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POUL ANDERSON
TRADER TO THE STARS
1964

H DI NG PLACE

Capt ai n Bahadur Torrance received the news as befitted a
Lodgenaster in the Federated Brotherhood of Spacenen.

He heard it out, interrupting only with a few know edge-
abl e questions. At the end, he said calmy, "Well done,
Freeman Yamanura. Pl ease keep this to yourself till fur-
ther notice. I'Il think about what's to be done. Carry on
But when the engineer officer had left the cabin-the news
had not been the sort you tell on the intercom he poured
hinself a triple whiskey, sat down, and stared enptily at
t he vi ewscreen.

He had traveled far, seen nuch, and been well rewarded.
However, pronotion being swift in his difficult |ine of
work, he was still too young not to feel cold at hearing his
deat h sentence.

The screen showed such a multitude of stars, hard
and winter-brilliant, that only an astronaut could recog-
ni ze individuals. Torrance sought past the M| ky Way un-
til he identified Polaris. Then Val halla would |ie so-and-so
many degrees away, in that direction. Not that he could
see a type-G sun at this distance, w thout optical instru-
ments nore powerful than any aboard the Hebe G B.

But he found a certain confort in knowing his eyes were
sighted toward the nearest League base (houses, ships,
humans, nestled in a green valley on Freya) in this al-
most uncharted section of our galactic arm Especially
when he didn't expect to |l and there, ever again.

The ship humred around him pulsing in and out of
fourspace with a quasi-speed that left light far behind and
yet was still too slow to save him

Well. . . it became the captain to think first of the
others. Torrance sighed and stood up. He spent a nonent
checki ng his appearance; norale was inportant, never
more so than now. Rather than the usual gray coveral
of shipboard, he preferred full uniform blue tunic, white
cape and culottes, gold braid. As a citizen of Ramanuj an
pl anet, he kept a turban on his dark aquiline head,
pi nned wi th the Ship-and- Sunburst of the Pol esotechnic
League.

He went down a passageway to the owner's suite. The
steward was just leaving, a tray in his hand. Torrance sig-
nal ed th.e door to remain open, clicked his heels and
bowed. "I pray pardon for the interruption, sir," he said.
"May | speak privately with you? Urgent."

Ni cholas van Rijn hoisted the two-liter tankard which
had been brought him H s several chins quivered under
the stiff goatee; the noise of his gulping filled the room
fromthe desk littered with papers to the Huy Brasealian
jewel -tapestry hung on the opposite bul khead. Sormet hi ng
by Mdzart lilted out of a taper. Blond, big-eyed, and thor-
oughly three-di mensional, Jeri Kofoed curled on a couch,
wi thin easy reach of himwhere he spraw ed in his |ounger.
Torrance, who was married but had been away from hone
for sone tine, forced his gaze back to the merchant.
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"Ahhh!" Van Rijn banged the enpty nmug down on a
tabl e and wi ped foam from his nustaches. "Pox and
pestilence, but the firSt beer of the day is good! Sonething
with it is so quite cool and-urn-by damm, what word do
I want?" He thunped his sloping forehead with one

hairy fist. "I get nore absent in the mind every week. Ah,
Torrance, when you are too a poor old lonely fat man
with all powers failing him you will |ook back and re-

menber ne and wi sh you was nore good to ne. But then
is too late." He sighed like a nminor tornado and scratched
the pelt on his chest. In the near tropic tenperature at
whi ch he insisted on nmaintaining his quarters, he need
wap only a sarong about his huge body. "Well, what be-
gobbl ed stupiding is it | nust be dragged fromnmny-all-
too-much work to fix up for you, ha?

H s tone was genial. He had, in fact, been in a good
mood ever since they escaped the Adderkops. Wo
woul dn't be? For a nere space yacht, even an arned one
with ultrapowered engines, to get away fromthree cruis-
ers, was nore than an acconplishnment; it was very nearly
a mracle. Van Rijn still kept four grateful candl es burn-
ing before his Mrtian sandroot statuette of St. D smas.
True, he sonetinmes threw crockery at the steward when
a drink arrived later than he wi shed, and he fired every-
body aboard ship at |east once a day. But that was nornal.

Jeri Kofoed arched her brows. "Your first beer, Nicky?
she mmrmured. "Now really! Two hours ago.

Ja, but that was before nmidnight tinme. If not G een-
wi ch m dni ght, then surely on sone pl anet sonmewhere,
me? So is a new day." Van Rijn took his churchwarden
off the table and began stuffing it. "Well, sit down, Cap-
tain Torrance, nmake yourself to be confortable and
I end me your lighter. You look Iike a dynanited custard,
boy. Al you youngsters got no stamina. Wen | was a
Wor ki ngg spacenan, by Judas, we nade solve all our own
probl enms. These days, death and damation, you cone
ask ne how to wi pe your noses! Nobody has any guts but

me." He slapped his barrel belly. "So what is be-jingle-
bang gone wrong now?

Torrance wet his lips. "lI'd rather speak to you al one,
sir."

He saw the color |leave Jeri's face. She was no coward.
Frontier planets, even the pleas~t ones like Freya, didn't
breed that sort. She had cone al ong on what she knew
woul d be a hazardous trip because a chance like this to
get an in with the nerchant prince of the Solar Spice &

Li quors Conpany, which was one of the major forces

wi thin the whol e Pol esot echni c League--was too good for
an opportunistic girl to refuse. She had kept her nerve
during the fight and the subsequent escape, though death
came very close. But they were still far from her planet,
anong unknown stars, with the enemy hunting them

"So go in the bedroom" Van Rijn ordered her

"Pl ease," she whispered. "I'd be happier hearing the
truth. "

The smal | bl ack eyes, set close to Van Rijn's hook nose,
flared. "Foul ness and ful minate!" he bellowed. "Wat is
this poppies with cocking? Wen | say frog, by billy dam,
you junp!"

She sprang to her feet, nutinous. Wthout rising, he
sl apped her on the appropriate spot. It sounded |ike a
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pi stol going off. She gasped, choked back an indi gnant
screech, and stanped into the inner suite. Van Rijn rang
for the steward

"More beer this calls for," he said to-Torrence. "Wl
don't stand there nmaking bug's eyes! | got no tine for
funbl ydi ddl es, even if you overpaid |loafer do. | got to
make revises of all price schedul es on pepper and nut-
meg for Freya before we get there. Satan and stenches!

At | east ten percent nore that idiot of a factor could
charge them and not reduce volune of sales. | swear it!
Al'l good saints, hear me and hel p a poor old nman saddl ed
wi t h oat neal - brai ned squat pots for workers!"

Torrance curbed his tenper with an effort. "Very well,
sir. | just had a report fromY amanura. You know we
took a near miss during the fight, which hulled us at the
engi ne room The converter didn't seem damaged, but
after patching the hole, the gang's been checking to nake
sure. And it turns out that about half the circuitry for the
i nfrashield generator was fused. W& can't replace nore
than a fraction of it. If we continue to run at full quasi-
speed, we'll bum out the whole converter in another fifty
hours."

"Ah, s-s-s0." Van Rijn grew serious. The snap of the
lighter, as he touchbed it to his pipe, cane startlingly
| oud. "No chance of stopping altogether to make fixings?
Once out of hyperdrive, we would be nuch too snall a
thnmg for the bestinkered aderkops to find. Hey?"

"No, sir. | said we haven't enough repl acenent parts
This is a yacht, not a warship."

"Hokay, we nust continue in hyperdrive. How sl ow
must we go, to nake sure we cone within calling distance
of Freya before our engi ne buns out?"

"One-tenth of top speed. It'd take us six nonths."

"No, ny captain friend, not so |l ong. W never reach
Val halla star at all. The Adderkops find us first."

"l suppose so. W haven't got six nonths' stores aboard
anyway." Torrance stared at the deck. "Wat occurs to
me is, well, we could reach one of the nearby stars.
There just barely mght be a planet Wth an industria
civilization, whose people could eventually be taught to
make the circuits we need. A habitable planet, at |east-
maybe. .. "

"Nie!" Van Rijn shook his head till the greasy bl ack
ringlets swirled about his shoulders. "Al us nen and one
worman for life on sone garbagey rock where they have
not even wine grapes? |I'll take an Adderkop shell and go
out like a gentlenan, by dam!" The steward appear ed.

"Where you been snoozing? Beer, Wth God's curses on
you! | need to nmake thinks! How you expect | can
think with a nouth like a desert in m dsumrer?"

Torrance chose his words carefully. Van Rijn would
have to be reninded that the captain, in space, was the
final boss. And yet the old devil nust not be antagonized,
for he had a record of squirm ng between the horns of
dilenmas. "I'mopen to suggestions, sir, but I can't take
the responsibility of courting eneny attack."

Van Rijn rose and | unbered about the cabin, fumng
obscenities and vol canic blue clouds. As he passed the
shel f where St. Dismas stood, he pinched the candl es out
in a marked manner. That seened to trigger sonething
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in him He turned about and said, "Ha! Industrial civiliz-
ations, ja, maybe so. Not only the pest-begotten Adder-
cops ply this region of space. G ves sone chance per-
haps we can cone in detection range of an un-beat-up
ship, nie? You go get Yamanura to jack up our detector
sensitivities till we can feel a gnat twiddle its w ngs back
in ny Djakarta office on Earth, so lazy the cleaners are
Then we go off this direct course and run a standard nava
search pattern at reduced speed."

"And if we find a ship? Could belong to the eneny, you

know. "
"That chance we take."
"In all events, sir, we'll lose tinme. The pursuit will gain

on us while we follow a search-helix. Especially if we
spend days persuadi ng sone nonhnmuan crew who' ve never
heard of the human race, that we have to be taken to Val -
halla i mediately if not sooner."

"W bum that bridge when we cone to it. You have
m ght be a nore hopeful schene?"

"Well. . ." Torrance pondered a while, blackly.

The steward cane in with a fresh tankard. Van Rijn
snatched it.

"I think you're right, sir,
and-"

"Virginal!" bellowed Van R jn.

Torrance junped. "What?"

"Virginal! That's the word | was |ooking for. The first
beer of the day, you idiot!"

said Torrance. "I'Il go

The cabi n door chinmed. Torrance groaned. He'd been
hopi ng for sone sleep, at |east, after nore hours on deck
than he cared to nunber. But when the ship prow ed
t hrough darkness, seeking another ship which night or
m ght not he out there, and the hunters drew cl oser.

"Come in."

Jeri Kofoed entered. Torrance gaped, sprang to his feet,
and bowed. "Freel ady! What-what-what a surprise! Is
there anything | can do?"

"Please." She laid a hand on his. Her gown was of
shimerite and shamel ess in cut, because Van Rijn had-

n't provided any .other sort, but the | ook she gave Tor-
rance had nothing to do with that. "I had to come, Lodge-
master. |If you' ve any pity at all, you'll listen to me."

He waved her to a chair, offered cigarettes, and struck
one for himself. The snoke, drawn deep into his |ungs,
calmed hima little. He sat down on the opposite side of
the table. "If | can be of help to you, Freelady Kofoed,
you know |I'm happy to oblige. Vh . . . Freeman Van
Rjn. . ."

"He's asleep. Not that he has any clains on me. | haven't
signed a contract or any such thing." Her irritation gave
way to a wy snmle. "Ch, admtted, we're all his inferiors,

in fact as well as in status. |I'mnot contravening his w shes,
not really. It's just that he won't answer ny questions,
and if | don't find out what's going on I'll have to

start scream ng.”

Torrance wei ghed a nunber of factors. A private expl a-
nation, in nore detail than the crew had required, m ght
i ndeed be best for her. "As you w sh, Freelady," he said,
and rel ated what had happened to the converter. "W can't
fix it ourselves,"” he concluded. "If we continued traveling
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at high quasi-speed, we'd bumit out before we arrived;
and then, wi thout power, we'd soon die. If we proceed
slowy enough to preserve it, we'd need half a year to
reach Val halla, which is nore time than we have supplies
for. Though the Adderkops woul d doubtless track us down
within a week or two."

She shivered. "Why? | don't understand." She stared
at her glowing cigarette end for a nonent, until a degree
of conposure returned, and with it a touch of hunor. "I
may pass for a fast, sophisticated girl on Freya, Captain.
But you know even better than |, Freya is a jerkwater
pl anet on the very fringe of human civilization. W've
hardly any spatial traffic, except the League nerchant ship
and they never stay long in port. | really know nothing
about mlitary or political technology. No one told nme this
was anything nore inportant than a scouting m ssion,
because | never thought to inquire. Wiy should the Ad-
derkops be so anxious to catch us?"

Torrance considered the total picture before fram ng a
reply. As a spaceman of the League, he nust nake an
effort before he could appreciate how little the eneny
actually neant to col onists who seldomleft their hone
wor |l d. The nane "Adderkop" was Freyan, a tenn of
scorn for outlaws who'd been booted off the planet a
century ago. Since then, however, the Freyans had had
no direct contact with them Sonewhere in the unex-
pl ored deeps beyond Val halla, the fugitives had settled on
sone unknown planet. Over the generations, their num
bers grew, and so did the nunmbers of their warships. But
Freya was still too strong for themto raid, and had no
extrapl anetary enterprises of her own to be harried. Wy
shoul d Freya care?

Torrance decided to explain systematically, even if he
must repeat the obvious. "Well," he said, "the.-Adderkops
aren't stupid. They keep sonewhat in touch with events,
and know t he Pol esotechnic League wants to expand its
operations into this region. They don't like that. It'd
mean the end of their attacks on planets which can't
fight back, their squeezing of tribute and their over-
priced trade. Not that the League is conposed of sainls;
we don't tolerate that sort of thing, but nerely because
freebooting cuts into the profits of our nmenber conpanies.
So the Adderkops undertook, not to fight a full-dress war

agai nst us, but to harass our outposts till we gave it up as
a bad job. They have the advantage of knowi ng their own
sector of space, which we hardly do at all. And we were,

i ndeed, at the point of witing this whole region off and
trying somepl ace el se. Freenan Van Rijn wanted to
make one | ast attenpt. The opposition to doing so
was so great that he had to conme here and | ead the expedi -
tion hinself.

"l suppose you know what he did. Used an unholy skil
at bribery and bluff, at extracting what little infonnation
the prisoners we'd taken possessed, at fitting odd facts
together. He got a clue to a hitherto untried segnent. W
flitted there, picked up a neutrino trail, and followed it to
a human-col oni zed pl anet. As you know, it's al nost cer-
tainly their own home world.

"I'f we bring back that information, there'll be no nore
trouble with the Adderkops. Not after the League sends in
a few Staf class battleships and threatens to bonbard
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their planet. They realize as nuch. W& were spotted;

several warcraft junped us; we were |ucky enough to

get away. Their ships are obsolete, and so far we've shown

thema clean pair of heels. But | hardly think they've quit
hunting for us. They'll send their entire fleet cruising in
search. Hyperdrive vibrations transmt instantaneously, and
can be detected up to about one light-year distance. So if

any Adderkop picks up our 'wake' and hones in on it-

with us crippled-that's the end."

She drew hard on her cigarette, but renained ot herw se
calm "Wat are your plans?"

"A counternove. Instead of trying to make Freya-uh
-1 mean, we're proceeding in a search-helix at nedi um
speed, straining our own detectors. If we discover another
ship, we'll use the | ast gasp of our engine to close in.

If it's an Adderkop vessel, well, perhaps we can seize it or
sonet hing; we do have a couple of light guns in our

turrets. It may be a nonhuman craft, though. Qur intelli-
gence reports, interrogation of prisoners, evaluation of ex-
pl orers' observations, and so on, all indicate that three or
four different species in this region possess the hyperdrive.
The Adderkops thenselves aren't certain about all of

them Space is so damed huge."

"I'f it does turn out to be nonhuman?"

"Then we' Il do what seens indicated;"

"l see." Her bright head nodded. She sat for a while,
unspeaki ng, before she dazzled himwith a smle. "Thanks,
Captain. You don't know how nuch you've hel ped ne."

Torrance suppressed a foolish grin. "A pleasure, Free-
| ady. "

"I"'mcomng to Earth with you. Did you know t hat?

Freeman Van Rijn has prom sed nme a very good job."

He al ways does, thought Torrance.

Jeri leaned closer. "I hope we'll have a chance on the
Earthward trip to get better acquainted, Captain. O even
right now "

The alarm bell chose that nmonent to ring.

The Hebe G B. was a yacht, not a buccaneer frigate.
When Ni cholas van Rijn was aboard, though, the distinc-
tion sonetines got a little blurred. So she had nore | egs
t han nost ships, detectors of uncomon sensitivity, and
a crew experienced in the tactics of overhauling.

She was able to get a bearing on the hyperem ssion of
the other craft |ong before her own vibrations were ob-
served. Pacing the unseen one, she established the set
course it was follow ng, then poured on all avail able
juice to intercept. If the stranger had naintai ned quasi -
velocity, there would have been contact in three or four
hours. Instead, its wake indicated a sheering off, an at-
tenmpt to flee. The Hebe G B. changed course, too, and con-
ti nued gai ning on her slower quarry.

"They're afraid of us," decided Torrance. "And they're
not nming back toward the Adderkop sun. Wich two
facts indicate they' re not Adderkops thensel ves, but do
have reason to be scared of strangers." He nodded, rather
grimy, for during the prelinminary investigations he had
i nspected a few backward pl anets which the bandit
nation had visited.

Seei ng that the pursuer kept shortening her distance,
the pursued turned off their hyperdrive. Reverting to in-
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trinisic sublight velocity, converter throttled down to m n-
imal output, their ship becane an infinitesimal speck in
an effectively infinite space. The naneuver often works;
after casting about futilely for a while, the eneny gives up
and goes hone. The Hebe G B., though, was prepared. The
known superlight vector, together with the instant of cut-
of f, gave her conputers a rough idea of where the prey
was. She continued to that volune of space and then
hopped about in a well-designed search pattern, reverting
to nornmal state at intervals to sanple the neutrino haze
whi ch any nucl ear engine enmts. Those nuclear engin
known as stars provided nost; but by statistical analy-
sis, the conputers presently isolated one feebl e nearby
source. The yacht went thither. . . and wan agai nst the
glittering sky, the other ship appeared in her screens.

It was several tinmes her size, a cylinder with bluntly
rounded nose and nassive drive cones, numerous hous-
ings for auxiliary boats, a single gun turret. The prin-
ciples of physics dictate that the general conformation of
all ships intended for a given purpose shall be roughly
the sane. But any spaceman could see that this one had
never been built by nenbers of Technic civilization

Fire bl azed. Even with the automatic stoppi ng-down of
his viewscreen, Torrance was nonentarily blinded. In
strunents told himthat the stranger had fired a fusion
shel | which his own robogunners had intercepted with a
m ssile. The attack had been m serably slow and feeble.
This was not a warcraft in any sense; it was no nore a
mat ch for the Hebe G B. than the yacht was for one of
t he Adder kops chasi ng her

"Hokay, now we got that foolishness out of the way
and we can tal k business," said Van Rijn. "Get themon
the tel ecom and devel op a common | anguage. Fast! Then
explain we nean no harmbut want just a lift to Val halla.
He hesitated before adding, with a distinct wi nce, "W
can pay well."

"M ght prove difficult, sir," said Torrance. "Qur ship is
identifiably human-built, but chances are that the only hu-
mans they' ve ever nmet are Adderkops.

"Well, so if it makes needful, we can board them and
force themto transport us, nie? Hurry up, for Satan's?
sake! If we wait too long here, |ike bebobbled snoozers,
we' |l get caught.

Torrance was about to point out they were safe enough
The Adderkops were far behind the swifter Terrestrial
ship. They could have no idea that her hyperdrive was
now cut of f; when they began to suspect it, they could
have no neasurabl e probiblity of finding her. Then he
renenbered that the case was not so sinple. If the par-
|l eying with these strangers took unduly |long-nore than a
week, at best-Adderkop squadrons woul d have pene-
trated this general region and gone beyond. They woul d
probably remain on picket for nonths: which the humans
could not do for lack of food. Wien a hyper drive did start
up, they'd detect it and run down this awkward mnerchant -
man with ease. The only hope was to hitch a ride to Val -
hal | a soon, using the head start already gained to offset the
di sadvant age of reduced speed.

"We're trying all bands, sir," he said. "No response so
far." He frowned worriedly. "I don't understand. They
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must know we' ve got themcold, and they nust have
pi cked up our calls and realize we want to tal k. Wy don't
they respond? Wul dn't cost them anything."
"Maybe they abandoned ship," suggested the comruni -
cations officer. "They might have hyperdriven |ifeboats."
"No." Torrance shook his head. "W'd have spotted

that.. . . Keep trying, Freeman Betancourt. |f we haven't
gotten an answer in an hour, we'll lay al ongside and
board. "

The receiver screens remai ned bl ank. But at the end of
the grace period, when Torrance was i ssuing space arnor,
Yamanura reported sonet hing new. Neutrino out put
had increased froma source near the stemof the alien
Some process involving noderate anounts of energy was
bei ng carried out.

Torrance cl anped down his helnet. "W'Il have a | ook
at that."

He posted a skeleton crewVan Rijn hinmself, loudly
protesting, took over the bridge-and | ed his boarding
party to the main air |lock. Snooth as a glidlng shark (the
old swine was a blue-ribbon spacenan after all, the cap-
tain realized in sone astonishnment), the Hebe G B.
cl anped on a tractor beam and haul ed herself toward the
bi gger vessel

I't disappeared. Recoil sent the yacht staggering.

"Beel zebub and botulism " snarled Van Rijn. "He went
back Into hyper, ha? We see about that!" The ul cerated
converter shrieked as he called upon it, but the engines
were given power. On a lung and a half, the Terrestrial
ship again overtook the foreigner. Van Rijn phased in so
casual ly that Torrance al nost forgot this was a job con-
sidered difficult by nmaster pilots. He evaded a frantic pres-
sor beamand tied his yacht to the larger hull wth un-
shear abl e bands of force. He cut off his hyperdrive again,
for the converter couldn't take nuch nore. Being within
the force-field of the alien, the Hebe G B. was carried
al ong, though the "drag" of extra nmass reduced quasi -
speed considerably. |If he had hoped the grappl ed vesse
woul d quit and revert to nl!rnmal state, he was di sappoin-
ted. The linked hulls continued plunging faster than Iight,
toward an unnamed constellation

Torrance bit back an oath, summoned his nmen, and
went out si de.

He had never forced entry on a hostile craft before, but
assunmed it wasn't nuch different from burning his way
into a derelict. Having chosen his spot, he set up a balloon
tent to conserve air; no use killing the alien crew. The
torches of his nmen spewed flane; blue actinic sparks
fountai ned backward and danced through zero gravity.
Meanwhi |l e the rest of the squad stood by with blasters
and grenades.

Beyond, the curves of the two hulls dropped off to infin-
ity. Wthout conpensating el ectronic viewscreens, the sky
was weirdly distorted by aberration and Doppl er effect, as
if the nen were already dead and beating through the
ot her existence toward Judgnent. Torrance held his nind
firmy to praCtical worries. Once inboard, the nonhumans
made prisoner, how was he to conmuni cate? Especially
if he first had to gun down several of them

The outer shell was peel ed back. He studied the inner
structure of the plate with fascination. He'd never se
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anything like it before. Surely this race had devel oped
space travel quite independently of mankind. Though

their engineering nmust obey the sane natural |aws, it

was radically different in detail. Wat was that tough

but corky substance lining the inner shell? And was the
circuitry enbedded in it, for he didn't see any el sewhere?

The | ast defense gave way. Torrance swal | owed hard and
shot a flashbeaminto the interior. Darkness and vacuum
met him When he entered the hull, he floated, weight-
|l ess; artificial gravity had been turned off. The crew was
hi di ng sonepl ace and .

And. .

Torrance returned to the yacht in an hour. Wen he
came on the bridge, he found Van Rijn seated by Jed.

The girl started to spe~ took a closer |ook at the captain's
face, and cl anped her teeth together

"Wel | ?" snapped the nerchant peevishly.

Torrance cleared his throat. H s voi ce sounded unfam| -
iar and faraway to him "I think you' d better cone have
a look, sir."

"You found the crew, wherever the sputtering hell they
hol ed up? What are they |like? Wiat kind of ship is this
we' ve gotten us, ha?"

Torrance chose to answer the |last question first. "It
seens to be an interstellar aninmal collector's transport
vessel. The main hold is full of cages-environnmentally

controll ed conpartnents, | should say-with the damed-
est assortnent of creatures |'ve ever seen outside Luna
Cty Zoo."

"So what the pox is that to me? Wiere is the collector
hi nsel f, and his fig-plucking friends?"

"Well, sir." Torrance gulped. "We're pretty sure by now,
they're hiding fromus. Anong all the other animals.”

A tube was run between the yacht's main | ock and the
entry cut into the other ship. Through this, air was
punped and electric lines were strung, to illumnate
the prize. By sone fancy juggling with the gravitic gen-
erator of the Hebe G B., Yamanura supplied about one-
fourth Earth-weight to the foreigner, though he couldn't
get the direction uniformand its decks felt canted in
wi I dl'y varying degrees.

Even under such conditions, Van Rijn wal ked ponder-
ously. He stood with a salam in one hand and a raw
onion in the other, glaring around the captured bridge.

It could only be that, though it was in the bows rather

then the waist. The viewscreens were still in operation:
smal | er than human eyes found confortable, but reveal -

ing the sane pattern of stars, surely by the same ki nd of
optical conpensators. A control console nade a senmicircle

at the forward bul khead, too big for a solitary human to
operate. Yet presunmably the designer had only had one

pilot in mnd, for a single seat had been placed in the md-
dle of the arc.

Had been. A short netal post rose fromthe deck. Sim -
| ar structures stood at other points, and bolthol es showed
where chairs were once fastened to them But the seats
had been renoved.

"Pilot sat there at the center, |'d guess, when they
weren't sinply running on automatic," Torrance haz-
arded. "Navi gator and comuni cations officer. . . here
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and here? |I'mnot sure. Anyhow, they probably didn't use

a copilot, but that chair bollard at the after end of the
room suggests that an extra officer sat in reserve, ready to
take over."

Van Rijn munched his onion and tugged his goatee.
"Pestish big, this panel," he said. "Mist be a race of
bl oody- bedamed oct opussi es, ha? Look how conpli cat ed.

He waved the salam around the half circle. The consol e,
whi ch seenmed to be of sone fluorocarbon polyrmer, held
very few switches or buttons, but scores of flat |um nous
pl ates, each about twenty centineters square. Sone of
them were depressed. Evidently these were the controls.
Cauti ous experinent had shown that a stiff push was
needed to budge them The experinent had ended then
and there, for the ship's cargo | ock had opened and a
good deal of air was |ost before Torrance sl apped the
pl ate he had been testing hard enough to nake the hul
reseal itself. One should not tinker with the atom c-pow
ered unknown; nost especially not in galactic space.

"They nust be strong like horses, to steer by this
system wi t hout getting exhhausted went on Van Rijn.

"The size of everything tells |ikew se, nei?"

Well, not exactly,sir," said Torrance. "The viewscreens
seem made for dwarfs. The neters even nore so." He
pointed to a bank of instrunents" no |arger than buttons.
on each of which a single nunber glowed. (O letter, or
i deogram or what? They | ooked vaguely d d Chinese )
Qccasionally a Synbol changed val ue. "A humman coul dn't
use these long without severe eyestrain. O course, having
eyes better adapted to close work than ours doesn't prove
they are not giants. Certainly that switch couldn't be
reached fromhere without Iong arns, and it seens
meant for big bands. "By standing on tiptoe, he touched
it hinmself: an outsize double-pole affair set overhead just
above the piolet's hypothetical seat.

The switch fell open.

A roar cane fromaft. Tonance | urcheded backward un-
der a sudden force. He caught at a shelf on the after
bul khead to steady hinself. Its thin metal buckeled as
he clutched. "Devilfish and dunderheads cried Van
Rijn. Bracing his columar |egs, he :reached up and shoved
the switch back into position. The noi se ended. Nornmal -
ity returned. Torrance hastened to the bridge doorway,
a tall arch., and shouted down the corrider. beyond: "It's
okay! Don't worry! W've got it under control!"

"What the blue blinking blazes happened?" demanded
Van Rijn. in somewhat nore hi ghpowered words.

Torrance nastered a slight case of shakes. "Emer-
gency switch, I'd say." His tone wavered. Turns on the
gravitic field full speed ahead, not wasting any force on
accel eration conmpensators. O course, being in hyper-
drive, it wasn't very effective. Only gave us a--uh-1less
than one G push, intrinsic. In normal state we'd have ac-
celerated several Gs, at least. It"s for quick getaways and

and . "

"And you, with brains |ike fernented gravy and bana-
nas for fingers, went ahead and yanked it open

Torrance felt hinmself redden "How was | to know, sir?
| nust've applied less than half a kilo of force. Emergency
switches aren't hair-triggered, after all! Considering how
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much it takes to nove one of those control plates, who'd
have thought the switch would respond to so little?"

Van Rijn took a closer look. "I see nowthere is a hook
to secure it by," he said.- "Miust be they use that when the
ship's on a high-gravity planet." He peered down a hole
near the center of the panel, about one centineter in
dianeter and fifteen deep.. At the bottoma small key pro-
jected. "This nust be another special control, ha? Safer
than that switch. You would need thin-nosed pliers to
make a turning of it." He scratched his ponmaded curls
"But then why is not the pliers hangi ng handy? | don't
see even a hook or bracket or drawer for them™

"I don't care," said Torrance. "Wen the whole interior's
been stripped- There's nothing but a slagheap in the en-
gine room | tell you, fused netal, carbonized plastic

beddi ng, furniture, anything they thought m ght
give us a clue to their identity, all nelted dowmn in a jury-
rigged cauldron. They used their own converter to supply
heat. That was the cause of the neutrino flux Yamanura
observed. They nust have worked |ike denons."

"But they did not destroy all needful tools and nma-
chines, surely? Sinpler then they should blow up their
whol e ship, and us with it. | was sweating |ike a hog,
me, for'fear they would do that. Not so good a way for a
poor sinful old man to end his days, blown into radio-
active stinks three hundred |ight-years fromthe vine-
yards of Earth."

"N-n-no. As far as we can tell froma cursory exam na-
tion, they didn't sabotage anything absolutely vital. W
can't be sure, of course. Yamanura's gang woul d need
weeks just to get a general idea of howthis ship is put
together, let alone the practical details of operating it.
But | agree, the crewisn't bent on suicide. They've got us
nore neatly trapped than they know, even. Bound hel p-
| essly through space-toward their honme star, maybe.-in
any event, alnost at right angles to the course we want."
Torrance | ed the eay out."suppose we go have a nore
t horough | ook at the zoo, sir,"he went on."Yananura
tal ked about setting up sone equipnent...to help
us tell the crew fromthe animal s!'

The nmain hold conprised al nost half the volunme of the

great ship. A corridor below, a catwal k above, ran through
a doubl e row of two-decker cubicles. These nunbered

ni nety-six, and were identicle. Each was about five neters
on a side, with adjustable fluorescent plates in the ceiling
and a springy, presumably inert plastic on the floor

Shel ves and parallel bars ran along the side walls, for the
benefit of animals that |iked junmping or clinbing. The

rear wall was connected to well-shielded machi nes: Yam
amura didn't dare tanper wilh these, but said they ob-
viously regul ated at nosphere, tenperature, gravity, sani-
tation, and other environental factors within each "cage."
The front wall, faceing on corridor and catwal k, was trans-
parent. It held a stout airlock, alnost as high as the
cublcle Itself, notorised but controlled by sinple wheels
inside and out. Only a few conpartnments were enpty.

The humans had not strung fluoros in this hold, for it
wasn't necessary. Torrance and Van R jn wal ked through
shadows, anong noosters; the sinmulated |light of a dozen
di fferent suns streanmed around them red, orange, yellow,
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greeni sh, and harsh electric bl ue.

A thing like a giant shark, save the tendrils fluttered
about its head. swamin a water-filled cubicle anbng fron-
ded seaweeds. Next to it was a cage full of flying rep-
tiles, their scales aglitter in prismatic hues, weaving and
dodgi ng through the air. On the opposite side, four mam
mal s crouched anong yell ow mists: beautiful creatures,
the size of a bear, vividly tiger-striped, wal king nostly
on all fours but occasionly standing up; then you noticed
the retractabl e cl aws between stubby fingers, and the carni-
vore jaws on the massive heads. Farther on the hunmans
passed hal f a dazen sl eek red beasts like six-legged otters
frolicking in a tank of water provided for tnem The en-
vironnental machi nes nust have decided this was theit"
feeding time, for a hopper spewoo chunks of proteinac-
eous material into a trough and the aninmals |ollopoo over
toripit with theit" fangs.

"Automatic feeding," Torrance observed. "I think prob-
ably the food is synthesized on the spot, according to the
speci fications of each individual species as determ ned by
bi ochem tal methods. For the crew, also. At |east, we
haven't found anything like a galley."

Van Rijn shuddered. "Nothing but synthetics? Not even
alittle glass Genever before dinner?" He brightened. "Ha,
maybe here we find a good new market. And until they
| earn the situation, we can charge themtriple prices."

"First," clippoo Torrance, "we've got to find them"

Yamanura stood near the middle of the hold, focusing
a set of instruments on a certain cage. Jeri stood by, hand-
ing hi mwhat he asked for, plugging and unplugging at a
smal | powerpack. Van Rijn hove into view "Wat goes on,
anyhows?" he asked.

The chi ef engineer turned a patient brown face to him
"I'"ve got the rest of the crew examning the ship in detail
sir," he said. "I'Il join themas soon as |'ve gotten Freel ady
Kof oed trained at this particular job. She can handle the
routine of it while the rest of us use our special skills to

" H's words trailed off. He grinned ruefully. "To poke
and prod giznbos we can't possibly understand in | ess than
a nonth of work, with our linmted research tools."

"A month we have not got," said Van Rijn. "You aro"
here checking conditions inside each individual cage?"

"Yes, sir. They're neteroo, of course, but we can't
read the neters, so we have to do the job ourselves. |'ve
haywi red this stuff together, to give an approxi mate val ue
of gravity, atnospheric pressure and conposition, tenper-
ature, illumnation spectrum and so forth. It's slow work,
nostly because of all the arithmetic needed to turn the
dial readings into such data. Luckily, we don't have to test
every cubicle, or even nost of them"

"No," said Van Rijn. "Even to a union organi zer, ob-
vious this ship was never made by fishes or birds. In fact,
sonme kind of hands is always necessary."

"Or tentacles." Yamanura nodded at the conpart nent
before him The light within was dimred. Several bl ack
creatures could be seen wal king restlessly about. They had
stunpy- | egged quadrupedal bodies, from which torsos
rose, centaur-fashion, toward heads arnored in sone bony
material. Bel ow the facel ess heads were six thick, ropy
arns, set in triplets. Two of these ended in three bonel ess
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but probably strong finger

"l suspect these are our coy friends," said Yamanur a.
"If so, we'll have a deuce of a tinme. They breathe hydro-
gen under high pressure and triple gravity, at a tenper-
ature of seventy bel ow "

"Are they the only ones who |ike that kind of weather,
asked Torrance.

Yamanura gave hima sharp look. "I see what you're
getting at, skipper. No, they aren't. In the course of put-
ting this apparatus together and testing it, 1've already

found three other cubicles where conditions are sinilar.
And in those, the aninmals are obviously just aninals:
snakes and so on, which couldn't possibly have built this

shi p.
"But then these octopus-horses can't be the crew, can
they?" asked Jeri timdly. "I mean, if the crew were col -

|l ecting animal s fromother planets, they wouldn't take
hone ani nal s al ong, would they?"

"They might," said Van Rijn. "W have a cat and a
coupl e parrots aboard the Hebe G B., nie? O, there are
many planets with very sinilar conditions of the hydro-
gen sort, just like Earth and Freya are nuch-ali ke oxygen
pl anets. So that proves nothings." He turned toward Ya-
manura, rather like a rotating globe hinself. "But see
here, even if the crew did punp out all the air before we
boarded, why not check their reserve tanks? If we find air
stored away just |like these diddlers here are breath-

ing..."

"I thought of that," said Yamanura. "In fact, it was
alnost the first thing | told the nen to | ook for. They've
| ocated nothing. | don't think they' Il have any success,

either. Because what they did find was an adjustable
catalytic manifold. At least, it looks as if it should be,
though we'd need days to find out for certain. Anyhow,
my guess is that it renews exhausted air and acts as a
chenosynt hesi zer to repl ace | osses froma charge of
si nmpl e i norgani ¢ conpounds. The crew probably bled all
the ship's air into space before we boarded. Wen we go
away, if we do, they'll open the door of their particu-
| ar cage a crack, so its air can trickle out. The environnen-
tal adjuster will automatically force the chenbsynthe-
sizer to replace this. Eventually the ship'll be full of
enough of their kind of air for themto venture forth and
adj ust things nore precisely." He shrugged. "That's
assuni ng they even need to. Perhaps Earth-type conditions
suit themperfectly well."

"Uh, yes," said Torrance. "Suppose we | ook around
sonme nore, and line up the possibly intelligent species."

Van Rijn trundled along with him "Wat sort intelli-
gence they got, these bespattered aliens?" he grunbl ed.
"Whay try this stupid masquerade in the first places?"

"It's not too stupid to have worked so far," said Torrance
dryly. "W're being carried along on a ship we don't
know how to stop. They nust hope we'll either give up and
depart, or else that we'll remain baffled until the ship enters
their home region. At which time, quite probably a nava
vessel -or whatever they've got-will detect us, close in,
and board us to check up on what's happened."

He paused before a conpartnent. "I wonder."

The quadruped wi thin was the size of an el ephant, though
with a nore slender build indicating a | ower gravity than
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Earth's. Its skin was green and faintly scaled, a ruff of
hair al ong the back. The eyes with which it | ooked out
were alert and enignmatic. It had an el ephant-1like trunk,
termnating in a ring of pseudodactyls which nust be as
strong and sensitive as human fi ngers.

"How nmuch could a one-arned race acconplish?"
mused Torrance. "About as much as we, | inagine, if not
quite as easily. And sheer strength woul d conpensate.
That trunk could bend an iron bar."

Van Rijn grunted and went past a cubicle of feathered
ungul ates. He stopped before the next one. "Now here
are sone beasts might do," he said. "W had one |ike
them on Earth once. What they called it? Quintilla? No,
gorilla. O chinpanzee, better, of gorilla size."

Torrance felt his heart thud. Two adjoi ning sections
each held four aninmals of a kind which | ooked extrenely
hopeful . They were bi pedal, short-|egged and | ong-arned.
Standing two neters tall, with a three-neter arm span,
one of themcould certainly operate that control console
al one. The wists, thick as a nan's thighs, ended in pro-
portionate hands, four-digited including a true thunb.

The three-toed feet were specialized for wal king, |like man's-
feet. Their bodies were covered with brown fleece. Their
heads were conparatively small, rising alnost to a point,

wi th massive snouts and beady eyes under cavernous

brow ridges. As they wandered ai m essly about, Torrance
saw that they were divided anong mal es and fenales. On
the sides of each neck he noticed two | unens cl osed by
sphincters. The light upon themwas the famliar yell ow
ish-white of a Sol-type star

He forced hinmself to say, "I'mnot sure. Those huge
j aws nust demand correspondi ng nmaxillary nuscles, at-
taching to a ridge on top of the skull. Wich'd restrict the
cranial capacity."

"Suppose they got brains in their bellies," said Van Rijn.

"Wel |, sone people do," nmurnured Torrance. As the
mer chant choked, he added in haste, "No, actually, sir,
that's hardly believable. Neural paths would get too |ong,
and so forth. Every animal | know of, if it has a centra
nervous systemat all, keeps the brain close to the principa
sense organs. which are usually located in the head. To be
sure, arelatively small brain, within limts, doesn't nean
these creatures are not intelligent. Their neurones m ght
wel | be nore efficient than ours."

"Hunph and hassenpfeffer!" said Van Rijn. "M ght,

m ght, mght!'; As they continued anpbng strange shapes:

"W can't go too nuch by atnosphere or light, either. If
hi ding, the crew could vary conditions quite a bit from
their normw thout-hurting thenselves. Gravity, too, by
twenty or thirty percent."”

"l hope they breathe oxygen, though-Hoy!" Torrance
stopped. After a nonent, he realized what was so eerie
about the several forms under the orange gl ow. They
were chitinous-arnored, not nuch bigger than a squarish
mlitary helnmet and about the same shape. Four stunpy
| egs projected frombeneath to carry them awkwardly
about on taloned feet; also a pair of short tentacles ending
in a bush of cilia. There was nothing special about them
as extra-Terrestrial animals go, except the two eyes which
gazed from beneath each helnet: as |arge and sonehow
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human as-wel | -the eyes of an octopus.

"Turtles," snorted Van Rijn. "Arnadillos at nost."

"There can't be any harmin le.tting Jer-M ss Kof oed
check their environnent too," said Torrance.

"I't can waste tinme."

"I wonder what they eat. | don't see any nouths."

"Those tentacles look |ike capillary suckers. | bet they
are parasites, or overgrown | eeches, or sonething else like
one of my conpetitors. Cone along."

"What do we do after we've established which species
coul d possibly be the crew?" asked Torrance. 'Try to com
muni cate with each in turn?”

"Not much use, that. They hide because they don't want
to comuni cate. Unless we can prove to themwe are not
Adderkops. . . . But hard to see how "

"Wait! Why'd they conceal thenselves at all, if they've
had contact with the Adderkops? It wouldn't work."

"I think I tell you that, by damm," said Van Rijn. "To
give thema nane, let us call this unknown race the Ek-
SeTS. So. The Eksers been traveling space for sone tineg,
but space is so big they never bunped into humans. Then
the Adderkop nation arises, in this sector where humans
never was before. The Eksers hear about this awful new
speci es whi ch has gotten into space ~so. They | and on
primtive planets where Adder kops have nade raids, talk
to natives, maybe plant automatic caneras where they
think raids will soon cone, maybe spy on Adderkop
canps fromafar or capture a | one Adderkop ship. So
t hey know what humans | ook |ike, but not nuch el se.

They do not want humans to know about them so they

shun contact; they are not |ooking for trouble. Not before
they are all prepared to fight a war, at least. Hell's sput-
tering griddles! Torrance, we have got to establish our

bona fides with this crew, so they take us to Freya and
afterward go tell their |leaders all humans are not so bad
as the slinme--begotten Adderkops. O herw se, maybe we

wake up one day with sonme planets attacked by Eksers,

and before the fighting ends, we have spent billions of
credits!" He shook his fists in the air and bellowed |ike a
wounded bull. "It is our duty to prevent this!"

"Qur first duty is to get honme alive, |I'd say," Torrance
answered curtly. "I have a wife and kids."

"Then stop throw ng sheepish eyes at J eri Kof oed.
saw her first."

The search turned up one nore possibility. Four organ-
isns the length of a man and the build of thick-Iegged
caterpillars dwelt under greenish light. Their bodi es were
dark blue, spotted with silver. Atorso akin to that of the
tentacl ed centauroids, but stockier, carried two true arns.
The hands | acked thunbs, but six fingers arranged around
a three-quarter circle could acconplish nuch the sane
things. Not that adequate hands prove effective intelli-
gence; on Earth, not only simans but a nunber of reptiles
and anphi bi a boast as nuch, even if man has the best,
and man's api sh ancestors were as well-equipped in this
respect as we are today. However, the round fiat-faced
heads of these beings, the large bright eyes beneath feath-
ery antennae of obscure function, the small jaws and
delicate lips, all |ooked pronising.

Prom sing of what? thought Torrance.

Tlree Earth-days later, he hurried down a central cor-
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ridor toward the Ekser engi ne room

The passage was a great hemcylinder lined with the
same rubbery gray plastic as the cages, so that footfalls
were silent and spoken words weirdly unresonant. But a
deeper vibration went through it, the alnbst sublimna
drone of the hyperengine, driving the ship into darkness
toward an unknown star, and announcing their presence
to any hunter straying within a |ight-year of them The
fluoros strung by the, humans were far apart, so that one
passed t hrough bands of humm ng shadow. Doorl ess
roons opened off the hallway. Sorme were still full of
suppl i es, and however peculiar the shape of tools and con-
tainers m ght be, however unguessable their purpose, this
was a reassurance that one still lived, was not yet a ghost
aboard the Flying Dutchman. O her cabins, however, had
been inhabited. And their bareness nade Torrance's skin
craw .

Nowhere did a personal trace remain. Books, both folio
and micro, survived, but in the finely printed synbol ogy
of a foreign planet. Enpty places on the shel ves suggested

that all illustrated volunes had been sacrificed. Certainly
one coul d se~ where pictures stuck on the walls had been
ripped down. In the big private cabins, in the still |arger

one which mght have been a saloon, as well as in the
engi ne room and wor kshop and bridge, only the bollards
to which furniture had been bolted were left. Long | ow
ni ches and small cubbyholes were built into the cabin
bul kheads, but when all bedding had been thrown into
a white-hot caul dron, how coul d one guess which were the
bunks. . . if either kind were? O othing, ornanents, cook-
ing and eating utensils, everything was destroyed. One
room nust have been a lavatory, but all the facilities had
been ripped out. Another m ght have been used for scien-
tific studies, presumably of captured animals, but was so
gutted that no hunan was certain.

By God, you've got to admre them Torrance thought.
Captured by bei ngs whom they had every reason to'
thi nk of as consciencel ess nonsters, the aliens had not
taken the easy way out, the atom c expl osion that would
anni hilate both crews. They m ght have, except for the
chance of this being a zoo ship. But given a hope of survi-
val, they snatched it, with an i magi native daring few
humans coul d have matched. Now they sat in plain view,
waiting for the nonsters to depart-w thout wecking their
ship in nmere spiteful ness-or for a naval vessel of their own
to rescue them They had no neans of knowi ng their
captors were not Adderkops, or that this sector would
soon be filled with Adderkop squadrons; the bandits rarely
ventured even this close to Valhalla. Wthin the linmts
of available information, the aliens were acting with com
plete logic. But the nerve it took

I wish we could identify them and nake friends,
t hought Torrance. The Eksers woul d be dammed good
friends for Earth to have. O Ramanuj an, or Freya, or the
entire Pol esotechnic League.-Wth a lopsided grin: 1"l
bet they'd be nowhere near as easy to swindle as A d N ck
thinks. They might well swindle him That I'd | ove to see!
My reason is nore personal, though, .he thought with a
return of bleakness. If we don't clear up this m sunder-
standi ng soon, neither they nor we will be around. |
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mean soon. |f we have another three or four days of
grace, we're |ucky.

The passage opened on a well, with ranmps curving down
either side to a pair of automatic doors. One door led to
the engine room Torrance knew. Behind it, a nuclear
converter powered the ship's electrical system gravitic
cones, and hyperdrive; the principles on which this was
done were faniliar to him but the actual nachines were
eni gnas cased in netal and in foreign synbols. He took
the ot her door, which opened on a workshop. A good
deal of the equi pnent here was identifiable, however dis-
torted to his eyes: lathe, drill press, oscilloscope, crysta
tester. Mich el se was mystery. Yamamura sat at an im
provi sed workbench, fitting together a piece of electronic
appar atus. Several other devices, hayw red on breadboards,
stood close by. H s face was shockingly haggard, and his
hands trembl ed. He'd been working this whole time, with
stimpills to keep hi mawake.

As Torrance approached, the engineer was talking with
Bet ancourt, the comunications nman. The entire crew
of the Hebe G B. were under Yamanura's direction, in a
frantic attenpt to outflank the Eksers by learning on their
own how to operate this shinp.

"I've identified the basic electrical arrangenent, sir,
Bet ancourt was saying. "They don't tap the converter
directly, like us; so evidently they haven't devel oped
our stepdown nethods. Instead, they. use a heat ex-
changer to run an extrenely | arge generator-yeah, the
same thing you guessed was an arnmature-type dynano- -
and draw A.C. for the ship off that. Wiere D.C. is needed,
the A.C. passes through a set of rectifier plates which, by
| ooking at '"em |'m sure nust be copper oxide. They're
bare, behind a safety screen, though so nmuch current goes
through that they're too hot to ook at close up. It al
seens kind of prinmtive to ne."

"Or else nerely different," sighed Yamanura. "W use
a light-el ement-fusion converter, one of whose advant ages
is that it can develop electric current directly. They may
have perfected a power plant which utilizes noderately
heavy el enments with snmall positive packing fractions.

I remenber that was tried on Earth a | ong while ago, and
given up as inpractical. But maybe the Eksers are better
engi neers than us. Such a system woul d have the ad-

vant age of needing | ess refinement of fuel-which'd be a
real advantage to a ship knocki ng about anobng unexpl ored
pl anets. Maybe enough to justify that clunsy heat ex-
changer and rectifier system W sinply don't know. "

He stared head-shakingly at the wires he was sol deri ng.
"W don't know a damm thing," he said. Seeing Torrance:
"Well, carry on, Freeman Betancourt. And renenber,
festina lente."

"For fear of wecking the ship?" asked the captain.

Yamanura nodded. "The Eksers woul d've known a
small craft like ours couldn't generate a big enough hyper-
force field to tug their own ship hone," he replied. "So
they'll have nade sure no prize crew could nmake off with

it. Some of the stuff may be booby-trapped to wreck itself
if it isn't handled just so; and how d we ever nake re-
pai rs? Hence we're proceeding with the utnost caution
So cautiously that we haven't a prayer of figuring out the
controls before the Adderkops find us.
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"I't keeps the crew busy, though

"Which is useful. Uh-huh. Well, sir, |'ve about got ny
basi ¢ apparatus set up. Everything seens to test okay. Now
| et me know which aninmal you want to investigate first."
As Torrance hesitated, the engi neer explained: "I have to
adapt the equipnment for the creature in question, you see.
Especially if it's a hydrogen breather.

Torrance shook his head. "Oxygen. In fact, they live
under conditions so much like ours that we can wal k
right into their cages. The gorilloids. That's what Jeri and
| have naned them Those woolly, two-neter-tall bipeds
with the ape faces."

Yamanura nade an ape face of his own. "Brutes that.
power ful ? Have they shown any sign of intelligence?"

"No. But then, would you expect the Eksers to do so?
Jeri Kofoed and 1 have been parading in front of the
cages of all the possible species, naking signs, draw ng
pictures, everything we could think of, trying to get the
nmessage across that we are not Adderkops and the genu-
ine article is chasing us. No luck, of course. Al the ani-
mals did give us an interested regard except the gorilloids

whi ch mayor nmay not prove anyt hing.
"What aninmals, now? |I've been so blinking busy-

"Well, we call "emthe tiger apes, the tentacle centaurs,
the el ephantoid, the hel net beasts, and the caterpiggtes.
That's stretching things, | know, the tiger apes and the

hel met beasts are highly inprobable, to say the |east,
and the el ephantoid isn't much nore convincing. The
gorilloids have the right size and the nost efficient-I|ook-
i ng hands, and they're oxygen breathers as | said, so we
may as well take themfirst. Next in order of l|ikelihood, I'd
guess, are the caterpiggles and the tentacle centaurs. But
the caterpiggles, though oxyg~n breathers, are froma
hi gh-gravity planet; their air pressure would give us nar-
cosis in no tine. The tentacle centaurs breathe hydrogen
In either case, we'd have to work in space aTnlor ."

"The gorilloids will be quite bad enough, thank you

ki ndl y!"
Torrance | ooked at the workbench. "Wat exactly do
you plan to do?" he asked. "I've been too busy with ny

own end of this affair to learn any details of yours."

"I've adapted- sone things fromthe nmedical kit,"
said Yamanura. "A sort of ophthal noscope, for exanple;
because the ship's instrunents use col or codes and finely
printed synbols, so that the Eksers are bound to have
eyes at least as good as ours. Then this here's "a nervous-
i mpul se tracer. It detects synaptic flows and casts a three-
di mensi onal image into yonder crystal box, so we can see
t he whol e nervous system functioning as a set of |um -
nous traces. By correlating this with gross anatony, we can
roughly identify the synpathetic and parasynpathetic
systens-or their equival ents-1 hope. And the brain.
And, what's really to the point, the degree of brain activity
nmore or |ess independent of the other nerve paths.. That
is, whether the, aninmal is thinking."

He shrugged. "It tests out fine on ne. Wether it'll work
on a nonhunman, especially- in a different sort of atnos-
phere, | do not know. I'msure it'll develop bugs."

"W can but try, quot ed Torrance wearily.
"l suppose Od Nick is sitting and thinking," said Yama-
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mura in an edged voice. "1 haven't seen himfor quite
sone time."

"He's not been hel ping Jeri and ne either," said Tor-
rance. "Told us our atte~pt to communi cate was futile
until we could prove to the Eksers that we knew who
they were. And even after that, he said, the only comuni -
cation at first will be by gestures nade with a pistol."

"He's probably right."

"He's not right! Logically, perhaps, but not psychol ogi -
cally. O norally. He sits in his suite with a case of brandy
and a box of cigars. The cook, who could be down here
hel pi ng you, is kept aboard the yacht to fix himhis
dammed gournet neals. You'd think he didn't care if we're
bl own out of the sky!"

He remenbered his oath of fealty, his official position,
and so on and so on. They seened nonsensi cal enough,
here on the edge of extinction. But habit was strong. He
swal | owed and said harshly, "Sorry. Please ignhore what
| said. When you're ready, Freenan Yamanura, we'l|
test the gorilloids."

Six men and J eri stood by in the passage with drawn
bl asters. Torrance hoped fervently they wouldn't have to
shoot. He hoped even nore that, if they did have to, he'd
still be alive.

He gestured to the four crewren at his back. "Okay,
boys." He wet his lips. H s heart thuttered. Being a cap-
tain and a Lodgenaster was very fine until nonents |ike
this came, when you rmust meke a return for all your
speci al privileges.

He spun the outside control wheel. The air-1ock notor
humred and opened the doors. He stepped through, into
a cage of gorilloids.

Pressure differentials weren't enough to worry about, but
after all this tine at one-fourth G to enter a field only
ten percent less than Earth's was |ike a blow He |urched,
al most fell, gasped in an air warm and thick and full of
unnaned stenches. Saggi ng back against the wall, he
stared across the floor at the four bipeds. Their brown
fleecy bodies |oomed unfairly tall,--up and up to the CQCafse
faces. Eyes overshadowed by brows glared at him He
cl apped a hand on his stun pistol. He didn't want to shoot
it, either. No telling what supersonics mght do to a nonhu-
man nervous system and if these were in truth the
crewfol k, the worst thing he could do was inflict serious
injury on one of them But he wasn't used to being snal
and frail. The knurled handgrip was a confort.

A mal e grow ed, deep in his chest, and advanced a step
Hi s pointed head thrust forward, the sphincters in his
neck opened and shut |ike sucking nmouths; his jaws
gaped to show the white teeth.

Torrance backed toward a corner. "I'Il try to attract
that one in the | ead away fromthe others," he called
softly. "Then get him"

"Aye." A spacehand, a stocky slant-eyed nomad from
Al'tai, uncoiled a lariat. Behind him the other three
spread a net woven for this purpose. -

The gorilloid paused. A fermal e hooted. The mal e seened
to draw resolution fromher. He waved the others back
with a strangely human-1ike gesture and stal ked t oward
Torrance.
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The captain drew his stunner, pointed it shakily, re-
sheathed it, and held out both hands. "Friend," he
croaked.

Hi s hope that the nmasquerade ni ght be dropped be-
came suddenly ridicul ous. He sprang back toward the air
| ock. The gorilloid snarled and snatched at him Tor-
rance wasn't fast enough. The hand ripped his shirt open
and left a bloody trail on his breast. He went to hands
and knees, stabbed with pain. The Altaian's |lasso whirled
and snaked forth. Caught around the ankles, the gorilloid
crashed. H s wei ght shook the cubicle.

"Cet him Watch out for his arns! Here-"

Torrance staggered back to his feet. Beyond the ne-

| ee, where four nmen strove to wind a roaring, struggling
nmonster in a net, he saw the other three creatures. They
were crowded into the opposite corner, howing in basso.
The conpartment was |ike the inside of a drum

"Cet himout," choked Torrance. "Before the others
charge. "

He ained his stuner again. If intelligent, they'd
know this was a weapon. They might attack anyway.

Deftly, the man from Altai roped an arm snubbed his

| ariat around the gargantuan torso, and rmade it fast by

a slip knot. The net came into position. Helpless in cords
of wire-strong fiber, the gorilloid was dragged to the
entrance. Another nale advanced, step by jerky step. Tor-
rance stood his ground. The aninmal ululation and hu-

man shouting surfed about him within him H's wound
throbbed. He saw with unnatural clarity: the nuzzle

full of teeth that could snap his head off, the little dul
eyes turned red with fury, the hands so nuch |ike his own
but bl ack-skirmed, four-fingered, and enornous.

"Al'l clear, skipper!"

The gorilloid |unged. Torrance scranbl ed through the
airl ock chamber. The giant followed. Torrance braced
hinself in the corridor and ainmed his stun pistol. The
gorilloid halted, shivered, |ooked around in sonething re-
senbl i ng bewi | dernent, and retreated. Torrance cl osed
the air | ock.

Then he sat down and trenbl ed.

Jeri bent over him "Are you all right?" she breathed.
"Ch! You've been hurt!"

"Not hi ng nuch," he nunbled. "G me a cigarette."

She took one from her belt pouch and said with a
crispness he admred, "l suppose it is just a bruise and a
deep scratch. But we'd better check it, anyway, and steri-
lize. Mght be infected."

He nodded but renained where he was until he had
finished the cigarette. Further down the corridor, Yama-
mura's nen got their captive secured to a steel frane-
wor k. Unharned but hel pl ess, the brute yelped and tried to
bite as the engi neer approached with his equi pnent. Re-
turning himto the cubicle afterward was likely to be al-
nmost as tough as getting hiD) out.

Torrance rose. Through the transparent wall, he saw a
femal e gorilloid viciously pulling sonething to shreds,
and realized he had | ost his turban when he was knocked
over. He sighed. "Nothing nuch we can do till Yamanura
gives us a verdict," he said. "Conme on, let's go rest a
while. "

"Sick bay first," said leri firmy. She took his arm They
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went to the entry hole, through the tube, and into the steady
hal f-wei ght of the Hebe G B. which Van Rijn preferred.

Little was said while leri got Torrance's shirt off, swabbed
the wound with universal disinfectant, which stung |ike

hel |, and bandaged it. Afterward he suggested a drink

They entered the saloon. To their surprise, and to Tor-
rance's di spleasure, Van Rijn was there. He sat at the
i nl ai d nahogany table, dressed in snuff-stained | ace and
his usual sarong, a bottle in one hand and a Tri chi nopoly
cigar in the other. Alitter of papers lay before him

"Ah, so," he said, glancing up. "Wat gives?"

"They're testing a gorilloid now." Torrance flung him
self into a chair. Since the steward had been drafted for
the capture party, leri went after drinks. Her voice floated
back, defiant:

"Captain Torrance was alnost killed in the process.
Couldn't you at |east cone watch, N ck?"

"What use | should watch, |ike some tourist wth had-
dock eyes?" scoffed the nerchant. "I nmake no skel et ons
about it, | amtoo old and fat to help chase | arge econ-
ony-size apes. Nor am| so technical | can tw ddl e knobs
for Yamanura." He took a puff of his cigar and added
conpl acently, "Besides, that is not my job. I amno
kind of specialist, | have no fine university degrees,
| earned in the school of hard knockers. But what | |earned
is howto nmake nen do things for ne, and then how to
make sonething profitable fromall their doings."

Torrance breathed out, long and slow. Wth the tension
eased, he was beginning to feel imrensely tired. "Wat' ~e
you checki ng over?" he asked.

"Reports of engineer studies on the Ekser ship," said
Van Rijn. "l told everybody should take full notes on
what they observed. Somewhere in those notes is maybe
a clue we can use. If the gorilloids are not the Eksers, |
mean. The gorilloids are possible, and | see no way to
elimnate them except by Yamanura's checkers."

Torrance rubbed his eyes. "They're not entirely plaus-
ible," he said. "Mst of the stuff we've found seens neant
for big hands. But sone of the tools, especially, are so
small that-Ch, well, | suppose a nonhuman m ght be as
puzzl ed by an assortnent of our own tools. Does it really
make sense that the sane race woul d use sl edge hanmers
and et chi ng needl es?"

Jeri came back with two stiff Scotch-and-sodas. Hi s gaze
followed her. In a tight blouse and half knee-length skirt,
she was worth followi ng. She sat down next to himrather
than to Van Rijn, whose jet eyes narrowed.

However, the ol der man spoke mldly. "I would like if
you should list for nme, here and now, the other possibili-
ties, with your reasons for thinking of them | have seen
themtoo, natural, but nmy own ideas are not all clear yet
and nmaybe sonething that occurs to you would joggle
my head."

Torrance nodded. One might as well talk shop, even
t hough he'd been over this ground a dozen tinmes before
with Jeri and Yanmamnura.

"Well," he said, "the tentacle centaurs appear very
likely. You know the ones | nean. They |live under red
l'ight and about half again Earth's gravity. A dimsun and
a |l ow tenmperature nust nmake it possible for their planet
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to retain hydrogen, because that's what they breathe,
hydrogen and argon. You know how t hey | ook: bodies
sort of like rhinoceri, torsos with bone-plated heads and
fingered tentacles. Like the gorilloids, they're big enough
to pilot this ship easily.

"Al'l the others are oxygen breathers. The ones we cal
cat er pi ggl es-the | ong, many-I|egged, bl ue-and-silver ones,
with the peculiar hands and the particularly intelligent-
| ooki ng faces-they're froman oddball world. It must be
big. They're under three Gs in their cage, which can't be" a
red herring for this length of tinme. Body fluid adjustnent
woul d go out of kilter, if they're used to nmuch | ower weight.
Even so, their planet has oxygen and nitrogen rather than
hydrogen, under a dozen Earth-atnospheres' pressure. The
temperature is rather high, fifty degrees. | imagine their
worl d, though of nearly Jovian nmass, is so close to its
sun that the hydrogen was boiled off, |eavipg a clear
field for evolution simlar to Earth's.

"The el ephantoid cones froma planet with only about
hal f our gravity. He's the siilgle big fellowwi th a trunk
ending in fingers. He gets by in air too thin for us, which
indicates the gravity in his cubicle isn't faked either."

Torrance took a long drink. "The rest all live under
pretty terrestroid conditions," he resunmed. "For that
reason, | wish they were nore probable. But actually, ex-
cept the gorilloids, they seemlike |ong shots. The hel m&
beasts-"

"What's that?" asked Van Rijn.

"Ch, you remenber," said Jeri. "Those eight or nine

things |ike hunpbacked turtles, not nmuch bigger than your
head. They craw around on clawed feet, waving little
tentacles that end in filaments. They blot up food through
those: soupy stuff the machines dunmp into their trough
They haven't anything |like effective hands-the tentacles
could only do a few very sinple things-but we gave them
sonme time because they do seemto have better devel oped
eyes than parasites usually do."

"Parasites don't evolve intelligence," said Van R jn.
"They got better ways to nake a living, by danm Better
make sure the helnet beasts really are parasites-in their
hone envi ronnment s-and got no hands tucked under those
shel | s-before you quite wite themoff. Wo el se you got?"

"The tiger apes," said Torrance. "Those striped carniv-
ores built sonmething like bears. They spend nost of their
time on all fours, but they do stand up and wal k on their
hind | egs sonetines, and they do have hands. Qunsy,

t hunbl ess ones, with retractable claws, but on all their
linbs. Are four hands without thunbs as good as two with?
I don't know. I'mtoo tired to think."

"And that's all, ha?" Van Rijn tilted the bottle to his
lips. After a prolonged gurgling he set it down, bel ched,
and bl ew snoke through his ngjestic nose. "Who's to try
next, if the gorilloids flunk?"

"It better be the caterpiggles, in spite of the air pres-
sure," said Jeri. "Then. . . oh . . . the tentacle centaurs,
| suppose. Then maybe the-"

"Horse maneuvers!" Van Rijn's fist struck the table.

The bottle and gl asses junped. "How long it takes to catch
and check each one? Hours, nie? And in between tines,
takes many nore hours to adjust the apparatus and

chase out all the hiccups it devel ops under a new set of |,
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conditions. Also, Yamanmura will collapse if he can't

sl eep soon, and who el se we got can do this? Al the whiles,
the forstunken Adder kops get closer. W have not got tine
for that method! If the gorilloids don't fan out, then

only logic will help us. W nust deduce fromthe facts
we have, who the Eksers are."
"Go ahead." Torrance drained his glass. "lI'mgoing to

take a nap."

Van Rijn purpled. "That's right!" he huffed. "Be like
everybody el ses. Loaf and play, dance and sing, enjoy
yourselfs the liver-long day. Because you al ways got poor
old Nicholas van Rijn there, to heap the work and worry
on his back. Oh, dear St. Dismas, why can't you at | east
make sone one ot her person in this whole universe do
sonet hi ng useful ?"

Torrance was awakened by Yamanmura. The goril -
| oi ds were not the Eksers. They were color blind and in-
capabl e of focusing on the ship's instrunents; their brains
were snmall, with nearly the whol e nass devoted to purely
animal functions. He estimated their intelligence as equa
to a dog's.

The captain stood on the bridge of the yacht, because it
was a fam liar place, and tried to accustom hinself to be-
i ng dooned.

Space had never seened so beautiful as now. He was
not well acquainted with the local constellations, but his
trained gaze identified Perseus, Auriga, Taurus, not mnuch
distorted since they lay in the direction of Earth. (And of
Ramanuj an, where gilt towers rose out of mists to
catch the first sunlight, blinding against blue Munt
Gandhi). A few individuals could al so be picked out,
ruby Bet el geuse, anber Spica, the pilot stars by which he
had steered through his whole working life. Oherw se, the
sky was aswarmwith small frosty fires, across bl ackness
uncl ouded and endl ess. The MIky Way girdled it with coo
silver, a nebula glowed faint and green, another gal axy
spiraled on the nysterious edge of visibility. He thought
| ess about the planets he had trod, even his own, than
about this faring between them which was soon to ter-
mnate. For end it would, in a burst of violence too swift
to be felt. Better go out thus cleanly when the Adderkops
came, than into their dungeons.

He stubbed out his cigarette. Returning, his hand ca-
ressed the dear shapes of controls. He knew each switch
and knob as well as he knew his own fingers. This ship
was his; in a way, hinself. Not |ike that other, whose
sensel ess control board needed a giant and a dwarf,
whose energency switch fell under a nere slap if it wiSn't
hooked in place, whose-

A light footfall brought himtw sting around. Irration-
ally, so strained was he, his heart flew up within him
Wien he saw it was J en, he eased his muscles, but the
pul se continued quick in his blood.

She advanced slowy. The overhead |ight gl eaned on
her yellow hair and in the blue of her eyes. But she avoided
his gl ance, and her nmouth was not quite steady.

"What brings you here?" he asked. His tone fell even
nmore soft than he had intended.

"Ch . . . the sanme as you." She stared out the view
screen. During the tinme since they captured the alien
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ship, or it captured them a red star off the port bow had
visibly grown. Now it burned bal eful as they passed, a

i ght-year distant. She grimaced and turned her back to
it. "Yamanura is readjusting the test apparatus,"” she

said thinly. "No one el se knows enough about it to help
him but he has the shakes so bad from exhaustion he

can scarcely do the job hinself. AOd Nick just sits in his
suite, snoking and drinking. He's gone through that one

bottle alread~, and started another. | couldn't breathe in
there any longer, it was so snoky. And he won't say a
word. Except to hinmself, in Malay or sonething, | couldn't
stand it."

"W may as well wait," said Torrance. "W' ve done
everything W can, till it's tinme to check a caterpiggle.
We' Il have to do that spacesuited, in their own cage, and
hope they don't all attack us."

She sl unped. "Wy bot her?" she said. "I know the
situation as well as you. Even if the caterpiggles are the
Eksers, under those conditions we'll need a couple of days
to prove it. | doubt if we have that nuch tine left. If
we start toward Val halla two days fromnow, I'Il bet we're
detected and run down before we get there. Certainly, if the
caterpiggles are only animals too, we'll never get tine to

test a third species. Wy bot her?"

"We've nothing else to do," said Torrance

"Yes, we do. Not this ugly, futile squirm ng about, like
cornered rats. Wiy can't we accept that we're going to die,
and use the tine to . . . to be human agai n?"

Startled, he | ooked back fromthe sky to her. "Wat do
you nean?"

Her | ashes fluttered downward. "I suppose that woul d
depend on what we each prefer. Maybe you'd want to,
wel |, get your thoughts in order or sonething."

"How about you?" he asked through his heartbeat.

"I"'mnot. a thinker." She smled forlornly. "I'mjust
a shallow sort of person. I'd like to enjoy life while | have
it." She half turned fromhim "But | can't find anyone
I"d like to enjoy it with."

He, or his hands, grabbed her bare shoul ders and spun
her around to face him She felt silken under his pal ns.
"Are you sure you can't?" he said roughly. She closed her
eyes and stood with face tilted upward, |ips half parted.
He ki ssed her. After a second she responded.

After a mnute, N cholas van Rijn appeared in the door-
way.

He stood an instant, pipe in hand, gun belted to his
wai st, before he flung the churchwarden shattering to the
deck. "So!" he bel | owed.

"Ch!" wailed Jeri

She di sengaged herself. A tide of rage nounted in Tor-
rance. He knotted his fists and started toward Van Rijn.

"So!" repeated the nerchant. The bul kheads seened
to quiver with his voice. "By |ouse-bitten damm, this is a

fine thing for me to cone on. Satan's tail in a nousetrap
I sit hour by hour sweating ny brain to the bone for the
sake of your worthless life, and all whiles you, you ille-

gitimate spawn of a snake with dandruff and a cheese
mte, here you are making up to nmy own secretary hired
with ny own hard-earned noney! Gargoyles and Got -

t erdamerung! Down on your knees and beg ny pardon,
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or | mash you up and sell you for dogfood!"

Torrance stopped, a few centinmeters fromVan Rijn.
He was slightly taller than the nmerchant, if |ess bul ky, and
at least thirty years younger. "Get out," he said in a
strangl ed voi ce.

Van Rijn turned puce and gobbled at him

"Cet out," repeated Torrance. "lI'mstill the captain of
this ship. I'll do what | damed well please, wthout inter-
ference fromany | oud-nouthed parasite. Get off the
bridge, or I'll toss you out on your fat bottom"

The color faded in Van Rijn's cheeks. He stood no-
tionless for whole seconds. "Wl I, by damm," he whispered

at last. "By damm and death, cubical. He has got the nerve
to tal k back."

Hs left fist came about in a roundhouse sw ng. Tor-
rance bl ocked it, though the force nearly threw himoff his
feet. His owmn |eft smacked the nmerchant's stonmach, sank
a short way into fat, encountered the nuscles, and re-
bounded bruised. Then Van Rijn's right fist clopped. The
cosnmos expl oded around Torrance. He flewup in the air,
went over backward, and | ay where he fell

When awareness returned, Van Rijn was cradling his
head and offering brandy which a tearful Jeri had fetched.
"Here, boy. Go slowthere. Alittle nip of this, ha? That
goes good. There, now you only | ost one tooth and we get
that fixed at Freya. You can even put it on expense ac-
count. There, that makes you feel nore happy, nie? Now,
girl, Jarry, Jelly, whatever your name is, give me that stim
pill. Down the hatchworks, boy. And then, upsy-rosy, onto
your feet. You should not mss the fun."

One- handed, Van Rijn heaved Torrance erect. The cap-
tain leaned a while on the nmerchant, until the stinpill
removed aches and di zzi ness. Then, huskily through swol -
len lips, he asked, "Wat's going on? Wat d' you nean?"

"Way, | know who the Eksers are. | canme to get yo:u,
and we fetch themfromtheir cage." Van Rijn nudged
Torrance with a great splay thunb and whi spered al nost
as softly as a hurricane, "Don't tell anyone or | have too

many fights, but | |ike a brass-bound nerve |ike you got.
When we get hone, | think you transfer off this yacht to
command of a trading squadron. How you like that, ha?

But come, we still got a damm plenty of work to do."

Torrance followed himin a daze: through the snmall
ship and the tube, into the alien, down a corridor and a
ranp to the zoological hold. Van Rijn gestured at the
spacenen posted on guard | est the Eksers nmake a sally.
They drew their guns and joined him their weary sl ouch
jerking to al ertness when he stopped before an air |ock

"Those?" sputtered Torrance. "But-I thought-"

"You t hought what they hoped you woul d think," said
Van Rijn grandly. "The schenme was good. M ght have
wor ked, not counting the Adderkops, except that Nich-
olas van Rijn was here. Now, then. We go in and take them
all out, naking a good show of our weapons. | hope we
need not get too tough with them | expect not, when we
expl ain by drawi ngs how we understand all their secret.
Then they should take us to Valhalla, as we can show by
those pretty astronautical diagrans Captain Torrance
has al ready prepared. They wi |l cooperate under threats,
as prisoners, at first. But on the voyage, we can use the
standard neins to establish alinmentary conmunications
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. no, terror and taxes, | nean rudinentary. . . any-
hows, we get the idea across that all humans are not Ad-
derkops and we want to be friends and sell them
thi ngs. Hokay? W go!"

He marched through the air |ock, scooped up a hel net
beast, and bore it kicking out of its cage.

Torrance didn't have tinme for anything en route except
his work. First the entry hole in the prize nust be seal ed,
whi l e supplies and equi pment were carried over fromthe
Hebe G B. Then the yacht nust be cast | oose under her
own hyperdrive; in the few hours before her converter
qui te burned out, she m ght draw an Adderkop in chase
Then the journey commenced, and though the Eksers laid
a course as directed, they nust be constantly watched | est
they try sonme suicidal stunt. Every spare nmoment nust be
devoted to the urgent business of achieving a sinple
common | anguage with them Torrance nust al so super-
vise his crew, calrn their fears, and maintain a detector-
wat ch for eneny vessels. |If any had been detected, the
humans woul d have gone off hyperdrive and hoped they
could lie low. None were, but the strain was considerabl e.

Occasional ly he slept.

Thus he got no chance to talk to Van Rijn at |length. He
assunmed the nmerchant had had a | ucky hunch, and let it
go at that.

Until Valhalla was a tiny yellow disc, outshining all
other stars; a League patrol ship closed on them and,
expl anations being nade, it gave them escort as they
moved at sub |ight speed toward Freya

The patrol captain intimated he'd |ike to come aboard.
Torrance stalled him "Wen we're in orbit, Freeman
Agilik, I'"lI'l be delighted. But right now, things are pretty
di sorgani zed. You can understand that, |'msure."

He switched off the alien tel ecom he had now | eane.d to
operate. "l'd better go bel ow and cl ean up," he said.
"Haven't had a bath since we abandoned the yacht. Carry
on, Freeman Lafarge." He hesitated. "And-uh-Freenan
Jukh- Bar kIl akh. "

Jukh grunted sonething. The gorilloid was too busy to
tal k, squatting where a pilot seat should have been, his
bi g hands sl apping control plates as he edged the ship
into a hyperbolic path. Barklakh, the hel met beast on his
shoul ders, who had no vocal cords of his own, waved a
tentacle before he dipped it jnto the protective shaftlet
to turn a delicate adjustnment key. The other tentacle re-
mai ned buried on its side of the gorilloid s massive
neck, drawi ng nourishnment fromthe bl oodstream receiv-

i ng sensory inpulses, and emtting the notor-nerve com
mands of a skilled space pilot.

At first the arrangenent had | ooked vanpirish to Tor-
rance. But though the ancestors of the helmet beasts
m ght once have been parasites on the ancestors of the
gorilloids, they were so no | onger. They were synbionts.
They supplied the effective eyes and intellect, while the
big animals supplied strength and hands. Neither species
was good for nuch without the other; in conbination,
they were sonething rather special. Once he got used to
the idea, Torrance found the sight of a hel met beast using
its claws to clinb up a gorilloid no nore unpl easant
than a man in a historical stereopic nounting a horse.
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And once the helmet beasts were used to the idea that not
all humans were enem es, they showed a positive affection
for them

Doubt | ess they're thinking what | ovely new speci nens
we can sell themfor their zoo, reflected Torrance. He
sl apped Barkl akh on the shell, patted Jukh's fur, and left
the bridge.

A sponge bath of sorts and fresh garnents took the
edge of f his weariness. He thought he'd better warn Van
Rijn, and knocked at the cabin which the nerchant had
curtained off as his own.
"Come in," booned the bass voice. Torrance entered a
cubicle blue with snoke. Van Rijn sat on an enpty brandy
case, one hand holding a cigar, the other holding Jen,
who was snuggl ed on his | ap.

"Well, sit down, sit down," he roared cordially. "You
find a bottle sonewhere in all those dirty clothes in the
coner."

"l stopped by to tell you, sir, we'll have to receive the
captain of our escort when we're in orbit around Freya,
which' Il be soon. Professional courtesy, you know. He's
natural |l y anxi ous to neet the Eks-uh-the Togru- Kon-
Tanakh. "

"Hokay, pipe himaboard, lad." Van Rijn scow ed.
"Oney make himbring his own bottle, and not take too

long. | want to land, ne, I'msick of space. | think I'Il run
baref oot over the soft cool acres and acres of Freya, by
dam!"

"Maybe you'd like to change cl othes?" hinted Torrance.
"Qoh!" squeaked Jen, and ran off to the cabin she
soneti mes occupi ed. Van Rijn | eaned back agai nst the

wal |, hitched up his sarong and crossed his shaggy |egs
as he said: "If that captain cones to neet the Eskers,
so let himneet the Eksers. | stay confortable like | am

And | will not entertain himwth how ! figured out who
they were. That | keep exclusive, for sale to what news
syndi cat e bi ds hi ghest. Understand?"

Hi s eyes grew unsettlingly sharp. Torrance gul ped.

"Yes, sir."
"Good. Now do sit down, boy. Help nme put ny story in
order. | have not your fine education, | was a poor |onely

hardworking old man from| was twelve, so | would need
sone hel p making ny words as elegant as ny logic."

"Logi c?" echoed Torrance, puzzled. He tilted the bottle,
chiefly because the tobacco haze in here nmade his eyes

smart. "I thought you guessed-"
"What ? You know ne so little as that? No, no, by
damm. Nicholas van Rijn never gUesses. | knew. " He

reached for the bottle, took a hefty swig, and added mag-
nani nously, "That is, after Yamanura found the goril-
| oi ds al one could not be the peoples we wanted. Then
sat down and uncluttered nmy brains and thought it al
over.
"See, it was sinple elimnations. The el ephantoid was
out right away. Only one of him Maybe, in energency,
one could pilot this ship through space-but not land it,
and pick up wild animals, and care for them and all
el se. Also, if sonethings go wong, he is helpless."
Torrance nodded. "I did consider it fromthe spaceman's
angle," he said. "I was inclined to rule out the el ephan-
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toid on that ground. But | adnmit | didn't see the aninal-
coll ecting aspect nade it altogether inpossible that' this
coul d be a one-being expedition."

"He was pretty too big anyhow," said Van Rjn. "As
for the tiger apes, like you, | never took them serious.
Maybe their ancestors was snaller and nore biped, but
this species is reverting to quadruped again. Aninals
do not specialize in being everything. Not brains and size
and carnivore teeth and cat claws, all to once.

"The caterpiggles | ooked hokay till | remenbered that
time you accidental turned on the bestonkered energency
accel eration switch. Unless hooked in place, what such a
switch woul d not be except in special cases, it 'fell rather
easy. So easy that its own weight would nake it drop open
under th.ree Earth gravities. O at |east there would al ways
be serious danger of this. Also, that shelf you bunped
into, they wouldn't build shelves so light on high-gravity
pl anets."

He puffed his cigar back to furnace heat. "Wll, so night
be the tentacle centaurs," he continued. "Which was bad
for us, because hydrogen and oxygen expl ode. | checked
hard t hrough the reports on the ship, hoping I could find
sonething that would elininate them AnJ by dam, |
did. For this | will give St. Dismas an altar cloth, not too
expensi ve. You see, the Eksers is kind enough to use cop-
per oxide rectifiers, exposed to the air. Copper oxide and
hydrogen, at a not very high tenperature such as would
soon develop fromstrong el ectricking, they nmake water
and pure copper. Poor, no nore rectifier. So therefore
ergo, this ship was not designed for hydrogen breathers."
He grinned. "You has had so nuch high scientific educa-
tion. you forgot your freshlyman chemistry."

Torrance snapped his fingers and swore at hinself.

"By eliminating, we had the hel met beasts," said Van
Rijn. "Only they could not possible be the builders. True,

they could handle certain tools and contrbls, like that
buried key; but never all of it. And they are so slow and
smal | . How could they ever stayed alive |ong enough to

i nvent spaceshi ps? Also, animals that little don't got room
for real brains. And neither arnored ani nals nor parasites
ever get nuch. Nor do they get good eyes: And yet the

hel met beasts seened to have very good eyes, as near as

we could tell. They | ooked |Iike human eyes, anyhows.

"I remenbered there was both big and little cubbyhol es
in these cabins. Maybe bunks for two kinds of sleeper?

And | thought, is the human brain a turtle just because it
is arnored in bone? A parasite just because it lives off

bl ood from other places? Wll, nmaybe sonme people | could
name but won't, |ike Juan Harleman of the Venusian Tea

& Coffee Growers, Inc., has parasite turtles for brains. But
not me. So there | was. Q," said Van Rijn snmugly, "E D."

Hoarse fromtal king, he picked up the bottle. Torrance
sat a few m nutes nore, but as the other seened disin-
clined to conversation, he got up to go.

Jeri met himin the doorway. In a slit and topl ess bl ue
gown which fitted |ike a coat of |acquer, she was a fourth-
order stunblast. Torrance stopped in his tracks. Her gaze
slid slowy across him as if reluctant to depart.

"Mutant sea:-otter coats," nmurnured Van Rijn dream
ily. "Martian fire gens. An apartnment in the Stellar
Towers. "

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Pou...0Anderson%20-%20Trader%20T0%20The%20Stars.txt (28 of 94) [10/16/2004 4:48:37 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Poul %20A nderson%620-%20T rader%20T 0%20T he%20Stars. txt

She scanpered to himand ran her fingers through his
hair. "Are you confortable, N cky, darling?" she purred
"Can't | do-sonething for you?"

Van Rijn winked at Torrance. "Your technique, that
time on the bridge, | watched and it was |ousy," he said
to the captain. "Also, you are not old and fat and | one-
sonme; you have a happy famly for yourself."

"Uh-yes," said Torrance. "I do." He let the curtain
drop and returned to the bridge.

It is atruismthat the structure of a society is basically de-
term ned by its technology. Not in an absol ute sense-
there may be totally different cultures using identical tools
-but the tools settle the possibilities: you can't have
interstellar trade without spaceships. Arace limted to
one planet, possessing a high know edge of nechani cs but
with all its basic machi nes of commerce and war requiring
a large capital investnent, will inevitably tend toward
col l ectivismunder one nane or another. Free enterprise
needs el bow room

Aut omat i on nade manuf acturing cheap, and the cost of
energy nose-di ved when the proton converter was in-
vented. Gravity control and the hyperdrive opened a gal -
axy to exploitation. They al so provided a safety valve: a
citizen who found his government oppressive could usually
em grate el sewhere, a fact which strengthened the |iber-
tarian planets; their influence in turn | oosened the bonds
of the older world.

Interstellar distances being what they are, and intelli-
gent races all having their own ideas of culture, there was
no universal union. Neither was there nuch war: too
destructive, with small chance for either side to escape
ruin, and too little to fight about. A species doesn't get to
be intelligent w thout an undue share of built-in ruthless-
ness, so all was not sweetness and brot herhood-but the
bal ance of power rerained fairly stable. And there was a
bri sk demand for trade goods. Not only did col oni es want
the luxuries of home, and the hone planets want col o-
ni al produce, but the old worlds thensel ves had nuch to
swap.

Under such conditions, an exuberant capitalism was
bound to strike root. It was also bound to find nutual in-
terests, to formalliances, and to settle spheres of influence.
The powerful compani es joined together to squeeze out
competition, jack up prices, and generally nake the best
of a good thing. Governments were limted to a few plan-
etary systens each, at nmost; they could do little to contro
their" cosnmopolitan merch~ts. One by one, through brib-
ery, coercion, or sheer despair, they gave up the attenpt.

Sel fishness is a potent force. Governnments, officially
dedi cated to altruism remained divided; the Pol esotechnic
League became a supergovernnent, sprawing from Can-
opus to Polaris, drawing its nmenbership froma thousand
species. It was a horizontal society, cutting across all po-
litical and cultural boundaries. It set its own policies,
made its own treaties, established its own bases, fought its
own ninor wars-and, in the course of mlking the MIky
Way, did nmore to spread a truly universal civilization and
enforce a lasting Pax than all the diplomats in the gal axy.

But it had its troubl es.
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-Margin of Profit-

TERRI TORY

Joyce Davi sson awoke as if she had been stabbed.

The whi stl e cane again, strong enough to penetrate

nmortar and netal and insulation, on into her eardruns.

She sat up in the dark with a gasp of recognition. Wen

| ast she heard that wildcat wail, it was in the Chabanda,
and it nmeant that two bands were hunting each other.

But then she had been safely aloft in a flitter, armed nen
on either side of her and a grave Ancient for guide. What
she saw and heard came to her anplified by instruments
that scanned the ice desert glittering beneath. Those tiger-
striped warriors who slew and died were only figures in a
screen. She had felt sorry for them yet sonehow they

were not quite real: individuals only, whom she had

never met, atoms that perished because their world was
perishing. Her concern was with the whole.

Now t he whi stl e was agai nst her station

It couldn't be

An expl osi on went crunp. She heard small things rat-
tle on her desk top and felt her bed shaken. Suddenly the
gl i ssandos were | ouder in her head, and a snarl of drum
taps acconpani ed them a banging on netal and a crash-
ing as objects were knocked off shelves. The attackers
must have bl own down the door of the machine section
and swarmed through. Only where could they have gotten
t he gunpowder ?

Where but in Kusulongo the City?

That nmeant the Ancients had deci ded the humans were
better killed. The fear of death went through Joyce in a
wave. It passed on, |eaving bew | derment and pain, as if
she were a child struck for no reaSon. Wiy had they done
this to her, who cane for nothing but to help thenf

Feet pounded in the hall just outside the Terrestrialized
section of the donme. The mission's native staff had roused
and were com ng out of their quarters with weapons to
hand. She heard savage yells. Then, farther off anong
t he machi nes, conbat broke | oose. Swords clattered, tom
ahawks cracked on bone, the pistol she had given Uul obu
spoke with an angry snap. But her gang couldn't hold out
|l ong. The attackers had to be Shanga, fromthe canp in
the oasis just under Kusul ongo the Muntain. No other
clan was near, and the Ancients thensel ves never fought
aggressively. But there were hundreds of male Shanga in
the oasis, while the m ssion had scarcely two dozen trust-
wort hy t' Kel ans.

Heavil y arnored agai nst exterior conditions, the human
area woul d not be entered as easily as the outside door of
the machi ne section had been destroyed. But once the
wal | s were cracked-

Joyce bounded to her feet. One hand passed by the
main switch plate on its way to her gear rack, and the
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lights came on. The narrow, cluttered room study as well
as sl eeping place, |ooked sonmehow distorted in that white
gl ow. Because |'m scared, she realized. |'mcaught in a
living nightmare. Nerve and muscle carried on without

her m nd~ She | eaped into the formfitting Long John

and the heavy fabricord suit. Drawi ng the skin-thin gloves
over her hands, she connected their wiring to the electric
net woven into the main outfit. Now kerofoansol ed

boots; air renewal tank and powerpack on the back; pis-

tol and bandolier; pouched belt of iron rations; mnicom
in breast pocket; vitryl helnet snugged down on the

shoul ders but faceplate | eft open for the time being.

Check all fasteners, air system heat system everything.
The outdoors is lethal on t'Kela. The tenperature, on this
summer night in the mddle |atitudes, is about sixty de-
grees bel ow zero Cel sius. The partial pressure of nitrogen
wi Il induce narcosis, the amonia will bum out your
lungs. There is no water vapor that your senses can detect;
the air will suck you dry. None of these factors differ
enough fromEarth to kill you instantly. No, aided by an
oxygen content barely sufficient to maintain your life,
you wi Il savor the process for minutes before you even | ose
unsci ousness.

And the Shanga out there, ncw busily killing your native
assi stants, have gunpowder to break down these walls.
Joyce whirled about. The others! There was no inter-
com two dozen people in one donme didn't need any. She
snatched at the door of the room adjoi ning hers. Nothing
happened. "Open up, you idiot!" she heard herself
scream above the noi se outside. "Cone along! W've got to
get away-"

A hoarse basso answered through the panels, "Wat you
mean, open up? You | ocked yourself in, by dam!"

O course, of course, Joyce's mind funbled. Her pulse
and the swelling racket of battle nearly drowned thought.
She' d fastened this door on her own side. During her tine
with the mssion itself, there had never been any reason
to do so. But then N cholas van Rijn | anded, and got him
sel f quartered next to her, and she had enough trouble by

day fending off his ursine advances. . . She pushed the
switch.

The nmerchant rolled through. Like npbst Esperanci ans,
Joyce was tall, but she did not cone up to his neck. His

shoul ders filled the doorway and his pot belly strained the
fabricord suit that had been issued him Hung about with
survival equi pnent, he | ooked still nore nonstrous than
he had done when snorting his way around the done in
snuff-stained finery of lace and ruflles. The great hooked
nose jutted froman open helnet, snuffing the air as if for
a scent of bl ood.

"Hah!" he bawl ed. G easy black hair, carefully ring-
|l eted to shoul der Iength, swirled as he | ooked fromside to
side; the waxed nustache and goatee threatened every
comer |ike horns. "What in the nane of ten tinmes ten
to the tenth damed souls on a logarithnmic spiral to hel
is going on here for funblydiddles? | thought, me, you had
anyhows the trust of those natives!"

"The others-" Joyce choked. "Cone on, let's get to-
gether with them"

Van Rijn nodded curtly, so that his several chins quiv-
ered, and let her take the |ead. Personal roonms in the
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human section faced the sanme corridor, each with a door
opening onto that as well as onto its two nei ghbors.
Joyce's room happened to be at the end of the row, with
the machine storage section on its farther side.. Unnar-
ried and fond of privacy, she had chosen that arrangenent
when she first cane here. The clubroomwas at the hall's
other termnus, around the curve of the done. As she
energed from her quarters, Joyce saw door after door
gapi ng open. The only ones still closed bel onged to cham
bers whi ch nobody occupied, extras built in the antic.

i pation of outside visitors like Van Rijn's party. So
everyone el se had already gotten into their suits and down
to the clubroom the fixed enmergency rendezvous. She
broke into a run. Van Rijn's ponderous jog trot made a
smal | eart hquake behind her. Gravity on t'Kela was about
the sane as on Earth or Esperance.

The only thing that's the same, Joyce thought wildly.

For an instant she was nearly blinded by the recollection
of her hone on the green planet of the star called Pax

-a field billowing with grain, renote blue nountains, the
flag of the sovereign world flying red and gold agai nst a
fl eecy sky, and that brave dream which had built the Com
monal ty.

It roared at her back. The floor heaved underfoot. As
she fell, the boomcar e again, and yet again. The third
expl osi on pierced through. A hammerbl ow of concussion
fol | owed.

Striking the floor, she rolled over. Her head rattled from
side to side of her helmet. The taste of blood nmixed with
smoke in her mouth. She | ooked back down the corridor
t hrough ragged darknesses that cane and went before
her eyes. The wall at the end, next to her own room was
split and broken. WId shadow figures noved in the
gl oom beyond the tw sted structural nenbers.

"They blew it open," she said stupidly.

"Cl ose your helnmet,” Van Rijn barked. He had alreally
cl ashed his own faceplate to. The anplifier brought her his
gravelly tones, but a dullness would not |et themthrough
to her brain.

"They blew it open," she repeated. The thing seened
too strange to be real

A native |l eaped into the breach. He could stand Terres-
trial air and tenperature for a while if he held his breath.
And t' Kel an at nosphere, driven by a higher pressure, was
al ready stream ng past him The stocky, striped figure
poised in a tension |ike that of the strung bow he aim:d.
Huge slit-pupiled eyes glared in the Iight fromthe fl uoros.

An Esperanci an technician cane running around the
bend of the corridor. "Joyce!" he cried. "Freenan Van
Rijn! Were-" The bow twanged. A barbed arrowhead
ripped his suit. A nonment afterward the air seenmed ful
of arrows, darts, spears, hurled fromthe nmurk. Van
Rijn threw hinself across Joyce. Tbhe technician spun on
hi s heel and fled.

Van Rijn's well-worn personal blaster junped into his
fist. He fired fromhis prone position. The furry shape in
the breach tunbl ed backward. The shadows behind with-
drew fromsight. But the yell and clatter went on out there.

A first ammoni acal whiff stung Joyce's nostrils. "Pox
and pestilence,” Van Rijn grow ed. "You |ike maybe to
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breat he that dragon bel ch?" He rose to his knees and

closed her faceplate. Hs little black cl ose-set eyes regarded
her narrowy. "So, stunned, nakes that the way of it? Well
hokay, you is a pretty girl with a nice figure and stuff even
i f you should not cut your hair so short. Waste not, want

not. | rescue you, ha?"
He dragged her across one shoul der, got up, and backed
wheezily along the hall, his blaster covering the direction

of the hole. "Ugh, ugh," he nuttered, "this is not a job
for a poor old fat man who should be at home in his nice
office on Earth with a cigar and maybe a wee gl ass Genever
The nore so when those misbegotten snouthearts he nust
use for help will rob himblind. la, unscrew his eyeballs
they will, so soon as he isn't looking. But all the factors at
all the trading posts are such gruntbrains that poor N ch-
olas van Rijn nust cone out his own selfs, a hundred
light-years in the direction of Oion's bellybutton he nust
cone, and look for new trading possibilities. Else the
wol ves-wi th-rabies conpetition tears his Solar Spice &
Li quors Conpany in shreds and | eaves himprostitute in
his old age. . . Ah, here we is. Downsy-daisy."

Joyce shook her head as he eased h~r to the floor. Ful
awar eness had conme back, and her knees didn't wobble
much. The cl ubroom door was in front of her. She pushed
the switch. The barrier didn't nove. "Locked," she said.

Van Rijn pounded till it shivered. "Open up!" he bel-
| owed. "Thunder and thi ghbones, what is this farce?"
A native raced around the curve of the hall. Van Rijn

turned. Joyce shoved his blaster aside. "No, that's Uul obu."
The t' Kel an nust have exhausted his pistol and thrown it
away, for a tonmahawk now dripped in his hand. Three

ot her autochthones bounded after him swords ,and hatch-

ets aloft. Their kilts were decorated with the circle and
square insigne of the Shanga clan. "Get them"

Van Rijn's blaster spat fire. One of the invaders fl opped
over. The others whirled to escape. Uul obu yow ed and
threw his tomahawk. The keen obsi di an edge struck a
Shanga and knocked hi m down, bl eedi ng. Uul obu yanked
the cord that ran between his weapon and wist, retrieved
the ax, and threw it again to finish the job.

Van Rijn returned to the door. "You termite-bitten cow
ards, let us in!'" As his |anguage got bluer, Joyce realized
what nust have happened. She pounded his back with
her fists, much as he was poundi ng the door, until he
st opped and | ooked around.

"They woul dn't abandon us," Joyce said. "But they
must think we've been killed. Wen Carlos saw us, back
there in the hall, we were both Iying on the floor, and there
were so nmany missiles. . . They aren't in the cl ubroom
any longer. They | ocked the door to delay the enenmy while
they took a different way to the spaceships.”

Ah, ja, ja, mnmust be. But what do we do now? Bl ast
t hrough the door to follow?"

Uul obu spoke in the guttural |anguage of the Kusul ongo
region. "All of us are slain or fled, sky-female. No nore
battle. The noise you hear now is the Shanga pl underi ng.

If they find us, they will fill us with arrows. Two guns can-
not stop that. But | think if we go back anpng the iron-
t hat - noves, we can slip out that way and around the
done, "
"What' s he besputtering about?" Van R jn asked.
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Joyce translated. "I think he's right," she added. "Qur
best chance is to | eave through the nachine section. It
seens deserted for the time being. But we'd better hurry."

"So. Let this pussycat fellow go ahead, then. You stay by
me and cover ny back, nie?"

They trotted back the way they had cone. Hoarfrost
whitened the walls and made the floor slippery, as water'
vapor condensed in the t'Kelan cold. The breach into
the unlighted machi ne section gaped |like a black nouth.
Renotely through walls, Joyce heard ripping, smashing
and exul tant shouts, The work of years was going to
pi eces around her. Wiy? she asked in pain, and got no
answer .

Uul obu' s eyes, nore adaptable to dark than any hu-
man' s, probed anong bul ky shapes as they entered
the storage area. Vehicles were parked here: four ground-
cars and as many flitters. In addition, this |ong chanber
housed t he specialized equi pnrent of the studies the Esper-
anci ans had nmade, seeking a way to save the planet. Most
lay in wreckage on the floor

An oblong of dimlight, up ahead, was the doorway to
the outside. Joyce groped forward. Her boot struck some-
thing, a fallen instrunment. It clanked agai nst sonething
el se.

There canme a yammer of challenge. The entrance filled
with a dozen shapes. They whi pped through and | ost
t hensel ves anpong shadows and nmachi nes before Van
Rijn could fire. Uul obu hefted his tomahawk and drew his
knife. "Now we nust fight for our passage,"” he said un-
regretfully.

"Cha-a-a-arge!" Van Rijn led the way at a run. Several
t'Kelans closed in on him Metal and polished stone
whirled in the nurk. The Earthman's bl aster flared. A
native screaned, Another native got hold of the gun arm
and dragged it downward. Van Rijn tried to shake him
| oose. The bei ng hung on, though the human cl ubbed
hi m back and forth against his fell ows.

Uul obu j oi ned the ruckus, stabbing and hacking with
carnivore glee. Joyce could not do | ess. She had her own
pi stol out, a slug-thrower. Sonething bunped into the
muzzl e. Fangs and eyes gl eaned at her in what |ight there
was. A short spear poised, fully able to pierce her suit.
Even so, she had never done anything harder than to
pull the trigger. The crack of the gun resounded in her
own skulI.

Then for a while it was jostling, scrabbling, firing, fall-
ing, and westling lunacy. Now and again Joyce recog-
ni zed Uul obu's screech, the battle cry of his Avongo cl an.
Van Rijn's voi ce sounded above the din like a trunpeted,
"St. Dismas help us! Down with mangy dogs!" Sud-
denly it was over. The guns had been too much. She lay on
the floor, struggling for breath, and heard the | ast few
Shanga run out. Sonmewhere a wounded warrior groaned,
until Uul obu cut his throat.

"Up with you," Van Rijn ordered between puffs. "W
got no tine for making rings around the rosies,"

Uul obu hel ped her rise. He was too short to | ean on
very well, but Van Rijn offered her an arm They staggered.
out of the door, into the night.

There was no conpound here, only the done and
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then t'Kela itself. Overhead glittered unfamliar constel -
| ations. The larger moon was al oft, nearly full, throw ng
di m coppery light on the ground. West and south

stretched a rolling plain, thinly begrown w th shrubs not
like Terrestrial sagebrush in appearance: |low, wry,
silvery-1leaved, Due north rose the sheer black wall of
Kusul ongo the Mountain, jagged against the MIky Way.

The city carved fromits top could be seen only as a
glinmpse of towers like teeth. Sonme kil ometers eastward

at its foot, ran the sacred Mangivolo River. Joyce could
see a red flash of noonlight on liquid ammnia. The trees
of that oasis where the Shanga were canped nade a bl ot

of shadow. The hills that nmarched northward from Kusu-

| ongo gleanmed with ice, an unreal sheen

"Hurry,", Van Rijn grated. "If the other peoples think
we are dead, they will raise ship nore fast than they can,"
Hi s party rounded the dome at the reeling pace of ex-
haustion. Two tapered cylinders shimered under the
moon, the nission's big cargo vessel and the |uxury .
yacht which had brought Van Rijn and his assistants from
Earth. A couple of dead Shanga | ay nearby. The night
wind runmed their fur. It had been a fight to reach safety
here. Now the ranps were retracted and the air |ocks
shut. As Van Rijn neared, the whine of engines shivered
forth.

"Hey!" he roared. "You cl abberbrains, wait for me!"

The yacht took off first, hitting the sky like a thunder-
bolt. The backwash of air bow ed Van Rijn over. Then the
Esperancian craft got under weigh. The edge of her drive
field caught Van Rijn, picked himup, and threw himsev-
eral meters. He landed with a crash and lay still.

Joyce hurried to him "Are you all right?" she choked.
He was a detestable old oaf, but the horror of being ma-
rooned al toget her al one seized upon her

"Qo-c0-00," he groaned. "St. Disnmas, | was going to put
a new st ai ned-gl ass wi ndow i n your chapel at honme. Now
I think I will kick in the ones you have got."

Joyce gl anced upward. The spaceships flashed like ris-
ing stars, and vani shed. "They didn't see us," she said
nunbl y.

"Tell nme nore," Van Rijn snorted.

Uul obu joi ned them "The Shanga will have heard," he
said. "They will cone out here to nmake sure, and find us.
We nust escape."

Van Rijn didn't need that translated. Shaking hinself
gingerly, as if afraid senmething would drop off, he craw ed
to his feet and |urched back toward the done. "W get a
Ilitter, nie?" he said. "

"The groundcars are stocked for a rmuch | onger pe-
riod," Joyce answered. "And we'll have to survive unti
soneone cones back here."

"Wth the pest-riddled pl aneteezers chasing us all the
while,” Van Rijn nuttered. "Joy forever, unconfined!"

"W go west, we find ny people," Uulobu said. "I do not
know where the Avongo are, but other clans of the Rokul -
el a Horde nust surely be out between the Narrow Land
and the Barrens."

They entered the nachine section. Joyce stunbled on a
body and shuddered. Had slle killed that being herself?

The groundcars were | ong and square-built; the rear
four of the eight wheels ran on treads. The accunul ators
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were fully charged, energy reserve enough to drive severa
t housand rough kil oneters and maintain Earth-type con-
ditions inside for a year. There were air recyclers and suffi-
cient food to keep two hunans going at |east four
mont hs. Si x bunks, cooking and sanitary facilities, maps,
navi gati on equi pnent, a radio transceiver, spare parts for
survival gear--everything was there. It had to be, when you
travel ed on a planet like this.

Van Rijn heaved his bul k through the door, which was
not | ocked, and settled hinself in the driver's seat.
Joyce col | apsed beside him Uul obu entered with uneasy
eyes and quivering whiskers. Only the Ancients, anobng
t'Kelans, liked riding inside a vehicle. That was no prob-
| em thou.gh, Joyce recalled dully. On field trips, once you
had established a terrestroid environment wthin, your
gui des and guards rode on top of the car, talking with you
by intercom Thus many kil onmeters had been covered,
and nuch had been | earned, and the plans had been
drawn that would save a world. . . and now

Van Rijn's ham hands noved deftly over the controls.
"I'n ny conpany we use Landnmasters," he said. "I |ike
not nmuch these d obetrotters. But. sonetines our boys
have to--umborrow one fromthe conpetition, so we
know howto . . . Ab." The engine purred to life. He
nmoved out through the door, riding the field drive at its
one-neter ceiling instead of using the noisier wheels.

But he coul d have saved his trouble. O her doors in the
donme were spew ng forth Shanga. There nust be a hun-
dred of them Joyce thought. Van Rijn's |ips skinned back
fromhis teeth. "You want to play happy fun ganes yet,
ha?" He switched on the headlights.

A warrior was caught in the glare, dazzled by it so that
he stood notionl ess, etched agai nst bl ackness. Joyce's
eyes went over him back and forth, as if sonething
vi sible could explain why he had turned on her. He was a
typical t'Kelan of this locality; races varied el sewhere, as
on nost planets, but no nore than anong hunmans.

The stout formwas about 150 centineters tall, heav-
ily steatopygous to store as nuch liquid as the drying |and
af forded. Hands and feet were nearly manlike, except for
having thick blue nails and only four digits apiece. The
fur that covered the whol e body was a vivid orange,
striped with black, a triangle of white on the chest. The
head was round, with pointed ears and enornous yell ow
cat-eyes, two fleshy tendrils on the forehead, a single nos-
tril crossing the 'broad nose, a lipless nmouth full of sharp
white teeth framed- in restless cilia. This warrior carried
a sword-the bl adeldi ke horn of a gondyanga plus a wooden
handl e-and a circular shield painted in the colors of the
Yagol a Horde to which the Shanga cl an bel onged.

"Beep, beep!" Van Rijn said. He gunned the car for-
war d.

The warrior sprang aside, barely in time. Qhers tried
to attack. Joyce glinpsed one with a bone piston whis-
tle in his nouth. The Yagol a never used formal battle
cries, but advanced to nusic. A couple of spears clattered
agai nst the car sides. Then Van Rijn was through, bound-
ing anay at a hundred KPH with '"a conet's tail of dust
behi nd.

"Where we go now?" he denmanded. "To yonder town
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on the mountain? You said they was | ocal big cheeses.
"The Ancients? No!" Joyce stiffened. "They must be
t he ones who caused this."

"Ha? Wy so?"
"I don't know, | don't know. They were so hel pful be-
fore... But it has to be them They incited. . . No

one el se could have. Wwe never nade any enenies
among the clans. As soon as we had their biochenistry
figured out, we synthesized nedi ci nes and-and hel ped
them" Joyce found suddenly that she could cry. She
| eaned her helnmet in her hands and let go all enpbtiona
hol ds.

"There, there, everything's hunky-dunky," Van Rijn
sai d. He patted her shoul der. "You been a brave girl, as
well as pretty. Go on, now, relax, have fun."

T Kela rotated once in thirty hours and some m nutes,
with eight degrees of axial tilt. Considerable nght re.
mai ned when the car stopped, a hundred kiloneters from
Kusul ongo, and the escapers made canp. Uul obu took a
sl eepi ng bag outside while the others Earth-condition
the interior, shucked their suits, and craw ed into bunks.
Not even Van Rijn's snores kept Joyce awake.

Dawn roused her. The red sun clinbed fromthe east
with a glow like dying coals. Though its apparent diameter
was nearly half again that of Sol seen from Earth or Pax
from Esperance, the light was dull to human eyes, shad-
ows lay thick in every dip and gash, and the horizon was
| ost in darkness. The sky was deep purpie, cloudless, but
filled to the south with the yellow plumes of a dust
storm Cl oser by, the plain stretched bare, save for sparse
gray vegetation, strewn boul ders, a coldly shimrering ice
field not far nothward. One scavenger foul wheel ed over-
head on | eat hery-feathered w ngs.

Joyce sat up. Her whol e body ached. Remenbering what
had happened nade such an enptiness within that she
hardly noticed. She wanted to roll over in the blankets,
bury her head, and sleep again. Sleep till rescue came, if it
ever did.

She made herself rise, go into the bath cubicle, wash,
and change into slacks and bl ouse. Wth refreshnent
came hunger. .She returned to the main body of the car
and began work at th~ cooker.

The snell of coffee wakened Van Rijn. "Ahhh!" \Wal e-
like in the Long John he hadn't bothered to renove, he
wal | owed from his bunk and snatched at a cup. "Good
girl." He sniffed suspiciously. "But no brandy in it? After
our troubles, we need brandy."

"No liquor here," she snapped.

"What ?" For a space the nerchant could only goggle
at her. His jows turned puce. H s nustaches quivered.
"Not hings to drink?" he strangled. "Wy-why-why, this
i s extrarageous. Who's responsible? By damm, | see to it
he's bl acklisted fromhere to Polaris!"

"W have coffee, tea, powdered milk and fruit juices,"
Joyce said. "We get water fromthe ice outside. The chem
ical unit renoves amonia and other inpurities. One
does not take up storage space out in the field with |iquor,
Freeman Van Rijn."

"One does if one is civilized. Let ne see your food
stocks." He rummaged in the nearest |ocker. "Dried neat,
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dri ed vegetabl es, dried-Death and-destruction!" he wail ed.
"Not so much as one jar caviar? You want nme to
crunmbl e away?"

"You m ght give thanks you're alive."

"Not under this condition. . . . Wll, | see sonebody
had one brain cell still functional and laid in sonme ciga-
rettes." Van Rijn grabbed a handful and crunbl ed them

into a briar pipe he had stuffed in his bosom He lit it.
Joyce caught a whiff, gagged, and returned to work at the
cooker, banging the utensils about with nore ferocity

t han was needf ul

Seated at the folding table next to one of the broad w n-
dows, Van Rijn crammed porridge down his gape and
peered out at the dimlandscape. "Woof, what a place.

Like hell with the furnaces on the fritz. How |l ong you been
here, anyways?"

"Mysel f, about a year, as a biotechnician." She decided
it WMbest to humor him "O course, the Esperancian
m ssion has been operating for several years."

"Ja, that | know. Though | am not sure just how,
was only here a couple of days, you remenber, before the
trouble started. And any planet is so big and conplicated a
thing, takes long to understand it even a little. Besides,

I had sone other work along 1 nust finish before investi-
gating the situation here."

"I admit being puzzled why you canme. You deal in spices
and things, don't you? But there's nothing here that a
human woul d |ike. W coul d di gest sone of the proteins
and ot her biol ogi cal conmpounds-they aren't all poison-
ous td us-but they lack things we need, |ike certain am no
aci ds, and they taste awful."

"My conpany trades with nonhumans too," Van Rijn
expl ai ned. "Not |ong ago, ny research staff at honme cane
upon the original scientific reports, fromthe expedition
who found this planet fifteen years ago. This galaxy is so
big no one can keep track of everything while it happens.
Al ways we are behind. But anyhows, was nention of sone
wi ne that the natives grow "

"Yes, kungu. Most of the clans in this hem sphere
make it. They raise the berries along with some other
plants that provide fiber. Not that they're farners. A car-
ni vorous race, nomadi c except for the Ancients. But
they' || seed sonme ground and conme back mtinme to har-
vest it.

"I ndeed. Well, as you know, the first explorers here was
from Throra, which is a pretty sinmilar planet to this only
not so ugh. They thought the kungu was delicious. They
even wanted to take seeds hone, but found because of
ecol ogy and stuffs, the plant will only grow on this world.
Ah- ha, thought Nicholas van Rijn, a chance maybe to
build up a very nice little trade with Throra. So because of
not havi ng nobody worth trusting that was on Earth to be
sent here, | came in ny personals to see. Ch, how bitter to
be so lonely!" Van Rijn's nmouth drooped in an attenpt
at pathos. One hairy hand stole across the table and cl osed
on Joyce's.

"Here conme UWul obu," she exclained, pulling free and
junping to her feet. In the very nick of time, bless both
his hearts! she thought.

The t' Kelan | oped swiftly across the plan A small ani-
mal that he had killed was slung across his shoul ders. He
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was clad differently fromthe Shanga: in the neckl ace of
fossil shells and the | cosely woven blue kilt of his own
A vongo clan and Rokul el a Horde. A | eather pouch at his

wai st had been filled with |iquid.

"l see he found an ammonia well," Joyce chattered,
brightly and sonewhat frantically, for Van Rijn was edg-
ing around the table toward her. "That's what they have
those tendrils for,. did you know? Sensitive to any trace
of ammoni a vapor. This world is so dry. Lots of frozen
wat er, of course You find ice everywhere you go on the
pl anet. Very often hundreds of square kiloneters at a
stretch. You see, the naxi mumtenperature here is forty
bel ow zero Cel sius. But ice dosen't do the indigenous life
any good. In fact, it's one of the things that are killing
this world."

Van Rijn grunped and noved to the wi ndow. Uul obu
reached the car and said into the intercom "Sky-fenale,

I have found spoor of hunters passing by, headed west
toward the Lubanmbaru. They can only be Rokulela. | think
we can find themw thout great trouble. Al so | have
quenched ny thirst and gotten neat for nmy hunger. Now

I nmust offer the Real Ones a share."

"Yes, do so for all of us," Joyce answered.

Uul obu began gathering sticks for a fire. "Wat he say?"
Van Rijn asked. Joyce translated. "So. What use to us,
maki ng | eague with savages out here? We only need to
wait for rescue."

"If it cones," Joyce said. She shivered. "Wen they
hear about this at Esperance, they'll send an expedition
to try and | earn what went wong. But not knowi ng we're
alive, they may not hurry it enough."

"My people will," Van Rijn assured her. "The Pol eso-
techni c League | ooks after its own, by dam. So soon as
word gets to Earth, a warship cones to full investigation.
Inside a nonth."

"Ch, wonderful,’
sat down agai n.

Joyce breathed. She went |inp and

Van Rijn scow ed. "Natural," he rum nated, "they can-
not search a whole planet. They will know | was at that
besti nkered Kusul ongo place, and | and there. | suppose

those A dsters or Seniles or whatever you call themis
sophi sticated enough by nowin interstellar matters to fob
the crew off with sone story, if we are not nearby to make
contact. So . . . we nust remain in their area, in radio
range. And radio range has to be pretty close on a red
dwarfs planet, where ionosphere characteristicals are
poor. But close to our enem es we cannot conme so well, if
they are whooping after us the whole tinme. They can dig
traps or throw crude bonbs or sonething. . . one way
or other, they can kill us even in this car. Ergo, we nust
establish ourselves as too strong to attack, in the very
nei ghbor hood of Kusul ongo. This nmeans we need alli es.
So you have right, vie nust certain go along to your
friend s peoples.”

"But you can't make them fight their own race!" Joyce

pr ot est ed.

Van Rijn twirled his nustache. "Can't | just?" he grin-
ned.
"I mean. . | don't know how, in any practical sense

but even if you could, it would be wong."
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"Unmm" He regarded her for a while. "You Esper-
ancers is idealists, | hear. Your ancestors settled your
pl anet for a utopian conmunity, and you is still doing
good for everybody even at this |ow date, nie? Your ms-
sion to help this planet here was for no profit, except it
makes you feel good. "

"And as a matter of foreign policy," Joyce admtted,
under the honesty fetish of her culture. "By assisting
other races, we gain their goodwi Il and persuade them a
little, to look at things our way. |f Esperance has enough
such friends, we'll be strong and influential wthout hav-
ing to nmaintain arnmed services."

"Fromwhat | see, | doubt very nmuch you ever nake
nice little vestrymen out of these t'Kelans."

"Well. . . true . . . they are out-and-out carnivores.
But then, nman started as a carnivorous prinmate, didn't he?
And the t'Kelans in this area did achieve an agricultura
civilization once, thousands of years ago. That is, grain
was raised to feed nmeat animals. Kusulongo the Gty is the
|l ast remmant. The ice age wiped it out otherw se, |eaving
s-avagery-barbarismat npost. But given inproved condi-
tions, I'msure the autochthones could recreate it. They'l
never have unified nations or anything, as we understand
such things. They aren't gregarious enough. But they
coul d devel op a world order and adopt nachi ne technol -
ogy."

"Except, fromwhat you tell nme, those snakes squatting
on top of the nountain don't want that."

Joyce paused only briefly to wonder how a snake coul d
squat.. before she nodded. "I guess so. Though | can't un-
derstand why. The Ancients were so hel pful at first.

"Means they need to have sone sense beaten into their
skul I bones. Hokay, so for the sake of t'Kela's |ong-range
good, we arrange to do the beating, you and |

"Well. . . maybe. . . but still.
Van Rijn patted her head. "You just |eave the philo-
sophizings to ne, little girl," he said smugly. "You only

got to cook and | ook beautiful."

Uul obu had lit his fire and thrown the eyeballs of his
kill onto it. His chant to his gods wailed eerily through the
car wall. Van Rijn clicked his tongue. "Not so pronising
materials, that," he said. "You civilize themif you can. |
am content to get honme unpunct!lred by very sharp-
| ooki ng spears, me." He rekindled his pipe and sat down
beside her. "To do this, | nust understand the situation
Suppose you explain. Sone | have heard before, but no
harmto repeat." He patted her knee. "I can al ways ad-
mre your lips and things while you talk,"

Joyce got up for another cup of coffee and reseated her-
self at a greater distance. She forced an inpersonal tone.

"Well, to begin with, this is a very unusual planet. Not
physically. | nmean, there's nothing strange about a type M
dwarf star having a planet at a distance of half an A U
with a nmass about forty percent greater than Earth's."

"So nmuch? Must be | ow density, then. Metal-poor."

"Yes. The sun is extrenely old. Fewer heavy atons
were available at the time it forned with its planets.

T Kela's overall specific gravity is only four-point-four. It
does have sone iron and copper, of course. . . As |'msure
you know, life gets started slowy on such worlds. Their

suns emt so little ultraviolet, even in flare periods, that
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the prinordial organic materials aren't energized to inter-
act very fast. Nevertheless, |life does start eventually, in
oceans of liquid amonia."

Ja. And usual goes on to devel op photosynthesis using
ammoni a and carbon di oxi de, to nmamke carbohydrates and
the nitrogen that the animals breathe.” Van R jn tapped

his sl oping forehead. "So nuch I have even in this dunb

old bell. But why does evolution go different now and
then, like on here and Throra?"

"Nobody knows for sure. Sone catal ytic agent, per-
haps. In any event, even at |low tenperatures |ike these, all
the water isn't solid. A certain anpbunt is present in the
oceans, as part of the ammoni um hydroxi de nol ecul e.

T Kel an or Throran plant cells have an anal ogue of chlor-
ophyl, which does the sane job: using gaseous carbon

di oxi de and 'dissolved' water to get carbohydrates and free
oxygen. The animals reverse the process, nuch as they

do on Earth. But the water they release isn't exhaled. It
remains in their tissues, |oosely held by a specialized nole-
cul e. Wien an organi smdies and decays, this water is

taken up by plants again. In other words, Htwo-O here

acts very nuch like nitrogenous organic material on our

ki nd of planets."

"But the oxygen the plants give off, it attacks ammonia."

"Yes. The process is slow, especially since solid am
monia is denser than the liquid phase. It sinks to the bot-
tom of | akes and oceans, which protects it fromthe air.
Neverthel ess, there is a gradual conversion. Through a
series of steps, ammonia and oxygen yield free nitrogen
and water. The water freezes out. The seas shrink; the
air becomnes poorer in oxygen; the desert areas grow. "

"This | know from Throra. But there a bal ance was
struck. Nitrogen-fixigg bacteria evolved and the dryi ng-out
was halted, a billion years ago. So they told ne once."

"Throra was lucky. It's a somewhat bigger planet than
t"Kela, isn't it!! Denser atnosphere, therefore nore heat
conservation. The greenhouse effect on such worlds de-
pends on carbon di oxi de and amoni a vapor. Wl I, sev-
eral thousand years ago, t'Kela passed a critical point. Just
enough amoni a was | ost to reduce the greenhouse effect
sharply. As the tenperature fell, nmore and nore liquid
amoni a turned solid and went to the bottom where it's
also quite well protected against nelting. This nade the,
climatic change catastrophically sudden. Tenperatures
dropped so | ow that now carbon dioxide also turns liquid,
or even solid, through part of the year. There's still sone
vapor in the atnosphere, in equilibrium but very little.

The greenhouse effect really dropped off!

"Plant |ife was gravely affected, as you can imgine. It

can't grow wi thout carbon dioxide and amonia t~ build

its tissues. Animal life died out with it. Areas the size of
a Terrestrial continent becane utterly barren, al nost
overnight. | told you that fue native agricultural civiliza-

tion was w ped out. Wrse, though, we've |earned from

geol ogy that the nitrogen-fixing bacteria were destroyed.
Conpl etely. They couldn't survive the wi nter tenpera-
tures. So there's no longer any force to bal ance the oxida-
tion of ammoni a. The deserts encroach everywhere, year

by year. . . and t'Kela's year is only six-tenths Standard.
Evol uti on has worked hard, adapting life to the change,
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but the pace is nowtoo rapid for it. W estimate that all
hi gher animals, including the natives, will be extinct
within another nillennium In ten thousand years there'l
be nothing alive here."

Though she had lived with the realization for nonths,
it still shook Joyce to talk about it. She clanped fingers
around her coffee cup till they hurt, stared out the wi n-
dow at drifting dust, and strove not to cry.

Van Rijn blew foul clouds of smoke a while in silence.
Finally he runbl ed al nbost gently, "But you have a cure
program wor ked out, ja?"

"Ch . . . oh, yes. W do. The research is conpl eted and
we were about ready to summon engi neers." She found
confort in proceeding.

"The ultimte solution, of course, is to reintroduce ni-
trogen-fixing bacteria. Qur |abs ha~e designed an ex-
tremely productive strain. It will need a suitable ecol ogy,
though, to survive: which neans a | ot of work with soi
chemistry, a microagricultural program W can hasten
everyt hi ng-begin to show results in a decade-by |ess

subtle methods. In fact, we'll have to do so, or the death
process will outrun anything that bactena can acconpli sh.
"What we'll do is nelt and electrolyze water. The oxy-

gen can be released directly into the air, 'refreshing it, But
some wWill go to bumlocal hydrocarbons. T Kela is rich in
petroleum This burning will generate carbon dioxide, thus
strengt heni ng the greenhouse effect. The chemnlcal energy
rel eased can al so suppl enent the nucl ear power stations
we'll install: to do the electrolysis and to energize the
conbi nation of hydrogen fromwater with nitrogen from
t he at nosphere, recreating amonia."

"A big expensive job, that," Van Rijn said.

"Enornous. The biggest thing Esperance has yet under-
taken. But the plans and estinmates have been drawn up
We know we can do it."

"If the natives don't go potshotting engineers for exer-
cise after lunch."

"Yes." Joyce's blond head sank | ow. "That woul d nake
it inmpossible. W have to have the good will of all of them
everywhere. They'll have to cooperate, work with us and
each other, in a planet-wide effort. And Kusulongo the City
i nfluences a quarter of the whole world! Wat have we
done? | thought they were our friends. "

"Maybe we get sone warriors and throw sbarp things at
themtill they appreciate us," Van Rijn suggested.

The car went swiftly, even over irregular ground. An
hour or so after it had started again, Uul obu shouted from
his seat on top. Through the overhead w ndow the hu-
mans saw him | ean across his wi ndshield and point. Look-
ing that way, they saw a dust cloud on the northwestern
hori zon, wider and | ower than the one to the south. "Ani-
mal s being herded," Uul obu said. "Steer thither, sky-folk."
Joyce translated and Van Rijn put the control bar over.
"I thought you said they was hunters only," he remarked.
" Her ds?"
"The Horde peopl e maintain an econony sonewhere
bet ween that of ancient Mngol cattl ekeepers and Amer-
i nd bi son-chasers," she explained. "They don't actually
domesticate the iziru or the banbal o. They did once, be-
fore the glacial era, but now the |l and couldn't support such
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a concentration of grazers. The Hordes do still exercise
sone control over the migrations of the herds, though,
cull them and protect themfrom predators."

"Unmm Wat are these Hordes, anyhows?"

"That's hard-to describe. No human really understands
it. Not that t'Kelan psychology is inconprehensible. But it
i s nonhuman, and our nission has been so busy gathering
pl anet ogr aphi cal data that we never found time to do psy-

chol ogi cal studies in depth. Words |like 'pride,' 'clan,’
and 'Horde' are rough translations of native terns-not
very accurate, |'msure--just as 't'Kela' is an arbitrary

nane of ours for the whole planet. It neans 'this earth
in the Kusul ongo | anguage."

"Hokay, no need beating ne over this poor old egg-
noggin with the too-obvious. | get the idea. But |ook you,
Freel ady Davisson. . . | can call you Joyce?" Van Rijn
buttered his tones. "W is in the same boat, sink or swim
toget her, except for having no water to do it in, so let us
make friends, ha?" He | eaned suggestively against her
"You call ne Nicky.."

She noved aside. "I cannot prevent your addressing ne
as you wi sh, Freenman Van Rijn," she said in her frostiest
voi ce.

"Hei gh-ho, to be young and not so gl obul ous agai n! But
a lonely old man nust swallow his sorrows."” Van Rijn ~
sighed like a self-pitying tornado. "Apropos swall ow ng,
why is there not so nuch as one little case beer al ong?
Just one case; one hour or naybe two of sips, to lay the
sandstorms in this mutmy gullet | got; is that so nuch
to ask, | ask you?"

"Well, there isn't." She pinched her nouth together
They drove on in silence.

Presently they raised the herd: iziru, hunpbacked and
spi ketailed, the size of Terran cattle. Those nunbered a
few thousand, Joyce estinated from previ ous experience.
Wth vegetation so sparse, they nust needs spread across
many kil oneters.

A coupl e of natives had spied the car froma distance
and cane at a gallop. They rode basai, which | ooked not
unli ke | arge stocky antelope with tapir faces and a single
I ong horn. The t'Kelans wore kilts simlar to Uulobu's, but
| eather medal lions instead of his shell necklace. Van Rijn
stopped the car. The natives reined in. They kept weapons
ready, a strung bow and a short throw ng-spear.

Uul obu junped of f the top and approached them hands

outspread. "Luck in the kill, strength, health, and off-
spring!" he wished themin the fornmal order of inport-
ance. "l am Tola's son Uul obu, Avongo, Rokul ela, now a

foll ower of the sky-folk."

"So | see," the older, grizzled warrior answered coldly.
The young one grinned and put his bow away with an
el aborate flourish. Uul obu cl apped hand to tomahawk.
i The ol der being made a sonmewhat conciliatory gesture
and Uul obu rel axed a trifle.

Van Rijn had been watching intently. "Tell nme what
they say," he ordered. "Everything. Tell ne what this
means with their weapon foolishness."

"That was an insult the archer offered Uul obu," Joyce
expl ai ned unhappily. "Di sarm ng before the cerenonies
of peace have been conpleted. It inplies that Uul obu isn't
form dabl e enough to be worth worryi ng about."
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"Ah, so. These is rough peoples, them Not even inside.
their own Hordes is peace taken for granted, ha? But why
shoul d they make nasty at Uul obu? Has he got no prestige
from serving you?

"I'"'mafraid not. | asked himabout it once. He's the
only t'Kelan | could ask about such things."

"Ja? How cone that?"

"He's the closest to a native intimate that any of us in
the m ssion have had. W saved himfroma pretty horrible
death, you see. W'd just worked out a cure for a loca
equi val ent of tetanus when he caught the disease. So he
feels gratitude toward us, as well as having an econonic
motive. Al our regular assistants are-were inpoverished,
for one reason or another. A drought had killed off too
much gane in their territory, or they'd been di spossessed,
or sonething like that." Joyce bit her lip. "They. . . they
did swear us fealty. . . in the traditional manner
and you know how bravely they fought for us. But that
was for the sake of their own honor. Uulobu is the only
t' Kel an who's shown anything |ike real affection for hu-
mans. "

"Qdd, when you cone here to help them By dam,
but you was a bunch of mackerel heads! You shoul d have
begun with depth psychology first of all. That fool planet-

ography could wait. . . Rotten, stinking mackerel, glows
blue in the dark. . ." Van Rijn's grow trailed into a
munbl e. He shook hinself and demanded further trans-

| ation.

"The old one is called Nyaronga, head of this pride,"
Joyce related. "The other is one of his sons, of. course.
They belong to -the Gangu clan, in the sane Horde as
Uul obu' s Avongo. The formalities have been concl uded,
and we're invited to share their canp. These people are
hospi t abl e enough, in their fashion. . . after bona fides
has been established."

The riders dashed of f. Uul obu returned. "They nust
hurry,” he reported through the intercom "The sun wll
brighten today, and cover is still a goodly ways off. Best
we trail well behind so as not to stanpede the aninals,
sky-female." He clinbed lithely to the cartop. Joyce passed
his words on as Van Rijn got the vehicle started.

"One thing at a tine, like the fellow said shaki ng hands
with the octopus,” the nerchant decided. "You nust tel
me nmuch, but we begin with going back to why the natives
are not so polite to anybody who works for your nmission."

"Well. . . as nearly as Uul obu could get it across to ne,
those who cane to us were landless. That is, they' d stopped
mai ntai ni ng thenselves in their ancestral hunting grounds.
Thi s neans a trenendous | oss of respectability. Then, too,
he confessed-very bashfully-that our hel persP prestige
suf fered because we never involved themin any fights.

The inputation grew up that they were cowards."

"A warlike culture, ha?"

"N-no. That's the paradox. They don't have wars, or
even vendettas, in our sense. Fights are very small-scale
affairs, though they happen constantly. | suppose that
arises fromthe political organization. O does it? W' ve
noticed the same thing in renpte parts of t'Kela, anong
al together different societies fromthe Horde culture."

"Explain that, if you will be so kind as to nake ne a
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little four-decker sandwi ch while you talk."

Joyce bit back her annoyance and went to the cooker
table. "As | said, we never did carry out intensive xenol og-
i cal research, even locally," she told him "But we do know
that the basic social unit is the same everywhere on this
world, what we call the pride. It springs fromthe fact
that the sex ratio is about three fenales to one nmale. Liv-
i ng together you have the ol dest nale, his wives, their
of fspring of subadult age. Al males, and fenal es unen-
cunbered with infants, share in hunting, though only
mal es fight other t'Kelans. The small-um-children help
out in the work around canp. So do any w dows of the
| eader's father that he's taken in. The size of such a
pride ranges up to twenty or so. That's as nany as can
make a living in an area small enough to cover afoot, on
this desert planet."

"l see. The t'Kelan pride answers to the human fanily.
It is just as universal, too, right? | suppose |arger units get
organi zed in different ways, depending on the culture."

"Yes. The npbst backward savages have no organi zati on
| arger than the pride. But ~he Kusulongo society, as we
call it-the Horde peopl e-the biggest and npst advanced
culture, spread over half the northern hem sphere -it has
a nore el aborate superstructure. Ten or twenty prides form
what we call a.clan, a cooperative group claining descent
froma comon nal e ancestor, controlling a large terri-
tory thr_ough which they follow the wild herds. The clan
inturn are |oosely federated into Hordes, each of which
hol ds an annual get-together in sonme traditional oasis.
That's when they trade, socialize, arrange marriages-newy
adult nales get wives and start new prides-yes, and they
I adj udi cate quarrels, by arbitration or conbat; at such
times. There's a | ot of squabbling anong cl ans, you see,
over points of honor or practical matters |ike anmoni a
wells. One nearly always nmarries within one's own Horde;
it has its own dress, custons, gods, and so forth.

"No wars between Hordes?" Van Rijn asked.

"No, unless you want to call the terrible things that hap-
pen during a Vol kerwanderung a war. Normally, although
i ndividual units fromdifferent Hordes may clash, there

isn't any organi zed .canpai gning. | suppose they sinply
haven't the economic surplus to maintaln armes in the
field. "

"Unmm | suspect, nme, the reason goes deeper than
that. When hunmans want to have wars, by damm, they
don't let any little questions of if they can afford it stop
them 1 doubt t'Kelans would be any different. Unmm"
Van Rijn's free hand tugged his goatee. "Maybe here is a
key that goes tick-a-1ock and solves our problem if we
know how to stick it in.

"Well," Joyce said, ,"the Ancients are also a war preven-
tive. They settle nost inter-Horde di sputes, anpng ot her
t hi ngs.

"Ah, yes, those fellows on the mountain. Tell ne at5out
t hem "

Joyce finished maki ng the sandwi ch and gave it to Van
Rijn. He wolfed it noisily. She sat down and stared out at
the scene: brush and boul ders and swirling dust under
the surly red light, the dark mass of the herd drifting
al ong, a rider who galloped back to head of f sonme strag-
glers. Far ahead now coul d be seen the Lubanmbaru, a
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range of ice, sharp peaks that shimered agai nst the.
crepuscul ar sky. Faintly to her, above the nmurmur of the
engi ne, cane yelps and the |owing of the aninmals. The car
rocked and bunped; she felt the terrain in her bones.

"The Ancients are survivors of the lost civilization," she
said. "They hung on in their city, and kept the arts that
were ot herwi se forgotten. That kind of life doesn't cone
natural to nost t'Kelans. | gather that in the course of
t housands of years, those,who didn't like it there wandered
down to join the nomads, while occasi onal nonmads who
thought the city would be congenial went up and were
adopted into the group. That woul d nake for sone genetic
sel ection. The Ancients are a distinct psychol ogi cal type.

Much nore reserved and. . . intellectual, | guess you'd
call it . . . than anyone else."

"How they nake their living?" Van Rijn asked around a
nmout hf ul

"They provide services and goods for which they are
paid in kind. They are scribes, who keep records;
physicians; skilled netallurgists; weavers of fine textiles;
makers of gunpowder, though they only sell firBEwrks and
keep a few cannon for thenselves. They're credited with
magi cal powers, of course, especially because-they can pre-
dict solar flares."
"And they was friendly until yesterday?"
"In their own al oof, secretive fashion. They nust
have been plotting the attack on us for sone tine, though,
eggi ng on the Shanga and furni shing the powder to bl ow
open our done. | still can't inagine why. |'mcertain they
bel i eved us when we expl ai ned how we'd cone to save
their race fromextinction."
"Ja, no doubt. Only maybe at first they did not see all
the inplications.” Van Rijn finished eating, belched,
picked his teeth with a fingernail, and rel apsed into brood-
ing silence. Joyce tried not to be too desperately honesick
After a long tinme, Van Rijn snote the Control board so
that it rang. "By damm!" he bellowed. "It fits together!"
"What ?" Joyce sat straight.
"But | still can't see howto use it,'
"What do you nean?"
"Shut up, Freelady." He returned to his thoughts. The
sl ow hours passed.

he said.

Late in the afternoon, a forest hove into sight. It cov-
ered the foothills of the Lubanbaru, where an ammoni a
river coursed thinly and seepage noi stened the soil a little.
The trees were | ow and gnarled, with thorny blue trunks
and a dense foliage of small greenish-gray |eaves. Tall
shrubs sprouted in thickets between them The riders urged
their iziru into the wood, posted a few pickets to keep
wat ch, and started northward in a conpact group, fifteen
al t oget her, plus pack animals and a couple of fuzzy in-
fants in arnms. The fenal es were stockier than the males
and had snouted faces. Though hairy and honeot her -
mc, the t'Kel ans were not mammal s; nothers regurgi-
tated food for children who had not yet cut their fangs.

A d Nyaronga |l ed the band, sword rattling at his side,
spear in hand and shield on arm great yellow eyes flicker-
i ng about the | andscape. His half-grown sons flanked the
party, arrows nocked to bows. Van Rijn trundled the car
in their wake. "They expect trouble?" he asked.
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Joyce started fromher glumthoughts. "They al ways ex-
pect trouble,"” she said. "I told you, didn't I, what a quar-
rel some race this is-no wars, but so nmany bl oody set-tos.
However, their caution is just routine today. Cbviously
they're going to pitch canp with the other prides of their
clan. A herd this size would require all the Gangu to con-
trol it."

"You said they was hunters, not herders."

"They are, nost of the tine. But | you see, iziru and
banbal o st anpede when the sun flares, and many are so
badly sunburned that they die. That nust be because they
haven't devel oped protection against ultraviolet since the
at nosphere began to change. Big aninmals with |ong gen-'
erations evolve nore slowy than small ones, as a rule.
The clans can't afford such losses. In a flare season |iKe
this, they keep close watch on the herds and force them
into areas where there is sone shade ang where the under-
growt h hinders pani cky running."

Van Rijn's thunb jerked a scornful gesture at the | ower-
ing red disc. "You nean that enber ever puts out enough
radiation to hurt a sick butterfly?"

"Not if the butterfly came fromEarth. But you know
what type Mdwarfs are like. Tl:tey flare, and when they
do, it can increase their lumnosity several hundred percent.
These days on t'Kela, the oxygen content of the air has
been | owered to a point where the ozone | ayer doesn't
bl ock out as nuch ultraviolet as it should. Then, too, a
planet like this, with a netal -poor core, has a weak mag-
netic field. Sone of the charged particles fromthe sun
get through al so-,adding to an alre~dy high cosmc-ray
background. It wouldn't bother you or ne, but nankind
evol ved to withstand considerably nore radiation than is
the norm here."

"Ja, | see. Maybe al so there not being nuch radioactive
mnerals locally has been a factor. On Throra, the flares
don't bother them They nake festival then. But |ike you
say, t'Kela is a harder luck world than Throra."

Joyce shivered. "This is a cruel cosnpbs. That's what
we believe in on Esperance-fighting back agai nst the uni-
verse, all beings together."

"I's a very nice philosophy, except that all beings is not
built for it. You is a very sweet child, anyone ever tell you
that?" Van Rijn laid an armlightly across her shoul der
She found that she didn't mnd greatly, with the gl oom
and the brew ng star-storm outside.

I n another hour they reached the canp site. Hunp-
backed | eather tents had been erected around. a flat field
where there was an ammoni a spring. Fires burned before
the entrances, tended by the young. Femal es crouched over
cooki ng pots, nales swaggered abqut with hands on wea-
pon hilts. The arrival of the car brought everyone to
wat ch, not running, but strolling up with an el aborate pre-
tense of indifference.

O is it a pretense? Joyce wondered. She | ooked out at
the crowd, a coupl e of hundred unhuman faces, eyes agl ow,
spear heads a-gl eam fur runpled by the whinpering w nd,
but scarcely a sound from anyone. They've acted the

same way, she thought, every clan and Horde, everywhere
we encountered them wild fascination at first, with our

| ooks and our machines; then a |l apse into this cool fornal
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courtesy, as if we didn't nake any real difference for
good or ill. They've thanked us, not very wanlly, for
what favors we could do, and often insisted on neking
paynent, but they've never invited us to their merrymnmak-
ings or their rites, and sonetines the children throw
rocks at us.

Nyaronga barked a conmmand. Hi s pride began pitching
their own canp. Gradually the others drifted away.

Van Rijn glanced at the sun. "They sure it flares tCOday?"
he asked.

"Ch, yes. If the Ancients have said so, then it wll,"
Joyce assured him "It isn't hard to predict, if you have
snoked glass and a prinitive telescope to watch the star
surface. The light is so dimthat the spots and flare
phenonmena can easily be observed-unlike a type-G star-
and the patterns are very characteristic. Any jackleg as-
trononer can predict a flare on an Mclass dwarf, days in
advance. Heliograph signals carry the word from Kusu-
|l ongo to the Hordes."

"l suppose the A d Fogies got inherited enpirical know -
edge fromearly tines, |like the Babyl oni ans knew about
pl anetary novenents, ja . . . \Wwoops, speak of the devil,
here we go!"

The sun was now not far above the western ridges,
whi ch stood bl ack under its swollen disc. A thin curl of
clearer red puffed slowy out of it on one side. The basa
reared and screamed. A roar went through the clansfol k.
Mal es grabbed the aninmals' bridles and dragged themto a
standstill. Fenales snatched their pots and their young
into the tents.

The flame expanded and brightened. Light crept al ong
the shadowy hills and the plains beyond. The sky began to
pal e. The wind strengthened and threshed in the woods on
t he edge of canp.

The t' Kel ans manhandl ed their terrified beasts into a
I ong shelter of hides stretched over poles. One bolted. A
warrior twirled his lariat, tossed, and brought the creature
crashing to earth. Two others hel ped drag it under cover.
Still the flame fromthe solar disc waxed and gat hered
lum nosity, mnute by mnute. It was not yet too brilliant
for hunman eyes to watch unprotected. Joyce saw how a
spi der web of forces forned and crawl ed there, drawn in
fiery loops. A gout of radiance spurted, died, and was
reborn. Though she had seen the spectacle before, she
found herself clutching Van Rijn's arm The nerchant
stuffed his pipe and blew stolid funes.

Uul obu got down off the car. Joyce heard himask Nya-
ronga, "May | help you face the angry Real One?"

"No," said the patriarch. "Get in a tent with the fe-
mal es. "

Uul obu' s teeth gl eamed. The fur rose along his back.

He unhooked the tomahawk at his waist.

"Don't!" Joyce cried through the intercom "W are
guests!™”

For an instant the two t'Kelans glared at each other
Nyaronga's spear was ained at Uul obu's throat. Then the
Avongo sagged a little. "W are guests,” he said in a
choked voice. "Another tine, Nyaronga, | shall tal k about
this with you."

"You-| andl ess?" The | eader checked hinmsel f. "Wen,
peace has been said between us, and there is no tinme now

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Pou...0Anderson%20-%20Trader%20To0%20The%20Stars.txt (48 of 94) [10/16/2004 4:48:37 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Poul %20A nderson%620-%20T rader%20T 0%20T he%20Stars. txt

to unsay it. But we Gangu will defend our own herds and
pastures. No help is needed."

Stiff-1egged, Uul obu went into the nearest tent. Presently
the | ast basai were gotten inside the shelter. Its flap was
| aced shut, to | eave themin soothing darkness.

The flare swelled. It becane a ragged sheet of fire next
the sun disc, alnobst as big, pouring out as much |ight,
but of an orange hue. Still it continued to grow, to brighten
and yell ow. The wind increased.

The heads of prides walked slowy to the center of canp.
They formed a ring; the unwed youths nade a | arger
circle around them Nyaronga hinself took forth a brass
horn and winded it. Spears were raised al oft, swords and
t ommhawks shaken. The t'Kel ans began to dance, faster
and faster as the radi ance hei ghtened. Suddenly Nyaronga
bl ew his horn again. A cloud of arrows whistled toward
t he sun.

"What they doing?" Van Rijn asked. "Exorcising the
denon?"

"No," said Joyce. "They don't believe that's possible.
They' re defying him They always challenge himto cone
down and' fight.' And he's not a devil, by the way, but a
god. "

Van Rijn nodded. "It fits the pattern,” he said, half to
hi nsel f. "Wen a god steps out of his rightful job, you
don't try to bribe himback, you threaten him la, it fits."
The mal es ended their dance and wal ked with haughty
slowness to their tents. The doorflaps were drawn. The
canp lay deserted under the sun.

"Ha!" Van Rijn surged to his feet. "My gear"

"What ?" Joyce stared at him She had grown so used to
wan red light on this day's travel that the hue now pouring
in the wi ndows seened ghastly on his cheeks.

"I want to go outside,"” Van Rijn told her. "Don't just
stand there with tongue unreeled. Get me nmy suit!"”

Joyce found herself obeying him By the tinme his gross
formwas bedecked, the sun was atop the hills and had
tripled its radiance. The flare was |like a second star, not
round but flame-shaped, .and nearly white. Long shadows
wavered across the world, which had taken on an unnat-
ural brazen tinge. The wind bl ew dust and dead | eaves over
the ground, flattened the fires, and shivered the tents till
t hey thunder ed.

"Now," Van Rijn said, "when | wave, you fix your inter-
comto full power so they can hear you. Then tell those so-
called males to peek out at me if they have the guts." He
glared at her. "And be unpolite about it, you understand
ne?"

Before she could reply he was in the air lock. A mnute
afterward he had cycled through and was stunping over
the field until he stood in the mddle of the encanpnent.
Curtly, he signal ed.

Joyce wet her lips what did that idiot think he was
doi ng? He'd never heard of this planet a nonth ago. He
hadn't been on it a week. Practically all his Information
about it he had fromher, during the past ten or fifteen
hours. And he thought he knew how to conduct hinsel f?

Wiy, if he didn't get his fat belly full of whetted iron, it
woul d only be because there was no justice in the universe.
Did he think she'd |l et herself be dragged down with hinf
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Et ched huge and bl ack agai nst the burning sky, Van
Rijn jerked his arm again.

Joyce turned the intercomhigh and said in the vernacu-
lar, "Watch, all Gangu who are brave enough! Look upon
the male fromfar places, who stands al one beneath the
angered sun!"

Her tones boomed hollowWy across the wind. Van Rijn
m ght have nodded. She nust squint now to see what he
did. That was due to the contrast, not to the illumnation
per se. It was still only a few percent of what Earth gets.
But the flare, with an effective tenperature of a nillion
degrees or better, was emtting in frequencies to which her
eyes were sensitive. Utraviolet also, she thought in a cor-
ner of her mnd: too little to turn a human baby pi nk,
but enough to bring pain or death to these poor dwellers in
Hades.

Van Rijn drew his blaster. Wth great deliberation, he
fired several bolts at the star. Their flash and noi se seened
puny againt the rage up there. Now what-?

"No!" Joyce screaned.

Van Rijn opened )lis faceplate. He nade a show of it,
sticking his countenance out of the helmet, into the ful
Iight. He danced grotesquely about and thunbed his
craggy nose at heaven.

But . .

The nerchant finished with an unrepeatabl e gesture,
closed his helnet again, fired off two nore bolts, and"stood
with folded arms as the sun went under the horizon.

The flare lingered in view for a while, a sheet of
ghostly radi ance above the trees. Van Rijn wal ked back
to the car through twilight. Joyce let himin. He opened his
hel met, wheezi ng, weeping, and bl asphening in a dozen
| anguages. Frost began to formon his suit.

"Hoo-ee!" he nmpaned. "And not even a little hundred
cc. of whiskey to console ny poor old nucky nmenbranes”

"You coul d have died," Joyce whi spered.

"Ch, no. No. Not that '#ay does N cholas van R jn die.

At the age of a hundred and fifty, | plan to be shot by an
outraged husband. The cold was not too bad, for the

short few minutes | could hold my breath. But letting in

t hat ammoni a- Terror and taxes!" He waddl ed to the bath
cubi cl e and spl ashed his face with I oud snortings. -

The last flare-light sank. The sky remai ned hazy with au-
rora, so that only the brightest stars showed. The nost
penetrating charged particles fromthe flare woul d not
arrive for hours; it was safe outside. One by one the
t' Kel ans emerged. Fires were poked up, sputtering and
glaring in the dark.

Van R jn cane back. "Hokay, |'mset," he said. "Now
put on your own suit and conme out with me. W got to talk
at them"

As she wal ked into the circle around which stood the
swart outlines of the tents, Joyce nust push her way
through fermal es and young. Their ring closed behind her,
and she saw fireglow reflected fromtheir eyes and knew she
was henmed in. It was conforting to have Van Rijn's
buk so near and Wul obu's pad-pad at her back

Thin confort, though, when she | ooked at the males
who waited by the ammoni a spring. They had gat hered as
soon as they saw the humans coning. To her vision they
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were one shadow, |ike the night behind them The fires on
either side, that nade it alnost |ike day for a t'Kelan,
hardly lit the front rank for her. Now and then a flame
junped high in the wind, or sparks went showering, or the,
dull glow on the snoke was thrown toward the group

Then she saw a bar bed obsi di an spearhead, a horn sword,

an ax or an iron dagger, drawn. The forest soughed beyond,
the canp and she heard the frightened bawing of iziru as
they bl undered around in the dark. Her nouth went dry.

The fathers of the prides stood in the forefront. Mst
were fairly young; old age was not conmon in the desert.
Nyar onga seened to have prinmacy on that account. He
stood, spear in hand, fangs showing L'1 the half-open jaws,
tendrils astir. Hs kilt fluttered in the unrestful air.

Van Rijn cane to a halt before him Joyce made herself
stand cl ose and neet Nyaronga's gaze. Uul obu crouched at
her feet. A murnur |like the sigh before a storm went
through the warriors.

But the Earthnman waited inperturbable, until at |ast
Nyaronga nust break the silence. "Wy did you chal |l enge
the sun? No sky-one has ever done so before."

Joyce translated, a hurried nunmble. Van Rijn puffed
hinself up visibly, even in his suit. "Tell him" he said, "I
came just a short time ago. Tell himthe rest of you did
not think it was worth your whiles to nake defiance, but
I did."

"What do you intend to do?" she begged. "A nisstep
could get us killed."

"True. But if we don't neke any steps, we get killed for
sure, or starve to death because we don't dare conme in
radi o range of where the rescue ship will be. Not so?" He
patted her hand. "Damm these gloves! This Wl d be
more fun without. But in all kinds of cases, you trust
me, Joyce. Nicholas Van Rijn has not got old and fat on a
hundred rough planets, if he was not smart enough to
outlive everybody el se. Right? Exact. So tell whatever |
say to them and use a sharp tone. Not unforgivable insults,
but be snotty, hokay?"

She gul ped. "Yes. | don't know why, b-but | will let you
take the lead. If-" She suppressed fear and turned to the
waitng t' Kelans. "This sky-nale with ne is not one of
my own party," she told them "He is of ny race, but from
a nore powerful people anong themthan ny people. He
wi shes me to tell you that though we sky-fol k have hitherto
not deigned to challenge the sun, he has not thought it
was beneath himto do so."

"You never dei gned?" rapped soneone. "Wat do you
mean by that?"

Joyce inprovised. "The brightening of the sun is no
menace to our people. W have often said as much. Wre
none of you here ever anpbng those who asked us?"

Stillness fell again for a nonment, until a scarred one-
eyed patriarch said grudgingly, "Thus 1 heard | ast year,
when you-or one |like you-were in ny pride's country
heal i ng sick cubs."

"Wl |, now you have seen it is true," Joyce replied

Van Rijn tugged her sleeve. "Hoy, what goes on? Let ne
talk or else our |ast chance gets stupi ded away."

She dared not let herself be angered, but recounted the
exchange. He astoni shed her by answering, "I amsorry,
little girl. You was doing just wonderful. Now, though, I
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have a speech to nmake. You translate as | finish ~very
sent ence, ha?"

He | eaned forward and stabbed his index finger just be-
neath Nyaronga's nose, again and again, as he said harshly,
"You ask why | went out under the brightening sun? It
was to show you | amnot afraid of the fire it makes. | spit
on your sun and it sizzles. Maybe it goes out. My sun could
eat yours for breakfast and want an encore, by damm!

Your little clot hardly gives enough light to see by, not
enough to nmake bogeyman for a baby in ny people.”

The t' Kel ans snarl ed and edged cl oser, hefting their
weapons. Nyaronga retorted indignantly, "Yes, we have
of ten observed that you sky-folk are nearly blind."

"You ever stood in the light fromour cars? You go
blind then, nie? You could not stand Earth, you. Pop and
sputter you'd go, up in alittle greasy cloud of snoke."

They were taken aback at that. Nyaronga spat and said,
"You nust even bundl e yoursel ves against the air."

"You saw ne stick nmy head out in the open. You care
totry a whiff of ny air for a change? | dare you."

A runble went through the warriors, half wath and
hal f unease. Van Rijn chopped contenptuously with one
hand. "See? You is nore weakling than us."

A big young chieftain stepped forward. Hi s whiskers
bristled. "f dare."

"Hokay, | give you a snell." Van Rijn turned to Joyce.
"Help nme with this bebloodied air unit. | don't want no
nmore of that beetle venomthey call air in ny helnet."

"But-but-" Hel pl essly, she obeyed, unscrew ng the
flush valve on the recycler unit between his shoul ders.

"Blowit in his face," Van R jn comuanded.

The warrior stood bowstring taut. Joyce thought of the
pai n he nust endure. She couldn't aimthe hose at him
"Move!" Van Rijn barked. She did. Terrestrial atnobsphere
gushed forth.

The warrior yow ed and stunbl ed back. He rubbed his
nose and stream ng eyes. For a m nute he wobbl ed around,
before he collapsed into the arns of a foll ower. Joyce re-
fitted the valve as Van Rijn chortled, "I knewit. Too hot,
too nmuch oxygen, and especial the water vapor. It nakes
Throrans sick, so | thought sure it would do the same for

these chaps. Tell themhe will get well inalittle while."
Joyce gave the reassurance. Nyaronga shook hinself

and said, "I have heard tales about this. Wiy nust you

show t hat poor fool what was known, that you breathe poi-

son?"

"To prove we is just as tough as you, only nore so, in a
different way," Van Rijn answered through Joyce. "W
can whip you to your kennels like snall dogs if we
choose. "

That remark brought a yell. "Sharpened stone flashed
al oft. Nyaronga raised his arnms for silence. It cane, in a
mutter and a grunble and a deep sigh out of the fenales
wat chi ng from darkness. The ol d chief said with bleak
pride, "We know you command weapons we do not. This
means you have arts we | ack, which has never been deni ed.
It does not nmean you are stronger. A t'Kelan is not
stronger than a banbal o sinply because he has a bow
to kill it fromafar. W are a hunter folk, and you are not,
what ever your weapons."
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"Tell him" Van Rijn said, "that | will fight their nost
power ful man barehanded. Since | nust wear this suit
that protects fromhis bite, he can use armanents. They
will go through fabricord, so it is fair, me?"

"He'l'l kill you," Joyce protested.

Van Rijn leered. "If so, | die for the npost beautifull est
lady On this planet." Hi s voice dropped. "Maybe then you
is sorry you was not nore kind to a nice old man when
you could be."

"I won't!"

"You will, by dam!" He seized her wist so strongly
that she winced. "I know what | am making, you got me?"
Nunmbl y, she conveyed the challenge. Van Rijn drew his
bl aster and threw it at- Nyaronga's feet. "If | lose, the wn-
ner can keep this," he said.

That fetched them A dozen wild young nal es | eaped
forth, shouting, into the firelight. Nyaronga roared and
cuffed theminto order. He glared fromone to another
and jerked his spear at an individual. "This is ny own
son Kusalu. Let himdefend the honor of pride and clatL"

The t' Kel an was overtopped by Van Rijn, but was al -
nmost as broad. Miscles noved snakishly under his fur. H's
fangs glistened as he slid forward, tomahawk in right
hand, iron dagger in left. The other mal es fanned out,
maki ng a wide circle of eyes and poi sed weapons. Uul obu
drew Joyce aside. His grasp trenbled on her arm "Could
I but fight himnyself," he whispered.

Whi | e Kusal u glided about Van Rijn turned, ponderous
as a planet. Hs arns hung apelike from hunched shoul -
ders. The fires tinged his crude features where they jutted
within the helmet. "Nya-a-ah," he said.

Kusal u cursed and threw the tomahawk with splin-
tering force. Van Rijn's left hand noved at an inpossible
speed. He caught the weapon in nmid air and threw hinself
backward. The thong tautened. Kusalu went forward on
his face. Van Rijn plunged to the attack

Kusalu rolled over and bounced to his feet in tine. Hs
bl ade flashed. Van Rijn blocked it with his right wist. The
Earthman's | eft hand took a hitch in the thong and
yanked agai n. Kusalu went to one knee. Van Rijn tw sted
that arm around behind his back. Every t'Kel an screaned.

Kusal u sl ashed the thong across. Spitting, he | eaped
erect again and pounced. Van Rijn gave him an expert
kick in the belly, withdrawing the foot before it could be
sei zed. Kusalu lurched. Van Rijn closed in with a karate
chop to the side of the neck

Kusal u staggered but renmained up. Van Rijn barely
ducked the rip of the knife. He retreated. Kusalu stood a -
nmonent regai ning his wind. Then he noved in one
bl ur.

Thi ngs happened. Kusal u was grabbed as he charged
and sent flailing over Van Rijn's shoulder. He hit ground
with a thunmp. Van Rijn waited. Kusalu still had the dag-
ger. He rose and stal ked near. Blood ran fromhis nostril.

"La ci darem La mano," sang Van Rijn. As Kusalu pre-
pared to snite, the Earthman got a grip on his right arm
whirl ed himaround, and pinned him

Kusal u squalled. Van Rijn ground a knee in his bact
"You say, 'Uncle? " he panted.

"He'l'l die first," Joyce wail ed.

"Hokay, we do it hard fashion." Van Rijn forced the
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knife |l oose and kicked it aside. He |l et Kusalu go. But the
t' Kel an had scarcely raised hinself when a gauntl eted

fist smashed into his stomach. He reeled. Van R jn pushed
inrelentlessly, blow after blow, until the warrior sank

The nerchant stood aside. Joyce stared at himwith
horror. "Is all in order," he calned her. "I did not damage
hi m Per manent .

Nyar onga hel ped his son clinb back up. Two others | ed
Kusal u away. A | ow keeni ng went anpong the nassed
t'"Kelans. It was |ike nothing Joyce had ever heard before.

Van Rijn and Nyaronga confronted each other. The
native said very slowy, "You have proven yoursel f, Sky-
mal e. For a | andl ess one, you fight well, and it was good of
you not to slay him

Joyce transl ated between sobs. Van Rijn answered, "Say
I did not kill that young buck because there is no need.
Then say | have plenty territory of my own." He pointed
upward, where stars glistened in the wi ndy, hazy sky. "Ten
himthere is ny hunting grounds. by dam. "

When he had digested this, Nyaronga asked al nost plain-
tively, "But what does he wish in our land? What is his
gai n?"

"W cane to hel p-
question to Van Rijn.

"Ha!" the Earthman gl oated. "Now we tal k about tur-
keys." He squatted near a fire. The pride fathers joined
him their sons pressed close to clisten. Uul obu breathed
happi |y, "Ware taken as friends."

"l do not conme to rob your land or gane," Van Rijn
said in an ol eagi nous tone. "No, only to make deals, with
good profit on both sides. Surely these folks trade with
each other. They could not have so nuch stuffs as they do
ot herwi se. "

"Ch, yes, of course." Joyce settled weakly beside him
"And their relationship to the city is essentially quid pro
quo, as | told you before."

"Then they will understand bargains being strna. So ten
them those Gaffers on the nountain has got jeal ous of us.
Tell themthey sicced the Shanga onto our canp. The
whol e truths, not varnished nore than needfol "

"What ? But | thought-lI nean. didn't you want to give
themthe inpression that we're actually poweriul ? Shoul d
we admit we're refugees?"

Joyce stopped herself and put the

"Well, say we has had to make a . . . what do the mli-
tary communi ques say when you has ot your pants beaten
off? . . . an orderly rearward advance for strategi c reasons,

to previously prepared positions."

Joyce did. Tendrils r~ on the native heam pupils
narrowed, and hands rai sed weapons anew. Nyaronga
asked dubiously. "Do you wi sh shelter anpong us?"

"No," said Van Rijn. "Ten himwe is conme to warn
them because if they get wi ped out we can nmake no nice
deals with profit. Tell themthe Sh~ga now has your guns
fromthe donme, and will nove with their fellow clans into
Rokul el a territory."

Joyce wondered if she had heard aright. "But we don't

we didn't. . . we brought no weapons except a few

personal sidearns. And everybody nust have taken his
own away with himin the retreat."

"Do they know that, these peopl es?"
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"Way . . . well. . . would they believe you?"
"My good prettY blonde with curves in all the right
pl aces, | give you Nicholas van Rijn's pronise they would

not believe anything else."

Hal tingly, she spoke the lie. The reaction was honbl e.
They boil ed t hroughout the canp, |eaped about, brand-

i shed their spears, and ululated |ike wolves. Nyaronga
al one sat still, but his fur stood on end.

"I's this indeed so?" he denmanded. It canme as a whi sper
t hrough the noi se.

"Why el se woul d the Shanga attack us, with help from
the Ancients?" Van Rijn countered.

"You know very well why," Joyce said. "The Ancients
bri bed them played on their superstitions, and probably of -
fered themour netal to nake knives from™"

"Ja, no doubt, but you give this old devil here ny rhe.
torical just the way | said it. Ask himdoes it not make
sense, that the Shanga would act for the sake of blasters
and sl ugthrowers, once the Geezers put themup to it and
suppl i ed gunpowder? Then tell himthis neans the G ay-
beards nust be on the side of the Shanga's own Horde.
what's they called, now?"

"The Yagol a."

"So. Tell himthat things you overheard give you good
reason to believe the Shanga clan will put thenselves at
the head of the Yagola to nmove west and push the Roku-
lela out of this fine country."

Nyaronga and the others, who fell into an oni nous qui et
as Joyce spoke, had no troubl e grasping the concept. As
she had told Van Rijn, war was not a t'Kelan institution
But she was not conveying the idea of a full-dress war-
rat her, a Vol kerwanderung i nto new bunting grounds.

And such things were frequent enough on this dying
pl anet. Wen a region turned utterly barren its inhabi-
tants must di splace someone else, or die in the attenpt.

The difference now was that the Yagola were not starved
out of their homes. They were alleged to be anticipating
that eventuality, plotting to grab off nore land with their
stolen firearms to give them absol ute superiority.

"I had not thought them such nonsters," Nyaronga
sai d.

"They aren't," Joyce protested in Angiic to Van Rijn.
"You're maligning themso horribly that-that-"

"Well, well, all's fair in |love and propaganda. .. he said.
"Propose to Nyaronga that we all return to Kusul onga,
collecting reinforcements as we go, to see for ounel ves
if this business really is true .and use nunerical advan-
tage while we have still got it."

"You are going to set themat each other's throats! |
won't be party to any such thing. |'D die first.

"Look, sweet potato, nobody has got killed yet. Maybe
nobody has to be. 1 can explain later. But for now, we have
got to strike while the fat is in the fire. They is wonder-
ful excited. Don't give thema chance to 0001 off till they
has positive decided to march.» The man laid a hand on
his heart. "You think old, short of breath, confort-|oving,
cowardly Nicholas van Rijn wants to fight a war? You
think again. Afornfitting chair, a tall cool drink, a Venus-
ian cigar, Eine Kl eine Nachtnusik on the taper, aboard
his ketch while he sails with a bunch of dancing girls
down Sunda Straits, that is only which he wants. |s that
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much to ask? Be |like your own kind,. gentle setfs and help
me stir themup to fight. "

Trapped in her own bew |l dentent, she followed his |ead.
That same night, riders went out bearing nmessages to such
ot her Rokulela clans as were known to be within reach

The first progress eastward was in darkness, to avoid the
still flaring sun. Al nost every nmale, grown or half-grown,
rode al ong, |eaving femal es and young behind in canp.

They wore fl owi ng robes and burnooses, their basai were

bl anket ed, against the fierce itch that attacked exposed

t' Kel an skin during such periods. Mst of the charged par-
ticles fromthe star struck the planet's day side, but there
was enough nagnetic field to bring sone around to the
opposi te heni sphere. Even so, the party made surprisingly
good speed. Peering fromthe car wi ndows, Joyce glinpsed
them under the two noons, shadowy shapel ess forms that
slipped over the harsh terrain, an occasional flash of spear-
heads. Through the engine's | ow voi ce she heard them
calling to each other, and the deep earth-nutter of unshod
hoof s.

"You see,” Van Rijn lectured, "I amnot on this world
long, but | been on a lot of others, and read reports about
many nmore. In nmy line of business this is needful. They
al ways make parallels. | got enough clues about these
t'Kel ans to guess the basic pattern of their minds, from
anal ogi zi ngs. You Esperancers, on this other hand, has
not had so rmuch experience. Like npst colonies, you is
too isolated fromthe galactic mainstreamto keep au
courant with things, like for instance the nodem expl orer
techni ques. That was obvious fromthe fact you did not
make depth psychol ogy studies the very first thing, but
i nstead took what you found at face valuation. Never do
that, Joyce. Always bite the coin that feeds you, for this is
a hard and wi cked universe."

"You seemto know what you're about, Nick," she ad-
nmtted. He beanmed and rai sed her hand to his |ips. She
made sone confused noi se about heating coffee and re-
treated. She didn't want to hurt his feelings; he really was
an ol d dear, under that crust of his.

When she cane back to the front seat, placing herself
out of his reach, she said, "Well, tell me, what pattern did
you deduce? How do their m nds work?"

"You assuned they was |ike warlike human primtives,
in early days on Earth," he said. "On the topside, that
wor ked hokay. They is intelligent, with | anguage; they can
reason and talk with you; this nade them seem easy
under st ood. Wat you forgot, | think, ne, was conscious
lintelligence is only a small part of the whole selfness. A
it does is help us get what we want. But the wanting itself
-food, shelter, sex, everything-our notives-they cone
from deeper down. There is no | ogical reason even to
stay alive. But instinct says to, so we want to. And instinct
comes fromvery old evolution. W was aninals | ong be-
fore we becane thinkers and, uh-" Van R jn's beady
eyes rolled piously ceilingward-" and was given souls.

You got to think how a race evol ved before you can take
them . . | mean understand them

"Now humans, the experts tell ne, got started way back
when, as ground apes that turned carnivore when the for-
ests shrank up in Africa for lots of megayears. This is
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when they started to wal king erect the whole tine, and
grew hands fully devel oped to nake weapons because

they had not claws and teeth |ike |ions. Hokay, so we

is a nmean lot, we Honb Sapienses, with killer instincts.
But not exclusive. W is still ommivores who can even sur-
vive on Brussels sprouts if we got to. Pfui! But we can.
Qur ancestors been peaceful nutpluckers and |iving off
each other's fleas a long, longer tinme than they was hunt-
ers. It shows.

"The t' Kel ans, on the other side, has been carnivores
since they was still four-footers. Not very good carnivores.
Unspecialized, with no claws and pretty weak biting ap-
paratus even if it is stronger than humans'. That is why
they al so devel oped hands and made tools, which led to
them getting big brains. Neverthel east, they have no vege-
tarian whatsolutely in their ancestors, as we do. And
they have much powerfuller killing instincts than us. And
is not so gregarious. Carnivores can't be. You get a big
concentration of hunters in one spot, and by dam, the
ganme goes away. |s that coffee ready?"

"I think so." Joyce fetched it. Van Rijn slurped it down,
di sregarding a tenperature that would have taken the
skirt off her palate, steering with one bare splay foot as he
dr ank.

"l begin to see," she said with growi ng excitenent.
"That's why they never devel oped true nations or fought
real wars. Big organizations are conpletely artificial things
to them conmanding no loyalty. You don't fight or die
for a Horde, any nore than a hurman woul d fight for
for his bridge club."

"Unmm | have known sone m ghty bl oodshot | ooks
across bridge tables. But ja, you get the idea. The pride is
a natural thing here, like the human fanmly. The clan,
with blood ties, is only one step renoved. It can excite
t' Kel ans as nuch, maybe, as his country can excite a man.
But Hordes? Nie. An arrangenent of conveni ence only.

"Not that pride and clan is .loving-kindness and sugar
candy. Humans nake fam |y squabbles and civil wars.

T' Kel ans have still stronger fighting instincts than us.
Lots of argunments and bl oodshed. But only on a snall
scal e, and not taken too serious. You said to ne, is no
vendettas here. That neans sonebody killing sonebody

el se is not thought to have done anything bad. In fact,
wnoever does not fight-male, anyhowstrikes them as

unnatural, like |l ess than normal."
"I's. . . that why they never warned up to us? To the
Esperanci an m ssion, | nean?"

"Partly. Not that you was expected to fight at any speci-
fical tinme. Nobody went out to pick a quarrel when you
gave no of fense and was even useful. But your behavior
taken in one lunp added up to a thing they couldn't un-
derstand. They figured there was sonething wong with
you, and felt a goodly natured contenpt. | had to prove
was tough as they or tougher. That satisfied their instincts,
which then went to sleep and let themlisten to ne
with respects.”

Van Rijn put down his enpty cup and took out his pipe.
"Anot her thing you | acked was territory," he said. "Ani-
mal s on Earth, too, has an instinct to stake out and de-
fend a piece of ground for thensel ves. Humans do. But
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for carnivores this instinct has got to be very, very, very
powerful, because if they get driven away from where the
ganme is, they can't survive on roots and berries. They

di e.

"You saw yoursel fs how those natives what could not
mai ntain a place in their ancestral hunting grounds but
went to you instead was | ooked downwards on. You Esper-
ancers only had a dome on some worthl ess ni bble of |and.
Then you went around preaching how you had no desi gns
on anybody's country. Ha! They had to believe you was
ei ther lying-maybe that is one reason the Shanga at-
tacked you-or el se was abnormal weaklings."

"But couldn't they understand?" Joyce asked. "Di d they
expect us, who didn't even look like them to think the
same way as they do?"

"Sophi sticated, civilized t'Kelans could have caught the.
idea," Van Rijn said. "However, you was dealing with
nai ve barbarians."

"Except the Ancients. |I'msure they realize-"

"Maybe so. Quite possible. But you nade a deadly threat
to them Could you not see? They has been the scribes,
doctors, high-grade artisans, sun experts, for ages and
ages. You cone in and start doing the sane as them only
much better. What you expect themto do? Kiss your
foots? Kiss any part of your anatony? Not them They is
carnivores, too. They fight back.

"But we never neant to displace then

"Renmenber," Van Rijn &aid, waggi ng his pipe stem at
her, "reason is just the lackey for instinct. The Gaffers is
nmore subtle than anybody el ses. They can sit still in one
pl ace, between walls. They do not hunt. They do not
cl ai mthousands of square kil oneters for thensel ves. But
does this nean they have no instinct of territoriality? Ha!
Not bl oody likely! They has only sublinmed it. Their work,
that is their territory-and you noved in on it.

Joyce sat nunbly, staring out into night. Tinme passed.
before she could protest. "But we explained to them!|'m
sure they understood-we explained this planet will die
wi t hout our help."

"Ja,ja. But a naturally born fighter has | ess fear of
death than other kinds aninmals. Besides, the death was
schedul ed for a thousand years fromnow, did you not
say? That is too long a tinme to feel with enotions. Your
own threat to themwas real, here and now "

Van Rijn lit his pipe. "Also," he continued around the
nmout hpi ece, "your gabbi ng about pl anet-w de cooperation
md not sit so well. | doubt they could really conmprehend
it. Carnivores don't make cooperations except on the nost
teensy scale. It isn't practical for them They haven't got
such instincts. The Hordes-which, remenber, is not na-
tions in any sense-they could never get what you was
tal king about, | bet. Altruismis outside their nental hori-
zontals. It only nade them suspi ci ous of you. The An-
cients maybe had sone vague notion of your notives, but
didn't share themin the littlest. You can't organi ze these
peopl es. Sooner will you build a carousel on Saturn's rings.
It does not let itself be done."

"You' ve organized themto fight!" she exclainmed in her
angui sh.

"No. Only given thema common purpose for this tine
bei ng. They believed what | said about weapons left in the
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dome. Wth minds like that, they find it much the easiest
thing to believe. O course you had an arsenal --everybody
does. O course you would have used it if you got the
chance- - anybody woul d. Ergo, you never got the chance;

the Shanga captured it too fast. The rest of the story, the
Yagol a pl ot against the Rokulela, is at |east |ogical enough
to their mnds that they had better investigate it good."

"But what are you going to nake them do?" She coul dn't
hol d back the tears any |l onger. "Stormthe nountain?

They can't get along without the Ancients.”

"Sure, they can, if hunans substitute."

"B-b-but-but-no, we can't, we nustn't-"

"Maybe we don't have to," Van Rijn said. "I got to play
by nmy ear of tinned 'cauliflower when we arrive. W will
see." He laid his pipe aside. "There, there, now, don't be
so sad. But go ahead and cry if you want. Papa N cky will
dry your eyes and bl ow your nose." He offered her the
curve of his arm She crept into it, buried her face against
his side, and wept herself to sleep

Kusul ongo the Muntain rose nonstrous fromthe plain,
cliff upon gloomy cliff, with talus slopes and gl aciers be-
tween, until the spires carved fromits top stood ragged
across the sun-disc. Joyce had seldomfelt the cold and
murk of this world as she did now, riding up the path to
the city on a homed ani mal that must be bl anket ed agai nst
the human warnth of her suit. The wind went shriek-
ing through the enpty dark sky, around the crags, to buffet
her like fists and snap the banner which Uul obu carried on
a lance as he rode ahead. d ancing back, down a dizzying
sweep of stone, she saw Nyaronga and the hal f-dozen
ot her chiefs who had been allowed to come with the party.
Their cl oaks streaned about them spears rose and fel
with the gait of their nmounts; the color of their fur was
lost in this dreary |ight, but she thought she nmade out
the grimess on their faces. Imensely far below, at the
mountain's foot, lay their followers, five hundred arnmed
and angry Rokul el a. But they were hidden by dusk, and if
she died on the heights they could give her no nore than a
vengeance she didn't want.

She shuddered and edged her basai close to the one
whi ch puffed and groaned beneath Van Rijn's weight.

Their knees touched. "At |east we have sonme conpany,"
she said, knowi ng the remark was noronic but driven to
say anything that might drown out the wi nd. "Thank God
the flare died away so fast."

"Ja, we made good tinme," the merchant said. "Only
three days fromthe Lubanbaru to here, that's quicker
than | forewaited. And lots of allies picked up."

She harked back wistfully to the trek. Van Rijn had spent
the tine being anusing, and had succeeded better than
she woul d have expected. But then they arrived, and the
Shanga scranbl ed up the nountain one junp ahead of
the Rokul el a charge; the attackers withdrew, unwilling
to face cannon if there was a chance of avoiding it; a par-
| ey was agreed on; and she couldn't inmagine howit m ght
end other than in blood. The Ancients night |let her
group go down agai n unhurt, as they'd prom sed-or m ght
not - but, however that went, before sundown nany war-
riors would lie broken for the carrion fow. Oh, yes, she
admtted to herself, I'"'malso afraid of what will happen
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tone, if | should get back alive to Esperance. Instigating
conbat! Ten years', corrective detention if |I'mlucky.
unless | run away with Nick and never see hone again,
never, never-But to nake those glad young hunters die!

She jerked her reins, half mnded to flee down the trai
and into the desert. The beast skittered under her. Van
Ri jn caught her by the shoulder, "Calm there, if you
pl ease," he growl ed. "W has got to outbluff themupstairs.
They will be a Satan's | ot harder to diddl e than the bar-
bari ans was."

"Can we?" she pl eaded. "They can defend every ap-
proach. They're stocked for a long siege, |'mcertain, |onger
than. . . than we could naintain."

"If we bottle themfor a nonth, is enough. For then
cones the League ship."

"But they can send for help, too. Use the heliographs."
She pointed to one of the skeletal towers above. Its mrror
shimered dully in the red lumnance. Only a t'Kel an
could see the others, spaced out in several directions across
the plains and hills. "Or nessengers can slip between our
lines-we'd be spread so terribly thin-they could raise the
whol e Yagol a Horde agai nst us."

"Maybe so, maybe not. W see. Now peep down and | et

me think."
They jogged on in silence, except for the wind. After
an hour they came to a wall built across the trail. |npass-

abl e sl opes of detritus stretched on either side. The arch.
way held two primtive cannon. Four nenbers of the city
garrison poised there, torches flickering near the fuses.
Guards in leather helnmets and corselets, arned with bows
and pi kes, stood atop the wall. The iron gl eaned through
t he shadows.

Uul obu rode forth, cocky in the respect he had newy
won fromthe clans. "Let pass the mghty sky-fol k who
have condescended to speak with your patriarchs,” he de-
manded.

"Hrpf!" snorted the captain of the post. "Wen
have the sky-fol k ever had the spirit of a gutted yangul u?"

"They have always had the spirit of a nakovolo in a
rage," Uul obu said. He ran a thunb al ong the edge of his
dagger. "If you wi sh proof, consider who dared cage the
Ancients on their own nmountain."

The warrior mane a flustered noise, collected hinself,
and stated loudly, "You may pass then, and be safe as
|l ong as the peace between us is not unsaid.”

"No nore fiddlydoodles there," Van Rijn rapped. "W
want by, or we take your popguns and stuff themin a place
they do not usually go." Joyce forebore to interpret. N ck
had so many good qualities; if only he could overcone
that vulgarity! But he had had a hard life, poor thing. No
one had ever really taken himin hand. . . . Van Rijn
rode strai ght between the cannon and on up the path.

It debouched on a broad terrace before the city wall.
O her guns frowned fromthe approaches. Two score war-
riors paced their rounds with nore discipline than was
known in the Hordes. Joyce's eyes went to the three shapes
in the portal. They wore plain white robes, and fur was
grizzled with age. But their gaze was arrogant on the new
coners.

She hesitated. "I . . . this is the chief scribe-" she be-
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gan.

"No introduction to secretaries and office boys,
Rijn said. "W go straight to the boss."

Joyce noi stened her lips and told them "The head
of the sky-fol k demands i medi ate parley."

"So be it," said one Ancient without tone. "But you nust
| eave your armnms here."

Nyaronga bared his teeth. "There is no help for it,"
Joyce reminded him "You know as well as |, by the |aw
of the fathers, none but Ancients and warriors born in the
city may go through this gate Wth weapons." Her own
hol ster and Van Rijn's were already enpty.

She coul d al nbst see the heart sink in the Rokul ela, and
remenbered what the Earthman had said about instinct.
Disarming a t'Kelan was a synbolic enmascul ati on. They
put a bold face on it, clattering their inplenments down and
di smounting to stride Wth stiff backs at Van Rijn's
heel s. But she noticed how their eyes flickered about, |ike
those of trapped aninmals, when they passed the gateway.

Kusul ongo the City rose in square tiers, black and nmas-
sive under the watchtowers. The streets were narrow guts
twi sting between, full of wind and the noise of hammering
fromthe metal smths' quarters. Dwnellers by birthright
stood aside as the barbarians passed, drawi ng their robes
about' themas if to avoid contact. The three councillors
said no word; stillness fell everywhere as they wal ked
deeper into the citadel, until Joyce wanted to scream

At the nmiddle of the city stood a block full twenty me-
ters high, Wndow ess, only the door and the ventholes
opening to air. Quards hoisted their swords and hissed in
salute as the hierarchs went through the entrance. Joyce
heard a small groan at her back. The Rokul el a foll owed
the humans inside, down a wi nding hall, but she didn't
think they woul d be of nuch use. The torchlit cave at the
end was cleverly designed to sap a hunter's nerve.

Si x white-robed ol dsters were seated on a semnicircul ar
dais. The wall behind themcarried a nosaic, vivid even
inthis fluttering di mess, of the sun as it flared. Nyaron-
ga's breath sucked between his teeth. He had just been re-
nm nded of the Ancients' power. True, Joyce told herself,
he knew t he humans coul d take over the sane functions.

But i mrenorial habit is not easily broken

Their guides sat down too. The newconers renai ned
standing. Silence thickened. Joyce swall owed several tines
and said, "I speak for Nicholas van Rijn, patriarch of the
sky-fol k, who has | eagued hinself with the Rokul el a cl ans.
We cone to denmand justice."

"Here there is justice," th~ gaunt nale at the center of
the dais replied. "I, Ouba' s son Akul o, Ancient-born, chief
in council, speak for Kusulongo the City. Wy have you
borne a spear agai nst us?"

"Ha!" snorted Van Rijn when it had been conveyed to
him "Ask that ol d hi ppopotanus why he started these
troubles in the first place.”

"You mean hypocrite," Joyce said autonatically.

"I mean what | nean. Come on, now. | know very well
why he has, but |et us hear what ways he covers up."

Joyce put the question. Akulo curled his tendrils, a ges-
ture of skepticism and nurnured, "This is strange. Never
have the Ancients taken part in quarrels bel ow the noun-
tains. Wien you attacked the Shanga, we gave themref-

Van
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uge, but such is old custom We will gladly hear your
dispute with themand arrange a fair settlenent, but this is
no fight of ours.”

Joyce anticipated Van Rijn by snapping in an upsurge of
i ndi gnation. "They bl ew down our walls. Who could have
supplied themthe neans but yoursel ves?"

"Ah, yes." Akul o stroked his whiskers. "I understand
your thinking, sky-female. It is very natural. Wll, as this
council intended to explain should other carriers of your

people arrive here alld accuse us, we do sell fireworks for
magi ¢ and cel ebration. The Shanga bought a large quantity
fromus. We did not ask why. No rule controls how nuch

may be bought at a tinme. They nust have enptied the pow
der out thenselves, to use against you."

"What's he say?" Van Rijn denmanded.

Joyce expl ained. Nyaronga muttered-it took courage
with the Ancients listening-"No doubt the Shanga pri de-
fathers will support that tale. An untruth is a low price for
weapons |i ke yours."

"What weapons speak you of ?" a councillor interrupted.

"The arsenal the sky-fol k had, which the Shanga cap-
tured for use against nmy own Horde," Nyaronga spat. Hi s
mouth curl ed upward. "So nuch for the disinterested-
ness of the Ancients."

"But-No!" Akulo | eaned forward, his voice not quite as
snmooth as before. "It is true that Kusulongo the Cty did
not hing to discourage an assault on the sky-ones' canp.
They are weak and bl oodl ess-legitimte prey. Mre, they
wer e causi ng unrest anong the clans, unQermning the
ways of the fathers-"

"Ways off which Kusulongo the City grew fat,"'
put in.

Akul o scow ed at her but continued addressing Nya-
ronga. "By their attack, the Shanga did win a rich plunder of
metal . They will have many good knives. But that is not
enough addition to their power that they could ever invade
new | ands when desperation does not |ash them W
t hought of that too, here on the nountain, and did not
wi sh tQ see it happen. The concern of the Ancients was
ever to preserve a fitting balance of things. If the sky-folk
went away, that bal ance would actually be restored which
they endangered. A little extra netal in Yagol a hands
woul d not upset it anew. The sky-fol k were never seen to
carry any but a few hand-weapons. Those they took with
them when they fle.d. There never was an arnory in the
donme for the Shanga to seize. Your fear was for nothing,
you Rokul el a.”

Joyce had been translating for Van Rijn sotto voce. He
nodded. "Hokay. Now tell themwhat | said you should."

I"ve gone too far to retreat, she realized desolately. "But
we di d have weapons in reserve!" she blurted. "Many of
them hundreds, whole boxes full, that we did not get a
chance to use before the attack drove us outside."

Silence. cracked down. The councillors stared at her
in horror. Torch flanes junped and shadows chased each
other across the walls. The Rokul el a chiefs watched with
a stemsatisfaction that put sone self-confidence back
into them

Finally Akul o stuttered, "B-b-but you said-1 asked you
once nysel f, and you deni ed havi ng-having nore than a

Joyce
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few . .

"Naturally," Joyce said, "we kept our main strength in
reserve, unreveal ed."

"The Shanga reported nothing of this sort."

"Whul d you expect themto?" Joyce let that sink in be-
fore she went on. "Nor will you find the cache if you search
the oasis. They did not resist our assault with fire, so the
guns cannot have been in this nei ghborhood. Mst likely
sonmeone took them away at once into the Yagol a | ands,
to be distributed later."

"W shall see about this." Another Ancient clipped off
the words. "Guard!" A sentry canme in through the door-
way to the entry tunnel. "Fetch the spokesman of our clan
guests. "

Joyce brought Van Rijn up to date while they waited.
"Coes well so far," the nmerchant said. "But next comes the
ticklish part, not so much fun as tickling you."

"Real ly!" She drew herself up, hot in the face. "You're
i mpossi ble."

"No, just inprobable. . . Ah, here we go already."

A lean t'Kelan in Shanga garb trod into the room He
folded his arns and glowered at the Rokulela. "This is
Batuzi's son Masotu," Akul o introduced. He | eaned for-
ward, tense as his coll eagues. "The sky-fol k have said you
took many terrible weapons fromtheir canp. |s that
truth?"

Masotu started. "Certainly not! There was nothing but
that one enptied handgun | showed you when you cane
down at dawn."

"So the Ancients were indeed in | eague with the
Shanga," rasped a t'Kelan in Van Rijn's party.

Briefly disconcerted, Akulo collected hinmself and said in
a steel tone, "Very well. Wiy should we deny it, after all?
Kusul ongo the City seeks the good of the whole world,
which IS Its own good; and these sly strangers were bring-
ing new ways that rotted old usage. Wre they not soft-
ening you for the invasion of their own peopl e? Wat
ot her reason had they to travel about in your |ands? Wat
ot her reason could they have? Yes, this council urged
the Shanga to wi pe them out as they deserve."

Though her heartbeat nearly drowned her words, Joyce
managed to interpret for Van Rijn. The merchant's lips
thinned. "Now they confess it to our facing," he said.

"Yet they have got to have sone story ready to fob off

Eart hshi ps and make humans never want to come here

again. They do not intend to let us go down this hill alive,
| see, and talk contradictions afterwards." But he gave her
no word for the natives

Akul o pointed at Masotu. "Do you tell us, then, that the
sky-fol k have |ied and you fbund no arsenal ?"

"Yes." The Shanga traded stares with Nyaronga. "Ah,
your folk fretted |l est we use that power to overrun your
grassl ands," he deduced shrewdly. "There was no need to
fear. Go back in peace and let us finish dealing with the
aliens."

"W never feared," Nyaronga corrected. Nonethel ess his
gl ance toward the humans was doubt f ul

An Ancient stirred inpatiently on the dais. "Enough of
this," he said. "Now we have all seen still another case
of the sky-fold brewing trouble. Call in the guards to
slay them Let peace be said between Shanga and all Ro-
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kul el a. Send everyone hone and have done."

Joyce finished her running translation as Akul o opened
his mouth. "Botulismand bureaucrats!" Van R jn ex-
pl oded. "Not this fast, little chum" He reached under the
recycler tank on his back and pulled out his blaster
"Pl ease to keep still."

No t' Kelan stirred, though a hiss went anpbng them
Van Rijn backed toward the wall so he could cover the
doorway as well. "Now we talk nore friendly," he smled.

"The | aw has been broken," Akul o sputtered.

"Li kewi se the truce which you said between us," Joyce
answer ed, though no culture on this planet regarded oath-
breaki ng as anything but a peccadillo. She felt near
fainting with relief. Not that the blaster solved nmany
problens. It wouldn't get themout of a city aswarmwith
archers and spear-casters. But-

"Quiet!" boomed Van Rijn. Echoes rang fromwall to
stony wall. A couple of sentries darted in. They pulled up
short when they saw the gun.

"Conme on, join the party," the Earthman invited. "Lots
of room and energy charges for everybodies."

To Joyce he said, "Hokay, nowis where we find out
whet her we have brains enough to get out of being heroes.
Tell themthat N cholas Van Rijn has a speech to nake,
then talk for me as | go along."

Weakly, she relayed the nessage. The | east rel axation
showed on the tigery bodies before her. Akulo, Nyaronga,
and Masotu nodded together. "Let himbe heard,"” the An-
cient said. "There is always tine to fight afterward.”

"Good." Van Rijn's giant formtook a step forward. He
swept the blaster nuzzle around in an oratorical gesture.
"First, you should know | caused all this hullaballoo
mai nly so we could talk. If | come back here al one, you
woul d have cl obbered ne with pointy little rocks, and that
woul d not be so good for any of us. Ergo, | had to cone in
conpany. Let Nyaronga tell you | can fight like a hungry
creditor if needful. But maybe there is no need this tine
ha?"

Joyce passed on his words, sentence by sentence, and
wai ted while the Gangu pride-father conflrnled that hu-
mans were tough custoners. Van Rijn took advantage of
the general surprise to |aunch a quick verbal offensive

"We have got this situation. Suppose the Shanga are |y-
ing and have really coppered a nodem arsenal. Then
they can gain such power that even this city becones a
client of theirs instead of being prinmus inter pares |like be-
fore. Nie? To prevent this, a common cause i s needful be-
tween Ancients, Rokulela, and us humans who can get
bi gger weapons to stop the Yagol a when our rescue ship
cones in."

"But we have no such booty," Msotu insisted. i

"So you say," Joyce replied. She was beginning to get:
Van Rijn's general idea. .. Ancients and Rokulela, dare you
take his word on so weighty a matter?"

As indeci sion waxed on the dais, Van Rijn continued.
"Now |l et us on the other hands suppose | amthe |iar and
there never was any | oose zappers in the donme. Then
Shanga and Ancients nust keep on working together. For
my people's ship that will cone fromour own territory,
which is the whole skyfril of stars, they nust be told sone

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Pou...0Anderson%20-%20Trader%20T0%20The%20Stars.txt (64 of 94) [10/16/2004 4:48:38 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Poul %20A nderson%620-%20T rader%20T 0%20T he%20Stars. txt

yarn about why their donme was destroyed. Everybody but

me and this cute doll here got safe away, so it will be
known the Shanga did the job. Qur folks will be angry

at losing such a good chance for profit they have been work-
ing on for a long time. They will blame the Ancients as
usi ng Shanga for pussyfoots, and naybe bl ow this whol e
mountain to smtherlets, unless a good story that Shanga
corroborate in every way has been cooked beforehand to
clear the Ancients. Right? Ja. Well, then, for years to
come, the Shanga-through them all Yagola-rmust be in

cl ose touch with Kusulongo town. And they will not take
the blanme for no paynent at all, will they"? So hokay, you
Rokul el a, how inpartial you think the Ancients will be

to you? How inpartial can the Ancients be, when the

Shanga can bl ackmail then®? You need hunans here

to make a bal ance. ™"

Uul obu cl ashed his teeth together and cried, "This is
true!" But Joyce wat ched Nyaronga. The chief pondered
a long while, trading |ooks with his coll eagues, before he
said, "Yes, this nmay well be. At |east, one does not wi sh
to risk being cheated, when disputes cone here for judg-
ment. Also, the bad years may cone to Yagol al and next,
when they nmust nove el sewhere. . . and a single failure
to predict a flare for us could weaken our whol e country .
for invasion."

Stillness stretched. Joyce's phone pickup sent her only
the sputter of torches and the boom of w nd beyond the
doorway. Akulo stared down Van Rijn's gun nuzzle, with-
out a nove. At |last he said, "You sow discord with great
skill, stranger. Do you think we can | et so dangerous a one,
or these pride-fathers whomyou have now nade into
firmallies, |eave here alive?"

"Ja," answered Van Rijn conplacently through Joyce.
"Because | did not really stir up trouble, only prove to
your own big benefits that you can't trust each other and
need human peoples to keep order. For see you, with hu-
mans and their weapons around, who have an interest in
peace between clans and Hordes, sone Yagola with a few
guns can't acconplish anything. O if they truly don't
have guns, there is still no reason for the city to work
foot in shoe with themif humans return peacefully and
do not want revenge for their dome. So either way, the
right balance is restored between herders and town. QE. D."

"But why should the sky-folk wish to establish them-
sel ves here?" Akulo argued. "Is your aimto take over the
rightful functions of Kusulongo the City? No, first you
must slay each one of us on the nmountain!"

"Not needful,” Van Rijn said. "We nake our profit

ot her ways. | have asked out the |ady here about the
facts while we was en route, and she dovetails very pretty,
let ne tell you. Vb . . . Joyce. . . you take over now. |

am not sure how to best get the notion across when they
haven't nuch chemical theory."

Her nmouth fell open. "Do you nean-Ni ck, do you have
an answer ?"
"Ja, ja, ja." He rubbed his hands and beaned. "I worked
that out fine. Like follows: My own company takes over
operations on t'Kela. You Esperancers help us get started,
natural, but after that you can go spend your nobney on
sonme other planet gone to seed. . . while Ni cholas van
Rijn takes nmoney out of this one."
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"What, what are you thinking?"

"Look, | want kungu wine, and a fur trade on the side
m ght also be nice to have. The clans everywhere wil |
bring me this stuff. | sell themammopnia and nitrates

fromthe nitrogen-fixing plants we build, in exchange. They
will need this to enrich their soils-also they will need to
cultivate nitrogen-fixing bacteira the way you show t hem
-to increase crop yields so they can buy still nore am
monia and nitrates. O course, what they will really do
this for is to get surplus credit for buyi ng nodem gad-
gets.. @uns, especial. Nobody with hunter instincts can re-
si st buying guns; he will even becone a part-tinme farner
to do it. But also ny factors will sell themtools and nma-
chines and stuff, what nmakes themslowy nore civilized
the way you want themto be. On all these deals, Solar
Spice & Liquors turns a pretty good profit."

"But we didn't cone to exploit them"

Van Rijn chuckled. He reached up to twirl his nustache,
cl anked a hand agai nst his helnet, nade a face, and
sai d, "Maybe you Esperancers didn't, but | sure did. And
don't you see, this they can understand, the clans. Charity
is outside their instincts, but profit is not, and they will feel
good at how they swindle us on the price of wine. No nore
st andof fi shness and suspi ci on about humans-not when hu-
mans is plainly come here on a noney hunt. You see?"

She nodded, half dazed. They weren't going to like this
on Esperance; the Commonalty | ooked down froma
| ofty noral position on the Pol esotechnic League; but they
weren't fanatical about it, and if this was the only way the job
could be one-Wait "The Ancients," she objected. "How
will you conciliate then? Introducing so many new el e-
ments is bound to destroy the basis of their whole econony.”

"Ch, | already got that in mnd. W will want plenty of
native agents and clerks, smart fellows who keep records
and expand our market territory and cetera. , That takes
care of many young Ancients. . . silly nanme. . . . As for
the rest, though, maintaining the power and prestiges
of the city as a unit, that we can al so do. Renenber,
there are oil wells to develop and electrolysis plants to
build. The electrolyzer plants will sell hydrogen to the
ammoni a plants, and the oil-burning operation can sel
electricity. Hokay, so | build these oil and el ectrol yzer
plants, turn themover to the Ancients to run, and let the
Ancients buy themfromnme on a |long-,termnortgage. So
profitabl e and key facilities should suit themvery well,
ni e?" He stared thoughtfully into a dark coner. "Ummm

do you think | can get twenty percent interest, com

pounded annual, or nust | have to settle for fifteen?"

Joyce gasped a while before she could start searching
for Kusul ongo phrases.

They went down the nountain toward sunset, wth
cheers at their back and canl pfires twi nkling belowto wel-
cone them Somehow the view seened brighter to Joyce
than ever erenow. And there was beauty in that illinitable
westward plain, where a free fol k wandered through their
own lives. The next few weeks, waiting for the ship, won't
be bad at all, she thought. In fact, they should be fun
"Anot her advantage," V an Rijn told her smugly, "is
that nmaking a commercial operation with profit for every-
body out of thls is a nmuch better guarantee the job will be
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continued for |ong enough to save the planet. You tho! 1ght
your governnent could do it. Bah! Governnents is day-
flies. Any change of ideol ogy, of npbod, even, and poof
goes YQJIf project. But private action, where everybody con-
cerned is needful to everybody el se's incone, that's stable.
Politics, they come and go, but greed goes on forever."

"Ch, no, that can't be," she deni ed.

"Well, we got tinme in the car to argue about it, and
about nmuch else.” Van Rijn said. "I think | canrigalittle
still to get the al cohol out of kungu. Then we put it in

fruit juice and have a sort of wine with our neals |ike
human bei ngs, by damm!"

"I .. . | shouldn"t, Nicky. . . that is, well, us two
al one--"

"You is only young once. You nean a poor old man
like me has got to show you how to be young?" Van Rijn
barely suppressed a | eer. "Hokay, fine by nme."

Joyce | ooked away, flushing. She'd have to maintain a
strict watch on himtill the ship arrived, she thought. And
on herself, for that matter

O course, if she did happen to relax just the littlest bit

after all, he really was a very interesting person.

A loftier Argo cleaves the main,
Fraughtbwith a later prize;

Anot her Orpheus sings again,

And | oves, and weeps, and dies.
A new U ysses | eaves once nore
Cal ypso for his native shore

- Shel | ey

THE MASTER KEY

Once upon a tinme there was a king who set hinself above
the foreign nerchants. What he did is of no account now,
it was |ong ago and on another planet, and besides, the
wench is dead. Harry Stenvik and | hung himby the seat
of his trousers fromhis tallest mnaret, in sight of all the
peopl e, and the name of the Pol esotechni c League was
great in the land. Then we nade inroads on the stock-in-
trade of the Solar Spice & Liquors Conpany factor and
swor e undyi ng br ot her hood.

Now t here are those who naintain that N chol as van
Rijn has a cryogenic conputer in that space used by the
ordinary Terran for storing his heart. This may be so.

But he does not forget a good workman. And | know no
reason why he should have invited ne to di nner except
that Harry would be there, and-this being the briefest
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of business trips to Earth for nme-we woul d probably
have no ot her chance of neeting.

The flitter set me off atop the Wnged Cross, where Van
Rijn keeps what he honestly believes is a nodest little
pent house apartnent. A sumer's dusk softened the nass
of lesser buildings that stretched to the horizon and be-
yond; Venus had wakened in the west and Chicago Inte-
grate was opening nultitudinous lights. This high up, only

a | ow machine throb reached ny ears. | wal ked al ong

roses and jasnmine to the door. Wen it scanned ne and
dilated, Harry was waiting. We fell into each other's arns
and praised God with many |oud violations of Hs third
conmmandment .

Afterward we stood apart and | ooked. "You haven't
changed much," he lied. "Mean and ugly as ever. Methane
in the air nust agree with you."

"Anmmoni a, where |'ve been of late," | corrected him
"S. O P.: occassional bullets and endl ess dickering. You're
di sgustingly sleek and contented. How s Sigrid?" As it mnust
to all nmen, donesticity had come to him In his case it
| asted, and he had built a house on the cliffs above Har-
danger Fjord and raised, mastiffs and sons. Myself-but
that also is irrel evant.

"Fi ne. She sends her |ove and a box of her own cooki es.
Next time you .nust wangle a | onger stay and cone see
us."

"The boys?"

"Same." The soft Norse accent roughened the least bit.

"Per's had his troubles, but they are nending. He's here
t oni ght

"Well, great."” The last |'d heard of Harry's ol dest son,
he was an apprentice aboard one of Van Rijn's ships,
somewhere in the Hercul es region. But that was severa
years ago, and you can rise fast in the League if you sur-

vive. "l imagine he has naster's rank by now. "

"Yes, quite newwy. Plus an artificial fernur and a story
to tell. Cone, let's join them"

Hm | thought, so Od N ck was econom zing on his
bird-killing stones again. He had enough anecdotes of his

own that he didn't need to collect them unless they had
some special use to him A gesture of kindness mght as
well be thrown into the interview

We passed through the foyer and crossed a few |light-
years of trollcat rug to the far end of the living room
Three nen sat by the viewer wall, at the noment trans-
parent to sky and city. Only one of themrose. He had been
seated a little to one side, in a tigery kind of relaxed alert-
ness-a stranger to ne, dark and lean, with a blaster that
had seen consi derable service at his hip.

Ni cholas van Rijn wall owed his bul k deeper into his
| ounger, hoisted a beer stein and roared, "Ha! \Welcome
to you, Captain, and you will maybe have a small drink
like me before dinner?" After which he tugged his goatee
and nuttered, "Gabriel will tootle before | get you bepes-
tered Anglic through this poor old noggin. | think | have
just called nyself a small drink."

I bowed to himas is fitting to a nerchant prince,
turned, and gave Per Stenvi k ny hand. "Excuse ny stay-

ing put," he said. Hs face was still pale and gaunt; health
was coni ng back, but youth never would. "I got a trifle
cl obbered. "
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"So ,l heard," | answered. "Don't worry, it'll heal up. |
hate to think how much of ne is replacenent by now, but
as long as the inportant parts are left. "

"Ch, yes, |I'll be okay. Thanks to Manuel. Vb, Manue
Fel i pe Gonez y Pal omares of Nuevo Mexico. My ensign."

I introduced nyself with great formality, according to
what | knew of custons of those poor and haughty col o-
nists fromthe far side of Arcturus. Hs courtesy was equal,
before he turned to make sure the bl anket was secure
around Per's legs. Nor did he go back to his seat and his
gl ass of claret before Harry and | | owered ourselves. A
human servant-nmale, in this one Van Rijn establishnent
-brought us our orders, akvavit for Harry and a nartin
for me. Per fiddled with a glass of Ansan vernouth.

"How long will you be hone?" | asked himafter the
smal | tal k had gone by.

"As long as needful,"” Harry said quickly.

"No nore, though,"” Van Rijn said with equal speed.

"Not one millinoment nmore can he | oaf than nature nust
have; and he is young and strong."

"Pardon, senor," Manuel said-how softly and deferen-
tially, and with what a clang of colliding stares. "I would
not gainsay ny superiors. But ny duty is to know how it
is with my captain, and the doctors are fools. He shall rest
not less than till the Day of the Dead; and then surely,
with the Nativity so near, the sefior will not deny himthe
hol i days at home?"

Van Rijn threw up his hands. "Everyone, they call ne
apocal yptic beast,"” he wailed, "and | amonly a poor
lonely old man in a sea of grievances, trying so hard to
keep awash. One good boy with promses | find, | watch
himfrombefore his pants dry out for | know his breed.

I give himcostly schooling in hopes he does not turn

out another curdl ebrain, and no sooner does he not but he
is in the locker and nmy fine new planet gets thrown to the
wol ves! ""

"Lord help the wolves," Per grimed. "Don't worry, sir,
I'"mas anxious to get back as you are."

"Hoy, hoy, | amnot going. | amtoo old and fat. Ah,
you think you have troubles now, but wait till tinme has
gnawed you oown to a poor old wheezer |ike ne who has
not even any pleasures left. Abdul! Abdul, you jellylegs,
bring drink, you want we should dry up and puff away?

What, only ne ready for a refill?"

"Do you really want to see that Hel heim-again?" Harry

asked, with a stiff glance at Van Rijn.

"Judas, yes," Per said. "It's just waiting for the right
man. A whole world, Dad! Don't you renenber?"

Harry | ooked t hrough the wall and nodded. | nade haste
to intrude on his silence. "Wiat were you there after, Per?"

"Everything," the young n?D said. "I told you it's an
entire planet. Not one percent of the |and surface has been
mapped. "

"Huh? Not even from orbit?"

Manuel 's expressi on showed ne what they thought of
orbital maps.

"But for a starter, what attracted us in the first place,
furs and herbs," Per said. Wrdlessly, Manuel took a little
box from his pocket, opened it, and handed it to ne. A
bl ui sh-green powder of leaves lay within. | tasted. There
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was a sweet-sour flavor with wild overtones, and the odor
went to the ol dest, deepest part of ny brain and roused
menories | had not known were | ost.

"The chemicals we have not yet understood and synt he-
sized," Van Rijn runbled around the cigar he was |ight-
ing. "Bah! What do ny chem sts do all day but play happy
fun games in the lab al cohol? And the furs, ja, | have Lu-
pescu of the Peltery vol canonaki ng that he rust buy
themfromnme. He is even stooping to spies, him he has
the ethics of a paranoid weasel. Fifteen thousand he spent
| ast nmonth alone, trying to find where that planet is."

"How do you know how rmuch he spent?" Harry asked

bl andl y.

Van Rijn managed to | ook smug and hurt at the sane
tinme.

Per said with care, "1'd better not nention the coordi -

nates nyself. It's out Pegasus way. A G nine dwarf star,
about half as luninous as Sol. Eight planets, one of them
terrestroid. Brander came upon it in the course of a sur-
vey, thought it |ooked interesting, and settled down to
learn nore. He'd really only tinme to tape the | anguage

of the locality where he was canped, and do the basic-
basi ¢ pl anet ography and bionics. But he did find out about
the furs and herbs. So | was sent to establish a trading
post .

"H's first command," Harry said, unnecessarily on any-
one's account but his own.

"Trouble with the natives, eh?" | asked.

"Trouble is not the word," Van Rijn said. "The word is
not for polite ears."” He dove into his beer stein and came
up snorting. "After all | have done for them the saints
keep on booting nme in the soul like this."

"But we seemto have it licked," Per said.

"Ah. You think so?" Van Rijn waggled a hairy fore-
finger at him "That is what we should like to be nore
sure of, boy, before we send out and maybe | ose sone
expensi ve ships."

"Y al gunos honbres buenos,"” Manuel nuttered, so | ow
he coul d scarcely be heard. One hand dropped to the butt
of his gun.

"l have been re.ading the reports from Brander's pea-
ple," Van Rijn said. "Also your owmn. | think maybe | see a
pattern. Wen you have been sw ndling on so many plan-
ets like ne, new captain, you will have anal ogues at your
digits for nuch that is new . . . Ah, pox and pity it is to
get jaded!" He puffed a snoke ring that settled around
Per's bright locks. "Still, you are never sure. | think some-
times God likes a little practical joke on us poor nortals,
when we get too cockish. So | junp on no concl usions be-
fore | have heard fromyour own teeth howit was. Reports,
even on visitape, they have no nmore flavor than what ny

conpetition sells. In you |l live again the fighting and mer-
rylarks, everything that is now so far behind ne in ny
doting."

This fromthe single-handed conqueror of Borthu, Dio-
medes, and t' Kel a!

"Well-" Per blushed and funbled with his gl ass.
"There really isn't alot to tell, you know | mean, each of
you freenen has been through so nuch nore than-uh-
one silly episode. "

Harry gestured at the blanketed legs. "Nothing silly--
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there," he said.

Per's lips tightened. "I"'msorry. You're right. Men
died."

Chiefly because it is not good to dwell overly |ong on
those | ost froma comand of one's own, | said, "Wat's
the planet like? 'Terrestroid is a joke. They sit in an
Earthside office and call it that if you can breathe the air."

"And not fall flat in an oof fromthe gravity for at |east
hal f an hour, and not hope the whol e year round you
have no brass-nonkey ancestors.” Van Rijn's nod sent
the black ringlets swirling around his shoul der

"l generally got assigned to places where the brass non-
keys nelted," Harry conpl ai ned.

"Well, Cainisn't too bad in the low latitudes," Per said.
Hi s face rel axed, .and his hands cane alive in quick ges-
tures that reminded me of his mother. "It's about Earth-
size, ayerage orbital radius a little over one A V. Denser
at nosphere, though, by around fifteen percent, which
makes for nore greenhouse effect. Twenty-hour rotation
period; no noons. Thirty-two degrees of axial tilt, which
does rather conplicate the seasons. But we were at fif-
teen-forty north, in fairly lowhills, and it was sumrer.

A near by pool was frozen every norning, and snowbanks
remai ned on the slopes-but really, not bad for the planet
of a Gnine star."

"Did Brander name it Cain?" | asked.

"Yes. | don't know why. But it turned out appropriate.
Too dammed appropriate."” Again the bl eakness. Manue
took his captain's enpty glass and glided off, to return in
a monent with it filled. Per drank hurriedly.

"Always there is trouble,"” Van Rijn said. "You wll

| earn.”
"But the mission was going so well!" Per protested.
"Even the | anguage and the data seened to . . . to flow

into nmy head on the voyage out. In fact, the whole crew

| earned easily." He turned to ne. "There were twenty of us
on the Mriam Knight. She's a real beauty, Chel and-cl ass
transport, built for speed rather than capacity, you know.
More wasn't needed, when we were only supposed to erect
the first post and get the idea of regular trade across to
t he aut ocht hones. W had the usual |ine of goods, fabrics,
tool s, weapons, household stuff |ike scissors and neat
grinders. Not nmuch ornament, because Brander's xenol o-
gists hadn't been able to work out any consistent pattern
for it. Individual Cainites seened to dress and decorate
thensel ves any way they pleased. In the U ash area, at

| east, which of course was the only one we had any details

on.
"And damm few there,” Harry nmurnured. "Al so as
usual . "
"Agriculture?" | inquired

"Sonme primtive cultivation," Per said. "Small plots
scratched out of the forest, tended by the Lugals. In U ash
alittle netallurgy has begun, copper, gold, silver, but
even they are essentially neolithic. And essentially hunters
-the Yildivans, that is-along with such Lugals as they
enploy to help. The food supply is nainly gane. In fact,
the better part of what farmng is done is to supply fab-
ric.”

"What do they | ook |ike, these people?"
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"I've a picture here." Per reached in his tunic and
handed nme a photograph. "That's old Shivaru. Early in
our acquai ntance. He was probably scared of the canera
but damed if he'd adnit it. You'll notice the Lugal he
has with himis frankly in a blue funk."

| studied the image with an interest that grew. The back-
ground was harsh plut.:Jnic hillside, where grass of a
pal e yell owi sh turquoi se grew between dark boul ders. But
on the right | glinpsed a densely wooded val |l ey. The
sky overhead was wan, and the orange sunlight distorted

col ors.
Shivaru stood very straight and stiff, glaring into the
| ens. He was about two neters tall, Per said, his body build

much i ke that of a |ong-Ilegged, deep-chested nan.
Tawny, spotted fur covered himto the end of an el egant

tail. The head was | ess anthropoid: a black ruff on top,
slit-pupiled green eyes, round nobile ears, flat nose that
| ooked feline even to the cilia around it, full-1lipped

mouth with protrudi ng tushes at the coners, and jaw
that tapered down to a V. He wore a sort of l|oincloth
gaudi ly dyed, and a neckl ace of raw seni preci ous stones.
His left hand cl utched an obsi di an-bl aded battl e-ax and
there was a steel trade-knife in his belt.

"They're mammal s, nore or less," Per said, "though
with any nunber of differences in anatony and chem s-
try, as you'd expect They don't sweat, however. There's a
conplicated system of exo- and endothermic reactions in
the blood to regul ate tenperature.”

"Sweating is not so common on cold terrestroids,
Rijn remarked. "Always you find anal ogs to sonet hing
you nmet before, if you |look |ong enough. Evol ution nmakes
parallels. "

"And skew lines," | added. "Ub-Brander got sone
corpses to dissect, then?"

"Well, not any Yildivans," Per said. "But they sold him
as many dead Lugal s as he asked for, who're obviously of
the sane genus." He winced. "I hope to hell they didn't
kill the Lugals especially for that purpose."

My attention had gone to the creature that cowered be-
hi nd Shivaru. It was a squat, short-shanked, brown-furred
versi on of the other Cainite. Forehead and chin were
poorly devel oped and the nuzzle had not yet becone a
nose. The being was nude except for a heavy pack, a
qui ver of arrows, a bow, and two spears piled on its nus-

Van

cul ar back. | could see that the skin was rubbed naked
and cal |l o~sed by such burdens. "This is a Lugal ?"
poi nt ed.

"Yes. You see, there are two rel ated species on the
pl anet, one farther along in evolution than the other. As if
Austral opi thecus had survived till today on Earth. The
Yi |l di vans have nmade sl aves of the Lugals--certainly in
mash, and as far as we could find out by spot checks,
everywhere on Cain."

"Pretty roughly treated, aren't they, the poor devils?"
Harry said. "J wouldn't trust a slave with weapons."

"But Lugals are conpletely trustworthy," Per said.
"Li ke dogs. They do the hard, nonotonous work. The
Yil di vans-nal e and fenal e-are the hunters, artists, ma-
gicians, everything that matters. That is, what culture
exists is Yildivan." He scow ed into his drink. "Though
I"'mnot sure how meaningful 'culture' is in this connec-
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tion."

"How so?" Van Rijn lifted brows far above his snal
bl ack eyes.

"Well. . . they, the Yildivans, haven't anything like a
nation, a tribe, any sort of community. Family groups
split up when the cubs are old enough to fend for them
selves. A young mal e establishes hinself sonewhere,
chases off all coners, and eventually one or nore young
femal es conme join him Their Lugals tag along, naturally
-li ke dogs again. As near as | could learn, such fanlies
have only the nobst casual contact. Cccasional barter, oc-
casional tenporary gangs fornmed to hunt extra-large ani-
mal s, occasional clashes between individuals, and that's
about it."

"But hold on," | objected. "Intelligent races need nore.
Sonething to be the carrier of tradition, something to
stinmulate the evolution of brain, a way for individuals to
conmuni cate ideas to each other. Else intelligence hasn't
got any biological function." |,

"I fretted over that too," Per said. "Had long talks with
Shivaru, Fereghir, and others who drifted into canp when-
ever they felt like it. W really tried hard to understand
each other. They were as curious about us as we about
them and as quick to see the nmutual advantage in trade
relations. But what a job! A whole different planet-two or
three billion years of separate evolution-and we had only
pidgin Uash to start with, the limted vocabul ary Bran-
der's people had gotten. W couldn't go far into the sub-
tleties. Especially when they, of course, took everything
about their own way of life for granted.

"Toward the end, though, | began to get a glimering.

It turns out that in spite of their oafish appearance, the
Lugal s are not stupid. Maybe even as bright as their mas-
ters, in a different fashion; at any rate, not too far behind
them And--:-in each of these fanm |y groups, these patriar-
chal settlenents in a cave or hut, way off in the forest,
there are several tines as many Lugals as Yildivans. Every
menber of the famly, even the kids, has a nunber of

sl aves. Thus you nay not get Yildivan clans or tribes, but
you do get the numerical equival ent anbng the Lugal s.

"Then the Lugals are sent on errands to other Yildivan
preserves, wth nessages or barter goods or whatever, and
bring back news. And they get traded around; the Yildi-
vans breed themdeliberately, with a shrewd practical grasp
of genetics. Apparently, too, the Lugals are often all owed
to wander off by thensel ves when there's no work for
themto do--nuch as we |let our dogs run | oose--and hold
powwows of their own.

"You nustn't think of themas being m streated. They
are, by our standards, but Cain is a brutal place and Yil -
divans don't exactly have an easy life either. An intelligent
Lugal is valued. He's nade straw boss over the others,
teaches the Yildivan young special skills and songs and
such, is sonetinmes even asked by his owner what he
t hi nks ought to be done in a given situation. Sone fanilies
let himeat and sleep in their owm dwelling, I'mtold. And
renenber, his loyalty is strictly to the nasters. Wat
they may do to other Lugals is nothing to him He'l
gladly help cull the weliklings, punish the |azy, anything.

"So, to get to the point, | think that's your answer. The
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Yil di vans do have a comunity life, a larger society-but
indirectly, through their Lugals. The Yildivans are the
creators and innovators, the Lugals the comuni cators

and preservers. | daresay the relationship has existed for
so long a time that the biological evolution of both species
has been conditioned by it."

"You speak rather well of them" said Harry grimy,
"considering what they did to you."

"But they were very decent people at first." | could
hear in Per's voice how hurt he was by that which had
happened. "Proud as Satan, callous, but not cruel. Honest
and generous. They brought gifts whenever they arrived,
with no thought of payment. Two or three offered to assign
us Lugal l|aborers. That wasn't necessary or feasible when
we had machinery along, but they didn't realize it then
When they did, they were quick to grasp the idea, and
mghtily inpressed. | think. Hard to tell, beCause they
couldn't or wouldn't adnmit anyone el se might be superior
to them That is, each individual thought of hinself as
bei ng as good as anyone el se anywhere in the world. But
they seened to regard us as their equals. | didn't try to
explain where we were really from 'Another country
| ooked sufficient for practical purposes.

"Shivaru was especially interested in us. He was m d-

dl e-aged, nost of his children grown and noved away.
Wealthy in local terns, progressive--he was experinenting
with ranching as a supplenent to hunting-and his advice
was much sought after by the others. | took himfor a ride
ina flitter and he was happy and excited as any child;
brought his three mates al ong next tinme so they could en-
joy it too. W went hunting together occasionally. Lord,
you shoul d have seen himrun down those great honed
beasts, leap on their backs, and brain themw th one bl ow
of that trenendous ax! Then his Lugals woul d butcher

the gane and carry it hone to canp. The neat tasted

damn good, believe ne. Cainite biochem stry | acks sone

of our vitamins, but otherwi se a human can get al ong al
right there

"Mainly, though, | remenber how we'd tal k. | suppose
it's old hat to you freenmen, but | had never before spent
hour after hour with another being, both of us at work
trying to build up a vocabul ary and an under st andi ng,
both getting such a charge out of it that we'd forget even
to eat until Mnuel or Cherkez.-that was his chief Lugal,
a gnarly, droll old fellow, made me think of the
friendly gnomes in ny fairy tale books when | was a
youngster-until one of themwould tell us. Sonetines ny
m nd wandered off and |'d come back to earth realizing
that |'d just sat there admiring his beauty. Yildivans are
as graceful as cats, as pleasing in shape as a good gun. And
as deadly, when they want to be. | found that out!

"W had a favorite spot, in the lee of a cottage-sized
boul der on the hillside above canp. The rock was warm
agai nst our backs; seened even nore so when | | ooked at
that pale shrunken sun and ny breath snoking out white
across the purplish sky. Far, far overhead a bird of prey
woul d wheel , then suddenly stoop-in the thick air | could
hear the whistle through ifs w ng feathers-and vani sh
into the treetops down in the valley. Those | eaves had a
mllion diflerept shades of color, Iike an endl ess autumm.

"Shivaru squatted with his tail curled around his knees,
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ax on the ground beside him Cherkez and one or two

ot her Lugal s hunkered at a respectful distance. Their eyes
never left their Yildivan. Sonetines Manuel joined us,
when he wasn't busy bossing some phase of construction
Renenber, Manuel ? You really shouldn't have kept so

quiet.”
"Silence was fitting, Captain," said the Nuevo Mexican
"Well," Per said, "Shivaru's deep voice would go on and

on. He was full of plans for the future. No question of a
trade treaty-no organization for us to nake a treaty with
-but he foresaw his people bringing us what we wanted in
exchange for what we offered. And he was bright enough

to see how the existence of a central mart like this, a com
mon neeting ground, would affect them More joint under-
taki ngs woul d be started. The idea of close cooperation
woul d take root. He | ooked forward to that, within the
rather narrow linmts he could conceive. For instance, nany
Yi | di vans wor ki ng toget her coul d take real advantage of
the annual spawning run up the Mikushyat River. Big

canoes could venture across a strait he knew of, to open
fresh hunting grounds. That sort of thing.

"But then in a watchtick his ears would perk, his whis-
kers vibrate, he'd lean forward and start to ask about ny
own people. Wat sort of country did we cone fron? How
was the ganme there? What were our mating and chil d-
rearing practices? How did we ever produce such beauti ful
things? Ch, he had the whol e cosnbs to explore! Bit by
bit, as nmy vocabulary grew, his questions got |ess prac-
tical and nore abstract. So did mne, naturally. W were
getting at each other's psychol ogi cal foundations now, and
were equal ly fascinat ed.

"I was not too surprised to learn that his culture had no
religion. In fact, he was hard put to understand ny ques-
tions about it. They practiced magic, but |ooked on it
simply as a kind of technology. There was no ani m sm
no equi val ent of anthroponorphism A Yildivan knew too
damm wel |l he was superior to any plant or animal. | think,
but I'mnot sure, that they had sone vague concept of
reincarnation. But it didn't interest them nuch, appar-
ently, and the problemof origins hadn't occurred. Life was
what you had, here and now. The world was a set of phen-
onena, to live with or |;llaster or be defeated by as the
case mght be

"Shivaru asked me why |I'd asked hi m about such a self-
evident thing."

Per shook his head. Hi s glance went down to the bl anket
around his lap and quickly back again. "That may have
been ny first mstake. "

"No, Captain," said Manuel nobst gently. "How could
you know they | acked soul s?"

"Do t hey?" Per munbl ed.

"W | eave that to the theol ogi ans,
"They get paid to decide. Go on, boy."

Van Rijn said.

I could see Per brace hinself. "I tried to explain the idea
of God," he said tonelessly, "I"'mpretty sure | failed. Shi-
varu acted puzzled and . . . troubled. He |l eft soon after

The Yildivans of U ash use druns for |ong-range com

muni cation, have | nentioned? Al that night | heard the
drums nutter in the valley and echo fromthe cliffs. W
had no visitors for a week. But Manuel, scouting around in
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the area, said he'd found tracks' and traces. W were being
wat ched. -

"I was relieved, at first, when Shivaru returned. He had
a couple of others with him Fereghir and Tulitur, inpor-
tant males |ike hinmself. They cane strai ght across the
hill toward ne. | was supervising the final touches on our
timber-cutting system W were to use |ocal |unber for
nmost of our construction, you see. Cut and trimin the
woods with power beans, |oad the | ogs on a gravsled for
the sawrill, then snake themdirectly through the indura-
tion vats to the site, where the foundati ons had now been
laid. The air was full of whine and crash, boom ~d chug,

inawndthat cut like a laser. | could hardly see our
ship or our sealtents through dust, tinged bloody in the
sun.

"They canme to ne, those three tall hunters, with a dozen
armed Lugal s hovering behind. Shivaru beckoned. ' Cone,'
he said. 'This is no place for a Yildivan.' | |looked himin
the eyes and they were filmed over, as if he'd put a glass
mask between nme and hinmself. Frankly, my skin prickled.
I was unarned--everybody was except Mnuel, you know
what Nuevo Mexicans are.-,and | was afraid |'d precipi-
tate sonmething by going for a weapon. In fact, | even
made a poi nt of speaking U ash as | ordered TomBullis to
take over for me and told Manuel to come al ong uphill.
I f the autochthones had taken sone notion into their
heads that we were planning harm it wouldn't do for them
to hear us use a | anguage they didn't know.

"Not another word was spoken till we were out of the
dust and racket, at the old place by the boulder. It
didn't feel warmtQday. Nothing did. 'I welcone you,' |

said to the Yildivans, '"and bid you dine and sleep with
us.' That's the polite formula when a visitor arrives.
didn't get the regular answer.

"Tulitur hefted the spear he carried and asked-not
rudely, understand, but with a kind of shiver in the tone
-"Why have you cone to U ash?

"Why?' | stuttered. 'You know. To trade.

"No, wait, Tulitur,' Shivaru interrupted. 'Your ques-
tionis blind." He turned to ne. 'Wre you sent?" he asked.
And what | would like to ask you sonetine, freenen, is
whether it nmakes sense to call a voice black

"I couldn't think of any way to hedge. Sonething had
gone awy, but 1'd no feeblest notion what. Alie or a stal
was as likely, a priori, to nake matters worse as the truth.
| saw the sunlight glisten along that dark ax head and felt
most infernally glad to have Manuel beside ne. Even so,
the noise fromthe canp sounded faint and distant. O was
it only that the wind was whittering | ouder?

"I made nyself stare back at him 'You know we are

here on behalf of others like us at home,' | said. The
muscl es tightened still nore under his fur. Also. . . |
can't read nonhuman expressions especially well. But Fer-

eghir's lips were drawn off his teeth as if he confronted an
eneny. Tulitur had grounded his spear, point down. Bran-
der's reports observed that a Yildivan never did that in
the presence of a friend. Shivaru, though, was hardest to
understand. | could have sworn he was grieved.

" IDid God send you?' he asked.

"That put the dunce's cap on the whole lunatic business.
| actually | aughed, though | didn't feel at all funny. In-
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side nmy head it went click-click-click. | recognized a se-
mantic point. U ash draws sone fine distinctions between
various kinds of inperative. A father's conmand to his
small child is entirely different-in word and concept both
-froma command to another Yildivan beaten in a fight,
which is different in turn froma comand to a Lugal

and so on through a w der range than our psycholinguists
have yet mneasured

"Shivaru wanted to know if | was God's sl ave.

"Well, this was no tinme to explain the history of religion
which I'mnone too clear about anyway. | just said no,
wasn't; God was a being in Wose existence sone of us
bel i eved, but not everyone, and He had certainly not
i ssued ne any direct orders.

"That rocked them back! The breath hi ssed between
Shivaru's fangs, his ruff bristled aloft and his tail whipped
his legs. ' Then who did send you?' he nearly screaned.

I could translate as well by: 'So who is your owner?

"I heard a slither al ongside nme as Manuel | oosened his
gun in the holster. Behind the three Yildivans, the Lugals
gri pped their own axes and spears at the ready. You can
i magi ne how carefully | picked ny words. 'W are here

freely," | said, 'as part of an association.' O maybe the
word | had to use neans 'fellowship'-1 wasn't about to
expl ain economcs either. 'In our hone country,' | said,

none of us is a Lugal. You have seen our devices that
work for us. W have no need of Lugal hood."

"Ah-h-h,"' Fereghir sighed, and poised his spear. Man-
uel's gun clanked free. 'I think best you go,' he said to
them 'before there is a fight. W do not wish to kill."'

"Brander had nade a point of denpbnstrating guns, and
so had we. No one stirred for a tine that went on eternally,
in that Finbul wind. The hair stood straight on the Lugals.
They were ready to rush us and die at a word. But it
wasn't forthcomng. Finally the three Yildivans exchanged
gl ances. Shivaru said in a dead voice, 'Let us consider
this thing.' They turned on their heels and wal ked of f
through the I ong, whispering grass, their pack cl ose
around t hem

"The drunms beat for days and nights.

"W considered the thing ourselves at great |ength.

VWhat was the matter, anyhow? The Yildivans were prim

itive and unsophi sticated by Conmonweal t h standards,

but not stupid. Shivaru had not been surprised at the ways
we differed fromhis people. For instance, the fact that we
lived in communities instead of isolated famlies had only
been one nore oddity about us, intriguing rather than
shocking. And, as |'ve told you, while |arge-scal e coopera-
tion anong Yildivans wasn't common, it did happen once

ma while; so what was wong with our doing |ikew se?

"l gor Yuschenkoff, the captain of the Mriam had a
reasonabl e suggestion. 'If they have gotten the idea that
we are slaves, he said, 'then our masters nust be stil
nmore powerful. Can they think we are preparing a base
for invasion?

But | told themplainly we are not slaves, | said.

No doubt.' He laid a finger alongside his nose. 'Do'
they believe you?' "'

"You can inmagine how | tossed awake in ny sealtent.
Shoul d we haul gravs altogether, find a different area and
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start afresh? That woul d nean scrappi ng nearly every-

thing we'd done. A whole Itew | anguage to |earn was the

| east of the problens. Nor would a nove necessarily help.
Scouting trips by flitter had indicated pretty strongly that
the sane basic pattern of life prevail ed everywhere on

Cain, as it did on Earth in the paleolithic era. If we'd run
afoul, not of sonme |ocal taboo, but of some fundanent al

. I just didn't know. | doubt if Mnuel spent nore

then two hours a night in bed. He was too busy tightening
our system of guards, drilling the nen, prowing around to

i nspect and keep themalert.

"But our next contact was peaceful enough on the sur-
face. One dawn a sentry roused ne to say that a bunch of
natives were here. Fog had arisen overnight, turned the
world into wet gray snoke where you couldn't see three
meters. As | cane outside | heard the drip off a trac parked
close by, the only clear sound in the nuffiedness. Tulitur
and anot her Yildivan stood at the edge of canp, with
about fifty male Lugals behind. Their fur sheened with
water, and their weapons were rine-coated. They nust
have travel ed by night, Captain, Minuel said, for the
sake of cover. Surely others wait beyond view. He led a
squad with ne.

"I made the Yildivans welcone, ritually, as if nothing
had happened. | didn't get any ritual back. Tulitur said
only, 'We are here to trade. For your goods we will retu~
those furs and plants you desire.

"That was rather junping the gun, with our post stil
|l ess than half built. But | couldn't refuse what night be
an olive branch. 'That is well," | said. 'Conme, let us eat
while we talk about it.' Cever nove, | thought. Accepting
sonmeone' s food puts you under the same sort of obliga-
tion in Uash that it used to on Earth.

"Tulitur and his compani on-Bokzahan, | renenber the
nane now didn't offer thanks, but they did cone into
the ship and sit at the mess table. | figured this would be
nmore cerenoni ous and inpressive than a tent; also, it was
out of that dammed raw cold. | ordered stuff |ike bacon
and eggs that the Cainites were known to |ike. They got
right to business. How nuch will you trade to us?

"That depends on what you want, and on what you
have to give in exchange, | said, to match their curtness

"W have brought nothing with us, Bokzahan said,
for we knew not if you would be willing to bargain.

"Whay should I not be? | answered. That is what |
cane for. There is no strife between us. And | shot at him
I's there?

"None of those ice-green eyes wavered. No, Tulitur
said, there is not. Accordingly, we wish to buy guns.

Such things we nmay not sell, | answered. Best not to
add that policy allowed us to as soon as we felt reasonably
sure no harmwoul d result.' However, we have knives to
exchange, as well as many useful tools.

"They sul ked a bit, but didn't argue. Instead, they went
right to work, haggling over ternms. They w-ted as much

of everything as we'd part with, and really didri't try to
bargain the price down far. Only they wanted the stuff on
credit. They needed it now, they said, and it'd take tine
to gather the goods for paynent.

"That put nme in an obvious pickle. On the one hand,
the Yildivans had al ways acted honorably and, as far as
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coul d check, always spoken truth. Nor did | want to an-
tagoni ze them On the other hand-but ¥ou can fill that in
for yourself. | flatter nyself | gave thema diplonmatic an-
swer. W& did not for an instant doubt their good inten-
tions, | said. W knew the Yildivans were fine chaps. But
acci dents could happen, and if so, we'd be out of pocket

by a gal actic sum

"Tulitur slapped the table and snorted, Such fears
m ght have been expected. Very well, we shall |eave our
Lugal s here until paynent is conplete. Their value is
great. But then you must carry the goods where we want
t hem

"l decided that on those terns they could have half
the agreed anount right away."

Per fell silent and gnawed his |ip. Harry | eaned over to
pat his hand. Van Rijn grow ed, "Ja, by damm, no one can
foretell everything that goes wong, only be sure that
sonme bl oody-be-plastered thing will. You did hokay, boy.

Abdul , nore drink, you suppose maybe this is Mars?"
Per sighed. "W | oaded the stuff on a gravsled," he went
on. "Manuel acconpanied In an arned flitter, as a pre-
caution. But nothing happened. Fifty kilometers or so
fromcanp, the Yildivans told our nen to |l and near a
river. They had canoes drawn onto the bank there, with a
few ot her Yildivans standing by. Cearly they intended to
float the goods further by thensel ves, and Manuel call ed
me to see if | had any objections. "No,' | said. 'Wat differ-
ence does it make? They nust want to keep the destina-
tion secret. They don't trust us any |onger.' Behind him
in the screen, | saw Bokzahan watching. Qur comuni -
cators had fascinated visitors before now. But this tine,
was there sone equivalent of a sneer on his face?

"I was busy arranging quarters and rations for the Lu-
gal s, though. And a guard or two, nothing obtrusive. Not
that | really expected trouble. 1'd heaTd their masters say,

Remain here and do as the Erziran direct until we cone
for you. But nevertheless it felt queasy, having that pack
of dog-beings in canp.

"They settled down in their aninmal fashion. Wen the
drunms began again that night they got restless, shifted
around in the pavilion we'd turned over to them and
mewl ed in a | anguage Brander hadn't recorded. But they
were quite neek next norning. One of them even asked
if they couldn't help in our work. | had to | augh at the
t hought of a Lugal behind the controls of a five hundred
kilowatt trac, and told himno, thanks, they need only
| oaf and watch us. They were good at | oafing.

"Afewtines, in the next three days, | tried to get them
into conversation. But nothing cane of that. They'd an-
swer ne, not in the deferential style they used to a Yildi-
van but not insolently either. However, the answers were
meani ngl ess. Where do you live?" | would say. In the for-
est yonder, the slave replied, staring at his toes.Wat sort
of tasks do you have to do at hone? That which ny Yil -
divan sets for nme. | gave up.

"Yet they weren't stupid. They had sone sort of gane
they played, involving figures drawn in the dirt, that |
never did unravel. Each sundown they fornmed ranks and
crooned, an eerie mnor-key chant, with inprovisations
that sonetines sent a chill along ny nerves. Mstly they
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slept, or sat and stared at nothing, but once in a while
several would squat in a circle, arns around their neigh-
bors shoul ders, and whi sper together

"Well. . . I"'mmaking the story too long. W were at-
tacked shortly before dawn of the fourth day.
"Afterward | learned that something |ike a hundred

mal e Yildivans were in that party, and heaven knows how
many Lugal s. They'd rendezvoused from everywhere in

that trenendous territory called U ash, called by the
drums and, probably, by nmessengers who'd run day and

ni ght through the woods. Qur pickets were known to their
scouts, and they laid a hurricane of arrows over those
spots, while the bulk of themrushed in between. O her-

wise | can't tell you much. | was a casualty." Per grinmaced
"What a damm fool thing to happen. On ny first com
mand! "
"Go on," Harry urged. "You haven't told ne any de-
tails."
"There aren't nmany," Per shrugged. "The first screans
and roars slamed ne awake. | threw on a jacket and
stuffed feet into boots while ny free hand buckl ed on a gun
belt. By then the sirens were in full cry. Even so, | heard a

bl aster beam sizzle past ny tent.

"l stunbled out into the conpound. Everything was one
bl ack, boiling hell-kettle. Blasters flashed and fl ashed, si-
rens how ed and voices cried battle. The cold stabbed at
me. Starlight sheened on snowbanks and hoarfrost over
the hills. | had an instant to think how bright and nany
the stars were, out there and not giving a curse.

"Then Yuschenkoff swi tched on the ftoodlanps in the
Mriams turret. Suddenly an aritficial sun stood overhead,
too bright for us to look at. What mnust it have been to the
Cai nites? Bl ue-white i ncandescence, | suppose. They
swar ned anpbng our tents and machines, tall |eopard-
furred hunters, squat brown gnones, axes, clubs, spears,
bows, slings, our own daggers in their hands. | saw only
one nan-sprawl ed on the earth, gun still between his fin-
gers, head a broken horror.

"I put the command m ke to ny nouth-al ways wore it
on ny wist as per doctrine-and baw ed out orders as
pelted toward the ship. W had the atomitself to fight
for us, but we were twenty, no, nineteen or |ess, against'
U ash
"Now our dispositions were planned for defense. Two
men slept in the ship, the others in seal tents ringed around
her. The half dozen on guard duty had been cut off, but the
rest had the ship for an inpregnable retreat. Wat we
must do, though, was rally to the rescue of those guards,
and quick. If it wasn't too |ate.

"I saw the boys enmerge fromtheir strong point under
the landing jacks. Even now | renenber how Zer kow
sky hadn't fastened his parka, and what a | ow conedy
way it flapped around his bottom He didn't use paj anas.
You notice the danmedest snall things at such tines,
don't you~ The Cainites had begun to mi || about, dazzled
by the light. They hadn't expected that, or the siren, which
is aterrifying thing to hear at close range. Quite a few
of them were already strewn dead or dying.

"Then-but all | knew personally was a tide that bel-
| oned and yel ped and clawed. It rolled over me from be-
hind. I went down under their |egs. They pounded across
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me and left nme in the grip of a Lugal. He lay on ny chest

and went for ny throat with teeth and hands. Judas, but

that creature was strong! Centineter by centineter he

closed in against nmy pushing and gougi ng. Suddenly an-

other one got into the act. Must have snatched a club from
sonme fallen Cainite and attacked whatever part of nme was
handi est, whi ch happened to be ny left shin. It's nothing

but pain and rage after that, till the bl essed darkness cane.

The fact was, of course, that our Lugal hostages had
overrun their guards and broken free. | mght have ex-
| pected as nmuch. Even without specific orders, they
woul dn't have stood idle while their nasters fought. But
doubt | ess they'd been given advance conmands. Tulitur
and Bokzahan diddled us very nicely. First they got a big
consi gnment of our trade goods, free, and then they
pl anted reinforcenents for thenselves right in our com
pound.

"Even so, the schene didn't work. The Yildivans had' nt
real |y conprehended our power. How could they have?
Manuel hinsel f dropped the two Lugals who were killing
me. He needed exactly two shots for that. Qur boys swept
aring of fire, and the eneny nelted away.

"But they'd hurt us badly. Wen | came to, | was in the
Mriam s sick bay. Manuel hovered over ne |ike an anx-
ious raven. How d we do?' | think | said.

"You shoul d rest, senor, he said, and God forgive ne
that | nmade the doctor rouse you with drugs. But we nust
have your decision quickly. Several nen are wounded. Two
are dead. Three are mssing. The eneny is back in the
wi | derness, | believe with prisoners.

"He lifted me into a carrier and took ne outside. | felt
no physical pain, but was |ightheaded and half crazy. You
know how it is when you're filled to the cap with stinulol.
Manuel told nme straight out that ny | egbone was pretty
wel | pulverized, but that didn't seemto matter at the
time. . . What do | nean, seen? O course it didn't!

Gower and Muranpto were dead. Bullis, Cheng, and
Zer kowsky were gone.

"The canp was unnaturally quiet under the orange sun
My men had policed the grounds while | was unconsci ous.
Eneny corpses were laid out in a row. Twenty-three Yildi-
vans-that nunber's going to haunt ne for the rest of
my life-and I'mnot sure how many Lugals, a hundred
perhaps. | had Manuel push ne along while | peered into
face after still, bloody face. But | didn't recognize any.

"Qur own prisoners were packed together in our nain
basenent excavation. A couple of hundred Lugals, but only
two wounded Yil divans. The rest who were hurt had been
carried off by their friends. Wth so nmuch construction
and bi g machi nes standing around for cover, that hadn't
been too hard to do. Manuel explained that he'd stopped
the attack of the hostages with stunbeans. Miuch the best
weapon. You can't pre~ent a Lugal fighting for his master
with a nmere threat to kill him

"In a corner of the pit, glaring up at the arnmed nen
above, were the Yildivans. One | didn't know. He had a
nasty bl aster bum and our nedics had gi ve nhi m seda-
tion after patching it, so he was pretty nuch out of the
pi cture anyway. But | recognized the other, who was in-
tact. A stunbeam had taken him It was Kochihir, an adult
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son of Shivaru, who'd visited us like his father a tine or
t wo.

"W stared at each other for a space, he and I. Finally,
| asked him 'Wwy have you done this?" Each word
puffed white out of ny nouth and the wi nd shredded it.
"Because they are traitors, murderers, and thieves by
nature, that's why, Yuschenkoff said, also in U ash. Brand-
er's team had naturally been .careful to find out whether
there were. words corresponding to concepts of honor
and the reverse. | don't inmagine the League will ever forget
the Darborian Senmanti cs!

"Yuschenkoff spat at Kochi hir. Now we shall hunt down
your breed like the animals they are, he said. Gower had
been his brother-in-Iaw.

"No, | said at once, in U ash, because such a grow
had risen fromthe Lugals that any insane thing m ght
have happened next. Speak thus no nore. Yuschenkof f
shut his nouth, and a kind of ripple went anbng those

packed, hairy bodies, |like wind dying out on ocean
But Kochi hir, | said, your father was ny good friend. O
so | believed. In what wi se have we of fended himand his
peopl e?

"He raised his ruff, the tail |ashed his ankles, and he

snarl ed, 'You nust go and never cone back. El se we shal
harry you in the forests, roll the hillsides down on you,
st anpede horned beasts through your canps, poison the
wel | s, and bum the grass about your feet. Go, and do not
dare return!

"My own tenper Bared-which nade ny head spin and
throb, as if with fever-and | said, W shall certainly not
go unless our captive friends are returned to us. There are
drums in canp that your father gave nme before he
betrayed us. Call your folk on those, Kochihir, and tel
themto bring back our folk." After that, perhaps we can
tal k. Never before.

"He fleered at nme w thout replying.

"l beckoned to Manuel. 'No sense in stalling unneces-
sarily, | said. W'll organize a tight defense here. Wn't
get taken by surprise twice. But we've got to rescue those
men. Send flitters aloft to search for them The war party
can't have gone far.

"You can best tell how you argued with nme, Mnuel
You said an airflit was an utter waste of energy which was
badly needed el sewhere. Didn't you?"

The Nuevo Mexican | ooked enbarrassed. | did not w sh
to contradict nmy captain," he said. His oddly delicate fin-
gers twisted together in his lap as he stared out into the
night that had fallen. "But, indeed, | thought that aeria
scouts woul d never find anyone in so many, nany hectares
of hill and ravine, water and woods. They coul d have
di spersed; those devils. Surely, even if they travel ed away
i n conpany, they would not be in such a clunp that infra-
red detectors could see themthrough the forest roof. Yet
| did not like to contridict my captain.”

"Ch, you did, you," Per said. A conmer of his nouth
bent upward. "I was quite daft by then. Shouted and
storned at you, eh? Told you to jolly well obey orders and
get those flitters in notion. You saluted and started off,
and | called you back. You nustn't go in person. Too
dammed val uabl e here. Yes, that nmeant | was keepi ng back
the one man with enough wi | derness experience that he

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Pou...0Anderson%20-%20Trader%20T0%20The%20Stars.txt (82 of 94) [10/16/2004 4:48:38 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Poul %20A nderson%620-%20T rader%20T 0%20T he%20Stars. txt

m ght have stood a chance of identifying spoor, even
from above. But ny brain was spinning down and down
the sides of a mael strom See what you can do to make
this furry bastard cooperate, | said."

"It pained ne a little that my captain should appoint
me his torturer,"” Manuel confessed mldly. "Although
fromtine to tinme, on various planets, when there was
great need-No matter."
"I'd some notion of breaking down noral e anong our
prisoners,"Per said. "In retrospect, | see that it wouldn't
have nade any difference if they had cooperated, at |east
to the extent of drummng for us. The Cainites don't have
our kind of group solidarity. If Kochihir and his buddy
came to grief at our hands, that was their hard | uck. But
Shivaru and sone of the others had read our psychol ogy
shrewdl y enough to know what a hold on us their three
prisoners gave

"I |l ooked down at Kochihir: H's teeth gl eanmed back. He
hadn't missed a syllable or a gesture, and even if he
didn't know any Anglic, he nust have understood al nost
exactly what was going on. By now | was slurring ny
words as if drunk. So, also like a drunk, | picked themwth
uncomon care. 'Kochihir,' | said, 'l have commanded
our fliers out to hunt down your people and fetch our own
whom t hey have captured. Can a Yildivan outrun a flying
ma- chi ne? Can he fight when its guns flanme at himfrom
above? Can he hide fromits eyes that see fromend to end
to horizon? Your kinfolk will dearly pay if they do not
return our nen of their own accord. Take the druns,
Kochihir, and tell themso. If you do not, it will cost you
dearly. | have conmanded ny nman here to do whatever
may be needful to break your will.'

"Ch, that was a vicious speech. But Gower and Mira-
mot o had been ny friends. Bullis, Cheng, and Zerkowsky
still were, if they lived. And | was on the point of passing
out. | did, actually, on the way back to the ship. | heard
Doc Lebl anc mutter sonething about how could he be ex-
pected to treat a patient whose system was abused with
enough drugs to bloat a canel, and then the words kind
of trailed off in a long gibber that went on and on, rising

and falling until | thought 1'd been turned into an el ec-
tron and was trapped in an oscilloscope. . . and the dark-
ness turned green and . . . and they tell nme | was un-

conscious for fifty hours.

"Fromthere on it's Manuel's story."
At this stage, Per was croaking. As he sank back in his
| ounger, | saw how white he had becone. One hand picked
at his blanket, and the vernouth sl opped when he raised
his glass. Harry watched him w th a hel pl ess anger that
snol dered at Van Rijn. The nerchant said, "There, there,
so soon after his operation and | make him |l ecture us, ha?
But shortly cones dinner, no better nedicine than a rea
rijstabel, and so soon after that he can wal k about, he
cones to ny place in Djakarta for a nice ol d-fashi oned
orgy."

"Ch, hellfire!"™ Per exploded in a whisper. "Wiy're you
trying to make nme feel good? | ruined the whole show "

"Whoa, son, " | ventured to suggest. "You were in good
spirits half an hour ago, and half an hour from now
you'll be the sane. It's only that reliving the bad nmonents
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is nore puni shment than Jehovah would inflict. |'ve been
there too." Blindly, the blue gaze sought mne. "Look,
Per," | said, 'if Freeman Van Rijn thought you' d botched

a m ssion through your own fault, you wouldn't be | apping
hi s booze tonight. You'd be selling neat to the cannibals."
A ghost of a grin rewarded ne.

"Well, Don Manuel," Van Rijn said, "now we hear from
you, nie?"

"By your favor, senor, | amno Don," the Nuevo Mexi -
can said, courteously, academ cally, and not the | east hum
bly. "My father was a huntsnman in the Sierra de | os Bos-
ques Secos, and | traveled in space as a nercenary wth
Rogers' Rovers, becomi ng sergeant before | left themfor
your service. No nore." He hesitated. "Nor is there nuch
I can relate of the happenings on Cain."

"Don't make foolishness," Van Rijn said, finished his
third or fourth liter of beer since | arrived, and signal ed
for nmore. My own gl ass had been kept filled too, so nuch
so that the stars and the city lights had begun to dance in
the dark outside. | stuffed ny pipe to help nme ease off. "I
have read the official reports from Your expeditioning,"
Van Rijn continued. "They are scumdreary. | need de-
tails-the little things nobody thinks to record, |ike Per
bas used up his lawence in telling-1 need to make a
pl anet real for nme before this cracked old pot of mine can
maybe find a pattern. For it is nmy experience of nany other
pl anets, where I, even I, N cholas van Rijn, got ny nose
rubbed in the dirt-which, ho, hot takes a lot of dirt-it
is on that | draw. Evol utions have parallels, but also skews,
i ke sonebody said tonight. Wiich lines is Cain's evol u-
tion parallel to? Talk, Ensign Gonezy Pal omaro. Brag.

Pop j okes, sing songs, balance a chair on you! head if you
want - but tal k!'"

The brown man sat still a mnute. His eyes were steady
on us, save when they noved to Per and back.

"As the senor wi shes," he began. Throughout, his tone
was | evel, but the accent could not help singing.

"When they bore ny captain away | stood in thought,
until lgor Yuschenkoll said, Well, who is to take the flit-
ters?

"None, | said.

"But we have orders, he said.

"The captain was hurt and shaken. W shoul d not

have roused him | answered, and asked of the nen who
stood near, |Is this not so?
"They agreed, after small argunent. | |eaned over the

edge of the pit and asked Kochihir if he would beat the
drums for us. No, he said, whatever you do
"I shall do nothing, yet, | said. W will bring you food
presently. And that was done. For the rest of the short
day | wandered about anobng the snows that lay in patches
on the grass. Ay, this was a stark |and, where it swooped
down into the valley and then rose again at the end of
sight in sawtoothed purple ranges. | thought of hone
and of one Dol ores whom | had known, a long tine ago.
The nen did no work; they huddl ed over their weapons,
saying little, and toward evening the breath began to freeze
on their parka hoods.

"One by cne | spoke to them and chose them for those
tasks | had in mnd. They were all good nmen of their
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hands, but few had been hunters save in sport. | mnyself
could not trail the Cainites far, because they had crossed
a broad reach of naked rock on their way downward and

once in the forest had covered their tracks. But Hamud

i bn Rashi d and Jacques Ngol o had been woodsnen in their
day. We prepared what we needed. Then | entered the

ship and | ooked on ny captain-how still he |ay!

"I ate lightly and slept briefly. Darkness had fallen when
| returned to the pit. The four nen we had on guard stood
i ke deeper shadows against the stars which crowd that
sky. Go now, | said, and took out nmy own blaster. Their
footfalls crunched away.

"The shapes that clotted the bl ackness of the pit stirred
and nunbl ed. A voice hissed upward, Oh, you are back.

To tornent nme? Those Cainites have eyes that see in the
night like ows. | had thought, before, that they snickered
wi thin tbensel ves wben tbey wat cbed us bl under about

after sunset.

"No, | said,l amonly taking nmy turn to guard you

"You al one? be scoffed.

"And this. | slapped. the blaster against ny thigh

"He fell silent. The cold gnawed deeper into nme. | do
not think tbe Cainites felt it nmucb. As the stars wbeel ed
slowy overhead, | began to despair of ny plan. \Wispers

went anong the captives, but otherwise | stood in a
world ", bere sound was frozen dead.
"When tbe thing happened, it went with devil's haste.
The Lugal s bad been shifting about a while, as if restless.
Suddenly they were upon ne. One had stood on anotber's
shoul ders and | eaped. To deatb, as tbey tbought-but ny
sbot missed, a quick flare and an amazed gasp from him

that he was still alive. Had | not missed, several would
bave died to bring nme down.
"As it was, two fell upon ne. | went under, breaking

bands | oose fromny throat with a judo rel ease but beld
withing by their mass. Hard fists beat ne on bead and
belly. A palmover ny mouth nuflled ny yells. Man-
whil e the prisoners bel ped tbensel ves out and fl ed.

"Finally | worked a |l eg free and gave one of them ny
knee. He rolled off with pain rattling in his throat. |
twi sted about on top of the otber and struck himbel ow the
skull with the blade of ny hand. Wen he went Iinp, |
sprang up and shout ed.

"Siren and floodlights cane to life. The nmen swarned
fromship and tents. Back! | cried. Not into the dark
Many Lugal s had not yet escaped, and those retreated
snarling to the far side of the pit as our troop arrived.
Wth their bodies they covered the wounded Yil divan
fromthe guns. But we only fired, futilely, after those who
wer e gone from sight.

"Quards posted thensel ves around the cellar. | scrab-
bl ed over the earth, seeking my blaster. It was gone. Sorme-
one had snatched it up: if not Kochihir, then a Lugal who
woul d soon give it to him Jacques Ngolo cane to ne and
saw. This is bad, he said.

"An evil turn of luck,' | admitted, but we nust pro-
ceed anyhow. | rose and stripped off ny parka. Bel ow
were the hel met and spacesuit torso which had protected
me in the fight. | threw them down, for they would only
hi nder me now, and put the parka back on. Hanud ibn
Rashid joined us. He had ny pack and gear and anot her

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Pou...0Anderson%20-%20Trader%20T0%20The%20Stars.txt (85 of 94) [10/16/2004 4:48:38 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Poul %20A nderson%620-%20T rader%20T 0%20T he%20Stars. txt

blaster for me. | took them and we three started our
pursuit.

"By the nmercy of God, we had never found occasion to
denonstrate ni ght-seeing goggles here. They nmde the
world clear, though with a sheen over it |like dreans.

Ngol o's infrared tracker was our conpass, the needle
trenbling toward the mass of Cainites that | oped ahead

of us. W saw themfor a while, too, as they crossed the
bare hillside, in and out anong tunbl ed boul ders; but we
kept ourselves low | est they see us agai nst the sky. The
grass was rough in ny face when I went all-fours, and the
earth sucked heat out through boots and gl oves. Sorme-
where a hunter beast screaned.

"W were panting by the tinme we reached the edge of
trees. Yet in under their shadows we nust go, before the
Cainites fled farther than the conpass would reach. Al -
ready it flickered, with so nany dark trunks and so nuch
brake to screen off radiation. But thus far the eneny had
not stopped to hide his trail. | noved through the under-
brush nore carefully than himlegs brought forward to
part the stens that ny hands then guided to either side
of ny body-readi ng the book of tranpled bush and snap-
ped branch.

"After an hour we were well down in the valley. Tal
trees gl oomed everywhere about; the sky was hidden, and
I nmust tune up the photomultiplier unit in nmy goggles.
Now t he book began to close. The Cainites were noving
at a natural pace, confident of their escape, and even
wi t hout special effort they left little spoor. And since they
were now | ess frantic and nore alert, we nust follow so far
behind that infrared detection was of no further use.

"At last we cane to a neadow, whose beaten grass
showed that they had paused here a while. And that was
seen which | feared. The party had broken into three or
four, each bound a different way. Wich do we choose?

Ngol o asked.
"Three of us can follow three of them | said.
"Bism |l ah! Hanmud grunted. Blaster or no, | would
not care to face such a band al one. But what nust be, nust
be.

"We took so much tine to ponder what clues the forest
gave that the east was gray before we parted. Plainly, the
Lugal s had gone toward their masters' hones, while Ko-
chihir's own slaves had acconpani ed him And Kochi hir
was the one we desired. | could only guess that the |argest
party was his, because nost likely the first break had been
made under his orders by his own Lugals, whose capabili -
ties he knew. That path |I chose for nyself. Hanud and
Ngol o wanted it too, but | used ny rank to seize the
honor, that folk on Nuevo Mexico m ght never say a Co-
mez | acked courage.

"So great a distance was now between that there was
no reason not to use our radios to talk w th-each other and
with the men in canp. That was o~ten consoling, in the
long tine which was upon ne. For it was slow, slow,
traci ng those woods-wily hunters through their own
land. 1 do not believe 1 could have done it, had they been
only Yildivans and such Lugals as are regularly used in
the chase. But plain to see, the attack had been strength-
ened by calling other Lugals fromfields and m nes and
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househol d tasks, and those were | ess adept.

"Late in the norning, Ngolo called. My gang just
reached a cave and a set of lean-tos, he said. | sit in a
tree and watch them nmet by sone femal e and hal f - grown
Yil di vans. They shuffle off to their own shed. This is where

they belong, | suppose, and they are not going farther
Shall | return to the meadow and pick up another trail?
"No, | said, it would be too .cold by now Backtrack to

a spot out of view and have a flitter fetch you.

"Some hours later, the heart leaped in ny breast. For |
came upon a tree charred by unnistakabl e bl aster shots.
Kochi hir had been practicing.

"l called Hanud and asked where he was. On the bank
of a river, he said, casting about the place where they
crossed. That was a bitter streamto wade

"Go no farther, | said. My path is the right one.

Have yoursel f taken back to canp.

" VWhat? he asked. 'Shall we not join you now?

" No, | said. It is uncertain how near | amto the end.
Perhaps so near that a flitter would be seen by themas it
came down and alarmthem Stand by. | confess it was
a lonely order to give.

"Afewtines | stopped to eat and rest. But stimulants
kept me going in a way that would have surprised ny
quarry who despised nme. By evening his trail was again so
fresh that | slacked ny pace and went on with a snake's
caution. Down here, after sunset, the air was not so cold
as on the heights; yet every leaf glistened hoar in what
starlight pierced through.

"Not rmuch into the night, nmy own infrared detector
began to register a source, stronger than |living bodies
coul d account for. | whispered the news into ny radio and
then ordered no nore conmunication until further no-
tice, lest we be overheard. Onward | slipped. The forest
rustl ed and creaked about nme, somewhere far off a heavy
ani mal broke brush in panic flight, w ngs whirred over-
head, yet Santa Maria, how silent and alone it was!

"Until | came to the edge of a small clearing.

"A fire burned there, throw ng unrestful shadows on
the wall of a big, w ndow ess | og cabin which nestled
under the trees beyond. Two Yildivans | eaned on their
spears. And light glimered fromthe snoke hole in the
r oof .

"Most softly, | drew ny stun gun. The bolt snicked
twice, and they fell in heaps. At once | sped across the
open ground, crouched in the shadow under that rough
wal |, and wait ed.

"But no one had heard. | glided to the doorway. Only a
| eather curtain blocked nmy view. | twitched it aside barely
enough that | mght peer within.

"The view was di med by snoke, but | could see that
there was just one long room It did not seemplain, so
beautiful were the furs hung and draped everywhere
about. A score or so of Yildivans, nostly grown nales,
squatted in a circle around the fire, which burned in a pit
and picked their fierce flat countenances out of the dark.
Al so there were several Lugals hunched in a coner. |
recogni zed ol d Cherkez anong them and was gl ad he had
outlived the battle. The Lugals in Kochihir's party nust
have been sent to barracks. He hinmself was telling his
father Shivaru of his escape.
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"As yet the tine was unripe for happi ness, but | vowed
to light many candles for the saints. Because this was as
had hoped: Kochi hir had not gone to his own hone, but
sought an agreed rendezvous. Zetkowsky, Cheng, and Bul -
lis were here. They sat in another conmer at the far end of
the room coughing fromthe snoke, skins drawn around
themto ward off the cold.

"Kochi hir finished his account and | ooked at his father
for approval. Shivaru's tail sw tched back and forth.
Strange that they were so carel ess about you, he said.

" They are like blind cubs, Kochihir scoffed.

" 1 amnot so sure, the old Yildivan nurnured. G eat
are their powers. And . . . we know what they did in the
past." Then suddenly he grew stiff, and his whisper struck
out like a knife. O did they do it? Tell me again, Kochi-
hir, how the naster ordered one thing and the rest did
anot her.

" No, now, that nmeans nothing, said a different Yildi-
van, scarred and grizzled. What we nust devise is a use
for these captives. You have thought they m ght trade our
Lugal s and Gunush, whom Kochi hir says they still hold,
for three of their own. But | say, Wiy should they? Let
us instead place the bodies where the Erziran can find
them in such condition that they will be warned away.

" Just so, said Bokzahan, whom | now spied in the
gloom ' Tulitur and | proved they are weak and foolish

" First we should try to bargain, said Shivaru. If thrlt
fails. . . Hs fangs gleaned in the firelight.

" Make an exanpl e of one, then, before we talk, Ko-
chihir said angrily. They threatened the sane for ne.

"A runbl e went anong them as froma beast's cage in
the zoo. | thought with terror of what m ght be done. For
my captain has told you howno Yildivan is in authority
over any other. \Whatever his wi shes, Shivaru could not
stop them from doi ng what they woul d.

"I must decide nmy own course inmediately. Bl aster
bolts could not destroy themall fast enough to keep them
fromhurling the weapons that |ay to hand upon ne-not
unless | set the beam so wide that our nen nust also be
killed. The stun gun was better, yet it would not over-
power them either before. I went down under axes and
clubs. By standing to one side | could pen themw thin, for
they had only the single door. But Bullis, Cheng, and Zer-
kowsky woul d renai n host ages.

"What | did was doubtless stupid, for I amnot ny cap-
tain. | sneaked back to the edge of the woods and call ed
the men in canp. 'Cone as fast. as may bE, | said, and |eft
the radio going for themto home on. Then | circled about
and found a tree overhanging the cabin. Up | went, and
down again froma branch to tfie sod roof, and so to the
snoke hol e. Goggles protected ny eyes, but nostrils wth-
ered in the funes that poured forth. | filled ny lungs with
clean air and | eaned forward to see.

"Best woul d have been if they had gone to bed. Then |
coul d have stunned them one by one as they slept, wth-
out risk. But they continued to sit about and quarrel over
what to do with their captives. How hard those poor nen
tried to be brave, as that dreadful snarling broke around
them as slit eyes turned their way and hands went strok-
i ng across knives!
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"The time felt long, but | had not conpleted the Rosary
in ny mnd when thunder awoke. Qur flitters cane down
the sky like hawks. The Yildivans roared. Two or three
of them dashed out the door to see what was af oot.
dropped themw th nmy stunner, but not before one had
screaned, 'The Erzirall are here!’

"My face went back to the smoke hole. It was turnoil
bel ow. Kochi hir screeched and pulled out his blaster. |
fired but mssed. Too nmany bodi es in between, senores.
There is no other excuse for ne.

"I took the gun in ny teeth, seized the edge of the
snoke hol e, and swung nyself as best | could before let-
ting go. Thus | struck the dirt floor barely outside the
firepit, rolled over and bounced erect. Cherkez | eaped for
my throat. | sent himreeling with a kick to the belly,
took nmy gun, and fired around ne.

"Kochi hir could not be seen in the npob which strug-
gled fromwall to wall. | fought nmy way toward the prison-
ers. Shivaru's ax whistled down. By the grace of Cod,
dodged it, tw sted about and stunned hi m point-blank. |
squi rmed between two others. A third got on ny back
| snapped ny head against his nmouth and felt flesh give
way. He let go. Wth ny gun armand ny free hand
tossed a Lugal aside and saw Kochihir. He had reached the
men. They shrank fromhim too stupefied to fight. Hate
was on his face, in his whole body, as he took unpracticed
aim

"He saw nme at his sight's edge and spun. The bl aster
crashed, blinding in that nurk. But | had dropped to one
knee as | pulled trigger. The beam scorched ny parka
hood. He toppled. | pounced, got the blaster, and whirled
to stand before our people.

"Bokzahan raised his ax and threwit. | blasted it in
md air and then killed him Oherwi se | used the stunner
And in a mnute or two nore, the matter was finished. A
grenade brought down the front wall of the cabin. The
Cainites fell before a barrage of knockout beans. W |eft
themto awaken and returned to canp.”

Again silence grew upon us. Mnuel asked if he m ght
snoke, politely declined Van Rijn's cigars, and took a
vi ci ous-1| ooki ng brown cigarette fromhis own case. That
was a |l ovely, grotesque thing, wought in silver on sone
pl anet | could not identify.

"Whoof!" Van Rijn gusted. "But this is not the
whol e story, fromwhat you have witten. They canme to
see you before you left."

Per nodded. "Yes, sir," he said. A neasure of strength
had rearisen in him "W'd about finished our preparations
when Shivaru hinself arrived, with ten other Yildivans
and their Lugals. They wal ked slowy into the conpound,
ruffs erect and tails held stiff, |ooking neither to right nor
left. | guess they wouldn't have been surprised to be shot
down. | ordered such of the boys as were covering them
to hol ster guns and went out on ny carrier to say hello
with due formality.

"Shi varu responded just as gravely. Then he got al npst
tongue-tied. He couldn't really apol ogize. U ash doesn't
have the phrases for it. He beckoned to Cherkez. You were
good to rel ease our people whomyou held, he said." Per
chuckl ed. "Huh! What el se were we supposed to do, keep
feeding then? Cherkez gave hima |eather bag. | bring
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a gift, he told nme, and pulled out Tulitur's head. W
shall return as much of the goods he got fromyou as we
can find, he promised, '"and if you will give us tine, we
shal | bring double paynent for everything el se.
"I"'mafraid that after so nuch bl ood had gone over the
dam | didn't find the present as gruesone as | ought. |
only sputtered that we didn't require such tokens.

" But we do, he said, to cleanse our honor

"1 invited themto eat, but they declined. Shivaru nmade
haste to explain that they didn't feel right about accepting

our hospitality until their debt was paid off. | told
themwe were pulling out. Though that was obvious from
the state of the canp, they still |ooked rather di smayed.

So | told themwe, or others like us, would be back, but
first it was necessary to get our injured people hone.

"Anot her m stake of mne. Because being rem nded of
what they'd done to us upset them so badly that they only
munbl ed when | tried to find out why they'd done it. |
deci ded best not press that issue--the situation being deli-
cate yet-and they left with relief branded on them

"W shoul d have stuck around a while, nmaybe, because
we' ve got to know what the trouble was before committing
nmore nmen and equi pnment to Cain. Else it's all too likely to
flare up afresh. But between our being shorthanded, and
havi ng a coupl e of chaps who needed first-class nedica

treatnment, | didn't think we could linger. Al the way
honme we wondered and argued. Wat had gone w ong?
And what, later, had gone right? We still don't know "

Van Rijn's eyes glittered at him "Wwat is your theory?"
he demanded

"Ch-" Per spread his hands. "Yuschenkoff's, nore or
| ess. They were afraid we were the spearhead of an inva-
sion. Wien we acted reasonably decently-refraining from
m streatnent of prisoners, thanks to Manuel, and using
stunners rather than blasters in the rescue operation-they
deci ded they were m staken."

Manuel had not shifted a nuscle in face or body, as far
as | could see. But Van Rijn's battleship prow of a nose
swung toward himand the nerchant |aughed, "You have
maybe a little different notion, ha? Come, spew it out."

"My place is not to contradict nmy captain," said the
Nuevo Mexi can.

"So why you nake funblydi ddl es agai nst orders, that
day on Cai n? Wien you know better, then you got a duty,
by damm, to tell us where to stuff our heads."

"I'f the senor commands. But | amno |earned man. |
have no book know edge of studies nade on the psych on-
ony. It is only that. . . that | think | know those Yil -
di vans. They seem not so unlike nmen of the barranca
country on ny horme world, and agai n anong the Ro

vers."

"How so?"

"They live very near death, their whole |lives. Courage
and skill in fighting, those are what they nbst need to sur-
vive, and so are what they nobst treasure. They thought,
seei ng us use nachi nes and weapons that kill from afar,

seeing us blinded by night and nost of us clunmsy in the
woods, hearing us talk about what our life is like at hone
-they thought we | acked cojones. So they scorned us.

They owed us nothing, since we were spiritless and could
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never understand their own spirit. W were only fit to be
the prey, first of their wits and then of their weapons."

Manuel 's shoul ders drew straight. H's voice belled out so
that | junped in nmy seat. "Wen they found how terrible.
men are, that they thenselves are the weC k ones, we
changed in their "eyes from peasants to kings!"
Van Rijn sucked noisily on his cigar. "Any other ship-
board notions?" he asked.

"No, sir, those were our two schools of thought,’
sai d.

Van Rijn gaffawed. "So! Take confort, freemen. No
need for angel onetrics on pinheads. Relax and drink
You are both wong."

"l beg your pardon," Harry rapped. "You were not
there, may | say."

"No, not in the flesh." Van Rijn slapped his paunch

"Too much flesh for that. But tonight | have been on Cain
up here, in this old brain, and it is rusty and afloat in a
chol but it has stored away nore infornation about the
unj verse than maybe the universe gets credjt for hol ding.
| see now what the parallels are. Xanadu, Dunbar, Tam

Per

etha, Disaster Landing. . . oh, the anal ogue is never exact
and on Cain the thing | amthinking of has gone far and
far. . . but still | see the pattern, and what happened

makes sense.

"Not that we have got to have an anal ogue. You gave us
so many clues here that | could solve the puzzle by logic
al one. But anal ogues hel p, and al so they show my concl u-
sion is not only correct but possible."”

Van Rijn paused. He was so blatantly waiting to be
coaxed that Harry and 1 nade a | ong performance out of
refreshing our drinks. Van Rijn turned purple, wheezed a
whil e, decided to keep his tenper for a better occasion,
and chortl ed.

"Hokay, you win," he said. "I tell you short and fast,
because very soon we eat if the cook has not fallen in the
curry. Later you can study the formal psychol ogics.

"The key to this problemis the Lugals. You have been
calling themslaves, and there is your mstake. They are
not. They are donestic animals."

Per sat bolt upright. "Can't be!" he ~xclainmed. "Sir.
mean, they have | anguage and-"

"Ja, ja, ja. for all | care they do mattress algebra in
their heads. They are still tame aninmals. Wat is a slave,
anyhows? A man who has got to do what another man
says, wWilly-billy. Right? Harry said he would not trust a
sl ave with weapons, and 1 would not either, because his-
tory is too pocked up with slave revolts and sl aves running
away and sl aves dragging their feet and every such fool -

i shness. But your big fierce expensive-dogs, Harry, you
trust themw th their teeth, nie? Wen your kids was
little and wet, you left themalone in rooms with a dog

to keep watches. There is the difference. A slave mayor
not obey. But a donestic animal has got to obey. Hi s genes
won't let himdo anything different.

"Wl l, you yourselves figured the Yildivans had kept
Lugal s so long, breeding themfor what traits they wanted,
that this had changed the Lugal nature. Miust be so. O her-
wi se the Lugal s woul d be slaves, not aninals, and could
not always be trusted the way you saw they were. You al so
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guessed the Yildivans thensel ves nmust have been affected,
and this is very sleek thinking only you did not carry it
so far you ought. Because everything you tell about the
Yi | di vans goes to prove by nature they are wild animals.

"I mean wild, like tigers and buflal os. They have no
genes for obedi ences, except to their parents when they
are little. So | ong have they kept Lugals to do the dirty
wor k-before they really becane intelligent, | bet, like ants
keepi ng aphids; for renenmber, you found no Lugal s that
was not kept-any gregarious-nmaking genes in the Yildi-
vans, any inborn will to be |led, has gone foof. This nust
be so. Gtherwise, fromnormal variation in ability, sone
formof Yildivan ranks woul d cone to exist, nie?

"Thi s pops your fear-of-invasion theory, Per Stenvik.
Wth no concept of a tribe or arny, they can't have any
noti ons about conquest. And wild aninmals don't turn hum
bl e when they are beat, Manuel Gonmez y Pal onares, the
way you imagine. A man with a superiority conpl exion
may |ick your boots when you prove you are his bet-
ter; but an untaned carnivore hasn't got any such pride
inthe first place. He is plain and sinple independent of
you.

"Well, then, what did actual go on in their heads?
"Recapitalize. Humans | and and settle down to deal
Yi | di vans have no experience of races outside their own
pl anet. They natural assume you think |like them In punc-
ture of fact, | believe they could not possible inmagi ne any-
thing else, even if they was told. Your findings about their
culture structure shows their half-synmbiosis with the Lu-
gals is psychol ogical too; they are specialized in the
brai ns, not near so conplicated as nan.

"But as they get better acquai ntanced, what do they
see? People taking orders. How can this be? No Yildivan
ever took orders, unless to save his |ife when an eneny
stood over himwith a sharp thing. Ab, ha! So sone of the

strangers is Lugal type. Pretty soon, | bet, old Shivaru de-
cides all of you is Lugal except young Stenvik, because in
the end all orders cone fromhim Sonme others, |ike

Manuel , is straw bosses maybe, but no nore. Tane ani-
mal s.

"And then Per nentions the idea of God."
Van Rijn crossed hinself with a somewhat irritating
piety. "I nmake no blasfuming," he said. "But everybody
knows our picture of God conmes in part from our Kings.
H you want to know how Oriental kings in ancient days
was spoken to, look in your prayer book. Even now, we
admt He is the Lord, and we is supposed to do His wll,
hoping He will not take too serious a few things that hap-
pen to anybody |ike anger, pride, envy, gluttony, lust, sloth,
greed, and the rest what nakes life fun

"Per said this. So Per adnmitted he had a naster. But
then he nust also be a Lugal-an aninmal. No Yildivan
coul d possible confess to having even a nythical naster,
as shown by the fact they have no religion thensel ves
though their Lugals seemto.

"G ve old boy Shivaru his credits, he canme again with
some friends to ask further. What did he | earn? He al -
ready knew everybody el se was a Lugal, because of obey-
ing. Now Per said he was no better than the rest. This
confirmed Per was al so a Lugal. And what blew the cork
out of the bottle was when Per said he nor none of them
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had any owners at hone!

"Whup, whup, slow down, youngster. You coul d not
have known. Al ways we neke di scoveries the hard way.
Li ke those poor Yildivans.

"They was real worried, you can i magi ne. Even dogs
turn on people now and then, and surely sone Lugals go
bad once in a while on Cain and rmake big trouble before
they can get killed. The Yildivans had seen sone of your
powers, knew you was dangerous. . . and your breed of
Lugal nust have gone nad and killed off its own Yildi-
vans. How el se could you be Lugals and yet have no mas-
ters?

"So. What would you and | do, friends, if we lived in
| onely country houses and a pack of wld dogs what had
killed people set up shop in our nei ghborhood?"

Van Rijn gurgled beer down his throat. W pondered for

a while. "Seens pretty farfetched," Harry said

"No." Per's cheeks burned with excitenent. "It fits.
Freeman Van Rijn put into words what | always felt as

got to know Shivaru. A-a single-m ndedness about him

As if he was incapable of seeing certain things, grasping
certain ideas, though his reasoning faculties were intrin-
sically as good as m ne. Yes.

I nodded at ny pipe, which had been with nme when
cl ashed agai nst stranger beings than that.

"So two of themfirst took advantage of you," Van Rijn
said, "to swindle away what they could before the attack
because they wasn't sure the attack woul d work. No shane
there. You was outside the honor concept, being aninals.
Ani mal s whose ancestors nust have murdered a whol e
race of true humans, in their views. Then the al arned
mal es tried to scrub you out. They failed, but hoped
maybe to use their prisoners for a lever to pry you off
their country. Only Manuel fooled them"

"But why'd they change their m nds about us?" Per
asked.

Van Rijn wagged his finger. "Ra, there you was | ucky.
You gave a very clear and inportant order. Your nen dis-
obeyed every bit of it. Now Lugals m ght go crazy and kil
of f Yildivans, but they are so bred to being bossed that
they can't stand |l ong against a leader. O if they do, it's
because they is too crazy to think straight. Mnuel,

t hough, was thinking straight like a plunber Iine. H's
strategy worked five-four-three-two-one-zero. Al so, your

peop-le did not kill nore Yildivans than was needful,
whi ch crazy Lugals woul d do
"So you could not be donestic animals after all, gone

bad or not. Therefore you had to be wild aninals. The
Cainite mind-a narrow mind |like you said-can't inmagine
any third horn on that special bull. If you had proved you
was not Lugal type, you nust b~ Yildivan type. Indica-
tions to the contrariwi se, the way you seened to take or-
ders or acknow edge a Lord, those nust have been m s-
under st andi ngs on the Cainites' part.

"Once he had time to reason this out, Shivaru saw his
peopl e had done yours dirty. Partway he felt bad about
it in his soul, if he has one stowed sonewhere; Yildivans
do have sone notion about upright behavior to other Yil-
di vans. And besides, he did not want to | ose a chance at
your fine trade goods. He convinced his friends. They
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did what best they could think about to nake amend-
nents."

Van Rijn rubbed his palnms together in glee. "Ch, ho, ho,
what custoners they will be for us!" he roared.

W sat still for another tinme, digesting the idea, unti
the butler announced di nner. Manuel hel ped Per ri se.

"We'I'l have to instruct everybody who goes to Cain," the
young nan said. "I nean, not to let on that we aren't wld
ani mal s, we hunmans."

"But, Captain," Manuel said, and his head lifted high,

"we are."

Van Rijn stopped and | ooked at us a while. Then he
shook his own head violently and shanbl ed bearlike to
the viewer wall. "No," he growl ed. "Sone of us are."

"How s that?" Harry wonder ed.

"We here in this roomare wild," Van Rijn said. "W
do what we do because we want to or because it is right.
No other notivations, nie? .If you nmade slaves of us, you
woul d for sure not be wise to |l et us near a weapon.

"But how many sl aves has there been, in Earth's |ong
history, that their nmasters could trust? Quite sone! There
was even arnlies of slaves, like the Janissaries. And how
many people today is donestic aninmals at heart? Wanting
sonebody el se should tell themwhat to do, and take care
of their needfuls, and protect them not just against their
fell ow nmen but agai nst thensel ves? Wiy has every free
human soci ety been so short-lived? Is this not because
the wild-animal nen are born so heartbreaking sel don?"

He gl ared out across the ~ity, where it wi nked and glit-
tered beneath the stars, around the curve of the planet.

"Do you think they yonder is free?" he shouted. H s hand
chopped downward in scorn
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