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CHAPTER ONE

Mickolai's Homecoming
New Yugoslavia, 2205 a.d.

It had been one hdll of abattle. More than half of my men had been
killed. Not just casudties. Killed. In armored space warfare, nonfatal
injuriesare very rare.

The enemy had been defeated, but we had not really accomplished our
objective. We had been ordered to capture the Solar Station that was
maintaining the continued expansion of Human Space. Instead, we had
been forced to completely destroy it.



Now, something else would have to be built to take over that job.
Something very expendve.

When what was |eft of my battalion got home, there wasn't anyone
waiting for us. Military receiver dations aren't set up to handle crowds;
the few operable tranamitters on Earth's wrecked Solar Station took
four daysto get those of uswho had survived back home, and that'sa
long time to keep a brass band going. Anyway, al we redly wanted
wasalong deep in area bed. The parades and awards could come
leter.

The War With Earth was over, and the good guys, those of usfrom the
colonies, had won. My unit was the only oneto take redly serious
casudlties; | was the commander, and so somehow in the public
imagination that made me ahero. A strange way of looking at things,
praising the guy who had done hisjob the worst, but it has always been
that way. Maybe the psychology of it dl isthat, "If it cost usthat much,
it must have been important.”

| left ordersthat all of my men, mostly Gurkha mercenaries, wereto go
on R & R for anindefinite period. They could do whatever they wanted
to do, provided that they kept in touch.

For mysdf, al | wanted wasto go hometo my wife.

When the devator got me from my garage up to my gpartment, | found



my Kasastanding there wearing nothing but a glorious smile. Shewas
on maternity leave, and three months pregnant, but it didn't show,
except that she looked even more beautiful than ever.

"Youlived," shesad. "Thank you."

She kissed me, and the war, the deaths, and al of the uglinesswas
somehow worthit. | picked her up, stepped back into the elevator, and
then carried her over the threshold once more, just as when we had
first been married, and the other timeswhen | had come home
victorious

She squedled in her usud way, and | said, "Family traditions must be
upheld, once per victory!"

And then, | carried her to the bedroom.

After awonderful night, werolled out of bed at the crack of noon, and
we went to the kitchen looking for something to edt.

Our servants, military combat drones decorated to look like medieva
knights, and operated by the artificid intelligencesin our tanks, had
anticipated us. They had afine spread set out for us. We had
everything from smoked salmon that | had caught on our honeymoon to
delicately fried crépes suzette. And lots of good coffee from New
Macedonia



| said, "So, love. | assumethat you have heard about all that I've been
upto?'

"Y es, the news has been full of it, and the new movie that your tank,
Agnieshka, put together, has been out for aweek now. Good God,
what abloody mess!"

"It wasthat. Nobody expected what we were going to run into. But tell
me about you. What's been happening? Y our investments go well?*

"Oh, yes, we'rericher than ever,” she said. "But for the last week, I've
mostly been working with your Gurkhas."

"My Gurkhas didn't start coming home until three days ago, and they're
not al hereyet."

"But their wives and familiesand dl of their friendswho want to enlist
have been arriving in droves! If the Satistical projections have anything
to do with redity, you will have an army of over ahundred and twenty
thousand men within the month. That'sif none of the women decideto
sgnup, too!"

"Hoy! Well, we need the troops, and maybe now they'll make me a
red generd,” | said.



"They'd damn well better! But finding a place for everyone has been
something of aproblem. Half of the new onesareliving in that
gold-plated castle that you built, but nobody wanted. Therest are
scattered al over the place.”

"Wadl, you and our meta ladies can work it out. If you can't, talk to
Professor Cee, my Combat Control Computer. He's got more
electronic brainsthan anybody esel know of "

"Meaning that you don't want to get involved,” shesad.

"Right. The duty of agenera isto look at the big picture, and let the
detailsbe handled by steff officerslike my loving wife. Right now, the
big pictureinvolves rest and recuperation for the battalion, and most
especidly for the commanding officer, which obvioudy necessitates
going back to bed with you!"

"Go to bed if you want to, but do it done. Right now, this staff officer
haswork to do."

"Delegateit!" | shouted, as sheleft the room.

Somehow, being agenera does not put you in command of your wife,
even when she doeswork for you.
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INTERLUDE ONE

Agnieshka's Bow

THE RIGELLIAN INSTITUTE OF
ARCHEOLOGY,

EARTH, 3783 a.d.

Sir Percival stepped up to the podium of the filled-to-capacity
auditorium, and wagged histail respectfully to the attentive audience.

"Before we get to the performance that | am sure that you are all
anxiousto see, | have avery short and pleasant announcement to
make! | have this on the very best possible authority! Rupert, the
person who found the ancient tank on an ice moon, and who used its
computer records to compile these amazing histories of our beloved
forebears, the humans, has been placed on the Queen's Birthday List!
Henceforth, you may addresshim as 'Sr Rupert!"”

The crowd applauded and barked enthusiasticdly, even though this
enlargement had been expected by everyone for weeks.

"And now, | giveyou Sr Rupert!"

Rupert took Sir Perciva's place at the podium as the crowd continued



initspolite clapping and barking.

"Thank you, my friends, thank you!" When the applause died down, Sir
Rupert continued, "1, too, have a pleasant announcement to make, as
well asan introduction of my own. I'm sure that most of you are awvare
that the museum here has had amilitary socid drone on display for over
ahundred years. It has been immobile al that time, snce we have
lacked the technology to repair it. But Agnieshka, the artificia
intelligencein the Mark XX tank that | managed to recover, was quite
familiar with thismodd of drone, and indeed had asmall hand in
designing it. Under her direction, the drone has now been repaired, and
| would now liketo present it to you, dong with Agnieshka hersdlf,
whois'wearing'it!"

Again, the crowd started to gpplaud politely, but as Agnieshkacamein
asde door and stepped up onto the stage, they became silent. At first
afew, and then soon everyone in the audience, did off of their chairs,
and sat on the floor with their forepaws on the ground and their arms
sraight. It was the dog's ancient gesture of respect.

Agnieshkasaid, "Please, get back inyour chairs! | know that | look
likeahuman, but I'm redly just an inteligent machinel We machines
loved and respected the humans as much as your peopledo. The
atificia intelligences were humanity's second grest friends, but you
Canineswerethefirst. For at least ten thousand years, long before
selective breeding and genetic modification made you into intelligent,
bipedd beingswith hands, you were humanity's friends, their guards,
and their workmates. We machines were devel oped much later.
Therefore, it isfitting thet | should make obeisanceto you.”



Agnieshkas drone made a deep bow to the audience.

They stood, and applauded her, in the human fashion.

"Thank you!" Agnieshka said, "' hope that your people and mine can
become good friends. We can be very useful to each other. | believe
that itislikely that | can help you revive certain of the sciencesand
technologies that have been lost on this planet, and that there are other
vital things that we can do together aswell. But for now, let'sget on
with the presentation that Sir Rupert and | have put together. We will
be starting with astudy of our universal enemy, the Mitchegai."

The audience sat down, but again applauded.

CHAPTER TWO

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

Formal Dining with the Mitchegai

The reader will please note that dl numbers mentioned hereinin
the Mitchegal sectionsarein the duodecimal system.
For the benefit of the casua reader, | mention that a thousand



inbasetwelveis 1728 in base ten, amillion in basetwelveis
just under three million in baseten, and abillion in base twelve
isover fivebillion in baseten.

Also, please note that dl weights, measurements, and time
periods mentioned are only the crudest of gpproximations.

For acompletelisting of al Mitchegal weights and messures,
see Appendix L of the accompanying Mitchegal Academic
Text.

All numbersin the Human sectionsarein decimd, and all
measures are in the metric system.

-Sir Rupert of the Rigdlian Museum

She wasfour feet tal, shewas bright green, and she stank.

Four feet was a very acceptable height for afive-year-old, nameless
Mitchegal. All of her age mates were exactly the same size, sncethe
Mitchega havevery little genetic diversity. Likethe others, she il had
relatively usdess hands and arms hanging from her stooped-over body,
which was counterbalanced by a heavy tail and propelled by two
powerful legs. A human child might think that she was a baby
Tyrannosaurus rex, except that she had aflat-fronted, vegetarian
mouth.

Herswere not the pointed teeth of a carnivore, but the squared-off
incisors and flattened molars of aplant eater. Like dl herbivores
everywhere, she had spent most of her short life grazing on plants.



Unlike those on non-Mitchegal worlds, she ate only one species of
plant, since there was only one species permitted on aworld owned by
the Mitchegal. All others had been eradicated in the distant, my<tical
past, millions of years ago, for Mitchega have very long histories. Her
meat-eating teeth would grow in later, if shewaslucky, but asit
happened, she was not.

Being bright green was marginaly useful, snce her thin skin contained
theloca equivdent to chlorophyll and was cagpable of manufacturing a
small amount of the nutrientsthat her active body needed. Indeed,
being cold blooded, with avery low basa metabolism, she could
amog survive without food, Smply by lying quietly inthe sun. This
expedient was rarely necessary on aworld ruled by the far more
intdlligent adults

Her odor was caused by never having taken a bath, save when she was
out in araingiorm, but even thiswas no greet disadvantage. The
Mitchegal have amost no sense of smell. They don't need one. The
olfactory senseisused largely to discriminate among various foods, and
the Mitchegal diet isextremely limited. Their food never spoils because
itisawayseaten live, or asnearly so as possible.

Even adult Mitchegal never ddiberately bathe, although the wedlthy
take steam baths. Thisisnot so much to get clean, asfor the pleasure
of overheating their cold-blooded bodies without exertion.

She had no idea of who her parents were, and thiswas quite normal.
Biologicd parentageis of no interest to the Mitchegal. Adult femaeslay
eggsthe sze of sand grainsamost continuoudy, which fal onthe



ground and are forgotten. Adult males are surrounded by an
unnoticeable fine mist of aerosol sperm. Unnoticeable, that is, to a
human. To the Mitchegai, aheavy concentration of adult malesina
closed room is annoying, and because of this most of the second and
third highest ranks prefer to be femae. Thereisno other difference
between the sexes, but the Mitchegal don't care. They have alovelife
comparable to that of Earthly oysters. Love, marriage, and parental
concern are not for them.

Neither waslong life, for this particular youngster. She was released
from her pen into ahuge, grassy arena and |ooked about, frightened at
first. Fear soon passed, birdlike, for her small brain could not entertain
asngle thought for long. She started to graze, and hardly noticed when
aseven-foot-tall adult vaulted into the enclosed space. The cheering
crowd did not bother her. Even the sight of the adult's hands, with six
clawed fingers arranged in arosette, left her unmoved. She had seen
adults before, from a distance. She had even seen them egt other
juveniles on the open plains, but they had never eaten her. Shewas
unconcerned.

Superficidly, the anatomy of the adult Mitchegal has much in common
with that of ahuman being. Both species have two legs, two arms, two
eyes, and two ears, adthough the Mitchegai lack the external ear of a
human. The brain, nose, mouth, and most of the sensory apparatusis
located in ahead at the top of aspina column.

Interndly, the differences are large, and on the whole, the Mitchegal are
better engineered. Thisislargely dueto the three million years of
selective breeding that they have undergone. Human beingshave a

basi ¢ structure more suited to a horizontd, four-legged creature, than to
an upright, two-legged one.



The five-year-old was to be an unnecessary meal for Duke Kren, who
waswel| fed, but shewas atraditiona one. The duke was|ooking
forward to hisfeast, sinceit wasto be the last his body would ever
ingest. He didn't know, couldn't know, that hisintended prey was his
own biologica daughter. And had he known, he wouldn't have cared in
the least.

The seats surrounding the arenawere filled with nine gross, two dozen
and one of the duke's trusted battle generds, al who wereleft on the
planet. There were two thousand three gross and Six of his master
builders, and as many of his high officers, body guards and other
functionaries as could find room. All of these numberswerein base
twelve, of course, for since they have six claws on each hand, the
Mitchega naturdly devel oped aduodecima numbering system.

On the Stand of High Honor were hissix best generds, resting in the
stupor that dways follows arecent, large medl, aswere eeven of his
finest master builders who were being smilarly honored thisday. At
least, they were the best that would be staying on the planet. All of his
very best subordinates were in space, training for the mission to come.

Those on the stand had made their kills and had dready eaten. Duke
Kren's was the dozen and sixth preparatory meal of this Day of Honor.

The great minds of the Krenbold were here to witness Duke Kren's
trangtion, and he owed them agood show. He sprinted lightly on his
long, webbed toes, three on each foot, not counting the hedl spur, to his



placid daughter.

He gavethe girl the usual two sets of dasheswith hisclaws, one across
the back and the other acrossthe breast, for to harm the legs would

cripple the prey and spail the sport.

The juvend cried out in her pain, legped high and ran asthe crowd
cheered their leader's prowess. Duke Kren held up his bloody
foreclaws, acknowledging the praise of his subordinates and dlowing
his daughter a sporting head start.

Applause among the Mitchega was the hollow sound caused by
beating the left hand on the chest. Had anyone wished to express
disapprova, they would have made the higher-pitched sound of their
right hand striking the buttock, but no one here was that foolish.

Duke Kren then started out after the girl with great loping strides.
Forgoing the repeated passes that some might think too flamboyant, he
quickly overtook his prey and pinned his daughter to the ground with a
precise, traditiona hold. Careful not to kill the youngster too soon, he
peded open the flexible, overlapping skull plates of the screaming,
struggling youth and ate her tiny brain, rdishing the flavor of the bright
blue cellsthat were dready disassociating themsdlvesin hissdiva

The mgor struggling stopped, asthe cheering went on. He quickly ate
therest of hisdaughter's quivering young body, efficiently stripping off
great gobbets of flesh and swallowing them without chewing. Asa
gesture of generosity, he left the skin, the bones, and the intestinesto be



distributed to the poor.

It wasagood kill.

Like certain African frogs and South American fishes on Earth, the
Mitchegal practice faginism. The adults et their own children. Theflesh
of juvendsisthe only mest that these carnivores have available for
food, it isthe only thing that they had ever eaten as adults, and indeed it
istheonly thing thet they can est.

Duke Kren went to his Place of High Honor and let the feeding stupor
come over him as he watched the rest of the ceremony. Except to nod
and approve, he would not be needed again until the very end.

Two sergeants of the Body Guard brought an ancient, ornate,
blood-stained throne to the center of the arena, positioned it to face
Duke Kren exactly, and stood by it on either Sde at attention. The least
of the six greatest generds stood and bowed to Duke Kren, and when
her genuflection was acknowledged, the genera placed her hemet and
weapons belt on her chair and legped naked into the arena, her body
ill vigorous and only middle-aged. Aswith most of those being
honored this day, there was no desperate need for her to be eaten yet,
but the way before the Krenbold would soon be hard, and none but the
most vigorous could stand the battles and the work to be done.

In the center of the arena, the genera turned to Duke Kren, sauted and
sad, "Always| have served you! Alwayswe will serveyou, Duke
Kren, our only leader, our once and future Duke!" She eagerly sat on



the blood-stained chair, facing him.

"Alwaysthou hast served mewell, General Kund, and alwayswilt thou
both serve me!" Duke Kren acknowledged, as the two sergeants of the
Body Guard strapped the generd into the throne.

From theleft and right Side of the arena, two juvenalswho had just
completed the metamorphosis to adult carnivores were brought forth in
Separate cages, each carried by six sergeants. Their new teeth were the
meat dashing teeth of carnivores. Their stance was erect and thelir tails
had dimmed down from something resembling an dligator'sto
something more like amonkey's. They were thin and lean with the
forced gtarvation of the change that had come upon them, and now
both were ravenoudy, mindlesdy hungry.

Each was carried around the sides of the arena, o those in the crowd
could see the ceremonid identification marksthat had been tattooed on
the arms of these carefully selected youths. They stopped in front of
Duke Kren, and he nodded his approva of them. Then the cages were
taken to ether sde of the bound generd, who was il Stting rigidly at
attention, displaying neither fear nor anticipation of the pain shewould
soon have to endure, but rather the cam confidence of her belief intwo
better livesto come.

At adight hand signa from Duke Kren, the sergeants split open the
generd's huge brain case, using only their powerful claws. Thebrain
before them was not convoluted and bifurcated in the Earthly fashion,
but was a smooth, undifferentiated mass, much larger than its Earthly
counterpart. The sergeants carefully divided the brain in haf between



them, and quickly fed a haf to each of the small-headed youthsin the
cages. These dripping gobbets were eagerly eaten, to the applause of
the crowd.

Then one of the sergeants triggered a mechanism in the gory throne and
ahuge knife blade sprang up from the bottom of the seet, spraying the
areawith dark brown blood, and cutting the general’s body exactly in
half. These halves were unstrapped, and a haf wasfed to each of the
il ravenous youths. The cages with their occupants were carried to
the sde of the arena, to wait there as the day's events went on.

The blade was re-cocked into the throne, the blood was swept onto
the grass and the least of the master builders being honored this day
bowed to Duke Kren.

He acknowledged her bow, and gestured for the ceremony to continue,
though in fact it redly didn't interest him. There was much eseto think
on.

Adult Mitchega had many concerns. They saw to the watering of the
fiddsof grass, and its proper care and fertilization. They saw to the
proper construction of cities and machines, and their upkeep and
maintenance. They taught in the universities and managed the factories,
mended the power nets, maintained the communications, and did all
esethat ther fiercdy proud civilization required.

And they fought with their neighbors, defending their lands and taking
the lands of otherswhenever possible. And of course there werethe



endless games of status, wedlth and prestige, for these things could
bring one the basis of dl that wasimportant.

Y et ultimately, adult Mitchegal weretotally concerned with only one
thing. Land. For with land, one could eventualy gain al esethat was
necessary for along, prosperous, and well fed life. And not just
ordinary land, but rich, arable land, that could grow their single
grasdike crop, that could provide the grubs, the polliwogs and the
juvendswith food. Then the young could provide the adults with food,
with the sport of thekill, and with new bodieswhen their own were
worn out, for the adults had their own form of immortality.

There was much e seto think on, and what Kren thought of wasland.
If his coming mission was successful, Kren's lands would be expanded
to include an entire new planet.

After dl dozen and five of the general's and master builders had been
rituaistically eaten, the throne was removed, to be replaced by one
even larger, older and more ornate. Thiswas placed in front of Duke
Kren, facing the crowd, for the main event of this day's festivitieswas
about to take place, the only truly important event of the day.

The stupor of hisearlier kill was till on him, and that was good. It
lessened the pain, and it wouldn't do to show any distressor emotioniin
front of his highest subordinates. He waiched as aparticularly fine
specimen of recently metamorphosed youth was brought caged to him,
and he nodded his approva at both the creature and histattoos. He
had, of course, along with hismedica people, carefully examined the
youth the day before, and knew him to be perfect. The face was



pleasing, the body lovely and theritud tattoos were al properly shaped
and colored. He gestured his readiness to proceed.

Asthe noise of the crowd hushed, he stood, removed his Helmet of
Command, his Wegpons Belt of Power, and his Cloak of Authority.
He crossed over to and mounted the great ancient throne naked. The
cage with the sdlected youth was placed behind him in the proper
manner, as heritualy refused the binding straps. He knew that he
would not disgrace himsdlf in thisfinal act. He never had before.

A second cage was placed around him, abutting the firgt. It encased his
body, but |eft hislimbs outside. It waslocked in place.

He signded hisreadinesswith adight flick of hisclaws, and the
sergeants removed the wall of the cage that separated him from the lean
and screaming youngster. The famished creature legped at hisimmobile
form, ingtinctively tore open hisbrain cage, and devoured hisbrain as
he held himsalf motionless againg the pain. Even after the brain was
gone, il the body rigidly obeyed itsfina command. It sat frozen asthe
youngster ate the rest of the head, the trunk and thetall. Thearmsand
legs, which had been positioned outside the cage, were then removed
by the sergeants, to be cut into thousands of tiny dices and distributed
to the greatest of hisfaithful subjects.

The crowd cheered wildly. A noble desth!

The mogt astounding biological peculiarity of the Mitchegai istheir
motile brain cdls. The samdl cdlsof the gray matter inther brains,



which arein fact bright blue to human eyes, are not digested when
eaten dive. Ingead, they migrate through the walls of the first ssomach.
They are picked up by the blood stream and taken into the cranium.
Thisskull hasflexible, overlapping plates, and can expand rapidly if the
brain recently eaten isinordinately large, as wasthe case with Duke
Kren's.

If the brain eaten was the smal one of ajuvend, the cellswould be
absorbed into the larger mass of those of the adult. They replace those
cellsthat have worn out and died, and add subtly to the creatures
capabilities, but no observable persondity change occurs.

But when the huge brain of amature adult is eaten by arecently
metamorphosed youth, the influx of cells completely svampsthe few
that the youth origindly had. The newly reformed brain that emerges
has the knowledge and personality of the adult who has been eaten,
and this, among the Mitchegal, isimmortality. Duke Kren remembers
eventsthat happened to him over three thousand years before, and he
isnot an elder of hisrace.

Something Smilar to thiswas claimed by someto occur in Earthly
flaworms.

Because of this, the brain of an intdligent adult Mitchegai hasvery little
to do with the genetic Structure of its body. The Darwinian forces that
dominate dl life forms on Earth have little effect on the Mitchegai. For
millions of years, they have been carefully breeding their own bodiesto
their own version of perfection, but this breeding has caused few
changesto their minds. The sdection processthere is something quite



different.

When hdf of alarge brainis eaten, and each haf isgtill much larger
than that of the youth doing the eating, much the same thing occurres,
save only that the persondity formed is somewhat less dominant, and
the memories of the esten are distributed between two individua
egters. Doing thisisthe favored method of increasing the numbers of a
leader's loya subordinates.

It aso keeps them from getting too smart for their leader's own good.

Duke Kren would soon be needing al the loyd subordinates that he
could get, and today's ceremonies would be repeated many timesin the
coming months, with lower-ranking functionaries. He planned to
increase the numbers of his people by onethird, bringing their total
number to over agross million and aso to have as many of themin new
bodies as possible.

For soon, hewould belosing dl of hislandsand dl of hisjuvends, save
those that would be harvested and quick frozen in liquid nitrogen for
food.

His chosen successor would attempt to rulein his place, but if that
successor failed, Kren'slands would be divided among hisformer
enemies.



Kren would leave thisworld forever, dl because he had become the
most powerful individual on Planet 9847, and his planet had won the
most recent great interstellar |ottery.

A new planet had been found on the periphery of Mitchegai space, and
itwasto behis, if he could tameit!

Back | Next
Contents

CHAPTER THREE

The Gurkha Heaven
New Yugodavia, 2205 a.d.

My part of New Y ugodavia had been deeded to the Kashubian
Expeditionary Forces as part payment for awar we had fought for
New Croatia. Thelocal terrain consisted of a kilometer-high plateau to
the southwest and alarge plains area to the northeast. The plateau was
deeply indented with anumber of large box canyons that opened onto
theplan.

It had been uninhabitable desert when we got here, but we had
irrigated it using equipment from the automatic factories of our home
planet, New Kashubia, and the productive capacity of the thousands of
intelligent fighting machines that made up haf of our army. The other
haf of our army was made up of the human beings who spent much of
their timeliving ingde those machines.



Our tanks had been designed to tunnel through solid rock. They made
short work out of carving out gpartments, roads, and everything that a
city needsinto the granitewalls of my valley.

They had done aclassjob of it, building for adesign life of five
thousand years. All of the exposed surfaces had a heavy coating of
what had once been precious metas, but now were fairly common. The
wallswere studded with jewels, and the windows were "glassed” with
sheets of angle crystas of diamond.

| woke the next morning to find Kasiaat my sde. After afew hours,
we madeit to breakfast.

"Wadl," | said, to bresk the sllence. "I trust that dl of the problems have
been solved?’

"Yes" Kasasad. "The Gurkhaswill be moving out and building their
own place

"Indeed? And where are they doing this?'

"Next door. I've hel ped them buy the canyon to the southeast of us.”



"Quincy and Zuzannds place?"

"No, the box canyon in between us. It was originally purchased by a
consortium of troops who couldn't agree on what to do with it. They
finally made a decent profit sdling it to the Gurkhas. Look, the Gurkhas
have their own culture, and they are happy with it. They have no
intention of being assmilated into somebody elsesworld if they can
helpit. At the sametime, they like being members of our army, and
they especidly like our pay rates. So, their tanks are working with
them, designing their own particular verson of heaven.”

"Well, our metd ladies arefird rate engineers, artists, and architects.
They have doneit before, so they won't have problems doing it again. |
imagine that what with al the stone cutting, that valey will be acloud of
dugt for afew months."

"True, but in three months your troopswill be ableto start movingin. |
think that Gurkhas are environmentdists at heart. They want natura
rock, and not the gold and platinum plating that you used on thisvaley.
They don't want dl of the jewels, but they are getting the diamond
windows. And their gpartments and homes are only aquarter of the
size of what you have built here.

"Whatever they want, they'll get, asfar as1'm concerned. After the way
they fought for usin the Battle of the Solar Station, we owethem alot.”

"That was my thought too, lover."
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CHAPTER FOUR

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTS

OF UP TO 3000 YEARS EARLIER

The Awakening

Duke Kren awoke dowly, duggishly, to find himself in alocked cell. It
was a combination lock, and his new body had to know the
combination to get out. Otherwise, he would be left in there, forever.

Thiswasto keegp him safewhile hewasin his eating stupor, and to
protect his subordinatesif hisold brain was not properly functioning in

his new body.

The most common disaster was that the young carnivore could have a
muscle spasm while it was egting your brain.

Normally, chemicasin the brain being eaten caused a sphincter inthe
esophagusto close off the second and third stomachs, and another
sphincter to open to the first somach, where the brain cells could
migrate through the ssomach wall, through the blood stream, and



eventudly up to the cranium.

If the sphinctersfailed to function properly, the new brain cells could
instead be sent down to the third ssomach, where they would be
digested.

This process was commonly known as bad luck.

The mafunction rarely occurred, sSnce any young carnivore who
performed this atrocity wasinvariably and immediately killed, which
promptly deleted it from the gene poal.

However, it was claimed to happen fairly often among the aristocracy,
when your guards were not absolutely trustworthy, or when they had
some reason to prefer achange in command.

Dukes soon learned to have very well-rewarded and trustworthy
people around them, for just such Stuations asthis. It was aso
common to leave ordersthat the entire guarding and welcoming party
was to be daughtered if the old duke did not arrive asexpected in a

new bodly.

He estimated that what with the torpor that always followed amajor
mesdl, and the time normally taken for the cells of hisbrain to reform, he
had been adeep for at least aweek, and quite possibly two.



He fumbled hisway to thetoilet and rdieved himsdlf. He took severd
long drinks of water. Then he went back to the cot and collapsed there.

A dull pain enveloped hishead. It was not actudly apainin hisbran,
for Mitchegai brains, like those of humans, have no pain receptors. It
was rather in the vastly expanded skull plates complaining about their
newly distorted shapes and in the tightly stretched skin over them that
the pain originated.

Intime, it would pass.

Time

He had to give himsdf time.

Hehad to ignore dl of the pressure of the events of hisworld, and take
thetimeto reorganize himslf.

He stayed on the clean cot and looked up at the plain, white celling asa
long lifetime of memories dowly formed and took their categorized
placesin hismind.

His academic advisor had long been pestering him to record the events
of hislife, and snce he would now be the founder of anew Mitchegai
planet, he had agreed to comply. A recording helmet was thus available



next to the cot, and he put it on. Posterity perhaps had aright to know
exactly who and what he was, but he would not rel ease the tapes until
long after hisdesth.

He had no memories of being agrub, or apollywog, or ajuvend. He
had no remembrance of histransmutation to an adult, but it must have
happened when hewas aone, and out in the wilds. Such athing,
metamorphosing without adult supervision, would never hgppen on a
properly managed estate, but among the Mitchegai, aswith humans,
accidents often bring people into the world.

Hisfirg recollection was of leading a savage, nonverba band of
carnivoresin the ragged hills of the badly managed estate of Duke
Lidko, three thousand years ago.

On Earth at thistime, the Sumerians were inventing a primitive form of
cuneform writing, and the Egyptians had yet to found the Old
Kingdom. The pyramids had not yet even been designed.

Kren and his band had been captured shortly after the estate of Duke
Lidko had been conquered by his neighbor, Duke Molon.

Wild carnivoreswere usualy killed out of hand, asthey were
considered too stupid to do useful work, too dangerousto be left as
they were, and risky for use as new body donors, since you couldn't be
absolutely sure asto just how dominant their brains had become.



But Duke Molon had taken heavy casudtiesin thewar, and wasin
sore need of manpower. Kren and his band were put to work in the
vadt, ancient, underground mines on the duke's new lands.

Open pit mineswould have been an abomination to the Mitchegal.
Every squarefoot of the surface was needed for their grass, to feed the
children on whom the adults fed. Their mines delved deeply, and the
taillings were ground fine, to be spread thinly over avast area, when
they weren't dumped into an ocean trench.

Therulesin the minewere very smple. If you disobeyed, you were
beaten. If you didn't work, you weren't fed. If you continued to not
work, your brain was ripped out and thrown into the fire, while your
body was |eft on the floor to be eaten by your ravenous former
coworkers.

Kren learned to work.

Hewasfed, but rarely were daves permitted to et the brains of their
prey. His superiors got that delicacy, asdid, occasiondly, the guards.
They didn't want the lowest classes to become too intdligent.

After alifetime of brutal [abor below ground, when his stooped,
worn-out body was no longer capable of going on, he was judged to
be worthy of anew body-and another lifetime of work in the mines.
When this happened, his brain cellswere added to those of the youth
who was egting him.



After eight such resurrections, his brain had grown to the point where
he could speak abit. He understood the mines, and how they worked.
But still, he dug. Still, he hauled the copper ore to the surface. And
sometimes they had him help to shore up the ceilings with reinforced
concrete beams as they delved ever deeper. But now, at least, he was
avalued dave.

The Mitchegai were very advanced, technologically. This planet had
been colonized by spaceships over a gross thousand years before, and
they had never logt that technology. Their use of davery inthe minewas
amatter of using their version of gppropriate technology.

They could have automated the mine, but that would have cost money.
Saves werefree. Feeding them gave the duke something to do with the
temporary surplus of juvenas on hislands, and if food ever became
scarce, he could aways daughter some of the daves and feed them to
the others.

And guarding them gave his soldiers something to do during times of
peace.

Kren was near the surface when the forces of Duke Dennon captured
the minesfrom Duke Molon. Hehid inasmdl sidetunnel for severd
dayswhile the battle raged on below ground. In time, Duke Molon's
guardswere dl killed by the more professiona troops of Duke
Dennon. All of the other daves were brought to the surface, for what
purpose Kren did not know, leaving him aone down below.



But not quite done. Inasmal side tunnd hefound one of hisold
guards who was severdly wounded, with one foot and both hands cut
off, but still aive. She was aguard who had taken pleasure in beating
him many times, and Kren fdt no remorsein killing her.

In truth, he wouldn't have felt any remorse if the guard had been kind to
him, remorse being an emation that the Mitchegai rarely felt, and then
only for amissed opportunity for persona gain.

And anyway, hewas hungry.

Ingtinctively, he ripped open the brain case, but then he stopped. This
brain was vagtly bigger than any that he had ever seen before, and
some feding told him that he should not ezt it. Y et he knew it would be
ddlicious, and he was starving. He yielded to temptation, and took a
snglesmadl bite, but then ydled NO to himsdlf, and threw the rest into
thefire pit sill smoldering below.

He ate the rest of the guard, threw the scraps of bone and equipment
into thefire pit that ventilated the mine, and crawled back to hissmal
Sdetunnd tores.

When he awoke, he found strange echoes in hismind, but no real
memories. Y et hefound new words flooding into hisbrain, words
describing things that he had never seen, wordslike "city" and "road,”
but which he somehow now knew the meaning of.



He stayed donein the small tunnel for many weeks, going out only to
find water, trying to absorb these new thoughts.

Eventudly, he got hungry again.

He started for the surface.

The mines seemed to be completely empty. The tools and weapons
were gone, and there were no bodiesin evidence. In the wars among
the Mitchegal, the dead from both sides were eaten by thevictors.
Among their species, warfare was often a matter of conquer or starve.

The brains of the enemy were burned when there was a surplus of
food, or else eaten roasted when there wasn't.

Sincethere usudly wasn't arecently metamorphosed youth handy, the
brains of your own falen troops were shared out among their
comrades, and ceremonidly esten with honor. Divided between six
friends, what the brains were was preserved, dthough they normaly
did not become dominant. After the Med of Baitle, the victorswould
st and talk about dl of the things that they now remembered of what
their comrades had done.

Eating thewhole brain of anintellectua equa could result inlosing your
own persondity, or, worse till, in adeadly form of schizophrenia, one



of thefew diseases known to the Mitchega.

Moving quietly to the surface, with the sllence that every dave soon
learns, Kren found asingle guard at the tunne mouth. A warriorina
heavy military cloak wasleaning on her spear, looking outwardsinto
the night, half dozing in the manner of every cold-blooded animd.

With no great kill, but with the strength and stedth learned in eight
lifetimes of being amining dave, he came up behind the soldier and
broke her neck with asingle, powerful blow of his claws. He grabbed
the spear before it fell, and took the body and weapon below asfast as

possible.

Asbefore, he tore open the braincase, but again, hetook only asingle
bite, dbeit alarger one, thistime. It had not hurt him before, so he
thought himself safeto do it again. The rest of the body he ate, even the
skin and the bones. But he kept the spear, the cloak, the belt with the
sword, and the helmet, and hid them away before the stupor came

upon himagain.

The captain of the guard assigned by Duke Dennon to protect the mine
sent squads to search for hismissing soldier, aremarkably good athlete
thought to be an up-and-coming young officer, but these mineswere
thousands of yearsold. They were of vast extent, and incredibly
convoluted. They never found the smdl tunnd whereKrenlay ina
stupor.

Again, he dept with strange dreams, but when he awoke, he knew



what to do with the weapons he had captured. He knew how to throw
the spear, and how to block with it. He knew the Twelve-Pointed Way
of the Sword.

Hisvictim had been amaster with both the sword and the spear, and
had won many championships with them. Had shelived, she would
have been mortified to learn that she had been defeated by an unarmed
dave. Luckily, Kren had eaten those parts of her brain where these
skillsresided, and now they werehis.

The smdl dectric lightsin the main corridors had been turned off when
Kren awoke, and the fires had long since burned out. Thisdid not
trouble him, for he had spent much of hislifein totd darkness, and
could moveinit dmog aseasly asinthelight.

Many weekswent by as, fascinated with his new knowledge, so
different from hisdull lifein the mines, he dbsorbed it dl.

While the upper classes of the Mitchegal used identifying tattoos, the
military used ceremonid scarring for the same purpose. Kren carefully
cut marks on his upper amsto match those of the officer he had just
eaten. Someday, he knew, he would have to leave thismine, and it
wouldn't do to go as anaked dave.

And agan, intime, he became hungry.



Thistime, he came up to the sentry a the mouth of the mine marching
erect in the manner of atrained soldier. He wore the helmet and cloak
of an officer in Duke Dennon'sforces, and carried a standard spear.
He hailed the sentry in his own language, and in the manner of a
superior officer. When the sentry turned to speak to him, Kren
efficiently put asword in the Mitchegai's throat, with a powerful thrust
that droveit out of the back of her neck.

Thisthird victim had asmaller brain than the first two, and now, he
dared to take alarger bite. More, but by no meansall. Hewas
beginning to comprehend the rules about dl of this.

Thistime, his dreamswere troubled and turbulent. The soldier he had
eaten had not been vaued by her superiors, had often broken minor
rules, had often been punished for it, and for her perastent lying. The
kill brought little new knowledge to Kren, and much emotional upset,
for thishad not been ahappy Mitchegai. Y et even this unhappy soldier
had some useful sKills, if lying wasindeed askill.

The captain of the guard decided that in view of the soldier's many
misdemeanors, her trooper had smply gone AWOL, and that her loss
was good riddance. It was mere coincidence that another soldier had
been lost at that same post. She pocketed the guard's back pay and
wrote her off the books. No search was made for her, but the captain
had the guard at that point doubled, just in case.

Kren now knew much about the world outside the mines, but he il
did not fed confident enough to go out into it. Many more weeks
passed before hunger again drove him to the surface.



He carried two spears with him, which was fortunate, for there were
now two guards a the entrance.

Kren waited in the darkness, trembling with hunger and anticipation for
hours until one of the soldiers stepped away from the tunnel mouth to
relieve hersdf, while her partner watched her leave.

As soon asthefirst waswdll out of sight, Kren launched a spear at the
one who had stayed behind. It was along throw of at least four dozen
yards, in dmost tota darkness and under alow celling, but one of
Kren's previous victims had been amaster with the spear. It caught his
victim in the back of the neck, severing her spind column. Shefel with
barely a sound.

Kren sprinted up and caught her before she hit the ground, athough the
guard's spear clattered loudly on the rocky rubble when it fell. He
dragged the body back into the darkness, and, wearing the same
helmet, cloak, and wegpons belt as the guards, he stood in hisvictim's
former position, but facing into the tunnd.

The second guard came running back in.

"| thought | heard something!" she shouted at Kren's back.

He pointed urgently into the tunnel.



Asthe soldier ran past to see what he was pointing at, Kren jabbed his
spear into the hamstring of her right leg. The guard crumbled to the
ground with ascream.

As she hit the ground, Kren was aready cutting the other hamstring,
and then dashing through both of the bicep muscles of her arms.

Another scream earned the guard akick to the neck, which knocked
her unconscious.

It took him two tripsto bring both of hisvictims, with their weapons,
back to hislair, but no other soldiers cameto disturb him. Using three
weapons belts, hetied the dtill-living guard to asturdy concrete beam
that supported the celling.

When the soldier started to make noises, Kren cut her tongue out, and
ateit. Then, as an afterthought, he put asword through al four of her
vocd cords. It would have been nice to have someoneto talk to, but
he could not afford to have the soldier making noiseswhile helay in his
egting stupor.

Findly, he made athird trip up to the surface, and erased dl traces of
hislast attack. Sowly, hewaslearning.

Mitchegal, like many cold-blooded cregtures, take along timeto die.



Their circulatory systems clamp down quickly, and blood lossis much
lessthan in awarm-blooded animd. Asthey grow cold, their
metabolism demands much less oxygen, and even acompletely severed
head is cgpable of biting you, three hours later.

Thus, the brain of hisfirgt victim was ill very much dive, and hetook a
very big bite of it with relish. He ate the rest of the body, but fed the
skin and the bonesto his captive.

Thiswas not out of kindness, for the Mitchegai fed no such emotion.
Rether it wasto be surethat his next med was till dive when it came
timeto eat it. Using ahelmet as a bucket, he watered her aswell, for
the same reason. Then he fell adeep, looking up contentedly at the
glent, but still very much aive second guard.

The captain of the guard was furious when she learned that athird and
afourth of her subordinates had disappeared, and dl from the same
location! Surely, thiswould be ablack mark on her record!

But before she could send her entire command down into the ancient
minesfor avery thorough search, orders came from Duke Dennon
himsdlf that she should report at once to the capital with her entire

company.

The duke had not been able to arrange for the profitable sale of the
mine's ore. The Space Mitchegal had discovered an asteroid with a
high copper content, and were undercutting the prices of adl planetary
sources of that eement. The mine was being abandoned.



The captain had no choice but to obey Dennon's ordersimmediately.

Kren dept long in his eating stupor. The dreams he had fascinated him.
The soldier he had eaten had extengve training asamedica corpsman.
Besides the knowledge required for the treating of wounds, she had a
vast knowledge of anatomy, including the anatomy of the brain.

Kren now knew precisely which portions of the brain could be safely
eaten, increasing his knowledge and prowess, and which contained the
personality, and were best discarded.

Many more weeks passed as Kren integrated al of this new
knowledgeinto himsdf. He started to get hungry before the process
was through, so he amputated one of his captive'slegsand aeit. The
skin and boneswere again fed back to his prisoner, who resisted esting
these bits of her own body until they were shoved down her throat past
her now broken jaw.

Weeks later, he ate the rest of the creature, along with three quarters of
her brain.

And much later, hungry once again, he walked up to the surface.
Besides knowing the arts of the warrior, and of the medic, he now was

capable of speaking three languages.



Therewas no guard at the tunnel mouth. Grass had started to close off
the entrance, and there seemed to be no one around at all.

Cautioudy, he stepped out into the sunlight for thefirst timein nine
gross, eight dozen and two years.

CHAPTER FIVE

ThisLand IsMy Land
New Yugodavia, 2205 a.d.

The newswasfull of palitics.

Before the war, the colonies had been loosdly associated in what had
been honestly called "The Smuggling Network," trading illegdly with
one another to get around Earth's strangling trade monopoly.

Now, they had formed "The Union of Human Planets,”" and hed
perhaps magnanimoudy made Earth an equa member. Since Earth had
haf of the population and more than haf of the wedth inthe entire
system, the colonies arranged it such that taxes were to be paid by
individua income taxes, but voting was on a one planet, one vote basis.
Thus, Earth would pay half of the bills, but only have two percent of the
say asto how this money was spent.



But then, Earth had both started and lost the last war, so what do you
expect? Certanly, this arrangement looked much nicer than making
them pay tribute.

New Kashubia, my home planet, was both the leading manufacturing
center in the system and the main communication center aswell. It was
soon voted to be the capital of the Union.

My annoying uncle, Wlodzimierz Derdowski, had recently been elected
President of New Kashubia, and this made him amgjor player inthe
new political order. But | was stationed on New Y ugodavia, and was
happy for this excuse to not get involved in politics.

Four of my colonelswere citizens of New Y ugodavia, and were
involved in planetary politicsup to their ears. Knowing intellectualy that
the job wasimportant, | gave them leaveto go at it, but said that since |
wasn't acitizen here, it wasn't proper for meto have any say init.

Modtly, | just don't like politics. For me the thing meansjust what the
name saysit is. Poly, meaning many, and ticks, a particularly disgusting
sort of blood-sucking insects. Persondly, if | have to persuade
someone into doing things my way, I'd rather use abattalion of Mark
XIX Main Battle Tanks.

Origindly, the Kashubian Expeditionary Force had been amercenary
outfit where we hired ourselves out to fight such wars asthe colonies



wanted to fight, and did engineering work in our sparetime.

Now, it had become the Human Army, and would have amuch bigger
budget to play with.

My boss, Genera Jan Sobieski, had been appointed to command the
new army. | was afraid that this would mean that | would be appointed
military commander of New Y ugodavia, and | wasn't eager for that
job.

| fdt that | would be much more effective, and happier, being
commander of the Gurkha Forces, and having alittle more
independence, but what would actualy happen remained to be seen.

* % %

With Kasiaback working on her hobby of becoming the richest
woman in human space, | went out to look a my land.

It would have been mogt efficient to get into the coffin of atank and
make the tour in Dream World, asort of artificia redity wherel could
do thingsthirty timesfaster than in the flesh, but that wasn't whét |
needed. | had just spent many subjective monthsliving in acoffin, and |
needed astrong dose of redlity.

And again, if | wanted to make a physica tour, a helicopter would have
been the most efficient way to do it, but that wasn't what | wanted,
ether.



"Agnieshka?' | said to the empty room that | wasin, "Are you there?"

"Right here, boss," avoice said, as she gppeared on the wall-sized
computer screen in my den. Agnieshkawasthe artificid intelligencein
my tank. She was a perfect subordinate and agood friend. She was
aso an extremely attractive woman, on ascreen or in Dream World.

"I once asked you to get us a stable of riding horses. Has that
happened yet?'

"They got here two days ago, boss. Y ou want me to have one saddled
up?’

"Y eah. | want to have alook around,” | said.
"It be ready when you get down to the stable. Can | come dong?

Thinking that she meant to run aong Sde wearing amilitary drone, |
said that she was dways welcome.

When the elevator got methere, | found two horses saddled up,
attended by plain, humanoid military drones, and Agnieshka standing
there, as beautiful as she ways had been in Dream World. Looking as



alive as could be, she wasin khaki, with brown riding boots, jodhpurs,
athin slk blouse, and atan pith helmet.

She had a cowboy hat ready for me. "The sun's pretty bright out there.”

"Well," | said, surprised. "Y ou look aslovely asyou dowhenI'mina
tank! | didn't redlize that the socia drone project wasthisfar dong.”

"Thank you kindly, boss" she said, bowing. "Actudly, thisisan early
prototype, but | pulled rank to get it to look like me. The skeletal
structure and muscul ature systems work well enough, as do hearing and
eyesght, but the sense of touch is till very poor, the senses of taste and
smdll are nonexistent, and | have to recharge the capacitors every few
hours. Still, itsagart.”

"Youll beared girl beforelong,” | said, climbing into the saddle of the
tall Tennessee Walker they had brought out for me.

"That'swhat we dl hope. Where do you want to go?'

She swung into the saddle, and the smdller, Arabian mare didn't object
abit. Our military humanoid drones were over two meterstal, and
massive, weighing in at over two hundred and fifty kilogramseven
without their weapons. The design parametersfor these socid drones
wasthat they should be asidentical to human beings as possible, and it
appeared that her weight was about the same asanicely built young



lady of her size should be.

"Just for aride and alook around. Through the valey, and then out
onto the plainsfor abit,” | said.

My valley was green with grass, dthough it would gtill be afew months
before thefirst young dairy cows could be brought in. The treeswere
still being cloned, and wouldn't be planted for years. But you could fed
thevitdity, theliving growth dl around us.

Thedmogt vertica walls of the canyon, fully akilometer high, had been
carved into the most beautiful city imaginable. Hundreds of thousands
of large gpartments had windows looking out on my valley, and insgde
therewere al of the shops, schools, businesses, offices, roads, hals,
and churchesthat atrue city requires.

It made aman proud.

We headed out to the plains, past the partidly filled |ake that would
close off the entrance, and out to the grassands beyond.

Some of thisareawould bein vegetable gardens to feed the people of
my city. Half of thisvast acreage would be put into grain production,
mostly to fatten my beef cattle, and the rest would stay as grass, to
raise those caitle in the most natural way possible.



Thereis something about owning land, rich, productive land, that
makes aman fed that heisapart of the earth, and that dl iswell with
theworld.
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CHAPTER SIX

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTS

OF UP TO 2000 YEARS EARLIER

A Turn for the Better

On Earth, the horse had finaly arrived in Egypt, the Shang Dynasty was
agoing affair in China, and the Ancient Greek language wasfirst being
written down. The Mitchegai neither knew nor cared.

Kren was wearing the helmet and equipment of one of Duke Dennon's
junior officers, and had aproper military bearing. There wereafew
adultsthat he saw in the distance, attending to the needs of the duke's
lands, but no one thought to question him as he walked north, away
from themines.

Hewas till hungry, and he needed food.



A human would have thought that the land he walked through was very
strange. There were no trees, no bushes, no weeds. Nothing like a
flower existed, nor an insect to pollinate it. There were no birds, no
butterflies, and no small, furry beings rustling in the undergrowth. There
wasn't even any undergrowth.

Everything was covered with grass, carefully tended grass that was
kept trimmed short by the juvenas who were grazing on it. Smooth,
wdl watered, and well kept, it resembled nothing more than avast
putting green at an expensive golf course.

It covered everything. No rocks showed through on the distant
mountains, no water was exposed where the grass covered areas that
obvioudy had rivers and lakes below them, savein afew smdll places
that served as watering holes. There were no beaches, and no sand.
The grasswas thick enough for large adults to walk over the water
without it even quivering.

Grass covered the oceans with amat so thick that waves never formed.
Juvendsgrazed on the vast plains, visted occasondly by hunting
parties of adults, flying in on efficient, fuson powered aircreft.

Pollywogs ate at the roots of these ocean-covering grasdands. When
their time came, they ate their way through to the surface, to
metamorphoseinto juvends.

A surface road on aMitchegal planet was smply along, wide, carefully
graded area covered with grasswhere an individua could walk with



ease, without wearing in apath, and without losing her way, and where
afuson-powered hovercraft could easly travel. Whedl s were never
used on the surface, for they would harm the al-important grass.

Fertilized eggs hatched into grubs who lived in the sterile sail, growing
rapidly asthey ate the roots of the grass, and who, if they could make it
to water in time, metamorphosed into the pollywogs who svamin the
rivers and lakes below the grassthat covered them. These formswere
not at all obviousto the casua observer.

A scientific observer would have found no other life-forms. Therewere
no bacteria, yeasts, molds, fungi, or viruses. There were no scavengers,
but Mitchegai grubs, pollywogs, and juvendsdl preferentialy ate dead
material, animal or vegetable, before they would egt live grass.

The upper surfaces of the grass could absorb nutrients as readily as
could theroots. The droppings of juvends and adults were gone by
morning.

Mitchega do not have ssomach bacteria, or any other symbionts. They
have no diseases caused by any sort of microbe. Indeed, with the
passage of time, they have completdy lost most of their immune
sysems.

There was absolutely nothing on this planet, or on the estimated three
dozen and three thousand, six gross other planetsinhabited by this
ancient race, but one species of plant, and one species of animal, the

Mitchegd.



It was an ecology taken to the absolute limit of what human civilization
has always been heading toward. Ever snce humans worked their way
to thetop of thefood chain, their earliest actionswere to kill off the
large mammals who were their predators, their competitors, and often
even those who were their source of food.

The agricultura revolution quickened this process, asvadt fieldswere
carefully planted and maintained to contain only a single species of
plant. As animd husbandry was devel oped, people, who once ate
thousands of animd life-forms, became contented with many fewer,
and eventudly only three or four of them. Usually, cows, pigs, and
chickens.

Anything that might actualy harm them, be it amicrobe, amosguito, or
apredator, was actively exterminated. All other speciesthat were not
immediately useful were brushed aside and dlowed to die, mostly
because they were smply intheway.

The Mitchegai, who had been &t this program for millions of years
longer than humanity had been around, had taken it asfar asit could
possibly go. It was absolute, efficient amplification, with al of the other
competing specieslong since eradicated.

If anything else gppeared, or if any mutation occurred, it was ruthlessly
stamped out. There were immutable laws that required Mitchegai to
fight their wars only with weapons that were powered by their own
muscles, but these laws did not apply to ecological threats. Fusion



weapons were used when nothing el se sufficed.

Kren passed buildings containing the homes, the offices, and the
factorieswhere the adults lived and worked, but these seemed to be
little more than windows and doors set into the Sde of green hills.

Every squarefoot of surface areathat could possibly support grass, did.

Thelonger Kren waked from the mines, the more difficult it would be
to take afresh kill back to them. He would need a place to hide while
he went into the stupor that followed amajor meal, and he had found
no such place. Under the last two dukes, thisland had become much
more civilized than it had been in hisyouth. No longer were there wild
adultsranginginthehills.

Eventudly, asthe sun was setting, he came upon asmal, secluded
valey with asmadl, knee-high juvend grazinginit.

Shewould suffice.

Hewalked up to the little creature and Ssmply swatted her on the head.
Sheféel over, and he ate her.

Her smdl size was not sufficient to put him into amagjor stupor, but he
dept wdl that night, wrapped in his heavy red and lavender military
coak, lyinginthesmal vadley.



Hewoketo find an old Mitchegai with avery large head standing over
him. Shewore abulky, gaudy academic cloak with bright stripesin
many colors. Around her shoulders were many tassels, each of a
different shape and of adifferent color. Around her waist was abelt of
al seven colors of the rainbow, red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet,
and kran.

Kranisacolor inthe ultraviolet that isvisible to the Mitchegai. They
see the spectrum as being linear. The color whed isan artifact of the
human brain, and the fact that humans have only three different color
receptorsin their eyes. The Mitchegal have seven, and perceive colors
much morerichly.

"Areyou injured?' she asked in the ancient academic language of Keno.

With adult and juvend Mitchegal, breathing isnormdly in through the
nose, which also coolsthe blood going to the brain, and out through
four vents at the belt line. These permit a better air flow, and dlow for
the regular drainage of the lungs. Coughing is unknown in their Species.
When swimming, aMitchegai blows bubbles about her waist, and they
can bregth while egting or drinking.

When speaking, these lower vents are closed, and air isforced up past
four sets of vocal cords, one for each lung, and out through the mouth.
Mitchega are thus capable of making four different tones
smultaneoudy, and could actualy sing chords, except thet lacking dl
sense of rhythm, they have no musicd art forms.



"No, | am quitewell, thank you," Kren said in the same language ashe
got up.

"Itisunusud to find asoldier lying in thefield in these peaceful times,
and even more so to find one who speaks Keno."

"| wastired, and there was no place else available. Asto the language,
well, asoldier getsaround.”

"Apparently. | am traveling to my academic retreat, aday'swalk to the
north of here. Could it be that you are going in the same direction?”

Private trangportation had been experimented with severd timesin
Mitchegal hitory, but it had aways resulted in saverdly reduced levels
of physicd fitness, and had eventually been outlawed. Long distance
public transportation was dways available, of course, aswere
emergency and cargo vehicles.

"Indeed, | am. | thought to spend my leave in my homeland to the
north," Kren said.

"Then let uswalk together. | would welcome some company,” she said.
"My nameisBronki."

"And mineisKren."



They walked and they talked. Kren found the conversation to be
ddightful. In histhousand years of life, thiswasthefirg inteligent
person that he had ever had an opportunity to talk to. The world that
she described was rich and complex, with infinite possibilitiesand
permutations.

Their conversation drifted to the problems of maintaining the proper
number of grubsthat evolved into pollywogs, and then juvendsand
eventualy, sometimes, into adults. Too many grubs, and the hedlth of
the grass would suffer. Too few, and in afew yearsthere would be a
dangerous shortage of juvenasto et.

Teams of adults working out of the university monitored the grub
population, and adjustments were made, most frequently by taking the
egosthat fell to the floors of offices, factories, and homes, and either
destroying them, or scattering them over thefidds.

Thiswasdl new to Kren. The davesin the mine were not considered
to be good breeding stock, and their eggs were never saved. If any
eggs hatched in that environment, the grubs were | eft to starve.

Evenif they had been ableto find enough to est, they ill al would
have died. Grubsinginctively go downward in their search for water in
which to metamorphose into pollywogs. But in amine, going
downward only leadsto degth.



A more long-term technique to restrict the numbers of grubswasto
restrict the number of males who were used to rgjuvenate the eders.
Currently, lessthan two per gross of the adultsin the duchy were mae.

"How isit that you are mae?’ Bronki asked. "Most maesare the highly
selected bodies of the aristocracy.”

"l was severdly injured in battle. This body wasthe only one available.”
Kren's new-found intelligence made it easy for himtolie.

She nodded, accepting this.

"And the identification scars on your ams, they look barely ayear old."

"Y es, that was about when it happened, during the last war,” he said.

"Y et that body isat least ten years old, from the time of
metamorphoss.”

"Also true. | wasinjured when we were taking abig mineto the south
of here. Thiswas once the body of an ignorant daveinamine. Asl
sad, it wasdl that was available, and | urged them to take the chance.
Stll, itisavery strong body, and | do not regret what happened.
Certainly, it was better than being divided among six of my old
comrades.”



"I'm sureit was," she said. "That would have been the Senta Copper
Mine, wouldn'tit."

"Strange asit might seem, | don't think that | ever heard the name of the
place. They did mine copper there, however."

"I'm sure that it was the Senta. Those scars on your arm are rather
crude”

"Old Sergeant Tall did the cutting, in dmost complete darkness, when |
was coming out of my stupor. Hewas afraid that | might be mistaken
for one of the mining daves, and sent on with the rest of them,” he said,
theliesflowing fredy.

"And what happened to those others?”'

"I have noidea. Inthe military, you are generaly told only what you
need to know."

"At the universty, we are dwaystold everything, especidly things that
we have no desireto know," she laughed.

Bronki talked of her life at the University of Dren, of her occasiona



difficulties with some of the students, and about the perpetual round of
interdepartmenta politics.

"Y oursis such adifferent world from the one that | am used to," hetold
her. "l find dl of thisto befascinating.”

"Then perhaps you should consider a change of career fidds. Thereis
aways aneed for moreintelligent sudents at the university. Y ou could
comethere, and after afew years as a student, perhaps an
ingructorship might open up for you. Also, you mentioned winning
championships with both the spear and the sword. It is possible that an
athletic scholarship could be offered you."

"That sounds attractive, but my leave will not go on forever," he said.

"Often, things can be arranged. These are peaceful times. The duke's
army might not be averse to granting an officer an academic leave of
absence.”

"Y ou makelife & the univerdty sound far more interesting than drilling
illiterate troops, or standing guard duty when thereisreally nothing to
guard againg. | shdl think oniit."

"Dothat," shesaid. "Should you decide on venturing into the academic
world, it ispossiblethat | could be of some assistanceto you. | am not
without influence there.”



The sun was close to setting when they came to Bronki's retreat. At
firgt, Kren could see nothing at dl but agrass-covered hill, but Bronki
took out aknife and cut away the grassthat had grown over the
doorway.

"Y ou can seethat | have not been here for severd years," she sad,
throwing the thick mat down the hill, where it was eagerly pounced on
by two juvends.

"The other door and the windows are best cut awvay from theinsde,”
she continued, leading him ingde, and turning on the lights.

The house was quite spacious, and extremely luxurious compared to
what amining dave was used to. There were chairs and tables and rea
cotsto deep on. Therewas atall and spacious entrance hdl, and a
large living room with many comfortable couches centered around a
long, low table and adrinking fountain. Opening off these central rooms
were two studies, a steam room, and five bedrooms. Mitchegai homes
do not have kitchens or dining rooms, of course, and outside of the
cities, they don't havetoilets. The grasstook care of waste disposa.

But the things that impressed Kren the most were the books. Every
wall, every smdl bit of space, was covered with bookshelves, and
these were dl crammed to overflowing with books. Big books, small
books, thick ones and thin. Some of them had ancient tooled leather
coverings, but most were of Smple grass paper.



And besides the books, there were thousands of tapes and discs, along
with the viewing screens and computersto use them.

"I am very impressed,” Kren said. "Have you actudly read dl of these?!

"Most of them. Many are reference texts, of course, good for looking
things up in, but not intended to be read from cover to cover. Perhaps
you would like some reading suggestions?”'

"I would very much appreciate your advice, yes."

"Then we shdl discussit in alittlewhile. Let me unpack and thenrest a
bit while you choose one of the guest bedrooms. | usudly entertain
severd friends here, but thistime, everyonethat | would usudly have
invited along was otherwise engaged,” she said.

"Thank you. | will do that."

Kren walked about the house, opening windows and doors, cutting
away the grassthat covered them with his sword, and throwing the
thick mats away as he had seen Bronki do. The windows were thick
and well insulated, but no one on a Mitchegai world had ever heard of
window screens.

Hefound that they were a the top of ahill, with pleasant viewsin every



direction, an arrangement that also permitted good cross-ventilation.

Seeing no grest difference between the guest rooms, he chose the one
to the north, and hung his clothes and equipment up there, on pegs set
into yet another bookshelf.

His hostess came in with some fresh bed sheets, so he made the bed in
the neet, military style that one of hisvictims had taught him. Thiswasa
very pleasant place, and he would obvioudy be welcometo stay here
foralongwhile.

Kren lay down thinking that thiswas avery good turn of events.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

Promotionsand Awards
New Yugodavia, 2205 a.d.

A few monthswent by, and | found mysalf becoming human again.
Then | got asummons from my boss.

In the course of things, | had managed to acquire seven qudified
colonelsrather than the usud five. Lloyd and Mirko had been dected



delegatesto aplanetary congtitutional convention, and were needed
there. When my boss, Generd Sobieski, invited me and my gtaff to

New Kashubiafor a conference, | took my wife, Conan and Maria,
and Quincy and Zuzannawith mein my Combat Control Computer.
Threefriendly couples made agood group, anyway.

A Combat Control Computer was basicaly acylindrical truck, five
meters across and ten meterslong, that contained life support units
caled coffinsfor Sx people. Y ou floated in an agueous solution, and
computer controlled systems supplied you with food, oxygen, and
everything you needed to stay aive. Inductive mats imbedded under
your scalp and dong your backbone connected you with an array of
computers. These wereidentical to the coffinsthat were ingde of most
of our bigger fighting machines, our tanks. The grester computer power
of the CCC let you live dmost twice asfast, however.

Therewere six smal computersthat contained the persondities of our
persond tanks, Agnieshka, in my case. But in aCCC, you were also
connected with twelve truly massive computers that contained
everything known to humanity. Thisgroup of computers caled himsdf
Professor Cee, and acted like an English college professor.

When connected up, the huge computer power let you operatein
Dream World at combat speed, which in my case wasfifty-fivetimes
asfast asnormd living. Thiseffectively expanded my lifetimeby a
factor of fifty-five, anicefringe benfit.

And whileyou wereinit, you lived in Dream World, aform of atificid
redity that could be anything that you wanted it to be. It was very



pleasant, provided that you obeyed orders. If you didn't, you could be
living literdly inHell.

* % %

The CCC aso contained an array of communication devices that kept
you in touch with as many as a hundred thousand Mark XIX tanks, as
well asyour superiors, no matter where you were in Human Space,
athough interstellar communications could take days.

So | cdled the gang together and we got into the CCC down in my
garage, below my gpartment. Y ou had to strip down naked to get into
acoffin, and asusud, the girlsinssted that we malestake awak while
they got in. | suspect that this had nothing to do with modesty, but was
because Mariaand Zuzannawere far more beautiful in Dream World
than they werein redity. My Kasiawas beautiful anywhere she went,
of course.

It was a hdf-hour trip by the underground MagL ev system to the
military transmitter, over aday in Dream World. Our party consisted of
sx humans, six intelligent machines, and Professor Cee. Socidly, we
treated each other as equals. We spent thetime at amedieva
tournament, followed by abanquet in Zuzannas castle. Thishad alot in
common with the Dark Tower that I'd had built for her in my valey,
except that the real one didn't have moat monsters, wizards, and
dragons hanging around.

Accderating the CCC to the vector of New Kashubiatook another
thirty minutes, but none of us on board noticed it. Fluid suspension lets
you ignore gravity, at least when it stays below ten Gs. We spent the
day coursing after the stags with the palace hounds.



Trangt timeto New Kashubiatook another hour, according to laws of
physicsthat | have learned twice, and ill don't understand. Had we
been in separate tanks, we would have had to spend the time alone, but
sncewewere al in there together, we spent the two subjective days
on adragon hunt. Thistime, Conan won the prize for the biggest kill.
He said that he would have it mounted in his den, theway | had done
with the prize | had taken during the " Search Light Party," during the
last war.

We reported to General Sobieski in Dream World as soon as we got
to New Kashubia. That was the way he preferred things. I've never
met anyone who ever saw himin the flesh.

Sobieski isagresat fan of JR.R. Tolkien, and among friends he usualy
adopted the persona of Elessar, the king. The thirteen of us suddenly
found oursalves wearing not medievd finery, but armored garb suitable
for the nobility of Middle Earth. Quick changes of clothing area
common occurrence in Dream World.

We were escorted into the great hdl atop Minas Tirith by hundreds of
warriors with winged helmets. They didn't march very well, which
indicated that these were dl humans, and not machine intelligences. Our
army never wasted much time on thingslike marching.

"Your Mgesty," | sad, standing in front of the dai's, and bowing. "You
cdled, and we have come."



"And right welcome you are!" Sobieski said, standing and stepping
down from histhrone. "The first order of business hereisthelong
delayed awarding of promotions and decorations!" The crowd made a
seriesof "Hooahs," "Poobahs," and " Praise them with Great Praise,”
which happened alot that afternoon.

He continued, "First, the promotions! Mickolai, you are no longer a
tanker first class, brevetted to generd. Y our permanent rank is now
generd inthe Human Army, and you arein command of dl of the
forceson New Yugodavia Y our seven direct subordinates are now
promoted to colondsin the Human Army. In addition, as commander
of the entire army, | have created three new ranks, for use by the
electronic people among our ranks. Y our dectronic lady, Agnieshka, is
now amagjor in our army, and the metal people assigned to your
colonds are now captains. All other tanks whose observers have
graduated from basic training will be given the rank of tanker classA.
These new ranks arered, and include substantia pay and benefits.”

The crowd went wild over that one. All of usfelt that the eectronic
people deserved recognition as human beings, and these promotions
were amgjor step on the road to their complete emancipation.

When the cheering quieted down, the generd continued, "Next, thereis
amatter of awards and decorations. Well start with your subordinates
on those, and I'll have my scribes read the certificates.”

It turned into quite along afternoon, with some four hundred and
fifty-one medals handed out. And every one of them was accompanied
by ascroll gating where and why the action occurred that earned it.



Our army wasn't very heavy on ceremony, but some things you just
have to go through. By the time they were through, we were al loaded
down with golden trinkets, both us humans and our electronic people,
and | was as weighted down with medds as a Russian war hero.

Findly, | had achanceto say, "Thank you, Sir. But | have anumber of
questions | wanted to ask you."

"Certainly, but save them for the business meeting tomorrow. For now,
it'sparty time!"

"Yes, 9r. But what is happening with my Gurkhas?'

"They will be expanded from a battered battalion up to severd full
divisons, of course, depending on how many of them actualy enlist.

Y ou don't think that 1'd pass up a chance to get as many of those
meagnificent warriors as possible, do you? All of the munitionsfactories
are dill operating at full capacity, and your Gurkhas have firgt priority
on equipment and supplies. Now come on and have a beer!"

"Yes, gr," | sad, taking astein of Russian honey beer from anearly
naked serving wench. These were just computer Smulations, more
decorations than people. If you talked to one, she could convince you
that shewas"dive," but redly, shewasn't anything like Agnieshka, for
example. "But, why are we expanding the army when thewar isover?”



"The War with Earth isover. The next war will bealong one, and it has
aready darted.”

"What?2"
"There's plenty of time, Mickola. Well talk it over tomorrow.”
"But!"

"Drink your beer, General Derdowski. That's an order.”
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CHAPTER EIGHT

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARS EARLIER

A Pleasant Social Event

Kren took abook at random from the bookshelf within reach of the cot
he was lying on. He had been quite sure that he could read, but he had
never before actually had the opportunity to do so. He was delighted to



find that the words and the thoughts came to him from the printed page
without any difficulty at dl.

The book he read concerned the history of a period eight gross
thousand years before, when the planet had first become completely
populated, and population pressures were forcing the first dukedoms
into existence.

After about an hour, Bronki camein with astack of books under her
am.

"Do you enjoy reading Koki?' she asked.

"Very much," he said, somewhat confused. He had to look at the cover
again to see what she was talking about. It was amoment before he
realized that she was referring to the author of the book. He had never
before considered that each book had some person who had written it.
Indl of hismemories of them, books ssimply were. They somehow just
came out of nothing, or perhaps had always been there.

" think perhapsthat Koki might be a bit specialized for you to sart
with. | suggest that you start your study of history with Samsid, here,
which isageneraized overview of history. That is, of coursg, if you've
never read him. | mean, it'savery popular book, and you must have
had alibrary availableto you in the military.”



"Have you ever seen amilitary library?" he asked, Sitting up, and putting
hisfeet on the pleasantly decorated orange and red carpet.

"No. Intruth, | have had very little contact with those in your
professon.”

"Then let me enlighten you. A library suitable for an entire battaion
would fit eedly into thisroom. At least hdf of it would consst of
military regulations. These books are feverishly read by miscreantswho
arelooking for away out of being punished for the crimesthat they
have committed.

"Perhgps athird of it will concern truly military subjects. Books on war,
tactics, weapons, and so forth. These are often checked out by junior
officerswho carry them around, wishing to impress their superiorswith
their diligence. Few show any evidence of ever having been actudly
read.

"Therewill be afew shelves of so cdled 'fineliterature,” donated by
locdl literary academics who wish the soldiersto improve their minds,
or by poets who are otherwise unable to dispose of their thin books of
bad poetry. These aredl in pristine condition, having been neither
checked out nor read.

"Then there will be ahdf shelf of the crudest possible humor, usudly
left behind by dead soldiers. These books are inevitably worn to
tatters.”



Bronki laughed.

"At least your literary impoverishment has not ruined your sense of
humor! Look here. I've aso brought you genera books on the
sciences, mathematics, and the arts, aswell asanove cdled The
Soldier's Life. It hasbeen wdl reviewed, but perhaps you could tell me
if itisredly accurate or not. I'm considering usng it in my

contemporary literature class next semester.”

"I would be happy to give you my opinionsonit, once l'veread it.”

"Thank you. For mysdlf, well, | usudly live a sedentary life, and today's
long walk hasleft metired. | shall read for an hour, and then go to
deep. Please do asyou wish. My homeis your home."

"Y ou honor me beyond my deserts" Kren said. "l think that | will stay
right here and read one of your books."

Kren started to read The Overview of Mitchegai History, which
darted some three and a half million years ago, and stopped on this
planet within agross years of the present. It started with their earliest
beginningsin the myths and the archeology of a planet over athousand
light-years away from the one hewasliving on. It discussed the
beginnings of agriculture, and the strange animasthat had existed back
then, many of which the Mitchegal had actudly esten!



Kren shuddered at the very thought of it, but continued reading late into
the night until deep closed over him.

It was late morning when he avoke and went outside to relieve himsdlf.
He was drinking from the fountain in the living room when Bronki came
infrom one of the sudy dens.

"You dept late, my friend.”

"l was up late. Y our history book was very interesting,” Kren said.

"We are aremarkable species. To think that we madeit from living in
primitive huts to launching ourselvesinto pacein only amillionand a
haf yeard 1t was an amazing accomplishment!"

"l supposeit was, but actualy, | haven't gotten that far yet. | will read
some more of it in the afternoon, if | may. | wouldn't want to overstay
my welcome here

"That is something that you couldn't possibly do. | enjoy your company.
Y ou are someone as new and refreshing to me as| amto you. But for
this afternoon, well, | haven't eaten lately, and country grown food isso
much better than what isavailablein the city. What would you think of
ahunt? Have you egten recently?'



"Not nearly enough. Y es, ahunt would be wonderful!”

"Good! And bring your spear dong.”

"A pear? To hunt ajuvend?'

"l want to seeif you areredlly as good with that thing asyou claim.”

Only ahaf milefrom the house, they spotted alarge juvend grazing,
about a gross three dozen yards away.

"Could you hit her from here?' Bronki asked.

"It'salong shat, even with arunning throw. I'd only give mysdf haf a
chance of hitting her."

“Try it anyway!"

Kren dropped his cloak, took three running steps, and let fly. The
spear arched high in the sky and came down perfectly on target, going
right through the startled girl, and nailing her to the ground. She was
screaming, and spinning about in circles, but unable to free hersdlf.



"That was lovely! Y ou areamaster of your art!" Bronki shouted.

"Hardly that! It didn't even kill her!" He shouted back asheran up to
retrieve his broad bladed spear. He gave the child a casud kick inthe
head to silence her, and then pulled out his spear.

The overlapping, flexible plates of the Mitchegal cranium makefor a
much wesker skull than that of humans. Furthermore, the motile brain
cdlsarelessfirmly connected to each other than those of any earthly

Species.

Thisresultsin making Mitchegai rather easy to knock unconscious. At
the sametime, the motile brain cellsreadily reconnect, and thus ablow
to the head will rardy kill aMitchegal.

With humans, the force required to knock one unconsciousisvery
nearly that required to knock him dead.

Kren sad, "Did you want thisone? Or should | kill you another?'

"I had thought that she would be big enough for both of us."

"| can seethat academicians have smaler appetites than soldiers do.



How would you like the smal one out there?' He pointed at another
juvend asfar away asthefirst had been.

"I think that | would prefer the little boy down there." She pointed to
one haf again farther.

Mitchega eyesight isextremey good, superior to that of an earthly
egle

"That'sredly pushingit, but | will try."

Luck waswith him, and Kren caught the little fellow cleanly in the neck.

"Truly, you are agreat master! Let me pace off the distance of that
throw. | shdl E-mail the university's athletic director about you right
after we wake up.”

"Thank you. | hopethat | will be as lucky in my demongtration for him
as| have beeninthisonefor you."

"Kren, you must learn to cease hiding your light under abasket. Come
on, let's carry these children closer to the house before we eat them.
Otherwise, wéell end up deeping it off in thefields, and wake up chilled
to the bone."



Mitchegal are nomindly cold-blooded. However, through the use of
clothing and various behaviord traits, the adults usudly maintain abody
temperature dightly higher than humansdo.

It was two days before Kren felt up to doing more reading, and aweek
before he finished hisfirst book.

A semi-sentient housekeeper came by every other day, shook out the
carpets, washed dl of the floors and windows, and trimmed back the
barely encroaching grass, but never touched anything on atable or a
desk. She never spoke aword, but brought fresh linen, changed the
beds, and took away Kren's cloak for cleaning. She had an
arrangement with Bronki, which involved getting the use of asmall,
nearby house with the utilities and taxes paid.

Kren smply moved to another room whenever she gppeared anxiousy
a hisdoorway, and that was sufficient.

Bronki spent most of her time writing abook on her genera-purpose
compuiter, rattling her claws on the hardened metal keyboard. She had
contracted to finish the last volume of her history of the computer
before the next semester, and she was worried about fulfilling it.

Aswith al contracts among the Mitchegai, there were severe penalty
clausesfor late ddlivery. In the worst cases, they would sometimes not
edat you dive, abad end for aMitchegai.



Kren was struggling through abook on mathemetics, something which
none of hisvictims had prepared him for, when there was a shout from
outside thefront door.

He went to answer it, but Bronki got therefirst. Two older ladieswith
large heads were standing there in brightly colored academic cloaks.
They had anaked young girl tied at wrists and ankles, dung under a
long auminum pole that they supported between them on their right
shoulders.

"Bronki! We heard you were back! We've come to welcome you
hometo thecivilized world!"

"Zodal Saval Comeonin! Andwhat isthisthat you have brought me?"

Zoda shouted, "Party food, of course! Isn't shelovely? Just the right
age, soft and tender, and not amark on her! It took usal day to find
onethisgood!"

"Sheislovely! Shelooksamost too good to eat! Maybe, I'll keep her
and have her eat me when her timeisright!" Bronki said.

"Not achancel" Savasaid, "We've carried her for three miles, and
we're going to eat her! Who's your friend?”



"Haveit your way," Bronki said, and introduced Kren to her friends.
They were both university professors on ten-year-long sabbaticas, and
living afew milesaway.

The Mitchegai neither smoked tobacco nor drank alcohal, probably
because they lacked tobacco plants and the yeast to make beer or
wine. A widevariety of illegd, synthetic drugs had been developed, but
these were frowned upon by polite society.

Yet dl inteligent beings need to get together to talk and socidize.

During such functions, some method to release theinhibitionsis
desirable, and with drunkenness an impossibility, the Mitchegai used
the stupor brought on by eating. Eating avery large med put you to
deep too quickly, but snacking lightly throughout the evening proved
efficacious.

"How isthe book coming?' Sava asked Bronki.

"Poorly! It'sway behind schedule!”

"Minetoo! What's more, I'm stuck. | don't know what to do next, but
at least I've got ayear beforeit'sdue. Tell you what. How about if |
stay here and help you out, and then if you have time, you can do the
samefor me?'



Bronki said, "You'd do that? Y ou're a blessing from the duke! Yes, by
al meand Help me! Help me!™

Thetwo academicians brought their gift straight into the living room,
and tied the struggling girl to alow ceramic tiled table with raised edges
that was obvioudy made for this purpose. Severd smal, decorative
knives were put on the table aswell, and the group sat down on
couchesaround it.

"So, Bronki, will you do the honors of thefirst cut?' Savasaid.

"But surdly, it isyour gift, so you should do it."

"No, no. You know therules. Y ou are the hostess."

"But Krenisaspecid guest. He should have the honors," Bronki said.

"l am but asoldier, and unfamiliar with civilized ways" Kren said. "l
would probably do something improper, and flub the whole thing.”

"No, you won't,” Bronki insgsted. "We're dl friends here. Just tekea
knife and cut off some smdl part. Actualy, most party goers sart with
thefingers and toes, and work inwards as the night goes on. Just don't



let her dietoo soon."

"Asyouwish," he said. He took a knife which was none too sharp and
dretched out one of the girl'sfingers. Apparently guessing what hewas
about to do, she struggled and screamed, such that when he cut the
finger off, he didn't dice cleanly through the cartilage at the joint, but
had to lean heavily on the knife and took off abit of bone aswell.

The girl screamed again, much moreloudly thistime, and longer.

"That wasredlly good, Kren," Zoda said. "The pitch and timbre were
wonderful! I'll have to remember that! Alwaystake abit of bone off on
thefirst cut!"

The Mitchega have very little sense of rhythm, and thus music and
dance have no placein their pantheon of art works. But extracting
pleasant sounds from their party food is considered to be an honored
art form, and alot of fun besides. In addition, it dways put the guestsin
avery good mood.

"Y ou are the computer expert here, Bronki," Zoda said, cutting off a
finger for herself. When the screaming stopped, she continued, "What
do you think of Kem's suggestion that it might be possibleto build a
computer with red intelligence?!

"| think that it is pure and utter nonsense! Computers can only do what



their nameimplies. They can compute. The so cdlled artificia
intelligence programs are exactly what their name saysthey are.
Artificia! They can't redly think!" She stabbed the girl'sforearm to
emphasize her point.

"Exactly right," said Sava. " Computers have been around for millions of
years, and if it were possible to make them truly intelligent, somebody
would have doneit by now."

The long evening was mogt pleasant for the four of them. Krenwas
quizzed at length about the military, and he asked as many questions
about their lives @ the universty.

"So tell me, why are we S0 often at war?' Bronki asked the group,
when the conversation hit alull.

"That'seasy,” Savasad. "Becausethey'refun!”

"Having participated in anumber of them, would you mind if |
disagreed with that opinion?' Kren said, playing hisroleto the hilt.

"Disagreedl you like. That'swhat makes partiesfun,” Savareplied.

Zodasad, "They may not be fun for those who must fight them, but
they are tremendoudly exciting for those who don't. And it'sthe ones



far behind the lineswho start the wars, direct the wars, and profit from
thewars. But from alarger perspective, wars have other advantages.
They diminate surplus populations. The grass hasto be trimmed and
egten, or it will turn rank.”

Bronki said, "Moreimportantly, they diminate the ruling class of the
losing Sde, and their ancient brains dong with them. When the brain
getstoo old, it often getstoo set in itsways. The artisans, the
academics, and the soldiers have their own ways of diminating the
inefficient among them, but warfare isthe only dependable method of
doing thiswith the aristocracy.”

"I'll haveto think on that," Kren said.

The conversation drifted through six dozen subjects, with severd
surprises and alot of laughter.

Later, Sava asked, as she crunched on abit of ankle bone that she had
bitten off, "Tell me, Kren, how wasit that you learned the language of
Keno?'

"Intruth, | never did learniit, in the ordinary way of speaking. During
the last war, another division took so many casuaties at one point that
they could not give them al a proper sendoff, and my unit helped them
out ahit. I'd never met the soldier that my squad ate, but the next day, |
found myself spesking Keno. | never learned how our dinner happened
to know it, because shortly thereafter, we were attacked, | was
hospitalized, and most of my squad was killed. Then it wasthe other



divison'sturnto help us out."
"Y ou makeit sound like avery adventurouslife.”

"Adventurous? | suppose so, but being an academic sounds much more
interesting to me," he said as he flayed the skin off the girl'slower leg.

The girl moaned and cried in the most delightful fashion until they had
her trimmed down to her upper body cavity and head. Then they
played the finger game, avariation on the human game of
Scissors-paper-rock, to determine who would get the brain, and Sava
won.

Lastly, they torethe rest of her gpart with their claws, ateit all, and
licked up the blood. Then they each went to their separate bedrooms
and locked the doors, laughing al the while.

Falling adeep, Kren marveled once more at how wonderful intelligent,
civilized company was.
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CHAPTER NINE



A Good Party
New K ashubia, 2205 a.d.

It was agood party. The people from the Command Center had more
experience with socidizing than us soldiers from the sticks, and it
showed. By people, | mean both humans and artificia intelligences. We
consdered ourselves to be equals, despite what the laws outside of the
army might say. Intime, wewould prevail.

Dream World permitted avery wide range of human activities, snce no
matter what you did, you couldn't get addicted, hung over, diseased,
injured, or dead. If an emergency occurred, you could go from being
roaring drunk to dead sober in an ingtant.

A few people were experimenting with just about every drug known to
man, and tobacco was making a cons derable comeback, but most
people stayed with alcohol and eschewed the rest.

Someone told me that the band contained only two humans, the rest
being Al. | watched, but | couldn't tell one from the other. The sound
level wasawaysjud right. If you wanted to dance, you could dways
hear the best. If you wanted to talk, you could aways hear what was
being said. Dream World had alot of advantages.

Soon, some couples were dancing on the walls and celling, but after my
first startled glance, it seemed to be fairly norma to me. A few people
had been turning this sort of thing into ared art form, though, and one
couplein particular, dancing in midair under the high celling, got along



round of applause.

Mostly, parties are places where people get together to talk, drink,
socidize, meet new people, drink, exchangeideas, argue, drink, and
occasondly fight to the desth. Asit wasin the beginning, itisnow, and
ever shdl be,

My crew had afinetime. Agnieshkawas soon wearing avaguely
Napoleonic outfit made of tight-fitting red and white slk, knee-high
boots, lots of gold braid, a very ornate sword, and about as much
décolletage asthe law will ordinarily alow.

Sheclamed that it wasthe officid full undressuniform for Army
magjors. A few other meta ladies, presumably magjors themsalves,
copied her outfit. Soon, something even more audacious was invented
for captains, and then afew hundred new tanker class A's outdid them
al with something that | don't feel comfortable describing.

Our metd ladies could break into well-choreographed dances at a
moment's notice, and did so severa timesthat evening, doing an
impromptu fifty-girl Rockette High Kick at one point.

Kasiaand | danced on the floor, the walls and the ceiling, but we didn't
fed up to competing with those athletesworking out in midair. Eva,
Kasdstank, and Timothy, Zuzannas, were up there doing acredible
job, though.



Quincy was demongtrating hand-to-hand combat techniquesto
someone who knew alot less about fighting than he thought he did.
Quincy killed him four timesthat | noticed. He was a persstent fellow.
It hurtsto die, evenin Dream World.

Professor Cee was Sitting around atable with six other identica
Professor Cees, dl wearing Harristweed, dl drinking single malt
scotch, and dl discussing something in alanguage that no one else had
ever heard before.

A haf dozen bloody duels happened in the course of the evening.
Eventually, somebody circulated with apad of note paper, taking a
vote to determine who had died the most noble degth of the evening.
They gave the award to the guy that Quincy had repeatedly killed.

For no reason that | could discern, Conan was demonstrating how
apes climb trees. Someone was sticking histongue into Zuzanna's ear,
and Mariadeclared that she wasin love with whoever it was who was
running hisfoot up her leg.

And Kasaended up with afew like-minded ladies, sitting around
drunk on champagne and reciting from memory the poetry of Elizabeth
Barrett Browning.

Likel sad, it wasagood party. Only, | wanted to get to the business
mesting. We were at war?
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CHAPTER TEN

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOF UP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

BargainsK ept

The next day, Sava stayed to help Bronki on her book, and Zoda,
lacking anything better to do, stayed too. Bronki's retreat had two
studies, each with a computer. Zoda wanted to get involved and help
out, but was stymied for lack of equipment.

Frustrated, she asked Kren to walk with her back to her house and to
help her to bring her computer to Bronki's place. Since he was sick of
trying to comprehend even the coarse points of mathematics, he agreed.

It was a pleasant two-hour walk there, and a strenuous three-hour
walk back. Zoda's computer weighed close to two gross pounds.
Mitchegai computer technology was vadtly inferior to that of late
twentieth-century Earth, even after amillion years of development.

Credtivity isthe domain of the young. Since Mitchegal are normdly
thousands of years old before they have brains enough to do anything



technicdl, they are often very intelligent and extremely learned, but not
very cregtive.

Electronics was a s0 held back because over amillion years before, a
prominent academician had written aflawless paper absolutely proving
that anything like an integrated circuit wastotaly impossible to make or
use. Theresfter, anyone who suggested such athing was smply
regarded as being uneducated, and was treated the way that humans
would treat someone who wanted to build a perpetua motion machine.

Kren and Zoda had the computer dung on the same auminum carrying
pole that had been used for bringing in last night's party snack. Zoda
bounced dong, carrying her end without gpparent difficulty, and Kren
was ashamed to admit that he wastired in front of amere academician.
He followed behind her without voicing his complaints.

They were dmost back before Zoda explained that the trick of using a
carrying pole was to adjust your step to the natural frequency of the
weight and the pole. With just the right bounce and timing, the job
became much essier.

Kren thanked her for the useful, if beated, information.

Zoda set her equipment up in the last bedroom, and Kren, interested,
followed her ingtructions to connect the components with each other,
and with the two other computers. Soon al three academics were
working smoothly together, and Kren went back to trying to master
dementary mathematics.



The next afternoon, frustrated with hislack of accomplishment, Kren
went out and brought back another party snack, assmilar as possible
to the one the others had admired a couple of days before.

That night, Kren won the finger game and got to eet the brain. The day
after, his studies went much better, and this got him to thinking. Perhaps
to learn new things, he needed new brain cdlls. Perhapsthe oneshe

had were aready committed to other things.

The next day, he went out with his spear, and killed four juvends,
egating their brains on the spot, and leaving the bodies to be eaten by
other juvends. On any planet, herbivores will eagerly eat medt, if they
don't havetokill it firgt.

His studiesimproved considerably.

Soon they fell into a pattern, with aparty every other night, but no
magjor medls, sincetime was pressing and Bronki couldn't afford to take
the time off for a proper stupor. Kren always provided the party
snacks.

Andfour timesaday, heaeajuvend bran.

Mitchegal juvendsare not herding animals, and they are not territorid.
They drift and wander asindividuas, constantly seeking out new and



better pastures.

Nonetheless, Kren's excessive daughter was thinning out the herbivores
inthe area. More were being killed than drifted in. Furthermore, the
few that were left were being sated on mest rather than the much less
nutritious grass. Thefieds around the retreat were becoming rank.

After three weeks of nonstop work, the academics went outside for a
bresk, and they noticed it immediately.

"Just look at thismesd" Savasaid.

"Kren, thisisyour work, isnt it," Zodasaid. "Just how many juvends
have you been egting? Ten aday?'

"Only four," he admitted. "And only the brains. The rest of the bodies
are eaten by other juvends, so the biomass stays the same.”

"It does no such thing,” Savasaid. "The conversion rateisonly five
dozen ten per gross. Y ou are ruining the grass. Worse, you are
breaking the duke's law. Adults are permitted to take what they need
to eat. Wasting food is punished with degth by fire. If they catch you,
they'll burn you at the stake in some public square! And doing anything
that degrades the qudity of the grass carries the same penalty!"



Mitchegal criminasare not actudly burned at the sake with afire at
their feet. That wasjust asaying left over from the distant, barbaric
past. In more progressive, modern times, they use a ceramic,
temperature controlled, eectricaly heated stake, which permitsthe
sufferer to remain dive much longer, and thus provides more
amusement for the crowd.

"I know military regulations. | am lessfamiliar with civilian law."

"You areignorant of alot of things," Bronki said. "Small additions of
fresh brain cells can improve your learning abilities. But the maximum
that isuseful for academic purposesis one juvend every other day.
Four aday isamply ignorant!”

"| gpologize and stand corrected,” Kren said.

"Youwill do morethan that!" Bronki shouted. "Y ou will cease hunting
anywhere within adozen miles of herefor the next six weeks et lesst.
Maybe enough juvenaswill drift in to correct the problem here by then.
With any luck, the grasswill look proper again before anyonein
authority notices the problem. Becauseif they do notice thismess, or if
anybody calsit to their attention, you'll have the whole army out after
you."

"l said | was sorry."



"That's not enough,” Zodasaid. "Were dl too busy to make any
extended hunting trips right now, so you have to feed the whole group.”

"Andif you can't bring in enough food from more than adozen miles
away, you'll go hungry before therest of usdo,” Savaadded. "Isthat
understood?"

"With the dternative of death by fire, I will comply with your requests”
Kren said, thinking that they were quite serious about perhaps turning
himin. Certainly, no Mitchegai would take the personal risk of
attempting to protect someone else from the duke's forces.

Bronki said, "Y ou certainly will. And after thisarealis back in proper
shape, | will giveyou alig of the poor indigentsin this neighborhood,
garting with my housekeeper. Many of them are crippled, and have
difficulty getting enough to egt. Y ou will give the body of the child you
kill every other day to one of them. That qudifiesasan act of charity,
and will satisfy the dukée'slaw.”

"Yes, madam.”

Two weeks later, the academics announced that they had completed
Bronki's book dightly ahead of the deadline, and had E-mailed it to the
publisher. The party that night was a particularly good one.

At one point, Bronki announced, "Kren, you will be pleased to learn



that | have heard from the athletic director at my university. He has said
that if you can repeat your spear-chucking performancefor himon a
regular bas's, he can guarantee you afive-year athletic scholarship!”

Sava and Zoda applauded wildly, while the party snack moaned
pleasantly.

"Thisiswonderful," Kren said. "Now | must make inquirieswith my
superiorsto seeif | can take advantage of this excellent offer.”

"I'm sure that we can help you with that,” Zoda said.

"Thank you, but | think it best if | handled this one on my own. The
protocols of the military are much different from those of your world,”
Kren sad, helping himself to anicebit of tail. "Still, if | need help, | will
not hestate asking it of you."

"Next, have you had a chance to read that nove | lent you, A Soldier's
Life?' Bronki asked.

"Yes, and | found it to be smply slly. The book's heroes see adozen
times as much action as any normal combat troops could possibly
survive, without having any of them killed. Their use of wegpons ranges
from awkward through foolish and on to absolutdly stupid. They dl go
into battle shouting patriotic dogans, they al respect dl of their officers,
and they dl fed an unrdenting reverence for their commanding generd.



In short, they have absolutely nothing in common with red soldiersina
red army. Intelligent warriors might enjoy the humor of it, asasatire,
but rdlatively few soldiers havethat level of intdligence. It might be
useful as enlistment propaganda, except that it would probably attract
thewrong sort of recruit. In short, | can see no possible usefor this
book."

"Yetitiswdl liked by many intdlectuas™ Bronki said.

"Then that isits gpparent purpose. To fulfill the aggressive fantasies of
intellectual armchair soldiers. Treated as such, it might have merit. Asa
description of military life, it isfraudulent.”

Thisleft alull in the conversation that was soon filled by everyone
having another biteto est, with suitable verba accompaniment by the

party snack.

"| notice that the grassis recovering nicely, much faster than | thought it
would," Savasaid.

Kren said, "Besides providing al of the party snacks, | have dso
hauled in over adozen juvends from points over adozen milesfrom
here, and released them around the house. The program seemsto be
working."

"Then | think that we can cease worrying about intervention by the



authorities,” Zodasaid. "Now dl we have to worry about is Sava's
book."

"Weéll gart on that in the morning,” Bronki said. "Wework very well
together as ateam, much more productively than we do asindividuals.
Perhaps we should consider some sort of a partnership.”

"I likethat idea," Zodasaid. "It's been too long since I've seen my name
onanything."

"Then see what you can do about getting yoursdlf a suitable book
contract, and welll work on it next summer. I'll have to go back to the
university in afew weeks, and there are some course outlines | haveto
do, besides getting Sava's book back on track, but I'll be free dl next
umme.”

"It's settled, then. Were athree-way partnership,” Savasaid.

They dl aeto that, tapping their meat together over their snack inthe
time honored fashion.

The next day, while the othersworked &t their computers, Kren
decided to give up on mathematics, and to start on the sciences. Things
progressed well for awhile, but he soon found that his progress was
dowed by hisdeficienciesin math. Grumbling, he went hunting the day
after.



Hefound that if hetied six large juvenas by the neck and connected al
of theropesto a centra knot, he could get them home without too
much difficulty. Since they dl tended to run in random directions, they
averaged each other out, and holding on to the knot, he could control
them, and keep them moving in the desired direction.

If they had dl pulled together in the same direction at the sametime, he
might have been in trouble, but they weren't smart enough to do that.

Five of them were released dive near the house to improve the grass,
and the last became a party snack.

After two more weeks, Sava's book was half completed, and the rest
of it was completely outlined. After alagt, rallicking party, thetwo old
academics packed up Zoda's computer, Sung it over their shoulders,
and, after many good-byes, went bouncing home,

Once they were gone, Bronki sat at the stool in front of her computer,
working on her course outlines.

Kren came quietly into her study and thrust his spear into the flesh
under her leg bones, just behind the knees. This cut most of the tendons
to her lower legs, crippling her.

She screamed in pain, and fell to thefloor.



"Why did you do thisto me?’ sheydled.

"To immobilize you, and thus make you easier to eat,” Kren said.

"Areyou crazy? Why would you want to eat an old body like thisone
when there are plenty of tender young ones around?'

"Because | am not interested in eating your body. | am interested in
egting your bran."

"That, too, ismadnessl My brainisat least threetimes as big asyours
is. If you ateit, you would not be providing yoursaf with my brain, you
would be providing mewith your body, which | could certainly use a
thispoint! | think you've crippled mefor life," she sad, angrily.

"That would happen only if | atedl of your brain, which | do not intend
to do. | want your mathematica abilities, and your knowledge of the
computer arts”

"Y our dow progressin math bothered you that much?1 knew that |
should have given you some tutoring! Anyway, do you know how to
do that?'



"Certainly," Kren said. "One of my earlier medswas amedic who was
very knowledgeable in anatomy.”

"So you've done this before?”

"Fvetimes Thisredly wasthe body of amining dave, but what | didn't
tell you wasthat | wasthat dave.”

"That's quite abit of persond advancement! Would you liketo tell me
the whole story?' Bronki asked, till lying on thefloor.

Kren did so, smply because he enjoyed talking to Bronki, and there
was no rush. Hetold hislife's story completely and accurately, with
none of the salf-aggrandizement or face-saving liesthat ahuman
criminad would have used. Shame has no placein the Mitchegal
character.

Hours later, when he had finished, Bronki said, "Okay, | suppose that if
| had been in your position, | might well have done the same thing that
you did, at each step of theway. Certainly, | can't hate you for it,
except that in oneway it certainly galsme! Here | am, one of the most
intelligent professors at the university, and now | find that | was stupid
enough to invite avampire into my own home! | hope that nobody ever
finds out about this. I'd be alaughingstock!"

"A vampire?'



"Yes, of course, that'swhat you are, you know. Did you think that you
werethefirst person to come up with this method of self-improvement?’

"I didn't know," Kren said.

"There are SO many thingsthat you areignorant of. Y ou redly must get
aproper, university education, you know. I'll do whet | can to help you
accomplish that.”

"] don't see how. Youwon't bedive."

"Of course | will," Bronki said. "There's no need for meto die, and at
thispoint, | need anew body in any event. | would have doneitina
year or two, anyway, even if you hadn't crippled thisone. Well just
agree on exactly what you'll take for yourself, and feed therest to a
recently metamorphosed adult.”

"And you expect me to commit what must surely beacrime by civilian
laws, and then leave you diveto testify against mein court?"

"Yes, | do. For onething, | would be willing to Sgn a contract that |
would never bring charges againgt you, and never testify against you in
court. If | broke such acontract, | would be punished right along with
you. For another, if it waslearned that | had lost some of my intellectua
abilities, it could very well cost memy job at the university. For athird,



| would bewilling to pay you very wdl to not kill me."

"Pay me? How much?'

"How does twelve thousand Ke sound? It'sdl that | havein my
savings." Bronki had a dozen timesthat much in the bank, and many
times more in other investments besides, but she felt no need to be
scrupuloudy honest.

"It does not sound bad, but | have often admired this retreat of yours.
Would you throw it in aswell, with dl of its contents?*

"If | mugt, yes, dthough | am very attached to it. May | borrow it
occasiondly when you have no need of it?"

"If you will throw in your servant and her house, yes," Kren said.

"Done. We have an agreement.” Bronki thought that if she till had the
use of the house, and someone e se had to pay the taxes and utilities,
here and for her housekeeper, she had just made a profit. If her servant
had to work alittle harder, taking care of two masters now, well, so
what?

"Okay. So what do we do now? Must | go out in search of asuitably
mature juvena, and then wait around until sheisready to



metamorphose?’

"Of course not! There are dozens of companiesthat provide suitable,
well-salected bodies, at competitive prices, with al of the proper
shoulder brands that an academic requires. Help me back up to my
gool, and I'll E-mail the onethat | used last time,” Bronki said.

"How can you afford to pay for her if you are giving medl of your
money?"

"My money may be gone, but my credit isvery good. I'll chargeit on
my credit card.”

"And the rest of our bargain?' Kren asked.

"I'll do the contract, the bank transfer, and the deed on the property
next. Look, I'll need your help getting ingtadled in my new body, won't
I?I'm in no position to chest you now."

"But I'min aposition to chest you."

"True, but it would be stupid for you to do so. If you stay with our dedl,
you will come out quite well. Besides getting the knowledge that you
want, you will have the money, anice home, and atrained servant. If
I'm dead, my money and property would end up in probate, and you'll



beyearsgetting it, if ever.”

"Yes, | see. Well then, let'sget onwithit," Kren said.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

Something Wicked ThisWay Comes
New Kashubia, 2205 a.d.

There were Sx generdswaiting in the meeting room, and each of us
had five colondls and seven eectronic people with us. Weweredl in
class A uniforms, except for the professors, who wore ther inevitable
tweeds. Our insgniawas traditiona. Generalswore agtar, colonelsan
eagle, mgors an oak |eaf, captains, two silver bars.

Being in Dream World, the room was exactly the Size that it needed to
be. Every one of us had the ability to stop the action and discuss
matters privately with anyone we wanted to, for however long we
wanted, without disturbing the others at the meeting.

In so many ways, Dream World was avery convenient way to do
business,



| never used the stop action option, at first because | wanted Sobieski
to get on with it, and then because everything he said scared the shit out
of mel

Genera Sobieski stepped up to the podium.

"l want to cover some lesser mattersfirst before we get onto themain
subject of discusson,” hesad.

Three hours of accounting procedures before he gets around to
mentioning that we are at war! | thought to myself.

"There are some lessons to be learned from the last war,” Sobieski
continued. "The biggest oneisthat it doesyou little good to have
overwhelming firepower if you cannot get that firepower to the
battlefield. In the War with Earth, we were able to overcome that
difficulty with astratagem developed by Colond Quincy Tsenovi here.”

He stopped to give Quincy around of applause from dl present.
Quincy smiled and nodded to their gpprova. Then Sobieski continued,
"But doing that made it ahairy operation. It required absolutely precise
timing by hundreds of thousands of units. Any one of athousand things
could have gone wrong, and lost usthe war. We were lucky, even
though many things did go wrong, costing us many good men and
machines.



"But in thefuture, wewill seeto it that we have a sufficient number of
Hassan-Smith trangporters to get our army to wherever they are
needed very quickly. Thiswill take some years to accomplish, but it will
be done. New production lines herein New Kashubia have aready
been designed and funded, and construction has aready begun.

"Next, during the assault on Earth's Solar Station, the enemy wisely
targeted Generd Derdowski's CCC. He had seven supply trucks with
him that looked identicd to his CCC, and the enemy managed to
knock out six of them without hitting the CCC. Each of those trucks
had a guard, and the enemy ignored them to hit the trucks.

"Agan, we were very lucky, because without Derdowski and his CCC,
we could have either lost the entire war, or we could have lost touch
with the thousands of robot shipsthat are continuing the exploration of
space, and the expansion of Human Space. That would have stunted
our growth for fifty years.

"Besides adding more trucks as targets, and guarding them better, we
will adopt a practice of dways sending at least two CCCs on each
mission. Other suggestions are welcome.

"Also, our streamlined command structure, which can have ahundred
thousand men and fighting machines reporting to asingle CCC isabit
extreme. In thefuture, there will betypically ten thousand tanks per
CCC, and every fighting unit will have severd CCCsthat it can report
to, should its primary one be knocked out. Thiswill involve vastly
expanding our officer corps, but thereisalot of good talent out there.



"Ladly, thearmy itself will be vastly expanded. New Kashubiawill

so0n be passing alaw requiring universa military servicefor dl full
citizens. Y ou don't haveto join thearmy, but if you don't, you can't
vote. Itislikely that most of the other planetswill soon be following suit.

"Y ou might reasonably ask why al of this huge expenditure of wedth
and manpower is necessary. The answer issmple. Humanity now faces
the worst enemy that could possibly be. They are very ancient, with
histories that go back for dmost seven million years. They are
incredibly numerous, with at least sixty-eight thousand planetsthat have
populations of perhaps ahundred and fifty billion people on each of
them. And they are unspeakably evil. When they take anew planet,
they eradicate absolutely dl life on it, usudly usng thousands of neutron
bombsin low orbit, in addition to totally poisoning dl lifein its oceans.
That, and they regularly est their own children. In fact, they don't seem
to eat anything else.

"There are only two things that give us any possible hope of defesting
them. Thefird isthat despite their great age, they have never

devel oped computersto the extent that we have. They have nothing
like our éectronic people. The second isthat they have never
developed anything like our Hassan-Smith transporters. They are
limited grictly to the speed of light. And sincetheir domain is some six
thousand light-years across, we will never have to face morethan a
small percentage of them at any onetime,

"On the other hand, they have severd technologiesthat we, at present,
can't begin to understand. They can, for example, accelerate and
deceerate from dmost light speed ingtantaneoudy. And they have



some sort of ashield that can deflect rail gun needles, among other
things

"We have one of their ships. In time, we will learn more about them,
and their technology. Because they are limited to light speed, itislikey
that they do not yet know that we exigt, and thisgives ustimeto

prepare.

"But, theindications are that they have dready scouted al or most of
Human Space, and have been doing so for hundreds-or even
thousands-of years. Their attack may come sooner than we think. We
may havefiveyears, we may havefifty. But when it hgppens, wed
better be ready.

"This afternoon, we will be going over thetaking of that dien ship, and
explaining what little we know about it.

"That'sal for now. Dismissed.”

Mickola found himsdlf wishing that hewas Hill at last night's party.

Back | Next
Contents

CHAPTER TWELVE

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,




FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.
BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARS EARLIER

Bronki's New Body
Or, Eating Your Math Teacher

Kren had to pick Bronki up and put her on the stoal in front of her
computer. Seeing that she had difficulty staying upright, he quickly got
some rope and tied her to her seat, before she got her computer online.

"Thiswill probably take me an hour to arrange,” Bronki said. "The pain
is getting worse, not better. Why don't you go out and find meabig
med. The feeding stupor will help me endure the pain you've caused
rre.II

"I will do that, soon. But firgt, | would like to see you fulfill your sde of
thisbargain." Kren had visons of Bronki caling in the authoritieswhile
hewas out.

"You are not avery trusting person.”

"Thisistrue. But you have every reason to hate me, for what | have
doneto you. | would be afool to trust you at thistime."



"Kren, you must redizethat | am over fivethousand yearsold. Thereis
very little that can happen to a person that | haven't seen. Also, | am
one of the mogt intelligent teachers at the university, aswell as one of
the wisest. Look. Every being must play the game of life from the
pogition that she finds herself in at the present instant. The normal
emotions-hate, joy, anger, greed-these things were useful to uswhen
we were savages, but now that we are civilized, they only get in our
way. Do you understand that | don't hate you?"

"| can believethat. But you must understand that | only started to
become intdlligent ayear ago, and from the position that | find mysdlf in
now, | still think that | would be afool to trust you. Go online, and do
the thingsthat you have promised while | watch. Then | will take you
someplace comfortable, and | will hunt for you. Oh, and do the
contract first, the deeds second, and the money third."

"Asyou wish," Bronki said. She had, of course, been planning to
contact the authorities, and have Kren arrested and eventually
executed, not because she hated him for histreachery, or even because
she badly wanted to save her mathematica abilities, but rather to save
hersdlf the twelve thousand Ke she had promised, and two of the many
houses that she owned.

She darted to work the net, thinking that sometimes you win, and
sometimes you lose. Perhaps, a continued relationship with Kren would
prove profitable.



Firdt, shewrote, signed, and filed a confidentia contract with the
Bonding Authority for afee of five gross Ke, which shetalked Kren
into paying by claiming that they did not accept credit.

Next, shefiled aquit claim deed for both houses and dl of their
contents with the Land Authority, and then transferred the utilitiesand
taxes over to hisname. Doing the bank transfer to anew account in
Kren's name was amatter of only afew minutes.

Findly, she ordered a new body, with suitable brands burned into the
girl's upper arms, from the Dependable Carnivore Company, Ltd. The
young carnivore was to be ddlivered the next morning, along with a
syringe of anesthetic. The painful natura processthat the aristocracy
was S0 proud of using was not for Bronki.

"Now, will you please do something for thispain?' she asked him.

"Of course, I'd be ddlighted to." Kren untied her from the stoal, carried
her outside, and placed her gently on the grass, with her back propped
up againgt the house. Then he locked the door behind him, put the key
of hisnew housein hisbdt pouch, and went hunting.

He was back in adozen minutes with alarge, but suitable juvend.

Bronki had taken amechanica pencil and alarge pad of grass paper
with her, and had used the time to sketch alife-sized diagram of her



own brain, with carefully drawn lines showing exactly what parts Kren
could and could not eat. These were onefairly large section and three
gmall ones. These agreed with what his memories from the medic told

him, so he readily agreed to follow her ingtructions.

Because of her weakness and pain, he had to use his sword to chop up
the young boy held brought for her, but Bronki ate the pieces quickly,
throwing the bones out into the now well-tended field, being too wesak
to chew them up.

"Probably just aswell," she said, as she became drowsy. "I'd need a
new body soon anyway. Asto the killsI'll belosing, well, afew years
of study will get them back, maybe better than before. | may even
come up with something really new, you know. There have been cases
on record where an old mind has lost a segment, for one reason or
another, and when it finally relearned what it had logt, it had become
very cregtive concerning that particular skill."

"I wish you very good luck," Kren said, and perhaps he actually meant
it.

When shefdll adeep, he carried her bloated body back to her room
and put her to bed. Then he went to bed himself.

He awoke to the sound of afuson-powered helicopter, and ran out to
Seeit setting itsalf down near the door under its big, counterrotating
blades.



The pilot climbed down and said, "Ishere dl right?"

"Yes, | supposethat would befine"

"I've got another ddivery inthisareaintwo days. I'll pick up the cage
on theway back, if that's okay."

"That would be good, yes," Kren said.

"Fine. You arethe recipient?'

"No, that would be Bronki, but she'sin astupor just now."

"Yes, shesad that shewasinjured. You're Kren?" the pilot asked.

"Y$"

"She said that you could sign for thisgirl. Also, therésthis syringe of
anesthetic she ordered. It hasto be injected into amaor muscle two
hours before the event. Do you know how to do that?*



"I'maqudified military medic,” Kren said.

"Good. The anesthetic will stay effective for two weeks, and will help
out with the headaches as well. Just make sure that the young one eats
the muscle that you shot up,” she said and pressed a button on a
pendant control that lowered to the ground a cage of heavy metal bars
containing agtarving, young carnivore.

"The cageisquitesmple" she continued. "The new girl isback here.
Put the old one in the front of the box, strap her in, and lock the door.
Then pull these pins, and the wall between them will fold away. Once
the new one hasfinished and has gone to deep, put her someplace
safe. Shelll wake up in aweek or two, anew person.”

"That sounds smple enough,” Kren said.

"Good. Sign here.”

The pilot climbed back up into her craft and flew away.

Kren looked at the bare needle of the syringein his hand and decided
that there was no time like the present. He went into Bronki's room, to
find her lying on her back, with her extended stomach bulging in the air.

The Mitchegal digestive system is quite elaborate for acarnivore. The



first somach, located just below the digphragm, isused for littleelse
but storing brain cdlls until they can be taken up by the blood stream.
The second ssomach isa hugdly expandable storage bag, permitting a
Mitchegai to consume abeing even larger than hersdlf. Only inthethird
stomach does actud digestion start to take place. Theintestinesare
gmadler than in ahuman, requiring more frequent defecation.

The buttock contained the largest muscle in the Mitchegai body, but the
upper thigh was dmost as big, and Kren saw no point in rolling her
over and poss bly waking her.

She didn't even murmur as he injected the anesthetic deep into the
muscle. Of course, it wouldn't occur to aMitchegai to gpply an
antiseptic before an injection.

He spent the next two hours reading abook concerning thelife of a
univerdty student, hoping that it was more accurate than the one about
military life

When the clock in his study showed that the time was up, he carried
Bronki out and strapped her in the front half of the cage, while the new
girl screamed with hunger.

Using his sword, he cut off the top of Bronki's head, and making
frequent reference to her sketch, he diced out and ate precisely those
portions that were agreed upon. They were ddlicious, and he was
tempted to take a bit more, but he decided that it might be dangerous
to do so.



Then he replaced the skull cap, locked the front door, and released the
screaming young carnivore, before going indoorsto rest for abit.

He had intended to only relax for afew hours, but when he awoke, he
found that he had dept for over two days. Dizzy and confused, he went
out to check the cage.

Hewasrelieved to find that all waswell out there. The youngster was
deeping undisturbed. If the housekeeper had been by, she had touched
nathing.

It was not easy to get the new Bronki out of the cage and into her old
room. The new carnivore had esten dl of the old Bronki, who had
been swollen with the large juvend she had previoudy eaten. She
weighed well over twice what she origindlly had. Fedling week himsdif,
Kren had to drag her most of the way.

He had just compl eted the job when the helicopter arrived to pick up
the cage. He waved to the pilot, glad that he did not have to think up a
plausibleliefor Bronki's presence in the cage. In truth, he wasn't
thinking very clearly just then.

Then helocked the door, went to his room, and dept for another three
days, troubled by strange, mathematical dreams. It wasthefirst time
that he had eaten amgjor portion of brain without aso eating the body
aswdll. Hefdt surprisngly hungry. Heresolved that if he ever did this



again, hed eat ajuvena aong with it, and go into a proper stupor, if he
could somehow figure out a safe way to do that.

Herectified that problem now by going out, killing, and eating asmall
juvend. He didn't want to be in astupor when Bronki awoke, because
he dill didn't trust her.

Returning to the house, he noticed that Bronki's old study was devoid
of dried blood. The housekeeper had apparently come, cleaned, and
|€ft.

Eventudly, while Bronki still dept, he picked up the book on
mathematics that he had been struggling with for so long. No longer
wasit incomprenensibleto him. Infact, it al looked childishly smple.

Obvioudy, the operation had been a success.

He spent the next few days going over every book on mathematics that
he could find in his new house. He was el ated to find that he
comprehended it dl, from corporate accounting to advanced matrix
theory, even the most complicated texts.

The housekeeper came every two days, as slent as before. She must
have had some hint asto what was going on, because she stayed away
from Bronki's room. As before, he stayed out of her way and let her
get on with her job.



Once Bronki was awake, they would somehow explain to the servant
that he was now master of this house.

Kren started in on the sciences. With his now superb knowledge of
mathematics, he made it through the introductory text in only three
days, and four days after that had completed abook on basic physics.

Hewaswdl into hisfirst chemistry text when Bronki finally woke up.
She stlaggered outside to relieve hersdlf, and then went to the living
room for along drink of water.

"| dways hatethispart,” she sad.

"Isthere anything that | can do to help?’

"Y ou can do nothing but leave me done. I'll be another week getting
mysdf reintegrated.”

With that, she staggered back to her room and closed the door.

Kren soon garted into biology, asubject far different on aMitchegai
world than in any other place in the universe. They had, after dl, only
two speciesto study. But what they lacked in breadth, they made up



for in depth. Billions of worker years had gone into the study of their
limited subject matter. Every single gene was completely known and
understood. Every single chemical used in either species was accurately
dassfied, and dl of itsfunctions were completely explained.

Every possible drug that could have any effect on aMitchega was
carefully cataloged and understood. The vast mgority of them had
been madeillega, since anything that could cause a short-term
improvement inevitably caused along-term disability. Anything that
would result in along-term benefit had already been bioengineered into
therace. Also, any illega product provided the legidatorswith an
opportunity for considerable persona profit.

Hewasfinishing up hisfirst book on biology when Bronki made her
next appearance.

"You arealot dimmer than you were afew weeks ago,” he said.

"Integration isahigh-energy process. | need afew daysto get my
course outlines at least Sarted, then we have time for alast good medl
on country food beforeit'stime for usto art for the univeraty.”

"I'm not sure that going to the university would be such awise move for
me. Theidentification scarson my arms are fraudulent, and if an officer
of the duke's army were to study them, and make afew inquiries, |
could bein big trouble,” Kren said.



"So wear your cloak until we get to the university. Youll be safe
enough once you're there. The University of Dren isan independent
academic corporation. It'slocated at the intersection of four dukedoms,
and it paystaxesto dl four of them, but it's not under the jurisdiction of
any of them. If any one of the dukeswereto force hisway in, the other
three would fed threatened and attack him immediately. Y oull be safe.”

"That isinteresting. Perhgps|1 will go.”

"You must go," Bronki said. "If | show up without you, the athletic
director will claim that my letter to him was apractical joke, and then
hewould make my lifevery difficult.”

Five days later, they locked up the house and started walking to the
public trangportation termindl.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

A BusinessLunch
New K ashubia, 2205 a.d.

Aswe went to the dining room, | found that a name tag had appeared
on my chest. Apparently, theideawas that we should al get to know



each other. Thisimpression was confirmed when | saw that the tables
al had place cards at them. | found myself seated at around table with
five other generas. My colonels and electronic people were scattered
out &t other tables.

"S0," Generd Hagtings said. "Wefind that we are up againgt an enemy
with at least Sxty-eight thousand planets with atypica population of a
hundred and fifty billion people on each of them. We have got maybe
fifty planets, depending on what you want to cal aplanet, with atota
population of perhaps thirty-two billion people. It would appear that
we are outnumbered by something like three hundred thousand to one.
Does anyone have any comments on thisStuation?”

"It kind of makes you want to find an asteroid in an uninhabited solar
system, hollow it out, and live there for the rest of your life," Generd
Castaneda said.

Some of the stunningly beautiful and nearly naked waitresses that
Sobieski preferred started serving food and drinks. We each got our
favorite drinks and dishes, but nobody paid any attention toit, or to
them.

" wonder how many asteroids like that there are?' General Fong
asked.

"Joking asde," Generd Toronagasaid, "It might be avery good ideato
st up alarge number of such hidey-holes. That way, even if welose
thiswar, humanity itsdf could goon.”



"l supposethat you areright,” | said. "Still, it's a depressing thought.
Humanity, hiding insgde of rocksfor the rest of eternity? Maybe death
would be better."

"Wemight win," Generd Nasser said. "After al, we know about them
and they don't know about us."

"Don't bet on it!" Fong said. "For well over ahundred and fifty years,
we have been sending robot probes out into the universe. Weve lost a
lot of those probes. How do we know what happened to them?
Maybe these dliens know all about ug”

"Good point!" Hastings said. "One of the first orders of businesswill
have to be that al of our probes are equipped with an array of modern
sensors, adecent machineintelligence, and one bodaci ous self-destruct
mechanigm!™

"I'll second that," | said. "The problem there is that we don't have
communication with most of those probesjust now. | just had ahand in
destroying Earth's Solar Station, which kept in touch with them, and
kept them fed.”

Cagtaneda said, "Then they haven't filled you in on that yet. It turned
out that there was enough surplus capacity around the old Smuggling
Net to keep in touch with the probes. Those that really needed it are
getting enough fud to keep blasting, and therest are at least



operationd. Building enough dedicated accel erators and transmitters
for themisway up on the priority screen.”

"That'ssomerelief," | said. "Why don't peopletell me these things?'

"Probably because you didn't ask," Hastings said. "So. We need
smarter probes, better protected probes, and much better sensors on
our probes. We aso need awhole lot more probes. Currently, there
are many light-years between many of them. We need amuch tighter
net than that.”

"And we need at least two layers of net,” | said. "Onefarther out, to
find intruders, and a second one that can send in interceptorsif the first
one picks up anything."

"I'd like a least athird backup in the system, too," Toronaga said.

Nasser said, "Wouldn't we dl! The question is, how much of thiscan
we do, and how fast can we get it done?'

The conversation became more animated, and eventua ly we'd spent
fifteen hours at that luncheon table, and eaten three lunches each. We
findly determined just what we needed and where, and when we were
likely togetit.



For awhilethere, | kept inssting that we needed planetary defenses
just as much as we needed system-wide defenses, but | didn't get much
support from the others. "Later," they kept on saying. "Well get to that
later.”

Asthings gtarted to wind down, | said, "Didn't we have an afternoon
meeting with Sobieski ?*

Hastings said, "Of coursewe did, and till do. But in the Command
Center's version of Dream World, theré's dwaystimeto argue things
out. You're new here. You'l get used to it after awhile. Look around

you. Isanybody €se moving?"

| looked, and it was asif all of the other tablesin the restaurant were
tenanted by statues.

"Now, that's your sgnal that everyone e se hasfinished their
conversations. Actudly, we might have delayed things by ten or fifteen
minutes, red time. Nothing to worry about,” he said.
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FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.
BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO




2000 YEARSEARLIER

A Girl and Her Vampire: Plansfor Power and Glory

"What alovely day for awak!" Bronki said, "1 had become so used to
thelittle aches and pains of my old body that | had dmost forgotten
how wonderful afine, new onefeds.”

They walked south, Bronki in her colorful academic robes, and Krenin
his helmet and cloak, with his spear and sword belt, but no other
baggage, since he didn't own any. Bronki went empty handed because
she kept acomplete set of belongings at each of her houses.

She till considered the house that they had spent the summer at to be
hers, because the quit claim deed she had given Kren smply assigned
to him any ownership which she had in the property, but made no other
promises.

Legdly, she had never actudly owned it in the first place. It was owned
by a corporation which was owned by another corporation which she
controlled. To her mind, she was smply permitting Krento indulgeina
pleasant fantasy, while he paid the expenses on the place.

And between these expenses, and various other ways she had to get
money out of him, she was sure that sheld break even on the dedl
within two years. It wasasmall period of timefor aperson of her age.



After that, their relationship would be profitable for her. Perhapsvery
profitable.

"You've never lived in acity before, have you," Bronki said.

"No, | havent."

"Then there are afew things that you should know. The population
dengty of acity ismuch higher than it isin the countryside. If
everybody killed and ate as many juvenas as she wanted, soon there
wouldn't be any |eft, and the grass would suffer. For the most part, you
must either travel away from the city to eet, or you must buy your food
from someone who makes abusiness of collecting juvenasfor sae.
The cogt is about the same, either way, and it savestimeto smply buy
what you need. The punishment for killing ajuvena without a permit
within city limitsis quite severe.”

"Then what do they do with the juvendsthat live there?' Kren asked.

"They have alottery that you can sign up for, and if you win, you havea
right to make onekill. At the university, odds are that you will get one
every two years."

"If citiesare so expensive, why do so many live there?!



"Many individualsdont," shesaid. "Buit citieshave alot to offer that the
country doesn't. More socid interaction, more entertainment, more
jobs. Inyour casg, it isdifficult to get an education dl by yoursdlf. You
need others around you."

"l .

"Another thing. In the country, there is enough grassto take care of our
sanitary needs. In the city, you must use atoilet. Do you understand
what atoilet is?'

"We used toiletsintheming," he said.

"Good. Again, the pendtiesfor not usng onein acity are severe.”

They topped arise as they walked south.

"I've passed that thing Six timessince | |eft themine, and | till don't
know what it is" Kren said, pointing, as they waked down the road.

"Itsafidd of grass, of course" Bronki said.

"There'sno 'of course' about it! It has some kind of a structure around



it, and theresthistall green stuff towering aboveit.”

"That isawalled field. Thewall kegpsthejuvenals out. And that's what
grass|ooks like when nobody keepsit trimmed down."

"But why would they do such athing?" Kren asked.

"Long grass has severd uses. It can be processed for itsfiber, for one
thing. Mogt of our paper, rope, and clothing is made from grassfiber.
Therest is synthetic, except for lesther. Most of the long grass, though,
isused to feed the juvendsin the winter," Bronki said, amazed a his
ignorance of the smplest things.

"I'd heard of grass paper, but | hadn't redlized that they actually madeit
from grass. What isthiswinter thing you mentioned?"

And I'm taking him to the university, Bronki thought. I'll bea
laughingstock for sure. "Winter isthe part of the year when it gets cold.”

"And why doesit do that?'

"You've never seen winter?'



"Except for the last few months, I've spent thelast nine grossyears or
soinamine below ground. | didn't see any of thiswinter thing down
there" Kren said.

"Y ou wouldn't. Underground, it always stays the same temperature.
That's why we keep the juvena s underground in the winter. Do you see
those doors on the south side of the wall? Those doorslead to an
underground set of caverns. The juvends stay there for most of the
winter. The cavernsareright under the field of long grass. Thismakesit
eader to cut the grass and ddliver it to the juvenas. Our taxes pay for
the workers who feed the juvenalsin the winter. Our taxes also pay for
other things."

"Y ou are spesking dowly, whileusing alot of small wordsand smple
sentences.”

"I gpologize. | am ill not used to speaking to avampire,” Bronki said.
"Until | learned what you are, | dways assumed that when you asked a
strange question, you were making ajoke. Y our store of information is
extremely spotty. Y our knowledge of mathematics, languages, and the
military artsis outstanding, yet you areignorant of the Smplest things. |
find mysdlf taking to you asif you were anewly emerging mind, which

| suppose, isexactly what you are. But, if you ask this sort of thing of
other students once you get to the university, they will think that you are
very srange. Once we get there, | suggest that you remain silent when
you don't understand something, and then come and ask me about it
later. For now, keep on asking questions, and | will do the best | can.”

"Thank you. | will follow your suggestions. Why iswinter?"



Why iswinter? Bronki asked herself. "Okay, you seethat bright shiny
thing up there? That isthe sun. What do you know about it?"

"I know that it isaball of mostly hydrogen, with some helium, too, and
small amounts of most of the other eements. It is heated by
gravitationdly induced fusion of the hydrogen into helium. It isthree
gross three dozen thousand milesin diameter, and has asurface
temperatureof . . ."

"That is adequate. Now, this placewerewaking onisaplanet. Itis
located two dozen and seven million milesfrom the sun, spinsonits
axisonce aday, and travels around the sun once ayear. The axis of the
sinisnot the same asthe axis of itscirclearound the sun, but isat a
relativetilt of eeven degrees”

"Thiswas al mentioned in the book on physics| just read,” Kren said.

"Good. Now, because of the axid tilt, the southern hemisphere of the
planet, where were now at, gets more of the sun'sradiation for one half
of the year, and lessfor the other half. Isthat obviousto you?"

"Yes, of course. Y ou say that were in the southern hemisphere?”

"Yes. | should have given you abook on geography, afault that | will
correct as soon aswe get to my house at the university. Anyway, when



this hemisphere is getting lessradiation, it gets colder. That's what we
cal winter," she sad.

"Thank you. Do the adults go underground the way the juvends do?!

"Generdly not, although many of thefacilitiesin the citiesare below
ground. We prefer to live above ground and heat our houses. We wear
heavily insulated clothing when we must go outsde. I'll seethat you are
taken to where you can buy some warm clothes when we get to the
univergty.”

They got to the tube station as the sun was setting. From the surface,
thiswas little more than adoorway set into alow hill. Bronki used her
credit card to open the heavy door.

"The doors are kept locked to keep the juvenads out," she explained.

Insde, a stairway went deep into the earth. At the bottom, signs
directed them to platformsthat went to eight different cities, with many
stops dong the way. One of the citieslisted was the University of Dren.

Kren wasinterested in everything around them. He had never imagined
such aplace asthis. Degp below ground, it was well lighted, clean, and
pleasantly decorated, with colored tiles of blue, lavender, and green on
somewalls, and red, orange, and yellow on others, and dl artfully

arranged. The cellings glowed evenly in an attractive sky blue, from the



sde, but white when you looked straight up. The floors were auniform
grass green. He had to look carefully before he was sure that it wasn't
actually grass, but a synthetic carpet.

Y et, there didn't seem to be any other travelers around.

"Thisislovely," hesad.

"If you say s0. Theimportant criterion in the design of this sort of
dructureisthat it must require very little maintenance. | doubt if this
place has been refurbished in five thousand years. Theinitia costsare
sometimes high, but qudity paysfor itsdf in thelong run.”

Hefollowed Bronki to the proper train platform, where she pressed a
request button for the next train to stop. They waited on a bench for
less than adozen minutes before aMagH oat train pulled quietly up.

They stepped on quickly, and the train took off immediately. Bronki
went forward, gave the operator her credit card, and told her their
destination.

"Y ou'll owe me another eleven Kefor the ticket, when we go to the
bank tomorrow," she said. "After what I'velost, I'm surprised that | can
dill remember my numbers.”



They were the only passengersin any of thefour cars.
"I'm surprised that so few customers use thisamazing train,” Kren said.

"Thereisn't much traffic thisfar out in the country. It will fill up aswe
get closeto the university. Asto being amazing, well, | supposeitis,
but it doesn't seem s0 to me. Tube trains have been here dl of my life.
Actudly, the tube system on this planet was completed over eight gross
thousand years ago. Y ou can go to within aday'swalk of any place on
the planet's surface with it, but for long trips, aircraft are faster.”

"l wonder what it would beliketo fly."

"It'snot much different from being on atrain, except for being more
crowded. Wdll, the view is better. On your first flight, ask for awindow

"Bronki, | don't understand why you are being so helpful to me."

"Why shouldn't | be helpful; it doesn't cost me anything. I'vetold you
that hate isawasteful emotion. Therés no profit init. Yes, you've taken
things from me, but now that they're gone, harming you wouldn't get
them back. It ismogt unlikely that you will ever again bein apostion to
take anything more from me without my consent. | might be very useful
to you now, but intime, | suspect that you might become very useful to
me"



"Inwhat way?' Kren asked.

"I'm not entirely sure. For the next two years, I'll be teaching literary
subjects, so | probably won't need my mathematical abilitiesin the near
future. But if it should happen that | do, well, you now have those
abilities, and | think that you might be courteous enough to help out if |
asked."

"Certainly, within reason.”

"Also, | maintain living quarters for students and junior faculty members
at my town house. Y ou would be wise to stay near me, for my adviceif
nothing else, for the next few years, and you will need to rent aroom
someplacein thecity. Y ou will probably find it convenient to pay me
rent and stay with me. | had afew vacancies|ast year, and that cuts
into profits," she said.

"l imaginethat | might do that, if your rates are compstitive."

"They are. Ladtly, you are asuperbly trained warrior. Such beings are
rare at the university. In the unlikely event that such skills proved
necessary to me, it would be very useful to have someoneto cal on."

"1 would be most happy to discuss such thingswith you," he said.



"That'sal that | ask. It might possibly happen that we could have some
mutually profitable business dedings with each other.”

"When such things occur, | would be interested in hearing about them.”

"Weshdl see” Bronki said.

At this point, agroup of twelve entered the car, and Bronki ended the
conversation by feigning deep.

Her mind, though, was churning over, examining the various
permutations of this situation. With a devoted dependant who was both
awarrior and avampire, there were so many pleasant possbilities.

Academic superiorswho werein her way at the university, plugging a
hole that would otherwise alow for her advancement, could be
eliminated. From being asenior professor, she could see herself
becoming a department head, a director of a college, and eventually
even the chancdlor!

Of course, that sort of thing would have to be done cautioudy, with
much preplanning, and with greet discretion. She would haveto be sure
that when some ancient academic went to hisjust reward, she would
be the obvious successor to hischair.



Business dealings, on the other hand, often dlow one agreat deal more
latitude. She could imagine certain of her competitors selling out thelr
holdingsto her a very reasonable prices and then smply leaving town,
never to be seen again.

And Kren, of course, would be happy to eat the evidence.
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Firs Blood
New K ashubia, 2205 a.d.

Wefound oursdves suddenly back in the meeting hall. Genera
Sobieski was at the podium.

"So, now that we are finally back together, let's get on with this," he
sad. "A month ago, Genera Abdul Hussein was exercising histroops
in the Cometary Belt of New Syria"

| put my facein my hands. I'd had to work with Hussein during the
taking of Earth's Solar Station, and he was a murderous, suiciddl
lunatic. If there was anybody to not choose to represent humanity in
our first contact with an aien race, it was Abdul.



A large wall screen appeared behind Sobieski, showing the action.

My boss continued, "They picked up afairly smal, spherica ship
coming at them at almost light speed. In the few seconds availableto
them, they sent recognition sgnasto it, which were not answered.
Then, Abdul'sforces were hit with some sort of energy field that took
out thirty-one of their tanks. These tanks were not exactly destroyed.
They smply ceased to exist. Genera Hussein took thisto be an
unfriendly act, and therest of hisforces, some four thousand tanks,
opened fire on the intruder.”

Well, at least they fired on usfirg. That's something, | thought.

Sobieski continued, "Asyou will see shortly, therail gun needlessmply
bounced off, but the X-ray lasers, which deposit their energy deep into

their targets, were more successful. The alien ship showed considerable
waming.

"Then, intwo hundred and fifty-two milliseconds, it ceased traveling in
the direction of our forces. From moving at nearly light speed, it smply
stopped, made an eighty-nine degree turn, and then proceeded
Sdeways a three hundred and ten thousand kilometers per hour!"

Actionslike these are smply physicaly impossible, and the crowd
broke into gasps of shock.



"Right," the genera continued. "Now, look at this close-up. You can
clearly seethat the rail gun needles are stopping ten meters from the
dien craft. Or rather, they are suddenly moving at the same speed that
itis. They wander around abit, but when they get more than twenty
meters from the ship, they suddenly take off, continuing in the direction
that they were going before they encountered the dien!”

| was as confused as everyone else in the room.

"Abdul sent x squads of tanks after theintruder, since hisfuel stores
on his home planet weren't big enough to send his entire force. Those
thirty-six tanks eventudly caught up with the dien. They found it
completely dormant. It waswarm, but cooling off, and was generating
no energy of itsown. It gppeared to be completely dead. They didn't
fed up to opening the ship themsdves, so they smply pushed it home,
putting it in athree-day orbit around New Syria

"Since then, expertsfrom al over the system have been studying the
dien craft. What we have learned so far is very preliminary, but we can
gatethefollowing:

"Firgt. Their materiastechnology isvastly superior to our own. That
ship was congtructed of ordinary eementswell known to us, but in
combinations such that many of them had tendle strengths up to
fourteen times better than anything that we have ever produced.



"Second. Their computer technology isinferior to ours. There was not
asingleintegrated circuit on that ship! Every singletrangstor wasa
discrete component! Thereisno possbility that they had an artificia
intelligence on that ship. On the other hand, from what little we have
been able to deduce, the programming of these Smple computersis
extremely sophisticated.

"Third. There were anumber of charts and books on board. While we
are nowhere near being able to decipher their language, we are pretty
sure that we understand their numbering system. We deduced the age
of their civilization from what we arefairly certain isahistory book.
Then again, it could be acook book, | suppose. We are more definite
about the star charts we found. Incidentally, the charactersin the books
and charts are so smal that ahuman can not read them unlessthey are
expanded by at least afactor of Sixteen. Their eyesght is apparently
much better than ours.

"Fourth. There were absolutely no microorganisms of any kind on that
ship, not even dead ones. Thisleve of Sterilization would be beyond
our technology. What it meansis beyond us."

"Last. There was only asingle pilot on that ship, astrange creature who
looksvagudly reptilian.”

The screen showed him. An ugly sucker!

"There were al so0 twenty-two and ahalf other, smaller creatureson
board, al of whom had been dive until our X-ray lasers cooked the



place. We haven't been able to andyze their version of DNA yet, but it
appears certain that they were chemicaly identica to the pilot. There
can be no other explanation for this than to assume that they were
juveniles of the pilot's own race. And since there were no other food
supplies on board, the presumption isthat he was egting them. This
supposition is backed up by the fact that he was eating one of these
children at the time of the attack. It had not been daughtered first. HEd
beenedting it dive”

The screen showed asmall, green, partialy eaten body, with obvious
tooth marksinit.

"So. That'sdl we know right now. Aswe learn more, you will be
informed. Get your preliminary suggestions together, submit them, and
then go home and think about this. Keep in touch with each other. I'll
cal you dl back together later on. Dismissed.”

After we shipped our preliminary suggestionsto HQ, Kasawanted to
gpend aweek visiting her parents on New Kashubia, Quincy and
Zuzannawanted to see their grandchildren, and Conan and Mariadid
some Sghtseaing.

| stayed bottled up in the CCC and thought about our new problem a
lot.
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN




FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Kren Knocks One out of the Park

Duke Kren took off the recording helmet, got up, visited thetoilet and
the drinking fountain, and lay back down on the cot.

His head was throbbing. Damn, but resurrection was a painful process.
Being eaten alive was actudly the easy part!

He put the recording helmet back on, and remembered. . . .

* % %

It was dark when they arrived at the university, but Kren wasn't aware
of it. They left the lighted, underground tube station, and walked a half
mile through a pleasant underground tunnel that was lined on both sides
with many gross of shops and other establishmentsfor which Kren
could not imagine any possible use. Findly, they went through alocked
doorway and up awinding staircase that led to Bronki's huge town
house.

The building had three floors below ground and a dozen and five above
it. Passenger devatorswere asillegd as private transportation among
the Mitchegal, for the same reasons of physical fitness. This caused the



highest levels of buildingsto be the least desirable, and here they were
used for undergraduate housing. Graduate students lived below them,
and junior faculty members below that. Bronki kept the entire second
floor for her own, persond use.

The glassed-in firgt floor was taken up by alarge lobby, Sx public
meeting rooms, and some office space. It was here that they stopped
firg, at the regidtration desk.

"Zon, thisis Kren," Bronki said to her subordinate behind the counter.
"Hewill be registering as an undergraduate soon, and he will need a
room."

"I'm sorry, madam, but business has been surprisingly good for the last
few days, and we are completdy filled up.”

"That's certainly good news, evenif it isabit disappointing. | suppose
that we can put him up in graduate housing until something opensup.”

"I'm afraid not, madam. | realy meant that we are completdy filled. We
presently have three gross, adozen and nine tenants staying here. Even
al of the faculty rooms are rented, and there's quite awaiting list."

Bronki said, "Well, Kren, it ssemsthat you have gotten lucky. I'll just
have to put you up in one of my guest roomsfor thetime being. At
undergraduate rates, of course.”



"l suppose that this arrangement would be adequate for afew days,
anyway," hesaid. "Why are there so many sudentsthis semester?*

"I don't know, but someonein sociology will probably do astudy onit
soon.”

Another flight up on thewinding, centrd staircasetook themto
Bronki's private level. Shelet them in using her credit card on the door
lock.

"Well get you acredit card at the bank tomorrow," she said. "For now,
well, you can dwaysleave, but you might have difficulty getting back
in"

Kren had believed Bronki's country house to be luxurious, while she
hersdlf had thought of it as being quaintly rustic. Her private quartersin
her town house were considered to be the peak of luxury even by her
standards.

It was big enough to entertain agross of guests at a party. The cellings
were four times as high as Kren wastall, and encrusted with artwork
and colored stones. Tdl windowslooked out on amagica city with
thousands of lighted windows.

Inside, every piece of furniture looked to have taken amaster



craftsman years of |abor to produce. There were artworks on the walls
and statues on the floor that Kren had seen in photosin art books at
Bronki's country house.

" am amazed at your wedth," Kren said.

"Yes, well, in five thousand years, things accumulate,” shesaid. "You
might aswell take thisroom, for now. It'smy nicest guest room, but |
don't have anybody else here at present. Just remember that you might
get bumped down if somebody ese more important than you stays
over. Andinthiscity, everybody is more important than an
undergraduate.”

Again, Kren was amazed. It wasredly asuite of rooms, with apaatia
gtting room with couches, tablesfor party snacks, and aprivate
drinking fountain. It connected to the rest of Bronki's quarterswith a
lockable door. Another door connected to ahalway that led to the
Stairway, so that he could come and go as he wished, without going
through the rest of the gpartment. It had the same high windows asthe
rest of her floor, and the high cellings were, if anything, even more
ornate.

There was a huge bedroom with a magnificently carved bed big enough
for ahaf dozen Mitchega, if such athing wereimaginable. Mitchega
prefer to deep aone, behind locked doors. They arevery
uncomfortable with the thought of being unconsciouswhilelying next to
another deadly carnivore.



Thethreelarge chests of drawersin the room were now empty. Kren
could not imagine owning enough thingsto fill them. He had aprivate
toilet, and a clothes closet big enough to hold many gross of cloaks.

Thewalls supported paintings of outstanding qudity, the bookshelves
were neatly filled with beautifully tooled |eather-covered volumes, and
the furniture was al done as masterfully asthat in the main living aress.

"| can spare you afew hourstomorrow morning,” Bronki said. "Well
stop at the bank, and then I'll introduce you to the athletic director.
After that, I'll be very busy for awhile. I'll send in one of the servantsto
seethat you have everything that you need.”

When she had |eft, Kren lay down on the bed, thinking that when he
had Bronki strapped to her chair, with both of her legs cut, he should
have gotten alot more from her than twelve thousand Ke.

A servant wearing an undergraduate's cloak of maroon with lime green
piping and a purplish-red sash came in without knocking.

"l am Dol, gr. I've been assigned to you during your stay here.”

"How nice. | didn't expect aservant.”

"l supposethat it isabit unusua for ajunior to be the servant of one



not yet afreshman, but there are many servants here, and only one
guest, 0 things are asthey are. Isthere anything that | can get for you,
ar?'

"Theres nothing that | can think of, but then except for my housekeeper
in the country, I've never had a servant. Isthere anything that you
would suggest?'

"Food? Books? Clothing? Some sort of entertainment?”

"Not food, and Bronki said that she was going to send me abook on
geography. | will be needing some clothing suitable for an
undergraduate student, but | think that is best put off for awhile. What
sort of entertainment isavailable?!

"How about atdevison st?"

Dol whedled the bulky set in, demondtrated its use, and | &ft, promising
tobeoncdl at dl times.

Kren soon found himsdf watching aprogram cdled Big Time
Gladiators, which involved asort of combat between two remarkably
clumsy Mitchegal adults. One was swinging an oversized sword, and
the other had a badly balanced spear, while someone off screen was
talking about the match excitedly, trying to makeit sound interesting.
The fighters appeared to have had no training with their wegpons at dl!



After adozen minutes of buffoonery, the swordsman managed to land a
blow to the leg of the spearman, obvioudy more by accident than by
design. With the encouragement of the crowd, she further crippled her
opponent, and then chopped her head off with an awkward,
two-handed blow. This head was held up to the cheering crowd, and
then presented to someone who, it seemed, was officiating the event. It
was again held up to the crowd, after which the brain was eaten by the
officia. Theliving gladiator dragged the dead one's body off, perhaps
to enjoy her med in private.

As shedid 50, the announcer mentioned that shewasthelagt living
dave from the Senta Copper Mine.

Kren now knew what had happened to hisformer coworkers, while he
was hiding inthe smal tunnd. He congratulated himsdlf for having
definitdly made the right move that time!

He turned the set off, locked and barred dl of the doors, and went to
deep.

The next morning they went firgt to the bank, with Bronki leading the
way and Dol following behind. The weether was good, and Bronki
elected to walk on the surface, rather that going by tunnel.

Asthey left the house, Kren turned around and looked at it, surprised
a itssze. It was adozen and five stories high, but much wider than it



wastal. Bascdly cylindricd, it was surrounded by balconies that
spirded upwardsin adouble hdlix.

"One goes up and one goesdown,”" Dol said. "There arerevolving
doorstop and bottom that keep the juvenals circulating up to the top,
and then down again. Otherwise, they'd get confused, and the grass on
the roof never would get eaten.”

"Come dong, you two. We don't have dl day," Bronki said.

At the bank, Bronki quickly converted Kren's savings account to a
credit card account, deducting histravel expenses and ayear's advance
rent in the process, and he was soon issued a credit card, complete
with aphoto on it. Not apicture of hisface, of course, but of the
identification scarring on hisright arm.

The athletic director waswaiting for them in hisvery impressive office.

"So you're the one Bronki here was telling me about, huh? The one
who was involved in Duke Dennon's disaster at the Senta Copper
Mine?'

"I'd hardly call it adisaster, Sr, except for me persondly, of course,
gnce | waskilled there. But for my unit, we were given amilitary
objective to take and we took it, with only ordinary casudties,” Kren
sd.



"Oh, militarily, everything wasjust fine, and I'm sure that your unit did a
finejob. It was what happened afterward that caused dl of the duke's
problems.”

"I'm afraid that those of usin the military were often not informed of
suchthings”

"Y eah? Well, the duke's plans were that he would take the mine, and
then shut it down for maybe ayear, while he had it completely
automated. Y ou see, that mine produced nine dozen per gross of the
copper ore produced on thiswhole planet. With its production halted,
the price of copper ore was projected to quadruple. Then, he would
sgn long-term contracts with the copper smditers, at the new high
price, of course, sncethey would be afraid of the price getting even
worse. When he put the mine back into production, he would make a
fortune!" The Director laughed.

Bronki and Dol stayed silent, not daring to interrupt the director ashe
was speaking to Kren.

"That sounds like areasonable program to me, Sir."

"Right. So, the duke went way into debt to buy all of that new
meachinery, Snceit was his excuse for shutting down the minein thefirst
place. Without the excuse, the copper smelters would have joined
together and attacked him immediatdly!



"And then on the very day that the machinery was due to be shipped to
him, the Space Mitchegai announced that they had found an asteroid
sx miles across that was five dozen eleven parts per gross copper! The
Sky Boys soon started down-shipping refined copper at athird of the
pricethat it had been salling for when the duke started thiswhole thing.”

"Hmmm. Y ou know, Sir, that might explain why my pay isconsderably
in arrears, and why they were very eager to grant me an educational
leave of absence, without pay, of course.”

Kren found lying to be so easy that he was now surethat one of his
former victims must have been achampion liar.

"That would sound likely. The lawsuitsare flying dl over the placeright
now, and somethink that the duke might lose his duchy through
bankruptcy, something that has only happened nine times before in the
entire history of the planet!" The director thought that the whole thing
washilarious.

"So the duke'sfata flaw wasthat he was smply unlucky. Perhapswe
should have logt that battle for him."

"He would have been fortunate if you had, but histroops were just too
good. Speaking of which, grab ajavelin and well go out and seejust
how good you are with one."



When Kren saw the rack that held gestured to, his heart dipped down
to hisknees.

"Sir, I've never trained with anything like one of those. All | know how
to handleisastandard military speer likethisone.”

Thedirector took it, hefted it, and handed it back.

"Y ou mean to tell me that you hit the neck of afour-year-old a agross
three dozen and deven yards with this stubby, heavy thing? This1've
got to see! Come on out to thetraining field, al of you."

He grabbed three javelins off of the rack and led the way.

When they got there, Kren saw four large, circular grasstargets at
various distances down the length of thefield. The farthest looked to be
at about a gross two dozen yards.

"Well, take athrow, with your own spear.”

"Yes, gr. Which target should | hit?!



"Takeyour pick."

Kren took the standard three running steps and let fly at the farthest
target. Histhrow was good, and it struck deep into the very center of
thesmales circle

"Krenfor aslong as you can do that, you have yourself an athletic
scholarship. Full tuition, books, and afood alowance.”

Bronki entered in with, "That's very helpful, Director, but Kren hasno
other income. Hell need aplace to stay, aclothing allowance, and a

little poending money, anyway."

"Humph. | don't know. That would be sort of unusua. Kren, take one
of thesejavelinsand just take athrow. Go for distance.”

Kren had the judgment and muscular control of achampion athlete,
coupled with the massive strength his body had developed in ten years
of hard labor in the mines. When he threw the javelin, itsflight surprised
him. It didn't travel inthe usua parabola, but actualy seemed to be
flying, travelingin leve flight! It continued out beyond thefield and over
the fence, to fal he didn't know where.

"Sorry about your javelin, gr. I'll try to retrieveit.”



Thedirector was il looking at the place where the javelin had
disappeared. There was an awestruck expression on hisface.

"Burn thejavdin! Okay. Housing dlowance, clothing alowance, and
three dozen Ke aweek spending money. I'll get a specia donation
from one of the dumnae to cover the cost! Once we teach you how to
use ajavelin properly, you'll be aplanetary champion, and I'll berich!
Youll trainfor three hours aday, directly under me, the exact timesto
be worked around your class schedule. Report back at three,
tomorrow, and my secretary will have dl of the paperwork ready for
youtosgn."

"Thank you, sr. Did | mention that | was quite proficient with asword?’

The athletic director looked at him amazed, and said, "Well check that
out tomorrow, too. Right now, I've got some phone calling to do, and
some betsto place!”

Bronki and the director looked at each other, and they both bowed
dightly. They both knew that Bronki could expect a hefty finder'sfee
for bringing Kren here, and an even larger oneif he won the
championship.

Asthey left, Bronki said, "Well, Kren. It would seem that your athletic
career iswdl started, and that your venture will be well funded.”



"Thanksto you, Bronki."

"Remember that | am dways on your side. Have you done any thinking
astojust what your course of sudy here at the university will be?!

"Yes, | have. | find that | am impressed with your wedlth. | think that |
will sudy busness™

"Y es, that would be good,” she said, thinking about Kren's vampirism
turned loose on the field of business. "I think that with the right training,
and alittle help from your good friends, your natura abilities should
earn you avery successful lifein business,” Bronki said.
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FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Buying the Mitchegai Way

Bronki gave Dol very specific ingtructions about precisely what they
should do in the afternoon, and exactly where they should go and who



they should speak to. Then sheleft to attend to other business of her
own.

"Our first stop isthe College of Business" Dol said.

They went to alarge, impressive complex consisting of four rectangular
buildings set around a centra square with alarge, ornate watering
fountain. A large symbol of the Ke adorned every side of every
building, the same ancient symbol that isfound on every bit of currency
throughout al of Mitchegai space.

"Itisvery dtractive," Kren sad.

"Itisgood that you likeit. You'll be spending much of your timefor the
next five years here, assuming, thet is, that you don't wash out.”

Therewas ashort line at the registrar's office, and when they got to the
front of it, the clerk started by checking Kren's credit card for how
much money he had in the bank, and then deducting three semesters
tuition from it. Hewasinformed that if hefailed the course, or if he
failed to qualify for admission, there would be no refunds.

Dol told her that Kren was here on a scholarship, and that he would
require areceipt. After some grumbling, she gave them one, and then
spent some time changing things on her computer before seeing the next
aoplicant.



Kren was then escorted to atesting room, while Dol waited outside.
An hour later, Kren came out with adazed expression on hisface, and
the two of them went to see an academic advisor.

"Kren, you have amost unusud profile. You are very proficient in three
languages, including the academic language of Keno, and the business
language of Neno, which are both extremely hel pful. Also, you know
the military language of Meno, which isn't used much around here. In
addition, you have a smattering of four others, besides Deno, of
course.”

Among the Mitchegal, languages are not distributed geographically, as
they are among ayoung race like the humans. Rather, they differ
according to the occupation of theindividua in question. Soldiers
speak quite adifferent language than do engineers, for example. Among
soldiers, theword for "foreigner aso means"enemy” and "evil," and
they have no wordsto describe therma equilibrium.

All Mitchegal aso speak Deno, asmplified sort of pidgin that permits
them to buy and sdll with other professions, but not to truly
communicate with them.

The advisor continued, "Y ou know quite a bit about anatomy. Y our
math scores go right over the top, better than anything I've ever seen
before in an undergraduate. But you are woefully substandard in
everything dse. Tell me, why did you choose the College of Business,
anyway? Why not the College of Languages, or the College of



Mathemeatics?'

"Why should | study subjectsinwhich | am aready proficient?' Kren
said, "l choseto study business because | would like to becomerich."”

"Wouldn't wedl?But | redly don't see how | could recommend you to
the College of Business with these test scores.™

Dol said, "Please excuse me, but did you know that Kren has been
personally granted a scholarship by the director of athletics?’

"The director of athletics?' The advisor's voice squeaked. "Wdll, that,
of course changes everything! Y ou redly should have told me that
earlier! Kren, | am delighted to welcome you to the College of
Business Of course, therewill be certain remedia courses you will
have to take in order to prepare you for a successful academic career,
but you are definitely on your path to the future! Just give me afew
minutes to arrange your class schedule.”

"Thedirector said that | would need three hours aday for physica
traning.”

"But of course. Isthere any particular time that you would like that to
happen?”



"He said that we could arrange that around my class schedule.”

"Redly?Y ou must be very specid indeed. I've heard that the director
prefersto work in the afternoons. Let's give you from seven to ten for
him, and put al of your academic work in themorning. That will leave
your |ate afternoons and evenings free for study, or whatever €l se you
chooseto do."

The Mitchegal use atwo-dozen-hour day, with sunrise being at zero.
They do not use time zones. Rather, the clockson al public
trangportation dowly change their speeds, and sometimes even
direction, to reflect loca time. On afast aircraft traveling near the poles,
the clocks sometimes did surprising things. The pilots lived and worked
on Planetary Standard Time, of course.

Dol noticed that the advisor had changed the class schedules of five
other students before he was done.

Asthey were leaving the building, Kren said, "The director seemsto
have aremarkable amount of power."

"Indeed he does, aswell as status. He isthe second most powerful
person on campus, which meansthe entire city. Only the chancellor
outrankshim."

"Andwhy isthat?'



"Because the College of Athletics brings more money into the university
than student tuitions do! Theticket salesto sporting events and the
payments made by the television channels are what keepsthisingitution
going,” shesad.

"Remarkable. And which individuad comesin third?'

"The director of drama, dthough they only bring in athird of what
athletics does. Our next stop is the book store.”

Here it was asimple matter of giving aclerk acopy of Kren'sclass
schedule, and sitting down and waiting for haf an hour. She returned
with acart full of books, and four hefty cloth bagsto put themin. She
took Kren's credit card, deducted the cost of the books, various
supplies, and the bags. After some stern discussonswith Dol, in which
the director'stitle was mentioned, she exchanged nine books that she
said had been placed on the cart by mistake, and gave them arecelpt.

"Why isthere such a problem with receipts?' Kren asked asthey
trudged aong with two heavy bags each.

"Widl, it sometimes happens that anew freshman finds out that he has
not paid for histuition at dl, but has made adonation to the Clerk's
Civic Betterment Fund, or that he has purchased a set of obsolete
books that have nothing to do with his class schedule. Also, | think that
your military uniform leads some foolsinto thinking that you are stupid.



Always get areceipt. And anyway, you'll need the receiptsto be
reimbursed by the director's office."

"For thistimely ad, much thankd"

"Thank Bronki. She's paying me," shesaid.

"Do you likeworking for her?!

"To answer that, | would have to ask, compared to what? Compared
to living with an independent income of agross thousand Ke ayear,
what she hasto offer isdecidedly inferior. At thetimethat | accepted
her offer, however, the only other employment | was ableto locate
involved collecting juvendsfrom the countryside and ddlivering them
diveto the city, on commission. By comparison, her offer was
outstanding.”

"And what does she pay you?' Kren asked.

"Something much better than three dozen Ke aweek."

So my servant gets paid morethan | do! Kren thought, Someday I'm
going to have to do something about that!



They decided that because of the weight of the books they would
return to Bronki's house to drop them off.

When they got there, Dol said that they might aswell get Kren's credit
card number loaded into the household computer, so that he could use
the doors without needing someoneto let himin.

"Shetrusts you with so important atask?' Kren asked. "1 would think
that the vaue of any one of these paintingsisworth many grosstimes
what your yearly sdary is. What if you stole afew of them?”

As Dol worked at the computer, she said, "Y ou are probably right
about the relative vaues of things, but one must be diveto enjoy
money properly. Actualy, Bronki wouldn't mind if | stole everything
here. She has everything insured for at least twice its market vaue. If it
was stolen, she would make a profit, and Bronki likes making a profit.

"The insurance company, however, doesn't liketo lose money. Kren,
they hire teams of bounty hunters who are more ruthless than you can
possibly imagine. | would prefer deeth at the stake to having those
killers after me. If you arethinking of steding anything, don't doit. Or if
you absolutdy must do it, pleasetell mefirst so that | can report you to
the bounty hunters, so as not to make them angry, and then kill myself
before they get here, just in case they get angry anyway.

"There, that should do it. Step outside and try the lock with your card.”



Asthey left, Kren said, "Where to next?'

"A clothing store, Leko's. Bronki insisted that | take you to the same
store that she dways uses, 0 asto be sure that you get the highest

quality.”

"Well, she got methe clothing allowance. | suppose that she hasthe
right to tell me where to spend it. Theré's another thing that | wanted to
ask about. We didn't have anything like that javdinin the military.
When | threw it, it seemed like it was defying the laws of physicd It
went sraight and leve for thelongest timel”

"Y ou cameto the right person to ask that question,” she said. "It
happensthat | did a paper on those things last semester for my
aerodynamicsclass. The javein is balanced with the center of gravity
dightly behind the center of area. When it reechesthetop of itsflight,
and istraveling dower, thetal falsdightly below the point. Thisgives
the whole javelin some aerodynamic lift, and the flight curve flattens out.
Asit continuesto dow down, thetail fallsmore, giving ahigher angle of
attack to compensate for the lower speed. The result isthat they can fly
twice asfar asan ordinary spear.”

"That isinteresting. With the spear, dl of theweight is at the point, and
the shaft just keeps the point facing toward the enemy. Then why hasn't
the military adopted the javelin as awegpon?'

"Because thejavelin trades kinetic energy for distance. When one of
those javelinstouches down, it hitstall first, and it isn't going fast



enough to hurt apollywog. Y ou can safely catch onein your hand!™

"Theniif it can't hurt anyone, what good isit?' Kren asked.

"Asamilitary wegpon, it'sworthless. As a piece of sporting equipment
in agame where you are trying to see who can throw something the
farthest, it'sthe difference between winning and coming in last!”

"l see. S0 you are studying aerodynamics?”

"Enginesring. | may specidizein aerodynamics later, in graduate school.
| thought you knew, since | wear engineering colors.”

"l am not versed in the fine pointsin academic garb.”

"I'll give you abook on the subject when we get back home, but for
now, | wear the maroon with lime green piping of an engineer. The
purplish-red belt isthat of ajunior undergraduate. We will be buying
you the crimson robe with black piping of the business college, and you
will wear the white belt of afreshman.”

"What does Bronki's colorful clothing tell you?'



"Bronki has so many degrees, and is affiliated with so many academic
organizations that she may wear pretty much whatever pleases her.
That rainbow belt of hersis granted when one has earned a dozen
doctratesin as many different diversefidds.”

"And the little tassdls around her shoulders?"

"Onefor every earned doctorate. She has a dozen and ten of them.
Heresthe clothing store.”

In one respect, aMitchegai clothing store hasit easy by Earthly
gandards. All Mitchegal are exactly the same height, and their girth
variesonly with differencesin musculature, and how long it hasbeen
sncether last med. The voluminous robes which they wore were
rather smilar to those worn by medieva Japanese samural, and they
handled the girth problem.

On the other hand, there are four dozen and nine different academic
uniformsworn & the university, and esch isavallablein six different
degrees of price and quality. In addition, each of those comesin
summer, winter, and spring and fal weights.

When they entered the store, Dol immediately announced that they
were here a the request of Bronki. The clerk at the front desk instantly
pressed abuzzer, calling Leko hersdf to thefront. A
distinguished-looking tailor came quickly out to greet them.



"Friends of Bronki's? But of course! | will handledl of your needs
persondly! What would be your requirements?”

"Kren here needs a complete kit for afreshman at the College of
Busness"

"Excdlent! We can satisfy his every need. Comethisway, please.”

She took them to a special room at the back of the store, which
contained nothing but the absolute best, and most expensive,
merchandise. Dedling with afriend of Bronki, she would charge them
twelve per gross more than usud, and send Bronki a commission of
twice that, which till left Leko with avery good profit.

In the course of the next hour, Kren found that he absolutely had to
have two summer weight cloaks, two more for spring and fdl, and two
particularly expensive onesfor winter.

There was a heavy winter over cloak, and two pairs of gloves, medium
and heavy. Kren noted that the seamless|eather gloves had been made
from the stretched and tanned skin removed from the hands and
forearms of adult Mitchegai. They were dyed black, nicely tooled
around the cuffs, and quite attractive, he thought, with holes on the ends
of thefingersto let hisclawsremain ussful.

Then there were two pairs of shoes, something that he had never worn



before, and apair of heavy winter over boots. The over boots were of
an insulated, waterproof synthetic fabric that extended well past the
knees, but the shoes were much like the gloves, and made of the skin
of the feet and calves of adeceased adult. They had reinforced soles
and were decorated to match the gloves.

Lastly, Dol convinced him that he redlly needed four sets of long winter
underwear, two of which were dectrically heated.

Kren aso bought anicely appointed matching book bag that wasto
have his name embroidered on it, and would be delivered in two days.

A cold-blooded creature must be very careful about temperature
control, but in fact, the store was smply making the bill aslarge as

possible.

At least thistime, there was no difficulty with getting areceipt, and the
store promised to haveit dl delivered within the hour, except for the
book bag.

It was getting dark when they findly got home.

"Dol, why wasit that | needed two of everything?'

"So that you could be wearing one while | have the laundry servant



washing and pressing the other. A guest of Bronki's must always ook
his best, you know."

"l see. Do you redlize that | have spent more than six thousand Ke

today?"

"That sounds about right, but you will be reimbursed. It would be more
accurate to say that the College of Athletics spent dl of that money. It
will be amusing to present them with the bill, tomorrow.”

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

TheGood Life
New Yugodavia, 2207 a.d.

Thingswere progressing very well.

| now had twelve full ten-thousand-man divisons of Gurkhawarriors.
They wereliving with their familiesin their own valey, next to mine.
Every man was equipped with anew mark X1X tank, and many of
them had been issued a humanoid military drone. | only had been
issued four CCCsto manage them with, but more were promised as
soon as they were built, and we now had thirteen Gurkha generals
trained, each with five colonels. They were time-sharing the CCCswe



| dso had an dmogt full divison of femae Gurkhawarriors, something
that the male Gurkhas didn't like at al. They had ostracized the ladies
to the point that | had to put the girlsup in my own valey, and keep
them very separate from the Gurkhamen. It was a bother, but those
girlswere good fighters, and army regulations wouldn't have let me
regject them on the basis of sex, anyway. | hoped that in time the
problem would settleitsdlf out.

Maybe once they had proved themsalvesin battle.

They had their own CCC, their own female generd, and fivefemae
colonds. There were Gurkha men who were probably more qudified
than they were, but until the men werewilling to integrate their
command, the girlswould haveto go it done. They were certainly
eager to prove their worth.

New Yugodaviadid votefor universal military service, on the same
"join or don't vote" system that New Kashubia used, and | had
eighty-two divisons of New Y ugodavian troops, anumber that was

growing rapidly.

A saufficient number of transporters had been put in so that it was now
possibleto ship my entire army out in somewhere between one and
nine days, depending on where we had to go. More were being
ingtalled asfast asthey could be built. Receivers cost only three percent
of what atransmitter does, and could operate four times faster than



transmitters. We now had twelve times as many of them as tranamitters.
If it was uswho needed help, we could get it inahurry.

Research on the aien ship was making progress. It had been powered
by amuon exchange fusion power supply technicaly very smilar tothe
onesthat we used, except that it was one-eighth the size of our usua
unit, and produced twelve times the power. Our people were working
at trying to duplicateit.

The ship was driven by an efficient but understandable ion engine. But
there was nothing about that engine that could explain theincredible
accd erations that we had seen.

Our scientists managed to get the ship's primary weapon working. It
made things disappear. We had no idea of how it did this, and we'd
had no luck in duplicating it.

And our eectronic people were absolutely in awe of the programs that
were used in the smple computers aboard. They said that if we could
duplicate them, we would quadrupl e the speed of our own computers,
induding themsdves

There were other machines on the ship that completely baffled us. We
didn't know what they did, or how.

* % %

The planet-wide underground MagL ev Loway system had been



completed and announced to the public, but it wasn't seeing anything
but military use. The factories were too busy with military production to
make any civilian vehiclesto useit. Someday, someday.

The associated planet-wide water, sewage, and power systemswere
getting good use, though. And they insured that we never were faced
with drought or flooding conditions, or power blackouts, either.

My dairy farm was in production, and besides providing products for
local consumption, we were shipping butter, yogurt, and forty varieties
of cheeses dl across Human Space. The beef cattle were growing, but
we would be building the herds for many yearsyet.

Most of the gpartmentsin my city had been sold, as had most of the
business spaces. Veterans were setting up restaurants, bars, and every
other sort of businessimaginable. The schools were starting to fill up,
too, at least the lower grades.

At the outer edges of Human Space, the exploratory probes had been
upgraded with better sensors, better artificia intelligences, and mgjor
sdlf-destruct mechanisms. New probes were being added asfast as
they could be built, but the whole system wouldn't be completed for
fifty years. | kept on referring to it as our Maginot Line, but | couldn't
seem to get the name to catch on.

Panetary defenseswere still minimal, something thet bothered me
consderably. Putting al of your trust in defensive lines, or spheres
actudly, isglly. Defendve systems have to bein depth! Military history



has proved that again and again, but the powers that be won't listen to
me. It was very frudtrating.

But the redly important thing that happened wasthat my Kasa
presented me with ababy boy! He came out red, wrinkled, squalling,
and absolutdly beautiful.

And equaly important, my industrious wife isbusly working on our
second one.

Latelast night, asshelay in my arms, she said, "'Y ou know, Mickola,
these are the good times. We must cherish them.”

And | do. She dwayswas smarter than me.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Sword Slashes and Burning Memories



The next morning, Kren dressed himsdlf carefully inanew
summer-weight academic uniform, marveling at the feding of smooth,
grong quality in the cloth. It was vagtly different from the heavy, rough
warmth of hismilitary cloak.

In part because he had been told that the director wanted to see him
use asword, but mostly because after wearing it all summer, hefelt
uncomfortable without it, he belted his sword on first, and put the cloak
on over it. He was pleased to seein the mirror that it wasn't noticable
under the voluminous garment, and resolved to weer it regularly.

When he and Dol arrived, the director's secretary had a dozen papers
ready for Krento sign.

"Y ou might aswell read through those before you sign them,” she said.
"It'san dl or nothing ded, and nothing in these documentsis negotiable,
but you redly ought to know where you stand.”

Kren read through each one of them dowly, discovering thet if hewas
injured for any reason, he could not sue the university, or anyone
employed by the university, but had to pay for dl of hismedicd bills
himsdif.

If he was damaged beyond possible repair, the university would
provide anew body, and then bill him for it. And if he was somehow
killed beyond dl possible hope of being properly eaten, the university



would settle al of hisdebts, and then keep the rest of his bank account.

He was obligated to serve under the terms of the contract for aslong as
the director chose to maintain his scholarship. He could be dismissed,
but he could not quit, until he graduated.

He agreed to play in any and al sportsthat the director saw fit, and
would not expect to recelve any extracompensation for the time that
thistook.

Hewould never in hislife be alowed to play for any other university,
nor could he play for any professional team while hewas an
undergraduate.

Hewould restrict his diet to one normal for aMitchegal, that isto say,
meat and water. Partaking in anything else, especidly drugs, would
result in histermination.

"Termination?' Kren asked the secretary.

"Oh, yes, and | do mean that literarily. The director publicly skinsdrug
usersdive, and then nailsther hidesto thewall down in thelobby. An
athlete on drugs can get his entire team disqudified.”

"Yes, | saw four of them down there aswewere comingin. I'd



wondered about them.”

"Now you know. There are only four because we had an auction last
year, and sold off three dozen skins. Bewarned,” she said.

Lastly, the contract said that he would obey the director, and such
other persons asthe director might from time to time appoint over him,
in absolutely dl things.

Finaly, Krensaid, "All of thisseemsvery redrictive.”

"Itis" the secretary said. "But it's not nearly as bad asit sounds. Y ou
have to remember that the director's job isto make money for the
university. He doesthis by having very good athletes playing for him.
Happy, healthy athletes make the best players, so he wantsyou to be
happy and healthy. Aslong asyou do well, you will be ableto get
away with doing just about anything that you want. If you give him
problems, or if your performance dips, he can get away with doing just
about anything that he wantsto you.”

"l see. What would be the most drastic thing that he might do to me?”

"Under ordinary circumstances, I'd say that the worst would be to put
you into the gladiator pool. Twelvetimes ayear, we have afight to the
degth with one of the other universties, during half-time ceremonies. It's
amgor draw, and often gets play on the Planetary News. The names



of the participants are drawn by lot."

Thinking of the buffoons hed seen on television, Kren figured that hed
come out of it without the dightest difficulty, and even get afreemed in
the bargain.

"Well, if that'sdl, there won't be any problems,” he said, and started
signing the papers. Dol and the secretary witnessed them.

"Now then," Dol said. "How do | go about getting Kren reimbursed for
these expenses?!

"You just givethemto me, and I'll seetoit that Kren'saccount is
properly credited,” the secretary said.

But on looking at the receipts, she shook her head and said, "Oh, my!
Oh, meoh my! Uh, please, wait right here."

A few minutes later, the director strode in followed by his secretary.

"Kren! These amounts are excessvel" he shouted.

"I'm sorry that you fed that way, Sir, but | only did as| wasingructed



todo."

"Indructed? By who?"

"Bronki, dr. She gave Dol very specific ingtructions asto where we
were to go, what we were to do, and with whom we were to spesk.”

"Did Bronki tell you to pay three semesters of tuition in advance?

Dol said, "No sr. But the registrar at the College of Businessinsisted
onit."

"Did she know that Kren was one of my athletes?’

"Yesdr, | informed her of that."

"Then the director of the College of Busnessand | are going to have a
little chat. | see areceipt from Bronki for ayear's rent. The monthly
rateisnormal, but paying ayear in advanceisnot. I'll talk that over
with her. The price of books looks okay, but these clothing expenses
areridiculoud"”

"We went to the store that my employer insisted on, sir, and paid the



pricethey asked.”

"Did shetdl youto pay seven gross Ke for an overcoat?"

"Shetold meto seethat Kren got afull and proper kit, Sir. Yes, we
bought the best quality available, but quality paysfor itsdf over time.
Low-qudity clothing would have to be replaced every year, at your
expense, but these garments should last him throughout his entire
undergraduate career. Fed thiscloth, sr. Thisisenduring quality.”

"What's your name? Dool ?*

"Dal, gr."

"Then Dal, you are dressed like an engineer, but you talk like atailor
who is studying to be alawyer! Okay, Kren will be reimbursed for
these expenses, but there are otherswho will not get off quite so easily!”

"Thank you, gr," Kren said.

"Fine. Now, there are some things that | want you to do for me. | don't
likethe ID scars on your arms. They are doppy, ugly, and they mark
you as being military. For various reasons, like keeping the betting odds
on you high, I'd rather that everyone on the planet didn't know that you
were aveteran. Thisafternoon, my secretary will set you up witha



clinic that can burn some academic-looking identification brandsinto
you. Something nice and fancy that will hide the old scars, and till be
hard to read. After the burn, have them rub in some of that red
powder. That will redly look great!"

Kren was pleased by this development. Anything that could distance
him from hisvampire past was dl to the better, to hismind.

"That would suit me, g, Snceif Duke Dennon is having the difficulties
that you referred to yesterday, it might be best if | was not associated
withhim."

"Thereisthat, yes. Just get it done.”

"Asyouwigsh, sr. Won't | need anew credit card aswell?"

"Of course. My secretary will take care of dl that. Next, | don't want
you to wear that military outfit around this city ever again, you got that?'

"Yes ar."

"Good. Comewith me. Y ou, too, Dool."



They followed the director out to alarge gymnasium.

Clothing, or the lack of it, has no sexua connotations among the
Mitchegal, Sncethe Mitchega have no sex in the mammalian way of
thinking. Clothing isused for identification, and to keep warm. Anything
energetic, like athletics, isnormally done naked.

A person wearing protective goggles was waiting for themin the gym.

"Kren, thisis Dik. She was an al-planet fencing champion when she
was an undergraduate, and she will be your persona trainer here when
| am not around. She's aso our best instructor with the sword. So strip
down, chose an épée, and let's see what you can do.”

Kren looked at the rack he'd gestured towards, picked up one of the
long, thin, edgeless swords, and said, "'It'sthe same story as yesterday,
gr. I've never handled one of these things before. | mean, it'svery light
weight, and it has a beautiful balance, but it doesn't have an edge! All |
know about isworking with astandard military sword, like thisone."

He pulled his sword out from under his cloak.

The director hefted and swung Kren's sword, and said, "If | let you use
thisthing, you'd kill somebody!"



"Tha istheidea, Sr."

"Well, we can't have you killing our ingtructors. Undergraduates,
perhaps, but not ingtructors, so using thisthing isout. Dik, give him
about ahalf hour of the basics with an épée, and then spar with him for
abit. I'll be back shortly."

So Kren was shown the basic moves of fighting with aswvord with a
point but no edge. Thelight weight of the épée compensated for its
greater length, and athrust with an épée wasjust like athrust with a
military sword.

Inawhile, he got theideathat the use of the épéewasjust avery
samplified verson of fighting with area sword. Y ou could thrugt, but
not cut, and only about a quarter of the various blocking moveswere
gtill needed. Furthermore, only asingle, smple grip was used.

"| think that you are getting the hang of it, Kren. Put some safety
goggles on, and welll spar for afew rounds.”

"Asyou wish, madam.”

"Forget the 'madam’ stuff. Around here, I'm just ‘coach,’ and outside,
I'mjust 'Dik.""



"Thank you, Coach."

"Good. On guard!"

Dik was smooth and fast. In twelve minutes, she got Six legd touches
on Kren while being hit two times hersalf. Kren aso got eight cutson
Dik, which of course didn't count.

In sporting dang, a"touch” wasto hit your opponent with the point of
your sword, whilea"cut" wasto hit her with the edge, in military
parlance. However, with the épée used, the point was blunt and the
edge was nonexistent.

"I'm sorry, Coach. | keep forgetting that I'm not allowed to cut. It's
habit, | suppose.”

"Well get you over it. That'swhat training'sfor.”

The director had been watching for Sx minutes.

"W, Dik. What do you think of him?"

"Y ouwerewetching, ar."



"Hrg gring varsty?"

"Absolutdy.”

"That will put himinfencing and dl four javein events," The director
sd.

"That's quite aload to dump on afreshman.”

"Hecan handleit."

"You're the boss."

"Right. Okay, Kren, you've done well. Go get arubdown, and then see
my secretary about that branding shop. Take two days off to hed, and
then come back here on Monday, the first day of classes. Seven
o'clock, wasnt it?'

"Yes ar."

Doal, who had been watching the whole thing, followed Kren into the
rubdown room. Finding two masseurs on duty, and no other athletes



present, she smply stripped down and got onto one of thetables. The
masseur, assuming that she was supposed to be there, started working
on her. Kren got on another table.

Dol said, "l wasredly amazed by your performance. Do you redlize
that you are the first person to get atouch off of Dik in over three
years?'

"No, | wasn't aware of that. The standards here seem to be alittle
different from those in the military. Also, the rewards here appear to be
consderably grester," Kren said, referring to the pleasure of the
rubdown, something that he had never experienced before.

Following the secretary's directions, they got to the branding shop
withinahdf hour.

"The director's secretary said that thiswas arush job, and that you
wanted something fancy. I've taken the liberty of sketching up three
possibilitiesfor you," the brander said.

Kren looked them over, but didn't fed qudified to make an artistic
judgment.

"What do you think, Dol ?'



"Takethe onein the middle, definitely. It has excdlent form and
balance, and isintricate enough to completely hide the old scars.”

"Very well. Themiddlieoneitis”

The brander immediately started carving the design into a plate of soft,
dry clay. It was doneto her satisfaction in an hour, a which time she
placed the plate in asmall ceramic tray and poured some sort of
metallic powder over it.

"What isthat stuff?' Kren asked.

"A specid powdered metdlurgicd dloy. Itsexact compositionisa
company secret. All | can say about it isthat it Sntersnicdy.”

"What do you mean, 'sinters?

"When you heat this stuff up to the right temperature, the grainsweld
together without quite melting. It makes for aclear, sharp impression,
without bubbles, warping or shrinking.”

"l see" Kren said.



"The director will be paying for this branding plate and the branding
itsdlf, but he doesn't pay for anesthetics. He likes his playersto be

tough."

"Very well. And what would this anesthetic cost me?”

"A meretwelve Ke. It will be effectivefor four days, until theworst of
itisover," the brander said.

"Then, by dl means, I'll pay for the anesthetic.”

"Most players do, the smart ones, anyway."

Kren was given a hypodermic shot, and then a second anesthetic, an
oil, was rubbed over hisupper arms.

A ceramic lid was placed over the powder, and the tray was placed in
asmall induction oven. In moments, it was glowing red hot, and was
removed to cool abit.

Kren was strapped into achair that held his body, and especialy his
upper ams, immobile.



"Some customers can't help flinching, and that messes up the brand,”
the brander said.

The ceramic tray was then broken open, reveaing that the powder had
been converted into asolid meta plate with the carved design
embossed on it. Using long pliers, the brander put the ill glowing plate
into amechanica arrangement that would put the brand in the proper

position.

Without abit of warning, she forced thered hot plateinto Kren'sleft
arm, while Kren struggled to keep from crying out with pain. After
letting it burn for three seconds, the plate was moved to the other arm
and again burned in, thistime for four seconds.

"It'sredlly best to just get it over with," the brander said with asmile.
"Anticipation only makesit worse."

"That isdifficult to imagine. Being worse, | mean," Kren gasped.

"You've never tried it without the anesthetic,” the brander said. "Now,
then. They said that you would like those burnsto stay bright red?’

"The director recommended that, yes."

"Then weve got just the stuff for it."



A bright red powder was dusted on the wounds, and rubbed into them.
Instead of hurting, it was actudly soothing. Then Kren was unstrapped
from the chair, and bandages were placed around his upper arms, not
because there was any danger of infection on this erile planet, but to
keep the red powder in place, and to protect his new cloak from
daning.

By then the plate had cooled, and the brander removed it from the
mechine

"Thisisyour property now. Y ou can takeit with you, and keep it for
when you need anew body, or we can keep it herein our vault at no
charge, and do the next branding for you."

"You keep it for me," Kren said, getting ready to leave.

"Very good, sir. And, uh, there was amatter of the twelve Ke that you
oweme?'

Krenwasnot at al surethat he had actudly received any anesthetics,
but with no way of proving anything, he paid the brander with his credit
card and |eft.

Back | Next
Contents



CHAPTER TWENTY

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARS EARLIER

An Attack in the Afternoon

Kren dept poorly that night, kept awake by the painin hisarms. In the
morning, hewas haf dozing, Stting upright in his suite when Bronki
camein.

"Kren, I've been thinking. It gppearsthat it will beimpossibleto find
you a standard, undergraduate room anywhere in the city for this
semester. Also, certain business associates of mine have been actingin
an unpleasant fashion lately, and while | think that it would be very
unlikely for themto actudly do anything physicad, | would find it very
comforting to have area warrior living with me. What would you think
of making thisroom your own, say, for the next year?"

"I've yet to see a standard undergraduate room, but | cannot imagine
that one would be aslarge, or as beautifully appointed asthissuiteis.
Yes, | would accept your offer eagerly.”

"Then wewill consider it done. And if | wereto need your martid aid,



you would come?’

"Yes, but in the unlikely event that this should prove necessary, | think
that it would be appropriate that | should be rewarded for my efforts.
Shadll we say, athousand Ke?' Kren said.

"That seemslike alarge amount for afew minutes work, but very well.
| long ago had an darm system put in. It sounds like my voice, telling
where you would be needed.”

"When | hear it, | will come, and | will do what is hecessary. And while
the hourly rate might be high, the typical job does not require oneto
risk hislife”

A few hourslater, Kren was again haf dozing while considering
sending out for asmal juvend to eat. Perhapsthat might easethe pain
inhisams

Suddenly, an unseen speaker was shouting in Bronki'svoice, " | need
help in my bedroom! | need help in my bedroom! "

Already wearing his sword out of habit, he picked up his spear and ran
toward Bronki's room.

There were four Mitchegai in the living room, wearing not cloaks, but



formfitting dark green garments of a sort that he'd never seen before.
Mentdly, Kren thought of them as being the Greenies.

On seeing Kren, one of them pulled out athrowing knife, and was
preparing to hurl it & him when amilitary standard spear went through
her throat and out the back of her neck. The Greenie standing behind
her had tried to jump up and to the side, but wasn't nearly fast enough.
The spear next went through her shoulder and pinned her to the wall
with her toesinches abovethefloor. It ruined abeautiful painting in the
process.

The two remaining Greenies drew their swords and came a Kren.
Fighting done againgt two, standard military doctrineisto runto one
sde and to dispatch thefirst one you cometo as quickly as possible. If
your enemies can get you between them, the onein front of you needs
only to block your blows, while the one behind you can easly put a
bladein your back.

They will undoubtedly kill you, no matter how good you are, or how
inept their swordsmanship might be.

Kren followed doctrine.

He used the "spear” attack, a dangerous maneuver that involves holding
your sword straight out in front of you while running at your opponent
asfast asyou can, while screaming &t the top of your lungsin the hopes
of gartling her.



It worked.

Thewarrior in green could easily have blocked the blow, if shed had a
moment to think about it, but she lacked that moment, she missed the
opportunity, and shortly thereafter, shelost her life.

The Mitchega heart islocated low, surrounded by the pelvic girdle,
and isasssted by two smdller, single-chambered hearts below the
knees that pump blood depleted of nutrients and oxygen upwards.
Swollen ankles and varicose veins are unknown in this species.

At thelast instant, Kren lowered his sword and sent it straight through
her heart. He quickly pulled out hisdripping blade, and used a
horizontal blow to decapitate his opponent, snce aMitchegai can
function for minuteswithout any heart a dl.

The Greenie who was pinned to thewall was till struggling between a
dead coworker and avaluable painting, so Kren turned to hislast
opponent. Thisone, he could take abit of timewith, and perhapsthey
would get into some interesting sword play.

Asthey squared off, two very loud explosions sounded from Bronki's
bedroom. This startled the last Greenie, who turned and looked to the
bedroom doorway. Almost regretfully, Kren took advantage of thisby
cutting off the femalesright arm. As she stared stupidly down at her
severed limb, Kren took her head off in disgust.



Thegirl had beennofun at dl!

When Kren got into Bronki's bedroom, she was standing with a
complicated-looking metal object in her hand. It was smoking.

Lying on the floor were two more Greenieswith large holesin their
abdomens, bleeding on the lovely carpets.

"Wdll! It certainly took you long enough to get here! | had to do thejob
mysalf! Now, put that sword of yoursto some use and dispatch these
two! | didn't have time to do anything but gut shots. These two have
been knocked out cold by the hydrostatic shock, but | would just as
soon that they don't come around.”

"Yes, Bronki," Kren said, decapitating the two unresisting Greenies. "'l
regret the delay, but there were four more of these.. . . individuasin
your living room.”

"Indeed?" Bronki stepped out to look. "I see. Please excuse my earlier
remarks. Y ou've served mewdl thisday. Y ou'd better kill thislast one,
too, but please be delicate about it. That's agenuine Kado that this
trash isstuck to, and there are only three other paintings by her till in
exigence"

By the time that Kren had done the job without further damage to the



painting, chopping the Greenie€'s head in half from the top, and had
retrieved his spear, adozen servants were crowding in, and Bronki was
giving orders.

"Well, you can al seethat we've had adisturbance here. Strip these
bodies, flush their clothes down atoilet, and put them on the party
tables. Remove the brains, chop them up, and flush them down the
toilets, too. We wouldn't want any of this sort of trash to be
resurrected. Put everything el se they had withtheminapile
somewhere. I'll go over it later. If you find any identification or credit
cards, bring them to me a once. Then clean this mess up. After that,
well dl have anice, family feast. Once were dl completely through,
you will remember that nothing unusua happened here today.”

"None of these Greenies knew anything worthwhile?' Kren asked
Bronki while the servants scurried around.

"Greenies? That's as good aname for them as any, | suppose. Do they
know anything useful ? | doubt it, since these were dl low-ranking trash.
| mean, look at their small heads! But one of those in my bedroom was
the leader of thisbunch, and considerably smarter than the rest. Quality
trash, | suppose you could call her. Comewith me."

Bronki was soon sketching out another brain, showing Kren exactly
what he should and should not ext.

"There. That should give you a considerable background into the
underworld of thiscity, without taking up too much of your cranium.



That'sif you warnt it, of course.”

"| think that it might be hel pful, if today's events prove to be common.”

"That remainsto be seen, but by al means, hep yoursdlf."

"Thank you. About that feast, tell them to save me an arm and aleg,
would you? And could | have some of their weapons for souvenirs?!
Kren asked.

"Okay, and yes, | have no usefor them, so you may havethem all, if
you keep them hidden in your room. It wouldn't be hedlthy to be seen
with such thingsin the streets. Y our sword and spear are legdl, but that
will not be so for everything that these Greenies were doubtless

carying."

When Kren had eaten those eight smdll portions of the brain that
Bronki had suggested, he collected up and cleaned al of the weapons
that he could find, his own included. It was quite a collection.

Besdes six bt knives and four ordinary swords, most of which had
beautiful handles, hilts and sheaths, but blades of lessthan military
qudity, there were dozens of other strange weapons.

There was one straight sword with ahandle that fit backward into its



metd sheath, and locked there, converting it into asort of spear.

The knife thrower had carried six oddly balanced bladesin aharness
that crossed her chest.

Another Greenie had carried apouch with nine pam-sized
eight-pointed starsin it. The sharp points were covered with some sort
of green substance. Apparently, they wereto be thrown, but at first
glance, they didn't seem to be avery practical weapon. Thinking that
the green stuff was perhaps some sort of poison, he cleaned them and
their pouch very carefully, washed his hands, and flushed the cleaning
cloth down thetoilet.

There was adagger with asmal trigger on it which, when pressed,
released a spring that propelled the center of the blade across the room
with considerableforce. It imbedded itsalf deeply into the carved
woodwork at the head of Kren's ornate bed. The projectile had
narrowly missed hitting him, and left him with astrange, but Htill
servicesble, two-bladed knifein hishand.

The use of any form of stored energy was forbidden to the military,
except that dropping things on an enemy was permitted. Before he had
triggered the knife, Kren had assumed thet it was alega military
wegpon. Hewondered if some of the senior officers had carried them.

There was an assortment of small blades intended to augment a
Mitchegai's natura claws, and four small clubs apparently intended for
besting citizens without actudly killing them, though why someone



should want to do such a strange thing was beyond Kren'simagination.
It seemed insane to injure someone, and then leave them aive to seek
vengeance on you.

Therewas aflat, heavy metd plate with many holesin it that mytified
Kren, but which ahuman would have recognized as a set of brass
knuckles.

Krenwiped al of his newfound toys off, put them away in adrawer,
and resolved to puzzle al of them out at some future date. Perhaps
when hisnew brain cdlsfinaly integrated.

He joined the others who were just Sitting down to the feast. The blood
and mess had been cleaned up, and many of the carpets were missing,
but Bronki and her servants seemed to be in good spirits.

"Comejoin me, Kren," Bronki said, Stting by alow party table. "This
girl isold, and she won't be the best tasting one of the bunch, but since
she was the leader of the team that threstened us, | thought that | would
enjoy edting her the mogt.”

She dit open athigh, pedled back the skin, and helped hersdlf to alarge
gobbet of fat and muscle. The tougher skin and harder bones of an
adult generdly weren't worth the trouble of eating. Since the meat
would be tougher than that of juvenals, and the dead bodies couldn't
scream pleasantly in any event, she had provided very sharp knivesfor
thisfeedt.



"Thank you, athough since classes sart the day after tomorrow, | can't
afford to eet aredly big med."

Kren cut amore delicate dice from the forearm on hisside of the
corpse. It was colder than he usualy liked it, but till, it wasn't bad.
And anyway, the new brands on his upper arms had started to throb
again, now that the Mitchega equivadent of adrendinewas subsidingin
his system. A good med would lessen the pain.

"Weredl inthat Stuation here, except for the laundry servants, and
two of the scrubbers. Those four will probably be out of it for days.
But what we don't eat can aways be cut up and flushed down the
toilets. It's not as though the meat cost me anything.”

"Well, | expect to be paid for my services, of course,” Kren said. "l
killed four of them, so that's four thousand Ke, isn't it?"

"Kren! Greedinessis such an unatractivetrait! But no. | caled you
once, you came once, and in your own words, you 'did what was
necessary.’ I'll put athousand in your account the next time | get to the
bank. Y ou've earned it. That was aremarkable piece of work you did

today.”

"None of them were truly competent with their weapons. | was very
surprised with your success againgt the two who werein your
bedroom. What was that metd thing you were holding, anyway?'



"Itscdled apigol, and itisvery illegd. Please don't tell anyone that
you saw it."

"l won't. But what was the loud noise? And how did that smal, blunt
thing put such big holesin those Greenies?!

Kren decided that he had aday and a haf to deep it off, and cut
himsdlf amuch larger piece of meet from the leg. It was such apity that
their meal was dready dead, and couldn't scream.

"There are chemicals, nitrates, that burn very rapidly without needing air
to do so. Thisproduces agas a very high pressure which propelsa
soft metal dug down ameta tube a high speed. The expanding gasses
made the noise, and the metd dug made the hole.”

"The use of fireisforbidden in military weapons. Also, your device
sounds dangerous.”

"I'm not in the military. And it isonly dangerousif you are sanding a
the open end of the tube. A mechanical arrangement quickly replaces
the nitrates and the dug, permitting you to take severd shots. Eight of
themwithmy pigtol.”

Bronki was working at freeing up another large gobbet.



"I think that | will stay with the wegponsthat | know."

"Y es, that would be wise. Some more leg for you? Or would you like a
nice bit of tail?* she asked.

"Sometail, | think. Well split it. How did the Greenies manage to get
into your apartment? Y our security measures seemed to be extremeto
rT.E.II

"I liketo think that none of my servantslet them in, but one can never
be sure. Morelikely, some electronic device was used to confuse the
locks. I've ordered the whole system to be gone over and updated if
necessary in the next week or s0."

"Were you ableto find out just who these strangely dressed Greenies
were?" Kren asked.

"Y es. Four of them were foolish enough to carry their credit cards with
them, and | checked them out on my computer. They were dl members
of alocdl crime syndicate, the KUL."

"Did they have much money in their accounts?"



"One of them did, the girl that were eating now. | was tempted to keep
it for mysdlf, but then decided against it. Money transfers can dways be
traced, if you work hard enough at it. What can't be traced, if you

know how to do it, isthe person who did the transferring,” Bronki said.

Kren remembered that hisbargain with Bronki had included his getting
her computer skills. This had apparently not happened. However, it
was too late to do anything about it now, so he let the matter drop.

Bronki continued, "So, | transferred dl of the money from dl four of the
cards to the account of alieutenant in the KUL'srival syndicate, the
PPG. This person once offended me badly. If | am fortunate, the KUL
will think that the PPG killed their fighters, and the PPG will blametheir
lieutenant for holding out money from the group. With any luck, there
will be afew dozen gang murders performed in the next few weeks,

and perhaps both groups will forget that | ever existed.”

"That soundslike adevious, but possibly workable plan.”

"One can dways hope."

"But why isthe KUL so angry with you?" Kren asked.

Kren had stripped the mest off of the entire leg on hisside, and was
working hisway through the buttock, one of hisfavorite parts. Then he
decided instead to seejust what thisillegal weapon of Bronki's was



capable of.

He cut into the chest, and found the breast bone shattered, with bone
fragmentsin thelungs, liver, intestines, and even aslow asthe heart.
Furthermore, two vertebrae were broken, and athird was completely
pulverized. The pistol was aformidable weapon, indeed!

"I'm sure that the KUL are not angry with me. No, the Greenieswho
attacked us were smply hired to come here, either to scare me, or
perhapsto kill me."

"] see. And who hired them to do this?"

"That isavery good question, my fine busnessmgjor. | intend to
answer it. When | know for sure what happened, it is possible that we
may do some more of your sort of 'business together.”

One good bite leads to another, and before too long, Kren had esten
two-thirds of the cadaver, before he wandered off to deep.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

ThePrice of Defending My Planet



New Yugodavia, 2209 a.d.

Every few months, some amazing new product, often an incredible
aloy or other materid, was being announced by the scientists who
wereworking on the aien ship. A few of these thingswere starting to
work their way into military equipment and even civilian products.
Therewas even asort of carpeting that they thought might last for
thousands of years!

On the one hand, thiswas all good news. On the other, it kept
everyone in Human Space focused on the importance of meeting the
Mitchegai threst.

My wonderful Kasiahad just presented me with our third son, my farm
and my city were prospering, and the Powers that Be had just turned
down my fourth request to establish some decent space defensesfor
New Yugodavia

Thislast item had meticked.

"Agnieshkal”

"Coming, bos3d"

| now had adozen of the prototype socia drones acting as servantsin



my gpartment. The decorated military droneswere still there, but they
were mostly decoration now, standing like displays of medieva armor.
They could dways function as guardsif such were ever needed.
Mostly, Kasafdt that the soft, human-looking socid droneswould be
better to have around the children, and | never could deny Kasia

anything.

Each of the social drones|ooked like a different woman, and the one
that walked in was new.

"S0. A new look?' | asked.

"Yes, and | think that they have the sense of taste on this one just about
perfect. Also, the sense of touch isn't bad at dl. Some of the other girls
havetried it out for sex, and they say it'sfantagtic!" she said.

"Enjoy. But | caled you in hereto talk about our problemswith
planetary defenses. Y ou know that my planswere just rejected again.”

"Yes, gr. It'snot that they disagree with you, boss, it'sjust that every
factory and system on New Kashubia has been working nonstop for
four years producing what we need to defend ourselves againgt the
Mitchegai. They can't afford the heavy expenditures required to defend
asingle planet, not when al of the rest of the planets would want
identical defensesfor themsalves”



"That'sjust my thought,” | said. " They can't afford it. But | can. Kasa
and | are some of the richest people in Human Space. | have decided
to use our own resources to defend this planet properly.”

"But it isn't just amatter of money, boss. It'sa problem of industria
capacity.”

"Right. So what we need isindustria capacity. Now then. We havea
huge secret room, kilometers long, where The Diamond was found,
sitting there empty. We have many thousands of tanks and military
drones who can provide the engineering and labor force. | read that
New Kashubia has asurplus of mining machinery, andisill exporting
raw metals to anybody who wantsto buy them. What we need are the
meachines that can build the machines that can build the machines that
can make what we need. | wonder, can we buy basic machinery from
Earth? Over the last few hundreds of years, they have to have built alot
of dightly obsolete but till serviceable machinery. | want you and the
rest of our metd peopleto get involved in figuring out just what we
need, and how we can get it."

"I'll get our peopleright onit, boss" Agnieshkasaid. "Things have been
getting alittle dull around here anyway. Have you talked to Kasia about
this?"

"Not yet. She'snext ontheligt.”

Kasawas not enthusiadtic.



"Mickola, thisiscrazy! Y ou aretaking about expenditures of asize
that whole planets can barely afford. Thingsthat are out of sght for
mereindividud citizend"

"All we are going to have to pay for is some used machinery and some
raw meta. We dready have the engineering force and the labor force,
gtting idle. We dready haveaplaceto putit dl,” | said. "Wecandoit."

"I redlly doubt if it will be that cheap. Remember Cheop's Law.
'Everything costs more and takes longer.' And on top of that, why
should we have to be the oneswho pay for it? 1t isthe whole planet
that needs defending! The whole planet should pay for it!"

"And maybeit will, love. Once we get it built, and people redize what
we have done for them, they will vote to remburse us.”

"Get serioud” She said, "Wheat they will doisto say Thank you, Sr!”
They will throw afew more parades, and pin afew dozen more medas
on your chest, but pay money? | doubt it!"

"Okay, what if what they were told was that what we had would
protect the military, but not the civilians? But, for just afew trillion
Zlotys more, they could come under the umbrella, too.”

"Now, that hasposshilities.”



"Right," | said. "And if we get New Y ugodaviato go dong with this,
why can't we sdl the other planets on the program? We can sdll
inexpengve 'darter kits,' al the machinery and plansthat are needed to
build a decent defense system of their own. There could be avery hefty
profitinit for you."

"Hmmm. Perhaps. But you've just stacked three maybesin arow, and
it isgetting increasingly improbable.”

"That could be. But what good isdl of our money going to do for usif
the Mitchegai attack us, and we lose? Our wealth would be usdless.
Our estates would be gone. Our children would be dead.”

"The boyswould be dead?'

"TheMitchega have no immune system. They need absolutely sterile
planets. Before they can settle on anew world, they must eradicate dl
exiging lifeonit. That would include you and me and the boys."

"Damn you, Mickola, when you put it that way, you don't leave me any
choice. Spend everything weve gat, if you haveto, but get it done.”

| had thefedling that | would be deeping done, that night. It doesn't
pay to win an argument with your wife, but sometimesit hasto be done.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

An Interesting Day

Kren dept through the night, the entire next day, and the night following
it. He was awakened by Dal.

"Wakey, wakey, you fabulouswarrior! Today isaschool day!"

Kren sumbled to the toilet, then to hisdrinking fountain, and findly to a
mirror, where he examined his brands. The painin hisarms had
subsided to adull ache, and the burns were amost hedled. Millions of
years of sdective breeding had given the Mitchegal remarkably resilient
bodies. His head, however, felt dmost asfuzzy aswhen he had eaten a
portion of Bronki's brain. He hadn't eaten that much of the Greenie's
brain, but what he had didn't seem to want to fit in with the rest of him.

Once dressed, Dol walked him to class, to be sure that he didn't get
log.



"l didn't get achanceto talk to you the other night, but | got therein
time to seewhat you did to that last sword swinger," Dol said. "You
were unbelievably fast! Whap! Whap! And there she was, three pieces
on thefloor!"

"Yes, well, tell me, what do you know about pistols?*

Many of the dreams held had in hislong deep had been about various
weird wegpons, and about the many strange ways that a person could
die

"I've heard how they work, but I've never seen one. Someone said that
Bronki owns one. That was what made those explosions, the other
afternoon, wasn't it?"

"Best we not talk about it," Kren said. "That's my collegethere, isn't it?"

"Yes All of your classesthisterm will bein the building to theleft, on
thetop floor. That's where they do their remedia learning. | put a copy
of your schedulein your new book bag. I'll haveto leave you now,
since I've got classes of my own to get to. Do you know how to get to
the gym from here?"

"Yes, of course”



"Then I'll see you back at Bronki's place, this evening.”

Krenwasin afog dl morning. He dutifully went to each class at the
besting of the gong, took notes on the ingtructor'sname, and al else
that seemed important, but mostly his thoughts were on weapons and
death. Most of them, thingsthat sprayed fire, or bombs that exploded
under your feet, struck him as being foolish. And could agasredly be
used tokill?

But more and more kept surfacing on asystem of fighting without any
wesponsat al. How to kill with akick or ablow, where your claws
could sink the degpest, and how to avoid these things from happening
to you. Kren could see that this technique could be very useful, if ever
he was deprived of his sword and his spear.

Two of hisingtructors commented on hislack of attention in class, for
which Kren dutifully gpologized. But in truth, he was sure that the
athletic director would never permit him to flunk out, solong ashis
athletic and wegpons skills stayed with him, and so he wasn't terribly
worried about it.

Finaly, the sixth gong sounded, and he had an hour to find the
gymnasium and prepare himsdf for three hours of physicd training.

He got lost twice in the complicated city, laid out without asingle
right-angled turn, and completely without roads or street Signs. He



arrived three minuteslate.

Fortunately, Dik was theforgiving sort.

"Every new freshman getslost at least three timesin thefirst week," she
said. "Just seetoit that next week, you are here on time. We'll spend
an hour with the sword, and then I'll turn you over to your javelin
ingtructor. Hereisthe number and combination to your locker. Be back
herein Sx minutes.”

Kren worked as diligently as he could, but his performance was much
worse than it had been afew days before. The coach had given him
twelvelegd touchesin six minutes.

"What'swrong with you, Kren?"

"Coach, the pain in my arms from the new branding was bothering me,
and | ate too much, the night beforelagt.”

"Y ou should have bought the anesthetic,” Dik said, easily parrying an
awkward attack and touching him yet again with her épée.

"I did buy it! But | don't think that | actualy received it."



"That happens. The trash probably saved herself two Ke by cheating
you."

"She charged metwelve Ke! If shed wanted more money, she could
have asked for more, and I'd have willingly paid it!"

"Then she probably just enjoyed watching you endure the pain. Visit
her, but don't kill her. Just cause her more pain than she caused you."

"l am unfamiliar with civilian ways. Is such athing permitted?”

"I'm not sure that it's permitted, but it is surely commonly done. How
€else can the trash be trained to respect their betters?”

"Thank you, Coach. | shdl act on your advice."

"Doitinafew days, when you arefedling back to your norma self. For
now, on guard!"

Therest of the fencing session went badly for Kren, and hewas glad
when he was sent out to the javein field.

A Mitchegal who aways referred to hersdlf as"The Magter of Javeins'



soon had her three dozen athletes standing rigidly in anest line, with
their eyesfacing forward. Strutting like the martinet that she was, she
garted by explaining the rules of the gamesto them.

There were four competitions with the javelin. One was the distance
throw, to smply see who could make astandard javelin go the farthest.
Each contestant got three throws, and only the longest one counted.

The second was for accuracy. Each contestant had three throws at
each of four targets, al shots counted, and the winner was the athlete
who had the highest total score.

Thethird was agame smilar to the Earthly game of tennis, or ping
pong, savethat it was played with javeins, with the two opponents
being required to catch any javelinsthat might fall within adesignated
areg, and throw them back within two seconds. Also, the "net” wasa
solid wall half again taller than the contestants. The spectators could see
where both of the players were, but the participants couldn't. Thisput a
large dement of luck into the game, but made it popular with

spectators. Thejavelins used had blunt tips, for safety reasons.

The fourth competition was played with two teams of six playerseach,
and played on amuch larger court. Otherwise, it was much like thetwo
player game.

Kren was taught the distance and accuracy games on hisfirst day of
training, and even though he was dtill drowsy from too much egting, and
confused because of hisnew brain cdls, after an hour with the new



javelin, he did better than any of the other athletes present.

Twice, hethrew hisjavelin entirely out of the arena.

The Master of Javelins cdled all of her athletes around before she
digmissed them.

"I want you al to stay silent about what you saw Kren do today. The
rules permit any of usto place any wagers that we wish, except that we
may not bet that we will lose, or that our opponentswin. | plan on
betting heavily on Kren at our first competition in four weeks. If
everybody knows what he can do, the odds on him will go down to
nothing. Enough said? Good. Dismissed!”

As he was going back to the locker room, the master stopped him and
sad, "Kren, you are the best throw |I've ever seen. But starting
tomorrow, | don't want to see you throwing any more javelins out of
the stadium. What we are going to work onisthrowing just alittle bit
beyond what the next best man on thefield has done. If you keep
throwing half again better than anybody else, the betting on javelin
distance throwing will drop to zero, and well dl lose money. Do you
understand that?'

"Y es, madam. That seemsto be avery sensible program to me."

Never having admired or envied anyone famous, Kren couldn't imagine



wanting fame, S0 setting records meant nothing at dl to him.

After apleasant rubdown, he returned homeward.

Once again he found that he was lost, but amemory from thelast brain
he had partidly eaten told him that if he went down a certain nearby
gtaircase, he could quickly get to the train station, from which it was a
sraight walk to Bronki's place.

He soon found himsdlf in an absolutely dark tunnd that he had never
been in before, but which nonetheless seemed familiar. The complete
darknesswould have caused most Mitchegal problems, but Kren'snine
gross yearsin the darkness of the mines had sharpened his other

Senses.

This had nothing to do with any sort of hypothetical ESP. It wasmorea
matter of being attuned to the dight rustling of clothing, the dight breeze
of abody coming closeto you, the echo of your own breath and
footsteps returning from al that was around you.

Hefdlt, rather than heard or saw, two persons step out in front of him,
and two more behind.

"Stop whereyou are," avoiceto hisforward left said in the darkness.
"Drop your credit card and al of your money on thefloor, and you will
be permitted to leave unharmed.”



"Giving you dl of my money would be most inconvenient for me. | have
had adifficult day, and | am not in the mood for further socid
interactions. Leave me done, and | will agreeto cause the four of you
no harm whatsoever."

"You areafool."

"No, | amawarrior," Kren said.

"Y ou have been warned."

"So haveyou.”

Kren felt, or perhaps heard, them approaching. He dropped his book
bag and drew his sword. He heard the one closest, to the front left,
hesitate, and then he heard her draw her own blade. Of course
knowing that all adult Mitchega are exactly the same height, Kren
stepped forward and made a horizonta swipe with hissword. Hefelt it
connect with the neck, and heard the head separate from the body.

Before he heard the head hit the floor, he heard adight rustle of cloth
asthe second mugger in front turned to her right to look at the death of
her coworker. Thistook her afatal half second, and this was enough
time for Kren to decapitate her aswell.



One of the muggersto the rear was running forward, but the way that
the second hoodlum had turned her head to look troubled Kren.
Sensing in the dark, one kept one's head facing forward. How could
she see when therewasn't any light?

He turned, took two steps back, ducked low, and felt a sword
swinging above his body. His return blow was aimed to bejust above
the pelvic girdle, and he felt his sword go through the skin and heard
the vertebrae sever, but then felt it Sop beforeit was dl the way out
again. Not aperfect cut, but it was sufficient, having severed dl of her
magjor arteries.

Above the cries of the dying third one, the fourth mugger could be
heard, running quickly in the opposite direction. Obvioudy, she had
chosen the course of discretion.

Leaving the third oneto bleed a bit, he went back to thefirst pair he
hed killed. Fedling around with his sword, he found one of the heads
he'd removed from its body. Leaning his sword on top of thejaw, to
keep it from biting him, he bent over and felt around the face. He found
apair of large and heavy goggles over the eyes.

Removing them, he stood up and put them on. He was startled to find
that he could see. Not perfectly, for everything wasin blue, black, and
shadesin between. The focus was poor, with thingslooking fuzzy.
Faces, hands and feet |looked much brighter than clothing, he could
make out the footsteps where he and they had stepped. There seemed



to be a strange downess between the time he moved his hand before
hisface, and thetime that he actudly saw it move.

Nonethd ess, with this device, one could seein the dark!

With the possibility of more such interesting objectsin the offing, Kren
carefully searched the three hoodlums he had killed. Besidestwo more
pairs of goggles, there were dozens of other weapons, pouches, and
objects.

Mogt interestingly, the first mugger he had killed had apistol in anicely
tooled leather holster at her belt. Kren pulled it out and found that he
knew precisaly how it worked. The bits of brain he had eaten afew
days before had been more useful than he had supposed.

It seemed that a swordsman's normal desire to test his opponent had
cost thismugger her life. She could easily have stood back and shot her

supposed victim.

Kren was strongly tempted to take a shot with it, but then decided that
the noise might attract unwanted attention. And perhapsit was afear of
the noise that had stopped the mugger from shooting him.

A further search of the body revedled four filled clips, and an additiona
box of ammunition. For now, he put it with the holster and the specia
belt into hisbook bag.



He managed to get most of hisloot into his bag, and stuck the three
new swords under his belt.

Thinking that the fourth mugger might be finding friendsto
counterattack with, he left as soon as possible. Still suffering from
overedting, Kren felt no desire for food.

Walking down the tunndl, he cameto alighted section, and removed
his goggles, placing them in his cloak above the outer belt. He soon
encountered an old woman who begged him for money, saying that she
was hungry.

She was thin and shaking, but her problems looked to be drugs, rather
than hunger. Kren did not fed pity, but he did want the evidence of his
last encounter to be eiminated.

"Gointo that tunnel," he said to her pointing. "Bring aong adozen of
your friends, if youwish. You will find afeest there sufficient for al of
you."

She thanked him, and scurried down the dark tunndl alone.

On arriving a Bronki's place, he went directly to hisroom through his
back door. Looking in the mirror, he was annoyed to find that his
brand new academic cloak had been dashed from shoulder to knee,



save where his student belt had protected it. This had happened
without his having even been aware of it.

He set down his book bag, dropped his student belt and cloak to the
floor, put dl four swords on his dresser, removed hisinner sword belt,
and lay down on the bed. It had been a difficult day, and he was tired.

Before he had fallen adeep, Dol camein.

"Isthere anything that | can do for you, Sr?'

"Y es. Take everything out of my book bag except for the books, and
put it dl into adrawer someplace. Take my cloak out and seeif it can
be repaired. Then go away. | am very tired.”

"Yes, gr. May | taketheliberty of turning off these therma imaging
goggles?If you leave them on, the batterieswill run down."

"By dl means. Do anything else that you fedl to be necessary, aswdll.
But then go away."

"Asyou wish, sr. May | comment on the rest of this booty?*



"Y oumay not."

"Yes ar."
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BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Payback

The next day went much better for Kren, both in the classsroom and in
the gymnasium, dthough his classroom indructorsdl chided him for not
having completed hisreading assgnments.

And thisday, he didn't get lost even once.

He was back in hisroom, trying to catch up on hisreading when
Bronki camein.



"Do | disturb you?'

"I have two days of reading to catch up on, but abreak would be
welcome" hesaid.

"Dol telsme that you encountered some difficulties yesterday, and |
saw the cloak you were wearing. Did it have anything to do with the
disturbance here afew days ago?’

"I doubt it. | got lost on the way home, and ended up in adark tunnel
aong with four muggers™

"And what was the result of this?' she asked.

"One of the muggersran away. The others provided afeast for some
beggars. | havetheir persona effectsin adrawer here, someplace.”

"I would liketo seethem, if | may."

"Dol put them somewhere. Ah, here. There are dso three swords on
my dresser that | haven't looked at aswell," he said.



After awhile, Bronki said, "Kren, these goggles are worth over a
thousand Ke a pair, athough | advise that you don't sell them. They
might comein handy. | am amazed that you were able to defest the
muggers when they could see and you could not.”

"| spent nine grossyears exigting in darkness. Living without your eyes
for much of thetime, your other senses develop.”

"Apparently, they do. This spring knifeis something that could comein
handy. A backup for my pistol. Would you be interested in sdlling it?"

Kren took the knife from her and looked it over. "'l didn't redlize that
thiswas anything but an ordinary knife. But there was a better one | got
from the Greenies. Here, look at it."

"Yes, thisoneisof better qudity. Would you sl it?!

"Properly speaking, you aready own it, by right of combat. It was once
the property of the Greenie leader that you shot and we ate, the other

night."

"And | didn't know that it existed. Thank you. That'sone | oweyou,
Kren," shesaid, putting it in her belt. "Now, this pistal you've got here
isvery well made, and might be worth two thousand, with the extra
clipsand ammunition. Would you like to try shooting it?1 know of an
illegd target range where you could do that."



"Indeed, | would," Kren said.

"I'll st it up and let you know. It has been too long since | have had
any target practice. I'll check the account balance on these credit cards
if youwish, but for reasons | explained afew days ago, I'd advise that
you don't transfer it to your account. On the other hand, these two
pouches contain more than eight thousand Kein currency. Y ou could
put it into your account, but | suggest that you don't. Credit card money
istraceable, but currency isn't. Someday, you may wish to make an
untraceable purchase.”

"Then I'll just put dl of thisbooty back into the drawer, athough you
may examine the credit cardsif you wish."

"Thank you. I'll et you know if | find any usefor them. Your cloak is
being repaired, incidentally. It won't be as good as new, but it won't be
embarrassng, ether," shesad.

"Thisisgood. Isthere anything € se happening that | should know
about?'

"Yes. I'vefound out how the Greenies got into my apartment. One of
them had a credit card with amagnetic strip that had unusua
properties. When dightly heated, the code on it changesto adifferent
number. In this case, it was your credit card number, Kren. They used
your number to gain accessto my home.”



"Surely, you don't think that | would have willingly let themin!”

"No, of course not. If you had, they wouldn't have needed the trick
card. But someone who read your card gave them that number. In your
military uniform, you were quite conspicuous, of course, and someone
who was observing this place must have seen you come and go. | want
to know the names of everyone who read your card.”

"Certainly. I'm sure that the bank knows my number. Then there was
the college, and the book store. . ." he said.

"No, the bank can be trusted. If they couldn't, they would be out of
businessin aday. And | know the university sysemsvery well. They
aresecure.”

"Then therewasthetailor."

"Again, | doubt it. Leko knew that you are my friend, and she makes
more money off of me alive than anyone would pay her for helping to
make me deed,” Bronki said.

"And then the last isthe brander. | paid her twelve Kefor an anesthetic
that she never gave me.”



"That certainly limitsthefield, doesnt it."

"It does. | would very much like to participate in questioning her. | have
acertain scoreto settle with that girl," he said.

"Your help will bewelcome. I'll have to make some arrangements so
that we won't be disturbed while we discuss matters with this brander.
I'll keep you posted. Oh, yes. I've had to take your number off of the
accesslist here. Y ou must go to the bank and get anew card
tomorrow, with anew number.”

"I had to do that anyway, now that my new brand has hedled.”

Kren went back to his studies, feeling oddly contented.

At fencing practice the next day, Kren said, "Coach, they tell me that
you were once an al-planet champion. Why did you decideto go into
teaching, ingtead of turning professond ?'

"Wal, | did go professiond, for forty-two years back there, until my
body started to dow down asit got older. Then | taught for adozen
years before | decided to get into anew body and go back to being a
pro, where the money is much better. But when it comesto being a
champion, not al bodies are the same. The difference between being
the best and being an 'dso ran’ isvery subtle. Part of it isthe physical
body, part of itisthe mind, and part of it isthe interaction between the



two. Thisbody just isn't asgood as my last onewas."

"| supposethat theres awaysanext time.”

"That thereis," Dik said. "It goesfor you, too, you know. Y our next
body isn't likely to be as good as the one you're now wearing. On
guard!"

The Mitchega normaly work asix-day week, with four dayson and
two off. On their equivaent of alate Friday afternoon, Bronki came
into Kren'sroom.

"| trust that you are free thisevening?'

"Y es, barring some school work, which | can do tomorrow," Kren said.

"Good. I've made arrangements to have four particularly ugly
individuas standing outside of the brander's shop while you and | have
our discussion with her. They'll make sure that we're not disturbed. Be
reedy in an hour.”

"With plessure.”



The four goons were standing in front of the shop when they got there,
and let them in without comment.

"So, you make branding plates and do branding, don't you?' Bronki
sad.

"Y es, madam. What can | do for you?"

"Y ou can answer afew questionsfor us," Kren said, stepping in front
of Bronki.

The brander looked at Kren, and took afatal second to recognize him.
She quickly reached for something bel ow the counter, but Kren was
much faster. He had his sword out and hit the girl on the side of the
head with the flat of hisblade before her hand had moved afoot.

"Y es, that's probably for the best,” Bronki said asthe brander
collapsad.

"Shewastrying to reach thisthing,” Kren said as he picked up ameta
tube over ayard long. Pressing asmall button on it, ayard-long blade
gorang forcefully out of the end, converting it into a spear.

"That's called a spring spear,” Bronki said. "Take it homeand add it to
your collection.”



"I will. In the back room, she has the perfect place to ask questions,”
Kren said, picking up the brander.

He stripped off her mauve tradesman's robe and kran artist's belt,
which would have appeared black to human eyes. She was soon naked
and strapped into the same chair that he had been immobilizedina
week earlier.

Whilewaiting for her to regain consciousness, Bronki looked around
the shop.

"Sheredlly does very nicework. With theright training, | think that she
could become atruly fine artist. | want you to be sure not to kill her,
Kren."

"l hadn't intended to."

"Excdlent. Good artists are really very rare. Oh, heré's your brand,
Kren. | think that you might be well advised to take it back with you,
snceit wouldn't be agood ideafor you to trust her again.”

"Agreed. She'scoming around.”



"Right. Now then, my fineyoung artist, besdesfailing to give Kren here
the anesthetic that he paid for, you aso kept acopy of his credit card
number, and you sold that number to someone. We would like to know
why you did that, and who you sold the number to."

"I don't know what you're talking about!"

"Y es, you do. We know that you know, and you know that we know
that you know. Now, tell uswho they are.”

"| can't do that. They'd kill meif | told you."

"Perhaps, but they would have to catch you first, whereas we have
already caught you. In addition, our methods will probably be alot
more painful than theirs might be. Please reconsider.”

"Y ou don't know who you're messing with, lady!"

"True. But then, neither do you. Kren, please hurt her."

"With pleasurel”

Kren picked up abranding plate from the shelf and took it to the



induction furnace.

"No, usethisoneingtead,” Bronki said, handing him a different
branding plate. "It'sredy much nicer."

"Asyouwish."

He placed the branding plate into the oven and pressed a button as
he'd seen the brander do. In amoment, the plate was glowing bright
ydlow. Picking it up with thelong pliers, he held it over her chest.

"Last chance"" hesad.

"Don't you seethat | can't!"

"l was hoping that you'd say that."

Kren placed it carefully over her fourth lung and dropped it. The
brander screamed loudly as he counted to ten, and then pulled the
brand off the smoking skin.

Bronki poured some water on the wound and said, "Kren, that scream
was one of the nicest I've ever heard! | think I'll put some branding



irons around the party snacksthe next time | have guests over.

"Now then, young lady, would you like to tell uswhat we wish to
know?'

"Gofry your brang"

"Kren, again, please. Usethisplate.”

The brander proved to be remarkably stubborn, as Kren burned a
different brand over her third lung.

Thefirg two lungs arein back, behind the spind column. The
Mitchegai rib cageisfastened at the neck, and kept centered by the

digphragm.

It soon became necessary to put two more brands on her abdomen. It
was only when he placed ahot branding plate between her legs, searing
shut her cloaca, that shefindly broke down.

Like Earthly birds, the femae Mitchegai have asingle orifice at the
bottom for the dimination of dung, urine, and eggs. The maleshave an
additiond orifice that periodicaly sprays smal amounts of sperminto
the air. The areas concerned with defecation and reproduction are very
sengtive on Mitchegal, asthey are on humans.



"Just kill me and get it over with," the brander gasped.

"My dear, we don't want to kill you. Wewant to kill the criminalsthat
you gave Kren's number to. Once we're gone, you can go into hiding
for afew weeks, and after that, it ismost likely that those who might
have been after you will be dead, and you will be safe.”

"Why didn't you say that before?’

"| supposethat | should have, but Kren was having such anicetime.
Y ou really picked the wrong person to withhold an anesthetic from,"
Bronki said.

"A girl hasto havea little fun"

"And now you've paid for your fun. Well then, who wanted Kren's
number?'

"Kodo," the brander said.

"Indeed? Thisisinteresting. Now, tell me the whole story from the very
beginning. | want you to be very complete, and very honest, because if
we decide that you are lying, Kren will turn you over and work on your



back sde. Thereisroom for six brands back there, and you would find
deeping very difficult for aweek or two, if you tell usany lies. Do you
understand?"

"Yes, madam.”

The brander was a hdf hour getting the whole sordid tale out. It started
with her losing alarge gambling bet, followed by more bettinginavan
attempt to recoup her losses. Soon, she was forced to borrow money,
and then to borrow more money to pay back the first loans. Then
Kodo had bought up her debts, and at first only wanted afew smal
favors done, in addition to regular repayments on her debt. Intimethe
favors became larger, and moreillega, and were backed up by Kodo's
threst of going to the authorities and telling them of her past crimes, if
she didn't commit further ones.

"I see" Bronki said. "How did they know that Kren was coming here?"

"l don't think that they did. | think that they werefollowing him. They
cameinright after heleft. They had jimmied my card reader half ayear
ago, S0 it ways remembers every number that | read through it. It was
one of thelittle favors they had me doing for them.”

"And why did Kodo want to harm me?’

"Y ou are Bronki, aren't you? Y ou were the only other bidder going up



against him on apiece of development property. With you gone, he
would have been ableto buy it at amuch lower price.”

"Y es, the Naga property. | didn't think that Kodo was that serious
about buying it. Actualy, I'd dready submitted my top bid. I wouldn't
have gone any higher. There was no need for al of thisat dl. | guess
we can add stupidity to Kodo's other crimes. Okay, you aretdlling the
truth. Kren, unstrap her, and let's get out of here."

"If | unstrap her, shelll take a shot of anesthetic and be out of her pain. |
had to suffer for days."

"Now, don't be spiteful. Y ou've dready given her five brandsto your
two, and the ones she got were much deeper than usua. Anyway, she
has to be ableto movein order to go into hiding."

"If youingg," Kren sad.

"l do. Asfor you, young lady, remember thet it isin your best interest if
we kill Kodo. Dead, he won't be able to come after you for betraying
him, and furthermore, you will be out from under al of your debtsto
him. | redly like your art work, incidentaly. Y ou know whereto find
me. If you live through this, and should you decide to further your
academic study of art, please fed freeto look me up. | may be ableto
help you. | happen to have consderable influence at the university.”



The brander looked at Kren and said, "Is sheredly serious?'

"Oddly enough, | believethat sheis"
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

TheWelcome Stranger
New Yugodavia, 2211 a.d.

The machinery had been bought from Earth, massve amounts of raw
materials had been purchased and stockpiled, the initid work had been
done, and thefirg of sixty shipsthat would form our Distant Early
Warning Sphere, two light-years out from New Y ugodavias sun, had
just been launched. Wed be building about one aweek from thistime
on.

| felt the need to relax alone and congratul ate mysif.

On rare occasions, perhaps once every two months, | liketo sit down
with abottle of sour mash bourbon, and drink aone.

| was indulging in this weskness when abright blue crab walked into
my den. It was as big around as alarge dinner plate, fairly thick, and



had six very strange legs, but it was a crab.

I'd seen one once before, on aremote idand on my honeymoon. I'd
assumed that it was part of the origina ecology of New Y ugodavia,
even though it wasn't listed as such. | had it put into acarboy of
ninety-five percent ethanol to preserveit, intendingto shipittoa
university for study. Soon, it somehow managed to drink twiceits
weight of the 190 proof booze, cut anegt, circular holein the metd lid
of the carboy, and then walk back to the ocean.

S0, | was surethat | wasn't hadlucinating. But just to be surer, | said,
"Agnieshka?"

"Yeah, | see him too, boss. He'sfor red," her voice said from what
looked like a stand of medieva armor.

"S0. Hi there, little fellow! Areyou the same guy that | met on abeach,
seven years ago?'

“Infact, | am, gir," it, or | suppose, he said. "I'velong wanted to thank
you for your kindness, that day. To find atotd, dien Stranger, to have
the wisdom to understand what | so badly needed, and then to have the
kindnessto giveit to mein such munificent quantities, well, it goes
beyond al norma measures of nobility. My offsoring and | will forever
bein your debt." He said thisin perfect Kashubian.



Thisleft me abit flustered, first because | wastaking to acrab. Then,
I'd redlly expected him to die when I'd had him put in that embaming
fluid. I mean, | didn't know that he wasintelligent. I'd assumed that he
was about as bright as an earthly crab, with al of the intellectual
capabilities of a cockroach. Thiswas afortunate case where my two
wrongs added up to aright!

But it wouldn't be polite to mention that now, and | had the fedling that
thiswould be avery important conversation.

"You are quitewelcome,” | said. "'l don't have any of that exact mixture
around just now, but I am currently drinking something smilar. Have
you ever tried a Kentucky bourbon whiskey?!

"Nodr, | haven't."

"Then please be my guest. | think that it might be awkward for you to
useaglass. Agnieshka, please get our guest ashallow soup bowl."

A socid drone quickly brought in abowl, and set it on thetable. As|
filled it with Im Beam, the crab easily crawled up atableleg to the
table top and then sat down across from the bowl.

| topped up my glassand said, "To your good hedth."



After I'd had adrink, and my guest had drained his bowl, he said,
"Now that wasinteresting, Sir. It has avery complex mixture of sugars,
esters, and other chemicals mixed in with the basic ethanol and water.
Quitetasty, infact.”

"I'm glad that you likeit. | have awide variety of smilar things here.
Would you careto try them?"

"Oh, yes, indeed | would, sir!"

"Asyou wish. Agnieshka, let's see what our guest thinks about tequila.”

After abit more sampling, | said, ™Y ou know, my friend, weredly
haven't been properly introduced. | an Generd Mickolai Derdowski. |
am the military commander on this planet. Who, and what, might you
be?'

"I don't think that a human could pronounce my name without great
difficulty, but Bellor might be a close approximation. My race cdlsitsdf
the Tellefontu, and | am arefugee on your planet. My home planet,
along with most of the members of my species, was murdered by a
race called the Mitchegai, whom | believe that you have recently heard
of."

"I have, Bdlor. There areindicationsthat they are coming thisway."



"Indeed, they are, Generd Mickolai Derdowski."

"My friendsjust cadl meMickola."

"Thank you, Mickola. Well, our origind plan wasto smply lielow on
this planet, recoup our numbers, and hope that the Mitchegai did not
find it suitable for colonization. Then, your people arrived, and while
you inadvertently caused agreat ded of damageto theorigind
environment, you were obvioudy not trying to absolutely destroy it. In
fact, you were making effortsto preserve at least some of it. At that
point, we decided that you could make at |east tolerable neighbors.
When you persondly demonstrated such extreme wisdom and kindness
concerning me, we wondered if we could become friends. We
observed that you areredly two speciesliving and working together,
one biologica and one e ectronic. We reasoned that if you could
function astwo species, there was every likelihood that you could
function asthree. Monitoring your communications, we find that you
fear our ancient enemies, and that you are preparing to vigoroudy
defend your planets from them. Therefore, we have decided to contact
you, and to propose adefensive dliance.”

"That's quite a statement. Y ou must understand that | cannot speak for
al of humanity, but insofar aswe are talking about the military forceson
this one planet, | am the person currently in charge. And yes, faced
with an enemy of the Sze, age and power of the Mitchegal, humanity
can certainly usedl of thefriendsit can get! | personally welcome your
hdp!"

"Thet isgratifying to hear."



Agnieshka had been frequently refilling Bellor's soup bowl with different
flavors of booze. When she dumped in asmadl bottle of 190 proof
Everclear, something that | had forgotten that we had, Bellor said, "Ah!
Now that isthefood of the Gods!"

Pure, industrid grain dcohoal, | thought. Y es, that would figure.

"Good. Glad that you likeit. But there isagreet deal to be discussed
between us. We need to know just what you can do for us, and what
you need from us."

"What we can do for you, aside from advising you on the enemy,
teaching you a bit about the sciences, and piloting your fighting
machines, isto give you some very useful military technology. You
know the hole | made in the container that you put mein, many years
ago?

"Yes, and | waswondering how you did that."

"l made it disappear. | did the same thing to some of your window
glass, in the next room, to get in here.”

"You did?But that isn't glass. That'sasingle crystd of diamond.”



"The materid isn't important. Only itslocation matters.”

"Wewould very much like to have that wegpon. Something like it was
used to take out thirty-one of our tanks when the dien ship arrived.”

"Something identical toit. The Mitchegal stole that wegpon from us, but
wewill giveit toyou.”

"Thank you. And what do you need from us?'

"Could you spare afew hundred tons of Everclear?’
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FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Major Wagers

The next day, Bronki withdrew her bid on the Naga property. She
didn't want any connection with Kodo while she was planning his



demise. Also, once he was successfully disposed of, she should be able
to buy the property at bargain rates at his estate sale.

Two weekswent by with nothing more eventful happening than a
pleasant academic party with adozen guests and four party snacks.
Bronki redly did provide dectricaly heated irons, and they wereabig
hit. One guest, a professor of physiology, won the prize for best scream
by inserting acold iron into agirl's cloaca, and then plugging it in.

Besidesthe ddightful screaming, afew of the guests even said that they
liked the flavor of the cooked megt. Bronki was confident that she had

garted anew fad, and was enjoying the socia prestige that such athing
gave her.

At both the college and at the athletic department, Kren'singtructors
seemed pleased with him.

The only sour point had been their vigt to the target range. Kren found
that while he knew the theory and operation of a pistol perfectly, he
wasatruly terrible shot.

With aspear or javelin, he could hit atarget the size of hishand at a
grossyards. With apistol, he could hit atarget the size of an adult
Mitchega a six yards only on therarest of occasions. After exhaugting
most of hisammunition, hegave up in disgust.



Bronki said, "Well, | guessthat the Greenie you ate wasjust alousy
shot!"

"Apparently! | should have taken abite out of the mugger!"

"It couldn't possibly have made you aworse shot with apistol.
However, eating abit of someone who isavery good shot might bea
bit problematic, as| expect that such a person would be very difficult
tokill."

Bronki tried afew shots with her new spring knife, and was very
pleased with the results. At anything less than adozen yards, it would
prove very deadly, indeed.

Kren sold the pistol and its accessories at the range store for adozen
and eight grossKe, in currency. They didn't dedl in plastic money there.

On theway home, Bronki said, "Kren, | think that | might have been
over hasty in advising you not to use the credit cards you got from
those muggers. For onething, thereis over four dozen thousand Kein
those three accounts, aremarkable amount for mere muggersto have
saved.”

"They were gpparently very successful in therr line of business”



"l imagine so, until the very end, of course. There has been no activity
with any of the accounts since you obtained the cards, and no inquiries
have been made concerning them. Now, an organization like the KUL
would have been concerned about any missing members, but if these
muggers redly were independents, it could be that nobody cares about

"And you have asuggestion?' Kren asked.

"Yes. What | could do would beto arrange for aseries of complicated
transfers to be made through anumber of dummy corporations that |
control, before transferring the money to your account. | think that it
would probably be safe enough.”

"l see. And you would expect afeefor this?’

"Three dozen per gross would be standard,” she said.

"Could you settle for two?" Kren asked.

"For agood friend like you, certainly.”

Bronki computed that with this fee, she had recouped her initia
investment in Kren in less than four weeks, and was tarting to make a
nice profit on him.



"Then please do these financid things and get me the money. | expect
to need it soon.”

"Y ou are going to bet on your performance in the upcoming
competition?' Bronki said.

"Of course”

"The odds againgt you winning the distance throw are currently eleven
to one. That's quite low, considering that there will be over three dozen
contestants, and you have never been in competition before. The word
on your throwing must have gotten out."

"Do you know my odds on the accuracy competition?' He asked.

"They are currently much better, adozen and nineto one. The actud
payoff will depend on the odds at the start of the competition, of
course.”

"Then | will bet dl of my money on the accuracy competition.” Kren
was not yet sufficiently confident of his abilitieswith an épéeto wager
on the outcome of that event, and the javelin tennis game had too large
of an element of luck for Kren to take any seriousriskswithit.



"Don't bet everything, Kren. Save alittle as a cushion. No competition
isever certain,” shesad.

"Wewill see”

"Asyouwish. I'll have Dol take you to an honest bookie. Shewill tdl
them that you are my friend, and you will be well taken care of "

"Thank you. What is happening with the KUL and the PPG,
incidentally?' Kren asked.

"Oh, thereisalovely gang war going on, even better than | had hoped.
More than eight dozen bits of trash have died thus far with only afew
of them being resurrected, and the end isnot in Sight. Also, that
lieutenant who offended me had ameeting with his superiors, and hasn't
been seen since. To my mind, it's good riddance to the lot of them. |
think of it as a private contribution on our part toward the genera
betterment of the city.”

"| expect that you areright. And what is happening with Kodo?"'

"That is4till in the planning stage. When things are ready, well discuss
the matter fully,” Bronki said.

"Asyouwish."



* % %

Thefirst athletic meet of the season was ahome game, and the Dren
University athleteswere naturdly nervous about their firgt public
performance of the year. It was atwo-day event, and there were three
dozen and five separate competitions, held with theriva University of
Tu, whose team had flown in from the other side of the planet.

Thefacilities available for the meet were large by human standards.
Every sport had its own separate courts and buildings, with open-air
facilitiesfor good weether and indoor ones built below them for usein
winter and on rainy days. The university had been building and
expanding for over seven dozen thousand years, and the Mitchega,
with their long lives, built thingsto last.

Whiletheir creativity wasinferior to that of humans, materias
technology islargely amatter of experimenting with many thingsover a
long period of time, and &t this, the Mitchegal excdlled. Their structurd
components could be relied upon to last indefinitely, and even their
carpeting could sometimes last for ten thousand years.

The complete lack of microbes helped considerably. On earth,
microbes are not only responsible for the degradation of organic
materias, but aso for much of the rusting of iron and other metds.
Thereiseven onethat thrives on gold.

And since the outsides of their buildings were dways covered with
sef-renewing grass, they required no externd maintenance at dl,
forever.



The Mitchegai, who neither drank, nor smoked, nor enjoyed sex, were
amogt dl serious gamblers. With more than six billion free adultson
their efficiently managed planet, asignificant portion of their gross
planetary product was wagered on academic sports.

The fencing competition was held on Saturday morning in an open
arena, since the weather was good. All of the javelin eventswould be
held in the afternoon, which would leave Kren free for the whole day
on Sunday.

And at noon, there would be afight to the death between two athletes
selected by lot, one from each university.

Fencing was a horizontad pyramid event, where the winner of a
previous bout went up against the winner of the bout below her. The
scoring was Smple. The first contestant to score three touches against
her opponent won.

Kren was surprised to find that he won six matchesin arow quite
eadly, and was hailed the winner before a cheering crowd. Dik came
up to him and hugged him, which caused Kren abit of embarrassment.

"That was magnificent, Kren! Do you redize that the officia pari-mutuel
odds on you paid a gross two dozen and four?'



"No, Coach, actudly | didn't.”

"Y ou mean to say that you didn't bet on yourself? | put over adozen
and five thousand Ke down on you, and I'm awedlthy person because
of it!"

"Actudly, | didn't think that | wasthat good. After dl, until today, you
were the only person that | had ever used an épée againg, and
compared to you, | am only marginaly superior.”

"Wdll, we kept your fencing talent a secret to keep the odds on you up.
We never meant that you shouldn't know about it. Anyway, you know
now. But next time, the odds on you will not be so good.”

"Indeed, | seem to have made amgjor financia error.”

"Sorry, Kren. | thought that | had madeit clear how good you were."

Kren left the arena depressed. Had he bet his money on hisfencing, he
would be on hisway to wealth and power. Furthermore, he would
have more than five million Kethat he could now bet on hisjavein
throwing, not a paltry three dozen and eight thousand.

On hisway to the locker room, Kren was stopped by Bo, an athlete
that he barely knew.



"Kren, you must hedp me!™

"And why isit that | must do thisthing?"

Kren continued walking toward the locker room, with Bo scurrying
behind him.

"Kren, | logt theraffle! I'm going to haveto fight to the desth in haf an
hour!"

"S0? Someone had to lose. Anyway, it'snot like Big Time Gladiators
on televison. They dways resurrect the loser in these university
meatches"

"I'marunner! I'm not afighter! I'm sureto betheloser! And
resurrection isso painful!”

"It isfar superior to the dternative. Anyway, | fall to seewhat | can do
foryou."

Bo said, "Y ou could take my place! Y ou can out fight anybody!"



"But, why should | want to do thisfor you?"

"Because | would pay you to do it! How does five thousand Ke sound
toyou?'

"It sounds very smdl," Kren said.

"Then ten thousand! That'sdl that | havel™

"I'll be paid in advance?'

"Very wdll, but how?We can't get to the bank and back before the
event,” Bosad.

"There are plenty of bookies around who are working the crowds. Y ou
will place aten thousand Ke bet naming me asthe recipient of the

winnings”

"Okay! I'll doit! But let's hurry!"

They found abookie, placed abet for Kren to win at thejavelin
accuracy competition, and then went to the locker room where Kren
picked up his sword and a spare military spear that hed bought.



Therulesfor the desth competition were "arm yoursdlf with any lega
wegpon."

They got to the ring with three minutes to spare. Kren wasjust getting
into it when he was stopped by the athletic director himself.

"Kren, just what in the name of the Great First Egg do you think that
you aredoing?"

"l am getting into thering?"

"And why were you doing this supid thing?*

"For the Glory of the University! Consider, dr, that Bo here doesn't
gtand a chance of winning afight against anybody. The university team
will losefive points when he getskilled.” Kren knew that it was astupid
excuse, but it wasthe only thing that he could think of & the time. "How
could | let athing like that happen to my beloved dmamater?
Especidly when therés no doubt at dl that | would win easily.”

"Y ou bloody idiot!" The director said, "Do you have any ideahow
much money | have riding on your performance with the javelin this
afternoon? Even adight wound could risk that! Now get your bleeding
cloacaout of thet ring!"



The athletic director then picked up the terror-stricken Bo and threw
her bodily into the fighting area.

"And you, Bo, will quit blowing fatsand &t least try to dielikean
ahlee"

Kren got out of the ring and offered Bo his sword.

"I guessthat the best that | can do now isto offer you a good weapon.
Do you want the spear aswell?"

"What about my money?"

"Y ou must worry about your life, first. We don't have time to get your
money back to you now, but come see me, the next time you get a
chance, and well work something out.”

"So how much was she paying you?' The director said.

"Tenthousand Ke."

"Kren, you aredismdly stupid.”



"l quite agree with you, Sr. Especidly since |l failed to bet on mysdf in
the fencing competition,” Kren said.

"Absolutely dismdly supid”

The director was shaking his head as he walked away.

Bo took Kren's sword, but she didn't know how to useit. The match
was over in ahaf minute. The crowd got abigger thrill out of watching
ayoung carnivore eat Bo's brain and body, than they did from seeing
her fight.

Y ou win some and you |lose some. Sometimes the other guy eats your
lunch, and sometimesyou are lunch.

Kren retrieved his sword, which had Bo's severed hand till clutching
the hilt. He pried loose the fingers and absent-mindedly munched on the
wrist as he went to the javelin courts.

Thefirgt javelin event was team tennis, which was a mgjor spectator
sport, but not very important to the gamblers. Kren's performance was
more than adequate, but histeam'swasn't. They lost elevento nine.



Individua tenniswas another horizontal pyramid sport. Kren won his
firgt three bouts, but then lost the fourth when he migudged his
opponent's position. She caught his spear just asit went over the
barrier, and immediately spiked it into the ground ayard from the wall.
This happened when Kren had been expecting along shot, and wasin
the back court.

The distance throw was next, and the Master of Javelinsagain
admonished Kren to not get carried away, but to try to make each
throw just afew yardslonger than the best throw before him. Kren
promised to do so.

The playing position was determined by each player walking past a
bucket sat with itstop higher than eyeleve. They each reached in and
pulled out a ceramic tile with anumber on it which determined when
they would be throwing. Kren was toward the middle of the three
dozen athletes competing.

Thingswent well at firgt, and hafway through the third and find round,
Kren had made the longest throw, dthough it was nowhere near an
amateur record.

Then two athletes from the opposing team outthrew Kren's best effort
by more than eight yards each, to dmost tie for first place. They had
been playing the sandbagging game, too, and had been in a better
position to play it from.

Suddenly, Kren was only a poor third.



The Master of Javdinssaid, "Yes, well, | suppose that you can't win
them al. On the accuracy competition, just stay with the program, and
everythingwill bedl right.”

"Yes, it will, madam, because | an goingtowin.”

"That'sthe spirit!"

"I mean, madam, that | will win because | will not follow your tactics.
What | will doisseetoit that | get the lowest possible scoreto
guaranteeawin, but I will win," Kren said.

"Hey! Y ou don't argue with the coach!™

"l am not arguing, madam. | am explaining.”

Kren walked away and joined the line forming up to draw the position
tilesfor the next event.

Onthefirgt round, Kren put hisfour javelinsinto the gold circlesin the
center of each target, while he mentally kept score on each of the other
players. The mathematica skillsthat he had stolen from Bronki werea
major advantage to him here.



On the second round, he put three into the gold, and one deliberately
into the blue, since none of the others were now likely to equd his
score.

On thethird, he got one blue, two red, and one white, since a that
point, even if everyone who had not yet thrown in thislast round got
nothing but gold, they couldn't catch him.

The crowd waswildly enthusiagtic, but that wasn't important to Kren.
What was important to him was that he was now worth in excess of
onemillionKe.
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When Kren got home, he found Bronki and Dol laughing and talking
together in amaost uncharacteristic manner.



"Isthisaprivate party, or may | join you?' Kren asked.

"You certainly may," Dol said. "After dl, you are the guest of honor!"

"Indeed?’ Kren said Sitting down with histail wrapped around his
wais. "And how did this come about?"

"It came about because today you won both the fencing contest and the
javdin accuracy contest, Sir. While you have been somewhat taciturn
with me, amere servant, it happens that while accompanying you in the
course of my duties, | couldn't help noticing, firdt, that you were
capable of hitting the smallest of targets at the greatest of distanceswith
agpear, and aso that on the very first time that you picked up an épée,
you scored points on Dik, something that no one ese hasdonein
years”

"Yes So?

Dol said, "So, | gathered together my entire life's savings, a matter of
lessthan six gross Ke, and bet it al on the outcome of the fencing
competition. And then, having won atremendous sum there, | went to
bet dl of my winningson your next real competition, naturaly
eschewing the javelin tennis game. But, there was not enough time
between eventsto bet on the distance throw and then to reinvest the
winningsin awager on the accuracy competition. Therefore, | put it all
on the one with the higher odds, accuracy. Thisfortunate decison



multiplied my winnings by afurther factor of adozen and nine. | am
now the proud possessor of just under amillion Ke! And | oweit al to
my association with you, and to Bronki here, who introduced us, and
put meto work for you!"

"Well, | congratulate you," Kren said. "Properly invested, that should
earn you the independent income that you once dreamed of . | take it
that you will be leaving our employ?"

"I'd consdered that, but on reflection | decided that it would be foolish
to do s0. Consider that in my short association with you, you have led
meto theway of fabulousriches So, if youwill permitit, sir, | would
like to continue as your servant, willing and able to do absolutely
anything that you ask of me. | will ask no payment for this, except
perhapsfor the privilege of occasonaly dtting at your feet and learning
more from you on how to progress further on my path to wealth, fame,
and power."

"Thisisaremarkable offer. But | am staying with Bronki, and | seeno
incentive to moving my place of abode. Will you be her servant as
wdl?'

Dol said, "With her permission, no. | have aready made arrangements
to rent her second best guest room, which is next door to your suite,
and | will do such things as she desiresfrom timeto time provided that
it does not conflict with my duties and obligationsto you."

"Very well, onthat bas's, | accept. Y ou will continue to be my servant.



What about you, Bronki? While you have been thusfar silent, you too
seem to bein aremarkably jovia mood.”

"Kren, | am very happy because this has been the most profitable single
day inmy entirelife, dl five thousand years of it! | was not quite as
adtute as Dol herein multiplying my resources, but my capital base was
much grester to begin with. Having seen you in action, | wagered
heavily on al three of your main events. And whilel lost alittle & the
distance throw, two out of threeisn't bad! | made more than three
dozen million Ketoday!" Bronki said.

"| am very sorry about the distance throw. Y ou see, the Master of
Javeins. . "

"Weknow dl about that, Kren. So does everybody else. The director
of athleticswill doubtlessfire her on Monday morning for her abysma
choice of tactics, unless some of theirate gamblerskill her fird. | think
that | am safein assuring you that from thistime forward, the game
plansthat you work under will be made by you."

"I am not a dl surethat thiswould bewise," Kren said. "Consder that
| completely migudged my fencing abilities and never placed awager
on the fencing match. Congider aso that while | started with four dozen
and six thousand Ke, and Dol here had less than six gross, she ended
up winning dmost asmuch as| did.”

"l see two things happening here, Kren. In thefirst place, you did not
have enough proper information with regards to your fencing abilities,



and those of others. That will not happen again. Second, you have not
stopped to think out the mathematics and the psychology of gambling.
Inthisarea, you dready have the mathematica toolsthat you need,
athough you have not used them, and Dol and | can assist you with
everything dse. With our help, you can formulate agame plan that can
optimize your winnings."

"I would welcome your help.”

"And we are eager to giveit, Snceit automaticdly letsusin on your
gameplan,” Bronki said.

At this point, the door gong sounded.

"That will be the party snack | ordered,” Dol said. "But in my
excitement, | forgot that while am now rich, | don't have any money.
All of my wagerswerein currency, and | was afraid to bring that much
money home by mysdlf. That, and | don't have anyplace safe here to
put amillion Ke, oncel do get it home." Using Bronki's safe smply
never occurred to any of them. No Mitchegal would trust another to
that extent.

"Put the child on my bill," Bronki said to the ddivery porters. Turning to
Kren and Dol, she said, "Monday, well order apair of safes, onefor
each of you. Y ou can pay mefor it dl later, at the usua interest rates.
We should discuss insurance then, aswell. But for now, shall | bring
out the branding irons? Or the knives? Both?"



* % %

"They said that you wanted to see me, Sir?' Kren said walking into the
director's office.

"Yes. You did afinejob on Saturday. For afirst time freshman to win
at two eventsisamost unheard of "

"It should have been three, Sr."

"True. But that problem has been taken care of. I'll be running the
javelin team persondly until areplacement can befound. Asl was
saying, you did well. Do you redlize that your accuracy score broke the
planetary amateur record?”’

"Yes, gr. | felt that it was necessary to do o, in case anyone following
me was sandbagging.”

"Fine. But you broke a planetary record, something that usudly
happens once in adozen years, and then you didn't show up for the
awards ceremony on Sunday. | had to accept the award for you, in
your name. | had to make excusesfor you, in public, and | didn't likeit.
But hereitis" he said, throwing thelarge, platinum meda acrosshis
desk, followed by three smaller ones, two of gold and one of copper.
"The other three are for fencing, accuracy, and distance. Don't you ever
pull agtunt like that on me again! Why didn't you come?"



"Because nobody told methat | wasinvited?"

The director buried hisfacein his hands. "Kren, you are supid.”

"Our universty lost the mest, Sir.”

"| am aware of that."

"Welogt it by three points. Had you permitted me to take Bo's place, |
could have defeated his opponent easily, gaining usfive points. | saw
thefool fight, after all. Had you done it my way, we would have won,"
Kren said.

"You are dill stupid. Y ou do not know how to take dl of the factors
into account.”

"No, sr. | amignorant, and ignorance has the advantage of being
curable. Actuadly, | spent Sunday working out a game plan for the rest
of the season. | would seem to bein aunique positioninthat | am
aufficiently skillful so asto be ableto control the outcome of three
Separate competitions. | can win when | want to, or let someone else
dosoif | fed that it isto my advantage.”

"l see. And assuming that you are redlly that good, what do you plan to
do about it?" the director asked.



"There are adozen and eleven more games on our caendar thisyear,
plusthe championships. | intend to win typically one event at each of
them, and lose the other two, to keep the odds up. Then I will win all
three events at the championships. Next Saturday's games with the
Univergty of Badjawill see mewin the distance event, setting anew
record by afew inches."

"Just make damned sure that you show up for the award ceremonies!
Okay, Kren, if you can actually make this program work, I'll let you do
it your way. But if you fail to meet your predictionsjust once, I'll take
charge directly, understood? And I'll expect you to tell
me-privately!-which event you will win by the Tuesday beforethe
game, at thelatest.”

"Very good, sr."

"Okay. Dik'swaiting. Go practice with her. Then at javelin practice,
you'll work on throwing exactly two inchesfarther than the record.”

After Kren |eft, the director decided that he wouldn't tell anyone about
Kren's predictions, but would use that information himsdf. The dlumnae
would be satisfied to know when they should bet on someone else.

From the outer office, he could soon be heard to say on the phone,
"Naw, | think that the kid wasjust lucky! Look at the pattern. He got
four golds on thefirst round! How could you cal that anything but



luck? And then by thelast round he got tired and completely fell apart!
Me, I'd put my money on someone else, Dda."

And on ancther cdll, "Well, the kid did red well a the fencing meset, no
doubt about that, but I've done an andysis of the pattern of the
opponents he went up againgt. Now, it was an honest draw, I'm sure of
it, but strange Setigtical things sometimes happen! The very best
players were paired up for the first three rounds! Kren only had to beat
one of them! Everybody ese he went up against was athird rater. | tel
you that if | wasfixing the draw to make sure that Kren won, | couldn't
have done any better than what he got Saturday. Me, I'd put my money
on someone e, next game.”

* % %

After avigorous bout, Kren said, "Coach, what actualy happened to
the former Magter of Javdins?'

"Good question. Nobody seemsto know for sure. The director didn't
fire her, athough | think he meant to. Trying to sandbag from acentra
positionisredly dumb. But nobody's seen the girl Since Saturday night.
Maybe she was smart enough to just run away. Or maybe she ran into
somebody who lost alot of money on the distance competition.”

"Or maybe sheran into the director.” Kren laughed.

"That isaposshility best not voiced doud. On guard! ™



After another heart thumping session in which Kren won, Dik said,
"Damn, but you're good! I'll be betting another pile of money onyou
next Saturday."

"I wouldn't advise that, Coach. | have afeding that | might have abad
day. | might do well in the distance competition, though.”

* % %
The team flew away in three fusion-powered, jJumbo jet planeson

Friday afternoon, heading for the University of Badja, afew thousand
milesaway.

Like everything else on any Mitchegal planet, even the airport was
underground. There were big doorways at the ends of dl of the
runways, but otherwise, grass covered everything.

Kren asked for and got awindow sest.

Theview waslovely. It was green.

Ashe predicted, helost at both the fencing and the accuracy
competitions, but set anew planetary record in the distance throw,
three inches beyond the previous one. Not trying anything fancy, hejust
made hisfirgt throw good, and then did worse on the next two.

He was awarded three more medds, platinum, gold, and silver, which



he didn't much care about, but stood patiently as they were hung
around his neck. He wondered why the fans got so excited about this
sort of thing.

And heincreased his net worth to over eight million.

* % %

"| think that it istime that we discussed Kodo," Bronki said to Krenin
her living room, on Thursday night.

"Very good. | want to know everything about Kodo."

"Tdling you everything about Kodo would take years. Heisold,
amogt asold as| am, and amost aswell educated. Like me, hewears
the rainbow belt. Currently, heisthe director of the College of
Architecture, here a the univerdty, and has many successful business
intrests around the city. Once, | considered him to be agood friend. A
thousand years ago, we were partners on several ventures, but the
friendship grew sour, and we drifted gpart. Our mutual animosity has
Steadily increased, and now he hastried to have mekilled. Thisisnot
permissible behavior, and hewill haveto die.”

Kren said, "l gather that you want meto kill him for you?!

"Yes, if you would want to do the job. | have had his movements
traced, and have identified an optimal time and placefor hisdisposdl. |
could hire ahit team for two dozen thousand Ke, but you would be far



more dependable, | think."

"If their level of competence isthe same asthat of the team that he sent
after you, | would have to agree with your assessment. However, my
recent financia success has been such that two dozen thousand Keis
no longer asignificant amount of money to me."

Bronki said, ™Y ou would be permitted to keep anything he and his
guards have on their persons, of course, and | supposethat | could go
abit higher."

"Y ou would have to go much higher. It might be marginaly worth while
for meto do it for say, two million Ke."

"That isahuge amount of money!"

"You haveit. Youve made at least two gross million Ke, betting on me
inthe last two weeks," Kren said.

"l suppose 0. And anyway, perhaps | owe you something for dl of the
vauableinformation youve given me"

"What redlly makeskilling Kodo éttractive to meisthefact that he
doubtless has many skills and much information that | could use. He
seems to be a competent businessman, for example, and | would find



the knowledge of architecture to be attractive.”

Bronki said, "Y ou intend to eet parts of hisbrain?'

"Of course. | amavampire, after dl.”

"This puts awhole new dant on things. Kodo isavery competent
mathematician, and | have often serioudy missed the mathematical
abilitiesthat you took from me. If | shared in your feast, | could recover

Kren said, "Y ou would be welcome to what | have no need for, but this
time, | redly want to get some computer skillgl”

"l know that you were promised them last summer, and that | retained
them nonetheless. But Kren, | didn't try to cheat you. Y ou must
understand how the brain works. All of thetrillions of cdlsin anorma
brain are motile. They are not fixed in place the way the cdllsarein say,
amuscle, or abone. Each of the brain's cells sendstiny dendrites out to
contact the many other cellsthat it needsto work with. Thenit triesto
optimizeits physica pogtionin order to makethetotd length of its
dendrites as short as possible. This savesthe cell energy, and tendsto
make the entire brain fagter. All of this shuffling around tendsto put
certain cdlsin certain physica positions, eventualy. The cells
concerned with vison tend to collect up near the eyes, hearing near the
ears, and soon."



Thiswas probably how the Mitchega system of immortdity evolved in
thefirst place, but with the very limited numbers of speciesthat they
have available for study, the Mitchegal understanding of evolutionis

Very poor.

Had human brain cdlls ever developed the ability to moveto other
positions, the architecture of the human brain would doubtlessy be far
moreefficient thanitis.

Bronki continued, "Now, Kren, the skills required for computers are
usualy associated with those required for mathematics, but in my case,
it ispossible that they are more associated with business or perhaps
with history, sncethe history of computersisaspecidty of mine.
Cranid anatomy is not an exact science, no matter what the medic that
you ate might have thought. She was only atechnician, after dl, and not
ascentis.”

Kren sad, Y ou make methink that | should increase my knowledge of
biology aswell."

"Y ou will have the opportunity to do that if you wish. Before Kodo
switched over to architecture, two thousand years ago, hewas a
world-famousbiologigt,” Bronki said.

"Then | think that we have an agreement here.”



"Y es, but eating Kodo's brain will necesstate certain changesin my
plan. I had planned on your killing him tomorrow, but if heisgoing to
be partialy eaten, you and | will need at least aweek to recover
properly. Y ou have your studies and athletic respongibilities. | have my
classes and my students. | think that we should put our attack off for
two weeks, until the midterm bresk.”
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

We Can Eat and Make Shit!
New Yugodavia, 2211 a.d.

| said, "I'm surethat it can be arranged. 1've never needed ethanol in
that quantity before, and so | don't know how long it will take, but well
manageit somehow."

"Thank you, sir. Now, | have agood ded of technica datato giveyou,
and | think that one of your electronic people would be better equipped
to handleit.”

"Right you are. Thelr memories are better than oursare, and I'm not a
physicist in thefirst place. | think that the professor had best talk to you
persondly, since he'sthe smartest person that we've got. I'll introduce
you to him right now," | said. "Agnieshka, tell the professor that we're
coming down to him, and have adrone carry our new friend here. |
wouldn't want him to get stepped on.”



With dl that boozein him, | was amazed that he could walk at dl, but
he seemed steady enough.

Wetook the elevator down to the parking garage where the professor
was seeing to the further education of afuture Y ugodavian genera and
his staff. | introduced him to our new aly, assigned the decorated drone
to them to see that our guest got everything that he wanted, and went
back up to my apartment.

| unscrewed the cap from anew bottle of im Beam, and prepared to
get back to what | had been doing before the interruption.

"Boss They'vedoneit!" Agnieshka shouted as sheran excitedly into
my den.

"Who has donewhat?" | said, expecting some new revel ation about our
crabby friend.

"Our engineers and biologists, the ones who have been working for so
many years perfecting the socia drones! They'vefindly doneit! Now,
we can eat and make shit, and draw all of our energy out in between!™

"Sow down, girl. I've never seen you o excited. Y ou are saying that
they've worked out away to power the drones with the same food that
we humans eat? That's wonderful, | suppose. It makes you that much



closar to human. How doesit work?"

"Well, the food is eaten and madticated in exactly the way that you
humansdo it. Then it goesinto astomach that mixesit with over forty
types of bacteria, which bresgk it down into carbon dioxide, hydrogen,
and shit. | mean, the Suff has the same consistency, and is even brown!
Thehydrogen iscombined in afud cell with oxygenin theair that welll
breath to produce dectricity to charge up the capacitors, and the
carbon dioxide is exhausted with the spent air and water vapor."

"Interesting. Wdll, just make sure that you keep the option of
recharging from an electrical source. It might comein handy.”

"I'll tell them that. But don't you see? This power supply isso likea
completely organic onethat they will be able to imitate even the internal
organs of ahuman. WEell look like you, evenin an X-ray! Thered
hydraulic fluid used in the muscles looksjust like blood, so if you cut
us, wewill bleed. They havedl of the sensory apparatus working
perfectly, and now we can breath and eat and make shit! Unless
someone does achemica andyss, they won't be ableto tell one of us
fromahumen.”

"I know that thisis something that your people have wanted for along
while, and just now, your timing is very good. The production
meachinery making the new picket shipsis now working full time, but the
machinery that made that machinery isnow mosly idle. We havethe
productive capacity to build afactory producing the new socid drones
right here, and to hell with the bureaucrats on New Kashubia."



"Then the project can go ahead, boss?'

"It sure can. We've got the space for it aready dug out, over asquare
kilometer of it, in the canyon wall behind the city. Tell your engineersto
take what they need.”

She leaned over me and gave me avery human kiss. "Y ou arejust the
finest bossagirl ever had!"

She sarted to leave when | said, "And please send a preliminary report
onour new dliesto Generd Sobieski."

"Yes, gr."

"And then get busy, buying up all the 190 proof vodka that you can
find. Also, tell the engineersto get busy, building afactory to produce
bulk ethanal. | want it finished soon. The dairy plant has some spare
timein their bottling plant, so we can put our booze into four liter milk
bottles™

"I'll get right onit, boss!"

"Thisisgood," | said, pouring mysdlf aglassof Jm Beam.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Everybody Wants a Bite of the Action!
Or, TheVampires Kodo Conduct

Once again, bodily needs forced Duke Kren to remove the recording
helmet, to relieve himsdlf, and to drink.

A thin, gray light was coming in through the small, barred window. It
was early morning, but Kren was in no shape to do any work today.
Helay back down and put the helmet back on, returning to his
memories of two thousand years before. He remembered.. . .

* % %

Thefollowing Saturday Kren again won the fencing tournament, but the
odds on him were down to five to one.

And the week after, at an away game, he won the accuracy
competition without having to break aworld record, but the payoff was
only four to one.



The Friday after, with agross, adozen and four million in the bank,
being paid two million for killing aprominent citizen no longer seemed
like profitable venture. But, adeal wasaded, and he'd promised.

Kren had been waiting in adimly lit passageway between two buildings
for over two hours. Bronki had assured him that Kodo aways passed
by thisway on route to hisregular Friday night game of Nada, avery
high-stakes gambling game. He had never been latefor this event
during the weeks that he had been under observation.

What Kren couldn't know was that Kodo had finally found out the
hiding place of the brander, and was arranging for a hit team of six
fightersto go and use her for a party snack. And while hewas at the
KUL Assassins Hall, he al'so signed up for asecond hit team, of twelve
thistime, to go after Bronki again. And thistime, he had sent hisfour
persona guards along with them, to make sure that nothing went wrong.

"Would you please tdl mewhat your businessis?' auniformed guard
sad.

"What?' Kren tried to sound frightened. He had no doubt about his
ability to kill the strutting fool, but he wanted to do thisjob as quietly as
possible, and disposing of two bodies would be harder than one. It was
best to seem acoward. He could awayskill the guard if the act didn't
work.



"What are you doing here? | saw you in this same place when | passed
by an hour ago.”

"I was supposed to meet afriend between these two buildings. She
was going to lend me some money.”

"It would seem that sheislate," the guard said.

"Yes, and | redlly need that money. | don't supposethat you. . ."

"Look, if I didn't need money mysdlf, | wouldn't beworking on a
Friday night. Give up on her, and moveon.”

"Pleasg, gr, just afew more minutes. She ill might get here,” Kren
sd.

"Jusgt don't be here when | come by again.”

"Yes, gr. Thank you, Sir. Thank you."

Kren waited another dozen minutes before he saw Kodo waking
toward him. There was no mistaking the light orange and lavender outfit
of the College of Architects, the Rainbow Belt, and the dozen and eight



doctorate tassels. He did not have the expected guards with him, but
that just made Kren'sjob easier.

They were just passing each other when Kren drew his sword and
took the businessman's head off with asingle, clean blow. Before the
body hit the ground, Kren had atie-wrap around the jaws, to keep
from being bitten, and the head tucked into his book bag. He quickly
searched the body and put everything he found in the bag on top of the
head.

Then, with atool he'd brought along for the purpose, Kren lifted the
heavy lid from a sewer manhole, dumped the body inside, and replaced
thelid.

Because of the Mitchegai's muted sense of smell, and the lack of any
microbes that could cause anything to rot, there were no separate
gorm drains on any Mitchegal planet.

Since trash remova had to be paid for, but the sawers were acity
service, most residents used the sawers for digposing of their trash. To
stop things from plugging up, the sewer lines had powerful grinders
instaled upstream of every pump, as did the sewers on human planets,
al theway back to the twentieth century.

Functioning like humongous garbage digposa units, these grinders were
capable of chewing up granite, concrete, and strong meta bars, if need
be. Kodo's body would give them no trouble at dl, and the next grinder
was only two yards from the manhole Bronki had chosen.



The pollywogswould et alittle bit better for awhile.

Kren had the whole job done in under a minute, and went home with
his book bag, unnoticed.

"You arelae," Bronki said, coming into hisgtting room. "Did you have
any problems?’

"Kodo was late, but everything went well. | saw our dinner out there,
tied to the party tables.”

"Y es, they've been waiting anxioudy for over an hour, the poor dears.
I've given the servants aweek off, with pay, and soon I'll have six
guards posted outside, so that we aren't disturbed during our stupor.
It's acommon enough practice among the wedlthy. Now, let me see
Kodo."

Kren put the head on atable, and put the rest of hisbooty in a drawer.
The head looked at Bronki, scowled, and blinked. He tried to open his
mouth, but was hindered by the tie-wrap. A severed Mitchegai head is
capable of staying divefor hours, asisthat of an Earthly turtle.

"Y ou see, Kodo dear, trying to kill me was not a nice thing to do, and
you are being punished for it. | suppose that you could cdll it alearning
experience, but we will do the learning, and not you. Kren, could you



please take the skull plates off of him, so | can get at the brain? 1 might
aswdl do the dissection mysdlf, and make some use of that doctorate

of surgery.”

She was marking neet, black lines directly on Kodo's bright blue brain,
and labeling two of them for hersdlf and fiveto give Kren Kodo's
knowledge of architecture, business, and biology when Dol walked in

unexpectedly.

"It'saproblem | never expected to have," she said. "Even though | got
the largest denominations of currency possible, my safeis completely
packed solid with money! I've had to put alot of it under my mattress,
but that makesit very uncomfortable. | supposethat | will just haveto
put it al inthe bank, but that will make the information availableto the
chancellor's accounting department, and then they'll make me pay taxes
onit! But for afew day's Kren, do you supposethat . . . that . . . That's
Kodo, the director of the College of Architecture, isn't it?"

"I'm aefraid s0," Kren said, hishand on his sword.

"And | suppose that you're going to dissect the brain and egt the parts
with your name on them, acapital offense. And sincel am awitnessto
your crime, the most practica thing might befor you to eiminate me, as
wdl."

"That thought had occurred to me, yes."



"May | respectfully suggest an dterndtive, gr.”

"Youmay, if you doit quickly."

"Right Sr. Instead of killing me as an unwanted witness, why not make
me into a second coconspirator? | mean, | see Bronki's name on two
of the bitsthere. Now, Kodo had a doctorate of engineering,
something that it would take me Sx more years of study to obtain on
my own. Let me et that part of him, and then both of you are safe
from any threet of my betraying you."

Krensad, "Bronki?'

"Oh, | suppose so0. Dal, | had completely forgotten that you were here.
| mean, | had sent the servants away, and you used to be a servant,
and, oh well. No harm done, | suppose. Y ou'd better order another
juvend for dinner, though. Y ou can start by helping uswith ours, and
then well help you with yours when she gets here," Bronki said,
drawing in two more sections and writing Dol's name on them. "Y ou
see, Kodo? Everybody wantsyou. | don't think that you've ever been
this popular before.”

Kodo continued scowling and blinking, but that was the extent of his
possible repertoire.

The door gong sounded, and Bronki said, "That's probably the guards.



Would you please take care of them, Dol ?*

Dol returned to report that they now had six guards, stationed in the
hal, and around the main staircase.

"Shouldn't we have some out on the balconies?' Kren asked.

"Those windows are structura glass, Kren. It would take some
extremely heavy equipment along timeto get through, and one of the
neighborswould be sureto notice," Bronki said. ™Y ou'll understand al
about it in aweek or so, when you absorb your new Doctorate of
Architecture.

"Thenlet'sbegin, shal we?"

Bronki said, "I'm ready," and was about to Sart cutting, with Kodo il
scowling and blinking at her furioudy, when they heard acommoation on
the stairway. "Now what could that possibly be?’

"That isaminor battle going on, with at least a dozen combatants,”
Kren said.

"Oh, my. Wdll, we'd better arm oursalves, in case the guards can't op
them,” Bronki said.



Bronki reached insde her cloak and drew out her pistol, and some
goare clipsof anmunition.

"Do you aways carry that thing?' Kren asked.

"Generdly.”

Kren picked up his spear, in addition to the sword, which he was
aready wearing. "Were you wearing it when | attacked you at your
retregt?"

"Of course"

"Then you could have eesily killed me."

"That was plan B, if you didn't listen to reason. But it would have |eft
me on the floor out of reach of my telephone and my computer. Come,
thereisn't much time.”

He gave the spring spear to Dal, saying, "Just put thisthing against
someone's body, and press this button.”



"And then, what do | do?' Dol asked.

"Thenyou run avay."

"Couldn't | do that first?"

"Come on. That sounds like the door isbresking," Kren said.

Bronki had positioned hersdlf four yardsin front of the door, stlanding
behind a sturdy, waist-high chest. She had four clips of pistol
ammunition nestly arranged onit.

Behind her, both of the party snacks were scresming mindlessly.

"That door won't hold. They're going to break through, so we might as
wdl surprisethem. Dol, stand over there, and then open the door very

quickly when | tell you to. Kren, you take that side of the door, and do
what you can about any of them who make it insgde, but don't either of

you dareto get into my line of fire. Ready? Openit, Dol."

The door quickly opened, leaving four sartled Greenie fighters standing
there with a battering ram in their hands, rather than their usua

Weapons,



Four shotsrang out in quick succession, and al four of the Greenies
holding the battering ram dropped with head wounds. Three more
shotswerefired into the crowd behind them, killing one and wounding
two others.

Then athrowing star came flying out of the crowd, heading directly
toward Bronki.

Shefired her last bullet at it and was lucky enough to make adirect hit.
It drove the poisoned throwing star back into the crowd, killing the
surprised thrower, but it also shattered her bullet into agross of divers.
Some of these small bits managed to hit Kren and Dol, wounding both
of them dightly, and didn't do ahalf dozen of the Greenies any good,
either. The heat generated by the impact burned them, but it a'so
vaporized any traces of the poison, and thus probably saved the lives of
Kren and Dol.

"Ouch!" Dol cried.

While quickly reloading, Bronki said, "I don't think that | could do that
aganif | practiced for amonth!™

Therest of the Greenies charged the open doorway. Kren caught the
first onein the neck, decapitating him. The second waskilled by Dal,
who was actudly able to put her wegpon against the Greeni€'s side and
push the trigger.



It worked, with the blade severing the fighter's spine and coming out
the other side.

Just penetrating the chest cavity would not have been detilitating, Snce
theribcageisrigid in the Mitchegal, and the volumein it containslittle
more than the esophagus, blood vessdls, and four independent lungs.

The Mitchega spind columnis centraly located, not at the back asin
humans. This spind column alowsfor moreflexibility, more efficient
use of musculature, and less massive vertebrae, but when severed, asin
thiscasg, itisjust asdisastrous asit would be with a human.

Kren gave Dol an assist by decapitating the crippled Greenie impaled
on her spear.

"May | run away now?' Dol sad.

Bronki put eight more carefully placed roundsinto the Greenies, and
then said whilereloading, "I think that'sthelot of them, but why don't
you go out and make sure, Kren. I'll back you up. Dol, you'd better
phone the captain of the guard. Tell him what happened, and have him
send over six ambulances for hismen, pluswell be needing sx more
guards, if he hasthem.”

Kren went through the carnage, chopping the heads off al that seemed
to need it except for the six guards. Judging from the wounds, the



guards had been ableto kill three of their opponents before they were
overwhemed.

"I makeit twelve Greenies, six of our guards, and four Sudentsin
Architecturd uniforms”" he said. "The guards didn't do too badly,
consdering the odds."

"That's probably dl of them, then. Greenies usudly work in groups of
Sx or adozen, and those four others are Kodo's guards. | recognize
them. Let's make our guards as comfortable as possible, and then well
flush the brains of the rest of this trash down the toilet. This had to
happen just when I'd given the servants the week off, so well haveto
do dl of thework ourselves. Oh, yes, and strip the academic garb off
of those four. We wouldn't want to embarrass the College of
Architecture

Sorting through the carnage, Kren had a problem when he found two
heads near one guard's body, and he wasn't sure which belonged to the
guard and which belonged to anearby Greenie body. Fortunately, the
sergeant of the guard knew his own men well. Although he had been
disemboweled and wasin agreat dedl of pain, he was ableto identify
hisown man.

"You did good,” Kren told the sergeant. "Y ou'll dl be resurrected, |
promise, and you'll probably al get commendations.”

The sergeant grunted.



Kren put the guard's head on its own body, and chopped out the
Greeniesbran.

The ambulances arrived, and took the guards off to the hospital. Kren
figured that mog, if not dl, of them would need resurrection.

The captain of the guard phoned and said, "A new squad should be
therein lessthan an hour, Bronki. How did my troops do?'

"They did you proud, Captain. They were terribly outnumbered, but
they made agood showing for themsdves, and they dl died fighting."

"Good. They dl deserve resurrection, then?”

"Absolutdly. Y ou may bill mefor it asour contract stipulates. Y ou can
lis measareference, if you want to. I'll even write you atestimonia
|etter.”

"Thank you. | appreciate that. Please have the next bunch cal me when
they get there.”

Bronki next caled the Sisters of Charity, telling them that therewasa
large supply of meat here waiting to be distributed to the poor, and



could they possibly pick it up tonight? Also, Bronki needed areceipt,
30 she could deduct the donation off of her income taxes.

Her next cal wasto the building's housekeeping department, telling
them that she wanted the floors around the stairway on her level

cleaned within two hours, and yes, she waswell aware of the fact that it
was Friday night.

Therewasamaor pile of assorted wespons on the floor of Kren's
room, and four bloody architectural uniforms hanging in hisclost.
Kodo's guards had aso had their identifying shoulder brands cut off
and flushed down the toilet.

Kren was stacking headless bodies out near the Stairway, with a neat
stack of brainless heads beside them.

Students and junior faculty members would occasondly scurry up and
down the steps, pretending not to notice anything unusud.

The brander that they had tortured afew weeks before ran up the steps
out of breeth, came up to Kren, and said, "Thisiswhere Bronki lives,
isntit?'

He recognized her, but felt that he did not need further problems
tonight.



"Werealittle busy just now," he said.

"But she'sgot to help me! They're after me! Theresno placedsel can
go, and she said shed help me!™

"| believe that she was referring to academic help.”

"Y ou don't understand! Thereisasquad of KUL killersright behind
m"

"Would you please open your eyes and observe what I'm doing, lady?
Do you seedl of thisfresh meat? This used to beaKUL hit squad.
We have dready killed them. Y ou can go home now. Y ou are safe.”

"This can't be the same bunch! They're behind me, | tell you!"

"Okay, comeon. I'll take you to Bronki. Maybe she can talk some
sensein your head.”

But asthey went ingde, Kren locked the battered but <till functiona
door behind them. Y ou never can be sure, after all.

Bronki was reloading her pistol clips. She started to hide what she was



doing, and then decided to hdll with it. The damage was dready done.

The brander said, "Bronki, your friend here won't believe me, but there
areahaf dozen KUL killers after me! They're on their way here now!"

"l heard you talking to Kren in the hal. Don't worry. They aredl dead

"But these can't be the same bunch! For onething, | only had six of
them after me, and you have two or three times that number piled out
there. For another, they were three or four gross yards behind me two
milesfrom here. | think that | was gaining onthem, but . . ."

Therewas aloud crash at the door.

"Company iscoming!" Dol shouted. She picked up her recocked
spring spear and took up her old position by the door.

"Places, everyone!” Bronki said.

"Givemethat," the brander said, taking the spring spear from Dal. "It's
ming"



Kren tossed Dol hismilitary spear. "Takethis. It works just the same
way, only it'sthe manua modd, without the button.”

"Open the door, Dal," Bronki said.

There were four greenies there with avery familiar-looking battering
ram. They had apparently found it in the hallway and had decided thet a
fast attack isagood attack.

Bronki'stiming wasn't as good, thistime. On the last round, the door
had been opened immediately after the ram had struck it. The Greenies
were taken when they were on the back swing. Thistime, it was
opened just as they were abouit to strike the door again, and four of
them piled into the room.

Bronki took out the front two, but as the next two fell on top of them,
she opted for killing the two who were behind them, and were armed.
Again, dl four were head shots, the surest way to put a Mitchegai out
of action, at least temporarily.

The two Greenieswho had fallen came up on the bounce. Kren took
out the one closest to him with a chop straight down on his head. Dol
and the brander got the last one, putting two spearsinto her
smultaneoudy.

When thislast Greenie started to raise her sword, Kren took her head



"All part of the service, ladies," he said, with asmileto the others.

"Okay, everyone," Bronki said. "Y ou know the drill. Kren decapitates
and stacks, Dol, search them and put everything you find in Kren's
room. And you, young lady, get to chop and flush the brains down the
toilet. It would be niceif we could get this job done before the new
guards get here. Fewer explanations would be needed.”

"Y es, madam. And thank you for thishelp. Wheresthetoilet?' the
brander asked.

"That way," Bronki gestured over her shoulder as she went about
picking up her empty magazines and gected cartridge casings.

Dal was carrying adouble armful of strange weaponsinto Kren's
room, when she found the brander staring at the head on the table.

"Thisian't thetoild, isit?"

"No, thisisKren'sroom."



"And that was Kodo, wasn't it?" the brander asked. The head was
garing at her, and scowling again.

"Hedill is. | think he's4till dive. At least | hopeheis,” Dol said. The
eyes on the disembodied head turned to Dol and blinked, so Dol
continued, "Yes, | seethat heisindeed dive and as hedthy as possible,
given the circumstances. Well, Sr, you will be interested to know that
we were recently attacked by two separate groups of KUL fighters,
and | an ddighted to inform you that we killed them dll, losing
absolutely none of the good guys, except of course for our six guards.
Now you just sit tight, and well get back to you as soon aswe can.”

"I'm glad that Kodo is dead, or soon will be. He was a horrible person.
But hisbrain hasal of theselinesdrawn onit, likel saw onceina
medical book, and some of those parts have al of your names on them.
Doesthat mean what | think it means?’

"I'm afraid so. Wed best go talk to Bronki," Dol said.

On hearing what had happened, Kren drew his sword and said, "
suppose that I'm sorry, but we redly weren't friends anyway."

Bronki said, "Now, none of that, Kren. Good artists are too rare to
wadte. But you see our problem, young lady. Therest of thiskilling
tonight is Smple saf-defense, and we won't be punished for it. It's not
even likdly to land usin court. But the law views vampires abit
differently. Now, my suggestion to you is, would you liketo join us?
Kodo had adoctorate in fine arts. Would you like to have such an



education?'Y ou could stay here until you recover, and in aweek or
two, you could be avery well-educated person.”

"Given the aternatives before me, | would be delighted to joinyouin
thisendeavor,” the brander said.

"Good. Now, let'sdl try to get everything done before our new guards
get here”

"What | don't understand iswhy this second group just came charging
in here, after seeing al those bodiesin the hallway. Y ou'd expect that
such asight would at least give one pauseto think," Kren said.

"Quite possibly they thought that we must have been dl dead or badly
wounded after afight like that one. Who would have thought that we
could come through it with barely ascratch? But it's more likely that
they actudly couldn't think," Bronki said. "These KUL teamstake alot
of heavy and illega drugs before they go out on ahit. It makesthem
more aggressve.”

"How stupid can you get?' Kren said as he went back to chopping,
ripping, and stacking.

"One good thing isthat | never got around to ordering another party
snack," Dol said, as she went about her work. "1 want to eat that first
onel killed. I've never killed anybody before, not an adult anyway, and



it waskind of fun! Do you want the other one that we killed together,
uh, what isyour name, anyway?"

The brander opened up her robe, showing them the collection of deep
brands running down the front of her body, and said, "I think that from
now on, you can cal me Brandee."

"Wadll, | think thet they arelovely,” Bronki said, "and so are you. Now,
hurry up everyone, becauseright after we haveit al done, we get to
edt!”
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARS EARLIER

How Much Isthat Duchy in the Window?

Kren awoke after over aweek of strange dreams, relieved himsdlf, and
took along drink of water. He sat down in the early morning light at the
largetablein hisgtting room, where Dol was carefully cleaning,
polishing, and sorting a big collection of strange wegpons.



"It'sgood to see you awake, Sir. | was beginning to worry. The
midterm break isamost over, and tomorrow isaschool day.”

"l see. Iseveryone ese up and around?”

"Oh, yes, we have been for days. But you ate three times as much of
Kodo asany of therest of us, and | supposethat it just took you much
longer tointegrate dl of that."

"l supposethat it serves meright for being greedy,” Kren said.

"I'm beginning to wish that I'd taken two bites out of him mysdlf, but at
thetime, | wastoo frightened to be that adventurous.”

"So, are you now adoctor of engineering?"

"Not officialy, but I've been through Bronki's extensive engineering
library here, and everything in it seems childishly smple to me now.

Y ou know, it is possible to pay afee and take atest, which, if you
pass, gives you credit for a certain required course. | expect to have
my doctoratein ayear or two," Dol said. "My grade point averageis
excdlent, andif | play it properly, | think that | can pull it dl off without
anyone suspecting thet | have become avampire.”

"Perhaps| should do that, too."



"I'd advise againgt it, Sir. Y ou have to be an undergraduate to
participatein the athletic program. If you graduate, you will losea
lucrative source of income.”

"| supposethat'strue. Is Bronki around?’

"Yes, and she'svery anxiousto talk to you. Shdl | get her?!

"I'll goto her. Y ou keep on doing whatever you're doing. What are
you doing, anyway?" Kren asked.

"I'm getting your collection ready for mounting. I've ordered some
digplay cases built to my design, in astyle matching the other furniture
here. They should be delivered in afew weeks. There will be onefor
your athletic medd's, and two for your wegpons.”

"But, | didn't ask for any display cases”

"If you don't like them, I'll have them taken out, Sir. I'd intended them
asagift, to show my gppreciation for what you've donefor me."

Kren had never recelved a gift before, and had absolutely no ideaasto
how to respond to such a strange thing.



"Well, uh, do asyou wish, then," he said.

Hefound Bronki in her study, Sitting a her compuiter.

"Kren, you can have no idea how refreshing it isto have my
mathemeatical abilitiesback again! | can think properly for thefirst time
in many weeks! Not only that, but I've had some thoughtsthat | think
might be absolutely origind!

"They are il fairly vague, but you know, there aretimesin socia
systemswhen very small events can cause very large changes. Like,
when a scrubber leaves awet spot on astaircase, amajor leader
happensto dip on it and breaks his neck, and so loses two weeks
resurrecting before he can get back to the war, and thisresultsin his
sdelosing abattle, which in turn causes the whole war to be log,
which resultsin the entire nobility of aduchy being wiped out, and
world history changes.

"Such things can aso happen in the naturd world aswdl, in westher
patterns, for example, when asmdl change in one area eventudly
causes alarge sorm to shift course. I've been getting an inkling of an
ideaabout aform of mathematicsthat could handle this sort of thing.
I'm thinking of cdling it 'Chaos Theory," but I'm till along way from
formaizingit."

Kren sad, "Well, | wish you great success. Is anything happening of a



more immediate nature?"

"Yes. I've been going over al of these credit cards we collected up last
week. Therésafar amount of money in them, but not nearly enough to
be worth risking the wrath of the KUL.."

Kren said, "Why are you worried about them possibly getting mad at
you when they have in fact launched three armed assaults on you since
the school term began? | cannot imagine what they could do to you that
would be worse than that!"

"I'm worried because they aren't mad at me, yet. Kodo was mad at
me. The KUL simply rented him fighterswhen he paid themto doit. If
the KUL was angry with me, you would see many gross of fighters
attacking us both from every angle, on every day, and eventudly, they
would kill us both, and everyone e sein my household. In any event,
what | have doneisamply the samething thet | did thefirst time
around. I've blamed it al on the PPG. Thistime, | picked one of their
best corporate vice presidents for my patsy, and she has already been
killed, athough I don't know if the KUL or the PPG did it. They can't
seem to imagine that someone would give away money just to get them
fighting with each other. The total number of gangland killingsin thewar
we kicked up isnow over nine gross."

"Thisisgood, | suppose. | an redly getting tired of dl these bits of
trash trying to kill me," Kren said. "They are amurderous bunch, but
you redly couldn't call any of them ared warrior. Therésnot a
chdlengeto be had in fighting any of them.”



"Well, you are getting paid, as per our agreement. I've put two
thousand into your account for the two attacks last week."

"Thank you. But two thousand is no longer asignificant amount of
money tome."

"Kren, that isaterrible attitude! An honorable person must dways
keep to the contracts that she haswillingly made, even if they become
unprofitable. If you don't, no onewill trust you, and you will surely fail
inbusness”

"I'm surethat you areright. But | till hopethat itisal over now."

"Sodo . But what | really wanted to talk to you about is Kodo's credit
card. | promised you that everything that he had on his person would
be your property, but Kren, there was a gross billion Kein his
account! | cannot imagine how he got so much money! Figuresthat big
are normaly handled by the dukes, and the other upper nobility, but
never by acommoner! And to haveit in hiscredit card account, well, it
smply bogglestheimagination!” Bronki said.

"And thishuge sumismine?'

"After afashion. But so massive an amount can't just be transferred
around without anybody naticing it. | mean, the computers handle most



of the ordinary transactionswithout aliving person ever knowing about
them, unless somebody very good with acomputer is curious. But this
much, well, if | trandfer it, gongs and hornswill be going off in the
bank's corporate headquarters!”

"l see. We mugt therefore insure that the transaction is made with
someone who would ordinarily handle such amounts. Someonewhoiis
above the norma run of things. Someone whose word may not be
questioned.”

"Just who did you havein mind?' Bronki asked.

" am told that Duke Dennon, who lost so badly with the Senta Copper
Mine, isin dire need of money. Perhaps he would have something that
he could sgll mefor that amount of money."

"All Duke Dennon hasisafine army and an impoverished duchy.”

"I have no usefor hisarmy, but perhaps he could sell me someland, if
the price wasright, of course. Isit possible that you would know how
to contact him?"

"Not directly, but athousand years ago, | was quite friendly with Sala,
the person who is now his chief accountant, and we never had afdling
out. | could talk to her, if you like," she said.



"Please do s0. And if you can pull thisoff, | will pay you abillionKe."

"On aper grosshbass, that's redly not much of acommisson.”

"It'sbigger than anything you've ever gotten before, and it'sdl that I'm
willing to pay. Furthermore, you might not get it in cash, but in some
other form. Nonetheless, | want you to cal your friend thismorning. It
would be best if the money was transferred before anyone knows that
Kodo is missing, and when he doesn't show up at his college
tomorrow, they will start asking questions," Kren said.

"Very wdl. I'll get right onit. Y our knowledge of business seems
grestly improved.”

"Yes, it gopearsthat | have learned from amaster.”

* % %

Kren found that the main door to Bronki's gpartment had been
replaced with one much stronger, that the outer doors of the guest
rooms had been reinforced, and that a new security door had been
added between the guest hdlway and the stairwell. He thought it
reasonable, after dl of the attacks that they had endured lately.

There were adozen new carpetsin the apartment, and the painting that
had been damaged by his spear had been restored.



He noticed that the door to the third guest room was open and walked
in. Brandee wasthere, putting smal amounts of paint on alarge piece
of stretched cloth. She was so intent on what she was doing that she
didn't notice him at al. Kren, interested, sat down to watch her.

In abit, he deduced that she was making a copy of an older painting
that was framed and hanging on the wall. It seemed like atedious
method of reproduction, to him. Hadn't the girl ever heard of acamera?

Bronki camein and said, "Oh, here you are, Kren. Come, we must
leaveimmediately. I'll explain on the way. Bring your credit card and a
large amount of currency. Put on afresh robe, and wear a different
sword than you usudly do."

"What's wrong with my sword?’

"Nothing, except that it was originally issued by Duke Dennon to one of
his soldiers, whom you later ate. The duke might take offense at that,
and we are going to see him now."

They left with Brandee as oblivious to their departure as she had been
to their arrival.

Bronki had booked a private cabin on an express MagF oat train, so
they could talk without interruptions.



As soon asthe door was closed, Bronki said, "Well, | found out why
Kodo had so much money in his credit card account. He had organi zed
asyndicate to purchase amgjor tract of land from Duke Dennon. He
wasto havefindized the ded last week, but you killed him the night
before that happened. Kodo is probably fortunate at this point to be
dead, because both the duke and the syndicate members have been
desperately looking for him for aweek, now. They assume that he has
absconded with the money.”

"And we are now going to take Kodo's place?’

"Y es. The duke doesn't care where the money comes from, but he
desperately needsit. Were stepping into adone ded. Hereisacopy
of the paperswell be signing. Y ou'd better read them. We should
arivein two hours"

Kren read, fascinated. When he had finished, he was amazed.

"Duke Dennon is deeding away one-third of hisduchy," Kren said.

"In areq, yes. But it'smostly just empty hinterland. There are no cities
or factorieson it, just afew freeholders whose rights you are required

to respect.”

"If you say 0, but thisaso grants me the rights of both high and low
justice! | can create alaw and then punish anyone | want for bresking



it! I can do anything that | want on that land! By the terms of these
agreements, I'm not just buying land, I'm amost being made aduke
mysdf!"

Bronki said, "Almost, dthough | would advise againgt using thetitle.

Y ou can see why Kodo and his syndicate were willing to pay so much
for it. On thisland, they would not only be abovethe law, they'd
actudly be thelaw."

"Until some other duke decided to invade and take it from them."

"True. But firgt off, the agreements, whilefiled with the Bonding
Authority, are otherwise secret. The rest of the world will think that the
property still belongsto Duke Dennon, and he hasavery finearmy.
Second, you will be paying Dennon an additiond grossmillion Kea
year for his protection. If you are attacked, hewill cometo your aid, or
you won't be there to pay him his gross million next year. It also keeps
him from attacking you, for the same reason.”

"Kodo was aremarkable busness man,” Kren said. "Thisisan amazing
ded!"

"It'saso theonly ded in town. Nether the syndicate nor the duke has
reported Kodo missing as yet, but you can be surethat his college will
tomorrow. The papers must be sgned, the money transferred, and the
Bonding Authority paid today. Otherwise, this credit card will become
just apiece of plagtic and Kodo's fortune will bein probate.”



"Where am | supposed to have gotten this kind of money? Surely, the
dukewill be curioud"

"Wewill say that you made it betting on yoursdlf in the games. You are
quite famous, you know, having won a planetary record and two gold
medals on your first time out as afreshman. If you had borrowed
everything that | owned, and bet it al on each of your victoriesthusfar
this year, you would have made more than what isheld in Kodo's
credit card account. Or, maybe you had saved that much in the
thousand years that you have been dive. Who could prove that this
didn't happen?"

"If you say s0. The only part | don't understand iswhy the duke won't
know that we are using Kodo's credit card.”

"Hewon't know because his chief accountant, my friend Sda, will
handle the transaction, and she won't tell him," Bronki said.

"And why won't shetdl him?"

"Because you will be paying her abillion Ke not to.”

"The amounts called for in these contracts will take dmost every Kein
Kodo's credit card account. | don't have another billion Ke," Kren said.



"No, but | do, partner.”

Back | Next
Contents

CHAPTER THIRTY

Different Folks, Different Strokes
New Yugodavia, 2212 a.d.

Our new dly, Bellor, had been talking with the professor for over three
months, and apparently, things were happening.

The most obviousthing to me wasthat alarge, portable swvimming pool
had been set up in my garage. It contained a pleasant grotto where
Bdlor spent half of histime, and aspigot that dispensed the industria
strength booze that he preferred.

Agnieshka said that thermd imaging of the energy he generated
suggested that he was metabolizing only six percent of what he drank,
and chemica tests said that none of it was getting out into the garage,
yet he didn't seem to be gaining any mass. He had been repestedly
asked about this, but he politely sidestepped the questions, and nobody
wanted to press him too hard about it.

The Tdlefontu refugees on New Y ugodavia had made it severa



hundred light-years from their home planet, but they didn't know if

other fleeing groups had gotten to other placesin Human Space. Some
ninety-six of their diplomats had been sent to forty-eight human planets
wheretheir species might possibly have settled. It was expected to take
years before these emissaries came back to make their reports. Each
pair had an entire planet to search.

Agnieshkaand her metd ladies had located twenty-eight tons of
ninety-five percent ethanol on the planet. Only asmdl amount of it was
redlly bonded Everclear, but Bellor said that he could live with that. At
his suggestion, this consignment had been wel ghted down and dumped
into the ocean at a precise geographical location. He said that his
people would take care of it from there.

Thiswould have raised eyebrows, except thet the Tellefontu'sfirgt gift
to us, the "ray gun that made things disgppear,” had been builtina
prototype lab on New Kashubia. Soon, people were just calling it the

"Disappearing Gun."

The professor himsalf wasn't too clear as to how and why it worked,
but it did work. Our new alies kept explaining the basic principles
again and again, ever more dowly.

On the other hand, the crabbs were equally confused by our
Hassan-Smith trangporters. Our physicists said that our aliesjust
couldn't grasp the basic principles.

Hdl, | couldn't, either.



Our two races just looked at the universe differently, wasal that |
could figure out. Nonetheless, they could give usworking plansfor
things that worked. And that was enough, in my book. Our smart boys
would figureit al out eventudly. After dl, it took usawhole generation
before many of us could understand Eingtein.

It seemed that | was now mostly out of the loop, but that didn't bother
meintheleadt. | had other problems of my own.

| had been assuming that the neutron bombs that the Mitchegai used
were smilar to the neutron bombs that had been devel oped on Earth
centuries ago. Thiswould mean that with abit of warning, if | could fill
thelowest leve of the Loway transportation system with air, and get
the entire population down there, | could keep them alive,

The specifications for the Mitchegal bombsthat our crabby friends had
given us suggested that we were off by afactor of about thirty. Their
bombs could ingtantly destroy everything aive, beit electronic or
biological, down to adepth of five hundred meters. And it wasn't realy
safe unless you had at least three kilometers of dirt and rock above
your head.

"Agnieshka, you and your ssters have aredly big job to do. We are
going to need aset of falout sheltersdug at least three kilometers
down, and big enough to hold everybody on this planet, biologica and
electronic. They are going to need food, water and oxygen suppliesto
last them for at least two years, while we figure out away to fight the



enemy on the surface. And if we are going to keep the humans sane,
we will need something for them to do down there, and some sort of
entertainment. We will aso haveto make provisonsfor the Tellefontu.
Get our technical peopleonit ASAP, and let me see what they come
upwith."

"Yes, gr. Doesthis mean that the socia drone project is getting
dumped?’

"Not exactly, but it has definitely become alow priority item. Sorry
about that, but equdity won't do you guys any good at dl if none of us
aedive”

"Yes ar."
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARS EARLIER

Duke Dennon



Sdamet them at the Capita Train Station and said, "Bronki! It'sso
niceto seeyou again after so long! And thismust be Kren, the athlete
that we've al been watching so avidly on the sports casts! Y ou know,
the dukeisafan of yours. | think that heis secretly delighted to be
working with you on this matter, and not that horrid Kodo person.
Wel, do you haveit with you?"

"If you mean the credit card, yes, of course,” Bronki said.

"Then well go directly to my office and teke care of that firgt,” Sda
sad, leading the way.

Ashefollowed, Kren noticed that while Sdlas clothing was of the finest
qudlity, it was dightly worn and the hem was tattered. This
shabby-gented impression wasreinforced asthey got to the nearby
duca pdace. It was certainly afine, ancient building, built for defense
aswell asfor beauty, but asthey waked up the long hallways, he
couldn't help noticing that the carpets were worn, and that the curtains
were faded. Many thousands of years had gone by since any of it had
been replaced.

Only the red and lavender uniform cloaks of the soldiers on guard duty
looked crigp and new, though made of arough, sturdy and warm cloth.
Drab, camouflaged military clothing isonly useful if your enemy has
long range-weapons. Otherwise, bright colors are better for morale and
unit identification.

The guards wegpons, while undecorated, were dl of the finest quality.



In Salaslarge but well-worn office, she sad, "First, we have to make
surethat this credit card still works. | mean, | trust you, Bronki, but
anything could have happened in the eight days snce you got thisthing.”

Bronki said, "But of course. I've been worried about it mysdlf. And
withdrawing the money now keeps the duke from seeing the name on
the card.”

"Quiteright." Salainserted the card into amachine on her desk. "It
seemsto bedl right. Y es, the full amount has been transferred to the
duke's private account.”

Kren was about to be outraged about having spent his money without
having anything in writing, but Bronki told him to rdax. Everything
would bejust fine.

"Thiscard isnow empty?" Bronki asked.

"Thereslessthan agrossKeleft init," Sdasad.

"Then we'd best dispose of it," Bronki said, lighting the plastic card on
fireand watching it burn in aceramic waste container. The odor would
have been offensive to ahuman, but the Mitchegai have dmost no
senseof smdl.



"Now then," Sdasaid. "There was a certain sum due to me?"

"But of course," Bronki said. "Right after the papers are sgned and
filed with the Bonding Authority. Surely you understand.”

"l supposethat | do. Wdll, shal we go see Duke Dennon?"

It was perhaps the last fine day of autumn, and the duke elected to
meet his guests on the fighting top of his persond tower.

Kren thought that Duke Dennon looked very tired, or that perhaps that
he had been under extreme stressfor along time.

While the duke had a more el aborate helmet than his guards, he wore
the same rough military cloak and the same practica but high-quality
sword that his soldiers did. Kren was glad to be wearing a different
sword of dightly lesser quality, if better outward appearance.

Sdagreeted the duke in the aristocratic language of Beno, which Kren
understood somewhat, but in which he did not fed confident speaking.
The duke was informed that the money, agross billion Ke, had been
transferred to his persona account, and that the transaction had been
verified.



Thelines of tenson drained off of Duke Dennon'sface, and hetook a
more relaxed stance.

"Thank you, Sda," Duke Dennon said. "And these are our honored
gueds?'

Sdaintroduced Bronki and Kren, who bowed in the manner that they
had rehearsed on thetrain.

"Kren, | havelooked forward to meeting you since | saw you win the
fencing competition a your first meet. Oh, how | wish | had bet on that
one! | immediately phoned in awager on the accuracy throw, to my
considerable profit!" Because of their academic garb, the duke said it in
Keno, the academic language, which he was not truly fluent in.

"I am glad to have been theinstrument of your good fortune, but |
never dreamed that | would have the honor of meeting you personaly,
Your Grace," Kren answered in Meno, the military language.

The duke smiled and answered in fluent Meno, " So, you have amilitary
background! Excellent! It's aways pleasant to talk with aformer
soldier. Y ou aways know exactly where you stand. Who did you serve
under?'

Among the Mitchegai, loyalty, whenit existed a dl, wasadwayson a
persona basis, and never to aterritory, or to agroup, or to a



philosophy. And certainly not to areligion, because the Mitchegal had
no such thing.

"l wasin thearmy of Duke Mo."

Duke M0's estates were on the opposite side of the planet. Since the
upper nobility rarely felt safe away from their estates, Kren hoped that
the two hadn't met.

"Duke Mo issaid to have an excdlent army. Isthat where you learned
to use thejavelin and the épée?’

"I learned how to handle the spear and the sword there, Y our Grace. |
learned the ways of the javelin and the épée at the university. Duke
Mo's army was equipped much like your own, but | think perhgps with
wegpons of dightly lesser qudlity,” Kren said.

"Y ou have agood eye for wegpons, then. | thought that | saw you
admiring my own sword. It takes a master to recognize atrue Kanto
blade when it istill in the sheath!" The duke drew his sword to show
off the watering on the blade. "It's not fancy, but the blade isthe finest
quality available anywhere, with twelve foldingsin the forging process.
Every oneof my soldiershasonejust likeit. Here, tekeit. It'sagift to
honor this greet occasion, to mark the beginning of along-lasting
association. Perhaps eventually, even afriendship.”



"I'm deeply honored, Y our Grace," Kren said, going down on one
knee to accept the sword, as Bronki had schooled him. "'l only wish
that | could giveyou an equd gift in return.”

"Firgt, save the knee bending for the throne room, if you don't mind.
And second, now that | have your money, the only thing that you could
have for me might be someinformation,” Duke Dennon said.

"If it ispossiblethat | know something that you do not, then certainly,”
Kren said, sanding and dipping his new sword under hiswhite outer
belt, in the proper, edge-up fashion. Concedling a sword under your
cloak required carrying it verticaly.

"| believe that you know which event you are going to win at, next
Saturday. | have been studying the patterns of your wins. After your
first meet, a each event, you have won at one and only one of the
eventsthat you are outstanding at. The reasonswhy a perfect athlete
would do such athing are obvious. | want to know which one you will
wind next."

"Your Grace, | am not the perfect athlete that you claim meto be. | can
make no prediction with absolute certainty. But with that understood,
well, I'm putting my money on the fencing competition, or at least such
money that | have l€eft, after today's purchase.”

"Thank you. It ispossiblethat | will make asmall wager aswell. Next,
| want to see you throw a spear in person. Y ou know, on television,
your throwing form bears an uncanny resemblanceto avery fine young



officer and athletethat | used to havein my army.”

"Used to, Y our Grace?"

"Y es, Droko went missing while on guard duty, ayear or two ago.
Nobody could ever figure out what happened to her. But anyway,
Lorka, lend him your spear,” he said to one of hisguards.

"I'm not used to throwing from such aheight, Your Grace. . ."

"Two 'Y our Graces per conversation are sufficient, Kren. Just take the
spear and see how close you can cometo that large juvena down
there," Dennon said, pointing with his sword.

Thejuvena was so far away that the only possibility of hitting her was
with arunning throw. Kren doffed his academic cloak along with his
wdll-filled pouch and both of his swords. He hefted the borrowed
Spear, took the three standard running steps, and let fly from the top of
the tower. The problem was that the battlements kept him from seeing
histarget as he was throwing. Standing a them, he watched the spear
fly, and he saw that he would miss. The spear caught the juvend inthe
tail, pinned the tail to the ground, and caused her to run around in
circdlesinamogt comical fashion.

Everyone but Kren laughed.



"Hahahal Oh! That wasfunny!" The dukelaughed, "But Kren, it was
aso aperfect throw. | was watching from the battlements here. The
juvena moved just asyou started your run, but you couldn't see her
from where you were. Y ou hit exactly where she had been standing!
Had she remained where shewas, | think your spear would have gone
graight through her neck. That wastruly amazing! Y our styleismuch
like Droko's, but she could never have made that throw!"

"Thank you. | fed lessmortified, now."

"Lorka, go down, and have the mess attendants take that juvenal for
distribution to the soldiers. Then bring back your spear and present it to
Kren, here, in honor of that throw. Y ou can draw another one for
yoursdlf from stores. And get me another sword while you're down
there”

The duke picked up the decorated sword that Kren had brought with
him. He drew the blade from the richly engraved scabbard and studied
the watering. He judged it to be acceptable, for acivilian.

"Isthiswhat Duke Mo issuesto his soldiers?”

"No, | had to leave my wegpons behind when | |eft hisservice, That's
the best that | could findin Dren.”

"And why did you leave the services of Duke Mo?"



"Because my duke had gone over two dozen years without awar,"
Kren said, remembering what he had read in his current history class.
"Things had gotten dull, and promotions had come to an absol ute stop.”

"Good. Y ou have a proper warrior's attitude. So tell me, now that you
have ahugetract of land, what do you plan on doing with it? Not those
filthy drug schemesthat Kodo had in mind, | hope."

"Drugs? No, certainly not!" Kren said, "There are plenty of honorable
ways to make adecent living. But | don't actudly have the land, yet.
Thereisamatter of Sgning and registering certain papers. .. 7"

"Right you are! Sala, have the papers brought up to the table here, and
well get onwithiit right now." Turning back to Kren, he said, "But what
areyour plans?'

What were hisplans! A strange feding came over Kren. Whileit was
doubtless aresult of the brain segments that he had taken from Kodo,
dtill reorganizing themsalvesin hisheed, it seemed to him to be aflash
of enlightenment, asif hiswhole future was now laid out in front of him.
It was agtonishing, but it dso left him somewhat confused. Fortunately,
the liar he had once eaten cameto hisrescue, and he ad libbed until his
thoughts started to crystallize about him.

"Y ou will undergtand that | didn't hear about your offer until this
morning, and | will have to make athorough survey of the property



before| can be sure of anything. But | have dreamed of owning alarge
tract of land for many years, and | have had many thoughts. If the land
I'm buying islike smilar areasthat | have studied, its current economic
function issmply to be a place where juvena s wander into, become
larger and fatter, and then wander out of, to be eaten elsewhere. No
oneismaking aprofit off of it. Currently, at the University of Dren, the
average juvend sdllsfor dmost three dozen Ke."

"That much?'

"Yes Themethod of collecting themisrather inefficient. Individud
hunters, often impoverished students, go out and bring back one or two
a atime. | think thet if | set up an efficient system of collection,
trangportation, and distribution, the profits could belarge.”

"That isvery interesting. Y ou seem to be aremarkably creetive person,
Kren."

"Am 1?1t seemed only common senseto me.”

"Wall, in hindsight, yes. But to have the foresight to seeit, well, that is
something else. But the papers are here. Shall we sign them?'

"By dl meand"



Assoon asdl copieswere signed and witnessed, Bronki and Sala
collected them up.

Bronki said, "l guessthat concludes our business here, Y our Grace.
Kren and | haveto catch atrain back to the university in an hour. We
both have our academic duties to perform there tomorrow."

"But | was enjoying my conversation with Kren," the duke said. "Y ou
two go and get everything properly registered with the Bonding
Authority. Y ou can come back for him in two-thirds of an hour. They'll
hold thetrainif | request it."

"Yes, Your Grace," Sdasaid, taking Bronki with her.

"Now then, tell me more about your plans,” the duke said.

"Wdll, if the collection and ditribution of juvends goeswell, and
proves profitable, | plan to extend my sales organization out into other
nearby cities, until | start reaching the limit of what my land can
sugtainably provide."

"And then you will need moreland.”

"Perhaps,” Kren said. "But that would be expensive, and there might be
waysto increase theyield of what | already own. Academic studies of



grass have shown that walking on it injuresit. It must expend energy to
repair the damage to its roots, energy that could otherwise be spent on
growth. Juvena's outnumber adults by more than agrossto one. Thus,
the tota damage done by adultsissmall. Theoretica studies suggest
that growth could be doubled if juvenas could be kept off of it, and this
isverified by theyields of grass sequestered for the production of long
grass.

"So you arethinking of putting al of your land inlong grass, and feeding
it to thejuvenas?’

"Not quite. Long grassishighin cdlulose and low in proteins. It isnot
the best possible feed. But if large hovercraft could be built to mow the
grass every week or so, and this could be fed to penned juvenals, |
think that production would more than double. The actua cost of
mowing isgill unknown, of course. Just how profitable this system
would be would have to be seen.”

"Yes, yes. But why do you say, more than doubled?' Dennon asked.

"Because the juvena s would have nothing to do now but egt, deep,
and grow. They wouldn't have to expend much of their energy moving
around. We could feed them only at night, perhaps, and let them liein
the sun dl day. Furthermore, they might prove to be much better eating,
with more tender meat and morefat.”

"Thisistruly aremarkable program, and | wish youwdl withit. I will
be watching you carefully, and who knows, someday | might try



something likethismysdf."

"You arewelcometo,” Kren said. "Onceit proves profitable, | will
have many compstitors. | will stay out in front because | will have been
therefirst, astep or two ahead of therest.”

"A sengble attitude. Do you have further thoughts?*

"A few, but they will be done many yearsin thefuture, if ever. | wonder
if it would be practica to grow grass under fuson-powered lightsina
building. The power itsdf isfarly cheap, and indoors, with constant,
optimd lighting two dozen hours aday, with perfect fertilization, and
perfect watering, with no winters or cloudy days, well, | think that it
might be possible to produce at least adozen times as much grass per
sguare yard as you would get outdoors. And when you consider that a
building could be easily built with two dozen stories, well, perhaps|
might never need any more land.”

"That would take amassive, long-term investment, but in the long run,
why, it would permit our population to grow by afactor of two gross!™
Duke Dennon said.

"And therein liesthe profit.”

"| am fascinated! Did you have any further thoughts?'



"Only one. It isthat we have been selectively breeding our own species
for millions of years. Not aways conscioudy, of course, but when we
are ready for resurrection, we always pick the best body that we can
get, and these are the bodies that make the next generation of eggsand
sperm. We have been breeding for perfect adults, and | think that the
results have been excdlent. Certainly, | wouldn't want to change that.
But we have not been breeding for perfect juvends. We have not
consdered that with further selective breeding, we could turn out
juvenaswho matured quicker, who needed lessfood, and who tasted
better. | wonder what could be accomplished aong these lines."

Actudly, Kren had severd other idess, but thought it best not to
mention to Duke Dennon the breeding of superior warriors. One day,
he might haveto go to war with him.

"My mind boggles, Kren. | seethat our assistants are returning, and
that you will soon haveto leave. | would like to see you again, though,
perhaps for aweekend?

"| regret that | must study through the week, and play sports on most
weekends."

"But we both know your schedule. In three weeks, the University of
Dren won't be playing for one weekend. Come visit me then.”

"With grest pleasure, Y our Grace."



Contents

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOF UP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Sdling Sharesin Children

The duke's guard, Lorka, met them on the stairway and presented
Kren with the spear he had used earlier. Kren and Bronki talked only
of ordinary things until they werein their cabin on thetrain. It took off
immediately after they got aboard, sncethey realy had been holding
the train for them. Thiswas something that the MagFloat Corporation
did not like to do, but one does not argue with a duke.

"What happened between you and the duke while | was gone?' Bronki
asked.

"Something very strange. He asked me what my plans werefor theland
hewas selling me, and | had amost amazing burst of creativity,
something which has never happened to me before. Well, | have done
origind thingsin the pagt, or at least thingswhich | thought were origina
at thetime. Origindity iseasy when you areignorant of what has
happened before. | deduced that by eating juvend brain tissue, | could
improve my studying, for example, and | came up with anove way to



bring six juvena's, who were each amost asbig as| am, back to what
isnow my house. But those thingswere trivial compared to what
happened to me today."

"And what wasthisflash of enlightenment? What exactly did you think
about?'

"l suddenly saw awholelifetime of research laid out in front of me,
research the results of which could easily make me the most important
person on the entire planet,” Kren said.

Kren explained the whole program to Bronki, in more detail than he
had explained to Duke Dennon, and not suppressing histhoughts on
breeding superior soldiers.

"Thisbody | got in the minesis obvioudy far better than the usua one.
The duke said that | was better with a spear than the soldier that | had
eaten, the one who gave me my skillswith aspear in thefirst place. |
seem to be stronger, much faster, and much more accurate than anyone
else on the planet. | suspect that it might have something to do with the
nerves. As soon as possible, we must build astructure where my
offspring can be kept and secretly nurtured. If whatever thisbody has
breedstrue, think of thearmy that I'll have!"

"And wherewill you get the femdesto perform this experiment with?"



"There are plenty of fine femae athletes a the university. Some of them
might have some of the same genes that make me so good. | need only
invite adozen of them over to some secluded placefor adinner, a
victory party perhaps, afew timesevery year. | will persondly clean
the place very thoroughly before they arrive, make sure that no one ese
but me, my athletic friends, and somejuvends aretherein theinterim,
and then | will vacuum the whole place carefully after they leave, using
new vacuum bags. | will distribute the fertilized eggs on new grown
grassingde aclosed building with suitable growing lights. The grubswill
be kept separate, and when their time comes, they will become
well-fed pollywogsin their own tank. The juvenaswill be carefully
nurtured on grass grown under artificid lights. Then, oncethefirst
generation has grown, my own daughters would be suitable egg layers.
After afew more generations, the offspring would be geneticaly very
likeme"

Bronki said, "Most of that sounds very good. But about using your own
daughters, well, there might be some genetic problems with double
recessives, and so on.”

"True, but wewill be carefully testing dl of the offgpring, and culling
anything inferior. Well just sal the substandard onesfor food. That will
clean the gene poal in afew generations.”

"Or we could always eat them ourselves.”

"Y es, that might be best, in case someone finds out what we're doing.
We wouldn't want anything superior to get into someone dsesarmy,”
Kren said.



"Kren, to come up with so much, dl a once, well, itssmply
unprecedented. |'ve never heard of anything elselike this ever
happening before. Therés nothing likeit in the literature. But, you
know, the literature on vampiresisvery limited, for obvious reasons.
Those who do this sort of thing arent likely to write scholarly reports
about it."

"No, but you have had flashes of creativity, too, and if our experienceis
common among vampires, then it is probable that many of therich and
powerful are secretly like ourselves. Which leads me to another
thought. Perhaps the reason why vampirism is so frowned upon isthat
those in power don't want the competition.”

Bronki said, "And if that istrue, then you and | aretreading on very
dangerous ground.”

"Theworld isavery dangerous place. But if wewish to climb to the
top of it, we must be prepared to take some risks.”

"Very wdl, then. | wish you the very best of luck in your endeavor.”

Kren was not about to let Bronki bow out and leave him without her
expertise and advice.

"Wewill, of course, be very cautious and very secretive until we are



very powerful. You have caled yoursdf my partner. If that isso, | will
be expecting some help from you," Kren said. "Firgt off, | want to form
acorporation to own and devel op the land that we have bought this
day. Since you have formed many corporationsin the past, | want you
to handlethisonefor us. Y ou will issue shareswith a par vaue of one
million Ke each to mefor my contribution of agrosshillion Ke, and to
you for the billion Ke that you have earned as acommission for putting
this dedl together, and for the billion Ke paid by you to your friend Saa
intheform of abribe.”

"Therewas dso thetweve million Kel paid asyour hdf of thefeeto
the Bonding Authority.”

"That seems excessve!"

"They are guaranteeing the performance of both partiesto the
agreement. That meansthat if Duke Dennon reneges, then the Bonding
Authority might have to go to war with him to ensure compliance,”
Bronki said. "Considering the quaity of Dennon's army and the cost of
wars, two dozen million ssemsvery reasonable.”

"Oh, very well. Anyway, it has dready been paid. Set usup witha
corporate bank account, aswell. Two signatures will be required on
every check, one of which must be mine.”

"I will file the paperwork for the corporation this evening, and take care
of the bank in the morning. What would you liketo call it?"



"| think that something very ordinary sounding would be best," Kren
said. "Well cdl it the Superior Food Corporation. And voting by the
board of directorswill bein proportion to the number of sharesthat
they own, not one person, onevote."

"Kren, that's 30 undemocratic!"

"When did | ever clam to be ademocrat?"

Bronki had only paid to Salathe hdf billion Ke that the accountant had
requested. Duke Dennon had an outstanding credit rating, despite his
current financia problems, since for thousands of years, he had
honored al of his contracts and paid all of his debts. Because of this,
thetotal feesrequired by the Bonding Authority had been only twelve
million. Bronki thought that the stock that she would be issued would
be quite acceptable. Anyway, it looked like an interesting operation,
and being aworld leader might be fun.

When they got home, Kren called Dal to his Sitting room and explained
everything that happened, and dl of histhoughtsfor the future.

"S0 you see, we are going to need your engineering expertisson a
number of projects.” Kren said, "We are going to need alarge
grass-mowing and collecting machine. We are going to need severa
large experimentd buildings. We are going to need an efficient system
of sedating and boxing up juvendsfor shipment. But the first thing that



we are going to need is afence that goes around the entire property,
onethat letsjuvenas enter, but ops them from leaving.”

Dal had listened, fascinated by everything that Kren had told her, but
now she had to say, "Kren, we can't do that. Planetary law isvery
specific about the building of fences. It isillegd to inhibit the free motion
of juvends. Except for fields licensed for the growing of long grass, dl
fences must have an ungated opening wide enough for an adult to pass
eadly through, at least once every two gross yards."

"I know that, and our fences will have those openings. Here, look."

Kren took asheet of grass paper and drew avertical line of half circles
on it, with the concave sdesto the left and the convex to the right, and
with thewingtips amost but not quite touching.

N N N N N N

"Kodo once read astudy on the migration patterns of juvends,” he
said. "When they come to an obstacle, like afence, and they want to
get to the other side, they follow dong it. When the fence ends, they
just keep on walking in the direction that they have been going, having
gpparently forgotten why they werefollowing it in thefirst place. Now,



when ajuvena comesto the convex side of one of these semicircles,
shewill follow adong the fence until she comesto one of the openings,
and then she will go through. But if she comesto the concave sde of a
semicircle, shewill follow it around until it turns her back in the
direction that she was coming from, and shewill wak right back into
the middle of our field. Since there are two gross yards between the
openings, and the openings are only ayard wide, only oncein two
grosstimeswill she happen to come directly to the opening without
hitting the fencefirg.”

A human would have recognized Kren'sinvention immediately asafish
welr. But for someoneliving on a planet without any fishes, Kren had
come up with abrilliant innovation.

"It seemsto satisfy the letter of the law, if not the spirit of it,” Dol said.
"Areyou absolutely pogtive that thiswill work?!

"Absolutely? No, but | think that it would be worthwhileto build afew
dozen miles of it, and see

"Widl then, | will see about getting your property surveyed, and I'll get
some prices together on various kinds of fencing. | consider this sort of
work to come under our agreement, so | won't be charging you
anything for my time. But tell me, this Superior Food Corporation of
yours. Can anybody buy stock init? Me, for example?’

"Wewill need dl the capital we can get, and your funds are certainly
welcome," Kren said. "Our long-range plans must remain a secret,



however."

"Thisis reasonable. How do | go about making a purchase?"

"See Bronki about it. She's setting up the corporation right now."

"Very well. | wonder what sort of acommission she'sgoing to charge
me," Dol sad.

"You will tell her that | said that the price wasamillion Ke ashare, and
that's what you will be paying. | know that Bronki lovesto snaich every
Ke she can get her claws on, but thefact isthat it is generaly more
profitable to do busnesswith her than without her."

"l didn't redlize that you were aware of what she was doing.”

"I'm not acompletefool,” Kren said. "Sometimesit'samusing to watch
her operate. She just stole more than a hdf billion Ke from me today,
but since sheisgetting it in stock, and | don't plan to declare adividend
for avery long time, if ever, then it redly doesn't make much of a
difference, doesit?"

Dol decided that if dividendswould not be forthcoming in the
foreseeable future, buying one share would be sufficient. That would
get her on the board of directors, sSnceit wasn't likely that anyone else



would buy sharesin a secret corporation a amillion Ke each.

Kren went to talk to Bronki.

"Have the corporate papers been filed?' he asked.

"Yes, and herés a printout of them. We should get gpprova on them
by tomorrow afternoon.”

"Very good. The next thing that we must think about isthe sales
organization. Drenisthe closest mgor city to my lands, so we should
gart sdling here. We will need afactory outlet near thetrain sation,
and it must be on the underground wa kway system, because of the
large volumes of juvenalswewill be handling. On the wakways, we
can use electric whed ed trucks, for delivery to the store, and manual
whedled cartsfor ddivery to our customers, rather than having to carry
them.

"At the store, we will need afront desk for walk-in business, an office
to handle the phone-in business, alarge storage areafor our
merchandise, and | think adisplay areafor those who wish to pick a
particularly pretty child for aspecid party. Thesewill be a apremium
price, of course.

"It might be profitable to sall accessories aswell. Knives, branding
irons, party tables, and so on. Then we must think about advertising,



what our budget should be, which mediawe will use, and who will
handleit for us. Or we might try doing that ourselves, snceit will bea
while getting our production volume up, and we don't want more
customers than we have product to sdll.

"Eventudly, we might think about franchising our sales outlets, where
each store is owned by a semi-independent operator.”

"That sounds all fine and good, but just how much space do you think
that thisfirst outlet will require?' Bronki asked.

"I don't know. Probably not much at first, but with expanding sales, it
could eventudly be quitelarge.”

"That's not much to go on. But look, the entire bottom floor of this
building ison theleve of thewadkway system, and we aren't al that far
from thetrain sation. The nearest commercia outlet isonly four dozen
yards away, and the entire floor is currently being used for storage. If
you were willing to pay commercid rates, | could have adoor and
window cut out to the walkway, and we could put inasmdl store.
Then, as business expanded, you could rent more space, and | would
again haveit refurbished, but again at commercia rates.”

"Why couldn't | just rent the storage space, and fix it up on my own?"
Kren asked.



"Y ou could, and you are welcometo. Y ou can dedl with the architects
and the construction contractors yoursdlf, in your copious sparetime,
and you can get dl of the city permits on your own. Therewill be more
than four dozen of them required. Then, of course, there will bethe
electrica company, the waste disposa company, the water company,
and the phone company to ded with. If you wish to hire employees,
there are nine different branches of the city government that you must
make arrangements with. And there are probably at |east a dozen other
thingsthat | am forgetting about just now."

"Okay, Bronki. What are you suggesting?'

"If you can bring them in to the train station, and sdll them to me on the
dock for two dozen Ke each, I'll take care of everything ese. I'm
talking about firg-quality merchandise, you understand. Ded?* Bronki
sad.

"Y ou'l take everything that we can send you?"

"Within reason. Say, increases of no more that three parts per gross
per week, unless mutually agreed upon.”

"Well, okay, but only for the City of Dren, and only for atwelve-year
period. Anything morewill haveto be negotiated,” Kren said.

"When can | get my firgt shipment?'



"Tentatively, in about four weeks. Shal we say athousand children the
first week?'

"That will do for starters. I'm not sure, but the total market in thiscity
might be athousand timesthat. Y ou've got yoursdf aded, partner. Il
write up the arrangement for your Sgnature and have it ready for you
tomorrow."
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Perpetual Mation, Type Two
New Yugodavia, 2212 a.d.

Our designers and architects had the preiminary designsdonefor a
system of fallout sheltersthree kilometers down, and big enough to hold
the entire population of the planet of New Y ugodavia

To get the people down there in the Smplest, fastest and most
foolproof way, they had settled on cutting spiraling tubes down into the
bedrock and lining them with polished metd. The faster you went
down, the harder that centrifugd force pushed you against the outer
wall. The added friction dowed you down, some. It was ablindingly



smple speed control device, thekind of engineering | like. Also, a
penetrating bit of radiation couldn't follow the curve, so it helped there,
too.

It was asuper amusement park ride, and we might have afew heart
attacks on the way down, but there was nothing mechanica to fail at
the wrong moment, so | approved it.

Actualy, the plans had been done two weeks ago, but then my wife, a
lovely mother of four fine sons, intelligent, caring and ungodly greedy,
got into the act. Now, in addition to barrack space for everybody, with
public latrines, communa chow hadlsand food that might satisfy a
chinese coolie, there were two more, degper sets of shelters.

One wasfor the moderately wedlthy, and included private apartments,
separate bedrooms, private bathrooms, private kitchens, and lots of
storage space that you could stock with your favorite items.

The one below it wasfor thefilthy rich, and wasredly very nice, if you
could afford it. Kasas plan wasto sell these two posh layersfor
enough to pay for the entire ingallation. Then, she planned to talk the
local governmentsinto paying for the barracks, latrines, and chow hdls,

anyway.

That'smy wife.



We had done other engineering projects on the planet that had required
alot of digging, like putting in a planet-wide underground highway
system. In the past, we had smply flushed the dirt and pul verized
granite into the oceans. It hadn't caused any ecologica damage last
time, but now we had amgor dly living in those oceans, and | felt that
it was politicaly advisable to check with them beforewe did it again.

With rollsof plansunder my arm, | met Bellor floating in his swimming
pool in my garage.

"Mickola! It isso delightful to see you again. What can | do for you,
my old benefactor?’

"Well, you can look over these plansfor the planet-wide system of
sheltersto protect our people from the Mitchegai, and seeif thereis
anything about them that would offend your people. Also, wed liketo
know what we could do to protect the Tellefontu in case of attack.”

"Thisismost courteous of you, Mickolai, but asto my own people,
well, we have dready made our own arrangements. When it comesto
hiding, it is perhaps wise to keep your plans as secret as possible, yes?'

"Perhaps, but it isaso wise not to offend your only dly. If you want to
keep your own system secret, that's fine by me. But I'd like you to look
over this Suff, to be sure that we do not offend you. Among other
things, it involves dumping an awful lot of pulverized graniteinto the
oceans that your people livein, and we don't want to cause you
problems.”



"Indeed? Let melook."

But ingtead of crawling out of the swimming pool and looking at the
drawingsthat | was unrolling on the garage floor, he just sort of leaned
back and floated for a bit.

"Yes, | see" hesad. "Well, with your permission, | have anumber of
suggestionsto make."

"I'd like to hear them, but before that, please tell me what you just did.”

"I smply queried the good professor, and he downloaded the plansto
me. | found it convenient to grow adatalink to him, smilar in some
ways to the inductive mat that you wear under your scalp.”

"Mine had to be surgicaly implanted,” | said. ™Y ou just grew yours?"

"My people have devel oped that ability, yes. We know how to make
and use machines, of course, but for many things, it is convenient to
modify our body structure to do these things more easily. Please don't
be offended, Mickolal, but yoursisavery young race. In afew million
years, it isquite possible that you will develop such abilities.



"Now then," he continued. "Thereis no need to transport the powdered
granite to the oceans and dump it there. Y ou may use our
'Disappearing Gun' to smply make the granite disappear. Oh. | seethat
your engineering group has not gotten the plansthat | sent to New
Kashubia. Wéll, there. They have them now. Next, | seethat you have
avery extensve system of power generators and electrica conductors
going al over the place. It would be far smpler to Ssmply generate the
power where it isneeded. In aclosed system likethis, you aready
have plenty of thermal power. Indeed, at three kilometers down, you
will have avast surplus of it, and | see that you were planning on an
extensve ar-conditioning system. That would involve a heat plume that
the Mitchegai would undoubtedly notice.”

"Wataminute!" | said, "Y ou are talking about using ambient therma
energy to generate power? Surdly, that'simpossble!”

"And why should that be s0? Even with your primitive physics, you
redizethat heat is not aseparate form of energy. It issmply mechanica
energy on avery smadl scae Theindividuad atomsand moleculesare
vibrating and sometimes spinning. Their average speed iswhat you call
heat. By dowing them down, one can extract useful energy. Surdly, this
isobvious. There are severa practica methods of doing this, but | have
just sent your engineersthe plansfor asmple light that getsits power
from ambient heat. They will dso need somelarger systemsto cool the
housing units you propose, and | have just sent plansfor those aswell.
They will have to put some resigtive unitsin the oceans, to get rid of the
surplus energy, but there are several vol canoes under the sea that will
hide the heat quite nicely from our enemies. Therest of your plans seem
workable enough, and | wouldn't want to upset your excellent
engineerstoo much in one day.



"Pleasetel me," he said, changing the subject. "How soon do you think
it might be before we can receive the rest of the Everclear you
promised?’

| was too stunned to say anything but " Probably in about twelve days.
After that, we can ship you alike amount every three months.” They
knew how to build perpetual motion machines?

"That would be most convenient. But you must please excuse me now,
asthereare severd calswaiting.”

| left the planslying on the floor and went home.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

In Your Face Sports

The next day in thelocker room, the director of Athleticsjust happened
to stop Kren and him if he knew who Kodo was.



"Yes, gr, heisthedirector of the College of Architecture. Someone
pointed him out to me once, inacrowd.” Asdways, lying came easly
to Kren.

"Have you seen him around lately? I've been looking for him."

"Nodr, | haven't. But if | do seehim, I'll ask him to contact you."

"No! Don't do that! If you see him, you come straight to me and tell me
about it."

"Very good, ar. | will do asyou wish."

Kren walked away, knowing who at least one member of Kodo's
syndicate had been. After al the athletes that he had skinned dive for
using drugs, the director had been buying into adrug syndicate.

If Kren had had any faith in anything, he might have lost some of it then.
But of course he didn't, so hedidn't.

On the way to the locker room, Kren met a stranger who identified
hersdf as Bo, the runner who had been killed at the Desth Match at the
first meet of theyear.



"Y ou took my money, and you didn't perform the services you
promised!" Bo said.

"Well, | tried to perform those services, but the director of athletics
forbade meto doit. What else could | do? Anyway, before this goes
any further, | want you to prove who you are."

Bo produced sufficient ID cardsto convince Kren.

"Very wel then," Kren said, pulling out his money pouch. "Hereisyour
ten thousand Ke."

"But you got adozen and nine times that much, when you collected on
that bet!”

"So?If | had logt that contest, would you fed that | didn't owe you
anythinga al?'

"WEell, no, of course not, but what you are doing isn't fair!"

"Bo, | do not understand this'fair’ thing that you talk about. Y our
options are that you can either takewhat | am offering, or you can fight
me. Takeyour pick," Kren said, drawing his sword.



"Y ou know that | can't fight you!"

"The choiceisyours. Decide."

Bo took the money and went away. Apparently, her new body wasn't
that of an athlete. Kren never saw her again.

Kren returned hometo find Dol a work on her new computer, an
oversized thing with more than the usua number of lights and gadgets.

While Mitchegal computer hardware was comparatively primitive, their
programmers had had over amillion yearsto catch up with their
hardware. Their programs were very efficient, and they could
accomplish agresat dedl despite small memories and dow circuits.
When one of their computers crashed, it was always a hardware
problem.

"I've gotten pricesin on various forms of fencing, ranging from glazed
brick, through stainless stedl, and down to some gavanized stedl mesh
temporary stuff that's only guaranteed for Six dozen years. It'sonly a
twelfth the price of good brick, though.”

"Sincewe don't redly know if my design will work yet, and we don't
know if there will belegd objectionsto what we have in mind, we
might aswell go with the chegp uff.”



"My thought exactly, Sir. Then, I've gotten in aset of standard survey
maps for the area, but the most recent are over nine thousand years
old. The Space Mitchegai had some satellite photos that are lessthan a
year old, and I've been comparing the two. There were three new
houses built lately, or in the last nine millennia, anyway, and an
additiona underground winter housing unit for juvends, but that's about
it, that | can see, anyway."

"How many of these wintering centers are there, and what'stheir

"There are adozen and nine units, with an average capacity of just over
amillion juvendseach. | havedl of that compiled herefor you, sir,"
Dol said, handing him astack of fan folded computer printouts.

"Y ou have been very efficient.”

"I don't have to study my homework anymore, and | want to make

myself indigpensableto you, Sir, o that | won't be dispensed with. |
think that this project could make you aworld power, and | likethe
ideaof being closeto aworld power."

"Thank you. How is everything e se going?"

"The gambling Situation is not so good. Wed planned on having you



win the épée tournament on Saturday morning, but the odds on you
have dropped to a payout of only three for two! Someone has
apparently bet ahuge fortune on you. | suggest that we change the
plan, and have you win the javelin distance competition instead.”

"Ordinarily, that would be agood idea. But the person who placed the
huge bet is probably Duke Dennon. The fool must have bet everything
he got yesterday onthetip | gave him. No, I'll have to win with the
épée, or | might turn afriendly, wealthy neighbor with abig army into
an angry, impoverished neighbor, with abig army.”

"l seeyour point, Sr."

"Right. But don't bet any of our money on fencing. | have another idea.
Maybe| canwin at javelin tennis.”

"The odds againgt you there are adozen and one to one. Y ou have
never won amatch, but due to your popularity, well, there are two
dozen and eight players competing, and if you were only average, the
odds on you should be two dozen and five to one, when in fact they are
lessthan hdf that. But how will you plan to win a agamethat ismostly
luck?"

"Pole-vaulting, and taking the luck out of it. I'll let you know for sure,
Friday afternoon.”



"Asyou wish, gir. I've been doing adtatistical study on the betting
patternsfor your events. Y our fameis causing gamblersto bet on you
inanirrationa fashion. It redly isapity that you won both the fencing
tournament and made aworld record at the javelin accuracy event on
your first time out. It was very profitable at thetime, but it's costing us
money now. So many are betting so much on you that they are bending
the odds. They arelosing more than they are winning by afactor of fully
one-third."

"Y ou mean to say that on the average, betting on meisabad idea?'
Kren sad.

"Exactly. Since the second meet of the year, they have lost more money
when they bet on the eventsthat you lose than they have won when you
win. And I'm including the wagers made by the In Crowd, who are
making huge profits, along with everybody €se, who aren't. Winning
one event in three, the odds on you should be three to one, or alittle
lessthan that, after the house tekesiits cut. But they're not. They're
more often two to one, or even less. It'saquirk of pari-mutuel betting.
Y our fameis driving down the odds on you, which reduces our
winnings. When they bet against you, and we decide to win, we get
their money. When they bet on you, they sharein what we take. But |
don't see what we can do about it."

"l do," Kren said. "Write up two versions of your study. Do onein
Keno, or maybe Leno, the scientific language, and make it aproperly
formatted scientific paper. Well get it out in one of the scientific
journds. Then write up asmplified, popular verson in Deno, and send
it to al the newspapers and sporting magazines on the planet. Maybe if
the gamblerslearn that what they are doing is stupid, we can get the
odds on me back up."



"I'll get right on it, Sir. Getting a paper published as an undergraduate
will be aboost to my academic career.”

"Youll get it published, dl right, even if we haveto pay themto doit.”

"Thet isthe usua procedure, ar."

* % %

On Tuesday, Kren dutifully reported to the director, telling him that he
hadn't seen Kodo, and that he would win the fencing meet on Saturday.

The director nodded and dismissed him, seeming distracted. Heleft his
impressive office early, and was not seen again until the morning of the

game.

The temporary coach in charge of javelins had been told to just let
Kren do whatever he wanted to do, and Kren spent al of histime on
the tennis singles courts, with aseries of hapless opponents.

Kren'sthought was that the reason why he alwayslost at the sport was
that he couldn't know where his opponent was. Therewas atadl brick
wall cutting the court in half, and any sort of sgnding between the



players and anyone else was drictly forbidden.

Thewadl wastoo tall for him to jump up and see over it, but astandard
javdinwasthree and ahaf yardslong, with blunted ends. It was
lightweight, dightly flexible, and very strong. Kren thought that he might
be ableto useit to pole-vault himsdf high enough to see over thewall,
and then, while he wasflying up there, to whip the same javelin around
fast and throw it downward at someplace where his opponent wasnt.

What made this maneuver even more difficult was the fact that the rules
required him to return the throw in under two seconds.

By Tuesday evening, he had established that the thing was possible, but
only if everything was perfect. He had to be near thewall, moving in the
right direction, and on hisleft foot when he caught the javelin very close
to theend, but it was possible.

The Mitchegal have asix-day week. They don't do Wednesday.

By Thursday night, he knew the strategy he had to use. Thiswasto
continue lobbing high, easy throwsinto the middle of the opposing
court until just the right one came back to him. Then he would
pole-vault, and nall the javelin into the ground.

On Friday, he sequentialy beat every single member of the Dren
University javelin team three times each. They al sworethemsdlvesto



secrecy and went out to place their bets. So did Kren, Bronki and Dol.

Also, by thispoint, Kren and Dol had the plansfor the outer fence
completed, and had put it out for bids, telling the contractorsthat the
strange shape had been decided on dtrictly for aesthetic reasons.

They were about to sign aded with the low bidder when Bronki then
got into the act, and within an hour managed to get the price reduced
by one fourth, and got a sizeable kickback for herself from the
contractor.

Kren suggested that Bronki use that kickback, when she got it, to buy
more stock in the corporation. She said that she had been planning to.

Dol and Kren nodded to each other and signed the new contract.

On Saturday morning, Kren dutifully went to the opening ceremonies,
and then participated in the fencing tournament. He won without grest
difficulty. Actualy, losing was more work than winning, sSince he had to
make losing look redlistic. The crowds cheered, but no one came up
and hugged him. The payoff wastoo small. But Duke Dennon would
be happy, or at least not furious with him.

He did nothing unusua at the team tennis game, and for achange they
won.



All of hiscash, agross, adozen and four million, had been bet on the
snglesjavein tournament, which naturally made him nervous. There
were many thingsthat could go wrong.

It took three pointsto win agame, and he had to win fivetimesina
row. One of his opponents could figure out his strategy, and counter it
samply by always playing to the back court. Or, thejudges could rule
pole-vaulting to beillegd. Or, he could smply screw up, and lose
before he had a chance to pole-vault. A singlelosswould wipe out
everything that he had won since he got to the university.

He was beginning to think that betting everything on asingle contest
wasn't the best way to go. He swore that from this point forward, he
would never bet more than half of hisfortune. But for now, hismoney
was aready down, and he couldn't change that.

Kren won thefirst game surprisingly easily, before he got achanceto
try his pole-vaulting stunt. He just kept throwing the javelinsinto the
center of his opponent's court, and three of them didn't come back.

The second went wdll for the firgt two points, but then he lost two, and
was beginning to worry before his opponent |obbed one high and near
the barrier. Kren went into pole-vaulting mode and nailed it into the
center of his opponent'sfield, to win the match. The crowd went wild,
and the judges dlowed the point, to Kren's considerable relief.

The third game went as easy asthefirst one, but on the fourth, he was
up againgt some red competition. He stayed with the program, lobbing



them back high and easy, and after over two dozen returns, theright
one camein. Kren pole-vaulted for the point.

Someonetold him later that it was one of the longest games on record,
but al he could do was stick with his strategy, and eventualy he
pole-vaulted twice more and won the game.

Thelong game was sarting to tell on him. Kren was beginning to tire as
the last game started, and when hefindly got a chance to pole-vault,
there was his opponent, right in plain view, and making an obscene
gestureat him.

Thisinvolved pointing the two upper fingers of the right hand upward
with the other four closed, while moving the hand up and down. It
ggnified "Up your cloacal™

Something told him to get it over with, so instead of nailing the blunt
javelininto thefield, for the point, he threw it hard and sraight & his

gesturing opponent!

Hewas behind thewall before he could seeit hit, but there was no
doubt in Kren'smind. It was a perfect head shot.

Just to be on the safe side, Kren was ready to return the javelin, but it
never came. He had won. The crowd was cheering enthusiasticaly,
besting their left hands on their chedts.



Injuries happened often enough in the game, so the rules were both well
defined and well known. If the javelin was not out of bounds, it must be
returned. And if aplayer was not able to continue, shelost.

Kren had expected the javelin to bounce off, rendering the girl
unconscious. When he walked around the wall, he found her Stting
there with the blunt javelin having goneinto the skull, just above the
eyes. A yard of it was sticking out the back of her head, stuck in the
grass. It was propping her unconscious body up as the stretcher
bearersarrived.

The next day, at the awards ceremonies, Someone announced that she
had lived, and was expected to be playing again in afew weeks.

Moatile brain cdlls have severd advantages. Among them was the ability
to repair mgjor brain damage. A human would probably have died on

the spot.

The sportscasters said that Kren must have been very shaken up about
the accident, since he did so poorly at the last two events of the day,
the javdin distance and accuracy throws.

Thedirector of athletics was furious at not having been informed of
Kren'sintention of winning the javelin tennis competition.



Kren said that he hadn't been sure that he could win it, that he wasn't
surethat using ajavein to pole-vault with would be alowed by the
judges, and that the director had been gone for most of the week, and
out of touch, so he couldn't be consulted.

The director waked awvay grumbling.

Kren didn't redly care. Not when his net worth was now one hillion,
two gross seven dozen and six million Ke. Plusasmdl duchy, of
course.

The memory of the stunned look on his opponent'sface asthejavein
came a her wasavery nice, lingering stisfaction.
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Kren'sKiddy Hotel-
They Check In but They Don't Check Out



The contractors started work promptly on Monday morning, putting up
thefirst twelve miles of fencing around the new property. If it worked,
they would get the go-ahead to complete the project, but they wouldn't
have the whole job done for twelve weeks.

With Bronki working on the sales end of things, Kren and Dol started
getting production going.

"We have to have an efficient method of gathering up thejuvendls,
getting them on the train, getting them to market,” Kren said. "'l think
that the best way to do it would be to drug them, put them in boxes,
and use materid handling equipment from then on. Thereisachemica
called piperphentamone that is not on theillega list, becauseit hasno
effect on adults. Injected into ajuvend in the proper dosage, it will
knock her unconscious for aweek. Also, thereis an antidote,
brantadiatol, which can bring them around in afew minutes, and it too
islegd. | want you to find amanufacturer who can produce these for
s

"Il get onitinthemorning, Sr."

"Right. Next, well need some shipping boxes for them. Find out what
the andard sizes are, and what they cost. Callecting the juvends up
won't be aproblem at firgt, because winter is coming on, and they will
be callecting themsdlves at the wintering centers. | note that each of
these centersis near atrain termind.”



Lacking the human urgefor creetivity, dl Mitchega train terminaswere
built the same. Oncethey had an efficient design, they stuck withit.
Rardly used termindsin the countryside were just aslarge and well
equipped as those in the cities, athough more of them had been added
asthe cities grew. Since they were expected to last forever, and had
been built before many of the current cities existed, there was a certain
logic to thisway of doing things.

"I'm sure that it was Smply easier to build the centers where the
materids could be easily delivered,” Dol said.

"| expect that you areright, but it isstill very convenient for us. | want
you to work on some method of efficiently taking contented children
from the center and turning them into boxes of product loaded on a
hovercraft that can ddliver them to the train station. Bear in mind that
thiswill have to be done mostly outdoors, in the wintertime.”

"Right, gr. Then there were the buildings you mentioned earlier?”

"That'swhat I'll be doing, drawing up some rough sketches of what we
need. Later, you can do up some finished drawings on that fancy
computer of yours."

"Very wdl, and | already have a plotter on order, to do proper
technica drawings. It should get herein aweek. Y ou redly should
learn to use acompuiter, Sir.”



"Later, maybe. Just now, | don't havetime. Well need the packaging
center, to gather juvendsfrom the fields and prepare them for
shipment. I'll want it built and running by spring, and I'm very eaeger to
gart in on the breeding projects we talked about.”

"Not to mention the grass-mowing machines and the business of
growing grassunder artificid lights.”

"Right. The grass mowing isyour project. Well need it by next
summer, | expect. Keegp me posted. Asto the artificia lights, | need
some research donethere. All of the artificid lights I've seen have
imitated the spectrum of sunlight. But plants are most efficient under a
particular wave length of monochromatic red light. Any photonswith
less energy smply do the plant no good at dl. Any energy abovea
certain level iswasted, and just goes into waste heat, which hasto be
gotten rid of. | want you to find me some inexpensive, monochrometic
light sources.

"I'll seewhat | can do, sir. Do you know the precise wave length we
need?'

"No, that dipsmy memory. | only remember that it wasred. Vampire
memories are not perfect.”

"Or maybe Kodo forgot it."



"That too is possible. Wédll, you know what to do.”

* % %

The next weekend was an away game, and the opposing javelin tennis
team had been studying tapes of Kren'slast performance. They dl
showed up to the meet wearing protective headgear, and they made all
of their shotsto the rear of the court, from which Kren could not
effectively pole-vault. This made for some long and boring games. One
of them wasindeed aworld record setter for both length and dullness,
but they didn't give away any platinum meddsfor that. Kren didn't
comecloseto winning.

Kren had suspected that something like thiswould happen, and hadn't
bet on the tennis tournament. The odds were too low, anyway.

Instead, he won the javelin distance event, without setting any records.
The payoff was only two to one, and Kren, in keeping with his earlier
vows, had only bet half of his purse on the outcome. Bronki had aways
been abit secretive about her betting, but Dol said that she would
continue betting everything she had, since agirl never could tell when
she might need ancther billion Ke.

* % %

"Dal, I've been invited back to Duke Dennon's palace for the weekend.
Would you like to come dong?' Kren asked.

"A vidt to aducd pdace? Mog definitdy, sr!”



"Then book us acabin on an expresstrain on Friday afternoon, and
find out from Bronki who we should contact at the palaceto tell them
were coming. Tell her that she'sinvited aong, if she wants, but if she's
too busy, that's okay, too."

* % %

Ashe and Dol walked into the duca paace, Kren noted that many
small changes had taken place. The carpeting was new, and of the very
best quaity, as were the drapes. Minor repairs had been made where
necessary, and the servants al sported new uniforms. Only the very
professiona guards were unchanged, athough Kren was sure that by
now they'd al gotten their back pay.

They wereimmediately escorted to Duke Dennon's private quarters,
which had been lavishly redecorated. They made the proper bow to
His Grace, who stood up to greet them.

Theduke said, "Kren! Welcome back! All the more so since you have
made meahdf grosshillion Kericher!”

"| thought that it might have been you who bet agross billion Ke on that
fencing match! Y our wager drove the odds down so low that we
amost decided to win the javein accuracy throw instead!™

"I'm glad that you didn't! But the gross billion Ke you paid mefor my
land barely covered my debts. The additional money | made on that
wager has given mefinancia security and permitted me to make some



very needed repairsto my estate. Who isyour friend?’

"Y our Grace, thisisDal. She'snomindly my servant, but she'saso on
my board of directors, and she has been acting as my chief engineer, so
| suppose that makes her my friend aswell.”

"Y our friends are dwayswelcome,” the duke said.

They had been speaking in Meno, the military language, which Dol was
completely ignorant of, but the duke's smilewas dl that sheredly
needed to go on.

Mitchega do smileto express pleasure. Like humans, they do thisby
looking at the person they are addressing and exposing their fangs.

"| thank you, Y our Grace," Dal said in Deno, the common language.

"l am dmost completely ignorant of Reno, the engineering language, o
| guessDenoiitis” theduke sad in fluent Deno. "It isdifficult to
express anything but the smplest thingsin the common tongue, though.
I'm sure that you'd be far more comfortable talking with my chief
engineer, Dako. Infact, | want you to meet her. Among other things, |
am now the owner of ahuge supply of mining machinery that is
completely usdlessto me. It occursto me that a conveyor belt designed
to haul oremight prove useful in hauling grassclippings. | could give
Kren here avery good price oniit.”



"That isavery interesting idea, Y our Grace. Yes, Dal, by al means,
find out what they have available" Kren said.

A servant was assigned to escort Dol to Dako's office.

"Just be sure and cometo the party tonight,” the duke said asthey left.
Turning to Kren, he said, "Now then, have you been thinking more
about your fascinating plansfor your new lands?'

"Morethan thinking, Y our Grace. We've dready started doing. For a
week now, |'ve had a crew putting up fences around my land."

"Firgt, you have now used up your alotment of Y our Graces for the
entire weekend. Just call me Dennon. Second, you have been putting
up your fences on the boundary with my lands, and the reportsI've
been getting are strange. Y ou are building these curving thingsthat have
to be costing you half again more than astraight fence would. Y our
workers have told my men that you are doing thisfor aesthetic reasons,
but that does not fit with my judgment of your character. Please explain
thistome"

Krensad, "Very wel, but you must agree to keep thisa secret.”

The Mitchegal never had anything remotely like apatent office. The
only way they had to make a profit off of anideawasto keep it secret.



This could be another reason for their generd lack of creetivity.

Kren then explained his new idea, the fish weir, drawing sketcheson a
pad of paper that the duke provided.

"And this strange device actually works?' the duke asked.

"Infact, it does. Dol found a standard industria product, along armed
mechanica switch that operates amechanica counter when something
goes by in onedirection. Putting two of them on one of the openings
gave ustheratio of juvenas going one way as opposed to those going
the other. More of them are going in thewrong direction than | thought
they would, but it is till much better than agrossto one. My fenceisan
effectivevave. | dso intend to use something smilar to make collection
paths, where juvenasin the fields are collected up and sent to my
packaging facility. They'll cometo us, well select the oneswe want and
send the rest back out to thefields,” Kren said.

"Remarkable. But dl of thismeansthat you will be denuding my lands
of thejuvenasthat my subjects need to survive.”

"That remainsto be seen. Many will be entering my lands, but many
more will be drifting into yours from the other directions. | do,
however, promise that none of your subjects will starve because of
what | am doing."



"I'll take your word on that, and hold you to it," Duke Dennon said.
"Now, what of your other thoughts?*

Kren explained about how grass only absorbed red light, and how any
atificid lights should be monochrométic.

"Now that isodd,” Dennon said. " Somehow, 1'd dways thought of
grass as being the perfect energy converter, changing sunlight into food
for the children.”

"If it was aperfect converter, it would absorb dl of thelight and look
black. Grassis green because it doesn't need the green light, and
reflectsit back to our eyes.”

"Interesting. But can you buy monochromatic lights?'

"I was surprised to find out that they are the only sort that you can
buy," Kren sad. "The whitelighting panelsthat are used everywhere
are made up of seven different sorts of tiny light emitting diodes, each
of which ismonochromatic, but of adifferent color. The numbers of
each sort is such that together they appear to us as being white. Making
apand with only asingle sort of LED actualy cutsthe cost in hdlf,
assuming that you are buying in large quantities, which of course| will
be"

"I didn't know that."



"Nether did | until Dol did someresearch onit.”

"And what about that business of breeding more efficient juvends?' the
duke asked.

"That will be along-term project, of course. | have designed aresearch
building with three dozen large complexes that will let ustest three
dozen types of juvends smultaneoudly, keeping each type separate
from the grub stage, through the pollywog stage, and then asjuvends
and even afew brainless adults to make more eggs. We can have three
dozen selective breeding projects going a the sametime. Also, | will
have a complete genetics laboratory, so that we can know exactly what
we are deding with in every experiment.”

"But | thought that the DNA experiments had wound down, well, many
millenniaago, when everything that could be learned had been learned.”

"You areright, they did," Kren sad. "The equipment I'm buying has
been in storage for over twelve thousand years. I've put aclausein the
contract whereby | won't haveto pay for it if it doesn't work, but I'm
more than alittle worried about it. Having to build al new equipment
from ancient planswould be expensive! Also, I've got seven
biochemists on the payrall trying to learn what the ancients knew about
DNA andyss”

"I wish youwel! But now, it's Friday Night and Party Time! Come



with meto the greet hdl, and well get the fetivities Sarted!™

CHAPTER THIRTY-3 X

Paliticsand My Boys
New Yugodavia, 2212 a.d.

The Tellefontu normally carried an organic verson of the Disappearing
Gunin oneof their front claws. Thiswas necessary, Sncethey livedin
an ocean filled with large, smadl-brained carnivoreslike bluefinned tuna,
who sometimes mistook them for atagty treat. But whilekilling your
attacker eliminated the immediate problem, it didn't teach him anything.
It only killed him, leaving the otherswith no changein ther behavior.
Therefore, the Tellefontu had devel oped aweapon that caused intense
pain, but no physical damage. It was abeam that redly rattled the pain
centers of the brain.

The pain-generating wegpon had proved ineffective againg the Earthly
lobsters the early inhabitants had tried to grow in New Y ugodavias
oceans, as these crustaceans lacked enough of abrain to fed pain,
apparently. And since the lobsters had devel oped ataste for young
Tdlefontu, our new dlies had made apoint of eradicating them.

| had been unaware of this, but with demand and no supply, it looked
to be profitable to grow lobstersin tanks on my land, especidly since
as carnivores, they would give me something to do with that hdf of a



cow (eyeballs, lungs, etc.) that people didn't want to eat.

Thefirg egting-sized lobsterswere findly coming out of the tanks, and
Kasaand | atethefirst two with gusto!

Bdlor declinedtojoin us.

* % %

My annoying uncle, Wlodzimierz Derdowski, the President of New
Kashubia, was now lording it over the Interplanetary Council of the
Union of Human Planets. The new condtitution was il being haggled
over, and we gill didn't have anything like asingleindividud in charge,
but my uncle was currently the closest thing we had to it.

Hed written methat my "discovery™ of the Tellefontu had been
tremendoudy important, politicaly. Thefact that | hadn't discovered
anything, and that they had cometo me didn't faze himin theleadt.
Paliticians are never very concerned with actud facts.

While the governments of the various planets were till behind the huge
defense budgets that were required to prepare usto face the Mitchegal,
the people were getting increasingly restless about the taxation and the
dearth of civilian goods available.

Now, however, there was arace of intdlligent beingswho had
witnessed and suffered through an invasion by the Mitchegai, and this
forced peopleto take the whole thing serioudy. While it would have



been better if they could have been furry, cute, and cuddly, instead of
looking like crabs, they nonethelesswere ingrumenta in keeping the
war effort going.

And the Tellefontu were cooperating very nicely, giving lots of press
interviews and showing up regularly on talk shows.

In addition to the psychologica boogt, it was expected that as the new
technology thet the Tellefontu were giving us worked itsway into the
market, the economic boost would be considerable, and that would
help the political Situation alot. What we had been ableto learn from
the Mitchegal scout ship wouldn't hurt, ether.

My uncle invited me to cometo New Kashubia, so he could pin afew
more medals on my chest. | respectfully declined, claiming the press of
thingsto be done.

Actudly, | ill hated the bagtard. | never have forgiven him for letting
the courts give Kasiaand me the choice of death or joining thearmy, al
those years ago, not when they had aborted our first child in the
process.

My boyswere now my greet joy inlife. The oldest were getting to the
point where | could teach them to fish, to ride horses, and to play ball.
They were spending more and more of their time in the golden castle
that 1'd had built, but couldn't sell, and that was good. The spirit of true
knighthood was sarting to grow in them.



* % %

Our machinetool industry was expanding with surprising rapidity. Our
intdligent computers were keeping everything working twenty-four
hours a day, seven days aweek, and without holidays. There was very
little downtime. A greet ded was being done very quickly.

The engineers computed that with the Disgppearing Guns, and the other
thingsthat Bellor had suggested, we could produce the falout shelters
at aquarter of the price origindly estimated. We would want the Guns
as wespons anyway, so we built a production line to mass produce
them. We aso built linesto make the salf-powered lighting fixtures and
the power-generating air conditioners.

Kasanever mentioned these savingsin her dedlingswith theloca
governments, and got full prices out of them. | took much of the extra
money, and spent it on better food supplies. We would now be ableto
serve something alittle bit better than grud. But we didn't tell them
about that, either. It might have hurt sales on the luxury apartments.

Asthese new factories started to come on line, the shelters started to
be dug in ahurry. One of our standard tanks, usualy with ayoung
soldier in training insgde and oblivious to what histank wasredly doing,
could cut atunnd eight meters across and ten meters high while
traveling at eighty kilometers an hour!

It was afast way to make floor space!
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARS EARLIER

For War and Profit!

After the duke started things out by cutting off a pretty little girl'sfinger
with adull knife, and esting it to the gpplause of adl present, Dol made a
hit at the party by borrowing alarge soldering iron from one of the
repair shopsin the engineering wing, putting it up one of the party
snack’s cloaca, and plugging it in. It was something she had learned a
one of Bronki's parties, but it was anew innovation here. The resulting
screams were outstanding!

Later, Dol told Kren that she would spend all day Saturday going over
the mining machinery with Dako, but it looked asif most of it could be
extremely useful. Besides the conveyor belts, there were eleven mgjor
power stationsin storage here. These were high efficiency
muon-exchange fusion units, capable of running for athousand years at
peak output before they needed refueing.

Dol sad, "They have amassve amount of lighting fixtures, wiresand
cabling, and seven big tunndling machines. With them, it might prove
feasible to connect the wintering centers directly to the train sations,
which would greetly ease the job of collecting juvendsin the winter



time. We could just run the children we want down underground
tunnelsto the train Sation and box them up there.”

Also, the duke's engineers didn't have nearly enough to do, and Dol
expected to get alot of free engineering help from them.

The duke came up to them and said, "Now, now, you two. No
discusson of busnessat a party! Anyway, the entertainment is about to
begin in the arena, so come aong, both of you."

They went to asmadl circular stadium surrounding a patch of synthetic
grass two dozen yards across. At first, Kren thought that they would be
in for some sort of gladiatorid event, but no, no onewaskilled. The
duke thought too much of histroopsto waste them on mere
entertainment.

It was a tournament between two platoons of combat troops from two
riva regiments. It was fought with wegpons of full weight, but without
sharp edges. The troops wore full, head-to-toe armor of asort Kren
had never seen before. The helmets were smilar to what most of
Dennon's soldiers wore, except that the face was a so protected. The
body armor was obvioudy of a more advanced technology, with many
dozens of intricately fitting, overlapping platesthat permitted complete
freedom of mation.

Thefirst event was one-on-one fighting with sword and spear between
members of the two platoons. What with the armor and the blunted
wegpons, no one was serioudy injured, but these troopswereredly



fighting.

Kren found it good to watch real professonasgo at it, and not the
supid buffoonson Big Time Gladiators. The ruleswere anything

goes, and the fighting continued until the dain warrior declared herself
to be dead. Honor was very important to these warriors, and the
thought of chesting was abhorrent to them. Once awarrior took a blow
that would have killed her, had the weapon been real and she without
her armor, shefell over "dead" and the crowd applauded.

They even gave an award for the "Best Degth of the Evening.”

Mogt of the three dozen bouts lasted |ess than aminute.

"I've never seen anything like the armor they're wearing," Kren said.

"Actudly, those are old space suits," the duke said. "New ones would
be hideoudy expensive, but these al had to be scrapped because they
leaked air. But that's not a problem down here, and | always buy them,
when they come on the market. I've got eleven gross of them now, and
my best units have them.”

"Those are space wits?' Kren said.

"They were. The Space Mitchega dl clip ther clavsvery short, sowe



have to open up the gloves and bootsto let ours out. We've taken the
fittings for the breathing packs off, dong with the heating and cooling
apparatus, which wouldn't be alowed by the rules of war, and | never
bought the space helmetsin thefirst place. After that, well, acoat of
paint in my colors, and there you are.”

"| didn't know that any of the armieswere using full armor.”

"I might be the only duke with any large number of armored troops.
Most of them find it cheaper to hire new troops than to armor the old
ones. And infact, I've never committed my armored divison to
combat. They've dways been my strategic reserve, and so far, I've
awayswon before they were committed to battle. But someday, | will
need some redl shock troops, and when that day happens, I'll have

"Conventiond wisdom isthat armor dowsyou down morethanitis
worth."

"To acertain extent, it does dow asoldier down. Also, the extraweight
upsets your coordination and balance. To get good init, you pretty
much haveto livein the stuff, full time, whichis precisdy what al of
thesetroopsdo. They evendeepinit, usudly.”

"I'd liketo try sparring in armor, sometime.”



"We can do that tomorrow, if you'd like. | just bought four new suits
that haven't been assigned to individuasyet. | think that two of them
should beready."

"I'll look forward toit."

When the individua matches were over, the two platoonsformed up a
battle line and fought agenerad méée, which eft three troops standing
from one side, and none from the other. The pointsweretalied up, and
the losing side went back to their barracks. The winners got to join the
party, and hobnob with the aristocracy, till intheir armor, but with their
helmets off so that they could ext.

The next day, a palace servant escorted Kren back to the arena, where
he found Duke Dennon dready putting on asuit of armor, with the help
of some armored soldiers.

"Ah, there you are, Kren! Well, get suited up, and well try each other's
mettle”

"Asyou wish, Dennon, but I hadn't expected to befighting you."

"Well, it would hardly befair to put you up against someone who had
been living in armor for years. I'm not anoviceto fighting, of course, so
| expect that I'll give you abit of achallenge. Just be surethat you give
me your best effort aswell. | would be serioudy offended if | thought



you werefaking it just to make melook good.”

"Agan, asyouwish."

It took two soldiers twelve minutes to get Kren'sarmor installed and
fitted properly, and he spent another two dozen minutes moving
around, getting used to the fed of it. Theweight of thetail armor was
particularly bothersome. It threw his baance off considerably.

Findly, Kren sad, "I think thet I've got thefed of it now. I'm readly if
you ae"

"Y ou are doing better than mogt," the duke said. "Many troops spend
most of their first week getting up again, after they'vefalen down,
agan. On guard! ™

They started dow, feding each other out the way professiond fighters
aways do. Then the duke launched afast attack, feinting with his spear
while attacking with his sword on the other side. Kren was just able to
parry both weapons, but hisriposte didn't get through, and he had to
leap backward to avoid the counter. After a short breather, Kren
attacked, and after six counters, he doubled under the duke's sword,
fencing syle, and caught him in the chest with athrust.

"Wl done, Kren! | should have known to guard better against your
point, having seen you fight at an épée tournament. Well then, do you



want to have ago at one of my troops?*

Kren agreed to it, after afew minutesto catch his breath. The armor
around hiswast interfered with hislung exhaudts

In the course of the morning, Kren beat six of the dukéswarriors,
without losing amatch.

"Wow, but your troops are good!" Kren said, "That last onein
particular dmost had me at least Six timestherel | hopethat | never
have to go to war againgt this bunch!”

"That last one was my wegpons master, Kren, and you are the first one
to defest himin hislast threelifetimes! We are al astonished & your
prowess, and to fight thiswell on your first day in armor, well, itis
amply astounding!"

"Thank you. | think that I've had enough of aworkout for today,
though. I'll be happier when | get thisarmor off. My tail is protesting
more than anything ese. If thisarmor were mine, | think I'd have thetall
armor removed, and just let my tail takeits chances.”

"Most novicesto armor say that for the first two weeks. They get used
toit intime, though, and an armored tail is sometimes useful. Oncethe
grengthinit builds up, thetail isuseful for blocking with."



"Yes, | noticed two of your soldiersusing it that way. But for now, get
me out of this stuff!"

They spent the rest of the day strolling around the palace and its
grounds. Most of the conversation revolved around Duke Dennon's
problemsin managing his estate.

To the duke, managerid detallswere smply anuisance. Histrue and
only intrest wasin war, and in further developing hisarmy. All dsewas
trivia. In the late afternoon, the duke was caled away to settle aminor
emergency. He and Kren agreed to meet again in the morning.

Kren spent the evening reading anove from the dukessmall library.

In the morning, Dol came to Kren's room and started waxing
enthusiagticdly about dl of the machinery that she had spent the day
before examining.

"| said that there were seven big tunneling machines, g, but from the
drawings, | didn't redizejust how big they are,” Dol said. "They each
break up into eleven pieces so that they can be transported by rail! Can
you imagine something eleven timesasbig asarail car? Thosethings
are built to dig atunnel twelve yardsin diameter through solid rock,
loose sand, and everything in between. The cuttersin the front can take
on anything naturd, even granite, chew it up, and spit it down a
vibratory conveyor linethat it drags behind it. They can move at ayard
aminute through granite, and three timesthat fast through dirt. Actualy,
it'sthe conveyorstha dow them down, just hauling the stuff away. And



if the materia istoo soft to hold itself up, the tunnelers are equipped to
build ameta tubeto line the tunndl with. They take acoil of stainless
metal, form corrugationsin it, and then weld it in aspiral around the
indde, dl automaticaly. They've each got their own fusion power
supply, too, and can run for athousand years without refuding.”

"That soundsimpressive. It a'so soundsalittle big, just to have juvends
running down it afew timesayear."

"Right, gr. But thereis dso an eighth tunnédler, intended for exploratory
work. It cutsatunnel three yardsin diameter, dragging an extendable
conveyor line behind itself, just like the big ones do. Through dirt, it can
do twelve yards aminute, Snce it usesthe same conveyorsasthe big
onesdo."

Kren sad, "And doesit put in the metd lining, like the big ones do?|
think that most of the tunnelsfrom the train Sationsto the wintering
centerswill be shalow, and through dirt, not rock."

"Oh, yes, gir. It does everything that the big ones do, except break up
for shipment. It doesn't haveto, sinceit will fit on aflatcar.”

"Then that solves one of our problems.”

Duke Dennon walked in through the open doorway.



"Y ou were having problems, Kren?' The duke said in stilted Keno,
which Dol and Kren had been using.

"Jugt the minor problem of getting the juvendsfrom the wintering
centersto thetrain stationsin the wintertime. If we had the use of your
small tunnder, we could put in an underground connection to each of
them, and thus avoid the inevitable losses that would occur if we took
the children outside during bad wegther."

"Oh. Yes, | can see where many of them might freeze to death, doing
such athing, and that would cut into your profits. Well, I'm sure that we
can arrange something, one way or another. 1've found asurplus
equipment buyer who has offered to pay me one sixth of what | had to
pay for dl of that stuff, but that's the best offer I've had.”

"Just how much did you pay for it, if | may ask,” Kren said.

"Y ou may. Including trangportation charges, but not counting legd fees
and the atrocious pendties| had to pay for late payment, it cameto just
over eight dozen billionKe."

"Hmmm. It ispossiblethat | could better the offer that the scrap dedler
made you, but there would have to be anumber of stipulations.”

"l am interested. Just what stipulations did you havein mind?* The duke
unconscioudy dipped over to Meno, which he was more comfortable



with.

Kren said in Meno, leaving Dol out of it for awhile, "Firgt off, | don't
have anyplace to store so much equipment. Could | leave it here until |
need it?'

"I don't see why not. We have plenty of room. | could let you store it
herefor, say, twelve years, before| start charging you rent onit."

"That would be adequate. Next, I'm alittle low on ready cash just now.
Would you be willing to take stock in my corporation in return for your

equipment?'

"Now that would take some mulling over. How much were you thinking
of offering me?" the duke asked.

"| offer totakeit dl for one quarter of what you paid, two dozen billion
Ke"

"That sounds reasonable, and more than anyone e se has offered. But
thisstock of yours, what sort of dividends do you intend to pay?

"l intend for my company to continue reinvesting al of our consderable
profits back into the businessfor the foreseeable future. Therewon't be
any dividendsfor avery long time," Kren said.



"Well, what bloody good is an investment that doesn't make me any
money? 1'd be better off working with the used equipment dedler.
Thereat least, I'd get something for my machinery! Why should |
accept your strange offer?”

"Y ou should accept my offer becauseit will make your army invincible,
and you aworld conqueror!”

The duke closed the door and sat down. "That is aremarkable
statement. Would you care to expand on it?"

"I'd be happy to. Y ou have admired my athletic ahilities, and yesterday,
you were impressed with my prowess asawarrior, yes?'

"Certainly. Y ou are the perfect athlete. I've been saying so since | saw
you win thet first fencing tournament.”

Kren sad, "Would you like to have every soldier in your army be as
good an athlete, as good awarrior as| an?”

"By the Great First Egg, | certainly would! Are you saying that thisis
possble?!



"I think that it is. But first, | must tell you that before | got this bodly, |
was not aparticularly adept soldier, and | wasn't any sort of an athlete
a dl. | wasinfact physicaly very ordinary. Then | wasbadly injured in
afied exercise, and didn't stand a chance of living haf aday. It was
night, and we were out of touch with our commander. Therewasn't a
norma metamorphosed youngster available to est my brain, but a
friend of mine found an ordinary dave, without much of abrain of his
own. It could have worked out badly, but | urged my squad to giveit a
try, and they did. Y ou have seen the result. Thereis something very
gpecia about thisbody, and | think perhapsit has something to do with
the nerves. | think that with proper breeding and alot of work, we can
get it to breed true. It will probably take three or four generationsto do
it, but I am confident that in the end it can be done before thisbody is
worn out. Then, we will have abreed of Mitchegai that can bethe
finest warriors the universe has ever seen! Y ou werewilling to bet a
gross billion Ke on the outcome of afencing tournament. I'm willing to
bet that you would wager some useless machinery on the hope of
building the finest army in thisworld, or any other!"

"Y ou would win that bet, Kren! I'm with you!"

"Excellent, Duke Dennon! | seealong and mutudly profitable
partnership before us.”

"Partnership?"

"Well, thisis premature, and it will be many years beforeit bringsfruit,
but think on this. My interest isin business and management. Y our
interest isin armies and war. If we had atrusting relationship, together



we could, intime, rulethisentire planet!”

"That isavery interesting thought, Kren, but asyou say, it isfor the
future. For now, | will have what we have agreed to today properly
written up, and sent to you in afew daysfor your sgnature.”

"Excdlent, Dennon. Y ou'll be hearing from us soon. For now, thereésa
train to catch.”

"Very well, Kren. For war and profit!"

"Yes! For war and profit!" Kren switched to Keno. "Come aong, Dal.
It'stimeto go."
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Agan, Duke Kren satisfied the needs of nature, with the painin his
head pulsing. Y et, as he reviewed his memories, he couldn't help but
think that those were the great old days! The days of joy and fulfillment!

Helay down, and put the recording helmet back on.

Oncethey werein their private cabin on thetrain, Dol said, "Kren, just
what was dl that about?'

"Sorry, but the duke's Keno isn't very good. | just made a dedl
whereby Duke Dennon will give usal of the machinery that you
ingpected yesterday, in return for two dozen billion Keworth of our
corporation’s shares, which he doesn't expect to make any money off
of!"

"How wonderful, gr."

"Y ou don't seem to be very enthusiastic about it," Kren said.

"I'm not! Don't you seethat you've just blown me off the board of
directors?'

"Perhaps, but not necessarily. The corporation only eects anew board



onceayear. You have plenty of timeto come up with afew dozen
billion Ke, and invest it properly in your favorite corporation. Then you
can blow Bronki off the board."

"Thereisthat, yes" Dol sad.

"And anyway, the corporation is going to need alot of spending cash.”

"I expect that it will get it, Ssnce Bronki won't like being pushed out,
either. Shelll be buying more stock, too. Watch her!”

"Right, shewill. Have fun, you two. If you both get redly enthusiastic
with the competition, maybe you can blow Duke Dennon off the
board,” Kren said. "Next, | want you to hire a crew who knows how
to use our sort of mining machinery, and start them digging three-yard
tunndsfrom the train dations to the wintering centers.”

"Oh, weve dready got them, sir.”

"Wedo?'

"Duke Dennon's engineers have dl been through an extensive coursein
how to use dl the machinery they bought. The origina plan wasto have
them set it up in that old copper mine themselves. They spent ayear in
mining school, came back eager to work, and the bottom prompitly fell



out of the copper market. They've dl been sitting around for ayear
now with nothing to do, and getting very frustrated about it. I've dready
discussed the project with Chief Engineer Dako, and she wantsto start
immediately,” Dol said.

"Then as soon as we get home, phone her and tell them to Sart onit!
Do you think that they would be willing to take company stock for their
work, instead of cash?'

"So far, there has been no mention of money. | tdl you, Sir, these girls
redlly want to get going on something! But if the subject comesup, I'll
relay your suggestion to them.”

"I suppose that we can take the dirt we remove and load it directly on
to railroad hopper cars,” Kren said.

"That isthe plan, yes. Dako suggested that the best thing would be to
just dump it in the Borako Ocean Trench. Theresarailroad station
built on the grass mat right aboveit, and everybody within athousand
miles usesit for adump. That trench isso big that at present usage, it
will take three dozen million yearstofill it up.”

The Mitchegai tend to worry about ecologica thingsin thelong term,
but not that long.

Dol continued, "That's what they were planning to do with the waste



materia from the Senta Copper Mine. I'll have to make arrangements
with the MagFloat Corporation, for cutting holesin thewalls of their
loading docks, shipping in and out our equipment, and using their floor
space to package the children. And hauling away the dirt, of course. |
think that once we get the lighting strung up in the tunnels, well be able
to buy the eectricity for them from the railroad aswdll. 1t should bea
lot chegper than putting in our own power supplies.”

"So you're way ahead of me on thisthing. Good. Do it!"

"Thank you, dr,” Dol said. "I'll get oniit, directly.”

"Right. Next subject. I'd been planning on building conventiona
buildings, big buildings, for growing grassin, and for feeding the
juvendsuntil they are big enough to eat. | wonder if it wouldn't be
chegper to use the big tunneling machines to make underground
buildings. We could take these big, metd-lined tunnels and weld floors
in them. We could put lights and water sprinklers on the ceilings, and
grass on the floors. Then we could have mowing machines running
aong rails mounted on the Ssde walls. It has the nice advantage of
keeping everybody € se from knowing what we are doing.”

"That'sinteresting, Sir. I'll do some cost analysesin afew days, oncel
get the tunnelsto the wintering centers going.”

"Fine" Kren said. "But talk to Bronki about dealing with the MagH oat
Corporation. She probably knows somebody on their board of
directors, and can cut us a better dedl "



"And get hersdf akickback in the process.”

"Which sheld better invest in company stock. I'm going to take anap.
Fightinginamor isared paininthetail, and | think I'll be sorefor
days. Wake me when we get home."

Kren felt perfectly safe, deeping in the same room when Dol was
awakethere. If hewaskilled, she wouldn't have a sure thing to bet on.

* % %

When they returned home, Dol filled Bronki in, and she agreed to talk
to severa old friends on the MagFloat board of directors.

"Y ou know, Dal, after five thousand years, one gets to know just about
everybody who isredly important.”

By Monday afternoon, she had struck a deal whereby the Superior
Food Corporation had permission to cut tunnelsinto a dozen and nine
of their largely unused stations, provided that they placed a secure and
attractive door over the opening when it was not in use. They could use
the currently underutilized |oading docks to package the children at no
cogt, provided that they cleaned up after themsalves.

Superior Food would then pay norma ratesto ship the dirt to the
Borako Ocean Trench, to transport their machinery and personndl, and
to get the juvenalsto market, but these fees would be paid in packaged



juvenals at aprice of two dozen Ke each. The MagF oat Corporation
would then sl these kids at amodest profit to their employees.

MagFl oat also had plansto use the juvenadsto promote long distance
"Party Trips," in the hope of cutting into the long-distance trade,
currently dominated by the airlines. Thelongest possiblerail trip took
five days. If acustomer could enjoy agood party, and then eat aredly
big meadl, she could deep it off, and would be ready to do whatever she
had to do at her destination, without the problems of jet lag.

"But Bronki," Dol said, "how are you going to make your usud
kickback on dl of this? Thereisn't any money involved!”

"Well, no, but a certain small number of the packaged children they
receive will be delivered to my store. I'll get two per gross of what we
pay them. Therésdwaysaway."

* % %
On Tuesday, Duke Dennon telephoned Kren, and asked him why all of

his engineers were working on getting Kren's equipment ready for
shipment.

"Your Grace, | think that Dol and Dako decided that your technical
sorts needed something to do, and your engineers dl offered to help
out. | mean, | never agreed to pay them to do this."

"Well, don't you think that you should have asked me before you made



useof my amy?"

"I never intended to offend you, Sir. Are you offended?

"Widl, not redlly, but you and | have abusiness arrangement.” The duke
sad, "If you wanted something else, you should have discussed it with
me, and not just let our subordinates go off on their own!™

"Y ou are absolutely right, and | gpologize. I'll seethat this never
happens again. However, it can't be good for morale to have troops
who are absolutely bored, and | ill could usetheir services. May they
lend Dol ahand?'

"But | am paying each of those engineersasdary. If you want them,
you should pay for them.”

"Very well. The nature of having an army during peacetimeisthat you
must pay for something that you aren't currently using. Whet if | wereto
pay you onethird of their salaries, with the understanding thet if they
were ever needed by you, | would release them to you ingtantly. You
would then still have your engineers when you needed them, but would
be cutting your expenses by onethird.”

"And you would feed them while they were working for you?'



"Assuredly.”

"Then makeit haf ther salaries, and we have aded ."

"Excdlent. | will of course be paying you for them in corporation stock,
snceyou've dready gotten most of my money."

"Humph. Okay, tel mewhich event you will bewinning a thiscoming
weekend, and we have aded.”

"I'll take the distance throw. But please, don't go betting another gross
billion."

"I don't have agross hillion free anymore. My wager will be under a
dozenbillion."

"That won't depress the odds too badly.”

"Very wel, we have aded. I'll writeit up, and send it dong with the
dedl we made last weekend. My courier will get there tomorrow
evening.”

"Excdlent, Y our Grace. Another thing. I'm going to be needing afair



number of unskilled workers, to herd and box up the juvenasfor
market. Would you be interested in renting me some of your ordinary
soldiers, at the samerates?'

"Very well. But inaweek'stime, I'll expect to know about your next
winin advance.

"We have an agreement.”

* % %

On Thursday morning, the smal tunneler wasworking on thefirst
connection to awintering center, which was projected to be completed
within the week, being the shortest one.

On Friday afternoon, Kren had completed his sketches of the Research
Center, to be placed near arailroad station in the center of hislands,
and which had awintering center near by. Besides the separate
growing chambersfor the variouslines of juvends, there wasthe
genetic research building, an adminigtration building, and very pleasant
housing for twice as many workers as he could imagine needing.

Theserather tal apartment buildings were to be equipped with "freight
elevators," which were allowed by law, provided they each had a
key-operated lock distributed only to certified movers. But since Kren
was the law, and he was not averse to someillegal keysbeing
distributed, he thought that the upper floors would soon be thought of
asthe most desirable. His own gpartment would take up the entire top
floor of thetalest building, and would be three times as big as Bronki's.



He gave hisrough sketchesto Dal, to have forma drawings made.

"Doit dl to the standard building codes," Kren said, "But we don't
have to bother with anybody's approva, since we are the law,
hereabouts."

"Yesdr. But I'vejust completed my andysis of the costs of tunneling
out floor gpace versus conventiona construction, and you know? Once
we have the tunneling machines, building underground isfour times

chegper!"

"Now, that's good to hear. But our research workers are all going to be
high-quality, well-educated individuds, and | think that they will prefer
living and working aboveground. The shop rats can live and work in the
tunndls, but the Research Center redlly ought to be aboveground.”

"Asyouwish, ar."

"Good. Now, get al of the big tunneling machines working. And then
gtart working on growing alot of grass, underground.”

* % %

The next weekend, Kren won at the distance throw for the second time
inarow, on the theory that since they hadn't done this before, the odds
should be higher. They weren't. The payoff was only two to one, and
following his new policy, he only bet haf of hisready cash onit.



Nonethdess, he sill made abillion Ke on the match. Dol, who was
betting everything she had, made much more.

* % %

The week after saw their first shipments of children go out, athousand
tofill Bronki's new store, and three thousand astheir payment to the
MagH oat Corporation. The cold winter weather was closing in, but the
wintering centerswere ill far from full, and they only had accessto
one of them. Next week the take would be much better.

They also broke ground on the Research Center. Construction would
go on through the winter, with the workersin eectricaly heated suits.
Thefirst isolated breeding unit was to be completed by spring, and the
whole complex wasto befinished by midsummer.

Below ground, two of the big tunneling machineswerein operation,
filling hopper car after hopper car with dirt. MagF oat personnel
connected them into gross-car-long unit trains, and sent them out at
night when the shipping rateswere lower.

Two more of the big tunnelers would be brought online each week.
Fortunately, the equipment purchased from the duke had included a
sax-year supply of the metal coils used for making the tunnd linings, as
well asthe welding wire, and bottled argon used in the MIG welders
that put them together, so thiswould not be afinancia burden for a
while

Besides Duke Dennon's two gross of engineers, Kren now had six
gross of regular troops on his payroll, in addition to almost two gross of



workersthat he had inherited from the duke when he had bought the
land. In fact some three quarters of the native population on Kren's
new lands were workers on his payroll. These workers maintained the
wintering centers and the long grass fields above them, and they had to
be paid in cash, not with company stock. The same wastrue for the
genetics scientists Kren had hired. By Friday, Kren had to hirean
accountant to keep tract of things, and she had to be paid in money,
too.

The crews putting in the fencing had to have regular progress payments,
aswdl, and soon they would be paying for the huge number of
monochromeatic lighting panels that they had on order.

And the Research Center had to be paid for in cash progress
payments.

When the buildings that you are putting up are expected to last for
many thousands of years without serious maintenance, construction
costsare high. Kren was forced to buy stock in his own company with
hisown cash, to keep it liquid.

Neither Bronki nor Dol wasthe least bit interested in making any cash
investments. Any money spent now on stock was that much lessthat
they could use to bet with next weekend. They were both still saving
everything they could, and betting it all on Kren'sathletic prowess, in
preparation for what they both knew would be a stock fight for
membership on the board of directors of the Superior Food
Corporation next year. Once that happened, the corporation would be
rolling in cash, but until then, Kren saw some lean times ahead.



The next meet was an away game, and Kren won the accuracy throw,
not quite breaking his old record. The odds only paid three for two.

Dol said that abillion here, abillion there, hey, it dl added up. She now
had more than twice the cash that he did.

Kren decided that, computing his projected expenses, he couldn't
afford to play it safe any more. HEd have to go back to betting it al on
every event, just to break even.

Back | Next
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

TheLast War and Planetary Defenses
New Yugodavia, 2213 a.d

Toward the end of the last war, our enemy, a renegade computer, asit
turned out, had devel oped amethod of destroying dl of the
Hassan-Smith transmitters and receivers on an entire planet. He had
managed to do thisto four of our colonized planets. He was too
dangerousto leave dive, 0| had fried him without finding out his
secret.

Attemptsto figure out how this had been accomplished had so far



ended in failure. We even tried to duplicate the computer, and had tried
to get it to devel op the same technol ogy, but no go.

The receivers had been placed in each solar system by afleet of robot
ships asthey spread out from Earth. These ships never stopped a the
solar system in question, they Smply passed through at amost light
speed, dropped a probe equipped with transceivers, and headed
toward the next possible solar system.

But with all of the trangmitters and receivers gone, the only way to get
in contact with the cut-off planets was by ships moving at lessthan light
Speed.

Soon after thewar, six new ships had been launched from the planets
closest to each of our missing friends, each bringing transceiverswith
them.

Before their ships got to them, the inhabitants of New Erie had
managed to build transceivers from scratch, and reestablish contact
with the rest of Human Space. The inhabitants and the Earthly invaders
had worked out atruce, figuring to let the outcome of the war be
settled somewhere ese, asit probably aready had been.

Now thefirst ship had gotten to New Isradl. The lsradlis had fought a
sx-year-long dugfest with Earth's abandoned forces, with things
escalating until their popul ation was down to one tenth of what it had
been before the war. Earth's forces had been completely obliterated.
Their once beautiful planet had been reduced to radioactive craters and



scar tissue.

With hindsight, they would have been so much better off surrendering,
since they would have ended up winning in any event. But some people
just don't know how to quit.

Massive amounts of aid was now pouring into their planet, and what
was left of them was being invited to join in the new political order.

The fate of the other two planets remainsto be seen.

Our generd staff had now seen to it that every inhabited planet had at
least two disassembled transceivers hidden on it, dlong with assembly
ingructions. With them powered down, it wasfelt unlikely that any
detection scheme could find and destroy them. If ever this
transceiver-destroying technology wasinvented again by another
enemy, we were ready for it. But it was much like locking the barn
door after all the horses had escaped.

* % %

Shipswere being launched very regularly from the New Y ugodavia
system aswell. Picket shipsfor our planetary defense system. Now
that a duplicate set of production lines had been built, we were
launching two aweek.

Thesixty shipsfor the Distant Early Warning Sphere were now al on
their way, dthough it would be afew years before they got to their



destinations. Once on station, they would each place over athousand
sensor clugtersin their sector, to watch for incoming Mitchegai ships.
These sensors a so each contained afull-sized receiver, so that a
counterattack could be launched through any one of them.

Also, every one of the ships and sensors would contain one of the
microtransceiversthat permitted smal memory chipsto be sent quickly
to anywhere in Human Space. Up until now, these expensive items had
been restricted to Combat Control Computers, but in the future, |
intended every one of our fighting machinesto have one.

Every one of our ships and sensorswould have an artificia intelligence
aboard. Y ears ago, when the computersin al military machines had
been upgraded from slicon chipsto diamond ones, I'd bought up over
amillion of the old computers. There was no great need for cybernetic
speed on ether the ships or the sensors, and so when the silicon ladies
volunteered for thisduty, | gave them my blessings, and my thanks.

Our shipsdid not use the hydrogen-oxygen rockets that the old Earth
ships <till used. Cesum ion engines were cheaper to build and to keep
supplied. New Kashubia had vast amounts of cesum available that
nobody had ever figured agood usefor. Now, they were mining it in
grest quantities.

At onelight-year out from our sun, another sixty shipswere being sent
to make up the Comet Belt Sphere. It would have the same number of
sensors asthe DEW Sphere, but they would be planted four times
more densdly.



Additiona sphereswould be set up at ahdf light-year, aquarter
light-year, and an eighth light-year.

Inside that, there would be adiffuse cloud of sensors throughout the
solar system.

Then the planet itself would have three spheres of orbita defense, plus
many other sensorsin aloose cloud.

None of these ships and sensors would be armed, exactly, except for a
massive self-destruct mechanism. They were there to detect the enemy,
and to function as gateways where our fighting forces could exit into a
wide variety of points. The plan wasto let our forces go dmost
instantaneoudy to any point in the system where they were needed.

Getting those fighting forces together was another problem entirely.

Plansfor our planetary defensive system were sent free to every planet
in Human Space. We dso offered a" Starter Kit" of basic machinery,
S0 that they could do as we had done, using the fighting machines that
they aready had. We charged full pricefor that, but gave them credit
onit.

Morethan half of the planets were building their own systems. Asfor
the rest, well, we had done our best.
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CHAPTER FORTY

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

OffersYou Can't Refuse
Things Started to settle down to aroutine,

Dol made an ingpection trip to the building and packaging Stetwice a
week. Since his academic grades were now outstanding, sometimes
Kren cut classes and went with her in the mornings, but not too often.

The design of the City of Dren was such that you could go dmost
everywhere by tunnel, and not have to expose yoursdf to the winter
wegther. Congtruction sites were something different. They had to wear
heavy winter clothing and eectricaly heated underwear to go outside
and inspect the progress of the construction work.

Kren found it dmost as annoying as wearing armor. He vowed that
when circumstances permitted, he would move to the tropics, whereiit
was dwayswarm, eveniif it was more expendveto live there,



Congtruction workerswore form-fitting, eectricaly heated garmentsin
the wintertime, with safety hdmets. Like most Mitchegal garments,
these were color coded according to their specific trade. Heavy
equipment operators wore black, plumbers wore brown, electricians
red, and so forth. Their status and skill levelswere displayed by the
colorsof their equipment belts.

In the summer, they might work nearly naked, but they gtill woretheir
belts and their color-coded safety helmets.

There was a separate construction language, Geno, but there were over
adozen didects within thislanguage that were dmost languagesin their
ownright.

There was an intricate cross-referencing between the various Mitchegai
languages. An éectrician, for example, could talk with an electrical
engineer with little difficulty, but had trouble conversng with a
hydraulics engineer, even though these two engineers could easly
communicate with each other, and an eectrician could dways speak to
aplumber.

Therewas no possibility of Kren's cutting his physicd training classes,
or hisobligationsto the director, so he aways had to leave early in
order to be back in Dren by seven, in the early afternoon.

Bronki ran the sdlesend of thingsfairly well, and salesincreased, about



one part in S, every week, and with very little spent on advertisng.
There was nothing on television, and only afew pogtersin the
underground walkways.

One said, "The Superior Food Corporation now hasastorein Dren!
We have the best children at the best prices! Check us out! Wereright
under Bronki's Place! Or phone 24B9-129A3."

Soon, she was opening a second, larger store, on the other side of
town.

"Have you heard the news?' Bronki said one evening.

When Kren said that he didn't usualy pay any attention to that sort of
thing, Bronki said, "The KUL and the PPG have just fought out a mgjor
war! When the KUL had the PPG down to aquarter of itsorigina size,
the PPG launched a poison gas attack on the KUL headquarters,
effectively wiping them out! Now, the planetary police are attacking the
PPG for their use of illegal wegpons, and the PPG don't have a chance.
It isexpected that the City of Dren will be peaceful for awhile, until
some other gang movesin.”

"Remarkable" Kren said. "And all of thisfor just afew Ke placedin
the right places. Y ou have much to be proud of, Bronki!"

"Oh, | am, but | don't dare brag about it. There are probably lots of



survivors hiding in the basements, looking for someoneto get even
with!"

* % %

They found that one of Duke Dennon's captains, Y or, was very
proficient at logistics, and agood manager besides. Shewasput in
charge of production, and costs went down as production went up.
Kren was afraid that before the year was out, hed haveto give her a
hefty bonus, just in order to keep her.

And remarkably, under the efficient direction of Chief Engineer Dako,
congtruction proceeded on schedule, and at, or even sometimes dightly
under, budget.

Still, sdlesdidn't begin to meet costs. And the betting odds on Kren
continued to go down.

* % %

Dol's study of the statistical anomalies of the betting on an excellent, but
erdtic, athlete named Kren was published in The Journal of
Satistical Anomalies. They charged two thousand Ke for this service,
which Dol paid for herself to boost her academic career. Over six
dozen popular magazines picked up on the sory, including some of the
magors, three of whom actually paid Dol atotd of three thousand Ke
for the privilege.

The written language of the Mitchega was standardized, and absolutely
phonetic. If you could spesk it, you could read it.



It used three gross and six phonemes, each with its own symbol, ahuge
number by human standards. While humans, with dl of their thousands
of languages, use over six gross phonemes, the largest number used by
any onelanguageislessthan agross, and English uses only four dozen
and four, and only haf that number of symbols.

But sncethere were severd dozen Mitchegal languages and many
more dia ects of them, most popular magazines were written in Deno,
the common tongue.

* % %

Dol appeared on eight television talk shows, two of which were
broadcast planet-wide, telling about her findings, but none of them paid
her. Nonetheless, any publicity was good for on€'s career.

It did Kren no good at dl. If anything, the publicity enhanced Kren's
fame far more than Dol's. He had become too popular. Apparently,
gamblersdidn't care about studies or logic. They bet on their gut
feelings. They kept on betting on Kren. The odds kept going down.

Kren knew that the thing to do wasto lose for three or four weeks
graight, to dislluson hisfans. But he couldn't afford to do that. Building
expenses were too high.

Betting his entire purse every weekend, he was not quite able to keep
up with the spending that his building plans required. His purse started
ghrinking.



Then he got aletter from the City of Dren Interna Revenue Command.
They had been watching his gambling income, and demanded that he
pay them two billion Kein taxes. Failureto do so immediately would
result in hisDeeth by Fire,

At this point, Kren didn't have two billion Ke, not in ready cash,
anywey.

He promptly called a meeting of the board of directors of the Superior
Food Corporation.

* % %

When Bronki and Dol were gathered in Kren's Sitting room,
surrounded by display cases of athletic medals and strange wesgpons,
he explained the Situation to them, and then said, " takeit that the IRC
redly isasruthlessasthey clam to be?’

"I'm afraid 0," Bronki said. "What's more, they liketo make an
example of high profileindividuads. They fed it isgood advertisng, the
better to intimidate the ordinary Mitchegai. And you, Kren, are about
ashigh profileasyou can get."

"l see. I'm surethat you will both agree that without me here and dive
to runit, this corporation is not likely to be successful. It desperately
needs cash, to meet current and future expenses, and to |oan to me,
interest free, so that | can satisfy the IRC. Neither of you has put any
sgnificant amount of cash into the company account, even though you
have both made fabul ous sums betting on me. Thisis because you both
anticipate a stock fight just before the next board eections. What |



proposeisthat you each buy four billion Ke worth of company stock
today. Thiswill rescue both me and the company, and still keep your
racefar."

Bronki said, "It'sredlly dl your fault, Kren. Y our building planswere
entirely too ambitious. Y ou should have done things spread out over
sved years"

"I had assumed that the betting odds would stay at least at the two to
oneleve. Also, you both agreed with me on the building plans. Now, |
need you each to contribute four billion Ke," Kren said.

"That'salot of money, gir,” Dol said.

"Y es, surely you can think of some other aternative,” Bronki said.

"I have, but my only obvious dternative would be disadvantageousto
me since it would result in my loss of the vauable services provided by
both of you. To put it smply, | could kill you both, and by eating
certain portions of your brains, | could obtain the information needed to
gain accessto dl of your accounts. Thus, | would have dl of the money
that both of you possess, satisfying both the corporation’s needs and
the IRC demands. However, | think that my origina proposd is
superior fromdl of our viewpoints.”

"| think that you are absolutely correct, sir,” Dol said quickly. "After dl,



thereis no point in being adirector of anonexistent corporation, and |
redly prefer being diveto the dternative. Would a check suffice, or do
you redlly need cash?'

"A check would be fine, and there's till timeto get it to the bank
today."

"My check will bethere a the sametime, Kren, to help you in thistime
of need. After dl, what else are good friends for?' Bronki said.

Kren sad, "l was sure that you would both see the wisdom of my
uggedions”

"Mogt assuredly, Sr.”

They wrote up the checks and deposit dipsright there, plus acheck for
two billion Ke from the corporation to Kren's private account, Sgned
by dl three of them.

AsDol prepared to run it al to the bank before it closed, Kren said, "
have one other announcement. The payoff on our winnings has gotten
extremely low, and Dol's excellent campaign to educate my fans has
proved to be unsuccessful. Therefore, with the director's permission, |
intend to have alosing streek. | will not be winning anything for the next
three or four weeks. Let's seeif that gets the odds up to where they
should be."



"Yes, | think that in thelong run, that might be the most profitable thing
to do," Bronki said. "If the odds get back up to five to one, we could
recoup our losses at asingle meet.”

Early the next morning, Kren verified that the checks had dl cleared,
and then persondly paid the IRC their demanded taxes, being careful
to get arecei pt. With some organizations, even awarrior must tread

caefully.

But by thistime next year, Kren vowed to himsdf, | will be officidly
living on my own lands, and not subject to City of Dren taxes. Surely, a
residence there, and a year-long commuter's ticket, both costing
infinitely lessthan two billion Ke, will satisfy the judges.

That evening, Bronki reminded him, politely, that he al'so had to pay the
taxes and utilities on the two country houses that she had given him.

Kren grumbled, but paid.

* % %

"Ah, Kren," thedirector said, "I take it you have your 'prediction’ for
next weekend?"

"Yes, gr. With your permission, | won't win anything."



"Indeed?"

"Sir, the payoffs on my wins have gotten so bad that it isn't worth
betting on me any more. When you are only getting five for four, and
thereisalways achance of something going wrong, well, why bother?1
mean, what if some gang of muggers breaks my arm? Why take the
risk?| figureif | have alosing stresk for three or four weeks, my idiot
fanswill stop driving the odds down, and maybe we can make some
decent money."

"Y ou know, I've been thinking the samething. | saw Dool on the
televison, with that study of hers. That was your idea?"

"Yes, gr, but it didn't work."

"I knew it wouldn'. If thereé's anything stupider than athletes it'sthe
trash who bet on them. Okay, take a break, but keep an eye on the
odds. You till have to show up for the games, of course, so you can
losein public, but if you want to cut afew training sessions, fed free."

"Thank you gr. | appreciatethat. | need arest.”

"Y ou're welcome. Have you heard anything about Kodo?"

"No gr. I've asked afew discreet questions about him, when | could



work it into a conversation, but Kodo seemsto have left the planet.”

"I doubt it. Even the Sky Pilots wouldn't take that pile of burning trash.
Digmissed.”

* % %

Kren |eft the athletic center early, thinking about agood medl and a
long deep. Dol and Bronki were not home when he got there, so he
phoned Bronki's store to order up achild to est.

"Yes, ar! And what size did you want?' a pleasant voice on the phone
answered back.

Thiswas actudly Kren'sfirgt contact with the store. Normaly, Dol
handled this sort of thing for him.

"Well, what szes do you have?'

"The standard sizeis our 'Perfect Party Snack’ series, which run from
five dozen to seven dozen pounds. They go for two pounds per Ke. If
you have alarger group, or areredly, really hungry, the'Bdly Busters
go up to agross pounds or even more at three pounds per Ke. Or for
amoreintimate party, you can buy a'Munchkin' as smal astwo dozen
pounds, at apound and a hdf per Ke," the cheerful voice said. "There
isaso our 'Specid Sdlection’ series, but you have to come down here
personally and make your selection. They run as high asapound per
Ke"



"That'sinteresting. | think I'll come down there.”

"I'll bewaiting for you!"

Sincethe outlet was directly below him, hewasin the sorein afew
minutes. He was the only customer there, and with only asingle shop
girl in attendance.

"It'srather quiet here," Kren said.

"Well, thisis early on a Tuesday afternoon, sir. Come here on aFriday
night, and you'l find along line of customers and two dozen shop girls
worn to afrazzlel Oh my! Y ou're Kren, aren't you! The famous
ahletel"

"I'm guilty of that, yes. It'sarough job, but somebody hasto doit."
Kren found hisfansto be annoying, and tried to avoid them. "Y ou were
going to show methis'Specid Sdection' thing?'

"Yes, gr. You know, | always bet on you!™

"Y es, and you lose money doing it, just like everybody ese.”



"Yes, | supposethat | do. But it's so much fun, cheering you on, that |
can't help mysdf. Therésagang of uswho get together every
Saturday, at the arenas or around atelevison sgt, on the away games.
And sometimes| win."

"Y ou can have no idea how depressing it isto cost my supporters
money. But o many of you are betting so much on methat it drivesthe
odds down!"

"Yes, | read something about that in amagazine. But you shouldn't let it
bother you. It's our money, after al.”

"It bothers me anyway, and | wish you'd al stop doing it. Now, show
methese'Specids.""

The shop girl led Kren into alarge room with about two dozen
youngsters on display. About haf werein attractive cages, some were
clamped down on party tables, and the rest were held verticdly,
standing with their feet fastened on top of short pedestals, and with
their arms clamped to the wall.

All sizeswere represented, and these particularly attractive children had
al been carefully washed and then coated with alight layer of ail, which
made them gligten nicely. The spatlights on them glowed warmly.



A smdler one caught hiseye. Shewasalovely little thing, looking
eagerly at him as she stood on her pedestal with her back to thewall.

He ran his hand gently down her side, and checked the flesh on her
buttocks. She actudly smiled at him.

"How much isthisone?' Kren asked.

"She weighs five dozen and three pounds, and goesfor apound and a
half per Ke. That'sthree dozen and six Ke, ar.”

"I'l take her."

"Very good, sr. Did you want abox to put her in?"

"Doesthat cost extra?"

"No, but thereés an eight Ke deposit on the box. Y ou will get that back
when you returniit.”

That was twice what they were paying for the things new, and Kren
thought that to be proper.



The Mitchegai, with their long-term outlook on things, do not go in for
disposable packaging, asarule. Everything is carefully recycled.

"Wdl, I livejust upstairs from here, and this one seems pretty gentle, so
I'll forego the box." Kren gave her his credit card.

"Oh! You live at Bronki's address! 1'd better check something.” She
checked quickly at alist behind the counter. "Yes, you arelisted asa
'Friend of Bronki's.""

"How much extrado | haveto pay for that privilege?"

"Nothing, slly! Excuse me. | mean, Sr. No, you get adozen per gross
discount,” shesad.

She deducted the proper amount from his card and returned it, along
with areceipt. "Before you go, could | have your autograph?”

"Areyou going to stop betting on me?”

"No, gr."

"Then you won't get an autograph. Unlock the child | just bought,”



Kren said.

As shedid s0, he petted his purchase to make sure that she was cam.
Helifted her off the pedestal and put his hand gently around her neck,
his claws amost touching, to be certain that the naked little child
wouldn't try to run away. She waked obediently with him back up to
Bronki's gpartment, sometimes|ooking up at him and smiling. She even
waited trustingly while helet go of her to get his card out to unlock the
door.

Onceingde, helet her take along drink of water from the fountain, and
once again, shesmiled a him.

A fine, gentle child, Kren thought.

A human might have considered keeping her as a pet, but Kren, of
course, wasn't human.

A few hourslater, he expanded his earlier thought to, A fine, gentle,
and delicious child!

And she had screamed so nicely when he ate her dive. When aone,
Kren preferred to dispense with the civilized nicetieslike knives and
branding irons, and to just chew his meet right off the bone, the way he
did when hewasadavein the mines.

Back | Next



Contents

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOF UP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

TunndingtoWar

Losing amatch didn't bother Kren, since he got no joy from winning
one. If anything, it was a bonus, since he didn't have to show up at the
awards ceremonies, and thus he had his Sundays free.

After five weeks of relaxing, and paying more attention to the business
than to his academic and athletic duties, the odds on Kren'swinning an
event had gone up to between five and seven to one.

The posted odds were dways just rough approximations. The actud
payoffs were computed to six duodecimal places.

Kren told the director that he would win at the accuracy event.

He a so planned to win at the distance event immediately afterward, but



kept this a secret, except for telling Bronki and Dol. The close spacing
between the events meant that very few betters would be able to wager
on the second event, based on Kren's performance in thefirst. The
oddswere not likely to go down much.

He made specid arrangements with his bookie to have hiswinningson
accuracy to be bet automaticaly on distance, and since hewas avery
good customer, who had made the bookie a considerable fortune, this
was readily agreed to.

The bookies did not care whether their cussomerswon or lost. All
bookies weretied into a planet-wide, computerized syndicate that
shared out the wins and losses. The bookies took a nine per gross cut
of al bets, wired the rest to the syndicate, which kept three per gross,
and then distributed the pot, which was automaticaly wired back to the
winners. The centrd syndicate didn't know who bet what, but of
course, the bookies did, and they al placed side bets of their own.
However, they didn't normally passtips out for fear of reducing their
ownwinnings

Kren's bookie had learned that it was wise to bet the way Kren was
betting.

By delaying payment on his debts to the construction contractors, Kren
was aso ableto bet over four billion of the corporation's money on the
doublewin.

Bronki and Dol used the same dedl with the same bookie, betting such



money asthey had |eft over after paying their own taxes.

The javelin accuracy event paid five to one, and distance paid seven.
The result was that Kren's personal account increased to over three
dozen hillion, and the corporation’'s account to over four times that
amourt.

Afterward, Kren met with his bookie, and suggested that sheinvest a
dozen billion Kein Kren's corporation.

"But | don't have anything like adozen billion Ke!" the bookie
protested.

"That is unfortunate, becauseif you don't makethis excellent, but
long-term investment, | will be forced to take my future business
esawhere” Kren explained.

The bookie made the investment, though she was not happy aboit it.

The director of athletics was a so unhappy.

"Burnyou, Kren! Y ou never said that you would win a two eventson
Saturday!"



"I didn't intend to, Sr. But at the distance event, just when | wasetting
fly, my foot dipped on something, maybe some juvend droppings, and
| had to throw too hard to keep mysdf from faling on my face! 1t was
an accident! Surely, the tapes of my performance will prove that!"

Kren had indeed faked dipping on that throw, but the director said that
he needed more practice, and insisted that until further notice, he would
attend dl physicd training sessons.

Kren thought that for well over agrosshillion Ke, he could put up with
alot, and making the payments with the late pendties to his contractors
didnt hurt hima dl.

The next day, since the odds on him were down to typicaly two to
one, Kren proposed that they dough off for at least three weeks, and
the director agreed.

Therest of the year went that way. It was more profitable to win big
once every three to five weeksthan it was to win smal every week.

* % %

Bronki completed her first paper on chaostheory, and it was
enthusiagtically accepted by their world's mathematica community. She
was soon attending conventions around the planet as an Honored
Guest Speaker, and was giving a course on chaos theory at the College
of Mathematicsto alarge, packed auditorium, three days aweek. Of
course, dl of thispaid well.



And she did thiswhile she kept the sales of children well above their
ambitious early projections. She soon had six stores scattered around
the City of Dren.

* % %

The early experiments with growing grass under artificid,
monochromatic light had turned out extremely well. Thelights used
were actudly twice as bright as norma sunlight at the wavelength useful
to plants, but the total amount of energy radiated was only one-sixth
that of sunlight. The result wasthat it was more than twice as
productive asit would have been in awell-watered field at noon in the
tropics, and without heat stress.

Grass had no difficulty adopting to atwo-dozen-hour day, sinceit
sometimes did that already in high latitudes, near the poles. There were
adwaysjust the right amounts of water and nutrients availableto it. The
light was directly overhead, from adiffused areadl thetime, so the
leaves did not have to waste energy turning to the sun. There were no
cloudy days, no evenings, no nights. There were no juvenaswalking on
it, hurting the roots. There were no winters, when nothing grew.

The net result was that the annua production was a dozen and ahalf
times higher per square yard than it wasin the average field. It had to
be mowed twice daily, or it would turn rank. Also, someresearch
studiesindicated that if the carbon dioxide content of the air could be
quadrupled, production might be doubled once again.

Kren was pleased. Especially so since the underground grass-growing
project was dready well under way. Had growing grassin tunnels
proved to be inefficient, ahuge fortune would have been lost.



The MagFl oat railroad system cut Kren'slands into vaguely hexagond
areas an average of Sx dozen miles across. Thiswas S0 that they could
mest their ancient political mandate of having astation within abrisk
day'swalk of every point on the planet.

Since it was convenient to have the production tunnels a the sameleve
astherailroad tracks, and since, in theory, the MagF oat Corporation
owned the subsurface soil under their tracks, Kren and Dol had picked
ahexagon in the center of their property. They started to bore atunndl
from adtation at the east of it to one at the west, adistance of six dozen
and deven miles

The tunndling machines were not capable of sarting anew tunnd at
right anglesto the one they were in, but the cutters were capable of
pivoting enough to start atunnd at hdf of that angle. As additiona
tunnelers were brought on line, thisresulted in an array of tunnesthat a
human would have caled a herringbone pattern, or perhaps something
that looked like the shaft and veins of afegther.

Since the Mitchega had never heard of a herringbone or abird's
feather, they just caled it Dol's Design.

They bought roll-forming machinery to take acoil of the dmost
immorta metd dloy the Mitchegal used and shapeit into aflooring
pand. Thiswasfollowed by apunch pressto cut thefloorsto length
and shape the ends to be welded to the tunnel walls. Lighting panels
were then welded on the bottoms of al but the lowest ones, and wired



up.

Once atunnd was dug, alarge assembly machine went in and welded
infloors, attached sderailsfor the mowers, covered the floors with
dirt, and spread grass seed. Water pipes, air ducts, and power
conduitswereingaled.

Therall to the right that supported the mower was also a high-pressure
water line that doubled asthe eectrical power common wire. Therall
to the left doubled asthe high-tension electrical conduit, and the rest of
the structure was also aground line. Kren thought that Dol had come
up with an efficient design.

In afew months, there were two dozen of these assembly machines
working, manned by Duke Dennon's soldiers, and supervised by his
enginears.

Thetwdve-yard-high tunnels had ten floorsin them, with only ahdf a
yard between them for the mower to work in. If maintenance was ever
required, the workerswould have to be dragged in on aded, lying on
their backs, behind the mower working at that level.

Thefirst few gross yards of each tunndl had fewer floors, and would be
used to house the juvenals who ate the grass.

Using al seven big tunndlers, they figured to have onelayer of tunndls,



over ten thousand miles of them, completed in four years, and the
wholething in full production ayear after that. Completed, it should
produce over three and ahdf million large juvends per year for market.
It would produce more than that if indeed juvena s were more efficient
a growing when they didn't have to spend most of their time and
energy hunting for food and water. And much more than that if their
selective breeding program bore fruit.

Dal sad, "You know, s, three and ahdf million ayear a two dozen
Keeachisredly not avery good return on our investment. The bank
would pay us better interest.”

"Right now, yes," Kren agreed. "But I'm thinking long-term. Right now,
the price of children isvery low, because so many of them are
available, free for the taking, in the countryside. But aswe start
producing more, the population of this planet will grow, and those
available freewon't be enough to feed it. At that point, we will be able
to raise our prices, consderably.”

"l see. But isour population actualy limited by the food supply? Will
the addition of more food really cause the population to grow?”"

"If the population doesn't grow, we will have to take stepsto make it
grow. | can think of many waysto do this. We might become righteous
warriorswho will diminate the crimind eementsin thecities. They
seem to be currently doing alot to keep the population down.
However, from this point on, it will be company policy to do whatever
we can to increase the planetary population.”



"Very wdl, sr. Then again, this one hexagon would feed an army of
amost aquarter of amillionwarriors" Dol said.

"True. If we can't take this planet economicaly, we can dways do it
militarily."

"Stll, thereisalot more money to be made gambling, Sr. Thecitizens
of this planet spend more than saven times as much on gambling asthey
do onfood."

"Just now, thereis, and thiswill continue solong asl am an
undergraduate, another five years at most. After that, well, the betting
on professiona sportsisnot nearly as good asthat on collegiate sports.
I'll get involved with them only if | haveto. | understand that on some
planets, it is different, but not here. We must seeto it that we make our
fortune at gambling now, and then that we have a sustainable income
that alowsfor congderable expansion later. The current profits on food
might be low, but they are dependable. And in time, the food to
gambling retio just might reverse.”

"| supposethat you areright, ar.”

"l am."

* % %

The collector path stretched for haf the length of Kren's property. This



was like adouble fish-weir fence that allowed juvendsto enter in
between them, but not to go out. Additiona sections of fish weir
between them forced the children to walk to acentral processing
station, where some were salected for packaging, and the rest were
released to grow bigger. Watering troughs were placed along both
sdes of both fencesto keep the youngsters fresh and the losses down.

By early spring, about the time when both the outer fence and the
collector path had been completed and paid for, the last tunnd from a
train station to awintering center was completed. The planswereto
mothball thesmdl tunndler.

At thispoint, Duke Dennon caled and said that he wanted to borrow it.

"Of course, Your Grace. I'm sure we can work something out. How
long would you be needing it for?!

"Oh, probably for severa years, actualy.”

"Hmmm. Then you would probably be better off buying it than renting
it. 1 could sl it to you at two dozen per gross off list price.”

"Kren, that priceisatrocious Y ou just bought it from mefor nine
dozen per gross off list!"



"Well, if you needed it, why did you sl it to mein thefirst place?"

"Because | didn't need it then, but | do need it now."

"Oh. What are you planning to do with it anyway?"

"I don't want to talk about that over the phone, and anyway, I'll be
needing your help on this. Can you visit mein the near future?"

"Certainly. If | took an expresstrain right after physica training
tomorrow, | could be there by twelvein the evening. | wouldn't haveto
leave until five, an hour before noon, the next morning.”

"I'll have a servant waiting at the station when you arrive.”

"That would be excdllent, Y our Grace."

* % %

Kren booked a private cabin because he didn't want to risk having to
St next to one of hisfansfor two hours. Anyway, he billed it to the
corporation, which was currently flush.

"S0, Your Grace, what isthis secret thing that you are planning on
doing with the small tunneler?' Kren asked asthey sat down privately



to share asmall snack. He was proudly wearing the sword that the
duke had given him.

"War, of course. What € s2?"

"Y ou are planning to take atunndler to awar? Wouldn't that be against
the Laws of War?' These laws strictly forbade the use of powered
vehicles of any sort in warfare, ether for fighting or for transportation.

"It certainly would, but | don't plan to useit directly, of course. But
what if | wereto discover that an ancient, forgotten tunnel just
happened to go from beneath my palace to beneath Duke Tendi's
castle? If | were to then march my men through thistunnel, and break
through to his basement, would | bring down the bombs of the Space
Mitchegai on me?| think not."

"S0 you need me to make thistunnel for you. Well, | presumethat you
have amap around here? Then let'stake alook at what we're talking
about.”

Inafew hoursit was decided that Kren would run abig tunnel across
one of the hexagons of his property that was closest to the duke's
paace. A smdl tunnel would be run from thislarge one, and the dirt
from both would be shipped out together by the railroad. Thiswasto
cover thefact that they were digging the smdl tunnd at dl, if anybody
checked the MagFloat Corporation's records.



A total of eight grossmiles of small tunnel would be required, going
entirely across the Dennon'slands, under Duke Tendi's castle, and
consderably beyond that. There would be amaze at both ends of the
tunnd with aseries of deadly trapsto discourage further exploration.

It would then be cleaned, dl equipment would be removed, and it
would be sedled up a Kren's end, beyond the maze. A mixture of
corrosive gasses would be injected into the system to give the tunnd's
meta wallsthe patinaof great age.

Kren estimated that they could have the work completed within thirty
weeks, if there were no hitches. If they ran into unusua soil conditions,
hard rock, or underground water, it would take longer and cost more.
At worg case, the battle might have to be ddayed until the following
winter.

Then, in afew months, when the gas had time to dissipate, some of
Duke Dennon'sworkers would just happen to be digging awell, and
accidentdly find the ancient tunnd system. Naturdly, hewould have it
explored and mapped, regretfully losing afew soldiersin the wicked
trgpsin the mazes.

And in the coming winter, when most armies were standing down,
Dennon would useit to attack hisold enemy, Duke Tendi.

"Kren, | likeit! Now, what would you want to dig thistunnel for me?’



"Well, first, | would expect to be reimbursed, in cash, not check or an
electronic trangfer, but actua cash money, for dl of my expenses, the
largest of which will be for paying the MagH oat Corporation for
hauling away dl of thedirt.”

"That would be acceptable.”

"Then, inthefal, | will oweyou agrossmillion Ke, my annual payment
for your military protection,” Kren said. "l will want you to take that
payment in my company's stock, instead of cash, and | will want you to
continue doing so for the next two dozen years."

"If you'l tell mewhen you next intend to win & an ahletic event, you
have aded."

"Very good, but there's one more thing that | want.”

"Indeed? And what isthat?' Dennon asked.

"I want to come aong when you attack Duke Tendi! | enjoy agood
fight."

"Y our aid would be most welcome! Okay, we have aded, but we'd
better not put thisonein writing!™



"Excellent! Now, let'sfinish off this party snack. The poor thing must be
feding very neglected,” Kern said.

Back | Next
Contents

CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

The Weapons of War
New Yugodavia, 2214 a.d.

Things progressed, but the important thing that happened this year was
that my loving wife, Kasia, gave birth to a magnificent baby boy, our
fifth. She adso said that enough was enough, and that if | couldn't give
her at least one girl, shewas going to give up oniit.

| said that | would have loved to have had alittle girl, but | didn't have
much say in the matter. She wasjust going to have to take it up with
God.

She said that she would do just that, and until He answered, she was
going onthepill.

Well, | loved her, and five redly was ahouseful.

* % %



Anather of our lost planets had been found. New Palestine. Our ship
got there to find everyone, both on our side and theirs, dead.
Somebody had made adeadly virusand let it loose. Our intelligent
machines were working on resurrecting the planet, but until the virus
was diminated, people dared not return, nor could we permit the
electronic peopleto return to us. Repopulating the planet was being
debated.

* % %

The basic wegpon of the Human Army wasthe tank. Thiswas
essentialy awell-armored box that contained a muon-exchange fuson
power supply, aseries of computers, one of which wasintelligent
enough to passfor a human being, and was smarter in some ways. It
had a coffin that contained areal human, together with alife-support
system capable of keeping him or her diveindefinitdly. The human
floated in an aqueous liquid that protected him from shocks and
accderations of up to fifty Gs.

This observer waslinked through crania and spinal inductorsto the
tank's computers, which could keegp him in Dream World, living a
thirty timesthe speed that he could live at in the world outside.

There was aso acombat mode, where he became essentidly asingle
entity with histank, and lived a typicdly fifty-fivetimesasfast as
normal, depending on theindividud.

On aplanet surface, the tank used atrack-laying MagLev system that
laid magnetic bars beforeit, floated over them, and then pulled themin
to lay themin front again. On ametalic surface, it could magnetize the
meta under it, dispense with the bars, and travel much faster. On ared



MagLev track, and in avacuum, it could hit three thousand kilometers
an hour.

A wide variety of weapon and propulsion systems could be
magneticaly bonded to the tank, depending on the misson. A tank
could function as aland wegpon, a machine for tunneling beneeth the
earth, an aircraft, asubmarine, or a space ship.

Asl saw it, the next war, or at least the early phases of it, would be
fought in space. Some new strap-onswerein order.

Up until now, traveling in spacein atank involved using a
hydrogen-oxygen rocket capable of giving you athrust of forty Gs. It
was fed through apair of Hassan-Smith transporters from afuel dump
somewhere nearby. The transmitters were expensive, which meansthat
you couldn't have very many of them. Also, the rockets were very
bright and very noticable.

The captured Mitchegal ship had taught usafew thingsabout ion
drives, and New Kashubiahad amgjor surplus of cesum available, a
metd that was easlly ionized, and very massive.

The new engines required less than three percent of the fud of theold
ones, and asingle transmitter could keep thirty-five of them fed.

The old tanks had only speed-of-light communications available. An



expensive microtransceiver that sent tiny memory chips had been
invented, and | resolved that every one of my tankswould have one. |
had a production line of our own built to insure this, and damn the
bureaucratsin New Kashubia. Now, every single fighting unit could
communicate with headquarters.

Our main wespon, therail gun, had proved to be completdly ineffective
againg the Mitchegai. Our secondary weapon, the X-ray laser, had
worked, but only when used in massfirings. We now had the
Disappearing Gun, a gift from the Tellefontu, and | planned to have
ninety percent of my people equipped with it. Eight percent would have
X-ray lasers, and theregt, rail guns. You never cantell.

And there was awide variety of rockets, drones, mines, and
antipersonnd wegpons that we had in stock that might prove useful.

Everything military now was degp beow the ground. Using the
Hassan-Smith transporters, we could get to any point in Human Space
inahurry, but they'd have ahell of atime getting to us.

When the Mitchega came, | hoped that we would be ready.
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FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.



BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

A Cunning Scheme

The next morning, Duke Dennon mentioned that he had been ableto
purchase six more armored, but defective, space suits, and bemoaned
the fact that there were so few of them on the market.

"Wl then, why don't you make your own?' Kren asked.

"Make a gpace suit? Do you redize the level of technology that
requires?'

"A space auit, yes. But dl you need isasuit of armor! It doesn't have
to be airtight. It doesn't have to provide the wearer with air to breathe.
It doesn't have to be heated to bear the cold of dark space, or cooled
to take the heat of the naked sun. All it hasto do isto keep your
soldiersfrom being cut by your enemy’'swespons! Look, you aready
have a perfect pattern for what you need. Y ou have some old space
auits. Take one of them apart, give the three dozen or so piecesto
some of your excellent enginegrs. . ."

"There are Six dozen mgjor piecesin a space suit, not counting the
fasteners, Kren."



"Whatever! That meansthat they will have to make up six dozen sets of
stamping dies, a afew thousand Ke each, unless they decide that they
can do it themselves. Then, you buy afew stamping presses, and have
your soldiers operate them. Y ou'll have enough armor for your whole
army in adozen weeksor s0."

"Do you redly think that thisis possble?’

"Y ou've got the money, you've got the workers, and you have a
product sample! What more do you need?'

"Would you handle thisfor me?"

"If you want to give meyour money, I'll takeit. But I'll just turn the
whole project over to your chief engineer, who is currently working for
me. You've dready got thetdent. Useit!"

"Somehow, I'd fed better if you handled this."

"Asyou wish, Your Grace. WEll set up your armor factory in your
huge basement here, since I've emptied much of the machinery out of it.
My pricewill be cost plus onethird, to be paid to me persondly in
money, cash or check."



"That would be adequate,” the duke said.

Kren left to catch histrain, shaking his head. How such an excdllent
leader could have so little confidence in his own troops was beyond
imagination. But since heingsted, Kren would take his money.

* % %

Krenfilled Dol in on the two new projects.

"For thearmor, just give the project to Kren's chief engineer, and let
her runwith it. Seeto it that the bookkeeping on this project is kept
separate from everything dse”

"Eadly done, gr.”

"For thetunnd, well, well just call it the'Exploratory Tunndl, and tell
the few workersinvolved that it's company confidentia. Nothing super
secret, but we're just examining soil conditions for future grass-growing
tunnels. Also, therejust might be some va uable minerals out there, and
if wefind any, we don't want anybody €l se to know about it. Even the
workers operating the smal tunneler shouldn't know what they are
redly doing, or even wherethey are. Don't give them any maps. Just
give them short charts of angles and distances, enough to keep them
busy for aweek or so. And get the old charts back as you give them
the new ones. Also, I'll want separate bookkeeping on this project as
well, with nothing concerning the exploratory tunnel to ever be put on
any computer. Just one book for expenses, something that can be
destroyed easily. No side notes may be written. All of your sketches
must be destroyed immediady. Y ou and | and Duke Dennon will



know what isreally going on here. Nobody else!™

"l understand, since | don't want to be bombed from space, either! But,
gr, isthis project redly worth the risk?'

"I think that it is, both financialy, and because Duke Dennon isvery
important to our entire endeavor.”

"Very wdl. You arethe boss. I'll get right oniit, ar.”

* % %

Kren's scientists got the ancient DNA lab set up, and to the
wonderment of al, they managed to get most of the equipment
working. Only two small pieces of gear had to be built anew from
ancient plans. Thefirst project he gave them was himself.

"I don't know why | am such an outstanding athlete, but | want to find
out. | am pogitive that it has something to do with this body, and not my
brain. Take some tissue samples, and see what you can learn,” Kren
sad to them.

* % %

For the six weeks prior to the Planetary Collegiate Championships,
Kren won nothing at al, not even a copper third place meda. For the
championships, where the amount of money bet would be vastly
greater than a any ordinary meet, he made arrangements with his
bookie to win sequentidly at fencing, accuracy, and distance, and bet
half of his consderable persona fortune and most of his corporation's



ready cash on the outcome.

Hewon dl three events, setting new planetary recordsin javein
distance and accuracy. More importantly, he walked away with enough
money to keep his corporation well funded for the next five years.

Kren promptly authorized the purchase of the machinery required to
make their own monochromatic lighting pands, cutting their margind
costs by three quarters on this expensive item.

* % %

Saying that avictory celebration wasin order, Kren invited three dozen
of the univergity's best femal e athletes to aweek-long party. Kren's
prestige being what it was, every one of them was happy to attend.

The party started with a chartered MagFloat train consisting of an
engine and three club carsto take them and afew carefully sdected
party snacks on the two-hour trip to Kren's Research Center. They
were dl laughing hilarioudy when thetrain pulled up, not to the
passenger station, but to the loading docks, where there was an
entrance to the Research Center.

On theloading docks, over agross of workers were injecting children
with knockout drugs, putting them into boxes, and loading the boxes
into railroad box carsfor shipment to Bronki's stores. It was an efficient
process, and Kren proudly showed hisdightly tipsy guests through the
operation, quoting statistics about the huge numbers of youngstersthat
he had shipped out to date.



They then went through a series of huge, noisy, meta-lined tunnds
where conveyor beltswhizzed by full of dirt that was on itsway to
hopper cars that would be dumped into an ocean trench. From there,
they went through a door that Kren unlocked with both his credit card
and amechanical key, and then up afreight elevator to what Kren
privately cdled his"Breeding Room.”

"Herewe are, ladies! Our own private party room, but one big enough
tohunt in!™

The room was huge. It measured two gross yards to the sde, the
ceiling was sx yards above the grass, and it was covered with growing
lights. The monochromatic lights were turned off now, but enough
normal, solar spectrum lights were on to provide adequate lighting.

Six dozen children of various ages were grazing, foolishly unconcerned
by their arrival.

Six party tables were clustered at one side of the room, complete with
knivesand afew dectricirons.

"Thefloor isbouncy!" one of the athletes shouted, running acrossthe
room.

"Yes" Krensad. "That'sreal grass, growing on top of atank of water



that's Six yards deep. | was afraid that it wouldn't be solid enough to
wak onintime, but thereitigl"

"| thought that thiswould be amore forma affair,” another athlete said.

"No, | wanted to do something redlly unusua. Something fun! So, the
party has begun! Pick asnack that suits you, and run her down! Strap
the child to one of the party tables available, and well al chow down!
And if we edat al of these, | can order up some more! Now let's see
who getsthe first scream, and who gets the best onel”

It was pleasantly warm in the big room, and when Kren doffed his
clothing, the others did so aswell, as he had planned, al the better to
ensurethat all of their eggs dropped on the grass.

Most of the party gueststook off running after the children, and over
two dozen were caught. Most of them were soon released, to be
caught again later, when the first six occupied dl of the party tables.
Soon, six children were screaming in pain, to the applause of the party
goers.

Kren circulated, spreading his sperm around. Thisroom and this party
were arefinement of hisearlier plansfor breeding more bodieslike the
one hewore. Here, indde of thisfairly natura environment, their eggs
and his sperm could interact, and alarge number of grubs would bethe
result.



When the grubs were ready to become pollywogs, they had only to est
through the grassto get to the pool below. And when the pollywogs
were ready to become juvenals, it would be asmple matter for them to
eat their way back up to the air.

Inanatura environment, on dry land, very few of them would have
madeit, but here, Kren reasonably expected to get alarge number of
them for testing.

The whole room had been built under stringent conditions, in the dead
of winter, with every worker having her sexua organs carefully
covered. Kren himself had filled the tank with distilled water and
chemicd fertilizers. He had spread the grass seed on the surface
personally, and since that time, no one else had been permitted in the
"Breeding Room."

Nonethe ess, a certain amount of contamination was inevitable. Also,
many of his own kidswould doubtless prove to be unsuitable.
Therefore, every snglejuvena would be carefully genetically tested,
and only the best would be dllowed to live.

Asthe party became more boisterous, some of Kren's athletic guests
began jumping up and down on the grass-covered water, generating
wavesthat spilled the party tables and knocked some of the other
ladies down. They were trying to figure out the right timing to bounce
themsdves ever higher intheair, trying to touch the celling.

Soon over adozen of them were jJumping up and down in the same



spot, and the grass below them gave way. They went right through, and
ended up below the water.

Their fellow party mates, who were more than dightly annoyed at their
antics, laughed a them, literaly rolling on the ground. No one was
worried about them, since Mitchegal are naturaly aquatic. Their
webbed toes hel p to make them natural swimmers, and when
necessary, aMitchegal can go without air for along time.

Kren laughed along with the rest of hisfellow athletes. Nonetheless,
rather than risk losing athird of the eggs he wanted to fertilize, heran
back to where he had dumped his clothes and retrieved the sword that
Duke Dennon had given him.

He cut the holein the grass much bigger, so that enough light would get
through for his gueststo find their way to the surface, and threw the
mats of grassto the juvenaswho eagerly Sarted to eat them.

"Comeonin, Kren!" thefirst one said as she bobbed to the surface.
"Thewater isjust theright temperaturel™

"I will! Right after werre sure that none of you idiots havekilled
yourselves!"

A head count soon proved that they were al dive and happy, even the
onewhom Kren had accidentaly cut while chopping the holein the



grass. They decided the wound wasn't serious enough to need stitching
up, so the party went on. Infections didn't happen on a Mitchegai
planet.

Kren jJumped in, followed by the rest of the guests. Again, Kren wasn't
worried. Eggs floated, and so did grubs.

Thiswas actudly thefirg timein hislifethat Kren had beeninthe
water, but svimming came naturdly to aMitchegal. Heloved it, with
the breathing exhaust vents bubbling around hiswaist. He vowed to
himself that in his new gpartment, being built two dozen stories above
them, hewould have abig swvimming poal in the main living room.

Hours later, with the party snacks mostly eaten, with only one who was
gtill dive and whimpering pleasantly, Kren and hisguestsfell adeep,
scattered on the warm grass.

* % %

The next afternoon, hdf of his guests were still adeep, but afew,
including Kren, had been more moderate in their eating.

One of the athletes said to Kren, "So just what isit that you arereally
doing here?"

"Would you bdievethat | am reaxing in the presence of good friends
after amost ayear's hard work?!



"No. Y ou are obvioudy plotting something.”

"Isthat necessarily bad?' Kren asked.

"Not necessarily. Tell me about it.”

"Wdll, firg off, I'd have to swear you to secrecy, and you would have
to agreethat if you ever broke this oath, you would permit meto kil
you. | mean, I'd kill you anyway, but it's so much nicer to have the
victim's permission, don't you think?"

Shesad, "And what'sinit for meif | do takethisrisk?"'

"Firgt, you get to satisfy your curiosity. Second, thereisavery good
chance that you could become fabuloudy rich.”

"| like the second part best. Okay, | will take your oath of secrecy.
Now tell me about it."

"Very wel,” Kren said. "Do you redizethat | could have taken the gold
at every angleevent | playedin last year?'

"A lot of usare of that opinion, yes. Y ou only lose so that the betting



odds get better.”

"Correct. Now, before | got thisbody, | wasn't much of an athlete at
al. When it getsso old that | haveto replaceit, it islikely that | won't
be nearly asfit as| am now. Thisisavery superior body, and | want
my next oneto be just as good. What we are doing hereistrying to
breed some more of thissort of body. | think that | can do it in three or
four generations, maybe four dozen yearsor 0."

"Interesting. Yes, it makes sense,” she said. "One made, three dozen
physicaly fit femaes, and a place where grubs, pollywogs and juvends
can grow up in seclusion. If it can bedone at dl, thisistheway to do it.
But how doesthis make merich?"

"Well, you can't breed just one of anything. I'll have to breed many of
them, and do agreat dedl of careful sdlecting. In the end, there will be
lots of extras, and you could have one, if you work with my program.”

"| likethat idea. What's the program?’

"When you change bodies here, we will aso changeyour ID. I'll then
send you to one of the universities on the planet, and pay dl of your
expensesthere. Y ou will enrall in the school's athletic program, and you
will stay just good enough so that they don't drop you. Then, twicea
year, when | tell you to, you win the gold at your event,” Kren said.

"Y ou will do that for four years, multiplying your bankroll by maybea
grosseach time, eight timesin arow. Of course, I'll be betting on you,
too, and that's where I'll make my money. But nobody else getsin on



this, understood? If they did, it would drive the odds down, and wed
both lose money. Then, in your fifth year, you can go ahead and win
everything, if you want to, and rakein dl the glory that you need, but
for thefirst four years, you will do it exactly my way, or | will kill you."

"Soif | started with athousand, after four years 1'd be worth, uh, By
the Great Egg, thereisn't that much money! "

"Congder that my first gold, when nobody had heard of me, paid well
over agross two dozen to one. | can't promise what the odds on you

will be. But however much money thereison this planet, you'l havea
lot of it. Areyou interested?!

"Mogt definitely, sir! When thisbody startsto get dow, I'll comea
caling, and be your most obedient servant!”

That's one recruit, Kren thought. Two dozen and eleven to go.
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FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER



The Death of the Faithful

Having nothing better to do, some of the party goers stayed on for
weeks after the party officidly ended, and four were there for the entire
summer. Kren spent most of his summer in the breeding room, trying to
manage his corporation from acomputer that he had brought in. He
was starting to learn how to useit, and he was swearing much of the
time. Some of his braver gueststried to help him out, but most of them
wisdly avoided him when the thing was turned on.

But mosily, hewastrying to make sure that every egg wasfertilized. He
moved hiswork station every day, pulling long wires behind him, to
cover thewhole area

* % %

A group of sociologiststhat Kren had hired to observe the juvenals on
his land reported that the children spent over haf of their day walking
to and from the watering holes on his property.

Kren ordered that a system of wells, pipelines, and watering troughs be
set up o that it was never more than a haf-mile walk to get adrink.
The sociologists predicted afour per dozen improvement in juvend
weight gain. Kren hoped that they wereright.

* % %

A group of grass biologists found that over large areas of hisland, the
growth of grasswas reduced because of the lack of sufficient water
and nutrients. To acertain extent, the grass acted like asingle plant,
sending water and nutrients sidewaysto other plants when therewasa
locd surplus. But this sharing was not perfect.



Kren ordered the planned watering system to be enlarged to include
sprinklersin some areas, and chemical fertilizers to be added where
needed. With proper watering and nutrients, the land's productivity was
predicted to amost double.

* % %

Bronki turned the sales department over to a manager that she'd hired
and trained, and spent the summer writing at Kren's country cottage,
keeping her promiseto Savaand Zoda.

Aslong as sdeskept on increasing, Kren had no objections. And
increase they did, despite the temporary drop in population as many
students went el sewhere for the summer.

At midsummer, the College of Mathematics created anew chair for
Chaos Theory, and invited Bronki to fill that position as a department
head. She gracioudy accepted the promotion, with its higher status and
pay, and resigned her former post as senior professor at the College of
Literature.

* % %

Kren asked Dol how the big mowing machines were coming.

"It turns out that we dready had adozen and nine of them, sr. They
came with the property.”

"They did?"



"Yes," Dal sad. "Each of the juvend wintering centers had one. Huge
things, they ride on rails set into the grass above the caverns below.
Usudly, they only usethem once ayear, for thefdl harvest, but this
year, I'm having them mow the lawns up there every week, on half of
them. Thetotd yearly production lookslikeit will be about the same,
but the biologiststell methat the weekly clipped grassismuch richer in
protein, and hasless cdlulose. Were just dumping it into the same silos
they've always used, and will feed it to the kids next winter. | want to
seeif thereisany differencein weight gain.”

"Isit cost effective?

"Todoit over the wintering centers, yes, by al means, Snce we aready
have the machinery and lega permission to fencetheland. Todo it
over therest of your estate, | doubt it. Let'sgiveit afew years, and get
some solid data before we try getting any legidative approva, though.”

Dol worked on, managing the day-to-day operation of the corporation
completely without pay, but becoming very wedlthy even so. Therewas
much that she had learned from Bronki.

* % %

Duke Dennon prepared for war, training his best soldiers, his shock
troops, in the fine points of fighting indoors, and doing considerable
damage to his newly refurbished palace in the process.

Entering into Tendi's castle through asingle, smadl opening, it wasvita



that they enlarge their beach head quickly, so asnot to get stuck inthe
bottleneck of the tunnd entrance. Histroops had to betrained in a
manner that humans would associate with marines, specidized troops
willing to take casudtiesin order to push forward quickly.

Besidesthe specid training, Duke Dennon planned to use certain illegd
drugsthat he had purchased from some of the assassin organizations
that existed in most of the larger cities. These would encourage his
soldiersto take reckless chances during the initia assault.

By late summer, the machinery for the armor-building project was
completed, and mass production had begun. Soon, thousands of sets of
nicely painted red and lavender armor were being issued to dl of Duke
Dennon's soldiers, starting with the officers so that the troops would
think thet it was a privilege, and not a punishment. They were required
to wear thisarmor constantly, and most of the soldiers soon hated it,
congderingitto beapaininthetal. Which, of course, it was.

* % %

Also, a thistime, the "exploratory tunne” was gpproaching Duke
Tendi'sland, ahead of schedule. For secrecy, Dol had kept the same
sx-worker team congtantly at the smal tunneler, sending food, water,
and ingructions to them on the same specidly designed truck that
delivered the metal coils. They were paid triple time for thisarduous
duty, but they complained congtantly anyway. The only possble
security leak wasthe truck driver, atrusted old sergeant who had been
with Duke Dennon for many regenerations.

* % %

Kren held another party at the end of the summer, and two morein the
fdl and early winter. Histheory was that there's never enough unless



there's too much.

* % %

Bronki and Dol had each managed to make enough money on their
gambling to buy more stock than Duke Dennon had in the corporation,
despite dl of the stock he had received for his machinery, for the use of
hisarmy, and the stock he had taken in place of his payment for his
military protection.

This stopped Dennon from being made amember of the board of
directors, which made Kren uncomfortable. The duke wastoo
important to offend.

He phoned the duke and explained that histwo fellow board members
had gotten into astock fight so severe that Kren had had to buy more
gock himsdlf, just to maintain his maority.

"Y our Grace, would you like me to enlarge the board of directorsto
four, s0 you can have a sedt, to0?"

"Now, why would | want athing like that, Kren?| am only interested in
war, and in my army. | thought that 1'd made that clear to you.
Everything eseisanuisance! Asfar as| can see, thethree of you are
handling this commercia venturejust fine. If | become unhappy with
your management, you will certainly bethefirst to know of it. At that
point, | will expect you to take such actions as are required to make me
happy again. Until then, | don't want to be bothered.”



"Yes, Your Grace"

Kren decided not to tell Bronki or Dol about this conversation. And the
corporation could aways use the money that they had effectively
donated.

* % %

The new school year started, and Kren changed the white belt of a
freshman to the yellow belt of a sophomore, even though most of the
classes he took were for freshmen. At least, he was no longer confined
to remedia classes.

With the director's permission, Kren dropped the javelin tennis games,
and only won at one of his other three mgjor sports once every threeto
five weeks or so. However, hetrained in one of the other three dozen
collegiate sportsfor typicaly three weeks each, and when he had
become sufficiently proficient at the sport, he was brought in at the last
moment as an "emergency replacement.” He invariably won the gold,
whenever he competed in anew sport, and then he never repeated the
performance.

This meant that most of the gamblers on the planet never had achance
to bet on him, and the odds were fairly high, often a dozen to one. They
werethat low because the small In Crowd was now in aposition to bet
fabulous sums. The money rolled in, and Kren gouged his bookie twice
more during the year, forcing her to buy more stock that never paid any
dividends.

* % %

By winter, the exploratory tunnd had been finished, the corrosive



gasses had been released to give the tunnel an ancient-looking patina,
and enough time had passed for these deadly gassesto react with the
tunnel walsand be safe.

When thetired group of small tunneler workersfinally came home,
Kren made apoint of being there to greet them and the sergeant who
drove them their supplies.

Dal, dong with Bronki, who of course had figured out what they were
up to, encouraged Kren to kill these soldier-workers for security
reasons, but Kren had decided that one of his mgjor long-term goals
wasto increase the planetary population. Unnecessary killing was
therefore to be avoided.

Also, the duke was very attached to his soldiers, and Kren thought that
killing some of them might offend His Grace.

Kren told the workers, "I wanted to personally thank you for the long
and arduous job that you have done for my corporation. | have your
pay envelopes here, threetimes what it would normally be, and in cash
money, S0 that you won't have trouble with the income tax goons. We
carefully examined the dirt you sent out, and since you are interested,
yes, you did find some very vauable mineral deposits. However, these
deposits are such that the corporation won't be in aposition to exploit
them for many years. It istherefore vitaly important that word of this
does not get out, ever! Some have suggested that the most expedient
coursewould betokill dl of you immediatdly, but you know that | am
asoldier mysdlf. Know that | know of the honor and the integrity of
Duke Dennon'swarriorst However, you dl have doubtless heard of my



prowess asawarrior, and | promise you that if any word of what we
have done doeslesk out, | will find dl of you, and I will kill you."

The soldierslooked at each other apprehensively.

Kren continued, "That's the down side. Therésan up side, and it too is
asecret. | have abonusfor you. This coming Saturday, | will win &t the
pole-vaulting competition at the Univergity of Dren, even though I'm not
presently listed as being entered in it. If you bet on me, you will makea
lot of money."

"Thisisasweet ded," the old sergeant said. "Triplepay and atipon a
bet that will make us at least adozen times more than that! Y ou guys
ain't been watching the newslately, but Kren'swinsredly has been
paying that much! And al we got to do iskeep our stupid mouths shut!”

"Yesdr," thesenior corpord said. "But what if heloses?"

"Soldier, if I lose, | will persondly remburse dl of your lossesthree
fold,” Kren sad.

"Then we are your slent but obedient servants, sir!" the corporal said.

* % %

Without Kren's knowledge, Bronki and Dol had visited the duke two
daysbefore. They had told him very privatdy about Kren'sintentions



of releasing the tunnelers, and that they both felt that it was an
unnecessary breach of security.

Duke Dennon thanked them, and said that he would think on it, but
warned them that they should remain slent on this matter. He secretly
considered killing both of them for the very same breach of security.

A few minutes after Kren left the tunneling team, alieutenant with Six
soldiers behind him stopped the workers. The officer told them that the
duke was granting them an extended leave, with full pay, but that he
wanted to talk with them before they left to enjoy it.

The lieutenant and his troops escorted the workers back to the duke's
palace and waited with them in a certain small room as he had been
ingtructed. The duke wasto call when he was ready.

The door locked after they went in, and could not be opened. The
same corrosive gas that had been used to give the secret tunnel an
ancient patinawas released insde of the "waiting room.” The old
sergeant, Sx tunneer workers, the young lieutenant, and hisguards all
died quickly, and then the room was permanently seded.

A paace repairman had secretly fixed the room's door lock for the
duke, rel eased the gas, and then plastered over the door.

Thisrepairman died in an unfortunate accident the next morning.



It turned out that the amount of gas used was sufficient to kill the
soldiersin the room, but not enough to kill the eggsthat the Mitchega
aways spread about them. And one of them wasamae. Theresulting
grubs soon ate the dead bodies of their parents, and then each other,
when that food supply ran out. Eventudly, nothing wasleft but asingle
mummified pollywog who was never ableto get to water, dong with
some scattered wegpons, and seven well-filled pouches of currency.

Duke Dennon would have been happier if he could have killed Kren,
Bronki, and Dol aong with his own troops, but on consideration he
decided that he had entirely too big an investment in the Superior Food
Corporation to let it collgpse without its management team. But he
would keep an eye on them. Perhaps forcing Bronki and Dol to
accompany Kren to the battle would increase their commitment. . . .

And anyway, the duke said to himsdlf, Kren isentirely too softhearted
to worry about.
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CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

The Telefontu
New Yugodavia, 2215 a.d.

Thelast of thelost planets, New Gambia, had been found. In this case,



Earth's forces had won early and easily. They were running the place as
afairly benevolent dictatorship until our ship arrived and told them that
despite everything, they had lost the war. 1t took months before our
diplomats, and Earth's, could convince them to just go home. Even
then, many of the occupying troops decided to stay where they were,
especidly those who had married locd girls.

* % %

The Tellefontu were extremely reticent to talk about themsealves, their
customs, and their history. Still, over the years, agreat ded was
learned about them from casual remarksthat they made privately, in
conversations, in forma interviews, and on talk shows.

They were an ancient race, far older than even the Mitchegal. Their
recorded history went back more than thirty-five million years, and their
legends went back even farther.

They had awide variety of art forms, including music, dance, the
graphic arts, drama, literature, poetry, architecture, and at least nine
others that were completely incomprehensible to humans.

They were capable of redesigning their own bodies, and indeed their
own equivaent of DNA, to make themsdlvesinto whatever they
wanted to be. They did thiswithout the use of externa machinery. Y et
such was the extreme conservative streek in their nature that they were
not at al interested in looking like anything € se than what they were.

"Well, yes, of course," one of their representatives said to atalk show
hostess. "I could, with considerable time and effort, make myself 1ook



like ahuman being. Even avery aitractive human being like yoursdlf.
But, why would | want to do that? | am contented to be mysdf. Also,
ask yoursdlf, Would you want to make yourself look like me? | am,
you know, avery attractive member of my own species. At least my
spouses have dways said so. | think that it isbest if humansreman
looking like humans, and Tellefontu remain looking like Tellefontu.”

While by no meansimmortal, they did not have a definite life span.
They could rebuild their bodies as necessary, and they had conquered
all possible diseases. Many of them were thousands of yearsold.
Death, when it came, was normaly by accident, or other misadventure,

They were hermaphrodites, with each individud being smultaneoudy
male and female. During mating, both partners were impregnated. The
partners produced asingle clutch of typically twenty eggs, one haf of
which was produced by each of them.

They then dternated, taking turns caring for the children and making a
living. Once the children were raised and educated, a process that took
several hundred years, the parents departed in afriendly fashion, and
rarely saw either their former spouses or their children again.

Asone of them put it, "After three hundred years, you get very much
sck of them."

They did remain closeto their shlings, however, and said that when the
Mitchega invasion findly came, they would fight in smal platoons made
up of shlings.



Whilethey were perfectly cgpable of building and usng machines, they
generdly preferred not to. They liked their existenceto be asnatura as
possible.

Whilethey were capable of living on land indefinitely, they felt most
comfortable living an aguatic existence. ™Y ou humans go svimming on
occasion, and you are enjoying the experience certainly very much. Y et
you soon are wanting to get out of the water. We Tellefontu are just the
same, but quite the opposite, you see. | think that we can definitely
share this planet very nicdy, without interfering with each other, but
lending each other a hand when it isthought to be appropriate.”

Laws had been passed on New Y ugodavia, giving them the oceans,
athough we were dlowed to fish commercidly at certain timesand
places, and to engage in sport fishing provided that we restricted it to
hook and line. Also, they were given ownership of thoseidands that
had been declared primitive nature preserves, provided that the origina
faunaand florawere actudly preserved.

They were familiar with al aspects of spaceflight, but after some early
experimentswith it for scientific purposes, they had decided that it
wasn't for them. They had been prepared to stay on their own planet
for dl time, having none of the outward-driving instincts that both
humans and Mitchegai possess.

On their home planet, their astronomers had seen the Mitchegai
invasion fleet approaching, and had been ableto give their people afew



months warning. In that short time, they had been able to build
wegpons enough to give theinvaders a fiff fight, but not enough to win.
Scarcely athousand of them had been able to escape, and make it to
New Y ugodavia, over twelve hundred years ago.

They were searching the other planetsin Human Space, looking for
other possible refugee groups, but hadn't found any yet. There was
some discussion about possibly colonizing other planets, to insure their
racia continuity in the event that New Y ugodaviafdl to the enemy, but
nothing had been done, yet.

Once on New Y ugodavia, they had dedicated themsdlvesto rebuilding
their civilization, and replenishing their numbers. There were now over
eight million adult Tellefontu living here, and seven timesthat number of
children.

They had resolved that they would not again suffer what they had
before. The next time the Mitchega came, they would be better
prepared, and they would be victorious.

They saw the humans asaway to help them do that.
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CHAPTER FORTY-SI X

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.



BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

The Start of a Pleasant Little War

The duke'swell diggers had made their fascinating discovery, the tunndl
had been surveyed, and Dennon's army was secretly mobilized.

Asafavor to Kren, the duke schedul ed the attack to coincide with the
two-week-long midwinter break. The scheduled date of the attack
would be on Warrior's Day, amgjor winter holiday among the

Mitchega military.

Bronki's sales representatives arranged for amgjor giveaway program
designed to encourage sdes to the countryside outside of the cities.
Duke Tendi wasto receive two thousand selected children aweek
before Warriors Day, aswould eleven other dukesin the area.

This program had been designed to encourage Duke Tendi'sforcesto
eat well and go into astupor just before Duke Dennon's attack, and to
haveal of the other duchiesaround in no position to immediately
counterattack Dennon.

At least that was the hope. Maybe it would work. And sales were such
that there was asurplus of children just now, anyway.



Kren arrived the evening before the attack was to be launched, and he
brought with him an entire trainload of supplies, dong with Bronki and
Dal.

"Welcome, Kren!" Duke Dennon said in high spiritswhile gesticulating
with hissword, "But what isall of thisstuff?"

"It'sapresent for you, Y our Grace! Firgt, there are afew thousand
baggage carts, with room in each one for the armor of more than four
dozen troops, water enough for the trip to Tendi's place and back, and
room for two dozen warriorsto deep on top of it while another two
dozen pull them dong. With haf degping and haf pulling, you can keep
going day and night! Y ou've got afive-gross-mile-long march ahead of
you, and with these carts you can do it in aweek and a hdf, not the
three weeks it would otherwise take you. Also, you will notice that they
have lights on them, so you won't haveto wak in the dark."

"Y ou had these made especially for this attack? That must have been
expendvel And | can't imagine ever needing them again. Whed s aren't
permitted for overland transport over the grass, athough they would be
dlowed inatunne. But, | mean, we will probably get away with pulling
this'discovered tunndl' stunt once, but | wouldn't daretry it again!™

"The cartswere costly, Y our Grace, but once you are through with
them, I'll take them back, ingtall eectric motorsin the whedsand new
control panelsfor the operators, and use them for ddlivering children
from the train stations to my underground stores. But asthey areright



now, they are perfectly legd for useinwar.”

"Well, thank you, Kren, athough you redly should have informed me of
thisin advance. If your schemeworks, it will be awonderful aid to our
advance on the enemy. But if it doesn't, don't be offended if | abandon
them dl and do it the hard way. And those cages back there?' Dennon
asked, pointing with hissword, "The sgns on them say that those are
young carnivores™

"That's exactly what they are, two thousand of them! Please consider
that you areinevitably going to take somelossesin thisattack. With all
of these new bodies, you won't have to permanently lose any of your
wdl|-trained troops.”

"That's very thoughtful of you, but al of my men have armor now,"
Dennon said. "We won't be taking that many casudties.”

"Then perhaps we will be able to find some other use for the rest of
these young adults. What do you do with captured troops, anyway?"

"Well, most dukesjust kill them as a security risk, but my policy has
always been to give them achoice. Once I'vekilled the opposing duke,
his soldiers may ether diewith him, or they may give their oath to me.
They lose two grade levels, and they have to go through my basic
training system when coming into my army. We watch them very
carefully for thefirst two years or so, but we treat them very well,
otherwise. The great mgority of them turninto loyd soldiers. If they
don't, well, they till have that deeth sentence hanging over them.”



"A practica policy. Do any of them prefer death?' Kren asked.

"Onedid, afew grossyears ago, so wekilled her. But you don't often
seethat sort of loyalty, not once they know that their leader is dead.”

"And what do you do with the enemy dead?’

"The samething that everybody else does. We burn their brains and eat
their bodies,”" the duke said.

"Well, wouldn't it make more sense to reuvenate them? | mean, why
waste good troops? Once you conquer Duke Tendi's duchy, you will
have to enlarge your army to guard it properly. Why not feed each of
them to ayoung carnivore? Once those dead soldiers wake up in new
bodies, you can give them the same choice that you gave the oneswho
werent killed."

"Well, normdly, there aren't that many young carnivores handy, and we
need thefood, anyway."

"But now there are, and | can provide al the food that your troops
need," Kren said.



"Very well, once my own men are taken care of, we will try out your
idea"

"Could | have hdf of the resurrected enemy soldiers? | could use some
guardsfor my own lands."

"If youwish," Dennon said. "But | till think that you have too many
carnivores out there. This battle will be mostly amatter of snesking up
indde of Tendi'scadtle, killing afew guards, and then killing the duke.
It's not asthough we will be fighting afull field battle. There just won't
be dl that many dead soldiersin need of ressurection.”

"Perhaps. | imaginethat you don't kill enemy civilians™

"Not normally. They are part of the wedlth of the land, and after |
reduce thetaxesabit at first, few if any of them will fed theleast bit of
loydty to their old nohility. The noble leadersare dl killed, of course.”

"That makes sense," Kren said. "They have every reason to hate you,
and it would be dangerous to have them around. Still, it ssemssuch a
waste, al those years of education, experience, and training, just
dumped into thefire."

"| fed certain that another one of your wild ideasis coming up.”



"Oneis, Your Grace. | would liketo try feeding most of each of them
to ayoung carnivore. Everything but the central portion of the brain,
which contains the basic personaity and persond memories. | think that
what we would end up with would be avery well-educated idiot.”

"The world does not need any more well-educated idiots, Kren,"
Dennonsad. "The universtiesarefull of them!™

Ignoring the duke'sjoke, Kren said, "But | o think that in time, anew
personality will grow in there. It would be a persondity that we would
have ahand in molding, and | think that we could makeit into avery
loya persondity! | think that this might hgppen much quicker-and much
more cheaply!-than it would if we had to start from scratch with a
young carnivore. Anyway, I'd liketo try it. I'll keep them all safely
caged until we know for sure what happens.”

"It smacks of vampirism, Kren, but actudly, it isredly the exact
opposite of that, isnt it? Well, | won't stop you. Run your experiment if
you wish. But not on Duke Tendi! He must die, or my rightsto his
landswill dways be in doubt. Furthermore, | have apot on the wall of
my Trophy Room dl picked out on which to hang his mummified head!"

Dueto the complete lack of microbes, any Mitchegai body part
naturaly mummified and was preserved indefinitdy provided that grubs
and juvenaswere kept away from it. For trophy heads, thiswas
accomplished by smearing them with a bad tasting poison.

Adults, on the other hand, found mummified body partsto be



particularly foul tasting, so bad that some Mitchegal would consider
death by starvation to be preferable to eating them.

Sometimelater, the duke said, "But how are you going to get all of
those young carnivoresto Duke Tendi's castle?!

"I have athousand large juvendsin the last three carsthere to pull them
aong in the tunnd. We've come up with aharnessthat kegpsthree
dozen juvenasfacing in the same direction. With some encouragement,
and confined in anarrow tunnel, well, it worked when wetried it out.
They'll have to be rested each day, so they won't be asfast as your
army will be moving, but well get them there by the time the rest of you
dig your way up into Tendi's castle. And of course, those same children
will act asamobilefood source for your army.”

"And you are doing al of thisat your own expense?'

"Y es, dthough theloan of four dozen of your soldiersto act asdrivers
would be gregtly gppreciated,” Kren said. "l could bring in some of my
own men, but most of them are newly hired, to replace the soldiers
who used to do the work, before you recalled them. | worry about
their dependability and loydlty."

"Oh, very well, I'll tell the staff to assign the necessary warriorsto your
command. Well let them ride to battle instead of wak. They'll fill be
there for the attack, after al.”

* % %



The duke's staff officers got no deep that night, reorganizing their army
on the eve of embarkation so that they could work with the carts. They
swore a Kren for pulling this surprise on them, but only after he had
finished briefing them, had handed out three gross sets of written
instructions on how the resurrection process would be arranged down
in the narrow tunndl, and had | eft. Kren wasn't someone whom any of
them would want to have for a persona enemy.

And they had to admit that at least now, once they started to roll, they
could catch up on their deep, while their troops pulled them into battle.

Duke Dennon's soldiers were delighted with the carts. The origina plan
had them waking the entire distance, and in armor! Thisway they only
had to walk half the distance, they could do it naked, and they could
deep for therest of thetime. Pulling the pneumatic-tired cartson a
smooth, level, metd floor, wasn't al that hard.

Four gross of engineersled the column, their twelve cartsfilled with
cutting tools, tunnd liners, shovels, buckets, and surveying equipment.
These cartswere to their own design, and were not part of Kren's gift.
However, in order to keep marching twenty-four hours aday, they
were augmented by four gross of standard troops, whose armor and
weapons were spread out throught the column.

Four divisions of the duke's best troops followed them, pulling carts
with severa dozen children chained to the back of each to feed the
soldiers on the way. The chains were needed because the kids could
generdly chew their way through arope, giventime.



Kren'sfour dozen cartsfilled with young carnivores brought up the
rear. These were boxed in large juvend shipping crates and drugged
with illegal substancesto keep them lethargic, dthough they Hill
grumbled and snarled abit.

* % %

When the other dukeslearned that Duke Dennon was attacking Duke
Tendi, there was astrong possibility that one or many of them would
attack Dennon, or Tendi, or both. Thefact that it was winter might
dissuade many of them, which iswhy Dennon chose thistime of year
for hisattack.

Throughout Mitchegai history, many invading armies had won through
to their objectives, only to find that they had lost their own lands behind
them.

Thus, even though it was winter, and not the usual season for fighting,
most of Dennon's army was prepared to go on dert in hispaaceand in
his outlying fortifications, as soon asthe attack started.

At that point, dl civilian communications would be stopped. All railroad
terminaswould be guarded to stop word of the attack from getting out.
Travelerswould be dlowed in, but not out. Everything of value that the
duke owned had aready been safely hidden away.

Whole townswould be evacuated and the citizens would be permitted
to enter into the huge dungeons below the fortifications. The food



supplies available to them were meager, but they would soon discover
that they could order packaged juvend s from the Superior Food
Corporétion, at expensve wartime rates, of course.

* % %

Bronki was not happy.

"So herel am! I'm underground in adark, stuffy, claustrophobic tunndl,
| don't know how many milesfrom the nearest fresh air! I'mlying

above acagefull of snarling, mindless young carnivores, with the roof
inches above my nose! And I'm doing thisso that | can perform a
tedioudy large number of probably illegd operations on the nobility of a
duchy that is about to be conquered in ahighly illegad manner, soillegd
that wewill dl likely be nuked to shit for participating init! Why do |
let mysdlf be talked into doing such stupid things?*

"Because Kren wanted us here," Dol said. "And we have both made a
lot of money off of Kren."

"I think that dl of thisis madnesd™

"Y ou should look &t the brighter side of things."

"Thisinsane mess has a bright sde?' Bronki said.

"Widll, they could have made uswalk the whole way."
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CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUPTO
2000 YEARSEARLIER

Into the Breach!

Keeping four dozen carloads of young carnivores moving was more
work than Kren had expected. Most of the problems centered around
the large juvendsthat were doing the towing.

When they had tested thisidea out, they quickly found that they
couldn't use whipsto keep the kids moving. The tunnel was smply too
small to swing awhip long enough to reach the lead pair. Eventudly, it
had been found that e ectrical wires fastened to the buttocks of the
children, and connected to the same capacitors that ran the headlights,
and would one day power the wheels of the carts, seemed to do the
trick. The operator was equipped with a control pane that let him
encourage individud children, or to give dl of them apoke when the
whole group was moving too dowly.

A more serious problem occurred when Kren found that he had
underestimated the amount of food that the juvenasrequired. The



difference in food requirements between a cold-blooded juvena who
was smply staying dive, and one who was being energeticaly
exercised was huge, afactor of eight or more.

After aweek on theroad, they ran out of the compressed grass blocks
they'd brought adong to feed the draft teams. Two days later, thefirst
child died. Kren chopped the kid up and fed her to the rest of the team.
This seemed to make them dl abit more energetic. When another died
afew hourslater, on one of the other carts, he had dl of hisdrivers
daughter the weakest member of each team, hack it up, and feed it to
the others.

The smdler juvenalsthat were brought along to feed the driverswere
daughtered next, and the adults went hungry for afew days.

On the eventh day, when they finaly caught up to thetail end of Duke
Dennon's column, they were down to only adozen children pulling each
cart, with the drivers, Kren, Bronki and Dol pulling aswell.

Bronki was particularly unhappy about this Situation. "L ook at the
bright sdel" she complained to Dal, "They might have made uswalk!
Dammit! They might have made us haul cargo, too! And they did!"

Dol didn't respond.

"I'm five thousand years old, | have two dozen and four doctorates,



and they have me hauling mindless carnivores down aniillegd tunnel to
anillegd war for immora purposed”

Dol till didn't respond.

No one had ever suggested trying to use the mindless young carnivores
for thetask. The brainless but basically docile juvenaswere hard
enough to control. Trying to use the brainless but ferocious carnivores
was unthinkable.

Kren resisted the suggestion that they use some of the young carnivores
for food. He had ause for those bodies, and the juvena s were just
food, anyway.

Onarriva, Kren trotted forward and reported to Duke Dennon.

"You arelate, Kren. Did you have difficulties?"

"Yes, Your Grace, but we still managed to get here. | wasworried that
the attack would be over before | could take part in it.”

"No such luck. | ill don't know how it happened, but when my
engineersfinaly tunneled up to the surface, they found that they were
not in Tendi's basement. They werein the middle of asnowy field!
They had missed Tendi's castle by over two grossyards! Either your



tunnel was out of position or my engineer's measurements were way
off! And when | find out who was e fault, | will not be lenient!"

"Yes, Your Grace. Although athird possibility could be that the castle
isn't whereit's shown to be on the maps. It wasn't as though we could
go out to Tendi's castle and survey it, the way we did with your palace.
Once we'd done that, we were spot on with the tunndl there. I'll solve
theriddlefor you eventudly, but theré's nothing that | can do about it
right now. | assumethat anew tunnd isbeing dug?’

"Yes, of course. With any luck, no onein the castle was looking out
over that snow-covered field when my engineer's head stuck up out of
it. Just maybe, we still have the dement of surprise on our Sde. We
expect to be through to the proper position in afew hours, so you'd
better get your armor on. I've saved you a place right behind me,
leading the second company into the breach."”

"Wewon't bein thefront of theline?1'd had visons of being thefirst
one up and out of the hole!™

"No, I've got some specialy trained shock troops ready for that job. A
leader must be visible, Kren, but that doesn't mean that he should be
Supid.”

Kren'strip to the rear of the column was dow. The carts had been
pulled fairly close together, and many thousands of soldiersweretrying
to get their armor on in very cramped quarters.



Y oung, boxed carnivores were being handed overhead, and each was
placed in acart as soon as the armor was emptied out of it. Soon, the
carts would become resurrection cages.

Eventudly, Kren stood in hisarmor a Dennon's sde. Dennon had
made him atemporary colond for the battle, and without that indgnia
on his shoulders, Kren might not have made hisway through the crowd
intime.

Combat engineerswere still passing buckets of dirt out from the tunndl,
and metal hoopsinto it that would hold up the roof. Soon, the sound of
pickaxes attacking concrete could be heard. The duke went down the
line of the first assault company and persondly handed each soldier a
gmdl whitepill.

Kren kept histhoughts on that one to himself.

In practice sessions, it had been proved that the spear was not an
effective weapon for fighting indoors. It was too cumbersome. All of
Duke Dennon's men were armed only with a sword, athough onein six
aso carried an axe, and onein twelve apickaxe, for chopping through
doors and other barriers.

There was a shout, and the engineers did down out of the tunndl and
got out of the way, their part of this operation completed.



Thefirst company ran glegfully up the steep incline, with the duke and
then Kren right behind them. Dennon had stressed to his men, dozens
of times over, that successin this operation depended on moving fast,
hitting hard, and not stopping for any reason.

Thetunnd came up, not through the floor, but throughawadl ina
disused lower basement that wasn't shown on the maps. This hadn't
bothered the drugged troops of the first company. They had found a
light switch, astairway up, and had charged!

Kren and Dennon ran after the soldier in front of them, having trouble
keeping up with the drug-crazed idiot. On the floor above they found
Sx bodies, five of them apparently unarmed, but in the livery of Duke
Tendi. Dennon's single casuaty seemed not to have been wounded by
awegpon, but to have run into awall and injured her silly head.

Kren glanced at the dead or unconscious soldier and thought, | knew
it, | knew it! Drugsin combat are a supid stunt!

They |eft her where she was and ran on.

Thejob of the first two companies was to go up, and the third wasto
guard the landings. Later arrivalswould worry about making sure that
each floor was secure, but the way up had to be taken firdt.



They went up through five basements, and were on what had to be the
ground floor before Kren saw hisfirgt living enemy soldier. Smdl, high,
heavily barred windows showed that it was dark outsde, the troop
seemed to have just awakened from a stupor, and she was holding her
sword in alanguid manner. Kren took her head off with asingle swing
and ran on without bothering to watch her body fall.

Alarm gongs were sounding throughout the castle, Mitchegal were
shouting to each other in adozen languages, and pouring out into the
hallways. Some of them were armed, but most were not. But anyone
who got in the way of the sllent, panting invaders was cut down without
athought. They had no time for talking, and very little breath left for it,
ather.

Someonein avery expensive robe stepped in front of Kren, and died
for her foolishness. Most of her would soon be revived, and it was dl
grig for Kren'smill.

Thefirgt assault companies were working their way to Duke Tendi's
private chambers. Once Tendi waskilled, preferably by Dennon
himself, the rest of the castle's defenses could be depended upon to
collapse. Loyaty among the Mitchegal was always on apersona basis,
and never on aterritoria one.

Kren and Dennon, who was having a hard time keeping up with his
temporary colond, found a pitched battle going on in avery large room
between their armored troops and four times as many enemieswho
were pouring out of aguard room at the base of Duke Tendi's private
tower.



Kren never dowed down, and when he got to the battle line, he went
right over it!

He vaulted off the hip of one of Dennon's soldiersin front of him,
propeling thewarrior right through the enemy'sranks. This startled
warrior could have easly been killed, but much to her surprise, she
lived. At thetime, Kren himsdlf didn't much care. He wanted to be
behind the enemy line, and he got there!

He stepped on another soldier's shoulder, and then on the head of an
enemy troop, knocking her unconscious, after which another of
Dennon's soldierstook her head off.

Hekilled two enemy soldiers on the way down with his sword, crushed
athird beneath his armored feet, then bounced off awall and took five
more of them out from behind with three fast swipes of his sword
before most of them even knew that he wasthere.

"I love thiswar!" Kren shouted, asthe warrior that he had kicked
through the lines started fighting a hisside.

Then he garted fighting in earnest.

During dl of thismayhem, Kren was very careful to kill his opponents
with clean neck cuts, and leaving their brains undamaged. One day



soon, haf of them would be his own troops, after al, and waste not,
want not.

When Tendi's soldiers noticed that their rear rank was gone, some of
them made the mistake of turning to meet this new threet, a which
point they were cut down from behind by Dennon's drug-crazed
troops. Fighting fair just wasn't the Mitchegal way of doing things.

In under aminute, all of the enemy troops were dead, and over adozen
of Dennon's were lying on the floor, dead or wounded. No armor is

perfect.

The dead and wounded were left behind them. Later, therewould be
timefor them. Not now.

The survivors, led by Kren and Dennon, continued to push upward.

By thistime, most of the members of thefirst, drugged company were
either dead, wounded, or logt, with some of them wandering amlesdy
through deserted corridors, looking for someoneto kill.

The soldierswho followed Kren and Dennon were mostly from the
second company through the tunnel.

Two dozen of Duke Tendi's soldiers were armed and waiting for them



inthe narrow hallway, the saircase, and the landing leading to Tendi's
private chamber.

The narrowness of the halway stopped the attackers from using their
superior numbersto advantage, but the first fighter to get there was
Kren, so their lack of effective numbers didn't make much difference. It
was one-on-one for the whole distance, and when one of them was
Kren, the outcome was not in doubt.

Kren just plowed through, trusting that his armor would protect him,
whilekilling an enemy soldier with amost every blow and thrust. The
hardest part was watching his footing as he went over the bodies of
those he had daughtered.

One particularly aggressive guard, having been decapitated, managed
to bite Kren's ankle as he went by. The leg armor stopped Kren from
being hurt, but the head was a serious encumbrance. With some regret,
Kren stamped on it with his other foot, squashing the brain to pulp on
thefloor. A pity, since the warrior had been avery good fighter. Kren
would have wanted him for hisfuture army. He fought on.

The open-centered spira staircase turned properly to theright, to give
the advantage to the warrior at the top, the vast mgjority of Mitchegai
being left handed. For the fun of it, with Dik, hisfencing instructor,
Kren had practiced with the épée right handed on occasion, and had
become fairly ambidextrous. He switched hands and cut hisway
upward.



After dmost tripping afew times over dead bodies, Kren made a point
of dwayskilling his opponents such that they went over the handrail
and out of the way. Often, he had to take amoment and give them an
extrashove,

Dennon and his soldiers got to loudly counting them asthey fdll to the
floor below.

The four troops on the upper landing only lasted afew seconds before
they went spinning, headless, downward.

During dl of this, there wasn't much for the soldiers behind Kren to do,
s0 they smply watched him. When the last enemy soldier waskilled,
they took their swordsinto their right hands and applauded him, with
their left hands beating their chest armor!

Kren turned and looked down at them, surprised. Then, aswashis
usua custom when the crowd gpplauded him on the playing field, he
bowed.

The rest was anticlimactic. The sturdy door was barred from theinsde,
and it took two axe swingers six minutesto chop their way in, while
Duke Dennon fretted about the possibility of Tendi having some sort of
secret escape route.

He needn't have worried. When they findly got into the large chamber,



Duke Tendi wasin avery deep stupor, dong with three dozen of his
top officids. Parts of children lay about, mostly dead. The duke had

apparently decided to start celebrating Warrior's Day abit early this
yedr.

Duke Dennon went over and chopped off his opponent's head.

"I've been waliting to do that for over athousand years, and when |
finally got the chance, the bloody trash wasn't even awake to watch me
doit!"

"Y ou could have waited for him to wake up,” Kren said.

"I'm not an absoluteidiot, Kren. Stunts like that are for storybook
fools! When you get a chanceto kill an enemy, you do so right now! If
you givethem time, they will figure out away to kill you instead! Okay.
Y ou wanted the rest of these noblesfor your little experiment,” Dennon
sad, pointing with his sword. " Should wekill them aswel|?"

"I'd just as soon wait with that until we have the rest of the dead fed to
their new bodies. I'm not sure how long it will take for Bronki to
perform the operations, and | don't want any of them to go stale.”

"Asyouwish. You've cartainly earned many privilegesthisday. Y our
fighting prowessisamazing! But | find it hard to believe that Tendi
would be foolish enough to let o many of hisleaders go into a stupor



at the sametime. And these boxes! They are the same sort that you use
to ship childrenin, aren't they?"

"Yes, and | supposethat that'sthe answer to your first question, too. It
would appear that the Superior Food Corporation has had a sales
promotion in which it gave Duke Tendi two thousand of their finest
children for hisdining enjoyment. | wouldn't be surprised if haf of his
army isaso in astupor, somewhere around here.”

"Hal Hefdl for agtunt like that? When he done was given such a gift
of such largess? What afool!"

"Perhaps, but everybody else got the same gift. | sent two thousand
kidsto each of the ten other dukesin the areaaswell. And who
knows? Maybeit will simulate sdes”

"l dmogt fed jealous, since you didn't do the same for mel™

"Oh, but | did! To do anything else would have pointed you out asthe
aggressor! Only, you weren't home to receive your present, so my
agent put them in storage, under your palace. By now, | expect that
your dungeons arefilled with refugees from your towns, and that my
agent issdling the children to them at wartimerates. At least sheld
better be, if shewantsto keep her job. | redly don't like waste, you
e



"Make dl the profit you wish, Kren. But dl of thismeansthat I'm not
likely to suffer acounterattack soon, doesn't it?"

"That ismy hope, Y our Grace. Come, let's make sure that the castleis
secure, and that the proper individuals are dl being properly
resurrected. Captain,” Kren said to the commander of the second
company, "make sure that thisroom iswell guarded. I'll be back for
thisbunch later.”

Dennon picked up the head of hisformer rival.

"We might need thisto convince some of the enemy troopsthat thereis
nothing moreto fight over. Captain Zem, three dozen warriorswill be
aufficient to guard this area. Send the rest of your soldiers out as
runnersto every part of the castle, telling everyonethat Duke Tendi is
dead, and that Duke Dennon now rules here! Every former enemy who
wishesto die may continue fighting. Those who wish to live may
surrender. Their lives will be spared, and they will be offered positions
inmy army. This duchy isnow mine! "

Kren wasworking on hisarmor.

"Areyou coming, Kren?'

"Inamoment, Your Grace. Firg | want to take off thisbloody be
damned tall armor!"



"l wish wewas alowed to do that,” one of Duke Dennon's sergeants
mumbled.
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CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT

Drinking Buddies
New Yugodavia, 2216 a.d.

I'm redlly not an dcohalic. | like my beer, but | only touch the hard stuff
once every month or two. Y et those seem to be the times when things

happen.

| was gitting in my den, enjoying my firgt glass of Jm Beam when
Agnieshkasaid that Bdllor had something that he wanted to show me,
and could he please come up?

"Certanly," | sad. "What'she got?"

"He hasthefirgt production modd of the new Telefontu Fighting
Meachine"



"l want to seethat! Tell him to hurry up!”

Thisthing had been talked about for years. It was supposed to be a
marriage between human and Tdlefontu technology, and something that
they could useto help usfight the Mitchegai. It had been designed by
all three racesworking on New Kashubia, and | had been out of the
loop onit. Tellefontu help was vitd to the defense of New Y ugodavia

In afew minutes, the door dilated to allow in asmdll, flat black,
deek-looking ovoid . . . thing. It was about two meterslong, ameter
wide and twenty centimetersthick. Every cross section of it seemed to
be aperfect dlipse. It had no projections of any sort, and it glided in
about ten centimeters above the floor.

"Well, it's pretty enough,” | sad. "Areyou in there, old friend?"

"Mogt assuredly, Sir. But certainly you must understand that this vehicle
was not created for aesthetic purposes.”

"That doesn't stop it from being beautiful. Climb out of it, have adrink,
andtdl medl about it."

"I would like that, sncethelast time | was here, | had only sampled
hafway through your excellent collection of potables,” my crabby friend
sad.



| hadn't noticed any seamsin the craft, but a section to the left of center
flipped open, and Bellor climbed out of asmall pool of water. Soon, he
was on the tabletop, across from where Agnieshka had placed asmall
soup bowl.

| started to fill the bowl with Jm Beam, but Agnieshkareminded me
that last time he had stopped in the rums, and filled the bowl with 151
proof Bacardi.

"I have aways been surprised at your love of acohoal,” | said. "Was
therealot of it on your home planegt?'

"Oh, most definitely, Mickola. On your native planet, the animas store
their excess, emergency energy supplies asfats, for the most part, and
your plants usudly use carbohydrates. On my beloved home world,
both types used ethanal for this purpose. It was our mgjor source of
chemical energy. | wish that | could offer you some Jaga berriesfrom
the garden | once maintained! They had amagnificent flavor which | am
sure that you would have enjoyed, but, Alas! They were al destroyed
adong with therest of my planet.”

Agnieshkarefilled his bowl with something bluethat | didn't recognize.

He continued, "Then, when we escaped to New Y ugodavia, we found
an ecology heretha was primitive, but in many ways amilar to what we
were used to, including the prevalence of ethanol. Many of the starches
and proteins were different, of course, and we were hard pressed for
thefirst few decades to modify our metabolisms, but therewas at |east



enough ethanal to keep us dive until we had adapted.”

Next, he was on something bright orange. Hell, | don't know what it
was. I'd just told them to stock the bar with everything that anybody
might want. | stuck to my sour mash bourbon.

"But when you humans got here, you perforce modified the
environment to suit your own metabolisms. At first, it was not at al
clear to us what was happening, and there were il plenty of the old
plants and animas around. Wewere abit dow in redizing the
ecologica change happening around us. It started dowly, but finished
quickly, in the oceans, a least.”

Agnieshkafilled hisbowl with some sort of athick, yellowish green
syrup caled Chartreuse. Bellor drank it dry without acomment.

"l was out exploring, and far away from my people when the last of the
change happened. | was quite unprepared for it. | had foolishly pressed
onward, assuming that | would soon find something to est. Thusit was
that | found mysdlf on an unfamiliar sea coadt, sarving to death, barely
able even to walk. And then you came along, instantly deduced my
problems, and put meinto alarge container of magnificent food. | shall
adwaysbe grateful for that!"

| said, "I'mglad that | could be of help. Y ou said that the old ecology
herewas smilar to that of your home planet. Y ou know, when | first
saw you, | took you for one of the original inhabitants here. | suppose
that it was mostly because of those push-pull musclesthat work your



legs. Many of thelocd faunausethe samething.”

"Wel, itisafar more efficient systemn than the pull-only arrangement
that your people use." Bellor was sucking up something dark brown
cdled Old Navy rum.

"l supposethat it might be," | said. "But you came here to show methis
black blob of afighting machine here."

"True. Its amost absolute blackness continues across most of the
electromagnetic spectrum, incidentally. The enemy will be ableto see
usclearly only if one of us happensto passin front of agar. If we have
to fight on land, we will use the Squid Skinsthat you have developed,
but for deep space, thisis superior.”

"Can | get that covering for my tanks?'

"It will be availableto you soon, yes" he sad. "Thiswasthe very first
Fighting Machine off the line, but we expect to build eight million of
them in the next two years, enough so that every adult Telefontu will be
abletojoinin the defense of our new home.”

"That's quite a production rate!"

"Many of our little technologicd tricks were used on the production



lines, aswell as on the product.”

| said, "1 see. | hopethat they are applicable to our production lines as
well. Butif dl of your adults go off to war, who will take care of your
children?'

"Qur older children will do this service, of course. By our definitions,
you haveto be at least two hundred years old before you can qualify
for adulthood, and many take haf again longer than that, to be sure.
But they are no stupider than your people are of the same age. Itis
samply that our standards of adulthood are somewhat . . . different, shall
we say. In any case, they are quite capable of |etting their educations
didefor abit, during an emergency.”

"My own sonswill be ready for war when they are eighteen.”

"Wewould consider that to beimmoral,” Bellor said. "But your race
must st its own standards.”

"We do what we haveto,” | said. "By your standards, my raceisvery
short lived. But tell me, your machine floated in here. Thisis some sort
of antigravity?"

"Oh, no," he laughed. " Such athing would be surely impossible! No,
we are using the same magnetic technology that your people use, taking
advantage of the magnetic surface that you have placed under your



floors. There are magnetic cylindersthat | can carry to act astreads,
when necessary."

"Okay, but why the three-dimensiond €lipse, or whatever you call that
shape"

"Becauseit isobvioudy desrable to have aminimd frontal areawith
respect to one's volume. This shape permits that from awide range of

angles”

"I won't arguewith you," | said. "What's your power supply?'

"A muon-exchange fusion bottle, much as you use, but consderably
gmaller and somewhat more powerful. Alas, it isnot as compact asthe
one on the Mitchegai ship you captured. Thiswas the best that we
could do."

"l see. And the space drive?”’

Agnieshkawas pouring something milky-looking into his bowl.

"A smple cesum ion engine, much like yours, but smaler and more
efficient. It enablesathrust of forty-two Gs, and is quite comparable to
those in your tanks. It runs down the center of the vehicle," he said.



"And your weaponry?'

"The same Disgppearing Gun that we gave you plansfor. It is mounted
interndly to theright. We are capable of mounting awide variety of
weapons externally, but for space combat, one gun should be sufficient.”

"Perhaps. Y our craft doesn't appear to have much armor,” | said.

"Thisisindeed true. But armor is not effective againgt the Disgppearing
Gun, or indeed againgt therail gunsthat your people have used in the
past. Surdly, the only purpose for the armor on your vehicleswasto
protect the inhabitants of your craft from their own weapons. The
Disappearing Gun is safe for everyone except thosethat it isaimed &,
s0 we dispensed with the armor.”

"Interesting.” | asked, "Will your people beworking with an artificia
intdligence?'

"Most definitely. Y our people are masters at that art form. We have
been ableto tallor the package to fit into the confines of the hull, but no
other improvements were possible, that we could see. We dso have
full Dream World capability and are able to operate at combat speed,
when needed. The dectronic people will increase our fighting efficiency
consderably. Also, they are so very pleasant to talk with. We enjoy
being around them. Oh my! | do believe that | have made a socia

error! Mickola, | would like to introduce you to my friend and my ship,



Beladonna. Beladonna, thisis our planetary commander, Genera
Mickola Derdowski."

Beladonnaand | said the usua forma wordsto each other. Then |
sad, "But asto enjoying our meta ladies company, | expect that the
feding ismutud. So what you have hereis something gpproximeately
equivaent to one of our tanks, but much smaller.”

"Y es, but being much smaller, we will be much harder to hit,” he said. "
'We're pressing on with each new ship, lessweight and larger power.
WEell have the Loco Engine soon, and thirty milesan hour!* "

"Y ou are quoting Kipling, one of my favorite poetsl”

"Indeed, | have been making avery thorough study of your human
culture, and Rudyard Kipling is certainly one of my favorites, also."

"Il drink tothat. And to him!"

Agnieshka poured him another bowlful of something. | wishthat | knew
whereheputital.

When it wastimefor Bellor to go, he started to return to his small
space ship, but his coordination was way off. At one point, hetried to
move dl three of hisright legs a the sametime, and fdll over.



"Well, my friend," | said. "It seemsthat | finaly know what your limitis
inacohol!"

"Itisindeed truethat | have overindulged, to my considerable
embarrassment, but it was not the acohol that subverted the control of
my legs. Ethanol isonly ahedthy food to people of my sort. It was
rather the inordinate amount of various sugarsin some of your potables,
some of which have a certain physiologica effect on those of my race.
Fructose in particular. Without stepping over the bounds of good taste,
may | ask if you could you perhaps assist meto my vehicle?’

"Areyou sure that you can drive?

"l am surethat | cannot," Bdllor admitted. "However, Bdladonnais
fully functiond, and she will take me home quite safdly.”

"Asyouwish." | picked him up, swearing that he weighed lessthan dll
the booze that he had drunk, and put him back in the small pool of
water in histank. Once he managed to get dl of hislegsinsde, thelid
closed, and the little black ship went home,

Agnieshka, who aways seemed to know what | was thinking, said,
"Remarkable cregtures!”

Back | Next
Contents



CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

BUT CONCERNING EVENTSOFUP TO
2000 YEARS EARLIER

Wrapping It Up

Kren spent the rest of the day collecting up heads and decapitated
bodies and sending them down into the tunnel for resurrection, that isto
say, to be eaten dive by young carnivores who would soon have their
brains taken over by the person that they had just eaten.

The colond'sinsggniaon his shoulderswas agreat help in getting the
troopsto obey him. Never once did he haveto kill one of them to
encourage the others.

Bronki and Dol were wearing armor with cagptain'singgniathat Kren
had arranged for. They set up asurgery in one of the basements, and
with the help of adozen shanghaied soldiers, performed well over a
thousand questionably legal operations on daughtered civilians. Many
of them were members of the former nohility hereabouts, but some of
them were merely servants who had gotten in the way. Kren decided
that he might aswell have them dl. There were plenty of young
carnivores. With the right conditioning, he was sure that he could make
mogt of them intowilling daves.



When they ran out of heads and decapitated bodies, the duke's men
started daughtering the nobility who had been captured, but not yet
killed. Many of them were dill in their eating stupors, and never did
wake up.

Bronki ran into over adozen of the nobility who had once been friends
of hers, sincein five thousand years, you meet alot of individuas. With
ahit of trickery, and some help from Dol, she managed to send these
down for resurrection with their brainsintact, having quietly cautioned
them to act asif they were brainless when they woke up, and reminding
them that one day, they would owe her someredly big favors.

* % %

Duke Dennon spent histime negotiating with groups of Tendi'ssoldiers
who had yet to surrender, and accepting their oaths of allegiance, once

they did.

"Kren, | think that this might be written up as one of the most successful
campaignsin history,” the duke said. "We have taken amgjor duchy,
killed dmost athousand of their soldiers, and captured nine entire
divisonsof ther troops, thusfar. And we did it with an assault force of
only two divisions, and the loss of barely two dozen of our own
warriorsl And | owe much of this successto you! | thank you, Kren,
and somehow, in thefuture, | will find away to reward you properly.”

"Thank you, Y our Grace. | would say that ours wasamutualy
profitable relationship. But for now, | have only onefavor to ask."



"AKit!"

"I understand that you will be needing dl of your regular troops,
controlling this new duchy, at least until your new recruits go through
basic training and get settled in to your army,” Kren said. "But could |
please have your engineers back? The congtruction and tunneling
projects on my land have come to a dead stop without them. Also,
thereis one of your captains, Y or, who isaremarkably good
adminigtrator. | would like you to transfer her to me permanently.”

"Absolutely! I'll release them to you immediately! And you areright
about my needing the rest of my army for the foreseegble future, but
look. Y ou seemed to want haf of the enemy soldiersthat you had
resurrected. Would you likethem dl?1 have plenty of new recruitsfor
thetime being, and I'll be getting many more once I've had a chanceto
talk to Tendi's other divisonsin al of hisoutlying fortifications. After dl,
| have more land now, but one fewer border to guard!”

"Thank you! I'll takethem! I'll have to figure out away to get them, the
old nobility, and my carts back to my lands. There's no way that we
can get the carts up that small tunnel that your engineers built into the
basement here, but it's a three week march back to your paace by the
old tunnd.”

"Don't worry about it," the duke said. "I'll be marching al of these new
recruits back to my old paace by way of that tunndl. That'sthe
program, you know. Y ou fill your new lands with your old troops, and
then take the new ones, retrain them, distribute them around your old
lands, being careful to break up dl of their old platoons and squads.



Left asindividuds, they rarely causetrouble.”

Dennon continued, " Anyway, they might aswell haul your prisoners
and property back to the paace whilethey're a it. From there, I'll have
aMagFloat train take it al back to your Research Center. I'll be
staying here, of course, and I'll be bringing most of my leadershere as
well. Y ou haveto do that with newly conquered land, for afew years
at least, until the populaceis used to your rule. My old estates are
secure enough to get dong without me."

"Agan, thank you, Y our Grace. Well then, Bronki hasfinished dicing
up al of the brainsthat needed it, so with your permission, well be
going home."

"Must you leave so soon? | thought that you'd want to stay for dinner.
Weére sarving Tendi!"

"| hateto give up on achanceto eat ared duke, but I'm till a
schoolboy, Y our Grace. Tomorrow isaschool day!"

After aquick talk with Dennon's chief engineer, Kren, Bronki, and Dol
changed into their usual academic garb, walked to thetrain station, and
bought ticketsfor home.

* % %

A team from the Battle Confirmation Authority soon arrived at Tendi's
old cagtle. Their job, among other things, wasto confirm that the Laws



of War had been properly adhered to.

They were particularly fascinated by the ancient tunnel that Duke
Dennon had found, and even though he repeatedly warned them that he
had lost seven soldierstrying to explore the mazes a each end, the
ingoectorsingsted on investigeting it persondly, using eectricaly
powered motorcycles that they had shipped in.

When two of their members were permanently killed in acave-in a the
east end of the tunndl, they gave up on this portion of the investigation.

They spent three weeks interviewing everyone concerned, and even
talked to Kren, at Bronki's apartment.

In the end, they declared that everything had been donein alega
manner, and congratulated Duke Dennon on hisremarkable victory.

The duke had a thousand sets of arms and armor sent to Kren for use
by his new guards. They wereidentical to those worn by the duke's
soldiers, except that he had them painted in red and black, to match
Kren's academic garb.

Kren thanked him profusely, and then quietly had al of thetail armor
removed and put in storage.

* % %



Kren returned to school, got good grades, and stayed with his program
of making hugewinnings a his betting on collegiate sports.

Bronki stayed angry at Kren, refusing to speak to him for weeks, but
betting on him nonetheless.

Dol remained philasophical about the entire affair, knowing when she
had agood thing going.

* % %

About the time that Kren'sfirst, well-fed offspring were eating their
way up to thetop of the grass asjuvends, his biochemists reported that
they thought they knew which genes were responsible for Kren's
athletic prowess.

They weren't positive about their findings. There were ill many
unknowns. What they told him about were Smply their best guesses at
the present state of their investigation.

But certainly, it wasn't just one gene. It seemed to be severa dozen of
them working together. Also, severd of them werelocated on the"J'
chromosome, which in the Mitchegal determined the sex of an
individua. This suggested thet it was unlikely that afemae would have
al of hisathletic and military prowess.

Kren's comment was, "Well, it's sure going to make for some stinky
locker roomd™ A heavy concentration of male aerosol sperm was



consdered offensive by aMitchegal.

Kren put his scientiststo selecting severad gross of the femae children
who had amaxima number of the genesthat they thought might be
making him so good. In adozen years, they would be mature and he
would go into another round of breeding.

Kren decided that it wasn't necessary to preserve any of the males,
snce hewas 4iill there to do the mae side of the breeding.

Some of his scientists secretly objected, and preserved afew
promising-looking malesjust in case Kren cameto an early deeth.
Also, it would be interesting to run some tests and comparisons on
them, and avivisection now and then dways provided some comic
relief.

All of therest of Kren's offspring were eventualy eaten in house.

Meanwhile, every juvend brought in from the surface to the
underground feed |ots was branded with an D number and weighed
periodically. Those who put on the most weight were placed in a
specia group to be raised to adulthood for use as breeders.

Once they found some that were particularly productive, the scientists
could get busy &t finding out why thiswas so, and productivity could be
increased even further.



* % %

Four weeks passed before Kren's new daves, military and civilian,
were ddivered to him. Duke Dennon had lent him adozen trained drill
instructorsto train the thousand or so resurrected soldiersin the duke's
way of doing things.

Krentold them, "It isvery smple. You weredl killed in combat. |
killed afair number of you mysdif. It istraditional for dead enemy
soldiersto havetheir brainsthrown into the fire, and their bodies esten
by thevictors. Y ou were lucky. Duke Dennon permitted meto
resurrect you because | needed soldierswilling to work and willing to
fight. If you do not want to do this, let us know, and we will happily kill
you again, permanently, thistime. If you want to live afairly decent life,
you must work very hard at staying with the program. But remember
that for the next twelve years or so, your legal statuswill bethat of
daves. You havenorightsat al. Y ou must proveto methat you are
va uable enough to be worth feeding. After those twelve years, if you
keep your teeth clean, you will be granted thefull privileges of an adult
citizen. Sergeants, take command!”

* % %

To Kren'ssurprise, Bronki got over her anger at being dragged off to
battle, and volunteered to set up the training program to educate the
thousand or so young vampiresthat their use of Duke Tendi's nobles
hed resulted in.

"Were done now," Bronki said to the supposedly mindless student
across from her. "Do you know me?”'



"Yes, of course. You are Bronki. Y ou saved my life. I'm Seba. We
studied art together.”

"Well, I'm glad I've found you again, Seba. I'll be putting you in aclass
aong with the dozen or so others| managed to save. Whilein class,
you will be ableto tak with the others, but outside of it, you must
continue to pretend to be stupid. It will probably be afew years before
| can get you out of this, but if you want to live, and if you want me to
live, play therolevery well a dl timed!”

"I will, Bronki. But tel me, why did you risk your life to save me and
the others?'

"Y ou know, I'm not entirely sure. On the one hand, being afriend of
Bronki has aways meant something. Or maybe, | wasjust so mad at
Kren at thetimethat | wanted to disobey him. But once having doneit,
| am now forced to protect you as best as| can, and to complete the
job, for my own security. Just remember that someday, | might need
some serious favors and when that happens, | will expect your bunch to
beobliging."

"Oh, wewill be. You can count onit!"

* % %

Kren's surveyors managed to prove, with abit of fudging, that Duke
Tendi's castle was in fact over two gross yards away from the position
shown on the ancient maps. Whether thiswas caused by an error in
transcription, sometime in the last three dozen thousand years sincethe
castle had been built, or if it had been a ddliberate error on the part of



the architects to confuse future aggressors, was a question on which
they could not offer an opinion. Duke Dennon grumbled, but was
eventudly satisfied.

Actudly, the error had to have been made by one of the engineers,
since no one else worked on the project. But Kren needed all of the
technica troopsto keep his building projects going, and he didn't want
Duke Dennonto kill any of them.

* % %

In the spring, Duke Dennon was confronted with two half-hearted
attempts at counterinvasions, but when he faced them each with many
divisonsof fully armored soldiers, the enemy soon ran away, or rather
the survivorsdid. It would be severa years before Duke Dennon
would have things organized well enough to dare making another attack
himsdf.

One of these invasions happened to coincide with the spring break, and
Kren was able to participate in the battle, to Duke Dennon's ddlight.

At Bronki's suggestion, Duke Dennon hired afriend of hers asaghost
writer, and came up with abook called Three Battles. It sold
remarkably well, adding to Dennon's fortune and fame. More
importantly, it made other dukes deadly afraid of attacking him, for
now they considered him to be amaster of the warrior's art.

At the end of the book, Dennon said, "It will therefore be obvious that
anyone who attacks me will encounter large numbers of very
well-trained warriorswho are dl wel armed and armored. On the



battlefield, we regularly kill four of our enemy for every soldier welose,

"Furthermore, | have the wedlth to seeto it that every one of my troops
who diesin combat is properly resurrected. When you attack me, you
do not reduce the size of my army! | also seetoiit that all enemy
soldierskilled are resurrected as well. Then, both these resurrected
soldiers and those whom my warriors have captured are given the
option to ether die, or join my army.

"Very few chooseto die! Among other things, | feed, treat, and pay my
warriorsvery well. | give them the finest arms and armor that money
can buy. They livein sumptuous private rooms, and when they are not
rigoroudy training, their time and money are their own. Sometimes, our
enemies seem to want to be captured!

"When you attack the lands of Duke Dennon, you reduce the size of
your army, and increase the Sze of mine!

"Y ou might also make me angry enough to attack you in return!™

Dennon's success with the use of armored troops caused many dukes
to congder the use of armor with their own armies. At Kren's
suggestion, Dennon sold it to them, painted in their own colors, at very
good prices. After dl, if they didn't buy it from Duke Dennon, someone
elsewould eventudly start producing it, and Dennon would lose the
profit.



Bronki was given the contract to handle these sdles on acommission
basis, and she soon hired Brandee to come up with attractive coloring
schemesfor the armor.

At Kren's suggestion, the weight of the tail armor sold to other dukes
was doubled, and the design was changed to make it difficult to
remove. Also the armor around the neck was made of an inferior metal.
They might one day have to fight an army wearing thisarmor, and there
was no point in making an enemy more comfortable, or that much
better protected.

Based on the casudties sustained at the taking of Tendi's castle, and the
two fidd battles that followed, anumber of subtle but very effective
modifications were made in the armor worn by Dennon's troops.

The origina space armor had been intended to protect the wearer
againg abrasion to the inner fabric, and not to be effective against
swords and spears.

Innovations werein order. By making those edges of the plates that
were on the inside curve outward, to snag the enemy's blade, and those
edges on the outside curve inwards, to deflect it, it became much more
difficult to dide asword between two armor plates and injure the
wearer. Also, the neck protectors became stronger, the tail pieces
became lighter, and the sensitive Mitchegai skull was better protected.

These modifications were kept secret, and were not available to the
public. If anyone noticed the difference, they weretold that they were



looking at the old style armor, and what was sold to cash customers
was the new stuff.

* % %

At the Planetary Championships, Kren was entered in eleven events.
He again won three gold medals, and set two collegiate planetary
records. But they werein swvimming, al three of them, and the outside
betting on Kren was|ow, since no one had seen Kren swim before.

Themoney ralledin.

* % %

Dol graduated with honors, and promptly enrolled in adoctora
program, studying aerodynamics. She had decided that there was no
need to rush things, she had plenty of other thingsto occupy hersdlf,
and why risk any possibility of being charged with vampiriam, anyway.

* % %

That summer, Kren officidly moved into hislavish gpartment above his
research center, mostly for tax reasons. Hewasvirtualy adukein his
own right, so why should he have to pay taxesto anyone? Taxes, after
all, existed for the benefit of the rulers, and not for those who are taxed!

Nonetheless, he often visited Bronki, and happened to Say the night,
about three times aweek, when there wasn't ahome game. When there
was, he stayed over six times aweek.

An inexpensive worker was hired to travel back and forth from the
Research Center to the university every day, dways getting Kren's



season ticket punched, again for tax reasons.

She also acted as a courier for messages between the Research Center
and Kren'sinterestsin Dren, those that were best not trusted to the
phonelines.

* % %

The next severa years went very smoothly. Growth was as projected,
and all concerned were content.
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CHAPTER FIFTY

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

Progress, Boredom, and Something Kren
Can Sink His Teeth Into

On Earth, it was 1832 a.d. Americans were crossing the Appadachian
Mountains and sometimes finding their way into the Greet Plains,
flintlock riflesin hand. Europe had findly recovered from the
Napoleonic Wars, and a private British company was conquering India
without quite intending to. The Mitchegai could not possibly have cared
less.

At the sametime, Duke Kren was waking up again from thelong
stupor of resurrection. He stumbled once again to the toilet and to the



drinking fountain. Then once more helay down and put on the
recording hemet.

Every time he got anew body, it seemed to take longer. And to hurt
more. Still, the pain was starting to abate. Perhapsin aday or so, it
would be time to leave the resurrection chamber and get back to work.

He glanced at the recorder. He had three thousand years of personal
history to record, and most of what he had gotten down in histwo
weeks of recovery time had covered a period of barely two years.

At that rate, this body would be middle-aged before he was through,
and the colonizing fleet would be long gone without him.

Bronki, his academic advisor, would not be pleased.

Stll, the two years covered were hisformative years, when most of his
basi ¢ plans had been well laid down. For the rest, Bronki would have
to be satisfied with asummary. Heremembered. . .

* % %

Kren had resorted to vampirism only one more timein hislong life. He
had been forced to kill a scholar with doctoratesin over three dozen
different languages, the circumstances were such that he could not
permit the academician to be resurrected, and it was just too tempting
to pass up. Now, he could talk with amost everybody who might be
important to him, including the Space Mitchegal, who had many



languages of their own, quite different from those used by the Planetary
Mitchegai, dthough everyone spoke Deno, the common tongue.

In sports, Kren had continued to perform at collegiate events until he
was forced to graduate, and was no longer qudified to play. He
declined to get involved with professiond sports, since hefound the
whole thing to be profitable, but boring. The cheers of the crowds
meant nothing to him. In fact, he was never surewhy they did this

drangething.

Businesswasfar moreinteresting, especialy when it was spiced up
with the occasiond bettle, asssting in Duke Dennon's conquests.

Kren liked fighting in battles. Here was something that he could
understand, thejoy of pitting himsdlf againgt another warrior in the
ultimate contest, and the fierce pleasure of taking her head off when he
won!

He and the duke had indeed become very good friends, learning over
the yearsto trust each other implicitly. For over athousand years,
Dennon built hisarmy, and periodically conquered another duchy until
most of the Southern Continent was under his command. He spent
mogt of histime working with hisarmy, and taming each new duchy
until it wasloyd to him, and to his partner, Kren.

Kren spent histime making sure that they both always had a surplus of
money.



Each newly conquered duchy was soon converted to the efficient
production of children for food. Watering troughs, sprinklers, and the
use of chemical fertilizers sporead across the land. The grass above the
wintering centers was mowed weekly, but additional mowing machines
were not ingalled, asthey were not cost effective.

The smdl tunneler stayed busy, connecting wintering centersto thetrain
dations, providing children for winter medls.

In time, Kren's corporation bought an additiona three dozen large
tunneling machines, and kept them al working constantly. The ground
under the land of the entire continent was eventudly filled with alayer
of twelve-yard tunnels, aswas the land under the surface of the
uninhabited South Polar Continent, which Kren bought for areatively
amall price.

The South Polar Continent aready had a complete, but unused,
MagH oat rail system, built thousands of years before to satisfy the
MagFloat Corporation's original political mandate. This corporation
was delighted to finaly have something to ship out of the South Polar
Continent, and gave Kren very attractive shipping rates.

Vast tracts of North Polar lands on the two northern continents were
purchased aswell, and put to use. The advantage of polar landswas
that the dirt from the tunneling machines did not have to be shipped by
rail to the nearest ocean trench, but could be smply piled on the
grasdess snow above. Keeping the tunnels warm when they were



beneath many yards of dirt and snow was not a problem.

* % %

Each underground tunnel system was vast, but most Mitchegai did not
know that they existed. The system was largely automated, and Kren's
fanaticaly loya workerslived gpart from the rest of the population,
with neither group really being aware of the other.

Kren'sworkerswere al vampires of a sort, though they didn't know it.
Their knowledge was taken from others, the old nobility of the
continent, and criminalswho ran afoul of Kren'sjustice.

Their personditieswere formed in therigid, authoritarian schools that
Kren and Bronki had set up. These workers did asthey weretold, and
took an dmogt religiousjoy in performing their duty. Those few who
did not were soon reprocessed, with most of their brainsbeing fed to a
new young carnivore. Thiswas followed by another careful education.
But, three times and you were out.

* % %

It was eventudly found that the most profitable method of food
production wasto use carefully selected stock, raised to the midsized
juvend stage indoors on artificidly grown grass. Then they were taken
outside for ayear, to toughen them up, and to develop a proper
amount of muscle tissue, meat. Thiswasfollowed by a dozen weeks of
heavy, indoor feeding, to soften the meat and build up the right amount

of body fat.

By Mitchegal standards, they were ddlicious!



Soon, eating natura children was something for those primitivesin the
countryside to do. Civilized individuas ate the fine products of the
Superior Food Corporation. The prices of food rose, dowly, by a
factor of Six.

Many companies were formed to compete with them, but without the
SFC'svast industrid plant, they could compete in neither price nor
qudlity. All of them eventudly dropped by the wayside.

Over the years, the planetary population had tripled. Most of them
choseto livein the cities, where there were jobs, entertainments, and
interesting thingsto do. Kren's congtruction teams enlarged many cities,
and built dozens of huge, new ones.

Building new cities became aparticular interest for Kren, and he played
with dozens of innovative designs. With Bronki'sinfluence, and some
help from Brandee, beauty became more important than economic
efficiency. Surprisingly, the most beautiful cities soon became the most
profitable, Snce citizenswere willing to pay moreto livein them.

In order to make the towerstaller and more dender, Kren passed a
law gtating that buildings on hislands more than a dozen storiestall
were permitted to have elevators. The Planetary Council, fearing to
offend him, made no objection.

Each new city became more beautiful than the last. Some boasted



buildings with spires over amile high, and with more than three gross
stories. Many spires had grest, arching bridges connecting them. Some
were built entirely of structurd glass, and not covered with grassat dl,
to the scanda of the critics.

Kren didn't care about critics. His cities were beautiful, and the
gpartments and commercia spaces were often purchased before they
were even built.

Each new city had auniversity, often founded as an offshoot of the
University of Dren. Kren smply thought that a city should be built
around auniversty. Anything €lse ssemed unnatura to him.

The citiesthat Kren owned had efficient police departments, staffed by
absolutely honest officers, the products of his authoritarian schools. The
crimina classes never got afoothold in them. Murder became arare
event, and the population grew.

* % %

When it came time for Brandee to get a new body, she branded itina
manner smilar to what Kren had doneto her, athough she had done
the branding hersdf weeks before she was eaten by the young
carnivore. She had no desire to suffer the pain, persondly, however
pleasant it might be to force another to endureit.

Intime, full body branding became the standard for professond artists,
so that they could display their talents wherever they went.

* % %



The certainty of Duke Dennon's conquests eventualy got to the point
that he was able to send aletter to afellow duke, saying that he had
decided to conquer that duke's lands, but that if Dennon were to
promptly receive anotarized deed for the property, he would spare his
opponent'slife, provided that the former duke | eft the planet within one
week, dong with hisnobles.

And most dukes took him up on his offer!

Thosewho didn't, died.

* % %

Unfortunately, Dennon had long ago devel oped a habit of using his
sword as a pointer, and gesticulating with it when talking. While touring
one of Kren'sfactories, he asked a question about a high-tension
electrica cable while his helmet happened to be touching agrounded
metal surface. Death was instantaneous and permanent.

By Mitchegai law, when a stockholder like Duke Dennon died, his
stock ceased to exist, and his share of ownership was effectively
distributed to the other stockholders. To those of their race, inheritance
was anull concept.

Kren actudly had nothing to do with the duke's death, although many
didn't believeit. He had been very pleased with his arrangement with
Duke Dennon asit stood. He had actudly liked Dennon, at least as
much asaMitchegai can like anybody.



Such had become their partnership, that when Duke Dennon died,
there was no question in anyone's mind but that Kren should succeed
him.

Oh, there were afew minor rebellions at the start of hisreign, but Kren
put them down without difficulty. He was more brutal than Dennon had
been in his conquests, since it was necessary to establish himsdlf asa
leader, and not just a business man.

At one point, he burned over eleven thousand rebels at the stake over a
two-week period, with planet-wide news cameras recording the whole

thing.

The show increased Kren's popularity immensdly. It went into reruns,
and was used for filler materia for athousand years.

There were no further rebdlions.

Kren retained the red and lavender uniforms that Dennon had used,
and adopted Dennon's use of amilitary uniform for his everyday wear.
Hefdt that continuity wasimportant, and he intended no changesin

palicy, anyway.

After that, Kren completed Dennon's plan of conquering the entire
southern continent, but further conquest did not appedl to him. He
could aways buy whatever he wanted, and nobody wanted to fight him



anymore, anyway.

* % %

Biologicdly, the grassresisted dl atemptsto genetically improveit.

Kren's scientists determined the precise conditions for optimal
productivity under controlled, underground conditions, with the result
that a square yard of grassin the tunnel system produced just under
two dozen times as much food per year as the average square yard of
uncontrolled surface grass. With the tunnd system, there were
eventualy six times as many square yards below that surface asoniit.

With an optima watering and fertilizing schedule for surface grass,
productivity wastypicaly doubled.

However, the basic genome of grass remained unchanged. It was
aready asgood asit could get.

Thiswas not true of the Mitchegal themselves. After two thousand
years of careful, selective breeding, and abit of genetic engineering,
children were now normally raised from the egg to edting Szein under
fiveyears, and they required only half of the food to accomplish this
that they had before.

For adult bodies, Kren's physical descendants had largely taken over
the planet, to his considerable regret. Once everyone had a superior
body, Kren logt his huge advantage on both the playing field and the



battlefield.

For dmogt athousand years, he had been able to keep his descendants
"in house," making his soldiers astoundingly effectivein combat, his
workers efficient, and his athletes amazingly profitable.

The Mitchegal spend more on gambling than they do on food and
housing combined. After athousand years of being able to occasiondly
predict the winners of sporting events, more than haf of the wedlth of
the entire planet was in Kren's hands. Mostly because he enjoyed
doing it, he continued to gouge his bookie, usualy twice ayear, forcing
her to buy more stock that till didn't pay any dividends.

At one point, he had so much of the planet's wedlth that he was forced
to loan money to banks at excellent rates, just to keep the planetary
economy going. Later, when they could not repay him, he smply
foreclosed. He then bought out the entire banking system, added it to
hisvast holdings, and increased therates.

* % %

Once Kren's persona breeding program borefruit, for the first gross
years only males could be bred that had Kren's athletic prowess, to the
dismay of anyone who had to walk into alocker room or barracks. Dol
and Bronki were particularly unhappy about this, but finally became
maesfor awhile.

Eventudly, the biochemistswere ableto transfer the requisite genesto
other chromosomes than those that specified sex, so that females could
again be as physcdly fit asmdes, and the Mitchega world returned to



normd.

Krenremained mae.

But such athing as a superior body could not be kept under wraps
forever. Adults had to occasionally go out into the fields. Natural
breeding took place, and each Mitchegai normally sought the best
possible body for her next resurrection. The secret was out, but oddly,
it was considered to be an entirely natura development. No one
attributed the advance to Kren, or hisscientists.

Thiswasjust aswdl, sncetherewas avery conservative sregk in
many Mitchega. Very long life doesthat to you. There was even some
talk of sterilizing the entire planet, as would be done with any new
world about to be colonized, just to preserve the " Purity of the
Mitchega Genome.”

After many years, messages were received at light speed from the
nearer inhabited planets, through the huge, interstellar lasers and

tel escopes, requesting that ships be sent to them with fertilized eggs of
these new Mitchegal. Thisinterstdllar approva was sufficient to make
the new bodies socially acceptable, and in agross years, everybody
had one.

Usudly, they paid considerably extra, and bought the very best bodies
from the Superior Food Corporation. When the price of an eating child
had gone up to over agross Ke, the price of a purebred young
carnivore, guaranteed to be genetically perfect, had gone up to over



twelve thousand, and therewasawaiting list.

* % %

Bronki was very successful as head of the Department of Chaos
Theory at the College of Mathematics. Her department was soon the
most profitable one at her college, and remained so for the next dozen
years. Bronki hersdf became very popular among the other department
heads, doing many persona favors, and often providing the very best
party snacks.

Then, the director of the college had afata accident, faling from the
bal cony of his gpartment late one winter night, and freezing solid before
anyone noticed hisbody. Freezing destroyed the cells of the brain, and
made resurrection impossible.

It was soon found that he had large doses of recreationa drugsin his
system, and the university hushed the whole thing up.

Kren was sure that Bronki had arranged the affair, but didn't think that
it would be polite to ask about it.

The other department heads elected Bronki to be their next director,
and within afew years, the College of Mathematics was the most
profitable academic collegein the university, not counting athletics and
drama, of course,

This continued for five dozen years, a which time the chancellor of the



University of Dren Smply went missing. Eight weekswent by whilea
massive, planet-wide search went on for him, but nothing was found.
Therewasn't aclue asto hiswhereabouts, or hisfate.

A joke went around suggesting that Director Kodo had eaten him.

The other directors elected Bronki to the chancellorship of the
University of Dren onthefirst balot. Thiscost her well over abillion
Kein bribes, agreat ded of money for most, but atrivia amount for
her.

Bronki was pleased.

One of her firgt actionswasto invite Kren to come into her city and to
clean out the crimind elements. For amodest fee, he agreed to do this,
and over aone-year period, the job was done. With Bronki cracking
into their computers, and providing him with times, names, and places,
the population of the city fell by one sixth. Only haf of these werekilled
by Kren and hiswarriors, who by now had bodies genetically identical
to hisown. The rest were crimina s who were smart enough to get out
of town.

Thedirector of athletics was among those quietly diminated, and Kren
performed thistask personally, for vengeance and the pure fun of it.

Dik, Kren'sold fencing instructor, was elected to take his place. The



university's athletic program prospered.

There were over adozen pitched battles between Kren's professional
soldiers and the various criminad gangs that had infested the city. Kren's
troops won every one of them, despite their use of legal wesponswhile
the criminals used everything from gunsto poison ges.

Thefighting spirit is aways more important than the weapon used.
Numbers help, too.

Oncethe heavy battles were over with, the underground corridors and
the surface walkways were well patrolled by honest policemen, and the
independent trash were dowly swept up. Citizens could walk late at
night without fear, shopkeepers no longer had to pay out most of their
profitsfor protection money, and very few individuas paid to have
new, three-inch-thick steel doors put on their apartments.

Now they could spend their money on better quaity food, happily
provided by the Superior Food Corporation.

Bronki became avery popular palitician, and let her academic career
dide

She had many disagreements with Kren over the years, but both of
them were very pragmatic. They both knew that the profits were much
better when the other was around. Their "friendship” continued.



* % %

Mostly because Kren enjoyed a good battle, and because, eventudly,
very few dukeswere willing to fight him, Kren took on many more, not
very profitable, contractsto clean the crimina eementsout of other
cities. He and his men became very proficient &t it, and the planetary
drug trade dwindled to nothing.

Eventually, with success, even that source of fun beganto run dry.

The population, and the profits on selling them food and housing,
increased. But Kren fdt that things were getting dull.

* % %

Kren's wealth and power were such that he had an automeatic place on
the Planetary Council. He spent aweek there and I eft, totally bored. To
him, the council was nothing but a gross of fools who thought that they
could solve dl of their problems by talking about them!

Finaly, hesad to oneidiot, "Very well, then. Wewill put the question
to the scientific method. When next it happensthat you and | have a
disagreement, you will resort to talk and what you are pleased to call
reason. | will bring in my army and we will atack. We shall seewho
has the superior technique!™

Kren's opponent left the room and wasn't seen again.

Kren offered his chair to Bronki, but she declined it. It wasn't because



it bored her, but because shefelt that it was too dangerous. The
number of politica nationswaslarge.

Kren had noticed afew killings, but hadn't thought it anything out of the
ordinary. Certainly, no one had tried to kill him. He would have found
that refreshing.

Eventudly, Kren just hired an observer to look after hisinterests a the
council, and generdly ignored thewhole thing. If anyone gave him
difficulties, Kren resolved that he would smply kill them. Politicswas
not for the likes of Kren.

* % %

Dol continued with her program of running the day-to-day operations
of the Superior Food Corporation, and continued her academic work
on her doctorate in aerodynamic engineering. She remained absolutely
loya to Kren during dl of this, but made alot of money on the side,

anyway.

The education that she had gotten from Bronki had served her well.

Eventually, over the next two thousand years, Dol obtained atotal of
three dozen and two earned doctorates, surpassing Bronki and all but
three of the senior academics a the university. If any of thisacademic
achievement was the result of additiona vampirism, well, Dol never
said, and Kren never asked.

* % %



Kren had been deadly bored for agross of years, when, twelve years
ago, the word came that a suitable new planet had been discovered on
the outer periphery of Mitchega Space, and that his planet had won the
sector lottery. The most powerful individua on his planet would be
selected to take his subordinates, and to conquer this new world.

There was no doubt anywhere on the planet but that this most powerful
individua was Duke Kren!

An entire new planet wasto be histo tame! This was something that he
could sink histeeth into!
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CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE

Wealth, Power, and Danger
New Yugodavia, 2217 a.d.

Two more of the small, spherica Mitchega shipswere found in Human
Space.

Both had been single-pilot exploration ships exactly like the first that
Abdul had come across.



Both had had opened fire on us, ignoring our attempts at
communication. All they seemed to understand was raw violence.

Both had been destroyed, one with abank of X-ray lasers, and the
other with a Disappearing Gun.

While the second ship was smply gone, the first wasyielding more data
about our enemy. It had contained many more books than the origina
one had, and with these our intelligent computers were starting to
decipher the enemy's language, habits and thought patterns.

Everything that we could learn about them said that they were
absolutely evil. They had no concept of God. They had no concept of
Family. They had no concept of Justice. They were rapacious
carnivoresthat smply didn't care about anything or anyone but
themsdves.

And they redly did eat their own children, to the exclusion of everything
dse

One other disquieting thing was that both of these new ships had been
coming from the same direction asthe origind one, and that both of
them were on abedine for New Yugodavia.

* % %

With our metal ladies running the factories, our industrial strength on
New Yugodaviagrew at aremarkable rate. We now had a sufficient



number of picket ships built to adequately guard New Y ugodavia, and
we were salling eight ships aweek to the government in New

Kashubia Those mistaken individuaswere till doggedly trying to
defend the entirety of Human Space, and not the planets where humans
actudly lived.

Fortunately, well over half of the planets were disregarding the Union of
Human Planets, following the leed of New Y ugodavia, and setting up
their own defenses.

In another year, we would have enough sensors built to fill in the gaps
between our ships, and we aready had ordersto sdll dl that we could
make after that. In five years, so would alot of other planets.

All of our picket ships and sensors were now equipped with
Disappearing Guns. I'm not sure that this made much sensefroma
military stlandpoint, but our silicon ladiesfelt more comfortable, being
amed.

We had expanded into civilian products aswell, including household
appliances that used the Tellefontu ambient temperature power
generators, and vehiclesthat could use the Loway transportation
network. The demand for these cars and trucks was very high, with
good profits and aconsderable waiting list. Kasiabecamericher than
ever, but she didn't seem to care about that as much anymore. Maybe,
shewasfindly growing up.

The socid dronefactory was going at full cgpacity, and within afew



months every atificia intelligence on the planet would have adrone of
her own. They would each be able to go out and pass for human if they
wanted to.

Soon, we would be sdlling socid drones at cost to the ladiesin the rest
of thearmy. They could afford it, snce they were getting paid, now.
Often, their human observers chipped in on the cost. There was much
to be said for having your beautiful friend with you in the red world.
Among other things, she could do the housaework.

Therewastak of asocid dronethat looked like a Tellefontu, for use
by the Al who werein the crabs fighting machines, but nothing had
comeof it yet. Their Alswere dl entitled to afree humanoid socid
drone, but many of them had not taken advantage of this. Time would
tell.

The Parliament of New Y ugodavia had passed laws making both Als
and the Tdlefontu human in the eyes of the law. Both groups here now
had full and equad rights with human beings. New Kashubia had aready
donethe samething, alittle ahead of us.

It was expected that this equalization would eventudly be expanded
across al of Human Space, but again, time was needed.

My ranch was now findly at full production, with dozens of agriculturd
products not only feeding the people who lived in my valley, but being
shipped across most of Human Space. The "Derdowski” brand name

was being recogni zed everywhere as meaning that thiswasa



firg-qudity product.

My industria factories, al deep below ground, were now bringing in far
more money than my land, but Htill, the ranch was my first love, and |
was taking stepsto protect it. Everything that could be moved down to
three kilometers below the surface had been so moved. Thisincluded
the grain devators, the chicken, turkey, pig, and egg factories, and the
feed lots. All of the processing plants were down there now, too, as
were the lobster ponds.

Provisions had been made below to remove the dairy cows, the beef
cattle, and dl of the other animasliving on the surface, once the
Mitchegai got within afew months of us. We were sockpiling food to
feed them.

We dso had stockpiled grass seed and soil microorganisms, sowe
could restart the fidldsiif the enemy destroyed them, and had grown
scionsfrom every treeinthe valey under artificid light far below
ground.

Many of the other farmerson New Y ugodaviawere doing Ssmilar
things. The new Disappearing Guns made floor space down there very

cheap.

It was S0 cheap that afair percentage of the population was moving
down aswdll, living permanently in gpartments that had been intended
asemergency shdters. They wereredly very nice, and they cost much
less than anything on the surface. | began to wonder if we would



become arace of troglodytes!

My wife Kasawas making her plansaswell. Most of her assets had
been transferred to New Kashubia, since everything we were able to
learn about the Mitchegai said that they only wanted planetslike Earth,
or New Y ugodavia. They wouldn't touch ameta bal like New
Kashubia, circling its deadly Neutron Star!

She was planning to send the boys there aswell, as soon aswe made
contact with the enemy, to live with her parents until the emergency was
over.

Thiswasfinewith me. Once the danger wasred, therewasno point in
keeping any noncombatants here, and | liked her family better than |

liked mine, anyway.

But Kasiahersdf would spend thewar fighting a my sidein our CCC,
she sad, to make surethat | kept out of trouble.

| loved her.

* % %

Kasiaand | had long ago resolved that one day aweek we would have
dinner done, without the boys around. | mean, we loved them, but we
loved each other, too, and sometimes five boys, aged three to thirteen,
sort of got inthe way.



Sometimes this meant going out to a nice restaurant, but often we just
sat and ate out on one of the balconies, looking out on our land.

The boys were happy to be able to order pizza once more, and the
droneswere delighted to join them.

Kasiahad been silent through the champagne, the appetizer, and the
salad. When our T-bone steaks and lobsters arrived, | knew that she
was ready to talk.

"They'll be coming soon,” Kasasaid. "l canfed it."

"Y es, I've been having those premonitions, too."

"They'll destroy everything that we've done here, won't they."

"Not if | have anything to say about it!" | said firmly. "And | am the
military commander of this planet! We have done everything thet | or
anybody else can think of to make sure that our defenses are as strong
asthey can possibly be. If they attack us, they will die, every last
damned one of them!"

"But they are older than we are, more experienced, and perhaps wiser."



"They are abunch of damned cannibaswho egt their own children! |
don't know what kind of military forcesthey can throw againgt us, but
we definitdy have the mord high ground! God willing, we will be
victorious!" | dmost shouted.

"Godwilling," Kasiasaid, quietly.
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CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

Kren Preparesfor War

It had been twelve years since Kren had received notice of his new
prize. Thiswas barely enough timeto do dl that needed to be done.

The Eleventh Colonizing Feet could take only two dozen million
Planetary Mitchegai to the new world, and Kren had more than six
gross that number of subordinates. He had to be sure that he took only
his very best dong. He decided on taking adozen million of hismost
proficient warriors, Sx million of hismost competent scientists and
technica people, and six million others, including his most astute
adminigrators, busnessmen, and the finest academicsfrom dl of his
universities. He even planned to take along afew artists, poets, and
writers.



Most of these selected people had been in space for years, training for
their misson in new, firg-qudity bodies.

Kren had spent most of hisvast persona fortune equipping his
subordinates for this venture,

His engineers and builders needed the generalized machines necessary
to build the specialized machinesthat made dl of the myriad products
that his new planet would need. They had to be prepared to be able to
gart with nothing but the rawest of materids, and to turn out the finest
of end products.

Kreninssted that everything that they took with them must be of the
very best qudity.

The Mitchega had millions of years of technology behind them, but if
they did not have drawings of every possible thing that they might ever
need with them, they would have to invent it afresh, something that they
were not very good at. The technica plansaonefor al that would be
needed filled an entire large cargo ship. Thiswas because their
computers were so primitive, by human standards, that they had to take
al of their plans printed on thin sheets of their immorta platic.

They had to have enough food and suppliesto last them at least two
dozen years, when they should start to become sdlf-sufficient in many
matters. If anything was forgotten, they smply wouldn't haveit. The



success of the entire colonization program could depend on sometrivia
item, and when it did, they must have it with them.

His academicsingsted on having acomplete library of more than
twelve million books, and Kren gave them permission to loot every
library in every university on hislands, if need be, to get everything that
they could possibly need.

Every person going was permitted to bring two tons of personal goods
aong, with the understanding that they would haveto live with that for
at least two dozen years before much of it could be replenished.

At hisown considerable expense, Kren purchased an armored space
auit for every one of the Planetary Mitchegal who was accompanying
him. The Space Mitchegai told him that thiswas asilly way to waste
money, and that they would never be needed, but they took his cash,
ddivered the products, and trained his subordinates in how to use them.

His best soldiers and officers, twelve million of them, wereaso
equipped with every high-tech weapon that the Space Mitchegal could
provide. They had been spending the last nine yearsin space, learning
how to use them. This, too, was laughed at, but they took his money.
Hiswarriors got the weapons and training.

Kren aso bought one million additiond single seet fighters, and had a
million of hiswarriorstrained to use them, a a price that dmost cleaned
out his bank accounts. Indeed, he had to borrow money from hisown
banks, on zero interest, indefinite loans, before the production run was



over. They called him crazy once more, but as always, he got hisway.

His banks knew that they would never be repaid, and computed that it
would be over athousand years before they recovered. Y et none
dared dispute the wishes of Kren.

Kren aso had to purchase five additiona cargo ships of the largest
standard size to transport them al, and al at his own expense.

To Kren's mind, he had the money, and he was going to seeto it that
absolutely nothing got in theway of his smooth takeover of his persond
planet.

"Madness," everyone se said.

Privately, Kren alowed that they might beright. It was probably
wasted money. The cost of all of these precautionary expenditureswas
large but finite, and he could afford it. But the cost of failurewas
infinite! Hislife. And that, he could not afford!

What ese could he spent his money on, anyway? Should heleaveit in
the bank on a planet four gross light-years away?

In addition to dl of this, Kren was obligated to provide food for his
own people, for the Space Mitchega who would be accompanying



him, and for the operators and fighters of the entire Eleventh Colonizing
Fleet. They had to be fed for the duration of thetrip, and for the next
two dozen yearsthereafter, until the grass was growing and the juvenas
were prospering. He also had to feed the fleet personndl, during their
return trip.

Most of these children could be provided cryogenically frozen, to be
thawed in microwave ovens before eating. This provided food that was
barely acceptable to an adult Mitchegal. But fully aquarter of it was
expected to be ddlivered live, for the culinary enjoyment of the upper
ranks.

The ships were equipped with compartments that kept a child dormant
at afew degrees above freezing, while surrounding her with
monochromatic growing lights virtualy identica to those Kren had
developed to grow grass underground.

Since the Mitchegai skin could convert light to food almost aswell as
the grass could, these compartments could keep ajuvena dormant but
aivefor many years, ready to edt.

Kren had been very proud of those monochrometic lights that he had
developed for histunnels, and here, the Space Mitchegai had had the
technology dl dong!

Kren just turned the problem of supplying enough children to feed the
expedition over to Dol, and told her that the Superior Food
Corporation would do it at its own expense.



Dol said, "Yes, ar."

Those he was leaving behind would have to be organized to survive
without him. He did not want hislands to be overrun by other dukes, or
hisinvestmentsto go sour in his absence. There wasn't aredly rationa
reason why he should care, but somehow he felt acertain attachment to
what he had spent along lifetime building.

Genera Y or had proved to be unfailingly competent and loyal for
thousands of years. He had chosen her as his successor.

* % %

Kren awoke once more and stretched. He didn't fed totally miserable,
and that would have to suffice. There wasn't much time left, and there
was much yet to do.

He pulled off the recording hemet, relieved and refreshed himself. He
dressed, removed the tape from the recorder, and put it in his pouch.

He went to the combination lock at the door, remembered the twelve
number combination, and dided it in. Thiswasimportant, because
ancient tradition required that if aduke forgot the combination, he
would be |€eft in the chamber, to die there. There was no way to open
the door from the outside without causing the entire complex to
sdf-dedtruct, violently.



This system protected him while hewasin his stupor, but also there
was dways the possibility that something could go wrong inthe
resurrection process, and no one wanted to be ruled by an incompetent
duke. Better acivil war than to have only haf of your old master on the
throne.

Kren opened the door to find Dol and Bronki waiting for him.

"It'sgood to seeyou well," Dol sad.

"Y es, we were beginning to worry about you, my friend,”" Bronki added.

"Every time, it seemsto take longer and hurt more," Kren said.

"Y ou could dways give up on thisstupid traditional way of doing
things, take an anesthetic, and wake up fegling good, the way sensible
people do,” Dol sad.

"A leader who did that wouldn't be aleader for long,” Kren said. He
handed the persona history tape to Bronki. "I am till abit worried
about telling the truth about al that has happened. | know that your
background as a historian makes you want what really happened to
come out eventualy, but it isstill avery dangerousthing to do.”

"Kren, despite everything, besdesbeing individuads, we aredso



members of agreet civilization. Without our history, we are nothing,”
Bronki said.

"Just be sure that this stays secret until long after I'm dead.”

"Until long after dl three of usare dead, if it contains everything thét |
think it doed! I've dready made arrangements with the Bonding
Authority to keep it until one thousand years after thelast of ushas
been registered as certainly and sincerely deceased. Then they will send
it to the College of Higtory at Dren.”

"I suppose that the Bonding Authority can be trusted, if anybody can,”
Krensaid. "l don't suppose that either of you has changed your minds?
Y ou are both intent on staying here on this planet when | leave?!

"Yes, gr," Dol sad. "We're both redly city girls, you know. We
wouldn't fit in well onthewild frontiers. And anyway, you have set
things up such that this entire solar system will starveif the Superior
Food Corporation isn't managed properly. What's the point of
conquering anew planet while leaving the old one to destroy itself?
And who can say? Maybe you will need something from here once you
are out there. It might take eight gross yearsto get there, but that's
better than nothing.”

Bronki said, "Also, there is aways the chance that things will not work
out on the new planet. It has happened afew times beforein history,
you know, where a promising-looking planet has had to be totally
destroyed. If that were to happen to you, wouldn't you want to have a



nice, safe place to come home to? Well just put your stock in escrow,
put the next largest stockholder on the board of directors, and carry on
until you return, however many thousand yearsthat takes."

"And who isthisfourth largest stockholder?!

"Y our bookie, of course!" Bronki said.

* % %

The Eleventh Colonizing Fleet was built, operated, and maintained by
the Space Mitchegal. It was crewed by avery specia group, sincethey
spent most of their timetraveling at nearly light speed. Thetime
dilationsinvolved were such that once they left, there wasn't much point
in going home again. And indeed, their mission was such that they
rarely went to the same solar system twice. Thelr lives, which from the
outside seemed to be millions of yearslong, were spent in, with, and for
TheHest.

This consisted of over three thousand large cargo and passenger ships,
and many timesthat number of smdler, auxiliary vessdls. Thelocdl
Space Mitchega were contributing an additional gross of ships, and
refurbishing the rest as needed, as their contribution to the coming
venture,

The fleet dso had three gross of truly massive battle ships, plus many
thousands of smdll, single-seat fighters. Thismilitary arm had never seen
actioninitsmillions of years of existence, but military force had proved
to be very useful to some of the other colonizing flegtsin the past.



Of the seven thousand planets sent colony fleetsto date, a dozen and
ten had had indigenous popul ations capable of putting up aferocious
fight. Indeed, nine of those planets had had to be completely destroyed,
since otherwise they could have become a threeat to the entire Mitchegai
cvilization.

And anyway, the Mitchegal awaysfelt more comfortable when they
werewd | armed.

Back | Next
Contents

CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

The Space Mitchegai

Besdesthe Planetary Mitchegal, the fleet would be trangporting an
additiond two dozen million Spacersfrom Kren's solar system to the
new system aswell. AsKren and his subordinates were taming the new
planet, these Spacers would be taking on the rest of the new solar
sysdem.

* % %

The Space Mitchega wereracidly identicd to the Planetary Mitchega,
but culturdly very different. They had originated in the asteroid belt of



their home system, long before interstellar transportation was
devel oped.

While the Planetary Mitchegal preferred aplacid, traditiond lifestyle,
with aminimum of technology, the Space Mitchegai lived in rdatively
small, high-tech habitats, scattered throughout the solar system, but
especidly in planetary orbits and the asteroid belt. The Space
Mitchegai lived more regimented lives, and more active ones.

It was the Space Mitchegai who had devel oped what humans would
cdl the dow, multigeneration shipsthat first got to the nearer sars. This
effort was greetly aided by the very long effective lifetimesthat the
Mitchegal enjoyed. Even traveling at one part in agross of the speed of
light, with atypica trip length of two dozen light-years, they ill could
make the journey in asixth of their expected lifespan, if they were
careful. A ship's crew member might make severa round trip voyages
before she happened to die.

The situation became much better oncethe Inertialess Field was
developed, based on the technology of arace that they had conquered.
Thisdevice put afidd around dmost the entire ship that temporarily
canceled inertia. When the field was disconnected, inertiareturned, and
the ship proceeded on avector identical to what it had had in the

beginning.

Mitchegal shipswere powered by their muon-exchange fusion reactors,
very much like those used by humans, but smaller, morerefined, and
much more powerful. These converted hydrogen into helium and
electricd power with dmost perfect efficiency.



The Intertidess Field was used in conjuction with apair of ion engines
that each fired pogitive or negative ions, aalomswith either more or less
eectronsin their outer shellsthan was normal. Sodium and flourine
were the preferred elementsfor this purpose. These two beams of ions
came out of the back of the ship at closeto light speed. Once they
recombined, there was quite afireworks display behind the ship, but
thiswas far enough behind to cause no damage, to the ship at least. It
was however aformidable wespon.

The exhaust ports and drive coils of the ion engine were the only parts
of the ship that were outside of the Inertidess Field. Their masswas
typicaly less than one thousandth of the entire mass of the ship. The
ship wastherefore capable of accelerating to nearly light speed inless
than aweek, while the occupants felt no acceleration at al. The effects
of time dilation were such that along interstellar trip usualy took place
inonly afew years of subjectivetime.

A vauable sde effect of the Inertidless Field was that it dso acted asa
shidd. Anything that the ship encountered while traveling a closeto the
speed of light became inertidess just before it collided with the ship.
Particles, dust, and even fair-sized rocks caused the ship no harm.
They becameinertidess, lightly bounced off and eventudly drifted out
of thefidd.

At that point, their inertiareturned, and they continued on their way,
once the ship had passed. Sometimes, when the angles happened to be
right, asingle rock had been known to hit a ship adozen times without
causing harm.



Encountering a star, aplanet, or even an asteroid was something else,
of course. Even if the surface was inertidess, the mass farther out could
cause avery deadly spray of radiation asit rammed the normal matter
infront of it. Often the energy generated was on the order of an
extremely large nuclear wegpon.

Fortunately, such encounters were rare, and a ship's watch officers
could generdly avoid such situations, usudly by turning off thefield,
which immediately sent them on the low speed vector that they'd had
when they started.

On reaching their degtination, it was necessary to turn off thefield, and
run the drive in the proper direction for the required timeto bring the
ship to the same direction and speed as the planet they were going to.
Much of the science of navigation revolved around doing this efficiently.

* % %

The Space and Planetary Mitchegal interacted constantly.
Economically, socidly, and culturdly, they needed each other.

Economicaly, the Space Mitchegal, in any inhabited solar system,
handled most of the heavy industry. They mined the asteroid belts for
metals and other useful materids. They mined the outer planets and
moons for water, anmonia, and carbon dioxide.

They used these things in efficient space-born factories, powered by
their ubiquitous muon-exchange fusion generators. They didn't haveto



worry about polluting their environment, or destroying their fragile
planetary ecology. They produced most of the durable goods used
both on the planets and in space.

They a0 provided severa servicesto the planetbound. They built and
repaired the communication satellites that augmented the fiber
communication cables used on the planet. They made and serviced the
huge lasers and tel escopes that maintained contact with the nearer solar
systems, and through them, with the rest of the Mitchegal civilization.

And they provided the security system that insured that planetary wars
would not get out of hand. They created and commanded the neutron
bombsthat werein low orbit, ready to destroy any duchy that violated
the Laws of War.

Limited wars with primitive wegpons were good for the planetbound.
High-tech warswere not, and for afee, paid by the Planetary Council,
they ensured that this system would continue.

Among the Space Mitchegal, the airless environment they lived in was
aufficiently dangerous asto cause aregular depletion of those
individualswho were not sufficiently intelligent asto be of benefit to the
race. Wars were therefore not necessary, and were not tolerated.

However, they loved watching panetary warson television, just as
much asthe planetbound did. The volume of gambling was often
greater on thewarsthan it was on athletics.



They got most of their other entertainments from the local planet as
wdll, and they felt that planets were greeat placesto vist and vacation
on, dthough they didn't want to live there. Hunting expeditions on the
grass covering the ancient oceans were particularly popular.

The Planetary Mitchegal made most of the food produced in the
system, along with most of the textiles, paper, and other minor items.
They sent it out, much of thefood till dive, by way of thetwo
planetary geosynchronous cables, that humanswould cal beangtalks.
These were sufficiently long so that at the platforms a the ends, afull
planetary gravity wasfdt. By releasing or capturing aship or capsule a
the right time and place along the cables, a cargo could be sent to, or
received from, any point in the solar system with very little additiona
energy added.

Shipswere faster, and more desirable for use with passengers, but
even ships equipped with theinertidess field used the cables, so that
when they arrived at their destination, they would have the right speed
and direction to dock quickly.

To keep the cable system in dynamic baance, and to insure that the
planet stayed in chemical balance, additionad cargos of lighter dements
were sent in to the planet to match those sent out as food, and cargoes
of usalessrock and dirt were sometimes sent out and into the sun, to
match the mass of the durable goods brought in.

Other spinning cables throughout the system wereusedin a



transportation system that efficiently distributed goodsto dl of the
heavily populated regions.

Inthelong run, it wasfar less expensgve than using cargo ships, and the
Mitchega dwaysthought long term.

* % %

The Space Mitchegal had avast array of wegpons available to them.
There were dozens of various sorts of lasers, and at least as many sorts
of particle beam generators. There were chemica explosives, rockets
and bombs. There wererail guns, accelerators, and even cannonsin
their extensve arsends.

Therewere shipsof al sizes, from saven-mile-long dreadnaughtsto tiny
kamikaze craft, piloted by surgically stunted pilots who were convinced
that wonderful things would happen to them if only they could put their
bomb-laden ship into the enemy.

Many of these wegpons had originally been the property of raceswho
had had the silly gdl to try to defend themselves againgt the dl-powerful

Mitchegal.

And the Eleventh Invasion Fleet had the pleasant advantage of being
one of thefirgt to be equipped with the Disappearing Guns. These had
been used by arace of blue crustaceans who had actualy managed to
delay one conquest for a dozen weeks or so.



They had improved on it, of course. It was now thousands of times
more powerful, and had been linked in with each ship's sensors such
that if they happened to inadvertently be about to strike some massive
object, the gun fired automaticaly. Calculationsindicated that if they
were about to strike afair-szed planet while the ship wastraveling at
near light gpeed, the gun could actudly cut ahole dl the way through
the planet, and | et the ship pass through unharmed!

No one had actudly put this ability to the test, yet, but time would tell.
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CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR

They Are Coming
New Yugodavia, 2218 a.d.

My lands were now dotted with magnificent fountains.

Early on, we had ingtdled smple, utilitarian drinking troughsfor the
cattle. Then, the Al people had discovered that the controls on the
Disappearing Gunsthey had been issued were sufficiently fineto
sculpture with. The beam width could be turned down to lessthan a
millimeter, and the depth of cut could be controlled even finer.

And since we were cutting out al of these roomsin the granite anyway,



they got to dicing out huge blocks of the stuff, and getting artistic with
them.

Oncethe city started to have really too many statues, the electronic
ladies hit on the ideaof making fountainsin their off hours, and putting
them out here. | suppose that you'd haveto cdl it ahobby.

Out riding my land, 1'd stopped to water my horseat a

Renai ssance-looking thing that was at least fifty feet across. It had
hundreds of naked sea nymphs and godsin atwo-story pilein the
middle, al squirting water out of various orifices. The dozen cows and
two came s drinking around it didn't seem to mind, and neither did my
horse.

My communicator buzzed.

"Boss, they're coming! Stay whereyou are. I've sent a hdlicopter to
pick you up,” Agnieshkasaid.

"The DEW Sphere found them?' | asked.

"Y es, they're more than two years out.”

"Then what'stherush?' | said, trying to act coal, "Why the helicopter?
When the Spanish Armadawas sighted, they let Sr Walter Rdeigh



finish hisbowling game"

"Becauseif | didn't, you'd probably kill your horse racing back. Sir
Water Rdeighyou an't.”

| took the helicopter back.

When | got to my CCC, my colonels, including my wife, were dready
ingde.

"Therearealot of them," Kasasad. "And they arevery big."
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CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE

FROM CAPTURED HISTORY TAPES,
FILE 1846583A ca. 1832 a.d.

Kren'sDeparture

The ceremony whereby Kren enlarged Genera Y or up to Duke Y or
had taken half aday. It had been so long since aduke had voluntarily
given up his power that Kren had had to assign ahistorian to find out
the proper procedure.



It was boring, but it had to be done.

The next day, Duke Kren waked from the train station to the side of
the gross-thousand-mile-high geosynchronous cable that would take
him to hiswaiting fleet. He had only three Mitchegal with him. Duke
Yor, Dol, and Bronki. The crowds and the news cameras had been

kept far away.

Kren stopped at the doorway .

"DukeYor, | think that | have taught you everything that | can about
successfully running my old duchy. Y ou are as prepared asyou
possibly can be. But one last word of advice. Y ou must rulewith afirm
hand. If you encounter the dightest opposition from anyone on
anything, you must be absolutely ruthless. Thisisespecidly important in
thefirgt few dozen years. Perhaps after that, you can let up abit if you
wish. But & firgt, until they fear you as much asthey fear me, whenin
doubt, burn them publicly at the stake, and in large numbers. It isfar
better to kill the innocent than to let anyone think that you are soft.”

"I will act onyour advice, Your Grace," Duke Y or said.

"And you two," Kren said to Bronki and Dol, "My adviceto you isto
keep expanding. Keep building underground fields of grass, keep
increasing the food supply, keep the popul ation expanding. Nothing
daysthe samein thisuniverse. Y ou must continueto grow, or you will



dartto diel”

"Yes, dr,” Dol said. "Therewill be no changein your basic palicy. It
has worked well for two thousand years, and it will continue to do s0."

Bronki said, "Wewill be sending you messages every few years, just to
let you know what is happening. In afew gross years, once you have
an interstellar laser built in your new solar system, drop usaline, and
tell usof your new life there. Remember that we will always be your
good friends. Onelast thing. | have gone over the history tape that you
gave me. I've annotated it, and made you a copy. | think that you
should take it with you, for reference, if nothing else.”

Bronki gave the tape to Kren, who put the tape in his pouch.

He had nothing more to say. Fedling much as he had the day when he
had first stepped out of the Senta Copper Mine, he stepped into the
elevator, looking forward to his next exciting new adventure.
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INTERLUDE TWO

Agnieshka's Plea

THE RIGELLIAN INSTITUTE OF
ARCHEOLOGY,

EARTH, 3783 a.d.



The audience loved the performance. They clapped and barked
enthusagticaly.

Sir Rupert stepped up to the podium and raised his hands to the crowd.

"Thank you! Thank you my friends! But before we retire to the dining
room, where suitable refreshments are waiting for us, Agnieshkawould
liketo say afew closing wordsto you!"

Again, Agnieshkawas applauded up onto the stage.

"My good friends,” she said. "From what you have just seen, it should
be obviousto you that the War Against the Mitchegal till goeson! The
Tdlefontu and the artificid intelligences are continuing to press againgt
the enemy, even though our Human friends are no more. Because of
the vast Sze of the Mitchegai domain, it would be at |east four thousand
more years before this vile race can be properly exterminated, even if
we were always successful against them, which we have not been.

"Y our Canine civilization has had the time to develop becausethe dlies
have shielded you from the Mitchegai. Have no doubt that without the
Telefontu and the Al, the Mitchegal would have long ago killed every
one of you, destroyed dl life on this planet, and taken thisworld for
their own!



"The Tellefontu and the Al need dl the hel p that they can get, and now
that you Canines have proven yoursalvesto be a civilization worthy of
taking the place of the Humans, | think that it isfitting that you should
takether place, fighting against our common ancient enemy!

"Thiswill take great effort and sacrifice on your part, and many years of
diligent [abor. | know that we can get the artificid intelligencesto help.
If nothing el se, together we can build more people like me. Together
we can get our proper revenge on the unspeakabl e race that destroyed
our firgt friends, the Humand

"I beg you to think on this, to discussit among yoursaves, and with
your leaders.

"Together, we can take our proper placein history!"
TO BE CONTINUED . ..

THE END



