set foot in headquarters. He had never, so far as he
' knew, seen his chief. ‘

i The Ministry and its hated Department were still housed
in a converted garment factory in a scarred, depopulated
industrial suburb. The anteroom was so bare that seven of
~ the eight people in it had nothing to fasten their eyes on but
. one another; so small that they could almost feel one an-
- other’s stares like breaths. The one occupied person was a
burly young man in a gray infantry uniform without insignia,
. seated behind a gray metal desk guarding the chief’s door.
- He wrote steadily without glancing up.
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The others, except Corander, played a bored, furtive game
of eye tag: the aging young man with fingernails bitten to
the quick would look covertly at the elderly woman with fine-
boned, lacerated hands and the putrid breath of the starving;
she would look up and catch.him, and he would hastily shift
his glance and meet the gaze of the listless workman who
had eaten synthetic hard sausage for lunch; the workman’s
pale sad eyes would turn guiltily away and rest on the girl
who might be a squeed addict, until her peevish glance darted
toward him; and so on around the stifling room in endless
permutations. Corander was a spectator.

The game dispersed abruptly as the massive alloy door of
the chief’s office slid open and emitted the citizen who had
been inside for the past ten minutes, a top-heavy man with
a melodramatic black mustache mounted on his prognathism.
He stopped dead, as if struck by a recollection, hunched his
shoulders convulsively, and blundered out of the anteroom.
Corander could see the streaks of tears on the brutal face.

From the doorway of the inner office, a clear, reedy female
voice called, “Send in Citizen Corander, please.”

A silent nod from the guard. Corander, passing the desk,
glanced down and saw that the burly young soldier was leg-
less.

Her elbows on her desk, her chin on concentric fists, the
Chief of the Internal Defense Department watched Corander
with an intent half-smile as by habit he reached over to slide
the door shut. It resisted him; he gave it a surreptitious
wrench; it would not move. He faced his chief’s smile and
was disgusted to feel himself flush.

She said pleasantly, “It’s my door.”

Corander: “The People’s door. The People’s soundproof
door.”

Without taking her eyes off Corander’s face, she shifted
one elbow to depress a button on the desktop. The door rum-
bled shut behind him.

Citizen Wells was known (in undertones) throughout the
Department’s lower echelons as “the Little Bitch.” Nothing
factual was known of her except that before the Revolution
she had been in the underground and during the early fight-
ing had operated behind Imperial lines with a murderous
daring that earned her, still a very young woman, a place in
the generally colorless Rohanese leadership. Everyone had
heard stories of how, by substituting doctored maps in the
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headquarters of two enemy battalions in the Ostwald, she
" had got one to storm a position held by the other; how, dressed
as a boy, she had sauntered into the staff men’s toilet at the
Imperial Commission of Inquiry, walked up behind the atro-
cious First Secretary Kraitz as he stood at a urinal, cut his
throat with a pocketknife, and sauntered out again; and how,
. leading an improvised commando of eight patients from a
. nearby mental hospital, she had rescued Judge Issachar from
" the Terrans’ interrogation center at Quine. Then she was put
in charge of the Revolutionists’ counterintelligence and sud-
- denly receded into the shadows; where she still, for all her
- reputed power, remained.
; She was handsome, with dark hair and eyes, and skin like
. a pale Arcturan rose. She might be two or three years older
. than Corander, but there was a tracery of weary humor
- around those unrelenting eyes that made her seem older than
~ that; suddenly he felt an mtense, resentful desire for this
- dangerous young woman.
She said, “As you say, Corander, a soundproof door. If just
anyone could walk in and close it, how long do you think I'd
llve"” She pointed to a plain steel chalr “I apologize for the

”»

* with the office. The entire Ministry, as Corander, knew from
~ the other visits, was drab and cluttered, and IDD’s floors
. drabber than the rest. The green factory walls were un-
~ changed except where heavy alloy plate had been riveted, or
" bready-looking soundproofing sprayed on, as in this office,
-~ which was the drabbest room of all. The chief’s desk might
- have been an assistant bookkeeper’s, the chief’s own chair
. a straight steel affair no assistant bookkeeper would have
~ submitted to. She sat straight-backed on it; she sat, Corander
thought, like a young soldier driving a surface- -cruiser in
. combat.
; He said, “No apology heeded. No creature comforts. Here
. we're still at war, citizen. Revolutionary self-discipline. I ap-
~ preciate the thought you’ve put into the didactic setting here, |
~ citizen. The legless man outside, and so forth.”

The dark ambiguous eyes widened. “Dirck? The job sup-
ports him while he writes his novel.”
s Corander nodded. “He can write his novel while he gives
. each of your visitors a little touch of castration anxiety. As
preparation.”

“Corander, please!” Pure amusement bubbled out of the
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Chief of the Internal Defense Department. “I really have no
intention of castrating you. You're quite safe from me.” Then:
“Agent Corander, there are certain reasons why I wanted to-
give you your new assignment myself instead of having the
Briefing Room—"

His look stopped her.

Corander had come not for a new assignment but to resign
from the Department. Citizen Wells, it appeared, had mean-
while sent for him for her own purposes. There was a brief
contest of urgencies.

Citizen Wells, persisting: “Corander, there’s a very im-
portant—"

Corander, offensively: “Wells, it’s-useless.”

She gave him an astonishing little moue and then stared
past him into space at her very important problem, whatever
it was. She was treating him as if he were an old friend with
whom she was accustomed to discuss her work. When her
eyes were shadowed by care, they were the most beautiful
eyes he had ever seen.

The eyes in question returned to him. “You want out of
this Department. I can’t think why. Deceit, killing, distrust-
ing everyone—the work is light. I suppose you want to get
back to—psychology, wasn'’t it? You were going to be a cli-
nician. Maybe some day you’ll take me on as a patient.” The
eyes fell. “But just now, you see, there’s a matter—which
isn’t an ordinary Departmental matter—for me it’s a personal
matter—it’s a—it isn’t personal—it’s—it’s a matter of plan-
etary consequence.”

To his consternation, Corander heard himself say, “Do you
want to tell me about it?”

Citizen Wells: “Not if you're about to leave the Depart-
ment.”

Corander: “Consider me your psychologist.”

Again that ebullition of pure amusement. “Well; doctor,
I have this friend, see...” Somberly: “No. In your present
profession, Corander, we have a principle: never trust any-
body you can'’t kill.”

Corander: “And you trust me?”

Citizen Wells: “Oh, implicitly. But they’ve made it illegal
for me to kill anyone outside this Department.”

Corander: “All right, I'll take one more assignment.”

Citizen Wells: “Are you familiar with the expression ‘word
of honor’?”

Corander: “You have my word of honor.”

(14)



ey W

She began slowly. “There’s a man who has to be brought
in here, to me. He’ll have to be arrested. He’s a fugitive.” She
seemed about to take the word back, then: “Leave it at that,
a fugitive. But he is not to be turned over to the—to the
regular authorities. Under any circumstances. You are to
arrest him and you are to bring him here; only you, and only
here. And that will be a great deal more difficult than it
sounds.”

" “Who'’s the man?”

“Simon de Ferraris.”
Corander stared at her with erupting disgust.

It surprised the dominant species of Sol 3, as they drilled
deeper and deeper into space, to discover no other intelligent
life in the galaxy. Men fully expected to meet up with witty
crustaceans, saurians with a full complement of ethics, cul-
ture-bearing vegetables, and the like. In system after system,
however, they found very little living matter, and all of it
rather mindless.

Planets in many systems could support advanced life, even
human life, but to evolve it, it seemed, called for an odd
environment which could support life but not support it in
luxury. To produce complex organisms, very complex changes
in environment were needed. On some planets, the changes
had evidently come too fast; the rocks of Caramoor held a
record of creatures with specialized organs, even nervous sys-
tems; but nothing was left alive under the dull green skies
but some bacteria, a sort of vetch, four fungi. On others, the
changes had come too slowly, and organisms had accommo-
dated hardily, like the worms of Gaeus. Here and there, or-
ganisms would change their environment by crawling or
flying from one place to another, and there were even a few
that changed their environment by building or burrowing
elaborately. The social insects of Procyon 4 could make fire—
as primitive humans made it, by friction—but they did it out
of instinct; in the cold warrens of that wretched planet, there
was no time, no spare food, and no safety for helpless infancy.
And so men found no six-legged Socrates or leafy Faraday
in the Milky Way. In fact, they found no placental mammals.
They found no altricial species whatever.

Having no natives to deal with, the leaders of Earth
thought they would have a peaceful time colonizing the gal-
axy. At first they did.

The trouble was, by the time Chandra Gopal and DaSilva
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had burst through Einstein’s lid and mankind had reached
deep space, no one could quite remember how to run a far-
flung empire. For a hundred years the epicenter of Terran
politics had been in the East, where the vast empires of the
past, the Mongols’ and the Russians’, had been connected
empires; sprawling, not scattered. The scattered empires had
been the Western ones, the Spanish and the British preem-
inently; and now five generations of Terrans had been al-
lowed to learn nothing about these except that they were
bad.

It had been the fate, as often as not, of the old European
imperial governments to clash with the grandsons of the col-
onists they had planted rather than with the autochthons
they had supplanted: the English with the Americans, the
Spanish with the Creoles. When this happened in space, the
high-minded Terran administrators were dumbfounded. They
had been taught virtue, not history. Soon they were sedu-
lously repeating the mistakes of ancient Englishmen and
Spaniards of whom they had never heard. Before long, the
edges of the Empire were ragged with disorder.

The first full-scale colonial revolution broke out on Epsilon
Struthionis 2, the most Earthlike of all the colonies. The
Terran commander, Colonel General Pradjani, was able; his
troops were steadfast; but his superiors on Earth lost oppor-
tunities faster than he could win battles.- The rebel militia-
men on Rohan’s Planet deserted by platoons and ran away
by regiments and sometimes found their generals home be-
fore them; and this only baffled the Imperial strategists the
more.

Nearly four Earth-years of war all but wrecked the
planet’s precarious agriculture. A new class arose, numerous
and bewildered: debtors. A situation like theirs had never
existed before, so far as anyone knew. The Earth government
had always (i.e. for eighty-three years) been the universal
creditor, and interest rates had never (i.e. not for sixty-six
years) been more than a means of motherly regulation. The
Revolutionary regime, slow to think like a regime, had fal-
tered, and credit had slipped, unnoticed, into private hands.
An unheard-of economic animal, a mutant, the moneylender,
appeared. The Revolutionary authorities themselves resorted
to bonds and Freedom Loans and became a debtor. As risks
grew, interest rates soared.

Worst of all, General Pradjani ordered his forces to pay
in full for all supplies they commandeered on Rohan: they
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umped money into the market and drained off goods, cre-
ting an inflation in every ward and village they held. In the
third year of the war, farmers in some districts paid for a
ere of seed-grain with a stere of banknotes.
. In the last year of the fighting, the Imperial troops were
n steady retreat, and wherever the guerrillas and the tat-
‘tered patriot army drove out their well-heeled enemy, prices
" collapsed. The farmer who had borrowed 120 units when a
rum of monopotassium phosphate cost 12 units had to repay
120 units when 1 unit would buy one drum—and when half
" the market for his produce had gone lumbering off into the
great gray transports of the Empire. The debtors raised a
piteous outery.
~ The Kalino Cabinet proclaimed a great currency reform.
‘The old unit-notes were called in and new notes issued—and
‘issued, and issued, spilling from the presses in a green-and-
‘russet flood, and fed back into the presses and overprinted
ith lengthening black rows of zeros. During the second in-
flation, a man could wipe out a lifetime of debt with a bank-
" note that would not buy three cigarettes.
~ Creditors tried refusing to take the new money in pay-
“ment. They lowered the interest rate to the vanishing point.
"They tried offering negative interest. They organized a Re-
EponStructiorﬁst Party in opposition to the dominant Freedom
arty.

A talented minority of members of the newly formed
‘Chamber of Deputies threw in their lot with this new party.
- Their leader was one Simon de Ferraris, who represented a

once prosperous New Nome constituency and was himself
eputed to be still wealthy. Eccentric, sulphurous-tempered,
lumbering, wheezing, insulting giant of a man, he was
nimpeachably patriotic He had given money to the Revo-
utionary cause in its first days, when it seemed certain to
fail ludicrously, and had lent money to the Revolutionary
vernment at nominal interest when its resources for car-
ing on the struggle had seemed exhausted. The sanguinary
but indecisive campaign in the Plain of Runes had-fed on
im. He commanded enormous respect among the rich and
ad used it then and always to keep his class, who leaned
ward the Loyalist side, from working actively against in-
ependence. But there were many who supported him now
'who had certainly not listened to him then: Loyalists who
could not bring themselves to retreat with Pradjani’s armies
nd had let the battle lines roll over them. To these grim,

(17)




shamed remnants of a proud community, the Reco
tionist Party appealed irresistibly. They emerged as spokes-
men for the New Poor. 14

In the ceremonious precincts of the Chamber, their su:
was powerful. Outside, in the debased give-and-take of ma
politics, it cost the Reconstructionists dear. The Freedo
Party had, in Carl ap Rhys, its Propaganda Minister, a yout
ful master of slashing sanctimony; it had no trouble in tack-
ing the pro-Empire label on the whole Reconstructionist
movement. As for the self-styled “patriot” de Ferraris—why,
naturally he supported the moneylenders, explained thi
Freedom Party: hadn’t the old usurer lent money to the ﬁghl‘pr
ers of the Freedom Party?

“Your tactic will work, Herman. No one,’ sald Simon de
Ferraris the last time he ever spoke to his old friend Premier
Kalino, “ever lost an election by underestimating the intel-
ligence of the People.”

Kalino and de Ferraris stood together on the tarmac at
the spaceport when Pradjani signed the Articles. Their friend
the Minister of Justice stood between them. He was on speak-
ing terms with both. But the three old men in dark coa
were silent.

That night, debate in the theater on Hooke Place was
strangely one-sided. De Ferraris and half his faction were in
their accustomed places when the session began, but sat in
unprecedented silence, abstaining on every vote. And in the
small hours of the morning, as the Legal Tender Bill moved
toward passage, the great bulk of Simon de Ferraris abruptly
rose and started toward the exit. The Minister of Justice
intercepted him in the shadows and could be seen extending
his hands in supplication. De Ferraris caught one of the
hands in his big left paw and wagged it; then he was gone.
There was not one Reconstructionist left in the Chamber
when the bill was passed into law.

The law seemed simple at first. Henceforward it was a
felony to refuse to accept the new units in payment of a legal
debt. There was the usual Schedule of Sentences to guide the
judges: according to the size of the sum one refused, one might
go to prison for a few months or be banished to the terrible
subcontinent of Laing’s Land for a term up to twenty years—
which in Laing’s Land meant for life.

The next morning began the strange spectacle of credltors
hiding from their debtors, and debtors hunting them down
and paying them without mercy. Four days later, the cm-
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zenry hit upon the clause numbered 1.36(a).12. It defined the
word “debt” in highly technical language that somehow in-
" cluded too much. Thus began the destruction of the magnates.
© Over the next weeks, as a divided Cabinet failed to amend
the law, fortunes were annihilated in minutes. Great houses
- went under the hammer for food and clothing. Ladies with
- pale faces and soft, small hands could be seen among the
New Poor waiting outside the Labor Exchanges. Men doing
- casual labor could be seen stopping to ask each other for
~instruction in the simplest operations. And gradually the
. seats of the Reconstructionist deputies began to fill again in
- the Chamber. The old occupants returned, but they were not
. the same. They came wearing patched, stained clothing; their
smiles were tight and faint; they spoke only to one another,
and in short, inaudible phrases; they voted but never debated.
They seemed to be waiting. At last virtually all their seats
were occupied, except one.
Simon de Ferraris did not return. He had not been seen
" in his seat, in his flat or his office in New Nome, or on his
lands in the Kuban Valley, in the ninety-seven days since
the first night of independence, when he had stepped through
the exit of the old theater on Hooke Place.

It was clear that the fool was about to die; perhaps he had

- a weak heart; at any rate, the pain had been too much for

him. He had stopped his feeble pulling at the cords and lay

on the bed, spread-eagled, his breath seeming to scrape in

and out of his lungs irregularly. His right hand, which Kul-

lervo had tied slackly, lay soft, unclenched, perhaps already
numb.

Kullervo picked up the pencil angrily and jammed it into
the unresponsive hand. The man could not or would not hold
it; Kullervo, restraining his fury, checked the gag in the
man’s mouth, reached over to the man’s groin, and tightened

. the clamp there once more. This time the man did not even
" moan, but when Kullervo returned the pencil to the loose
~ fingers, they closed gently on it.

Kullervo said, “If you tell me the truth, the pain will stop.”

The man did not try to answer.

Kullervo picked up the cheap writing tablet on which the

- man had previously scrawled in a deteriorating script:
“Laing’s Land Laings L Its the truth Lai. L. Please LL LL
LL Pls L”

Kullervo tore off the used sheet and stuffed it in his pocket;
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he held the tablet near the man’s hand and said, “Where did

the old man go? Write the truth this time.”

The pencil wavered: “La.” Then it fell from the inert fin- 7‘

gers and rolled onto the floor.

Kullervo felt for the man’s heartbeat. There was none. His

own heartbeat, however, thrummed in his ears. He was still
feeling the excitement. And he had made fairly sure that the
man had been telling the truth from the beginning.

He tore off the sheet of paper with “La” on it and put that
in his pocket; undid the clamp, cleaned it on the bedsheet,

and put it in the same pocket; scrambled on the floor, re-

trieved the pencil, put it in the pocket, and in doing so became
aware that something had happened to his right eye.

He hurried into the dingy little bathroom to check his |

appearance in the mirror; and the disguising contact lens
had in fact dropped out, revealing the telltale red iris; he
now had one hazel eye and one albino eye. He returned to
the bedroom and searched around the corpse; he could not
find the lens; he knelt and peered around the floor, but his
color blindness made it impossible to find the small object on
the cheap, spotty design of the floor covering. His excitement
was ebbing. A prickle of fear supervened. He ran his fingers
through his hair; in withdrawing his hand, he saw that the
sweaty palm was streaked with black. The hair dye was tem-
porary, of course, meant only to disguise the white albino
hair for an hour or two, but it did not have to come off that
easily. Had he smeared his forehead?

It was at this moment that a man stepped into the room.
Kullervo had carefully locked the door but the intruder had
somehow opened it noiselessly—and now stood taking in the
corpse, the crouching form of Kullervo, Kullervo’s hair, and
Kullervo’s eyes.

“Morgan. Internal Defense Department,” announced the
newcomer calmly, and flourished a small plexic shield.
“You’re Deputy Kullervo. Or at least part of you—"

Kullervo killed him with a single burst from the little ray
pistol he had drawn, rose, thought for a moment, transferred
the pencil and the scrawled sheets of paper to Morgan’s
pocket, put the clamp in Morgan’s hand to pick up his fin-
gerprints, and tossed it on the bed.

He used the corner of his jacket to keep his own prints off
the hardware on the door and went out, down the dark, filthy
staircase, and out into the squalid streets, keeping his right
eye closed.
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The beam that seared through Agent Morgan’s right tem-
ple, his throat, and the left portion of his rib cage missed by
a few millimeters a microtransmitter taped to his chest under
the left nipple.

Known in the Internal Defense Department as a T-Trans-
mitter, it was standard equipment in the Imperial police ser-
vices across the galaxy and had been issued, out of the spoils .
of the Revolution, to IDD personnel on especially dangerous
assignments. It recorded sounds on a tiny loop of wire, so that
the latest two minutes of the wearer’s experience were always
on the wire. The device was kept in the “RECORD” mode by
the wearer’s heart. The instant it was pulled from his chest—
or his heart stopped—the circuit switched to the “TRANS-
MIT” mode and sent its last two minutes of data, compressed

~ into one second, to Room 32 in the Department.

The Chief of the IDD faced Corander’s glare of shock and
revulsion and said nothing.

Corander began, “In the Ministry of Justice—"

He was interrupted by a little snarl from a buzzer in the
chief’s desk. Citizen Wells pressed a button, and without
turning from Corander asked, “Very important?”

An insect-voice from the desk: “You said to tell you

if_n

“Bring it.” She pressed the door control. A man in civilian
dress came in at a run and the door ground shut. He thrust

~ adata-disc at Citizen Wells and she mounted it on the spindle

of a reader unit. “T-Transmitter unload,” said the man. He
looked at Corander and back to his chief.
Citizen Wells, bleakly: “Yes, he should hear. Training.

~ Agent Morgan, Agent Corander.” She switched on the unit.

Confused sounds, the loudest the heartbeat of a straining

. man, and, once, a creak like a loose stair. The heartbeat
- alone. A vague stirring. Then words, close: “Morgan. Internal

Defense Department. You're Deputy Kullervo. Or at least
part of you—" A crackle—a radiation weapon, Corander
thought—and, so close that it exploded like a bellow, just a

- fraction of a gasp. The heartbeat stopped.

~
]

The audio switched itself off. The chief and the man she
had introduced as Agent Morgan looked at each,other. “Oh
God, Morgan, I'm sorry.” She held out the data-disc.

He took it with a shaking hand, which she briefly held in
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Agent Morgan responded dully, “We’re on our way.”

Citizen Wells: “I think you want to go, Tim.”

Agent Morgan: “I think I do.”

“Go. Musca will relieve you. And Tim, tell Musca...the
Little Bitch said to leak this to Billioray.”

Agent Morgan nodded, then burst out, “My brother was
with you in the Ostwald, remember? He would have died for
you,” and left.

Citizen Wells whispered to no one at all, “He did.” She
turned to Corander with misery in her eyes. “You were say-
ing, ‘In the Ministry of Justice...”” A pause.

Corander: “I forget what I was going to say.”

Citizen Wells: “You were going to say you were shocked
that I would order you to run a filthy political errand.” A
pause.

Corander, defiantly: “Yes.”

“It has to look like that,” the young woman said. “Because
I can’t explain.” Then with the unconscious melodrama of a
child: “Corander, I swear to you, I swear to you on my hon-
or—" She broke off and started to blush. Corander felt an
enormous dim-witted desire treacherously rise up inside him.
“Damn you,” she said. “I swear this assignment is not. .. what
it looks like. Am I blushing?”

Corander nodded.

“I apologize for rubbing your nose in my little sincerity.

I wish this would go away.” She felt her cheeks with her

palms, grimaced with exasperation, and then, crimsoning
still more, came around the desk and stood over Corander,
whose desire obeyed a kind of inverse-square law as she ap-
proached.

Citizen Wells: “I want to tell you why I thought you were
the man I could trust with this assignment. To do it right,
that is. Your record is quite—distinctive. Haldane Ridge. The
Hammersville salient. The retreat from the canal. It was
obvious you knew how to kill a man, but we all know how
to do that; you also seemed to know how not to kill a man.”

Corander made a perfunctory joke about practice making
perfect. She stopped him and described an invisible war
where the only safe thing was to kill one’s enemies. “Except,”
she said, “you never really know who is your enemy and who
is your friend. You served on Sarkis’ firing squad—"

Corander said in a creaking voice, “And as you know, he
was my oldest friend.” He began to shudder with rage but
went on seeing the intimations of thigh muscle and pelvic
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IIbone under the coarse white linen trousers fifty centimeters
from his eyes.
Citizen Wells: “I knew it when I had you assigned to the
firing squad.”
~  Corander finally raised his eyes to her face. It was a very
pale face. “Oh. You're going to tell me everything, item by
. item, that might make me hate you. You're a formidable
. woman, Citizen Wells.”
~ “Sarkis was guilty. You said—was it to Mrs. Penstock?—
. ‘Isuppose the simplest way for them to make me think Sarkis’
sentence was just was to force me to execute it.’ (I was im-
IV pressed with that.) But Sarkis was guilty...On my honor.”
|' Corander stared up at the pale, lovely, complicated face.
. “Mrs. Penstock. Go on.”
l Citizen Wells did not go on.
~ Corander: “And I thought I was irresistible.”
‘ Citizen Wells: “They all said you were.”
k Corander: “All?”
, Citizen-Wells: “All the ones that reported to me. Elaine.
. Molly. Lucille. Mrs. Penstock.”
. Corander: “That’s all of them. They reported to you?”
* Citizen Wells: “In detail. Well, they had to. I assigned
~ them to you.” That unruly laughter of hers seemed to tremble
around her lips. “You have to admit, Corander, I may not be
a great policeman, but I'm a—a formidable madam.”

Corander, meanly: “Are you ever sorry you went into
administration?”

Citizen Wells: “As regards killing, yes.”

Corander remembered First Secretary Kraitz.

Citizen Wells: “As regards not killing, I am an adminis-
trator and I want you to arrest Simon de Ferraris and bring
him to this room safe—as safe as Lucille’s paralytic husband
when you crawled into the fire at the Locks and pulled him
out, Corander—as safe as Mrs. Penstock’s little boy when you
took him to the doctor at Pradjani’s headquarters, Corander.”

“I can formally arrest him?”

Under the tunic, a long, silent exhalation; no other ac-
knowledgment of his surrender. “You’ll have to find him
first.”

Corander: “I'll find him.”

Citizen Wells: “Then you can arrest him formally.”

Corander: “On what charge?”

Citizen Wells: “Violation of the Legal Tender Act.”

Corander: “How can he have violated the Legal Tender
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Act? If I recall, Simon de Ferraris disappeared before the act
was passed.”

Citizen Wells: “He disappeared completely.”

Corander: “Then he has rot refused to accept payment in
legal tender.”

Citizen Wells: “He has not.”

Corander: “You're saying he will refuse?”

Citizen Wells: “You will offer to pay him. I think he will
refuse you.”

Corander: “Is he insane?”

Citizen Wells said with a curious sadness, “His motives
are excellent.” v

Corander: “Where is he?”

Citizen Wells: “Where would you have gone if you were
Simon de Ferraris?” :

Corander declined to play Three Guesses, and at length
the Little Bitch explained. “As soon as Simon de Ferraris
heard in the Chamber that the punishment for refusing this
trash we issue would be banishment to Laing’s Land, he stood
up and went where he could refuse payment and not be ban-
ished. He went to Laing’s Land.”

Corander: “You sound as if you admire him for running
away from his debtors and leaving his friends in the lurch.”

But it appeared that in fact de Ferraris had saved his
friends. Knowing that the Legal Tender Act would come in
some form, he had prepared. He was immensely rich—"in
solid things like land and machinery,” said Citizen Wells,
“not in what they call liquid assets. In the Valley of Ku-
ban...never mind the details.” Simon de Ferraris did not
belong to the creditor class at all.

Corander: “He lent money to the Revolution, didn’t he?”

“He lent us money as long as no one believed we could
ever pay it back. He could have just given it to us; but that,
you see, wouldn’t have shown confidence.”

When the Act came, the old man had dropped from sight
and got in touch with his friends, who between them were
holding instruments of debt with face values in the millions—
practically worthless paper. He had bought up those instru-
ments, paying for them with hard property. What he paid his
friends was not what they had loaned out, but in real value
it was ten thousand times what they would have got from
the debtors. Simon de Ferraris’ friends could come out of
hiding and sit in the Chamber; and he held the instruments
and went into hiding. “He had to,” said Citizen Wells. “The
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ct forbids ‘speculation’ in debt instruments, and if you can
convict the ‘speculator,” you can seize whatever he paid for
jour debt instruments.”

. Corander: “Where exactly in Laing’s Land?”

“That I don’t know.”

. Corander: “But you do know he’s in Laing’s Land?”

- The Chief of the IDD said, “I know Simon de Ferraris.”
Corander: “A lot of men might consider the thought of
being paid by angry debtors less unattractive than the
thought of being murdered by an angry vegetable. Anyway,
how safe from the big debtors is he? He’s not the only man
‘who'll go through a lot for money.”

i

- “They wouldn’t go through Laing’s Land.”

The cry was far away but distinct, the cry of a human in
Bt Ortal paln.
- The old man rolled his huge frame out of the hammock
and stood up with a speed that belied his shock of white hair
and his heavy paunch. “Cath!” he roared. “Cath!”
A young woman in the last stages of pregnancy came hur-
iedly out onto the porch of the cabin, fear mingled with the
quiry on her face.
The man was already pointing. “Out there. Listen.”
She shook her head, hearing nothing.
~ Under the frowning black brows that had never whitened
‘with his mane, the old man’s eyes were fixed on his wrist-
atch. His long, seamed, bulbous old face was rapt. The
eam came again, hardly more than a thrill of the motion-
less atmosphere.
~ “Over a minute,” said the man. “It’s just started.” He
icked up one of the metallic boots beside the hammock and
yegan to work an enormous stockinged foot into it.
“Simon!” burst out the young wife.
- “It's another of them, all right,” the old man rumbled.
“We’ll never run short of fools.”
~ “Simon!” The girl clutched tensely at his arm. “Simon, you
mustn’t go.”
“But, my dear...” The old man looked up with a sardonic
ile. “My dear, he may be a fool, but he’s our guest! He’s
ome a long way just to see me. I can’t leave him out there.”
“You mustn’t go, you mustn’t go. The last time you were
early caught yourself, and the man died anyway.”
~—Simon finished with his boots and straightened. “Cath
ear, my little girl, I cannot leave that poor devil on the vine.
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Whatever he is, he’s human”—the scream again, higher-
pitched—“and...so I must help him.”

“It’s worse this time. If you don’t come back, it isn’t just
me now. What will become of us? Don’t go.”

He glared down at her tenderly and touched her stomach
with a feathery motion of his huge paw. “Don’t be frightened,
little love. If I don’t come back, break radio silence and call
Mclntyre. But I'll be careful.” He whirled her up in an em-
brace, seized a heavy metal rod leaning against the cabin,
and ran down the kopje with his great rolling stride. :

The girl watched him in pride and anguish, both hands
to her hair, which spilled like dark honey through her fingers.
At the foot of the slope he turned, flourished his glistening
staff over his head, bellowed, “Back in a minute!” and dis-
appeared at a run among the yellow plant gases of the swamp.

Citizen Wells: “They wouldn’t go through Laing’s Land.
But you still miss the point. What if they did find him there?
He’d refuse to accept payment.”

Corander: “And you’d have him.”

Citizen Wells: “The Legal Tender Act wasn’t drafted in
this Ministry. Deputy Kullervo, who did most of it, is a great
friend of the People but not a competent legal draftsman; he
forgot to abrogate the old Imperial law that a man must be
tried in the district where he committed his crime. Simon de
" Ferraris refuses payment in Laing’s Land, he’s tried in
Laing’s Land—well, at the station on Spion Island off the
coast—and then, according to the Schedule of Sentences he
goes back to Laing’s Land.”

Corander: “And this debt 'm to non-pay? Same result.” :

Citizen Wells: “This is a small debt, thirty units—two
months in jail under the Schedule. There’s no jail in Laing’s
Land. We couldn’t keep people out of it if there were. Con-
sequently, he comes back. Under guard. You're the guard;
that’s essential.”

Corander began to laugh and could not stop. “By the Lord,
our plot is a good plot as ever was laid,” he gasped between
whoops, wiping his eyes; “our friends true and constant: a
good plot, good friends, and full of expectation; thirty units,”
he crowed; “an excellent plot, very good friends. Thirty units.
Excuse me, citizen; it’s the feeling of degradation. And what
do we do when Simon de Ferraris accepts them?”

“I don’t think he will,” said the young woman in a curious
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voice. “I don’t think he’ll accept them. But if he does, you will
ay he didn’t.”
A silence fell.
- “Whose debt am I paying?” asked Corander.
E" Citizen Wells: “Mine.” She issued him a true copy of her
" debt instrument, the money to pay it, her quitclaim to Cor-
ander forit, an undated warrant for Simon de Ferraris’ arrest
(“Thls was hard t6 get!”), Departmental orders, miscellaneous
&sses and papers, and a sealed note to a “poor Frizzell” at
e Caserne on Spion Island. He signed for them all. “Here
are the discs on Simon de Ferraris. You will now go to Room
'-'Forty and study them under mnemergine, a moderate dose.
" The techs are ready for you. Then to Room Twenty-one down-
stairs for your travel money, your transportation data, and
he rest. Then to the Geographical Office in the Annex; they’ll
" brief you there on Laing’s Land; but to them you’re Abraham
- Kemp, a chemist who has permission to visit his brother in
- exile. That’s your cover until you make the arrest. Next, come
"back to this floor and in Room Thirty-one get your special
. equipment. That includes the N-Transmitter. You've never
“had one.”
. Corander: “No.”
- Citizen Wells: "You won’t have any trouble with it. It
- operates two-way scrambled audio on a fixed wavelength, a
yprotected wavelength which is your own. One of the receiver-
- senders in Room Thirty-two is tuned to it, to you and no one
> else, with a man detailed to it at all times. Your whorl-plate
fw1ll switch the set. When you get the N-T, you're on your
“way. You'll get running instructions once you find de Fer-
- raris. Clear?”
- Corander: “Clear.”
" Citizen Wells: “Corander, listen to me. This is essential.
It is not, repeat not, the policy of this Department to share
ormation or responsibility with any other bureau or
_agency in the Government. Do you know what this means?”
.~ Corander looked steadily at his chief. “I know what it
' means.”
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Chaprer 3

WHEN Simon de Ferraris was out of sight of the little
berylloy cabin, he took a less jaunty and more practical grip
of the raystick and studied the path with darting eyes, as he
half-ran, hunched forward. The path was dry, but the green-
ish sand had a soapy consistency and smeared underfoot. On
either side festered the pools and pocks of the maremma; the
plant gases hung over them. Here and there, black specks
skittered in low arcs: the bog-flitters, little beaked hexapods
with membranous foreclaws like wings, flying in silence be-
cause it was daylight. The whole scene was silent, except for
the screams.

These were coming faster and seemed nearer, but their
direction was less certain. The old man had chosen his path
from the summit of the kopje and was committed to it but,
as always in the swamp, had begun to doubt it. He lifted the
raystick, his thumb rolling the knurled wheel in the shaft
to open out the collimator. A dense mustard-yellow cloud of
vapor was hanging across the path, and he destroyed it me-
thodically. His teeth were bared. .
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Two kinds of vegetation had given Laing’s Land much of

= its evil repute. Plant gases were the lesser of the two. They

_were not really gases, but cloudlike networks of brown fil-

aments electrostatically holding a thick, oily yellow vapor;

© they were rooted almost like Terran plants and grew from

" a kind of fluid seed; they were not lethally poisonous but
produced a tenacious and sickening itch.

The other and far worse growth, E.Str.2.183.03 in the old
Imperial Classification, locally known as “the vine,” was a
" reticulated creeper that sometimes covered an entire hectare
with wrist-thick tendrils sheathed in a glossy gray substance;
from these grew flexible offshoots, some spearing into the
ground and becoming roots, others twining across the stems.
Needing, apparently, the by-products of certain kinds of pu-
 trefaction to which proteins were liable on this world, it lived
" in a terrible symbiosis with the Laing’s Land fauna. The bog-
- flitters dropped their egg-slime around the roots and on the
| heavier stems of the vine; their spawn or larvae were par-
! asites on the vine until they formed hard membranes around
F'themselves like birds’ eggs; and when they hatched from

. these they became the prey of the plant. Let a bog-flitter flick
F- against—or even near, some said—a tentacle, and the ten-
l.- tacle whipped up and around it; the gray sheath, ionized or
chemlcally altered, became both adhesive and corrosive, and
“soon the bog- ﬂltter was dead; and the vine imbibed the nu-
lltrlent from its rotting carcass. Almost any sort of animal
k protein—Terran as well as Rohanese—attracted the tenta-
* cles. A man once caught could never break loose by his own
- strength; the fibers etched through his clothing and into his
- flesh; and it was the special horror of the vine that they did
" not do so continuously. The grip was steady, but the electro-
- chemical attack was rhythmic. The agonies came a minute
© apart at first, then faster and faster, mounting in intensity,
j: until each spasm drowned the release of the last—like the
- pains of a woman in labor. Some biologists maintained that
. the bog-flitters were not in pain, but in ecstasy, that a prin-
~ ciple of inversion or algolagnia ran through Rohanese life;
| .but it was no Liebestod for humans—such as the poor wretch
whose screams were now coming at half-minute intervals.
ESlmon de Ferraris had recovered bodies from the mar-
i}

emma...

He focused the raystick to a tight beam and set off at a

. run. The path twisted and doubled and doubled again mad-

E_demngly A false step, or a misjudged try at a shortcut, and
{28 )
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he would end in one of the glutinous pocks where the vine
flourished. Once he took a wrong turn and found himself at
the end of a long, winding spur a little more than a meter
from the true path. The shrieks were only a few seconds apart
now and changing their note. The grim old face trembled.

“God,” the old man muttered, “but this one can stand a
lot!” He gathered his forces and jumped. One foot dragged
across a tendril, and it cracked upward; but the metal of his
boot had delayed the reaction and his leg was clear. He landed
on the other foot, twisted his ankle, staggered, caught his
balance in time to keep from plunging into the next pock,
and pounded down the path, throwing off the pain.

The screams were coming as fast as his own pulse and had
lost all human quality. He scanned the swamp, skipping back
and forth on the path to see around obstacles. He glimpsed
something dark, almost hidden by a plant gas. It writhed.

It was at least thirty meters away, too far to burn a clear
path to it in time with a light raystick. The rescuer must
pick his way through the great gray net of the vine, trusting
to his metal boots to damp the stimulus of his flesh, and every
step for sixty paces landing within a centimeter of death.
Or—Ileave the man on the vine.

“I'm coming!” he shouted. “I'm finding the heart!” The vine
had no heart; the term was used for a polysynaptic node over
each of the main root clusters. Burning out a heart stopped
the electrochemical activity in a large area of the vine and
allowed a victim to be pulled free, but the heart might be
meters away from the victim.

The wretch gave no sign of having heard. His cry was
almost continuous. De Ferraris poked the outermost tendrils
of the vine aside with the raystick and gingerly set his foot
down. He took a second step; a third. On the fourth, a new
sprout which he misgauged lashed across his toes; he burned
the strand off.

Here and there the vine was speckled with the decompos-
ing bodies of bog-flitters and other creatures, most of them
no longer recognizable. The old man had a horrifying vision
of two large new lumps of compost rotting in the gray-and-
mustard desolation. After eight paces, he could see what he
thought must be the fibrous knob of a heart. He managed to
get four steps nearer to it and trained his raystick on it. The
target sputtered and gushed a luminous vapor for a few mo-
ments. It was a heart, but governed neither the place he was
standing nor the victim’s trap. Bog-flitters dropped off where
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the vine went dead, indicating a safe area which reached the
path at one point. This would be his way back, if he went

back.
Working forward with a prancing, hobbling gait, he saw

. another heart. In his haste he landed carelessly on his twisted

ankle, which buckled and touched a fiber. With a whistle and
report, a tentacle whipped at his leg, catching him above the
boottop. A flash of agony went through him, and a worse
flash of terror, for the impact sent him off balance and for
seconds, flailing with his arms, he hovered between standing
and falling.

A chance stab with the raystick against a clump of hard
soil righted him. His leg was numb, which made it more
dangerous to burn off the tendril close to the flesh. A better
chance lay in destroying the heart before the minute elapsed
and his own agony began. He seared at it tremblingly.

The victim fell loose. The contorted form rolled over. The
shriek went on for a moment and then made a kind of sobbing
glissando to a low animal croon. An instant later, the rescuer
felt the torment blaze in his own side; he himself was still
on the vine.

Frantically, he turned the ray on the tangle of stems
around him. One after another, fibers sputtered and parted.
The rubbery grip on his thigh did not relax. He brought the
whining tip of the raystick closer and closer to himself, shak-
ing uncontrollably. He felt the surge of the vine begin again,
then stop abruptly. The tendril slid off. His eyes filled with
tears.

He blinked them away and examined his thigh. Blood
oozed where his breeches had been turned to pulp. The fiery
numbness subsided, and he could already feel the raw wound
as a wound.

Between him and the recumbent victim lay only a few
meters of live vine. The injured leg made it impossible to
pick his way across; the man was safe enough for the moment,
having enough life to keep up his keening, now broken by
efforts to mouth words. De Ferraris began to cut a pathway.

Some minutes later, he looked down at the limp, crying

* form. “You're all right,” he said dully. “You’re all right.”

A long, gasping sob answered him. Simon de Ferraris low-
ered himself painfully to his good knee, his other poking out
awkwardly in front of him. He unclasped the man’s tunic and
shirt and bared the flesh. He would have retched but for the
bracing pain of his own wound.
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“S——" began the man, trying to bring his eyes into focus
on his rescuer.

“Yes?”

“Simon d——d——" It was to be a question.

“I am Simon de Ferraris.”

“I owe you my 1——" The eyeballs locked upward and the
man fainted.

Simon de Ferraris muttered, “That’s not all you owe me.”
Under the open shirt he found the usual belly-belt and slipped
open the pouch. Inside were a bank-banded wad of high-de-
nomination notes, a standard copy-of-instrument form, a
quittance prepared for his own signature, and odds and ends
of papers. “Sad little fool!” the old man growled. He replaced
the papers, the debt-instrument, and the quittance; he
flapped the money thoughtfully and hurled it into the scum
under an undamaged part of the vine.

Most of the spaceport departure facilities were shut down,
disused, but a new row of gates bore stenciled signs, errati-
cally lit, reading: NEW NOME AUXILIARY AIRPORT.

While Rohan’s interstellar communications had all but
ceased, its domestic traffic had swollen with the postwar dis-
location. Outside one corner of the terminal complex, on the
terrace over which the goose-shaped loaders once had trun-
dled passengers and goods toward giant spaceliners three
kilometers away, stood two rows of neat, aging copters. In
the night chill, amid the flare of lights, porters in chipped
red helmets shuffled to and fro with lists and luggage; pas-
sengers waited in groups, fumbling with their documents.

Corander, his youthful, bony frame costumed in the re-
spectable seedy tunic and breeches of a professional or sci-
entific worker, stood near one of the groups. He excited no
curiosity; his kind were a unit a hundred, men and women
who had watched their hard-won youthful savings, all the
hopeful beginnings of their prosperity, wiped out and were
now struggling to live on salarles less and less responsive to
the inflation.

An official came up, printout in hand, the bored peremp-
toriness of government showing through the time-honored
bogus optimism of ports. At his back came a little man, un-
mistakably a busy, trying to maintain a look of great sig-
nificance on naturally insignificant-looking features.

The official peered at his printout and intoned, “Belaker
Ulysses.” The little man behind him stood with eyes rolled
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jously up to the green-black sky, apparently miming the
ilent patience of the state.

A portly man in the field uniform of the Geophysical Cor-
ration stepped forward and honked, “Right here,” extend-
ng his sheaf of documents.

The official flapped them perfunctorily into the small
an’s line of vision, intoned, “In order,” and handed them
ack. “Coomaraswami Sam...in order. Gibbons Harold...in
rder. Kullervo Kosti...good evening, Deputy!” The official
awned on a heavy-set man with the colorless hair and red
yes of the total albino, and the little busy puffed out his
hest and coughed importantly. The official: “In order, of
ourse. Gregorowicz Clara...in order. Kemp Abraham...”
Corander walked over with his papers. The small man
leared his throat. The official handed the papers over to him
ithout looking at them. The small man said in a thin por-
ntous twang, “Will you step this way, Citizen Kemp?”
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AT the head of the table in his own villa, Premier Kal-
ino faced his ministers warily. Something was wrong: the
rhetoric which had interfaced a thousand political under-
standings seemed to have failed eight or nine times alread
this evening.

“Olivia,” said the Premier earnestly, almost pleadingly
“this is in your Department. Surely you can suggest some-
thing which will meet—" .

“I'm sorry, Herman. Carl said it all,” replied the Financ
Minister in her rich voice. She glanced softly toward thi
Propaganda Minister for a fraction of a second. The Premier.
saw the look, and his heart tightened.

The Premier: “Carl, Carl, have you really said it all? Policy
is not exactly doctrine. Surely there is more to be said than
these—" T

The Propaganda Minister: “I'm sorry, Herman.” There was
a flush on his cheekbones above the lean blue-black jaw.

The Premier: “I'm sorry, Herman.’ It seems to be a for-
mula tonight. And you, Mustafa, are you sorry-Herman too?”
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The Minister of Justice looked not at his old friend but at
. his two opponents across the table. The Propaganda Minister
. returned his stare. The Finance Minister looked down; and
| the aged judge gloomily surveyed her soft shoulders and ripe
bosom. “With me it is not a formula,” he said dryly.

The Premier: “We had better recess. I'm beginning to feel
sorry for myself.”

The Cabinet members drifted in pairs and trios out into
the dark garden, and their host, the Premier, sat alone at the
head of the long table, restlessly sketching on a pad with his
fading-pencil. This device wrote a clear black line which
lasted four minutes and then rapidly faded away without a
trace; it was sold as a child’s toy, but the Premier found it
invaluable at meetings. He could sketch endlessly without
leaving a pictorial record of his thoughts and pass notes that
ceased to exist once they had been read.

He had drawn Rohan’s Planet, a neat circle, and the west-
ern outlines of its main land mass, Van Vainor’s Land, and
its great peninsula, Laing’s Land. A heavy jagged line rep-
resented the River Bohr, the water-filled fissure which
marked off the subcontinent of Laing’s Land. He shaded in
~ the continent and subcontinent with a deftness he owed to
his early years as a geology master in a girls’ boarding school.
Now, as fast as he penciled in the details, the outlines faded
and vanished. He touched up one stroke; another was gone.
The old fighter for Rohanese freedom smiled despondently.
It seemed a symbol of Herman Kalino’s lifework.

The Cabinet was split and the Freedom Party would soon
break apart. The moderate faction was led by an elderly
retired judge, the Minister of Justice, Mustafa Issachar. The
radical majority was led by the youthful Minister of Propa-
ganda. This Carl ap Rhys, with his high color and dark in-
tensity, his adolescent virility, his oratory too full of effects
and touches, mystified the Premier, whose heart was with
Mustafa Issachar. Kalino had an old man’s desire for warmth,;
he longed for the unity of the first days of independence,
when the same vision was strong upon them all...no, his
real nostalgia, if he was to be honest, was for the period of
struggle and war, when there had been no Reconstructionist
Party and when Simon de Ferraris still roared in the Rev-
olutionary councils. And where was Simon at this
moment? ... However, the party rank and file were on ap
Rhys’ side, and a certain logic too. The Propaganda Minister
proposed to continue the inflation, ruthlessly using the state’s
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power of issuing money to wipe out once and for all the “cred-
itor” class, who existed only because the state’s early blun-
ders had forced them into being. (But Carl ap Rhys did not
dwell on these blunders, for which his devoted ally in the
Finance Ministry was responsible; he merely mentioned
them—it increased her devotion, Kalino supposed.) The mon-
eylenders had appropriated the planet. The People would
expropriate the moneylenders.

The moderates urged a policy of deflation. They distin-
guished between creditor and capitalist. They would impose
heavy taxes and retire the currency thus taken in, cutting
expenditures almost to nothing. This meant giving up the
great public works program the Propaganda Minister de-
lighted in; the clearing of Laing’s Land would have to wait.
Even the health-insurance benefits would have to be revised.
Otherwise, Judge Issachar said, the inflation would destroy
private capital, destroy all capability of self-renewal, and
force the planet back into economic dependence on the Em-
pire.

For three hours the Premier had argued, wheedled, and
manipulated for a modest retrenchment that would save the
most urgent public works, and spare the industrialists fur-
ther punishment.

Something was wrong. It was_as if someone at the table
had secretly decided to force a crisis. Herman Kalino rose to
walk in the garden before reconvening the Cabinet. He would
make one more effort.

The small man led Corander through the ringing, tall,
half-darkened vacuities of the terminal, down a motionless
escalator, into a service area.

“My office,” said the busy. It was a cubicle with sound
insulation sprayed thickly over makeshift partitions, neat in
a way that Corander associated with functionaries who had
no real functions. In offices like this, they always began by
telling you smartly that you had to hustle to make way for
the next appointment, then they kept you forever. Corander
could not afford a long delay. There was only one flight left
to New Tavistock, the only town beyond the River Bohr with
scheduled air service. The copter was due to take off in twenty
minutes. Missing it meant a nine-hour wait—perhaps longer
if tomorrow morning’s passenger manifest was full of jun-
keting bureaucrats. New Tavistock was not very far inside
Laing’s Land, but far enough to have a “frontier” atmosphere,

(3%6)



petty officialdom out for a thrill.

The little busy: “I can give you a few minutes. I have an
appointment at”—he looked at his watch and did some arith-
metic, moving his lips—“twenty-four sixty-three.”

Corander: “I don’t want to take up your time at all.”

Ignoring this, the busy spread Abraham Kemp’s docu-
ments out on his desk and sat down to contemplate them.

“You Abraham Kemp?” he said at length.

: Corander: “Yes. How did you know?”

.~ The busy: “A plant chemist?”

: Corander: “Yes.” He sat down unasked.

4 The little man opened a drawer and fingered through a
~ bunch of bluish pamphlets. They were the old Imperial Army
~ Q-and-A books. Every personnel worker used them to check
. the claims of professed specialists. Not six hours before, Cor-
. ander had studied one under mnemergine. The busy pulled
. out the one labeled “Chemistry, Plant,” opened it, and, elab-
~ orately concealing the text from Corander, asked, “What
is...colchicine used for?”

Corander, contradicting the manual at random: “Nothing
. much. It used to be used pretty extensively for doubling chro-
mosomes in hybrids so as to make them fertile. That brochure
you have there must be pretty old.”

The busy: “Hm. What is the difference between...
flavanones and...flavanols?”

Corander tried to answer the “Q” without using the exact
words of the “A.” “The flavanols have an extra double bond
and a hydroxyl group which the flavanones don’t have.”

“Hm.” The little man put away the booklet and asked,
“Brother of Carroll Kemp?”

Corander: “Yes.”

The busy: “Ah—um—TI've heard of your brother’s case.”

This was more than Corander could say. He said nothing.

The little man looked at him with what he obviously hoped
would be a penetrating glance but, failing to effect penetra-
tion, dropped his eyes and said, “I've sometimes thought your
brother was harshly treated.”

Corander said nothing. He could hear a recording device
creaking defectively in a desk drawer.

The busy: “Going to New Tavistock?”

Corander: “Yes.” He added mildly, “The copter leaves in
fifteen minutes.”

The busy: “And from there?”

s and since Independence it had become a popular resort of
.
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Corander: “I'm going to contact my brother there.”

The busy: “Private reasons?”

Corander: “Yes.”

The busy: “What are they?”

Corander: “I like my brother.”

The busy: “He was a Loyalist.”

Corander: “He’s my brother.”

The conversation wound its way slowly to the point at
which the busy said, “Know many of your brother’s friends?”

Corander: “We weren’t that close.”

A few tortuous minutes more, and the busy asked, “Would
you like to do something for your brother?”

Corander: “Yes.”

The busy said thoughtfully, “I think your brother was
harshly treated.”

Corander: “So you said.”

The busy: “I might be able to get his sentence shortened,
if I thought it was too long.”

Corander: “You already said you thought it was too long.
I didn’t.”

The busy: “Your brother sees a lot of Loyalists.” -

Corander: “There are a lot of Loyalists in Laing’s Land—
for some reason.”

The busy: “We’d like to know a little about his friends, the
Loyalists.”

Corander: “Who is ‘we,’ citizen?” -

“The Internal Defense Department,” said the little man,
and with a conjurer’s flourish produced a glossy styoprene
badge.

Corander stared. He had heard that the Department em-_
ployed quasi-overt agents at airfields and other centers, and
he had realized from the outset that this must be a partic-
ularly debased specimen of these, but he was appalled that
the man should so openly name his connection with the De-
partment. “So?” he said.

The busy: “Do you love Rohan?”

Corander: “Sure. Fine.”

The busy: “You could write a little report on these Loy-
alists who see your brother.”

Corander: “I'm a plant chemist, not a spy.”

There was some discussion of this tactless sentence. Then
the busy tried cajolery: “It would be helping your brother.”

Corander: “I won't spy.”
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The busy tried sternness: “You want to be on that copter
tonight?”

Corander: “My papers are in order.”

The busy: “You're what is called a Category C passenger,

_ family of a banished convict.”

Corander: “I know I am. I can read.”

The busy: “Category C passengers have to have what is
called pilot’s clearance.”

“So then? You’re not the pilot.”

The busy: “I am the Acting Security Officer of this air-
port.”

Corander: “You're not the pilot. My papers are in order.
My ticket is paid for. I am not unruly. The pilot can’t refuse
me clearance.”

The busy: “On my recommendation he can.”

Corander looked at his watch and brought matters to a
head. “Recommendation! Recommendation!” he shouted.
Then more quietly: “So you admit it’s a recommendation only.
Tell you what I think, citizen. I think you’ve badly exceeded
your authority.”

The Acting Security Officer stood up. “You think that, do
you? We'll see,” he said with weak bluster. “Wait here,” he
added nervously, as Corander began to rise. “I'm going to get
the pilot.” He strode out.

It was three minutes before flight time.

“Where’s Kid Freedom?” said a voice from the door.

“Who?” asked Corander, turning.

“Keyhole Johnny. Acting Security Officer Thekman, the
flower of our liberties,” explained the newcomer rapidly. He
advanced with a cordial smile on his chubby, weatherbeaten
features.

Corander: “He went off to look for the pilot of the New
Tavistock flight.”

“Went off to look for me? Went—ah! I see it all. Off the
old gridlines at last. I knew it would happen. That’s what
comes of him guarding our freedom night and day, citizen.
Sad. Sad. You see,” the pilot went on, noticing Corander’s
face, “I always meet him here five minutes before flight time.
Always. Gone off to look for me! Well, well.”

Corander: “He isn’t crazy.”

The pilot: “‘Isn’t crazy’! Who are you, coming here with
these indiscreet, not to say Reconstructionist-type, observa-
tions about our beloved Acting Security Officer?” He was
sidling over to the desk to get a glimpse of the papers on it.
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“Hah! My missing passenger, Abraham Kemp, the pride of
Category C. Come along, Abraham. Unless you’ve committed
syphilis-G,” he rattled anxiously. “No? Murder, arson? No?
Rape, refusal of payment, felonious assault with a deadly
weapon, common sense, sodomy, high treason? No? Come
along, then.” His speed of utterance was astonishing, and his
face beamed all the while in the most placid repose.

Corander: “I need pilot’s clearance.”

The pilot: “With unerring instinct, you’ve come to the right
man. Flight Officer Desmond Henry Feigenbrod clears you
while he flies you. Pleased to meet you. Come along.”

Corander: “But he said he would recommend that you
refuse me clearance. That’s why he went to fetch you.” He
stared fixedly at the desk drawer that hid the defective re-
corder.

The pilot: “Fetch me? Recommend? Ah, Abraham, I see
you are but a child in these matters... Yes, Abraham, I hear
it chirping its little song of love.”

Corander opened the desk drawer and said loudly, “Why,
somebody’s left a little machine running! What do you sup-
pose it is?” He turned it off. “Thekman, I take it, went to
intercept you so you wouldn’t come here and find me.”

The pilot, his ink-pencil poised over a form, peered at
Corander and said without flippancy, “Intelligent plant
chemist. Here’s your clearance.”

Corander: “Wait. Won’t this get you into trouble?”

The pilot: “Trouble? Me?” He scrawled a firm D.H.F. “No
trouble at all.”

Corander: “But I'm Carroll Kemp’s brother.”

The pilot: “The name is new to me.”

Corander: “He’s a Loyalist.”

The pilot: “I think your brother was—oh ah uh hem hem—
harshly treated. Eh?” Feigenbrod laughed shortly. “Was that
it? Love Rohan? Just a little report. Mere fratricide. Horace
Thekman wanted you for his very own spy, eh?”

Corander: “That’s it.”

The pilot: “Well, friend Kemp, I really never heard of your
brother, eminent seditionist though he may be, but I'll do a
great deal for a man who won'’t sell out to IDD.” He picked
up Kemp’s papers. “Let’s gather up these blessings of freedom
here and leave before Captain Sneak of the Nose Patrol comes
and delays the flight another half hour.” He lowered his voice
as they went out: “Ever hear of Simon de Ferraris? Well, my
father was old Simon’s farm manager out at Kuban Valley,
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 and if it weren’t for old Simon I'd be a stinking little state-
‘trained hydroponics hand right now, shoveling magnesium
sulfate till I was ready for my pension. I'm telling you this
so you'll know. My father got killed by a rogue plow-robot,
you understand, and I always wanted to go to space, but
' Surabaya wanted the locals to shovel magnesium sulfate.
- And Simon de Ferraris paid out of his own pocket to send me
to Earthside flight school. Out of his own pocket. Couldn’t
get me a job on spacegoing stuff. All Earthies in those days.
. But you wait. One of these days they’ll throw out that wind
sock Kalino and put in old Simon and we’ll have a real gov-
ernment and a real space fleet and I'll be on the Antares
run.”

They came to some side doors opening on the field.

Corander: “Wait a minute.”

The pilot: “Wait? Certainly I'll wait! Haven’t I waited
patiently while you regaled me with the most shameful and
loose-mouthed treason—"

Corander: “Do me a favor?”

The pilot: “Right.”

Corander needed a place where he could use his N-T,
which was strapped to the inside of his left thigh, and report
himself to Room 32. “Is there an empty room somewhere? 1
~ won’t be a minute.”

. The pilot: “Crew’s head. I'll let you in with my key, and

" there’s a bolt on the inside. Then come straight to Position
Six. And, Citizen Kemp...pull the flush before you leave.

~ Verisimilitude, you know. Place is crawling with patriots.”

" Everyone at the table knew the crisis had come. The Pre-
mier could see swallowing movementsin Olivia Keye’s mature
neck. Carl ap Rhys was more vivid than ever. The Minister
of Armies and Marine, Francis Bentinck, had his eyes closed
and was damply pale. The Minister of Health, Ch’ien Wu-
hsien, was scribbling with his‘head down. Mustafa Issachar
- alone looked calm, a withered sea-eagle, motionless and
|- ﬁﬁrce. And that, thought Kalino, might be the worst sign of
- all.

] The Premier: “Well then, we have made progress, haven’t
- we? Wu has agreed to get us a Departmental memo on pos-
- sible reductions in health-insurance costs.”

~ The Minister of Health: “Under protest.” He looked up.

“Reluctantly.”
The Premier: “I mean savings, not crippling cuts.”
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The Minister of Health: “Under protest.” He resumed his
scribbling.

The Premier’s tactic was to divert everyone’s attention to
the small practicalities of Departmental budgeting and ease
both sides into compromise. Both sides knew that. For a mo-
ment, nevertheless, it seemed as if the maneuver might work.

Just as Kalino was forming the name “Francis” on his
lips—he was beginning with the less political ministers—the
voice of Carl ap Rhys glided into the pause. “May I ask what
help Mustafa is ready to give this big program of little econ-
omies? Will he—"

“Carl,” began Kalino desperately, “I think I should put
the—"

“Will he perhaps cut out that very expensive item,” the
Propaganda Minister asked in a ringing voice, “the Internal
Defense Department?”

Everyone looked at the Minister of Justice. The Premier
wondered: Will Mustafa cut off his right arm for me?

The Minister of Justice: “I shall ask the chief of that De-
partment how much of its activities we can now do without.”
He was not forcing the break.

The Propaganda Minister was. “I for one can do without
your gun-girl entirely.” ]

The Premier whispered: “Carl—"

The Minister of Justice said calmly to ap Rhys: “My ‘gun-
girl’, as you call her, discovered General Ibrahim’s treason.
My ‘gun-girl’ stopped the North Front desertions. My ‘gun-
girl’ broke up Shigahara’s gang. My ‘gun-girl’ caught Fen-
stermacher. And when”"—the aged voice dropped still further
and became still more precise—"I ask my ‘gun-girl’ whether
you with your damned publicity for fairyland and your
damned policy of chaos can be kept in power without a secret-
police establishment or not, she will tell me the truth.”

The Propaganda Minister: “You seem rather exercised. I
have sometimes wondered—"

The Premier: “Carl!”

“What have you wondered?” asked Issachar in a voice like
the drip of water.

The Propaganda Minister: “I have wondered at the ab-
normal influence over you of a girl young enough to be your
granddaughter.”

The Minister of Justice: “Is that what you wondered? Yes,
my gun-girl is your age, Citizen Minister. She is young
enough to be my granddaughter.” His glittering old eyes
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moved from Carl ap Rhys to Olivia Keyes and back again.
- “At least she is not old enough to be my mother.”

The Propaganda Minister sprang up, registering wrath
and scorn. “And what, citizen, do you mean by that?” From
. beside him came the sound of the Finance Minister repressing

~ a sob. The young man’s expression splintered. The histrionics
. were swept away by sincere fury. The red lips lost their dis-
~ cipline. “You'll suffer for that.”
~ Mustafa Issachar slid a blank sheet of paprite toward him-
. self, picked up an ink-pencil, and began to write.
! Carl ap Rhys flung out of the room into the darkness of
- the garden.
' “Tll suffer,” said Mustafa Issachar. He did not look up
~ from his writing. “Oh, young men in love!”
The figure of Carl ap Rhys was trembling in the doorway
- again. Everyone looked around, except the Minister of Jus-
tice; even the mewling of Olivia Keyes stopped.
"~ “I'm resigning,” said the young man. “And others are re-
signing too. Goodbye.” He vanished again into the garden.

Olivia Keyes emitted a rich concluding sob and said to the
 Premier, “My resignation will be on your desk in the morn-
~ ing, of course.”

. The Minister of Justice: “No, no. We’ve had quite enough
bad farce tonight. There’s no way from that garden to the
street, as you know and Carl knows.” He raised himself from
his chair, picked up his piece of paprite and his dispatch case
and walked down to the Premier. “Here is a real note of
. resignation, Herman, effective tomorrow at twelve fifty,
. noon. By that time you may have an even more formal doc-
ument if you like. Goodbye, old friend.” He wrung Herman
Kalino’s hand and went out—into the hallway that led to the
street door of the house.

. All faces turned toward the garden door, and through it
- ap Rhys strode to his seat.

! Francis Bentinck rose heavily to his feet. The Minister of
Armies and Marine: “I will make my resignation effective
twelve fifty tomorrow.” His dispatch case under his arm, he

- went out the hall door.

The Premier: “If there are no others...I will see each of
you about the reconstruction of the Cabinet, if I may use that
term, before the Chamber sits at fifteen hundred tomorrow.
We will adjourn now.”

On the bed in the berylloy cabin, the man stirred and
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whimpered. Cathy de Ferraris went over to look at him in
the orange light of the Barstow lamp. “Simon, he’s coming
to.”

De Ferraris joined her, limping. “Bah, what a mess he is!
What a disgusting mess you are!” he roared down at the man,
who now lay looking up at them with blank, wide eyes. “You
can’t see me, though, can you? Blinded with pain. Cath, hand
me that Kendall’s compound F. This is going to hurt. Cath,
look away.” i

A moan and then, “S——"

The old man: “Simon de Ferraris.”

The hurt man: “Simon de Ferraris...Simon de Ferraris.”

The old man: “That’s right. And you? I say, and you?”

The hurt man: “Walter Vanderwol. Simon de Ferraris.”

The old man: “Still here.”

Vanderwol: “You are my creditor...” The hurt man
stopped, exhausted.

De Ferraris: “I am your creditor?”

Vanderwol: “You are the holder of an instrument of mine
for two hundred and seventy-five thousand units.”

De Ferraris: “Who lent you the money?”

Vanderwol breathed heavily for a few moments, every
dilation of his thorax making him grin with pain. Then:
“Herbert Magellis.”

De Ferraris: “I hold a good deal of Herbert Magellis’ paper.
Wait.” The old man limped over to a shelf and, with a key
on a cord around his neck, unlocked a filing box from the
heavy hasp which moored it down. He carried the box nearer
the lamp, opened it, and leafed through its contents. “Ma-
gellis. ... Vanderwol. I have it. Two hundred and seventy-five
thousand units.” He dangled the instrument before Vander- -
wol’s face.

Vanderwol: “I hereby...” The man’s hands fluttered
around the loosened belly-belt. “I hereby tender you two
hundred and seventy-five thousand units plus four thousand
five hundred units in arrears of interest in legal discharge
of that...debt.” He gasped and worked a hand into the belt.

De Ferraris: “Are you sure you can afford it just now? I
don’t want to press you.” He laughed, a single hoot, turned,
and limped out onto the porch. There he swung in the ham-
mock for a long while, listening to the crying of the man
inside.
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Chaprer 5

b AR ey - k-

. OLD Hosig was frightened. His rotten brown teeth were
‘ too few to chatter, and his dark yellow eyes always rolled in
; the wagging skull the way they did now, as if he feared
someone behind him; but the wried figure crouched under
the basement steps of the building, completely still except
. for the inextinguishable tremor. For once he had stopped
" running. He had to think..
Had to think because, lopmg and hopping through the
. maze of roofs, alleys, subcellars, and communicating pas-
* sages which was his universe, he had come upon a noise. Had
come upon a noise, and had followed it to the bulkhead on
the roof of a tenement building where he often came for
. scraps; and had peered through a crack where the frame of
a skyhght was sprung; could see nothing; but the noise, a
hard purring noise, had been loud.

Then voices had sung out nearby: “Phase Six.” “Phase
Six.” The purring noise had shaken. “Phase Five.” “Phase
Five.” On the next roof, two of them bent over something
from which the noise was coming, a tangle of metal and wires
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and misshapen lanterns that gave a light the color of drying
blood. One of them had sung into the tangle, “Phase Four.”
“Phase Four,” the other had answered. The noise had shaken.

Pressed to the crack, old Hosig’s eye had rolled so badly
that he could scarcely see.

Also, there had been others on the roof, listening to the
singing and the shaking. “Phase One.”

“Lock phase!” and the noise had purred out strong and
steady. The others had had—

Had rayguns in their hands. Old Hosig had scuttled back
into the darkness...

Now he had to think, because, just afterward, he had blun-
dered into others, in one of old Hosig’s own favorite burrows,
in the disused Crile Road Water Station where, ever since
he could remember, ever since the terrible days, he had little
by little gathered together one of his most comfortable beds.

He had almost been in the room with them before he re-
alized they were there, for they had had no lights with them
and had been sitting silently. But as he was scrambling
through the rubbish-choked corridor toward the room, a low
voice had called out, “That you, Ark?” Instantly old Hosig
had shrunk into stillness, in the stale darkness, behind a
huge, dusty sack full of something soft.

After a long while, the voice had muttered, “Guess not.”

“Well, it’s someone,” a second one had whispered.

“Vermin,” the first had said. “Spider-rats.”

“Better look,” the second had said.

“Look yourself,” the first had said.

The second had not answered that.

“I wish Ark would come,” the first had whispered.

“Why do we have to wait?” the second had said. “There
she is. It’s thirty meters. I could get her with this right now.”

“Rays would have to work on the window first,” the first
had said.

“Only take a couple of seconds at this distance.”

“Make enough noise with that lucimorph. Absorbs every-
thing but the Terran spectrum. Fizzes. Might give her a cou-
ple of seconds’ warning,” the first had whispered.

“She’s a nice piece, though,” the second had whispered.
“Look ... What’s this gun Ark’s bringing?”

“Old chemical job. Gas expansion. Pushes a solid plug of
metal. Never tried one myself. Ark says the plug will go right
through the window and her. Hey, look at her now!”
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“Ho!” There had been a silence. “Won’t Ark be sore he
missed this!”

“Sh...what’s that? That you, Ark?”

“Spider-rats,” the second had said.

It had not been spider-rats but old Hosig creeping out...

Old Hosig thought about it. Old Hosig was always fright-
ened of men and women, though hecould not remember why.
He thought men and women had done something to him
before the terrible days but did not know what it was; could
not remember anything before the terrible days; except some-
times a few things, but when that happened, he stopped re-
membering. Old Hosig sometimes thought he was really a
man himself, but was not sure. If he had been a man, he
would not be frightened of them. He would feel the same as
they. That was so. Mostly he was sure he was not a man.

He lived among men and women, and often went very
close to them; outwitted them, especially his particular ene-
mies, the men who came and took away the scraps of food;
would set little traps in the disposal shafts to catch the food
on the way down; ran through the hallways at night and
stopped to hear sounds of pleasure or pain. He could under-
stand all the language men and women used; could speak
aloud to himself; thought that if he had not been frightened
he could even speak to one of them, even to the Woman; but
was always frightened.

But then there was the Woman, across the street. Old
Hosig would sit on the floor by his window and watch for her,
and when the light went on in a certain window opposite, she
would be there. This every night, and old Hosig would wait
for it. Often she took off her clothes and put other clothes on,

- but when she had no clothes on it was very beautiful and

strange for old Hosig. Then he would think he was a man;
would almost be sure. She could not make him feel so strange
if he were not one of them. At such times he would sit on the
floor by his window and cry.

But when he was creeping away from his room where the
men had been waiting for Ark, old Hosig had been frightened
with a new fear; and something else; had been angry. He had

~ wanted to go to Ark, who was coming to hurt the Woman,

speak to him in the language he knew, and tell him not to
do it; thought he could speak to him. -
It was when he was creeping angrily away that he had
seen the—
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Darting sideways out of the alley door of the water station,
he had seen—

Had seen a figure standing in the street; a thin, straight,
black figure with its edges blurred by the light, like a long
black spider-rat swimming in whitish water. Old Hosig had
thought it was Ark. The man had stood uncertainly, looking
up and around at the buildings, and had not seen old Hosig,
who had made noises at him soundlessly with fear and anger.

Old Hosig had known he could not speak to the man Ark;
was too frightened; and Ark had come to take away the only
beautiful thing old Hosig knew about, and there would be
nothing left for old Hosig except running in his dark places.

Old Hosig loped out of the alley, but the one he thought
was Ark had not turned-around; had reached the stationary
figure; had spoken. “Ark—"

The man had turned.

It was the Judge. Ark was the Judge. Old Hosig had seen
this even before he remembered who the Judge was, and
when he remembered, a sob of horror and bafflement had
burst from him. Before the terrible days, men and women
had done something to old Hosig; he would never remember
what; but would remember the Judge. The Judge toock him
- away from the other men and women and set him free. Old
Hosig remembered the Judge as a stern, frightening presence
in a big room, high up near the ceiling; but the Judge was
good to him. Yet the Judge was also Ark.

So then old Hosig had run away to think, head pumping
on the end of the twisted neck, eye rolling; and he had seen
as he ran that the Judge crossed the roadway. Away from
the water station.

As old Hosig ran, he knew that the Judge was not Ark;
Ark was a man, the Judge was a good man. But he did not
go back; found his safe cellar steps; thought.

The preternaturally dark street outsi&le, and the palsied,
reeking old derelict who had run away from him, had shaken
Mustafa Issachar.

“Come in, Judge.”

At that moment, the old Minister of Justice wished ap
Rhys’ innuendo could have been true. The Chief of the In-
ternal Defense Department, straight, swift, keen, female,
with that odd glow of world-weary asceticism in her face,
greeted him with a handclasp like a man’s. In her left hand
she held a ray-pistol as lightly as she might have held one
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of the small fashionable pipes that girls smoked, and she put
it down with as little embarrassment. Her tab-collared black
tunic and white linen trousers were a sly, elongated, swelling
parody of her soldierlike office garb.

“Im honored, Judge, of course. But something is wrong.”

“I've resigned.”

Characteristically, she neither disguised her stare of dis-
may nor wasted time in exclamations. “Effective as of?”

“Tomorrow noon.”

Her dark, searching eyes closed. “And your successor?”

“No name yet. Herman’s giving in to Carl.”

After a few instants the eyes reopened. “We have the
whole night to maneuver in, then. I'll alert Room Thirty-
two.” She plucked an N-T set from the pillows of the couch
where she had been reading and held it to her ear. “Phil?
Phil?”—but she was already frowning. She flung down the lit-
tle set, marched to an old console 'visor in the corner, snapped
it on, looked at the twinkling blank of the screen, snapped it
off, reached for the radiphone on the wall, listened, replaced
it, and said, “I was wrong. They’ve thrown a standing dead-
wave over this place. Can’t be anything else. They’re ahead.”

Mustafa Issachar smiled desolately. “So that’s why the
street outside was too dark...Ithought there’d be an attempt.
If Carl hadn’t overdone things this evening, his whole plan
might have worked. They would have killed or caught you
tonight and me in the morning. All unsuspecting. But he
showed his hand...Oh, young men in love!”

“What’s our move, Judge?”

“We go to Room Thirty-two. We ought at least to warn
your agents.”

“Even if we got there alive, they’d only clamp a field on
Room Thir—"

Something buffeted the window explosively, there was a
loud report, and a tall old glass mirror fell in shards from
the wall. The girl bent, seized Mustafa Issachar around the
waist, and brought him down. “Crawl!” she ordered. The two
crawled toward the window and lay below its sill. The shot
was not repeated.

The judge broke the silence. “Are you all right, my dear?”

“Better than that, Judge. And you?”.

“You tackle hard, my dear.”

“Did I hurt you?”

“I am suffering from nostalgia.”

“Thank you, Judge...Room Thirty-two is out. Probably

(49 )



Carl already has every kind of dead-wave generator there is,
sitting right on top of our pants factories.”

“As a matter of fact, there were workmen ‘fixing the heat
pumps’ all day...All day.” A pause. “Sue,” Mustafa Issachar
said in a low voice, “if you think what I am going to suggest
is treason, I will drop it and never think about it again.”

“Earth?” asked the girl, even more quietly.

“No,” said the Minister of Justice. “Not Earth. I'm going
to stay and fight! I will not give this world to Carl ap Rhys!”
Then, tentatively: “Simon de Ferraris.”

Sue Wells sprang up. The old judge caught her wrist as
she was about to stand erect and pulled her down on top of
himself. There was another crack/ and another splintered
puncture in the lucimorph window. “Careful, my dear,” he
said mildly.

“Thank you, Judge. I'll be more careful.” She looked into
his eyes for a moment, then leaned forward and kissed his
forehead. “I'd rather go to Earth,” she said. “Oh, Mustafa, I'd
rather go to Earth.”

“Sue, Sue, what is the matter? I thought you'd want to
fight. More than anybody.”

“Oh, I do!” The girl seemed to be examining her mind.
“I do want to fight. More than anybody. But I do not want
to go crawling to Simon de Ferraris.”

“He’s not a traitor. You know there’s nothing to the ‘Loy-
alist’ charge.”

“I know that,” said the girl in a tense voice. “Better than
anyone. Let me think.” After a while she said, “We’ll find
Simon de Ferraris. I have—I had a new man working on it.
He started today.” She began to crawl on hands and knees
toward a cabinet. “We’ll have to catch him tonight. He’s
flying into Laing’s Land with instructions to arrest Simon
de Ferraris on a thirty-unit charge under the Schedule of
Sentences.”

“Sue! Why would Simon—"

“Don’t ask me about it, Judge. You know you can trust
me.” She laughed shortly. “You’re now the only person who
can. If we break out of here alive, we might catch my man
at the Auxiliary Airport. They fly some New Tavistock cop-
ters at night.” She had opened a drawer and was plucking
out various undergarments. “How’s your heart? Stunner
waves can cause fibrillation.”

“I-have a good heart.”

“All the same,” and she flung him a heavy-banded bras-
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siere covered with what seemed to be metal foil. She laughed,
this time a pure giggle. “I'm sorry, Judge. I used to have
blouses made of the stuff, but they were too hot. Don’t worry:
I've another here for myself.” She began to take off her tunic,
but stopped. “Forgive me, Mustafa. That would have been an
insult, wouldn’t it?” She crawled out of the room, crawled in
again a few seconds later, and resumed rooting in the drawer.
“Here. This is for your head. Not completely effective, this
item, but it takes the worst of it. You can usually get
through.”

“I have a good head.”

“Pretty good, Judge, pretty good. This is like one of those
stocking caps with a rolled brim. When things hot up, roll
the brim down and it’s a hood. The eye slits are narrow, so
wait till you need it. Ever used a raygun? It’s not hard...I
lost my gun-virginity at twelve. Here. The safety is off.
Ready? No, no, leave the lights on.”

They crawled out the door.

“It’s over us like a bell jar,” came the girl’s whisper in the
darkness. “We can’t get-help. They’re coming in to finish us
off.”

The pair crouched behind the sills of adjoining windows
looking out from the third-floor hallway over a narrow alley.
The wall opposite was blind. The girl rolled her mask down,
stood up, mounted the window ledge, took a grip of the mul-
lion with her left hand, and leaned as far out as her arm
would let her swing.

She swung back. “Can’t see.” She rolled the hood up from
her eyes with her free hand and swung out again, looking
down the alley to its mouth on the street. “Two of them,” she
reported. “In this alley. Do you have a pencil?”

“Yes,” said Mustafa Issachar, puzzled.

“Rub your prints off it with your tunic and drop it down
there.”

There was a faint clatter as the ink-pencil struck the pave-
ment, then hurried footsteps approaching below. The girl
swung out over the alley and the ray-pistol sputtered for an
instant in her right hand. There was the first throat-click of
a yell that got no further, another rush of footsteps, another
swing and sputter, and a childlike squeak.

“Now,” whispered Sue Wells, “follow me down this,” tak-
ing a coil of thin wire from her pocket and hooking it to the
base of the mullion. “I took this wire from Shigahara himself.
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Wind it once around your pistol barrel—better put the safety
on—and use the whole wave-guide for a grip. You twist to
control it. Watch me,” and she slithered abruptly downward.

The old judge was tremulous when he joined her on the
ground. She had already turned over both corpses. “These
were easy,” she remarked. “From now on, though, they’ll be
expecting a fight. Here are their stun-guns. Take this. You
aim at the thalamus. Notice, they had their blasters out and
their stunners in their pockets. Recognize this one? Not much
left of the head, but it’s Olivia Keyes’ younger son, Richard.
My, he’d grown! And what a nasty little beast Carl is! Judge,
this will make trouble for us with—with Simon de Ferraris.”
She flicked the wire loose from the mullion above and coiled
it. “Around to the back, now.”

The girl: “Careful down these steps. What did you say?”

Mustafa Issachar: "I didn’t say anything.”

Thus they came upon old Hosig. In the same instant there
was a shout behind them: “There they are!”

A more distant cry: “Stay back, they might have rays!”

From the half-human figure which had scuttled across the
door in front of them came a thin, careful tenor, the matted
mouth laboring over the words, “The Judge.”

From above, exultantly: “They’re down there. They can’t
get in.”

The girl forced old Hosig.aside with a single thrust of her
shoulder and put her full strength to the latch. “Locked!”

“You are the Judge,” repeated the gentle voice.

“We’ll have to burn through,” said the girl. “Out of the
way, you!” and, her lips invisible with effort, she tried to
drag the little derelict away from the basement door. The
convulsive eyes seemed to glow yellow at her; the matted
face wagged speechlessly. The girl’s hand went for the stun-
ner in her tunic pocket. “No!” said Mustafa Issachar in a
sharp tone.

“They’re coming, Judge,” said Sue fiereely. “Let me just
put him to sleep.”

A voice above: “Follow the wall, idiot!”

“Cannot sleep now. It is not light yet,” said old Hosig
wonderingly in the thin, cultivated voice.

They could hear the enemy moving, like skirmishers,
above their heads. “Keep back!”—the low command was close
by, and there was silence.

“I can open the door,” said old Hosig suddenly.
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“Open it, then,” ordered the girl. Old Hosig stood, swaying.
“Please open it,” said the girl. Old Hosig stood. “Open it,
or—"

“Wait,” said the Minister of Justice; and calmly to old
Hosig: “I am the Judge.”

Old Hosig: “The Judge. You must tell me...”

The girl whispered, “Judge, are you insane? Let me burn
the lock.”

Mustafa Issachar said softly to old Hosig, “I know you. I
remember your case well. Will you open the door for us?
There are men up there who wish to kill us.”

Old Hosig, slowly: “The Judge. You must tell me three
things.”

A few centimeters over Mustafa Issachar’s head the an-
cient steel of the baluster suddenly smoked, hissed into flame,
and parted. The old judge said steadily, “I will answer three
questions, and then you will save us.”

The girl said savagely, “This is a fairy tale,” but she fired
an answering burst at random over the parapet of the stair-
well. A scream told that it had taken effect.

Old Hosig: “Am I a man?” The wavering eyes suddenly
locked with the old judge’s gaze and were still. There was a
fleeting pause.

Mustafa Issachar: “You are a man... What is your second
question?”

Old Hosig: “Will you take the Woman away?”

Mustafa Issachar: “Yes. I am taking her away. And your
last question?”

Old Hosig shuddered, and his eyes unfixed. He bent over
as if he were in physical pain. “No, no, no.” His sobs were
like the grunting of a small animal.

“I must take her away,” said the old Minister gently.
“There are men here who would kill her. I will save her.
Please, your third questlon""

“Citizen Wells,” a woman’s voice called from above. “Cit-
izen Wells.”

The girl: “So you're here. What do you want, Olivia?”

The woman: “Will you surrender? We won’t hurt you if
you surrender.”

Sue Wells answered with a laugh, and said in a low voice
to the judge, “They still haven’t found the bodies. What an
idiot Olivia is!”

“No, no,” old Hosig was crying, as if no one else had spo-
ken, “not the third question. Do not answer it. I thought I
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could. Please take her away, and do not answer it.” He turned
and clawed at the upper hinge of the old heavy door; the pin
slid out easily; flame and fumes spurted from the metal where
his hand had been an instant before, but old Hosig seemed
not to notice. He looked at Mustafa Issachar and said timidly,
“I thought I could, you know.” He tipped the door on its
moorings and disengaged the lock.

The girl: “Olivia!”

The woman: “Yes?”

The girl: “Ricky is dead.”

She followed old Hosig and Mustafa Issachar into the open
blackness.

Simon de Ferraris: “Citizen Vanderwol, can you hear me?”

Vanderwol: “Yes.”

De Ferraris: “Is the pain easier?”

Vanderwol: “Yes.”

De Ferraris: “You seem to have made your trip for noth-
ing.” A long pause.

Vanderwol: “Yes.”

De Ferraris: “I am glad you have stopped crying about it,
Citizen Vanderwol. You are my guest, my wife is pregnant,
and if you keep sniveling and complaining you will make life
harder around here. Do you understand?”

Vanderwol: “Yes.”

De Ferraris: “Very well. Now, suppose you tell me how
you discovered where I was.”

Vanderwol: “No.”

De Ferraris: “No?”

Vanderwol: “No.”

. De Ferraris: “Then suppose I tell you.”

Silence.

De Ferraris: “Citizen Vanderwol, have you thought yet
why your pilot set you down on the other side of that stretch
of swamp?”

Vanderwol: “Because I asked him to.”

De Ferraris: “Oh, 'm sure you asked him to. But why?
Who first said that the noise of bringing the copter down
right on my hillock might give me enough warning to hide
or run away?”

Silence.

De Ferraris: “He made you ask him, didn’t he? Who put
you onto that pilot?”
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Vanderwol: “A patriot, who doesn’t like to see poor men
cheated.” It was the familiar surly whine.

De Ferraris: “The same man who sold you my wherea-
bouts, wasn’t it?”

Silence.

De Ferraris gentled his voice. “Didn’t it occur to you that
anyone in New Tavistock who discovered where I was could
make a good living selling the information to debtors—so
long as none of their customers reached me alive? For if they
began to come here, I'would surely move, and that would
spoil their business.”

Vanderwol: “I don’t see that.” But his tone was less surly.
“If that’s what they’re up to, why should they bother to tell
the truth about where you are? Any place would do.”

De Ferraris: “I've wondered about that myself, Citizen
Vanderwol. That’s why I thought you might help me. Maybe
it’s just coincidence. I take refuge in the most dangerous part
of Laing’s Land, thinking in my simpleminded way that I'll
be safest there; and they deliver their victims to the most
dangerous part of Laing’s Land to make sure of never seeing
them again. Or maybe...”

Pause.

De Ferraris:
them.”

Silence.

De Ferraris: “In any place but the right place, their victims
might just stumble on help and get back. Eh?”

Vanderwol said tremulously: “You wouldn’t.”

De Ferraris: “No, I wouldn’t. I didn’t, in fact. But that fact
might not occur to a patriot. A true patriot.” Silence. “Who
doesn’t like to see poor men cheated.” Silence. “Which of them
was it? Kellowy? No, more likely Gnostou. Gnostou it was,
not Kellowy, eh?”

Vanderwol: “Neither. It was Harding.” The man was glad
to correct his interlocutor for once.

De Ferraris: “Oh? Harding. Thank you very much. There
isn’t really any Kellowy or Gnostou, you know. Harding. You
don’t happen to remember his first name? No? Well...Never
trust anyone in New Tavistock, Citizen Vanderwol. That is
the moral of this whole affair. You must rest now. I've kept
you talking too long. Try to sleep. You are my guest, and I
must try to make you comfortable. Goodnight.”

* * *

3

...maybe they think I'll make sure for
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There was no light at all, once the fugitives had turned
the corner inside the opening. The blaster-rays had melted
the hinge of the door. It was a matter of moments before the
attackers would venture in. Mustafa Issachar did not ask the
girl if she had a torch, and she produced none.

The air was close, but clean enough. The paving was even
and dry.

The blackness beat against Mustafa Issachar’s eyes. “Ja-
kob,” he whispered.

Old Hosig stopped so sharply that Shulamith ran against
him and he staggered, but he did not utter a sound.

Mustafa Issachar: “Jakob, let me hold onto you. Sue,
where’s your hand?”

It was done without another word. They went on at a good
pace, old Hosig a little ahead, the judge holding the musky,
twisting shoulder with his left hand and the girl’s cold left
hand with his right. After a hundred steps or so, they turned
and turned again, and an instant later Mustafa felt old
Hosig’s shoulder drop in his grasp, and dragged the girl back
just in time to save her from falling down a steep flight of
steps. a

They stumbled down, and after a few more meters, old
Hosig stopped. A single swoop of the little body and he was
free of Mustafa’s grip. The Minister barely checked a cry of
alarm. But old Hosig still seemed to be moving near them.
Mustafa did not release the girl’s hand, and she seemed con-
tent:

Mustafa Issachar: “Sue, do you have a torch?”

The girl: “No.”

Mustafa Issachar: “Then—" He did not ﬁmsh the thought.
The tightening of her fingers told him she too had realized
how completely they were at the mercy of their strange guide.
What if old Hosig darted away? The old judge tried to recol-
lect the turnings they had taken. He could remember only
blackness.

Mustafa Issachar: “What is this building?”

The girl: “I don’t know. We went into Benzion’s, the old
warehouse. But we must be beyond it now. The Armory backs
on Benzion’s. Maybe this is the Armory.”

Mustafa Issachar: “Jakob, where are we?”

There was no reply.

The Armory was the oldest building in New Nome, dating
from the Second Settlement—a vast, complicated, imbecile
structure, built during one of the great Inhabitant scares to
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stand years of siege that never occurred. Corners of it had

- been used for making threedees before the Revolution; the

judge had been in one of the studios once...After a silence,
there was a click and a soft scraping like that of a metal

~ door. Mustafa Issachar groped toward the sound and was

rewarded with old Hosig’s ragged sleeve and a faint squeak.
The squeak reassured him. At least, he thought, the old lu-

' natic was as frightened as they.

They set off again, in their strange human molecule. The
paving had ended, and the sickly sweet smell of Epsilon Stru-
thionis 2 soil filled their heads. Another sense blocked,
thought Mustafa Issachar. They had walked only a dozen
meters or so when the Minister squeaked with fright himself.
A hand like a large insect fluttered over his face and pressed
his mouth; it was, of course, old Hosig, and Mustafa under-
stood that this was a command of silence. He felt upward for
Sue’s face to do the same for her, and encountered old Hosig’s
other claw clamped on the softness of her cheek. She had
borne the touch without a sign.

The next moment, the reason for the command was clear.
Seemingly from nearby, almost among them, came the low-
spoken words, “Put out,that light!” There was no light any-
where.

“And go it in the dark?” replied another voice, which Mus-
tafa recognized as the one that had exulted over them outside.
“Not me!”

“Sure, and they’ll just wait and blast us when we come
prancing along with your nice light.”

“I'd rather take a chance on the rays, thank you. Tell you
what: you go ahead in your nice safe dark and I'll wait outside
with my dangerous light.”

“Oh; come on, then. Kelly and Fracht are trying to get in
through the Armory. They might jump us in the dark.”

So, thought the Minister, they were still in the warehouse.
Evidently they had doubled back. He blessed the chink or
acoustic fault that had given him his bearings.

From that point on, the tunnel took on a downward slope
and began to turn; the roof of it was lower, and Mustafa
Issachar had to stoop to avoid the slender metal laths that
shored up the spongy dirt ceiling. The perfume of the subsoil
made him nauseous. The darkness was like a thick fluid that
smelled and tasted of it; his mind struggled not to drown.
The only two senses now left to him were touch and hearing,
and he kept them clear with an effort of will.
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The girl: “It’s like hiding in an old whore’s wardrobe, isn’t
it? But I suppose you’ve never had to do that. What a planet!”

Clinging to old Hosig with one hand and to the girl with
the other, and plodding sightlessly into the penetralia of the
old city, Mustafa had the curious feeling that there was an-
other bond between them besides his own arms, almost as if
they had begun to share one another’s consciousness a little.
Under his fingers, even old Hosig, without a sound, seemed
somehow to have drawn closer to them; and presently the
others could hear a thin murmur from him like singing. It
was some time before they could make out the words, a first
echo from his human past, of the immemorial song: “...three
blind mice, see how they run, see how they run.”
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Chaprer 6

AS soon as an orderly society had been arranged over
the main land mass of Epsilon Struthionis 2, restless ele-
ments began looking for a new wilderness. Failures sought
to leave their weaknesses behind, criminals to escape from
justice; violent men looked for life they would be admired for
destroying, poor men for wealth, women for men. These hardy
pioneers pushed across the River Bohr, the water-filled fissure
in the planetary rock, and where the natural horrors of Laing’s
Land were just beginning, they set up the Roaring Towns. The
Towns were their utopias, where there was no justice.

At the same time the Towns were themselves places of a
ghastly expiation, cooperative hells.

If the frontier had moved on, the Towns might have be-
come cities. But the botany of the subcontinent stopped the
frontier. There was no economic benefit to be had in Laing’s
Land. One Town disappeared after another. The pioneers
went back. Or died. Or converged in the larger Towns, this
time not to join the traffic but to prey on it.

New Tavistock stayed alive only because the Colonial
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Government, seeing that self-exiled men and women could
not tame Laing’s Land, began to use the subcontinent as a
penal colony and fed and clothed and peopled it through this
last of the Roaring Towns, where, mingled with the older
traditions, there developed a new sort of savage prosperity.
The forces of official law were outnumbered, sometimes al-
most besieged. The Government itself retreated to the Ca-
serne on Spion Island, off the coast.

After the Revolution came, the Planetary Government
began to send political prisoners into Laing’s Land, and New
Tavistock acquired new pastimes. Outside the town, politi-
cals and felons let each other alone. In the town, they mixed
uneasily with each other and with the half-secret agents of
the law, while the Old Parties, remnants and offspring of the
original pioneers, served and exploited everyone alike, with
an amalgam of timidity, contempt, envy, and comradeship
all their own. ot

Such an Old Party was Cass Harding, who ran an around-
the-clock eating stand in the terminal and whom, almost by
chance, John Corander fell in with a few minutes after the
copter set him down next to Number Three Ramp. Harding
was a short, sharp-faced, ill-complexioned man with a wide
but extraordinarily flat body and an expression so rankly
dishonest that Corander knew just what was coming when
Harding removed a flat white finger from his nasal fossae
and waved it along the old-time fluorescent counter on which
he was leaning: “You'll never believe this, but this pitch right
here makes me more money than any of my other businesses,
any, and I got several little things going, you’d be surprised,
you’ll find this is quite a town, and you know? Of all of them
this is the one personally I care about least. You know that?
I could see it go...like that. Really. But that’s human nature,
isn’t it? People are like that.”

Corander: “I believe it.”

Harding: “Now take a young fellow like yourself.” (Here
we go, thought Corander.) “This restaurant business is all
right, I've got no complaints, food’s good, people from all over
town come to the terminal to eat, it’s good business. But. I
like to help people. That’s my weakness, we all got our weak-
nesses and I'm no more honest than anybody else, I'll tell you
that frankly, I've got several little things going right now.
Because.” He slapped the counter. “I like to help people. A
young fellow like yourself for instance, just take you as an
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example, now I don’t know what you come here for...”—a
hopeful pause, during which Corander regarded him thought-
fully—“that’s your business, and everybody has their own
different reasons for coming here, it’s quite a town, but a

- young fellow like yourself, just as an example, he comes here

and he doesn’t know his way around, maybe he’s looking up
some political friends, maybe he’s got folks here, maybe he’s
just looking around, though if it’s women he wants,” the
entrepreneur added severely, “I can’t help him, I do know
a man who can take care of things like that...but I won’t
touch it myself, 'm not boasting, we all have our shortcom-
ings, our weaknesses, none of us are perfeet, you know that,
but my weakness is I like to help people. I said that before,
I don’t want to repeat myself. A young fellow like yourself,
I'd rather not know your private business, 'm not asking,
I'm not inquiring. T don’t want you to tell me what you per-
sonally, individually, are here for. But.” He slapped the
counter dramatically.

“All right,” said Corander, “I won’t then.”

Harding: “But.” He slapped the counter dramatically
again and dropped his voice. “As an example, suppose you
were looking up certain political friends of yours, suppose,
this is just an example, they were a certain outfit that wasn’t
having too good a time right now, Loyalists, 'm not afraid
of the word,” he whispered, “it’s a political matter, that’s all
it is, there’s a lot of dirt in politics, we all know that, we're
not children, the point is, you're honest, that’s enough for me.”
He picked his nose in silence for a while. Corander waited.
Harding resumed: “There are a lot of favors I could do a
person like that. For a price, for a price, I'm not pretending
to be better than I am, I'm not in it for love but there might,
now take for example, there might be somebody he wanted
to see, that’s not easy in a town like this, this is quite a town,
and this young fellow might come in as a Category C pas-
senger. Say that happened. There’s a lot of people watching
those manifests, you’d be surprised, there’s all kinds in this
town. And. It could be very hard to...”

Corander let him talk five minutes more by the clock and
then, with an abruptness that seemed to upset Citizen Hard-
ing, explained that he had come to Laing’s Land to find Simon
de Ferraris himself, and that he would pay well—within rea-
son—for any help.

He made an appointment for 1150 the next morning, same
place. “And listen, I owe him money. 'm not a dirty Loyalist,”
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he remarked and walked away confident that Harding, who
had obviously studied the passenger manifest, would take
him for a liar.

In the blackness of the tunnel, the girl said, “Have you
noticed that this journey is all down and no up?”

It was true. The tunnel itself had leveled off, but there
had been several more flights of steps, all leading down.
Mustafa Issachar thought they were descending a gigantic
helix. Although the floor now had paving blocks set in the
dirt, and the walls when he brushed against them were more
regularly supported, the stench was unabated. It was like
walking in a hothouse ablaze with heavy, pungent flowers;
but in the staring blackness the effect was more terrible. For
what seemed hours, the old judge’s retinas had recorded noth-
ing except the flames of his fatigue and strain. His whole
awareness was concentrated on listening to footsteps, the
girl’s few remarks, and the coming and going of old Hosig’s
“Three Blind Mice”; and now he was conscious of another
sound, a steady, subdued roar like distant surf.

Old Hosig led them down another staircase. This was a
tight spiral with the ring of steel to it. At the foot, the little
creature opened a door, and the roar burst on their ears like
a gong. ,

The shock of sound made the judge recoil, and he lost old
Hosig’s shoulder; he stumbled over the high, sharp metal
threshold, and the girl staggered against him.

“Jakob!” he cried. “Jakob, where are you?” His own voice
sounded faint above the beat of the noise, and he could hear
no reply. For a moment he nearly gave way to panic as he
felt himself robbed of hearing. The darkness, the mouth-fill-
ing reek, and the noise seemed about to annihilate him. He
began to scream, “Jakob! Sue!” more to hear a human voice
than to be heard. Reassurance came through the last of the
senses left to him: Sue’s fingers pressed his with a warning
tenderness, and a moment later old Hosig’s claw took his
arm.

They resumed their march. The air was cold and wet, but
the corrupt sweetness was strong as ever. There was no light,
but Mustafa now minded neither the blindness nor the over-
whelming of his smell and taste; he fought desperately to
hear something above the boom and sough of the waters. He
stamped as he walked; the soles of his feet rang with pain
at every step, yet for all he could hear he might have been
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strolling on a lawn; and every step took him nearer to the
sound. There would be a long, coughing, drawing noise, with
the groan of heavy iron plates in it; and then a few pulses
like a drum heard through fever; and then a slowly rising
yell of air and water and metal, and then the sucking noise
again. He felt like an insect in the brazen cone of a bell.
] Suddenly he realized that his grip on both old Hosig and
“the girl had tightened to the limit of his strength: he must
be hurting both of them, yet old Hosig drew them all ahead
without a sign—was he still singing “Three Blind Mice”?—
and the girl let him crush her fingers. Had he drawn a cry
from her that he could not hear? He softened his pressure,
and Sue at once increased hers companionably. It was
enough. He passed below the surface of the sound without
fighting any longer.

Mustafa’s whole mind was in his skin and muscles; but
he thought he was conscious of the surge of blood in his own
arteries, and in the girl’s and in old Hosig’s; it was as if the
same systole and diastole swept through the three of them.
He half imagined wordless understandings imparted by his
fingertips. He was conscious also of a difference in the feel
of the torn air on his face. It was damper; it had a fitfulness,
as if the pressure were changing constantly; it began to be
very cold. .

At length old Hosig halted and fell to his knees. Mustafa
Issachar could feel the little figure strain, and then some-
thing gave way. Old Hosig stood and moved the others back
gently with his hands. The din was beyond all sensation, but
it seemed suddenly to redouble, and in the same instant freez-
ing air and spray exploded in their faces, followed by a long,
intense suction.

Old Hosig’s hands guided their feet to the brink of an
opening. Then he seemed to lower himself into it and from
the level of the floor directed Mustafa Issachar’s movements
until the judge was standing above him on a metal ladder
on the side of a large round shaft. Mustafa in turn held the
top rung with his left hand and groped for Sue’s ankles with
his right, turned and placed her and pulled her to a crouch
above him, guiding her until she stood on the second rung.

The spray screeched and exploded again beneath him, and
again he felt panic surge through him. But he clung to the
wet, biting cold of the metal and buried his face in the back
of the girl’s legs until the withdrawal began, felt old Hosig’s
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tug at his calf, and began the descent, passing the signal to
the girl.

The ladder was shorter than he had expected. In a moment,
they were standing on the slats of a ledge. Old Hosig pressed
them against the wall of the shaft, and moved past them to
the ladder—to close the lid, Mustafa Issachar guessed—and
for a few seconds, they clung to each other, alone, blind, deaf,
and gagging with the sweet, dirty taste of the water. They
were in the Great Conduit.

The Great Conduit had been built by the Second Settle-
ment to force a strong underground stream through the out-
post’s power plant; that was before the first Brangwyn Pile
had been brought from Earth. It was generally thought that
the crude cast-iron channel had been rusted away and the
workings around it flooded and destroyed. Yet they were
standing in it now.

Or rather, they were in a flue of the Great Conduit. Old
Hosig rejoined them, and they began another descent.

With the hatch closed, the spray abated somewhat but the
rise and fall of the pressure sent agony stabbing through
their heads. For Mustafa Issachar, it was a descent into final
horror. Unable to hold onto each other, but touching when-
ever they could, they lowered themselves to the churning
surface of the water, and old Hosig transferred their grasp
to a cable which was apparently stretched along the huge
pipe, out of the water.

Gripping it tightly—his left arm was weak from holding
old Hosig’s shoulder for so long—the judge swung off the
ledge into the stream. The swift current dealt him a buffet
that burned the skin of his hands and made the tendons crack
in his arms. For an eternity of seconds, Mustafa was alone
in the howling throat of the world.

The water had no level. It surged up to the roof of the pipe
and yawned open below the swaying, freezing cable. It had
no surface. Between air and water there was a whipping
tangle of spray. The smell of subsoil flooded into his chest.
The nerves of his eyes seemed to have snapped from his brain.

Sue! Could she have kept her hold in this fury? Or was
she at this instant being carried down the black current into
the planetary bedrock? Mustafa twisted his right arm about
the cable and with his left felt along it, hanging almost clear
of the slobbering hollow of the water. There was old Hosig,
water streaming off him. He could not find Sue.
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He could not find Sue. He could not find Sue. He could not
hear his own screams. The water rose. He flung himself to
the right with his back to the cable—and felt her fingers
locked on the icy metal. One hand. He could not find the
other. Was it her dying grip? Then he felt the girl’s other
hand on his own face, in a swift caress, and old Hosig’s claw
signaled to him to follow. These were the last things he felt
clearly.

As they began to inch along the cable in the direction of
the current, Mustafa Issachar’s sense of feeling began to fail.
The numbness was not in his arms or in his legs, but every-
where. It filled him. His viscera were dead to him. The
thought that if the frail, palsied body of their guide were
swept away Sue and he would surely be doomed became a
kind of distant, intellectual knowledge. The horror in his
mind was of losing the last sense left to him, and under the
pull of the current, as dark and swift as time itself, he felt
it going.

Without sight, smell, taste, hearing, or touch, the Minister
of Justice nevertheless traversed the metal strand, handhold
after handhold, iron bracket after iron bracket, breath after

" breath, every handhold and breath an act of naked will, of

separate intelligence; and all the time aware with violent
clarity, not knowing how he could be aware, of the two human
beings moving with him along the cable in the Great Conduit.

They came to one bracket that seemed larger than the
last; and then Mustafa Issachar followed old Hosig up a lad-
der into a flue, a tube so small that he could hardly bend his
knees to climb. He forced his exhausted frame past the hatch
plate, pulled Sue to the dry surface, and fell asleep.

Rorschach Street in New Tavistock began—or ended, but
began for more men and women than ever it ended for—at
the air passenger terminal, a low, sprawling, glistening
structure like a heap of children’s toys, surmounted by a
white pylon on which the reflections of the green, cerise, and
orange displays below quarreled all night. The broad tuff-
block pavement, with its old-fashioned raised sidewalks (for
there were neither electro-curbs nor parking grids in New
Tavistock), climbed a long hill, at the crest of which it divided
and redivided into a delta of thin streets.”

Corander-left Cass Harding and walked up the slope, look-
ing for a hotel. Both sides of Rorschach Street were furious
with light and sound. Most of the accommodations were for
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the traveler to stay awake in, and the few which promised
sleep looked as though the traveler might never wake up
again. Their dingy entrances were all but lost amid the dis-
plays which rioted out onto the sidewalk from bars, gambling
hells, and dance halls.

One large establishment, which obviously combined all
these functions and some others, had a low, long marquee
with strontium-plasmoid lights hugely reading GLO 1A'S
NIHTLAND. The entire front was formed of visor tanks. As Cor-
ander moved under the marquee the life-sized, three-dimen-
sional image in color of a naked woman sprang to life in them
with an electronic screech: this was Glo ia of Ni htland, a
fortune in advanced electronics and gases brought, as Cor-
ander reflected, 9,240 parsecs from Earth. Glo ia had tawny
hair and skin of an unstable white, faintly freckled; she
walked alongside Corander, full-haunched, smiling, and
murmuring low, crackling solicitations through the nearest
in a row of little speakers.

Corander’s tired soul was delighted. He stopped at the end
of the mechanism to study its effect on the next pedestrian,
an elderly drunk. The drunk paid no attention to the elec-
tronic nymph’s invitations to come inside, but honked at her:
“Honey! oh, you are a sight for an old man in a dirty world.
Listen to me. Shut up. Sam Prior says he don’t like your big
round ass. But I say, it’s becoming to a woman to have a big
round ass. Sam Prior says you have dirty feet. But honey,
pick them up and lay them down. If you pick them up, you
got to lay them down, and they get a little dirty. Shut up.
Sam Prior says you a’n’t nothing only volts. He says he saw
them put you in the dirt on the hill, honey. Sam Prior says
you’re gone now in the dirty dirt. But I say I saw your keester
walking in front of the Nightland, and I know a bare keester
from volts. Oh, the tops of your legs is fat, honey. Shut up.
Never lose the fat tops to your legs, never lose that good
strong suet, no matter what Sam Prior says. Listen to me.
Don’t lay down in the dirt. It’s cold on the hill, honey. Don’t
lay down in the dirt. Oh, shut up, will you!”

He wove toward Corander, accompanied by the eidolon.
Corander said offhandedly, “Evening, Sam.”

The drunk glared at him. “Mr. Prior to you, buster.” He
wavered on loftily. Glo ia disappeared.

Out of a bar dashed two little pinched-faced boys. They
swerved under the marquee of Ni htland and began a wild
game of tag with the two identical naked women who ap-
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Ii.' peared to gallop back and forth in the tanks. The boys,
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scrawny and uproarious in their untended latency, careened
back and forth, each trying to tag the other’s woman, while
the audio circuits got hopelessly snarled and several men
gathered to shout encouragement: “Go get her, Timmy! Show
your big brother how!” “Aw, she got away! You're getting
old, son.”

A bald, stout black man appeared in the entranceway to
Ni htland. The bystanders fell silent expectantly. Evidently
this was the Real Gloria and he had had trouble with these
urchins before. He glowered at the chaos they were making
in his precious threedee tanks, gathered himself, and bel-
lowed, “You better get your humps out of here, you two. Why
ain’t you 'n bed? I'm goin’ a tell your mother!”

“She don’t care no more,” crowed one boy trium-
phantly. “She works for Mr. Alfred now!” The spectators guf-
fawed.

Corander walked away, found a quiet-looking building on
the other side, and stepped inside hopefully. But it was a
cabaret of some kind, dark, reeking of hemp. A woman was
singing in an exquisitely pure, wistful voice without any
vibrato, slowly, accompanied by a single twanging instru-
ment:

“If I was good and I never known
What I know so well, I could go home—
I'm so weary, cryin’ all the time.”

She sat in a circle of orange light, black shadows where
her eyes should be and under her lower lip, and plucked
softly at her out-of-tune guitar, as if reverent of her own
sadness. Corander found an empty table in a dark corner and
sat.

“But there’s a girl breathes in my breast
Gives me no power, gives me no rest—
I'm so weary, cryin’ all the time.”

The customers sat like cataleptics, some alone, some paired
off; nothing moved except the singer’s hands, the plumes of
smoke here and there, and now and then the glint of a glass
lifted toward some dim, waxy, inturned face. Two more cus-
tomers, males, came in, peered furtively around, and sat near
Corander, averting their faces from him. !
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“If I had wings like the yellow bee,
I'd fly ’cross the river to a soft country—
I'm so weary, cryin’ all the time...”

An aging waitress in youthful coveralls appeared before
Corander with a mournful look of inquiry.

Corander: “How much is the local absinthe?”

“Eighty thousand,” whispered the waitress.

Corander laughed aloud. The sound sent a shock through
the place; heads moved convulsively; the singer’s plucking
faltered, began again, and stopped.

In the silence, Corander explained cheerfully: “That’s
charging a little too much for self-pity, Mom. You got some
effing crust, you know that? charging for the atmosphere—
the customers bring their own atmosphere. ‘Yellow bee’!
That’s what you used to use on the Earthie tourists.” He
shoved his chair noisily, and carefully blundered toward the
door. The two latest arrivals continued to sit with averted
faces, as if nothing were happening.

Corander selected a hefty boy who sat with a pale young
girl in gingham coveralls. “Come on now, sonny!” said Cor-
ander kindly. “Trying to impress her? Trying to show her
how damned you are? Save your money, sonny. She’s been
impressed before.”

The youngster jumped up, knocking over his table, and
drew back for a roundhouse punch. The two men who had
not been noticing Corander lunged from their table and seized
the infuriated boy, expertly holding him helpless. One of
them rasped angrily at Corander, “Get going.”

Corander said benignly, “Thanks. Sure.” He went out into
Rorschach Street. Orange, loud, purple, shrill—the sensory
overload hit him like a blow.

He continued slowly up the hill, and soon became aware
of his two rescuers, or whatever they were, moving discreetly
behind him.

Mustafa Issachar was awakened by old Hosig—within a
few minutes, apparently, for his clothes were still wet. The
crash and sigh of the Great Conduit still drowned everything
out, but the subsoil scent appeared to come mainly from his
clothing. :

Sue’s head lay pillowed on his thigh, but she was awake;
she stood up and helped him to his feet. Old Hosig pulled
them over to a staircase, and they began the ascent.
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The first trapdoor shut out part of the roar. They were
still in darkness at the end of a few minutes of turning and
climbing when Sue spoke and Mustafa found he could hear
again.

“I could stand a little fire.” And the astonishing girl slid
her arms up and around the old judge’s neck.

Except for the smell of the drying mud on their bodies and
clothes, the air was close but pleasantly tart. Exhaustion
began to tell again on Mustafa Issachar, and they rested after
each flight of steps. The noise dwindled to a kind of snore
and then a whisper behind them, and the cheerful clap of
their footsteps on the paving revived his spirits.

Their dark voyage came to an end in a little chamber,
where old Hosig brought them to a halt. Mustafa could see
a thin line of light in the ceiling. Their guide was clambering
somewhere near, and suddenly the pale crack burst into a
glaring white square. After the first agony of returning vi-
sion, they could see the blurred figure of old Hosig perched
at the head of a steel staircase, waiting for them.

Once they were out of the trapdoor, the light faded rapidly
as their irises contracted to normal, and they found them-
selves in a dingy hallway, lit by a single Chevalier lamp set
in an ornate wall bracket. Of the trapdoor there was no trace
except a rectangular slit in the worn rose-glass carpet.

The girl: “Judge! Do you recognize this carpeting?”

Mustafa Issachar: “I—I might if I were less sleepy, Sue.”

The girl: “This is Hooke Place, sleepyhead! We're in the
basement of the Chamber.”

A movement on the edge of his vision made Mustafa Is-
sachar spin around. “Jakob!”

Old Hosig stopped where he had been Iopmg into the shad-
ows and turned slowly. The dirt caked over the wagging face
seemed to crack. “Now I must run away,” he said in his
strange cultivated voice.

Sue said, “Come with us.”

“No,” said old Hosig excitedly, and then softly: “You are
the Woman who takes her clothes off, but I will not come
with you.”

The girl opened her mouth and shut it again.

“Come with us, Jakob,” pleaded the old judge. “You are
a man. You belong with men. Didn’t you feel that, down
there? I've judged you in my court, and I know what you've
been. In the dark and the danger, when you had my life in
your hands, you knew you were a man. Down in the waters,
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when you couldn’t see me or hear me or touch me, you knew
there was a man with you and that you were a man. Come
back with us now...I have answered two of your questions,
and you have saved us. I owe you a third. Shall I tell you
your story, Jakob Hosig...Jakob von—"

“No!” screamed old Hosig, turned, and ran.

“Jakob!” shouted Mustafa Issachar in a breaking voice.
“If I come back, will you talk to me?... What did he say? Did
he say no?” ’

The girl: “I think he said, ‘T don’t know.”” She put her
hand gently on his arm. “Lavatories. Then the spaceport.”
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Chaprer 7

THEY were making for a tube-station on Van’t Hoff
Street.

Hurrying between the storefronts blinded with dull gray
metal slats, the vacuous black rectangles of recessed door-
ways in the dim walls of old office buildings, and the great
slab faces of warehouses, they saw the frayed elbow of a tunic
protrude into the yellow lamplight for an instant from a shad-
owed doorway ahead of them. They whirled into the shadows
two doors away.

The girl’s lips moved at the old Minister’s ear. “Another.
He’s got his back to us, watching the station. They must be
watching all the stations. Wait here ten minutes. If I don’t
get back, try to get to the Auxiliary Airport and find Abra-
ham Kemp, a plant chemist. He’s John Corander, my man.”

Mustafa Issachar: “Yours, or the Department’s?”

The girl: “Oh...I think mine. But he wouldn’t know
there’s a difference.” She slipped away, and the old judge felt
utterly helpless. Then he heard her feet ringing unsteadily
on the pavement. She was muttering to herself. Mustafa Is-
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sachar shrank back into the doorway. She reeled past him
with the traditional stride of the soliciting prostitute, col-
lapsing every few paces into a stagger. She turned neither
head nor eyes toward him.

She reached the unseen sentry. Mustafa could not make
out the man’s mumble but heard Sue’s familiar reedy voice,
outrageously coarsened: “Ever been on a vine, honey?...”
Involuntarily the old man’s hand closed on the stunner she
had given him.

The girl: “But honey, you don’t have to stay outside all
the time!...0O-0-oh, honey...Not just a little minute? Your
friends won’t come for a little minute. .. Just inside the door—
you could get that old door open, you're strong...”

So it was that Mustafa Issachar’s gun was ready in his
clenched hand when the whir of a groundcar swelled in the
stillness and the roach shape swung into Van’t Hoff.

He had no time to roll down his hood. He heard the rasp

- of radiation weapons from the car but felt nothing. They had
missed. No, they were not shooting at him at all. The patrol
in the car had mistaken him, the single figure, for their own
man and instead had rayed the pair in the other doorway.
His weapon was aimed and sputtering, spraying the open
windows of the car, before he had decided what to do. The
enemy’s guns ceased. He heard one fall to the pavement. Had
they been stun-guns or rayguns?

He pulled his hood down—it was still wet—got the eye-
holes adjusted, and ran as fast as he could to the car, looking
over his shoulder toward the other doorway. Sue and the
sentinel were sprawled together, motionless.

He wrenched open the groundcar door. There were three
unconscious men inside and three stunners on the seat, floor,
and street. Stunners. The old judge dragged the inert forms
out, tugging and kicking at them until he had lined them up
on the pavement. Then he dosed each, firing point-blank into
the head, as a prophylactic measure.

He walked—he could run no farther—to the pair in the
doorway. He rolled Sue clear of the sentinel, a heavy-set,
pustular man in a dirty green tunic, and pumped the waves
into the base of his skull. His hand began to tremble. He
forced himself to stop. .

He made no attempt to revive the girl, not knowing
whether a premature awakening might damage the brain.
It was a struggle to get her to the car without dragging her.
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Ehe was not heavy, but he was old. “Oh...old men in love

1”2

He held her inefficiently, politely.

The Chief of the Internal Defense Department shivered

" in her sleep. She was stretched out across three chairs in the
- Acting Security Officer’s room at the Auxiliary Airport. The

Acting Security Officer dithered tenderly. He did not rec-
ognize his own chief.
But Horace Thekman did recognize the Minister of Jus-

tice. Swelling with importance, he plucked at the pages of

a first-aid manual. “Ah, um, yes. Here it is. ‘Protokoloff’s
radiation, sometimes called ‘stunner waves,’ was first rec-
ognized by Fyodor Protokoloff on the fourth planet of Alpha
Centauri in 2078, and first propagated artificially by means
of the meson-vortex filter—=”

Mustafa Issachar: “Never mind that. What'’s the antidote
or treatment of choice or whatever?”

Thekman: “Well...hm...oh! “Treatment. It is inadvisable
to apply any of the normal means of stimulation, chemical
or physical, to the unconscious victim, as injury to the neu-
rilemma may result. The indicated treatment is rest, pref-

~ erably in a horizontal position, and the avoidance of extremes

of heat and cold. The duration of unconsciousness generally
varies directly as the three-halves power of the dosage and
according to the age and health—'"

Mustafa Issachar: “Very helpful, Citizen Thekman. Now,
while we’re waiting, you can give me some information. I
want to find a man named Abraham Kemp, who was sched-

" uled to go to New Tavistock tonight.”

b

}

The little man’s eyes lit, but he was too good a bureaucrat
to squander his news. He stroked his jawbone thoughtfully.
“Kemp. Hm. Yes. The plant chemist.”

Mustafa Issachar: “What do you know about him?”

Thekman: “Young man, apparently well qualified in his

" field, but...the brother of Carroll Kemp.”

Mustafa Issachar: “Who’s Carroll Kemp?”

The Acting Security Officer swallowed. “Oh. Carroll
Kemp. Hem. The Loyalist—you know the case, sir—but”
(hurriedly) “I thought it was the brother you were interested

- in. Abraham.”
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Mustafa Issachar: “That is right. What about Abraham?”

Thekman: “Well, sir, Carroll Kemp is in New Tavistock

at present. That is, he’s thought to be in New Tavistock.
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Unofficially. He’s unquestionably in Laing’s Land. I don’t
think his whereabouts are precisely known—"

Mustafa Issachar: “Is this Carroll or Abraham?”

Thekman: “This is Carroll, sir.”

Mustafa Issachar: “I thought we were talking about Abra-
ham.”

Thekman: “Right, sir. Abraham was to visit Carroll.”

Mustafa Issachar: “"Was to visit Carroll. Why, what hap-
pened?”

“I wasn’t altogether satisfied with his papers, sir.” The
Acting Security Officer began to grow more important.
“There were several things about’'them. He was Category
C_”

Mustafa Issachar: “Citizen Thekman, you seem to be
spreading a very small amount of information over a very
large area of words. Skip all that, do you hear? Where is
Abraham Kemp now?”

Citizen Thekman realized suddenly that he did not know
where Abraham Kemp was now; knew less than if he had
let him go to Laing’s Land. Kemp’s papers—where were they?
The Loyalist must have taken them away with him after
missing the flight. Glancing desperately around the office,
the Acting Security Officer was further unnerved to find that:
the pretty girl’s eyes were open and regarding him steadily.
“Abraham Kemp;” he said, “is at present in New Nome—ah!
I see your daughter has regained consciousness, sir.” "

S. Wells began to swing her feet down from the chairs.

“Miss,” said Horace Thekman solicitously, “if you’ll permit
me, I think it would be advisable for you to rest in a horizontal
position. I am told that you have been subjected to—"

Mustafa Issachar: “Sue, this is Citizen Thekman, Acting
Security Officer of the New Nome A uxiliary Airport. He takes
his responsibility very seriously and has read a big book
about emergencies which seems to say that you ought to lie
down for a while.”

The girl: “All right, Judge. I'll lie down. Now: why didn’t
Abraham Kemp go to Laing’s Land?”

Thekman: “He was refused pilot’s clearance.”

The girl: “Who was the pilot?”

Thekman: “Well, Flight Officer Feigenbrod was the pilot.”

The girl: “Desmond Feigenbrod? Or Dennis? No, it would
be Desmond. What did Desmond Feigenbrod have against
Kemp?” -

Thekman: “Nothing, miss—citizen. I—I recommended
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withholding clearance. There were certain irregularities in
his credentials.”

The girl: “There were what? Judge, I'll have to do this
sitting up, neurilemma or no neurilemma. Now, Citizen
Thekman, do you know who I am?”

Thekman: “No. Yes. No.”

The girl: “Yes you do but you hope I'm not, is that it? I'm

' the Chief of the Internal Defense Department. Do you know
- where those credentials were prepared?”’

Thekman: “In the Department?”

The girl: “Right, Thekman. Now. What were these irreg-
ularities?” |

Thekman: “I—I don’t remember—they were technical—

" his own answers didn’t—"

The girl: “His answers didn’t what? Do you know where

. those answers were prepared?”

Thekman: “In the Department?”
The girl: “Right, Thekman. Abraham Kemp ranks you in

. the IDD by more grades than you'll ever have.”

No reply.

The girl: “Where are the credentials now?”

There was no reply.

The girl: “Is Feigenbrod back yet?”

“I'll go and see,” said Thekman, and escaped.

Mustafa Issachar: “Sue, I haven’t got the point of this.
Why blurt everything out?”

The girl: “Because 'm going to fire Thekman in a moment.
Then he’ll go home, and there won’t be anybody here if Carl

- alerts the security posts against us. We may be able to get

some transportation out of here tonight on our own. I know
this Feigenbrod.”

“Flight Officer Desmond Feigenbrod is here,” announced
Thekman from the doorway.

“Good evening, citizen. Good evening, citizeness,” said the
newcomer. “The local representative of justice and progress

~ tells me that I have mysterious visitors. At least, he makes

them sound mysterious; you don’t look mysterious. But that’s

- the way with the brave lads of the IDD. Always mysterious.
- Excuse me”—he paused in this patter to stare down at Sue—

“but don’t I know you? Isn’t that comely face of yours linked
with my past—some less sordid episode in it, of course,” he
hastened to reassure her. “Have you ever been in love with
me?”

“No,” said Sue, amused. “I don’t know you.”
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Thekman said through dry lips, but openly enjoying the
imminent prospect of the pilot’s destruction, “That’s the Chief
of the Internal Defense Department you're talking to like
that.”

Feigenbrod: “Ah, good evening again, citizeness. I owe you
an apology for all the bitter, bitter things I have thought
about your Department. But how can you blame me? I was
judging by Citizen Thekman.”

Sue said amiably, “That was your mistake.”

Thekman cleared his throat. “And this is the Minister of
Justice.”

Feigenbrod: “To do justice to Citizen Thekman, you are
mysterious visitors. What do you mighty folk want with me,
a humble plow-robot of the skies? Hah! Does that strike a
chord?” he asked, swiftly catching a reaction of Sue’s.

The girl: “No. I want to know why you refused clearance
tonight to a Category C passenger named Abraham Kemp.”

Feigenbrod: “I? Refused clearance? The mysteries deepen,
citizeness.”

The girl: “We understand, however, that it was on Citizen
Thekman’s recommendation you did so. Is this so?”

Feigenbrod ignored the sudden frightened appeal of Thek-
man’s eyes. “Citizen Thekman? Recommendation? The mys-
teries are now unfathomable. Bluff, honest Thekman says he
told me to bounce (if I may so express myself) the notorious
syphilitic Abraham Kemp—you did say syphilis, Citizen
Thekman? or was it misprision of treason? Whenever Citizen
Thekman says to me, ‘Bounce this man,’ I bounce that man,
yet I have the most vivid recollection of seeing the man Kemp
walking up Number Three Ramp over at New Tavistock. And
I could have sworn,” he went on with additional distinctness,
“that I never so much as saw Citizen Thekman before flight
time. I did blunder in here, and found a distraught-passenger
waiting for the Acting Security, who I naturally supposed
was in the gents’ room. I gave the fellow the clearance he
needed and flew him to Laing’s Land.”

Thekman, furious, cried out, “You cleared a Category C
passenger without even consulting the Security Officer?”

“It seemed to me I did,” said Feigenbrod sadly; then,
brightening: “But your testimony has acquitted me of the
charge... Wait! perhaps there were two syphilitics named
Kemp.”

Sue, with a trace of sharpness: “Category C means that
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the passenger has Loyalist connections. You ought to have

- consulted the Security Officer.”

Feigenbrod gave her a brilliant smile. “I ¢ried to. I said
I came in here, didn’t I? I don’t come in here to wash my
hands, you know. There’s no sink. You can see for yourself.
No sink. And also, my hands weren’t dirty. And I might
add”—he opened his eyes wide as he met her gaze—"“that it’s
no fault of mine if dangerous Loyalists are rushing about the
planet in this disgraceful fashion. The Government ought to
set up some sort of agency to watch these traitors. Likewise,
it would seem like a clever notion, citizeness, if your acting
leg-sniffer here had orders to be on hand before flight time
so that fervent-type patriots like myself could check up on
these conspirators.”

The girl looked at Thekman. “Perhaps he has such orders.”

“As it happened, I was looking for you,” Thekman sput-
tered to the pilot.

Feigenbrod: “Leaving this traitor alone in your office?
What if he had peeked into your bulging files?” He gestured
to the bare walls.

“Well,” said Thekman, “well, as it happened, he wasn’t a
traitor. He was one of our men.”

Mustafa Issachar repressed a gasp. Citizen Wells’ face con-
gealed. Desmond Feigenbrod said finally, “Then there’s no
harm done. What’s the bickering for?” His eyes were grim.

The girl: “Citizen Feigenbrod, will you wait for us outside?
I want to talk with you later.”

Feigenbrod: “Certainly.” He gave them a comprehensive
wave and turned to go. “By the way. You won’t want me
immediately, will you, citizeness? I'd like to go wash my
hands. They’re dirty.”

There was a faint tremor in her voice. “Go ahead.”

When the pilot had gone, she turned to Thekman. “That
was the most insubordinate and moronic performance I have
ever witnessed. Hand me your badge.” The little man com-
plied. “You are relieved of all duties, effective now. Take

© anything that belongs to you and leave the premises at once.

Report to headquarters in three days.”

Horace Thekman pulled open the drawers of the desk one
by one, picking out paprite, ink-pencils, eradicator-sticks.
“My own camera,” he said defensively, raising a countenance
of misery to Mustafa’s as he pocketed the little instrument.
“I guess I don’t need this,” replacing a folding rule. “This is
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mine,” staring for a moment at the big first-aid manual from
which he had prescribed for the girl.

A man came in noisily with a slip of paper and said, “Oh,
I didn’t know you were busy. This came for you at Commu-
nications.” He handed it to Thekman and swung out without
looking at the others.

“I suppose it should go to you now,” said the little man,
with a trembling mouth. As he extended it to Citizen Wells,
his eye fell 'on the text, and he snatched the sheet back.

The girl said quietly, “Watch this, Judge.”

“So!” crowed the little man. His joy was appalling to see.
“So that’s what you’ve been up to! Well, you'’re in for it now!
Do you know what this is? Would you like me to read it to
you?”

Mustafa Issachar: “If you please.”

Thekman: ““To all Security Officers and Traffic Control
Personnel. Effective immediately, Citizens M. Issachar and
S. Wells are relieved of their duties as Minister of Justice
and Chief of the Internal Defense Department respectively.
They are not to leave New Nome. If they attempt to do so,
they are to be detained and the fact reported without delay
to the Ministry of Reconstruction. Signed, C. ap Rhys, Deputy
Prime—""

“Catch Citizen Thekman,” said Sue. The rattle of her
stunner filled the room for an instant, and the two fugitives
stretched the Acting Security Officer across the three chairs.

Mustafa Issachar: “The indicated treatment is rest, pref-
erably in a horizontal position...Poor Herman! He’s still
holding out against the worst, anyway.”

“Not for long,” said Sue.

They walked quickly out into the corridor and hurried
toward the main terminal area.

“We could talk more privately outside,” said a voice behind
them. It was Feigenbrod. They went out with him onto the
field and began to walk toward the darkness. The fact that
he was with them reduced all official challenges to greet-
ings—"“Hey there, sport!” “Hey there, Red!”

The girl innocently asked the pilot, “Did you make your
call to New Tavistock?”

Feigenbrod: “Yes. My hands are clean now.”

The girl: “He’s a good lad. I hope your friends won’t be too
hard on him.”

Feigenbrod: “He’ll find it interesting professionally.”

They were beyond the lighted area of the field now; the
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- pocks and scars of the war were around them, huge brooding
pools of shadow. They climbed down and sat on the slope of
a crater, out of sight from the ground above.

At last the girl said, “I'm glad you’re in a serious mood,
Desmond. You weren't often.”

Feigenbrod: “You were right to say you didn’t know me,
Shulamith. You still don’t.”

The girl: “I don’t know myself any more, Desmond. I've

been finding out things tonight.”
1 Feigenbrod: “What things?”

The girl: “Oh, lots of things. Haven’t you, Judge? Don’t
you feel as if you'd had a whole new education?”

Mustafa Issachar: “Not a new one. Things I'd forgotten.”

The girl: “I'd forgotten a lot. I'd forgotten about your father

and the plow-robet, Desmond. I've got a bad memory.”
' Feigenbrod: “Is it true you’re outlawed now? They’re say-
ing inside that there’s been some kind of putsch in your windy
little government.”

The girl: “We're not legally outlaws—not yet. But they’'ve
been trying to kill us all night.”

Feigenbrod: “How’d you ever get into it, Sue? The whole
thing, I mean. How'd you ever get to be Chief of the IDD? 1
never suspected it was you heading up that horror. Whose
name are you going under? You're not married?”

The girl: “My mother’s name.. Wells. I've been calling
myself Wells for years and years; it was my name in the
movement, even before I left my father.”

Feigenbrod: “But there wasn'’t a fight, was there, Shulam-
ith? He was very proud of you.”

The girl: “A wretched fight. But that was later. When I
left the first time, he was proud of me. He approved of my
independence, not exploiting my family connections, all that.
But then...anyway, it’s over. He married that girl. There’s
bad blood in that clan, Desmond.”

Feigenbrod: “I heard she’s nice. I know she’s expecting a
baby boy any day now.”

The girl: “Her mother’s a fat, stupid strumpet.”

{ 7Feigenbrod: “Old girl’s on the other side from you now,
eh?”

The girl: “She’s probably in bed with Carl ap Rhys at this
minute.”

Mustafa Issachar: “What’s all this? What are you talking
about, Sue? Who's your father? Who’s in bed with Carl ap
Rhys? I thought Olivia—"
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The girl: “Judge, Simon de Ferraris is my father. Olivia
Keyes is in bed with Carl ap Rhys. No...I killed her son
Ricky tonight, Desmond; so maybe she isn’t. Have you re-
covered yet, Judge?” 1

Mustafa Issachar: “I don’t know...So you're the daughter
Simon used to talk about!...No wonder he was so proud.”

The girl’s voice shook: “It’s a bit of a tangle. I'm Simon de
Ferraris’ only child—so far, that is—so my stepmother is the
daughter of Olivia Keyes, whose son I killed because he was
trying to assassinate me for his mother’s lover, Carl ap Rhys,
on account of whom I'm going back to my father. Have you
got it all straight, Judge?”

Feigenbrod: “Are you going back? Are you really going
back, Shulamith?”

The girl: “If I can find him.”

After a moment, the pilot asked, “What will you say to
him?”

The girl answered slowly. “I shall say, ‘Hello, Poppa.’”

Feigenbrod: “Will you say, ‘Hello, Poppa’?”

The girl: “Yes.”

Feigenbrod: “Then I'll take you to him.”

The girl: “When?”

Feigenbrod: “Now.” The pilot stood up precariously on the
slope. “Shulamith, before tonight, you’ve only known me as
a stubborn, loudmouthed kid. Now you'll find you're dealing
with a man of indomitable resolve and unquenchable high
spirits. Also, this is a good night to steal a copter. The se-
lection is good. Do you have any preferences as to color? No?
Well, wait here. When something beats its great wings over
you, don’t get the conceited idea you're a latter-day Leda.
Just climb aboard.”
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i ChApTER 8

THERE were two girls, friends, who grew up together
in the Valley of Kuban. One was a lean, dark child, quick
and passionate, always flashing into the kitchens of the farm
folk with a taunt or a keen, affectionate greeting or a bit of
bluster, or crouching in silence for hours to watch the huge
gray plow-robots clank back and forth across the sunny al-
luvial plain, for she was the only child of a great landowner
of the valley; this was the older of the two. Her companion,
younger by a year, was one of three children of a doctor; she
was a golden, placid girl who said little and loved much and
was frightened by the older child’s antics, so that she would
be seen smiling her slow smile in mingled apology and pride
while some householder was being insulted or outrageously
cajoled.

The doctor was busy; his wife was much involved in com-
mittees and causes. The landowner approved of tempera-
ment; and his wife was ailing. So the children, when school
was not in session, were free.

This was a spacious existence. The war of independence
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was some years in the future, and the overlordship of Earth
was in the main benignant, certainly benignant for those
who were too young or too old to have character on the pro-
duction side of the economy. The culture of the valley was
agrarian and stable, yet new enough and remote enough so
that manners were easy. The arts the girls practiced were
their own.

The passage of the long Rohan years brought changes in
the two friends, and changes for them. The younger reached
menarche first; the threat of responsibility and desire did not
frighten her; her breasts formed high and large, her waist
lengthened, her hips filled but remained flexible, and she
passed without awkwardness into a bright, deep nubility. To
the dark girl, puberty came bitter; her laugh was heard less
often, her taunts grew briefer and then retreated altogether
behind a flouting lip; and her mood generally was uniden-
tifiable, a brooding question. But there was no relaxation of
loyalty between them. ]

The dark girl’s mother developed Levkranz’s Syndrome,
and the fair girl’s father worked devotedly to shock the ren-
egade brain cells into submission. Within a few months there
were traces of pancreatic failure, and a brilliant cytosurgeon
was called in from Earth to do the restoration. Inflammations
fulminated around the implanted electrodes in the brain, and
there was nothing more to be done. The dark girl came back
from New Nome, where she had gone to work for a season
and to take a leading place in the Revolutionary conspiracy.

The mother’s painful, tremulous deliberation turned into
helplessness. The landowner and his daughter did most of
the more intimate nursing themselves, because the woman
still retained her curious colorless pride. The doctor’s daugh-
ter, who had sometimes assisted her father, helped her friend
and became one of the watchers. The patient’s husband,
daughter, and daughter’s friend spelled each other at the
bedside.

Late one night, the dark girl went to her bed exhausted.
Her father, his big body dragging with grief, was still up,
getting through some work. She kissed him goodnight -with
less, somehow, than her accustomed reserve; perhaps what
goaded her was the sight of the fair girl moving through the
sickbed routine, cleaning a syringe, with that calm sweétness
of hers; the dark girl suddenly kissed her too, with a pang
of envy.

After an hour or two of sleep, the dark girl awoke: someone
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- was sobbing. Her head still sour with dreams, she arose si-

lently and went out into the passage to listen: then she
flashed down the hall to her father’s room and flung open the
door. :

The syllables of comfort which her instincts had prepared |
as she ran died in her teeth.

The old man, clothed above the waist, naked below, lay

: across the great bed, hugging under him the naked body of

the golden girl. He had, it-was clear, already released his
passion and his tensions into her and lay, decanted and
crying, with his huge, seamed old face buried between her
breasts, while the girl, even as she turned a countenance of
fear toward the door, stroked him with her arms.

The fair girl twisted loose and sprang up with a soft, in-
coherent cry. But the door slammed.

There was no confrontation. The guilty pair dressed and
went quietly down to the sickroom. It was locked. The daugh-
ter kept the vigil alone, locked in with the dying woman.

As the day was dawning grayly, the patient’s pulse failed.
Her attendant bent over her with a dark stare, holding the
emergency hypodermic, found the vein, and pressed home
the plunger. There was no reaction. Face set, the girl turned,
opened the door, and walked, without a word or a glance at
her father or her friend, away from her mother’s corpse.

There was a burial, for the landowner was a man of ec-
centric beliefs. Daughter and father stood facing each other
across the open grave. Tears stood in the furrows of the man’s
face. The younger girl was not there. There was a thin, cold,
silent wind. The helpers waited.

“Veyatzitsu me'ir,” began the widower in a strange voice
and language, stooped and plucked up a handful of the bitter-
grass, and flung it into the grave as if it had burned his
hand—"Ke'eseb ha’aretz.” Something like irony, an ancient
irony, lit his eyes. He stooped and scrabbled up some dust
and threw it into the grave—"Zachur ki ‘afar ‘anachnu.” Then
he broke off and, looking at his daughter, said distinctly, “I
was crying and it happened that you were asleep...” Then
he shut his mouth. The girl met his gaze and did not answer.
The only things alive in her face were her eyes, full of wild
and hate-driven reproof.
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Chaprer 9

CORANDER found the Hotel Montessori cringing be-
tween two hells, a squeed hell and a gambling hell, great
pale blocky opacities, near the top of the slope.

“Full lup,” said the dozing clerk without opening his eyes.

“I want a room with a bath,” repeated Corander stub-
bornly; then added, “and with a brown-haired girl, real
young.”

The clerk opened his eyes. One sized up Corander coldly;
the other drifted sideways and seemed to search for inspi-
ration in the dark corners of the lobby. “Why dinn you say
so? I thought you meant for the night. Room Twenty-five.
Eight thousand units. 'Nadvants.” He pushed Corander his
change and flicked his cold leer on and off. “You're getting
a good one. If you ask her nice, she’ll get 'n the tub with ya
wash ya. That’s one hour and half maximum, including the °
bath.” The armpit of his jacket was soiled and frayed where
the butt of a small weapon poked up underneath.

, * * *
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Corander asked the young naked girl in Room 25, “What’s
your name, sweetheart?”

“Brandy.”

Corander: “Before it was ‘Brandy’?”

“Madeline.”

Corander: “How many customers do you think you’ll have
tonight after me, Madeline?”

“Brandy.”

Corander: “Brandy has the customers, hm?”

A duck of the head. A quick look, but whether of fear or
impatience, Corander could not say.

Corander: “Well, how many will she have?”

“Four. I don’t know. Five?”

Corander: “Do me a favor, Madeline. Put on some clothes
and take this forty thousand units down to the desk. Tell the
desk I can’t resist Brandy, and he’s not to bother me. Then
you run quietly along somewhere—not next door, Madeline—
and amuse yourself till ten in the morning. I need some
sleep.”

The girl, doubtfully: “Mr. Alfred won’t like that, if the
desk tells him.”

Corander: “Who is Mr. Alfred to interfere with a man’s
pleasures?”

The girl: “Owner.”

Corander: “He doesn’t own me. 'm a consenting adult and
you...” He stared at her. “Please, Madeline dearest?”

The naked girl, sharply: “I woon’t.” After a moment: “Any-
way, where will I go? I usually get some sleep in between.”

Corander’s voice was gentle: “All right, little honey. I
apologize. Give them the money and come back here.”

“Corander calling Room Thirty-two. Come in. Over.”
“Room Thirty-two. Report, Corander. Over.”
“That’s not David or, what’s his name, Nolly.”
“No,” said Room 32.
“Who is it, then?”
“Nolly’s off duty, and David’s out sick.”
Corander: “He wasn’t sick when I called in earlier.”
Room 32: “He got sick an hour ago.”
Corander: “Why won’t you give your name?”
Room 32: “Hendrix. Report, Corander. Over.”
Corander: “I'm in the Hotel Montessori. I've got two char-
acters tailing me, Hendrix. They’re being helpful. Ours?”

Room 32: “Théy might be...I don’t know.”
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Corander: “If they’re ours, ask the chief how she expects
the Reconstructionists to let me get near them with a god-
damn yoke of oxen following me around. Ask her that. I want .
them taken off.”

Room 32: “The chief’s. .. off duty.”

Corander noted that tergiversating break in the rhythm.
“When she comes on.’

The shghtest of pauses. “All right.”

Corander: “Thanks, Hendrix.” Casually, “Anythlng I
should know?”

Again the little break. “...No. That is, there are some
personnel shifts here. They don’t affect you, though. But you
might hear some exaggerated stories. Don’t pay any atten-
tion. They don’t affect you.”

Corander, very casually: “Just political stuff, you mean.

Room 32: “That’s right, just pol—"

Corander: “Someone’s coming. Over and out.” He put the
N-Transmitter back on the strap which held it against the
inside of his thigh. “That you, Madeline? I'm in the bath-
room.”

The girl’s voice: “It’'s me. Brandy. You want me to come
in and wash you in the tub?”

Corander hastily stepped out of the bathroom, and found
the girl pulling off the last of her clothes.

On seeing him fully dressed, she lost her decerebrate
smile. Her shoulders drooped. “All right, what is it?” she
said. “Whips? Corsets? Don'’t tell me I got to pee on you. You
got to get in the tub if I'm going to pee on you. Mr. Alfred
don’t—"

Corander: “No, no, it’s worse than that. I want to talk to
you.” It was the last thing he wanted to do. He desperately
needed time to think about what Hendrix had let slip. He sat
on the bed, took off his boots, and lay back.

The naked girl: “This?”

Corander: "No, thank you.” He lifted her away, feeling the
adolescent body wriggle angrily. “Madeline—all right:
Brandy—let me talk to you. I have a different problem. It’s
a little—different.”

The pretty little face gazed down at him with a suspicious
pout.

Corander said in a low voice, “The girl has to be young
and—and innocent. I can’t do anything if she’s not inno-
cent—"
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The naked girl interrupted darkly, “Well, citizen, you
should of been my guidance counselor in sixth grade.”

Corander: “No, no, I mean you have to look innocent. You
have to be lying there, sleeping innocently—"

The naked girl: “It’s a hell of a place to come for cherry,
you know? What'’s your name, oddbaby?”

Corander: “Abraham.”

The naked girl: “Cheese! Abraham.”

Corander brokenly: “You've got to help me, Madeline.
You've got to be lying there, looking very soft and innocent,
like—like—"

The girl’s eyes narrowed. “Like who?”

Corander: “I c-can’t tell you.” He trembled.

The wary little face softened. “Like what, then? Like this?”
She curled up beside him and pretended to sleep.

“Yes,” said Corander.

“I don’t do rape stunts, you know,” said the girl, twisting
from her fetal position to glare at him.

Corander: “No, no, nothing like that.”

She relaxed.

One thing was certain: Citizen Wells was no longer in
control at the Department. Hendrix’s reactions told him that.
But whether—

“That enough?” The naked girl sat up perkily. “How you
coming along, Abraham?”

Corander, sadly: “Oh, Madeline, you spoiled it! You've got
to really sleep.”

“Cheese!” muttered the naked g1r1 She curled up again.

At the kopje, the night was quiet, except that Citizen Van-
derwol, in a sleeping bag on the cabin floor, mumbled now
and then in pain; but Cathy de Ferraris was restless. She felt
swollen and strange; whenever she closed her eyes she had
the illusion of having grown monstrously big so that she
nearly filled the cabin; twice, she imagined premonitory flut-
ters in her uterus; and several times the sturdy kicking of
her unborn son struck her as irresistibly comical.

The squalling of the com-set tore into her drowsy confu-
sion. Her husband flung himself heavily out of bed. She heard
him curse as his forgotten wound announced itself, then a
yap of agony in anether voice and a profane apology in Si-
mon’s as he stumbled over Vanderwol and plunged to the
corner where the yellow light was flashing on the set.

The yellow light meant the squawking-IFF had detected
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and queried an incoming air vehicle and had received a prop-
erly coded identification signal. This was not an attack, then.
Unless there had been treachery.

Simon roared into the microphone: “Speak up, damn you!”

A chuckle from the audio, then: “Calling Tshombe. Calling
Tshombe. This is Bumptious. May we come in? Over.”

Simon: “Tshombe to Bumptious. Come on in. Over and
out.” He switched the set back to passive-detection mode and
listened to the faint thrill of the approaching vehicle. “Citizen
Vanderwol, I am about to receive more company. I offer you
a choice: either I drug you or I lock you in the storage shed,
where you cannot see or hear my other guests. The drug will
incidentally ease your sufferings. The shed is unheated but
tolerable if you stay in the sleeping bag. Drug or shed?”

Vanderwol: “Can’t I just give you my word—?"

Simon: “Drug or shed?”

Vanderwol: “Drug.” He was unconscious by the time the
copter was overhead.

Then the flagellant sound outside ceased. Cathy sat up in
bed. Simon stood with his raystick swinging in his right hand.
The door opened, and Desmond Feigenbrod thrust his head
in.

“Good evening, Boss. And good evening, Mrs. Boss. We
just happened to be passing by and thought we might drop—"
He saw Vanderwol. “My goodness! A deceased person! And
in an advanced state of decomposition. Are you holding a
wake?”

Simon: “Another uninvited guest. But he’s still alive. Step
inside. All of you. Whoever else you are.”

Desmond Feigenbrod stepped quickly inside, followed by
Mustafa Issachar. They stood, mutely questioning the grim
old giant. The door remained open.

The old men looked into each other’s eyes.

Simon: “Are you my old friend, or the Minister of Justice?”

Mustafa: “I am your old friend. I am not the Minister of
Justice.”

“And who is still out there?”

A slim girl stepped in, studied Simon de Ferraris with
keen eyes, and said, “Hello, Poppa.” She looked toward the
bed. “Hello, Momma.”

Feigenbrod: “An affecting scene, as all will agree. I wish
I could stay for more of it, but I'm sure you dear people have
many things to talk about. My advice is not to talk about
them. You do very well at pregnant silence. Stick to that. I
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ust run along and think of something interesting to do with

a stolen copter. Boss, I'll send McIntyre and Billioray in the
ate afternoon. They can relieve you of the horizontal citizen
there. I'll tell our medical friends to be ready. I take it he
'Fhad a set-to with a vine? We must edit his recollections. We
~don’t want him selling your address. What memories he will
“have! How he will think back to those fierce, sweet days as
_ the pampered darling of a sadomasochist cult! Ah, but you
“all have your own memories...Goodnight, Boss and Mrs.

" Boss. Goodnight, fugitives!”

It was nearly three hours since Desmond Feigenbrod had
" called from New Nome to warn that “Abraham Kemp” was
really an IDD man sent to hunt down Simon de Ferraris. For
~most of that interval, eleven weary Reconstructionists—Bil-
lioray and Hadder among them—had been scouring New
Tavistock for the spy. It would have been one thing to search
for an impostor among men and women who led genuine
lives; it was another to search for an impostor where everyone
lived in a private tangle of secrets and deceits. One promising
lead turned up—in a small nightclub where a man who fit
. Kemp’s description had created a disturbance—but that trail
~was lost only a few meters away in a throng on Rorschach
Street. :
. “Nobody ever saw anybody on Rorschach Street,” said
Hadder to Billioray.

Billioray’s white, crooked mouth twisted in a yawn.
“They’re not afraid to talk. They don’t see people, that’s all.
They’re afraid to see. You don’t see me, for that matter.”

Hadder: “I do see you. You're an ugly fish-mouthed pervert
~with low blood pressure.”

- Billioray: “There! You see? You're seeing your own fright-

“ened interpretation. You'll be nipping round the corner soon,
Hadder, I'll tell you that. You have the habitus of a schizo-

phrenic.”

~ Hadder: “Last month it was epistemology. Now it’s psy-

chology. Next it'll be religion.”

Billioray: “I've tried religion. It kept me going a year. I'm
still holding some in reserve. The mythos of Rorschach Street,
Hadder, is the mythos of Narcissus. How do you like that?
Not bad, for no sleep and a full bladder. Narcissus in the
latrine, staring at his reflection in his own wee-wee.”

Hadder: “Tell you what. I've got to go too. Let’s investigate
this ginzo hotel here, and maybe they have a bathroom.”
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Billioray: “Hundreds of Narcissi with their windowless
mythoi is a thought that is pithy.”

Hadder: “Next month it'll be poetry. Come on, Billioray,
you're too shy to urinate in the street. I saw your face down
there outside that strip club, the one where the naked woman
comes blooping out on a swing with her legs apart. You damn
near fainted.”

Billioray winced. “I thought she was going to urinate on
me. She had that look. What's that got to do with sex?”

Hadder: “Urinating in public is sexy. That’s why you can’t
do it. So let’s check this place out and use their facilities
while we're at it.”

They went into the Hotel Montessori.

The room clerk awoke to find two unpleasant men con-
templating him across the counter. They were politicals; they
had that I'm-Here-For-A-Better-Reason-Than-You-Are look
he hated; all the politicals had it.

“Full lup,” he said quickly.

“I beg your pardon,” said the spokesman for the two, a
burly, white-haired man with a pale scar on his nose and a
pale, narrow mouth; “we’re looking for a friend of ours, a
young fellow named Kemp, who came in on the New Nome
copter last night.”

The clerk: “I can’t help you.”

The spokesman: “He’s one-point-eight-six or -nine, big-
jointed, with reddish hair. We missed him at the airport.”

The clerk put on his I'm-Waiting-Not-Listening expres-
sion and then repeated, “Can’t help you.”

The spokesman, courteously: “You mean he isn’t here?”

“I mean I can’t help you,” snapped the clerk. “Want me
to sing it for you?”

The other man, a small man with a large head wavering
on a long, flexible neck, giggled at this. “Why, yes,” he said,
“try it in E-flat major—"

The clerk whirled on him.

"...because you'll sing a different tune when I get through
with you, you pus-filled degenerate.” And before the clerk
had time to be astonished at this, the larger man had vaulted
over the desk and seized him. The clerk had no chance to get
his hand on the stunner in his armpit. He found himself bent
backward over the desk, with the thumbs of his adversary
stabbing into the nerves of his neck and right arm. He choked
with pain, and his attacker, with a cruel slanting smile, said,
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| “Don’t talk, or I'll hurt you. All right”—the big man nodded
‘to the smaller one—"give him enough to make him optimis-
tic.” The small man produced a device like a misshapen at-
" omizer. It had a bifurcated nozzle, which he inserted into the
i‘, clerk’s nostrils. The big man lurched against the ‘clerk’s gut,
| then pulled away to relieve the pressure; the little man si-
multaneously clapped a hand over the victim’s mouth so that
| on getting his breath back the clerk had to inhale through
- his nose; at that instant the sprayer sent a flood of lemony-
* tasting vapor into his head.
. “Fine!” said the large man jovially and released him. The
. whole attack had taken a few seconds.
~ The clerk stood free, throbbing with fury for a moment;
" then, to his own surprise, he felt the hostility drain out of
" him; he realized there was no point in dwelling on the past.
“Let bygones be bygones,” he said thickly.
“That’s right!” said the burly man enthusiastically. “We
- all make mistakes.” ‘
~ “But we learn from them!” cried the small man.

The room clerk liked this point of view. He looked at the
two men with whom he had had a misunderstanding and felt
that they had all grown as a result of the experience. “You
got to give people a chance,” he said profoundly. It was not

' so much a feeling of well-being that had taken possession of
- him, because the molars on the right still kept biting the
inside of his cheek, always in the same goddamn place; no,
it was a sense of progress. That was what counted: people
- were making an effort. He looked around the dim, cold, un-
swept lobby and for the first time saw it as the humble,
' necessary support of everything that went on above. It was
the basis. Upstairs, right above his head, were the rows of
-warm rooms where girls were all squirming and twisting
their warm bodies at the same time in toasty warm beds,
" like a great hive making honey, faithfully—
“That’s right!” agreed the burly man, showing many of
the small white teeth in his little mouth. “Most people are
- decent, if you only give them a chance.”
“More than decent,” the small man corrected him. “Con-
- structive!”

The clerk was glad he had found someone to whom he
could explain this new understanding he had. Madeline, for
instance. A dedicated person. “You take Room Twenty-five,”
he said. The two men were spellbound. They hung on his
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words, and he realized that his new ideas meant a great deal
to all of them. “She’s constructive.”

The large smiling man: “That’s where Kemp went? Room
Twenty-five?”

The clerk: “What does it matter what his name was? It’s
his attitude. He’s helping Madeline to make honey.”

The large man seemed a shade upset by this last. The
clerk saw at once that further explanation was needed. “Have
to think of the muscles,” he said. “The different parts. Ten-
dons. The hair is different color from regular hair, for in-
stance.” He tried to describe his vision. “Beautiful. Like your
mouth,” he said. “All for the honey.” The large man only
leaned against the counter and swallowed. All at once the
clerk perceived the reason for the man’s difficulty. “Not only
some of them you wouldn’t think they were muscles”—he
touched his'own behind lightly and tactfully—“but you can’t
see your own, so it doesn’t make sense. But then you see—
hard and soft and hard and soft—before your very eyes. All
helping,” said the clerk triumphantly, overthrowing the com-
munication barrier. “Part of a plan. That’s what I mean by
honey.”

The smaller man, at least, understood. “A tall young fel-
low like our friend weuld be a great help.”

The room clerk was exhilarated. “One-point-eight-six,
that’s what you said? That would be about right. With big
joints. Because Madeline—"

The small man: “And Madeline is Room Twenty-five?”

The clerk: “Right, right—"

The small man: “Well then, why don’t we run upstairs and
look at the good news for ourselves?” He leaned forward con-
fidentially and gave a little nod indicating his friend. “Then
he’ll understand, don’t worry. You wait here and take care
of things. We won’t be a minute.”

But no sooner had his two disciples disappeared into the
stairwell than two other men entered the lobby, and the room
clerk caught himself about to say “Full lup” by force of habit.
He suppressed the words, proud that he had progressed so
far in a short time, and called out brightly, “Good morning,
citizens! All the muscles are making honey, but if you'll—"

Apparently not hearing this remark, they strode to the
stairwell, and disappeared after the others.

The attack on the door was so noisy that Corander knew
before he saw them the intruders were not from his Depart-
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“ment. IDD men might be clumsy about tailing, but they were

issued good picklocks. The characters outside Room 25—he

" could now even hear them breathing curses at each other—
were using something like a jemmy.

- He lay on his back, making no physical move to get ready.

J" As soon as the naked girl had consented to act the part of a

" sleeping child, she had actually fallen asleep; and then she

‘had curled closer and closer to him until his left arm was

. lightly around her thin shoulder blades and her face was

' trying to burrow into his armpit. It was an amusing little
" face, more Brandy than Madeline. She seemed able to sleep
4 through the preposterous racket at the door—doubtless the
Hotel Montessori was full of preposterous noises—and Cor-
- ander wished he could manage the impending scene in such
a way that she could sleep safely through that as well.

' The archaic lock broke and two men rushed in, full of
- menace and vigilance. One brandished a blaster, the other
_ a curious device-like a cross between an atomizer and an
* Earth serpent. They were not the compact, rather military

types who had guarded him in the nightclub. One of these

was a large, bleached-looking man with a scar, the other a
~ spindly creature with a big skull.

Corander put his finger to his lips and said, “Shh!” just
as the spindly man said with a sort of meaningless fury, “Get
up and come with us!”

Madeline stirred.

Corander whispered, “Lower your voice. You’ll wake the
. baby.” Very gently he began to disengage himself from the
- naked girl. She opened her eyes.

The bleached man was trying to point the blaster without
looking at the defenseless, unripe body directly in front of
him, and the weapon shook. The spindly man seemed to flex
~ his atomizer arm.

The half-shut door behind the two intruders quietly began
to slide open. Standing outside were the two myrmidons from
~ the nightclub.
b Corander said to the girl, “Don’t look round, darling. Just
? keep looking at me.” It was the wrong thing to say. She tried
. at once to turn her head. To restrain her, Corander put his
~ knobby hand around the little jaw and as an afterthought
planted a kiss on the tip of the girl’s nose.
One of the men outside raised a stun-pistol.
The naked girl said to Corander, “That’s a boring perver-
(93)
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sion you got, you know that?” She still did not know what
was happening and tried again to turn and look.

The man in the doorway fired. The bleached man pitched
forward, struck the edge of the bed, and slipped to the floor.
His blaster fell between the girl’s thighs. She squeaked in
fright. The stunner rattled again. The spindly man sank.
Corander glimpsed the realignment of the weapon for a third
burst and roared “No!” but was too late. The girl subsided
on the bed, unconscious. Corander pulled back his hand,
numb, from the slack face.

“What was the point of that?” he said disgustedly. He
picked the blaster from Madeline’s groin, holding the small,
heavy weapon by the barrel, and bent earnestly over her
pubic area as if to examine it for injury, running his numb
hand over the jaunty little tuft. He shook his head slowly.
The man with the stunner came over, slyness glinting
through his battle expression, and peered.

Corander called over the peering man’s shoulder to the
other, who was still in the doorway looking up and down the
corridor, “Come in and shut that damn door!”

The man moved inside and, in closing the door, momen-
tarily turned his back to the room. Corander brought the butt
of the blaster down heavily on the base of the peering man’s
skull, dropped the weapon, lunged, seized the stunner from
his toppling victim, and snapped a burst at the man by the
door. He gave the man he had just knocked out a short pre-
cautionary dose of the stunwaves and pocketed both the hand
weapons.

He redisposed Madeline .on the bed and searched the four
unconscious men. In the clothing of the first pair of intruders,
the bleached man and the spindly man, he found nothing at
all to identify them. They were probably operating outside
the law, then. But strapped to the stomach of the man lying
by the door was an N-Transmitter; therefore, the second pair
were IDD... And if this was so, the first pair must be Recon-
structionists. That meant his cover story, the “Abraham
Kemp” identity, had been blown. That was strange, so soon.

After checking to make sure all his companions were in
fact unconscious, he took out his own N-Transmitter.

“Corander calling Room Thirty-two. Come in. Over.”

“Room Thirty-two. Over.” It was Hendrix’s voice.

Corander: “That you, Hendrix? Listen, somebody’s blown
my cover to the Recons. Two of them came here to the hotel
after me, and those two buffaloes I was telling you about
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before—ours—tried to protect me, and there was a little stun-
' ning and our two got it. And I took out the Recons. Now I've
| got four sleeping beauties here.”

. Hendrix made no comment on Corander’s identifying his
two protectors as IDD. “Want help?” he asked.

Corander: “That’s just what I don’t want, Hendrix. Repeat:
don’t. First place, our two should be coming around soon; and
. second place, I can keep the Recons under as long as I need
© to. When ours come around, we might stage a little something

" to reestablish my cover. But if anyone else gets in on this,
' my Department connection is going to be obvious to whoever
s still watching outside.”
©  Room 32: “If you don’t want it, you don’t have to have it.
= You're the man on the spot.”
~  Corander: “Thanks. How’s David?”.
~  “Fine,” said Hendrix, caught off guard, and Corander nod-
* ded grimly.
- He changed the subject: “Hendrix, who blew my cover?”

Room 32: “Don’t know.”

Corander: “The chief? Or,” he added casually, “maybe now
" I can say the ‘Little Bitch’?”
~ Room 32: “Could be.”

Corander signed off. He went around the grungy hotel

room collecting what he needed to bind and gag the four men,

~ and with great difficulty because of his numb hand got them
~ trussed and silenced. He dragged the four of them into the
" bathroom and stacked them in the tub.

Then he lay down beside Madeline, put his left arm around
" her and her head on his shoulder, and dozed off, his doubts

alive and his options still open.

Mustafa Issachar’s presence in the hut made it impossible
for Cathy, Shulamith, and old Simon to say to each other
what was on their minds. They were grateful for the inhi-
~ bition, and in the predawn chill, with the windows shuttered

tight and the heatless golden flare of a single Barstow lamp
- casting shadows like glares and sneers on their faces, they
- launched into political talk. They were too shy to stop. Even
- Cathy interjected bloodthirsty opinions in a timid voice.
- There were never any silences.
‘_ Finally, Simon yawned, snapped off the lamp, opened the
__shutters to let in the gray dawn, lumbered out to the storage
- shed, and brought back two sleeping bags, and the exhausted
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judge dozed off in one of them; but by that time Citizen Van-
derwol showed signs of returning consciousness.

The little man pretended to be still asleep. Sue watched
the telltale movements of the eyeballs behind his closed lids.

Simon was growling: “Silly talk. A set of dreaming refu-
gees.” :

Cathy: “Why silly? We could win.”

Simon: “We forget we're reactionaries. We talk like mad
counterrevolutionaries.”

Sue shook her head warningly. “Your patriotic friend is
with us again, I suspect,” she said. Politics ceased.

Cathy de Ferraris had curled up in the bed, like a fetus
containing a fetus, and was regarding her husband and step-
daughter with a sleepy eye. Simon eased his heavy body down
next to hers and arranged her fair head on his shoulder,
crooking his arm about her.

Shulamith leaned over them, adjusted the bedclothes, im-
pulsively kissed her father on the side of his bulbous nose,
drew back, stared at her stepmother for several seconds,
kissed her on the cheek, and said, “Go to sleep, fatties.”
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“I'M-looking at you,” said a small voice in Corander’s
ear, “lying there all young and innocent, and you know what?
It gives me a pain in the ass.”

Corander opened his eyes. It was morning. Madeline was
still nestling in the crook of his left arm, and he found that
his left hand was wrapped around a hard little buttock. He
did not move it. The girl’s face was glaring into his from his
shoulder. He kissed the tip of the nose again. “Good morning.”

The naked girl: “You mean you're not too exhausted? You
can do that twice? Oh boy! Kiss my nose? Oh boy!” Her face
softened into something like compassion. In a lower voice:
“I know. I'll—I'll wash out my mouth and gargle and all if
that’ll make you feel better...I'm me. You—you can’t think
about anything else in a place like this.”

Desire swept through Corander. But the N-Transmitter
was strapped to his thigh, a neat little obstacle to the drive
of the moment. She could not be allowed to find it; she would
- not know what it was, but she might mention—

She saved him from his dilemma by remembering. “Say!”
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The face became pugnacious again. “Who were those people?”

Corander: “Oh, those! Some men who came in here and
had a fight. Four of them.”

The naked girl: “Fight about what? What happened to
them?”

Corander: “Politics. They’re in the bathtub.” He relin-
quished the buttock as the naked girl whirled up. She scam-
pered to the bathroom, then drew back before opening the
door. He joined her. “It’s all right,” he said. “No mess.”

All his victims were alive; and two, one IDD man at the
bottom. of the heap and the spindly man on the top, were-
conscious and struggling in their bonds; but the spindly man
and the bleached man had emptied their bladders; the heap
was sopping. Madeline, undismayed, crowed with laugh-
ter and said, “Well, you do have some kind of balls.” Then
she noticed the cords and gags. “Hey! That’s my bedspread.”
Her face crumpled. “That’s mine. I bought it myself, it’s not
Mr. Alfred’s. I like things pretty. You tore up my bed-
spread...”

Corander: “T'll get you a new one, I promise.”

She cheered up at once and examined the four captives
with the look of a sly child about to ask for toys.

“You can’t have them just yet, little sweetheart. You have
to have me first. No, no,” he said hastily, “I have an appoint-
ment down the hill right now. But when I come back—"

The naked girl: “I know, you’ll kiss my forehead.” She
pretended to sneer. “You can kiss—"

Corander seized her by one bare shoulder blade and one
bare buttock and kissed her mouth. The numbness was gone
from his right hand. He said, “You’re not to touch anything
while I'm away.”

She giggled.

Corander: “Promise me.”

The naked girl: “I promise.”

Corander: “Whatever you have to do with the desk, do it,
and tell them you have four bondage queers up here and
they’re waiting for their big friend. That’s me. And you don’t
want to be disturbed.”

“I’ll wait. I promise.”

“What you were talking about last night,” whispered Cass
Harding, pushing his peaky face close to Corander’s, “now
I won’t make any promises, you understand, it won’t be easy,
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these things never are, don’t I know that better than anyone?
I've handled, listen, I’'ve handled—"

Corander: “Where shall we talk?”

Harding waved a pale flat hand at the eating stand. “Right
here is best, out in the open, you go into a room, you don’t
know what’s in there, anybody could of set it up, this is quite
a town, I could tell you things, bathrooms for instance...”

Corander whispered, “Those two men?” There were two
customers in the place, not together. One of them was the
albino Deputy Kullervo, who had been on the copter the eve-
ning before, who was mixed up in Agent Morgan’s murder
and who had drafted the legislation under which Corander
was operating. The deputy had finished his meal but did not
leave; Corander inferred that he was now waiting to speak

. to Harding. The other man was still eating.

Harding: “Just keep your voice down, face turned they
can’t read your mouth, watch me: see? They can’t catch a
thing. Right out in the open nobody can sneak up on you—

" toilets are the worst place. Anyway. I've found out two things,

don’t be surprised, I'm a fast worker, when I move I really
move, what you might call an expert, it’s worth the price.”
He paused for this to take. “You could spend the rest of your
life dragging your gumple all over Laing’s Land looking for
the gentleman you mentioned, we’ll keep names out of it, you
could spend years and then.” He shook his head slowly from
side to side for several seconds. “End up in some swamp, and
that reminds me. Uppp. Wait a minute. First things first. This
gentleman you're interested in? Well, I've found out where
he is, don’t ask me how, I won’t tell you, I'm not at liberty
to tell you, a man like me can’t reveal our sources, you've

- heard of honor among thieves?—not that I'd put anything

over on you, I'm not going to stand here and say I'm honest,
a thing like this what I'm doing for you, it, it isn’t strictly
what you’d call honest, there’s a lot of risk involved, I'm
taking a chance, I know it, you know it, we’re going into this
thing with our eyes wide open, that’s why I'm asking a price.
But. 'm not going to cheat you, you can look all over this
town and you won'’t find anybody who’s been cheated by Cass
Harding. Now. First place, I know exactly where he is, I have
a map. You'd have never guessed where, you'd have never
found him in a lifetime, but you knew that when you came
to me. And.” He slapped the counter. The two other men
looked interested. Harding resumed his whispering: “I've
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found you a pilot.” He looked triumphantly into Corander’s
face. "With a copter.”

Corander: “He wouldn’t be as much use w1thout one.’

Harding: “All joking aside—ha ha, that’s pretty good,
you're quick, I can see that, ha ha—but all joking aside, he
can fly you there, he’s an experienced pilot, used to be with
the lines, and that reminds me.” He looked worried for a
while. “There’s this difficulty.” He looked worried some more.
“This gentleman you’re talking about, it seems he’s suspi-
cious, naturally, he’s got enemies, we all have, you don’t want
to listen to everything you hear about anybody, I always tell
people show me a man who has no enemies I'll show you a
failure, I don’t care who it is, but being suspicious—he has
to be, of course—but he has ways of dealing with—of clearing
out quick when he hears someone coming that he doesn’t
know who it is, a copter or anything of that nature, they
make quite a bit of noise.”

Corander: “Your pilot friend could put me down nearby
and give me the route on foot. That’s not a problem. Get to
the point. What are your terms?”

Harding looked at him admiringly. “That’s a smart idea,
I see you got a head for this. Very good idea.” He began to
haggle.

“It’s all right with Mr. Alfred,” said the naked girl when
Corander returned.

Corander: “I know. The man at the desk offered me a job
here as I came in.”

The naked girl: “That’s Mr. Alfred. Mornings.”

Corander: “Did you keep your promise, Madeline?”

The naked girl: “I didn’t actually touch a one of them.”
She smothered a laugh, watching him. “But—but I peed on
them. The funny one with the scar had just woke up when
I went in there to pee, and he made faces at me, so I peed on
him, and he passed right out again.” Corander laughed to
her satisfaction, and she went on: “Then I washed myself real
nice.”

Pause.

The naked girl: “Are you going to keep your promise?”

Corander, lightly: “I've kept it.” He gave her the parcel
he had brought in under his arm. “Open it. It’s yours.”

It was a bedspread, proclaiming itself to be of “Genuine
Earth Cotton,” pink, delicately ornate, and feminine. It had
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E cost him a great deal of money and an amorous misunder-

_ standing at the airport shop.

‘P‘ The naked girl stroked it and hugged it to her breasts.

- “It’s pretty. You're nice. What’s in that other one?”—Cor-
ander had a smaller parcel in one hand—"Is that for me too?”

Corander: “It’s for our little boys in there. Sticky-tape. We
have to change their diapers.”

The naked girl snickered. “Their gags, too. I didn’t realize
my pee would soak into their gags.” Softly: “You promised
me something else.”

He took her by the shoulders and held her at arm’s length.
She looked pathetically young between his big hands. Her
eyes seemed to grow huge as he stared into them. “Made-

. line—”

“Brandy.”

Corander: “There’s this girl, you see. She did something
to me, something unspeakable; and I have to have her. I can’t

~ help it. I have to.”

The naked girl: “Today?”

That being much simpler than the farrago he himself had
devised, he hastily accepted. “In about three hours.”

“Why didn’t you say so?” She studied him. “I think you're
crazy, and maybe I think ycu're lying,” she said at last; then,
shyly: “But I can see you'd really like to get me. Every time
you look at me, you think what it would feel like. So it’s all
right.” She wriggled out of his grasp, darted to him, put her
arms around his neck, and brought down his last defense
with the tip of her tongue. As soon as the erotic urchin felt
that he was helpless, she released him and asked, “What are
we going to do with them?”

: He explained that he needed certain information and out-
lined his plan for getting it. She giggled lubriciously.

With much wrestling and threatening and rolling of pallid
hairy bodies, the two got their four prisoners stripped, rinsed,
regagged, and rebound, naked this time except for the tape.
The bleached man was again awake. Corander dragged him

- across the room and heaved him onto the bed.

The naked girl hunkered on the bed next to her victim’s
face. “Open your eyes,” she said. The victim squeezed his
eyes tighter. She pinched his nose between her thumb and
forefinger, shutting off his breathing. He struggled in the
tapes. His chest worked vainly. “I could kill you with two
fingers,” she said. “Open your eyes.” He opened his eyes, and
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she let him breathe. “He doesn’t look in the right places,” she
complained, and pinched off his breathing again.

“Maybe he’ll behave now,” said Corander, watching the
man’s color with some concern. “Strange fellow. I think it’s
beautiful. It has a wonderful personality.”

She let her victim breathe. “He isn’t really looking. He
has a funny scar on his nose. D’you suppose he got bitten by
one once? Wwoof!” she honked, lurching.

Corander took a piece of paper from his pocket and un-
folded it. “Maybe he’d rather look at this.” He held it in front
of the man. “I just bought this map this morning.” The man’s
eyes showed relief and then consternation. “Recognize it?”

The man shook his head sullenly.

Corander: “Brandy ..

A few minutes later they had broken the man’s spirit
enough to take out the gag. The girl bounced with excitement
and said, “I think politics is interesting.”

At the end of an hour, they had elicited two major emen-
dations to the sketch map, miscellaneous facts about the Re-
constructionists in New Tavistock, the function of the spindly
man’s atomizer, and the names Billioray and Hadder. Bil-
lioray was the man they had been working on.

Corander: “Brandy, let’s open a fresh one.”

They replaced Billioray’s gag, returned him to the bath-
room, and extracted the spindly man, Hadder.

As they arrayed Hadder for questioning, the naked girl
said, “This one’s the opposite. Look at his eyes.”

Corander: “You’ll have to work him the opposite way.”

The girl was already doing preliminary work with the nail
of her right index finger. “I'm going to break him with one
finger, you’ll see,” she said; “no—with one toe.” She wiggled
the big toe of her left foot.

Hadder, who had been shut in the bathroom while Bil-
lioray was on the bed, and who, Corander judged, could have
heard no more than a general tone of horror, soon was groan-
ing out most of the same facts. He knew less about Simon de
Ferraris’ situation in the swamp and more of the Reconstruc-
tionists’ reluctant underground in New Tavistock and New
Nome, and there were small inconsistencies. Corander thought
these showed there had been no preparation. Brandy had
made good her boast: Hadder had broken open.

The two IDD men were grayer and less intellectual victims
than Billioray and Hadder, and Brandy resorted to outrage.
Neither agent could tell Corander anything definite about
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the changes in the Department. Brandy became more inven-
tive.

Corander: “I guess I'm satisfied, Brandy.”

The naked girl: “I'm not.”

Corander: “Little sweetheart, you have them all to play
with now. I have to go.”

She clambered off the weeping agent and helped Corander
bring the other three prisoners out of the bathroom. “T'wo on
the bed and two on the floor,” she crooned to herself, rolling
Billioray across the room with her foot.

Corander retrieved the agent’s N-Transmitter and the spin-
dly man’s atomizer from the underside of the bedframe, where
he had secreted them overnight. He pocketed the transmitter,
hesitated, then offered the atomizer to the girl. “You heard
how this works,” he said. She accepted it with a glistening
look at Billioray that made Corander regret giving it to her.
“Don’t overdose them,” he cautioned her. “A little makes

~ them enthusiastic. Too much, and they might bite...Give

me a big, big hug.”

His last glimpse was of her sweet behind as she knelt on
Billioray’s stomach and tried to spear the poor fellow’s mov-
ing nose with the atomizer. “Come on, now, let Mumsy give

. you the good medicine, make you all foozyastic. (Oops, nearly

got you that time, you dumb proke!) You know Mumsy
wouldn’t give you any squirt-squirt that wasn’t good for her
baby-boy. Then Mumsy will show her good baby-boy where
he came from...”

Mr. Alfred himself was still at the front desk. The buyer
of souls was a slow, heavy, dark man who radiated a kind
of reductive contempt Corander could feel across the lobby;
it was as if the hotel hotelkeeper knew exactly what had gone
on in Room 25 and exactly what to charge for it. Corander
explained to him that the four bondage queers in Reom 25

~ turned out to have no money and had gotten a free lunch.

Mr. Alfred replied in a melodious voice, “Thank you so
much for telling me. I hope you are not too much out of pocket.
As for the hotel”—he smiled with surprising charm as he
prepared to leave the desk—“perhaps they will wash the
dishes for me.”
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UNDER the enormous sky of the airfield, Corander
picked his way across the cluttered tarmac toward some sheds
that served as hangars. He was looking among the small air
vehicles for E7116G, the copter Cass Harding had “found”
for him. Finally he made it out, a puffy little craft that looked
like a Terran frog carrying an umbrella.

E7116G had belonged to the Imperial military. The Green
Insigne had been daubed over with a single coat of plain
olive-green paint, which was wearing away. Corander won-
. dered how and when the machine could have passed directly
from the Empire to a nonpolitical like Cass Harding. As soon
as he saw the pilot, he understood.

The man was a Terran deserter, unmistakably. He had
the bronze skin of the High Asian States and the precise,
haughty bearing of a male of the traditional officer caste of
the Empire, traditionally trained; but also the look of a fur-
tive voluptuary. Inaudible amid the skirl of rotors, and with
almost invisible movements of his lips, he was talking with
a man with cream-colored hair. It was Deputy Kullervo.
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The pilot: “Citizen Kemp?”
Corander: “Abraham Kemp.”
The pilot indicated Deputy Kullervo: “Citizen Bradford.”

. It was obvious that the renegade Terran himself knew better.

)

Corander: “Pleasure.”

Bradford/Kullervo was silent.

Corander’s original plan had been to stun or intimidate
the pilot, take the copter in as close to de Ferraris’ cabin as
his quarry would let him, and then get the rest of the way
in by his revised map. The miscellaneous facts little Brandy
had winkled out of the two tormented Reconstructionists
should have sufficed him for a story.

As to what he intended to do after reaching Simon de
Ferraris...he had kept his options open. Which was to say,
he had lied to his Department and betrayed his fellow agents.
He himself was not sure why. He found himself thinking of
the disturbing young woman who had sent him on this mis-
sion. Where was she now? Creeping, like himself, between
two uncomprehended loyalties?

Now, in any case, with the deputy along on the copter,
Corander’s original plan was worthless. He clambered after
the others into the machine.

Outside the hut in the maremma the sky was overcast.
Inside the light grew slowly; throughout the morning, it re-
mained gray and crepuscular and did not rouse the four sleep-
ers. !
The fifth, Citizen Vanderwol, had been awake for some
hours but pretending to sleep. He could not tell whether the
young woman with the beautiful reedy voice was still watch-
ing him or not. It became maddeningly hard to keep his eyes
shut. Then he drifted off into a confused terror-dream, from

- which he awoke to find the light stronger.

Actually, Shulamith had tried to watch Vanderwol but
had fallen asleep. Her dreams were rhetorical—not so much
events as attempts to expostulate with some diffuse accuser,
whom she associated with the light on her lids.

The two old men slept happily.

Cathy’s dreams were also happy at first but toward mid-
day began to involve some recurring pain—or a gentle,
deadly apprehension of pain—which then took the identity

- of a vine. She was on a vine. She struggled against the rhyth-

mic pangs and woke herself up. As she came awake, the pain
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subsided into unease, and she could not be sure whether she
was in labor.

A stealthy movement drew her attention.

Citizen Vanderwol slid millimeter by millimeter out of
his sleeping bag, agony trying to force its way out of his white
mouth. He rose to his feet and tottered toward the com-set.
The bliss of destruction lit his mean features. Cathy thought,
He’s going to smash the set. She nudged her husband, who
opened his eyes with a contented smile—to see the little man
hover over the set, suddenly stoop to the dials, peer, and
twist.

Simon de Ferraris leaped out of bed with a bellow, and,
heedless of the cold wound in his leg, lunged toward Van-
derwol. Mustafa Issachar and Shulamith thrashed about in
their sleeping bags and managed to sit upright. Vanderwol
struggled in the bearlike grasp of the old man, squeaking
toward the set, “Help! Help! Simon de Ferraris is here. He’s
trying to—"

Mustafa Issachar: “Stand back, Simon!” He had brought
his stunner into play.

Simon shoved Vanderwol clear of himself. Mustafa took
formal aim and dosed Vanderwol into unconsciousness. Si-
mon flung himself at the set and pulled the main switch.

Shulamith inspected the dials of the com-set, and turned
a worried face to her father. “At that setting, they must have
picked something up. Long enough to get a fix, do you think?”

Simon bent to look. “Perhaps. But not a very acc—"

A muffled sound came from the bed. Cathy de Ferraris
was suppressing a moan of pain.

Corander and Kullervo stood side by side and watched
E7116G pull aloft and dwindle against the pale overcast.
Corander was touched by the way the albino averted his gaze
slightly from whatever he looked at, as if everything were
too bright for those rose-colored eyes. But there was another
kind of blindness in the blinking face.

The deputy was, however, polite enough. “Shall we pro-
ceed, Citizen—Kemp?” He produced a sketch map and a small
inertial compass from his pocket and peered at them slant-
wise. He looked like a small boy on his first hike.

Corander had a virtually identical map in his own pocket,
but he had corrected it in two places at the instructions of
the retching, sobbing Billioray. He did not take it out. “I see
you have the same map as I,” he said and patted his pocket
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“Lead on.” The first correction—the first of Cass Harding’s
traps—was still some distance ahead.

Kullervo did not ask to compare maps. Corander wondered
why the deputy did not see that if Cass Harding was selling

- the same maps over and over, and if the maps were accurate,

Simon de Farraris would have decamped long ago. Harding
must have told some story or other to inoculate the politician
against the obvious.

There was also the tiny pause between “Citizen” and
“Kemp” when Kullervo had used the name a moment ago.
That was not Harding’s doing. .

All around stretched the waste, its knolls protrudlng like
bubbles on a boiling stew, and between the knolls the am-
biguous surface of the swamp veined with greenish sandy
ridges and tufted with the yellow plant gases. The rank-sweet
scent of Rohanese subsoil hung in the still atmosphere. A
diffuse heat radiated from the cloud cover. Except for the
whirr of a bog-flitter’s wings now and then, there was silence.
Kullervo set out cautiously along the ridge. Corander fol-
lowed.

Deputy Kullervo: “What is your business with Simon de
Ferraris?”

Corander Tm sorry, but I do not know you, Citizen—

" Bradford.

Kullervo stopped short and whirled. For a moment he
studied Corander, seeming to look past him. “Your real name
is not Kemp,” he said softly.

“No,” said Corander, “my name is Kullervo.”

The man’s transparent skin flushed an appalling red.
“Kindly explain that remark.”

Corander: “Why should my name not be Kullervo, Citizen

Bradford?”

I M —
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Kullervo: “Because it is Corander.”

Corander: “Quite so. Thank you, Deputy Kullervo. I won-
dered if you knew.”

Kullervo: “Would you care to walk in the lead?”

Corander: “No, Deputy. You have the compass.”

Kullervo: “I would feel more comfortable.”

Corander: “Perhaps you would. I don’t know your relations
with my Department.”

Kullervo, shortly: “They’re excellent. The point is, I don’t
know your relations with your Department.” He said this
without humor; but at least his pathological anger was cool-
ing.
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Corander: “Why don’t you ask them? Here.” He reached
into his tunic pocket, calmed the deputy’s slight shying move-
ment with a smile, and pulled out the N-Transmitter he had
taken from the agent in Brandy’s room. “We all have these.
N-Transmitters. For direct scrambled audio to headquar-
ters.” Kullarvo nodded. “Matched to my thumb.” Kullervo
nodded again. “My set,” offering it. “My thumb,” offering
that.

When the set would not operate, suspicion returned to the
deputy’s face, but Corander staged a display of panicky frus-
tration and for a climax hurled the device into a vine-infested
dimple of the swamp. While the transmitter was still tum-
bling in its long trajectory, Corander said dully, “I'll walk
anywhere you want.”

“Left,” said Deputy Kullervo.

“No,” said Corander. He stopped, turned, and faced Kul-
lervo across the map in Kullervo’s hand.

Kullervo: “You can see here: left. That’s this one here. Let
me orient the map for you.”

Corander: “No.”

Kullervo: “Then let’s see your map, Agent Corander.” Ev-
idently his suspicions had returned. He backed away.

Corander: "Be careful!”

Kullervo had backed nearly into a treacherous dip in the
path. He nodded once in acknowledgment of Corander’s warn-
ing, as if it had been a duelist’s courtesy.

Corander: “My map was the same as yours, Deputy Kul-
lervo. But if it hadn’t been, what would you infer from the
fact that Harding sold us different maps of the same terrain?”

“What do you mean, ‘was’? Have you destroyed it?”

Corander: “No, I've altered it.”

Kullervo: “How have you altered it? Where did you get
your facts? Let me see.”

With just a shade of excess in precision and detail, Cor-
ander said, “I talked to some IDD agents at noontime today,
after I obtained the map from Harding. I was told the map
was substantially accurate except at two points. I corrected
those points. The information could have been faulty, of
course.” He took the map from his pocket, advanced, and held
it up to Kullervo’s.

The deputy turned his wincing gaze from one map to the
other. Barely two meters away, in a pock of the maremma,’
a large bog-flitter flitted too close to a vine tendril; there was
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a sound like the yelp of a whip, the hexapod was caught, and
* the chitterings of its ecstasy began. Corander shuddered.
- Kullervo seemed not to be affected.

He said softly, “Your Department had these details?”

Corander: “I don’t know. I didn’t get them from head-
quarters.”

Kullervo: “Quite so. Strange your fellow agents had so
many facts this morning that your headquarters still hasn’t

~ heard of. But you didn’t actually say the agents told you. You

‘were told.” You had other visitors this morning, didn’t you?
Reconstructionists. You reported to headquarters that there
had been shooting. The Reconstructionists stunned the

~ agents and you stunned the Reconstructionists. You were

going to wait for the agents to wake up and then work some
kind of game on the Reconstructionists. But maybe things

~ turned out differently. When I talked to your headquarters,
. the two agents hadn’t reported in... The transmitter that

didn’t work. Maybe it wasn’t yours.”

Corander: “You think the Reconstructionists corrected my
map for me?”

Kullervo: “They might have.”

Corander: “Then my corrections might be correct.”

Kullervo: “Now, why would the Reconstructionists help
you find de Ferraris? They wouldn’t if they knew you were
IDD, and you told headquarters someone had blown your
cover. You know who blew your cover to the Loyalists. Citizen
Wells did, when she went over to them last night. On the

. other hand, suppose you've followed her over to them...”

Corander played a waiting game: “Or suppose they

. thought I did. I told Room Thirty-two I was going to make

them think that.”
Kullervo: “Yes. You told them that and that’s what you’d

have told them if you were planning to defect.”

Corander, courteously: “Point One. Thank you for telling
me what happened to the Chief. Room Thirty-two wasn’t that
frank. I didn’t know we’d had a chistka in the IDD.”

Kullervo interrupted: “I didn’t say anything about a
purge.”

Corander: “You've been telling me in fourteen different

- ways, Deputy. Yesterday, I gathered from what the Chief
~ said, they wouldn’t have let you use the men’s room at the

IDD. Today, the Chief is gone and is being denounced as a
Loyalist, and headquarters is blurting out compromising de-

- tails on operations to the likes of you. I haven’t defected, but
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now I just might. Here and now. Point Two. You've been
proving my corrections are correct.”

Kullervo: “Not so, and you know it. Your Loyalist friends’
corrections may be correct, but these marks on the map may
be something else. You seem peculiarly anxious for me to
accept them.”

Corander: “Or they may not be ‘something else.” I enjoy
being an equivocal figure.” There was a long pause. Corander
went on: “Kullervo, I suspect you of being a very violent man.
You have the emotional eruptiveness, the defective empathy,
the attention to detail, the paranoid ideation. And yet you
do not attack-me, although you hate me. Why? First reason:
because I might have the information that would save your
life, and as you say, it might not be on this map. Second
reason: because I am armed and trained.”

Kullervo: “I am armed.”

Corander: “But not trained. In any case, Deputy, you have
two maps and an equivocal man in front of you. The equivocal
man is going to lie down here and sleep for one hour. You
may take your choice of the two maps.”

Kullervo, without humor: “I'll take yours. It’s both maps
at once.” '

Corander: “Tut-tut, watch yourself, Deputy. You had a
nasty little impulse there—to grab my map and throw your
own into the vine. Now: give me yours and take mine at the
same moment. One, two, three. Fine. Just a second while I
jot my corrections on your map...Done.”

Kullervo: “Why are you waiting here for an hour? If I get
to Simon de Ferraris first, how do you know you’ll ever get
to transact your business with him—whatever it really is?”

Corander smiled. “Either I do know something that’s not
on the map and I'm waiting till you're out of sight, or else
I'm waiting to find out what happens to you, so I'll know
which map is right. I imagine screams carry a long way out
here. Of course,” he added, “both maps may be wrong.”

The com-set in the corner of the cabin squealed and the
alarm lights flashed. The squawking IFF had queried an air
vehicle and found it not a friend.

Simon de Ferraris went to check the scopes. Cathy, whose
pains were now fifteen minutes apart and of a wrenching,
drawing intensity, watched with scared eyes. Shulamith took
her father’s place at the bedside, and Mustafa stood over the
still-unconscious Vanderwol.
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Simon: “Thirty kilometers northeast, coming in fast. I
dldn’t thmk they had military flitters or copters out here any
more.”

Shulamith: “My Department—the Department keeps a
smallish copter at New Tavistock. It’s not a gunship; it has
Public Health insignia.”

Simon: “This is coming from New Tavistock and it’s small-
ish for a copter. The decoys and vaguers on the other knolls
might confuse them for a few minutes, but the damn thing’s
on a true course. They have good field-stress optics. .. Ladies
and gentlemen, it’s time to go downstairs.” He pulled the
main switch and the com-set went dead.

He limped to the bed, heaved at its frame and sent it
skidding halfway across the cabin, stooped, and slid back a
section of the metal flooring; there was an almost vertical

¢ shaft underneath.

Shulamith: “I'm beginning to think Rohan is hollow.”

Simon: “This kopje is.”

Shulamith and Mustafa helped Cathy down the narrow
companionway into a wide chamber, cold, patchily lit, and
largely occupied by the crouching hulk of a machine. Simon
moved the bed back almost to its position over the trapdoor,

~ stood at the top of the companion ladder, then with an effort

of his great shoulders pulled the bed the rest of the way into

- place, and slid the trap cover to. The lights in the chamber

went out. The others heard Simon moving down the ladder.

. “Cathy?” came his growl. “Will you chance it?”

Cathy’s reply was steady: “I'll chance it, Simon.” Then,
timidly: “I—I'd rather not have the baby in the dark, but we
can leave the light off for a while yet.”

Shulamith’s voice: “Poppa, is this a flitter?”

Simon: “It’s a two-seat flitter.”

Shulamith: “And there’s a launch-hatch on the side of the
kopje?”

Simon: “There’s a hatch.”

Shulamith: “Poppa, take Momma out of here. You have
time to get her to a safe place.”

Simon: “It’s a two-seat flitter.”

Mustafa: “We can fend for ourselves, Simon. Sue said the
IDD copter wasn’t a gunship.”

Cathy: “Anyway, there isn’t a safe place...I'm the safest
of any of us. Because of my mother. She always said she
wanted a lot of gr—”"

There was silence.
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* * *

Corander to Room 32: “Hendrix, I'm out in the swamp
near de Ferraris’ hideout. I have a map of the paths, but I
think it’s defective. A deputy named Kullervo came with me,
but he’s gone off on his own. He had a copy of the same map,
and I warned him not to trust it, but he’s more suspicious of
me than of Cass Harding.”

Room 32: “Cass what?”

Corander: “Cass Harding, who sold us the map. He’s a
crook who operates out of the New Tav air terminal.”

Room 32: “What kind of crook?”

Corander: “In general practice. Never mind all that. You
seem more interested in my sources than in me. Hendrix, are
you planning to jettison me? Keep listening. A Public Health
copter passed over here a couple of minutes ago. They let me
alone, and I got to thinking they might be our people. nght?”

Room 32 did not reply

Corander: “Over.”

Room 32: “I don’t know.”

Corander: “Well, Hendrix, you dumb surly bastard, you’d
better find out. Ask around your room there. It’s one thing
to lose a fellow agent. It’s another to lose a whole deputy.
Somebody might miss him. Keep listening, Hendrix. It-hap-
pens the Recons picked up our two sloppy boys in New Tav,
and I'm the boy who got away and knows how to trace them.
Bear that in mind, Hendrix. Keep listening. Assuming the
copter is ours, call it and order them to pick me up, and I'll
help them with Kullervo and with de Ferraris. Give them
the following coordinates...”

Citizen Vanderwol opened his eyes and crawled painfully
across the cabin floor to look under the bed. He could not see
the trapdoor, though he knew more or less where it was. The
man Harding in New Tavistock had said de Ferraris had a
secret means for escaping if anyone approached the cabin.
From this he had got Kis own idea of being set down out in
the maremma, creeping up on de Ferraris, and using de Fer-
raris’ own transportation, whatever it was, to leave. He had
lain hour after hour hating Cass Harding for that trap; now
it turned out Harding was right.

He listened for the sound of a flitter or copter, but there
was no sign that Simon de Ferraris was making a getaway.
Probably the criminal planned to make a fight of it from
some hidden fortifications. He heard a distant copter. The
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government people—he was not sure what the girl had meant
by her strange phrase “my Department, the Department”—
were coming. He must warn them before de Ferraris’ treach-
erous fire wiped them out.

The sound of the approaching vehicle grew enormously.
Citizen Vanderwol stumbled on numb legs to the door. He
opened it. A white copter with red insignia was sweeping in
low and fast, its nose-hatch wide open. A man in civilian
dress crouched in the opening, holding a ray-carbine.

Citizen Vanderwol hobbled out and halfway down the
slope toward the oncoming copter, shouting h1s guess: “Look
out! It’s a trap! They’re waiting—"

A burst of radiation from the copter scythed through him.

The two men on the Public Health copter were IDD agents.

The man at the controls: “Actually, I didn’t catch what he
said.” He pulled the machine up and away from the kopje.

His partner thought for a moment. “Something about, I
don’t know, ‘a trap’ and ‘they’re waiting.’ The first part was,
I think it was, ‘Look out.””

The pilot: “Why did you burn him? He was trying to warn
us ”»

The man with the blast-carbine was apologetic: “I did it
before I, you know, really took it in, you know?” He shrugged.

The pilot accepted the apology: “Well, maybe he was just
trying to bluff us off. Doesn’t matter. Do we land? Or do we
hang here and shoot them up a bit?”

The other man: “Shoot what up?”

The pilot: “How should I know? We can’t land if it’s a
trap.”

The craft’s audio coughed and rasped: “Room Thirty-two
calling Cadooshus. Room Thirty-two calling Cadooshus.
Come in. Over.”

The pilot: “Cadooshus. Boyle speaking. What now?”

Room 32: “Have you attacked de Ferraris’ place yet?”

Boyle: “We just started. We blew away one of them, some
ferky-jerky who ran out into the line of fire, but it isn’t old
de Ferraris.”

“Pull off and stand by.” Room 32 sounded upset. “What
did this man look like? Did he have cream-colored hair and
a pink face, an albino?”

Boyle: “I'm standing off. No, he was ordinary—on the
runty side, Dombroff here says. Over.”

Room 32: “All right, stay away from the place a minute.
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Did you spot a man out on the swamp at coordinates ap-
proximately Lazy-four-three-two, Charley-oh-one-eight, with
the beacon setting New Tav two-one?”

Boyle: “We saw a skitso sitting on his gloot, yes. We left
him alone. It could of been around there. We figured the vines
would get him soon enough.”

Room 32: “Here are your orders. Go back and pick him up.
He’s one of ours, John Corander. And there’s another man
out in the swamp, nearer where you are. Did you see him
too?”

Boyle: “Well, Dombroff thinks there was another way off
on one of those tits they have growing out of the swamp, but
I'm not so sure. Dombroff says this one was reading some-
thing. I'm not so sure.”

Room 32: “First, go pick up the one you’re sure of; it’s
probably Corander. The second one is supposed to be Deputy
Kullervo. Big in the Party. Before you pick this Kullervo up,
go back with Corander to the de Ferraris place and let Cor-
ander get out and go inside for you. He can do a Public Health
act—tell him how. Corander has orders from—from yesterday
(all right?) to bring in de Ferraris. Alive. To us. We're letting
those orders stand. For him. We think Kullervo has some
different ideas, so pick up the good-deputy after you've got
de Ferraris secure, and then don’t let Kullervo get at him.
But if Corander doesn’t make it, you're allowed to—ah—do
what you have to to de Ferraris. Got all that? Over.”

Boyle: “Corander. De Ferraris. Kullervo. Over.”

Room 32: “Incidentally, Boyle. Watch Corander. We’re not
too sure about him. Over and out.” o

Boyle: “Out.” He grumbled to his partner, “‘Incidentally.
Boyle’! Balls. They’re nervous.” He punched in Lazy-four-
three-two, Charley-oh-one-eight.

Dombroff: “I’'m nervous. I think headquarters has gone
into polities.”

Fairly near the data point, they found the man who was
supposed to be Corander. They eased in and hovered a meter
above the greenish ridge, about four meters from where he
sat rubbing his ankle.

Corander looked up at them with a wan smile. “Twisted
it,” he said. “I thought I was done for. I could never have
made it through with this.”

Dombroff helped him aboard; Corander thanked him,
reached into his own pocket, took out a stunner, gave Boyle
and Dombroff each a heavy dose, took the controls of the
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copter, put away the stunner, took out Kullervo’s map, and
set his course for Simon de Ferraris’.

Two little sheds on a bare knoll. The place looked utterly
defenseless, except that a man’s body, neatly cut in half, lay
on the ground. Corander circled the kopje again and it looked
just as candid as before. Except for the body.

Even if there was weaponry in these huts, one light missile
could knock them out; and there was no room in them for
any vehicle. Simon de Ferraris would have to be a fool to
isolate himself like this with no means of defense or escape;
and Simon de Ferraris was no fool. -

On the third circuit Corander suddenly formed a different
gestalt: he saw the whole kopje as structure and the cabins
as superstructure. The kopje itself had been hollowed out.
The means of defense and escape were inside it. Any second,
therefore, he might be incinerated by one burst from a con-
cealed aperture.

With some difficulty he set the copter down on the slope.
The smaller shed was padlocked on the outside and presum-
ably empty of people. The larger cabin was open and empty.
In one corner, a com-set with extra scopes and flashers, dead;
in another, a large, rumpled bed; both still warm. Three
sleeping bags on the floor, still with the living human smell.

One entrance to the hollow knoll must be in this cabin,
otherwise old de Ferraris would have to gallop across an
attacker’s sights to get to his own stronghold. Corander took
out the blaster he had plucked a few hours before from little
Brandy’s crotch. In each corner of the floor—two in the main
room, one in the bathroom, one in the galley—was a heavy
bolt that anchored the cabin to footings or pilings; he obli-
terated the bolts. He dismantled the heavier contents of the
cabin—the com-set, the bed, an excellent fuel-cell unit—and
carried them outside. He started the copter, positioned it over
the cabin roof, set the controls on Hover, activated the winch
to lower the grapnels and cable-ladder, swarmed down, at-
tached the grapnels to the window frames on either side of
the cabin, clambered back, worked the winch until the grap-
pling cables were taut, locked them, and threw the controls
to Ascent. The cables tightened and sang; the craft strained,
bucked, sideslipped, and righted; the engine bellowed; and
the cabin rose with a great wrenching loose of wiring and
plumbing, and began to sway and rotate under the copter.
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Corander’s hands danced on the controls, fighting the torque
and the swing.

He succeeded in shifting the copter sideways, and saw
what he expected, a rectangular opening in the ground. He
set the cabin down on the slope and released the grapnels.
It canted crazily and slid almost to the foot of the knoll. He
landed and walked to the shaft. “Excuse me,” he called into
the booming chamber below, “can anyone direct me to the
nearest Reconstructionist conspiracy?”

Footsteps rang on concrete; a pair of white trouser legs
and a pair of pale hands glimmered in the blackness and
began to climb the ladder; a black-haired head and a dark
tunic took shape; the head tilted, and Corander looked into
the pale face of his chief.

He proffered the grip of the still-warm blast-pistol.

“Thank you. I have one,” she said. i

He shifted his hand to the butt of the weapon. “I have very
little to offer,” he said somberly, and undid his breeches.
“Except myself.”

He fumbled in between his legs. “Where is it?” he mut-
tered. “Ah!” He drew forth the N-Transmitter which had been
strapped to his thigh, threw it on the ground, and vaporized
it with the blaster. The snarl of the weapon elicited a girl’s
wail from the dark cavern below.

Citizen Wells looked speechlessly at the glassy crater
where the transmitter had been.

Corander refastened his breeches. “These little symbols
help one get through the day... You entertain friends down
there? Or is this de Ferraris a countertenor?”

In this blend of moods began days and nights of feverish
activity.

First, the IDD had to be dealt with, quickly, before Room
32 dispatched gunships from New Nome to find out what had
become of their copter, their three agents, and the redoubt-
able deputy. Old Simon took the flitter out and selected a
knoll eight kilometers to the northeast. Corander ferried the
cabin, the storage shed, the two sleeping agents, and the two
halves of Citizen Vanderwol to it, and arranged them in as
convincing a replica of de Ferraris’ place as he could. He left
the white-and-red copter with Boyle and Dombroff in it, and
went back with Simon in the flitter through the failing after-
noomn.
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E Corander: “Not entlrely convincing, sir, I'm afraid. They’ll
. see through it as soon as they examine the cabin.”
o Simon: “It will be dark when they wake up, and I just need
a few hours.”
Corander: “Mrs. de Ferraris?”
“She’s a brave little thing, isn’t she? We're taking New
* Tav tonight, you see, and then in the morning, if she’s still
in labor, we can take her there. Otherwise...she’s very brave.
Yes,” said the old man in reply to Corander’s startled look.
“It will spread, or else it will vanish again. We shall see
- whether Simon de Ferraris or Carl ap Rhys is the better
~ political economist. I've got two men copting out about now
from New Tavistock. My daughter will go back with them.
We have a good cadre in New Tavistock, I think. And my
daughter was the best organizer we had during the Revo-
lution.” He withdrew into memory. The dimming maremma
slipped under them. Then: “Also, she knows the enemy.”
“Sir, may I go with her?”
Simon: “For her to say. Does she trust you?”
Corander: “She trusted me with your life.”
Simon: “That’s more than she trusts me. What are you
good at?”
Corander smiled sadly. “She’ll tell you my record.”

Just before nightfall, a man named McIntyre copted in
alone from New Tavistock and apologized for being late: he
had been told to bring Billioray but could not find him.

Corander: “Billioray? Pale, scarred man?” All faces turned
toward him. “Billioray won'’t be fit for service, I'm afraid. Not

. for a while.”

Simon: “Explain.”

Corander explained, using sound editorial judgment.

As they walked down toward Mclntyre’s copter, a faint
cry came across the swamp.

Corander: “Deputy Kullervo.”

Simon, Shulamith, Mustafa, Corander, and MclIntyre

~ _looked at one another in the last light of the sky. From inside
the kopje, where Cathy de Ferraris was lymg on a sleeping
bag, came a low moan.

Simon: “One must make choices.”

Mclntyre followed Shulamith and Corander into the cop-

~ ter, and they flew to New Tavistock.

/
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Chaprer ] 2

THE copter taxied to the base of the control tower like
a dog sniffing a lamppost, and Citizen Wells, followed by the
two men, jumped out and started the civil war. She rushed
the tower and stunned the solitary controller there. She left
MclIntyre in charge and ran with Corander through the obliv-
ious crowds to Cass Harding’s stand. Harding himself was
not in the place; his counterman took alarm, tried to shoot
it out with Corander, and was killed. The plantains burned
on the stove. A miscellaneous, sotfo voce panic spread through
the terminal. Most people thought the matter an IDD atroc-
ity, and this helped to throw the local officials off guard.
From a public vidiphone booth, Citizen Wells put the word
out to the Reconstructionist cells on her father’s list and,
before the authorittes realized what was afoot, was perched
on Harding’s counter amid the condiments, scribbling on a
tourist map bought and duly paid for at the nearby souvenir
stand, and sending out the first of her assault squads.
Corander led one of them, cleared the terminal, and posted
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a headquarters guard of the slower-footed Reconstructionist
actives.

Allnight asanguinary émeute flickered and eddied through
" the streets of New Tavistock. The first Reconstructionist
thrusts were at communications and essential services. A

- small detachment, murderously efficient, stormed the dishes
- on Titchener Hill, cutting off all ordinary transmission be-

tween the city and the rest of Rohan. After that, the principal

* links between Government elements in New Tavistock and
~ the Government in New Nome were the N-Transmitters of

IDD men. :
IDD New Tavistock, fractured by the purging of its chief

| the night before, was now shattered by her appearance as a
~ leader of guerrillas. Some agents took this as treason con-
- firmed, put themselves at the head of counterinsurgent

bands, and battled the Reconstructionists’ shock troops in the
streets and buildings. Others took it as “more politics” and
replied with thin excuses to the furious commands of Room
32. And a few—the Little Bitch had her following—joined
the rebellion.

The other Government personnel in New Tavistock were
a scattered, corrupt, and extensively disaffected lot, because

* the Freedom Party Left clique in New Nome had been using
~ Laing’s Land posts to get unenthusiastic bureaucrats out of

its way. Still, the Government, because it was the govern-

" ment, had considerable support among its technicians and

in the regulatory agencies, and the Freedom Party did have

~ a fraction of fervent supporters in the populace, so that after

a few hours, the Government’s effectives equaled the Rebels’

- in numbers. But they were essentially leaderless—New Tav-

istock had a mayor, an engaging, torpid old confidence man,
only he happened to be in New Nome, and his understrappers

- waited to see which way the battle went—whereas the rebels
had S. Wells.

The mayor returned, peremptorily and foolishly sent back
on conventional transportation, and brought with him a Colo-
nel Engstrand, said to be the expert on guerrilla warfare at
the Ministry of Armies and Marine. But Mclntyre, in his
tower, was directing all incoming flights to the maintenance
tarmac, where the passengers and crews—all except attested
Recons—found themselves herded into empty hangars and
locked up for the night; and Mayor Hurlbut and Colonel
Engstrand were unceremoniously locked up with the rest.

“Over there’s a copter going out,” said the mayor to the
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colonel as they were being bundled along. “Why can’t they
just let us go back?”

“Empty, you’ll notice,” snapped the colonel. “Ferrying
their people in. I’ Bitch knows what she’s doing.”

The outbound copter was one that Desmond Feigenbrod
had stolen, a large and very fast one; he was shuttling in
reinforcements—tough, weapon-wise men from old Loyalist
families in the rangelands just east of the River Bohr.

Many of the buildings in New Tavistock had their own
fuel-cell units. The city went dark patch by patch, with lit
houses here and there defying the battle. Rorschach Street
was extinguished. The entertainers, stripped of amplifica-
tion, quavered tentatively in the blackness for a few minutes
and stumbled away. The revelers drifted, too sick and fright-
ened to take sides in the swirling hostilities.

Untended children slipped through the streets and found
one another; swarms of them skittered like bog-flitters
through the fire-fields, appalling the combatants.

Corander, meanwhile, asked permission to lead an assault
squad in the field. Citizen Wells looked at him narrowly,
assigned him Power Station Six, an MHD installation in the
west-central district, and gave him five men, a groundcar,
and one hour. He took Power Station Six by scurrying alone
up to the front door, ringing the bell, and glancing appre-
hensively over his shoulder, while his squad waited out of
sight, and then he waggled a blaster at the technicians inside
while his squad filed in. Leaving the five men to hold the
station, he swung through the deserted streets in the ground-
car.
~ Almost everywhere resistance was stiffening. Power Sta-

tion One, east-central district, manned by technicians under
an IDD agent’s command, was holding out against a consid-
erable Reconstructionist force. Nearby, a crouching Rebel
with a sniper’s scope clamped on his laser told Corander,
“This is important, see? It feeds the school. They've got a
bunch in the school science lab setting up some kind of a
communication dish or something. We can’t seem to get into
the school either. Qur men don’t want to shoot up their kids’
things.” Among the besiegers, Corander found a technician
from another district. Together they pried open a manhole
lid between Power Station One and the school, climbed down,
and sliced the power main with their blasters. Corander con-
tinued his unofficial tour of inspection. Several times he had
to swerve to avoid the incomplete corpses of men who, con-
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Eﬁ vinced of this or convinced of that, had been cut down in the

?

dark streets—the tallies used in this terrible game of thrust-
and-parry.

He reported to Citizen Wells. She looked drawn. The keen-
ness had given way to sharpness. In New Nome, she told
him, the Government was rallying from the surprise, assem-
bling gunship crews—although with difficulty, because
squadron administration and discipline were bad—but sev-
eral craft would be air-ready in an hour or two. And the
nearest regular military force, a mixed-weapons brigade at
the River Bohr, had been ordered to advance on New Tav-
istock. “I’ve got word to Desmond Feigenbrod to drop the
ferrying operation and go on to New Nome,” she said. “He’ll
do what he can to fritz the gunships, but we can’t count on

~ much. There’s some hope over at the river—with any luck,

an incipient mutiny. So...I'm off to see old Pegrim.”

Corander looked his astonishment.

Citizen Wells: “Brigadier William Hammett Pegrim. He’s
in command at the river. Also, he was once my history
teacher. Corander, you’re in charge here. Move some of the
innocent bystanders from the hangars out there and lock
them in rooms throughout the terminal. Especially the not-
so-innocent ones. And be a little sloppy about it. Let one or
two of them escape and tell the Government. That way, when
the gunships come, they won’t be so likely to rocket the ter-
minal...Back in a while. If not—" She stood on tiptoe, pecked
him on the nose as he had kissed Madeline the night before,
and went out to the copter at the tower base.

Corander lacked the girl’s bright inspiriting ferocity but
had a certain dash of his own. As the hours of his command
passed and his squad captains reported in, he felt his forces
gaining slowly on the resistance, but there was no doubt that
the Government’s supporters were steady, sustained by their
knowledge of the gunships and the brigade from the river.

Then McIntyre came hurtling down the tower stairs and
shouted the warning across the tarmac: a large craft ap-
proaching, IFF-blinded, probably a gunship. Corander or-
dered the best shots in his HQ guard up to sheltered positions
on the roof. To the detachment leaders he said over and over,
“Hold your fire till they open fire. We don’t really know who
they are.” .

Several minutes later, Desmond Feigenbrod’s voice crack-
led in the tower’s audio receivers: “Is that St. McIntyre Styl-
ites? Mac, old fellow, the Government mistook me somehow
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for one of its pilots, a Captain Pascal Corvi, and I have this
gunship on my hands. Also, as villainous a crew of mutineers
and running dogs of finance capital as you ever saw. Fetch
up the Commanding Patootie, will you, so we can scheme?”

McIntyre: “The Beauteeous Gluteus has gone to stir up
mischief somewhere. Man named Corander’s acting. Better
just come in regular.” ‘

Feigenbrod: “All right, but don’t let the awkward-squad
get exeited and pop off at us.”

Corander thought it best not to let Feigenbrod take his
ship around the skirmish points demonstrating support for
the Recons: the arrival of nonmutinous Government gunships
later could cause disastrous confusion.

Feigenbrod: “The arrival of those gunships is subject to
delay due to unforeseen circumstances, like sabotage. But
perhaps you’re right.”

The appearance of regularly armed and uniformed troops
wearing the pale blue Reconstructionist armbands sent a
shock through the pro-Government forces, but they rallied
and held out. There was still the brigade at the river to be
heard from.

Morning approached, and the brigade and Citizen Wells
were still to be heard from. Fear began to overtake Corander,
as much for the young woman as for the insurrection; he kept
remembering their few minutes of comradeship.

But toward dawn, McIntyre picked up a lone, small vehicle
on his scopes, and then the girl’s voice came in: “Wells to
Mclntyre. Are you still there?”

She brought with her a young officer named Pearson, Brig-
adier Pegrim’s S-2, and announced that the brigade’s tactical
aircraft and four heavy ground-to-air countermeasure units
would arrive within minutes to join the rebellion. The entire
brigade would be in New Tavistock before daylight. “Rea-
sonable people,” she said exuberantly, tapping Pearson’s
sleeve with her fist. Corander felt a twinge.

A few demonstrations by Pegrim’s tactical aircraft broke
the Government resistance in the city. A flotilla of Govern-
ment gunships, transmitting menaces, approached. Briga-
dier Pegrim himself went up into the tower to reply to their
ultimata, and they veered off and disappeared from the scopes.
Daylight found New Tavistock securely in Rebel hands.

Later in the morning, McIntyre flew out to the kopje and
brought back Mustafa Issachar, Cathy de Ferraris, and a tiny
baby boy; Simon de Ferraris led them in the flitter.

(122)



Over the next two days, eight other military units of var-
ious types and sizes—the largest a regiment—declared for
the Rebels and made for Laing’s Land or for the rangelands
east of the River Bohr. Eleven copters under the command
of Desmond Feigenbrod dropped hastily organized Recon-
structionist partisan bands on the flanks and in the rear of
two large bodies of pro-Government troops that moved un-
certainly toward the river to confront the revolt. The parti-
sans nibbled at the moving columns from the Cordillera al-
most to the River Bohr. Neither column reached the river.
Brigadier Pegrim hurled his full strength against the more
northerly column in a night attack and sent it reeling to the
northeast. Then, giving his men no rest, he swung southeast,

. wheeled against the rear of the other column, and began to

~ roll it up. During its scrambling retreat, two battalions de-
- fected to the rebellion.

While the war in the rangelands was turning into an affair

- of pursuits and surprises, Simon de Ferraris threw his pro-
~ digious skill and concentration into the task of organizing

insurgent armies. His great, rolling figure was everywhere;
his growl awakened junior officers in the middle of the night
with promotions to independent command; his pockets fat-

' tened with papers detailing supplies—stolen, diverted, bought,

cajoled—and the logistics of the insurrection grew under his
sure direction.

Shulamith and Mustafa quietly vanished from New Tav-
istock. Only old Simon and Cathy and John Corander knew

~ that they had gone to New Nome to reorganize the under-

ground there. For a time, Corander served as Simon’s aide;
then he nagged the old man into brevetting him to Brigadier

- Pegrim’s command as a major, and joined the caprioling in

the open lands.
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Chaprer ] 3’

CORPORAL McBride, the battery clerk of B Battery,
18th TRW Battalion, had a piss-cutter of a headache and his
fingers kept shaking. Last night’s yam-rum had been laced;
he had suspected as much at the time, and this morning, late
getting out the morning report, he knew it for sure. Moreover,
the magnetyper was choosing to act up, and the computrans-
mitter-console kept flashing its green, asking for the report.
Any minute Sergeant Hansen, a son of a bitch at the best of
times, would get off his own ass and climb on his, McBride’s,
about that.

McBride damn near got through one magnetic card before
making a mistake, lost his place correcting it, tore it out,of
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