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CAST OF CHARACTERS

THE SPACE- BORN

JAY VEST

He was on the horns of a dil emma-and they were dangerously sharp
SUSAN CURTWAY

She wanted children, but she I oved a nman-and she coul dn't have bot h.
GEORGE CURTWAY

He knew enough to kill himbut knewtoo little to save hinself.
GREGSON

The price of his |life was the death of another

MERRI LL

He was a dangerous tool-with a doubl e edge.

QUENTI N

One thing they couldn't forgive himhis age.

CHAPTER ONE

JAY WEST, psych-policeman, arrived at headquarters just in time to see a case
brought for trial at Ship's Court. As usual G egson, his chief, was acting as
j udge and, aside from Kennedy and the conmuni cations nman, the office was
enpty. Jay grinned at the operator, nudged his fellow officer to make room on
t he bench, and nodded towards the sheet of one-way gl ass separating them from
the courtroom
"\What goes on?"
"Wast e charge
Know hi nP"

"No. " Jay |ooked at the accused, a gardener by his green shorts, stil
marriageable and with the thin linbs and delicate skin of one who had spent
nmost of his life in the lowgravity upper |levels. He was nervous, his eyes

wi de as he stared at the starkly sinple appointnments of the courtroom | ooking
at him Jay was rem nded of an animal, one of the small, brown, helpless
animal s of distant Earth A deer, perhaps? O was it a rabbit? He couldn't
renmenber, then forgot the problemas Gegson shifted in his chair

The chief of psych-police was a big, conpact man with black eyes matching the
gl eam ng slickness of his uniform At least twice as old as the accused, he
dom nated the court by the sheer force of his personality, and as he | eaned a
little forward over his w de desk, Jay was rem nded of yet another animal. A
tiger-or was it a cat? He frowed as he tried to recall just when and on what
tape he had seen the creatures, and nade a nmental note to pay nore attention
to the educational tapes in future. He | eaned forward as G egson's voi ce cane
over the speakers.

"Goodwi n, " snapped G egson coldly. "15-3479. Charge of crimnal waste. Who
accuses?"

"I do, sir. " An older nan, also a gardener, shuffled forward, a large plastic
bag in his hands. "My nane is Johnson, sir. 14-4562. |'m head gardener of
sector four. | caught young Goodwi n here throwing the plant trimrmings into the
i norgani c waste di sposal chute. | wouldn't have believed it of himif | hadn't
seen it with ny own eyes. |1'd always liked himand | never guessed that he was
like that. " The old nman sniffed. "1've always thought of himlike ny own son
... "

"Keep to the point, snapped Gregson inpatiently. "What happened?”

"I was telling you, sir. W always put all the plant trimrmings into the
organi ¢ waste chute for reclamation. Goodwin here threw theminto the wong
chute. If | hadn't seen what he did they'd have been incinerated and we'd have
| ost everything but the water content. " He glanced at Carter, the other
occupant of the room "I reported to the officer, sir, and made ny charge.
"I arrested the accused and brought them both here, " said Carter

Kennedy didn't shift his gaze fromthe scene. "Sector four.



unnecessarily. G egson nodded.

" Def ense?"

"I didn't do it!" The youth licked his lips with nervous defiance as he stared
from Gregson to his accuser. Gegson glanced towards the officer

" Pr oof ?"

"Here, sir. Carter took the bag from Johnson, stepped forward, and enptied
it on the desk. About half a kilogram of brown-edged | eaves and dry stal ks
made a little heap of vegetation on the snooth surface. He stepped back as
Gregson | ooked down at it.

"You found all this?"

"l did. "

"I'n the inorganic waste chute?"

"Yes. "

"I see. " Gregson |leaned back in his chair, the tip of one finger idly

stirring the heap of |leaves. He didn't speak and, aside fromthe faint rustle
of the | eaves and the soft, alnost inperceptible vibration of the netal walls
and floor, so soft and famliar as to be unnoticed, silence filled the
courtroom

"Waste, " said Kennedy disgustedly. "G egson should send himstraight to the
converter. "

"You think that he's guilty?" Jay narrowed his eyes as he stared at the pale,
sweating face of the accused. Kennedy shrugged.

"What... " He broke off as sound canme over the speakers.

"I didn't doit, " insisted Goodwi n desperately. "I swear that | didn't do it.
"How do you account for this vital material being found in the wong chute?"
Gregson's voice was very soft and Jay suddenly renmenbered what he was reni nded
of. Not a tiger, but a cat-and the gardener was a nouse. He sniled in quiet
pride at his retentive menory. Not bad considering that he had never seen
either of the animals except as pictures on a screen. He wanted to tel

Kennedy but Goodwi n was speaki ng again so he listened instead.

"I can't account for it, sir. Unless... "

"Unl ess what ?"

"Johnson's getting to be an old man, sir, " blurted Goodwin. "He's afraid that
"Il take over his job and he's trying to get rid of nme. "

"I wouldn't throw vegetation in the inorganic chute, " said Johnson hastily.

"I know how val uable the material is too well for that. |'ve been a gardener
all ny life, sir, and | just couldn't do it. " He shook his head in apparent
despair. "It's these youngsters-they just don't stop to think, and if they
aren't stopped they'll ruin us with their constant waste. "

"This is a serious charge, " said G egson heavily; he didn't seemto have
heard the counter accusation and defense. "You know that waste, aside from
mutiny, is the nost heinous crime there is. Both are punishable by death. " He
paused. "lIs there anything you wish to say before | pass sentence?"

"I didn't doit, " repeated Goodw n desperately. "I'minnocent of the charge.

"Why doesn't Gregson test hinP" said Jay disgustedly. "Two minutes on the lie
detector would clear up the whole thing. " He frowned at Johnson. "I woul dn't
m nd betting that the old nan's got something to do with this. Look at him
he's as guilty as hell. "

"Better not |let Gregson hear you say that,
he's doing. "

war ned Kennedy. "He knows what

"Maybe, but I... " Jay broke off as the conmunications nan called over to him
"Yes?"

"Call fromsector three. That's your sector, isn't it, Jay?"

"That's right. " Jay rose to his feet and crossed over to the operator

"What's wrong?"

"An accident. Man dead on | evel nineteen, segnent three, cubicle four
twenty-seven. Call canme froma man named Edwards-he said that he'd wait for
you by the booth. Clear it up, will you. "



Jay nodded and, |eaving Kennedy still staring at the courtroom wal ked out
into the Ship.

Jay had never seen an anthill, nor had he ever seen a bee hive, but if he had,
then the Ship would have rem nded himof both. A huge netal egg, it was
honeyconbed with concentric |levels of cubicles: workshops, recreation roons,
hydr oponi ¢ farnms and yeast culture vats for the production of food; kitchens
and ness halls for its preparation and serving. Everything essential to life
was contained within the titanic hull, fromtoys for the newborn to gardens
to freshen the air, and the whole incredible mass spun on its central axis
creating an artificial gravity by centrifugal force, a gravity which increased
rapidly towards the outer hull and vanished in the central areas.

Men had built it, not on Earth for that would have been inpossible, but in
space, fashioning it fromprefabricated parts haul ed by powerful rockets from
t he planet or brought fromthe new base at Tycho on the Mon. A nountain of
nmetal had been used in its construction and, when they had finished the shell
they had fitted it with engi nes powerful enough to illum nate a world, stocked
it with seeds and plants, food and fuel, animals and cultures, so that one day
the col onists would be able to set up a new Earth beneath an alien sun

They had pl anned well, the builders of the Ship. Fired by the discovery of

pl anets circling Pollux, a star only thirty-two |ight years away, they had
determ ned to snash the barrier between themand interstellar flight. Speed

al one couldn't do it. There was still no way to overcone the Einsteinian
equati ons which set the speed of |light as the maxi num vel ocity possible, and
at the sane time showed that it would take infinite power to reach that
velocity. Speed couldn't do it, but tine could, and so they had ainmed the ship
towards Pollux, given it a speed one-tenth that of l|ight, and hoped that the
descendants of the original colonists wuld be able to do what they were
unabl e to do thensel ves.

But three hundred years is a long tine.

First the name of the ship had been di scarded from comobn usage and it had
become known only as the Ship. The sense of notion had soon died also, and to
the inhabitants of the Ship, the netal cubicles had becorme their entire

uni verse, static, unchanging, unalterable. They lived and died within the

cl ose confines of their metal prison and, with the sl ow passage of tinme, even
the aimand purpose of their journey becane vague and slightly unreal

But the buil ders had pl anned well.

Edwar ds was fourteenth generation; Jay could tell that w thout | ooking at the
identification disc on his left wist. There was a certain stockiness about
him a calmsolidity only to be net in the ol der people. He stepped forward
fromthe booth as he recogni zed Jay's black shorts and I ed the officer along a
passage.

"He's in here,
as soon as | saw what had happened.
"Were you friends?" Jay didn't enter the roominmnedi ately; the passage was
deserted and it was as good a place as any for prelimnary investigation. "D d
you know hi m wel | ?"

he paused by a door. "I haven't told anyone yet. | called in

"Well enough. He worked in yeast and we al nbost grew up together. " Edwards
shook his head. "I can't understand it. Hans was always a careful sort of man,
not the type to ness around with sonething he knew nothing about. | just can't
i magi ne what made himdo it. "

"Do what ?"

"You'll see. " Edwards gl anced down the | ong passage narrowing into the

di stance, both ends curving a little as it followed the circul ar pattern of
the rooms. A young couple cane towards them armin arm their heads together
lost in a world of their own. "Maybe we'd better go inside, " he suggested.
"This passage usually carries a lot of traffic and we don't want a crowd."

Jay nodded and led the way into the room

The only two things about the dead man that were recogni zable were his yell ow
shorts and his identification disc. The shorts told Jay that he had worked in
the yeast plant; the disc that he was fourteenth generation, his nane had been



Hans Jenson, and that he had absolutely no right to have done what he
apparently had. Al electrical gear canme under el ectronics and no one el se had
the right to remove a nmasking plate and touch what was behind it. Hans, for
some reason, had done just that and had been seared by high voltage current as
aresult.

Jay dropped to one knee, studying but not touching, his eyes thoughtful as he
stared at the evidence. Edwards coughed and shifted his feet.

"What do you nake of it?"

"I't looks Iike an accident, said Jay carefully. "He tampered with the
connections and got burned for his trouble. " He | ooked around the room a
normal two-bunk, four-Ilocker sleeping unit. "Did you share?"

"Yes. "

"Where were you when it happened?"

"Down in the recreation room Hans and | were watchi ng some tapes when he was

call ed away by sone young fellow | waited for him then, when he didn't turn
up, | guessed that he mi ght have gone to bed. | wal ked in and found himlike
this. "

"I see. How long did you wait before followi ng himout of the recreation
roon?"

"I waited until the end of the tape, about fifteen m nutes.
Edwards hesitated. "I don't believe that this was an accident.
"What ?"

"I said that this was no accident, repeat ed Edwards stubbornly. "I knew Hans
too well to ever believe that he would do anything like this. Wiy should he?
He worked in yeast-he wouldn't want to tanper with the electrical gear. And if
he did, he knew enough about high current never to have touched anything. "
"So you think he committed suicide?"

"No. | think that he was nurdered. "

Jay sighed and, |eaning against the wall, stared at Edwards. Against his

shoul der he could feel the slight, never-ending vibration of the Ship: the

i npact of thousands of feet, the vibrations of voices and nusic, the
susurration of engines and the countless sounds of everyday life, all caught
and carried by the eternal netal, all mingling and traveling until danped out
by fresher, newer sounds. A philosopher had once called that vibration the

life-sound of the Ship; while it could be heard all was well, wthout it
not hing coul d be right. Jay didn't know about that; all he knew was that he
had grown up with the sound, eaten with it, slept with it, lived with it unti

he was no nore consciously aware of it than he was of his own skin.

"So you think that he was nurdered, " he said slowy. "What makes you think
t hat ?"

"Si nmpl e. Hans woul d never have renoved that plate. And even if he had, he
woul d never have touched a |ive connection. Hans wasn't a fool. "

"He was an old nman, " remi nded Jay. A d nmen sonetines do sensel ess things.
"Hans wasn't that old. I'lIl admt he was fourteenth generation, but so what?
I"'mfifteenth and yet 1"monly a couple of years younger than he was. Hans was
one of the fittest and nost sensible people |I've ever known. " Edwards jerked
his head inirritation. "Don't talk to me about age. | know better. "

And that, thought Jay grimy, was just the trouble. Generations could be
separated by no nore than forty years, because every twenty-year period saw an
of ficial change in generation number. Hans could have been forty years ol der

t han Edwards, but he could al so have been one, and Edwards was suspi ci ous.
"Have you anything el se, aside fromyour own know edge of the dead man, on
which to base your statenent that he was murdered?" Jay strai ghtened away from
the wall as he spoke and stepped toward the burned thing on the floor. Edwards
hesi t at ed.

"I"'mnot sure, he said slowy. "Wat are you getting at?"

"Had he any enemi es?"

"Not that | know of. Hans wasn't one to go in for dueling, never had, and he
was popul ar enough in the yeast plant. There's one thing though. "

"Yes?"



"That man | told you about, the youngster who called himaway fromthe
recreation room | know the people in this sector pretty well, and |I'd swear
to it that he was a stranger and yet... " Edwards broke off, frowning. "I have
the feeling that I know him "

"Wul d you be able to recogni ze hi m agai n?"

"Yes, but that isn't what | was going to say. | told you that | waited for a
while in the recreation roomand then | came up here to bed?"

"You did. "

"Well, as | was wal king along the corridor | thought | saw a man | eave this
room "

"Are you positive about that?" said Jay sharply. "You're certain that it was
this roonP"

"No, " admtted Edwards. "I can't be. You know how it is-they all |ook alike,
and it could have been fromthe one next to this, or even fromone two doors
away. | can't swear to it, but | can swear to the fact that the man | saw was

t he sane one who called Hans away fromthe recreati on room
"And you think that he nurdered your friend?"

"What el se can | think?" Edwards made a point of not |ooking down at the
charred heap on the floor. "He called Hans out; | saw himleave this room or
at least | thought that | did. Wen |I arrived here, Hans was dead. |If that man
had been here with Hans, then why didn't he report the accident-if it was an
acci dent? And why shoul d Hans suddenly | eave nme, cone to this room take off

t he maski ng plate and touch a live connection?" Edwards shook his head. "None
of it makes sense. "

"Of course it doesn't, said Jay. "Wy should anyone want to kill your
friend? The thing is unreasonabl e. What happened was an accident. W may never
know just why Hans wanted to take off the plate, but we can be certain that he
never intended to touch the connection. In a way it serves himright, for
tanmpering with things outside his department. "

Jay knelt beside the corpse again, then | ooked up at the sound of a knock on
the door. "Who is it?"

"Conservation squad. "

"Let themin. " Jay rose as two men, both wearing the olive shorts of
conservation, entered the room An electronics nan followed them his bright

bl ue nmaki ng a dash of color as he stooped over the displayed connections. He
grunted as he probed at the wiring, refastened the masking plate, and nodded
as he left the room He didn't |ook at the dead nan. The two olive clad nen
unfol ded a | arge plastic bag, and, with the ease of long practice, slipped it
over what was |left of Hans Jenson, slung it over their shoul ders, and headed
towards the door.

"Where are they taking hin?" Edwards | ooked towards Jay as the door closed
behind the grimtwo and their shapel ess burden. Jay shrugged.

"To the converters; you know that. "

"Why there? Aren't you going to perform an autopsy?"

"Why shoul d we?" Jay took a deep breath as he stared at the stubborn
expression on the older man's face. "Cause of death is plain: electrocution by
accident. And that is ny official finding. "

"It was murder, " insisted Edwards. "I tell you | knew Hans too well ever to
believe that his death was an accident. "

"What proof have you that it was anything but an accident?" demanded Jay. "You
say that you saw a man, you don't know who he is, and you think that he cane
fromthis room You know as well as | do that he could have come from any one
of a dozen rooms. You say that you'd recognize himagain, and yet you can't be
sure that you know himor not. Wat sort of evidence is that, Edwards? | hate
to remind you of this, but you' re no longer a young nman and it's quite
possi bl e that you could have made a m stake. "

"I'"'m maki ng no m stake, " said Edwards. "This whole thing | ooks Iike a put-up
job to me. "

"Are you accusing nme of collusion with a murderer?" Jay kept his voice | ow but
there was sonething in the way he | ooked at the yeast worker which caused



Edwards to flush and bite his lips. "Well? Are you?"
"No, of course not. "
"Then you agree with nme that Jenson's death was an unfortunate accident?" Jay

stared hard at the man. "It's obvious, isn't it, when you cone to think about
it?"

"No. " Edwards shook his head, his eyes refusing to neet those of the officer
"I can't believe that. | knew Hans too well-he would never do a thing |like
that. "

"You' re being stubborn, Edwards, " snapped Jay inpatiently. "l say that it was
an accident and that should be good enough. | know how an old man can forget

what he's doing, make a stupid m stake, do something to cause his own death.
Why don't you leave it at that?"

"I can't. " Edwards | ooked directly into the blue eyes staring at him "Don't
ask ne why, but | just can't. Hans was ny friend! Maybe you woul dn't
under st and what that neans, but |I'mnot going to ever think that he was foo

enough to kill hinmself. " He clenched his hands. "I'mgoing to find that
youngster who called himout, the man I1'd swear | saw | eaving this room And
when | find him then perhaps we'll learn the truth as to what happened here.
"I see. " Jay stared at the nman, alnost pitying himfor his obvious sincerity.
Then, remenbering his duty, he sighed and gripped Edwards by the arm "I'm
sorry, but you'll have to cone with ne. "

"Why?" Edwards tried to pull away, then halted, his face whitening fromthe
pain in his arm "I've done nothing wong. Were are you taking ne?"

"To headquarters. Jay rel eased the nerve pressure and | ed the nan towards
the door. "You're a little too certain that Jenson was murdered for ny I|iking.
The only way you could be so sure was to have killed himyourself. "

"That's nonsense!" Edwards tried to pull away again, then winced as Jay
i ncreased the pressure against the nerve. "You can't believe that. Hans was ny
friend-1'd never even think of killing him "

"Maybe, but | think we'd better let Psycho decide. ™"
Jay didn't look at his prisoner as they wal ked t hrough t he whi spering
corridors.

CHAPTER TWD

KENNEDY WAS in the outer office when they arrived. He | ooked up fromthe desk,
grinned at Jay, then narrowed his eyes at the sigh of Edwards.

"Who's this?"

"A prisoner, said Jay shortly. "Book and hold himfor interrogation. Muirder
suspect. " He didn't |look at the yeast worker. "Were's G egson?"

"Inside. " Kennedy jerked his thunb towards the inner office. "Merrill's with
him though, and | think they want to be alone. " He glared at Edwards. " Show
me your iden. "

Silently Edwards held out his left wist so that Kennedy could copy his nane
and number. He stared directly ahead, not showi ng the | east nervousness, and
Jay wished that he hadn't had to bring himin. He waited inpatiently unti
Kennedy had booked the details and ordered the man taken to a cell

"Tell Gregson that | want to see him "

"Take your time, " said the officer easily. "I told you that he was busy. " He
| ounged back in his chair, "Say, you should have waited to see the end of that
wast e case. The boy got sent to the converter, that was obvi ous, but G egson
sure pulled a fast one on the old man. " He chuckl ed. "He had himtested by
Psycho and found out that he'd been Iying his head off. "

"What happened?"

"Converter, of course. \What el se could happen?"

"And the boy?"

"I told you, the sanme. '' Kennedy chuckled again. "I told you that G egson
knew what he was doing. He's saved soneone a job later on. "
"I don't get it, " said Jay. "If the boy was innocent, then why elimnate hinf

I can understand the other one-he was an old man and due anyway. But why the



boy~?"
"Why ask nme?" Kennedy shrugged. "Maybe he was due, too, and it was the easy

way out. " He | ooked up as the inner door opened and a man canme into the outer
office. "Here's Merrill. | guess you can go in now. '
Merrill grinned at Jay as he came towards himand rested a hand famliarly on

hi s shoul der.

"Hi, Jay, how s things?"

"Not so good. " Jay didn't like the smooth, lithe, cat-like man with the pale,
al nost al bino eyes and the too-thin nouth. There was sonething feral about
him a secret gloating and an al nost frightening ruthlessness. Jay had often

t hought that of themall, Merrill was the only one who really liked his job,
that he woul d have done it without the extra privileges and private roons
which all officers had as a matter of right. He shrugged off the other's hand.
"CGoi ng somewhere, Jay?"

"To see Gregson. |I'd like you to cone with ne. "

"Me?" Merrill smiled, showing his perfect white teeth. Wen he sniled |like
that he rem nded Jay nore than ever of a tiger-or was it a weasel ? From what
he renenbered, Jay thought that Merrill conbined the worse qualities of both.
"Yes. "

"Is it inmportant, Jay?" "I'moff duty right now and |'ve an inportant date
down in sector five. " He smiled again at Jay's expression. "That's right.
Wth a friend of yours. Susan is getting to be a big girl now "

"Leave Susan al one, snapped Jay. "She's still got a year to go before
reaching marri ageabl e status. " He | ooked pointedly at Merrill's unnarked
shorts. "And you don't intend getting married. "

"So what?" Merrill shrugged. "W can have fun, can't we? O are you trying to
keep her for yoursel f?"

"Talk like that, you'll get in trouble with Genetics, war ned Jay. "You've no
busi ness getting too friendly with her anyway; sector five is my unofficial
sector, not yours. "
"It's my official one,
lot. "

"I can't blane you for that, said Jay tightly, "but |eave her alone. There
are plenty of women out of marriageable status available if you want that sort
of thing. Run around with the over twenty-fives if you have to, but |eave the
youngsters alone. " He didn't attenpt to disguise his disgust. Respect for the
marri age code was indoctrinated into all Ship personnel, and casua
relationships with girls of marriageabl e status or younger were firny

di scouraged. You married to have children-or else. After the marriageabl e
status, at twenty-five, you were free to do as you liked, but before that it
was strictly hands off. Even through his instinctive anger he knew that

Merrill was deliberately goading him If the man ever tried to go against the
code, he would be elimnated, and Jay vaguely hoped that if such a thing ever
happened he woul d be the one to get the job.

rem nded Merrill, "and | like Susan. | |ike her a

"Forget it!" Merrill smiled again, this tine wthout hunor. "I was only
ki ddi ng. "
"Were you?" Jay shook his head. "Funny, | nust be totally devoid of a sense of

hunor. Somehow | don't find inmorality the slightest bit anusing. He stepped
toward the inner office. "Well? Are you coni ng?"

"Must |?" Merrill hesitated, his pale eyes watchful. "What do you want ne in
there for?"

"Conme in and find out,
i nner office.

As usual, Gregson was alone. He sat at his desk radiating a subtle power, and
i mpressi on of domi nance, of restrained ruthl essness and machi ne-Iike
efficiency. He didn't speak as Jay entered, but his black eyes were thoughtful
as he saw Merrill, and he | ooked at Jay, waiting for himto speak

"I"ve got a man outside, " Jay said curtly. "Edwards, a yeast worker. | had to
bring himin. "

"\hy 2"

snapped Jay, opening the door and stepping into the



"He suspects too nmuch. " Jay | ooked at Merrill. "You did a | ousy job, " he
said bitterly. "Why don't you use your imagination a little nore and your
nmouth a little less. "

"What!" Merrill seemed to recoil into hinmself and his pale eyes glittered with
anger. "I'Il call you out for that. Damm you, West, you can't talk that way
and get away with it. Nanme the tine!"

"There'll be no dueling between officers, " said Gregson coldly. "Any further
such talk and I'lIl have you both in front of Psycho. " He | ooked at Jay.
"Report. "

"I was called to a case on |evel nineteen, room 427, sector three. " He stared
at Merrill. "Your sector. "

"Keep to the point, snapped Gregson. "Wl ?"

"A man, Hans Jenson, had apparently died from accidental touching of
electrical circuits. " Jay shrugged. "That, in itself, was bad enough. A yeast
wor ker messing around with el ectronics-the thing is incredible! But Merrill's
bl undering nade it even worse. "

"Did it?" said Merrill tightly. "How?"

"You were seen. Edwards, the man | brought in, swears that he woul d know you
again. "

"That isn't true!"™ Merrill turned to Gegson. "I did a neat, quick job, and
West can't say otherwise. [-"

"Be silent!" Gregson didn't raise his voice but the officer choked and bit off
what he was going to say. The chief nodded to Jay. "Start fromthe beginning.
"I found Jenson crouched over a renoved masking plate. He was charred al npost
to a crisp; death, of course, was instantaneous. He shared a four-unit room
with Edwards, his friend, and they seenmed to have been pretty cl ose. Edwards
refuses to believe that the death was accidental. He stated that it was

murder. | tried to talk himout of it, but he insisted that Jenson just

woul dn't have done what he was supposed to have done. Frankly, | don't blane
him The thing was so amateur that it leaves little doubt. If | hadn't known
better, | would never have believed that it was Merrill's work. "

"I see. " Gregson stared at Merrill. "Well?"

"I did the best | could, " said Merrill sullenly. "Jenson was awkward. |'d

tried to call himout a couple of tinmes before, but he avoi ded dueling. I
couldn't get himalone and it was only because | told himthat someone was
waiting for himthat he agreed to conme with nme at all. "

"Why?" snapped G egson sharply. "Did he suspect you?"

"I don't think so. He couldn't have, or he never would have allowed hinself to
be alone with me. " Merrill gul ped as he saw Gregson's expression. "lt's easy
enough for West to talk but he didn't have to do the job. | tell you the man
was suspicious, not of me, but of things in general. A lot of these old tinmers
are-they seemto sense that something' s going to happen to them "

"Stop excusing yourself, " said Gegson coldly. "What happened?”

"I managed to get himto take me to his room | had to work fast-1 guessed
that his friend would be | ooking for himsoon-so |I knocked himout, tore off
the masking plate, and let his hand fall on a live connection. Even at that |
had little tine. | saw sonmeone coming down the corridor as | left the room "
"That was Edwards, " said Jay grimy. "I told you that he had seen you
"Well, what of it?" said Merrill defiantly. "He can't prove anything."
"Prove anything!" Gegson half-rose fromhis chair, his eyes hard with cold
fury. "You fool! Haven't you elim nated enough people to | earn by now t hat
suspi cion of what we are doing is the very thing we nust avoid? If this man,
this Edwards, is suspicious, then he doesn't need proof! H's suspicions are
dangerous enough. He will talk, conpare notes with others, spread runors and,
before we know it, the whole Ship will guess what is going on. " He sank back
into the chair. "You say that you brought himin, Wst?"

"Yes. Kennedy booked himand put himinto a cell. Suspicion of nurder.
shrugged. "He's innocent, of course, but what else could | do?"
"Not hi ng. At |east you acted as though you had brains and intelligence. | w sh

Jay



that | could say the sane about soneone el se.
"I'f you mean me, Gregson, then why don't you say so?" Merrill stepped forward,
his pale eyes and thin |lips betraying his anger. "I killed Jenson, didn't |?
What nore do you want ?"
"You elimnated Jenson
nore than a bungled, amateur job fromany of ny officers, including you
"Bungl ed?"

"Yes. West is right in what he says. No yeast worker would dare to tanper with
electrical installations; that was your first mstake. The other was in

al l owi ng yourself to be seen in a conprom sing position. You have comitted

t he stupidest m stake of all-you have a witness to what you did. "

"That was bad |uck. "

"No, there is no such thing as luck in what we have to do. Either you can do
your job as it should be done, or you are unfit to hold your position. "
Gregson leaned a little forward, his voice falling to a feral purr. "You know
what that neans, | take it?"

Merrill did. Jay did. Everyone connected with psych-police did: the officers,

t he Psycho operator, the rarely seen, alnost unknown hierarchy of the Ship.
They knew it if no one else did, and it was that know edge which had to be
kept fromthe people.

Unfit Personnel, Disposal O: para 1927 of the Ship's Code. Unfit neani ng any
and everyone who was not wholly capable of doing their job: the ill; the

di seased; the barren; the unfertile; the neurotic; those that ate too nuch,
who had sl ow refl exes, who were physically bel ow par, who were nmental ly

unst abl e. The unnecessary, the unessential, the old. Especially the old.

For soneone had to nake room for the new generations.

"I... " Merrill swallowed, sweat glistening on his naked torso. "You woul dn't
elimnate nme."

"Why not ?" Gregson curved the corners of his mouth in a hunorless snile

"Never nake that mstake, Merrill. I'Il adnmit that it isn't easy to sel ect

repl acenents, men who can be trusted to hold the know edge you have, to turn

t hensel ves into nmerciless elimnators for the cormon good. But we can do it.
We found you and we could find soneone to replace you. " Again he gave a thin
nockery of a smile. "W will have to eventually, so why not now?"

"You... " Merrill seenmed to shake hinself and suddenly he was calm "All right
then. So you're going to kill ne. " He bared his teeth and fl exed his hands.
"Let ne see you try. "

corrected Gegson coldly. "And | expect a little

"You'd fight, of course, " said Gregson calmy, "but even with your advantage
you still couldn't win. " He |ooked at Jay. "Wuld you care to take the

assi gnment ?"

" Now?"

"No, not now. Not while he is on his guard and expecting an attack. Later

when he has al nost forgotten his danger, when he is asl eep, perhaps, or

wat chi ng an educational tape. Could you do it then?"

"Yes. "

"You see?" (egson |ooked at Merrill, something |ike contenpt showing in his
eyes. "You have a strong survival instinct-you need it to be what you are-but
we'd get you in the end. No man can stay alert forever, and you' d never be
quite sure when it was safe to relax. You have to sleep, you know Even if you
hid out in No-Wight, you'd still have to sleep sonetinmes. And where would you
eat? You' d have to eat, you know, Merrill. And you could never be wholly
certain that your food hadn't been tampered with, could you?" He rel axed and
snmled at the disconforted officer. "If Psycho decided that you were unfit and
had to be elimnated, then we could do it. You wouldn't be the first officer
to neet with an unfortunate 'accident' and you wouldn't be the last. W al

get our turn. "

"Do we?" Merrill shrugged and stared at Jay. "Well? Do you want to try now, or
wait until later?"

Jay hesitated, wondering just what was in Gegson's mnd. The threat was an
enpty one, he knew that: no victimwas ever warned that he was due for



elimnation; to do so would be to destroy the very secrecy they had sworn to
mai ntain. Merrill was safe, and, knowi ng the nan as he did, Jay knew that he
knew it. There were other, deeper reasons for this byplay, and Jay had an
uneasy feeling that he knew what they were.

It was never easy to elimnate an officer. For one thing, each man knew his
fell ow operators, and for another, each had been trained to the ultimate in
unarmed conbat. Wrking as they did and bei ng what they were, a sense of

conr adeshi p was inevitable. Any group of men sharing a comon secret, arned
wi th the know edge of hidden power, had to have an affinity towards each
other; there could always cone a time when one nan on an assi gnnent woul d
spare his ex-fellow officer

Unl ess he had a personal hate against his victim

Merrill hated Jay, now nore than ever, and Jay knew it. He also disliked
Merrill and would cheerfully accept the assignnent of elinminating him Ws
Gregson's entire purpose to forge hinself a weapon, one agai nst the other? Jay
didn't know but, |ooking at the hard eyes and ruthless features of the chief,
he felt that he had made a pretty shrewd guess. He | ooked at Merrill.

"I can't answer that until | receive an assignnment card, " he said coldly.
"Don't you think this foolishness has gone far enough?"

"Has it?" Merrill |ooked at Gregson. "Well?"

"West is right, " said Gegson calmy. "I only wanted to show you how futile
it is for you to get delusions of grandeur -and how easy it is to prick the
bubble. You were careless, Merrill. It is the first tine, | admt, but the

guestion now is what are we going to do about it?" He |ooked at Jay. "Any
suggesti ons?"

"We can confront Merrill with Edwards. If the man recogni zes him we can put
Merrill to the test and prove his guilt. Edwards will be satisfied with
"justice' and Merrill can go to the converters. " Jay smled at Merrill's

i nstinctive gesture.

"That is one way, " agreed Gregson quietly. "W would |l ose an officer for the
sake of a principle, but it mght be worth it to kill incipient rumours. Is

t hat your only suggestion?"

"No. The obvious way out of the difficulty is to elimnate Edwards. That was
why | brought himin under arrest. No matter what happens now the man wil |l
talk, if for no other reason than to prove hinself smarter than the officer

who investigated the case. Me. " Jay shrugged at G egson's expression
"Edwards is an old man, alnost forty. He has no friends now that Jenson is
dead. He will hardly be missed and soon forgotten. He woul d be due for
elimnati on soon anyway, so we aren't really going against the code. | can

nmention to one or two people in the yeast plant where he worked that Edwards
killed his friend in a fit of tenporary insanity and has been taken away for

treatment. They will believe nme-no reason for themto do otherw se-and we wil|l
have been saved a job for later on. "
"Good, " said Gregson, and Jay knew that he was appl auding the prospect of a

'job' saved rather than anything el se. Too many accidents would lead to an
i ngrained distrust and suspicion of the psych-police, the very thing which
they wanted to avoid. Such suspicion would nmake further elimnations even nore
difficult and, in tine, would lead to open revolt and the dread specter of

mut i ny.

"Shall 1 tell Kennedy to send Edwards to the converters' then?" Jay didn't

| ook at Merrill as he spoke and felt annoyed with hinmself for feeling a sense
of shame. Gregson nodded.

"Do that. 1'll report to Psycho that he has been elimnated and have his card
expelled. " He rose and jerked his head in dismissal. "You' ve done a good job,
West. Merrill, you're off duty | believe. Get out of here and count yourself

[ ucky. But renenber this, there won't be a second time. Any nore bungling and
"Il be looking for a replacenent officer. Now get out!"

They didn't speak as they left and Jay was glad of it. He could al nost fee

the radi ated hatred fromthe pal e-eyed man and found difficulty in controlling
his own dislike. Silently he watched Merrill stride arrogantly fromthe



of fice, his sandals sl apping against the netal flooring as he thrust his way
into the corridor. Then, because he was still on stand-by duty, Jay sat down
bef ore one of the screens and pressed the activating button

The educational tape was one of old tine court procedure as practiced on Earth
at the tine the Ship had left on its | ong voyage to Pollux over three
centuries ago.

Jay found it faintly amusing.

CHAPTER THREE

SAM ALDWAY wor ked i n hydroponi cs and hated every minute of it. He scow ed at
the ranked vats of nutrient solutions, at the glossy richness of the healthy
root-crops he was tendi ng, and savagely pruned any |eaf which showed the | east
hi nt of browning or of not doing its proper job.

"Take it easy, Sam " snapped his overseer. "Cut back too far and you'll do
nore harm than good. "

"I know what |'m doi ng, said Aldway sullenly. He snipped off another |eaf.
"Did you put in ny transfer?"

"To the psych-police?" The overseer |aughed. "Get wi se to yourself, Sam They
won't take you now. You're too old for one thing, and for another, your work
is here. "

"I asked you if you'd put in ny transfer.
"I heard you. The answer is no. | didn't put it in because | knowthat it's a
waste of tine. "

"I thought so. Sam dr opped his shears and stood, |egs straddled, glaring at
the older man. "lI've a damm good mind to call you out for that. You put in
that request now or you and | will have a date together down in the stadi um
"You can't make me duel, " said the overseer unconfortably. "I don't have to
fight you. "

"You're not married, are you?" Samglared at the other's unmarked brown
shorts. "You're of dueling age, and, if | say so, then you've got to neet ne.

"No I haven't, " said the overseer quickly. "I can always refer it to the P
P. "

"You think that the psych-police will help you?" Sam deliberately spat on the
floor next to the overseer's sandals. "Wy should they want to protect a
coward?" He prodded at the overseer's chest with his stiffened forefinger
"You put in that request for transfer now, understand? Now "

The ol der man swal | owed, hesitated a nonent, then nodded and wal ked away. He
was sweating as he noved to the phone to put in the request. Al dway had the
reputati on of being a dangerous nan; he was still smarting at the blowto his
pride at losing his wife who, when he had reached twenty-five and had changed
hi s white-banded shorts for the unmarked ones he would wear for the rest of
his life, had shown himthe door to their famly unit. Protest had been

usel ess, the code was rigidly enforced, and so he had gone into bachel or
quarters, sharing with an unsynpathetic listener and trying, w thout nuch
success, to enter into an agreenent with one of the avail able wonen.

He had taken his revenge agai nst the system by dueling.

The overseer lifted the receiver, dialed a nunber, and listened until a voice
spoke fromthe other end.

"P. P. Headquarters. "

"Overseer Brenson, 14-9741, sector five. |'ve got a young nan here who-"
"Wait a minute. Are you reporting an accident?"

"“No. "

"Hold on then. 1'lIl put you through to the officer in charge of your section
" There was a click, a buzz and then a fresh voice. "Merrill here. Oficer in

charge of sector five. What's your trouble?"

"A case of dissatisfaction in hydroponic farm eighteen, sir. Brenson | ooked
across to where Sam | ounged, apparently working but obviously listening to the
conversation. "Name: Sam Al dway. Cause: wants transfer to P. P. 1've tried to
tell himthat his request won't be entertai ned, but he won't listen and



insists that | put it through
"\Whi ch generation?"
"Fourteenth, but he's just out of narriageabl e status.
"Too old, " said Merrill decisively. "Tell himthat he's wasting his tine.
"l've done that, sir. "

"Then why bother me? You're his boss, aren't you?"

"I'"'m supposed to be, " said Brenson bitterly, "but he's a cocky young devil

and threatens to call me out. " He hesitated, |ooking at Sam "Could you have
a word with hin®"

"No, " snapped Merrill. "Handle it yourself. "

"I can't, " wailed Brenson. "He's dangerous, | tell you! He's killed at | east

three nen already and I don't want to be the fourth.
"Afraid of a duel?" The transmtted voice held a sneer. Brenson gul ped.

"Yes, " he adnmitted. "At least | amwith him | wouldn't stand a chance. He's

vicious and fights to the death. "

"I's that so?" Merrill sounded thoughtful. "A born killer, eh?"

"That's the way it seenms, " admitted Brenson. "I've never net anyone else |ike
him "

"I see. " The phone humed silently for a nonent. "Tell you what |I'1l do. I'lI

have a talk with himand see if | can't straighten this thing out. Were wll
he be after duty?"

Brenson cupped his hand over the mouthpiece and yelled to Sam "Were will you
be after duty?"

"Why?" Sam cane cl oser. "Who wants to know?"

"Merrill, the P. P. officer. Wl|?"

"Down in the Gyns, the sanme place | always go. Sam canme even cl oser as
Brenson renmoved his hand and spoke into the phone. "Wat's he want ne for?"
"He'll be down in the gymasium " said Brenson to Merrill.
"Right. 1'll probably nmeet himthere. Tell himto expect ne.
"Thank you, sir, " said Brenson fervently. "Thank you!" But he was speaking
into a dead phone.

The gymmasi uns were down on the |l owest |evel, together with the maternity
war ds and ki ndergartens, the waste reclamation units and recreation roons.

Here, though Samdidn't knowit, gravity was twice Earth normal, idea
conditions both for exercise and the rearing of a strong and virile
popul ation. To survive at all, the babies had to be strong and with the

passi ng of nmore than three hundred years the weak and frail-boned had | ong ago
been weeded out.

Sam spent a lot of tinme in the exercise rooms. He was proud of his snooth,
lithe-muscl ed body, far nore efficient than the classical type with its great
masses of knotted nuscle, its tendency to fat and its hi gh oxygen and
nutrinent requirenments. Ship personnel were all of a slim graceful

| ong-nuscled type with perfect control and unsuspected strength, the idea
pattern of Man as arrived at by Genetics and the necessity of achieving

maxi mum ef fi ci ency with m ni nrum f ood requirenent.

As usual, he started on the punch-bag, driving slamm ng bl ows agai nst the
plastic to tune up his arnms and shoul ders. Fromthere he stayed awhile on the
pedal - press, thrusting his | egs against high-tension springs to develop his

t hi ghs, calves and | oins. Wights next, and the routine drill for stomach and
back.

He was busy at shadow boxi ng when he becane aware of a pal e-eyed nman, wearing
t he bl ack shorts of the psych-police, staring at him

“Merrill?"

Merrill nodded, staring hard at the young man. "So you're Al dway, the terror
of hydroponics, " he said, and Sam flushed at the hint of a sneer in the cold
voice. "What's the matter, Sam can't you find anyone better to fight with
than old nmen?"

"Did Brenson tell you that?" Sam | ashed out at the punch bag, twi sting his
fist at the nonent of inpact and baring his teeth as the heavy, sand-filled
contai ner swmung away fromhim Merrill shook his head.



"Brenson told me nothing I didn't already know. " He steadied the bag. "I've
heard that you fancy yourself as a duelist. Is that right?"

"Coul d be. " Sam punched the bag again, seeming to take a vicarious
satisfaction in punishing the unfeeling plastic. "Wy?"

"How many nen have you call ed out?"

"Five., "

"How many wi ns?"

"Five. Three dead, the other two were first-tinme duels. Despite his air of

i ndi fference, Samcouldn't restrain his pride; unconsciously his eyes dropped
to the five red spots on the inside of his left arm Merrill didn't seem

i mpressed.

"Bare hands or weapons?"

"Two with knives, the other three bare-handed. Sam sounded apol ogetic. "Two
of the bare-handed conbats were first-tinmers and the ref stopped the bout

before I could finish. " He stared at Merrill. "Wy all the questions?
haven't broken the code. "

"Did | say you had?" Merrill |ooked around the crowded exercise room "I hear
that you want to join the P. P. "

"That's right. " Sam | ooked hopefully at the officer. "Can you get nme in? |I'm
a good man and |I'd make a good officer. 1I-"

"You're too old, " said Merrill flatly, and smled at the other's expression
"Ten years ago you mi ght have stood a chance, but not now. You nust be at
least thirty. "

"Twenty- seven.
"That's what | said, you're ten years too late. You've been married and had
your Kkids; now you can |l ook forward to a nice tranquil old age in bachel or
quarters, tending your plants and filling your educational quota. " Merril
sm|led again at Al dway's expression of disgust. "Or you can keep calling nen
out until you find one a little better than yourself, in which case you
needn't worry about old age-you won't have any. "

"I's that bad?" Sam hit the punch bag as though he were punishing the entire
Ship system "This is a hell of a life anyway. "

"Maybe we coul d do sonet hing about it?" suggested Merrill softly. He took hold
of Sams arm "First, let's eat. |I'm hungry. "
As an officer Merrill was entitled to eat in any ness he happened to choose,

but Sam had to go to his sector's ness and show his identity disc. The neal,
as usual, was hydroponic vegetables with yeast as the staple, well-disguised
and with a choice of three main dishes. Merrill chose | enmon sole, Al dway
fillet of steak, neither fancying the roast chicken. The food was the sane,
different only in shape and flavor, but the dieticians had | ong known t hat
variety was essential for good health and appetite. Both nen ate as fit nen
shoul d eat, with hungry zest and applied concentration. Merrill finished the
| ast of his sweet, synthetic ice creamsmall in bulk but rich in protein and
car bohydr at es-and sat back, toying with his ration of brackish water and
waiting for his conmpanion to finish his neal.

"Lousy food, " Sam commented, w ping his nmouth on the back of his hand. "No
fresh fruits-and we grow any anount of themin hydroponics. Were do they al
go to, that's what 1'd like to know?"

Merrill could have told himwhere they went, where Sam knew t hey went had he
but exercised his nenory. To the very young, the nursing and expectant

nmot hers, to the growi ng generations who needed the fresh, natural vitam ns
nore than did the adult population. He didn't bother to explain.

"You said sonething, " rem nded Sam hopefully. He swallowed his water ration
and tossed the plastic cup into the disposal basket. "Did you nean it?"

"That depends. " Merrill sipped his own water, his eyes watchful over the rim
of the cup. "How badly do you want to break out of the rut?"

"Bad enough to do anything, " said Samtensely. "Waste! If | don't do

somet hing soon I'll go crazy and be carried off for treatnent. " He stared at
Merrill. "Look, |I don't care what | do. I'lIl do anything you want me to, just
so long as you get ne away fromthat damm farm 1'Il work in No-Wight, ']l



give you half ny rations-anything. You name it, 1'll doit. | mean it

Merrill. Anything!"

"I think you do, " said Merrill quietly, and his pale eyes were thoughtful as
he exam ned the man at his side. Though Sam didn't know it, he had literally
signed his own death warrant. The Ship could not tol erate any unbal anced

i ndi vidual and, if Merrill reported the conversation as he should do, Sam
woul d be elimnated. Even his dueling propensities, while of value in hel ping
to keep down the ol der section of the popul ation, nmeant little against the
potential danger of his neurosis. Such a man was fully capable of hitting back
in many ways agai nst a system he inmagined had hurt him He could deliberately
waste essential material, ruin an entire crop by carel essness, spread al arm
and despondency by whi spered runors or, as he was already doi ng, cause unrest
and fear by his arrogance.

Sam had to die.

But how and when he di ed was sonething el se.

Merrill finished his water, threw the cup into the basket, and rose to his
feet. Samrose with him his eyes asking questions, but it wasn't until they
were outside the ness that Merrill spoke.

"You want to join the psych-police, right?"

"Yes. "

"Well, you can't and you may as well knowit. " Merrill was deliberately

blunt. "That is you can never becone a uniforned nenber of the P. P. but..
He et his voice fade into silence, waiting for the fish to gulp the bait.
"Any job will do, " pleaded Aldway. "I don't care about the uniform " He lied
and Merrill knewit. "Can't | be your assistant, or something?"

And there it was. The driving conpl ex which demanded authority, no natter how
little or how di sgui sed. The crying need for power at any price, the desire to
swagger and rule, to be dom nant and boastful. Merrill had no delusions as to
what woul d happen if he nmade Sam his assistant. At first the man night live up
to his prom ses; then, inevitably, he would need to show off, to display his
power, to advertise his arrogance. Not if he lived to Journey's End, would he
ever learn how to use authority but Merrill knew that Sam wouldn't |ive
anywhere near that | ong.

He pretended to consider the suggestion, hooding his eyes as if he were deep
in thought. Finally he nodded as if comng to a decision

"You'll take me!" Sam | ooked as though he could kiss the metal at their feet.
"You'll give ne a job away fromthe farnf"

"Not so fast. |'ve already got an assistant and | can't have two. " Merril

al nrost smiled at Samis expression. "You'll have to wait until | can get rid of
him "

"Ch. " Sam gul ped, his rosy dreamnms vani shing as soon as they had come. "How
long will that be?"

"Who knows? | don't like the man but | can hardly call himout-dueling isn't
all owed for officers-and no one else is likely to do it. " Merrill paused

waiting for Samto nake the obvious offer. "No, Sam | don't think that you're
good enough. "

"You don't think so?" Samflexed his nmuscles. "I'mfit and |'mtrained. | can
snap a man's neck like a stick and I know all the holds. " He held out his
left arm "You think |I collected these by imagi nati on? Show me who it is and
let ne at him "

"He's not a dueling man, Sam It'll be a first bout and the ref will stop any
killing. "

"If he gets the chance. |1've learned a trick or two since | started and | can
nove faster than any dam ref. " Samgripped Merrill's arm "Just show nme who
it is, boss, that's all | ask. Just give nme the chance to get himout of the
way. "

"You think that you could do it?" Merrill hesitated as though in doubt. "He's
pretty well trained and you mght not find it easy-he could kill you, you
know. It wouldn't be your first tine in the stadium and if you killed him
you'd have to make it look, like a real accident. You sure that you could do



it?"

"G ve me the chance, " repeated Sam "That's all | ask. "
"Right, but there's something |'mgoing to do before you call himout. "
Merrill smiled into the wondering face of his dupe. "I'mgoing to take you to

t he exercise roonms and we're going to have a fight.
"Fi ght ?" Sam st epped back, his eyes reflecting his bew | dernment. "Wy?"

Merrill didn't answer; he was already |eading the way towards the | owest
I evel .
CHAPTER FOUR

GEORGE CURTWAY | ooked up at a knock on the door, |eaned forward to switch off
the viewer, and straightened just in time to be kissed by a raven-haired young
worran.

"Susan!" He smled at his daughter as she settled herself in a chair. "You're
early. "

"We got all the young devils topped and tailed and settled down, and Matron
said that | could end-shifts early as we'd all worked so hard. " Susan paused
to draw a deep breath. "My! | nust be getting old. | hardly ran at all on the
way up. " She | ooked towards the viewer. "Wat's show ng?"

"Some old tapes fromEarth. Aninals and farm ng scenes. "

"Young ani mal s?"

"Don't you get enough young aninmals working in maternity?" He smiled with
parental pride at her neat figure in the formfitting pink halter and shorts.
She made a face and | eaned forward to switch on the screen

"Babies aren't animals. "

"What el se are they?" He didn't |ook at the screen as it flared to life with

the transmitted inages fromcentral control. "A baby is as nmuch an ani ma

as... " He glanced at the screen, "as that young goat there, or is it a |lanb?"
"No idea. " She smiled at him "Anyway, babies are far nore interesting than a
lot of silly old animals we'll probably never even see. "

"W will one day, Susan. \When the Ship reaches Journey's End, we'll have to
know al |l about animals and everything else. "

"Perhaps, but until then I'Il worry about babies. " She | ooked at the inages

for a noment then, her youthful exuberance overcom ng her patience,
interrupted her father's viewing again. "Fred' s not here yet?"

"Can you see hin?" Ceorge stared around the stark sinplicity of the tiny room
Susan fl ushed.

"Sorry, that was a stupid remark. " She hesitated. "Have you seen anything of
Jay lately?"
"No. " Sonething in George's voice made her | ook at him GCeorge didn't return

her | ook; he sat, staring at the pictured scene, his nouth set with unusua
firmmess.

"What's the matter, Dad? Don't you like Jay?"

"Jay's okay, but don't get too involved with him Susan
"Why not?" She | eaned forward and switched off the viewer. "That's better, now
you can answer me. Wat's wong with Jay?"

"Nothing. " He reached for the switch and she caught his hand. "Wat you are
trying to do, girl?" he said with nmock severity. "If | don't fill ny
educational quota I'll be downgraded and | ose the privilege of having a single
room Wuld you like to visit me in a conmon recreational chanmber?"

"They won't downgrade you, and you nust have seen those tapes so often that
you know them by heart. " She nobved so that she sat in front of the screen
"Now, answer ne. What is wong with Jay?"

"Not hi ng. "

"Yes there is or you wouldn't look like that. " She became serious. "I want an
answer, dad."

"Jay's fifteenth generation
al nrost of marriageabl e status. You know that you can't marry Jay.
"Why not ?"

"Because he's too old for one thing and Genetics would never allow it for

he said reluctantly. "You're sixteenth and



anot her. Now are you satisfied?"

"No. Jay's a young nman and | can't see anything to stop us getting married.
"Then you're either a fool or you're just plain stubborn- and | know that
you're not a fool." George smiled at his daughter. "Just supposing that you
were allowed to marry Jay. He's about twenty-one or twenty-two and you're only
seventeen. By the tinme you're ready for marriage he'll be a year ol der. That
means that he's only got two or three years of marriageable status while
you'll have seven. That's not even | ong enough for you to have your two
children and certainly not |ong enough for you to be together in famly
quarters. " He touched her hair letting his hand caress her short curls.

"After you're twenty-five you can do as you like but until then you'll have to
l et CGenetics decide. After all, you want children, don't you?"

She didn't blush-there was no such thing as fal se nodesty in the Ship-but he
read his answer in her eyes. Every fenmale on board wanted children, as many as
possi bl e, and as soon as they had reached optimum chil d- beari ng age. Susan was
no different fromany other woman of her age group, and her decision to work
in maternity showed that she was normally healthy and had a strong survival
instinct. Though she didn't know it, the betting was high in her favor anong
her overseers that she woul d be allowed to have nore than the usual two

chil dren.

She | ooked up as the door opened and Fred, her brother, cane towards them
Fred was twenty and still proud of his white-banded shorts. He | ooked at Susan
and smled with the superior know edge of a two-year married nan.

"Hi, youngster. Dried your ears yet?"

He ducked as she swung at him a little clunsy at having cone down fromthe
lowgravity levels and not having had tine to becone accustomed to the Earth
normal on the twentieth [evel. CGeorge watched them for awhile; then, reaching
out, he slapped Susan's rear and pulled her away.

"Gve hima rest, Susan. He's an old married nman now and not what he used to
be. "

They al | | aughed.

"Had a hard one this shift, " said Fred, sitting next to his sister on the
narrow bench. "Water condensed in a conduit and caused a short. Sone of the
fans went out and the air wasn't circulating. " He chuckled. "You should have
heard those gardeners! To hear themtalk you'd think that they ran the Ship. "
Li ke his father Fred was in electronics. "They do in a way, you know, " said
Ceorge quietly. "If it wasn't for the gardens we'd have no fresh air. Any idea
what caused the short?"

"I told you, water condensed in a conduit.
"Yes, but how? Those conduits are supposed to be waterproof, and anyway, even
if water did perneate, it shouldn't have caused a bl owout. "

"That's true, " said Fred thoughtfully. "It shouldn't, should it?"

"Was the insul ati on bad? Damaged in anyway? Frayed or worn?" George frowned at
his son's hesitation. "Come on, son. It isn't enough just to repair the fault;
you've got to find out what caused it in the first place and make sure that it
doesn't happen agai n.

"I know - that, " snapped Fred testily. "You don't have to teach nme primary
electronics. It's just that |I've never thought of the Ship being at fault at
all.

"It's at fault all right, said George grimy, "lI've found that out in ny own
wor k often enough. Cracked insulation and corroded netal. Wrped conduits and
crystallized unions. Internmittent shorts and erratic current flow. Naturally,
" he said bitterly, "the atom c engineers won't adnit that their piles are at
fault. No, it's always our equiprment-and yet | know for a fact that their
generators are falling in efficiency. Wy even Psy-" He broke off, biting his
lips.

"What's that, dad?" Fred | eaned forward, curiosity |large on his expressive
features. "You said somnething about Psycho?"

“"No | didn't. "

"You started to. WWat was it?"



"Not hi ng. Forget it. "

"But | want to know, dad, insisted Fred. "Maybe 1'Il be able to service the
adm n equi prrent one day and anything you can tell nme nowwll help ny
promotion | ater on. What was it you were sayi ng about Psycho?"

"I told you to forget it, " snapped George sharply. "Renenmber your manners and
decent behavior. Unwanted curiosity is as bad as a violation of declared
privacy. " He glared at his son for a monent, then he rel axed as Susan touched
his hand. "Wat is it?"

"Why shoul d you be having all this trouble with the el ectronic equi pnent?" she
asked with a wonan's instinctive know edge of when to change the subject. "Ws
it always as bad as this?"

"I can't see how it could have been, sai d George. "Even the educationa

tapes are showi ng signs of wear; sone of themare quite blurred, and others
that | remenber don't seemto be shown at all now "

"And are there nore shorts and things?"

"Yes, but we can expect that. The Ship is old; you' re the sixteenth generation
to be borninit, and that is a long tinme. Things wear, Susan, and grow old
just like people do. Insulation dries out and cracks, mpisture condenses in

t hose cracks and corrodes the netal. Deposits build and the alloys transnmute a
little. Capacities vary, resistances alter a trifle, cables can't carry such a
big load as they used to. " Ceorge shrugged. "It all adds up to a great big
headache for the electricians. "

"Does age do all that?" Susan | ooked scared. "If that's happeni ng now, then
what about later? W're still a long way from Journey's End, aren't we?"

"l suppose so, " said CGeorge, "but it isn't only age that's the trouble. " He
rested his hand against the wall. "Here, put your hand close to mne. Fee

it?"

"Feel what?" Susan frowned as she tried to concentrate. "It just feels like a
normal wall to nme. "

"Forget the netal. Inmagine that you' re listening with your finger tips instead
of your ears. Now do you feel it?"

"No, |I... " Susan laughed. "Now | see what you nean. The vibration. But it's

been there all the tine-it's always been there.
"Yes, " said George quietly. "Every atomof the Ship is vibrating and has done
for a long time now. Those vibrations are part of the trouble. Metal tends to
crystallize when vibrated for too | ong and the harnonics can play waste with
the insulation. " He shrugged. "Nothing we can do about it, of course, but I

t hought that Fred might like to know. " He stretched, his well-kept nuscles
rippling beneath his satin skin. "Well, children, anything el se an old man
could tell you?"

"You're not old, protested Susan. "You're only fourteenth generation after
all. " She began to count on her fingers. "Let ne see now. |'m seventeen and
si xteenth so you must be... "

"Anyt hi ng between fifty-seven and thirty-seven. George shrugged. "I'm
thirty-nine if you nust know, and there aren't many nen ny age still worKking.
" He grinned at his son. "I attribute ny old age to a firmresolve never to
duel. A resolution | suggest you strictly follow, both of you. Personally,
|'ve never seen the sense in two, apparently normal people, battering or
cutting each other to death for the sake of an imagined insult. "

"Suppose someone calls you a waster, " suggested Fred. "Surely you woul dn't
stand an insult like that w thout doing something about it?"

"Look, son, " said Ceorge seriously. "Never mnd what they call you. If a man
is | ow enough to accuse you of waste, call in the psych-police and ask himto
prove it. No one has to stand that kind of |anguage but there are other ways
of settling it without risking your neck. " He | ooked at his daughter. "That
goes for you too, Susan. You're not in any danger now, either of you, but

| ater you may be. |'ve seen quite innocent people fall victins to sone
puffed-up bully with a knack of getting under the skin, and women can be the
wor st of fenders when they think a pretty, new y-avail able woman is cutting in
on their boy-friends. Stay well away fromit, and let the fools fight. There's



no conservation in getting yourself killed for a public show

"You talk like an old man giving his children some final advice, " |aughed
Susan. "We'll depend on you to keep us out of trouble. "
"Don't do that, " said George seriously. "Never rely on anyone but yoursel ves.

"Not even the psych-police?" Fred | ooked knowi ngly at Susan. "The officer can
be very hel pful at tines.

"Why?" George stared at his daughter's flushed face. "Has Merrill been

bot heri ng you agai n?"

"No, dad. Fred's only joking. She glared at her brother and signaled himto
keep quiet. "He's dropped by maternity a tinme or twd, and we nay have eaten
together, but there's nothing init. Merrill isn't marriageable, no P. P
officer is -you know that. "

"Maybe not, but | don't trust that man and 1'd rather you didn't see him
CGeorge shook his head as if dism ssing an unpl easant subject. "Looks as if Jay
won't be coming this time. " He | ooked at Susan again. "Maybe it's just as

wel | .

"Jay isn't bad, " defended Fred. "I like himeven though | wouldn't l|ike his
job. Must be rotten for himto have to keep crawling through the ventilation
shafts. " He smled down at his own blue shorts. "I'mglad I'"'mnot in

ventilation. Gve nme electronics every tine!"
"I'f you didn't like it you wouldn't be doing it,
forward and switched on the viewer. "Let's see what's on
The screen blurred then steadied into a schematic of dismantled wring and
tiny transistors. Together with the diagram a snoothly nodul ated voice
coupled with Iines of running text explained what each piece was, how it
operated, its purpose and the methods of construction and repair. George

| eaned forward with professional interest but Fred grunted with disgust.
"Waste! Who wants honework? Let's find sone entertainnent. "

He reached forward for the change switch

rem nded George. He | eaned

CHAPTER FI VE

THE DREAM was al ways the sane. He was dead and they had taken himto the
converter. The grimnen in olive had collected himin their plastic bag and
delivered himat the place where the last indignities would be carried out
with cold, scientific detachment. They would render hi mdown. They woul d
extract the last droplet of noisture fromhis blood and body, grind his bones
to fertilizer, process his flesh and tissue, his skin, his internal organs.
Medi cal students would cut and probe as they learned their trade, and when
they had finished, his outraged body would be used down to the | ast scraping
of protoplasm

On the Ship there could be no waste and they would return himto the dust and
chemi cal s fromwhich he had sprung. They woul d recl ai meverything he had used
other than the energy he had needed and expended to stay alive. Al of him
Every last, tiny fragment that had wal ked and tal ked, hoped and pl anned, | oved
and dreamed. All except the still unknown, wholly intangible nesh of
electricity which made himpeculiarly different fromall others. The ego, the
essential "I was, " the one thing the surgeons and the butchers coul d never
hope to save.

And with its loss he would be as though he had never exi sted,

Gregson muttered as he turned and when he awoke his face and torso were danp
with sweat. He lay for awhile, staring into the soft darkness of his room
sensing rather than actually feeling the susurration of trapped sound that was
the Iife noise of the Ship. He liked the darkness. There was too little of it
and, only when he had closed hinself in, could he switch off the lights and
sit and think and plan and dream There were no polished bul kheads in the
dark, no mrrors, no wondering expressions and doubtful eyes. No nmen to stare
and worren to question. No passing of tine or hate or envy or fear

As usual at such tines, he sought escape fromthe present into the past,
letting his menory scuttle down the years back to the tinme when he was very



young and life was sonethi ng which would go on forever. Hi s chil dhood was
spent in a famly unit with parents who remained together because of the code
and not through |love. He had left them as all children left their parents,
when he was twelve. Long before that his father had gone, and his nother was

i npatient for her release so that she could enter into a new, though
essentially barren union with the nman of her choice.

Youth. He smiled as he thought of it, a hunorless quirking of the Iips, unseen
even by hinmself in the soft, trembling darkness which was the only night he
had ever known. Schooling, always schooling and exerci se and training. The
psychol ogi cal tests, the aptitude exam nations and al ways the educati ona

tapes at every |leisure nmonent of every shift. The slow clinb from manua

wor ker status to admi nistration; fromadm nistration to the coveted
psych-police; froman officer to chief of P. P.: froma nonentity, to one of
the select hierarchy; froma unit to a controller; frombeing helpless to
being in a position to...

He stirred, fighting the thought, and switched on the lights, blinking for a
nmonent as his eyes adapted to the glare. He rose, slipping fromthe pneunatic
pallet with virile litheness, and stood for a nmonent, stretching and fl exing
his muscles, watching the reflected inmage of his naked figure in the clean
surface of the metal wall. Then he shrugged and stepped towards his private
shower .

The mist spray was hot, the lather quick to spring fromhis noistened body,
and the follow ng ten-second, ice-cold needle shower stung his flesh to ful
awareness. Still naked, he stepped before the warmair blast and, as the
droning current dried his body, stared hard at his reflection in the nmirror
Vaguely he regretted that it was inpossible to grow a beard and frowned as he
exam ned his thick, short black hair. He turned as the attention call fromthe
phone sounded above the soft whine of the dryer

Still naked he wal ked into the other room and picked up the handset.

"Yes?"

"G egson?"

"Who el se would it be? What do you want ?"

"Quentin speaking. " There was a cold disapproval in the Captain's voice. "I
tried to get you at P. P. Headquarters. "

"I was off-shift and getting sone sleep. Gregson didn't alter his tone. "I
trust that this violation of privacy is inportant?"

"A psych-police officer is never private, you should know that. G egson
bared his teeth as the Captain's voice echoed against his ear. "Cone up to the
Bri dge at once. "

"Can't it wait? I've a lot of routine stuff to get through and |I'm supposed to
be meeti ng Conway at Psycho. "

"Conway is here with me, " snapped the Captain. "I'Il expect you inmediately.

" The phone went dead with a decisive click and Gregson swore as he repl aced
the receiver.

The Captain was the ol dest man aboard the Ship. Al nost | egendary, seen only by
the hierarchy, a vague and, because of that, all the nore inpressive figure to
the people, he lived in splendid isolation in his private apartnment high

t owar ds No- Wei ght. Gregson knew him and Conway, and Henderley the chief

nmedi cal officer, but as far as Gregson knew, that was all

The chi ef of psych-police stepped forward as the outer door opened, crossed

t he spacious roomw th | ong, easy strides, and took his place at the table

wi t hout doing nore than nod to the others present.

"Well, gentlemen, what's so inportant that you couldn't tell nme over the
phone?"

"I don't always trust the conmmuni cation system of the Ship, snhapped t he
Captain. "It isn't beyond the realns of possibility that some el ectronic

engi neer may have tapped the wires. "

"You think that?" G egson | eaned back and sniled towards the other two.
Quentin | eaned forward, his harsh, thin features stern and cont enptuous
beneath his mass of greying hair.



"You think that 1'ma fool, Gegson?"
"No, but the suggestion is ridiculous.
"I's it? Wuld you be surprised to learn that that very thing happened sone
forty years ago?" He stared at the dark-haired man sitting opposite. "That, of
course, would be before your tine, but what has happened once could easily
happen again. "

"I"'msorry, " said Gregson quietly. "I keep forgetting that you are old!"
There was contenpt in the way he said it but, beneath that contenpt, was a
sick envy and the basic cause of his dislike for the Captain. Quentin was ol d,
at least thirteenth generation but, because he was the Captain and because it
was essential to have at | east one nman who could take a |l ong-termview of the
Ship and its purpose, the captains were always allowed to grow ol d.

"Il ignore that remark, " said Quentin quietly, "because |I know what
activated it. But at the sanme time | must ask you to renenber who and what |
am | amthe Captain, you are only the chief of psych-police. " The inference
was obvious and Gregson bit his |lips as he fought down his rage. Quentin

pi cked up a thin, alnost transparent sheet of paper fromthe table, glanced at
it for a noment, then | ooked at the others.

"There was a Barb raid on the farm ng section of sector four, he said
flatly. "As yet the news hasn't been allowed to disseminate and | trust that
the occurrence will be kept as secret as possible. " He | ooked at G egson
"That is your job. "

"When did this raid take place?"

"Just before | called you-while you were asl eep. The taunt was unjustified
and both Gregson and the Captain knewit. "It was a small raid, three nmen and
a wonan, but it proves that the Barb nmenace isn't to be ignored as you
gentlemen, " Quentin | ooked at Conway, "have recomended.
"I still recomrend it, " said Conway. "The Barbs are only a few di scontented
peopl e who managed to evade elimnation, and as they are all barren, they wll
eventually die out fromeither starvation or natural death. "

"I's that correct Henderley?"

"Broadly, yes. " The nedical officer cleared his throat as he answered the
Captain. "They are sterile, of course- everyone is over twenty-five-and they
were old to begin with. Food, naturally, is their biggest problem | have
based my reconmendation for the policy of ignoring them on the twin factors
of starvation and canni balism " He shrugged. "They are hungry-so they nust
eat. We guard the nesses -so they are forced to eat each other. That leads to
mut ual fear and, eventually, nutual destruction. "

"The psychol ogical factors also lead ne to agree with the existing policy,
said Conway inportantly. "Conditioned as they are to Ship procedure, their

sense of guilt at betraying their own will lead to mental unrest and illogica
behavi or patterns. This of course will tend to disrupt their precarious social
structure... if they have one, which | doubt. "

"They rai ded sector four,
| earned to work together.
"To a limted degree, " adnitted Conway, "but to me it is a sign that

Henderl ey's summary of our policy is working. " He glanced towards G egson

"Do you agree?"

"They shoul d be exterm nated, said Gregson flatly. He spoke again before the
others could protest. "I know all the argunents for and agai nst and | know
that we can't conduct a full-scale search and nassacre in No-Wight w thout
betrayi ng the existence of the Barbs to the people. " He shrugged. "I don't
determ ne the policy of the Ship, | Only carry it out, but | say that they
shoul d be exterminated. "

"Easi er said than done, commented Quentin dryly. "Have you any suggestions
as to how they could be elimnated without betraying their existence to the
peopl e?"

"Poi soned food? W could allowthemto steal sone yeast |oaded with toxins or
somet hi ng. Henderl ey woul d know about that. "

"I npracticable, " snapped the nmedical officer. "To begin with they would be

rem nded Quentin. "That shows that they have



suspi cious of any food left for themto find. For another it would be waste.
He snorted. "Your suggestion is ridiculous!"

"No suggestion is ridiculous, " said Quentin sharply. He | ooked at G egson
"Have you any ot hers?"

"No. As | told you, |I have nothing to do with policy. | only carry out your
orders. "

"I see. " Quentin |ooked again at the papers on his table. "As you feel like
that, Gregson, there is no apparent reason for me to keep you | onger away from
your duties. I'Il notify you as to ny decisions later. " He |looked up in

di smssal and Gregson felt his cheeks begin to burn in rage

"Are you suggesting that | amnot fit to sit in Council?"

"l suggest nothing-except that you are undoubtedly a busy man. There was
nockery in the way Quentin stared at the officer, nmockery and a hint of
somet hi ng el se, sonething cold and cal cul ati ng. Gregson saw it, guessed what
was happening, and restrained hinmself in tine.

"I must renmind you that | have but five officers to control a thousand times
their number, " he said quietly. "W have no weapons and nust operate by

stealth. | suggest that you gentlemen consider that in any plans you may
choose to make. " He stepped away fromthe table. "I will appreciate an early
decision. "

"A moment. " Quentin funbled anong his papers, his thin hands a startling

contrast to the youthful ones of the other nmen, and found a scrap of paper
covered with close-set typescript. "This belongs in your departnent. "

"What is it?" Gregson glanced down the paper, frowning as he followed the
unfam liar words, his lips nmoving with the unaccustonmed exercise of reading.
"I's it inportant?"

"No. " Quentin took the sheet and scanned it with experienced eyes. "An

el ectroni c engi neer requests a personal interviewwith "reference to Psycho.
The Captain shrugged. "He refuses to state the nature of his business and
remai ns so vague as to be al nost inconprehensible.”

"Psycho?" G egson stepped forward and took the paper, thrusting it into the
top of his shorts. "Sonething wong?"

"Not that | know of, " said Conway sharply. He was jeal ous of his position as
chief of Psycho. He | ooked at the Captain. "Why wasn't | informed of this?"
"You will be. " prom sed Gregson calmy. "Just as soon as |'ve interviewed the

man and deci ded whet her he's psychotic or sincere.
"That's for ne to decide. "

"No. The psych-police are the ones to handle it, and besi des, G egson

al l owed hinself the |uxury of sarcasm "you nust be far too busy to bother
with such trivial conmplaints. " He glanced from Conway's angry face to the

cal mone of the Captain. "You want nme to handl e this?"

"Naturally, " snapped Quentin inpatiently. "I've quite enough to do now t hat

t he Barbs have taken to raiding wthout worrying about sone | ow grade worker
who probably thinks that he can inprove on the builders. Paper should never
have been wasted on forwarding his request; there are proper channels in case
of need. "

"May | see the request?" Conway hal f-rose, his hand extended, then sat back as
t he chief of psych-police stepped towards the door. "Gregson! Didn't you hear
me? | want to see that request.”

"You heard what the Captain said, Conway. " G egson paused by the door, his
eyes insolent as he | ooked at the psychol ogist. "Must | rem nd you agai n that

I ama busy man?" He snmiled. "1'll |eave you gentlenen to discuss the Barbs
while | attend to my duties. "

He left them staring at the closing door

CHAPTER SI X

SUSAN CHUCKLED as she missed the medicine ball and watched it roll heavily
into a corner. "One up for you, Jay-but it isn't fair, you' ve nmore nuscle than
| have. "

"Have |?" Jay smiled down at her, his admration for her trimperfection



apparent in his eyes. "Want to try sonething el se then?"
"Yes. " She | ooked thoughtfully at him trying not to adnmire his yout hful
grace. "Let ne see now, you're in ventilation and that neans you spend a | ot
of time up inlowgravity. " She snmled. "I know Let's play dueling!"

"No. "

"Why not? We can wear masks and jackets and use foils, or the practice knives
if you prefer them " She smiled at his hesitation. "Come on, Jay. At |east |
don't want to try any bare handed stuff with you-I wouldn't stand a chance. "
"I wouldn't say that, " he said, meeting her nobod, then sobered again as he
stared at her. "Why do you want to play at dueling?"

"Why?" She shrugged. "Wy not? At least it may conme in handy one day when |'m
an old, unwanted worman. | may even have to fight a newcomer for my boy-friend.
" She stepped closer to him "WIIl you be ny boy-friend, Jay?"
"Stop it!" he said harshly. "You don't know what you're saying.

"Ch yes | do, Jay. I'mnot a child any nore and | know all about the facts of
life. Next year | get married to soneone approved by CGenetics. |'ll have
children and we'll live in a famly unit until I'mtwenty-five, or maybe

| onger depending on how I |ike ny husband. Then |I'mfree to do as | like. "
She smled at him naked invitation in her soft brown eyes. "WIIl you wait for
me, Jay?"

"“No. "

"Why not ?" She touched his arm "You're not nmarried, or at |east you don't
wear the banded shorts like Fred does, so what's to stop us making an
agreement when |I'm of age? Don't you |like ne, Jay?"

"You know dam well | like you. "

"You don't have to swear at ne then. She dropped her hand from his arm and
stood, a sul ky expression on her face, her foot tracing designs on the padded

floor of the exercise room "lIs there sonmeone el se?"

"No. "

"Are you sure, Jay?" She hesitated. "If there is, well, | know that I

shoul dn't say anything, but... " She bit her lip. "Waste! Wiy are we tal king
like this?"

"No reason at all, " he said cheerfully. "Here!" He threw her the ball. She
caught it, an automatic reflex action, then flung it petulantly aside. "I
don't want to play anynore. Let's talk. "

"Al'l right then, " he | ooked around at the crowded room "Here?"

"No. Let's find an unoccupied rec-room " Before he could protest she had
seized his armand was | eading himout into the corridor and up towards the
next |evel where the comon cubicles were. The fourth one she tried was enpty
and she switched on the light, closing the door and sw ngi ng over the
"engaged" indicator.

"There!" She sat down and smiled at him "Now we can really be al one.
"You're crazy, " he said dispassionately. He stood by the door, staring down
at her, noting her flushed features, glistening eyes and noist lips. "You're
playing with fire and don't know that you m ght be burned. "

"You won't burn me, " she said confidently. "Jay, why be so cold? You know how
| feel about you. "

"I know how you think you feel, he corrected. He sat down, keeping well away
fromher, and a little muscle high on one cheek twi tched as he fought to
control his emptions. "Look, Susan, " he said seriously. "You don't want me to
break the code, and you don't want to break it either. You're going to be
married soon-why not wait until then?"

"But 1'mnot going to be able to marry you
you be so blind, Jay. You know what | want.
"You want nme to make love to you, " he stated. "You' re young and heal thy and
it's a perfectly natural reaction. But youthful imorality isn't a good thing,
Susan, and you know it. Tinme enough for that when you've had your children and
are out of marriageabl e status. You know what could happen if you were to have
a child before your tinme?"
"Cenetics woul d be annoyed,

she said irritably. "Wy nust

she said defiantly. "So what ?"



"So the child would be aborted, 1'd be punished for infringing the code, and
you m ght | ose the chance of having an approved child. " He shook his head.
"No, Susan, we daren't do it. "

He was right, of course, and both of themknew it. A strong race cannot be an
i moral race, not when excess would tend to weaken the very hope of the new
generation. Shane was unknown on the Ship, but indoctrination had set up a
rigid code which no one in his right mnd would think of transgressing. The
trouble was that young people in |ove are seldomin their right mnd

"You talk just like father, " Susan said bitterly. "Al about what | should
and shoul d not do, but never a word about what |'d like to do. " She turned to
him very young and very lovely. "Ch, Jay! How can you ask ne to wait so

| ong?"

"We nust. " He stood up out of reach of her outstretched hands. "What did your
father say about me?"

"The usual . " She was annoyed with himfor changi ng the subject and,

worman- | i ke, annoyed too that he hadn't found her attractions irresistible to
| ogi c and good sense. "He says that you're too old for me and that | should
settle down to being a good wife and nother to sone young dolt | haven't even
seen yet. "

"You'll see him soon, prom sed Jay. "You youngsters are thrown together when
you near marriageable status. You m ght even go to another sector, or the boys
be brought here. " He smiled at her expression. "Don't worry, you know t hat
you'll be able to take a choice; you won't be limted to one. "

"But supposing they send me out of the sector!" She rose and stepped "towards
him her arms circling his neck, her lips hungry for his. "Jay! What if |
don't see you again!"

He didn't like to think about it. He didn't like to think about anything, not
when she was so near to himand every atom of his body was crying out for her
Hs life was a lonely one; a marriagel ess, though not a celibate state was a
requi rement of the psych-police, and he found little interest in the casua
rel ati onshi ps which Merrill favored so much.

And he was in [ove with Susan.

The speakers saved him They crackled into life and a voice, cold and
enoti onl ess, repeated his code nunber over and over again, sounding in every
room for every sector, demandi ng and urgent.

"X112... X112... X112... "

"That's my number. " Jay hesitated a nmonent; then, his indoctrination
overcom ng his natural desires, gently unfolded her arms from about his neck
"I must go, Susan. They want nme to report in imediately. "

"Must you?" She clung to himagain. "Don't go yet, Jay. "

"I must. " He noved away fromher. "That's ny energency call. Something' s
wrong and they want ne. "

"Waste!" She stepped back, her eyes hungry as they searched his face. "Can't
they do wi thout you just for this once?"

"They wouldn't be calling ne if they could. " He held out his hand. "Goodbye,
Susan. "

"Goodbye?" She frowned and, stepping close to him gripped his armso hard
that her fingers dug into his flesh. "Do you | ove nme, Jay?"

"I must report in. " He noved towards the door, then hesitated as she dragged
at his arm

"I asked you a question, Jay. Do you |ove ne?"

He didn't answer. He stared at her, afraid to say the words which came so
naturally to his lips for fear of what they could bring, and yet nore afraid
to lie. He swall owed, shook off her arm and stepped out into the corridor

| eavi ng the door of the rec-room sw nging w de.

The call was, as he expected, from headquarters and the public voice fell into
silence as he contacted the desk

"West reporting. What's the trouble?"

"No trouble, " said Carter, the officer on stand-by duty. "G egson wants you.
Routine job | think, but you'd better get back fast-he's flamng. "



"Let himflane, snapped Jay disrespectfully. "I'Il be there as soon as | can
and not a second before. " He heard Carter chuckle as he hung up the receiver.
The trip up to lowgravity didn't take long and his red, ventilation

engi neer's shorts passed by through the guarded doors towards No-Wight. This
was a part of the Ship which was little used. The circunference was too small
for spacious roonms, and the gravity too low for real confort. Here were the
stores, the huge water containers, the massive ventilation pipes and power
conduits. They lay all around the odd, no-man's-land of No-Wight, the centra
axis which in effect was a hollow tube filled with a tangl ed mass of girders
and stanchions, struts and braces, the pivot of the Ship around which the rest
swung.

Jay passed quickly down a long corridor running parallel to No-Wight, kicking
with practiced ease at the netal walls as he glided along, careful not to
impart too high a velocity to his body. Men had died through failing to take
that precaution. They had forgotten that, while they were apparently

wei ghtl ess, they still had nass. Mass has inertia and inertia had caused
splintered bones and crushed skulls as bodies, noving too fast, had collided
agai nst the unyielding structure of the Ship.

Bef ore | eaving the comuni cating tube, Jay reversed his shorts and, dressed
again in his official uniform passed the guard and noved down into sector
three. Rapidly he made his way down the |evels, past the gardens, the farns,
the residential cubicles, along the comtube and into P. P. headquarters.
Gregson was waiting for himwhen he arrived

The chief |ooked up fromhis desk as Jay entered, gestured to a seat, and
continued to | eaf through a batch of reports. He read slowy, biting his lips
with inpatience as he scanned the thin, erasable plastic sheets. "Wy can't
they put this stuff on audible tape?" he asked no one in particular

Jay shrugged, not answering and guessing that Gegson didn't really want a
reply. "You sent for nme?"

"Yes. What kept you so | ong?"

"I was in sector five on unofficial duty.
"I know. Merrill called in and reported seeing you. " Gregson stared at the
young man. "He seemed worried, said sonething about a young girl you took to a
rec-room "

"Did he?" Jay shifted a little beneath G egson's stare, half-annoyed at

hinself for feeling a sense of guilt.
"Merrill wants to mind his own business.
"It is his business. As official officer of the sector, it's his duty to

saf equard the young. How serious is it, Wst?"

"Not serious at all. Forget it. "

"You certain about that? Sometines these things get out of hand and you know
the penalties for breaking the code when it cones to a thing like that. "

"You don't have to tell me the code, " snapped Jay irritably. "I've said that
you can forget it. It's all over. | doubt if I'Il ever see her again. "
"I hope that you nean that, " said Gregson seriously. "I can protect ny

officers to some extent, but no one can protect you from CGenetics if they
bring an immrality charge. It means being referred to Psycho. Wth anyone
else it could nmean just a downgrading, but with you... " Gegson made an
expressive gesture with the edge of his hand and Jay knew exactly what he
meant . Psych-Police officers couldn't be downgraded; they knew too much, and
that left elimnation as the only possible punishnent. He swal | oned.

"It's finished. I nmean it. "

"I know how you feel, " Gregson said wth unusual synpathy. "You're young

she's young, and that's as far as you think. " He hesitated. "Do you want a
transfer to another sector? | could switch you with Norton if you like. "
"No thanks, it won't be necessary. | know the people in sector five and can
work nore efficiently there. " He |looked at his chief. "Is that what you
called ne in to tell ne?"

"No. "

"Then?"



"Merrill phoned in after your call went out and | thought 1'd nmention it while
you were here. " Gregson picked up sonmething fromhis desk. "lI've got a job
for you. The others have had their assignnent cards but this is the only one
in your unofficial sector. " He threw a strip of plastic towards Jay. "Here,
you know what to do. "

Jay nodded and picked up the plastic strip. He had seen them before, |ots of
them and he had | ong ago | ost any enotion he m ght have once had. The strip
was from Psycho and contained the full data on sonmeone's life. It had been
rejected, throm out... and as he | ooked down at it, Jay could see the broad
red star snmeared all over the snooth surface. The red star which neant that a
person had been wei ghed, consi dered-and found wanti ng.

Casual ly he read the nane and number of the person he was to kill.

Curtway, GCeorge. 14/4762. El ectronics.

Susan' s fat her.

There were tinmes when Jay hated his job. Not many, for like all Ship personne
he was efficient and took a pride in his job, but sometines, |like now, he

wi shed that he had bel onged to anything but the psych-police. It was his
fault, of course; he should never have allowed hinself to beconme so intinate
wi th peopl e who, by the very nature of things, mnmust inevitably becone his
victinms. But self-blanme, like self-justification, were both a waste of tine.
He still had to kill Susan's father

Had to. Indoctrination, conditioning, his own pride in his work and his

know edge that, should he refuse, he would be "elimnated" as unfit, left him
no choice. George Curtway had to die.

He changed before entering sector five, reversing his black shorts for the red
ones of the ventilation engi neer he was supposed to be in his unofficial
sector, and made his way down towards the | ower |levels. Usually on such a

m ssion he felt a certain excitenent, the thrill of the hunter stal king the
hunted, his wits against those of the selected victimwith the rules heavily
in his favor. And yet, even with the protection his official status gave him
there was al ways an el enent of danger.

He could be clunmsy. He could bungle, be seen by wi tnesses, or do such a poor
job of staging the 'accident' that he would be judged inefficient and be
elimnated in turn. Mirder, even with the victi munaware and unprepared, was
not al ways easy.

But this tinme, instead of the thrill, the warnth of rel eased adrenalin, he
felt a vague regret and a disinclination to do what nust be done. He

recogni zed the danger and deliberately focused his nmind on his victim forcing
hinself to forget Susan, their close friendship, their |ove and everything
about them Her father had to die and, as far as Jay was concerned, that was
all there was to it. He felt a little better by the time he reached the | ower
| evel s where the ganes and recreation roons were.

CGeorge wasn't in any of the rec-roons, nor the exercise rooms, nor in the
private cubicle his status allowed. Jay knew that he could | ocate the man by
inquiring at the work-office-Curtway could have been out on a job
somewhere-but to do that would be to | eave a clue and maybe arouse suspici on
He was staring into the ness, trying to find the man he was | ooking for, when
soneone touched his arm

"Jay! | didn't expect to see you again so soon. Don't you ever work?" It was
Susan, the last person he w shed to see. Looking down at her he w shed that

t hey had never net.

"Hell o, Susan. " Deliberately he nade his voice casual

"Eaten yet?"

"Not yet. " She linked her armthrough his and smled up into his face. "Let's
eat together, shall we?"

"I'f you like. " Casually he slipped his armfromhers and they noved towards a

vacant table. He ordered w thout paying nuch attention to the nenu. Susan kept
glancing at him seem ng about to speak once or tw ce, then, pushing aside her
enpty plate, touched his arm

"Anyt hi ng wong, Jay?"



"Wong?" He forced hinmself to smle at her, annoyed with hinself for betraying
his enotions. "No, of course not. What makes you think that?"

"Your appetite for one thing. " She gestured towards his unfinished neal.
"I"ve never known you to be so slow before. "

“I'"'mnot hungry. "

"Then you shoul dn't have sat down to eat. Susan gl anced over the ness hall.
"Better finish it up, Jay, or someone will accuse you of waste. There's a nan
standi ng over by the far wall who seens very interested in you as it is. "
"I's there?" He didn't turn his head to | ook, guessing that it was Susan the
man was interested in, not her escort. But he finished his nmeal all the sane,
refusing a sweet and sipping his water while Susan spooned up the |ast of her
synthetic fruit.

"When am | going to see you again, Jay?" Susan sniled as she | eaned forward
and touched his hand. "After shift?"

"l doubt it. "

"When then? Tonorrow?"

"I don't think so. " He | ooked down at the table as he spoke. "I'mpretty busy
right now and it's hard to know just when I'Il be free. " He stared at her

his face expressionless. "In fact, Susan, you'd better not rely on seeing ne
again. "

"What!" She stared at hima noment, her hand gripping his arm then she

| aughed. "Jay! Don't say things like that!"

"I mean it, Susan. " Deliberately he renoved her hand fromhis arm

"You're joking! You couldn't nean it-not after what we've been to each ot her
" Her eyes searched his face. "Please, Jay, say that you're not serious.
"I amserious, " he said flatly. "There's no future in it for either of us and
it would be best if we never met again. "

"Jay!" There was hurt in her voice, the deep pain of outraged enotion and
broken illusion. He heard it, knew that he was being deliberately cruel, and
yet, at the sanme tine, that it was the only thing he could do. He stared into
her soft, brown eyes.

"Listen, Susan, " he said curtly. "Let's not get foolish over this. W' ve had
fun and |I've enjoyed knowi ng you, but it's all over now Let's forget it,
shal | we?"

"Jay!" For a monent he thought that she was going to break down. Tears filled
her eyes and her hands showed white at the knuckles as she gripped the edge of
the table. Then pride came to her rescue, the outraged pride of any woman who
has had her affection flung back into her face, and together with that pride
cane anger. She stiffened with youthful dignity.

"Al'l right, Jay. If that's all it neant to you. She paused, hopefully, and
for a noment he was tenpted to say the word which woul d renmove her pain and
restore her smle. He didn't say it.

"It was fun, " he repeated stubbornly. "It should never have becone so
serious. It's best that we part now before any damage is done. "

"I see. She stared down at the table, then, with a brave attenpt at

casual ness, gl anced around the ness hall. "Don't bother to justify yourself,
Jay. As you said, it was fun. |'ve been a fool, | suppose, but... " She
swal | owed. "This is the end, then?"

"Yes. "

He didn't | ook at her as she rose fromthe table. He didn't follow her with
his eyes as she stunbled towards the door and to the privacy of the nearest
unoccupi ed rec-room She would cry, he thought dully. She would vent her
enotion in tears, hate him despise himand then, after awhile, forget him
But the thought didn't nmake hi m happy.

He sat for awhile, sipping his water, trying to bring his mnd back into focus
and the job at hand. There was no particular hurry, he knew that, but he
wanted to get the thing over and done with | ong before the three-day period of
grace was over. The hard part was over; he had nanaged to nmake Susan hate him
and all that was left was a sinple job of nurder

He was | eaving the hall when a man stepped forward and collided with himw th



sufficient force to send himreeling against a table.

"You!" The man pressed his hand to his side, his face distorted with synthetic
pain. "Why don't you watch where you're goi ng?"

"Sorry. " Jay was in no nood for argument and he was in a hurry. He tried to
step past the man, then halted as a hand gripped his arm

"Not so fast! You hurt nme. "

"So what ?" Jay stared at the sullen-faced man in the brown shorts. "I
apol ogi zed. "

"That's not good enough, " said Sam Al dway deliberately. "It's about tine your
sort were taught that you can't go around hurting people. " He |ooked at the
little crowd which had gathered around them "You all saw what he did, " he
shouted. "I say that it isn't good enough. "

"Take your hands off me!" Jay jerked his arm then, as the man tried to grab
hi m agai n, pushed hi mback. "I told you to keep your paws to yourself. "

"You hit ne!" Sam appeal ed again to the crowmd. "You all saw himhit nme. "
"Don't be a fool. " Jay fought his rising anger and spoke as calmy as he
could. "We bunmped into each other, and if | hurt you, then I'msorry. |'ve

apol ogi zed-1 can't do nore. Now shut up and | eave ne al one. He stepped
forward, trying to thrust his way through the press of bodies, then turned as
a hand clawed at his shoulder. "I told you to | eave ne al one. "

"Ch no you don't. " Sam grinned, conscious of being the center of attraction
and spoke directly to Jay. "You're a dirty, stinking, |ousy waster, " he said
loudly. "And | want to know what you're going to do about it. "

It was so raw as to be ludicrous. The nan was an arrogant, | oud-nmouthed f ool
and he was clunmsily trying to force Jay into a duel. Jay knew it, knew too
that he, with his superior training, wuld be certain to win, and for a nonment
was tenpted to work of f some of his frustration and anger in violent physica
conbat. He shook his head and | aughed.

"So I'ma waster, am1? Then why don't you call the psych-police?"

"You mean that you refuse to fight?" Incredul ous anger twi sted Sam s face into
an ani mal - mask of hate. "Wy, you rotten coward-you call yourself a man? |'ve
called you a waster. Did you hear that? A dirty waster! 1'll show you what |
do with wasters. " Before Jay coul d guess what he was about to do, Sam had
stepped forward and swung hi s open hand agai nst Jay's cheek. The sound of the
slap was followed by a startled hush, a hush broken by the soggy inpact of
bone agai nst fl esh.

Normal |y, Jay woul d never have done it. Nornmally his innate caution and the
grimnecessity to put his assignment above all else would have forced himto
swal l ow the insult, accept the inevitable sneers of cowardice, and to go on
his way.

But he was still raw fromhis parting with Susan, sick with the know edge of
what he had yet to do, and his enotions overrode good sense as he swung his
fist deep into the flesh of the other's stomach. Coldly he stared at the
withing man at his feet, knowi ng that now he had gone too far to back out.
There was no brawing in the Ship, there couldn't be, not with five thousand
people living too close together. A brawl could start a riot which would ruin
irreplaceable material, injure essential workers and kill the innocent parents
of the new generations.

Like it or not, Jay had to fight a duel

CHAPTER SEVEN

THE STADI UM was on the |owest |evel next to the exercise roons. Froma sanded
floor rows of tiered seats sloped up to a high roof and, when Jay and Sam
arrived followed by the interested crowd, a couple of women were fighting a

bl oody battle with razor-edged knives to the amusenent of the usual watchers.
Both well over thirty, they fought with the ferocity of tigers, the gleamng
bl ades slashing at yielding flesh as they spun and dodged on the absorbent
sand. Fromthe crowd canme a soft hal f-sigh, hal f-groan as one of them slipped,
falling onto one knee, her knife hand resting for a noment on the fl oor
Quickly the other noved in, her blade a | ancing arc as the needl e point thrust



t hrough skin and fat, nuscle and sinew towards the pul sing heart beneath.
Triunphantly, she grinned towards the audi ence, kissed her bl oodstai ned
fingers at the referee and wal ked staggeringly towards the exit.

Jay watched her, trying to guess from her wounds whet her she woul d be heal ed
or elimnated. Fromher age, the blood she had | ost, and the obvious skil

wi th which she had used her weapon, he guessed the latter. Expert duelists,
whi | e encouraged up to a point, became dangerous when they |ost their sense of
proportion and vied with each other in the nunber of their kills. The Ship had
no room for bl ood-crazed beasts.

The ref checked themin, naking the routine inspection of their forearmnms, and
aski ng the usual questi ons.

"Are you both certain that you can't settle your differences in any other
way ?"

"I"'mwilling to call it off, " said Jay. He | ooked at Sam "And you?"

"Not a chance. "

"I see that this is your first duel. The ref stared at Jay's unmarked
forearm then at the five dots on Samis. "As a first-timer you have the choice
of weapons. Also, " he stared hard at Sam "you will not be killed in this
encounter. " He | ooked back at Jay. "How will you fight?"

"Bare handed. " Jay had no intention of getting cut or slashed by knife or
machet e and, aside from anything el se, he was skilled in the art of unarned
conbat. Already he regretted having agreed to fight at all; it was too easy to
be injured in the stadium and even the nobst experienced fighter could fal
victimto an unlucky blow W thout weapons, however, there was little chance
of anything worse than a beating up.

Their turn was scheduled for after the next bout and he waited inpatiently
while a young, optinmistic man just out of marriageabl e status took on a

wel | - muscl ed wormman about ten years his senior. Fights between m xed coupl es,
while rare, were not uncommon. Equality between the sexes demanded utter [|ack
of distinction, though, as in this case, the bout was usually fought wth
padded cl ubs whi ch were painful enough but capable of inflicting little nore
than a bruise. In effect it was a conedy turn and the crowd greeted the young
man's defeat with catcalls turning to ribald cheers as the wonan, dropping her
cl ub, picked up her opponent and carried himtenderly fromthe arena.

Jay smiled, guessing that another donestic problem had been sol ved the hard
way, then lost his smile as the referee gestured towards them

"Right. You two are on now. Renove your sandals, wal k out five paces apart

and, when you reach the center, turn and fight. "

Jay hesitated, glancing at Sam then, as the other made no nove, he shrugged
and strode out into the arena. The space was about twenty yards | ong and
fifteen wide, brilliantly Ilit so that the surrounding faces of the watching
crowmd merged into a forml ess blur. The attendants had cl eared away the debris
of the previous bouts, raking the sand and renovi ng the di scarded weapons, and
the fine grit felt warm and snooth between his naked toes. Now that the noment
had arrived he felt calmand, as he strode forward, he evaluated his chances.
There was a slight disadvantage in coming out first for he could not be
certain just where Sam woul d be, but that di sadvantage woul d be off-set by his
superior skill. He turned as he reached the hal f-way mark, springing to one
side and poising on the balls of his feet. Samglared at him paused just as
he was about to spring; then, before he could recover his bal ance, Jay had
stepped forward and slammed his fist towards the other's jaw.

He missed, but he had expected it, and as Sam swayed to one side, his other
hand drove forward toward his stomach. He grinned as he felt the bl ow smash
home and followed it with two nore, one to the head and one to the heart.
Crowdi ng forward so as to keep Sam of f - bal ance, he smashed at himwith all the
force of his back and shoul der nuscl es.

For a nonent he thought that the fight was over al nost before it had begun
Sam gul ped, tried to cover, then, as blood gushed from his pul ped nose,
screamed with rage and flung hinself forward, his hands reaching for Jay's
face and throat.



I mredi ately Jay was fighting for his life.

It was dirty fighting, but it was nore than that. It was the double attack
possible only to a trained fighter and, as Jay felt the other's hands snmash at
vital nerves, he felt the first doubt as to his success. The doubl e attack he
could handle, he used it hinself, but as they fought, he becane aware that Sam
knew far nore than any ordinary duelist should.

A knee thrust at his groin at the same time that stiffened fingers stabbed at
his eyes. He twisted to avoid the knee, knocked aside the threatening fingers,
and tasted blood as a |l owered skull smashed into his face. Again the knee
jerked toward him and in avoiding it he fell victimto a slash fromthe edge
of a palmdirected toward his throat. It was the double attack, the system of
two separate blows at the sane tine directed towards different parts of the
anatomy: knee to groin, fingers to eyes, blow to stomach, skull against face,
edge of palmtowards throat, w thout pause or tinme for the victimto recover
hi s bal ance.

For a while they weaved |ike fencers, body against body, arns and | egs noving
in smoot h, synchroni zed rhythm as they delivered and countered blows, their
sweat - streaked bodi es glistening beneath the glare of the Iights. Then, as he
felt his left armgo nunb, Jay broke away and ran towards the end of the

ar ena.

Sam was dangerous. Avoiding the other's rush, Jay frantically massaged life
and feeling back into his nunbed arm How or where the duelist had | earned of
t he subtle nerve-bl ows which could mai mand paral yze, Jay didn't know, but his
nunbed arm gave shocki ng proof that he had | earned them Jay knew them all

t he psych-police did, but that information was carefully kept fromthe Ship
personnel. It was too easy to kill a nman with that know edge and, as he stared
at the crouching figure of his opponent, Jay revised his previous opinions as
to the certainty of his victory.

There is a state of nmind indispensable to a fighter if he hopes to win.
Contenmpt has no place and neither has indifference; everything has to be
sublimated to a single objective, every enotion and thought fined to a needle
point directed to one aim To kill. To rend and tear, to smash and destroy, to
crush and vanquish. Samhad it; it was apparent in his eyes, his nouth, the
very set and stance of his body. Before he could hope to neet the man on equa
terms, Jay had to acquire it too.

For himit was sinple.

He noved forward as life returned to his nunbed arm dodged a handful of sand
flung towards his eyes, and struck out with his left fist. Sam knocked asi de
the blow, gripped the wist, twi sted, turned and suddenly brought the trapped
linb down hard against his shoulder. Normally that woul d have broken the arm
woul d have snapped it at the el bow and |left Jay crippled and hel pl ess, but Sam
was up agai nst no normal fighter

Jay | eaped up and forward as Samturned and, just as he felt the pressure
being applied to his elbow, the fingers of his right hand curled beneath Sam s
chin, probed for a nonent at the knotted nuscles of the throat, then dug in

wi th savage vi ci ousness.

The rest was nerely for the benefit of the crowd.

It was butchery, cold, calcul ated, and serving both to cover up the effects of
t he nerve-blow and to vent Jay's own hate and rage. He slamred his fists

agai nst Saml s face and head, opened a cut over one eye, split his |lips and,
with one final blowto the jaw, finished the unequal conbat.

He wal ked towards the referee, |eaving the duelist unconscious on the

r eddeni ng sand.

"A good bout, " conplimented the referee. "I thought that you'd be in trouble
there- Al dway's a nasty fighter, but you handl ed yourself well. " He picked up
a red-tipped stylus. "Hold out your arm "

Silently Jay held out his left forearmfor the referee to brand himw th the
red dot. It was a nuisance, but he could have it renmoved at Medical, and to
protest would be to arouse suspicion. He was donning his sandal s when soneone
called to him



"Jay! | didn't think that you went in for dueling.
It was CGeorge Curtway, and the sight of himbrought back all the unaccustoned

i ndeci si on which Jay had managed to rid hinmself of in the arena. Slowy he
fastened the catch of his sandal

"So it was Sam Al dway you were fighting. Ceorge stared down at the pale face
of the duelist as he was carried out by the attendants. "You want to watch

him Jay. He'll never forgive you for besting him Wat happened?"

"He wanted to pick a quarrel, " said Jay shortly. "He picked on me and | was

| ucky enough to win. " He crossed to the water spray and washed the bl ood from
his face. "Busy, George?"

"Just finished. W had a sticky job up in | owweight- condensation in the
junction boxes-but I'mfree now. " He hesitated, staring at Jay. "Look, Jay,
there's something |I've been neaning to talk to you about. Are you free now?"

"Yes. " Jay dried his face and hands in the warmair blast. "Wat is it?"
"Il tell you later. " George stared at the people around them "Have you
eat en?"

"Yes. "

"That's a pity. I'mstarving and we could have eaten together. " Ceorge
frowned. "Tell you what. Meet ne in ny cubicle. There's a viewer there so you
won't be bored, and I'Il join you as soon as |'ve had a neal. Right?"

Jay nodded and, |eaning against the wall, watched the el ectronics man thrust

his way through the inevitable crowd around the stadium and turn down a
corridor. It was |luck, he thought dully.

The man he was | ooking for had found himfirst, had even arranged a rendezvous
for his own death, though he couldn't know that, of course. Jay should have
been pl eased, but sonehow he felt even nore despondent than before. He started
as a man touched his arm

"I watched you in the arena,
anot her ?"

He was still young, scarred a little and the inside of his left armwas dotted
with the red marks of the experienced duelist. Looking at him Jay recogni zed
the type, a natural born fighter, a man whose only pleasure was in pitting his

said the man thickly. "A good bout. Want to try

strength and skill against others. Jay shook his head.
"Sorry, but no. "
"A pity. " The man shrugged, not annoyed at the refusal but vaguely regretful

at a lost opportunity. "No need to make it a death-bout. Just a friendly
battle to work off sone energy. " He | ooked hopefully at Jay. "Some ot her

time, perhaps?"

"Perhaps. " Jay watched hi mnove towards a small crowd waiting for seats in
the stadium half-anused at the man's sincerity, and nmentally conparing himto
Al dway. Sam was dangerous, a man who woul d have to be elim nated before he
made too big a nuisance of hinself. The other was an integral part of the
econony of the Ship.

Jay sighed and made his way towards Curtway's private cubicle.

CHAPTER EI GHT

QUENTI N, CAPTAIN of the Ship, sat at the head of his desk and stared at the
men sitting before himwi th anusement tinged with contenpt. They were so

obvi ous, so transparent, so young. Conway, swollen with his own inportance at
being in charge of Psycho. Henderley, jealous of the psychol ogi st and yet
consci ous of his own superiority. Mlick, Chief of CGenetics, the little god of
alittle world. Gregson, hard and inpl acable, cold and ruthless, toying with
intrigue and insanely envious, not of the Captain, but of what he represented.
Fol den, Chief of Supply.

The hi erarchy of the Ship.

Quentin let themsit in silence for a while, calmin the know edge of his own
superiority, and yet, even as he sat, his eyes were never still. dd those
eyes mght be, but they had | ost none of their sharpness and they saw far nore
than any of the nmen before himinmagi ned. Quentin was no fool

He rustled the thin papers on his desk, selected one, scanned it nore for



appear ances than for any real need to rem nd hinself of what it contained;
then dropping it, stared at G egson
"Any further news on the elimnation of the Barbs?"

"None. " Gregson scarcely troubled to disguise his inpatience. "As yet three
schenes have been subnmitted to nme for approval. Al are verging on the
ludicrous in their total disregard of facts. |I can only assune that the

originators of the schenes nust be trying a feeble joke at ny expense.
"I submitted one of those schenmes, " said Henderley harshly. "Wat was the
matter with it?"

"The sane as with all of them Gregson shrugged at the medical officer's
expression of anger. "OfF the three, two advocated the offer of amesty to the
Barbs if they would return to their sectors. | need hardly enphasize the
stupidity of that suggestion. They know full well what will happen to themif
they agree to return. The third contained sone wild schene to electrify the
stanchi ons and girders of No-Wight. "

"That was ny suggestion, " said Conway. "Wiat's wong with it?"

"Better ask the electronic engineers that. | did. They tell me that even if it
were possible to divert sufficient current to No-Wight to send a | etha

vol tage through the fabric, it would be inpossible to insulate it fromthe
rest of the Ship w thout extensive alterations. "

"I see. Quentin spoke before Conway coul d express his anger at the sneering
tone of contenpt G egson had used. "I assume, of course, that you have a
better suggestion?"

"l have. "

"May we hear it? Or does the Chief of Psych-Police consider that his Captain
is too stupid to understand it?"
"Stupidity is arelative term "
of ficers would consider you stupid if ever you net himin the arena.
"I'f I was ever so unwi se as to place nmyself in that position, " said Quentin
quietly, "then | would be sonething nore than stupid. Your suggestion?"

"Seal No-Weight and search it fromend to end with armed nen given orders to
kill everyone they find. " G egson shrugged at their instinctive recoiling
fromthe use of weapons. "If you don't like to armthe nmen, then |I have

anot her plan. Seal the area just the sane and flood it with | ethal gas.

Exterm nate the Barbs for the vernmin they are. "

"And how woul d you get rid of the gas afterwards?" Quentin gestured for Fol den
to remain silent. "Have you considered that?"

"Chem stry isn't ny departnent. Is it possible to use a neutralizing agent for
the gas? O perhaps we could extract the poisoned air and replace it with
fresh?"

"No to both suggestions,
neutralizing agent, and to evacuate the air would be crininal waste.
"Justifiable waste. "

"Crimnal, " insisted Folden. "W could replace the air, yes, but to evacuate
anything fromthe Ship would be to disturb the ecology. | nust veto any such
suggestion. "

"Why not armthe searchers, then? O would that be crimnal waste too?"
Gregson glared at the Chief of Supply, sarcasm heavy in his voice

"What would you armthemw th, G egson?" Quentin's voice, though calm had a
peculiar carrying quality. "Knives? C ubs?"

"@uns, of course, what else?"

"I take it that you nean high-velocity pistols. Have you ever fired one?"
"You know that | haven't. No one has. Wapons are forbi dden aboard the Ship.
"Exactly, and for a very good reason. " Quentin sighed as if finding the

expl anation tedious. "First, even if you had one, | doubt if you could hit
anything with it. Before a pistol can be used, training and practice are
essential. Second, even if you could use them | would never allow themto be
fired within the Ship. The damage they woul d cause to the structure woul d be
worse than tolerating the Barbs. You seemto have no idea of the inpact force
of a bullet and certainly none of the vulnerability of the Ship itself. No,

said Gregson stiffly. "Perhaps one of ny

said Folden inpatiently. "W know of no such



Gregson, | cannot accept either of your suggestions.
"Then what are you going to do, let the Barbs alone to raid the farnms and

| augh at us?"

"The Barbs are a m nor nui sance and any plan which necessitates too great an
expenditure of tinme or material would be defeating its own end. However,
Henderl ey has a plan which I am considering and which nay lead to their
successful elimnation. Incidentally, Gegson, | shouldn't have to rem nd you
that the very existence of the Barbs is proof of your own inefficiency. "
"Twenty people have fled to No-Wight during the past ten years, " snapped
Gregson. "That is less than two per cent of the total disposable popul ation
during that tinme. | would hardly consider that inefficient. "

"You are at liberty to think as you wish. " Quentin selected anot her paper
fromthe litter before him "Malick! Your report on popul ation disturbs ne.
Explain. "

"W are reaching saturation point, sai d the saturnine-faced head of
Cenetics. "As far as possible we have managed to avoid inbreeding by shift of
personnel and rigorous mating control. However, as tine passes, it is getting
nore and nore difficult to select suitable partners for the new generation
Sone i nbreedi ng has becone inevitable, and nore will be necessary during
future years. "

"I's that bad?" Henderley | eaned forward, his eyes bright with professiona
interest. "Surely the inferior strains have been elim nated by now?"
"Naturally, but there is always sone danger in inbreeding; the possibility of
atavismis higher than normal and certain nervous di sorders can be expected if
we continue as at present. "

"I don't understand this. Fol den stared at the chief of genetics. "As far as
| can see, inbreeding is unavoidable. Didn't the builders take all that into
account ?"

"They did. "
"Then what's the trouble?"
"The trouble is sinply one of time and circunstances. " Like Quentin, Mlick

seened tired of having to explain. "The builders determ ned, quite rightly,
that in order to keep the race healthy we nust concentrate on youth, not age.
As far as Cenetics is concerned, a nman or woman has served the purpose of
their existence as soon as they have mated and given birth to children. W are
only interested in the new generation; the old nerely serves to maintain the
Ship, and is expendabl e as soon as others growto take its place. " He gl anced
towards Gregson. "You know all about that and you al so know t hat Psycho

determ nes the popul ation figures and personnel for elimnation on the basis
of general unfitness or sheer need of l|iving space. So many new births all owed
per year, therefore so many deaths necessary to nake roomfor the newlife. "
"One hundred and thirty new births per year, " said Gegson, partly because he
didn't like being ignored and partly to show his own know edge. "O the
necessary deaths, about a half are elimnated by dueling. The remai nder are
taken care of by ny officers. " He shrugged. "It works out at about a death a
nmont h per sector. "

"What has that got to do with inbreedi ng?" snapped Conway inpatiently. "Wat
are you getting at, Malick?"

"Sinmply this. As all fenale personnel are automatically sterilized when

| eaving marri ageabl e status, we are confied to a very linited age-group for
breedi ng purposes. We have young parents, they mate at opti num age, but we are
unable to use the sanme parents nore than once. In other words, a boy nmarries a
girl, gives her children, and then is prevented fromentering into a fruitful
marriage with a second woman. " Malick shrugged. "W have bred for optimm
characteristics, of course, and have managed to breed out all hereditary

di seases, nental instability, and certain undesirable physical deformties. W
have bred a race of highly intelligent, physically perfect nen and wonen, but
in so doing we have al so given ourselves a first-class problem "

"I begin to see what you're driving at, " Henderley said. "Nervous potential ?"
"Exactly. They appear to have had the same troubl e back on Earth when they



were toying with the breeding of race horses. They bred for speed at any
price, and wound up with wal ki ng bundl es of nervous tension al nost inpossible
to control. There is nothing basically wong in selective breeding if the
original stock is sound. The trouble starts when you breed for certain
characteristics. W have bred for an adventurous type with a high survival
factor and amazingly fast reflexes. W' ve got that, but we've al so got what
goes with it. "

"Don't you trust Psycho?" interrupted Quentin softly.

"What ?" Malick blinked and stared at the Captain. "Of course | trust Psycho,
but that doesn't prevent nme from asking nyself what is going to happen next.
What is the good of breeding an adventurous type when there is nowhere for
themto go adventuring? How can we control highly-strung, sensitive nen and
worren when they are surrounded by a linited existence alnost calculated to
drive theminto a frenzy of frustration?" He al nbst seened about to burst into
tears as he asked the questions. "I'mnot questioning the buil ders-obviously

t hey knew what they were doing- but to me it seenms all wong. The Ship isn't
the place for the type of human we've bred. W shoul d have gone in for norons,
dull-witted cl ods who woul d be content to eat and sleep and mate like the
animal s they would be. You can't give a man a keen brain and a perfect body
and then prevent himfromusing them Not if you want to avoid trouble you
can't. "

"Cal myoursel f, Malick. " Quentin smiled with quiet satisfaction as the Chief
of CGenetics relaxed. "That's better. It is foolish and a waste of energy to
torment yourself with questions of what may never happen. "

He pi cked up and scanned another of the papers before him "Conway, are you
satisfied that everything is normal with Psycho?"

"OfF course it is, why shouldn't it be?" The automatic defense of the
psychol ogi st al nost nmade the old man snile. "Nothing is wong in ny
department. "

"Are you certain of that?" Quentin stared at Conway with peculiar intentness.
"Something in your report nmakes me wonder. There is a slight alteration in the
rati o between permnissible births and recommended elim nations. Have you
noticed it yoursel f?"

"Ch, that?" Conway dismissed it with a shrug. "Sinply expl ained. The incidence
of dueling has risen during the past few years, probably due to the very thing
Mal i ck has been telling us about. Naturally, as there is nore roomfor new
life the nunber of permissible births has risen also. ™

"Does that al so account for the reduction in the nunber of reconmended

el i m nations?"

"What el se?" Conway seened genuinely amazed at the question. "W renpve the
cards of those killed in duels, you know, and Psycho automatically allows for
them "

"That woul d hardly account for the fall, rem nded Quentin. "The fact that
several deaths have occurred fromdueling would not alter the fact that others
woul d be considered unfit by Psycho. Add nmen, for exanple, those who have
reached their fortieth year. "

"Perhaps, " said Conway doubtfully. "I hadn't thought of it like that. "

"I can't see that it makes any difference, " said Gregson. "W have to
elimnate about a hundred and thirty men and wonen a year. The fact that nore
of themare being 'killed in the stadiumdoesn't alter the fact. It only makes
the job of the psych-police a little easier. "

"OfF course. " Quentin rustled his papers again, apparently accepting the

expl anation. "Your report interests ne,

Folden; | will discuss it with you later, after | have had tinme to check
certain details. "
"My report of the supply position?" Folden | ooked at the Captain. "I've

al ready checked everything possible and the inference is plain. Normal wastage
has reduced our potential to a disturbingly low figure. I-"

"I said that | will discuss it with you later. " Quentin silenced the Chief of
Supply with a gesture, conscious of the open interest of the others. "Have any



of you anything further to say at this meeting?"

"The tapes, " blurted Malick, then stopped as the others stared at him

"Yes?" encouraged Quentin. "You were saying?"

"I don't know if ny nenory is bad, or whether the tapes now shown on the
children's screens are different fromwhat they were, but | cant make sense of
them "

Malick stared a little helplessly at the incredul ous faces of the nmen around
him "1 know that the educational tapes are routed automatically to various
sectors and sub-sectors by Psycho, but to me it seenms that they are totally at
variance to what is normal. "

"How do you nean?" said Quentin sharply. "Explain yourself.
"Well, you know that we've al ways had tapes showi ng scenes of old Earth, the

i dea being, | suppose, that the children would renmenber the planet of their
origin. But now those tapes seemto be in far greater detail than ever before.
There are entire sequences of growth and decay, the bal ance of insect life to
animal, the interplay of flora and fauna. There have even been scenes of the
actual trapping and butchering of animals for meat!" Malick shuddered. "They
were disgusting! Who in their right mnd woul d ever consider eating neat,
anyway ?"
"You m ght,
only edible food.
"The only neat aboard the Ship, " said Malick tightly, "is the personnel. Are
you advocating canni bal i sn?"

"I advocate nothing; | nerely answered your question, and you are quite w ong
in your statenent. There is meat aboard the Ship other than the nen and wonen
you have bred. "

"I don't count the animals in deep-freeze,
are in the sealed areas, apart fromthe Ship proper
"They are still meat, just the sane. "

"That has nothing to do with it. Those tapes are contam nating the mnds of

t he young and they should be stopped. " Malick stared accusingly at Conway.
"You are in charge of Psycho. Wiy don't you get the electronic engineers to
check it over and nmake sure that nothing has gone w ong?"

"Nothing is wong with Psycho, " insisted Conway. He glared at the Chief of
Genetics. "If you ask me, it's you that is wong, not Psycho. Maybe you'd
better |l et Medical make certain that your 'highly-strung nerves' haven't sent
you over the edge?"

"I don't have to listen to that kind of talk fromyou. " Mlick jerked to his
feet, his face red with anger. "If you're a nan at all, you'll neet ne in the
stadi um "

"Control yourself, Malick!" The Captain didn't raise his voice but sonething
in the thin, penetrating tones chilled Mlick's anger. "You are overw ought or
you woul d never have dared to challenge a fell ow nenber of the Council. Sit
down and cal myourself. " He waited until Malick had resumed his seat. "Now,
let's look at this thing intelligently. You know perfectly well that al
educational tapes are channel ed from Psycho on automatic relay. No one could
have touched themand, if what you say is true, then it nust be as the

buil ders intended. "Are you questioning the wi sdom of the buil ders?"

"No. " Malick | ooked unconfortable. "Of course not. "

"Apity. It is possible to place too great a reliance on the work of others.
Quentin stared down at his papers for a nmonent, then rose in dismssal. "That
will be all, gentlenen. |I suggest that we each concentrate on our duties and
waste no tine in idle speculation. "

He stood by the head of the desk as they left the room tall, proud, alnost
fatherly in the way he stared after them Al one, he sat down and, closing his
eyes, let his mnd and thoughts mngle with the eternal, sub-audible vibration
of the Ship which was his universe.

It was happeni ng agai n.

The sane old distrust, intrigue, the playing for power and the breaking out of
anbition. The envy, pride, jealousy and, above all, the m nd-wenching fear of

said the Captain gently, "if you were starving and neat was the

snapped Malick irritably. "They



what was to cone. The hierarchy knew too nmuch for their peace of nind. They
were no | onger young and, knowi ng what they did, they would fight against
elimnation with every weapon at their comand. Quentin recognized it-had
recogni zed it for some tinme now and knew that in sheer self-defense if for no
ot her reason he nust protect hinself. There was only one man in the Ship who
was safe against the dictates of Psycho, and that man was the Captain.

Opening his eyes, he pressed a button on his desk and waited for the intercom
to warminto life.

"Yes, sir?" Hs private aide. The one person he could trust in the entire Ship
was sonmeone unknown to the rest of the hierarchy and all the nore val uable
because of that. Quentin |lowered his voice as he spoke into the instrument.
"Find Merrill and send himto nme. Use caution. "

"Naturally, sir. "

The intercomdied as the Captain broke the connection. He stared at it for a
monent, his mind busy with plans; then, resting his head between his hands, he
rel axed. Hi s shoul ders stooped, his nmuscles grew |linp and flaccid, nerves and
tendons sagged as he relaxed his iron control, and his breathing rasped in his
throat as he sucked in great gasps of air.

In that nonment he | ooked very ol d.

CHAPTER NI NE

GEORGE WAS a long tine arriving. Jay sat in a chair and stared noodily at the
illum nated surface of the viewer-screen, hardly noticing the i mages fl ashi ng
before his eyes. Habit had made himsw tch on the viewer, the sane, ingrained
habit whi ch made everyone in the Ship turn to education as the main form of
anmusement. But he found little to amuse himin the pictured representation of
a dismantled radio set. He | eaned forward and was about to switch it off when
t he door opened and George entered the room

"Sorry to have kept you waiting, Jay. | got talking to another el ectronics man
and forgot the time. "

"Did you?" Jay turned the switch and watched the screen flicker and grow

bl ank. "What did you want to see nme about, George?"

Curtway hesitated. Though he was ol der than Jay the difference was hardly

noti ceabl e; as they stood next to each other, they could have passed for

br ot hers.

"It's about Susan, he said awkwardly. "I hardly know how to say this without
causi ng of fense, Jay, but | wi sh you woul dn't see her anynore. "

"I see. Jay | ooked at the elder man. "You realize what you are saying, of
course?"

"I mean no insult, " said George hastily. "It's just that Susan is an

i mpressionable girl and you're young and handsome. |'m not blani ng you or

anyone, Jay, but she's due for nmarriage soon and | don't want her to get into
trouble with Genetics. "

"Are you accusing nme of immorality?" Jay deliberately encouraged his mounting
tenmper. Ceorge was naking things very easy for him An accusation |ike that
was sufficient ground for a chall enge, and once he had George in the arena,
the rest would be sinple.

"No, Jay, you know that | wouldn't do that.
"Then what objection can there be to ny seeing her?"

"She's in love with you, Jay. That isn't good, not when there can't be any
future in it for either of you. Unless you agree not to see her, you'll ruin
her marriage and create discontent. " George stepped forward and rested his
hand on the other's own. "Be reasonable, Jay. | know that you're fond of
Susan, but think of her own good. Later, when she's out of marriageabl e
status, there'll be plenty of time for you to settle down together. "

"I don't like what you're saying, Curtway. " Jay shook off the hand on his
arm "l consider that you've insulted me to an unpardonabl e extent. Naturally,
you'll give nme satisfaction. "

"No, Jay. "

"You refuse to fight?"



"Yes. CGeorge glanced at the red dot on Jay's forearm "I'mno duelist, Jay,
and | didn't think that you were either. If a father can't protect his
daughter without fear of getting nurdered by sone arrogant bully, then there
nmust be sonething wong in the Ship. | don't think that you really nean what
you say. "

"You have accused ne of imorality,

said Jay coldly. "I demand satisfaction
"You can't make ne fight you, Jay. "

"You admit to being a coward, then?"

"Il admit anything you like. Call ne a waster if you want to. Ht ne if it
gi ves you any satisfaction, but I'mnot going into the arena with you or any
other man. " George smled and deliberately sat down. "Now, let's be sensible,
Jay. | know you too well to believe that you woul d take advantage of an old
man |ike that. "

He was right, of course, and Jay knew it. Nothing would persuade George to
enter the arena and, despite his own urgency, Jay felt a little ashamed of
trying to force a duel. Elimnation should be quick, cold, utterly merciless
and wi thout nental or physical pain. To drag an old man into the arena and
butcher himthere for the benefit of the watchers was pure sadism He sighed
and j oi ned George on the bench.

"Al'l right, George. |I can't nmake you fight if you don't want to.
"And Susan?"

"I won't see her again if that's the way you want it. "

"I't would be best, Jay. "

"Al'l right, then. Forget it. The thing's over and done with.
"Good. " Ceorge leaned forward to switch on the viewer and Jay knew that it
was tinme for himto go. He sat where he was.

"Was that all you wanted to see me about, George?"

"That's all. Thanks for waiting to see ne-and the other thing. "

The other thing! Jay stared at the older nan as he sat |ooking interestedly at
t he noving picture on the screen. He could kill himnow, a sinple pressure on
the carotids would do it, but killing wasn't enough. The death had to appear

to be an accident and, glancing around the apartment, Jay knew that this was
the wrong pl ace.

"Ceorge. '

"Yes?" Curtway blinked as he turned fromthe screen. "What is it, Jay?"
"I"'min trouble, CGeorge, and | wonder if you could help ne. "

"Tr oubl e?"

"Yes. | was up near No-Wight a while ago, checking the ventilation tubes, and
| spotted something | should have reported. " Jay shrugged. "It slipped ny
mnd during the fight and if |I report it nowl'll be down-graded for tinme-I|ag.

It was in your departnment and | wondered.. .
"Something to do with el ectronics?"

"That's right. One of those big, flat boxes-the ones with all the conduits
| eading fromthem | noticed one snelled of burning and when | touched it |
got a shock. "

"Probably a short due to condensation

said George pronptly. "We've been

having a lot of trouble with the junction boxes lately. " He | ooked at Jay.
"What do you want nme to do?"

"I was hoping that you could fix it and save nme trouble. " Jay nade hinsel f
appear nervous. "If it goes through normal channels I'lIl be slated for delay,
and if | ignore it, they mght even send me to sanitation. If you could fix it
for me...

"Up near No-Weight?" George frowned. "Tell you what, Jay. 1'll take a | ook at
it, and if | can fix it, I will. Fair enough?"

"Thanks, " Jay said gratefully. He rose and stepped towards the door. "Let's
get it over with. I'mfrightened someone else will spot it and report in. "

Ceorge sighed and followed himinto the corridor.
As usual the area around No-Wight was deserted. Jay led the way anong a
tangle of girders, slipped into a narrow tube-like corridor, and paused by one



of a nunber of junction boxes. George, nmaneuvering awkwardly in the al nost
total absence of weight, joined him

"I's that the one?" He didn't | ook down at the box.

"I think so. " Jay stooped over it, touched it, then jerked back his hand as

t hough he had received a shock. "This is it, right enough. Take a look at it,
Ceorge. "

"Al'l right. " Ceorge kicked hinself forward and, |ike nost people unused to
free fall, kicked too hard. Jay caught himas he passed and drew himto where
Ceorge could grip a stanchion.

"Thanks. " The el ectronics man stooped over the box. "Now let's see what the
trouble is. "

He was wasting his time, of course, and Jay knew it. There was not hi ng wong
with the box at all, but it had served as a pretext to lure his victimto a

pl ace where his death could easily be accounted for. Looking at the man, Jay
felt a strange reluctance to finish the job and, annoyed with hinmself for his
hesitation, he noved in to make an end.

It would be sinple. Pressure on the carotids, the great arteries of the throat
leading to the brain, would bring swift unconsci ousness; continued pressure
woul d bring painless death. Jay knew just how to hold his victimso that any
struggl e woul d be useless. It would be routine, nothing nore and, as he
reached forward, he forced hinself to ignore everything but his duty.

"Are you going to kill me, Jay?"

It wasn't so nuch what CGeorge said that shocked Jay into imobility, as the
know edge behind the words. He stood, swaying a little fromthe absence of
gravity, and stared incredul ously at the cal mface of his intended victim
"I'"ve been expecting this, " continued George evenly. "I guessed what you

i ntended as soon as | saw the box. There's nothing wong with it, and you know
it. "

"You refused to fight,
he must keep the truth away fromthe other man. "You insulted ne.
"That isn't why you wanted to kill me. Did Gregson send your

stamered Jay desperately. He knew that at all costs

"G egson?"
"Yes, Gregson, the head of psych-police. " George rested easily against the
stanchion, his eyes serious as they stared at the young man. "I'mnot a fool

Jay, and |'ve suspected you for some time now. You worked at odd hours, seened
to be mssing for long periods of tine and didn't appear to have any
particul ar duties. " George shrugged. "I wouldn't have noticed it, | suppose,
but for your attachment to Susan. | couldn't understand why, if you were young
enough, you weren't narried. That nmade ne wonder. The final proof cane when I
saw you at headquarters one shift. "

"You saw me there?"

"Yes. | had been to service Psycho-1'"ma top-line electronic engineer, you
know, and they trust ne to service the machine. | took a short cut back to
sector five and passed P. P. headquarters. | saw you there-and you weren't
wearing red shorts!"

"You fool!" Jay shifted his grip on the girder next to himin readiness for a
lunge at the other man. "Don't you realize that you've signed your own death
war r ant ?"

"Gregson did that for me a long tine ago. Ceorge stared contenptuously at
the young man. "Don't try anything, Jay. |'mready and warned and |'ve had
practice in free fall. " He shifted as he spoke and Jay could see that his
previ ous awkwar dness had been assuned.

"Listen, CGeorge, " he said desperately. "Let's be reasonabl e about this.

There's not hing personal about it, you know that, but I've got to kill you. If
| don't, then I'll be elinmnated for failure of duty. "

"Do you know why you were ordered to kill ne, Jay?"

"No. "

"Then I'1l tell you. | found out something about Gregson. | tried to get a

private interviewwith the Captain to tell himwhat |1'd | earned but he refused
to see me. Gregson knows now that | know what he did. To safeguard hinself he



has ordered ny death. That's the truth of the matter, Jay. Do you still want
to kill ne?"

"I must. Believe ne, George |'d rather do anything than elimnate you, but the
wel fare of the Ship depends on it. You don't understand. "

"I understand well enough, Jay. | told you that I was no fool, and |'ve eyes
to see with and a nmind to think with and a brain to correlate the resultant
data. | know, for exanple, that there is no natural death aboard the Ship. "

"You' re wrong, i nsisted Jay sickly. "People die in Medical
"They die, yes, but fromwhat? Injections, perhaps? Wunds received in the
arena? How many peopl e have died of old age, Jay? Can you answer that?"
Jay could, but he didn't dare. The answer was that not one person had ever
di ed of old age. They had never been allowed to live that |ong. "Accidents,
duel s, strange relapses: all had accounted for every death since the Ship had
left Earth so long ago. Senility, white hair, doddering nen and wonen were

i nconprehensible to the Ship's personnel. A d age was sonethi ng which just
didn't exist.

"I'f you live, " said Jay thickly, "you will be robbing a newborn child of its
air and water, living-space and food. " He noved a little nearer to the ol der
man. "You' ve had your tinme, CGeorge. Now you nust die so that others can have
their chance of life. "

"I don't mnd dying, said George calmy. "I"'mintelligent enough to realize
the necessity, and life isn't so wonderful that | should want to cling to its
every moment. But is it fair that | should die while others cheat their turn?"
"Cheat ? What do you nean?" The accusati on shocked Jay even more than Curtway's
know edge of what he was and what he did. "How coul d anyone cheat ?"

"There is a way, if you're in the right position to nanage it. Gregson is in
that position, Jay. | know what he did and he knows that | know. " GCeorge took
a step forward. "Can't you see the danger, Jay? If one man can avoid his turn

for death, then so can others. How long will it be before the Ship is a
despotismrul ed by a handful of old nmen?"
And that was the trouble. Wiile elimnation was fair for all, then no

intelligent person could argue against his turn. Not that they were given the
choi ce. No one could be expected to remain wholly sane while he lived from day
to day in anticipation of a death hour decided before his birth. Such

know edge woul d di srupt the routine of the Ship and convert its smnooth-running
systeminto a shanbles. The old would dermand rigid birth control so that they
could live alittle longer. The young would be frustrated at the thwarting of
their natural desire for children. A gap would arise between the generations
with the resultant | oss of synmpathy between age and youth. Such a system woul d
lead to racial sterility, degeneration, and collapse of noral fiber

This was why the psych-police were anong the nost carefully sel ected personne
on board, trained and indoctrinated fromearly youth to accept the twn
burdens of responsibility and silence. But if what they had been taught was a
lie....

"You' re wong, i nsisted Jay desperately. "No one would be so immoral as to
cheat like that. "

"You think not?" CGeorge shrugged. "lI'man old man, Jay, and to the old life
becomes a precious thing. To you death is sonething utterly renote, even
t hough you know full well that one day soneone will elimnate you as you tried

to elimnate me. But when you get ol der you sense things. You have nore tine
for thought and you begin to realize all the things that you' ve missed in
life. You want to hang on, Jay. You want to cling to life as a new y-wed wants
tocling to his bride, or as a mother to her first-born. You can't be | ogica
then. You can't evaluate and accept what nust be. No. You want to |live-and
you'd do anything for a few extra years of existence. "

"Gregson is old, " said Jay thoughtfully. "I hadn't realized it before.

"Gregson is afraid of death, " said George. "I know that. " He took anot her
step forward and touched Jay on the arm "Wat are you going to do, Jay?"
"I don't know. |'ve orders and you know what they are -but if what you say is

true. ..



"I't's true.
"Then you nust see the Captain.

"How?" George shrugged with unusual cynicism "I've already tried to get a
private interviewwith the Captain. My request was refused. To try again

must pass ny request through the psych-police. |'m supposed to be dead. If |
make the application then Gegson will set his dogs on me again. " He | ooked
at Jay. "Can you suggest sonet hi ng?"

"I don't know, " said Jay nmiserably. "Cbviously you'll have to hide until a
chance cones for you to see the Captain. If Gegson ever finds out |'ve failed
to elimnate you, he'll order ny own death for inefficiency, so in order to
cover up, I'll have to fake your accidental death. " He bit his lips in

i ndeci sion. "You could hide out in No-Wight. | can snuggle you past the

guard, but the accident..
"How di d you intend expl ai ning ny death?"

"Sinmple. | was going to kill you and then dash your head agai nst a stanchion
The official verdict would have been that you had m sjudged your speed and

di stance and crushed your skull on landing. " Jay shrugged. "That idea's no
good now. Merrill will investigate and, unless your 'body' is unrecognizable
he will guess at what |'ve done. " Jay held out his hand. "G ve ne your
identity disc and shorts. ™"

"Why? What are you going to do?"

"I don't know yet, but I'll think of sonething.
i npati ence. "Hurry. "

Rel uctantly, CGeorge stripped off his blue shorts and struggled to renpve the
stanped nmetal identity tag fromhis wist. He swore as he scraped skin from
hi s knuckles, but he finally nanaged to get it off. He handed it to Jay.

"Now what ?"

"Now you hide in No-Weight. I'Il try to srmuggle you up sorme food and water but
don't worry if | don't come for a while. You won't stay there |ong, anyway.
The quicker | can arrange an interview with the Captain the better. "

Silently Jay led the way along the winding tube, drifting lightly from
stanchion to stanchion, pausing just |long enough to inpel hinself in a new
direction, twisting his body with expert ease to cushion the shock of |anding
with his knees and thighs. Finally he paused at a sunken panel

"This is an enmergency entry into No-Wight. It's kept |ocked fromthis side
and I'lIl have to fasten it behind you. " Jay spun a wheel and jerked the netal
slab open. "Right, George. In you go. Try to stay close to the panel if you
can. When | bring you supplies | don't want to have to waste a lot of tine.
"I understand. " Ceorge stepped towards the opening and peered into the dark
interior. He shivered a little. "It's cold in there. "

"The converters are colder, " snapped Jay inpatiently. "Hurry.
Ceorge nodded and stepped through the opening into the vast cavern of
No- Wi ght. He caught hold of the edge of the door and | ooked at Jay, his head
a pal e bl ob agai nst the darkness behi nd hi m

"What about Susan?"

Jay snapped his fingers with

"Susan will believe that you are dead. " Jay gl anced uneasily down the
corridor. "To her, as to everyone, you will have met with an unfortunate
accident. " He softened as he swung shut the door. "I'msorry, George, but
there's nothing else | can do. "

"No, " said George slowy. "I suppose not. " He hesitated. "Still, 1'd have
liked to say goodbye. Funny, that... no one ever thinks of it until it's too
late to do anything about it. " He renoved his hand fromthe edge of the

openi ng. "Take care of her, Jay. And thank you
Jay didn't answer. He was al ready spinning shut the | ocking wheel

CHAPTER TEN

MERRI LL WAS afraid of the Captain. He stood before the w de desk, acutely
conscious of the old man's scrutiny, and tried to assunme an arrogance and
reckl essness he did not feel. Quentin snmiled a little as he sawit, the

tol erant, al nbst amused sniled of conscious superiority, but he did not speak



just stared and allowed Merrill to feel the nmounting tension. It was one of
t he ol dest psychol ogical tricks known, so old that it always worked. Merril
spoke first.

"You sent for me, sir,
"Are you anbitious?"
"I... " Merrill blinked at the unexpectedness of the question, then, as he
recovered, his eyes grew wary. "Yes, sir. | suppose that | am Every nman likes
to do the best he can for the welfare of the Ship and.... "

"You like to control nmen, " interrupted Quentin and his voice held a subtle
contenpt at Merrill's protestations. "You enjoy the feel of power, the

know edge that you, even in a small part, control destiny. " He leaned a
little forward over the desk. "Tell nme, do you like to kill?"

"I am efficient. "

"Then you enjoy what you do. Quentin smiled and rel axed agai nst the back of
his chair. "Don't bother to lie to me, Merrill. |I know nore about you than you
know yoursel f. You may know what you do and think that know edge is
sufficient. But | know why you do what you do, and that know edge makes ne
your master. " He let his thin voice fade into silence and his eyes grew bl eak
and distant. "Remenber that, Merrill. A ways renenber it. | amyour master

The nonent you forget that-you die. " There was no passion in the thin tones,
no arrogance or self-convincing blustering. It was a cold statement of fact

and, hearing it, Merrill swall owed.

"Yes, sir. | understand. "

"Good. " Quentin smiled for the first tine. "Now to business. | have sent for
you because, though you may not know it, | have studied you for several years
now and have decided that you are the man | need. Men grow old, Merrill, and

you know what happens to them when age piles its weight of invisible years on
their heads. Some men accept their fate, others... "

"Gregson, " said Merrill, and stiffened in sudden fear. Quentin smled

"I knew that you were intelligent, " he said softly. "But try not to be too
intelligent. " He | eaned forward again, his el bows on the desk, his thin
fingers caressing his throat. "W need nmention no nanes and we need leap to no

assunptions. | want a tool, nothing nore, and a tool must be willing to obey
wi t hout question or hesitation the dictates of its user. Atime will coneg,
maybe soon, maybe not so soon, when a job will have to be done. A man wll
have reached the end of his allotted span and, know ng that man, he may not be
willing to yield his life and position. In such a case a tool nust be used, a
dunb, willing, obedient tool. " The old man | ooked at Merrill. "You
under st and?"

"1 do. "

"Men are anbitious, " said Quentin, speaking nore to hinself than to the man

standi ng opposite him "Sometines anmbition can be dangerous, not only to them
but to those around them Prom ses could be nmade and glittering prizes offered
if... But there is only one man aboard the Ship who can really offer anything
other than enpty dreanms. | amthat man. Do as | say and you will have what you
have won. Di sobey ne and... " He shrugged and | ooked directly at Merrill. "A
wi se man has many tools and relies on none. | trust that | have made nyself

cl ear?"

"Perfectly. " Merrill tried not to smle at the prospects before him "Wen?"
"I will tell you when. Until then you will obey your orders, say nothing,

t hi nk not hi ng, and, above all, do nothing. " Quentin rose in dismssal. "You
may go. "

He watched the young man stride fromthe room his departing back radiating
hi s arrogance and anticipati on of what was to cone and, watching him Quentin
felt pity for his blindness. Merrill was a killer, nothing nore, and his
usef ul ness ended there.

But he didn't know that.

Fromthe bridge, Merrill was conducted down a hi dden passageway towards his
own sector, and he wal ked the droning corridors with his mnd full of what he
had just heard. The old nman wanted himto stand ready to elimnate G egson



That was obvi ous, and equal ly obvious was the fact that he would take over as

chief of psych-police. Merrill smled as he thought about it. The job itself
was worth having with its attached privil eges of private roons, a seat on the
Council, and literal life and death power over every man and wonman in the
Ship. But it meant nore than that. Once in power Merrill intended to stay

t here and, knowi ng what he knew of the systemthe Captain apparently used, he
woul d make certain that no one ever took over his job.

Two could play at the game of assassination

He was still living in a world of his imagination when he felt a hand on his
armand turned to stare at the sullen features of Sam Al dway.

"What do you want ?"

"I want to talk with you.
private. "

Merrill hesitated for a nonment, then led the way to a comon rec-room C osing
t he door behind them he tripped the "engaged" signal and glared at Al dway.
"Vl | 2"

"I took himinto the arena,

Sam gl anced over his shoulder. "Let's go somewhere

muttered Sam "You know who | nean.

"So he agreed to fight?" Merrill smiled. "Good. | never thought that he woul d.
You killed him of course. "

"No. "

" No?"

"I didn't kill himin fact he alnmost killed nme. " Sam fingered his bruised

throat. "Even now | don't know just what he did. | had him another minute and
he'd have been ready for the converters, and then the lights went out and the
next thing | knew the attendant was standing over nme. " He winced as he

touched the transparent plastic over his eye and |ip. "You should have told ne

that he was up on all the tricks. Hell! | thought that he was just a neo. "
"Wwuld | have trained you in that case?" Merrill stared at the nan with

undi sgui sed contenpt. "So you failed. For all your boasting you let a
first-timer beat you up and nake a fool out of you. " He shrugged. "Well,
you' ve had your chance. "

"Wait a minute!" Sam grabbed at Merrill's armas he stepped towards the door
then yel ped as a stiffened hand sl ashed at the inside of his el bow

"Keep your paws off ne. " Merrill glared at the hydroponics worker as if he

could have killed him "How dare you touch ne!l"

"I"msorry. Sam massaged his tingling arm

"\What about that job you prom sed ne?"

"I prom sed you nothing. | nmerely told you that | couldn't have two assistants
at the sane time, but even that doesn't matter now. You' ve had your chance and
failed. I've no time or patience with failures. " Merrill stepped towards the

door and stood, his hand on the | atch, |ooking at the other man.
"Forget it, Aldway. Stay at your job and keep out of trouble. | can't help you
now. "

"Wait!" Sam stared desperately at the cold face of the officer. "I can try
again. "

"He'll never let you get himinto the stadiuma second time. Even if you did,
he woul d beat you just as he did before, and this time he mght kill you in
order to get rid of a nuisance. " Merrill lifted the latch. "Sorry, Sam
better take ny advice and forget it. "

"I can't. " Samlooked ill as he thought about it. "I can't spend the rest of
nmy life tending those damm plants. | won't do it. " He stepped forward, his

eyes appeal ing. "Look, supposing he dies. Never m nd how, but supposing he
does. Whuld | get his job?"

"Maybe. " Merrill pretended to think about it. "Unless of course, you were
arrested for nmurder and sent to the converters. "

"I'l'l take that chance, " said Sam eagerly. "Wel|?"

"If he dies, " said Merrill slowy, "I'lIl be needing a new assistant. " He
opened the door. "It's up to you, Sam It's all up to you. " The door closed
behi nd hi mand Sam sni | ed.

It wasn't a nice smle.



He sat in the roomfor a while, his mnd busy w th unaccustomed thoughts. To
kill was easy, or so he had al ways thought, but to get away with it was the

i mportant thing. The alternative was the converters or, if he took Merrill's
advice, a lifetime of nmenial labor in the farm Thinking about it nade him
feel sick and, as he blamed Jay for his position, he began to hate where

bef ore he had only been contenptuous. By the time he |left the room he was
boiling with rage and al nost frenzied in his desire to kill the nman who stood
bet ween hi m and his anbition.

A coupl e passed himas he entered the corridor, both fully mature, the wonman
wearing the dull beige of the kitchens and the man the gray of waste

recl amati on. The woman stared at hi mand noved towards the vacated room

The man gl anced at Sami s passion-distorted features and | aughed before
foll ow ng the woman into the rec-room

Sam paused, his hands knotting at his sides, fighting the desire to hamer on

the door until it opened and then to smash the | aughing face into pulp. He
tried to control hinself. There would be tine enough for vengeance |ater, nore
time than he woul d need, and the training which Merrill would give himwould

make victory all the easier. But first he had a job to do.

He went | ooking for Jay.

He found himin one of the passages |eading down fromthe upper |evels and,
cursing the people thronging the crowded corridor, began to stalk his victim
like the bl ood-crazed beast he was. Instinctively he took care that he should
not be seen and, with an effort of will, managed to control his features so
that to a casual watcher he woul d appear to be intent on his own business. His
experience in the arena had taught himthat the young man was dangerous, too
dangerous for fair fight, and as he followed the figure in the red shorts, Sam
began running over the tricks Merrill had taught him

Jay was totally unaware of the man behind him He had his own worries and, as
he turned fromthe busy passage into a quieter, nore deserted regi on, he began
to regret having hel ped George escape to No-Wight. It had been easy to talk
of plans but carrying themout was sonething el se. He frowned as he touched
the fol ded bl ue shorts beneath his own red ones and his eyes, as he wal ked

al ong, were never still. He had to find a man to take Curtway's place. Had, in
effect, to nmurder an innocent stranger so that someone could snatch a few nore
weeks of life. At first he had viewed the schene with cold detachnment but, as
time passed, he felt a growing reluctance to do what was necessary.

Operating under orders fromP. P. headquarters was one thing, but acting as a
free-lance was sonething quite different. In the first case he had no
responsibility, no feeling of guilt or shane and he could take a quiet pride
in an effective elimnation as a job done efficiently and well. But now? He
gritted his teeth as he tried to overcone his indoctrination and sel ect a body
with which to stage the "accident. "

He paused before the door of Curtway's cubicle, saw by the external sign that
it was enpty, and wal ked inside. It would be better to have the body

di scovered in its own quarters; it would help identification for one thing,
and for another it gave himtime to set the stage for the "accident" which
nmust al nost conpletely destroy the body. In all the Ship, the only way to do
that was by electrocution, and grimy Jay squatted down beside a nasking plate
and began to undo the fastenings.

He barely heard the soft whisper of feet behind himas Sam|unged to the
attack.

He hal f-turned just in tinme to avoid the full inpact of the blow intended to
snap his vertebrae but even then the side of his neck went nunb and darkness
flooded his vision. Desperately he staggered to his feet, automatically
twisting to avoid the knee thrust at his groin, and tasted blood as fingers
stabbed at his throat. Again the searing, nerve-paralyzing blows tore at his
consci ousness, sapping his strength and dinming his refl exes, so that he

reel ed hel pl essly against the metal wall, the hard surface bruising his cheek
He coul d have died then, would have died if Sam had remai ned cool, but science
yielded to frenzied instinct and Sam forgot what he had been taught. |nstead



of standing back and hitting with cal cul ated precision, he tried to hit too
often and too fast. He slashed at barely seen targets, stabbed at spots not
quite as vul nerable as others, beat with savage but stupid energy at bone and
nmuscl e. He caused pain, the sickening pain of torn nuscle and jarred nerve
but, because of that very pain, he defeated his own ends.

Jay, spurred by his pain, shook off his nunbness and fought back

He was snooth and deliberate, the expert against the amateur, the professiona
assassi n agai nst the woul d-be rmurderer. Sam never stood a chance and when it
was all over, Jay was still only half-aware of what he had done. He |eaned
agai nst the wall, nechanically nassaging his tormented neck; then, as he
stared at the dead man at his feet, he snmiled for the first tinme since

recei ving his assignnent.

The door was cl osed and the signal which would prevent anyone from violating

t he advertised privacy was in place. Quickly Jay stripped the brown shorts
fromthe dead man and exchanged them for the blue ones he had taken from
Curtway. The identity disc was a harder job, and he sweated as he dragged it
fromthe linp wist and replaced it with the other. That done, he stooped over
the masking plate and renoved it fromthe wall, standing it against the bench
before returning to peer into the reveal ed cavity.

Wres ran thick and heavy behind the nmetal of the wall. The triple circuits of
t he Ship, sonme for power, others for light, still others for the energency
illum nation never used and now only assunmed to be in existence. Jay frowned
at them wondering which would be the best for his purpose; then, as he
renenbered another, simlar case, shrugged and dragged the dead body towards

t he openi ng.

It would be a sloppy job. No electronics man in his right mnd would ever
allow himself to be electrocuted, and George was an expert in his trade. For a
monent Jay hesitated, pride of workmanship struggling agai nst sheer necessity;
then, thrusting forward the linp, right hand, he let it fall onto the wires.
The stench was awful. It was a bl end of ozone and burnt bl ood, of charred
flesh and seared netal. It was nauseating, vile and, as blue lightning tore
across the w dening gap between flesh and netal, Jay fought against the desire
to vomt. He swall owed, desperately trying to quell his sickness, and stared
at the bl ackened shape |ying before him

It had been human, nale, had worn blue shorts and still carried a scrap of
metal around the left wist. That was all that could be told. Satisfied, Jay
rose to his feet and stepped towards the door. Somewhere a fuse woul d have

bl own and neters kicked. Watchers would report a power-drop and nen woul d be
sent out to investigate. They would find a dead nmen and an exposed wire. They
woul d report it to Merrill who, because of his job, would state that the
entire occurrence had been an accident. The nen in olive would cone to coll ect
the remains, other nmen would repair the damage, and the thing would be over
and forgotten.

Except for Susan's tears.

She woul d bel i eve her father dead, but there could be no help for that. There
could be no confort, no whispered reassurances, no betrayal of what had really
happened. George Curtway was officially dead-and Jay's |ife depended on
everyone believing that.

He stepped out into the corridor, closing the door behind him and strode

al ong the passage. He felt dirty and his stomach heaved with the renmenbered
odor of roasting neat. It seemed to be all around him to have perneated the
very pores of his skin, to cling to his hair and shorts. He wanted to strip
and step into a shower, to lave his body and wash away the stench, to stare at
an educational tape and cleanse his mnd. He didn't notice Susan until he
bunped into her.

"Jay!" For a monent she clung to him then, remenbering their |ast parting,
nmoved consciously away. "Sorry, but it was really your fault. "

"Forget it. " He stared down at her. "Were are you goi ng?"

"To see Dad. " She attenpted to move past him "Please |et me pass, Jay.
"No. " He took her armand tried to make her walk with him "Let's go and



watch a tape or sonething. | haven't seen you for-"

"Please!" Coldly she renoved his hand, her nose crinkling as if she snelled an
unfam liar scent. "You seemto have a bad nmenory, Jay. | haven't. "

Nurmbl y he wat ched her wal k away from hi m down the passage towards her father's
cubicle. He wanted to stop her, to force her to cone with him to do anything
to prevent her from seeing that sight. But there was nothing he could do.
Not hi ng

He heard her screamas he left the corridor

CHAPTER ELEVEN

GREGSON st ood and watched the machi ne of destiny. It was big, as it had to be
to hold all the filed information, the various educational tapes, the

sel ective master-plates, the cards, the erasers and conputers. In itself it
was a masterpiece of planning, constructed by the builders centuries ago to
serve as a guide and a master above and beyond all limitations of human flesh.
The Ship could forget its purpose, the personnel waste thenselves in anmbition
and sel fish pleasure, the race sicken and die fromstupidity and greed, but
Psycho woul d al ways be ready to give the information to restore the essenti al
bal ance if the project of which it was a part was to succeed.

And yet it was not wholly omipotent. It could advise but it still needed the
human touch to transformits dictates into action. Looking at it, Gregson felt
a quiet pride in being one of the few elect. He turned as Conway came towards
hi m

The psychol ogist carried a thin sheaf of plastic cards, rejects fromthe file
banks, now erased and ready for further duty. He dunped theminto a hopper
threw a lever, and sniled as a man who sees the conpletion of a job well done.
"Fascinating, isn't it, Gegson?" Conway rested his hand on the metal casing
of the machine. "Just think, inside there are the full details of every nman
and worman, child and newborn babe aboard the Ship. Every tiny detail, fed in
fragment by fragment from Medical, Cenetics, Supply, the Kitchens, the
observers, all correlated and intermeshed by Psycho into a conposite whole so
that, at any noment, we can determ ne the efficiency-rating of anyone we wi sh.
"Anyone?" G egson's expression matched the dryness of his tones. "The
Capt ai n?"

"Not the Captain, at least | don't think so. " Conway | ooked disturbed. "He
can't be, can he?"

"Not at his age he can't.
"Well, then, everyone except the Captain. Conway caressed the nachi ne agai n.
"The nmore you think about it, the nore wonderful Psycho becones. It selects
and channel s the educational tapes, determ nes the exact anount of al

mat eri al aboard, maintains the tenperature and humidity of the air, keeps-"
"It's a machine, " interrupted G egson harshly. "Nothing nore than an

el aborate el ectronic device. Stop tal king about it as though it was a god.
"I trust Psycho, " said Conway nechanically. He | ooked over his shoul der at
where an assistant worked at a desk, and | owered his voice. "Control yourself,
Gregson. W may be observed. "

"Quentin is no god either. "
t hough it were a human enemy. "He is an old nan, too old.
"He's still the Captain. "

"There were other Captains before Quentin, said Greg-son deliberately, "and
there will be others after him How long nust we let himlive before making a
change?"

"Are you insane!" Conway stepped forward, his eyes fearful as he stared around
him "If he should learn of this... "

"Why shoul d he?" G egson shrugged but when he spoke again it was al nost a

whi sper. "Rel ax, Conway. We're al one now and there's no need for us to pretend
to each other. Is Quentin's card in Psycho?"

"I don't know. He's the only person in the Ship who doesn't wear an identity
disc. His card may be filed with the others, but howcan | tell? Wthout his

Gregson stared at the snooth bul k of Psycho as



nunber it would be inpossible to find.
"It isn't in there, then, " said Gegson with quiet certainty. "The first
thing any Captain with sense would do would be to renpve it. Quentin is no
fool, he wouldn't be the Captain if he were, and no fool would have managed to
stay alive so long. " H s eyes as he stared at Conway held a sick envy. "How
old would you say he is, Conway?"

"Thirteenth generation?" The psychol ogi st shrugged. "I don't know. How is an
ol d man supposed to | ook, Gregson? |'ve never seen one to base an estimate on
Quentin could be thirteenth or even twelfth, but I'monly guessing. "

"Say thirteenth, " whispered G egson. "That woul d nake hi m anyt hi ng between
seventy-seven and fifty-eight years old. " He licked his lips. "Twelfth?
Twenty years nore? Is it possible, Conway? Could a man live al nost a hundred
year s?"

"No. "

"Are you sure?"

"No, |'mnot sure, snapped the psychologist irritably. "How could | be? But
the thing is against all logic. You heard what Mlick said: a man's useful ness
ends once he has fathered the new generation, and we know t hat Psycho

determ nes the |ife expectancy at around forty years. The builders set that
figure, and the buil ders knew what they were doing. After forty a man's
efficiency begins to fail. Can you inmagine what state a man would be in if, by
some miracle, he nanaged to live so | ong? The concept is |udicrous. "

"Perhaps you're right. " Gregson seened reluctant to dismss the idea. "Put it
at seventy then, or even sixty. That's still twenty years beyond the normal
expectancy. A full generation!"

"For the Captain only, " rem nded Conway. "The rest of us still wear our discs
and our cards are still filed in Psycho. "

"Yes. " Gregson stared at the humped bul k of the machine. "Of course. And at
any time those cards could be sorted, rejected, expelled and sent down to ne.
" He | ooked at Conway. "To the executioner. "

"I know it. " Conway shuddered at an unpl easant nmenory. "Every time | threw
the trip-lever to expel the [atest batch, | wondered whether or not ny card
woul d be anmong them Sonetines | couldn't stand the strain and had to call an
assistant to take over. "

"But not now. "

"No. " Conway gl anced at Gregson as a dog nmight lick its master's hand. "You
ended that nightmare. "

"Postponed it, " corrected the chief of psych-police. "W still wear our discs
and are still vulnerable to questions. Both of us are fourteenth generation
Nei t her of us is young. Qthers are watching us-mnmy officers, your assistants,
even the Captain. One day soneone is going to ask sone pertinent questions and
when they do... " He shrugged.

"You'll take care of that, " stamrered Conway. "You took care of the other
thing, didn't you?"

"I showed you what to do and you did it. Anyone but a fool would have thought
of it for hinself, but, even if you had, you would still have needed ne as |
needed you. "

Gregson rested his hand on the nachine. "Even at that we were discovered. An
el ectroni cs engi neer stunbled on sonething and requested an interview with the
Captain. "

"I remenber that. Conway | ooked troubled. "What's going to happen?"

"Not hing, the man is dead. " Gegson smiled with conscious power. "Didn't you
expel his card for nme. Wat else could | do but order his elimnnation?"

"So we're safe then. " Conway sagged with relief. "Good. For a nonment there
you had ne worried, Gregson, but with you controlling the police and with ne

i n charge of Psycho, nothing can go wong. " He frowned. "I wish | could find
out what it was that man discovered. If he found it, then others could. "
"Forget it. He's dead and, if others ask too many questions, they will die

al so. Gregson gl anced around to nake sure that they weren't overheard. "CQur
bi ggest danger is Quentin. | don't like the way he stares at ne and |'ve the



feeling he's up to sonething. | think that it's time we noved in.
"Mutiny?" Conway shook his head. "No, Gregson. | won't stand for that.
"Who sai d anything about mutiny? Quentin is old, and old nmen die... it happens
all the time. If Quentin died, then we'd have to appoint a new Captain. The
only problem we have to face is who? Not Henderley, not Folden, and certainly
not Malick. The man's alnpbst insane as it is with his babble about tapes
showi ng meat eating. You? How | ong woul d you | ast al one? No, Conway, |'m going
to be the next Captain. Help me and your life is secure. Oppose nme and |'|
have to arrange an 'accident'. "

"I won't oppose you, but I won't help you nutiny either. Conway spoke with a
lifetime of indoctrination against the concept of forcible overthrow of

authority. "If Quentin should die, that's different. 1'll stand by you as the
new Captain. "
"Yes, " said Gregson dryly. "After all, there's nothing el se you can do, is

there? As Captain |'d be the one man in the Ship to safeguard your secret.
He stepped away as the assistant, apparently finishing his task, rose fromhis
desk and cane towards them

"Well, Conway, " he said for the other's benefit. "G ve me the cards and | et
me get on with the elimnations. |1've still got the Barb problemto worry
about. "

"Any fresh news on that?" Conway nodded to his assistant and reached for a

| ever, one of many on a panel before him "Maybe it would be as well to |et
them al one. If Henderley is right."

"Henderley is a fool. He underrates the danger of starving nmen. He tal ks of
canni balism and forgets that meat eating is unthinkable to any normal person
" H's face darkened and he | eaned forward as the psychol ogist tripped the

[ ever. "1 wonder how many this tinme?"

"Can't tell. " Conway stepped beside himas he stared at the di sposal tray.
"The whol e operation is automatic. Psycho is scanning the cards now for any
which do not fit into the pre-selected master pattern. Al unfit will be
rejected. " His voice warnmed as he waited for the machine to finish its task.

"It's really wonderful you know, Gregson. It's like building a new race on a
previously deternmined matrix. Elimnate the unfit and save the essentials. "
"Then we nust have a perfect race, " said Gregson drily as he | ooked at the
enpty tray. "No rejects?"

"Not as many as there have been, admtted Conway. "I don't understand it,

but Psycho can't be wong. " He smiled as two cards fell into the tray. "Two
out of five thousand. Here. He picked up the cards, scanned them and passed
themto Gregson. "A wonan, Julia Connors, sanitation, sector Four and a man,
Sam Al dway, hydroponics, sector five. "

"Agai n?" Gregson glanced casually at the cards. "Sector five seens to be
getting nore than its fair share of elim nations recently. " He shrugged. "W
should worry, just so long as it isn't us, eh?" He |laughed and, after a
nmonent, Conway and the assistant |aughed with him

The assistant was the only one not genuinely anused.

Aside fromthe communications nan and Carter, the stand-by officer
headquarters was enpty when Gregson returned. Wiile waiting for Jay to answer
hi s code signal he | eaned back and, in the privacy of his office, surveyed his
pl ans. Conway had been useful, mght still be of sone assistance, but, because
of what he knew, would have to be elimnated as soon as Gregson had achieved
his anbition. Malick too, the geneticist, was obviously irrational and, unless
controll ed, m ght cause |later trouble. Henderley and Fol den coul d conti nue on
the Council for awhile, but Conway would certainly have to be disposed of.
Merrill too.

Gregson was anbitious enough to take risks, but not fool enough to be blind to
the anmbitions of others. Merrill was untrustworthy and a defense would have to
be found against him No man could rule | onger than his conpanions allowed him
and, with anbitious nen, any rule would seemtoo |long. Gregson sat in his
chair and hooded his eyes as he thought of the Captain.

Quentin was an old, senile fool-or was he? To the young all old men are fools,



for the young insist on mstaking caution for fear, cool thinking for
stupidity, tolerance for weakness. Quentin was old, fantastically old, sixty
at | east and maybe nore, and he had been Captain for as |ong as G egson could
renmenber. But did nere age automatically qualify himfor stupidity? G egson
si ghed as he thought about it, then sat upright as Jay entered the office.
"You sent for me?" Jay |ooked tired. He had nmanaged to get a shower but stil
felt unclean. He doubted whether a full soaking for a good ten mi nutes would
serve to wash away the lingering traces of the odor surrounding him

"Yes. " Gregson picked up the assignnent card and threw it towards the

of ficer. "Another job in your sector. The other one conpleted yet?"

"Yes. " Jay stared nunbly at the card and managed to control his instinctive
reaction. Sam Al dway! The man he had planted to replace Curtway's m ssing
body. The problem instead of being solved, had only been postponed. He stil
had to find and elim nate an innocent stranger and, for a nonment, he had a

ni ght mare of continual assignnents, each for the man he had just killed. He
becanme aware of G egson's eyes.

" Somet hi ng wr ong?"

"No. " Jay returned the assignment card to the desk. "Wy do you ask?"

"You | ooked odd. Sorry to keep you so busy but you know how these things are.

They average out and you'll probably be bored to tears during the next few
nont hs. "

"You think so?" Jay didn't respond to the friendliness in the other's voice.
"I"'msure of it. | remenber one tine when... " G egson broke off as the door
opened and Merrill entered the office. "Wiat do you want? Didn't they tell you
that I was engaged?"

"They did, but it can't wait. " Merrill smled with secret know edge and

stared at Jay. "You'd better change. You | ook better in red shorts.
"Change?" Jay felt his stomach tighten with apprehension. "Wy? Wat's w ong?"
"You'll find out. "

Jay hesitated, then, at Gregson's curt nod, reversed his black shorts and
donned themred side outwards. Merrill watched him a faint grin of triunph
lurking at the corners of his mouth, then jerked his thunb towards the door
"Qutside. There's soneone out there who wants to see you. "

"Hold it a second. " Gegson stepped from behind his desk. "I give the orders,
Merrill. Now, what's wong?"

"Ask Jay. "

"I asked you, snapped Gregson inpatiently. "Don't get too big for yourself,
Merrill. | suggest that you renenber a conversation we had a short while ago.

"I"'mrenenbering. " Merrill didn't trouble to hide his enjoynent. "That's what
makes this so sweet. Jay's bungled a job and nanaged to do it perfectly. He
not only electrocuted an electronics engineer, initself so stupid as to be
incredible, but he did the job in the man's own cubicle and before a wtness.
| received the official conplaint even before | had viewed the body. Nane,
time, place-everything. " He smled at Jay. "You nust have really been trying,
"Shut up!" Gregson bit at his lower lip. "Did you bring the witness in
quietly?"

"Quietly?" Merrill shrugged. "She was in the center of a crowd when | arrived.
Her brother, who is also an electronics man, was with her and about a couple
of dozen others. They all heard her name the accused and make the offi cial
conplaint. Her brother swore that he'd nake it his business to see that the
killer was brought to justice. Get rid of the witness and you'll have every

el ectronics man in the Ship asking questions, let alone trouble with Genetics
for disposing of a marriageable female. ™

"Waste!" Gregson glared at Merrill's smiling face. "Fetch the wtness. And

wi pe that grin off your face too-this is a serious matter. " He stared at Jay.
"Curtway?"

"Yes. "

"I's Merrill telling the truth?"



"I don't know, said Jay mserably, "I had to rush the job, that part is

true, but-"

"But the man is dead?"

"Yes. "

"I see. " Gregson stood for a nmoment, his face bleak with' thought. "You were

a fool, West, " he said dispassionately, "but maybe we can manage to settle
this. Did the girl actually see you elinmnate the man?"

"Of course not. "

"Good. " Gregson turned towards the door as Merrill, acconpanied by a woman,
entered the inner office. "My officer informs me that you wi sh to nake an
accusation, " he rapped. "lIs that correct?"

"It is. " Susan stared with tear-swollen eyes directly towards Jay. "There he
is. That is the man who killed ny father. " She pointed towards himand Jay
could al nost feel her radiated scorn and hatred. "I accuse that man of nurder

and demand the full punishnment as laid down in the Ship's Code!"
The full punishnment was agoni zi ng deat h.

CHAPTER TVEELVE

FOR A LONG MOMENT no one noved or spoke. Finally, as Susan let her armfall to
her side and bowed her head, Gregson stepped behind his desk arid sat down.
"Let us have sone self-control here, " he said coldly. "Merrill, if the girl
can't stop crying take her out until she can. This office is not the place for
tears. "

The very harshness of his voice produced the desired result. Susan dabbed at
her eyes, lifted her head, and allowed Merrill to seat her in a chair. Gegson
gestured for Jay to seat himself and | ooked at Merrill.

"Report. "

"I was notified of a power drop by electronics and went to the cubicle at
fault. On arrival | was accosted by this young wonan who accused a certain
ventil ation engi neer nanmed Jay West of the nurder of her father. On

i nvestigation | found within the cubicle the body of a man, wearing the
identity disc of George Curtway and the blue shorts of an el ectronic engineer
The man had died from el ectrocution. "

"I see. " Gregson stared at Susan. "You realize, of course, the seriousness of
this accusation. Miurder, together with mutiny and waste, is a crine punishable
by death. In the case of wanton, preneditated nmurder together with nutiny, the
death penalty also carries the punishment of torture. " He paused. "I nmention
this so that you may be aware of the gravity of the charge. "

"I hope they make him scream for years, " said Susan viciously. "He killed ny
father. " She did not |ook at Jay. Gregson sighed.

"You actually saw the crinme committed?"

"OfF course not, " she snapped. "Wuld | have stood by and watched ny father
bei ng mnur der ed?"

"Then what mekes you so certain that this man is the guilty party?" Gegson

gl anced at Merrill. "How old was the deceased?"

"Fourteenth generation, " said Merrill easily. "He was an expert electronic
engi neer. "

"I asked you his age, not his capabilities. " Gegson softened his voice as he

spoke to the girl. "You see? Your father was an old nman, ny dear, and old nen
aren't always predictable. There is no proof that anyone killed himat all. "
"He's dead, isn't he?"

"Of course, but the death coul d have been acci dental
"No. "

"You can't be sure of that, insisted Gregson gently. "W of the
psych-police, perhaps better than anyone el se, know how soon a man can | ose
his mental stability when he nears his fortieth year. Perhaps your father felt
his com ng decline and, though | hesitate to suggest it, he may have deci ded
to terminate his owmn life. "

"Ri diculous!" Susan shifted angrily in her chair and gl ared her contenpt at

t he suggestion. "My father woul d never have commtted suicide. "



"How can you be certain of that?" G egson stared down at the surface of his
desk then | ooked directly at the girl. "The very nmethod of death is..
suggestive, don't you think? Wio better than an expert in electronics would
know just where the heavy current cables were to be found? Such a man woul d
know how qui ck and painl ess death fromelectrocution would be. It seens

| ogi cal to assune that your father may have chosen that way to end his life.
"My father was sane, " stated Susan flatly. "He was as efficient and as
capabl e as he had ever been. He was old, true, but not that old. He was

nmur dered. "

Looki ng at her, Jay had to admire her spirit. She knew nothing of the policy
of the psych-police, naturally, and to her Gregson nust seema tedious old man
trying to avoid the issue so that he could save hinmself work. Skillful

handling by Merrill could have saved this situation but, glancing at the
of ficer, Jay knew that, even if Susan hadn't nade the accusation, she would
have been encouraged into it. For some reason Merrill hated Jay, and now he

saw his way to get rid of an eneny.

And he had an excell ent chance of doing just that.

If Jay admitted killing Curtway then he was slated for punishment beneath the
Ship's Code. Gregson coul dn't cover himup now, not when the accusation had
been nade public, and even if he could Jay had a shrewd idea that Merril
wouldn't et him If Jay told the truth, that he hadn't killed Susan's father
then he was in equal danger of elimnation from Gegson for having failed his
duty. Either way he was in danger of his life and, if George had spoken the
truth, Gregson would be merciless. Jay | eaned forward as Gregson spoke again.
"You have nmade an accusation, " he said to Susan. "Your evidence?"

"I met this man, " again she made a point of not |ooking at Jay, "imediately
prior to finding the body of ny father. There was no reason for himto be in
that quarter. "

"Unwar rant ed assunption, " snapped G egson. "That is not proof.
"I have reason to believe, " she continued stiffly, "that ny father had cause
to speak to this nan on certain private matters. My father was no duelist and

woul d refuse to fight anyone no matter what the provocation. | suggest that
this man was goaded into killing ny father because he couldn't nurder himin
the arena. "

"That isn't true, " blurted Jay. "l1've never fought in the stadium either

... " He swallowed as he renenbered the telltale red dot on the inside of his
left forearm As yet he'd had no chance to have it renoved and he was acutely
consci ous of both Merrill and the girl looking at it. "I did not dislike your
father, " he nmuttered, "and | didn't want to fight with him
"That's not true, " flared Susan. "My brother will testify that on approaching
my father's cubicle, he heard raised voices and this man denmandi ng that ny
father should neet himin the arena for some fancied insult. Fred, ny brother
didn't wish to violate privacy and wal ked away. " She bit down on her | ower
lip. "That was the last tine either of us heard ny father alive. "

"Still hardly proof of nurder, " snapped Gregson. "Is that all?"

"Seens pretty conclusive to ne, " said Merrill. "If the brother can swear that
West was in the cubicle with Curtway and this girl saw himoutside within
seconds after finding the body.... " He shrugged.

"I did not ask for your opinion, " said Gegson coldly. He | ooked at Susan
"Have you any other testinmony?"

"When | met him " Susan gestured towards Jay, "l noticed sonething odd about
him W' d quarreled, never mnd about what, and yet he seened too friendly and
wanted to take me away fromthe area. "

"Perhaps he was sorry for the quarrel and wanted to restore hinself in your
good graces?"

"No. It wasn't that. " She frowned as if trying to stir her menory. "There was
somet hing el se. There was an odor, a horrible burnt kind of snmell around himl
don't know how to describe it. " Her face twisted in sudden enotion. "I
snel l ed the sane kind of odor when-"

"The body was burned beyond all recognition

explained Merrill to G egson.



"The charred odor was still very distinctive when |I arrived
"I see. " Gregson rested his head on the tips of his fingers, his el bows
supported on the desk, and stared down at his papers for a nmonment as if |ost
in involved thought. Then he | ooked at the others, his face harsh and bl eak
his eyes narrowed as he stared fromface to face.

"You have heard the accusation and testinmony, " he said to Jay. "Can you
refute thenP"

"There is nothing for me to refute, said Jay easily. "Surm se, assunption
and sheer coincidence. " He stared appealingly at Susan. "I did not kill this
young lady's father. He was nmy friend, | knew the entire famly, and | swear
to her on my hope of life that | did not do as she accuses. "

"Do you believe hin?" Gregson stared at Susan

"“No. "

"You have no real proof, " insisted Gegson. "Personally | could hardly bring
nmysel f to sentence this man w thout rmuch firmer evidence. I.... "

H s voice droned on but Jay was hardly listening. He was waiting for the

obvi ous suggestion and, as Gregson spoke, he wondered why it hadn't already
been nade. There was one certain way to test the guilt or innocence of any
man. The lie detectors were part of Psycho, fool-proof, alnpst omnipotent in
their efficiency. Susan, as yet, hadn't demanded their use. Perhaps she hadn't
t hought of it; perhaps, even now, she didn't really believe that he was guilty
of the crinme, however much outraged fem nine pride had nade her accuse him
Gregson, of course, wouldn't mention them As far as he was concerned, Jay had
killed the man and any evidence only went to strengthen that belief. The job
had been alnmpst crimnal in its careless inefficiency, but these things had
happened before and, to an extent, were tolerated for one tinme at |east.
Merrill proved to be the Judas.

Susan was wavering, Jay could see that, could see too that G egson would
snoot h her down, send her on her way and | ater report the finding of the
"murderer” and his subsequent "death. " A nice, normal, easy way out of an
unpl easant difficulty.

" so you see, ny dear, soot hed Gregson, "you nust leave it to us. The
psych-police aren't as stupid as sonme people seemto think. There are certain
tests and, even if we have to check every man and wonan in the sector, we
shall be able to either prove that your father was nmurdered or that his death
was an unfortunate accident. "

"Tests?" Susan frowned. "How do you nean?"

"The odor you mentioned, " explained Gegson easily. "W know that tiny
particles which constitute what is known as an 'odor' can be found on the skin
and clothing of any who were present. There are other things, perspiration

i ndex, for one and-"

"The lie detectors, " said Merrill.

"Exactly. " Gregson didn't |ook at the officer but Jay could tell by the
slight withing of nuscle along the edge of the jaw just how Gregson felt. "As
| was saying-"

"This whole thing could be cleared up now, " insisted Merrill. "Wy don't you
just put the accused to the test' and done with it?" He | ooked at Susan
"You' d be satisfied then, wouldn't you? If this man answers truthfully whet her
or not he killed your father then you could go back and tell the others. If

i nnocent you could clear his name. If guilty.... " Merrill shrugged
"Personally, I'msurprised that he hasn't requested it hinself if he's

i nnocent of the charge. "

And that was that.

Nurmbly Jay grasped the twin el ectrodes and prepared to answer the questions.
There was no hope of evasion, any lie would reveal itself in a flash of red
across the signal plate, the truth with a flash of green. In ninutes now,
seconds even, the truth would come out. He only hoped that part would be
reveal ed, not the whole. He tensed as Gregson | eaned forward.

"Did you kill my father?" It was Susan who asked the question. She had risen
in her excitenent, her eyes anxi ous as she blurted the question, and Jay coul d



guess that now, after the shock of finding the body had worn off a little, she
desperately wanted to find himinnocent. Jay | ooked directly into her eyes as
he answer ed.

"No. "

Green, a wash of color across the blank surface of the detection plate and,
with the gl owi ng color Susan seenmed to recover new life.

"I knew it, " she whispered. "All the time | really knew that you coul dn't
have done it, but I wasn't sure. Ch, Jay!" She was in his arnms then, the
wonder ful softness of her hair against his cheek and, for a nmonent, he rel axed

to the nearness of her warnth and beauty. Merrill's voice jerked himback to
reality.

"It's fixed! The detectors are fixed!" He stared wildly at Gregson, then at
Jay. "You-"

"Be silent!" Gregson rose fromhis seat and stepped from behind his desk with
a snmoot h coordi nati on of nuscul ar power. "Take the girl back to her sector and
return to duty. "

" But - "

"You heard my orders, Merrilll™

"I heard them " said the officer stubbornly, "but | don't like it. "

"The detectors cannot be 'fixed as you call it, " snapped G egson
impatiently. "This man did not kill this girl's father. He is innocent of the

accusati on. He stared at Susan. "You will, of course, spread this
information to all who may be interested. You have accused an innocent man
and, while | can understand and synpathize with your enotional upset, you
still owe it both to the psych-police and to Jay Wst to undo the harm you may
have done. " He pointed towards the door. "You may | eave now. Merrill! Cbey
your orders. "

For a nonent the officer hesitated, doubt struggling with his own know edge;
then, as he stared at Gregson's taut features, he shrugged and | ed the way
fromthe inner office. Jay was about to follow himwhen G egson called him
back.

"Not you West. Stay here. "

Jay knew what was coning, had known it fromthe first. He had not killed the
man he shoul d; G egson knew it, Merrill would have too if he had stopped to
think on the exact phraseol ogy of the question, and now he had to answer for
his failure. Tiredly he slunped back into the chair.

"You were lucky, " said Gregson unexpectedly. "Did you realize that?"

Jay shrugged, not answeri ng.

"If the question had been 'Did you kill a man?' your answer woul d have
automatically convicted you to death by torture. Psycho woul d have seen to
that, or the Captain rather, which is nuch the sane thing. " Gegson stared
t houghtfully at the young man. "Wo did you kill?"

"CQurtway. "

"Don't bother to lie to me, West. Merrill may think that the detectors have
been fixed, but | know that they haven't. You didn't kill George Curtway. You
kill ed someone el se and planted the body in the place of your assignment. "
Gregson nodded. "I'd wondered about your apparent carel essness; sloppy work
isn"t like you, and that job was ludicrously inefficient on the surface. You
had to choose el ectrocution because nothing el se woul d have di sfigured the

body beyond recognition. " G egson nodded again as if pleased at solving a
problem "Who was it?"
"Sam Al dway. " Jay pointed to the assignment card on the desk. "I'm

anticipating. You can cross himoff already.
"And Curtway?"

Jay remai ned silent.

"You've failed in your duty, West, " said Gegson coldly, and now there was no
trace of his former friendliness in his tone. "You know the penalty for that.
" He |l eaned forward and stared at Jay. "Wy did you let himlive?"

Gregson didn't use the lie detectors, the obvious and sinplest nethod of
acquiring tested informati on and, |ooking at the chief of psych-police, Jay



began to guess why. Tests on the detectors were recorded on tape and
transmtted to Psycho. Others could possibly replay that information, the
Captain certainly, though there was no indication that he ever did. Gegson
was being cautious and, realizing that fact, Jay felt a first glinmer of hope.
"I"'min love with his daughter, " he admitted. "I just couldn't elimnate her
father. "

"It that your only reason?"

"Yes. Sam Al dway, the man | killed, picked a quarrel with ne. " Jay shrugged.
"l saw a chance to nmake the switch and took it. "

"I see. " Gregson sighed with something like relief. "You know that Psycho
determ ned Curtway's death and you know that it is our job to elimnate the
unfit as ordered by the machi ne?"

"l do. "

"You know too the penalty for inefficiency?"

"Yes. "

"You're in trouble, West, " said Gegson softly. "If | relay this information
to Psycho, Merrill will take great pleasure in elimnating you. " He paused

"Where is Curtway?"

"l don't know. "

"But you could find hin®"

"Yes, | think so. "

"Find him West, " ordered Gregson. "Find himand elimnate him Wen you have
done that notify me personally so that | can exam ne the body. Do that and
"Il forget to relay your inefficiency to Psycho. " He smled wthout hunor
and, watching him Jay was rem nded nore than ever of a feline.

"Find and kill that nman, West-or die. "

He was still smiling as Jay left the office.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

THE SHI P was a murmuring throb of whispering sound. The eternal, inevitable
vibration of life trapped in a medi um of enptiness and silence. It was
conforting in a way to hear it, to feel the subtle quiver of footsteps, the
soft drone of engines, the nyriad sounds of five thousand people |iving and
breat hi ng, | oving and hopi ng, playing and working in the titanic netal egg

whi ch was their universe and their home. George Curtway had known that sound
all his life, had been born to it, lived with it, felt it as a part of him
Now, lying in the thick, alnost tangible darkness of No-Wight, he clung to it
as the one fanmliar thing in a world of terror

He was afraid.

He was afraid of the darkness, the enptiness, the unseen vastness of the space
around the central axis. Never before in his Iife had he been in any space

| arger than the exercise roomnms; there had al ways been others around him and
even in the privacy of his own cubicle or the common rec-roons, he'd had the
conforting know edge that others were within a few yards of him Now,
suffering fromthe twin fears of darkness and agoraphobia, he stared, wide
eyed into the surroundi ng darkness.

He had not noved far since Jay had left him He had tried to sleep a little,
but had not felt tired. He didn't feel hungry either, and had | ong ago | ost
all track of tine.

He coul d have drifted in darkness for an hour, or a week, or a nonth. He
didn't know.

He started as a slight sound canme fromthe darkness before him a soft, al nost
i naudi bl e scraping, a sound as of an indrawn breath, the slight stir of
disturbed air. It wasn't the first time he had heard such sounds but he didn't
yield to superstitious terrors. Ghosts, goblins, elves, fairies, ghouls and
vanmpires, the whole realmand term nol ogy of the shadowworld of darkness and
ni ght, had died for the Ship's personnel when they had left their own world.
If there was a noise in the darkness, then it nust have been made by living
persons, and George wanted to know who they were.

"Who's there?"



Sil ence. The snothered sound of a | augh. Again the scraping as of sonmeone

ki cki ng agai nst netal and | aunching hinmself through space. Cautiously George
shifted his position and strained his ears for further betraying sounds.

The clang of nmetal ruined his concentration, and |light, stream ng through an
open hatch, caught his attention. A dark shape squeezed through the opening as
Ceorge kicked hinself towards it.

"Jay?"

"I's that you, Ceorge?" The young officer drew hinmself clear of the hatch
reached out and swung the door shut after him "Let's get away from here.
"What ' s happened?" Ceorge allowed hinself to be | ed away fromthe hatch
gripping the armof the officer tightly as they drifted through darkness
towards an unknown desti nation

"Gregson knows that you're still alive. " Rapidly Jay told of the accusation,
i mpronptu trial, and Gregson's ultimatum "He followed me, of course, but |
had expected that. | nanaged to dodge himlong enough for ne to pass through
the hatch. " Jay swore as netal bruised his face. "Waste! Wiy can't we have
lights in here?"

Li ght cane at that nonent, a shaft of brilliance fromthe newy opened hatch
and a man's head and shoul ders were visible as he peered into No-Wight. Jay
twi sted as he stared towards the illum nati on and caught a dimy-seen girder

to steady hinself.

"Gregson. If he finds us he'll kill us both.
"If he can, " said Ceorge grimy. He stared at the barely revealed latticework
of stanchions and girders. "Even with lights he'll have a hard job to find us
in here. "

"He knows that. " Jay grunted as the hatch sl ammed shut and darkness returned.
"He'll lock the door and seal us in. Let's hope that he'll be satisfied to

| eave us al one now. "

"You think he will?" George didn't sound too hopeful. As the darkness cl osed
around them he felt a return of his unfam liar fears and, even though now he
had company, he didn't relish the thought of spending an indefinite period in
t he | oneliness of No-Wight.

"No, " admitted Jay. "He wants us dead. You because for sone reason he's
afraid of you, and nme because | let you live. " In the darkness he sought and
found the other's arm "What's all this about, George? Wiy should G egson be
afraid of you?"

"I told you, Jay. | found out that he has cheated on Psycho and avoi ded his
own death. "

"So you told me, but what proof have you? Even if you did nanage to get to the
Captai n and nake your accusation, could you make it stick?" Jay wi ped at his
forehead, half-annoyed with hinself to find it nmoist with perspiration. Now
that the swift rush of action was over, he felt the enmotional collapse of the
reaction and its attendant depression

Like it or not, he was as good as dead. Trapped in No-Wight he would starve
or die of thirst. The exits were all guarded, the emergency hatches | ocked
and, even if Gegson left them al one, neither he nor George had any chance of
reaching the Captain. In effect, they had chosen to hide in their own tonb.
"Once we get to the Captain, " George said, "I can prove what | say. " He
hesitated. "Do you know anythi ng about electronics, Jay? O the workings of
Psycho?"

"Alittle, not much
"Psycho is a kind of electronic sieve. Everyone has a card-it's really a sheet
of metallic plastic inpressed with varying degrees of magneti smand those
cards are sorted and conpared to a nmaster plate in the nachine itself. All
cards not neeting specifications are ejected. You know what happens to them
better than | do, but that isn't inportant. | only guessed at the real purpose
of those cards after | had made my check and found out what had happened. "
"And that was?"

"That totals of the cards issued, the cards renmining, and the cards erased
shoul d al ways be the sanme. In other words the Ship left Earth with a certain



amount of cards. That total should now be the sane. Well, it isn't.
"Perhaps they lost one, " said Jay. "Or destroyed one.
"No. Those cards operate on a closed circuit. They are ejected, erased,

refiled and re-used. A record is kept of the exact nunber at each stage of the

operation together with a punched tape signifying disposals, etc. " Ceorge
paused. "I found that there are two cards mssing. "
"That isn't inmportant, " Jay snapped irritably. "I've seen those cards.

Per haps someone | ost one in sone way. Waste, Ceorge! In three hundred years it
woul dn't be hard to |l ose a card or two."

"You mss the point, Jay. " Ceorge sounded as if he were explaining why two
and two shoul d al ways make four. "The cards you've seen aren't the ones from
the machines. Wien | talk of ejected cards | don't mean the copies you' ve
seen. The cards thenselves remain within Psycho. Once scanned and found
wanting, a copy of nane and nunber is made, the copy ejected and the origina
erased and refiled. The copies are usable nore than once. In effect no card,
as | use the term ever |eaves the machine. "

"So? Where does that get us?"

"Someone has tanpered with Psycho. Has | ocated two cards, renoved them and
possi bly destroyed them " George sighed at the other's silence. "Can't you
see it yet, Jay?" "Suppose that your card is in the machine. You know that one

day, you don't know just when, that card will be scanned and ejected. Wen
t hat happens, you know that you are due to die. You don't want to die. Wat do
you do?"

"Take out the card, Jay answered automatically, then swore. "Is that what
happened? Is it possibl e?"

"Yes, to both questions. It is possible, if you know all about the machine. |
m ght be able to do it-but it wouldn't be easy. "

"G egson?"

"He would have to be in on it. As chief of psych-police he would be the first
to get curious and suspicious. "

"But he couldn't renove the cards?"

"No. "
"Who t hen?"

"I don't know, " said CGeorge slowy. "lI've not had tine to give this thing
much thought. | only stunbl ed upon the discrepancy in the grand totals a short
whi | e ago, and you know what's happened since then. | knew that G egson mnust

be i nmplicated because of his position but even then | didn't know about the
program of elimnation. You taught me about that, though |I had had ny
suspicions as | told you. "

"It doesn't nake sense, " protested Jay. "Wy should G egson do that? Al he
needed to have done was to wait until his card was ejected and then destroy
it. As chief of psych-police no one need ever have known. "

"It couldn't have been as sinple as that, Jay. Qther nmen have been in
Gregson's position, and | assume that they were all elimnated when their turn
cane. " CGeorge sucked in his breath. "You know, the nore | think about it the
nore conplicated it all becomes. Wio elinm nates the psych-police? Wo deci des
when the chief is due for death? There nmust be sone check or safeguard, Jay-if
there weren't we'd have had a despotismcenturies ago. "

"We know our responsibilities, " Jay said curtly. He didn't want to explain
how each officer carried the know edge of his fate with him.. how, sonetinmes
in the silent darkness of their lonely cubicles, they awke to sweating fear
of the unavoi dable. He blinked in a sudden flood of |ight.

"The lights!" Ceorge stared at the rows of gl ow ng tubes. "Sonmeone's turned on
the lights!™"

"Gregson. " Jay felt a sudden nausea as he | ooked at the inmensity of

No- Wi ght and clutched at a girder for support. He had never, in all his life,
seen anything as big before. It was incredible in its sheer vastness, a

col ossal tube fully a hundred yards across, so long that its sides dimnished
in perspective. Grders ringed a conplex latticework of thick metal struts and
st anchi ons, webbed in the center to a unified whole fromwhich spread the



ranked | ayers of the Ship itself.

"It's big, " whispered George and his knuckles as he gripped the stanchion
showed white beneath the strain. "It nust be the biggest thing in the Ship.
Whi ch, of course, wasn't true. No-Wight, because of the preponderance of
girders and essential fabric, the lowgravity at the perinmeter and the absence
of it at the central axis, was nerely the | argest unused space in the Ship.
Even at that the builders had found a use for it. Stale air, rising fromthe

| ower |evels, was piped to No-Wight where it was in turn bl own down to the
gardens, there to be circul ated over the acres of carbon-dioxide renoving

pl ants and adjusted for optimm human consunption. But to a man whose horizon
had al ways been the metal walls of cubicle or corridor, No-Wight was big.
Sounds echoed through the silence; the clang of metal and the soft shuffle of
distant feet. Down the brilliantly lit tube, | ooking tiny and insignificant
agai nst the incredible thickness of the girders, nmen streaned through an open
door. Jay |l ooked at them narrowi ng his eyes as he tried to focus on the
unaccust omed di stance, then turned his head as sinmilar sounds echoed from near
at hand.

"What' s happeni ng?" whi spered CGeorge, instinctively keeping his voice lowin

t he echoi ng vastness. "W are they? What are they doing here?"

"Gregson, " said Jay again, and tasted a bitterness in his nmouth as he | ooked
at the new arrivals. They were strangers but he recognized the type. The
hangers on at the stadiuns, the nen who found pl easure in watching pain and
struggle, the frustrated bei ngs who, denied the very thing for which they had
been bred, found escape on personal comnbat and vicarious battle. Ohers were
anong them famliar shapes wearing the black shorts of the psych-police and,
fromthe hands of both police and strangers, little flashes of netallic
brilliance sparkled and died, flared again and dulled, flashing as the bright
lights reflected fromthe polished surfaces.

"Knives, " said George wonderingly. "They're carrying knives. "

"They're going to search No-Wight, " explained Jay.

They' ve entered by two doors and will search the sector between. \Wen that's
done they'll move along until we'll be trapped agai nst one of the ends. " He
squi nted down the length of the tube. "See? They've started towards the
engines and will sweep towards the sealed areas. "

"Can we escape?" Ceorge | ooked hopefully at the officer. "Wat about that

hat ch by which you entered?"

"Gregson would have |l ocked it after him " Jay shook his head. "We can hide, |
suppose-it's going to take thema long tine to sweep through the central axis,
but they'll get us in the end. " He stared at the knives in the hands of the
searchers. "G egson nust be desperate to do a thing like this. "

He fell silent, crouching behind a girder and watching the skilled maneuveri ng
of the searchers. Their plan was sinple and, because of that, was highly
effective. A party noved out to the central girders and, at a signal, noved
forward and around it. Nothing living or dead could escape being seen by them
A second party waited a little behind the first, resting poised and ready,
their knives in their hands and prepared to dart after and attack anyone who
el uded the searchers. The two parties noved forward together while a third
group, smaller than the others, strung thensel ves al ong the exam ned area.
"Can we dodge past then?" George ducked behind the girder and | ooked
appealingly at Jay. "They'll hardly search the entire area twice. "

"They'll search until we're found and killed, " said Jay grimy. He kept his
voi ce | ow, knowi ng how sound traveled in the silence of No-Wight, know ng too
that it was only because the searchers were concentrating on their inmmediate
vicinity and not worrying about what |ay ahead, that they had not been seen
when the lights went on. He kept the bulk of the girder between them and the
searchers as he spoke to George

"Gregson's thought of everything. He jerked his head towards the searchers.
"They're even wearing white armbands. That's to stop us mingling with them
and pretending that we belong to the party. They woul d hardly know us by sight
and, as far as Gregson knows, we could have knives of our own. "



"What can we do? Have you any ideas, Jay?"

"Not yet. " Jay glared at the lights. "If it weren't for those we could sneak
past and maybe break out into the Ship. W could even attack a couple of the
searchers and take their arm bands and knives. " He glanced at the electronics
engineer. "Can't you kill the lights in sone way?"

"Not fromin here. The wires and fuses are all in the outer corridors, and
even if we managed to snmash the protective cover and short a tube, it woul dn't
extinguish the others. " He stepped towards one of the lights. "You want me to
do that?"

"No. If you killed only one it would just attract attention. " Jay peered
around the edge of the girder and jerked back his head as he saw how near the
searchers were. "Cone on, George, " he whispered. "W've got to get noving
Follow nme, stay close to the wall, and al ways keep a girder between you and

t he advance party. Ready?"

Gravity was so low that they could literally skimover the 'floor. Jay | ed
the way, thrusting hinself along with cal culated force, judging things so that
he coul d cushion his inmpact with his hands and arms. Rapidly, they passed

al ong the central axis towards the seal ed areas, not stopping until the
searchers were far behind. Then they paused for breath.

"Can we escape, Jay?"

"I don't think so. " Jay stared around at the silent girders. "This part of
the Ship is strange to nme, but G egson must know the | ocale well enough to
know that we can't get out. "

"I see. " George sat thinking for a nonment, then he | ooked at the younger nan.
"Look. | got you into this, Jay, and maybe | can get you out. Suppose you took
me prisoner and delivered ne to Gregson? That woul d save your life, wouldn't
it? And later, after it was all over, you could tell the Captain what | told
you about the tanmpering with Psycho. "

"No. "

"Be reasonabl e, Jay. Wiat's the good of both of us getting killed if one can
escape? | don't think that I1'd mind dying so nmuch if | knew that G egson woul d

be taken care of afterwards. I'man old man, Jay, and | don't suppose that |
could live much longer, but you' re young. " He hesitated. "There's another
thing. 1'd like to feel that there was soneone to | ook after Susan. You know

what | nean.
"Look, GCeorge, Jay explained patiently, "it wouldn't work. Gegson can't
afford to let me live now, and once he reports ny inefficiency to Psycho, I'lI
be due for elimnation. He may al ready have done so. In any case, those
searchers probably have orders to kill every living thing they find. W'd
never get past the first group, let alone down into the Ship itself. " He
shook his head, then tensed as he heard a sound. "Wat was that?"

"I don't know, " whispered CGeorge. "It sounded |ike a laugh or-" He broke off
as the sound was repeated. "Could they have reached us al ready?"

"I doubt it. " Jay listened again, then stared toward a girder. "Stay here.
He noved carefully to avoid the slightest possibility of noise, and stepped
lightly towards the girder from behind which the sound had cone. He reached
it, peered around it-and stared.

The man who cowered behind the girder was naked, his pallid skin grined with
dirt so that it |ooked alnmost grey in the brilliant lighting. He tittered as
he saw Jay, his deep-lined face convul sed with horrible nerrinent, and his
eyes peered through a tangled mat of waist-length hair. It was that hair which
made Jay doubt whether the creature was really human. He stared at it, hardly
believing his eyes, looking fromthe hair to the bloated |inbs, the filthy
skin, the scabrous, unhealthy |ooking flesh

"What is it?" Ceorge gripped Jay's armas he stared at the nmonstrosity. "Is it
a man?"

"Yes. "

"But look at it! That hair!"

"It's white, " Jay whispered slowmy. "Wiite hair! Is it possible for a man to
have white hair?"



Al the Ship personnel had brown or black hair with alittle red and sone

bl ond. White hair was a sign of age and no ordi nary menber of the Ship's
personnel had ever seen an old man. He recoiled a little as the stranger
lunged to his feet.

"Food, " he nouthed. "Food. "

"He's insane, " stated Jay decisively. "No sane man would let hinmself get into
such a state of filth. He stepped back as the man advanced towards them his
hands held before him a thin trickle of saliva running fromthe corner of his
nmout h. "Food, " he whined. "Don't forget poor old Joe. Joe's hungry. They
didn't | eave himanything to eat. "

"Who didn't?" Jay forced hinself to grip the man by the shoul der. "Wich

ot her s?"

"The rest. " The stranger gestured vaguely around him "W lived here, al
alone in the dark. " He tittered again. "I like the dark. | like to float in
the enptiness and drift fromplace to place. " H's face crinkled as if he were
going to cry. "But |I'm hungry. Poor old Joe, no one wants himnow. No one at
all.

Looking at him Jay could believe that. The man coul d arouse not hi ng but
abhorrence in any who saw him He gritted his teeth as he shook the obese

figure.

"Who are you? How did you get here?"

"I"'mJoe, " whined the creature. "They wanted to kill me so I ran away. " He
giggled. "I fooled them They couldn't kill old Joe. Joe was too clever for

them Joe was.
"That must have been what | heard while | was waiting for you, sai d George.
He told Jay of the sounds which had troubled himwhile resting in the
darkness. "ls it possible that others have run away to hide in No-Wight?"

"I don't know, " said Jay slowy. He frowned, renmenbering vague runors of
peopl e who had escaped their fate by flight to what he had al ways thought was
a living tonb.

"How | ong have you lived here? George asked.

"Along tinme, " tittered the man. He seened pl eased to have an audience. "A
long, long tine. Ohers cane after ne, but 1've lived the |longest. "

"Whi ch others?" Jay questioned. "Were are they?"

"They ran away when the lights came on, " conplained the man. "I don't |ike
the lights, they hurt ny eyes, but they didn't care about that. They just left

He gi ggl ed again and held out his hands. "Food?"

me, all of them and they didn't |eave me any food. " He held out his hands
again in an oddly disturbing gesture. "Food? You'll feed poor old Joe?"
"Later. " Jay stared at George. "There nust have been others hiding in

No- Wi ght besi des this weck. Sonehow t hey obtai ned food and managed to live.
" He nodded thoughtfully as he thought about it. "Food requirenments woul d be
low in the absence of gravity and | ack of physical exercise would account for
his fat. Lack of water would account for his dirt, though he could probably
lick enough condensation fromthe netal to stay alive. "

"What about his hair?" asked George. He shuddered as he | ooked at the tangled
mass. "Look at it! It's disgusting!”

"Never mind his hair. " Jay stared at the man again, trying to ignore his
odor, his dirt, the saliva drooling fromhis nmouth and the restless tw tching
of his eyes. "Joe!"

"You want nme? You want old Joe?"

"Those others you spoke of -where are they?"

"They ran away. " A cunning expression crept over the lined face. "You want to
find thenP"

"Yes. "

"They' ve got food. You'll fetch it back to poor old Joe?"

"Yes. " Jay gl anced down the tube towards the nearing searchers. "If you'l
tell me where to find them 1'll get some food for you. Where are they?"
"Down there. " The man gestured towards the seal ed areas. "They ran away when
the Iights came on. Bosco, and Murry and the rest. They all ran away from ne.
" Tears of self-pity glistened in the restless eyes. "Food?"



"Where did they go?"

"I told you. " Again the man gestured toward the end of the central axis.
"Somewher e down there. They know where the food is but they wouldn't tell ne.
" He sniffed, wiping his nose on the back of his hand, a gesture which al nost
caused Jay to vomit. George pulled at his arm his face anxious.

"Hurry, Jay, " he whispered. "W'I|l be seen soon
"Coming. " Jay stared hopelessly at the lined features of the stranger

knowi ng that he had obtained all the information he could fromthe creature,
and yet knowing that it wasn't enough. For a nonent he hesitated, then, as the
first of the searchers cane into view, he followed CGeorge toward the end of
the tube.

They had passed two sets of girders when they heard the shout and for a second
Jay thought that they had been seen. Then the shouts turned into | aughter

agai nst a background of screams. Jay stared grimy at the el ectronics

engi neer.

"Still want to give yourself up?"

"They killed him " George said sickly. "An old man like that, and they killed
him "

Jay didn't answer, but progressed with increased speed towards the blank netal
ahead. A riveted bul khead seal ed of f No-Wight fromthe mysterious regions of
the seal ed areas beyond and Jay stared at it, biting his lips as he | ooked for
signs of the "others" whomthe insane creature had nmentioned. CGeorge gripped
his arm

"Look! A door! See?"

A smal |l hatchway was open at the edge of the bul khead. It was a round panel
three feet across and opening inwards so that it |ooked like a dark spot

agai nst the polished snmoot hness of the bul khead. From where they stood it was
"up" and a little to the right, alnobst directly opposite across a hundred
yards of clear space. Even as they |ooked at it, the panel began to cl ose.

Jay gripped a strut, twisted hinmself so that his feet rested agai nst the netal
and, aimng quickly, thrust hinmself with the full power of his nuscles towards
the closing door. It was a risky thing he did. H's speed was too great for
safety and, as he hurtled across the clear space, he knew that he would | and
too heavily. He twisted his body as he passed the central region where gravity
abruptly altered so that, instead of the hatchway being "up, it now becane
"down, " and plumreted feet-first towards the panel

He hit with a force which jarred the teeth in his head and sent little shafts
of pain lancing up his legs and thighs. For a nonent he was afraid that the
door had been | ocked and that he had broken his bones agai nst the unyi el ding
surface. Then the panel gave beneath him he hurtled through the hatchway and
he was in darkness, struggling with something soft and yielding. A man swore,

t hen hands cl osed around his throat and a voice rasped terse instructions.
"Shut that door! Quick!"

"Here's another. " A man, a shapel ess figure against the light, grunted as
Ceorge gripped the edge of the hatchway.

"Cet himinside, " snapped the first voice. "Quick!"

Light flared with the closing of the hatch and, in the dimglow of a

hand- beam Jay blinked up at the first speaker. He was a big nman, stocky, with
mottled gray hair. He stared at Jay, saw the bl ack uniformshorts, and his
hands tightened with grim prom se.

"Police!"

"No. " Jay tore at the hands around his throat, gripping the fingers and

wr enching them free. "Bosco? Miurry?"

"How di d you know ny nane?" The big man rubbed his injured hands and gl ared at
Jay. "I'm Bosco. "

"Joe told ne. " Jay | ooked towards where CGeorge was held by the other man.
"We're on the run from Gregson, the chief of psych-police. Those searchers are
after us. They killed the old man, Joe he said his name was, and they'll kil
us too if they find us. "

" \Npy 2"



"I escaped into No-Wight, " said George quickly. "Jay here hel ped ne.
"You cane to join the Barbs?" Bosco gl ared suspiciously at Jay. "You? An

of ficer?"

"I had no choi ce, Jay explained grimy. "I should have killed George,
elimnated him but |I didn't. Gegson found out and now he wants us both dead.
" Jay stared curiously at Bosco. "Are you Barbs?"

"Yes. W're the barbarians, so called because we wanted to live. " There was a
brittle dryness in the big man's voice. "W skul k in No-Wight, eating when we
can, drinking what we can, living how we can. You should know of us. "

"I"ve heard runors, " admitted Jay, "but that's all. 1'd begun to doubt if you
really existed. "

"A policy of silence.
the fewer there will be wanting to join us.
"What shall we do with these two?"
"Throw t hem back into No-Wight. " The nan who held George glowered at his
captive. "If it hadn't been for these two the police mght never have wanted
to search. W only just got away in tinme as it is. "

"We can't throw them back, " snapped Bosco. "If we |eave themalive, they'l
talk, and if we kill themfirst someone will begin asking questions. Waste!"
He glared at Jay. "Wy did you have to foll ow us?"

"I wanted to live, " said Jay quietly. He | ooked at the grey-haired man. "Like
you, like Murry here, like Joe. "

"Joe was too far gone to save. Bosco didn't seemto |like talking about it.
"The searchers expect to find some Barbs living in No-Wight, and we had to

| eave sone for themto find. Joe, Mary, Sam a few others. Al of them
old-timers. Joe had lived here for over thirty years and was insane for the

Bosco nodded. "It nmakes sense- the | ess who know of us
" He | ooked at his conpani on

past ten. The darkness finally got himthat and other things. " He didn't
expl ai n what those "other things" nmight have been. "It's best that they should
die to save the rest. They were due for the converters years ago. " He | ooked
at Murry again. "Well?"

Murry shrugged. He had nmade his suggestion and didn't seemable or willing to
make ot hers. George spoke before the big man could nake up his mind

"Can't we wait here until the search is over? W'll prom se not to, tel

anyone about what we've seen
"How can we trust hinP" Miurry jerked his thunb towards Jay. "A policenan.
Waste! He'll have the Ship aroused as soon as he got to a phone. "

"The Ship will be aroused anyway, " said Jay easily. "You forget, Gregson is

| ooking for us, not you. Wien he doesn't find us he's going to start
wondering. As far as anyone knows at the nonent there is no way out of

No- Wi ght except the guarded entries. As soon as his nmen report that we aren't
in here, Gegson will order an investigation. He may even go the Captain. "
"The Captain?" Bosco glanced at Murry, an odd expression in his eyes. "Wy
shoul d he do that?"

"Because he knows that's where we are trying to go. " Jay smled at the big
man. "CGeorge here has sonething to tell him something Gregson will do
anything to prevent the Captain fromhearing. If he msses us now, and he
will, then he'll becone desperate. On the other hand, if you take us to the
Captain, or help us get to him then maybe | can put in a good word for you
"What could you do for us?" Murry rel eased George and stepped forward, his
face coining into greater clarification as he neared the source of light. Like
Bosco his hair was shot with grey and his features wore an unusual hardness.
Jay shrugged.

"I don't know yet. An ammesty, perhaps? Sonething like that. But it al

depends on the Captain. "

"Yes. " Murry seened to be secretly amused. "It does, doesn't it.
at Bosco. "Think we should do it?"

"Why not? We can't throw them back into No-Wight and | don't fancy killing
them here. They could be telling the truth, "or they might be lying to save
their own skins. It doesn't matter. If they're trying to be clever, we can
elimnate themlater. " He jerked his head towards Jay and George. "Come on

He gl anced



with us, then. Stay close behind and don't try anything.
when Jay caught at his arm

"\Where are you taking us?"

"To join the rest of us who escaped that trap. Bosco |l ed the way fromthe
cubicle into a wide corridor. It was bitterly cold, so cold that Jay felt his
skin goose pinple and his teeth chatter. Next to him George nobaned with

di sconfort and rubbed his arns to try and keep themwarm The two Barbs, aside
fromtheir plum ng breath, didn't appear to react to the chill, and Jay
guessed that to themit was no new experience.

A light wi nked ahead of theny Bosco answered the signal and, within seconds,
they had conme up with the rest of the party. Jay stared interestedly at them
There were eight nen and four woren, and all had the same indefinable stanp of
somet hi ng out si de his experience. The hair of sone, |ike that of Bosco and
Murry, was shot with silver threads, but it wasn't that which nade them seem
alnost alien to the officer. It was sonething about their eyes, the
unconsci ous attitude of superiority and self-nastery so that, beside them he
felt as if he were a child. They stared at him listening to Bosco's

expl anation, then together the assenbled party continued down the icy
corridor.

It grew colder as they went on but the gravity remained the sane and Jay knew
that they were progressing al ong one of the conmunicating tubes running beside
No- Wi ght. They had wal ked a | ong way and Jay was numb and George blue with
the cold when Bosco halted before a door

"Don't touch anything you may see out there. He gestured to beyond the
panel . "The rest know about it, but you're new Renenber, don't touch

anyt hing. "

He snapped off his hand beam as he swung open the panel and Jay blinked to a
flood of light.

He was turning away

It cane fromone end of a vast chanber in a wave of brilliance al nost too
great for eyes accustonmed to the di mess of the corridor, but, as Jay blinked
and stared, he could see a multitude of brilliant points against a background

darker than the shorts he wore.

"They're noving, " whispered George and his voice echoed his amazenent. "Those
lights are noving!"

They were. They noved from one side of the blackness down in a snooth arc to
di sappear at the other, while new ones took their place as they passed in
continual procession across the darkness. To George it was the strangest
lighting system he had ever seen and to Jay it was inexplicable. He turned and
touched Bosco's arm

"What is it?"

"That ?" Bosco | ooked towards the glittering points. "Ch, they're stars.
"Stars!"

"That's right. You' ve heard of stars, haven't you?" Jay had, but only as a
repeated |l ecture on one of the tapes; to himthe word "star" had nothing to do
with reality, and he stared at the scene in bew | dered amazenent.

"Come on, " Bosco said urgently. "W mustn't linger here. The very tenperature
of our bodies can affect the instruments. " He began to drag Jay towards the
far wall of the vast room "Let's get nmoving before we freeze. "

Rel uctantly Jay turned and foll owed Bosco, his head riding on his shoul der as
he stared back at the glittering display of the universe. Suddenly he tripped
and al nost fell over a vat-like receptacle. It was one of nmany ranked in
orderly rows across the floor, and as Jay caught at the edge to save hinself
fromfalling, he stared directly into the face of a dead man.

He rested beneath a sheet of some transparent material, still, immobile, the
lips parted a trifle to reveal glistening teeth, the eyes closed and the
body-a surprisingly undevel oped body according to Jay's standards-naked and
with a waxen pallidity.

Jay had heard of deep freeze, all the Ship personnel had, but to himdeep
freeze was where the animals and birds, the fish and insectivors |ay agai nst
the tine of their awakening at Journey's End. No one had ever dreamed that nen



too could lie in suspended ani mati on. No one, that is, of the ordinary Ship
personnel, and Jay's imedi ate assunpti on was that they nust be dead.

He couldn't guess that here in these ranked vats rested the brains, technol ogy
and filtered information of a world three hundred years away in tine and
uncountable mles in space. Here were the ecol ogists, the atom c engi neers,
the rocket pilots, the geologists, the nmineralogists, and the specialists in
all the other branches of science and experience inpossible to either teach or
practice in the Ship itself. They rested as they had rested ever since the
Ship had left Earth, sleeping, if it could be called that, waiting for the day
when they woul d be wakened to help build a new Earth.

But to Jay they were all dead nen.

As he stared at Bosco waiting inmpatiently for himat the far side of the
chanmber, his eyes were dull with |lack of understanding.

"What kept you so | ong?"

"Those nen, " stamered Jay. "l saw them
"Vl | 2"

"They're dead. Al dead. "

"What of it?" Bosco stared at Jay as he led the way into a corridor. "Haven't
you ever seen a dead man before?"

"Yes, but... " Jay swallowed, hardly noticing that it grew warnmer as they

wal ked down the passageway. "Why weren't they sent to the converters? Wy keep
themlike that?" '

"I don't know, " Bosco said thoughtfully. "I've wondered about that nyself. As
far as | know there is only one man who could answer that. "

"Who?"

"The man we are going to see. The Captain. "

Jay was so nunbed with repeated shocks that he didn't even feel surprised.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THE SCENE was a normal one of distant Earth, a farm ng scene with animls and
crops, machi nes and happy, busy men and wonen. Malick smled as he sawit,
leaning a little forward as he stared at the illum nated screen of the viewer.
The children woul d be seeing the same educational tape; remenbrance of their

pl anet of origin was an essential part of Ship indoctrination

The scene changed as he watched, the harvesters, clinbing into an aninmal -drawn
vehicle and the images noved to portray their faces in enlarged close-ups. The
worren were young, healthy, radiant with fitness and enjoynent; the nen, also
young, also fit, confortably attired in |oose shirts and trousers. The
driver...

Malic felt al most physically ill.

It was the shock of the unexpected which did it. The man was normal enough
with two arns, two | egs, two eyes and a head, but there was sonethi ng about

hi m whi ch the geneticist had never seen before.

Wiite hair. Lined features. Gnarled hands.

The man was ol d.

The screen faded as Malick turned the switch and picked up his phone.

"G egson?"

" Speaki ng. "
"Malick here. |I've just seen a new tape. One relayed to the children. "
" G

"So it shows an old man. Do you understand, G egson? An old man!"

"How do you know?" There was irritated inpatience in the chief's voice. "Have
you ever seen an old man?"

"Of course | have. Quentin is old, isn't he? Wll, so was the man | saw in
pictures on the tape. " Mlick gripped the phone with sudden urgency.
"Gregson! Don't you realize what this could mean?"

"Yes, " said Gregson after a pause. "Yes, | see what you're getting at. "
"I't could ruin our social system " babbled Mlick. "Once the children get
used to the idea that a man is only old when he has white hair, lined features

and gnarl ed hands, then who's going to believe that they're old at forty?"



"You don't have to explain to me what | already know,
"I's this the first tinme you've seen the tape?"

"Yes. |I'd noticed sonething odd before-you renmenber, the tapes show ng people
sl aughtering animals and eating nmeat. You | aughed at me then, but this tine
you can't afford to |laugh. Wat do you think will happen when the children
grow up and begi n aski ng questions?"

said Gregson coldly.

"Trouble, " snapped G egson curtly. "Look. Have you any w tnesses to what you
saw?"

"No. But | can find some. It's a certainty that one or nore of the attendants
woul d have watched the tapes. I'll find sonmeone if you like. "

"Do that. Find her and fetch her up to the Bridge. "

"The Bridge?"

"That's right. " Gegson sounded unnaturally grim "This is a matter which has
to be settled by the Captain. "

"But... ?"

The voice died as Gregson replaced his handset. Merrill, |ounging on the edge

of the desk, | ooked curiously at his superior officer. "Wat was that al
about ?"

"My busi ness. G egson glared inpatiently at the young man. "Wat are you
doi ng here, anyway? | ordered every officer into No-Wight to conduct the
search. '

"The search is finished, " said Merrill easily. "I've taken back the dueling
kni ves you issued out to the nen, and returned themto the stadiuns. The nen
t hensel ves have gone back to their work. "

"Did you find then"

"Who?"
"You know who | rmean, Merrill. West and Curtway. Did you find then"
"We found and elimnated seven people. Five wonen and two nen. " Merril

paused with cal cul ated deliberation. "Jay and his friend were not anong t hem
"What ! "

"We didn't find either of the two nen you want ed.
"That's inpossible! |I watched Jay enter No-Wight and | know that Curtway was

hiding there. Waste, Merrill! Are you telling me that you' ve fallen down on

t he j ob?"

"I"'mtelling you that we couldn't find people who weren't there to be found. "
"I npossi bl el ™

"Keep saying that, " Merrill sneered. "I tell you that we searched No-Wi ght
fromone end to the other and we elininated everyone we found. Jay and Curtway
weren't to be found, therefore they couldn't have been in No-Wight. " Merril

slipped fromthe edge of the desk and stared down at his chief. "To ne that's
sinmpl e |l ogic-unless you want nme to believe that they were invisible and
slipped through solid nmetal. "

"I can't understand it. " Gregson stared suspiciously at the young officer,
his hatred and fear returning with renewed force. Merrill was getting to be
dangerous. The nman was anbitious, too anbitious, and, now that Jay had | et him
down, Gregson knew that he would have to find a new weapon agai nst Merrill,
and fast. He gestured towards the door

"Return to duty. "

Merrill hesitated, wondering whether now woul dn't be the best time to
elimnate his chief and so gain his coveted position. He could do it so
easily; next to him Gegson was an old man and | ong out of practice in the

delicate art of killing a man with his bare hands. Menory of Quentin and his
war ni ng came just as he was about to reach for the other's throat. Sucking in
his breath, Merrill forced hinself to control his enotions. He turned just as

he reached the door.

"When are you going to see the Captain?"

n W]y?ll

"I thought that perhaps you'd like me to come with you. " Merrill smled with
superior know edge. "After all, as | conducted the search the Captain m ght



like to have a first-hand report on what we found.
"I'"ll relay the report, " snapped Gregson. He stared pointedly at the young
man. "Return to your duty and | eave the thinking to nme. "

"Yes, sir!" Merrill made the title sound like an insult.

Gregson sighed as he stared at the cl osing door and, despite his iron calm
felt a mounting sense of danger. Jay and Curtway had escaped the search, a
search for which he al one was responsi ble. The Barbs were dead, yes, but the
death of seven people would hardly justify arm ng Ship personnel, taking them

fromtheir normal duties, and the power-loss caused by illumnating the entire
area of No- Wi ght.

And Jay and Curtway were still alive

Jay didn't matter; that is he hadn't mattered until now, but if Curtway had
told hi mwhat he knew, and if Merrill had found them listened to them and

hi dden t hem somewhere, waiting for his chance to take themto the Captain...
Gregson stared down at the surface of his desk and his face grew bl eak as he
vi sual i zed what nust be the outcome of any such nove. He shivered a little as
if at a return of his recurrent dream feeling in imagination the plastic bag
of the nen in olive, the sharp knives of the nedical students, the fina
violation of the dreaded converters. Al of that would happen if they reached
the Captain. But if he were the Captain..

Gregson reached for the phone, dialed a nunber, and waited inpatiently for the
connection to be nade.

"Yes?"
"Gregson here. Conway?"
"That's right. " Anxiety sharpened the psychol ogist's voice. "Anything w ong?"

"Plenty. Too many people know too nuch. Curtway for one.
"But you told me that he was dead. "

"I thought that he was, but he isn't. Never m nd that now. G egson gl anced
towards the door and | owered his voice. "Listen. Psycho rmust eject the cards
of Jay West- got that?"

"Jay West, yes?"

"And Merrill. Both psych-police officers. You have their numbers on file.
want those nen slated for elimnation and the sooner you have their cards
ejected the better. Can you do it now?"

"Now?" Conway sounded troubled. "I don't know It won't be as sinple as | ast
time. You want me to |locate those cards, alter themor the master plate so
that they will fail to nmeet specifications, and return the machi ne to nornal .

"Feed in the foll ow ng data, snhapped Gregson. "Both are guilty of

i nefficiency in that both have aroused suspicion through sloppy work. Merril
has del usi ons of grandeur, Jay is paranoic. Waste, Conway! This is inportant!
Can you do it or can't you?"

"Il try. " Conway didn't sound too hopeful. "Wy, Gegson, is sonething

wr ong?"

"Yes. " Gregson paused, letting the tension of the psychol ogi st nmount, then
spoke again with sharp urgency, "Curtway knows what we've done. Jay West knows
it too, and | think that Merrill has a suspicion. All of themwant to reach
the Captain. " He paused again. "You know what wi |l happen if they do. "

"I can guess. " Conway sounded as though he wanted to be sick. "You'll protect

me, G egson?"

"I'"'m busy protecting mnmyself. Gregson bared his teeth as he guessed the
result of his words on the nervous psychol ogist. "Listen. There's only one way
now i n which we can save ourselves. What the Captain | earns doesn't matter -if
| amthe Captain. Well?"

"Not mutiny, " said Conway weakly. "I won't stand for mutiny. "

"Then can you get ne the cards? | wouldn't dare elimnate Merrill unless |
have official orders, and even if | do there's still the others to worry
about. "

"Can't you elimnate themas well?"
"Yes, if I can find them " Gegson gripped the receiver until his knuckl es



showed white beneath the skin, cursing the psychol ogi st for his nervous

reluctance. "I can't order elimnations without orders from Psycho. You fixed
Curtway's card, why can't you fix the others?"
"Curtway was an old man and due for elimnation anyway. Al | had to do was

feed in alittle false data. But the others are different. Both are young,
of ficers, and assuned to be stable. " Conway hesitated. "Can you give ne three

shifts?"

"No. "

"Two then. | can't do it in less. "

"Then forget it, " snarled Gregson furiously. "Wait until Quentin sends for
you. " (regson swore again. "Waste! |I've no tine for a man who is too timd to
save his own skin. "

"No. " Conway gul ped, his voice echoing against Gregson's ear. "I'll help you

What do you want me to do?"
"Meet me in the Bridge. Wait for nme if you have to; spin Quentin sone tale of

bei ng worri ed about Psycho, anything, but do nothing until | get there.
Not hi ng, under st and?"
"Yes, but-"

Gregson hung up before Conway could ask further questions. The man was a
weakling, a cog in a machine, terrified of his own imagi nati on and the fear of
losing his life.

But he was the only one on whom at the nonment, G egson could rely.

He sat notionless at his desk, his face heavy with thought as he tried to
foresee the future. Quentin nust die. That part wouldn't be difficult; the
Captain was an old man and woul d probably collapse at the first pressure on
the carotids. Conway would be willing to swear that the death had been from
natural causes and, with his backing, Gegson could take over. Merrill would
be quieted by pronotion to the office of Chief of Psych-Police. Quieted |ong
enough, that is, for the new Captain to arrange his elimnation. Conway woul d
have to go as well-the rest of the Council wouldn't argue-and then he could
rule for as long as he managed to stave off natural death.

Gregson sighed as he thought about it, feeling sonme of his tension | eave him
now t hat he had a concrete plan, then glanced up in annoyance as a nman bur st
into the inner office.

"Henderl ey! What's the matter?"

"This is terrible, " gasped the Chief of Medical. "I've run all the way here
fromthe wards. Gregson! W've got to see the Captain. "
"I know. Malick phoned ne and told nme about it. I'mneeting himin the Bridge

"Mal i ck?" Henderley blinked. "How did he know? |'ve come straight down from
Medi cal and haven't told anyone yet. "

"He saw the tapes, " explained Gregson. "Sonething about old, white-haired nmen
bei ng shown on the children's viewers. " He stared at Henderley. "That's what
you were tal king about, wasn't it?"

"No. " Henderley dism ssed the subject as uninportant agai nst his own news.
"It's worse than that. |I've a patient in maternity, a woman, pregnant. "
"Have you?" Despite his own worries, Gegson snmiled. "lIs pregnancy so rare

t hen?"

"Of course not, but I've never known a case like this before. " He stared at
Gregson. "You don't understand. This is an old woman, one out of marriageable
status. She's twenty-six years of age-and she's going to have a baby!"
Henderl ey sat down as if stunned by the repetition of the fact.

The Bridge was crowded when G egson arrived with Henderley. Quentin sat, as he
al ways sat, at the head of his desk, while before him Mlick, Folden, Conway
and a young girl sat unconfortably on chairs. The Captain nodded as G egson
and the medical officer entered, gesturing themtoward vacant seats.
"I"'mglad you saw fit to come, Gregson. It appears as if we are going to have
a full-scale Council neeting. "

"Are we?" Gegson |ooked pointedly at the girl. "Is it normal procedure to
al l ow Ship personnel to sit in Council?"



"Susan Curtway's ny witness, snapped Malick pettishly. "She saw the tapes
and will back up what | have to say. " He looked at the Captain. "You |laughed
at me before, but this time you'll have to adnmit that I'mright. Those tapes
must be stopped. "

"I ndeed?" Quentin didn't shrug but the tone of his voice |left no doubt as to
how he felt. He | ooked at Henderl ey.

"I already know why you are here. You have a patient, a fenmale, who is
expecting a baby. Correct?"

"She is twenty-six years of age and shoul d be barren. Hender| ey sounded as
if he still couldn't believe it. "You know as well as | do that all fenales
are passed through the sterilizer when they reach twenty-five, or sooner
dependi ng on the nunber of children they have. "

"Perhaps she missed the sterilizer, " suggested Fol den. Henderley snorted.

"I npossi bl e! Her case history shows that she was exposed to the radiations at
the correct tine. My departnent is not at fault in this matter. " He glared at
Conway. "If you want my opinion |I'd say that the root of the trouble lies with
Psycho. Malick and his tapes, and we know that Psycho issues the educationa
tapes on rel ayed channels, proves that sonething nust be wong. "

"It proves nothing except your own inconpetence, " storned the psychol ogi st.
"The buil ders determ ned which tapes were to be shown when and there's nothing
| can do to alter the settings. As for that wonan, " he glared at Henderl ey,
"the mere fact that she's having a baby proves that she coul dn't have been
exposed to the sterility-inducing radiations as you claim If she had, then
she woul dn't be pregnant. "

"Are you doubting ny word?" Anger flushed the nmedical officer's cheeks with
red.

"I"'mstating facts, snapped Conway. He appeal ed to the Captain. "You know
that there's nothing wong with Psycho, don't you?"

"I trust the builders, " said Quentin enigmatically. He | ooked at G egson. "I
don't recall giving you orders to search No-Wight. Wy did you do so?"

"I thought it time something was done to elimnate the Barbs. " G egson was
annoyed to find so many people with the Captain. Their presence made his pl ans
of assassination inpossible to execute and he had a sickening inpression of

time running out on him "I took it on nyself to sweep out the vernmn. '

"Were you successful ?"

"Seven dead. '

"I see. " Quentin stared thoughtfully at the chief of psych-police and G egson

had the inpression that the old man was | aughing at him "And yet you fail ed,
didn't you? You didn't elinminate the people the whole search was to find. " He
smled outright at Gegson's stunned expression. "Don't | ook so anazed. Surely
you didn't think that the Captain of the Ship was just a nom nal figurehead?"
Gregson bit his lip, quickly revising his opinion of the old man. Quentin
knew He knew too nuch and, as he thought about it, Gegson felt a sudden fear
that he m ght know far nore than anyone had ever given himcredit for. Merril
could have told himabout the search, probably had, but what else had others
told hin? He forced hinself to listen to the thin, penetrating tones as the
Capt ai n spoke.

"First, in order to allay your fears, there is nothing wong with Psycho. You
have become so used to depending on the nachi ne that anything out of your

ordi nary experience is beyond your conprehension. Wat you have forgotten, al
of you, is that Psycho is a machine built for a specific purpose. It was built
nore than three hundred years ago and the nen who built it built it well. "

"I have never doubted it, " Conway said quickly. "It's the others who m strust
Psycho. " He glared at Malick and Henderl ey.

"And they are right to do so. " Quentin stared the psychol ogi st into silence.
"Blind trust in the work of others can be dangerous. The buil ders were not
omi potent, but, aside from sonme tanpering, the machi ne which we know as
Psycho has operated perfectly. It is still operating perfectly. "

"You said that Psycho has been tanpered with, " said G egson thickly. "Ws
that an accusati on?"



"No. It was a fact.
"Who?" Conway stared up, his face livid with fear. "Who has dared to touch
Psycho?"

"Do you really want ne to answer that, Conway?" The Captain spoke to the
psychol ogi st but his eyes never left Gegson. "Shall we say that certain men,
terrified of death, had the brilliant idea of adjusting their cards so that
they could not be ejected from Psycho? Shall we say that, G egson?"

"Why ask nme?" Gregson stared at the old man and felt the sweat of apprehension
nmoi sten his forehead. Quentin knew! Merrill? He doubted it, since the officer
couldn't have known all the details. But if he had caught Curtway and the

el ectroni cs man had told himwhat he had di scovered..

Gregson snarled, an aninal-1like sound coming fromdeep within his throat, and
hi s hands, as he sat hunched in the chair, hooked of their own volition into
claws. Quentin knew. Therefore, in order that he could remain alive, Quentin
nust di e.

“Merrilll"

Gregson paid no attention to the command rapped in the thin voice. Years of

i ndoctrination fought against his survival instinct as he tried to throw

hi nsel f towards the old man. Quentin was dangerous to his existence. Quentin
must die. But Quentin was the Captain and to attack hi mwould be mutiny.
Gregson had been conditioned agai nst even the thought of mutiny all his life
and now, when he wanted to break that conditioning, he found he was unable to
do so.

Suddenly Merrill was beside him Whether he had been there all the tine or
whet her he had stepped from sone hidden room G egson didn't know. Hatred for
the officer and what he represented burst in his tornented brain. Merril
threatened him Merrill had to die.

Gregson snarled again as he lunged for the other's exposed throat.

Quentin watched them as they struggled, his face inpassive, his fingers
resting lightly on a row of buttons set flush with the surface of his desk. He
pressed one, a panel slid aside, and Jay, together with Curtway and the
remai ni ng Barbs, entered the room

"Separate them "

Bosco grunted as he grabbed Merrill. Mirry caught Greg-son's arms and held the
man until he grew calm
"You will seat yourselves, " ordered Quentin drily. "If you wish to continue

the battle you may do so in the proper quarter. The stadiumis the place for
dueling, not the Bridge. "

"I wasn't dueling, " snapped Merrill. He sneered as he | ooked towards G egson
sl unped over, nunbed with the know edge of his own defeat. "Do | get his job?"
"No. "

"Why not? You prom sed me-"

"I prom sed nothing. " The whip-lash of the Captain's voice echoed around the

crowded room "If children assume too nuch, nust | be to blame? For that's all
you are, all of you. Children. Stupid, blind, ignorant children!" The scorn
and contenpt in his voice lashed themto silence and they sat, like the
children he had called them listening to his next words.

"You cone running to me with your petty fears and yet, all the time, the facts
are before your very eyes. You plot and scheme to extend your l|ives,
even"-Quentin glanced towards Gregson-"toy with anbitions of ultimte power.
And yet none of you has the sense or understanding to realize that, to ne, al
this is an old, old story. | have sat here and studied you all before. Not
you, but others exactly like you. Men, lifted to a tenporary power, struggling
to extend that power and establish thenselves as rulers of the Ship. A ways |
have beaten them | always will because to ne you are as transparent as gl ass,
your notives childishly sinple.

"Gregson wants to live, and who can blane hin? Not |I. Not Mlick, whose
breeding for a high survival factor is directly responsible for that |audable
anbition. Conway is weak but agreed to help for mutual benefit. Merrill is
anbitious, and if | was fool enough to give him G egson's position, wuld be



plotting against me within five years. Curtway, a good man, honest, and yet
unable to see further than his nose. Henderley, a doctor, and yet a man who,
like Malick, worships a machine. Jay West, one of the new generation. A nman
able to think and to make his own decision's, and yet even he doesn't know
why. " Quentin paused and | ooked at the faces before him

"It is not your fault. It is not the fault of anyone. The builders of the Ship
decided, and rightly, that we rmust concentrate on youth at the expense of age.
W have had to forge a new race, strong, noral, adventurous, to get rid of
hereditary di sease and physi cal weakness. In the Ship a man is assuned to be
old at forty. In the Ship a man is old at forty. Psychol ogi cal training and

i ndoctrinati on have seen to that. But it is wong. At forty a man is in his
ment al and physical prime with generations of life still ahead. But no man at
forty, within the Ship at |east, can ever be wholly mature. That is why the
Ship has a Captain. "

"You're old, " nuttered Gregson and his eyes, as he stared at the man behi nd

t he desk, held a sick envy.

"I amold, " agreed Quentin. "The builders knew that soneone had to |live past
forty, to span the generations and pronul gate a time-binding, |ong-termpolicy
wi t hout which the Ship would have degenerated into a rabble of self-seekers.
That is why there is a Captain. Not as a nom nal figurehead. Not as a synbol
nor as the ultimte power. But so that he can sit and watch, live and plan

not just for one generation but for others yet to cone. "

"You're old, " repeated Gregson. He didn't seemto have heard what the Captain
had sai d. "How ol d?"

"There have been four Captains since this vessel left Earth, " Quentin
answered. "The first died at sixty years of age. The second at eighty-five.
The third Captain lived for a hundred and twenty-five years. " He paused,
staring at their wondering expressions. "I amover one hundred and fifty years
of age. "

"I npossi bl e!" Henderl ey broke the silence. "No nan can |ive that |ong.
"No?" Quentin turned to | ook at the doctor. "Wy not?"

"He begins to break down, " stanmered Henderley. "Hi s catabolismincreases
above his anabolism H's mind begins to get erratic. Toxins... body
distortions.... " Hs voice trailed into silence.

"How do you know that?" Quentin stared interestedly at the doctor. "How do you
know just when all this breakdown and senility is supposed to occur? Have you
ever dissected an old man? Have you ever seen one, other than nyself? Do

| ook as though | amin senile decay?"

"No, of course not, but-"

"But, of course, you are only repeating what you have | earned fromthe
educational tapes. " Quentin nodded as if speaking to a child. "Renenber this.
On Earth the normal |ife expectancy of a man or wonan at the tine of building
the Ship was eighty years. Mst people renmained quite active until they were
seventy, few suffered fromany serious nmental decay, and nost remai ned wor ki ng
al rost until their death. Eighty years, gentlenmen. Double the normal life
expectancy on the Ship. "

"But a hundred and fifty! It's incredible!"

"Why? There are no di seases on the Ship. The diet is optimmfor human
consunption. The tenperature is regulated to within half a degree. | was born
as we all were born, in a gravity double that of Earth, and | have spent nost
of my life near No-Wight. No strain, Henderley. No heart trouble, anxiety,
neurosi s, psychosomatic ills or worry about earning a living. | started life
with a perfect body and have lived in a perfect environment. Wiy shouldn't |
live to be a hundred and fifty?"

"But the Barbs, " interrupted Jay. "W saw one who was senile, or insane, and
| assune that's the sane thing, at seventy. " He | ooked at Bosco. "Joe,
remenber hinf? You said that he'd lived in No-Wight for thirty years. "

"I'n darkness, " said Quentin. "Wth |little water, scarce food, constant fear
and endl ess tornent. Those are the things which age a man, West. Once the nind
goes, the body soon follows. The Barbs are not a good exanple. "



"They shoul d be exterm nated, snapped Gregson. He seened to have recovered
hinsel f for he | ooked at the strangers wi th undi sgui sed detestation
"Elimnate them"

"Why?" Quentin seened genuinely interested in |learning the reason. "The Barbs
are valuable in that they have the highest survival factor of all the Ship
personnel. They want to live so desperately that they deliberately chose the

hell of No-Wigh to elimnation. | have fed themas best | could, contacted
them helped themin small ways. |-"
"You fed them" Gregson half-rose to his feet then slunmped as Merrill stepped

towards him "You?"

"Yes. Who else on the Ship could | trust? Wo el se would obey nme inplicitly
wi t hout question and without thought of self-gain. The Barbs were valuable to
me because they were the ultinmate weapon agai nst any who tried to overthrow
me. " Quentin smiled at the disconforted Chief of Psych-Police. "Call them ny
private arny if you wish, but | prefer to think of them as one of the finest
elements in the Ship. "

"That accounts for why you vetoed -the suggestions for elininating them
said Malick. He nodded his head. "O course, high survival factor-it all nakes
sense. But what about the tapes?"

"And that pregnant woman, " said Henderl ey.
"Those bodies | saw in the sealed areas. "
him "Wat about those?"

"Three questions, " Quentin said, "and all with the same answer. Fol den knows
t he answer al ready, but how many of you have guessed at the obvious?" H s eyes
traveled fromface to face. "None? Not even you, Conway? Haven't you wondered
why there have been no new cards expelled from Psycho, even though many of the
personnel nust have reached forty during the past few shifts? No?"

"May | tell then?" Fol den asked. The Chief of Supply stepped forward, his face
eager. Quentin lifted one of his thin, delicate seeni ng hands.

"You may tell themwhat you told ne, no nore. | aminterested in gauging the
depth of their intelligence. "

"The position as regards supply is serious. There was an unusual inportance
in Folden's voice as he spoke. "As you all know, or should know, there can be
no such thing as a perfectly bal anced ecol ogy in a closed-cycle systemthe
size of the Ship. The very energy used in the effort of walking, for exanple,
means energy lost. We can reclaimalnost all of the water, alnost all of the
oxygen, and nearly all of the chemi cals used. You will note that | say
"alnmost. ' There is bound to be sone wastage and our reclanmation units are not
one hundred percent efficient. In effect then, we started with a certain
amount of essential supplies on which we have had to draw to maintain our

ecol ogy. " He paused, enjoying his nmonent. "At the present rate of

consunption, those supplies will be exhausted by the end of the seventeenth
generation. "

"Twenty-three years, " said Henderley. "But-" "Pl ease. Quentin silenced the
Chi ef of Medical. "Have any of you guessed what this information nmeans?" He
waited a monent then spoke with a trace of asperity. "Think of it. Psycho
ejects no cards and so the ol der personnel remain alive. W trust the builders
implicitly and so Psycho cannot be wong. A woman is carrying a child, a wonan
who is assuned to be sterile. OGoviously the sterility-inducing radiations have
been cut off, and so we are going to have a trenmendous increase in the birth
rate. And yet, with the Ship personnel nounting by non-elimnation plus
increased birth rate, we know that our supplies will last no nore than a few
years. " He stared at them sonething of his enotion breaking through his
studi ed calm

"Three hundred and seventeen years ago the Ship was | aunched from Earth and

ai mred towards Pollux and a new pl anetary system You have forgotten that. You
have overl ooked the fact that every journey, no matter how | ong, mnust
eventually end. " He smiled at their dawni ng conprehensi on

"Yes, gentlenen. Every fact in our possession |eads to but one conclusion. The
journey is over. W have arrived!"

Jay flushed as Quentin stared at



CHAPTER FI FTEEN

THE SHIP was in a turnoil! Everywhere nen, wonmen and chil dren gat hered around
the hastily adapted screens and stared at the bl ack, star-shot night dom nated
by the glowing lumnosity of Pollux. Fully twenty-eight tinmes as bright as the
Sun they had never seen, the | anbent ball dom nated their area of space, and
specul ation ran high as to just when they would be able to |l and on a habitable
pl anet and escape the confines of the Ship.

Quentin knew that woul dn't be soon

He sat in his chair behind his desk and controlled the running of the Ship as
he had done for the past century and a half. He was glad that he had lived to
see Journey's End, glad too that now the necessity for elimnating strong,

heal thy nmen and wonen was over and done with. He smiled as Jay and Malick
entered the room

"Everything going to plan?"

"Yes. " Malick was al nost beside hinmself with excitenment. "The builders

t hought of everything. 1've been in the seal ed areas exam ning the aninmals and
seeds in deep freeze. " He sobered. "The nen and wonen too. | hope they
survive. '

"They'd better, " said Quentin grinmly. "There's no one el se capabl e of
operating the investigation ships; teaching the handling and care of rocket
exploration craft is sonething which obviously couldn't be done by neans of
educational tapes. W need those crews in deep freeze. "

"We need themfor nore than that, " said Malick. "The cross-strains will be
the maki ng of our race!"™ He smiled at the Captain. "Sorry, but | can't forget
nmy own particular field. "

"You must never forget it. Cenetics is sonmething we nust always practice. It
is the only way in which we can save what we have won during the past sixteen
generations. " Quentin snmiled at Jay's blank expression. "Tell him Mlick. "
"I nbreedi ng i s dangerous, " explained the geneticist. "I've already told the
Captain that we were approachi ng the breaking point by our insistence on

hi ghl y-strung, intelligent people with a strong survival instinct. People |ike
that can't live without space to nove around in. And, aside fromthat, there

i s another good reason why we must have an influx of new germplasm " Malick
settled back in his chair, seeming to forget that the Captain knew all what he
was about to say.

"To get a strong race, you first have to breed out all the weaknesses. You do
it by inbreeding until the end product is dangerously near breakdown point,

ei ther through extrene nervous tension, as in our case, or through sterility.
The renai ni ng speci nens are strong because, unless they were, they wouldn't be
alive. You then cross-breed themfromexternal stock and the results are

amazing. " Malick frowned. "At |east they were with plants and animals. | only
hope they will be with nmen and wonen. "
"They will be, " prom sed Quentin. "A man is basically an animal. " He | ooked

at Jay. "Did you understand all that?"

"I think so. " Jay frowned. "Wat | can't understand is why, if the Builders
had perfected suspended ani mati on, they had to have personnel at all. Wy not
staff the Ship with nmen and wonen in deep-freeze, send off the Ship, and |et

t hem waken when they had arrived?"

"A good question. " Quentin nodded as if pleased. "First, there are two ways
by which nmen can reach the stars. One is by suspended animation as you have
suggested, the other is by generation ship, which this is. W have conbi ned
both and so avoi ded the weaknesses inherent in either. The generation ship
depends on new bl ood replacing the old, but the danger is that the new bl ood
will forget what it should remenber. Sixteen generations are a long tine, Jay.
Even with continual use of educational tapes it is still hard for sonme people
to accept the fact that the Ship is nothing but a nmetal can drifting in the
void. To themthe Ship is the universe and they just can't imagi ne anything
possi bl y bei ng bi gger.

"The deep-freeze nethod is just as bad. Then the personnel have to rely wholly



on automatic machi nery, even as we do, but they are far nore vul nerable than a
generation ship could ever be. And there is another thing. W still aren't
certain that they will be fertile after deep-freeze. The animals are, the nen
and worren shoul d be, but no one has ever rested in suspended ani mati on for
nore than three hundred years before. It was a chance we dared not take."

"I see. " Jay sat, thinking about it, trying to grasp the vast concept of

whi ch he was a part. Malick broke into his nusings.

"There is another point, Jay. The people who are put to sleep on Earth and
wake to find thenselves on a new world, aren't really able to settle down. To
themtheir home is Earth and, human nature being what it is, they would suffer
from nostal gia. They would get honesick, long for all the things which they
had | eft behind. W can't do that. W have never known any hone than the Ship
and nost of us are dying to get away fromit. "

"Yes, " said Jay. He was thinking of Gregson. He put the thought into words.
"Gregson?" Quentin shrugged. "He'll be no problem now The pressure driving
himhas [ifted. Once he was relieved of his norbid fear of death he reverted
to normal. Now he is just as eager to explore a new planet as Merrill is. ™"

The Captain chuckled as he stared at the young nman. "You're surprised that |
let themlive? Wiy should you be? W need nen, now, Jay. G own nmen who have
the essential drive necessary to take a planet and twist it to our
requirenents. | can't afford to let what is past interfere with the main
project. Merrill, Gegson, the Barbs all have their responsibilities. They
know it and, knowing it, can forget small, petty grievances. After all, Jay,
we bred for intelligence and intelligent nmen don't waste energy on trifles.
They' Il have plenty to occupy their time soon. "

Soon! Quentin sighed as he thought of it. First the arousing of the rocket
crews fromtheir suspended animation. Then three long years while the Ship
orbited around the central sun. Exploration of the thirteen planets discovered
by the Luna Cbservatories so long ago and the final testing of their theory
that those planets must present a high probability of being habitable.

Then the work. The endl ess shuttling fromthe Ship down to the selected world
and back again. The tests for bacteria and alien life forms. The planting of
men and wonen as if they were seeds to see if they could survive and nultiply.
The isolation of the test colonies until all danger of harnful bacteria,
unknown viruses and threatening ecol ogi es had been deci ded. The careful
cross-breeding to gain the best fromthe twd, alnpst totally different races
now aboard the Ship. The living personnel could be allowed to mate w th whom
they liked, they had already been weeded and purified in order to neet alien
conditions, but the nen and wormen in deep freeze presented a problem They
were relatively weak, still used to a single Earth gravity, still carrying

wi thin thensel ves hereditary diseases and sl ow refl exes.

Five years? Ten? A full generation? Quentin didn't know but, as he thought
about it, he wished that he were a younger man. There was |ife and excitenent
and adventure ahead. Monotony and dul | ness and the careful fitting in of
living people to the dictates of automatic machinery were all behind. It was

work for a younger man, a fit, virile, eager man who would be willing to be
taught and guided in the path he shoul d take. Jay West?
Jay flushed as he felt the old man's eyes on him He still had to fight

against his inclination to stare, to wonder how any man coul d have lived so
long, to marvel at the greying hair, the thin hands, the sunken |lines on
cheeks and at the corners of the eyes. He wondered if he would | ook |ike that
when ol d.

Not that it would matter then. The children were being taught that nen changed
as they grew old and that the change was a normal occurrence. Still, it would
be odd to see old, white-haired men and wonen.

"You may as well end shifts now, Jay. " Quentin relaxed in his chair, his nind

made up. "It is one of the prerogatives of the Captain to choose his own
successor. | will put it to the Council as a matter of courtesy, but there
will be no doubt as to their reactions. " Quentin rose in dismssal and held

out his hand, a gesture Jay had never seen before. He stared at the extended



pal m
"It is an old custom

expl ai ned Quentin. "You may have seen it on the tapes,

and then again you may have forgotten. | understand that now the tapes do
include it as normal education. The idea is that you take ny hand in yours,
shake it, and then let it fall. The reason for the gesture is to assure you

that I amyour friend.
"I see. " Jay took the proffered hand, shook it awkwardly, then let it fall
"Li ke that?"

"I think so. " Quentin smled. "I have shaken hands only once before in ny
life. That was when ny predecessor informed me that | was to follow his
command. | thought it a good custom and decided to use it to signify ny own
choice. "

"Captain!" Jay blinked, still only half-aware of the inplications of what
Quentin had said.

"Yes. You will receive instructions fromboth the Council and nyself. Al so
there are special tapes containing private instructions for the comrander.
wi Il show you those nyself. " Quentin smiled. "I nust warn you not to be too

i npatient. The instruction is long and | have no intention of going to the
converters just yet. You might be waiting for ten years, maybe |onger, but
you'll be learning every nmonent of each shift. " He sobered as he dropped his
hand on the young nman's shoul der. "The responsibility is a heavy one- nore now
than when | took command-but you are young and adaptable and | know that you
will do the best you can. "

"Yes, sir, " said Jay. He felt peculiarly hunmble. "Thank you
He felt as if he were walking on air as he left the Bridge. The feeling | asted
as he strode down the whispering corridors and into sector Five. Then, as he
saw a figure before him he faltered with sudden doubt.

"Hell o, Jay. " Susan cane up to him smiling, and slipped her armthrough his.
"Father has told ne everything. | was a fool ever to have doubted you. "
"Susan! "

"I never really believed what you said. I'ma woman, Jay, and a wonan knows

when a man is in love with her. She snmiled up at him "D d you hear the
news? Cenetics has given perm ssion for free-choice marriages. " She paused,
hopeful ly, and then shook his armin a sudden inpatience. "Jay! Didn't you
hear what | said?"

"Yes, " Jay lied. He was still thinking of what Quentin had told himin the
Bridge. "It'lIl take about five years. "

"What will take five years?"

"Contacting the planets. "

"Who cares about the planets?" Susan clung to his arm "You didn't hear what |
sai d. CGenetics has given pernission for free-choice nmarriages for anyone who
has reached marriageabl e status. " She | ooked slyly up at him "I shall reach
full status in a few nonths. '

"Good, " he said. Then, as what she hinted at canme hone to him he stopped,
gri pped her shoul ders and turned her to face him

"Susan!"

"I knew that you'd want to marry ne, she said. "That's why |'ve already
filed application for lowering of my status age. W can be married next nonth.

Her ki ss stopped his protest and, as he responded to it, he gave up
Bet ween Quentin and Susan, his life was pretty well planned for himas it was.



