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Rammer
|

Once there was a dead man.

He had been waiting for two hundred yeats inside a coffin
whose outer shell held liquid nitrogen. There were frozen
'chumps of cancer all through his frozen body. He had had it

ad.

He was waiting for medical science to find him a cure.

He waited in vain. Most varieties of cancer could be cured
now, but no cure existed for the billions of cell walls rup-
tured by expanding crystals of ice. He had known the risk
when he took it and had gambled anyway. Wiy not? He'd
been diying.

The vaults held millions of frozen bodies. Why not? They’d

been dying.

Later there was a ctiminal. His name is forgotten and his
crime is a secret, but it must have been a terrible one. The
State wiped his personality for it.

Afterward he was a dead man: still warm, still breathing,
even reasonably healthy—but empty.

The State had use for an empty man.

Corbett woke on a hard table, aching as if he had slept too
long in one position. He started incuriously at a white ceiling.
1
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Memories floated back to him of a doublie-walled coffin and
sleep and pain.

The pain was gone,

He sat up at once.

And flapped his arms wildly for balance. Everything felt
wrong. His arms would not swing right. His body was too
light. Hiis head bobbed strangely on a thin neck. He reached
frantically for the nearest support, which tutned ott to be a
blond young man in a white jumpsuit. Corbett missed—nhis
arms were shorter than he had expected. He toppled to his
side, shook his head and sat up more carefully.

His arms. Scrawny, knobby—and not his.

The man in the jumpsuit asked, “Are you all rigit?*

“Yah,"” said Corbett. His throat was rusty, but that was all
right. His new body didn't fit, but it didn’t seem to have
cancer, either. “Whait's the date? How long has it been””

A quick recovery. The checker gave him a plus. “Twenty-
one ninety, your dating. You won't have to worry about our
dating.”

That sounded ominous. Cautiously Corbett postponed the
obvious question: What’s happened to me? and asked instead,
“Why not?”

“You won't be joining our society.”

“No? What, then?”

“Several professions are open to you—a limited choice, If
you don't qualify for any of them we'll try someone else.”

Corbett sat on the edge of the hard operating table. His
body seemed younger, more limber, definitely thinmer. He was
acutely aware that his abdomen did not hurt no matter how
he moved.

He asked, “And what happens to me?”

“I've never learned how to answer that question. Call it a
matter of metaphysics,” said the checker. “Let me detail
what’s happened to you so far and then you can decide for
yourself.”

There was an empty man. Still breathing and as healthy as
most of society in the year twenty-one ninety. But empty. The
electrical patterns in the brain, the worn paths of nervous re-
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flexes; the memories, the personality of the man had all been
wiped away.

And there was this frozen thing.

“Your newstapers called you people corpsicles,” said the
blond man. “I never understood what the tapes feant by
that.”

“It comes from popsicle. Frozen shetbet.” Corbett had used
the word himself befote he had become one of them. One of
the corpsicles, frozen dead.

Frozen within a corpsicle’s frozen brain were electrical pat-
terns that could be recorded. The process would warm the
brain and destroy most of the pattetns, but that hardly mat-
tered, because other things must be done toe.

Personality was not all in the brain. Memoty RNIA was ¢on-
centrated In the braln, but it fan all thiough the nefves and
the blood. In Corbetts case the clumps of caneer had te be
cut away—then the RNA eould be extracted from what was
left. The operation would have left nothing like a human
being. Mote like bleedy mush, Corbett gathered.

“Wheat’s been done to you is not the kind of thing we can
do twice,” said the checker. “You get one chance and this is it.
If you don’t work out we'll terinate and tty someone else.
The vaults are full of corpsicles.”

“You mean you'd wipe my personality,” Corbett said un-
steadily. “But I haven't committed a ctime. Don’t I have any
rights?™

The checker looked stunned. Then he laughed. “I thought
I'd explained. The man you think you are is dead. Corbett’s
will was piobated long ago. His widow—"

“Damn it, I left money to myself! A trust fund!”

“No good.” Though the man still smiled, his face was im-
personal, remote, unteachable. A vet smiles reassuringly at a
cat due to be fixed. “A dead man can’t own property—that
was settled in the courts long ago. It wasn’t fair to the helirs.
It took the money ot of circuilstion.”

Corbett jerked an unexpectedly bony thumb at his bony
chest. “But I'm alive now.™

“Not in law. You can earn your new life; the State will give
you & new birth certificate and citizenship if you give the
State good reasom.”
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Corbett sat for a moment, absorbing that. Then he got off
the table. “Let’s get started then. Wihat do you need to know
about me?"

“Your name.”

“Jerome Corbett.”

“Call me Pierce.” The checker did not offer to shake hands.
Neither did Corbett, perhaps because he sensed the man
would not respond, perhaps because they were both noticea-
bly overdue for a bath. “I'm yout checket. Do you like peo-
ple? I'm just asking. Welll test you in detail later.”

“I get along with the people around me but I like my
privacy.”

The checker frowned. “That narrows it more tham you
might think. This isolationism you called privacy was, well, a
passing fad. We don’t have the room for it—or the inclination
either. We can’t sent you to a colony world ... .”

“I might make a good colomist.™

“You'd make terrible breeding stock. Remember, the genes
aren’t yours. No. You get one choice, Corbett. Rammer.”

“Rammex?”

“ Fraid sn.””

“That’s the first strange word you've used since I woke up.
In fact—hasn’t the language changed at all? You don't even
have an acoemt.”

“Part of the job. I learned your speech through RNA train-
ing. You'll learn your trade the same way if you get that far,
You™ be amazed how fast you can learn with RNA shots to
help you along. But you’d better be right about liking your
privacy, Corbett. Can you take orders?”

“I was in the army.”

“What does that mean?"

llYes.I'

“Good. Do you like strange places and faraway people—or
vice versa?”

“Both.” Corbett smiled hopefully. “I've raised buildimgs all
over the world. Can the world use another architect?”

“Nio. Do you feel that the State owes you something?”

There could be but one answer to that. *No.”

“But you had yourself frozen. You must have felt that the
future owed you samething.”
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“Not at all. It was a good risk. I was dying.”

“Ah.” The checker looked him over thoughtfully. “If you
had something to believe in, pethaps dying wouldn’t mean so
much.”

Corbett said nothing.

They gave him a short word-association test in Emglish. The
test made Corbett suspect that a good many corpsicles must
date from near his own death. They took a blood sample,
then exercised Corbett to exhaustion on a treadmill and teok
anothet bloed sample. They tested his pain threshhold by di-
tect ferve stiffulation—exeruciatinglly unplleasant—and teek
anether bleed sample. They gave him a Chinese puzzle and
told Rim to take it apat.

Pierce then informed him that the testing was over.

“After all, we already know the state of your health.”

“Then why the blood samples?”

The checker looked at him for a moment. “You tell me.”

Something about that look gave Corbett the creepy feeling
that he was on teial for his life. The feeling might have been
caused only by the checket’s rather nartow features, his icy
blue gaze and abstraeted smile. Still . . . Pierce had stayed with
hifn all thiough the testing, watehing him as If Corbett’s be-
havier were a reflesion on Pieree’s judgment. Corbett
thought earefully before he speke.

“You have to know how far I'll go before I quit. You can
analyze the blood samples for adrenalin and fatigue poisons
to find out just how much I was hunrtimg, just how tired I re-
ally was.™

“That’s right,”™said the checker.

Corbett had survived again.

He would have given up much earlier on the pain test. But
at some point Pierce had mentioned that Corbett was the
fourth corpsicle personality to be tested in that empty body.

He remembered going to sleep that last time, two hundred
years ago.

His family and friends had been all around him, acting like
mourners. He had chosen the coffiim, paid for vault space, and
made out his Last Will and Testament, but he had not
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thought of it as deaittn. He Hedl hean giivan asiutt. The ettamsl
pain had drifted away in a soft haze. He had gone to sleep.

He had drifted off wondering about the future, wondering
what he would wake to. A vault into the unknown. World
government? Intemplanetary spacecraft? Clean fusion power?
Strange clothing, body paints, nudism?

Or crowding, poverty, all the fuels used up, power provided
by cheap labor? He had thought of those, but it was all rijgit.
They would not be able to afford to wake him if they were
that poot. The world he dreamed of in those last moments
was a rich world, able to support such luxuties as Jerome Cot-
bett.

It looked as if he weren’t going to see too damn much of it.

A guard led Corbett away after the testing. He walked with
a meaty hand wrapped around Corbett’s thin upper arm. Leg
irons would have been no more effective had Corbett thought
of escaping. The guard took him up a narrow plastic staircase
to the roof.

The noon sun blazed in a blue sky that shaded to yellow,
then brown at the horizon. Green plants grew in close-packed
rows on parts of the roof. Ellsewhere many sheets of something
glassy were exposed to the sunlight.

Corbett caught one glimpse of the world from a bridge be-
tween two roofs. It was a cityscape of close-packed buildings,
all of the same cold cubistic design.

And Corbett was impossiblly high on a narrow strip of con-
crete with no guardrails at all. He froze. He stopped breath-
ing.

The guard did not speak. He tugged at Corbett’s arm, not
hard, and watched to see what he would do. Corbett pulled
himself together and went on.

The room was all bunks: two walls of bunks with a gap be-
tween. The light was cool and artificial, but outside it was
neatly noon. Could they be expecting him to sleep?

The room was big, a thousand bunks big. Most of the
bunks were full. A few occupants watched incuriously as the
guard showed Corbett which bunk was his. It was the bottom-
most in a stack of six. Corbett had to drop to his knees and
roll to get into it. The bedclothes were strange; silky and very
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smooth, even slippery—the only touch of luxuty in that plaee.
But there was no top sheet, nothing to cover him. He lay of
his side, looking otit at the dormitory from neat floot level,

Three things were shocking about that place.

One was the smell. Apparently perfumes and deodorants
had been another passing fad. Pierce had been overdue for a
bath. So was Corbett’s new self. Here the smell was siich.

The second was the double bunks, four of them In a verti-
cal stack, wider than the singles and with thicker mattiesses.
The doubles were for loving, not sleeping. What shocked Cok-
bett was that they were right out in the open, not hidden by
so much as a gauze curtain.

The same was true of the toilets.

How can they live like this?

Corbett rubbed his nose and jumped—and cuesed at him-
self for jumping. It was the third time he had done that. His
own nose had been big and fleshy and somewhat shapeless.
But the nose he now rubbed autoratically when teying to
think was small and narrow with a straight, sharp edge. He
might very well get used to the smell and everything else be-
fore he got used to his own nose.

Some time after dusk a man came for him. A broad,
brawny type wearing a gray jumper and a broad expression-
less face, the guard was not one to waste words. He found
Corbett’s bunk, pulled Corbett out by one arm and led him
stumbling away. Corbett was facing Pierce before he was fully
awake.

In annoyance he asked, “Dwoesn’t anyone else speak En-
glish?”

“No,"” said the checker.

Pierce and the guard guided Corbett fo a comfortable arm-
chair facing a wide curved screen. They put padded ear-
phomes on him. They set a plastic bottle of clear fluid on a
shelf over his head. Corbett noticed a clear plastic tube tipped
with a hypodermic needle.

“Breakfast?””

Pierce missed the sarcasm. “Youll have one meal each
day—after learning period and exercise.” He inserted the hy-
podermic into a vein in Corbett’s arm. He covered the wound
with a blob of what might have been silly putty.
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Corbett watched it all without emotion. If he had ever been
afraid of needles the months of pain and cancer had worked
it out of him. A needle was surcease, freedom from pain for &
time.

“Learn now," said Pierce. “This knob controls speed. The
volume is set for your hearing. You may replay apy seetion
imce. Don't worry about your arm—you can't puil the tube
oose.”

“There’s something T wanted to ask you, enly T couldn't
remember the word, Whet's a rammer?*

“Starship pilot.”

Corbett studied the checker's face. “You're kidding.”

“No. Learn now." The checker turned en Corbett’s sereen
and went away.

I

A rammer was the pilot of a starship.

The starships were Bussard ramjets. They caught interstel-
lar hydrogen in immatenal nets of electromagnetic force,
guided and compressed and bumed the hydrogen for thrust.
Potemtizlly there was no limit at all on their speed. They
were enormously powerful, enormously complex, enormously
expensive.

Corbett found it incredible that the State would trust so
much value, such devastating power and mass to one man. To
a man two centuries deadl Why, Corbett was an architect, not
an astronaut. It was news to him that the concept of the Bus-
sard ramjet predated his own death. He had watched the
Apelle XI and XIIT fHights en television and that had been
the extent of his interest in spacefiiight until new.

Now his life depended on his “rammer” career. He never
doubted it. That was what kept Corbett in front of the screen
with the earphenes en his head fer foeufteen houis that first
day. He was afraid he might be tested.

He didn't understand all he was supposed to leam. But he
was not tested either.

The second day he began to get interested. By the third day
he was fascinated. Thimgs he had never understood—relativity
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and magnetic theory and abstract mathematics—he now
grasped intuiitiively. It was marvelous!

And he ceased to wonder why the State had chosen Jerome
Corbett. It was always done this way. It made sense, all kinds
of sense,

The payload of a starship was small and its operating life-
time was more than a man's lifetime. A reasonably safe life-
support system for one man occupied an unreasonably high
proportion of the payload. The rest must go for biological
package probes.

As for sending a citizen, a loyal member of the State—what
for? The times would change enormously before a starship
could return. The State itself might change beyond recogni-
tion. A returning rammer must adjust to a whole new cul-
ture—with no way of telling in advance what it might be like.

Wiy not pick a man who had already chosen to adjust to a
new culture? A man whose own culture was two centuries
dead before the trip started?

And a man who already owed the State his life?

The RNA was most effective. Corbett stopped wondering
about Pierce’s dispassionately possessive attitude. He began to
think of himself as property being programmed for a purpose.

And he learned. He skimmed microtaped texts as if they
were already familiar. The process was heady. He became
convinced that he could rebuild a ramship with his bare
hands, given the parts. He had loved figures all his life, but
abstract mathematics had been beyond him until now. Field
theory, monopole field equations, circuitry design. When to
suspect the presence of a gravitational point source—how to
locate it, use it, avoid it.

The teaching chair was his life. The rest of his time—exer-
cise, dinner, sleep—seemed vague, uninteresting.

He exercised with about twenty othets {n a roofn toe small
for the putpose. Like Corbett, the otheis were lean and
stringy, in sharp contrast to the brawny wedge-shaped men
who were their guards. They followed the lead of a guard,
running in place because there was no roorm for real runfing,
forming peecise rows for scissors jumps, pushups, situps.

After fourteen hours in a teaching chair Corbett usually en-
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joyed the jumping about. He followed orders. And he won-
dered about the stick in a holster at the guard’s waist. It
looked like a cop's baton. It might have been just that—ex-
cept for the hole in one end. Corbett never tried to find out.

Sometimes he saw Pierce during the exercise periods. Pierce
and the men who tended the teaching chairs were of a third
type: well fed, in adequate condition, but just on the verge
of being overweight. Corbett thought of them as Olde Ameri-
can types.

From Pierce he learned something of the other professions
open to a revived corpsicle/reprogramed criminal. Stoop la-
bor; intemsive hand cultivation of crops. Body servants. Han-
dicrafts. And easily taught repetitive work. And the hours!
The corpsicles were expected to work fourteen hours a day.
And the crowding!

He was leading that life now. Fourteen hours to study, an
hour of heavy exercise, an hour to eat and eight hours to
sleep in a dorm that was two solid walls of people.

“Time to work, time to eat, time to sleep! Elbow to elbow
every minute! The poor bastards,” he said to Pierce. “What
kind of a life is that?”

“Tt lets them repay their debt to the State as quickly as pos-
sible. Be reasonable, Corbett. Wihat would a corpsicle do with
his off hours? He has no social life—he has to learn one by ob-
serving citizens. Many forms of cotpsicle labot involve prox-
imity to citizens.”

“So they can look up at their betters while they work?
That’s no way to learn. It would take ... I get the feeling
we're talking about decades of this kind of thing.”

“Thirty years’ labor generally earns a man his citizenship.
That gets him a right to wotk—which then gets him a guaran-
teed base income he can use to buy education tapes and shots.
And the medical benefits are impressive. We live longet than
you used to, Corbett.”

“Meamwhile it’s slave labor. Anyway, none of this applies to
me—

“No, of course not. Corbett, you're wtong to call it slave la-
bot. A slave can’t quit. You can change jobs any time you
like. Thete’s a clear freedom of choice.”

Corbett shivered. “Any slave can commit suicide.”
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“Suicide, my ass,” the checker said distinctly. If he had any-
thing that could be called an accent it lay in the precision of
his pronunciation. “Jerome Corbett is dead. I could have
given you his intact skeleton for a souvemir.”

“I don’t doubt it.” Corbett saw himself tendetly polishing
his own white bones. But where could he have kept such a
thimg?

“Wedll, then. You're a brain-wiped criminal, justly brain-
wiped, I might add. Your crime has cost you your citizenship,
but you still have the right to change professions. You need
only ask for another personality. What slave can change jobs
at will?”

“It would feel like dyiimg™

“Nomsense. You go to sleep, that’s all. Wien you wake up
you've got a differemt set of memories.”

The subject was an unpleasant one. Corbett avoided it
from then on. But he could not avoid talking to the checker.
Pierce was the only man in the world he could talk to. On the
days Pierce failed to show up he felt angry, frustrated.

Once he asked about gravitational point sources. “My time
didn’t know about those.

“Yes, it did. Neutron stars. You had a number of pulsars lo-
cated by nineteen seventy, and the math to describe how a
pulsar decays. The thimg to watch for is a decayed pulsar di-
rectly in your path.”

lth."

Pierce regarded him in some amusement. “You really don't
know much about your own time, do you?"

“Astrophysics wasn't my field. And we didn't have your
learning techniques.” Which reminded him of something.
“Pierce, you said you learned Emglish with RNIA injections.
Where did the RNA come from?”

Pierce grinned and left.

Corbett did not want to die. He was uttenily, disgustingly
healthy and twenty years younger than he had been at death.
He found his rammer education contimuedlly fascinating. If
only they would stop treating him like property ... .

Corbett had been in the army, but that had been twenty
years before his death. He had learned to take orders, but



12 7 A Howx In SPAcE

never to like it. What had galled him then had been the basic
assumption of his Inferiority. But ne army officer in Corbett’s
experience had believed 1n Corbett’s inferiority as completely
as did Pierce and Pierce’s guards.

The checker never repeated a command, never seemed even
to consider that Corbett would refuse. If Corbett refused,
once, he knew what would happen. And Pietce knew that he
knew. No army eould have sufvived 1a sueh a state. The atti-
tude bettet fitted a death camp.

Tieyy st think I'im a zoadikie....

Corbett carefully did not pursue the thought. He was a
corpse brought back to life—but not all the way.

The life was not pleasant. His last-class citizenship was gall-
ing. Thetre was nobody to talk to—nobody but Pierce, whom
he was learniing to hate. He was hungty most of the time. The
single daily meal barely filled his belly and It would not stay
full. Nle wernider he had wakeried so lean,

More and more he lived in the teaching chair. Vicariously
he became a rammer then and the impotence of his life was
changed to omnipotence. Starman! Riding the fire that feeds
the suns, scooping fuel from Intesstellar space itself, spreading
electromagnetic fields like wings hundieds of railes out ...

Two weeks after the State had wakened him from the dead,
Corbett was given his course.

He relaxed in a chait that was not quite a contout couch.
RNA solution dripped into him. The needle no longet both-
ered him—he never noticed it. The teaching screen held a
map of his coutse, In green lines in thiee-space. Corbett had
stopped worndering how the thiee-dimensional effiest. was
achieved.

The scale was shrinking as he watched.

Two tiny blobs, and a glowing ball surrounded by a faintly
glowing corona. This part of his coutse he already knew. A
linear accelerator would launch him from the moon, boost
him to Bussard ramjet speeds and hudl him at the suf. Solaf
gravity would lnecrease his speed while his electromagnetic
fields eaught and burned the selar wind itself. Then eut, still
aeeelerating, to the stars ...,

In the teaching screen the scale shrank horrendously. The
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distances between stars were awesome, terrifying. Van
Maanan’s Star was twelve light-years away.

He would begin deceleration a bit past the midpoint. The
matching would be tricky. He must slow enough to release the
biological package ptobe—btit not enough to drop him below
tam speeds. In addition he must tise the mass of the star for a
cotirse change. Thete was no room for error here.

Then on to the next target, which was even farther away.
Corbett watched . . . and he absotbed . . . and a part of him
seemed to have known everything all along even while an-
other part was gasplng at the distances. Ten stats, all yellow
dwarves of the Sel type, an average of fifieen light-years
apart—theugh he weuld eress ene gap of fifty-twe light-years.

e welild alfmest toueh lightspeed en that ene. Oddly eﬁaugn
the Bussard ramjet effest weuld m%me at sueh speeds. He
eeuld take advantage of the greater hydregen fux to pull the
fields elaser to the ship, te intensify them.

Ten stars in a closed path, a badly bent and batteted ring
leading him back to the solar system and Earth. He would
benefit from the time he spent near the speed of light. Three
hundred years would pass on Earth, but Cerbett would only
live through twe hundied yeats of ship’s time—which implied
some kind of suspended anifmation technlque.

It didn’t hit him the first time through, or the second; but
tepetition had been built into the teaching program. It didn’t
hit him tntil he was on his way to the exercise room.

Three hundired years?

Three hundired years!

I

It wasn’t night, not really. Outside it must be midafternoon.
Indoors, the dorm was always coolly lit, barely brightly
enough to read if there had been any books. There wete fno
windows.

Corbett should have been asleep. He suffered every minute
he spent gazing out into the dorm. Most of the others were
asleep, but a couple made noisy love on one of the loving
bunks. A few men lay on their backs with theit eyes open and
two wommen talked in low voices, Corbett didn’t know the lan-
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guage. He had been unable to find anyone who speke English.

He suspected that there were two shifts, that semeetie slept
in his bunk, mernings—but he cotild piove nothing. The slip-
pery sheets must be fantastically easy to elean. Just hese
them down.

Corbett was desperatelly homesick.

The first few days had been the worst.

He had stopped noticing the smell. If something reminded
him he could sniff the traces of billions of human beings. Oth=
erwise the odort was part of the enviemment,

But the loving bunks botheted him. YWien they were in use
he watched. Wien he forced himself not to wateh he listened.
He couldn’t help hirmself. But he had tumned dewn twe sign-
language tnvitations from a small brufiette with straggly hair
and a pretty, elfin face. Make love in publie? He couldit,

He could avoid using the loving bunks, but not the exposed
toilets. That was embamassing. The first time he was able to
force himself only by stadng rigidly at his feet. Wien he
pulled on his jumpet and looked up a number of sleepers were
watehing him in obvieus amusement. The reason might have
been his self-consciotisness of the way he afeﬂa_ed his jummper
areund his ankles, of he ray have been eut of line. A peeking
otder detetfined whe might use the teilets before whem. He
stitl hadn't figired otit the details.

Corbett wanted to go home.

The idea was unreasonable. His home was gone and he
would have gone with it without the corpsicle crypts. But rea-
son was of no use in this instance—he wanted to go home.
Horme to Mirian, who long since must have died of old age.
Home to anywhere: Rofne, San Framoiseo, Kansas City,
Hawwaii, Brasilia—Hhe had lived In all those places, all different,
but all heme. Corbett had been a botn tiaveler, “at home”
afywhere=but he was net at heme here and nevet would be.

Now they would take here away from him. Even this world
of four rooms and two roofs—this world of elbow-to-elbow
mutes and utter slavery, this world of which he knew noth-
ing—would have vanished when he returned from the stars.

Corbett rolled over and buried his face in his arms. I he
didn’t sleep he would be groggy tomemrow. He might miss
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something essential. They had never tested his training. Read
that: Not yet, not yet ....

He dozed.

He came awake suddenly, already up on one elbow, grop-
ingA }fjor some elusive thought.

Wiy haven't T been wondering abeut the biological pack-
age probes?
A moment later he did wender.
YWhat are the biological package probess
But th@ wender was that he had rever wendered:
He Jnew what and where they were: heavy fat eylinders ar-
faﬁ eé araund % € waist of the starship's hull: T@ﬁ of these;
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uring latneh: And that was all he knew abeut the mosn an
lunar installations and lunar eonquest, barring what he had
watehed on television two hundred years age:
YWihat was going on out there? In the two weeks since his ar-
rival (awakening? resusuitation?) he had seen four rooms and
two rooftops, glimpsed a fantastic eityscape from a bridge and
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talked to one man who was not interested in telling him any-
thing. Wihat had happened in two hundred years?

These men and women who slept around him. Who were
they? Why were they hete? He didn’t even know if they were
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corpsicles or contempomary. Probably contemporany. Not one
of them was self-conscious about the facilities.

Corbett had raised his buildings in all sorts of strange places,
but he had never jumped blind. He had always brushed up
on the language and studied the customs before he went.
Here he had no handle, nowhere to start. He was lost,

If only he had someone he could really talk to!

He was learning in enommous gulps, taking in volumes of
knowledge so broad that he hadn't realized how rigidly bound-
ed they were, The State was teaching him only what he
needed to know or might need to know some time. Every bit
of informatioh was aimed straight at his profession.

Rammer.

He could see the reasoning. He would be gone for several
centuries. Wiy should the State teach him anything at all
about today’s technology, customs, geography? There would
be trouble enough when he came back if he——come to think
of it, who had taught him to caBl the government the State?
He knew nothing of its power and extent. How had he come
to think of the State as all-powerful?

Tt must be the RNA training. Wiith data came attitudes be-
low the conscious level, where he couldn’t get at them.

Wihat were they doing to him?

He had lost his world. He would lose this one. According to
Pierce, he had lost himself four times already. A condemned
criminal had had his persomality wiped four times. Now Cor-
bett’s beliefs and motivatioms were being lost bit by bit to the
RNA solution as the State made him over into a rammer.

Was there nothing that was his?

He failed to see Pierce at exercise perod. It was just as
well. He was soimewhat groggy. As usual, he ate dinner like a
starving man. He returned to the dorm, folled Into his bunk
and was instantly asleep.

He looked up duting study period the next day and found
Pietce watching him. He-blinked, fighting free of a mass of
data on the attitude jet system that bled plasma from the in-
boatd fusion plant that was alse the emergency elestrieal
povéer?’wufce=§ﬂa asked, “Pieree, what's a biollogical paekage
peobe?”
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“I would have thought they would teach you that. You
latow what to do with the probes, don’t you?”

“The teaching widget gave me the procedure two days ago.
Slow up for certain systems, kill the fields, turn a probe loose
and speed up again.”

“You don’t have to aim them?”

“No, I guess they aim themselves. But I have to get them
down to a certain relative velocity to get them into the sys-
tem.”

“Amazing. They must do all the rest of it themselves.™
Pierce shook his head. “[ wouldn’t have believed it. W, Cor-
bett, the ptobes steer for a tetresttial world with a reducing
atmosphere. They outnumber oxygen-nittogen worlds about
theee to one In this arm of the galaxy and probably every-
whete else, too—as you may know, i your age got that far.”

“But what do the probes do?”

“They’re biological packages. Bacteria. The idea. is to turn
a reducing atmosphere into an oxygen atmosphere just the
way certain bacteria did it for Eafth, something like fifiteen-
tires-ten-to-the-eighth years ago.” The checker smiled—bare-
ly. His small narfow mouth wasn’t built to express any great
emetien, “You’re patt 6f a big prejeet, Corbetit.”

“Good Lord. How long does it take?”

“We think about fifty thousand years. Obviously we've
never had a chance to measure it.”

“But; good Lord! Do you really expect the State to last that
long? Does even the State expect. to last that long?*

“That’s not your affsii, Corbett. Still—" Pierce considered,

“—J don't suppose I do. Or the State does. But humanmiity will
last. One day there will be men on those worlds. It’s a Cause,
Corbett. The immortality of the species. A thimg.bigger than
one man's life. And you're part of it.”

He looked at Corbett expectantly.

Corbett was deep in thought. He was running a finger tip
back and forth along the straight line of his nose,

Presently he asked, “What's it like out there?”

“The stars? You're—"

“No, no, no. The city. I catch just a glimpse of it twice a
day; cubistic buildimgs with elaborate carvings at the street
leve
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“Wihat the bleep is this, Corbett? You don’t need to know
anything about Selerdor. By the time you come home the
whole city will be changed.”

“I know, I know. That’s why I hate to leave without seeing
something of this world. I could be going out to die—"

Corbett stopped. He had seen that considering look before,
but he had never seen Pierce actually angry.

The checker’s voice was flat, his mouth pinched tight. “You
think of yourself as some kind of tourist.”

“So would you if you found yourself two hundied years in
the future. If you didn't have that much curiosity you
wouldn’t be human.”

“Granted that I'd want to look around. I certainly wouldn’t
demand it as a right. Corbett, what were you thinking when
you foisted yourself off on the future? Did you think the fu-
ture owed you a debt? It’s the other way around—and time
you realized it™

Corbett was sillemt.

“I"l tell you something. You're a rammer because you’re a
born tourist. We tested you for that. You like the unfamiliar,
it doesn’t send you scuttling back to something safe and
known. That’s rare.” The checket’s eyes said: And that’s why
I've decided not to wipe your personality yet. His mouth said,
“Was there anything else?”

Corbett pushed his luck. “T'd like a chance to practice with
a computer like the ship’s computieraitiopikot.™

“We don’t have one. But you'll get your chance in two
days. You're leaving then.”

v

The next day he received his Instructions for enteting the
solar system. He was to try anything and everything to make
contact, up to and including flashing his attitude jets in
binary code. The teaching widget was fanatical on the sub-
ject.

He found that he would not be utteily dependent on rescue
ships. He could slow the ramship by braking directly into the
solar wind until the proton flux was too slow to help him. He
could then proceed on attitude jets, using whatevet hydrogen



A Horg In Seace /7 19

was left in the emergency tank. A nearly full tank would acty-
ally get him to the moon and land him there,

The State was through with him when he dropped his last
probe. It was good of the State to provide for his return, Cer-
bett thought—and then he sheok himself. The State was fiet
altruistic. It wanted the ship baek,

Now, more than ever, Corbett wanted a chanee at the 66m-
puter-autopilot.

He found one more chance to talk to the cheeker,

“A three-hundieeivear round trip—rmmaybe two hundred,
ship’s time,” said Corbett. “I get some advantage from relativ-
ity. But Pierce, you don't really expect me to live two hun-
dred vears, do you? Wiith nobody to talk to?*

“The cold sleep trestmmnit—"

“Bven so.”

Pierce frowned. “You haven't studied medicine. I'm told
that cold sleep has a rejjuvemating effiect over long periods.
You'll spend perhaps twenty years awake and the rest in cold
sleep. The medical facilities are automatic; I'm sure_you've
been instructed how to use them. They are adequate. De yeu
think we'd risk yeur dying eut there betwesn the stars; where
it would be impessible to replace you?"

" 8:"

“Was there anything else yor wanted to see me aboL>"

“Yes." He had decided riot to raise the subjeet: Now he
changed his mind. “I'd like to take a weman with me. The
life-support system would hold two of us easily enough. 1
worked it out. We'd need another cold sleep chamber, of
course.”

For two weeks this had been the only man Corbett eould
talk to. At first he had found Pierce unfathomable, unreada-
ble, almest inhuman. Since then he had learned to read the
sheekers faee to some extent.

Now he watched Pierce decide whether to terminate Jeremne
Corbett and start over. .

Tt was a close thing. But the State had spent considerable
time and effort on Jerome Corbett: Tt was werth a ty: And $8
Pierce said, “That would take up seme spaee: You would have
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to share the rest between you. I do not think you would sti-
vive, Corbett.™

“But—"

“Look here, Corbett. We know you don’t need a woman. If
you did you wotilld have taken ofie by now and we would
have wiped you and started over. You've lived In the dermi:
tory for two weeks and you have net used the loving bunks
onee.”

“Damn it, Pierce, do you expect me to make love in public?
T can’t.™

“Exactlv.”

"BI‘E"’”

“Corbett, you learned to use the toilet, didn’t you? Because
you had to. You know what to do with a woman but you are
one of those men fortunate enough not to fieed one. Othet-
wise you could net be a rammer.”

If Corbett had hit the checker then he would have dene it
knowing that it meant his death. And knewing that, he wetild
have killed Pierce for foreing him te it.

Something like ten seconds elapsed, during whieh he might
have done it. Pierce watehed him in frank euriesity.

When he saw Corbett relax he sald, “You leave tomettow,
Corbett. Your tealning Is finished. Goodbye.”

And Corbett walked out.

The dormitory had been a test. He knew It new. Could he
cross a narrow beidge with no handnails? Then he was not
patihellbgically afraid of falllng. Could he spend two hundted
years alofie In the eabin of a starship? Then the silent peeple
around him, five above his head, thousands to elthet side,
must make him fatkedly uncomfortable, Could he live two
humdied yeats without a weman? Surely he must be fimpotent.

He retutned to the doemn after dinner. They had replaced
the bridge with a nearly invisible slab of glass.

Corbett snarled and crossed ahead of the guard. The guard
had to hurry to keep up.

He stood between two walls of occupied bumks, looking
about him. Then he did a stupid thing.

He had already refrained from killing the checker., He must
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have decided to live. What he did, then, was stupid. He knew
it.

He looked about him until he found the slender darkhaired
girl with the elfin face watching him curiously from near the
ceiling. He climbed the rungs between bumks until his face
was level with her bunk,

He remembered that the gesture he needed was a quick,
formalized one; he didn't know it.

In Emglish he asked, “Come with me?”

She nodded brightly and followed him down the ladder. By
then it seemed to Corbett that the dorm was alive with barely
audible voices.

The odd one, the rammer iraimee.

Certainly a number of the wakeful turned to lie on their
sides to watch.

He felt their eyes on the back of his neck as he zipped open
his gray jumpsuit and stepped out of it. The dormitory had
been a series of tests. At least two of those eyes must belong to
someone who would report to Pierce or to Pietce’s bosses. But
to Corbett they were just like the othets, all the eyes curiously
watching to see how the speechless one would make out.

And sure enough, he was impotent. It was the eyes—and he
was naked. The girl was first concerned, then pitying. She
stroked his check in apology or sympathy and then she went
away and found someone else.

Corbett lay listening to them, gazing at the bunk above
him.

He waited for eight hours. Fimally a guard came to take
him away. By then he didn’t care what they did with him,

He didn’t start to care until the guard’s floating jeep pulled
up beneath an enormous .22 long cartridge standing on end,
Then he began to wonder. It was too small to be a rocket ship.

But it was one. They strapped him into a contour couch,
one of three in a cabin with a single window. There were the
guard type and Corbett and a man who might have been
Pierce’s second cousin once removed. He had the window. He
also had the controls.

Corbett’s heartbeat quickened. He wondered how it would
be.
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It was as if he had suddenly become very heavy. He heard
no noise except right at the beginning—a sound like landing
gear being raised on an airplane. Not a rocket, Corbett
thought—and he rememiieted the tricks a Bussard ramjet
could play with magnetic fields. He was heavy and he hadn't
slept a wink last night. He went to sleep.

When he awoke he was in free fall. Nobody had tried to
tell him anything about free fall. The guard and the pilot
watched him curiously to see what he would do,

“Screw you,” said Corbett.

It was another test. He got the straps open and pushed him-
self over to the window. The pilot laughed, caught him and
held him while he closed aprotective cover over the instru-
ments, Hhen he let go and Corbett drifted before the window.

His belly was revolving eccentrically. His inner ear was
going crazy. His testicles were tight up against his groin and
that didn’t feel good either. He felt as if the elevator cable
.had smapped. Corbett snarled within his mind and tried to
concentrate on the window. But the Earth was not visible.
Neither was the moon..Just a lot of stars, bright enough—
quite bright in fact—even more brilliant than they had been
above a small boat anchoned off Catalina Island one night
long ago. He watched them for some time.

Thying to keep his mind off that falling elevator.

He wasn't about to get himself disqualified now.

They ate aboard in .free fall. Corbett copied the othets,
picking chunks of meat and potatoes out of a plastic bag of
stew, pulling them through a membtane that sealed itself be-
hind his pick.

“Of all the things I'm going to miss,” he told the broad-
faced guard, “I'm going to enjoy missing you most. You and
your goddamn staring eyes.”

The guard smiled placidlly and waited to see if Corbett
would get sick.

They landed a day after takeoff on a broad plain where the
Earth sat nestled.in a row of sharp lunar peaks. One day in-
stead of four—the State had expended extra power to get him
here. But an Earth-moon flight must be a small thing these
days.
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The plain was black with blast pits. It must have been a
landing field for decades. Enormous transparent bubbles with
trees and buildings inside them clustered near the runway end
of the linear accelerator, and spacecraft of various types were
scattered about the plain.

The biggest was Corbett’s ramship: a silver skyscraper lying
on its side. The probes were in place, giving the ship a thick-
waisted appearance. To Corbett’s trained eye it looked ready
for takeoff. »

Corbett donned his suit first, while the pilot and guard
watched to see if he would make a mistake. It was the first
time he had seen a suit off the teaching screen. He took it
slowly.

There was an electric cart. Apparently Corbett was not ex-
pected to know how to walk on. an airdess world. He thought
to head for one of the domes, but the guard steered straight
for the ramship. It was a long way off.

It had become unmewvingly large when the guard stopped
underneath,

'The guard said, “Now you inspect your ship.”

“You can talk?”

“Yes. Yesterday, a quickie course.”

“Oh'l'

“Three things wrong with your ship. You find all three.
You tell me, I tell him."

“Him? Oh, the pilot. Then what?”

“Then you fix one of the things, we fix the others. Then we
launch you.”

It was another test, of course, maybe the last. Corbett was
furious. He started immediately with the field generators and
gradually he forgot the guard and the pilot and the sword
still hanging over his head. He knew this ship. As it had been
with the teaching chair, so it was with the ship itself. Corbett’s
impotence changed to ommipotence. The power of the beast,
the intricacy, the potentiial, the . ... the hydrogen tank held far
too much pressure. That woulldn't wait.

“IT slurry this now,” he told the guard. “Get a tanker over
there to.top it off™ He bled gas slowly through the gauge,
lowering the fuel's vapor pressure without letting fuel boil
out the gauge itself. When he finished the liquid hydrogen
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would be slushy with frozen crystals under near-vacuum pres-
sure,

He finished the extermal inspection without finding any-
thing more, Tt figured: the banks of dials held vastly more in-
formation than a man’s eyes could read through opaque
titanalloy skin.

The airlock was a tnEﬂ@door type, not so much to save air
as to give him an airlock even if he lost a door somehow. Cor-
bett shut the outer deor, used the ethers as green lights indi-
eated he eould: He looked down at the telltales under his ehin
as he started to unclamp his helmet:

Yacuum?

He stopped. The §h%5§ ganges said air. The suit's said vae:
pum: Wineh was right @emé t9 thmis of }t, he haéﬁ t heard
ﬁﬂ% hissing: bhust hew soundproof was his }1 i

u§t like Bi@f&@ te wan? and §ss hf he would take off his hel:

\i
% m Hsafgf?r?;é fﬁ awa reﬁm@r&
stt 8 sm&f GRERgE his TRSREcHon:
wa‘ sm rorfta%ﬁsﬁe tors m&
aH the [Im&ar aecelerater
the sag ! The g F%Hé EBHE%H Fﬁ%&

8 the rﬂg 31188 §Hf§ iﬂt il
Slem wsr vé anrd we sur]s&; BFRHOR F%SSE?
iém Was Baggs §8m5 at wel Bs IHy joB: He

BB% SH& it:
id 4 flaw in his sui eonstitute a flaw in the ship?

He decided to finish the inspection. The State might have
fissed something. Tt was his ship, his life.

The cold sleep chamber was like a great coffim, a corpsicle
coffim. Corbett shuddered at the sight of it. Tt reminded him
of two hundred years spent waiting in liquid nitrogen. He
wondered again if Jerome Corbett were really dead—and then
he sheok off the wondet and went to work.

No flaw there.

The computet was acting vaguely funny.

He had a hell of a time tracing the problem. Thete was a
minute break in one superconducting circuit, so small that
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some current was leaking through anyway, by inductance.
Bastards. He donned his suit and went out to report.

The guard heard him out, consulted with the other man,
then told Corbett, “You did good. Now finish with the top-
ping off procedure. We fix the other things.”

“There’s something wrong with my suit too.™”

“New suit aboard now.”

“I want some time with the computer,” said Corbett. “I
want to be sure its all right now.”

“We fix it good. Witem you top off fuel you leave.™

That suddenly, Corbett felt a vast ‘sinking sensation. The
whole moon was dropping away under him.

They launched him hard. Corbett saw red before his eyes,
felt his cheeks dragged far back toward his ears. This ship
would be all right. It was built to stand electromagnetic eddy
currents from any direction.

He survived. He fumbled out of his couch in time to watch
the moonscape flying under him, receding, a magnificant view.

There were days of free fall. He was not yet moving at ram-
speeds. But the Stats had aimed him inside the erbit of Mer-
eury, straight into the thickening solar wind: Protens. Thick
fuel for the ramfields and a beest from the sum's gravily:
eaﬁhﬁ@a@a@:hﬂ@ he had several days: He went to werk with the

BHtEE:
At ene peint it eecurred to him that the State might meni-
ter his eomputer werk: He shrugged it off. Brobably 1t was tog
late for the State to step him Rew: In any ease; he had said
tee mueh already:

He finished his work at the eomputer and got answers that
satisfied him. At higher speeds the ram fields were self-reinfore:
ing—they would support themselves and the ship. 'He eeuld
find no upper limit to the velocity of a ramship.

Wiith all the time in the world, then, he sat down at the
eontrol console and began to play with the ramfields,

They emerged like invisible wings and he felt the buffeting
of badly controlled bursts of fusing hydrogen. He kept the
fields close to the ship, fearful of losing the balance here,
whete the streaming of protons was so uneven. He could feel
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how he was doing—he could fly this ship by the seat of his
pants, with RNA training to help him.

He felt like a giant. This enormous, phallic, germinal fly-
ingthing of metal and fire! Carrying the seeds of life for
worlds that had never known life, he roared around the sun
and out. The thrust dropped a bit then, because he and the
solar wind were moving in the same direction. But he was
catching it In his nets like wind in a sail, gulding it and buen-
ing it and threwing it behind him. The ship moved faster ev:
ery second.

Thiis feeling of power—enormous masculine power—had to
be partly RNA training. At this point he didn’t care. Part was
him, Jerome Corbett.

Around the orbit of Mars, when he was sure that a glimpse
of sunlight would not blind him, he opened all the ports. The
sky blazed around him. Thete were no planets nearby and all
he saw of the sky was fryrlads of beilllant pinpoints, mostly
white, somme showlng tiaces of color. Bit there was more to
sg?. Fusing hydiogen made a ghestly fing of light areunid his
ship.

It would grow stronger. So far his thrust was low, somewdhat
more than enough to balance the thin pull of the sun.

He started his turn around the orbit of Jupiter by adjusting
the fields to channel the proton flow to-the side. That helped
his thrust, but it must have puzzled Pietee and the faceless
State. They would assumme he was playlng with the fields, test:
ing his equipment. Maybe. His eurve was gradual—it wotld
take them a while to notiee.

This was.not according to plan. Originally he had intended
to go as far as Van Maanan’s Star, then change course. That
wotld have given him 2 X115 = 30 years’ head start, in case
he was wrong, in case the State could do something to stop
hifa even fiew. Fifteen years for the light to show them his
ghange In eouise; fifteen more before retallation could reach

iff.

It was wise; but he couldn’t do it. Pierce might die in thirty
yeats. Pierce might never know he had falled—and that
thought was intolerable.

His thmist dropped to almost nothing in the outer reaches
of the system. Protons were thin out here. But there were
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enough to push his velocity steadily higher and that was what
counted. The faster he went, the greater the proton flux. He
was on his way.

He was beyond Neptune when the voice of Pierce the
checker came to him, saying, “This is Peetssa for the State,
Peeissa for the State. Answer, Corbett. Do you have a mal-
funetion? Can we help? We eannot send rescue but we ean
advise. Peeissa for the State, Peerssa for the State="

Corbett smiled tightly. Peetssa? The cheeker’s name had
changed pronuiciation in two hundied years. Pieree had
slipped back to an old habit, RNIA lessons forgotten. He must
be upset abeut semething.

Corbett spent twenty minutes finding the moon base with
his signal laser. The beam was too natiow to permit sloppy
handling.

Wihem he had it adjusted he said, “This is Corbett for him-
self, Corbett for himself. I'm fine. How are you?”

He spent more time at the computer. One thing had been
bothering him: the return. He planned to be away longer
than the State would have expected. Suppose there was ne-
body on the moon when he returned?

It was a problem, he found. If he could reach the moon on
his tremaining fuel (no emergencies, remember), he could
reach the Earth’s atmosphere. The ship was durable; it would
stand a meteotic re-entry. But his attitude jets would net land
hirm, propetly speaking.

Unless he could cut away part of the ship. The ram field
generators would no longer be needed ... Wedll, he would
work it out somehow. Plenty of time. Plenty of time.

The answer took nine hours. “Peetssa for the State. Corbett,
we don’t understand. You are way off course. Your first target
was to be Van Naanan's Star. Instead you seem to be eurving
around toward Sagittarfius. Thete is ne known Earthlike
planet in that direction. \WWhat the bleep do you think yeu’re
defng? Repeating. Peeissa for the State, Peerssa—"

Corbett tried to switch it off. The teaching chair hadn’t told
him about an off switch. He managed to disconnect a wire,
Somewhat later, he located the lunat base with his signal laser
and began transemission.
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“Thiis is Corbett for himself, Corbett for himself. I'm get-
ting sick and tired of having to find you eveny damn time 1
want to say somethimg. So I'll give you this all at once.

“I'm not going to any of the stars on your list.

“It’s occurred to me that the relativity equations work bet-
ter for me the faster I go. If I stop every fifteen light-years to
launech a probe, the way you want me to, I could spend two
hundied years at it and never get anywhere. Wheseas if T just
aim the ship in one direction and keep It golng, I can build
up a ferocious Tau factot.

“It works out that I can reach the galactic hub in twenty-
one years, ship's time, if I hold myself down to one gravity ac-
celeration. And, Pierce, I just can’t resist the idea. You were
the one who ealled me a born tourist, remember? Wedll, the
stars in the galactie hub aren't like the stags in the arms. And
they’re packed a quarter to a half light-year apatt, according
to your own theories. It must be passing strange in thete,

“So, I'll go exploring on my own. Maybe I'll find some of
yout reducing-atmosphete planets and drop the probes there.
Maybe I won’t. I'll see you in about seventy thousand yeats,
your time. By them yout preclous State may have withered
away, ot you'll have colonies on the seeded planets and soime
of them tay have broken loose from you. I'll jeln efie of
them. Or—"

Corbett thought it through, rubbing the straight, sharp line
of his nose. “I'll have to check it out on the computer,” he
said. “But if I don't like any of your worlds when I get back,
there are always the Clouds of Magellan. I'll bet they aren’t
more than tweniy-five years away, ship’s time.”



The AllM Machine

MecAllister left the party around eight o’clock.

“Out of tobacco,” he told his host apologetically. The po-
lice, if they got that far, would discover that that had been a
little white lie. Thete were othet parties 1n Greenwvich Village
oft a Saturday night, and he wotld be attending ene in abeout,
he estiated, twenty ninutes.

He took the elevator down. Thete was a displeeament
booth in the lobby. He dropped a coin in the slot, smiling
fleetingly at himself—he had almost forgetten to take coins—
and dialed. A moment later he was outside his own penthouse
door in Queens.

He had saved himself the time to let himselff in, by leaving
his briefcase under a potted plant eatlier this evening. He
tipped the pot, picked up the biiefcase and stepped back ifito
the beoth. His eoniservative paper busifess suit made him leek
as if he had just eefe from work, and the btiefease completed
the pieture fieely.

He dialed three times. The first number took him to Ken-
nedy Intermational. The second to Los Angeles International.
Long distance flicks required the additional equipment avalla-
ble onily at what had ence been airports: equipment to 6om-
pensate for the difference 1h rotational veloeity between
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differemt points on the Earth. The third number took him to
Lucas Anderson’s home in the high Sierras.

It was five o’clock here, and the summer sun was still high.
McAllister found himseff gasping as he left the booth. Why
would Andetson want to live at eight thousand feet?

For the view, he supposed; and because Andetson, a
freelance writer, did not have to leave his home as often as
normal people did. But thete was also his love of pHvacy—
and distrust of people,

He rang the bell.

Anderson’s look was more surprised than welcoming. “It
was tomorrow. After lunch, remember?”

“I know, but—"" McAllister hefted the briefcase. “Yout roy-
alty accounts atrived this afternoon. A day earlier than we ex-
pected. I got to thinking, why not have it out now? Wy let
you go on thinking you've been cheated a day longer than—"

“Uh huh.” Anderson had an imposing scowl. He gave no
indication that he was ready to change his mind—and Me-
Allister had nothing to change it with aayway. Publishing
companies had always fudged a little on their toyalty state-
fents. Sofetimes they took a bit teo mueh, and then a writer
fight rear back on his hind legs and defand an audit.

The difference here was that Brace Books didn’t know what
McAllister had been doing with Lucas Anderson’s accounts.

“Let’s just go over these papers,” he said with a trace of im-
patience.

Anderson nodded without enthusiasm, and stepped back, in-
viting him in.

Did he hawe compam?? A\ ghlanee iirto e dining mesk tald
McAllister that he did not. A dinner setting for one, laid out
with mathematiical peecision by one or another of Anderson’s
macihlhes. Anderson’s house was a display case of 1abor saving
devices.

How to get him into the living 106m? But Anderson was
leading him there. It was not a big house, and a hestile pub-
lisher's assistant would not be invited into the semisacred writ-
ing room.

Anderson stopped in the middle of the room. “Spread it on
the coffiee table.”

McAllister circled Anderson as he reached into the
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briefcase. Hiis fingers brushed papers, and then the Gytejet,
atflrtzisuddenly his pulke was thundiering in his ears, He was
a

He'd spent considerable time plotting this. He'd even typed
outlines, as for a mystery novel, and burmed them afterward.
He could produce the royalty statements; they were there i
his briefease, though they would net stand up. OF ... His
hand, unseen within the biiefease, elenched inte a fist.

He was between Anderson and the picture window when he
produced the GyroJet.

The GyroJet: an ancient toy or weapon, depending. Tt was
a rocket pistol, made during the 1960s, then
This one had been stolen from someone’s house and latet sold
to McAllister, secretly, a full twelve yeats ago.

A rocket pistol. How could any former Buck Rogers fan
have turned down a rocket pistol? He had never shown {t te
anyone. He had had the thought, even then, that it would be
untraceable should he ever want to kill somebedy.

The true weapon was the rocket slug. The gun looked like
a toy, flimsy aluminumn, petforated down the batrel, Anderson
might have thought it was a toy—but Andetson was beight. He
got the point immediaiely. He tured to run.

McAllister shot him twice in the back.

He left by the front door. He gtinned as he passed the dis-
placement booth. Fifteen years ago there had been people
who put their displacement booths Inside, in the lving room,
say. But it made buigllaries much too easy.

The alibi macinire, thecrresvspapersshxtl calléel i tttheen . THeyy
still did. The advent of the.displacement booths had produced
one hell of a crime wave. Wihen a man in, say, Hawaii could
commit murder in Chicago and be back in the time it would
take him to visit the men’s room, it did make things a bit dif-
ficult for the police. McAllister himself would be at a patty in
New York ten minutes frof now. But firftrst...

He walked around to the back of the house and stood a mo-
ment, looking into the picture window.

He'd thrown a paper tablecloth over Anderson’s body. Glass
patticles on the body would be a giveaway. He'd take the ta-
blecloth with him; and how were the police to know that it
was the third bullet, rather than the first, that had shattered
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the picture window? But if it was the first bullet, then the kill-
er must have been someone Anderson would not let into the
house.

McAllister fired into the picture window.

Glass showered inward. There was the scream of an alarm.

McAllister stood rooted. It was a terrible sound, and in
these quiet hills it would carry forever! He hadn’t expected
alarms. There must be a secondary system, contimuellly in op-
eration—Hell with it. McAllister ran into the house, picked up
the tablecloth and ran out. Glass particles all over his shoes.
Never mind. His shoes and everything else he was wearing
were paper, and there was a change of clothing in the
briefcase. He'd dump gun and all at the next number he di-
aled.

The altitude was getting to him. He was panting like a
bloodhound when he closed the booth door and dialed. Los
Angeles Intermatiomal, then a lakeside resort in New Mexico.
The police could hardly search every lake in the country.

Nothing happened.

He dialed again. And again, while the alarm screamed to
the hills, Help! I am beimg miihztl. Whemn ks Hremd! wees s3ralic-
ing too badly to dial, he backed out of the glass door and
stood looking at the booth.

This hadn't been in any of the outlines.

The booth wouldn’t let him out. In all this vastness he was
locked in, locked in with the body.

It was two hours before the helicopter from Fiesno artived.
Even so, they made good speed. Onlly a police organization
could get a copter in the air that fast. Who else dealt with sit-
uations 1 whieh efie eould fet simply flick in?

The coptet landed in front of the Andetson house, aftef
some trouble picking it out of the wild landscape. Police
Lieutenant Richard Donaho climbed out earefully as soon as
the dust had stopped swirling, For the benefit of the pilot his
face was unnatwially blank. The fear of death had taken him
the Instant the blades started whirling areund, and it was ealy
fiew leaving him.

Wiith the motor off, the alarm from the house was an in-
tolerable scream. Lieutenant Donaho moved around to the
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side of the machine, opened a hatch and switched in the port-
able JumpShift unit.

He stood back as men and equipment began pouring
through. Uniformed men moved toward the house, spreading
out. Donaho didn’t interfere. He wasn't expecting anything
startling. It was going to be cold burglary, the burglar van-
ished quite away.

It was a smallish one-story house in a wild and beautiful
setting, halfway up a mountain. The sun was still bright,
though it had almost touched the western peaks. The sky was
dark blue, almost lavender. Houses were scarce upslope, and
far scarcer downslope. There were no roads. Nlo roads at all.
This place must have been uninhabited until twenty years
ago, when JumpShift Inc. had revolutionized transportation.

The shrill of the alarm stopped.

In the sudden silence a policeman walked briskly from
around the side of the house. “Lieutenant!” he called. “It’s
not butglary. It’s mutdet. Thete’s a dead man on the living
room rug.”

“All right,” said Donaho. He called Homicide.

Captain Heminssey flicked in with the hot summet air of
Fresno around him. It puffed out when he opened the doot,
and he felt the dey chill of the mounitains. His eats popped.
He stepped out of the belly of the copter, looking for the
nearest man. “Domaho! What’s happening?”

Donaho nodded at the uniformed man, whose name was
Fisher. Fisher said, “It’s around in back. Picture window shat-
tered. Man inside, dead, with two holes in his back. That’s as
far as we've got. Want to come look, sii?”

“In a minute. What was wrong with the displaoement
booth? Never mind, I see it.”

It was obvious even from here. The displacement booth was
a standard model, a glass cylinder rounded at the top, with a
dial system set in the side. Its cutved door was blocked open
by a chunk of granite,

“So that’s why you needed the copter,” said Hennessey,
“Heam.” He hadn’t expected that.

It was an old trick. Any butglar knew enough to block the
displacement booth door before trylng to rob a house. If he
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set off an alarm the police couldn’t flick in, and he could gen-
erally run next door and use the displacement booth there.
But here ...

“I wonder how he got out?"’ said Henmessey. “He coulldin't
set the rock and then use the booth. Maybe he couldn't use
the booth anyway. Some alarms lock the transmitter on the
booth, so people can still flick in but nobody can flick out.”

Bonaho shifted impatiendly. This was a murder investiga-
tien, and he had not yet so much as seen the bedy.

Hemmassey looked down a roeky, wooded slope, darkening
with dusk. “Hiikers would eall this leg-breaker eountry,” he
said: "But that's h@w he did it: There’s ne other way he eould
g@t out: When the besth wouldn't §§ﬁd him aﬁywh@r@, he

locked the depr epen and set euf for . . . hmm.”

The nearest house wa§ haif a mile away It Was bigger than
Andersen’s house, With a peel aaBé a_stretch of lawn and a
§\;(%ﬂ§ saﬁée 1% shide; all clearly visible in miniature from this
v .

?g st’ﬁ think: H@é Fathsr ge QBWH than up: He'd

lzg é8at¥§b{s£gg %ﬁ% 8% 1 weuldn't ty walking
" 3 N
ol aH é?%wi*%% i **af L

SvSH VSEB anney 1t i Wﬁ% ot

%8 s@v Hhat i H 8 1S 2Ry geeé seea havs Feae gg
the nearest House a geed hour &

"“Fhat deesn't mean he eould use the beeth: Sermeene
might have seen him.”

‘Hmm. Right. Or ... he might have broken an ankle any-
way, mightn't he? Donaho get that copter up and start search-
ing the area. W&l have someone in Fresno question the
neighbors. Wiith the alafm blating like that, they might have
been more than usually alert.”

Lieutenant Donaho had not greatly enjoyed his first heli-
copter flight, which had ended twenty minutes ago. Now he
was in the air again, and the slender wings were beating
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round and round over his head, and the ground was an
uncomfortable distance below.

“You don't like this much,” the pilot said perceptively. He
was a stocky man of about forty.

“Not much,” Donaho agreed. It would have been nice if he
could close his eyes, but he had to keep watching the scenery.
There were trees a man could hide in, and a brook a man
might have drunk from. He watched for meovement; he
watehed for footprifits, The scenery was both tee eclese and
toe far down, and it wobbled dizzyingly.

“You're too young,” said the pilot. “You young ones dom't
know anything about spesd.”

Donaho was amused. “I can go anywhere in the world at
the speed of ligit.”

“Hell, that isn't speed. Ever been on a motorcycle?”

“NOI"

“I was using a choppet when they started putting up the
JumpShift booths all over the place. Man, it was wonderful.
It was like all the cars just evaporated! It took years, but it
didn’t seem that way. They left all those wonderful freeways
for just us. You knew what the mest dangerous thing was
about riding a chepper? It was ears.”

‘IYa]1.II

“Same with flying. I don’t own a plane. God knows I
haven’t got the money, but I've got a friend who does. It’s a
lot more fun now that we’ve got the alrfields to ourselves. No
mote big planes. No fmote problerm refueling eithet. We used
to worty about funning out of gas.”

“Uh huh.” A thought sttuck Donaho. “What do you know
about off-the-road vehicles?

“Not that much. They're still made. I can’t think of one
small enough to fit into a displacement booth, if that’s what
you’re thinking.”

“T was. Hemessey thinks the killer might have set off the
alarm deliberatelly. If he did, he might have brought an off-
the-road vehicle along. Are you sure he couldn’t get one into
a’ bootin?>”

“No, I'm not.” The pilot looked down, consideting. “It’s
too kdsamn steep for a ground-effect vehicle, He'd leave tire
tracks.”
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“Wihat would they look like?”

“Oh, God. You mean it, don't you? Look for two parallel
lines, say three to six feet apart. Most tires are corrugated,
and you'd see that too.”

There was nothing like that in sight.

“Then, I know guys who might try to take a chopper across
this. Might break their stupid necks, too. That’d leave a trail
like a caterpillar track, but corragted.”

“I can’t believe anyone would walk across this. It looked
like half a mile of bad stairs back there. And how would he
get through those bushes?”

“Crawl. Not that I'd try it myself. But they don't want me
for the gas chamber.” The pilot laughed. “Can you see the
poor bastard, standing in the booth, dialing and diakimg—"

Lucas Anderson had been a big man. He had left a big
corpse sprawled across a sapphire-blue mg, his arms stretched
way out, big hands clutching. Anderson’s arms had been drag-
ging a dead weight. One of the holes in his back was high up,
just over the spine.

And men moved about him, doing thimgs that would not
help him and probably would not catch his killer.

Someone had come here expressly to kill Lucas Anderson.
He would have some connection with him, in business or
friendship or enmity. He might have left traces of himself,
and if he had, these men would find him.

But the alibi machine might have put him anywhere by
now. Wiith a valid passport he could be in Algiers or Moscow.

Anderson’s bookshelf of his own works showed some science
fiction titles. His killer could have been a spaceman—and then
he could be in Mars orbit by now, or moving toward Jupiter
at lightspeed as a kind of supemeutrino.

Yet they were learning thimgs about him.

The cleaning machines had come on as soon as the alarm
had been switched off. An alert policeman had got to them
before they could do anythiing about the mess.

There was no glass on the body.

There was no glass under the body either.

“Now, that’s not particularly odd,” the man in the white
coat said to Henmessey. “I mean, the pattern of explosion
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might have done that. But it means we can’t say one way of
another.”

“He could have been dead when the shot was fiiedl™

“Sure, or the other way around. No glass on him could
mean he came running in when he heard all the noise. Just a
minute,” the man in the white coat said quickly, and he
stooped far down to examine Anderson’s big shoes with a
magnifying glass. “I was wrong. No glass here.”

“Hmm. Anderson must have let him in. Then he shot out
the window to fox us, and set off the alarm. That wasn’t too
bright.” In a population of three hundred million Americans
you could usually find a dozen suspects for any given mutder
victim. An intelligent killer would simply risk it.

Someday, Hemessey thought when the black mood was on
him, someday murder would be an accepted thing. It was that
hard to stop. But this one might not have escaped yet ....

“I'd like to get the body to the lab,” said the man in the
white coat. “Can’t do an autopsy here. I want to probe for the
bullets. They'd tell us how far away he was shot from, if we
can get a gun like it, to do test fiiiing.”

“If? Unusual gun?”

The man laughed. “Very. The slug in the wall was a solid-
fuel rocket, four nozzles the size of pinholes, angled to spin
the thing. Impact like a 45

“Hmm.” Hemmessey asked of nobody in particular, “Get any
footprints?”

Someone answered. “Yessir, in the grass outside. Paper
shoes. Small feet. Definitely not Andersom’s.”

“Paper shoes.” Could he have planned to hike out? Brought
a pair of hiking boots to change into? But it began to look
like the killer hadn’t planned anything so elaborate,

The dining setup would indicate that Anderson hadn’t been
expecting visitors. If premeditated murder could be called
casual, this had been a casual murder, except for the picture
window. Police had searched the house and found no sign of
theft. Later they could learn what enemies Anderson had
made In life. For now ...

For now, the body should be moved to Fresno. “Call the
copter back,” Hemisssey told someone, They'd need the port-
able JumpShift unit in the side.
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When the wind from the copter had died Henmnessey
stepped forward with the rest, with the team that catried the
stretchet. He asked of Donaho, “Any luck?”

“None,” said Lieutenant Donaho. He climbed out, stood a
moment to feel solid ground beneath his feet. “No footprints,
no tracks, nobody hiding where we could see him. There’s a
lot of woods where he could be hiding, though. Look, it’s af-
ter sunset, Captain. Get us an infrared scanner and we'll go
up again when it gets dark.™

“Good.” More time for the killer to move—but there wete
only half a dozen houses he could try for, Hemmssey thought.
He could get persnission from the owners to tutn off theitr
booths for awhile. Maybe.

“But I don't believe it,” Donaho was saying. “Nobody could
travel a mile through that. And the word from Fresno is that
the only unoccupied house is two miles off to the sidel™

“Never a boy scout, were you?"

“No. Why?”

“We used to hike these hills with thirty pounds of
backpack. Still . .. hmm.” He seemed to be studying Donaho’s
face. “Is Anderson’s booth back in operation?”

“Yes. You were right, Captain. It was hooked to the alamm.™

“Then we can send the copter home and use that. Listen,

Donaho, I may have been going at this wrong. Let me ask you
something ...."

Most of the police were gone by ten. The body was gone.
There was fimgerprint powder on every polished surface, and
glass all over the living room.

Hemmssey and Domaho and the uniformed man named
Fisher sat at the dining table, drinking coffee made in the An-
derson kitchen.

“Guess I'll be going home,” Donaho said presently. He
made no referefice to what they had planned.

They watched through the window as Lieutenant Donaho,
brilliantly lighted, vanished within the glass booth.

After that they drank coffee, and talked, and watched. The
stars were very bright.

It was almost midnight before anything happened. Then, a
tustling sound—and somethiing buest into view from upslope,
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a shadowy figure in full fliglt. It was in the
booth before Hemessey and Fisher had even reached the
front door.

The booth light showed every detail of a lean dark man in
a rumpled paper business suit, one hand holding a briefcase,
the other dialing frantically. Dialing again, while one eye in a
shyly averted face watched two armed men strolling up to the
booth.

“No use,” Hemessey called pleasantly. “Lieutenant Dona-
ho had it cut off as soon as he flicked out.”

The man released a ragged sigh.

“We want the gun.”

The man considered. Then he handed out the briefcase.
The gun was in there. The man came out after it. He had a
beaten look.

“Where were you hiding?” Henmessey asked.

“Up there in the bushes, where I could see you. I knew
y@u'd turn the booth back on sooner or later.”

“Why didn’t you just walk down to the nearest house?”

The lean man looked at him curiously. Then he looked
down across a black slope, to where a spark of light showed
one window still glowing in a distant house. “Oh my God. I
never thought of that.”






The Last Days
of the
Permanent Floating Riot Club

In its heyday the Club had numbeted around ninety, and it
was the most exclusive club in the world. Now a thitd of its
members had quit, and a third were in prison or awaiting
trial, and the remaining thirty-odd active membets had lost a
crucial something: confidence, enthusiasm, esprit de corps, call
it what you will.

“We always knew it was coming,” said Benny Shetman. He
was a thick-set man, short and broad, made mostly of black
hair and muscle. He waved a big, stubby-fingered hand at the
south wall of the main room, where a commentatot - was
spreading news of the outside world across a wall-sized screen.
“It was all over that screen, for years. Cential Riot Contiol in
Nebraska. Pictures of the building going up. They told us just
how it was gonna work. They gave us a completion date.
Twenty of us quit that same day.”

Nobody said ‘anything. The voice of the commentator came
through at low volume, speaking of the rumor that the Soviets
had developed a self-telgporting spy cloak. The teevee screen
was never off in the Permanent Floating Riot Club.

“That spy cloak,” James Get-It-All (Goethals) said wist-
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fully. “That’d be nice to have when a flash crowd goes sour. 1
wonder what ate the chanees of stealing one.”

“Sure,” said Wiillie Lordon. He was a featherweight, pinch-
faced man, all birdlike bones and acid sarcasm. “Cops coming
at you from all directions. What do you de? You toll youtself
up 1n yourt spy cloak, and as soon as 1t forms a clesed sufface
it's a displacement booth. Whesie are you new?” He paused
_fgf ef{@@tt, “In a top seeret headquariens In the Kremlin! You
idiet.”

“Better that than Centnal Riot Control.”

Wiidllie snorted.

“I've been there,” said Benny Sherman. “Inside it’s like a
Rose Bowl without seats. Receiver booths all around the lip
of the bowl. You tey to flick out of a place where the flot con-
trol 1s on, and you wind up dropping out the bottom of the
boeoth. You slide all the way down to the bottem of the bewl,
and yeu wait there with everyone else till the eops get around
te yeu. I get eut by the skin of my teeth.”

“By throwing away your take,” said Wiillie Lordon. Cleatly
the idea disgtisted him.

“It hurt, too. I had a diamond the size of an almond, if it
was real, and a half dozen good watehes ... and there wasi't
any way to tell we’d gofie on riot cofitrol. I just had to guess
the flash erowd had gefie on leng enough.”

“You're a genius,” said Willie.

“I'm losing my nerve,” Benny sald mournfully. “Six times
this past year we've flicked into flash crowds, and theee times
I theew away everything I had because 1t leoked like the cops
had time to put us undet flot contiol. Once I was right.
Twviee I was wrefig. That’s just net geed eneugh.” He braced
himself. "I think I'll quit.” These, he'd said it.

“Shh,” sald Lou Gareia, waving them to silence. He tutned
the volume control loudetr. The teevee newseaster was saying,
“.... flash erowd in dewntewn seefis to have de-
veloped due to a heavily advertised sale at Bleemingdale’s . . .”

“Shh, Hell. I quit!” Benny bellowed over the racket. “We
made a lot of money the last ten years. I want to stay outside
to enjoy it

Most of the membets were on their feet, eyes on the screen.
A flash crowd meant business. James Get-It+All was at the
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computer terminal getting the numbeis of displacement
booths in the affected area. An endless strip of papet ran
from the slot: thirity-odd copies of the list.

Lou Garcia favored Benny with a sardonic look. “You’re
giving up your share of the treasury?”

That was a low blow. Benny stood a moment, considering.
Tlien, “You can have it,” he said, and walked out.

He turned for one last look at the Club before going on. It
seemed likely that he would never see it again.

The Club was a three story brick building of prestiessed
concrete made to look like old brick. The brick/concrete was
chipped in spots and dark with age: one among several blocks
of older buildings. The luxuries were Inside: luxuries bought
with Club dues.

Now other members were filing out the entrance and divid-
ing there, heading for street-corner displacement booths half a
block away in each direction. Wiillie Lordon was flexing his
fingers as he walked. He carried a small electric knife that
would slice out the bottom of a citizen's lock poeket, witheut
alerting him if there was sufficiiant noise and jostling to dis-
tract hir. James Get-It-All jogged along with the tense, sefi-
ous look of a player who knows that his team depends on
him. Lou Gateia stood at the entrance, grinning broadly as he
watched them go.

They filed into glass cylinders with rounded tops, dialed
and disappeared, one by one.

Benny watched them wistfully. He had helped to found the
Club, and they didn’t even know he was gone.

He remembered a September night ten years ago, the night
Orrie Black had proposed the idea. He and Orrie and Lou
Garcia and some others who had gotten their start when the
booths were new. In those days you could get the booth num-
ber of a house and just flick into the living room or entrance
hall. You could make a strike just by dialing at random until
you hit. But the citizens had wised up and started putting
their booths outside, and now half a dozen ex-burglars had
gathered at a topless beer and pool place.

“Think it out,” Orrie Black had said. “Any time something
interesting happens, anywhere in the country, some newstaper
is going to report it. If it's interesting enough, people are
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going to flick in to see it, from all over the country. Now just

think about that. Wiith these long distance booths you can get

lf;’rom anywhere to anywhere else just by dialing three num-
ers.

“If the crowd gets big enough a lot more people flick in
just to see a flash crowd, plus more newstapers, plus any kind
of agitator looking to shove his sign in frent of a camera, plus
looters and pickpockets and eops. Before anyene knows it
yeu've got a riet going; with everyene breaking windows and

rab amg what's in them. Se why sheuldn't we be the ones
reaking windows?

“Fhe key, the erueial thw is for th@r@ te be ensugh of us
te help saeh other eut ¢ should all bs flicking in at
BReEs - . -~ ARd they'd tried it put m ths Fhird Watts Riet;
whish haé lasted 4 fuﬂ éa‘yﬁ%

a ﬁa

hem iﬁ yér%esg f{f Was m g zaat &rs *ag

Bivfﬂ" gl?ﬁ} aEsH
%ﬁ% VBH ? ssngs r?slﬁ
£s: %ire g mg? wg dang&r&aé» EVeR foF 2

fist BQE alg{ of 1; Eﬁ in Fey Garcias eare: Quithing

@ﬁ ﬁ% é%r& g &m@&nﬂ the Jagt ape: BngBlts fe:
vighs &x EHEHES ? i f 83‘(588{8 it f8 F8X7 8 a
omething trivial had startsd it; ag Hgaa 1Re of BEOR e%
wamngrfef tieksts ts a top game show had gotten sut
hand. Too many pesple; net eneugh seats; somebody gettin
pushy, and YWham! A peeket riot, until it hit the Rews; an
then a few hundred more flicked in to see the damn foels
fightimg
Benny had flicked into the middle of it, already looking
around for the stores—and the cops. The cops had learned
something in past years. It wasn’t that there were so many of
them: it was theit depleyment. They tended to guard the
fmest valuable stere windows. Benny had spetted a furrler’s, a
smatl jewelty display, a heme applianee stere—all guarded by
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cops. He had seen clerks moving within the futrier's window,
trying to get the goods out of harm’s way.

He had pushed his way out Into the swarm: newstapets
with gyrostabilized cameras, a scattering of hand-lettered signs
held high, and a hell of a lot of people caught up in it some:
how, unable to flick out because the displacement beoths
filled with Ineomming passengers before anyene could get in. A
lot of ineetning passengers had been Club mermbers. A nermal
eneugh erowd, but s thiek!

The crowd had surged suddenly, downing the cops in fromnt
of Van Cleef and Arpel’s, Benny had seen the small, wity man
who smashed the window, and scooped, and began pushing
his way frantieally toward the nearest beoth. Toward Benfly.
And he was fet a Club mefhibef.

As he passed Benny, Benny had hit him in the stomach and
rifled the man’s pockets while he was still doubled over. He’d
had to fight to keep his feet, but the crowding was such that
nobody had noticed what he was doing.

The crowd had surrounded the booth before he tutned
around. Benny had glimpsed a pair of cops holding back the
crowd, letting them Irito the booth ofie at a time.

The next nearest booth was a block away, through an in-
credible sea of feet and elbows. His squat, massive body had
been an advantage as he plowed through it. Long before he
teached the booth Benny had noticed that nobody was flicking
in any mere. He had dropped the fing and watches then. Re-
gretfully.

He remembered the sickening moment just after dialing,
when the hinged bottom dropped out of the booth and he
was sliding downhill. Othets were sliding after him, all
around the tim of the bowl, and there wete hundieds at the
bottem picking themselves up, some looking relieved, some fu-
fieus. The had been on a raised, ralled platform at the
eenter of the bewl. A loudspeaker had been telllng the crowd
what they already knew: that they were at United States Cen-
tral Riet Control, that they would be processed as fast as pos-
sible and released.

The police had searched him, photographed him, and semt
off the photos for comparison with records of previous riots.
His face was on record: he had been in other flash crowds.
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They had held him. They had held quite a lot of people,
many of whom weren't even Club members.

“Just a coincidence,” he had told the police. “It's funny
how many flash crowds I run into. Never been hurt in one,
though. I guess I'm lucky.”

They couldn't prove differemt. They'd had to let him ge.

But they knew. Benny humched his big shoulders, remem-
bering the contempt in their eyes. They knew. And his face
and fingerprints had been caught in one more flash crowd.
They'd get him if he kept it up.

It was time to quit.

What about the treasury? When most of the members had
quit or been caught and sent up, would it be divided by the
last few? Lou Garcia must think so. That was why he had
gone with the others. That was why he was grinning,

Benny couldn’t bring himuelf to like the idea. He had col-
lected his share of the treasury. But what could he do? If he
stayed in the Club but avoided the flash crowds, the others
would get tired of collecting his share of the dues for him.
They’d beat him up and kick him out.

It had happened before. Club activities depended on there
being enough members in a flash crowd to help each other.
Goldbriicks were not tolerated.

He stood in a corner booth, coin in hand, wondering where
he wanted to go. Where to go, when a career has ended?
Wihat difference does it make? The flash erowd at Bloofh-
ingdale’s was actually in walking distaniee, and he was tempted
e g8 wateh. The police barrieades must be up By new.
He cauld 16k acrass them, wateh the Etub A 26tion.

No flash crowd had ever happened this close to the Club. A
good thing it hadn’t happened fnearet ...,

The idea came to him that suddenly.

For Jerryberty Jansen, home was two rooms knocked to-
gether in what had once been a motel on the Pacific Coast
Highway. The rooms sold as apartments now. They were
cheap, and there was a swimming pool and access to the
peean. The eenetete walk between the twe rows of doeis still
had fading white diagenal lines ef it.
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Five o'clock found Jerrybertv flopped bomsdlessly across the
double bed.

For six years Jerryberty had been one of CBA’s wandeting
newstapers, whose profession it is to flick about Los Angeles
without leaving the booths, carrying a hand:held camera in
hope of finding something interesting to report. He had de-
veloped legs like tree trunks. These days he went out on gs-
sigmment: a step up, but it still involved legwork. Some day,
he thought as he put his feet up on the pillows, JumpShift
Inc. would start putting seats in the booths. But first they’d
have to figure out how to flick the passenger out without flick-
ing the seats out too.

The phone rang.

First he cursed. Then he heaved himself upright and put on
a smile to answer. The smile sagged when the screen fe-
mained blank. A voice said, “Barry Jerome Jansen?”

“Speaking.”

“The newstaper?”

“Right again. Who’s this?” Jerryberry wondered if it was a
crank call. The voice belonged on a bad actor playing the
role of a tough.

‘It doesn’t matter who I am. How would you like the ad-
dress of the Permanent Floating Riot Club?”

Jerryberey checked his first response, which would have
been, “I'd love it.” He said, “There isn’t any such thing.”
That response was justified too. Nobody had ever ptoved the
existenee of 3 Permanent Fleating Riet Gang. Every flash
erewe atiracied a eertain propertion of leeters. Se what?

But he flipped a switch to record the call, The voice had
sald Club, not Gang.

“There is too,” it said impatiently. “It’s at 225 East Lindon,
Topeka.”

“You'te not trying to sell it?”

“I'm giving it to you, baby. Did you get it? 225 East
Lindon Dtive, Topeka, Kansas.” The caller hung up.

Jerryberry flopped back on the bed. He was tired. Tt could
be a gag. Topeka, Kansas. Who would be telling Jerryberry
Jansen about it? Jerryberry's beat was Los Angeles.

Oh, well. He heaved himself upright and called the police.
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The Topeka police were spending all their time answering
the phone. “We know,"” said Detective Sergeant Hirchito.
“Thats the same address he gave everyone. Thank you for
calling; we’re already on it.” He hung up. “Another one. Los
Angeles. He must have called every newscaster in the coun-
tfy »

“God, I hope not. They won't all keep their mouths shut.
Welve got to have time to check this out.”

Hirohito drummed his fingers on the desk. “There’s only
one way to get it. We'll have to put the whole area under riot
control.”

“Whett? No. If it's a false alarm, we could get sued for ob-
structing business! There are a lot of mail order houses in the
area, not to mention a messenger servics—"

“Calm down, Jack. Now we both know this is going to hit
the news sooner ot later, probably about now. What’s going to
happen then?”

Jack Shorter grinned. “Sure. Flash crowd®™

“Itl be the first time we ever put the riot control on be-
fore the rlot started. The newstapers’ll probably call it the
Riot Club Riot.”

Most of the news programs reported the incident along
with a bulletin from the Topeka Police Force. We have not
yet had time to erect barmizulss, and the suspects coulld be
armed. We strongly advise citizens to stay out of the affiected
area . . .

“They always say that,” CBA’s commentator, Wash Evans,
told his audience. “But you never pay any attention. This
time they mean It. Thete’s no telling what kind of weaponry
a Lootets’ Club might have picked up in the last ten years.
We knew they've talded a few sporting goods stores in thejme,
and there have been a few shoot-oiits. Do not go to see the
tiot. You get a better view on teevee.”

Nobody paid any attention.

Central Riot Conttol. The theoty was simple enough. You
divided all of the muniicijpal areas in the United States into
areas of approximately four blocks by four blocks. Outside the
cities the areas were far bigger, the flash crowds far less likely.
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Whhen a flash crowd gathered, there were switches at the po-
lice stations that would afffect all of the displacement booths
in one or more riot control areas. Wiith riot control going, the
booths in the area would not admit incoming passengers ex-
cept from the police stations. They would send only to the
huge Central Riot Contrisl Building in Nebraska:

The Permanent Floating Riet Club kept maps of mest of
the rigt eontrol areas in the eountry. There were tens of theu-
sands of them, and they wer@ stored in aR EXPERSIVE COMPULEF
on the third fleeF of the CIub,

In snm%l@ euFigsity; E@ﬂn%haé enee losked up the area the

Club itsel was situated in: He haé been amised to fmd that
Leu Garcia—whe lived three blocks wg %§ in the same
Fiet eontrsl area: Loy ma%havs d6re that delibsrately: z?:gﬁ

Elub was sver put under Rist Sontrol; he el §ifﬂaiy

gs wagg in ts Fsié fthaégh}f §é elsv%m@% e ESHHHV I

Yeuld have tak 188 I8 h& a(;f

mj ? amsts: Now h&ﬂﬁﬂﬁé B 4R §’£F65 Sff 81:} % %Es
Fea hadnt changsd mush over the §t decads

fas%s %FHS S%H& b 5! Beat gﬁdBaﬂ

Cg%% Wi;fr%aﬁ%lrve WI I’] rura g eser area e men

OW T

mOf e OWr m an
Rery (DR RS CIfY GOUEIRS, § ey “ﬁ'ﬁﬁ% g ing I 1h
3} @r&bmtg A il o
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§ma vildings i"g &H p&ople wsrs gral
8lder tes: Esﬁﬂyéhaé BRee ﬁeze@ét at yeu esnld tell 4 eiti-

6R's age further away than you eeuld tell his sex; by the tenae:
ity with which he hugged the sidewalk instead of strollin
down the center of the street, or by whether he looked bot
ways for phantom cars before crossing,

As he crossed an intersection Benny glimpsed the Club
building three blocks down. Nothiing happening there. And
there were no batficades yet. But thete were people leaving
fiearby booths, flicking in at a geod rate, 1t seemed, and they
all walked 1ike yeung fen.
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He entered Lou Garcia’s apartment building and rang Gar-
cia’s bell in the lobby.

It seemed pretty well foolproof at this stage. If Garcia
wasn't home, then he was either at the Club or elsewhere. If
he was at the Club, they'd hold him. If he was somewhere
else, he wouldn’t be able to flick in. The cops must have put
this area under riot contwol by now. In either case, Benny
would have time to search his apartment. He had been in
Garcia’s apartment many times, There was a hall closet that
Garcia always kept locked ...

“Yah?" The intercom,

“Benny. Can I see you?”

Hesitation. Then, “Sure. Come on up.” The main door
buzzed open.

W, he was home, and it was going to be a little sticky. It
would still work out. Lou couldn't flick out now even if he
got past Benny.

Benny had a gun in his hand as the elevator opened. There
was nobody in the hall. Benny walked down to Lou’s door
and rapped.

“Just a minute,” Lou Gamria sang out from inside.

Benny’s mind flashed ahead. Suppose the money wasn’t in
Lou’s apartment? Wedll, that would be that. But Garcia
wouldn't keep the momey in a bank. He wouldn’t dare. And
there was that permanenttly locked closet. And he’d always
had the money available when needed. And ... well, it was a
gamble.

He mumbled words under his breath, rehearsing what
amounted to a speech. “Someone blew the whistle on us,” he
would say. “Someone gave the cops the Club address. Il tell
them it was you. Hell, they'll probably figure that out for
themselves. You're the only one who had anything to gain. I'll
tell them you were running off with the Club treasury. You
can't flick out,” he would say. “Hallf the Club must have been
at the Bloomingdale's flash crowd when the riot control came
on. Theyll come trickling in looking for you. But if you give
me half the treasury—"" Better settle for a third. Damn, if Lou
had been out he could have searched the apartment and had
it all. He could still do that if he were to shoot Garcia. But
he'd known Lou too long for that.
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“A third of the treasury, and we just wait till tot conttol
goes off. Then we flick out in separate directions. Dial at ran-
dom, settle wherever we land, live on the money the rest of
out lives. Who eould find us™

It was taking Garcia along time.

Benny kicked at the door. “Open up, Loul” He kieked
harder, and the door flew wide, and Benny ducked to the side
just in ease. No bullets. He went through fast, but fething
happened. Lou Garcia wasn't i sight.

He wasn’t in either bathroom. He wasn’t in the kitehen of
on the balcony. Benny tried the closets last. The one that had
always been locked opened easily, and there was nothing if-
side at all.

So. Lou had gotten out. (How? Thete was only the one
doot.) Wiiich left Benny to search the apartment in peace.
Unlless Lou had taken the treasugy ... .

Benny peered over the balcony. Lou could have reached the
street by now . .. but he wasi’t in sight. He might have been
hidden by the milling crowd below. The flash crowd was de-
veleping nieely. As Benfly had expected, they had eeme fiek:
Ing in frem all ever, arfiving outside the affected ret eentrol
areas and strelling in to see the excitiement.

It the cops found Benny now, he’d claim he was one of
them. He'd flicked In to wateh the arrests. But the same went
for Lou, unless Lou was carrylng the treasury, in which case
he might have somme explaining to do.

So. It might still be here. Benny started his search .... and
stopped, bewildered. There were other peculiarities. Things
missing. Like: the big reading chair was still hete, and the
heavy coffee table. But the little fold-up chairs and the water
bed were gofie, and the tall reading lamp ... Benny looked
areund, tiying to puzzle it eut. It was as If Leu were halfway
threugh meving . .. as if he had been taking only these things
that weuld fit inte a displacement beeth.

Benny saw it then, and he ran for the closet.

The closet that had always been locked. A closet like a
cylinder with a rounded top, the curve continued on the in-
side of the deot. And nothing at all inside.

It was a displacement booth.

Benny started to laugh. Lou had thought of it first. He was
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planning to disappear with the treasury; but he didn't know
the area was under riot control.

Of course Benny could search the apartment anyway. But
Lou wouldn't have left the money behind, not with Benny
standing on the other side of the door.

Benny set the gun down on the remaining table. Where he
expected to be going, it was a danger to him, He stepped into
the closet and closed the door. There was no dial in here. 1t
must have a preset destination,

Light flashed in his eyes, and the floor opened beneath him.
Benny had been through this before. He took the fall like an
amusement park ride, and stood up when it was over.

Central Riot Conttol was crowded today. Citizens milled
about the floor of the great bowl, making angry noises, ham-
pered by the attempts of Club membexrs to look inconspicuous
among them. Thetre wete too many Club memberts, and not
enough citizens. It took Benny only a mement to find Lou.

Lou was in a clump of people to one side of the big central
platform where the cops waited. He was ttying to hold onto a
sizeable metal attache case, and four membets of the Perma-
nent Floating Riot Club wete teéylng to take It from him. The
cops on the platform watched with interest.

Benny sighed. It grieved him to see ten years of history end-
ing. But he still had fifty percerit of ten years’ earnings . . .
and it had been wotth a try.



A Kimdl of Murder

“You are constantly coming to my home!” he shouted.
“You never think of calling first. Whattever I'm doing, sud-
denly you're there. And where the hell do you keep getting
keys to my door?”

Alicia didn’t answer. Her face, which in recent years had
taken on a faint resemblance to a bulldog’s, was set in infinite
patience as she relaxed at the other end of the couch. She had
been through this before, and she waited for Jeff to get it over
with.

He saw this, and the dinner he had not quite finished set-
tled like lead in his belly. “There’s not a club I belong to that
you aren’t a member too. Winewvet I'm with, you finagle me
into introducing you. If it's a man, you try to make him, and
if he isn’t having any you get nasty. If it’s a woman, thete you
are like the ghost at the feast. The discarded woman. It’s a
drag,” he said. He wanted a mote powerful word, but he
couldn’t think of one that wouldn’t sound overdramatic, silly.

She said, “Weiwe been divorced six years. Wiat do you care
who I sleep with?”

“I don't like looking like yout pimp!™

She laughed.

The acid was rising in his throat. “Listen,” he sald, “why

53
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don’t you give up one of the clubs? We, we belong to four.
Give one up. Any of them.” Give me a place of refuge, he
prayed.

“They're my clubs too,” she said with composure. “You
change chubs.”

He'd joined the Lucifer Club four years ago, for just that
reason. She'd joined too. And now the words clogged in his
throat, so that he gaped like a fish.

There were no words left. He hit her.

He’d never done that before. It was a full-arm swing, but
awkward because they were trying to face each other on the
couch. She rode with the slap, then sat facing him, waiting.

It was as if he could read her mind. We've been through
thiss before, and it never changes anything. But it's your tan-
truemn. He remembetred later that she'd said that to him once,
those same words, and she’d looked just like that: patient, im-
placable.

The call reached Hormicide at 8:36 B.M., July 20, 2019.
The caller was a round-faced man with stralght black half
and a stutter. “My ex-wifis,” he told the desk man. ‘“She’s
dead. T just got home and f-found her like this. S-someone
seems to have hit her with a c-c-cigarette box.™
* Hennessey (Officer-2) had just come on for the night shift.
He took over. “You just got home? You called #minediately?”

“That’s right. C-c-could you come right away?”’

“Well be there in ten seconds. Have you touched any-
thing?"

“No. Not het, and not the box.”

“Have you called a hospital?”

His voice rose. “No. She’s dead.”

Henmessey took down his name—Wallieis—amnd beeth Aum-
ber and hung up. “Line, Fisher, come with me. Tokxie, will
you call the City Hospital and have them send a ‘eepter?” If
gwéam hadn’t touched her he eeuld hardly be sure she was

ead.

They went through the displasement beeth ene at a time,
dialing and vanishing. For Hemnssey it was as if the Hemi:
cide room vanished as he dialed the last digit, and he was
looking ifite a pereh light.
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Jeftrey Wailltens was waiting in the house. He was médium
sized, a bit overweight, his light brown hair going thin on top.
His paper business suit was wrinkled. He wore an anxious,
fearfiull Jook—which figead, either weay, Hennessey thmugiht.

And he'd been right. Alicia Wadltens was dead. From her at-
titude she had been sitting sideways on the couch when some-
thing crashed into her head, and she had sprawled forward. A
green cigarette box was sitting on the glass coffee table. It was
bloody along one edge, and the blood had marked the glass.

The small, bloody, beautifully marked green malachite box
could have done it. It would have been held in the mnigjht
hand, swung full-armed. One of the detectiives used chalk to
mark its position on the table, then nudged it into a plastic
bag and tied the neck.

Wallters had sagged into a reading chair as if worn out.
Hemmessey approached him. “You said she was your ex-wiffie?”

“That’s right. She didn't give up using her married name.”

‘WMiest was she doing here, then?”

“I don't know. We had a fight earlier this evening. I finally
threw her out and went back to the Sirius Club. I was half
afraid she'd just follow me back, but she didn’t. I guess she let
hexself back in and waited for me here™

“She had a key?”

Wailters' laugh was feeble. “She always had a key. I've hafl
the lock changed twice. It didn't work. I'd-come home and
find her here. ‘I just wanted to talk,’ she'd say.” He stopped
abruptly.

“That doesn’t explain why she’d let someone else in.”

“No. She must have, though, mustn't she? I don't know
why she did that.”

The ambulance helicopter landed in the street outside. Two
men enteted with a stretcher. They shifted Alicia Walters’
dead body to the stretcher, leaving a chalk outline Fisher had
deawn earlier.

Wailters watched through the picture window as they
walked the stretcher into the portable JumpShift unit in the
side of the "copter. They closed the hatch, tapped buttoms in a
learned rhythm on a phone dial set in the hatch, Whemn they
opened the hatch to check, it was empty. They closed it again
and boarded the ’copter.
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Wadllers said, “You'll do an autopsy immediately, won’t
you?"

“Of course. Why do you ask?”

“Welll. ... it's possible I might have an alibi for the time of
the murder.”

Hemmessey laughed before he could stop himself. Walters
looked puzzled and affronted.

Hemessey didn’t explain. But later, as he was leaving the
station house for home and bed, he snorted. “Alibi,” he said.
“Idiot.”

The displacement booths had come suddenly. One year, a
science fiction writer's daydream. The next, AD. 1992, an ex-
perimental reality. Telepottation. Instantairous travel. An-
other year and they were being used for cargo transport. Two
fhote, afid the passenger displacement booths were springing
up everywhere ifi the world.

By luck and the laws of physics, the world had had time to
adjust. Teleportation obeyed the Laws of Conservation of En-
ergy and Consetvation of Momentufm. Teleporting tiphill
took an enetgy input to match the gain in potentiial energy. A
eargo wotild lose potential energy going dewnhill. And it was
over a decade before JumpShift Ine. learned how to 6oMipen-
sate for that effest. Teleporation ever giem distanees was
even more heavily restricted by the Earth's refatien.

Let a passenger flick too far west, and the difference be-
tween his momentum and the Earth’s would smack him down
against the floor of the booth. Too far east, and he would be
flung against the ceiling. Too far north or south, and the
Eatth would be rotating faster or slower: he would flick in
moving sideways, unless he had crossed the equator.

But cargo and passengers could be displaced between points
of equal longitude and opposite latitude. Smuggling had be-
come impaossible to stop. There was a point in the South Pa-
cific to correspond to any point in the United States, most of
Canada, and parts of Mexico.

Smuggling via the displacement booths was a new crime
The Permanent Floating Riot Gamgs were another. The
booths would allow a crowd to gather with amazing rapidity.
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Practically any news broadcast could start a flash crowd. And
with the crowds the pickpockets and looters came flicking in.

When the booths were new, many householders had taken
to putting their booths in living rooms or entrance halls. That
had stopped fast, after an astounding rash of burglaries.
These days only police stations and haspitals kept their booths
indoots.

For twenty years the booths had not been feasible over dis-
tances greater than ten miles. If the short distance booths had
changed the natute of ctime, what of the long distance
booths? They had been In existence only four years. Most
were at what had been airports, being fiifi by what had been
aiflifie eempanies. Dial thiee numbers and yeu eeuld be any-
where ofi Earth,

Flash crowds were bigger and more frequent.

The alibi was as dead as the antomobile.

Smuggling was cheaper. The expensive, illegal transmission
booths in the South Pacific were no longer needed. Cutthroat
competition had dropped the price of smack to something the
Mafia wouldn’t touch.

And murder was easier; but that was only part of the prob-
lem. Thete was a new kind of murder going around.

Hank Lovejoy was a tall, lanky man with a lantern jaw and
a ready smile. The police had found him at his offiice—real es-
tate—and he had agreed to come immediately.

“There were four of us at the Sirius Club before Alicia
showed up,” he said. “Me, and George Larimer, and Jeff Wal-
ters, and Jennifer—uwvait a minute—I&wis. Jennifer was over at
the bar, and we'd like asked her to join us for dinner. You
know how it is in a continuity club: you can talk to anyone.
We'd have picked up another gitl sooner ot later.”

Hemmessey said, “Not two?”

“Oh, Geotge is a monogamist. His wife is eight months
pregnant, and she didn’t want to come, but Geotge just
doesn’t. He's not fey or anything, he just doesn’t. But Jeff and
I were both sort of trylng to get Jennifet’s attention. She was
loose, and it looked likely she’d go home with one or the
other of us. Then Alicia eame in.”

‘Wiat time was that?”
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“Oh, about six fifteen. We were already @atin)g- She eame
up to the table, and we all kind of waited for Jeff to intre-
duce her and ask her to sit down, she being his ex-wife, after
all.” Lovejoy laughed. “Gaorge doesn't really understand
about Jeff and Alicia. Me, I thought it was funny.“

“Wihat do you mean?”

“Wedll, they've been divorced about six years, but it seems
he just can’t get away from her. Couldn't, I mean,” he said,
temembering. Rememibering that good old Jeff had gotten
away from her, because someone had smashed her skull,

Hemnrssey was afraid Lovejoy would clam up. He played
stupid. “I don’t get it. A divorce is a divorce, isn't it?"

“Not when it's a quote friendly divorce unquote. Jeff's a
damn fool. T don't think he gave up sleeping with her, not
tight ‘after the divorce. He wouldn't live with her, but every
so often she’d, well, she'd seduce him, I guess you'd say. He
wasn’t used to being alone, and I guess he got lonely. Eventu-
ally he must have glven that up, but he still couldn’t get her
otit of his halr,

“See, they belonged to all the same clubs and they knew all
the same people, and as a matter of fact they were both in
touting and distribution software; that was how they met. So
If she came on the scefie while he was teying to do something
else, there she was, and he had to Inteoduce het. She probably
knew the people he was dealing with, if it was business. A let
of business gets done at the continuity elubs. And she
weuldn't go away. I thought it was funny. It werked eut fifne
for e, last night.”

“HW?"

“Wdll, after twenty minutes or so it got through to us that
Alicia wasn’t going to go away. I mean, we were eating din-
ner, and she wasn’t, but she wanted to talk. Wien she said
something about walting and Joining us for dessert, Jeff stoed
up and suggested they go somewhere and talk. She didn’t 1eek
too pleased, but she went.”

“What do you suppose he wanted to talk about?

Lovejoy laughed. “Do I read minds without permission? He
wanted to tell her to bug off, of course! But he was gene half
an hout, and by the time he came back jennifer and I had
sort of reached a decislon. And Geoige had this benign lesk
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he gets, like Bless you my children. He doesn’t play around
himself, but maybe he likes to think about other couples get-
ting together. Maybe he’s right; maybe it brightens up the
marriage bed.”

“Jeff came back alone?”

“That he did. He was nervous, jumpy. Friendly enough; 1
mean, he didn't get obnoxious when he saw how it was with
hm.e a'pd Jennifer. But he was sweating, and I don't blame

im,

“What time was this?”*

“Seven twenty.”

“Dead on?”

“Yah,"

‘WWhy would you remember a thing like that?”

“Wedl, when Jeff came back he wanted to know how long
he'd been gone, So I looked at my watch, Anyway, we stayed
another fifteen minutes and then Jennifer and I took off.*

Henmessey asked, “Just how bad were things between Jeff
and Alicia?”

“Oh, they didn't fight or anything. It was just ... funny.
For one thing, she's kind of let herself go since the divorce,
She used to be pretty. Now she's gone to seed. Not many men
chase her these days, so she has to do the chasing. Some men
like thatt.”

“Do you?”

“Not particularly ... I've spent some nights with her, if
that’s what you're asking. I just like vatlety. I'm not a heait-
breaker, man; I run with girls whe like variety t06.”

“Did Alicia?"

“I think so. The trouble was, she slept with a lot of guys
Jeff introduced her to. He didn't like that. It made him look
bad. And once she played nasty to a guy who tumed her
down, and it ruined a business deall.”

“Buit they didn’t fijghttt”

“No. Jeff wasn't the type. Maybe that's why they got di-
vorced. She was just sameone he couldn't avoid. We all know
people like that.”

“After he came back without Alicia, did he leave the table
at any time?"



60 7 A Horr In Space

“I don’t think so. No. He just sat there, making small talk,
Badly.”

George Larimer was a writer of articles, one of the few who
made good money at it. He lived in Arizona. No, he didn't
mind a quick trip to the police station, he said, emphasizing
the quick. Just let him finish this paragraph—and he breezed
in five minutes later.

“Sorry about that. I just couldn't get the damn wording
right. Thiis one’s for Viewer’s Digest, and I have to explain
drop ship techmology for morons without talking down to
them of the minimal viewer won’t buy it. Wheits the prob-
lem?”

Hemmressey told him.

His face took on an expression Hemmessey recognized: like
he ought to be feeling something, and he was trying, honest.
“I just met her that night,” he said. “Dead. Well.”

He remembered that evening well enough. “Sure, Jeff Wal-
ters came back about the time we were finishing coffee. We
had brandy with the coffee, and then Hank and, uh, Jennifer
left. Jeff and I sat and played dominos over Scotch and sodas.
You can do that at the Situs, you know. They keep game
boxes thete, and they'll move tip side tables at yout elbows so
you éafi have denks of lunch.”

“How did you do?”

“I beat him. Something was botheting him: he wasn’t
playing very well. I thought he wanted to talk, but he
wouldn't talk about whatever was buggling him.”

“His ex-wifie?”

“Maybe. Maybe not. I'd only just met het, and she seemed
nice enough. And she seemed to like Jeff.”

“Yah. Now, Jeff left with Alicia. How long were they
gone?”

“HEdf an hour, I guess. And he came back without her.”

“What time?”

“Quuatter past seven or theteabouts. Ask Hank. I don’t wear
a watch.” He said this with a certain pride. A writer doesn’t
need a watch: he sets his own hours. “As I said, we had
dessert and coffee and then played dominos for an hour,
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maybe a little less. Then I had to go home to see how my
wife was getting along.”

“Whiille you were having dessert and coffee and playing
dominos, did Jeff Walkiers leave the table at any time?”

“Wedll, we switched tables to set up the game.” Latrimer
shut his eyes to think. He opened them. “No, he didn’t go t6
the bathroom ot anything.”

“Did you?”

“No. We were together the whole time, if that’s what you
want to know.”

Hemnmessey went out for lunch after Larimer left. Return-
ing, he stepped out of the Homicide Room booth just ahead
of Officer-1 Fisher, who had spent the morning at Allela Wal-
ters’ place.

Alicia had lived in the mountaims, within shouting distance
of Lake Arrowhead. Property in that area was far cheaper
than property around the Lake itself. The high rent distret
in the mounfains Is near streams and lakes. Her own water
supply had come from a storage tank kept filled by a small
JumpShift unit.

Fisher was hot and sweaty and bteathing hard, as if he had
been working. He dropped into a chair and wiped his fore-
head and neck. “These wasn’t much polnt In going,” he said.
“We found what was left of a bacon and tomate sandwieh sit-
ting on a placemat. Probably her last meal. She wasn’t mueh
eﬁﬁ’p@usekeepef.. Probably wasn’t making fmueh meney, ek
thet.

“How so?"

“All het gadgetry is old enough to be going to pieces. Her
Dustrmaster skips corners and knocks thimgs off tables. Her
chaits and couches are all blow-ups, inflated plastie. Cheap,
but they have te be teplaced every so eften, and she dig@n’t.
Her diﬁ?lﬁ@@ﬂ‘_iéﬂt booth fust be ten years eld. She sheuld
have replaeed it; living in the mewntains.”

“No roads in that ates?”

“Not near her house, anyway. In remote areas like that they
move the booths in by helicopter, then bring the components
for the house out thiough the booth. If her booth broke down
she’d have had to hike out, unless she could find a nelghbor
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home, and her neighbors aren't close. I like that area,” Fisher
said suddenly. “There’s elbow room.”

“She should have made good money. She was in routing
and distribution software.” Henmessey pondered. “Maybe she
spent all her time following her ex-husband around.”
tb T’lh@bautopsy report was waiting on his desk. He read

ro it

Ah@ia Walters had indeed been killed by a single blow te
the side of the head, almest eertain the malachite box. Its
hard eomer had erushed her skull areund the temple:
Malaehite is a semipresigus stone, hard eneugh that Ao part

of it had broken off in the WouRg: but th@r@ was blesd and
trég of bere ?ﬁé brain tissus on the box ﬁ
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Henmesssy langhed: “Sg §s he éié g 18 the hathreem:
Do you think anyene weuld remember i3 Nobody in the
world has had an alibi for anything sinee the JumpShift
booths took over. You can be at & party in New York and kill
a man in the California Sierras in the time it would take te
go out for cigarettes. You cam't use displacement beoths for
an alibi.”

“You could be jumping to conclusions,” Fisher pointed out.
"So he's not a cop. So he reads detective stories. So someone
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murdered his wife in his own living room. Natunzilly he wants
to know if he’s got an alibi.”
shook his head.

“She didn’t bleed a lot,” said Fisher. “Maybe enough,
maybe not. Maybe she was moved.”

“I noticed that too.”

“Someone who knew she had a key to Wailiers” house killed
her and dumped her there. He would have hit her with the
cigarette box in the spot where he'd already hit her with
something else.”

Hemessey shook his head again. “It’s not just Wailiexs. It’s
a kind of murder. We get mote and more of these lately. Peo-
ple kill each other because they can’t move away from each
other. Wiith the long distance booths everyone in the countey
lives next door to everyone else. You live a block away from
your ex-wife, your mothet-in-law, the girl you’te trying to
drop, the guy who lost money in your business deal and
blames you. Any sectetary lives next door to her boss, and if
he needs something done in a hutty she’s right there. God
help the doctor if his patients get his home numbet. I'm not
just pulling these out of the alt. I can name you an assault rap
for every one of these situations.”

“Most people get used to it,” said Fisher. “My mother used
to flick in to visit me at work, remember?”

Henmessey grinned. He did. Fortumeattelly, she'd given it up.
“It was worse for Wadlters,” he said.

“It didn’t really sound that bad. Lovejoy said it was a
friendly divorce. So he was always runming into her. So
what?”

“She took away his clubs.”

Fisher snorted. But Fisher was young. He had grown up
with the short-distance booths.

For twenty years passenger teleportation had been restricted
to short hops. People had had time to get used to the booths.
And in those twenty years the continuity clubs had come into
existence.

The continuity club was a guard against future shock. Its
location was ... ubiquitous: hundireds of buildimgs in hun-
dreds of cities, each building just like all the others, inside
and out. Wherever a member moved in this traveling society,
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the club would be there. Today even some of the customers
would be the same: everyone used the long distance booths to
some extent.

A man had to have some kind of stability in his life. His
church, his marriage, his home, his club. Any man might need
more or less stability than the next. Wallters had belonged to
four clubiss... . and they were no use to him if he kept meeting
Alicia there. And his marmiage had broken up, and he wasn’t
a churchgoer, and a key to his house had been found in Ali-
cia's purse. She should at least have left him his clubs.

Fisher spoke, interrupting his train of thought. “You've
been talking about impullse murders, haven't you? Six years of
not being able to stand his ex-wife and not being able to get
away from her. So finally he hits her with a cigarette box.”

“Most of them are impulse murders, yes.”

“WEdll, this wasn't any impulse murder. Look at what he
had to do to bring it about. He'd have had to ask her to wait
at home for him. Then make some excuse to get away from
Larimer, shift home, kill her fast and get back to the Sirius
Club before Larimer wonders where he’s gone. Then he’s got
to hope Larimer will forget the whole thing. That’s not just
cold-blooded, it's also stupid.”

“Yah. So far it's worked, though.”

“Waniked, hell. The only evidence you've got against Wal-
ters is that he had good reason to kill her. Listen, if she got
on his nerves that much, she may have irritated some other
people too.”

nodded. “That’s the problem, all right.” But he
didn’t mean it the way Fisher did.

Waillters had moved to a hotel until such time as the police
were through with his house. Henmessey called him before
going off duty.

“You can move home,” he told him.

“That’s good,” said Walkes. “Find out anything?”

“Omly that your wife was murdered with that selfsame ciga-
tette box. We found no sign of anyone In the house except
het, and you.” He paused, but Walltesis only nodded thought-
fully. He asked, “Did the box look familiar to you?’

“Oh, yes, of course. It's mine. Alicia and I bought it on out
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honeymoon, in Switzerland. We divided things during the di-
voree, and that went to me.”

“All right. Now, just how violent was that argument you
had?”

He flushed. “As usual. I did a lot of shouting, and she just
sat there letting it go past her ears. It never did any good.”

“Did you strike her?”

The flush deepened, and he nodded. “I've never done that
before.”

“Did you by any chance hit her with a malachite box?*

“Do I need a lawyer?"

“You're not under arrest, M. Whailiens. But if you feel you
need a lawyer, by all means get one.” Hemirssey hung up.

He had asked to be put on the day shift today, in ordet to
follow up this case. It was quitting time now, but he was te-
Iuctant to leave.

Officer-1 Fisther ad thean eaastopping. He sdi], “Sa?”

“He never mentioned the word alily* said Hennessey.
“Smart. He’s not supposed to know when she was killed.”

“You're still sure he did it.”

“Yah. But getting a conviction is something else again.
Welll find more people with more motives. And all we've got
is the laboratoty.” He ticked items off on his fingers. “No fif-
getprints on the box. No blood on Wallens of any of his
elothes, unless he had paper elothes and ditehed ‘efi. No way
of proving Walheis let her in of gave her the key . .. though 1
wendet if he tealty had that mueh trouble keeping her aut of
the hetise.

“We'd be asking a jury to believe that Wailiens left the table
and Larimer forgot about it. Larimer says no. Wailters s
pretty sure to get the benefit of the doubt. She dldn’t bleed
much; a good defense lawyer 1s bound to suggest that she was
moved from semmewhere else.”

“It’s possible.”

“She wasn’t dead until she was hit. Nothing fn the stemach
but food. No drugs or poisons in the bloodstream. She’d have
had to be killed by someone who—" He tieked them off.
“Knew she had Wallteis’ key. Knew Waillters® displacement
booth number. And knew Walllis weuldn’t be Hheme.
Agreed?
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“Maybe. How about Larimer or Lovejoy?"

Hemnmessey spread his hands in surrender. “It’s worth asking.
Larimer’s alibl s as good as Waltets’, for all that’s worth., And
we've still got to intetview Jemnifer . ... Lewis.”

“Then again, a lot of people at the Sirius Club knew Wal-
ters. Some of them must have been involved with Alicia. Any-
one who saw Walliers halfway through a domino game wotld
know he’d be stuck there for awdhile.”

“True. Too true.” Hemessey stood up. “Guess I'll be get-
ting dinner.”

Hemnessey came out of the restaurant feeling pleasantly
stuffed and torpld. He turned left toward the nearest booth, a
block away.

The Wailters case had haunted him all through dinner.
Fisher had made a good deal of sense ... but what bugged
him was something Fishet hadi’t said. Fisher hadn’t said that
Henirssey might be looking for easy answers,

Easy? If Wailters had killed Alicia duting a game of domi-
nos at the Sirius Club, then there wouldn’t be any case until
Latimer remembeted. Aside from that, Walltess would have
been an Idlot to tey such a thing. Idiot, or desperate.

But if someone else had killed her, it opened up a bag of
snakes. Restrict it to-memmbers of the Sirius Club who were
there that night, and how many were left? They'd both
done business there. How many of Jeffirey Walltets’ acquaint-
ances had shared Alleia’s bed? Wihieh one weuld have killed
het, for reasofi or fio freaseni? The trouble with sharing too
fiaRy beds was that ene’s ehanee o6f runhing ifite a really bad
situation was improved almest to certainty.

If Wailters had done it, things became simpler.

But she hadn't bled much.

And Walters couldn't have had reason to move her body to
his home. Where could he have killed her that would be
worse than that?

Wialltenrs owned the murder weapon .. . no, forget that. She
could have been hit with anything, and if she were in Wal-
ters’ house fifiteen seconds later she might still be breathing
when the malachite box finished the job.

Hemessey slowed to a stop in front of the booth. Some-
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thing Fisher had said, something that had struck him funny.
Wihat was it?

“Her displacement booth must be ten years old—" That
was it. The sight of the booth must have sparked that
memoty. And it was funny. How had he known?

JumpShift booths were all alike. They had to be. They all
had to hold the same volume, because the ait in the recelver
had to be flicked back to the transmitter. Wihem JumpShift
improved a booth, it was the equipment they Impioved, so
that the older booths could still be used.

Ten years old. Wasn't that—yes! The altitude shift.
Pumping energy into a cargo, so that it could be flicked a
mile ot a hundied miles uphill, had been an eatly improve-
ment. But a transmitter that could absorb the lost potential
energy of a downhill shift, had not become common until ten
years ago.

Hemessey stepped in and dialed the police station.

Sergeant Sobel was behind the desk. “Oh, Fisher left an
hour ag@)” he said. “Want his number?”

“Yes . ... No. Get me Alicia Wallters’ number.”

Sobel got it for him. “What’s up?”

“Tell you in a minute,” said Hemmessey, and he flicked out.

It was black night. His ears registered the drop in pressure.
His eyes adjusted rapidly, and he saw that there were lights in
Alicia Waillters” house.

He stepped out of the booth. Whiisfling, he walked a slow
circle around it.

It was a JumpShift booth. Wihat more was there to say? A
glass cylinder with a rounded top, big enough for a tall man
to stand upright and a meager amount of baggage to stand
with him—or for a man holding a dead woman in his arms,
clenching his teeth while he tried to free one finget for di-
aling. The machinery that made the magic was buried
beneath the booth. The dial, a simple push-button phone dial.
Even the long distance booths looked just like this one,
though the auxiliary machinety was far more complex.

“But he was sweating—" Had Lovejoy meant it literally?

Hemnessey was smiling ferociously as he stepped back into
the booth.
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The lights of the Homicide room flashed in his eyes. Hen-
nessey came out tearing at his collar. Sweat started from every
pore. Living in the mountains like that, Alicia should cet-
tainly have had her booth replaced. The room felt like a fut-
nace, but it was his own body temperature that had jumped
seven degrees in a moment. Seven degrees of randomized en-
ergy, to compensate for the drop in potenitial eneigy between
here and Lake Arrowhead.

Whdliers sat stumped, staring straight ahead of him. “She
didn't understand and she didn’t care. She was taking it like
we’'d been all through this before but we had to do it again
but let’s get it over with.” He spoke in a monotone, but the
nervous stutter was gone. “Fimally I hit her. I guess I was
teying to get her attention. She just took it and looked at me
and waited for me to go on.”

Hemirssey said, “Wiasne did the malachite box come in?”

“Where do you think? I hit her with it.”

“Then it was hers, not yours.”

“It was ours. Wihen we broke up, she took it. Look, I don't
want you to think I wanted to kill her. I wanted to scar her.”

“To scare her?”

“No! To scar her!” His voice rose. “To leave a matk she’d
remember every time she looked in a mirror, so she’d know I
meant it, so she’d leave me alone! I wouldn’t have catred if
she sued. Whattever it cost, it would have been worth it. But I
hit her too hatd, way too hard. I felt the crunch.”

“Why didn’t you report it?”

“But I did! At least, I tried. I picked her up in my arms
and wrestled her out to the booth and dialed for the Los An-
geles Emergency Hospital. I don’t know if there’s anyplace
closer, and I wasn’t thinking too clear. Listen, maybe I can
prove this. Maybe an intern saw me in the booth. I flicked
into the Hospital, and suddenly I was broiling. Then I
remembered that Alicia had an old booth, the kind that can’t
absotb a difference in potential energy.”

“We guessed that much.”

“So I dialed quick and flicked right out again. I had to go
back to Alicia’s for the malachite box and to wipe off the sofa,
and my own booth is a new one, so I got the temperature
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shift again. God, it was hot. I changed suits before I went
back to the Club. I was still sweaiting.”

“You thought that raising her temperature would foul up
our estimate of when she died.”

“That’s right.” Walliers’ smile was wan. “Listen, I did try to
get her to a hospital. Youll remember that, won’t you?”

“Yah. But you changed your mind.”






All the Bridges Rusting

Take a point in space.

Take a specific point near the star system Alpha Centaurus,
on the line linking the center of mass of that system with Sol.
Follow it as it moves towatd Sol system at lightspeed. We pre-
sufme a partiele in this point.

Men who deal in the physics of teleportation would speak
of it as a “transition particle.” But think of it as a kind of su-
pet-neuteino. Cleatly it must have a rest mass of zero, like a
neuttino. Like a neutrifo, 1t rust be fearfully difficullt to find
of stop. Despite several decades in which teleportation has
beef if eefmfmon use, iebedy has ever direety demonstiated
EB%H existenice of a "transition partiele.” 1t must be taken en

aifh.

Its internal structure would be fearfully complex in terms
of energy states. Its relatlvistic mass would be twelve thousand
two hundted tons.

One more propetty can be postulated. Its location in space
is uncertain: a probability density, thousands of miles across
as It passes Proxima Centauti, and spreading. The mass of the
tiny red dwarf does not bend its path significantly. As it ap-
proaches the seolar system the partiele may be found anywhere
within a vaguely bounded wave front several hundied theu-
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sand miles across. This vagueness of position is part of what
makes teleportation work. One’s aim need not be so accurate:

Neear Pluto the particle changes state,

Its relativistic mass converts to rest mass within the receiver
cage of a drop ship. Its structure is still fearfully complex for
an elementary particle: a twelwethousand-twonandred-ton
spacecraft, loaded with instruments, its hull windowdess and
very smoothly contoured. Its presence here is the only evi-
denece that a transition particle ever existed. Wiitthin the con-
teol cabin, the pilot’s finger is still on the TRaNsMIT button,

Karin Sagan was short and stocky. Her hands were large;
her feet were small and prone to foot trouble. Her face was
square and cheerful, her eyes were bright and direct, and her
voice was deep for a woman's. She had been thintiy-six years
old when Phoetiix left the ttansmitter at Pluto. She was three
fonths older now, though nine years had passed on Earth.

She had seen a trace of the elapsed years as Phoeniix left the
Pluto drop ship. The shuttllecraft that had come to meet them
was of a new design, and its attitude jets showed the color of
fusion flame. She had wondered how they made fusion motors
that small.

She saw more changes now, among the gathered newstapets.
Some of the women wore microskirts whose hems were cut at
angles. A few of the men wore assymetrical shirts—the left
sleeve long, the right sleeve missing entitiely. She asked te see
one man’s left cuff, het attention caught by the glowing red
design. Stife enough, 1t was a funetional wristwateh; but the
fhaterial was soft as eloth,

“It’s a Bulova Dali,” the man said. He was letting his
amusement show. “New to you? Thimgs change in nine years,
Doctor.”

“I thought they would,” she said lightly. “That’s part of the
fun.”

But she remembered the shock of relief when the heat
Struck. She had pushed the TrRansmiT button a light-month
out from Alpha Centauius B. An instant later sweat was fun-
ning from every pore of her body.

Thete had been no guarantee. The probability density that
physicists called a transition particle could have gone past



A Hore In Seace 7/ 73

the drop ship and out into the universe at large, beyond res-
cue forever. Ot ... a lot could happen in nine years. The sta-
tion might have been wrecked or abandoned.

But the heat meant that they had made it. Phoenix had lost
potentiial energy entering Sol’s gravitational field and had
gained it back in heat. The cabin felt like a furnace, but it
was their body temperature that had jumped from 98.6° to
102°, all in an instant.

“How was the trip?" The young man asked.

Karin Sagan returned to the present. “Good, but it’s good
to be back. Are we recordiing?”

“No. When the press conference starts you'll know it.
That’s the law. Shall we get it going?™

“Fine.” She smiled around the room. It was good to see
strange faces again. Three months with three other people in
a closed envitommmenht.. . it was enough.

The young man led her to a dais. Cameras swiveled to face
her, and the conference started.

Q: How was the trip?

“Good. Successfal, I should say. We learned everything we
wanted to know about the Centaurus systems. In addition, we
learned that our systems work. The drop-ship method Is feasi-
ble. We reached the nearest stars, and we came back, with ne
111 effects.”

Q- W=t about the Centaurus planets? Are they habitable?

“No.” It hurt to say that. She saw the disappoimtment
around her.

Q: Neiitiser of them checked out?

“That’s right. There are six known planets circling Alpha
Centawitus B. We may have missed a couple that were too
small ot too far out. We had to do all our looking from a
light-month away. We had good hopes for B-2 and B-3—
remembet, we knew they were there before we set out—buit
B-2 tuths otit to be a Venus-type with t06 mueh atmosphete,
and B-3's got a reducing atmosphese, something like Earth’s
atmosphese thiee billien years age.”

Q: Thee colomiists aren't going to like that, are they?

“I don’t expect they will. We messaged the drop ship Laz-
arus IT to turn off its JumpShift unit for a year. That means
that the colony ships won't convert to rest mass when they
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reach the receiver. They'll be reflected back to the solar sys-
tem. They should appear in the Pluto drop ship about a
month from now.” g

Q: Having lost nine years.

“That’s right. Just like me and the rest of the crew of Phoe-
nix. The colonists left the Pluto transmitter two months after
we did.”

Q: WHaat are the chances of terwffsirmidng B-3 someday?

Karin was glad to drop the subject of the colony ships.
Somehow she felt that she had failed those first potential colo-
nists of another star system. She said, “Pretty good, someday.
I'm just talking off the top of my head, you understand. I
imagine it would take thousands of years, and would involve
seeding the atmosphere with tailored bacteria and waiting for
them to turn methane and ammonia and hydrocarbons into
alt. At the moment it'll pay us better to go on looking for
worlds around other stars. It's so bloody easy, with these inter-
stellar drop ships.”

There was nodding among the newstapers. They knew
about drop ships, and they had been briefed. In principle
there was no difference between Lazarus IT and the drop ships
circling every planet and most of the interesting moons and
asteroids in the solar system. A drop ship need not he moving
at the same velocity as its cargo. The Phoenix, at rest with re-
spect to Sol and the Centaurus suns, had emerged from Laz-
arus IPs receiver cage at a third of lightspeed.

“The point is that you can use a drop ship more than
once,” Karin went on. “By now Lazarus II is one and a third
light-years past Centaurus. We burned most of its fuel to get
the ship up to speed, but there's still a maneuver reserve. Its
next target is an orangeyellow dwarf, Epsilon Indi. Lazarus
IT will be there in about twenty-eight years. Then maybe we'll
send another colony group.”

©): Doctor Sagan, you were as far- from Sol as anyone in
history has ever gottem. What was it like out there?

Karen giggled. “We were as far from any star as anyone’s
ever gotten. It was a long night. Maybe it was getting to us.
We had a bad moment when we thought there was an alien
ship coming up behind us.” She sobered, for that moment of
relief had cost six people dearly, “It tumed out to be Lazarus.
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I'm afraid that’s more bad news. Lazarus should have been
decelerating. It wasn't. We're afraid something’s happened to
their drive” »,

That caused some commotion. It developed that many of
the newstapers had never -heard of the first Lazarus. Katin
started to explain ... and that turned out to be a mistake.

The first interstellar spacecraft had been launched in 2004,
thirty-one yeats ago.

Lazarus had been ten years in the building: but far more
than ten years of labor had gone into her. Her life-support
systems ran in a clear line of development back to the first
capsules to orbit Earth. The first fusion-electric power plants
had much in common with her main drive, and her hydrogen
fuel tanks were the result of several decades of trial and ettor.
Liquid hydrogen is tricky stuff. Centuniies of medicine had
produced suspended-animation treatments that allowed . Laz-
atus to carry six crew members with life-support supplies suffi-
cient for two.

The ship was lovely—at least, her re-entry system was lovely,
a swing-wing streamlined exploration vehicle as big as any hy-
personic passenger plane. Fully assembled, she looked like a
haphazard collection of junk. But she was loved.

There had been displacement booths in 2004: the network
of passenger teleportation had already replaced other forms of
transportation over most of the world. The cargo ships that
lifted Lazarus' components into orbit had .been fueled in
flight by JumpShift units in the tanks, It was a dpi that Laz-
arus could not take advantage of such a method. But eenser-
vation of momentum held, Fuel droplets entering Lazarus's
tanks at a seventh of lightspeed would tear them apart.

So Lazarus had left Earth at the end of the Corliiss aceelera-
tor, an improbably tall tower standing up from a flat asteroid
a mile across. The fuel tanks—most of Lazarus's mass—had
been launched first. Then the ship itself, with enough maneu-
veting reserve to run them down, Lazarus had left Earth like
a string of toy balloons, and telescopes had watehed as she as-
sembled herself in deep space.

She had not been launched into the unknown. The tels-
scopes of Ceres Base had found plansts erbiting Alpha Sentauy-
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rus B. Two of these might be habitable. Failing that, there
might at least be seas from which hydrogen could be extracted
for a return voyage.

“The first drop ship was launched six years later,” Karin
told them. “We should have waited. I was five when they
launched Lazarus, but I've been told that everyone thought
that teleportation couldn’t possibly be used for space explora-
tion because of veloelty differences. If we'd walted we eould
have put a drop ship reeeiver cage on Lazarus and taken out
the life-support system. As 1t was, we didn’t launeh Lazatus 1T
ggiiéT” She stopped to add up dates. “Seventeen years ago.

Q: Weren't you expectiinge Lazarus to pass you?

“Not so soon. In fact, we had this timed pretty well. If ev-
erything had gone right, the crew of Lazarus I would have
found a string of colony ships pouring out of Lazarus IT as
it fell across the system. They could have joined up to ex-
plofe the syster, and later joined the eeleny if that was
feasible, or e6e hofe 61 the esleny retucn ship if it wasirt.”

Q: As it is, they've in deep sdhit.

“I'm afraid so. Can you really say that on teevee?”

There were chuckles at her naiveté,

Q: Whhat wentt wrong? Amy idea?

“They gave us a full report with their distress signal. There
was some trouble with the plasma pinch effect, and no parts to
do a full repair. They tried running it anyway—they didn’t
have much choice, after all. The plasma stream went wrong
and blew away part of the sterni. After that there wasn’t any-
thing they eould do but set up their distiess signal and go
baek ifite suspended animation.”

Q: Wit are your plans for rescue?

Karin made her second error, “I don’t know. We just got
back two days ago, and we've spent that time traveling. It's
easy enough to pump enengy into an incoming teansition pat-
ticle to compensate for a jump in potential enetgy, but the
only dtep ship we've got that ean absorb potenitial enetgy is
at Meseury, We eouldn’t just flick in from Pluto; we’d have
been beailed. W had te flick in to Earth orbit by way of
Mereury, then g6 dewn in a shuttleeraft.” She elosed hek eyes
te think. “Ivil be difficult. By now Lazarus raust be half a
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light-year beyond Alpha Centaurus, and Lazarus IT more than
twice that far. We probably can’t use Lazarus IT in a rescue
attempt.”

Q: Coulldhitt you drop a receiver cage from Lazarus II, then
wait untill Lazarus has almost caught up with it?

She smiled indulgentlly. At least they were asking intelligent
questions. “Womn't work. Lazarus I must have changed course
already for Epgilon Indi. Whatkawer happens is likely to take a
long time.™

Teevee was mostly news these days. The entertainment pro-
grams had been largely taken over by cassettes, which could
be sold devoid of advertisements, and which could be aimed
at more selective audiences.

And newspapers had died out; but headlines had not. The
annoumcers were sging things like Centaurus planets devoid
of life ... . colony ships to return . .. failure of Lazarus scout
ship engines . . . rescue attemmts to begin . .. details in a mo-
ment, but first this word . ...

Jerryberry Jansen of €BA smiled into the eameras. The
warrmth he Telt for his unseen audience was genuine: he regard:
ed himself as a combination of entertainer and teacher, and
his appreximately twelve million students were the measure of
his sueegss: “Fhe Centaurus expedition was by no means a
disaster,” he told them: “Eor one thing, the eolopy Mret=
whieh eest you, the taxpayer, about six hundred and sixty mil-
lion new doliars nine years age—can be re-used as is, onee the
UN Space Authority finds a habitable world. Probably the
colonists themselves will not want to wait that long. A new
group may have.to be retrained.

“As for the intensteflar drop ship concept, it works. Thiis has
been the first real test, and it went without a hitch. Probably
the next use of deop ships will not be a colony expedition at
afl, but an attempt to reseue the erew of Lazarus. The ship
was sending its distress signal. There 1§ good reasen to think
that the erew Is still ative.

“Doctor Karin Sagan has pointed out that any rescue at-
tempt will take decades. This is reasonable, in that the dis-
tanees to be covered are to be measured in light-years. But
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today’s ships are considemablly better than Lazarus could ever
have been.”

“You idiot,” said Robin Wihyte, Ph.D. He twisted a knob
with angry force, and the teevee screen went blank. A few
minutes later he made two phone calls.

Karin was sightseeing on Earth.

The UN Space Authority had had a new credit card walt-
ing for het, a courtesy she appreciated. Otfhermwise she would
have had to carty a sackful of chocolate dollais for the slots.
Hex hands quickly fell into the old routine: insert the eard,
dial, pull it out, and the displacement booth weuld send het
somewhere else,

It was characteristic of Karin that she had not been calling
old friends. The impulse was there, and the worn black phone
book with its string of nitie-year-old names and numfbers. But
the people she had known must have changed. She was relue-
tant to face them.

There had been a vindictive impulse to drop in on her ex-
husband. Here I am at thirtyssix and ¢ oquoc-S Sipid dRBo ke w
whetre she had been for nine years, so why bug the man?

She had cocktails at Mr. A's in San Diego, lunch at Scandia
in Los Angeles, and dessert and coffee at Ondine in Sausalito.
The sight of the Golden Gate Bridge sparked her to flick in
at varfous booths for varfous views of all the bridges in the
Bay area. For Katln, as for most of humamity, Eaeth was rep-
fesented by a siall sectien of the planet,

There- had been changes. She .got too diose to the Bay
Bridge and was hortrified at the rust. It had never occurred to
her that the San Francisco citizenry might let the bridges de-
cay. Somsihliigg could be done with them: line them with
sheps & ldalloartban B3 idias, oorladisapee tHem owveer fouraa paak,
of Fun drag raees . . . They weuld make hotribly obtrusive
eorpses. They would raim the seenery. Still, that had hap-
pened befere ...

Some thimgs had not changed. She walked for an hour in
King’s Fiee Park, the landscaped section of what had been the
San Diego Fieeway. The trees had grown a little taller, but
the erewds were the same, always different yet always the
game. The shops and Erowds fn the Santa Momica Mall hadn’t
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changed ... except that the city had filled in the space be-
tween the curbs, where people had had to step down into the
empty streets.

She did some shopping in the Mall. To a saleslady in Mag-
nin’s West she said, “Dness me.” That tuened out to be a ¢on-
siderable project, and it cost. When she left, her new clothes
felt odd on her, but they seemed to blend better with the
crowds around het.

She did a lot of flicking around without ever leaving the
booth—the ubiquitous booth that seemed to be one instead of
millions, that seemed to move with het-as she explored. It
took her longer to find the right numbets than it did to dial.
But she flicked down the length of Wiikhite Boulevard in
jumps of four bloeks, from the ceast to eential Los Angeles,
by simply dialing four diglis higher each tifre,

She stopped off at the Country Art Museum in Fresno and
was intrigued by giant scolptures in plastic foam. She ,was
wandering through these shapes, just feeling theni, not yet
teying to decide whether she liked them, when her wiist
phone fang.

She could have taken the call then and there, but she went
to a wall phone in the lobby. Karin preferred to see who she
was talking to.

She recognized him at once.

Robin Wiyte was a round old man, his face-pink ard soft
and cherubic, his scalp bare but for a fringe of white hair
over his ears and a single tuft at the top of his head. Karin
was surprised to wee him now, He was the last living member
of the team that had first demonstrated teleportation in 1992.
He had been president of JumpShift, Inc,, for several decades,
but he had retired just after the launching of Lazarus II.

“Karin Sagan?” His frown gave him an- almost petulant
look. “My congratulations on your safe retum.”

“Thank you.” Karin’s smile was sunny. An impulse made
her add, “Comgratmlatiions to you, too.”

He did not respond in kind. “I need to see you. Urgently,
Can you come immediately?*

“Comncerning what?”

“Comzerning the infemwiew you gave this moming.”
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But the interview had gone so well, What could be bother-
ing the man? She said, “All nig}itt.”
The number he gave her had a New York prefix.

It was evening in New York City. Wihgte’s apartment was
the penthouse floor of a half-empty building. Thie city itself
had lost half its population during the past forty years, and it
showed In the walls of dark windows visible through Whyte’s
pieture windews.

“The thing I want to emphasize,” said Whate, “is that I
didn’t call you here as a representative of JumpShift. I'm re-
tired. Biit I've got a problem, and pretty quick I'm going to
have to take it up with someone in JumpShift. I still own
enough JurmpShift stoek to warnt to peotect it.”

His guests made no comment on his disclaimer. They
watched as he finished making their drinks and served them.
Karin Sagan was curious and a bit truculent at being sum-
moned so abruptly. Jetryberry Jansen had known Wiyte too
long fot that. He was only cutious.

“You've put JumpShift in a sticky situation,” said Whyte.
“Both of you, and the rest of the news media too. Karin, Jer-
ryberty, how do you feel about the space program?”

“I’'m for it. You know that,” said Jerryberry.

“I'm in it,” said Karin. “T feel no strong urge to quit and
get an honest job. Is this a preliminary to firing me?™

“No. I do want to-know why you went into so much detail
on Lazarus.™

“They asked me. If someone had asked me to keep my
mouth shut on the subject I might have. Might not.”

“We can’t rescue Lazaras,” said Whyte.

There was an uncomfortable silence. Perhaps it was in both
their minds, but it was Jerrybetty who said it. “Cam’t ot
won’t?”

“How long have you known me?”

Jerryberry stopped to count. “Foutteen years, on and off.
Look, I'm not saying you'd leave a six-man ctew in the lurch
if it were feasible to rescue them. But is it economitally in-
feasible? Is that it?”

“No. It's impossible.” Whyte glared at Karin, who glared
back. “You should have figured it out, even if he didm’t.” He
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transferred the glare to Jansen. “About that reseue fission
you propased on nationwide teevee, Did you have afy details
worked out?”

Jerryberry sipped at his Screwdrver. “I'd think it weuld be
obvious. Send a rescue ship. Out ships are infinitely better
than anything they had in 2004.”

“They’re moving at a seventh of lightspeed. YWhat kind of
's)hi;i(;ould get up the velocity to cateh Lazarus and still get

ac 1

“A drop ship, of coutse! A drop ship buems all fts fuel get
ting up to speed. Lazarus II is doing a thitd of lightspeed,
and it cost about a quarter of what Lazarus cost—it’s so6 mueh
simpler. You send a drop ship. Wihen it passes Lazafus you
drop a tescue ship through.”

“Uh huh. And how fast is the rescue ship moving?”

“. ... Oh.” Lazarus would flash past the rescue ship at a sev-
enth of lightspeed.

“Wee've got better ships than the best they could do in
2004. Sure we do. But, censored dammit, they don’t travel
the same wayt”

“Well, yes, but there’s got to be—"

“You're cheating a little,” Karin said. “A rescue ship of
the Lazarus type could get up to speed and still have the fuel
to get home. Meanwhile you send a drop ship to intercept
Lazarus. The rescue ship drops through the. receiver cage,
picks them up—hmm.”

“It would have to be self-teleporting, wouldn't it? Like
Phasriix.”

“Yah. Hmmm.”

“If you put a transmitter hull around something the size of
Lazarus, fuel tanks included, you'd pretty near double the
weight. It couldn’t get up to speed and then decelerate after-
ward. You'd need more fuel, more weight, a bigger hull.
Maybe it couldn’t be done at all, but sure as hell we're talk-
ing about something a lot bigger than Lazarus.

There had never been another ship as big as Lazarus.

Karin said, “Wah. You'd ditch a lot of fuel tanks getting up
to speed, but still—hmm. Fuel to get home. Dammit, Wihyts,
I left Earth nine years ago. You've had nine years to impreve
yout space industry! What have you dene?”
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“Wesive got lots better drop ships,” Wiyte said quietly.
Then, “Don’t you understand? We're improving our ships,
but not in the direction of a bigger and better Lazarus.”

Silence.

“Then there’s the drop ship itself, Wieive never built a re-
ceiver cage big enough to take another Lazarus. Phoeniix isn't
big: it doesn’t have to go anywhere. I won't swear it's impos-
sible to build a drop ship that size, but I wouldn’t doubt it ei-
ther. Tt deesn’t mattet. We can’t build the rescue ship. We
den’t even have the techiology to build Lazarus again! It's
gene, jufiked when we started building drop ships!”

“Like those damn big bridges in San Framcisco Bay,” whis-
pered Karin. “Sorry, gentlemen. I hadn’t thought it out.”

Jetryberey said, “You've still got the Confiiss accelerator.
And we still use reaction drives™”

“Sure. For interplanetany speeds. And drop ships.”

Jerryberry drained his Screwdriver in three swallows. With
his mind’s eye he saw six coffiuis, deathly still, and six human
beings frozen inside. Thiee men, three wommen. Someone must
have theught that a scout crew might just decide to colonize
the Centautus system without walting. Fat chance of that
now. Thiee fmen, thiee wommen, frozen, falling thiough ifites-
planetary space forever. They eouldi’t pessibly have been ex-
peeting reseue. Could they?

“So we don’t get them back,” he said. “Wihat are we hold-
ing, a wake?”

“They knew the risks they were taking,” said Wiyte. “They
knew, and they fought for the chance. We had over a thou-
sand volunteegs at the start of training, and that was after the
preliminary weeding-out. Jefryberty, I asked you before abeut
how you felt abott the space progiam.”

“I told you. In fact—" He stopped. “Publicity.”

“Right.”

“I thought I was doing you some good. Public support for
the space program isn’t heawy right now, and frankly, Dector
Sagan, yourt repoft didn’t help much.”

She flared up. “What were we supposed to do, builld a
planet?”

“Failure of the first expedition. No planets. A whole colony
fleet on its way home without ever having so much as seen Al-
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pha Centaurus! I know, it's safer for them, and bettet not to
waste the time, but dammit!” Jerrybetry was on his feet and
pacing. There was an odd glow in his eyes, an intensity that
could communicate even through a teevee screen. “I tiied to
emphasize the good points. Now—I damn neat promised the
world a rescue mission, didn’t 1?”

“Just about. You weren't the only one.”

He paced. “I'm pretty good at explaining. I have to be. I'll
just have to tell them—mno, let’s do it right. Robin, will you go
on teevee?”

Whhyte looked startled.

“Tell you what,” said Jerryberry. “Don’t just tell thema why
we can't rescue Lazarus. Show them. Set up a cost breakdown,
in dollars and years. We all know—"

“T tell you it isn't cost, It—"

“We both know that it could be done, if we gave up the
rest of the space industry and concentrated solely on rescuing
Lazarus for enough years. R and D, rebuilding old hard-
wam_"

“Cemsored dammit! The research alone on a drop ship that
size—" Wiyte cocked his head as if listening to an inner
voice, “That is one way to put it. It would cost us everything
we've built up in the past thirty years. Jerryberry, is this really
the way to get it across””

“I don't know. It’s one way. Set up a cost estimate you can
defend. It won't end with just one broadcast. Youl be chal-
lenged, whatever you say. Can you be ready in two days?”

Karin gave a short, barking laugh,

Whhyte smiled indulgently. “Are you out of your mind? A
valid cost estimate would take months, assuming I can get
anyone interested in doing a cost estimate of something no-
body really wants built.”

Jerryberey paced. “Suppose we do a cost estimate. CBA, I
mean. Then you wouldn’t have anything to defend. It
wouldn’t be very accutate, but I'm sure we could get within a
factor of twe.”

“Better give youiselves a week. I'll give you the names of
some people at JumpShift; you can go to them for details.
Meanwhile I'll have them Issue a press release saying we’re
not planning a rescue mission for Lazarus at this time.”



84 7/ A Howz In Space

JumpShift Experimental Ldboratory, Building One, was a
tremendous pressutized Quonset hut. On most of his previous
visits Jerryberey had found it nearly empty; too many of
JumpShift's projects are secret. Onee he had come here with a
¢afhera team, and on that occasion the polished, smoothly
euived hull of Phoenix had neady filled the building.

He had never known exactly where the laboratory was. Its
sumrmenrs and winters matched the Northern Hemisphere, and
the sun beyond the windows now stood near noon, which put
it on Rocky Mountain time.

Gemiini Jones was JumpShift's senior research physicist, an
improbably tall and slendet black woman made even taller by
a head of halt like a great white dandelion. “We get this
free,” she said, rapping the schematic diagrams spread across
the table. “The Corliss accelerator. Robin wants to build an-
other of these, We don’t have the money yet. Anyway, we can
use It for the initial beost.”

On a flattish disk of asteroidal rock a mile across, engineers
of the past generation had raised a tower of metal rings. The
electrofnagnetic canfnon had been fitlng ships from Earth or-
bit since AD. 2004. Today it was used more than ever, to ac-
celerate the self-tranamitting ships partway toward the orbital
veloeities of Mais, Jupitet, Meseuty ... .

Jerryberty studied the tower of rings, wider tham any ship
ever built. “Is it wide enough for what we've got in mind?"

“T think so. We'd fire the rescue ship in sections, then put
it together in space. But we'd still have to put a transmitter
hull around it.”

“Olkay, we've got the accelerator, and we’d use standard
tanks. Beyond that—"

“Now hold up,” said Gem. “There’s an easier way to do
this. I thought of it this morning. If we do it my way we
won’t need any research at all.”

“Oh? You intetest me strangely.”

“See, we've still got this problem of building a ship big
enough to make the rescue and then decelerate, and a drop
cage big enough to take it. But we already know we can build
self-tranismitting hulls the size of Phoemiix. WHat we can do
Is put the deceleration fuel fn Phoemiix hulls. We wouldn’t
fieed an unteasenably big drep eage that way.”
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Jerryberry whistled. He knew what Phoeniix had cost. Put-
ting a rescue ship together woiild be like building a fleet of
Phoeniixes. And yet—

“Robin was wrong. We could do that. Wig've got the hard-
ware.”

“That’s exactly right. I figure maybe twenty Phoenriix hulls
full of slurried hydrogen, plus a Phoemiix-type ship for the res-
cue, plus a couple more hulls to hold the drive and the rig-
ging to string it all together. You’d have to assemble it after
launch and accelerate it to a seventh of lightspeed, using a
couple hundred standard tanks. Then take it apart, stow the
rigging, and send everything through a Lazarus Il drop ship
one hull at a time.”

“We could do it. Does Robin know about this?”

“Who’s had time to call him? I only just thought of this an
hour ago. I've been working out the math.”

“We could do it,” Jerryberry said, his eyes afire. “We could
bring ’em back. All it would take would be time and money.”

She smiled indulgently down at him; at least she always
seemed to, though her eyes were level with his own. “Don’t
get too involved. Wiw's going to pay for all this? You might
talk your bemused public into-it if you were extending man’s
dominion across the stars. But to rescue six failures?””

“You'don’t really think of them that way.™

“Nope. But somebody’s going to say it.”

“I don’t know. Maybe we should go for it. Thase self-trans-
mitting hulls could be turned into ships afterward.”

“No. You'd drop them on the way back.”

Jerryberry tan a hand through his hair. “I guess you’te
right. Thamks, Gem. You've done a lot of work for something
that isn’t ever going to get built.”

“Good pactice. Keeps my brain in shape,” said Gem.

He was at home, doggedly working out a time-and-costs
schedule for the rescue of Lazarus, when Katin Sagan called.
She said, “T've been wondeting if you need me for the broad-
cast.”

“Good idea,” said Jeriyberry, “if you'te willing. We could
tape an intetview any time you're ready. I ask you to de-
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scribe the circumstances under which you found Lazarus, and
use that to introduce the topic.”

“Good'"

Jerryberry was tired and depressed. It took him a moment
to see that Karin was too. “What’s wrong?”

“Oh . ... a lot of things. We aren't just going to forget
about those six astronauts, are we?”

His laugh was brittle. “I think it unlikely. They aren’t de-
cently dead. They're in limbo, falling across our sky forever.”

“That’s what I mean. We could wake them any time in the
next thousand years, if we could get to them.”

“That’s my problem. We camn.”

“What?”

“But it'd cost the Moon, so to speak. Come on over, Doc-
tor. I'll show you.”

Lazarus cost N$ 2,000,000,000
Lazarus II cost N$ 500,000,000
Phoenix cost N$ 110,000,000
Colony (six ships adequately

equipped) cost . N$ 660,000,000
Support systems in solar svstem N$ 250,000,000

TOTAL COLONY PACKAGE, IN-
CLUDING COLONY AND
PHOEWE AND SUPPORT SYS-
TEMS IN SOLAR SYSTEM:. N$ 1,520,000,000

Twentty-two self-tranemitting hulls cost N$ 1,540,000,000
(One self-tranamitting hull
costs N$70,000,000)

Imtenstellar drop ship costs . N$ 500,000,000
Phoeniit-type rescue ship costs N$ 110,000,000
R & D costs nothing

Support systems in solar system N§ - 250,008,000
TOTAL GOST OF RESEUE . N$ 2,300,006,000

* . . which is just comfortably more than it cost to build
Lazarus in the first place, and a lot more than it cost us to
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not colonize Alpha Centaurus. It wouldn't be impeossible to go
get them. Just inconvenient and expensive.”

“Im spades,” said Karin., “You'd tie up the Couliiss accelera-
tor for a wegk solid. The whole trip would take about thirty-
four years starting from the launching of the drop ship.”

“And if it could be done now it could always be done; we
couldn’t ever forget it until we’d done it. And it would get
more difficult every year because Lazarus would be getting
further away.”

“Itll nag us the rest of our lives.” Karin leaned back in Jer-
tyberry’s guest chaifr. His apartment was not big: three rooms,
with doors knocked between them, in a complex that had
been a motel on the Pasific Coast Highway thirty yeats age.
“There’s another thing, YWhat are we really doing if we de it
Wiyhes way? Wete talking the publie fite het backing a
spaee project. Stppose they got the habit? I don’t know abeut
yeu="

“I just plain like rocket ships,” said Jerryberry.

“Okay, Can you really talk the public into this?*

“No. Lazarus didn’t even cost this much, and Lazarus al-
most didn’t get built, they tell me. And Lazarus failed, and so
did the colony project. So: no. But I'm not sure I can bring
fiyselt to talk them out of it.”

“Jansen, just how bad is public support for the Space Au-
thority?”

“Oh ... it isn’t even that, exactly. The public is getting un-
happy abotit JumpShift itself.™

“Whet? What for?”

“CBA runs a continuous string of public opinion polls. The
displacement booths did genuinely bring some unique prob-
lems with them—"

“They solved some too. Maybe you don’t remember,”

Jereyberry smiled. “I'm not old enough. Neither are you.
Slums, traffic jams, plane crashes—nobody’s that old except
Robin Wiigte, and if you try to tell him the booths brought
problems of their own, he thinks you’re an ungrateful bastard.
But they did. Yeu know they did.”

“Like flash crowds?”

“Sure. Any time anything interesting happens anywhere,
some newstaper is going to report it. Then people flick in to
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see it from all over the Unmited States. If it gets bigmgneg h
you get people flicking in just to see the erowd, plus pick-
pockets, looters, cops, more newstapers, anyone {Iggkmg for
publicity.

“Then there’s the drug problem. Tihere’'s no way to step
smuggling. You can pick a point in the Seuth Pacifie with the
same longitude and opposite latitude as any given peint in
the USA and most of Camada, and teleport from there with-
out worrying about the Earth’s rotational velocity. All it takes
is two booths. You can't stop the drugs from coming in. |
remember one narcotics cop telling me to think of it as evolu-
tion in actiom.”

C‘God‘"

“Oh, and the ecologists don't like the booths. They make
wildemess areas too available, And the cops have their prob-
lems. A man used to be off the hook if he could prove he was
somewhere else when a crime happened. These days you have
to suspect anyone, anywhere. The real killer gets lost in the
crowd.

“But the real beef is something else, There are people you
have to get along with, right?”

“Not me," said Karin,

“Widll, you're unusual. Everyone in the world lives next
door to his boss, his motterinfaw, the girl he's trying to drop,
the guy he’s fighting for a promotion. You can't move away
from anyone. It bugs people.”

“What can they do? Give up the booths?”

“No. There aren’t any more cars or planes or railroads. But
they can give up space.”

Karin thought about that. Presently she gave her considered
opinion. “Idiots.”

“No. They’te just like all of us: they want something for
nothing. Have you ever solved a problem without finding an-
other problem just behind it?”

“Sure. My husband . ... well, no, I was pretty lonely after we
split up. But I didn't sit down and cry about it. Wihen some-
one hands me a problem, I solve it. Jansen, we’te going at
this wrong. T feel it.”

“Okay, so we're doing it wrong. Wihat’s the right way?*
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T don’t know. We've got better ships than anyone dreamed
of in 2004. That's !’

“Define ship.”

Ship! Vehicle! Never mind, I see the point. Don’t push it.”

So he didn’t ask het what a 747 circling the sinking Titanic
could have done to help, or whether a Greyhound bus could
have crossed the continent in 1849. He said, “We know how
to rescue Lazarus. What's the big decision? We do or we
don’t.”

“Well?”

“T don’t know. We watch the opinion polls. T think ... I
think we’ll wind up neutral. Present the project as best we
can finagle it up. Tell ’em the easiest way to do it, tell 'em
what {t'll cost, and leave it 2t thatt™

The opinion polls wete a sophisticated way to read mass
minds. Over the years sampling techniques had improved
enormously, raising thelr accuracy and lowerlng thefr cost.
Publie thinking generally camme in blocks:

JumpShift's news release provoked no immediate waves.
But one block of thinking began to surface. A significant seg-
ment of humanity was old enough to have watched teevee
coverage of the launching of Lazarus. A smallet, still signifi-
cant segment had helped to pay fof it with their taxes.

It had been the most expensive space project of all time.
Lazarus had been loved. Nothing but love could have. pushed
the taxpayer into paying such a price. Even those who had
fought the program thirty-one years ago now remembered Laz-
arus with love.

The reaction came mainly from older men and women, but
it was wotldwide. Save Lazanus.

Likewise there wete those dedicated to saving the ecology
from the Intrusion of Man. For them the battle was nevet-end-
ing. True, Industifal wastes were no longer dumped into the
alr and water; the worst of these were Hicked through a drop
ship in close otbit around Venus, to disappear into the atmo-
sphere of that othemwise useless world. But the ultimate gar-
bage-maker was hirnself the mmost dangerous of thieats. Hardly
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a wilderness was left on Earth that was not being settled by
men with JumpShift booths.

They would have fought JumpShift on any level. JumpShift
proposed to'leave three men and three women falling across
the sky forever. To hell with their profit margin: save Lazarus.

Thete were groups who would vote against anything done
in space. The teturns from space exploration had been great,
admittedly, but they all derived from satellites in close orbit
around Earth: observatories, weather satellites, teevee trans-
mitters, solar power plants. These were dirt cheap these days,
and their utility had surely been obvious to any moron since
Neanderthhal times.

But what use were the worlds of other stars? Even the
worlds of the solar system had given no benefit to Man, ex-
cept for Venus, which made an excellent garbage dump. Bet-
ter to spend the money on Earth. Abandon Lazanss.

But most of the public voted a straight Insufficiarit Deta.
And of course they wete right.

Robin Wihyte was nervous. He was trying not to show if,
but he paced too much and he smiled too much and he kept
clasping his hands behind his back. “Sit down, for Cheist's
sake,” said Jerryberry. “Redax. They can’t thitow tomatoes
through theit teevee screens.”

Whyte laughed. “Were working on that in the research di-
vision. Are you almost ready?”

“An hour to broadcast. I've already done the intetview with
Doctor Sagan. It’s on tape.”

“Let’s see what you've got.”

What CBA had for this broadeast was a fully detailed res-
cue project, complete with artist’s conceptions. Jerrybetry
spread the paintings along a wall, “Using your artists, whem
we hited for a week with JumpShift’s kind permissien. Arew't
they beautitul? We also have a defnite ptice tag. Twe Billien
three hundred fhillion fnew dollas.”

Wiyte's laugh was still shaky. “That’s right on the bordes:
line. Barely feasible.” He was looking at an artist’s conception
of the launching of the rescue mission: a streamn of spherieal
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fuel tanks and larger, shark-shaped Phoenix hulls pouting up
theough the ringed tower of the Cotliss accelerator. More
components rested on flat rock at the launch end. “Se Gem
theought of it first. I must be petting old.”

“You don’t expect to think of everything, do you? You once
told me that your secretary thought of the fresh-water tower
gimmick dutlng a drunken office party.”

“Thue, too. I paid her salary for thirty years, hoping she’d
do it again, but she never did ... Do you think they’ll buy
it

“N’o.)'

“I guess not.” Whyte seemed to shake himself. “Well,
maybe we'll use it some other time. It’s a useful technique,
shipping fuel in Phoenix hulls. W'l probably need it to ex-
plote, say, Barnard’s Star, which 1s moving pretty censored fast
with respeet to Sel.”

“We don’t have to tell them they can’t do it. Just tell 'em
the price tag and let them make up theit own minds.”

“Listen, I had a hand in launching Lazarus. The launching
boosters were fueled by JumpShift units.”

“I ]UIOW..”

Whigte, prowling restlessly, was back in front of the
launching scene. “I always thought they should have drilled
tight through the asterold. Leave the Corliss accelerator open
at both ends.”

Activity in the sound studio had diminished. Against a
white wall men had placed a small table and two chairs, and
a battery of teevee cameras and lights were aiming their muz-
zles into the scere.

Jetryberty touched Wiyte’s arm. “Let’s go sit down over
there.” Whyte might freeze up if confronted by the cameras
too suddenly. Give him a chance to get tsed to it.

Whyte didn’t move. His head was cocked to one side, and
his lips moved silently.

“What’s the matter?”

Whhyte made a shushing motion.

Jerryberry waited.

Presently Wiyte looked up. “You'll have to scrap this. How
much time have we goi?”

“But— An hout. Less. Wihat do you mean, scrap it?”
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Wilyte smiled. “I just thought of something. Get me to a
telephone, will you? Has Gem still got the schematiics of the
Conliss accelerstor””

An hour to broadcast time, £nd Jerryberry began to shake.
“Robin, are we going to have a broadcast or not?”

Whyte patted him on the arm. “Count on it.”

Gem Jones's big whiteon-blue schematic had been
thumbiacked to the white wall over the table and chairs. Be-
low it, Jerrybetry Jansen leaned back, seemingly relaxed,
watching Wiyte move about with a piece of chalk.

A thumbiacked blueprint and a piece of chalk. It was slip-
shod by professional standards. Robin Whyte had not ap-
peated on teevee in a couple of decades. He made professional
mistakes: he tutned his back on the audience, he covered
what he was deawing with the ehalk. But he didn’t leek
nerveus. He grinned Into the Gameras as if he could see old
friends et there.

“The heart of it is the Couliss- accelerator,” he said, and
with the chalk he drew an atc underneath the tower’s launch
cradle, through the rock itself. “We excavate hete, carve out a
space to get the foom. Then—" He deew it in.

A JumpiSthifit drop ship recelver cage.

“The rescue ship is self-transmitting, of course. As it leaves
the accelerator it transmits back to the launch end. Wihat we
have then Is an electrofmagnetic eannen of infinite length. We
spin it on its axls so it doesn’t get out of aligmment. We give
the ship an acceleration of ene gee for a bit less than twe
months to boest it to the velecity of Lazarus, then we fiek it
eut to the drep Ship:

“Thils turns out to be a relatively cheap operation,” Whyte
said. “Wie could put some extra.eouches in Phoegiix and use
that. We eould even ise the accelerator to boost the drop ship
up to speed, but that would take four months, and we'd have
to do it now. It wetld mean building anethet Cerliss aceeler-
ator, but—=" Whyte grinfied ifite the eameras. “==we sheuld
havtg fyd@{ne that anyway, years age. Theie’s efeugh traffic te
justify it.

“Retutn voyage Is just as simple. After they pick up the
crew of Lazarus, they flick to the Pluto drop ship, which is big
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enough to catch them, then to the Mercuty drop ship to lose
their potential eneigy, then back to the Corliss accelerator
drop cage. We use the accelerator for another two months to
slow 1t dewn. The cost of an intewtellar deop ship is hallf a
billien new dollats. A new Corliss aceelerator would eest us
abeut the same, and we eafi use it eommereially. Total priee is
h@gllt of what Lazarus c6st.” Whiyte put dewn the ehalk and
sat.

Jerryberry said, “When can you go ahead with this,
Doctor?”

“JumpShift will submit a time-and,costs schedule to the UN
Space Authority. I expect it'll go to the wotld vote.”

“Thank you, Doctor Whwtie, for ...” It was a formula.
When the cameras were off Jerryberty sagged In his chait,
“Niow I can say it. Boy, are you ot of practice.”

“Wihat do you mean? Didn't I get it across?”

“I think you did. I hope so. You smiled a lot too much. On
camera that makes you look self-saiisfieil’

“I know, you told me before,” said Wihyte. “[ couldn’t help
it. T just felt so gowd’™






There Is a Tide
I

Then, the planet had no name. It circles a star which in
2830 lay beyond the fringe of known space, a distance of
neardy forty light-years from Sol, The star is a G3, somewhat
reddsr than g@l, somewhat smaller. The planet, swinging

hty milliop miles from its primary in a reasonably eireular
1t, is a trifle eold for human tastes,

Iﬁ the EQF §§§6 ene Lovis Gridlsy Wu happened to be
Ea§§mg phasis on aceident is intended: Tn 2 universe
he size of eurg almagt anything that ean happen, will: Fake
the eeineidence of his meeting—

But well get to that.

Louis Wu was one hundred and eighty years old: As a regu-
lar user of boosterspice, he didn't show his years, If he didn't
get bored first, or broke, he might reach a thousand.

“But,” he sometimes told himself, “not if I have to put up
with any more cocktail parties, or bandersnatch humts, or
painted flatlandens swarming through an anarchy park too
small for them by a factor of ten. Not if I have to live
through another one-night love affair or another twenty-year
martiage of another twenty-minute wait for a transfer booth
that blows its zap just as it's my tutn. And people. Not if I

95
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have to live with people, day and night, all those endless cen-
tukies.”

When he started to feel like that, he left. It had happened
theee times in his life, and now a fourth. Presumably, it
would keep happening. In such a state of anomie, of acute
anti-everything, he was no good to anyone, especially his
friends, most especially himself. So he left. In a small but ade-
guate spaceeraft, his own, he left everything and everyone,
heading eutward for the fringe of known space. He would not
return until he was desperate for the sight of a human face,
the seund of a human veiee.

On the second trip he had gritted his teeth and waited until
he was desperate for the sight of a kzinti face.

That was a long trip, he remembered. And, because he had
only been three and a half months in space on this fourth
trip, and because his teeth still snapped together at the mere
memoty of a certain human voice . ... because of these things,
he added, “I think this time I'll wait till I'm desperate to see
a kdatlyno. Female, of course.™

Few of his friends guessed the wear and tear these trips
saved him. And them. He spent the months reading, while his
library played orchestrated music. By now he was well clear of
known space. Now he turned the ship ninety degtees, begin-
ning a wide elrcular arc with Sol at its centet.

He approached-a certain G3 star. He dropped out of hyper-
drive well clear of the singularity in hyperspace which sur-
tounds any large mass. He accelerated into the system on his
main theuster. .sweeping the space ahead of hitn with the
deep-radar. He was not looking for habitablephimets. He was
leeking for SlaveT stasis boxes.

If the pulse returned no echo, he would accelerate until he
could shift to hyperdtive. The velocity would stay with him,
and he could use it to coast theough the next system he tried,
and the fnext, and the next. It saved fuel,

He had never found a Slaver stasis box. It did not stop him
from looking.

As he passed through the sysiem, the deep-radar showed
him planets like pale ghests, light gray circles on the white
screenl. The G3. sufi was a wide gray disk, darkening almost to
black at the cefiter. The near-black was degenerate mmatter,
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compressed past the point where electron orbits collapse en-
tirely.

He was well past the sun, and still accelerating when the
screen showed a tiny black fleck.

“No system is perfect, of course,” he muttered as he turned
off the drive. He talked to himself a good deal, out here
where nobody could interrupt him.

“It usually saves fuel,” he told himseff a week later. By then
he was out of the singularity, in clear space. He took the ship
into hyperdrive, circled halfway round the system, and began
decelerating. The velocity he'd built up during those first two
weeks gradually left him. Somewhere near where he'd found a
black speck in the deep-radar projection, he slowed to a stop.

Though he had never realized it until now, his system for
saving fuel was based on the assumption that he would-never
find a Slaver box. But the fleck was there again, a black dot
on the gray ghost of a planet. Louis Wu moved in.

The world looked something like Earth. It was nearly the
same size, very much the same shape, somewhat the same
color, There was no moon.

Louis used his telescope on the planet and whistled appreci-
atively. Shredded white cloud over misty blue . .. faint conti-
nental outlines ... a humicane whorl near the equator. The
ice caps looked big, but there would be warm climate near
the equator. The air looked sweet and noncarcinogenic on the
spectrograph. And nobody on it. Not a soull

No next door neighbors. No voices. No faces.

“What the hell,” he chortled. “I've got my box. I'll just
spend the rest of my vacation here. No -men. No women. No
children.” He frowned and tubbed the fringe of hait along
his jaw. “Am I being hasty? Maybe I should knock.”

But he scanned the radio bands and got nothing. Any clvi-
lized planet radiates like a small star in the radio range.
Moreover, there was fio sign of clvilization, even from a hun-
dred miles up.

“Great! Okay, first 111 gyett et alidl stzsiis Bhaw”™ Hie wess ssiree
it was that.. Nothing but stats and stasis boxes were dense
enough to show black in the teflection of a hypetwave puilse.

He followed the image around the bulge of the planet. It
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seemed the planet had a moon after all. The moon was
twelve hundred miles up, and it was ten feet across.

“Now why,” he wondered aloud, “would the Slavers have
put it in orbit? It’s too easy to find. They were in a war, for
Finagle's sakel And why would it stay here?”

The little moon was still a couple of thousand miles away,
invisible to the naked eye. The scope showed it clearly
enough. A silver sphere ten feet through, with no marks on it.

“A billion and a half years it's been there,” said Louis to
hiraself, said he. “And if you believe that, you'll believe any-
thing. Something would have knocked it down. Dust, a me-
teor, the solar wind. Thuctip soldlers. A magnetic storm.
Nah.” He fan his fingers through straight black hair grown
tee leng, "It must have drifted in from somewhere else, Re-
sefitly. Wha="

Another ship, small and conical, had appeared behind the
silvery sphere. Its hull was green, with darker green markings.

n

“Damn,” sald Louis. He didn’t recognize the make. It was
no human ship. “Wall, it could be worse. They could have
been people.” He used the com laser.

The other ship braked to a stop. In courtesy, so did Louls.

“Wauld you believe it?” he demanded of himself. “Three
years total time I've spent looking for stasis boxes. I finally
find one, and now somethimng else wants it too?™

The bright blue spark of another laser glowed in the tip of
the alien cone. Louis listened to the antopilot-computer
chuckling to Itself as It tried to untangle the signals 1n an uf-
known laser beani. At least they dld use lasers, not telepathy
of tentnek-waving of.rapid ehanges in skin eelof,

A face appeared on Louis's screen.

It was not the first alien he had seen. This, like some oth-
ers, had a recognizable head: a cluster of sense organs
grouped around a mouth, with room for a brain. Trinocular
vision, he noted; the -eyes set deep in sockets, well protected,
but restrieted In range of vision, Triangular mouth, too, with
yellow, serrated bene knives showing their edges behind three
gristle 1igs.
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Definitely, this was an unknown species.

“Boy, are you ugly,” Louis refrained from saying. The
alien’s translator might be working by now.

His own autopilot finished translating the alien’s first mes-
sage. It said, “Go away. This object belongs to me.”

“Remarkable,” Louis sent back. “Are you a Slaver?” The
being did not in the least resemble a Slaver, and the Slavers
had been extinct for eons.

“That word was not translated,” said the alien. “I reached
the artifact before you did. I will fight to keep it.”

Louis scratched at his chin, at two week’s growth of bristly
beard. His ship had very little to fight with. Even the fusion
plant which powered the thruster was designed with safety in
mind. A laser battle, fought with com lasers tutned te max:
imum, wotuld be a mere endurance test; and he’d lese, for the
alien ship had more mass to absetb mote heat. He had fie
weapens per se, Presumably the alien did.

But the stasis box was a big one.

The TmttipuwnShaver war had wiped out most of the intel-
ligent species of the galaxy, a billion and a half years ago.
Counifless minot batles must have occurred before a Slavet-
developed final weapon was used. Often the Slavers, losing a
battle, had stored valuables in a stasis box, and hidden it
apaifist the day they would again be of use.

No time passed inside a closed stasis box. Alien meat a bil-
Hon and a half years old had emerged still fresh from fts hid-
ing place. Whspomns and tools showed no tiace of fust. Onee a
stasts box had disgorged a small, taisiedike sentient being,
still alive. That former slave had lived a strange life before the
aging proeess elaimed her, the 1ast of her speeies.

Slaver stasis boxes were beyond value. It was known that
the tauctipun, at least, had known the sectret of ditect convet-
sion of matter. Perhaps theit enemies had too. Someday, in a
stasis box somewhere outside known space, such a device
wotld be found. Then fusion power would be as obsolete as
internal combustion.

And this, a sphere ten feet in diameter, must be the largest
stasis box ever found.

“T too will fight to keep the artifact,” said Louis. “But con-
sider this. Our species has met once, and will meet again re-
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gardless of who takes the artifact now. We can be friends or
enemies. Why should we risk this relationship by killing?”

The alien sense-cluster gave away nothing. “What do you
propose?”

“A game of chance, with the risks even on both sides. Do
you play games of chance?”

“Empietially yes. The process of living is a game of
chance. To avoid chance is insamity.”

“That it is. Hmmm.” Louis regarded the alien head that
seemed to be all triangles. He saw it abruptly whip around,
fiack, to face straight backward, and snap back in‘the same in-
stant. The sight did somethingtio the pit of his stomach.

“Did you speak?” the alien asked.

“No. Won't you break your neck that way?”

“Your question is interesting, Later we must discuss anat-
omy. I have a proposal.”

‘ﬁn@ L

“We shall land on the world below us. We will mest _bs-
tween eur ships. T will do yeu the eourtesy of emerging first.
€en you bring your translater®®

.He eould eonneet the eomputer with his suit radie. “Yes™”

“We will mest between sur ships and plaly some simple

ame; familiar to neither of us; depending solsly on ehanee.

gdp" .
%mmenaﬂy: What gamezs ,
Fhe image on the sereen tippled with diagonal lines. Same-
thing interfering with the signal® Tt eleared quickly. “Fhere
is a mathematics game,” said the alien. “Our mathematics will

certainly be similar.” .
“True,” Though Louis had heard of some decidedly pecu-
liar twists in alien mathematics.

“The game involves a screee—" Some word that the autopi-
lot couldn’t translate. The alien raised a thiee-clawed hand,
helding a lens-shaped object. The alien’s muituallly oppesed
fingers turned it s6 that Louis cotild see the different markings
oh eaeh side. “This 1§ 8 sereee, You and I will thiow ft up-
ward six times eaeh. 1. will eheese ene of the symbels, yeu will
chaase the oifier. it m?f ﬁ{ﬂb&i falls 1eeking upward mexe of:
ten than yaurs; the artifact is mine. The ks are evén.”
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Whe image rippled, then cleared.

“Agreed,"” said Louis. He was a bit disappointed in the sim-
plicity of the game.

“We shall both accelerate away from the artifact. Wiill you
follow me down?”

“T will,” said Louis,

The image disappeared.

T

Louis Win_scratched at a week's growth of beard. What a
way to greet an alien ambassador! In the worlds of men Louis
Whu dressed impercably; but out here he felt free to look like
death warmed over, all the time.

But how was a—Trinoc supposed to know that he should
have shaved? No, that wasn’t the problem,

Was he fool or genius?

He had friends, many of them, with habits like his own.
Two had disappeared decades ago; he no longer remembered
their names. He remembered only that each had gone hunting
stasis boxes in this direction and that each had neglected to
come back.

Had they met alien ships?

There were any number of other explanations. Half a year
or more spent alone in a single ship'was a good way to find
out whether you liked yourself. If you decided you didn't,
there was no point in returning to the worlds of men.

But there were aliens out here. Armed. One rested.in orbit
five hundred miles ahead of his ship, with a valuable artifact
halfway between,

Still, gambling was safer than fighting. Louis W waited for
the alien’s next move,

That move was to drop like a rock. The alien ship must
have used at least twenty gees of push. After a moment of
shock, Louis followed. under the same acceleration, protected
by his cabin gravity. Was the alien testing his maneuverabil-
ity?

Possibly not. He seemed contemptuwous of tricks. Louis,
trailing the alien at a goodly distance, was now much closer to
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the silver sphere. Suppose he just turned ship, ran for the arti-
fact, strapped it to his hull and kept running?

Actually, that wouldnt work. He'd have to slow to reach
the sphere; the alien wouldn't have to slow to attack. Twenty
gees Was close to his Shilp's limits.

Runm ? ht not be a bad idea, though. Wihat gua %

ien's goed faith? What if the alien "¢ eatéé"a

That risk eeuld be minimized: His pressore sutt had s
te meniter his bed funet:en& Lo sgh the
the fusien plant Eearf stepped: e mgged 4 §1§ﬂal ut
ton Hhi§ suit 19 TH%HH%
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he telé th@ alien via agna
*Our speefes seem to think alike T will new deseend.™

Louis watched him appear near the nose of the ship, in a
wide circular airlock. He watched the alien drift gently to the
sanl((il Then he clamped his helmet down and entered tlie air-
lock.

Had he made the right decision?

Gambling was safer than war. More fun, too. Best of all, it
gave him better odéds.

“But I'd hate to go home wiithout that box,” he thought. In
neatly two hundeed years of life, he had never done anything

* as important as finding a stasls box. He had made no discov-
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eries, won no elective offices, overthrown no govenmments.
This was his big chance.

“Ewven odds,” he said, and tumed on the intercom as he de-
scended.

His muscles and semicircular canals registered about a gee.
A hundred feet away waves slid hissing up onto pure white
sand. The waves were green and huge, perfect for riding; the
beach a definite beer party beach.

Later, perhaps he would ride those waves to shore on his
belly, if the air checked out and the water was free of preda-
tors. He hadn’t had time to give the planet a thorough
checkup.

Sand tugged at his boots as he went to meet the alien.

The alien was five feet tall. He had looked much taller de-
scending from his ship, but that was because he was mostly
leg. More than three feet of skinny leg, a torso like a beer
bartel, and no neck. Impossible that his neckless neck should
be so supple. But the chrome yellow skin fell in thick rolls
atound the bottom of his head, hiding anatorieal detatls.

His suit was transparent, a roughly alien-shaped balloon,
constricted at the shouldet, above and below the complicated
elbow joint, at the wrist, at hip and knee. Air jets showed at
wrist and ankle. Tools hung in loops at the chest. A back
pack hung from the neck, under the suit. Louis noted all
these tools with teepidation; any one of them ocould be a
weapo.

“T expected that you would be taller;” said the alien.

“A laser screen doesn't tell much, does it? I think my trans-
lator may have mixed up right with left, too. Do you have
the coin?”

“The screee?” The alien produced it. “Shall there be no
preliminary talk? My name is screee.”

“My machine can’t translate that. Ot pronounce it. My
name s Louis. Has your species met othets besides mine?”

“Yes, two. But T am not an expert in that field of knowl-
edge.” -

“Nor am I. Let’s leave the politemesses to the experts. We'te
here to gamble.”

“Choose your symbol,” said the alien, and handed him the
coin.
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Louis looked it over. It was a lens of platinum or some-
thing similar, sharp-edged, with the thmee-clawed hand of his
new gambling partner stamped on one side and a planet, with
heavy ice caps outlined, decorating the other. Maybe they
weren't ice caps, but continents.

He held the coin as if trying to choose. Stalling. Those gas
jets seemed to be attitude jets, but maybe not. Suppose he
won? Would he win only the chance to be murdered?

But they'd both die if his heart sto]%ped. No alien could
have guessed what kind of weapon would render him helpless
without killing him.

“T choose the planet. You flip first.”

The alien tossed the coin in the direction of Louis’s ship.
Louis's eyes followed it down, and he took two steps to re-
trieve it. The alien stood beside him when he rose.

“Hand," he said. “My tum." He was one down. He tossed
the coin. As it spun cleaming, he saw for the first time that
the alien ship was gene.

“Wihat gives? he demanded. )

“There’s no need for us to die,” said the alien. It held
something that had hung in a leop frem its chest. “This is a
weapen, but beth will die if T use it. Please do not try to
reaeh your ship.”

Louis touched the butten that would blow his pewer plant.

“My ship lifted when {gu turned your head to fellow the
sereee. By now my ship is beyond range of any possible ex-
plosion you can bring to bear. There is no need for us to die,
provided you do not try to reach your ship.”

“Whomng. I can leave your ship without a pilot.” He left his
hand where it was. Rather than be cheated by an alien in a
gambling game—

“The pilot is still on board, with the astrogator and the
screee. I am only the commumications officer. Why did youw #s-
sume I was alone?”

Louis sighed and let his aim fall. “Because I"m stupid,” he
said bitterly. “Because you used the singular pronoun, of my
computer did. Because I thought you were a gambler.”

“I gambled that you would not see my ship take off, that
you would be distracted by the coin, that you could see only
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from the front of your head. The risks seemed better than
one-half.”

Louis nodded. It all seemed clear.

“There was also the chance that you bad lured me down to
destroy me.” The computer was still translating into the first
person singular. “I have lost at least one exploring ship that
flew in this direction.”

“Not guilty. So have we." A thought struck him, and he
said, “Prove that you hold a weapon.”

The alien obliged. No beam showed, but sand exploded to
Louis’s left, with a vicious crad! and a flash the color of
lightning. The allen held something that made holes.

So much for that. Louis bent and picked up the coin. “As
long as we're here, shall we finish the game?”

“To what purpose?”

“To see who would have won. Doesn’t your species gamble
for pleasure?”

“To what purpese? We gamble for survival.”

“Then Finagle take your whole breed!” he snarled and
flung himself to the sand. His chance for glory was gone,
tricked away from him. There is a tide that governs men’s af-
falrs ... and there went the ebb, carfylng statues to Louis
W, history books narning Louis Wi, jetsam on the tide.

“Your attitude is puzzling. One gambles only when gam-
bling is necessary.”

‘lNu‘s.l'

“My translator will not translate that comument.”

“Do you know what that artifact is?

“I know of the species who built that artifact. They
traveled far.”

“Wediwe never found a stasis box that big. It must be a vault
of some kind.”

“It is thought that that species used a single weapon to end
their war and all its particiyamis.”

The two looked at each other. Possibly each was thinking
the same thing. What a disastter,ififaayybobttmmyoemrsppeitss
shoulkd take this ultisnate weapon!

But that was anthropomorphic thinking. Louis knew that a
kzin would have been saying: Now [ cam conquer the umi-
verse, as is my right.
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“Finagle take my luck!” said Louis Wu between his teeth.
“Why did you have to show at the same time I did?”

“That was not entirely chance. My instruments found your
craft as you backed into the system. To reach the vicinity of
the artifact in time, it was necessary to use thrust that dam-
aged my ship and killed one of my crew. I earned possession
of the artifact.”

“By cheating, damn you!” Louis stood up ....

And something meshed between his brain and his semicircu-
lar canals.

v

One gravity.

The density of a planet’s atmosphere depended on its grav-
ity, and on its moon. A big moon would skim away most of
the atmosphete, over the billions of yeats of a wortld’s evoli-=
tion. A moonlless world the size and mass of Earth should have
unbeeathable alf, Impossibly dense, wotse than Vefus.

But this planet had no moon. Except—

The alien said somethiing, a startled ejaculation that the
computer refused to translate. “Screee! Wiete did the water
go?ﬂ

Louis looked. Wihat he saw puzzled him only a momerit.
The ocean had receded, slipped impetceptiblly away, ufitil
'v)vhat showed now was half a mile of level, slickly shining sea

ottorm.

“Whene did the water go? I do not understand.”

“I do-”

“Where did it go? Wiithout a moon, thete can be no tides.
Tides are not this quick in any case. Explain, please.”

“It'll be easier if we use the telescope in my ship.”

“Im your ship there may be wenpons.”™

“Now pay attention,” said Louis. “Your ship is very close to
total destruction. Nothimg can save yout ctew but the com
laser in my ship.”

The alien dithered, then capitulated. “If you have weapons,
you would have used them earlier. You cannot stop my ship
now. Let us entet your ship. Remember that I hold my
weapon.”
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The alien stood beside him in the small cabin, his mouth
wotking disturbingly around the setrated edges of his teeth as
Louis activated the scope and screen. Shottly a starfield ap-
peared. So did a conieal spacecr#f, palnted green with darker
green markings. Along the bottom of the screen was the bluf
of thiek atmosphere.

“You see? The artifact must be neady to the horlzon. It
moves fast.”

“That fact is obvious even to low intelligence.”

“Yah. Is it obvious to you that this world must have a mas-
sive satellite?”

“But 1t does not, tinkess the satellite is invisible.”

“Not invisible. Just too small to notice. But then, It must
be very dense.”

The allen didn’t answer.

“Why did we assume the sphere was a Slaver stasis box? Its
shape was wrong: Its slze was wrong. Buit It was shiny, like the
surface of a stasisfiield],and spherical, like an artifact. Planets
are spheres too, but gravity wouldn’t ordinarily pull some-
thing ten feet wide Into a sphere. Either it would have to be
very fluid, or 1t would have to be very dense. Do you tindes-
stand me?”

"No.”

“T don’t know how your equipment works. My deep-radar
uses a hypefwave pulse to find stasis boxes. When sormething
stops a hypetwave pulse, 1t’s either a stasis box, ot it's softie-
thing denser than degenerate matter, the matter 1nside a nok-
nal star. And this object Is denise eneugh to catise tides.”

A tlny silver bead had drifted Into view ahead of the cone.
Telescopic foreshortenirig seemed to bring 1t tight alongside
the ship. Louis reached to scrateh at his beard and was stopped
by his faceplate,

“T believe I understand you. But how could it happen?”

“That's guesswork. Well?”

“Call my ship. They would be killed. We must save them!”

“T had to be stire you wouldi’t stop me.” Louis Wu went to
work.. Presently a light glowed: the computer had found the
allen ship with its com laset.
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He spoke withotit prelimimaries. “You must leave the sphet-
ical object immediately. It is not an artifact. It is ten feet of
neatly solid neutronium, probably torn loose from a neutron
star.”

There was no answer, of course. The alien stood behind
him but did not speak. Probably his own ship’s computer
could not have handled the double translation. Biit the alien
was making one two-armed gesture, over and over.

The green cone swung sharply around, broadside to the
telescope.

“Good, they're firing lateral,” said Louis to himself. “Maybe
they can do a hyperbolic past it.” He raised his voice. “Use all
the power available. You must pull away.”

The two objects seemed to be pulling apart. Louis suspect-
ed that that was illusion, for the two objects were almost in
line-of-sighit. “Don’t let the small mass fool you,” he said, un-
neoessarily now. “Compuitiet, what’s the mass of a ten-foot neu-
tronium sphere?—Around two times ten to the minus six
times the mass of this world, which is pretty tiny, but if you
get too close . . . Compuiter, what's the surface gravity?—I
don’t believe it.”

The two objects seemed to be pulling together again.
Damn, . thought Louis. If they hadn’t come along, that'd be
me.

He kept talking. It wouldn’t matter now, except to relieve
his own tension. “My computer says ten million gravities at
the surface. That may be off. Newten's fermtla for gravity.
Can yeu hear meP”

“They are too close,” said the alien. “By now it is too late
to save their lives.” It was happening as he spoke. The ship
began to crumble a fraction of a second before impact. Im-
pact looked no more dangerous than a cannonball striking the
wall of a fort. The tiny silver bead simply swept through the
side of the ship. But the ship closed instantly, all in a mo-
ment, like tinsel paper in a strong man’s fist. Closed into a
bead glowing yellow with heat. A tiny sphere ten feet through
of a bit more.

“TI mourn,” said the alien.

“Now I get it,” said Louis. “I wondered what was fouling
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our laser messages. That chunk of neutronium was right be-
tween our ships, bending the light beams.”

“Why was this trap set for us?" cried the alien, “Have we
enemies so powerful that they can play with such masses?””

A touch of paramsia? Louis wondered. Maybe the whole
species had it. “Just a touch of coincidence. A smashed neu-
tron star.”

For a time the alien did not speak. The telescope, for want
of a better target, remained focused on the bead. Its glow had
died.

The alien said, “My pressure suit will not keep me alive
long "

“We'll make a run for it. I can reach Margrave in a couple
of weeks. If you can hold out that long, we'll set up a tailored
environment box to held %reu until we think of something bet-
t%f ét only takes a eeuple of hours te set ene up: Vil eall

The alien's tﬂpl@ eeﬁwrgsé en him: “€an yeu send
m@gag@ fa&er than %ﬁ

You havs knowledge werth trading for: I'll come with

W"ﬂm@

g gt §ta te HEH Bt
?F Ve g@?&ﬂ?}a%ﬂ %Hs esg VBE f H%
g ig isﬁ B &rs B4

ok y hs te hmsﬁ “f eaﬁ alwa% esrre back.”

‘V@u will return hered”

I think se," he deeided.

*T hope you will be armed.?

“Wiat? More paranoia?®

“Your species is insuffiiiiontly suspicious,” said the alien. “T
wonder that you have survived. Consider this neutronium ob-
ject as a defense, Its mass pulls anything that touches it into a
smooth and reflective spherical sutface. Should any vehicle ap-
proach this world, its crew would find this ebject quickly.
They would assume it i§ an artifact. What other asswmption
eould éh@y,@ak@? They weuld draw alengside for a eleser ex:
aminatien
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“True enough, but that planet’s empty. Nobody to defend.”

“Perhaps.”

The planet was dwindling below. Louis Wu swung his ship
toward deep space.



Bigger Than Worlds

Just because you've spent all your life on one planet,
doesn’t mean that everyone always will. Already there are al-
ternatives to worlds. The Apollo spacectaft have an excellent
record; they have nevet killed anyone in space. The Soviet
space station may have killed its inhabitaats, but the Amer-
can Skylab didn’t.

Alas, they all lack a certain something. Gravity. Perma-
nence. We want something to live on, or in, something supe-
rior to what we've got: safetr, or more mobile, or roomier.
Othermvise, why move?

It’s odd how much there is to be said about structures
larger than worlds, considering that we cannot yet begin to
build any one of them. On the basis of size, the Dyson
sphere—a sphetical shell around a sun—comes about in the
middle. But let’s start srall and work eur way up.

The Multi-Generation Ship

Robert Heinlein's early story “Umiiverse” has been imitated
countlless times by most of the writers in the business.
111
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The idea was this: Present-day physics poses a limit on the
speed of an interstellar vehicle. The ships we send to distant
stars will be on one-way journeys, at least at first. They will
have to carry a complete ecology: they couldn’t catry enough
food and oxygen in tanks. Because they will take generations
to complete their journeys, they must alse carey a viable and
eoimplete society.

Clearly we're talking about quite a large ship, with a popu-
lation in the hundreds at least: high enough to prevent genetic
drift. Centrifugal force substitutes for gravity. Were going
to be doing a lot of that. We spifi the ship on its axis, and
put all the things that fieed full gravity at the outside, along
the hull. Plant foemms, exercise roefms, et eetera. Things that
den’t need gravity, like fuel and puldanee instrufents, we
lifie aleng the axis. If eur moters thrust thiough the same
axis, we will have te build a let of the machinery en traeks,
Beeause the aft wall will be the feer when the ship is undef
power.

The “Umniiverse” ship is basic to a discussion of life in space.
WeTl be talking about much larger structures, but they are
designed to do the same things on a larger scale: to provide a
place to live, with as much secutity and varlety and pleasure
as Earth itselt offers—or mere.

Gravity

Gravity is basic to our lifestyle. It may of may not be neees:
sary to life itself, but welll want it 1t we can get it, whatever
we build.

I know of only four metheds of generatlng gravity abeard
spacecrafit,

Centrifugal force looks much the mest likely. There is a
drawback* coriolis effects would foree us to re-learn how 8
walk, sit down, pout coffee, thiow a baseball. But fts effests
would deerease with inereasing mefient arm, that is, with
larger struetutes. On the Ring City you'd never netee it.

Our second choice Is to tise actual mass: plate the flesr with
neutronium, for instance at a density of fifty quadsillien tofs
per cubie foot; of build the ship areufid a gquantum Blaek
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hole, invisibly small and arotind as massive as, say, Phobos.
But this will vastly Inceease our fiiel constinption if we expect
the vehicle to go anywhere.

Third choice is to generate gravity waves. This may remain
forever beyond our abilities. But it’s one of those things that
people are going to keep trying to build forever, because it
would be so damn useful. We could launch ships at a million
gravities, and the passengets wotild never feel it. We could
put labotatoiies on the sufi, 6f colonize Jupiter. Anything.

The fourth method is to accelerate all the way, making turn-
over at the midpoint and deceletating the rest of the way.
Thiis wotks fiie. Ovet Interstellae distances it weuld take an
Infinite fuel supply—and by God we may have it, in the Bus-
sard famjet. A Bussard ramjet weuld use an elestromagnetie
field to seoep up the fnterstellar hydiogen ahead of it—with
af iftake a thousand files of mere if diameter—eompirss it
and burm it as fuel for a fusien deive. Now the multi-gener:
atien Ship weuld Beeeme unaReRssaty as felativity shertens
Bur tip Hime: four years te the nearest star, twenty-ene years
te the galastie hub, twenty-eight 1o Andremeda galaxy—all at
8fe gravity acesleration.

The Bussard ramjet looks unlikely. It’s another ultimate,
like generated gravity. Is the intesstellar medium sufficiently
lonized for such finicky contiol? Maybe not. But it’s worth a

Meanwhile, our first step to other wotlds Is the “Universe™
ship—huge, spun for gravity, its population in the hundreds,
its travel time in generations.

Flying Cities

James Blish used a variant of generated gravity in his tales
of the Okie cities.

His “spindizzy”’ motors used a little-known law of physics*
to create their own gravity and their own motive force. Be-
cause the spindizzy motors wotked bettet for higher mass, his

* SHill undiscovered,
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A FLYING CITY

vehicles tended to be big. Most of the stories centered areund
Manhattan Island, which had been bodily uprooted from its
present location and flown intact to the stars. Two of the sto-
ries involved whole worlds fitted out with spindizzies. They
were even harder to land than the flying cities.

But we don’t really need spindizzies or generated gravity to
build flying cities.

In fact, we don’t really need to fill out Heinlein’s “Uni-
verse” ship. The outer hull is all we need. Visualize a ship
like this:

(1) Cut a strip of Los Angeles, say, ten miles long by a
mile wide.

(2) Roll it in a hoop. Buildings and streets face inward.

(3) Roof it over with glass or something stronger.

(4) Transport it to space. (Actually we’ll build it in space.)

(5) Reaction motors, air and water recycling systems, and
storage areas are in the basement, outward from the street
level. So are the fuel tanks. Jettisoning an empty fuel tank is
easy. We just ctt it loose, and it falls into the tiniverse.

(6) We'te using a low-thrust, high-efficiency deive: lon jets,
perhaps. The axis of the city can be kept clear. A smallet ship
can Hse to the axis for sightings before a coutse' change; of we
can set the control beidge atop a slender fin. A ten mile eit-
cumference makes the fin a mile and a half tall if the bridge
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is at the axis; but the strain on the structure would diminish
approaching the axis.

Wihhat would it be like aboard the Ring City? One gravity
everywhere, except in the bridge. We may want to enlarge the
bridge to accommodate a schoolroom; teaching physics would
be easier in free fall.

Othemvise it would be a lot like the Generation ship. The
populace would be less likely to forget their destiny, as Hein-
lein's people did. They can see the sky from anywhere in the
city: and the only fixed stars ate Sol and the target stat.

It would be like living anywhere, except that great atten-
tion must be paid to environmental quality. This can be
taken for granted throughout this article. The more thot-
oughly we conttol out envirenment, the more dangerous it is
to forget it.

Inside Outside

The next step up in size is the hollow planetoid. I got.my
designs from a book of scientific speculation, IslandisiinSppaes,
by Dandrige M. Cole and Domald W.. Cox.

STEP ONE: Construct a giant solar mittor. Formed "under
zero gravity conditions, it need be nothing more than an
Echo balloon sprayed with something to harden it, then cut
in half and silvered on the inside. It wotld be fragile as a
buttesifly, and huge, -

STEP TWO: Pick a planetold. Ideally, we need an elongated
ehunk of ftekel-ifen, perhaps efie mile if diameter and twe
fiks leng.

STEP THREE: Bore a hole down the long axis.

STEP FOUR: Charge the hole with tanks of water. Plug the
openings, and weld the plugs, using the solar mitror.

STEP FIVE: Set the planetoid spinning slowly on its axis. As
it spins, bathe the entite mass in the concentrated sunlight
from the solar mirror. Giadually the flying fron mountaln
would be heated to melting all over its surface. Thea the
healt would creep inward, until the object s almest entirely
molten.

STEP SIX: The axis would be the last part to reach melting
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point. At that point the water tanks explode. The pressure
blows the planetoid up into an iron balloon some ten miles
in diameter and twenty miles long, if everybody has dene
their jobs migjt.

The hollow world is now ready for tenants. Except that cer-
tain things have to be moved in: air, water, soil, living things.
It should be possible to set up a closed ecology. Cole and Cox
suggested setting up the solar mirror at one end and using it
to teflect sunlight back and forth along the long axis,. We
might prefer to use fusion power, if we've got it.

Natually we spin the thing for gravity.

Living in such an inside-out world would be odd in some
respects. The whole landseape is overhead. Our sky is farms
and houses and so forth. If we came to space to see the stars,
we'll have to go down into the basexment,

We get our choice of gravity and weather. Weeather is easy.
We give the asteroid a slight equatorial bulge, to get a circu-
lar central lake. We shade the endpoints of the asteroid from

e sun, so that it's always raining there, and the water runs
downhill to the centtal lake. If we keep the gravity low
enough, we should be able to fly with an appropriate set of
musele-powered wings; and the eleser we get to the axis, the
easler 1t becornes. (Of eoufse, if we get toe close the wax
melts and the wings eoffe AR {...)

Macro-Life

Let’s back up a bit, to the Heinlein “Uniiverse” ship. Why
do we want to land 1t?

If the “Uniiverse” ship has survived long enough to reach its
target star, it could probably stutvive indefinitely; and so can
the nth-gefieration soeiety it new earries. Why sheuld theit de-
scendants tive out their lives efi a prifnitive Earthlike werld?
Perhaps they were Beth t6 better things.

Let the “Uniivetse” ship become their tiniverse, then. They
can mine new matefials from the astetoids of the new system,
and use thefn to enlarge the ship when neeessary, of build
new ships. They 6an loesen the population contel laws.
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Change stars when convenient. Colonize space itself, and let
the planets become mere way-stations. See the universe!

The concept is called Macro-life. Macto-life is large, pow-
ered, self-sufficicartt environments capable of expanding of
reproducing. Put a drive on the inside-outside asteroid bubble
and it becomes a Macro-life vehicle. The ring-shaped flyinig
city can be extended indefinitely from the forward rim. Blish’s
spindizzy cities were a step away from being Macto-life; but
they were too dependent on planet-based society.

A Macro-life vehicle would have to carry its own mining
tools and chemical laboratories, and God knows what else.
We'd leam what else accidentally, by losing intetstellar colony
ships. At best a Maero-life vehicle would never be as safe as a
plafiet, unkess it was as big as a planet, aﬁa 9efh fiet then.
But there are ether values than safety. Ad ai Qﬂé ish't as
safe a3 2 fguse, But 2 house deew ge anywhere. Neither
608 3 World.

Worlds

The terraforming of worlds is the next logical step up in
size. For a varlety of reasonis, I'th going to skip lightly over it.
We know both too mtch and too litle to talk coherently
abeut what fakes a werld habitable.

But we're learning fast, and will learn faster. Our present
pollution problems will end by telling us exactly how to keep
a habitable environment habitable, how to keep a stable ecol-
ogy stable, and hew to put it all back together agaln after it
falls apart. As usual, the universe will learn us of kill us, If
we live leng enieugh to build ships of the "Universe” type, we
will knew What to put inside them. W may even kiow hew
to terrafoith a hostile werld for the cerivenienee of humaf
colonists, having tried our techniques on Earth itself.

Now take a giant step.

Dyson Spheres

Freeman Dyson’s original argument went as follows, ap-
proximately.
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No industrial society has ever reduced its need for power,
except by collapsing. An intelligent optimist will expect his
own society’s need for power to inctease geometrically, and
will make his plans accordingly. According to Dyson, it will
not be an impessibly leng time before our own civilization
nieeds all the power generated by our siifi. Every last etg of it.
We will thea have to enelose the sun 56 as to contiel all of its
eutput,

What we use to enclose the sun is problematic. Dyson was
speaking of shells in the astronomiical sense: solid or liquid,
continuwous ot discontinwous, anything to interrupt the sun-
light so that it can be turned into power. One move might be
to eonvert the mass of the solar systemn into as many little
tenrby-tiventy-mile hollow iron bubbles as will fit. The smaller
we subdivide the mass of a planet, the more useful surface
area we get. We put all the little asteroid bubblles in eifcular
orbits at distanees of abeut efe Eafth erbit from the suf, but
differing eneugh that they wen’t eellide. TS a gradual proeess.
Wre start By epnverting the existing astersids. When we fan
8ut, we eefvert Mars, Jupiter, Satufn, Uranus . .. and eventu:
ally, Earth.

Naow, aside from the fact that our need for power increases
geomeitiiically, otif population also Inceeases geometrically. Tf
we didn’t need the power, we'd still need the room in these
bubblles. Eventuallly we've blocked out all of the sunlight,
From outside, from another staf, sch a system would be a
great globe fadiating enermous enedy in the deep infrared.

What some science fiction writers have been calling a Dyson
sphete 1s something else: a hollow spherical shell, like a ping:
pong ball with a star in the middle. Mathemnaitiailly at least,
it is possible to build such a shell witheut leaving the solat
systemn fof materfals. The planet Juplter has a mass of 2 x 1(
grams, whieh is rest 6f the mass of the selar systefn exeluding
the suf. Given fassive traRsmutatien ef elements, we éan
eenvert Juplt@f ifite a spherieal shell 93 millien miks in -
divs and fhaybe ten to twenty feet thiek. TF we den’t have
transrawialion, we ean still de it, with a thinner shell. There
afe at least ten Earhmasws of building materal in the selar
Sysitem, enee we threw away the useless gasses.

The surface area inside a Dyson sphere is about a billion
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times that of the Farth. Very few galactic civilizations in sci-
ence fiction have included as many as a billion woflds. Here
you’d have that mueh territory within walking distanee, assims
ing you were immortal.

Natmallly we would have to set up a biosphere on the innes
surface. Weeld also need gravity generators. The gravitational
attraction inside a uniform spherical shell {s zero. The net
pull would come from the sufi, and everything would gradu-
ally deift upward into it,

So. We spot gravity genetatots all over the shell, to hold
down the ait and the people and the buildings. “Down” {s
outward, toward the stats.

We can control the temperature of any locality by vatying
the heat-retaining properties of the shell. In fact, we may
want to enlarge the shell, to give us more room ot to make
the permanent noonday sun look smaller. All we need do fs
make the shell a bettet insulator: foam the mmaterdal, for in-
stance. If it holds heat too well, we may want to add radiater
fins to the outside.

Note that life is not necessarily pleasant in a Dyson sphere.
We can’t see the stars. It is always noon. We can’t dig mines
or basements. And If one of the gravity generators ever went
out, the resulting disaster would make the end of the Earth
look ttivial by compatison.

But if we need a Dyson sphere, and if it can be built, we’ll
probably build it.

Now, Dyson’s assumptions (expanding population, expand-
ing need for power) may hold for any industtial society, hu-
man or not. If an astronomer were looking for inhabited stel-
lar systems, he would be missing the point if he watched only
the visible stars. The galaxy’s most advanced civilizations may
be sphetical shells abotit the size of the Earths orbit, radiat-
ing as mueh power as a Sol-type sun, but at about 10n wave-
length—in the deep infrared . . .

... assuming that the galaxy's most advanced civilizations
are protoplasmic. But beings whose chemistry is based on mol-
ten coppet, say, would want a hotter enviromment. They
might have evolved faster, in temperatuies where chemistey
and biochemistey would move far faster. Thete might be a lot
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more of them than of us. And their red-hot Dyson spheres
would look deceptively like red giant or supersiant stars. One

wonders,
In The Wandtarer, novelist Fritz Leiber suggested that mest
of the visible stars have already been surrounded by shells of
worlds, We are watching old light, he suggested, light that was
on its way to Earth before the industrial expansion of galactie
civilization really hit its stride. Already we see some ef the re-
sult: the opaque dust clouds astronomers find in the direction
of the galactic core are not dust clouds, but walls of Dysen
spheres blocking the stars within,

Ringworld

I myself have dreamed up an intermediate step between
Dyson spheres and planets. Build a ring 93 milllon miles in
radius—one Earth orbit—which would make it 600 millien
miles long. If we have the mass of Jupiter to work with, and
if we make it a million miles wide, we get a thickness of
about a thousand meters. The Ringworld would thus be mieh
sturdier than a Dyson sphere.

There are other advantages. We can spin it for gravity. A
rotation on its axis of 770 miles/second wouild give the Ring-
world one gravity outward. We wouldn’t even have to roof it
over. Put walls a thousand miles high at each tim, alfmed in-
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ward at the sun, and very little of the air will leak over the
edges.

Set up an inner ring of shadow squares—light orbiting struc-
tures to block out part of the sunlight—and we can have day-
and-night cycles in whatever period we like. And we can see
the stars, unlike the inhabitants of a Dyson sphere.

The thing is roomy enough: three million times the area of
the Earth. It will be some time before anyone complains of
the crowding.

As with most of these structures, our landscape is optional,
a challenge to engineer and artist alike. A look- at the: outer
surface of a Rimgworld or Dyson sphere would be most in-
structive. Seas would show as bulges, mountains as dents.
River beds and river deltas would be sculpted in; there would
be no room for erosion on something as thin as'a Ringworld
or a Dyson sphere. Seas would be fllst-bottomed—as we use
only the tbp of a sea anyway—and small, with convoluted
shotelines, Lots of beachfromt. Mountains would exist only for
scenery and recreation.

A large meteor would be a disaster on such a structure. A
hole in the floor of the Ringworld, if not plugged, wonld
eventually let all the air out, and the pressure differential
would cause storms the size of a wortld, making repaits difffi-
cult,

The Ringworld concept is flexible. Consider:

(1) More than one Ringworld ‘can circle a sun. Imagine
many Rinmgworlds, noncoplanar, of slightly differing radii—or
of widely differing radii, -inhabited by very differemt intelli-
gent raees:

(2) We'd get seasons by bobbing the sun up and down. Ac-
tually the Ring would do the bobbing; the sun would stay
put. (One Ring to a sun for this trick.)

(3) To build a Ringworld when all the planets in the sys-
tem are colonized to the hilt (and, baby, we don’t need] a
Ringworld until it's,gotten that bad!) peo tem structutes are
needed. A structure the size of a world and the shape of a pfe
plate, with a huge rocket theustet underneath and a blosphere
in the dish, might serve to house a planet’s population while



122 7 A Ho . In Space

the planet in question is being disassembled. It circles the sun
at 770 miles/ second, firing outward to maintain its orbit. The
depopulated planet becomes two more pie plates, and we wire
them in an equilateral triangle and turn off the thrusters, evac-
uate more planets and start building the Ringworld.

Dyson Spheres H

I pointed out earlier that gravity generators look unlikely.
We may never be able to build them at all. Do we really need
to assume gravity generaters on a Dyson sphere? There are at
least two other solutions.

We can spin the Dyson sphere. It still picks up all the en-
ergy of the sun, as plamned; but the atmosphere collects
around the equator, and the rest is in vacaum. We would do
better to reshape the structure like a canister of movie film; it
gives us greater structural strength. And we wind up with a
closed Ringwotld.

Or, we can live with the fact that we can’t have gravity. Ac-
cording to the suggestion of Dan Alderson, Ph.D., we can
built two concenteic sphetical shells, the finner sthelll tramspar-
ent, the outer transparent or opaque, at our whim. The bio-
sphere Is between the two shells,

It would be fun. We can build anything we like within the
free fall environment. Buildings would be fragile as a butter-
fly. Left to themselves they would dtift up against the inner
shell, but a heavy thread would be efiough to tether them
against the sun’s puny gravity. The only question is, can hu-
fanity stand leng perieds of free fall?

Hold It A Minute

Have you reached the point of vertigo? These structures are
hard to hold in your head. They’re so flipping big. It might
help if I tell you that, though we can’t begin to build any of
these things, practically anyone can handle them mathemati-
cally. Any eollege freshinan can prove that the gravitational
attraction inside a spherieal shell {s zero. The stresses are easy
to eompute (and penesally too strong for anything we can
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make.) The mathemutfics of a Rimgworld are those of a sus-
pension bridge with no endpoints.
Okay, go on with whatever you were doing.

Tihé Disc

Wiiet’s bigger than a Dyson sphere? Dan Alderson, designer
of the Alderson Double Dyson Sphere, now brings you the Al-
deeson Disc. The shape is that of 2 phonogtaph tecord, with a
sun situated 1n the litte hole. The radius is about that of the
otbit of Mars of Jupiter, Thickness: a few thousand miles.

Gmavity is uniformly vertical to the surface (freshman
physics again) except for edge effects. Engineers do have to
worry about edge effects; so we'll build a thousand-mile wall
around the inner well to keep the atmosphere from drifting
into the sun. The outer edge will take cate of itself.

This thing is massive, It weighs far more than the sun. We
ignore problems of structural strength. Please note that we
can inhabit both sides of the structure.

The sun will always be on the hotizon, unless we bob it,
which we do. (Thiis time it is the sun that does the bobbing.)
Now it s always dawn, or dusk, ot night.

The Disc would be a wonderful place to stage a Gothic or a
swords-and-sorcery novel. The atmosphere is right, and thete
are real monstens. Consider: we can occupy only a patt of the

TUBE CONSTRUCTION

Tube — 1 mile diameter .
Earth — orbit circumierense approximaié

Rotation

Dissc the right distance from the sun. We might as well share
the Disc and the cost of its construction with aliens from hot-
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ter or colder climes. Mercurians and Venusians nearer the
sun, Martians out toward the rim, aliens from other stars liv-
ing whetever it suits them best. Over the tens of thousands of
years, mutations and adaptations would migrate across the
sparsely settled berders. IF civilization should fall, things could
get eerie and interesting.

Cosmic Macaroni

Pat Gunkel has designed a structire analogous to the Ring-
world. Imagine a hollow strand of macaroni six humdired mil-
lion miles long and not particularly thick—say a mile in
diameter. Join it in a loop around the sun.

Pat calls it a topopolits. Hiéeppdissout tadt weccomldti rotatee
the thing as in the illustration ing gravity through cen-
trifugal force—because of the lack of torsion effects. At six
hu million miles long and a mile wide, the curvature of
the tube is negligible. We can set up a biosphere on the inner
surface, with a sunlight tube down the axis and phetoelectric
gower sources on the outside: 8o far, we've got something

er than a werld but smaller than a Ringworld.

ut we den't have te be satisfied with one leep! We ean
round and round the sup, as eften as we like, as long as the
strands den't teueh. Pat visualizes endless leeps of rotating
tube, shaped like a hell of a lot of etti pattsd gl
inte a hoflew sphere with a star at the eenter (and new we
call it an aegegr@pﬂgus topopelis:) As the madhouse civiliza-
tion that built it continued to expand, the coil would reach to
other stars. With the interstellar links using power supplied
by the inner coils, the tube city would expand through the
pgalaxy. Eventually otr aegagropilous gslaststigugpdisswaldd
}?e_k like all the stars in the heavens had been embedded fn

aif,

The Megasphere
Mathesmaticallly at least, 1t Is possible to build a really big

Dyson sphere, with the heart of a galaxy at its center. There
probably aren’t enough planets to supply us with mateglal.
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We would have to disassemble some of the stars of the galactic
arms. But we'll be able to do it by the time we need to.

We put the biosphere on the outside this time. Surface
gravity is minute, but the atmaospheric gradient is infinitesimal.
Once again, we assume that it is possible for human beings to
adapt to free fall. We live in free fall, above a surface area of
tens of millions of light years, within an atmosphere that
doesn’t thin out for scores of light years.

Temperature control is easy: we vary the heat conductivity
of the sphere to pick up and hold enough of the energy from
the stars within. Though the radiating surface is great, the vol-
ume to hold heat is much greater. Imdustrial power would
come from photioteceptors inside the shell.

Within this limitliess universe of air we can build exception-
ally large structures, Ringworld-sized and larger. We could
even spin them for gravity. They would remain aloft -for
many times the lifespan of any known civilization before the
gravity of the Core stars pulled them down to contact the sur-
face.

The Megasphere would be a pleasantly poetic place to live.
Feom a flat Eatth hanging in space, one could actually reach
a nearby moon via a chariot drawn by swans, and stand a
good chance of finding selenites there. Thete would be none
of this nonsense about catrying bottlles of air along.

One final step to join two opposing life styles, the Macro-
life tourist types and the sedentary types who prefer to re-
structute their home worlds.

The Ringworld rotates at 770 miles/second. Given appro-
priate conducting surfaces, this rotation could set up enor-
mous magnetic effects. These could be used to control the
burning of the sun, to cause it to fire off a jet of gas along the
Ringworld axis of rotation. The sun becomes its own rocket.
The Ringworld follows, tethered by gravity.

By the time we run out of sun, the Ring is moving through
space at Bussard ramjet velocities. We continue to use the
magnetic effect to pinch the intesstellar gas into a fusion
flame, which now becomes our sun and our motive power.

The Rimgworld makes a problematical vehicle. Wheit’s it
for? You can't land the damn thing anywhere. A traveling
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Ringworld is not useful as a tourist vehicle; anything you
want to see, you can put on the Ringworld itsdf£.. . unless it’s
a lovely multiple star system like Beta Lyrae; but you just
can’t get that close on a flying Ringworld.

A Ringworld in flight would be a bird of ill omen. It could
only be fleeing some galaxy-wide disaster.

Now, galaxies do explode. We have pictures of it happen-
ing, The probable explanation is a chain reaction of novae in
the galactic core. Perhaps we should be maintaining a space
watch for fleeing Ringworlds . .. except that we couldn’t do
anything about it.

We live on a world: small, immobile, vulnerable, and un-
protected. But it will not be so forevet.



$16,940.00

When the phone rings late at night, there is a limit to who
it can be. I had three guesses as I picked it up: a Whong num-
ber (all wrong numbets ate the same petson), or Lois, Or—I
didn’t bothex to think his name. It isn’t his anyway.

“[_Mlo?”

“Heello,” he said. “You know who this is””

“Kelsey.” It's the name he tells me. “What is it, Kelsey?
You're not due for another four months.”

“I need an advance, Are you sitting down?”

“I'm in bed, you son of a bitch.” Reading a book, but I
didn't tell him that. Better he should be off balance.

“Sorry. I just wanted you braced. I need sixteen thou-
sand_ﬂl

“Bug offf” I slammed the phone down.

There was no point in picking up the book. He'd call
again. Sometimes he waits a few minutes to make me nervous.
This time the phone started ringing almost immediatelly, and
I snatched it up in the same instant and held it to my ear
without saying anything. It’s a kind of bluffing game, a game
I always lose.

“Kelsey again, and I'm not kidding. I need sixteen thou-
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sand, nine hundred and forty dollars. I need it by the end of
the week.”

“You know perfectly well I can’t do that. I can't make that
much money disappear without somebody noticing: Lois, the
bank, the Buteau of Intetrmal Revenue. Dammit, Kelsey, we've
worked this out before.”

“The best laid plans of mice and men—"

“Go to hell.” Something hit me then, “That’s a funny num-
ber. As long as I can’t pay anyway, why not make it sevemteen
thowsand, or twenty? Wihy, uh, sixteen thousand nine hundred
and forty?”

“It just worked out that way.” He sounded defensive.

I probed. “What way?"

“You aren’t my only client.”

“Ghent? I'm a blackmail victim! At least be honest with
yourself, Kelsey.”

“I am. Shall I tell you what you are?”

“No.” Someone might be listening, which was the point he
was trying to make: “You've got other clients, huh? Go to one
of them.”

“I did. It was a mistake.” He hesitated, then, “Let’s call
him Horatio, okay? Hotatio was a bank teller, long ago. He
owns a hardware store now. I've known him abotit five yeafs,
I had te trace him myself, you undetstand. He embezzled
some money while he was a teller.”

“What did he do, die on you when the mortgage was due?”
I put sarcastic synmpathy in my voice.

“I wish he would. No, he walted for my usual call, which I
make on April Fools Day. Not iy idea; his. I call hit onee a
year, just like you. So I called hif and told him he was due,
and he said he couldn’t afferd it any more. He got kind of
brave-panieky, you knew how it goes="

“Don't I just, damn you.”

“—and he sald he wouldn’t pay me another red eent if he
had to go to peison for it. I got hif te agree te meet me at a
bar and grill. I hate deing that, Carsen. 1 theught he might
tey te kill me.”

“Occupational hazard. I may fetusn t0 this subjeet.” 1 had
threatened to kill Kelsey before this,

He sounded disspirited. “It won't help you. I'm eafeful,
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Carson. I took a gun, and it was a public place, and I got
there first. Besides, thete are my files. If I die the copsil go
through those.”

I was going to need that information, someday, maybe. But
it wasn't fun to heat. "Se you met him in this bar and grill.
What then?”

“Weell,” he had the money tight with him. He put it right
out on the table, and I grabbed it quick because someone
might be watching. Sexeone was, toe. I saw the fllatibulb go
off, and by the time fy eyes had stepped wateting whoever it
was was out the deer. Ra—" He eatight himself. “Horatio
stopped e from getting eut. He said, ‘De yeu knew what the
statute of limitations is for embezzlement?’ ™

“I remembeied then. It was seven yeyars, and Horatio had
me by the balls. Blackimail. He figtires I've taken him for six-
teen thousand nife hundied dollats and ne cents, plus forty
bucks for the guy with the eamera. He wants it back or he
tuens e 1A te the pelice, omplete with phetegraphs.”

Kelsey had never heard me laugih'before and mean it.
“That’s hiladous. The Blter Bit bit. If you turn 1n yout Hles
it'll just be more evidence against you. Yeu'll just have to
fight 1t out in eeurt, Kelsey. Tell ‘efn it'’s a first offense.”

“I've got a better idea. I'll get the money from youw.”

“Nope. If I make that much money disappeatr, too many
people would start wondering why. If they find out, I'm dead.
Dead. Now I want you to remember that word, Kelsey, be-
cause it's important.”

“Files, Carson. I want you to remember that word, because
it’s important. If I die, somebedy will go through my files and
then call the cops.”

Well, it hadn’t worked. Poor hard-luck Kelsey. *“Okay,
Kelsey. I'll have the metiey. Wirsie 6an we feet?”

“No need, Just get It to me the usual way.”

“Now, don’t be a damn fool. I probably can’t get it until
Saturday, which means I'll have to get it to you Sunday.
There isn’t any mail Sunday.”

He didn’t answer for awhile. Then, “Are you thinking of
killing me?”

I kept it light. “I'm always thinking of killing you, Kelsey.”

“Files.”
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“I know. Do you want the money or don’t you?”

I listened to the scared silence on the other end. Dammit,
now I didn’t want him scared. I was going to kill him. I'd
have to find out where the files were first, and for that I'd
have to have him alone, somewhere far away, for several
houts. He was going to be too wary for that. I cotild sense it.

“Listen, there’s a third way,” he said suddenly. “If you
move the money someone’s likely to notice. If you kill me
someone’s sure to notice. But there’s a third way.”

“Let’s hear it.”

“Kill Horatio.”

I yelped. “Kelsey, what do you think I am, Murder Incotpo-
rated? I made one mistake. One.”

“You're not thinking. Catson, there is no connection be-
tween you and Horatio. Nome! Zilch! You can’t even be
suspected!”

“Um.” He was right.

“You've got to do this for me, Carson. I'll never tap you for
another dime ...” He went on talking, but now I was way
ahead of him. If I could get Horatio’s photogtaph of Kelsey,
I'd have Kelsey. No more payefits. We'd have each other by
the throats.

Poor hard-luck Horatio.



The Hole Man

One day Mats will be gone. o
Andrew Lear says that 1t will start with vielent guakes, and

end hours or days later, very suddenly. He ought te knew. 1t's
all his fault.

Lear also says that It won’t happen for from years to cen-
turies. So we stay, Lear and the rest of ts. We study the alien
base for what it can tell us, while the eenter of the werld we

stand on is slowly eaten away. Ivs eneugh te give a man
fighteaces,

It was Lear who found the alien base.

We had reached Mars: fourteen of us, in the eramped bulk
bous life-support system of the Percival Lowell. We were ¢it=
cling in otbit, taking our time, correcting our maps and leok-
ing for anything that thirty years of Mariner probes might
have missed.

We were mapping mascons, among other things. These
mass concentrations unider the lunar maria were almost eet-
tainly left by good-sized asterolds, mountains of rock falling
silently out of the sky until they struck with the energies of
thousands of fusion bombs. Mars has been cruising through
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the asteroid belt for four billion years. Mars would show big-
ger and better mascons. They would affect our orbits.

So Andrew Lear was hard at work, watching pens twitch on
graph paper as we circled Mars. A bit of machinery fell along-
side the Percival Lowadl], rotating. Wiithim its thim shell was a
weighted double lever system, deceptively simple: a Forward
Mass Detector. The pens mapped its twitchings.

Over Sirbonis Palus they began mapping strange curves.

Another man might have cursed and tried to fix it. Andrew
Lear thought it out, then sent the signal that would stop the
free-falling widget from rotating.

It had to be rotating to map a statiomery mass.

But now it was mapping simple sine waves.

Lear went running to Captain Childrey.

Runmiing? It was more like trapeze artistry. Lear pulled
hiimself along by handholds, kicked off from walls, braked
with a hard push of hands ot feet. Moving in free fall is hard
wotk when you’te in a hutty, and Lear was a forty-year-old as-
trophysicist, not an athlete. He was blowing hatd when he
teached the contiol bubble.

Chilldey—who was an athlete—waited with a patient,
slightly contemptuous smile while Lear caught his breath.

He already thought Lear was crazy. Lear’s words only con-
firmed it. “Gawvity for sending signals? Doctor Lear, will you
please quit botheting me with your weird ideas. I'm busy. We
all are.”

This was not entirely unfair. Some of Lear’s enthusiasms
were peculiar. Gravity generators. Black holes. He thought we
should be searching for Dyson spheres: stars completely en-
closed by an artificial shell. He believed that mass and inertia
were two separate things: that it should be possible to sueck
the inertia out of a spacecraft, say, 50 that it could accelerate
te hear lightspeed in a few minutes. He was a wide-eyed
dreafier, and when he was flustered he tended te wander
frem the peint.

“You don't understand,” he told Chilldtey. “Gmavity radia-
tion is harder to block than electromagnetic waves. Patterned
gravity waves would be easy to detect. The advanced clviliza-
tions in the galaxy may all be comfumicating by gravity.
Some of them may even be modulating pulsars—rotating fieu-



A Horz In Seace 7 133

teon stars. That's where Project Ozta weit wrong: they were
only looking for signals In the electromagnetic spectinii.”

Chilldtey laughed. “Sure. Yout little friends are using neu-
tron stars to send you messages. What’s what got to do with
us?”’

“Well, lookt” Lear held up the strip of Hlimsy, neatly
welghtless paper he’d totn from the machine. “1 got this over
Sitbonis Palus. I think we ouglhi to laind there.”

“We'te landing in Mare Cimmerium, as you petfectly well
know. The lander is alteady deployed and ready to board.
Doctor Lear, we've spent four days mapplng this area. It's
flot. 1t's In a green-brown area. When spring comes fiext
month, we'll find out whether there’s life therel And every-
bedy wants it that way except youl”

Lear was still holding the graph paper before him like a
shield. “Hkase. Take one more citcuit over Sitbonis Palus.”

Childrey opted for the extra otbit. Maybe the sine waves
convinced him. Maybe not. He would have liked incomve-
niencing the rest of us In Lear’s name, to show him for a fool.

But the next pass showed a tiny circular feature in Sirbonis
Palus. And Lear’s mass indicator was making sine waves
again,

The aliens had gone. During our first few months we al-
ways expected them back any minute, The machinery in the
base was running smoothly and perfectly, as if the owners had
only just stepped out.

The base was an inverted pie plate two stories high, and
windowless. The alr Inside was breathable, like Earths ait
thiee miles up, but with a bit more oxygen. Mats’s alr Is far
thinnet, and polsonots, Cleatly they wuare not of Mars.

The walls were thick and deeply eroded. They leaned in-
ward against the Intemnal pressure. The roof was somewhat
thinnet, just heavy enough for the pressute to support it. Both
walls and roof were of fused Martian diust.

The heating system still wotked—and it was also the
lighting system: grids in the celllng glowing brick red. The
base was always ten degrees too warti, We didn’t find the offf
switches for almost a week: they were behind locked panels.
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The air system blew gusty winds through the base until we
fiddled with the fans.

We could guess a lot about them from what they'd left be-
hind. They must have come from a world smaller than Earth,
citcling a red dwarf star in close orbit. To be close enough to
be warm enough, the planet would have to be locked in by
tides, turning one face always to its star. The aliens must have
evolved on the lighted side, in a permanent red day, with
winds constantly howling over the border from the night side.

And they had no sense of privacy. The only doorways that
had doors in them were airlocks. The second floor was a hex-
agonal metal gridwork. It would not block you off from your
friends on the floor below. The bunk toom was an impgessive
expanse of mereuty-filled watetbed, wall to wall. The rooms
were too small and eluttered, the furniture and machinesty too
close to the doofways, so that at first we were constantly
buraping elbows and knees, The eeilings were an ineh shert
of six feet hi%h of both fleers, 5o that we tended to walk
stoeped even 1F we were shert eneugh te stand updght. Habit.
But Lear was just tall enough te kneek his head it he steed
up fast, anywhere in the base.

We thought they must have been smaller than human, But
their padded benches seemed humem-designed in size and
shape. Maybe it was theit minds that were differems: they
didn’t need psychic elbow room.

The ship had been bad enough. Now this. Wiitthiin the base
was instant claustrophobia. It put all of our tempets on hair
triggets.

Two of us couldn’t take it.

Lear and Childrey did not belong on the same planet.

Wiith Childrey, neatmess was a compulsion. He had enough
for all of us. During those long meonths aboard Petcival Low-
ell, it was Chilldiey who led us 1n eallsthenies. He Hatly would
tnoti let anyene skip an exeroise period. We eventually gave up

tylng.

Wedl and good. The exercise kept us alive. We weren’t get-
ting the healthy daily exercise anyone gets walking around the
living room In a one gravity feld.

But after a month on Mais, Childrey was the only man who
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still appeared fully dressed in the heat of the alien base. Some
of us took it as a reproof, and maybe it was, because Lear had
been the first to doff his shirt for keeps. In the mess Childrey
would inspect his silverware for water spots, then line it up
perfectly parallel.

On Earth, Andrew Lear's habits would have been no more
than a character trait. In a hurry, he might choose
mismatched socks. He might put off using the diswasher for a
day or two if he were involved in something interesting. He
would prefer a house that looked “lived in.” God help the
maid who tried to clean up his study. He’d never be able to
find anything afterward.

He was a brilliant but one-sided man. Backpacking or skin
diving might have changed his habits—in such pursuits you
learn not to forget any least trivial thing—but they would
never have tempted him. An expedition to Mars was some-
thing he simply could not turn down. A pity, because neatness
is worth your life in space.

You don’t leave your fly open im 2 pressure swiit.

A month after the landing, Childrey caught Lear doing just
that.

The “fly” on a pressure suit is a soft rubber tube over your
male member. It leads to a bladder and there’s a spring
clamp on it. You open the clamp to use it. Then you close
the clamp and open an outside spigot to evacuate the bladder
into vacwum.

Similar designs for women involve a catheter, which is
hideously uncomfortable. I presume the designers will keep
trying. It seems wrong to bar half the human race from our
ultimate destiny.

Lear was addicted to long walks. He loved the Martian
desert scene: the hard violet sky and the soft blur of whitling
orange dust, the sharp close horizon, the endless emptiness.
More: he needed the room. He W#s spending all his working
time on the alien communicator, with the ceiling too close
over his head and everything else too close®hiis bony elbows.

He was coming back from a walk, and he met Childrey
coming out. Chilslirey noticed that the waste spigot on Lear’s
suit was open, the spring broken. Lear had been out for
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hours. If he'd had to go, he might have bled to death through
flesh ruptured by vacouam.

We never learned all that Childrey said to him out there.
But Lear came in very red about the ears, muttering under his
breath. He wouldn't talk to anyane.

The NAASA psychologists should not have put them both on
that small planet. Himdsight is wonderful, right? But Lear and
Chilldiey wete each the best choice for competence coupled to
the kind of health they would need to survive the trip. There
were astrophysicists as competent and as famous as Lear, but
they were decades older. And Childrey had a thousand space-
flight houts to his credit. He had been one of the last men on
the Meer.

Indiividually, each of us was the best possible man. It was a
damn shame.

The aliens had left the communicator going, like everything
else in the base. It must have been hellishly massive, to judge
by the thick suppott pillais slanting outward beneath it. It
was a bulky tank of a thing, big enough that the roof had to
bulge slightly to glve It room. That gave Lear about a square
metet of the only head reem in the base.

Even Lear had no idea why they’d put it on the second
floor. It would send thiough the first floor, of through the
bulk of a planet. Lear learned that by teying it, once he knew
enough. He beafmed a det-dash message through Maks itself to
the Forward Mass Detector abeard ILowell,

Lear had set up a Mass Detector next to the communicator,
on an extremely complex platform designed to protect it from
vibration. The Detector produced waves so shaeply pointed
that some of us thought they could feel the gravity radlation
coming from the communieator.

Lear was in love with the thing.

He skipped meals. Wihen he ate he ate like a statved wolf.
“There’s a heavy poini-mess In there,” he told us, talking
around a mouthful of food, two months after the landing.
“The machine uses electromagnetic fields to vibrate it at
high speed. Look—" He picked up a toothpaste tube of tuna
spread and held it in front of him. He vibrated it rapidly.
Heads turned to wateh him around the zigzagped eommunal
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table in the alien mess. “I'm making gravity waves now. But
they're too mushy because the tube’s too big, and their
amplitude is virtually zero. Thewe’s something very dense
and massive In that machine, and it takes a hell of a lot of
field strength to keep 1t there.”

“What is it?” someone asked. “Neutnomimm? Like at the
heart of a neutron star?”

Lear shook his head and took another mouthful. “That size,
neutronium wouldn’t be stable. I think it's a quantum black
hole. I don’t know how to measure its mass yet.™

I said, “A quantum black hole?”

Lear nodded happily. “Luck for me. You know, T was
against the Mars expedition. We could get a lot more for our
money by exploring the asteroids. Among other thimgs, we
might have found If there ate really quanturn black holes oiit
there. But this one’s already eaptuted!” He stood up, being
cﬁffkful of his head. He turhed in his tray and went back to
work.

I remember we stared at each other along the zigzag mess
table. Then we drew lots . . . and I lost.

The day Lear left his waste spigot open, Childrey had put a
restriction on him. Lear was not to leave the base without an
escort.

Lear had treasured the alonemess of those walks. But it was
worse than that. Chilldiey had glven him a list of pessible es-
corts: half a dozen men Chilldiey could teust to see to it that
Lear did nothing dangerous to himself of otheis. Inevitably
they were the fen fhoest thoroughly trained in space sufvival
foutines, mest addicted to Chilldiey’s ewn ecompulsive neat:
fiess, least likely to sywnpathize with Lear's way of living. Lear
was s likely te ask Childiey himself te ge walking with Rif.

He almost never went out any more. I knew exactly whetre
to find him.

I stood beneath him, looking up through the gridwork fllsor,

He'd almost finished dismantling the protective panels
around the gravity wave commumicator. Wihat showed inside
looked like parts of a computer In one spot, electiromagnetic
cofls 1n most places, and a square atray of pushbuttoms that
might have been the allens’ idea of a typewriter. Leat was
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using a magnetic induction sensor to try to trace wiring with-
otit actually tearing off the insulation,

I called, “How you making out?”

“No good,” he said. “The insulation seems to be one hun-
dred percent perfect. Now I'm afraid to open it up. Ne tell-
ing how much power is running through there, f it needs
shielding that good. " He smiled down at me. “Let me shew
you mﬁr}nmg

“What?"

He flipped a toggle above a dull grey circular plate: “Fhis
thing is a microphene. Tt tock me awhile to find it: | am Ap-
drew Lear, s%@aking to whemever may be listening.” He
switched it off, then ripped paper from the Ma§§ Indieater
and showed me squiggles interrupting §meet §ms waves;
“There. The sound of My veiee in gfavg }aﬂeﬁ It WBM
dl§é psar until it's reached the sé the uRtve
you me g%m gta,.ﬂtum laek é&e th@rs

M
t t8." Lear ha s5 t&? on the subject; at
ls nngf § MOt
89 TASS gar s H§8 its HH&! g it
ﬁéé&élﬂBﬁWlf& ig é\YH§F—' Wgﬂ
883§8H8 § ESHHH 18
ng% ; lsiy 8} Rsafrsm Bgsﬂ séss 8 &dg ?ﬁ é%ngsgf mat:
But a'érg star ges§ further tham that: When a really massive
§taF FURS itS E8UFSE . . - WheR the radiation pressure Wwithin is
e l@ng@r strong @n@ugh te held the suter layers against the
star's own feroeious gravity - - . then it ean fall into itself en-
tirely, until gravity is strong@r than any other force, until it is
compressed past the Swartzchild radius and effectively leaves
the universe. What happens to it then is problematical. The
Swartzchild radius is the boundaty beyond which nothing can
elimb otit of the gravity well, not even light.
The star is gone then, but the mass remains: a lightlless hole

in space, perhaps a hole into another universe.
“A collapsing star can leave a black hole,” said Lear.

CE
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“There may be bigger black holes, whole galaxies that have
fallen into themmselves. But there’s no other way a black hole
can form, now.”

“So?l'

“There was a time when black holes of all sizes could form.
That was during the Big Bang, the explosion that started the
expanding universe. The forces in that blast could have com-
pressed little local vortices of matter past the Swartzchild ra-
dius. What that left behind—the smallest ones, anyway—we
call quantum black holes.™

I heard a distinctive laugh behind me as Captain Childrey
walked into view. The bulk of the commumiicator would have
hidden him from Lear, and I hadn’t heard him come up. He
called, “Just how big a thing are you talking about? Could I
pick one up and throw it at you?”

“You'd disappear into one that size,” Lear said seriously. “A
black hole the mass of the Earth would only be a centimeter
across. No, I'm talking about things from ten-to-the-mimnus-fifth
grams on up. There could be one at the center of the sun—"

“Eek!"

Lear was trying. He didn’t like being kidded, but he didn’t
know how to stop it. Keeping it serious wasn’t the way, but he
didn’t know that either, “Say, ten-to-the-seventeenth grams in
mass and ten-to-the-minus-eleven centimetets across. It would
be swallowing a few atoms a day.”

“Wedll, at least you know where to find it,” said Childrey.
“Now all you have to do is go after it.”

Lear nodded, still serious. “Thete could be quantus black
holes in asteroids. A small asteroid could capture a quantum
black hole easily enough, especially if it was charged; a black
hole can hold a charge, you know—"

“Ri-ight.”

“All we'd have to do Is check out a small asteroid with the
Mass Detectot. If It masses more than it should, we push it
aside and see if it leaves a black hole behind.”

“You'd need little teeny eyes to see something that small.
Anyway, what would yon do with it?”

“You put a charge on it, if it hasn’t got one already, and
electromagnetic fields. You can vibrate it to make gravity;



140 7 A Eho. In Space

then you manipulate it with radiation. I think 've got one in
here,” he said, patting the alien communicater.
“Ri-ight,” said Childrey, and he went away laughing.

Wiithin a week the whole base was referring to Lear as the
Hole Man, the man with the black hole between his ears.

It hadn’t sounded funny when Lear was t@llmim@ about it.
The rich variety of the umiiverse . . . but when Childrey talked
about the black hole in Lear's Anythmg Box, it sounded hi-
larlous.

Please note: Clhnldmy did not misunderstand anything Lear
had said. Childrey wasn't stupid. He merely thougl);t Lear was
crazy. He could not have gotten away with making fun of
Leat, not among educated men, without knowing exactly
what he was doing.

Meanwhile the work went on.

There were pools of Marsdust, fascinating stuff, fime enough
to behave like viscous oil, and knee deep. Wadiimg through it
wasi’t dangerous, but it was very hard work, and we avoided
it. One day Brace waded out into the nearest of the pools and
started feeling around undet the dust. Humch, he said. He
came up with some eroded plastic:like containers. The aliens
had used the poel as a garbage dump.

We were having little luck with chemical analysis of the
base materials. They were virtually indestructible. We learned
more about the chemistty of the alien visitors themselves.
They had left teaces of themselves on the benches and on the
communal waterbed. The traces had most of the chemieal
cempenents of protoplasim, but Arsvey found fio slgn 6f DNA.
Not sutprising, he said. There must be other giant organic
eleeules suitable for gene eoding.

The aliens had left volumes of notes behind. The script was
a mystery, of coutse, but we studied the photographs and di-
agrams. A lot of them were notes on anthropology!

A The aliens had been studying Earth during the first Ice
ge.

None of us were anthepollogists, and that was a damn
shame. We never learned if we’d found anything new. All we
could do was photograph the stuff and beam it up to Lowell.
One thing was sure: the aliens had left very long ago, and
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they had left the lighting and air systems running and the
communmicator sending a carrier wave.

For us? Who else?

The altemative was that the base had been switched off for
some six humdired thousand years, them come back on when
something detected Lowell approaching Mars. Lear didn't be-
lieve it. “If the power had been off in the communicator,” he
said, “the mass wouldn't be in there any more. The fields
have to be going to hold it in place. It’s smaller than an
atom; it'd fall through anything sokid.”

So the base power system had been running for all that
time. What the hell could it be? And where? We traced some
cables and found that it was under the base, under several
yards of Marsdust fused to lava. We didn't try to dig through
that.

The. source was probably geophysical: a hole deep into the
core of the planet. The aliens might have wanted to dig such
a hole to take core samples. Afterward they would have set up
a generator to use the temperature difference between the
core and the surface.

Meanwhille, Lear spent some time tracing down the power
sources in the communicator. He found a way to shut off the
carder wave. Now the mass, if there was a mass, was at rest in
there. It was strange to see the Forward Mass Detector pour-
ing out straight lines instead of drastically peaked sine waves.

We were ill equipped to take advantage of these riches. We
had been fitted out to explore Mars, not a bit of civilization
from another star. Lear was the exception. He was in his ele-
ment, with but one thing to mar his happiness.

I don’t know what the final argument was about. I was efi-
gaged on another project.

The Mars lander still had fuel in it. NASA had givea us
plenty of fuel to hover while we looked for a landing spot. Af-
ter some heated discussion, we had agreed to take the vehicle
up and hover It next to the nearby dust pool on low thrust.

Tt worked fine. The dust rose up in a great soft cloud and
went away toward the horizon, leaving the pond bottor cov-
ered with otherworldly junk. And more! Atsvey started
screaming at Brace to back off. Fortumatelly Brace kept his
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head. He tilted us over to one side and took us away on a
gentle curve. The backblast never touched the skeletons.

We worked out there for houts, being very finicky indeed.
Here was another skill none of us would own to, but we’d
read about how careful an archeologist has to be, and we did
ouf best. Tiaces of water had had time to tuen some of the
dust 6 natuial eement, so that seme of the skeletons were
fixed to the rock, But we got a cotiple free, We put them on
streteheis and breught them baek. One erumbled the instant
the aif eafie hissing inte the leek. We left the ethet eutside,

The aliens had not had the habit of taking baths. Weii*set
up a bathtub with very tall sides, in a room the aliens had re-
served for some incomprehensible ritual. T had stripped off
my pressure sult and was heading for the bathtub, very tired,
hoping that nobody wetild be i1 it.

I heard the voices before I saw them.

Lear was shouting.

Childrey wasn’t, but his voice was a catrying one. It carried
mockeey. He was standing between the supporting pillais. His
hands were on his hips, his teeth gleamed white, his head was
thtown baek to loek up at Leaf.

He finished talking. For a time nelther of them moved.
Then Lear made a sound of disgust. He turned away and
pushed one of the buttens on what might have been an alien
typewrlter keyboard,

Childrey looked startled. He slapped at his right thigh and
brought the hand away bloody. He stared at it, then leeked
up at Lear, He started to ask a question.

He crumpled slowly in the low gravity. I got to him befsre
he hit the ground. I cut his pants open and tied a handket
chief over the blood spet. It was a small puneture, but the
flesh was puckered abeve it on a line with his grein.

Childrey tried to speak. His eyes were wide. He eoughed,
and there was blood in his mouth.

I guess I froze. How couild T help if T eouldn’t tell what had
happened? I saw a blood spot on his right shoulder, and I tote
the shitt open and found another tiny puneture wound.

The doctor artived.

It took Childrey an heur to die, but the deetor had given
up much earlier. Between the wound In his sheulder and the
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wound in his thigh, Childrey’s flesh had been ruptured in a
narrow line that ran through one lung and his stomach and
part of his intestinal tract. The autopsy showed a tiny, very
neat hole drilled through the hip bones.

We looked for, and found, a hole in the floor beneath the
communicator. It was the size of a pencil lead, and packed
with dust.

“I made a mistake," Lear told the rest of us at the inquest.
“I sheuld never have touched that particular button. Tt must
have mteh@d @ﬁ th@ ficlds that held the mass in place. Tt just
ér?g Was underneath.”

d lt haé g@ne §tra1 t threugh him, eating the mass of
him as it went: .
“Ne, net quite;” said Lear. “T'd guess it massed abeut ten-
ge E%@ Hourieenth | §F§fﬁ§ Fhat SH k5§ 1% ten-te-the: mmu§
X

§tre ’ff sr than aﬁ atom.
eu ﬂf Ve mﬂe fﬁéﬁ € Was d9Re @?
1@ %gag {g F8H§ i: Y8U W how it

. 4 %ﬁ' ?%%EE %Wg% Wé;{

SﬁF
H ol }}?ﬁ g

§

Hié gsT ] 52 E{wmg

I’I aur W ¥E nKS ene F,]lg.S§
?%b lis Hﬁ gﬂs}ﬁt&m Black

8}8 er Wg %ngg S}% W ssly 4 %ﬁrsﬂg

sl Aﬁs E@ gets that far wﬁ eat sing lau '@'u

EBHFF’ he's §tﬂl get tg sﬁglam how 2 thing smalle ﬂi‘&ﬁ' an

atem eould hurt anyerel®

But didn't Dector Lear know the thing was dangerous?
Could he not have guessed its enormous mass from the way it
behaved?

Lear spread his hands. “Gentlemen, we're dealing with
more variables than just mass. Field strength, for instance. I
might have guessed fts mass from the force it took to keep it
there, but did any 6f us expeet the allens to calibrate their
dials in the metrie system®”

Uln




144 / A Ho.£ IN Space

Surely there must have been safeties to keep the fields from
being shut off accidentally. Lear must have bypassed them.

“Yes, I probably did, accidentally. I did quite a lot of fid-
dling to find out how things worked.”

It got dropped there. Obwiously there would be no trial. No
otdinary judge ot jury could be expected to understand what
the attonmeys would be talking about. A couple of things
fever did get mentioned.

For instance: Childrey’s last words. I might or might not
have repeated them if I'd been asked to. They were: “All
right;, show me! Show it to me or admit it isn’t there!”

As the court was breaking up I spoke to Lear with my voice
lowered. “That was probablly the most unique murder weapon
in histoty.”

He whispered, “If you said that in company I could sue for
slander.”

“Yeah? Really? Are you going to explain to a jury what you
think I implied happened?”

“Nio, 111 1kt yoow gyett ey wittho it tings tiime™

“Hiell, you didn’t get away scot free yourself. Wihat are you
going to study now? The only known black hole in the uni-
verse, and you let It drop thiough your fiingers.”

Lear frowned. ‘Wau're right. Partly right, anyway. But I
knew as much about it as I was going to, the way I was going.
Now ... I stopped It vibrating In thete, then took the mass of
the entire setup with the Forward Mass Sensof. Now the blaek
hole isi’t In thete any fmote. I can get the mass of the black
hele by taking the mass of the eofmunieator alene.”

lth-l'

“And I can cut the machine open, see what’s inside. How
they controlled it. Damn it, I wish I were six years old.”

“What?? Why?”

“WHI ... I don’t have the times straightened out. The
math is chancy. Eithet a few yeats from fiow, or a few cen-
tuties, thete’s going to be a black hole between Earth and
Jupitee. I¥'Nl be big eneugh te study. I think about forty
years.”

When I realized what he was implying, I didn’t know
whether to laugh or scream. “Leat, you can’t think that some-
thing that small could absotb Marst™”
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“Wdl, remember that it absorbs everything it comes near.
A nucleus here, an electron there . . . and it's not just waiting
for atoms to fall into it. Its gravity is ferocious, and it’s falling
back and forth through the center of the planet, sweeping up
matter. The more it eats, the bigger it gets, with its volume
going up as the cube of the mass. Sooner or later, yes, it'll ab-
sorb Mars. By then it'll be just less than a millimeter across—
big enough to see.”

“Could it happen within thirteen months?”

“Before we leave? Hmm." Lear's eyes took on a faraway
look. “I don't think so. Il have to work it out. The math is
chancy . . M






The Fourth Profession

The doorbell rang around noon on Wednesday.

I sat up in bed and—it was the oddest of hangovers. My
head didn't spin. My sense of balance was quiveringly alert.
At the same time my mind was clogged with the thimgs I
knew: facts that wouldn’t relate, churning in my head.

It was like walking the high wire while simultaneously
teying to solve an Agatha Chmistie mystery. Yet I was doing
neither. I was just sitting up in bed, blinking.

I remembered the Monk, and the pills. How many pills?

The bell rang again.

Whallking to the door was an eetle sensation. Most people
pay no attention to their somesthetic senses. Mine were
clamoring for attention, begging to be tested—by a back-
flip, for Instance., I resisted. I don’t have the muscles foe
dolng baekflips.

I couldn’t remember taking any acrobatics pills.

The man outside my doot was big and blond and bloeky.
He was holding an unfamiliar badge up to the lens of my
spy-eye, in a wide hand with short, thick fingers. He had
candid blue eyes, a square, honest face—a face I recognized.
He’d been in the Long Spoon last night, at a single table in
a corer.

147
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Last night he had looked morose, introspective, like a man
whose girl had left him for Mr. Wiomg. A face guaranteed to
get him left alone. I'd noticed him only because he wasm't
drinking enough to match the face.

Today he looked patient, endlessly patient, with the pa-
tience of a dead man.

And he had a badge. I let him in,

“Wiillias Morris,” he said, identifying himself. “Secret Ser-
vice. Are you Edward Hardey Frazer, owner of the Long
Spoor Bar?”

“Part-owner.”

“Tibs, that's right. Sorry to bother you, Mr. Frazer. | see you
keep bartender’s hours.” He was looking at the wrinkled pair
of underpants I had on.

“Sit down,” I said, waving at the chair. I badly needed to
sit down myself. Standing, I couldn’t think about anything
but standing. My balance was all-conscious. My heels would
not test solidly on the floor. They barely touched. My weight
was all on my toes; fiy body insisted on standing that way.

So I dropped onto the edge of the bed, but it felt like I was
glving a trampoline petformance. The poise, the grace, the
polished ease! Hell. “Wat do you want from me, Mt. Moktis?
Doesn'’t the Secret Service guatd the Presidient?”

His answer sounded like rote-memory. “Among other con-
cerns, such as counterfeiting, we do gtaed the President and
his immediate family and the President-elect, and the Vice
President If he asks us t0.” He patised. “We used to guard for-
elgn dignitaties t00.”

That connected. “You'te here about the Monk.”

“Right.” Moitis looked down at his hands. He should have
had an alr of professional self-asaurance to go with the badge.
It wasi’t there. “This Is an odd case, Frazer. We took it
because It used to be our job to proteet forelgn visiters, and
beeause nobody else would touech it.”

“So last night you were In the Long Spoon guarding a visi-
tor from outer space.”

“Just $0.”

“Wherre were you night before last?”

“Was that when he first appeared?”

“Yah,” I said, remembering. “Monday mihbt.,.”
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He came in an hour after opening time. He seemed to
glide, with the hem of his robe just beushing the floor. By his
gait he might have been moving on wheels. His shape was
wrong, In a way that made your eyes want to twist around te
stralghten it out.

There is something queer about the garment that gives a
Monk his name. The hood is open in front, as if eyes might
hide within its shadow, and the front of the robe s open toe.
But the leose cloth hides more than it eught te. There is tee
much shadow.

Once I thought the robe parted as he walked toward me.
But there seemed to be nothing inside.

In the Long Spoon was utter silence. Every eye was on the
Monk as he took a stool at one end of the bat, and ordered.
He looked alien, and was. But he seemed suapernatural.

He used the oddest of drinking systems. I keep my house
beands on three long shelves, more of less in order of type.
The Monk moved down the top fow of botillks, fight to left,
ordering a shot from each bottle. He took his liguer straight,
at room temperatuie. He drank quietly, steadily, and with
what seefied te be total concantration.

He spoke only to order.

He showed nothing of himself but one hand. That hand
looked like a chicken’s foot, but bigger, with lumpy-looking,
very flexible joints, and with five toes instead of four.

At closing time the Monk was four bottlles from the end of
the row. He paid me in one dollat bills, and left, moving
steadily, the hem of his robe just brushing the floot. 1 testify
as aﬁi expert: he was sober, The aleohol had net affested him
at all.

“Mondiay night,” I said. “He shocked the hell out of us.
Mottis, what was a Monk doing in a bar in Hollywood? I
thought all the Monks were in New York.™

“So did we.”

“Oh?"

“We didn’t know he was on the West Coast until it hit
the newspapets yesterday morning. That’s why you didn’t see
more repotters yesterday. We kept them off your back. I came



150 7 A Ho.e In Space

in last night to question you, Frazer. I changed my mind
when I saw that the Monk was already here.”

“Question me. Wiy? All I did was serve him drinks.”

“Okay, let’s start there. Weren't you afraid the alcohol
might kill a Monk?™

“It occurred to me.”

“Wdl?"

“I served him what he asked for. It’s the Monks’ own doing
that nobody knows anythimg about Monks. We don't even
know what shape they are, let alone how they're put together.
If liquor does things to a Monk, it's his own lookout. Let him
check the chemistry.”

“Sounds reasonzble.”

“mﬂn&s."

“It’s also the reason I'm here,” said Momis. “We know too
little about the Monks. We didn't even know they existed un-
til something over two years ago.”

“Oh?" I'd only started reading about them a month ago.

“It wouldn't be that long, except that all the astronomers
were looking in that direction already, studying a recent nova
in Sagittarius. So they caught the Momk starship a little
sooner; but it was already inside Pluto’s orbit.

“They’ve been commumicating with us for over a year. Two
weeks ago they took up orbit around the Moon. There’s only
one Monk starship, and only one ground-to-orbit craft, as far
as we know. The ground-to-orbit craft has been sitting in the
eeean off Manhattan Island, eenvenient to the United Na:
tiens Building, for these same bwe weeks. ItS erew are sip:
posed 8 be all the Moenks there afe in e werld:

“Mt. Frazer, we don’t even know how your Monk got out
here to the Wast Ceast! Almest Qﬂyihihg you eould tell us
weuld help. Did yeu Retice anything edd abeut him, these
1ast twe Rights?”

“Odd?” I grinned. “About a Monk?”

It took him a moment to get it, and then his answeting
smile was wan. “Odd for a Monk.™

“Yah,” T said, and teied to concentrate. It was the wroig
move. Bits of fact buzzed about my skull, teying to fit them-
selves together.
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Monris was saying, “Just talk, if you will. The Monk came
back Tuesday night. About what time?"

“About four-thirty. He had a case of—pills—RNA . . .*

It was no use. T knew too many thimgs, all at once, all unre-
lated. I knew the name of the Garment to Wear Among
Strangers, its principle and its purpose. T knew about Monks
and alcohol. T knew the names of the five primary colors, so
that for a moment I was blind with the memory of the colors
thesminellves, cologs no man would ever see.

Moxtis was standing over me, looking worried. “What is it?
Wheat’s wrong?”

“Ask me anything.” My voice was high and strange and
breathlless with giddy laughter. “Momiks have four limbs, all
hands, each with a callus heel behind the fingers. I know their
names, Moitis. Each hand, each finget. I know how many eyes
a Monk has. One. And thet’ whele skull is an eaf. There’s fie
word for eaf, but medical terms for each of the—resonating
eavities—between the lebes of the brain—"

“You look dizzy. You don’t sample yout own wares, do you,
Frazer?”

“I'm the opposite of dizzy. There’s a compass in my head.
I'ivl;a got absolute direction. Mottis, It must have been the
p s'”

“Pills?” Morris had small, squarish ears that couldn’t pos-
sibly have come to point. But I got that impression.

“He had a sample case full of—education pills—™'

“Easy now.” He put a steadying hand on my shoulder.
“dke it easy. Just start at the beginning, and talk. I'll make
some coffee.”

“Good.” Coffee sounded wonderful, suddenly. “Pot’s ready.
Just plug it in. I fix it before I go to sleep.”

Moutris disappeared around the partition that marks off the
kitchen alcove from the bedroom/living toom in my small
apartment. His voice flosted back. “Start at the beginning. He
came back Tuesday night.”

“He came back Tuesday night,” I repeated.

“Hey, your coffee’s already perked. You must have plugged
it in In your sleep. Keep talking.”

“He started his drinking where he’d left off, four bottles
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from the end of the top row. I'd have sworn he was cold so-
ber. His voice didn't give him away ... ™

His voice didn’t give him away because it was only a whis-
per, too low to make out. His translator spoke like a eom-
puter, putting single words together from a man’s recerded
voice. It spoke slowly and with care. Why not? It was speak-
ing an alien tongue.

The Monk had had five tonight. That put him through the
ryes and the bourbons and the Irish whiskeys, and several of
the liqueurs. Now he was tasting the vodkas.

At that point I worked up the courage to ask him what he
was doing.

He explained at length. The Monk starship was a commer-
cial venture, a trading mission following a daisy chain of
stars, He was a sampler for the group. He was mi%htily

leased with some of the wares he had sampled here: Probably
e would order great quantittiies of them, to be frecze-dried for
easy storage. Add alcohol and water to recomstitute.
“Then you won't be wanﬁniato test all the vodkas,” T teld
him. ¢ isn't much mere than water and aleoheol.™

He thanked me.

“The same goes for most gins, except for fiexorings.” 1
lined up four gins in front of him. One was Tanquensy. One
was a Dutch gin you have to keep chilled like some liqueurs.
The others were fairly ordimany products. I left him with these
while I served customers.

I had expected a mob tonight. Word should have spread.
Have a drink in the Long Spoon, you'll see a Tiiig from
Outiar Space. But the place was half empty. Louise was han-
dling them nicely.

I was proud of Louise. As with last night, tonight she be-
haved as if nothing out of the ordinaty was happening. The
mood was contagious. I could almost hear the customers
thinking: Wee like our privacy whem we drink. A THing from
Ouirar Space is entidke#] to the same ccondifletsiion,

It was strange to compare her present insouclance with the
way her eyes had bugged at her first sight of a Monk.

The Monk finished tasting the gins. “I am concerned for
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the volatile fractions,™ he said. “Some of your liquors will lose
taste from condensation.”

I told him he was probably right. And I asked, “How do
you pay for your cargos?"

“Wiith knowledge.”

“That’s fair. Wihat kind of knowledge?”

The Monk reached under his robe and produced a flat sam-
ple case. He opened it. It was full of pills. There was a large
glass bottle full of a cotiple of hundred identical pills; and
these wete small and pink and triangular. But most of the
sample case was given over to big, round pills of all colors, in-
dividually wrapped and individually labeled in the wandes-
ing Monk scriipt.

No two labels were alike. Some of the notatioms looked
hellishly complex.

“These are knowledge,” said the Monk.

“Ah,” T said, and wondered if I was being put on. An alien
can have a sense of humot, can’t he? And there’s no way to
tell if he’s lying.

“A certain complex organic molecule has much to do with
memory,” sald the Monk. “Ribomucleic acid. It is present and
active In the nerveus systems of most organie beings. Wish
you to learn my language?”

I nodded.

He pulkd a pill loose and stripped it of its wrapping,
which fluttered to the bar like a shred of cellophane. The
Monk put the pill in my hand and said, “You must swallow it
now, before the aif ruins it, now that it s out of Its wiapping.”

The pill was marked like a target in red and green citcles.
It was, big and bulky guing down.

“¥mu must be crazy,” Bill Mokris said wonderingly,

“It looks that way to me, too, now. Biit think about it. This
was 8 Monk, an allen, an ambassador to the whole human
race. He wouldn’t have fed me anything dangetous, not with-
out carefully considesing all the pessible conseguences.”

“He wouldn’t, would he?”

“That’s the way it seemed.” I remembetred about Monks
and alcohol. It was a pill memonry, sutfacing as {f I had
known it all my life. It came too late ... ,
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“A language says thimgs about the person who speaks it,
about the way he thinks and the way he lives. Mottis, the
Monk language says a lot about Monks.”

“Call me Bill,” he said irritably.

“Qkay. Take Monks and alcohol. Alcohol works on a Monk
the way it works on a tan, by starving his brain cells a little.
But in a Monk it gets absotbed more slowly. A Monk can stay
high for a week on a night’s dedieated drinking.

“I knew he was sober when he left Monday night. By Tues-
day night he must have been pretty high.”

I sipped my coffiee. Today it tasted diffievemt, and better, as
if memories of some Monk staple foods had worked their way
as overtones into my taste buds.

Mortis said, “And you didn't know it.”

“Know it? I was counting on his sense of responsibility?™

Monris shook his head in pity, except that he seemed to be
grinning inside.

“We talked some more after thatt. ... and I took some more
pills.”

&x ?"

“I was high on the first one.”

“It made you drunk?”

“Not drunk, but I couldn’t think straight. My head was full
of Monk words all tiying to fit themselves to meanings. I was
dizzy with nenhuman images and words I couldn’t pro-
nounce.”

“Just how many pills did you take?’

“I don’t remember.”

“Swell.”

An Image suffaced. I do remembes saying, ‘But hew about
something unusual? Really unusual. ”

Montis was no longer amused. *“Youre lucky you can still
talk. The chances you took, you should be a droeling idiet
this morning!”

“It seemed reasonable at the time.”

“You don’t remembet how many pills you took?”

I shook my head. Maybe the motion jarred something loese.
“That bottle of little teiangulat pills. I know what they were.
Menmoty erasers.”

“Good God! You did"t—"
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“No, no, Mortis. They don’t erase your whole memory.
They etase pill memories. The RNA in a Monk memory
pill is tagged somehowv, so that the eraser pill can pick it out
and beeak it down.”

Mouris gaped. Presently he said, “That’s incredible. The ed-
ucation pills are wild enough, but that—Yom see what they
must do, don’t you? They hang a radical on each and every
RNA molecule in each and every education pill. The active
principle In the eraser pill is an enzyme for just that radical.”

He saw my expression and said, “Never mind, just take my
word for it. They must have had the education pills for a
hundied years before they worked out the eraset principle.”

“Probably. The pills must be very old.™

He pounced. “How do you know that?”

“The name for the pill has only one syllable, like fork.
There are dozens of words for kinds of pill reflexes, for swal-
lowing the wtong pill, for side effects depending on what spe-
cles s taking the pill. Thete’s a special word for an animal
tealntng pill, and another ofe for a slave tealiiing pill. Motkis,
I think my mefmory 15 beginnlng to settle dow.”

llGoodl”

“Anyway, the Monks must have been peddling pills to
aliens for thousands of years. I'd guess tens of thousands.”

“Just how many kinds of pill were in that case?”

I tried to remember. My head felt congested.

“I don’t know if there was more than one of each kind of
pill. Thete were four stiff faps like the leaves of a book, and
each flap had rows of little pouches with a pill In each one.
The Haps were maybe sixteen pouehes long by eight aeross.
Maybe. Moiiis, we ought te eall Louise. She ptobably femet-
bets bettet than I de, even if she neticed less at the time.”

“You mean Louise Schu the barmaid? She might at that. Ot
she might far something loose in yout memory.”

“Right.”

“Call het. Tell het welll meet hee. Wimes she live, Santa
Monica?"”

He’d done his homework, all riigt.

Her phone was still ringing when Mottis sald, “Wait a min-
ute. Tell het we'll meet hee at the Long Spoeni. And tell het
we'll pay het amply fot het trouble.™
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Then Louise answered and told me I'd jarred her out of a
sound sleep, and I told her she’d be paid amply for her trou-
ble, and she said what the hell kind of a crack was that?

After I hung up I asked, “Why the Long Spoon?”

“I've thought of somethimg. I was one of the last customers
out last night. I don’t think you cleaned up.”

“I was feeling peculiar. We cleaned up a little, I think.”

“Did you empty the wastebaskets””

“We don’t usually. There's a guy who comes in in the
morning and mops the floors and empties the wastebaskets
and so forth. The trouble is, he’s been home with flu the last
couple of days. Louise and I have been going early.”

“Good. Get dressed, Frazer. Wee'll go down to the Long
Spoon and count the pieces of Monk cellophane in the waste-
baskets. They shouldn’t be too hard to identify. They'll tell us
how many pills you took.”

I noticed it while I was dressing. Morris’s attitude had
changed subtly. He had become proprietary. He tended to
stand closer to me, as if someone might try to steal me, or as
if T might tey to steal away.

Imagination, maybe. But I began to wish I didn’t know so
much abotit Monks.

I stopped to empty the percolator before leaving. Habit.
Every afternoon I put the percolator in the dishwasher before
I leave. Wihen I come -home at three Al it's ready to load.

I poured out the dead coffes, took the machine apart, and
stared.

The grounds in the top were fresh coffee, barely damp from
steam. They hadn’t been used yet.

There was another Secret Service man outside my door, a
tall Midwwesterner with a toothy grin. His name was George
Litdeton. He spoke not a word after Bill Mouris introduced
us, probably because I looked like I'd bite him.

I would have. My balance nagged me like a sore tooth, I
couldn’t forget it for an instant.

Going down in the elevator, I could feel the universe shift-
ing around me. There seemed to be a four-dimensional map
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in my head, with me in the center and the rest of the universe
traveling around me at various changing velocities.

The car we used was a Lincoln Continental. George drove.
My map became three times as active, recording every touch
of brake and accelerator.

“We're putting you on salary,” said Morris, “if that's agree-
able. You know mere about Monks than any living man.
Well elass y@u as 4 consultant and pay you a th@mné del-
lars a day te Fut own all yeu remember abeut Menks.”

”Id want the right t8 quit whemever T think I'm mined

“”fﬁat seems all %]hi’" said Merris. He was lying: They
weulé k@@p Fﬁ@ Hfé 35 ng as they felt fiks it: Eut thefs
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g {iYe SYRtern: Rd the head is as big as a basketball, but it's
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*Yah. Four-footed, but climbers. The animal they evolved
from lives in forests of plants that look like giant dandelions.
They can throw rocks with any foot. They're still around on
Centet; that’s the home planet. You'te not welting this dows.”

“There’s a tape recorder going.”

“Really?” I'd been kidding.

“You'd better believe it. We can use anything you happen

;-;m.
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to remember. We still don’t even know bow your Menk get
out here to California.”

My Monk, forsooth.

“They briefed me pretty quickly yesterday. Did I tell you? |
was visiting my parents in Carmel when my supervisor called
me yesterday morning. Ten hours later I knew just about ev-
erything anyone knows about Monks. Except you, Frazer.

“Up until yesterday we thought that every Monk on Earth
was either in the United Nations Building or aboard the
Monk ground-to-orbit ship.

“We've been in that ship, Frazer. Several men have been
through it, all trained astronauts wearing lunar exploration
suits. Six Monks landed on Earth—umiless more were hiding
somewhere aboard the ground-to-orbit ship. Can you think of
any reason why they should do that?”

“N’o."

“Neither can anyone else. And there are six Momks ac-
counted for this morning. All in New York. Your Monk went
home last nigiit.™

That jarred me. “How?”

“We don’t know. Wig're checking plane flights, silly as that
sounds. Wouldn't you think a stewardess would notice a
Monk on her flight? Waulda’t you think she’d go to the news-
papers?”’

“Sure.”

“Wee're also checking flying satcer sigitings.”

I laughed. But by now that seunded logical.

“If that doesn’t pan out, we’ll be serfously considering tele-
portation. Would you—"

“That’s it,” T sald without surprise. Tt had come the way a
memory comes, from the back of my faind, as if it had always
been there. “He gave me a teleportation pill. That’s why I've
got absolute dlrection. To teleport I've g6t to know where iA
the universe I aim.”

Morris got bug-eyed. “You can teleport?”

“Not from a speeding car,” I sald with reflexive fear.
“That’s death. I'd keep the velociity.”

“Oh.” He was edging away as If I had sprouted hetas.

More memory floated up, and I sald, “Humams 6an’t tele-
port anyway. That pill was for another market.”
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Mottis relaxed. “Wou might have said that right away.”

“I only just rememberead] ™

“Why did you take it, if it's for aliens?”

“Probably for the location talent. I don’t remember. I used
to get lost pretty easily. I never will again. Mottis, 1'd be safer
on a high wire than you’d be crossing a street with the Walk
sign.”

“Could that have been your ‘something unusual'?”

“Maybe,” I said. At the same time I was somehow sure that
it wasn't,

Louise was in the dirt parking lot next to the Long Spoon.
She was getting out of her Mustang when we pulled up. She
waved an arm like a semaphore and walked beiskly toward us,
already talking., “Alien creatures in the Long Spoon, fer-
sooth!” I'd taught her that word. “Ed, I keep telling you the
customess areni’t human. Hello, ate you M. Mortis? I refef-
be;h you. You were in last night. You had four drinks. All
filght.”

Morris smiled. “Yes, but I tipped big. Call me Bill, okay?”

Louise Schu was a cheerful blonde, by choice, not birth.
She’d been working in the Long Spoon for five years now. A
few of my regilars knew my name; but they all knew hets.

Louise’s deadliest enemy was the extra twenty pounds she
carried as padding. She had been dieting for some decades.
Two years back she had gotten serious about it and stopped
cheating. She was mean for the next several months. But,
clawing and scratching and half-starved every second, she had
worked her way down to one hundied and twenty-flve pounds,
She thiew a teriific celebration that night and—te hear het
teill hit afterward—ate her way back to ene-forty-five i a single
night.

Padding or not, she’'d have made someone a wonderful wife.
I'd thought of martying her myself. But my marciage had
been too little fun, and was too recent, and the divotee had
hurt too much. And the alimony. The alimony was why I was
living 1n a eracker bex, and also the reasen I couldn’t afferd
to get martied again.

Whiille Louise was opening up, Moutis bought a paper from
the coin rack.
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The Long Spoon was a mess. Louise and I had cleaned off
the tables and collected the dirty glasses and emptied the ash
trays into waste bins. But the collected glasses were still dirty
and the waste bins were still full.

Morris began spreading newspaper over an area of floor.

And I stopped with my hand in my pocket.

Littleton came out from behind the bar, hefting both of the
waste bins. He spilled one out onto the newspaper, then the
othet. He and Moititis began spreading the tiash apart.

My fingertips were brushimg a scrap of Monk cellophane.

I'd worn these pants last night, under the apron.

Some impulse kept me from yelling out. I brought my hand
out of my pocket, empty. Louise had gone to help the othets
sift the teash with their fingess. T joined them.

Presently Moutis said, “Four. I hope that’s all. WeeTll search
the bar too.”

And T thought: Five.

And I thought: I learned five new professions last night.
Wihat are the odds that I'll want to hide at least one of them?

If my judgment was bad enough to make me take a tele-
port pill intended for something with too many eyes, what
else might I have swallowed last night?

I might be an advertising man, ot a superbly trained thief,
or a Palace Executioner skilled in the ways of tortuie. Of 1
might have asked for something really unpleasant, like the
profession followed by Hitler or Alexander the Great,

“Nothing here,” Motris said from behind the bar. Louise
shrugged agreement. Moitis handed the four seraps to Lit
tLeton and sald, "Run these out t6 Douglass. Call us frem
there.

“WeTl put them through chemieal analysis,” he said te
Louise and me. “One of them fay be real cellophane off a
piece of candy. Or we might have fissed ene or twe. For the
morment, let’s assuffie there were four.”

“All right,” I said.

“Does it sound right, Frazet? Should It be thiee, or five™

“I don’t know.” As far as mefmory went, I really didn’t,

“Four, then. We've |dentiified two. One was a eoutse in tele-
portation for allens. The othetr was a language 66utse,
Right?”
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“It looks that way.™

“What else did he give you?”

I could feel the memories flosting back there, but all scram-

bled together. T shook my head.

Morris looked frustrated.

“Excuse me," said Louise. “Do you drink on duty?”*

*Yes," Morris said without hesitation,

And Leuise and T weven't on duty. Leuise mixed us three
in-and-topies and bronght them to us at ene of the padded
goths: Merris had ea@ﬁ@é a fritish briefease that turneé out
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T saw Ed take a pill from the Menk and swallew lt with a
glass of water.”

She turned to me, touched my arm. *I thought you were
crazy. | tried to stop you.”

“T don't remember.”

“The place was practically empty by then. W, you
laughed at me and sald that the pill would teach you not to
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get lost! I didn't believe it. But the Monk tumed on his
translator gadget and said the same thing.”

“I wish you'd stopped me," T said.

She looked disturbed. “I wish you hadn't said that. I took a
pill myself.*

I started choking. She'd caught me with a mouthful of gin
and tonic,

Louise pounded my back and saved my life, maybe. She
said, “You don't remember that?”

“I don't remember much of anything coherent after I took
the first pill.”

“Reallly? You didn't seem loaded. Not after I'd watched you
awhile.”

Mottis cut in. “Louise, the pill you took, What did the
Monk say it would do?”

“He never did. We were talking about me."” She stopped to
think. Themn, baffled and amused at herself, she said, “I don’t
know how it happened. All of a sudden I was telling the story
of my young life. To a Monk. I had the idea he was sympa-
thetic.”

“The Monk?”

“Yes, the Monk. And at some point he picked out a pill
and gave it to me. He said it would help me. I believed him.
I don’t know why, but I believed him, and I took it.”

“Any symptoms? Have you learned anything new this morn-
ing?”

She shook her head, baffled and a litte truculent now. Tak-
ing that pill must have seemed sheer insanity in the cold grey
light of afternoon.

“All right,” said Mottis, “Frazer, you took three pills. We
know what two of them were. Louise, you took one, and we
have no idea what it taught you.” He closed his eyes a mo-
ment, then looked at me. “Thazet, If you ean’t remember what
you took, can you temembet rejecting anything? Did the
Monk offer you anything—" He saw iy face and cut it off.

Because that had jarred something ...

The Monk had been speaking-his own language, in that
alien whisper that doesn't need to be more than a whisper be-
cause the basic sounds of the Monk language are so unam-



A Horge In Seace / 163

biguous, so easily distinguished, even to a human ear. This
teaches proper swimmiing techmigize. A can reach
speeds of sixteem to twenty-four per using
these strokes. T course also teaches proper exercises . . .

I said, “I turned down a swimming course for intelligemt
fish.”

Louise giggled. Monris said, “You’re kidding.”

“I’m not. And there was something else.”” That swamped-in-
data effiect wasn’t as bad as it had been at noon. Bits of data
must be reaching cubbyholes in my head, linking up, flinding
their places.

“I was asking about the shapes of aliens. Not about Monks,
because that’s bad manmners, especially from a race that hasn’t
yet ptoven its sentiency. I wanted to know about othet aliens.
So the Monk offered me three couises in unatmed combat
techniques. Each one involved extemsive knowledge of basic
anatomy.”

“You didn’t take them?”

“No. What for? Like, one was a pill to tell me how to kill
an armed intelligent worm, but only if I was an unarimed in-
telligent worm. I wasn’t thait @arfiveet’™

“Frazer, there are men who would give an arm and a leg
for any of those pills you turned down.”

“Sure. A couple of houts ago you were telling me I was
crazy to swallow an alien’s education pill.”

“Sorry,” said Morris.

“You were the one who sl tthey sthould have difven me
out of my mind. Maybe they did,” I sald, because my hypes-
sensitive sense of balance was still botheting the hell out of
me.

But Morris’s reaction bothered me worse. Frazer could
start gibbering any minute. Beftter pumip him for all he’s
worth whille I've got the chance.

No, his face showed none of that. Was I going paranoid?

“Tell me more about the pills,” Momis said. “It sounds like
there’s a lot of delayed reaction involved. How long do we
have to wait before we know we've got it all?”

“He did say something . ..."” I groped for it, and presently it
came.
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It works like 2 memeayy thih 3ok ihad gaididHie'd dumned o Hff
his translator and was speaking his own language, now that |
could understand him. The sound of his translator had been
bothexing him. That was why he'd given me the pill.

But the whisper of his voice was low, and the language was
new, and I'd had to listen carefully to get it all. I remem-
bered it clearly.

The information in the pills willl lesconeeppat obfyponmmeetn-
ory. You will not Xoww all that you have learned until you
need it. Them it will surface. Mianmsy works by assegiation,
he'd said.

And: There are thimgs that cannot be taught by teachers.
Always there is the difference between knowledge from school
aund Reroswviddg g értrond divig g Hin eveude i ikl f.

“Theoty and practice,” I told Momis. “I know just what he
meant. There's not a bartending coutse in the countty that
will teach you to leave the sugar out of an Old Fashioned
during rush hour.”

“Wiat did you say?”"

“It depends on the bar, of course. No posh bar would let it-
self get that crowded. But in an ordinary bar, anyone who ot-
dets a complicated deink during rush hour deserves what he
gets. He's slowing the bartender down when it's cruefal, when
every second 1s money. So you leave the sugar out of an Old
Fashloned. It's toe fueh money.”

“The guy won’t come back.”

“So what? He's not one of your regulars. He’d have better
sense if he were”

I had to grin. Motrtis was shocked and hotiified, I'd shewn
him a brand new sin. I sald, “It’s something every bartender
ought to know about. Mind you, a bartending seheel s a
trade school. They're teaching yeu te sutvive as a bartender.
But the reclpe calls for sugar, 56 at schoel yeu put in the
sugar of you get ticked off.”

Motris shook his head, tightlipped. He said, “Then the
Monk was warning you that you wefe getting theery, not
practice.”

"%u_ilt the opposite. Look at it this way, Morris="
4% l .I,

“Listen, Bill. The teleport pill can’t make a human ReFVeHs
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system capable of teleportation. Even my incredible balance,
and it is incredible, won't give me the muscles to do ten quick
backflips. But I do know what it feels like to teleport. That's
what the Monk was warning me about. The pills give field
training. What you have to watch out for are the reflexes. Be-
cause the pills don’t change you physically.”

“I hope you haven't become a trained assassim.”

One must be wary of newly learned reflexes, the Monk had
said.

Montis said, “Louise, we still don’t know what kind of an
education you got last night. Any ideas?

“Maybe I repair time machines."” She sipped her drink,
eyed Momis demumely over the rim of the glass.

Morris smiled back. “I wouldn't be surprised.”

The idiot. He meant it

“If you really want to know what was in the pill,” said
Louise, “why not ask the Monk?" She gave Momis time to
look startled, but no time to interrupt. “All we have to do is
open up and wait. He didn't even get through the second
shelf last night, did he, Ed?”

“No, by God, he didn't.”

Louise swept an arm about her. “The place is a mess, of
course. We'd never get it clean in time. Not without help.
How about it, Bill? You're a govermment man, Could you get
a team to work here in time to get this place cleaned up by
five o’clock?”

“You know not what you ask. It’s three fifteen now!?™

Truly, the Long Spoon was a disaster area. Bars are not
meant to be seen by daylight anyway. Just because our worlds
had been turned upside dewn, and just beeause the Long
Spooni was cleadly unfit for human habitation, we had been
lth'mkih@ in terms of staying elesed tonight. Now it was tee
ate ...,

“Tip Top Cleaners,” I remembered. “They send out a four
man team with its own mops. Fifteen bucks an hour. But we’'d
never get them hete I tithe.”

Mouris stood up abruptly. “Are they in the phone book?”

“Sure.”

Morris moved.
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I waited until he was in the phone booth before I asked,
“Any new thoughts on what you ate last night?"

Louise looked at me closely, “You mean the pill? Wiy so
solemn?”

“We've got to find out before Mouris does.”

“If Mouris has his way,” I said, “they’ll classify my head
Top Secret. I know too much. I'm likely to be a political
prisoner the rest of my life; and so are you, if you learned the
wrong things last night.”

What Louise did then, I found both flatterimg and comfort-
ing. She turned upon the phone booth where Moumris was
making his call, a look of such poisonous hatred that it
should have withered the man where he stood.

She believed me. She needed no kind of proof, and she was
utterlly on my side.

Wiy was I so sure? I had spent too much of today guessing
at other people’s thoughts. Maybe it had something to do with
my thied and fourth profiesiings.,.

I said, “Wee've got to find out what kind of pill you took.
Othermwise Mottis and the Secret Service will spend the rest of
their lives following you around, just on the off chance that
you know something useful. Like me. Onlly they know I know
something useful. They’ll be picking my beain until Hell
freezes over.”

Monris yelled from the phone booth. “They’re coming!
Forty bucks an hout, paid in advance when they get here!”

“Great!” I yelled.

“I want to call in. New York.” He closed the folding doot.

Louise leaned across the table. “Ed, what ate we going to
do?”

It was the way she said it. We were in it together, and there
was a way out, and she was sure I'd find it—and she said it all
in the sound of hee voice, the way she leaned towatd me, the
pressure of her hand around my wrist. We. 1 felt the power
and confidence rising in me; and at the same time I thought:
She couldn’t do that yesterday.

I said, “We clean this place up so we can open for business.
Meanwhile you try to remembet what you learned last night.
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Maybe it was something harmlless, like how to catch trilchies
with a magnetic web.”

¢‘m_?"

“Space buttienfllies, kind of ™

“Oh. But suppose he taught me how to build a faster-
than-light motor?™

“We’d bloody have to keep Mortis from finding out. But
you didn’t. The Engfish words for going faster than light—hy:-
petdeive, space waip—they don’t have Monk tianslations ex-
eept In math. You can’t even say ‘faster than light’ in Meonk.”

“Oh.”

Morris came back grinning like an idiot. “WeuwiTl never
guess what the Momnks want from us now.”

He looked from me to Louise to me, grinning, letting the
suspense grow intollerable. He said, “A giant laser cannon.”

Louise gasped “What?” and I asked, “You mean a
launching laser?”

“Yes, a launching laser. They want us to build it on the
Moon. They'd feed our engineets pills to give them the specs
a?l? to teach them how to build it. They'd pay off in mote
pills.”

I needed to remember something about launching lasers.
And how had I known what to call it?

“They put the proposition to the United Nations,” Morris
was saying. “In fact, they'll be doing all of their business
through the UN, to avoid charges of favoritism, they say, and
to spread the knowledge as far as possible.”

“But there arte countries that don’t belong to the UN,”
Louise objected.

“The Monks know that. They asked if any of those nations
had space travel. Nione of them do, of course. And the Monks
lost Interest In them.”

“Of course,” I said, remembering. “A species that can’t de-
velop spacefliglit is no better than animals.”

‘m”

“According to a Monk.”

Louise said, “But what for? Wiy would the Monks want
a laser cannon? And on our Moon!™

“That’s a little complicated,” said Marris. “Do you both
temember when the Monk ship first appeared, two yeats ago?”
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“No,” we answered more or less together.

Motris was shaken. “You didn't notice? It was in all the
papers. Noted Astronomer Says Alien Spacecraft Approaching
Earth. No?”

llN‘o.l'

“For Christ’s sake! I was jumping up and down. It was like
when the radio astronemeis discovered pulsats, rememben? I
was just getting out of high schoeol.”

“Plll[bal‘s’?"

“Excuse me,” Morris said overpolitely. “My mistake. I tend
to think that everybody I meet is a science fiction fan. Pulsars
are stars that give off rhythmic pulses of radio energy. The ta-
dio astronomets thought at first that they were getting signals
from outer space.”

Louise said, “You're a science fiction fan?”

“Absolutely. My first gun was a GyroJet rocket pistol. I
bought it because I read Buck Rogers.”

I said, “Buck who?” But then I couldn’t keep a straight
face. Mottis raised his eyes to Heaven. No doubt it was thete
that he found the strength to go on.

“The noted astronomet was Jerome Finney. Of coutse he
hadn't said anything about Earth. Newspapets always get that
kind of thing garbled. He'd sald that an object of artificial,
extratertestrial origin had enteted the solar system.

“What had happened was that several months eatlier,
Jodrell Bank had found a new stat in Sagittarius. That’s the
direction of the galactic core. Yes, Frazer?”

We were back to last names because I wasn’t a science fic-
tion fan. I said, “That’s right. The Momks came from the
galactic hub.” I remembered the blazing night sky of Center.
My Monk customet couldn't possibly have seen it in his life-
time. He must have been shown the vision threugh an educa-
tien pill, for patriotic reasons, like kids are taught what the
Star Spangled Baniner looks like,

“All right. The astronomets were studying a neatby fiova,
so they caught the intruder a little soonet. It showed a strange
spectru, radically different from a fiova and mueh more cof-
stant. It got even stranger. The light was growing brighter at
the sarme time the speetral lines were shifting toward the red.

“It was months before anyone identified the spectrum.



A Hore Iv Seace / 169

“Then one Jerome Finney finally caught wise. He showed
that the spectrum was the light of our own sun, drastically
blue-shifted. Some kind of mirror was coming at us, moving
at a hell of a clip, but slowing as it came.”

“Oh! I got it then. “That would mean a light-saill™

“Why the big deal, Frazer? I thought you already knew.”

“No. Thiis is the first I've heard of it. I don't read the Sun-
day supplements.”

Mouris was exasperated. “But you knew enough to call the
laser cannon a launchiimg laser?™

“I just now realized why it’s called that.”

Mortis stared at me for several seconds. Then he said, “I
forget. You got it out of the Monk language course.”

ll[ uess m-’ﬂ

He got back to business. “The newspapers gave poor Fin-
ney a terrible time. You didn't see the political cartoons ei-
the? Too bad. But wlien the Monk ship got closer it started
sending signals. It was an intesstellae sailing ship, riding the
sufilight on a reflecting sail, and 1t was caming Hhere?”

“Signals. Wiith dots and dashes? You could do that just by
tacking the sail.”

“You must have read about it.”

“Why? It’s so obvious.™

Morris looked unaccountably ruffled. Wheattawer his reasons,
he let it pass. “The sail is a few molecules thick and neatly
five hundred miles across when it’s extended. On light pees-
sure alofie they can build up to Intetstellar veloclties, but it
takes them a long tirne. The acceleration isn’t high.

“It took them two years to slow down to solar system veloci-
ties. They must have done a lot of braking before our tele-
scopes found them, but even so they were going far too fast
when they passed Earth's orbit. They had to go inside
Meteuty's ofrbit and come up the othetr side of the sun’s
gfﬁviﬁy well, backing all the way, before they could get niear
Earth.”

I said, “Sure. Interstellar speeds have to be above half the
speed of light, or you can’t trade competitively.”

‘WMiet?”

“There are ways to get the extra edge. You don't have te
depend on sunlight, not If you're launching from a civilized
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system. Every civilized system has a moom-based launching
laser. By the time the sun is too far away to give the ship a
decent push, the beam from the laser cannon is spreading
just enough to give the sail a hefty acceleration without
vaporizing amytthing.”

“Natunally,” said Motris, but he seemed confused.

“So that if you're heading for a strange system, you'd natu-
rally spend most of the trip decelerating. You can't count on
a strange system having a launching laser. If you know your
destination Is clvilized, that’s a differemt matter.”

Moiris nodded.

“The lovely thing about the laser cannon is that if anything
goes wrong with it, there’s a civilized world right there to fix
it. You go sailing out to the stars with trade goods, but you
leave your launching motor safely at home. Wiy is even/body
loeking at me funny?”

“Don't take it wrong,” said Momrs. “But how does a
paunchy bartender come to know so much about flying an in-
teestellar trading ship?”

“Wihat?” T didn't understand him.

“Why did the Monk ship have to dive so deep into the solar
system?”

“Oh, that. Thats the solar wind. You get the sarme problem
around any vyellow sun. Wiith a lightsail you can get push
from the solar wind as well as from light peessure. The trou-
ble is, the selar wind is just stripped hydregen atoms. Light
bounces from a lightsail, but the solar wind just hits the sail
and stieks.”

Mottis nodded thoughtffully. Louise was blinking as if she
had double vision.

“You can’t tack against it. Tilting the sail does from noth-
Ing. To use the solar wind for braking you have to bore
stralght In, stralght toward the sun,” T explained.

Morris nodded. I saw that his eyes were as glassy as Louise’s
eyes.

“Oh,” T said. “Damn, I must be stupid today. Moitis, that
was the thitd pill.”

“Right,” said Motxis, still nodding, still glassy-eyed. “That
must have been the unusuwal, really unusual profession you
warited. Crewman on an Interstellar liner. Jesus.”
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And he should have sounded disgusted, but he sounded en-
vious.

His elbows were on the table, his chin rested on his fists. It
is a position that distorts the mouth, making one’s expression
unreadable. But I didn’t like what I could read in Mottis’s
eyes.

There was nothing left of the square and honest man I had
let into my apartment at noon. Mottis was a patriot now, and
an altruist, and a fanatic. He must have the stars for his na-
tion and for all mankind. Nothing must stand in his way.
Least of all, me.

Reading minds again, Frazer? Maybe being captain of an
intenstellar liner involves having to read the minds of the
crew, to be able to put down a mutiny before some ldiot can
take a heat polnt to the nipff glip habluetinll), oor Husvesesr aa
Monk would say It; It has something to de with stralning the
breathiig-alf.

My urge to acrobatics had probably xoome out of the same
pill. Feee fall training. There was a lot in that pill.

This was the profession I should have hidden. Not the-Pal-
ace Torturer, who was useless to a govermment grown too sub-
tle to need such techmiques; but the captain of an interstellar
linek, a prize too valuable to men who have not yet reached
beyond the Moon.

And I had been the Tast to know it. Too late, Frazer.

“Captain,” I said. “Not crew.”

“Pity. A crewman would know more about how to put a
ship together. Frazer, how big a ctew are you equipped to
fule?”

“Eight and five.”

“Thiitteen?’

“Yes.”

“Then why did you say eight and five?”

The question caught me off balance. Hadn't I . ., ., ? Oh.
“That’s the Monk numbering system. Base eight. Actually,
base two, but they group the digits in threes to get base
eight.”

“Base two. Computiet numbers.”

“Are they?”
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“Yes. Frazer, they must have been using computens for a
long time. Aeons.”

“All right.” I noticed for the first time that Louise had col-
lected our glasses and gone to make fresh drinks. Good, I
cotild use one. She’d left her own, which was hatf full. Know-
ing she wouldn’t mind, I took a swallow.

It was soda water.

Wiith a lime in it. It had looked just like our gin and ton-
ics. She must be back on the diet. Except that when Louise re-
sumed a diet, she generally announced it to all and sundry ....

Monris was still on the subject. “You use a crew of thirteen.
Are they Monk or human or samething else?"

“Monk,” I said without having to think.

“Too bad. Are there humans in space?”

“No. A lot of two-feet, but none of them are like any of the
others, and none of them are quite like us.”

Louise came back with our drinks, gave them to us, and
sat down without a word.

“You said earlier that a species that can't develop space
flight is no better than animals.”

“According to the Monks,"” I reminded him.

“Right. It seems a little extreme even to me, but let it pass.
What about a race that develops spaceflight and then loses
it?"

“It happens. There are lots of ways a space-going species
can revert to animal. Atomic war. Or they just can’t live with
the complexity. Or they bieed themseives out of food, and
the werld famine wreeks everything. Or waste produets
frem the aew maehinery Fuias the esslegy.”

“ ‘Revert to animal.” All right. What about nations? Sup-
pose you have twe nations next deor, same speeies, but ene
has spaee filight="

“Right. Good point, too. Morris, there are just two coun-
tries on Earth that can deal with the Monks without dealing
through the United Natioms. Us, and Russia. If Rhodksia of
Btazil or France tried it, they'd be publicly humiliated.”

“That could cause an international incident.” Moxtis"s jaw
tightened heroically. “We've got ways of passing the warning
along so that It won’t happen.”
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Louise said, “There are some countries I wouldn’t mind
seeing it happen to.”

Manmis got a thoughtful look .,. and I wondered if every-
body would get the wamming.

The cleaning team arrived then. We'd used Tip Top
Cleanets before, but these four datk women were not our
usual team. We had to explaln In detail just what we wanted
geme. Not their fault. They usually clean peivate homes, fiot

ars.

Monmis spent some time calling New York. He must have
been using a credit card; he couldn’t have that much change.

“That may have stopped a minor war,” he said when he got
back. And we retumed to the padded booth. But Louise
stayed to direct the cleaning team.

The four dark women moved about us with pails and spray
bottlles and dey rags, chatteting in Spanish, leaving shiny stik-
faces wherever they went. And Moittis resumed his inquisition.

“What powers the ground-to-orbit ship?”

“A slow H-bomb going off in a magnetic bottle.”

“Fusion?”

“Yah. The attitude jets on the main starship use fusion
power too. They all link to one magnetic bottlle. I don’t know
Just how 1t works. You get fuel from watet or ice.”

“Fusion. But don’t you have to separate out the deuterium
and tritiem?”

“What for? You melt the ice, ran a current through the
water, and you've got hydrogen.”

“Waw,” Mottis said softly. “Wow.”

“The launching laser works the same way,” I remembered.
What else did T need to remember about launching lasers?
Something dreadfully innportant.

“Waw. Frazer, if we could build the Monks their launching
laser, we could use the same techniigues to build other fusion
plants. Couldn't we?"

“Sure.” I was in dread. My mouth was dry, my heart was
pounding. I almost knew why. “What do you mean, if?"

“And they'd pay us to do itl It’s a damn shame. We just
don’t have the hardware.”
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“What do you mean? We've got to build the launching
laser?™

Mouris gaped. “Frazer, what's wrong with you?”

The terror had a name now. “My God! What have you told
the Monks? Monris, listen to me. You've got to see to it that
the Security Council promises to build the Momnks’ launch-
ing laser.”

“Who do you think T am, the Secretary-Genemall? We can’t
build it anyway, not with just Saturn launching configura-
tions.” Mottis thought I'd gone mad at last. He wanted to
back away through the wall of the booth.

“Theyll do it when you tell them what’s at stake. And we
can build a launching laser, if the whole world goes in on it.
Mottis, look at the good it can do! Fiee power from seawater!
And light-sails work fine withiin a systiem.”

“Sure, it’s a lovely picture. We could sail out to the moons
of Jupiter and Saturn. We could smelt the asteroids for their
metal ores, using laser power ...” His eyes had momenfanily
taken on a vague, dreamy look. Now they snapped back to
what Moiiis thought of as reality. “It’s the kind of thing I
daydrearmed about when T was a kid. Someday we'll de it. To-
day—we just aren’t ready.”

“Thetre are two sides to a coin,” T said. “Now, I know how
this is going to sound. Just remembet there ate reasons. Good
reasons.”

“Remsoms? Reasons for what?”

“When a trading ship travels,” T said, ~It travels only from
one clvilized system to another. Thetre are ways to tell
whether a system has a clvilization that can build a launching
laser. Radio is one, The Earth puts out as fuch radio Bux as
a small star.

“When the Monks find that much radio energy coming
from a nearby star, they send a trade ship. By the time the
ship gets thete, the planet that’s putting out all the energy is
generally civilized. But not so civilized that it can’t use the
knowledge a Monk trades for.

“Do you see that they need the launching laser? That ship
out there came from a Monk colony. This far from the axis of
the galaxy, the stars are too far apart. Ships launch by star-
light and laser, but they brake by starlight alone, because they
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can’t count on the target star having a launching laser. If they
had to launch by starlight too, they probably wouldn’t make
it. A plant-and-animal cycle as small as the life support system
of a Monk statship can last only so long.”

“You said yourself that the Momks can’t always count on
the target star staying civillizadl™

“Nio, of course not. Sometimes a civilization hits the level at
which it can build a launching laser, stays there just long
enough to send out a mass of radio waves, then reverts to ani-
mal. That’s the point. If we tell them we can’t build the
laset, we’ll be animals to the Monks.”

“Suppase we just refuse? Not can’t but won't.”

“That would be stupid. Thete are too many advantages.
Controlled fusion—"

“¥Fhazer, think about the cost.” Morris looked grim. He
wanted the laser. He didn’t think he could get it. “Think
about politicians thinking about the cost,” he said. “Think
about politicians thinking about explalning the eost to the
taxpayers.”

“Stupid,” T repeated, “and inhospitable. Hospitality counts
high with the Momks. You see, we'te cooked either way. Either
we’re dumb animals, or we're guilty of a criminal breach of
hospitality. And the Monk ship still needs more light for its
light-sail than the sun can put out.”

(ISO?II

“So the captain uses a gadget that makes the sun explode.”

“The,” said Mortis, and “Stin,” and “Explode?” He didn’t
know what to do. Then suddenly he butst out in great leud
cheery guffaws, so that the women cleaning the Long Speen
tuened with answering smiles, He'd decided net te believe me.

I reached across and gently pushed his drink inte his lap.

Tt was two-thirds empty, but it cut his laughter off in an if-
stant. Before he could start swearlng, 1 said, "I am fet
playing games. The Monks will make ouf sun explede if we
don’t build them a launching laser. Now go eall your bess
and tell him so.”

The women were staring at us in horfor. Louise started
towaed us, then stopped, uheertain.

Moairis sounded almost calm. “Whhy the delnk in my lap?”
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“Shock treatment. And I wanted your full attention. Are
you going to call New York?"

“Not yet.” Morris swallowed. He looked down once at
the spreading stain on his pants, then somehow put it out of
his mind. “Remember, I'd have to convince him. I don't be-
lieve it myself. Nobody and nothing would blow up a sun for
a breach of hospitality!”

“No, no, Morris. They have to blow up the sun to get to
the next system. It’s a serious thing, refusing to build the
launching laser! Tt could wreck the ship!*

“Screw the ship! What about a whole planet?”

“You're just not looking at it right="

“Hold it. Your ship is a trading ship, isn't it? What kind of
idiots would the Monks be, to exterminate one market just te
get on to the next?”

“If we can't build a launching laser, we aren’t a market.”

“But we might be a market on the next eircwit!™

“Vyhat next circuit? You don't seem to grasp the size of the
Monks' marketplace. The communigatioms gép between
Center and the nearest Monk eolony is about=" T stepped
to transpose: “=sixty-four thousand years! By the time a ship
finishes one cirevit, moest of the worlds she's visited have
already forgotten her. And then what? The eeleny werld that
built her may have failed, or refitted the spaceport to servies
a different style of ship, o reverted to animal; even Monks
do that. She'd have to go on to the next system for refitting.

“When you trade among the stars, there is no repeat bust-
ness.”

“Oh,” said Mortis.

Louise had gotten the women back to work. Wiith a comet
of my mind I heard their giggling discusslon as to whether
Motiis would fight, whether he could whip e, ete.

Monris asked, “How does it work? How do you make a sun
go nova?”

“Thene’s a gadget the size of a locomotive fixed to the . . .
main supporting strat, I guess you’d call it. Tt points stralght
astern, and It can swing sixteen degrees of so In any direction.
You tutn It on when you make departure orbit. The math
man works out the intemsity. You beam the sun for the first
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year or so, and when it blows, you're just far enough away to
use the push without getting burned.”

“But how does it work?”

“You just turn it on. The power comes from the fusion
tube that feeds the attitude jet system. —Oh, you want to
know why does it make a sun explode. I don’t know that.
Why should 17

“Big as a locomotive. And it makes suns explode.” Mottis
sounded slightly hysterical. Poor bastard, he was beginning to
believe me. The shock had haidly touched me, because truly 1
had known 1t since last night.

He said, “When we first saw the Monk light-sail, it was just
to one side of a recent nova In Sagittarius. By any wild
chanece, was that star a market that didn’t work out?”

“I haven’t the vaguest idea.”

That convinced him. If I'd been making it up, I'd have
said yes. Morris stood up and walked away without a word.
He stopped to pick up a bar towel on his way to the phone
booth.

T went behind the bar to make a fresh drink. Cutty over
ice, splash of soda; I wanted to taste the burning power of it.

Through the glass door I saw Louise getting out of het car
with her arms full of packages. I poured soda over ice,
squeezed a lime in it, and had it ready when she walked in.

She dumped the load. on the bar top. “Itish coffee
makings,” she sald. I held the glass out to her and she said,
“No thanks, Ed. One’s enough.”

“Taste it.”

She gave me a funny look, but she tasted what I handed
her. “Soda watet. Wedll, you caught me.”

“Back on the diet?”

“Yes.”

“You never said yes to that question in your life. Don"t you
want to tell me all the details?

She sipped at her drink. “Detiaills of someone else’s diet are
boring. I should have known that a long time ago. To work!
You'll notice we've only got twenty minutes.”

I opened one of her paper bags and fed the refrigerator
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with cartons of whipping cream. Another bag held fresh
ground coffiee. The fiett, squae package had tio e A pizza.

“Pizza. Some diet,” T said.

She was setting out the glass coffee-makers. “That’s for you
and Bill.”

I tore open the paper and bit into a pie-shaped slice. It was
a deluxe, covered with everything from anchovies to salami. It
was crisp and hot, and I was starving.

I snatched bites as I foaiked.

There aren’t many bars that will keep the makings for Irish
coffee handy. It’s too much trouble. You need massive quanti-
ties of whipping cream and ground coffee, a refrigerator, a
blendet, a supply of those glass figure-cight-shaped coffee-mak-
ers, a line of hot plates, and—most expensive of all—room be-
hind the bar for all of that. You leatn to keep a line of glasses
ready, which feans puttimg the sugar in them at spare fe-
ments to save time later. Those spare moments are your smok-
ing time, so you give that up. Yeu learA fet te wave your
affis areund beeause there are het things that ean burh yeu.
Yeu learni to half-whip the eream, a mere spin of the blender,
because you have te de it ever and ever agaifi, and if yeu
gverds it the eream HIEAS o Butter: ,

There aren’t many bars that will go to all that trouble.
That’s why it pays off. Your average Irish coffee addict will
drive an extra twenty minufes to reach the Long Spoon. He’ll
also down the denk In abott five minufies, because otherwise
it dgets cold. He'd have spent half an hout over a Scoteh and
soda.

Whiile we were getting the coffee ready, I found time to ask,
“Have you remembered anything?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Tedl me.”

“I don’t mean I know what was In the pill. Just .... I can
do things I couldin’t do before. I think my way of thinking
has changed. Ed, I'm worried.”

“Warnmied?"”

She got the words out in a rush. “It feels like I've been
falling in love with you for a vety long time. But I haver't.
Why should I feel that way so suddenly?”

The bottom dropped out of my stomach. I'd had thoughts
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like this ... and put them out of my mind, and when they
came back I did it again. I couldn’t afford to fall in leve. It
would cost too much. It would hutt too much.

“It’s been like this all day. It scares me, Ed. Suppose I feel
like this about every man? What if the Monk thought I'd
make a good call girl?”

I laughed much harder than I should have. Louise was get-
ting really angty before I was able to stop.

“Wait a minute,” I said. “Are you in love with Bill Morris
too?”

“No, of course notf”

“Then forget the call girl bit. He's got more money than I
do. A call gitl would love him more, if she loved anyone,
which she wouldn’t, because call gifls are genesally frigid.”

“How do you know?” she demanded.

“I read it in a magazine.”

Louise began to relax. I began to see how tense she really
had been. “All right,” she said, “but that means I really am in
love with you.”

I pushed the crisis away from us. “Why didn’t you ever get
married?”

“Oh . ..” She was going to pass it off, but she changed her
mind. “Every man I dated wanted to sleep with me. I thought
that was wrong, s6—"

She looked puzzled. “Why did I think that was wrong?”

“Way you wete brought up.”

“Yes, but...” She trailed off.

“How do you feel about it now?”

“Wedll, T wouldn’t sleep with anyone, but if a man was
wotth dating he might be worth matrylng, and if he was
worth martying he'd certainly be worth sleeping with,
wotldn’t he? And I'd be crazy to farry someofie I hadn’t
slept with, wouldn’t 1?7

"I dm:‘f

“And look how that turned out! Oh, Ed, I'm sorry. But you
did bring it up.”

“Yah,” I said, breathing shallow.

“But I used to feel that way too. Something’s changed.”

We hadn’t been talking fast. There had been pauses, gaps,
and we had wotked through them. I had had time to eat
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three slices of pizza. Louise had had time to wrestle with her
conscience, lose, and eat one.

Only she hadn’t done it. There was the pizza, staring at her,
and she hadn’t glven it a look or a smell. For Louise, that was
unusual.

Half-joking, I said, “Thy this as a theory. Yeats ago you
must have sublimated your sex urge into an urge for food. Ei-
ther that ot the rest of us sublimated our appetites Into a sex
urge, and you didii’t.”

“Then the pill un-sublimated me, hmm?” She looked
thoughtfully at the pizza. Clearly its lure was gone. *“That’s
what I fean. I didn’t used to be able to outstare a plzza.”
“These olive eyes.”

“ iic, they were.”

“A good call gitl should be able to keep hetself in shape.”
Immediatelly 1 regretted saying It. It wasn’t funny.
“Sorry,” 1 said.

“It’s all right.” She picked up a tray of candles in red glass
vases and moved away, depositing the candles on the small
square tables. She moved with grace and beauty thtough the
twilight of the Long Spoon, het hips swaying just enough to
avold the sharp eorners of tables.

I'd hurt her. But she’d known me long enough: she must
know I had foot-in-mouth disease ... .

I had seen Louise before and known that she was beautiful.
But 1t seemed to me that she had never been beautiful with
so little excuse.

She moved back by the same route, lighting the eandles as
she went. Finally she put the tray down, leaned actoss the bar
ind said, “I'm softy. I can’t joke about it when I den’t

now.”

“Stop worrying, will you? Whatewet the Monk fed you, he
was teying to help you.”

“T love you.”

“What?"

“I love you.”

“Okay. I love you too.” I use those words so seldom that
they clog in fmy throat, as If I'm lylng, even when It's the
truth. “Listen, I want to matey you. Don’t shake your head. I
wafit to fhatry you.”
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Our voices had dropped to whispers. In a tormented whis-
pet, then, she said, “Not until I find out what I do, what was
in the pill. Ed, T can't trust myself until then!”

“Me too,” 1 said with great reluctance. “But we can't wait,
W@ don't have time."

“What?"

“That's right, you weren't in earshot. Semetime between
three and ten years from new, the Momks may blow up our
suR."
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“Suppese | am? Well have te be eareful of sach ether.”

*Oh, we know all abeut ?r@u Yeu're a gtarghlp eommander,
an alien teleport and a translater for Menks.”

*“And one thing more. There was a fourth profession. I took
four pills last night, not three.”

“Oh? Why didn’t you tell Bill?”

“Are you kidding? Dizzy as I was last night, I probably took
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a course in how to lead a successfiul revolation. God help me
if Momis found that out.” .

She smiled. “Do you really think that was what it was?”

“No, of course not.”

“Why did we do it? Why did we swallow these pills? We
should have known better.” )

“Maybe the Monk took a pill himself. Maybe there’s a pill
that teaches a Monk how to look trustwerthy te a generalized
alien.”

“I'did trust him," said Louise. “T remember. He seemed so
sympathetic, Wauld he really blow up our sun?”

“He really would.”

“That fourth pill. Maybe it taught you a way to step him.”

“Let’s see. We know I took a linguistics course, a course in
teleportation for martians, and a course in how to fly a light-
sail ship. On that basis . ... I probably changed my mind and
took a karate course for worms.”

“It wouldn’t hurt you, at least. Relax. . . . Ed, if you re-
member taking the pills, why don't you remember what was
in them?”

“But I don’t. I don’t remember anything.”

“How do you know you took four, then?”

“Here.” I reached in my pocket and pulled out the scrap of
Monk cellophane. And knew immediatelly that there was
something in it. Something hard and round.

We were staring at it when Morris came back.

“I must have cleverly put it in my pocket,” I told them.
“Sometime last night, when I was feeling sneaky enough to
steal from a Monk.”™

Mouris turned the pill like a precious jewel in his fingers.
Pale blue it was, marked on one side with a burnt orange tri-
angle. “I don’t know whether to get it analyzed or take it my-
self, now. We need a miracle. Maybe this will tell us—"

“Forget it. I wasi’t clever enough to remember how fast a
Monk pill deteriorates. The wrapping’s torn. That pill has
been bad for at least twelve hours.”

Maouris said a dirty thing.

“Amnalyze it,” I said. “You'll find RNA, and you may even
be able to tell what the Monks use as a mattix. Most of
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the memories are probably intact. But don't swallow the
damn thing. Itll scramble your brains. All it takes is a
few random changes in a tiny percentage of the RNA.”

“We don’t have time to send it to Douglass tonight. Can we
put it in the freezer?”

“Good. Give it here.”

I dropped the pill in a sandwich-size plastic Baggy, sucked
the air out the top, tied the end, and dropped it in the
freezer. Vacuum and cold would help presetve the thing. It
was something I should have done last night.

“So much for miracles,” Mouris said bitterly. “Let’s get
down to business. We'll have several men outside the place
tonight, and a few more in here. You won’t know who they
are, but go ahead and guess If you like. A lot of your cuistom-
ers will be turned away tonight. They'll be told to watch the
newspapeis it they want to know why. I hope It won’t cost
you tee fmueh business”

“It may make our fortune. Weell be famous. Were you
maybe doing the same thing last night?"

‘Wes. We didn't want the place too crowded. The Monks
might not like autograph hounds.™

“So that’s why the place was half empty.”

Mouris looked at his watch, “Openimg time. Are we ready?”

“Take a seat at the bar. And look nonchalant, dammit.”

Louise went to turmn on the lights.

Morris took a seat to one side of the middle. One big
square hand was closed very tightlly on the bar edge, “Another
gin and tonic. Waak. After that one, leave out the gim.”

“Right-”

“Nonchalant. Wiy should I be nonchalant? Frazer, I had to
tell the President of the United States of America that the end
of the world is coming unless he does something. I had to talk
to him myselff”

“Did he buy it?”

“I hope so. He was so goddam calm and reassuring, 1
wanted to scream at him, God, Frazer, what if we can’t build
the laser? What if we try and fail?"

I gave him a very old and classic answer. “Stupidity is al-
ways a capital crime.”

He screamed in my face. “Damn you and your supercilious
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attitude and your murdering monsters too!” The next second
he was ice-watet calm. “Niever mind, Frazet. You'te thinking
like a statship captain.™

“I'm what?”

“A starship captain has to be able to make a sun go nova to
save the ship. You can’t help it. It was in the pill.”

Damn, he was right. I could feel that he was right. The pill
had warped my way of thinking. Blowing up the sun that
warms anothet race had to be immoral. Didn’t it?

T couldn’t trust my own sense of right and wrongl

Four men came in and took one of the bigger tables. Mor-
ris’s men? No. Real estate men, here to do business.

“Somethimg’s been bothening me,” said Morris. He grim-
aced. “Among all the things that have been ruining my com-
posure, such as the impendimg end of the world, there was
one thing that kept nagging at me.”

I set his gin-and-tonic in front of him. He tasted it and said,
“Fine. And I finally realized what It was, waiting thete In the
phone booth for a chain of human snails to put the President
on. Frazet, are you a college man?”

“No. Walbster High.”

“See, you don’t really talk like a bartender. You use big
words.”

“I do?

“Sometimes. And you talked about ‘suns exploding,” but
you knew what I meant when I said ‘nova.’ You talked
about ‘H-bomb power,” but you knew what fusion was.”

“Sure'"

“T got the possibly silly impression that you wete learning
the words the instant I said them. Parfez-vous franjais?”

“No. I don’t speak any foreign languages.™

“None at all?”

“Nope. What do you think they teach at Widister High?”

"Je panltelidanggaamnppay Frazeer FEtae?"

“Mbutke de cochom! Mamis, je vous ditit—eoms”
He didn’t give me a chance to think it over. He said,
“Whhait’s fanae?”

My head had that clogmed féedling agdin. 1l ssdd), “WMhightt Be
anything. Putting out a zine, writing to the letteresl, helping
put on a Con—Mumiis, what is this?>”
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“That language oourse was more extensive than we
thought.”

“Sure as hell, it was. I just remembered. Those women on
the cleaning team were speaking Spanish, but I understood
them.”

“Spanish, French, Monkish, techmical languages, even Fan-
nish. Wiat you got was a generalized cotitse in how to tindet-
stand languages the instant you hear them. I don’t see how it
could work withotit telepathy.”

“Reading minds? Maybe.” Several times today, it had felt
like T was guessing with teo much certainty at somebody’s pri-
vate thoughts.

“Can you read my mind?”

“That’s not quite it. I get the feel of how you think, not
what you're thinking. Motris, I don't like the idea of being a
political prisoner.”

“Well, we can talk that over later.” Wiem my bargaining
position is bettmr, Motris meant. Wheen I don't need the ihax-
tender’s good will to con the Mmik. “What's important is
that you might be able to read a Monk’s mind. That eould
be erucial.”

“And maybe he can read mine. And yours.”

I let Morris sweat over that one while I set drinks on
Louise’s tray. Already there were customeis at four tables.
The Long Spoon was filling rapidly; and only two of them
were Seeret Service,

Monris said, “Any ideas on what Louise Schu ate last night?
We've got your professions pretty well pegged down. Finally.”

“I've got an idea. It's kind of vague.” I looked around.
Louise was taking more orders. “Sheer guesswork, in fact.
Wil you keep it to yourself for awhile?”

“Don’t tell Louise? Sure—for awhile.”

I made four drinks, and Louise took them away. I told
Mormis, “T have a profession in mind. It doesn't have a simple
one or two word name, like teleport or starship captain or
translator. There’s no reason why it should, is there? We're
dealing with aliens.”

Mouris sipped at his drink. Waiting.

“Being a woman,” I said, “can be a profession, in a way
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that being a man can never be. The word is housewife, but it
doesn’t cover all of it. Not nearly.”

“Housewife. You're putting me on.”

“No. You wouldn’t notice the change. You never saw her
before last night.”

“Just what kind of change have you got in mind? Aside
from the fact that she’s beautiful, which I did notice.”

“Yes, she is, Mortis. But last night she was twenty pounds
overweight. Do you think she lost it all this morning?”

“She was too heavy. Pretty, but also pretty well padded.”
Montis turned to look over his shoulder, casually turned back.
“Damn. She’s still well padded. Why didn’t I notice before?”

“There’s another thimg—MBy the way. Have some pizza.”

“Tharks.” He bit into a slice! “Good, it's still hot. Well?”

“She’s been staring at that pizza for half an hour. She
bought it. But she hasn’t tasted it. She couldn’t possibly have
done that yesterday.”

“She may have had a big breakfast.™

“Yah.” I knew she hadn’t. She'd eaten diet food. For years
she’d kept a growing collection of diet food, but she’d never
actively tried to survive on it before. But how could I make
such a claim to Moutis? I'd never even been In Louise’s apart-
ment.

“Anything else?”

“She’s gotten good at nomverbal communication. It’s a very
womanly skill. She can say thiings just by the tone of her voice
or the way she leans on an elbow or—"

“But if mind reading is one of your new skills . . .”

“Damn. Welll. . . it used to make Louise neevous if someone
touched her. And she never touched anyonie else.” 1 felt my-
self flushing. I don’t talk easily of personal things.

Momis radiated skepticism. “It all sounds very subjective.
In fact, it sounds like you're making yourself believe it.
Frazer, why would Louise Schu want such a capsule course?
Because you haven’t described a housewife at all. You've de-
scribed a woman looking to persuade a man to marey her.”
He saw my face change. “Winait’s wrong?”

“Ten minutes ago we decided to get married.”

“Comgratulations,” Monis said, and waited.

“All right, you win. Until ten minutes ago we’d never even
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kissed. I'd never made a pass, or vice versa. No, damn it, 1
don’t believe it! 1 know she loves me; I ought to!"”

“T don’t deny it," Morris said quietly. “That would be why
she took the pill. It must have been strong stuff, too, Frazer.
We looked up some of your history. You're marriage-shy.”

It was true enough. I said, “If she loved me before, I never
knew it. I wonder how a Monk could know.”

“How would he know about such a skill at all? Wty would
he have the pill on him? Come on, Frazer, you're the Monk
expert!”

“He’d have to learn from human beings. Maybe by inter-
views, maybe by—well, the Monks can map an alien memoty
into a computet space, then intetview that. They may have
done that with some of your diplomats.”

uo.,l' grm.n

Louise appeared with an order. I made the drinks and set
them on her tray. She winked and walked away, swaying deli-
ciously, followed by many eyes.

“Maomis. Most of your diplomats, the ones who deal with
the Monks; they're men, aren’t they?”

“Most of them. Why?"

“Just a thought.” ,

It was a difficult thought, hard to grasp. It was only that the
changes in Louise had been all to the good from a man’s
point of view. The Monks must have intefviewed many men.
Wedll, why not? It would make het mote valuable to the man
she caught—ot to the lucky man who caught her—

“Got it.”

Morris looked up quickly. “Well?”

“Falling in love with me was part of her pill learning. A
set. They made 2 guinea pig of her”

“I wondered what she saw in you.” Morris’s grin faded.
“You're serious. Frazer, that still doesn’t answer—"

“It’s a slave indoctrination course. It makes a woman love
the first man she sees, permanentlly, and it trains her to be
valuable to him. The Momks were going to make them in
quantity and sell them to men.”

Monris thought it over. Presently he said, “That’s awful.
WhettTl we do?”

“Wedll, we can’t tell her she’s been made into a domestic
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slave! Mouris, 111 try to get a memory eraser pill. If T cam’t
. .. I'll marry her, 1 guess. Don't look at me that way,” 1 said,
low and fierce. “I didn't do it. And I can't desert her now!™

“I know. It's just—oh, put gin in the next one.”

“Don't look now," T said,

In the glass of the door there was darkness and motion. A
hooded shape, shadow-on-shadow, supernatural, a human sil-
houette twisted out of true ....

He came gliding in with the hem of his robe just brushing
the floor. Nothimg was to be seen of him but his flowing gray
robe, the darkness in the hood and the shadow where his robe
parted. The real estate men broke off their talk of land and
stared, popeyed, and one of them reached for hiis heart attack
pills.

The Monk drifted toward me like a vengeful ghest. He
took the stool we had saved him at ene end of the bar.

It wasn't the same Menk.

In all respects he matched the Monk who had been here
these last two nights. Louise and Morris must have been
fooled completely. But it wasn't the same Monk.

“Good evening,” T said.

He gave an equivalent greeting in the whispered Monk lan-
guage. His translator was half on, translating my words into a
Monk Vilnisper, but letting his own speech alone. He said, “I
believe we should begin with the Rock and Rye.”

I turned to pour. The small of my back itched with danger.

Whhen I turned back with the shot glass in my hand, he was
holding a fist-sized tool that must have come out of his robe.
It looked like a fllstitened softball, grooved deeply for five
Monk claws, with two patallel tubes poking out In my diree-
tien. Lenses glifited In the ends of the tubes.

“Do you know this tool? It is a ** and he named it.

I knew the name. It was a beaming tool, a multi-frequency
laset. One tube locked on the target: thereafter the alm was
maintained by tiny flywheels in the body of the device.

Morris had seen it. He didn’t recognize it, and he didn’t
know what to do about it, and I had no way to signal him.

“I know that tool,” T confirmed.

“You must take two of these pills.” The Monk had them
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ready in another hand. They were small and pink and trian-
gular. He said, “I must be convinced that you have taken
them. Othenwise you must take more than two. An overdose
may affect your natural memory. Come cllosar”

I came closer. Every man and woman in the Long Spoon
was staring at us, and each was afraid to move. Any kind of
signal would have trained four guns on the Monk. And I'd be
fried dead by a narrow beam of X-rays.

The Monk reached out with a third hand/foot/tdlaw. He
closed the fingers/ toes around my throat, not hard enough to
strangle me, but hard enough.

Momis was cursing silently, helplessly. I could feel the
agony in his soul.

The Monk whispered, “You know of the trigger mechanism.
If my hand should relax now, the device will fire. Its farget
is yourself, If you can prevent four govemimnent agents from
attacking me, you should de s¢.”

I made a palm-up gesture toward Morris. Don't do any-
thiingg. He caught it and nodded very slightly without looking
at me.

“You can read minds,” I said.

“Yes,” said the Monk—and I knew instantly what he was
hiding. He could read everybody’s mind, except mine.

So much for Motriss little games of deceit. But the Monk
could not read my mind, and I could see into his own soul.

And, reading his alien soul, I saw that I would die if I did
not swallow the pills.

I placed the pink pills on my tongue, one at a time, and
swallowed them dry. They went down hard. Mottis watched 1t
happen and could do nothing. The Monk felt them going
down my throat, little lumaps moving past his fingef.

And when the pills had passed across the Monk’s finger, I
worked a miracle.

“Your pill-induced memories and skills will be gone within
two hours,” sald the Monk, He picked up the shot glass of
Rock and Rye and feved it inte his heed. Wien it reap-
peared it was half empty.

I asked. “Wihy have you robbed me of my knowledge?”

“You never paid for it.”

“But it was freely givemn.”
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“It was given by one who had no right,” said the Monk. He
was thinking about leaving. I had to do something. I knew
now, because I had reasoned it out with great care, that the
Monk was involved in an evil enterptise. But he must stay to
heat me of I could net eonvinee him.

Even then, it wouldn’t be easy. He was a Monk crewmsan.
His ethical attitudes had entered his brain through an RNA
pill, along with his professional skills.

“You have spoken of rights,” I said. In Monk. “Let us dis-
cuss rights.” The whispery words buzzed oddly in my throat;
they tickled: but my ears told me they were coming out right.

The Monk was startled. “I was told that you had been
taught our speech, but not that you could speak it.”

“Were you told what pill I was given?”

“A language pill. I had not known that he carried one in
his case.”

“He did not finish his tasting of the alcohols of Earth. Wil
you have another drink?”

I felt him guess at my motives, and guess wrong. He
thought T was taking advantage of his curiosity to sell him
my wares for cash. And what had he to fear from me? What-
ever mental powers I had learned from Monk pills, they
would be gore in twe hotits.

I set a shot glass before him. I asked him, “How do you feel
about launching lasers?”

The discussion became highly techniical. “Let us take a spe-
cial case,” I remembet saying. “Suppose a culture has been 6a-
pable of starfligit for some sixty-fours of years—or even for
eights of times that long. Then an asteroid slams inte a majer
ocean, precipitates an ice age ...” It had happened onee, and
well he knew It. “A natutial disaster ean’t spell the differenes
between sentience and nonsentience, can it? Not ualess it af:
fects brain tissue directly.”

At first it was his curiosity that held him. Later it was e,
He couldn’t tear himself loose. He fiever thought of it. He
was a sailship crewman, and he was cold sober, and be argued
with the frenzy of an evangelist.

“Then take the general case,” I remember saying. A werld
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that cannot build a launching laser is a world of animals, yes?
And Monks themsellves can revert to animals.”

Yes, he knew that.

“Then build your own launching laser. If you cannot, then
your ship is captained and crewed by animals.”

At the end T was doing all the talking. All in the whispery
Monk tongue, whose sounds are so easily distinguished that
even I, warping a human throat to my will, need only whis-
per. It was a good thing. I seemed to have been eating used
razor blades.

Morris guessed right. He did not interfere. I could tell
him nothing, not if I had had the power, not by word or ges-
ture or mental contact. The Monk would read Momis’s mind.
But Morris sat quietly drinking his tonic-and-tomics, waiting
for something to happen. Whidle I argued in whispers with the
Monk,

“But the ship?” he whispered. “What of the ship?” His
agony was mine; for the ship must be protected ...

At one fifiteen the Monk was halfway across the bottom row
of bottles. He slid from the stool, paid for his drinks in one
dollar bills, and drifted to the door and out.

All he needed was a scythe and hour glass, T thought,
watehing him go. And what | pesded was a leng merning's
§1§§,g.- And T wasn't geing to get it: .

*Be sure nobedy stops him," I teld Merris:

“Nebody will. But hefl be followed.”

¥No point. The Garment to Wear Among Strangers is a lot
of things. It's bracing; it helps the Monk hold human shape.
It"s‘:;\0 ?‘hield and an air filter, And it's a cloak of invisibiliity.”

# ?"

“TM tell you about it if I have time. That’s how he got out
here, probably. One of the crewmen divided, and then one
stayed and one walked. He had two weeks.”

Morris stood up and tore off his sport jacket. His shirt was
wet through. He said, “What about a stomach pump for you?”

“No good. Most of the RNIA-enzyme must be in my blood
by now. You'll be better off if you spend your time getting
down everything I can remember about Monks, while I can
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temember anything at all. It'll be nine or ten houts before ev-
erything goes.” Wthich was a flat-out lie, of course.

“Okay. Let me get the dictaphone going agaim.™

“It1l cost you money.”

Momis suddenly had a hard look. “Oh? How much?”

I'd thought about that most carefully. “Omne hundred thou-
sand dollars. And if you're thinking of arguing me down,
remember whose time we’re watiing.™

“I wasn’t.” He was, but he'd changed his mind.

“Good. WeTl transfer the money now, while I can still read
your mind.”

“All rigjtt ™

He offered to make room for me in the booth, but I de-
clined. The glass wouldn't stop me from teading Motris’s
soul.

He came out silent; for there was something he was afraid
to know. Then: “What about the Monlks? What about ouf
sun?”

“I talked that one around. That’s why I don’t want him
molested. He'll convince others.”

“Tallked him around? How?*

“It wasn’t easy.” And suddenly I would have given my soul
to sleep. “The profession pill put it in his genes; he must pro-
tect _;l;e ship. It’s In me too. I know how strong It is.”

L4 en_"

“Don’t be an ass, Momis. The ship’s perfectly safe where it
is, in orbit around the Moon. A sailship’s only in danger
when it's between stars, far from help.”

“Oh’"

“Not that that convinced him. It only let him consider the
ethics of the situation rationally.

“Suppose someone else unconvinees him?”

“It could happen. That’s why we'd better build the
launching laser.”

Morris nodded unhappily.

The next twelve houts were rough.

In the first four houss 1 gave them everything I could
remember about the Monk teleport system, Monk technology,
Monk family fife, Monk ethics, relations between Monks and
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aliens, details on aliens, directions of various inhabited and
uninhabited worlds . .. everything. Momiis and the Secret Ser-
vice men who had been posing as customers sat around me
like boys around a campfire, listening to stories. But Louise
made us fresh coffee, then went to sleep in one of the booths.

Then I let myself slack off.

By nine in the moming I was flat on my back, staring at
the celling, dictating a random useless bit of information ev-
ery thirty seconds or so. By eleven there was a great black
pool of lukewarm coffee inside me, my eyes ached marginally
more than the rest of me, and I was producing nothing.

I was convincing, and I knew it.

But Momiis wouldn't let it go at that. He believed me. I felt
him believing me. But he was going through the routine any-
way, because it couldn’t hurt. If T was useless to him, if I
knew nothing, there was no point in playing soft. What could
he lose?

He accused me of making everything up. He accused me of
faking the pills. He made me sit up, and damn near caught
me that way. He used obscure words and phiases from mathe-
matics and Latin and Fan vocabulary. He got nowhere. There
wasn't any way to teick me.

At two in the afternoon he had someone drive me home.

Every muscle in me ached; but I had to fight to maintain
my exhausted slump. Else my hindbmin would have lifted me
onto my toes and poised me against a possible shift in artifi-
clal gravity. The strain was double, and it hurt. It had hurt
for houts, sitting with my shouldets hunched and my head
hanging. Btit now, If Morels saw me walking like a trampo-
line perforer ....

Mouris's man got me to my room and left me.

I woke in darkness and sensed someone in my room. Some-
olne who meant me no harm. In fact, Louise. I went back to
sleep.

I woke again at dawn. Louise was in my easy chair, her feet
propped on a corner of the bed. Her eyes were open. She
said, “Breakfast?”

I said, “Yah. There isn’t much in the fridge.”

, I brought things””
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“All right.” I closed my eyes.

Five minutes later I decided T was all slept out. I got up
and went to see how she was doing.

There was bacon frying, there was bread already buttered
for toasting in the Toast-R-Oven, there was a pan het for
eggs, and the eggs scramblled in a bowl, Louise was filling the
percolator.

“Give that here a minute,” T said. It only had water in it.
I held the pot in my hands, closed my eyes and tried to
remembes . . .

Ah.

1 knew I'd done it right even before the heat touched my
hands. The pot held hot, fragramt coffiee.

“We were wrong about the first pill,” T told Louise. She was
looking at me very curiously, “What happened that second
night was this. The Monk had a translator gadget, but he
wasn’t too happy with it. It kept screaming in his ear. Scream-
ing English.

“He could turn off the part that was shouting Emglish at
me, and it would still whisper a Monk translation of what I
was saying. But first he had to teach me the Monk language.
He didn’t have a pill to do that. He didn’t have a generalized
language-leatning coutse either, if there is one, which I doubt.

“He was pretty drank, but he found something that would
serve. The profession it taught me was something like yours. 1
mean, it's an old one, and it doesn’t have a one-ot-two-word
name. But if it did, the woid would be prophet.”

“Prophet,” said Louise. “Prophet?”” She was doing a remark-
able thing. She was listening with all her concentration, and
scrambling eggs at the same time.

“Ot disciple. Maybe apostle comes closet. Anyway, it in-
cluded the Gift of Tonguss, which was what the Moak was at-
ter. But it ineluded othet talents too.”

“Lilke turning cold water into hot coffee?”

“Miinacles, right. I used the same talent to make the little
pink ammnesia pills disappear before they hit my stomach. But
an apostle’s major talent is persuasion.

“Last night I convinced a Monk crewman that blowing up
suns is an evil thing.

“Miommis is afraid that someone might convert him back. 1
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don’t think that’s possible. The mind reading talent that goes
with the prophet pill goes deeper than just reading minds. I
read souls. The Monk is my apostle. Maybe he'll convince the
whole crew that I'm right.

“Or he may just curse the hachiioph shisp, the little old
nova maker. Whiich is what I intend to do.”

“Curse it?”

“Do you think 1'm kidding or something?”

“Oh, no.” She poured our coffee. “Wiill that stop it work-
ing?”

“Yes\ﬂt

“Good,” said Louise. And I felt the power of her own faith,
her faith in me. It gave her the serenity of an idealized nun.

Wihen she turned back to serve the eggs, I dropped a pink
triangular pill in her coffee.

She fimished setting breakfast and we sat down. Louise said,
“Then that’s it. It's all over.™

“All over.” T swallowed some orange juice. Wamderful, what
fourteen hours’ sleep will do for a man’s appetite. “All over. I
can go back to my fourth profession, the only one that
counts.”

She looked up quickly.

“Bartender, First, last, and foremost, I'm a bartender.
You're going to marry a bartemder.”

“Good," she said, relaxing.

In two hours or so the slave sets would be gone from her
mind. She would be herself again: free, independent, unable
to diet, and semewhat shy.

But the pink pill would not destroy real memories. Two
houts from now, Louise would still know that I loved her;
afid perhaps she weuld marry me after all.

I said, “Well have to hire an assistznt. And raise our
prices. They'll be fighting their way in when the story gets
eut.”

Louise had putsued her own thoughts. “Bill Morris looked
awful when 1 left. You ought to tell him he can stop worry-
iﬁn”

“Oh, no. I want him scared. Morris has got to talk the rest
of the world Into building a launching laser, instead of just
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throwing bombs at the Monk ship. And we need the
launching laser.™

“Mmm! That’s good coffee. Wiy do we need a launching
laser?”

“To get to the stars™

“That’s Morris's bag. You're a bartender, remember? The
fourth profession.”

I shook my head. “You and Morris. You don’t see how big
the Monk marketplace is, of how thin the Monks are scat-
tered. How many novas have you seen in your lifetime?

“Damn few,” I said. “Thete are damn few trading ships in a
godawful lot of sky. There are things out thete besides Monks.
Things the Momnks are afraid of, and probably otheis they
doni’t know about.

“Thimgs so dangerous that the only protection is to be
somewhere else, circling some other star, when it happens
here! The Monk drive is our lifeline and our immortality. It
wotld be cheap at any price—"

“Your eyes are glowing,” she breathed. She looked half hyp-
notized, and utterly convinced. And I knew that for the rest
of my life, I would have to keep a tight rein on my tendency
to preach.
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