(Proofed Half-Assed by neetha) — (delete thisif you find covers)




PROLOGUE
Fromthe journal of Evangeline Burr, official historian, theSpirit of America

In the brief time that we have been on our new planet, the odd and wonderful Omega, so much
has happened that | have fallen behind in keeping my records. It has been a time of hope and
disappointment, of bizarre discoveries and terrible tragedies.Our new world presented a kind face
to us at first. In Eden, the committee-chosen name for the area of land we have made our own,
the climate was mild and the wildlife posed no threat. The only visible predator, a small, lionlike
cat, liked to have his tummy scratched, and the bees did not have stingers. That Omega might
have hidden perils was made clear to us when we lost a woman to a giant worm similar to a slug,
later to be called a miner because of the beast's ability to burrow deeply into solid rock. Our
commander, Captain Duncan Rodrick, became seriously concerned when a mineral exploration
party led by Stoner McRae discovered an ancient city built of stone. We still do not know who
built the city, where they are now, or why they abandoned it. How far might that civilization have
progressed since the time when the city was built—if the culture still survives—and doesit pose a
threat to us now?But our greatest tragedy to date, one that not even Rodrick's care could have
prevented, was sadly unnecessary and came as the result of the dissatisfaction of the egotistical
first officer, Rocky Miller. Commander Miller stirred the fires of a dissident group of scientists and
led a party of ninety families, some two hundred men, women, and children, into a deadly ambush
staged by one of the indigenous intelligent life forms, the insectlike Whorsk. Dr. Mandy Miller, the
commander's wife, was the only survivor of the Whor sk attack. Aside from the hostility of the
Whor sk, our most serious challenge is the lack of heavy metals in Omega's crust. Without
rhenium, the metal that fuels our starship, Captain Rodrick would never be able to complete his
mission to take theSpirit of Americaback to Earth with a cargo of Omega's fine food plants, which
have great potential for making the arid areas of the Earth green again. The lack of heavy metals
is now being overcome with the help of the giant miners. They trade the metallic ores they have
extracted from far beneath the surface for a synthetic lubricant we manufacture for their boring
teeth.We've had a number of births and several weddings, the most notable of which was the
double ceremony of Captain Duncan Rodrick and Lieutenant Jackie Garvey, and Chief Engineer
Max Rosen and Dr. Grace Monroe. And although it does not make up for our losses, one person
has been added to our little colony. She's a former marshal of the Soviet Union, no less. Theresita



Pulaski was the only survivor of the great starship Karl Marx.She survived an incredible epic
journey through Omega's jungles to be taken captive by the Whor sk, later to be rescued by Jacob
West, a scout-ship pilot and Apache Indian with a PhD in physics.We're still mystified by Theresita
Pulaski s experiences, for, although it is biologically impossible for Whor sk and humans to
interbreed, it has been discovered that Theresita is pregnant. Under drugs and hypnosis, she can
vaguely remember —almost as if it were a dream—making love with a very handsome and very
human man. This could only have happened during the time she was recovering from being
seriously mauled by a large predator along the Great Misty River, so our investigations are
concentrated on that river. If thereis a life form on Omega so similar to humans that
interbreeding is possible, we all want to know about it. However, every surveillance flight of that
area isfruitless because of a thick mist that hangs over the entireriver valley. It cannot be
penetrated by our detection instruments .And our main worry still plagues us: Was the Earth
destroyed in a nuclear holocaust after our takeoff? We didn't know whether to be disappointed or
relieved when we discovered that Theresita Pulaski did not have the answer either. Although the
Karl Marxleft Earth after the Spirit of America,she too lost her communications with Earth. Thusit
was that Theresita will remain as ignorant as we, about whether the Earth's leaders blundered
into a final nuclear war, until we can accumulate enough rhenium to send the Spirit of America
back through space.Meanwhile, life is good in Eden, although the work hours are long and our
ability to establish the kind of technological civilization necessary to continue our space travel has
been severely impaired by the deaths of many skilled people. I am confident, however, that with
God's help we will overcome and that soon our great ship will roar upward on her rockets to
return to theEarth and there discover whether we are the last representatives of the American
nation left alive. On a personal note, | am quite far along in my study of Portuguese. I've had a
chance to practice my Russian with Theresita, and she says my accent isimproving. | think I'm
adequate at Portuguese sinceit is so similar to Spanish, and, should we ever contact the Brazlian
expedition into space, aboard the Estrelado Brasil,| will be able to conver se with them.

WARNINGS FROM A SPACE BEACON
ONE

Jennie Hamilton had become amorning person since having left the turmoil and daily crisesof her role as
Americas Firg Lady. Living now with her husband, ex-President Dexter Hamilton, in western North
Carolina, sheliked to watch her peaceful, private world brighten before the sun burst over the mountain
to the east. On amorning when spring had definitely established itself againgt any vagrant urge by winter
to make one final assault, she clasped her coffee mug in both hands, sat Sdesaddle on therailing of the
eastern balcony of ahouse she had cometo love, and watched the glory of rhododendron blooms
emerge from the predawn darkness.

The house had been built by an indudtridist of the old school, and it was shamefully extravagant in an age
when rat-pack cities sprinkled the nation like algae on a stagnant pond, ever growing. Behind her was
one of the few remaining wilderness areas and to the east an unbuild-able, steep, seemingly bottomless
chasm and asheer mountain. At night, however, the glow of light from the metro sprawl of Asheville
dimmed the stars.

Jennie did her best thinking in the early morning. The habit had grown from an inability to deep, and then
it had become a curative process, which over a period of months began to soothe her resentment and
frustration about the way the so-caled pundits and political writers had handled the retrogpective
assessment of her husband's presidency. It had al been rather terrible. They were calling Dexter
Hamilton'stwo termsin the White House the most disastrous eight yearsin American history.
Republicrats were blaming the growing isolation of the United States on Dexter, but in view of recent



events, more and more people were beginning to question the Republicrats attempt to blame their
fallures on Dex-ter's Conservative administration. More and more common people in the overpopul ated
citieswere beginning to remember that Dexter Hamilton had at least made a stand. He had fought the
Russiansin South America, and he had destroyed Soviet power in the Western Hemisphere, evenif the
victory had been pyrrhic, with crippling lossesto Americasair and sea power.

The people of the United States were frightened. The country was becoming an isolated idand of
democracy in ahostile world. One by one the smaller nations of South and Centra Americahad

deserted their dliances with the United Statesto cast their lot with fascist Brazil—a politica giant equd to
the Soviet Union and the United States, with anuclear arsena comparable in destructive power to that of
either of the aging superpowers and a space program second to none.For the first timein modern history,
the United States was fighting aborder war. Mexico wasin turmail, torn between the last-surviving
Communigt party in the Americas and the Brazilian-backed nationdists. The civil war spilled over the
border with both right-wing and |eft-wing guerrillagroups bringing death and terror from the Gulf of
Mexico to the Pacific. That Situation could not be blamed on Dexter Hamilton. In arecent interview, he
hed stated, "It istime for the Republicrat administration to mobilize the reserves and to establish law and
order on our southern border, even if it meanswe have to march al the way to Mexico City." Jennieand
aprecious few others knew that it was unfair to blame the uncontested, swift, and devastating Russian
conquest of Europe on the Hamilton adminigtration, but the political writerswereal in agreement that if
Hamilton had not forced the showdown in South Americawith the Russans, they would have been
content to leave Western Europe nominaly free. . . although the Western European countries had long
gncefdleninto the Soviet orhit.

It was afrightening world. In al of Europe only Switzerland had sovereignty over its affairs, because,
Western cynics explained, even Soviet strongmen needed secret Swiss bank accounts. The exhausted
English had at long last granted total independence to Scotland and Irdland, and oddly enough the three
nations were working more closaly than ever, for only their frail lifeline extending acrossthe Atlantic
Ocean to the United States protected them from becoming yet another Soviet province.

Japan was il independent, in spite of being surrounded by the Communist horde. The old men who
ruled in the Kremlin following the assassination of Premier Y uri Kolchak had redized that theindugtria
capabilities of Japan and the United States were so meshed that a Soviet attack on Japan would force
the United Statesinto war, most probably with the use of nuclear weapons.

Austrdiaand New Zedand, awvash in a Red sea, were hardly worth the effort of conquest, and there
was arisk to the Soviets because of Austraias and New Zedand'sties with their English-speaking
American dlies. South Africa, that nation of mad dogs, glowered from behind its ramparts & Communist
black Africaand was|eft done, for the men in the Kremlinknew that the nukeswould fly from South
Africaat thefirgt sign of an attack, and that tiny tip of the continent was not worth the loss of a dozen or
more Russian cities and agood portion of Africa.

Although the Republicratstried to blameit dl on Dexter Hamilton, the facts that had led to the South
American war were dtill classified astop secret. Only afew knew that Hamilton had had no choice, save
surrender, in the face of Y uri Kolchak'sthreat to have a Red world or a dead world before he died of his
incurable disease.

Jennie Hamilton knew that higtorians, if there were to be any, would state that Dexter Hamilton had
shown grest bravery and love of freedom and that he had stopped the surge of communismin the
Western Hemisphere. At first the barrage of criticism had bothered her, but now she was at peace. She
knew what her husband had faced and what he had accomplished. Hisrecord in world affairs would
eventualy stand on its merits.



However, there was another area of criticism, which was for monthsthe heaviest of al. It came from the
spokesmen and -women for the eighty percent of the population who lived on government money, either
afedera or sate paycheck, or one of the multiple forms of wefare. What Hamilton considered to be his
greatest achievement, the building of theSpirit of America, was viewed by most as an egghead
experiment that had wasted hillions of dollars, which should have been spent on the masses. He had sent
an untested ship into space, and that was, they accused, hisworst folly.

Therewould have been heavy criticism of theSpirit of America evenif it had been a success. But when
communications were lost with the ship beforeit reached the point of lightstep, when it was evident that
all aboard were dead, the voices of the masses rose to near hysteria. Even Jennie had her doubts about
theSpirit of America. Shetried, but she could not share Dexter's optimism about the ship. Harry Shaw,
builder of the starship and the inventor of the rhenium-powered drive that had made interstellar travel
possible, had tracked her past the far orbit of Pluto, but he had no evidence that anyone was alive
aboard her. There had been atiny disturbance on arecording tape, enough to make Shaw and Hamilton
hope and pray that the ship had used her rhenium drive; but at that grest distance the ship was only atiny
mote in space, and the disturbance on the tape could have been, asthe cynics said, aglitch inthe
electronics. The ship, most peoplefelt, was adead hulk, speeding away from the solar systeA at sublight
speed to travel forever into the depths of space. Now the sun was up, and an hour later, so was Dexter
Hamilton. A maid served breskfast on the bal cony. Hamilton did not look like areviled and defeated
man; only in hislaefifties, he was youthful, vibrant, and energetic. He made many public appearances
and spoke often on the viewscreen, for, fter al, hewasthe only living ex-president, and Americans
honor their past presidents regardless of their actionsin office. Hamilton was writing his memoirs. He
worked well at Starview—that was the name Jennie had given to the estate in the North Carolina
mountains—and he enjoyed the privacy. He was near enough to Ashevilleto ook in now and then on the
congruction of the Hamilton Presidentid Library, and he had an old friend in resdence most of thetime
at Starview. Oscar Kogt, former scientific adviser & the cabinet level and still complaining of hisaching
neck, had his own suite of roomsin an isolated wing of the huge house, from which he ventured out now
and then to have a bourbon on the balcony or to make lecture appearances at various universities.

Hamilton was having his second cup of coffee and enjoying the view—the beauty of both the mountain
spring and hiswife—when his secretary brought a cellular telephone to the table and said, "It's Harry
Shaw, Mr. President.”

Jennie didn't get much from the conversation. Hamilton'send of it was brief, conssting of affirmatives
and afind, "That's great, Harry." Then he smiled at her and said, "He wants to come down and bring a
couple of friends"

"It'l be niceto seehimagain,” Jennie said.

Harry Shaw had left government service. After the apparent failure of theSpirit of America, al space
development funds had been cut. The government was pushing hard to turn Shaw'sinvention of the
century, perhaps of dl time, into aweapon. Harry Shaw had made it possible for a spaceship to travel
faster than the speed of light, but dl the Pentagon in Washington could think of wasthe explosive
potentia of antimatter-bombarded rhenium, Shaw had wanted no part of that. With enough nuclear
warheadsin place to demolish the Earth ten times over, who needed adoomsday machine? Shaw felt
that hisinvention, transformed into aweagpon, could not only split the Earth into small asteroids but
destroy nearby planets and affect the life cycle of the sun itsdf. There were times when he wished he had
never sarted working with the peculiar properties of rhenium.

A man hasto live, and aman of Shaw's character hasto work. He had taken private employment with



Transworld Robotics, where Dr. Grace Monroe had devel oped the computer brain that had made
android congtruction possible. Transworld Robotics had alowed Shaw to write his own contract, given
him amost unlimited funds, and alowed him to pursue any line of research he chose. For along time he
had ignored hiswork with rhenium, for even to think of it put pictures of failure, devastation, and degth
aboard ship into hismind. He knew that he was expected to explore further the properties of
rhenium—and to his surprise Transworld had provided him with a couple of pounds of that rarest of
metals—but for long months he continued to resigt dl effortsto get him talking about the Spirit of
Americaproject. Then, one day when his current speculation had led him into a dead-end box for the
thousandth time, he punched up the lightstep file, mused through it, then sat up with ajerk. He did some
swift calculations, walked the floor for awhile, sat down at the computer termind, and repested the

cd culations ahaf-dozen times, then requested aline to the office of Brand Roebling.

Roebling'svoice was crisp. "Yes, Harry?"

"If you havetime, I'd liketo seeyou in my lab," Harry said. He was not much on protocol. During
Project Lightstep he had been the boss.

"I'll betherein five minutes" Roebling sad.

Brand Roebling was the great-grandson of Brandon Roebling, the founder of Transworld Robotics. He
liked to tell people that he could trace his ancestry to John Roebling, who %ad invented wire rope and
used it to build the Brooklyn Bridge, an edifice that was till standing in New Y ork, athough no vehicular
traffic was dlowed on it. Brand had sprung from along line of achievers, and he himself had not
depended on family wealth. He had developed his own electronics company, and it had not been family
money but his own that he had used in the corporate takeover of Transworld, thus regaining control of
the company lost by hisfather. Not yet sixty-five, he had accumulated. one of the largest private fortunes
intheworld. He was absolutely disgusted by the events of recent decades, events he saw asthetota loss
of American power and prestige. He saw no future for his son, in hismidthirties, and daughter, in her
early twenties, aslong as the country wasin the hands of the fumbling, cowardly Republicrats.

Harry Shaw was seated, hisfeet on his desk, when Roebling was admitted by Shaw's private security
guard. Shaw merely nodded and waved ahand a a chair in front of hisdesk asif he were the boss
ingtead of Roebling.

Roebling looked at Shaw's face, seeking a clue to what was obviously asummons, but saw only asmall,
dark, pleasant-faced man apparently completely at ease. Shaw was hiskind of man. Their relationship
had not become intimate because Roebling was abusy man and Shaw a private one, but Roebling had
enjoyed Shaw's company the few timesthey had talked.

Before Roebling could speak, Shaw said, "Damn, | was supid.”
"Wrong, maybe. Stupid, no. But | do admire modesty in scientists.”

"We wasted tons of the stuff," Shaw fumed. "That's interesting,’ Roebling said, not having the dightest
ideaof what stuff Shaw was talking about. "Y ou can get the same power out of a couple of ounces as
you can out of two tons," Shaw said, rubbing hiswide forehead. Roebling felt aprickle go up hisspine,
Hewasvery familiar with Project Lightstep, and there were interesting implicationsin Shaw's revelation.
If theSpirit of America had not been destroyed or damaged beyond function, there was going to be a
wait of years before the world would know the results of the expedition because the ship had not carried
enough rhenium to make areturn trip. "1'd like to borrow arocket,” Shaw said smply. "A Truman
|.C.B.M. will do. And there's alightstep probe engine sitting in ashed down at VVandenberg Air Force



Base. Do you think you could get your handson it?"

"l cantwist afew arms," Roebling replied. He was persona grata at the Pentagon because he had
amplified Grace Monroe's admira design, taking out some of the sophitication that had made the
admird so human but leaving the android dl hisfighting skillsand military sense. "Am | to understand that
you want to send out alightstep probe?’

"Got acouple of things | need to check out,” Shaw said.

"I might have alittletrouble," Roebling said. "Y ou know how this administfation fedl's about new space
ventures. It'll be hard to sell anyone on the idea of spending money on a project that won't reach critical
point for two years after launch.” He was talking about the long trip out of the solar system, which had
been required for theSpirit of America before her lightstep engine could be engaged.

"Two hours, not two years," Shaw said.

Roebling rubbed hisforehead. He was balding, and the length of forehead made his narrow face look
longer. "All right, Harry, maybe you'd better stop speaking in shorthand and tell me what's on your mind."

"That I'm damned stupid,” Harry repeated. "It wasthereright in front of medl thetime.”

"Areyou saying that you can engage alightstep engine insde a planet's gravity well without causing the
king of al explosons?'

"Yes. It happens so fast," Harry explained, "that the reaction takes place and the ship is gone before the
fidd it generatesleavesthe vehicle. We can go lightstep from Earth orbit, and we can do it with two
ounces of rhenium. Weve got two pounds of it here. We could make sixteen jumps, of any chosen
distance, with two pounds. With the tons of stuff on theSpirit, they could have explored the universe. "

Roebling was deep in thought. "If | understand you, we could take a shuttle vehicle and go to the stars.™
Shaw nodded. "But a shuttle wouldn't carry enough rocket fuel and oxygen for much exploration.”

"But we wouldn't need something as big and as complicated astheSpirit of America.”

"Nope." Shaw let hisfeet crash to the floor. " Stupid, stupid, stupid. We could have been moving
colonigtsal thistime." Helooked at Roebling. "Do you think there's any chance of getting government
help on this?'

"Two chances—dim and none.’

"Wevegot todoit, Brand," Harry said.

"Let megiveit somethought. Harry. I'll get back to you.”

Roebling made no commitment until severa weeks later, when Harry Shaw pushed a button and a
rocket that had been built to carry multiple nuclear warheads deep into the Soviet Union lifted off from
Vandenberg Air Force Base and, closdly tracked by Brazil and the Soviet Union aswell asby Shaw's
own ingtruments, reached for orbit. There, asfar asthe Brazilian and Soviet observers were concerned, it

malfunctioned and exploded. Only Shaw's team knew that the explosion had been adummy and that the
third stage of the Truman 1.C.B.M. had winked out of existence and emerged over eleven light years



away. Within hours the third stage was back, just another piece of space debris, which was recovered by
ashuttle chartered by Transworld and later ddlivered to Harry Shaw'slab.

Brand Roebling was there when Shaw removed the informati on-geathering instruments from the vehicle.
The tapes projected a picture of asun with afamily of planets, 61 Cygni A, theSpirit of America's prime
landing objective.

Roebling was silent but awed. It was difficult to believe that he was seeing pictures that had been made
so far away; the light captured on the tapes would not reach the Earth for over eleven years. Shaw was
tense as he watched the results of measurements of the sun's planets. He grinned when he saw the data
on thethird planet—aplanet of water and free oxygen and green growing things. "'If they madeit, they're
there," Shaw said. "On that planet.”

"Any indication?" Roebling asked.

"Hold one. We're scanning al wavelengths. * Shaw pushed buttons and heard only the static of space for
along moment asthe instrument scanned the recordings; then his eyes went wide as ahuman voice
spoke, the words swimming in space static.

"All ships, dl ships," the voice said in the cam, measured tones of a spacejock. "TheSpirit of America
has diverted to 61 Cygni B. Do not attempt landings on the third planet of 61 Cygni A. Repest, do not
attempt landings on the third planet of 61 Cygni A. All ships, dl ships—"

They listened to it for asecond time, and then Shaw turned it off. "They madeit!" he said, hisface
beaming. "They had some kind of trouble on the A planet and |eft a space beacon to warn us, but they
medeit."

"There's no assurance that they found anything better in the other system,’ Roebling said.

"No, and that'swhy we've got to go out there," Shaw said with great intendity. "If they didn't find a
habitable planet in the 61 Cygni B system, they're stranded. All we haveto do is get aship out there and
tell them what we now know, and we can use theSpirit to explore the gdaxy." He leaned forward. "We
oweit to them, Brand. | don't care what it takes, we owe it to them. And we owe it to oursalves, to
humankind. We could have the means now to relieve dl the overpopulation of the world. Hell, we could
movethetota population of the United States to other planets and | et the Brazilians and the Russians
havethisone. "

"It takes money, Harry."

"Not nearly as much asit took theSpirit of America. Wewon't need al the extensive life-support
systems because we won't have to spend yearsin space. We can be a 61 Cygni in hours. We can
explore adozen or more star systemsin amonth.”

Rbebling rose and paced the floor. "Have you seen the news lately ?*

"No. I've been too busy.”

"The Brazilians are moving into Mexico. Washington ismaking alot of noise about it but doing nothing
concrete. Brazil has her nuclear forces on full dert. The Russans are yelling about overt aggression

againg the last Communistsin the Western Hemisphere, and they're threatening to move on Japan to
'sscuretheir Asan flank.' "



"So we have our little problems,” Shaw said, with acynica amile. "So what makesthis series of crises
different from any of the others of the past decade or 07"

"Harry, you know and | know that sooner or later somefool is going to push the little red button.”

Harry nodded in silence, remembering the tense times late in Dexter Hamilton's second term when it
seemed that the rockets would fly and the bombs would start falling from the space stations a any
moment.

"That's another reason why we haveto go," Harry explained. "I'd like to be sure that Dexter Hamilton's
dream isn't dead. It'samost asif weve been given a second chance. We can take a ship out there for a
fraction of what it cost to take theSpirit. We could even move acolony group, just like the one on the
Spirit, and have enough rhenium to assure that wed find a habitable planet thistime.”

Roebling was deep in thought. He saw images of his beloved son and daughter, Derek and Jean. He
saw the bombs going off, leaving acold and lifdessworld. Brand Roebling was not a Republicrat, but he
was not without influence in Washington. At midmorning the next day he was seated across the desk
from asmal, nervous man who could not meet his eyes. It made Roebling even more uneasy to see that
the man who was President of the United States had lost—or was in the process of losing— his nerve.
He gtated his case quickly, and for the first time the President looked him in the eye. "There will be no
money poured down the rat hole of space during my termin office," the President said. At the Pentagon
Roebling wastold, "Brand, | wish we could do something. But we're not even sure those people on the
Soirit of America aredive. After what Hamilton did with the contingency funds, we have no money
squirreled away. | can't even buy mysdf anew staff car. Maybe thingswill change after the next eection.
Let'skegpitinmind.”

Roebling flew back to Transworld Robotics, and there, where the communications system was a bit
more secured againgt el ectronic surveillance than even that of the Pentagon, he began to make cdlls. He
awoke Harry Shaw at threein the morning. "Harry,” he said, "I think you'd like to go out to the Cygni
sysem.”

"Even at three o'clock in the morning,” Shaw said, al symptoms of deepinesswashed quickly away.

"I'm going to have afew friends over to the house tomorrow night,” Roebling said. "Well egt a eight.
Seeyou there.”

TWO

Brand Roebling's personal aeroyacht was a converted multipurpose attack bomber. As one of the more
important military-industrial contractorsto the Pentagon, he had certain privileges and the money to pay
for turning a deadly weapon of war into ameans of private transportation. The yacht could go balistic on
itsrockets and circle the globe in mere hours, or it could land in an areajust large enough to
accommodeate its length and wingspan. The hover jets of the yacht hissed and roared, sending crashing
echoes bouncing in three directions around Starview, and then, asit touched down on the pad carved
from the sde of amountain, there was quiet disturbed only by the startled cries of crows asthey fled the
area.

Dexter Hamilton was standing in the shelter beside the pad. He walked out asthe jets whined down into
slence, saw adelighted Harry Shaw appear in the hatch, and raised hishand in greeting. He recognized
the others who followed Shaw from the yacht, and although his face continued to show asmile, he was



startled. The people with Shaw represented great power and wealth, and in the past that power and
wed th had contributed to severd Dexter Hamilton campaigns. He walked rapidly forward to meet his
guests, shaking hands one by one.

Therewas plain, old Bill Farlock, the farmer. That was the way Farlock thought of himsdlf, athoughin
redity Farlock, in hismideighties, had amassed the largest |land-holding ever put together under the
free-enterprise system. If al his hundreds of thousands of acresin severa states could be combined,
Farlock Farms would represent the second-largest green areain America, bettered only by the National
Park and Wilderness holdings. Farlock Farms produced a significant percentage of al the fresh
vegetables, fruits, and grains that made up the American diet. Farlock was lean and wrinkled, scorning
the available wrinkle removers and the surgeons who could make the old look young. His nose showed
sunburn under hiswide-brimmed straw hat, and his hands were the rough hands of aworking man.

The attractive woman was Maryann Ward, daughter of the founder of Synthafoods, Inc., the firm that
had put artificia protein on American tablesin aform that replaced the eating of fatty, unhedthy animal
flesh. Under her control, Synthafoods had become one of the most powerful conglomeratesin the nation.
Tal, eegant, and energetic, she had the look of awoman who has the self-esteem to be at her best at all
times—awoman in her prime latefifties.

White-maned Karl Zeitz, the eldest of them, was a cantankerous man who preferred the company of his
computersto that of any human being. Hishair hung in amassto hiseyes, asif hewanted acurtain to
hide behind from the rest of the world. Although he was dmost one hundred years old and a bit paunchy,
he walked with the strength of aman of fifty, and his handshake wasfirm.

The last passenger off the yacht was Brand Roebling, and he completed an impressive foursome. Dexter
Hamilton could not even guess a the number of billions of dollarsin assets represented by the four
indugtridists who joined him in the short walk from the landing pad to Starviews smdll lawns and
overhanging baconies.

Jennie met the group at the main entrance and was her uftal charming sdif, quickly putting even the
misanthropic Karl Zeitz at ease. Of course everyone knew everyone. Jennie offered them achanceto
refresh themsalves, and Zeitz rumbled, "I'm not tired. Any of you monkeystired?"

"| gather you'd like to get right down to the businessthat has brought you here, " Hamilton said.
"If that'sdl right with you, Mr. President,” Harry Shaw replied.

"Finewith me," Dexter said, as Jennietook Karl Zeitz'sarm and led them into alarge, sunken seating
areawith aglasswall and a spectacular view of the gorge below.

‘Since we're in the South, Jennie," Zeitz said, "atad of bourbon and branch water might loosen our
tonguesalittle”

Jennie touched ahidden signal button with her toe, and amaid quickly cameto stand in the doorway.
Even before the group had found segts, the maid was rolling a portable bar into the room, and in afew
minutes, everyone was holding a cool glass except Harry Shaw, who sat on the edge of his seat
impatiently. Farlock and Maryann Ward were |ooking out the window and commenting on the view.
Shaw spoke over the low voices. "Mr. Presdent—" Hamilton held up one hand. "Harry," he said, "that
'Mr. Presdent’ Stuff isfinefor public appearances and shows respect for the office, but I'd appreciateit if
you'd just cal me Dexter."



"All right," Harry agreed, but he could not think of Hamilton in any other context, so he would just refrain
from using any title when he spoke to the ex-President. "I wanted to tell you as soon aswe knew," he
said, "but | didn't know how secure your communications are here. I'm very pleased to tell you that we
have positive proof that theSpirit of America went lightstep and reached the 61 Cygni system.”

"Thank you, Lord," Hamilton said, looking up. He sprang to hisfeet to seize Shaw's hand and pump it.
"Harry, those are the sweetest words I've heard since Jennie said shed marry me."

It took afew minutesto brief Hamilton on Shaw's recent discoveries about the Shaw Drive—asthe
engine using rhenium and antimatter for fuel was called by most— and then there was a pause. Hamilton
was pacing the carpet in front of the glasswall, his hands behind his back.

"We rushed you too much, Harry," hesaid findly.

"No blame can be attached to you," Harry soothed. "Y ou had a pretty sizable gun, megatons of nuclear
gun, at your temple. Thething is, were now in aposition to gain from our past mistakes. We can send
another ship out there, Mr.—" He paused.

Hamilton stopped his pacing and looked at each of hisvisitors, one a atime. "The Republicratswon't
fund one dollar for space,” he said. "To do so would be to admit that their criticism of Project Lightstep
wasin error. It would be praising me and the last administration, and they're not going to do that with
midterm elections coming up and control of the House in doubt.” He mused for amoment, then picked
Brand Roebling for his question. "Brand, quite a pool of money isrepresented in thisroom. | suppose
theré'sareason for this gathering of industrid eegles.”

"Thereis, Dexter," Roebling answered. "But before we talk about that, we'd like to hear your opinions
on the gate of the nation.”

"Wdl," Hamilton said, "I'm il briefed now and then by the Nationd Security Council, and | have my
own sources. Let me see ... do you want the pessmistic version or the optimistic verson?”

"We get the optimistic verson from the adminigtration,” Bill Farlock grumbled.

"To narrow the question down abit,” Roebling said, "how long do we have, in your opinion, before we
blunder into another war with either the Brazilians or the Russians, with the possbility of the use of
nuclear wegpons?"'

"Theway you Sate the question, Brand, you seem to think that nuclear war isinevitable,"” Hamilton said.
"Don't you?' Karl Zeitz growled.

"I don't know," Hamilton admitted. "When | was eyebal to eyebd| with Y uri Kolchak and hetold me he
was g<f!ng to nuke us unlesswe gave him South America, | believed him, but on somelevd | till didn't
believeit would ever happen." He held up ahand to stop Zeitz from interrupting. " Things aren't good,
that'sfor sure. Theterrorist raids on our southern border are inspired by both

the Russians and the Brazilians. The Russans are trying to use their dwindling cadre of dedicated
Communist guerrillasto force usinto awar over Mexico with the Brazilians, and the Brazilians are
sending their nationalists after our people for God only knows what reason, unlessthat idiot da Lisboa's
Napoleonic ddusons actudly extend to amilitary conquest of the United States and Canada. HEll take
Mexico in ayear unless Washington does something. Thet last isnot likely, because they're trying to put a



presslid on the obviousfact that da Lisboa hasterror squads operating right here in this country, killing
off Mexican patriots and Brazilian defectors.”

"We need you back in the White House, Dexter," Maryann Ward said.

"Well, | appreciate that, Maryann,” Hamilton said, "but it's not likely. | don't think Jenniewould let me
runagan."

Jennie made amoue.

"Asfar asnuclear war is concerned, ' Hamilton continued, "I think the greatest danger comesfrom
Brazil. They've never seen the results of anuclear bomb used on acity. There are Russians of high rank
who werein thefield during that nuclear exchange with South Africa. Carlosda Lishoaisaso adictator
in the old-fashioned sense, with total personal power. In the Kremlin they haven't developed a strong
leader since Y uri Kolchak's death, and since the decision-making process there is divided among severd
people, it would take longer for them to do something stupid, like invade Japan or the British Ides. Da
Lishoa could push the button in an ingtant, without consulting anyone. There'sthe danger.”

"Would you say thereisahigh probability of nuclear war?' Roebling asked.
"Well, if welet daLisboa have Mexico, hell want Texas and Cdifornia," Hamilton said.
"Y ou're not going to commit yoursdlf, are you?' Maryann Ward asked.

"Let mesay only this" Hamilton said. " Our forces have been living on yellow adert for months, and weve
goneto red threetimes."

Jennie shivered. She liked it best when they were done at Starview, when there was no one to discuss
the serious dangers facing the world, when Dexter was working on his memoirs and she was
coordinating.

"If theSpirit of America found alife-zone planet a 61 Cygni B," Harry Shaw said to Hamilton, "you've
accomplished your purpose of continuing the American tradition, regardless of what happens on Earth.
But if they didn't, they're orbiting some lifeless world with no fud to search for another star. We want to
assure that your dream has been realized. We want to send a ship out there, with enough people and
materid on it either to assist theSpirit of Americas mission or take it over if something has happened to
theSpirit."

"Well, I'd go dong with that,” Hamilton said, "and gladly. | assumethat you're contemplating the use of
private funds, which iswhy we have such distinguished company. "

"Privatefunds," Karl Zetz confirmed.

"You'redl very wedthy, " Hamilton said, "but it'l take more than you four to do it. Hasn't Harry told you
what theSpirit of America cost?"

"The new ship won't have to be as self-aufficient astheSpirit," Shaw said. "We won't have to spend
yearsin space. We can explore dozens of star systems for agood planet in the timeit took theSpirit to
reach Pluto's orbit. Shelll be bare bones, a utilitarian ship with just one purpose—to set anew colony of
one thousand Americansin place with enough equipment to insureits surviva. In contrast to this ship, the
Sirit wasaluxury vessd."



"No-frillsflying,” Hamilton said. "All right. But why have you cometo me?I'm not in the same financia
classwith you folks"

"We want you to use your influence in getting strategic materials and to convince the administration to
lease the Titah facilities at Desert Haven to us at areasonablefigure,” Shaw explained. "And we want
you to head up the project, Mr.Dexter. "

Hamilton began pacing again. Something was bothering him, cutting into the pleasure he felt a having
been

given a second chance to establish the American tradition among the stars. It took him aminute or two
to isolate it. He stopped pacing and looked into Karl Zeitz's pae gray eyes.

"Karl," he said earnestly, "you've been agood friend, and you've dways been generous with your money
at campaign time, but | won't be apart of alifeboat project for aging billionaires.

Bill Farlock laughed heartily. "That's why he became president instead of secretary of sate.”
"Dont get your bowelsin an uproar,” Zeitz said grumpily.

"The peoplefor this ship will be sdlected much as we sdlected the complement of theSpirit," Shaw said.
"Then none of you want to go?" Jennie asked. "1 will reserve two berths on the ship,” Roebling said, "for
my son, Derek, and my daughter, Jean. They won't be deadweight. Maryann's daughter, son-in-law, and
two grandchildren will go. The son-in-law will be avauable asst, since he's a synthetic-food expert.”

"I havetwo sons,” Bill Farlock said. "Only one, the younger, wantsto go. He'safarmer like me. Can
grow anything anywhere, so hell carry hisown weight." " And what about you, Karl?' Hamilton asked.
"I'm giving my sest to amonkey," Zeitz said sourly, "to remind everyone on board that they're not so
smart, after dl."

"Harry?' Hamilton asked. "1 think you ought to go thistime."

"Yes" Shaw sad. "Since wewon't have help from the military, I'll be ship's commander and pilot.” He
rose, went to the bar and refilled his glass, and turned to face Hamilton. "Well? What say you?"

"l can get the Utah base. | till have men in Washington who owe me.”

"I mean about being a passenger. We want you and Jennie on board,”" Shaw said softly, looking at
Jennie.

Jennie went pae. Hamilton went to her quickly and took her hand. "Well, Jennie, ' he said, "why not?
We've been tossed out on the dung heap to die, and we've got alot of years|eft, so maybe we should
seealittle bit more of God's universe.™

"But why us?' Jennie asked, overwhamed. "We have no scientific skills.”

"When we come back," Shaw explained, "the world will listen to Dexter Hamilton. When he describes
the good planets waiting out there for settlement, when he tellsthe world that out there, in space, we'd
have the chance to relieve overpopul ation and € iminate the age-old battle for Earth's scarce resources by
Spreading our population throughout the galaxy, people will listen, and that might save dl of us”



"Thisisso sudden, it'sdifficult to think clearly. But | sill remember how | felt when theSpirit lifted off. It
was S0 magnificent, so exciting." She turned to her husband. ™Y ou want to go, don't you, Dexter?' she
asked, looking a him asif they were the only two people in the room.

"Yes, | do, Jennie," Hamilton said, hisblue eyes bright.

"All right," she agreed quietly. "I've learned to listen to my ingtincts, and they'retelling meto sart
packing.”

Bill Farlock rose. "I've got work to do,” he said in atone that left no doubt that he was ready to leave.
"Can you stay here, Harry?' Hamilton asked. " Oscar will be back tomorrow."
"I'd planned to stay for a couple of days," Shaw said.

The discussion lasted afew minuteslonger. Then the three of them, Hamilton, Jennie, and Shaw,
watched the aeroyacht rise on its jets and blast away rockets for the cloud-studded sky. Hamilton and
Shaw then went to Hamilton's office.

"Well, Harry," Hamilton said, "it's been along time since | had a project of this magnitude to organize.
Where do we start?"

"With the Utah facility."

That wassmple. It took only atelephone call to the General Accounting Office, whose personnel were
happy to lease the unused congiruction Site of theSpirit of America to the private sector for alow fee,
with the condition that upkeep would be paid by the leaseholder. The rest of the day was spent in
beginning to compile alist of key people for the complement of the ship. Oscar Kost came back to
Starview the next day. Kost had been Dexter Hamilton's university professor over forty years earlier, and
their fast friendship had been amoving force in the concept and congtruction of theSpirit of America.
Harry Shaw was pleased to note that Kost looked asif he had not aged a day since Shaw had last seen
him—gaunt, stooped at the shoulder, wearing acervica brace, and complaining of atiff neck. Heforgot
his aches and pains, however, when he heard the news. "If you don't offer me apart in this, 111 demand
it," hethreatened. "Oscar, we couldn't have built theSpirit without you," Harry said, laughing, "'so how do
you think we could buildthis one without you?*

"Oscar, I'd like you to take over the selection process,” Hamilton said. "Weve aready got afew people
onthelist, so you can start with them and maybe draft one or two of them to help you out. WEll be
taking a thousand passengers. | think well be able to operate with abit more security than when we built
theSpirit. Private-industry security has always been better than government security. Well need a
security force out in Utah. Well leave that up to you, too." Kost knew just the person to head his security
team. Her name was Ledie Y oung, and he had worked with her during the construction of theSpirit
when she had been amember of the National Service Corpsand in charge of guarding the base during
theSirit's congtruction.

"Brand Roebling is going to send us a couple of Transworld Roboticss Skydarts tomorrow morning,”
Hamilton continued. "'I'll need one of them for awhile, but when thefirst one gets here, you can haveit to
take alook at the Utah Site, to get things organized there.” The first Skydart, with apilot in Roebiing's
employ, left Starview the next day with a single passenger, Oscar Kost. Soon he was |ooking down on
the arid and inhospitable desert, then landing in aswirl of dust. He was pleased to see that the desert



crawler coming toward the aircraft was driven by Ledie hersdlf.

Ledieskhaki uniform was dusty, but there was atwinkle of delight in her brown eyeswhen she
recognized Kogt. She ran forward and gave him avery informa hug, and then said, "Y ou'rethelast man |
expected to see here."

"Let'sget out of the sun," Kost said, taking her elbow, “I'm going to offer you ajob.”

Things had not been going well for Ledie Y oung. She had originally joined the Nationa Service Corps
because she loved the outdoors and wanted to help preserve the few remaining wilderness areasin the
United States. TheSpirit of America project had been ahighlight of her career, although she had
become apart of it by circumstance. She had been assigned to guard a nuclear waste dump in the
badlands of Utah, and when that area had been chosen as the construction site of theSpirit, she had
ingtantly become an important person. Ledie had done an excellent job, even finding cleverly conceded
surveillance gpparatus planted by the Russians or Braziliansin asand dune.

When theSpirit had lifted off and the Utah Site deactivated, Ledie's new prestige enabled her to get a
choice post in Y dlowstone National Park, and for awhile sheloved it, spending her timelearning every
hiking trail and getting on afirst-name basiswith the few remaining animalsin the park. Then the new
adminigtration had appropriated park acreage for underprivileged-citizens housing, to be inhabited
mostly by people who were part of the eighty percent of the population on the welfare roles. Once that
precious Y dlowstone wilderness had been gobbled up by the demands of overpopulation, Ledie Y oung
knew there would be no getting it back, so she had raised afussthat reached al the way to Washington
and resulted in her being sent back to guard the Utah site. The most exciting event in ayear had been the
arrival of ahot core from % dismantled nuclear generating plant, but at least she had no regrets.

Ledie had watched theSpirit of America lift off on her bellowing rockets, and she had wished that she
were aboard. Now, over acool drink, when Oscar Kost said that they were going to build another ship,
that they would need good security while it was under construction, and that the ship would need agood
security officer when it lifted off, Ledie legped from her seet, planted awarm, wet kiss on his cheek, and
sad, "Oscar, vou've saved my life."

She was out of the Nationa Service Corps uniform within two days, just as soon as her formal
resignation was acknowledged and her small crew of National Service Corps people were given
reassignment orders. Professiona private security guards from Transworld Robotics began to arrive, and
then shipments of materid, and once again the Utah desert came awake to the sounds of urgent and vital
adtivity.

Oscar Kost was having dinner with Hilary Diaz, the daughter of Maryann Ward. Two well-behaved
children, Susan, nine, and Mark, seven, ate politely and listened. The conversation had been al small
talk, but over coffee, after the two children had excused themselves, Hilary looked directly at Kost and
asked flatly, "Wdll, Dr. Kogt, do you like what you see?'

"Very much,” Oscar answered. Hilary Diaz was atal woman, her dark hair fashionable, her findy
sculpted face perfectly cared for. He smiled. "Y ou're a very atractive woman. | seealot of your mother
inyou."

Hilary tossed her hair, and an expression of displeasure momentarily crossed her perfect face. "You
know what | mean. Y ou're here to assess the progeny, to seeif | measure up to the standards.”

"Not a al," Kost responded, sitting back comfortably. "That's al been decided.”



"My mother'sinfluence,” Hilary said. "Oh, | want to go. I'd do anything to get my children off thisrotten
planet before some maniac starts hurling bombs, but 1'd be more pleased if | felt | could earn my way
aboard thisship.”

"But your husband isvery well quaified,” Kost said. "I'm sure held be sdlected as the synthetic-food
expert even if he weren't Maryann Ward's son-in-law."

"He wouldn't have been in Mother's graces afew years ago,” Hilary said. "Hilary Ward, marrying a
Mexican."

Kot covered hislack of an answer to that statement by hiding his face behind his coffee cup. He had
talked with Roberto Diaz in Roberto's office, and he had found Diaz to be an outgoing, impressive man
who would fitinwell. It was Hilary Ward Diaz who was giving Oscar pause. He knew that for four years
Roberto and Hilary had been on the brink of divorce. That fact had not been difficult for hisinvestigators
to uncover. And the dissatisfaction in the marriage seemed to emanate totally from Hilary's side. Roberto
Diaz was aworkaholic, and Hilary wanted a proper home and afull-time father for her children. The
grandmother of the children, Maryann Ward of Synthafoods, Inc., wanted Susan and Mark to grow up
free, on anew world—so Oscar Kost was saddled with an estranged couple. He was not happy with the
Stuation, but there was nothing he could do about it snce Maryann Ward's contribution of over ahillion
dollarswas vitd to the project.

"| do have sometaent to contribute. ..." Hilary said.

"I've admired your work for years,” Kost told her. "And | stopped by the gallery on the way to your
husband's office. | was very impressed. Y our technique is quite innovative."

"But there's not much usefor an artist aboard a spaceship.” Hilary replied, averting her eyes.

"On the contrary. Were trying to take arepresentation of all aspects of Earth's culture, aswell asour
scientific knowledge."

"Well, at least Roberto won't be able to go to the office while werre on board,” Hilary said.

Oscar Kogt's next stop was at the gpartment of Derek Roebling, thirty-five-year-old son of the owner of
Transworld Robotics. Derek was a cultured, likable man who had specidized in educationd problems,
and an investigation of his qudifications had quickly convinced Kost that Derek would be avauable
addition to the ship'srogter, for the establishment and maintenance of an educationa system for the young
had been of prime importance on anew planet. Kost assumed that Betsy McRae, Spirit's schoolteacher,
would appreciate Derek's help and expertise. Oscar felt lucky with regard to Derek Roebling, for hewas
the quality of man who would have been chosen without hisfamily connection to Brand Roebling.

Kost spent acouple of interesting hours with Derek discussing a computer-assisted teaching program to
encourage faster learning in very young children. Kost got theideathat Derek was not overly enthusiagtic
about going but would do so mainly to please hisfather.

Derek Roebling's sister, who lived in a penthouse apartment in New Y ork, was adirect opposite. After
thirty minutes with Jean Roebling, Kost felt asif he had been dipped repeatedly into fluffy feathers coated
with whipped cream. Beautiful she was, and young and vibrant, but her head was as empty as the space
that she enthused about, telling Kost how wonderful it dl was and what agreat adventureit would be and
how she was s0 pleased to be able to go to tell al those who had preceded her on theSpirit of America



about the |atest fashion trends on Earth.

James Farlock was running one of hisfather'slarge farm holdingsin the green belt in central Alabama,
where he had been born and from where he was rel uctant to leave—for any destination other than anew
planet. He was quite young, in his midtwenties, but the health and vigor of the farms he managed spoke
of hisagricultura ability. He, like Derek Roebling, might have been selected even if hisfather'sbillions
had not bought him a berth.

There was one more passenger to be seen before the main selection process began. Kot flew to the
giant complex that was Transworld Robotics and was escorted by Brand Roebling into the bowels of the
Earth, far below the complex, into the same smulated combat area where, years ago, the admiral had
demongtrated his abilities to Captain Duncan Rodrick under the direction of Dr. Grace Monroe.

Kogt was familiar with the type of android manufactured by Transworld for military use, and he had
admired the admira. He knew that the current combat androids had been modeled after the admiral but
had not been given the admiral's capacity for origina thought. Instead they were workaday models
designed to do one thing—xill enemy soldiers or androids. Therefore, he was not sure why Brand
wanted him to see an android. It just did not seem necessary. When he entered aroom and avery sturdy
figurein combat gear snapped to attention, hedlstogether, hand flashing up in a salute, however, Kost
knew that this one was no mere combat android.

"Sergeant York, sir, ready for duty,” the android snapped, dropping his salute smartly.

"Very good, Sergeant,” Brand Roebling said. "Thisis Oscar Kogst. Y ou'll be working with him."
"My pleasure, dr," the sergeant said.

"Sergeant Y ork trains the combat models," Brand explained.

"l see," Kogt said. There was adefinite gleam of intelligence in the sergeant's eyes.

"Sergeant, perhapsyou'd liketo tell Dr. Kost about your qualifications,” Brand suggested. The sergeant
stood at attention. "Sir," he said, "1 am the latest model, based on the work of the great Dr. Grace
Monroe, who produced the brain that made me possible. Under Mr. Roebling's direction, however,
we've made some improvements over primitive models, such asthe one caled the admira. The admird,
of course, was somewhat of ascientific marvel, but he is now hopelesdy outdated. For example, in single
combat, because of my improved reaction time, the older model would be overwhelmed. In addition, |
have added memory capacity, so | can store much more data than the admiral.”

"Very impressve" Kot said, nodding.

"Asfor my rank, gr," the android continued, dthough Kost had not even thought about it, much less
mentioned it, "I fdlt, after studying all possible data on this so-called admird, that it was abit pretentious
to wear brass. It iswe sergeants who keep things running smoothly in the army, and it is we sergeants
who, in combet, are on the front line. | think, g, that you will find me much more responsiveto orders
than someone with an artificialy devated rank.”

"I think welll get on fine, Sergeant,” Kost said. "Are you ready to travel ?'

"My wegpons and gear are packed, dir,” the sergeant assured him.



"Good. Then you'll comewith meto Utah. There you'll be working with our chief security officer, Ledie
Young."

The sergeant's face showed question, and Oscar said, "Have you a question?”

"May | ask, gr, if Ledieisamale or female name?’ "Wadll, it can be both,” Oscar said, "but in this
particular caeit'sfemde.”

The sergeant'sface froze. "Very well, sir.” ™Y ou seem disturbed to know that you'll be taking orders
from awoman," Kost said.

"Not at dl, gr," the sergeant replied, with acompletely impassve face. "There are some very finefemae
officarsinthearmy.”

"MissYoungisacivilian," Kogt corrected. The sergeant blinked, then said, "Very well, sir, | will
consider mysalf on detached duty. Rest assured that | will cooperate to the fullest, for the sake of the
project.” And, he was thinking, to have a chance to meet the brass-happy, overly glorified admiral. Then
they would see who was the better man. Alone with Brand, Kost asked, "Think hell be ableto handle
taking ordersfrom acivilian woman?"'

"Sure," Brand said. "He'sahit young, and he's having an identity crissasfar asfemaes are concerned.”

"He'snot at dl likethe admira,” Kost said. "That one was open, confident without being egotigticd, and
very eeger to please.”

Brand smiled wryly. "Weve found that the final product of aMonroe brainisabit unpredictable. They
al have different persondities. But the sergeant's agood man. Helll obey orders.”

THREE

There were no bloodsucking insects on Omega, not even in the dense equatorid jungles, and the bees
did not have stingers, but Dr. Amando Kwait, the colony's African agricultura expert, was finding that
there were some Omegan insects that were as pesky as an Earthside boll weevil or the Mediterranean
fruit fly. Kwait had begun his carefully controlled experimentsin growing Earth producein therich
Omegan soil, and the lush crops of tomatoes, |ettuce, okra, and squash had attracted a variety of
crawling and flying things, which agpparently chortled and legped for joy at finding this new and different
source of food.

Kwait was a man who had seen his beloved native Africafdl not only to communism but to Starvation
and near genocide. He had seen the last remaining herds of Africaswild animals daughtered by starving
people. He had seen the results of overgrazing on fragile lands by domesticated animals and devel oped
such hatred for the goat—that prime destroyer of the scattered vegetation that had once kept vast areas
of Africafrom turning into desert— that he had hidden the frozen sperm and eggsthat could produce
breeding pairs of the varioustypes of goats far back%0\ theSpirit of America's deep-freeze cabinets and
had even considered destroying them.

On Earth, insects had, of course, been amgjor problem, and Amando was familiar with the history of
man's battle against them. In Africaitself, large areas of potential croplands had been abandoned because
of tiny biting black flies, carriers of onchocerciasis, or river blindness. Continued exposure to the bite of
theflies had caused apathy, genera deterioration of hedlth, and then tota blindness. Kwait had aso seen
the results of attemptsto eradicate the flies. Using potent chemicals, those attempts had done more



damage than had the insect itself. The insecticides had to be introduced into streamsin order to kill larvae
clinging to rocks under theriver rapids. A totd fish kill had resulted, and near extinction of severa
varieties of birds. It had seemed that the World Hedlth Organization, totaly controlled by the Communist
bloc of nations, had forgotten the terrible lesson of DDT—a colorless, odorless chemical that
accumulated in ecosystems with devastating results.

Although Amando had insecticides at his disposal, he was very reluctant to poison Omegas virgin soil
and atmosphere with artificia chemicals. But something would have to be done about the crop-ravaging
insectsif the colony was going to add familiar Earth produceto its diet. After considerable soul-searching
he came to a decision and requested an gppointment with Duncan Rodrick.

Rodrick was a busy man, but he made timeto listen to the problems of the various department headsin
the colony. If he had been asked to place Amando Kwait's problem with Omegan insects on a priority
list, it would have fdlen far below other issuesthat occupied his mind, but he told him he would stop by
the experimental farmswithin the hour. He found Kwait standing hip deep in atomato patch. The
tomatoes were just beginning to turn red, and it did not take atrained eye to see that most of them were
damaged.

Rodrick was soon looking at a bright-red little worm that seemed happy to curl up in Amando's palm.
"That'sthelittle beggar,” Kwait said. "He's redly an amazing specimen. In his natura form he's deep
green and ekes out aliving by eating one particular weedy plant that grows rather sparsaly among the
native grass. When | planted tomatoes and they started to ripen, he found aworm heaven. He thrives on
the acidity of the tomato and has very quickly devel oped the ability to turn red to match the tomato's
color. He eats only the outer skin of the fruit, but he does athorough job."

Kwalit dropped the worm, squashed it with hisfoot, and picked atomato that was rotting on thevine. A
full seventy percent of its outer skin had been esten away, leaving no protection for the ripening pulp.

Duncan Rodrick had great respect for the big black man. He knew that Kwait had not asked to seehim
just to show him arather pretty little worm, so he waited patiently.

"1 could kill them with chemicals—" Kwait said.
"But you don't want to," Rodrick finished for him.
"No. I'd like to keep this planet unpolluted aslong as possible.”

"Well, Amando, you're the doctor in thisfield. Whatever you want to do isal right with me,” Rodrick
sad.

Kwait looked moodily at the rotting fruit and then threw it away. "Back in the mid-twentieth century,
entomologigstried serioudy for the first timeto control an insect pest without the use of poisons. There
wasafly that laid its eggsin open lesions on the hides of cattle, and the resulting larvae, the screwworm,
was a serious problem, capable of wiping out the cattle population in an infested area. The entomologists
released mae flies, which were made sterile in the laboratory, and controlled this screw-worm by smply
halting the fertilization of femaeflies”

"l think | see where youre going," Duncan said. "Genetic engineering. "

"Y&"



"Were dill technically under the laws of the United States, Amando,’ Rodrick reminded his colleague.

"The early methods of genetic engineering encouraged swift mutation,” Kwait said patiently, gazing
earnestly into Rodrick'sface. "There were mistakes.”

"The cotton plant that mutated into a poisonous, rapidly growing horror,™" Rodrick commented. "Had to
use flamethrowers on hundreds of thousands of acresin the South."

"Yes, yes," Kwait said, "and unless you've made athorough study with accessto secret files, you have
no idea of the thingsthat were produced in labs. If some of them had gotten into the environment—" He
shrugged. "But Stamler'swork in the early part of this century eiminated the tendency for gene tampering
to cause swift and often unfortunate mutation.”

"What do you propose to work on, the plants or the insects?"

"Both," Kwait said. "We have an expert in the field among us, you know."

"No, I didn't."

"Dr. DenaMadden. Before the small and frightened minds outlawed genetic engineering in most of the
world, she did some outstanding work in Austrdia.”

Rodrick turned away to walk down arow and look at Kwait's devastated tomato crop. Kwait walked
Slently behind him. At the end of the field Rodrick turned and said, "We do have a certain freedom of
action.”

"Yes. It would not make senseto try to apply dl of Earth'slawsto anew planet.”

"I want it kept under gtrict control, Dr. Kwait. Before you rel ease anything into the environment, or put
one engineered plant into the sail, | want it reviewed by our scientific board.”

"That isagreeable. | have your permission, then, to proceed?'

"Inthelab," Rodrick said.

"I would ask one more thing. | would like to have Dr. Madden assigned to me.”

"What's her section?'

"Biochemidry.”

"I'll peak with Dr. Miller, and if Dr. Madden can be spared, she'syours.”

"Thank you," Kwait said smply.

Dena Madden was thirty-five, small, dark of hair, and brown of eyes. A combination of Orientd racia
grains blended with the blood of a British grandfather to make her one of those increasingly rare Eurasian
beauties. She spoke with abroad Australian accent and was not above using some choice Aussie
profanity in times of adversity. When Dr. Mandy Miller, head of the Life Sciences section, found Denain

her 1ab and told her that if she had no objections she was going to be loaned out to the Agriculture
section to work with Dr. Kwait, she had objections."l am not yet finished with my work on the blood



andysis of the various Omegan anima forms," Denasaid.

"Doctor, it'll be ahundred years or more before we finish analyzing everything about Omega,” Mandy
replied. "Dr. Kwait has requested you, and it's been approved by Captain Rodrick. We dl fed that the
work you'll be doing with Dr. Kwait isimportant." Dena made no further protest, but she whispered a
few fine Aussie oaths under her breath as she dammed around the lab, bringing her current work to a halt
and cleaning up after hersdfr From the Audtralian home-in-exile of her parents—they never cameto
termswith having to leave the Philippinesin the face of Communist brutality—she had watched the
so-caled Third World countries desert freedom and aly themselves one by one with the Communigts.
Time and time again she had heard the tales of Communist murder and repression in her own native
country. To say that Dena Madden was violently anti-Communist would have been atota
understatement. She did not perceive hersdlf as being bigoted, but it was, she felt, indicative of nationa
and racia character that the darker the skin of arace, the quicker it had turned to communism. Of course
there were many other contributing factors, such asthe lack of an educated electorate in Africaand the
other Third World nations, but in spite of her own mixed blood, she had come to associate darker skin
with weakness, ignorance, and the lack of understanding of true freedom. In Africa, Dr. Amando Kwalit's
native land, communism had taken control behind the guns of atiny minority, and now the millionswho
had survived the famines and genocideslived in the same abject poverty that they had known for
hundreds of years and did not even have the freedom to practice their tribal customs. So it wasthat Dena
strode into Amando Kwait's office thinking that her new boss was one of the weaklings of theworld, a
member of arace that had given in to communism without afight, with cheersand rgoicing in many
cases, and had not made even a hafhearted attempt to regain freedom since the entire continent, with the
exception of South Africa, went Communigt.

It was not Kwait'sracia characteristicsthat made her wary and contemptuous, for she thought that he
was rather a handsome man, a powerful man, and there was no hint of blacknessin his speech. Hewas
in hisfifties, she knew, but looked much younger. His skin wasrdatively light, considering his country of
origin, and because he was dim, helooked taller than his actud six-foot, one-inch frame.

"Dr. Madden," Dena said, introducing herself and taking a seet. "I'm interested in learning just what sort
of work you havein mind, Dr. Kwait."

"You and | are going to mount awar on bugs,” Kwait said, with awide, white-toothed smile.
Oh, terrific, Denathought.He's going to have me spray his tomato plants.

Kwait picked up a sheaf of computer printout sheets. "'1've been reading your monograph on dtering
DNA patternsin influenzavirus" Kwait said.

"Genetic engineering's singletriumph,” Denasaid, showing abit moreinterest.

"Weadl owe the Stanford team a debt of gratitude for that work, and I've never had a chance to thank
anyone associated with it. Now | have achance. Thank you."

"I had only asmdl partinit," shesaid.

"That's not what the reference materid says," Kwait replied with asmile. "At any rate, | do thank you. |
can ill remember the miseries of theflu.”

"It was an interesting project,” Denasaid, warming to the subject. "We were trying to develop aserum
that would be effective againg al strains—"



"And the virus kept mutating so swiftly, you couldn't keep up," Kwait said.

"So we concentrated on the little beggar's ability to make rapid changes and came up with ajuice that
stopped its mutating ability."

"I lovethat scientific jargon,” Kwait said, and thistime Dena smiled with him. She was accustomed to

having to omit scientific terminology from her conversation when explaining genetic engineering. It would
be niceto be able to talk with someone without having to smplify.

"What does my genetic engineering work have to do with growing vegetables?' she asked.
"I don't want to start using pesticides. "

"Ah," she said, ditting up on the edge of her chair. "We have permission to attack the problem at its
source?'

"Our work will be reviewed by the scientific board. '
"Bully," shesaid. "WEell be controlled by physicists and astronomers who don't know diddly.”

"Well usethe lab on board theSpirit,” Kwait said, not addressing her concern. They would ded with
the review board when the time came. "' Once you have taken alook at it, let me know the things youll

"I won't know what I'll need until I know what we're going to do,” she said.

Kwait fingered his mustache. "1 was thinking of moving in one of two directions: either to ater the
offending insects or to dter our produce so that they dont liketo eat it."

"Inwhat way?' she asked.

"We could engineer atough outer skin on al our threstened fruits and vegetables. A 'sepraskin,’ asit
were, which could be acidic or dkaline, as dictated by the appetite of the pests. A skin that could be
removed easily by humans once the produceisripe.”

"Hmmm," Denasaid.

"And whilewere at it, we can do some work on adream I've had for years. The climate of Omegawill
dlow it. I've dways dreamed of doing something about the one-crop-per-year limitation of many fruits
and vegetables. | see no reason why we couldn't develop a perennia tomato tree, for example, with a
continud ripening process, with rifew fruit coming aong throughout the year. This aone would solve most
of the Earth'sfood problems.”

"Could be tough on the soil," Denaremarked.

"Y es, but we have thousands of years worth of accumulation of the best naturd fertilizer I've ever seenin
the dimination dumps of the miners," Kwait said. " And tomatoes wouldn't be the only perennia. When
theSpirit of America goes back to Earth, she can carry perennid fruit and vegetable plants, dong with
some Omegan plantsthat will make the deserts green again.”



"A big dream," Denasaid. She nodded. "But it can be doneif we're given afree hand and if the bleeders
don't start worrying that we're going to engineer adoomsday gene." Sherose. "Okay, let's get off our
buns and get to work."

The town of Hamilton was undergoing agradua change. Because of the scarcity of metasin the crust of
the planet Omega, the light meta aloysin the dwelling cubiclesthat had been removed from theSpirit of
America were being melted down for reuse, and those portions of the colonists* homes on Stanton Bay
were being replaced by spacious rooms built from the smart plastic, which offered awide choice of
colors and removed hegt from the outside air for interior warmth in winter and vice versain summer—a
function once expensively performed by heat pumps. The smdter on the Dinah River wasworking
full-time, for Stoner M cRage's section was ddivering iron ore now. An aluminum-processing plant was
amogt ready to tart utilizing the bauxite deposits discovered by the admira in the Renfro Mountains. The
hydrogen diffusion plant kept the colony's vehiclesin fud, and Max Rosen was supervisng the
congtruction of aplant to begin the manufacture of rocket fuel for theSpirit of America's lift-off. Theonly
source of heavy metals continued to be the miners, and although the underground beasts were eager to
trade ores for the synthetic lubricants they needed for their drill-like snouts, heavy metals were so rareon
Omegathat lessthan half an ounce of rhenium had been accumulated.

In contrast to the dearth of metals, the colony's kitchen tables groaned under a burden of plenty. So
much of Omegals native fruits had been found to be edible and quite hedlthy that the colony could have
lived well without trangplanting Earth's food-producing plants, but even when one was stuffed with the
swexet fruits of the tropic South and with delicious nuts and tubers and fresh fish from Stanton Bay, there
was still amemory of red, ripe tomatoes, golden-baked squash, an okragumbo, afresh salad.

Although the colony was shorthanded after the loss of the dissident faction led by Commander Rocky
Miller, Duncan Rodrick had issued strong suggestionsthat al personnd schedule some recregtion time.
The temptation was, for mogt, to utilize the extraten minutesin each of Omega's hoursto put ina
ninety-hour workweek, and Mandy Miller had voiced fearsto Rodrick that sooner or later the stress
would begin to affect even the dedicated scientists who wanted nothing more than to unravel al of
Omegas mysteriesin the next twenty-eight hours. She was indeed a bountiful and generous and
hospitable planet. Her orangish sun, her accentuated colors, her vivid sunsets, her oceans blue to near
purple, her pure air and untainted water al made the name they had given that squarish peninsulaon
which they had settled, Eden, seem very accurate. Dr. and Mrs. Jacob West had built their cottage on
the long dope to the north of Stanton Bay, outside the town proper. The marriage of Jacob West and the
big, well-formed, Polish-born Theresita Pulaski had not been abig affair. "1 don't want everyone
snickering at me, you wild savage," Theresita had protested to her Apache husband. "L ook a me."

"With pleasure,” Jacob had replied, but he understood, for Theresitas protruding ssomach held one of
Omegas most amazing mysteries, a baby that seemed to be theimpossible child, even, perhaps, an
immaculate conception. Therestadid have vague memories of being in bed with a handsome man after
having been savagedly attacked by arPOmegan lion on the continent shaped like adiving duck in the
Western Hemisphere. But she had been kept—by something or someone—in aheavily drugged
condition, so clear memories were locked ingde her subconscious. Dr. Miller wanted to use chemicals
and hypnosis on Theresitain an effort to enable her to remember what had happened whilein that
drugged stupor.

Theresitakept regular gppointments with Dr. Robert Allano, who was both a psychiatrist and an
ordained minister, but to date their work had been relatively unsuccessful. In fact, the entire period
following her being mauled by that Omegan lion had been wiped from her mind. There was no memory
of pain, athough some faint scars showed where the Omegan cat had severdly clawed her and whereits
teeth had torn her flesh. The scars showed no stitch marks, athough the extent of her injurieswould have



demanded stitching. Onething was for certain: Theinsectlike Whorsk—in whose primitive village she
regained consciousness after her conva escence—had no such medica sKills.

During Thereditas stay with the Whorsk she had gotten the ideathat a priestly caste of Whorsk lived
along the Great Misty River, under the protection of athick fog bank that could not be penetrated. That
still seemed to be the best explanation, but it did not explain Theresitals pregnancy. Blood tests on the
fetus showed nothing abnormd.

Jacob, while wishing that it washis child that his wife was carrying, was as puzzled as the others but not
traumatized. He left the decision whether to abort the fetus entirely up to Theresita, and she had
procrastinated so long in trying to decide, that the idea of terminating a pregnancy aready four months
aong was emoationdly unacceptable.

Theresitahad never given much thought to having children. For most of her adult life she had been an
army-career woman in Russia, climbing to the post of marshal, second in power only to the Premier, in
Spite of her handicap of being Polish in the Soviet Union. Her career had occupied al her thoughts, had
taken al her energy and ability. It was surprising to her to learn that she had deep materna feglings for
this unborn child with an unknown father. To think of killing the baby misted her eyes, and she clung to
Jacob while he soothed her, told her it was dl right, that it would be their child, not just hers. The medical
scientists, Mandy among them, were elated that Theresitawould carry her baby to term. There would be
much to learn about the planet by studying the fetus, then the child. When Theresitatold Mandy that she
had made just that decision, Mandy embraced her but released the hug quickly, abit embarrassed by her
emotion. "I've been thinking," Theresitasaid. ™Y ou remember that | told you about the mud dong the
river where my pod ship crashed? How it hesled my wounds?' Shelaughed. "Maybe that mud had some
other magica properties. Maybe I've been impregnated- by something in the mud." Mandy knew that
Therestawasjoking, even if it was not very funny. Theresita, with an Eastern European sense of humor,
thought the entertainment robot, Juke, which had been programmed with al the jokes of hundreds of old
Earth comedians, was hilarious. But, reminded of the healing mud, Mandy expressed arenewed interest
in having samples of it.

"Hey, savage," Theresita said to Jacob over dinner, "Mandy wants some of that river mud. Want'ago
for aboat ride?"

"Not if it involves getting anywhere near ajungle," Jacob answered.

"A little honeymoon,” Theresita suggested, "before junior gets so big you can't reach some of my more
interesting body areas?

"Y ou could talk meinto thet," Jacob said, grinning.

But first Jacob had other work to do. He and another scout pilot, his Mescalero friend Renato Cruz,
were working with Sage Bryson ingtaling test instruments on his scout ships. Sage was an expert in
electrica-field theory. She was aso outstandingly beautiful. Her dark hair was pulled into aloose bun at
the nape of her neck, and, as usud, Her amond-shaped green eyes were without makeup. Sage did not
need cosmetics. Her complexion had anaturd golden glow, and her full lips had adeep pink blush. To dl
outward appearances, Sage had recovered from her mental breakdown and seemed to be enjoying her
work with Jacob and Renato. She appeared in the scout-ship park in shorts and halter and worked
aongside the men, even flirting back when Renato made admiring remarks about her gppearance. This
was atrue sign of mentd health, since the sexual abuse she had suffered as a child had worked to isolate
her from men.



The two scout shipslifted off on hydrogen thrusters, engaged rockets, and took a balistic arc acrossthe
vast Western Ocean. Previous flightsto the Great Misty River on the far Western continent had
produced little information. The mist appeared to be—and tested to be—ordinary fog. Why such asolid
bank of fog should be permanent in the middle of a desert and why it should follow the course of the
Great Misty River exactly were two of the questions that needed to be answered. Earlier surveillance
flights had increased the mystery, for certain insruments did not function if ascout ship lowered itsdlf into
the thick fog. The life-detection instruments, for example, would not penetrate to ground level. Radar
drew ablank. Thisfailure of usudly reliable instruments had been the reason for Jacob's work with an
electrica-field expert, and Sage's new instruments, mounted on Jacob'sApache One, would, they hoped,
answer some interesting questions. Jacob used hisretro-jets, dowed the ship in multiples of Mach, and
lowered it dowly down into the fog bank at a point near the mouth of theriver. Renato Cruz flew above
the fog, trying to keep in touch withApache One by radio. It wasn't too pleasant flying blind with
unreliable, fog-affected instruments, so Jacob just hovered the ship and lowered it dowly, dowly, until he
seemed to be surrounded by cotton. He stayed there long enough for Sage Bryson's instruments to make
their observations, and then helifted the ship, found clear air, and sawApache Two circling overheed.
"Let'sgo home," Jacob said into his communicator. Sage was waiting at the scout park. She began to
remove the information capsules from the instruments she had ingtalled. "Want to come to the lab and see
what we've got? she asked. "Try to keep me away," Jacob replied. "I'm scheduled for mapping duty,”
Renato said, but he accompanied Jacob and Sage until their paths separated. "Tell me about the fog,”
Sage said, as shewaked by Jacob's side. "It'sthick. Asthick asany fog I've ever seen. Zero vighility.
The instruments go more haywire the closer the scout gets to the ground. Also, | felt aprickling sensation
on my skin. | don't know whether it was caused by sheer fear or something else. Hard to tell insde the
uit. !

"I've discussed the problem with some of the others,” Sage said ruefully. "They laughed. They don't
believe asociety as primitive asthat of the Whorsk could produce any kind of an dectrica field."

Since Sage carried al the information capsules, Jacob opened doors, and then they werein Sage'slab
aboard theSpirit of America. She hummed to herself as she began to work. Jacob, meanwhile, helped
himsalf to acup of coffee from the lab's coffee maker and watched over her shoulder. She reviewed the
datain each of the capsules. Then she turned off the equipment with the snap of amain switch and
looked at Jacob, her face grave.

"It's one of the strongest eectrical fields|'ve ever measured,” she said, "and it has characteristics that
puzzleme

"The people who said it wasn't possible must have forgotten that the Whorsk use hdium in their
lighter-than-air craft,” Jacob said.

" think we'd better inform Captain Rodrick," Sage decided.

Rodrick listened to Sage's report, hisface growing more grim. "What puzzles you about the field other
than the fact that it exists?" he asked.

"Give me sometime to study the data, Captain,”" she requested, "and I'll prepare afull report, including
unanswered questions.”

"Could it be of naturd origin?' Rodrick wanted to know.

"If it werein the upper fringes of the atmosphere, I'd



say possibly,” Sagereplied. "Or if there was an active volcano on theriver."
Rodrick turned his eyesto Jacob. "Any turbulencein the cloud?"
"Seemed to be dead calm, Captain. No vigble currentsin the fog, no buffeting of the ship.”

Rodrick mused for amoment. " Get back to me as soon as you've finished your examination of the data,

Sege”
"1t'lltake aday or two to do al the analyses | want to do," she said.
"Any reason to send other ships out?' Rodrick asked, glancing at both of them.

"Not unless you want to find out what's under that fog the hard way," Jacob answered. "It's like trying to
fly through athick, white gravy asfar asvishility is concerned, and the instruments are usdess.”

"If you were going to send a ground expedition to the river, where would you start?' Rodrick asked.

"Well, not near the ddlta,”" Jacob said. "The parts of the river Theresita saw were enclosed in high cliffs.
That was upstream from where the fog bank begins.”

"Well, we won't do that immediately,” Rodrick said. Sage and Jacob rose. "Well get towork." "Stay a
minute, Jacob,” Rodrick said. Jacob sat back down. "I have arequest from Dr. Miller for mud samples
on TherestasRiver." Jacob rolled hiseyes.

"Mrs. West says she'swilling," Rodrick said with agrin, knowing that Jacob was not overly fond of
jungles. Thelast time he had visited the jungle, he had brought back Baby, amultihued dragon . . . but
not before Baby's mother took a chunk of flesh from Jacob's rump.

"All right, dl right,”" Jacob said. "1 know when I'm outmaneuvered.”

"Allen Joneswill lend you aboat. He's getting it ready now. Lift it onto the river with ascout and get
some samples, and then well pick you up.”

"Well, aslong as I'm going to be forced to go for aboat ride on ajungleriver," Jacob said, "I've got
some leave time coming. How about we take afew days and cruise down theway Theresitadrifted on
her raft?1'd like to see what she saw.”

"Permission granted,” Rodrick said. "Have anice vacation, Jacob.’

"Theresitasaysthere are thingsin that river with teeth afoot long,” Jacob muttered. "Maybe | ought to
take Mopro."

Rodrick laughed, thinking of the huge Mobile Overt Protection Robotic Operator squeezed into a boat.
"Too big for the boat," he said. "Take any weapons you care to draw from Paul Warden. The boat itself
isarmed with lasers and projectile wegpons.”

FOUR

Jennie Hamilton had gone to work. Closing down her North Carolinamountain home had been
traumatic, but after spending afew weeks there done—with Dexter away on the business of organizing



the space flight—except for afew hours one weekend, she had decided that it wastimeto cut al ties
with the past. An auctioneer moved the contents of the house to a sdles warehouse in the New Y ork
megapolis, and people paid astounding prices to own apiece of furniture or adecoretive item from the
home of the only living ex-President. Since money was not to be of any use in space, Jennie contributed
the proceeds of the sdle to the Hamilton investment in the new ship. Compared to the contributions of the
principa backers, dl indudtrid billionaires, the Hamilton fund wastiny, but it gave both Jennie and Dexter
some satisfaction to know that they had contributed everything they had.

Jennie had traveled to some odd places during Dex-ter's long political career, but seldom had she ever
Seen S0 desolate a spot as the Utah construction Site, Desert Haven. Dexter had an gpartment in the
temporary quarters. Living in an areawith atota of four hundred square feet of space took Jennie back
to her youth, to the time when she and Dexter were fresh out of college and just getting started. At first it
was almogt like a second honeymoon. Dexter took some time to be with her during what he looked on as
her adjustment period, and then he was back at work, which took him al over the country.

"Give me something to do," Jennie demanded after a couple of weeksin Utah.

"We can dwaysuse hdp," Dexter said. " 'Matter of fact, | have had something in mind for you. We have
our selection board, of course, to choose the people who'll go on the ship, but just checking people's
scientific qualifications and running them past afew psychiatriststo get a psychologica profile don't give
me afull picture. If you'd put your intuitive people knowledge to work, it would be abig help. Y ou can
talk with people, get to know them alittle, and give me the rundown on them.”

Without knowing it, Jennie had aready started on the assgnment. Even while the hull skeleton of the
new ship rapidly took form, speciaists had begun to arrive in Utah to begin work that would be
integrated as various phases of the ship's construction were completed. Among thefirst to arrive wasthe
Diaz family. Jenniefdl in love immediately with the two well-behaved Diaz children, felt that Roberto was
charming, and noted that Hilary seemed a bit tense.

Derek Roebling was also an early arrival. He had been asked to set up atemporary school system for
the children of the starship's builders. The site was so remote that, as during the construction of theSpirit
of America, acomplete city had to be assembled, with al the basic services available.

Jennie was assigned a Skydart and a pilot. Soon she was putting in more air milesthan Dexter himself,
and she found meeting the people who were being handpicked to build anew life on another world to be
very stimulating but hectic. During one of her weekends at Desert Haven, she received an invitation to
dinner from Hilary Diaz. Since Dexter was in Washington, she called Derek Roebling and asked him if he
would like to escort an older woman. She and Derek had become friends dmost instantly. Hilary was
dressed in an elegant hostess gown that had cost, most probably, three months welfare paymentsfor a
family of four in one of the government city-warrens. She greeted them warmly, but her smile, to Jennie,
seemed forced. Jennie soon knew why. The table had been set for four, but there was no sign of Roberto
Diaz.

"Rob had to cancd out at thelast minute," Hilary said, and Jennie could see awhiteness around her lips.
"Sowell just bethree

"Lucky me" Derek said. "Two beautiful women al to mysdlf.”
"Where arethose lovely children?' Jennie asked.

"I'm going to feed them in the kitchen," Hilary answered.



"Oh, no," Jennie said. "L et's put another plate at the table and let them eat with us."
"Areyou sureyou don't mind?" Hilary asked. "They'd loveit.. They're so fond of you, Jennie."

"Bring on the brats," Derek said, with asmile, for he too was fond of the Diaz children. Nine-year-old
Susan was, in fact, his prize student, with a strong aptitude and interest in mathematicsand a
determination to master computer science. Mark, seven, led the way into the room where Jennie and
Derek sat, cool drinksin hand. "It's so niceto seeyou, sSir," Mark said, offering his hand to Derek in
quite agrown-up way. He smiled at Jennie and waslessformd. "Hi, Miz Hamilton. " The presence of the
children at the table seemed to put the smile back on Hilary'sface. She had given them anod, letting
them know that it was al right to participate in the adult conversation. At first the talk was about progress
in congruction,

"My dad isback Eagt," Mark said, "putting the finishing touches on the synthafood plant well carry
along. It can take any basic carbon and turn it into protein, such as synthasteak.”

"It's good to know we won't go hungry, " Jennie replied.
"I wish the ship were ready to go right now," Susan said.

"Susan islooking forward to meeting Dr. Grace Monroe," Mark explained to Jennie, "Dr. Monroeis her
rolemodd."

"I've never met her, of course," Susan said. "l was quite young when theSpirit of America left.”
"l knew her," Derek said. "She was aremarkable woman.

"I haven't yet figured out how she miniaturized components to the point of being able to construct an
intelligent computer,” Susan said.

Derek laughed. "I'm sure shelll be happy to clarify it for you when we get out there."

It was addicious med, and the atmosphere had been lightened by the cheerful children. When they had
excused themsalves and gone off to bed, Hilary served after-dinner coffee and brandy. As Derek raved
about Susan's remarkable understanding of subjects that should have been far beyond her age abilities,
Jennie saw the tautness return to Hilary'sface.

Derek checked his button-watch. "Ladies, I'm sorry, but | have to go. I'm booked on the dawn shuttle
flight to San Francisco, and I'm afellow who needs hisdeep.”

"You go ahead, Derek," Jenniesaid. "I'll stay and help Hilary clean up.”

With the disheswashed and put away, Jennie and Hilary sat at the kitchen table for one last cup of
coffee. "I'm sorry Rob wasn't here," Hilary said. Jennie had read the files on the Diaz family and was
aware that there had been problems between Roberto and Hilary. She mused into her cup for amoment.
"Theré's an excellent child-care center here.”

"Yes, | know," Hilary said. "l |eft the kids there last week while | flew into Denver for some shopping.
They enjoyed it." Shelaughed. "My little girl-woman said that it gave them a chance to meet and Sudy
the thinking patterns and life-styles of other people their own age.”



"How would you fed about leaving them there for days at atime?' Hilary looked up quickly.

"| took on ajob for Dexter," Jennie explained, "and I'm finding its too much for me. I'm spending too
much of my time keeping records of what I've done and am thinking of taking on an assstant.” She knew
how limited life a Desert Haven was. She knew that Roberto Diaz would not be able to spend moretime
with hisfamily during congtruction of the ship, even if he wanted to. And it was her opinion that most of
Hilary's discontent slemmed from Roberto's work habits. Giving the woman something to do, something
important, might just solve the problem. Jennie explained what shewas doing. "It will require being away
from Desart Haven most of theweek," shesaid. "But | think you'll find it fascinating, and itll giveyou a
head start toward knowing the people well be living with on our new world.”

"Jennig," Hilary said, "I'm embarrassed to admit that 1've never worked."
"Y ou can operate arecorder and aword processor, can't you?"
IIYall

"That'sal you'll need to start. Y ou record and then transcribe the pertinent information. I'll dictate my
personality profiles, and you put them on paper for Dexter."

Hilary sat back and folded her arms across her chest.
"I'm tempted, but I've never been away from the children.”

"I'll tell you what let's put the question tothem. Let'sask them if they'd like to have their mother
participating in the project.”

“Wall, all right,” Hilary said doubitfully.

"That'sawonderful idea," Susan enthused when they talked with her in her bedroom. ™Y ou should
definitdy doiit."

"Find some people with boys my age," Mark requested, "and not too many girls, please.’

Onthefirg flight, Hilary's luggage filled the baggage compartment of the Skydart, but she quickly found
that traveling light was preferable. She took to the work, listening with greet interest as Jennie interviewed

prospective fellow passengers.

"It'sasif we have achance to choose our companionsfor adesert idand, isn't it?" Hilary asked, after a
week of flying al around the country. " A thousand of them,” Jennie said. She was pleased with Hilary so
far. She had been quite efficient in transcribing pertinent information, using asmall keyboard and doing
the work in the evenings, after they had checked into ahotdl. The next Monday, when the Skydart
soared upward from the Desert Haven pads, Hilary happily said, "Thisjob isn't having the negative effect
on the children | had feared. | spent most of the weekend with them, and we seemed to appreciate each
other more, having been separated for afew days." Now the weeks, and the months, seemed to scurry
by. In the huge underground cavity, the ship, smdler than theSpirit of America, wastaking shape. All the
congtruction problems had aready been solved in building the first ship. There was no complex
life-support system to beingtaled. Production facilities were till in place from theSpirit of America
project, and many of the skilled workers were caled back. Soon the ship was hulled in, the multiple
rockets were being installed, and the Shaw Drive put in place.



And dl over the country, people who had received word of their final sdection were winding up their
affairs, selling property, terminating research projects, and taking tripsto have onelast look at afavorite
place. Hilary had blossomed into a different person. She had gradualy begun to participate in the
interviews, and she and Jennie made agood team. In Cdifornia, while talking with a handsome and
charming heart specidist, Hilary demonstrated an insight into people that pleased Jennie.

"What afine man,” Jennie said, asthey walked away from the doctor's office after what Jennie felt wasa
perfectly satisfactory interview. She noted a perplexed look on Hilary'sface. "Y ou don't think so?"

"Oh, yes, he'svery charming, but—"

"BU?"

"His application saysthat he'sabachelor.”

"S0? We need afew single men. There are going to be single women among us.”

"Hejust doesn't have thelook or the actions of an unmarried man,” Hilary said. "If you don't mind, |
think I'll do some discreet inquiry.”

When Hilary didn't join her for dinner in the hotdl dining room, Jennie called her room and got no
answer. Hilary cameto Jenni€'s room a couple of hourslater. Jennie had bathed and wasin her gown
and robe.

"The charming doctor is married, has ahouse, awife, and two children,” Hilary reported. "It's supposed
to be ahappy marriage.”

"How did you find out?' Jennie asked, amazed.

"Occasondly Mother's firm uses a private detective in Los Angeles, | just dropped in and asked for a
favor. It didn't take him an hour to find out al aout our charming doctor friend. In addition to hiswife,
he has amistressin aNorth Hollywood apartment. Apparently he'stired of both wife and mistress, or,
the detective suggested, things are getting too hectic or too expensve for him. He'strying to do the most
complete husband-disappearing act of al time, al the way to the stars. We don't need people like that.”

"Definitely not," Jennie said, and the women reworked their schedule to find a suitable heart speciaist.

The last few months of the construction period were not hectic for just Jennie and Hilary. As storeswere
being loaded, the rocket-fue binsfilled, various systems aboard ship being tested, the one thousand
passengers selected to ride the great ship began to arrive, and none of them attracted as much attention
as Derek Roebling's sster, Jean. She came to Utah in a cargo plane and imperioudy demanded that her
belongings be transferred to the ship. When aharried man tried to explain that each passenger was
limited to a definite weight and bulk of persond items, she said, "Do you know who | am?"

Ledie Y oung happened to be in the security office when the call camein. "Thereé'sawoman herewho
says she's Jean Roebling. She has a plandoad of stuff and insists on talking to Dexter Hamilton."

Ledietook an al-terrain crawler over to the landing padsto see avery attractive young woman in the
latest New Y ork fashions pacing beside the cargo plane.



"Anather hired hand?' Jean asked scornfully when Ledieintroduced hersdlf.

"MissRoebling, if you'll come with me and let me show you your quarters aboard ship, I'm sure you'll
understand why we musgt limit the persona possessionsof al passengers.”

"That won't be necessary,” Jean said. "Just take me somewhere where | can call my father. After dl, he's
paying for agood portion of. thisfantasy."

"All right,” Lediesad palitely. "Comewith me, please.”

"Onthat?' Jean asked, pointing to the crawler.

"Unlessyou prefer towak," Ledie said. Jean climbed into the crawler, her face set asif in stone. Ledie
pushed the vehicle to top speed and took grim satisfaction in seeing Jean's expensive hairdo well
windblown on the ride to the security office. There wasawait of some twenty minutes before the call
could be completed because Brand Roebling was in conference. Then his face appeared on the screen.
"Daddy, " Jean complained, leaning forward to put her face in close focus on Brand's screen, "these
people wont let me take my things aboard ship. ' Brand Roebling shook his head and smiled. Jean had
been thefirgt girl born into hisfamily in three generations. She had been the most beautiful girl inthe
world and could sill melt him with one of her smiles.

"What are you trying to take aboard?' Brand asked.

"Well, my clothes, of course. And afew persond items. My paintings, and—"

"Paintings?' Brand asked. "Y ou're trying to take your entire collection?”

"Well, for heaven's sake, we're going to aworld where there'snothing. It'll be good for everyoneto
have a collection by good artists."

Brand Roebling grasped the Stuation completely. "Isthat Ledie Y oung | seelooking over your
shoulder?'

"Yes itis, Mr. Roebling,” Lediesad.
"L et me speak with Colond Y oung for amoment, honey," Brand said.

Ledie stepped defiantly in front of the screen, prepared to fight thisall the way to the top if Roebling
indsted on making exceptionsfor his daughter.

"I likethe new uniform," Brand said.

"Thank you. It's standard ship'sissue. Easy to make, easy to maintain. Well al bewearing it for a
while—until we're able to make our own clothing on the new world. "

"Y ou expect me to wear that?' Jean asked, from the side.

"Colond Young," Brand said. "And Jean, | want you to listen to this. Colone Y oung, | have read the
regulations drawn up for this expedition by Dexter Hamilton. While the ship isin space and until acolony
isfirmly settled, the regulations, as| understand them, cdl for aquasi-military organization, with the
captain asthefind and absolute authority. Am | right?"



"That'sright, 9r," Lediesad.

"l waswilling to trust the affairs of my country to Dexter Hamilton,” Roebling said. "l anwilling to
entrust my daughter and my son to him. There will be no exceptions made for either of them, not under
any circumstances. Isthat clear?'

"Daddy, " Jean wailed.

"I understand that the ship is equipped with a confinement room?"

"Yes, gr," Lediesad.

"If my daughter givesyou any trouble or if shetriesto leave the Site, confine her.”
"I hope that won't be necessary, Sir," Ledie said, glancing sSideways at Jean.

Jean pushed Ledie asde and leaned in toward the screen. "Daddy, dl my beautiful clothes! My art
collection! My lovely things Y ou can't do this.”

"Jean, just send it Al back here, and well put the paintingsinto amuseum and give your clothing to the
Sdvaion Army."

"Daddy," Jean wailed again, but the screen was dead.

Lediewas ready to meet any res stance when Jean turned to face her, frowning. But then agamine smile
lit Jean'sface. "Wdll, you can't say | didn't try."

"Youtried," Ledie agreed.
"Y ou won't haveto lock me up,” Jean assured her. "Y ou're about asize eight, right?”
"Ten," Lediesad.

"WEell, in designer clothes, you can usudly wear one size smdler. Good for the ego. | understand that
there are community-building socid occasions here for the passengers. | have ablue dress -that would
look wonderful on you. We might aswell get some use out of it before | donate it to the Sdvation Army."

The quick turnaround was a bit suspicious, but Jean's smile waswarm. "My brother saysthat you're a
super person and that | should get to know you. May 17

"I didn't think so at first,' Ledie confessed, "but I'm beginning to think I'd like that. We have aband flying
infor adance tomorrow night.”

"Good, well go together, you in blue, and me in white. Well knock these yokels on their butts.”

Dexter Hamilton flew back to Desert Haven late in the day. Asthe Skydart dropped, it fell from the
glow of the sun into the shadows of evening. Hamilton was weary. He had been in Washington not on his
own business, but at the request of the current secretary of state, who had wanted his opinion of the
eventsin Mexico. Hamilton had known that things were serious, but he had not redlized how serious. The
Brazilian-backed rebels had surged northward al the way to the Rio Grande, and only Mexico City, an



embeattled pocket, sill Sood against them. Captured leftist and Communist troops, with their families,
were being executed by the thousands. That was bad enough. But what was worse was that the
Republicrat administration and the Congress were considering going to the aid of the Mexican
government with an active invasion. "They're mad," Hamilton told Oscar Kost. " Absolutely mad. They sat
on their thumbs and let the whole Mexican nation go down the drain, and now when it'stoo late they
wanttosendinanarmy?"

"What about the Canadians?’ Kost asked.

"They want nothing to do withit," Hamilton said.

"What would it take to push the Brazilians out of Mexico?

"Total mobilization. Six million soldiers under arms. A buildup of dl the hardware—planes, ships, tanks,
everything. We have ten divisions of ground troops at the moment, Oscar, and those fools are moving
them to the Mexican border. That's not al bad, because well need at least that many men down there to
stop the hit-and-run terrorist raids, but to go into Mexico with ten divisions—madness. Carlos da Lisboa
hasthirty divisonsin Centra America, with the capacity to airlift them, ten divisonsat atime.”

"Wdl, Dex," Kogt said, "in afew more weeks we won't have to worry about dl that.”

"Won't we?'

"Well, wewill, but there will be nothing we can do about it."

"| fed like I'm running out on my country,” Hamilton admitted grimly.

"Now you don't redlly fed that you have an obligation to diein anuclear war brought on by Republicrat
Supidity—"

"But people ill listen to me, Oscar.”

"They will listen with both ears, and with their hearts, when we come back here with the hol opictures of
new, virgin planets, when we can offer them an escape from overcrowding, shortages, continua war."

Hamilton sighed. "I know, Oscar. | know.' He rose. He had stopped by Oscar's quartersimmediately
upon arriving in Desert Haven, needing his old friend's ears and understanding in the face of what he had
learned in Washington. "Do you happen to know if Jennieis here?’

"She's here, and my bet isthat you Il be going to adance tonight.”

"Oh, Lord," Hamilton complained, but he amiled. "Wdll, | guess| can handle that. Jenni€sthe only
woman in the world who can stay with my two left feet. See you there?'*

"I will have avery pretty young woman on my arm,” Oscar said.

"Good for you."

Ledie Y oung and Jean Roebling waited until the recreation room was filled with people and the band
wasin full cry. At firgt, asthey entered, there was only the noise of the crowd, the beat of the music.
Then Oscar Kost saw them from his table near the bandstand and stood up and waved to them. Others,



seeing Oscar wave, looked to see whom he was waving at, and soon three hundred people were looking
toward the raised entrance to the room to see two very beautiful women—one with dark hair and one
with blond, dressed dramaticaly in blue and in white.

The band wound down to the end of the number and stopped. There was ahush intheroom. Ledie
could hear her hedls clicking on the wooden floor. "It's like an old movie," she whispered out of the side
of her mouth. "Enjoy it," Jean said. "WEell belooking just like dl the othersin uniform soon enough.”
Oscar met them afew steps from the table, took both by the arm, with one on ether side. Y ou two
know you look good, don't you?' he remarked.

"Thank you," Lediereplied.
"Y ou bet your sweet ass," Jean said, with acrooked little smile.

It took only thirty secondsfor thefirst of the single men to put in an appearance at Oscar'stable, asking
for an introduction.

FIVE

After only two days of searching, Theresitaand Jacob West located the Russian pod ship at the bottom
of Therestas River. Theidea of savaging the ship had comejointly to Jacob and Theresita, but for
different reasons. Theresita, reminded of the ship and its contents—the remains of a Russian
comrade—suggested that it would be fitting to recover what was lft of the spaceman for adecent burid
in the cemetery near Hamilton City. Jacob, when she reminded him of the ship, thought of metdl. Any
metal was vauable on Omega

Jacob had decided to photomap the entire length of the river that, at its southern end, was known asthe
Great Migty River and, above the tremendous waterfal that was the dividing point between semiarid
uplands and desert, Theresitals River. Theriver ran gpproximately down the center of the larger of the
twin western continents that lay with their northern tips just above the equator. This single continent was
larger than the entire Eurasian land mass on Earth. Mountainous on its northern and western fringes, it
made for awatershed extending thousands of miles from the northern mountains to the southern sea.

Theresitacould only estimate the point of the crash of the Russian pod ship, so Jacob had to fly low,
using the ship's detection instruments, for adistance of hundreds of miles before the mass of meta made
asharpping on the ship's detector. Once the ship was located, Allen Jones, the underwater expert, was
contacted to bring in ateam of divers and the boat Jacob and Theresitawould use during their
mud-gathering mission. Because of the menace of the underwater beasts, which had been seen many
times by Theresitaduring her journey down theriver, the salvage operation was performed by a
semi-intelligent underwater robot. Lines were attached to the Russian two-passenger pod ship, which
was hoisted easily to the surface underneath a hovering scout ship piloted by Chief Scout Jack Purdy,
with Apprentice Scout Clay Girard in the right-hand seat operating the winch controls.

What was |eft of the Russian spaceman—nothing more than bare bones—was still strapped into the
pilot's seat. The skeleton was removed by ateam from the Life Sciences section a Hamilton. Instead of
staying on the river and beginning their vacation, Theresita asked Jacob to take her back to Hamilton so
she could attend the Russian's funeral.

The ceremony attracted every resident of the colony who was not out on amission. The memoria
service made Therestamoody. During the months of being aonein thejungle and on her raft, she had
not mourned her comrade. Perhaps that was because she felt that she was the only human being on the



huge world, and al her energy and concentration were given over to the problem of her own survival. But
now, as Juke, the entertainment robot, used his speakersto send the impressive strains of the Soviet
national anthem soaring and reverberating through the warm summer air, shefdt tearsform. She had
been fond of the man. He had been afdlow fighter in the mutiny aboard theKarl Marx, and the sight of
the casket and the memories of young Ivan brought home to her the absolute tragedy of theKarl Marx.
The loss of the ship had probably been unavoidable, for the final titanic explosion had come when the
fields generated by the Shaw Drive af-fectedistored rhenium near the drive room, but the killing and the
death that had gone on before,that had been totaly senseless.

Therestaknew in that solemn time that she might well be the last Russian subject, the last Soviet citizen
dive, for, knowing the mentaity of the rulers of the Soviet Union, she could easily believe that they had
sumbled into the last war on Earth.

She was thankful when the commemorative service was over and she and Jacob were inApache One,
driving along baligtic arc to the southwest, to dow over the north coast of the continent shaped likea
diving duck. They werein no particular hurry, so they dawdled around in the mountains of the north,
some of which lay directly on the equator. It was odd to see dense jungle rise in convoluted hills and then
in mountains, to fade through various types of treesinto permanent snowcaps.

Theriver had severa sources, which began as small streams cascading down from the snowmelt and
growing asthejunglerainsfel. Two main branches of the river angled off to the east and southeast, and
for along timetheriver was not dl that impressive, often hidden from aerid view by the overhanging
canopy of treesthat grew to aheight of four hundred feet. Then, afew hundred miles north of the crash
gte, two smaller streamsjoined Theresitals River, which broadened to awidth of miles and became more

duggish.

The boat, lowered by Allen Jones's crew, was floating on the river, moored to a permanent marker to
designate the crash site. There was not much danger of its being stolen, since the Whorsk did not seem to
penetrate into the dense jungles from their settlements on the south coast. But the Whorsk coveted metals
asintensdly as anyone e se on this planet, so Jack Purdy and young Clay Girard had been left behind to
guard the boat. Jacob and Theresita photomapped the river al the way to the northern edge of thefog
bank and then rocketed back to the marker to hand the scout over to Jack and Clay.

Soon Theresita and Jacob were standing on the deck of the boat, listening to the fading sound of the
scout'sjets as Clay and Jack returned to Hamilton City. Now Jacob heard only the lap of water against
the hull of the boat, a distant splash, and the cry of abird or atreetop animal from the near shore.
Theresitahad disgppeared bel ow while he was inspecting the boat, and ahdf hour passed while he
familiarized himself with the boat's controls and safety equipment. He heard a sound behind him and
turned to see Theresitas face peering up from the steps leading into the craft's cabin.

"l have asmdl problem,” she said.

"Don't worry," Jacob answered, his dark eyes shining. "Chief Sky Flyer handlesdl challenges.”

"If you laugh, I will beat you severely about the head and ears,’ Theresita threastened, emerging onto the
enclosed bridge. She had maintained the deep tan she had gotten on theriver. She wasrather
spectacular, topside, in askimpy hater, and downright beautiful in thelong, exposed legs. The problem
was at the midsection, where her ssomach protruded significantly over the bottom of abrief bikini.

""Why would | laugh because my squaw has alittle pleasure belly?' Jacob asked tenderly, cupping his
hands over her ssomach.



"l remember how pleasant it wasin the sun,” she said. "'l wanted to just bask on the deck, but |
can't—not looking likethis."

"Well, squaw, we can fix that easly,” Jacob said. "It isthelook of the bikini bottom that bothers you?'

She did not answer. When he grabbed the bikini bottom and pushed it down to her knees, shetried to
sezeit, but he was too quick. And then the skimpy material was at her feet.

"When | first saw you, you looked like this" he said, removing the halter.
"So you want meto be ashameless nudist al by mysdf?!

"Well, if you want company—" He was out of his own clothesin seconds. Asthey walked onto the
deck, Jacob felt rather exposed. But, he reminded himsdlf, they were alone—so done that the nearest
pair of curious human eyeswas thousands of miles away. The boat did not leave itsiHboring &t the
permanent marker until early the next morning. Then Jacob eased it to the bank and waded into the
marshy fringesto take mud samplesfor Mandy Miller.

Duncan Rodrick was finding that married life with the dender, beautiful Jackie had good aspectsthat he
had not anticipated. For example, breakfast had become one of the high points of his day. Jackie,
needing less deep than he, was aways awake first, and usualy he was awvakened gently, to the sound of
music, the scent of Jackie's perfume, and the aroma of good food coming from the kitchen. Rodrick had
been married once before, when he was a brand-new Space Service Academy graduate. The differences
between hisfirst wife and Jackie were astounding. Ellen, the daughter of a Space Service admird,
believed that the world owed her endlessleisure and riches that were beyond the reach of abrand-new
two-stripe officer. Jackie, on the other hand, had the discipline of the service combined with an endless
store of energy. She ran the Rodrick home, cooked most meals, and performed her job as
communications officer with ease. Another of the very good things about being married to Jackie was
lovemak-ing, which was prompted and powered by her own feminine sensudity.

On the other hand, Jackie was amost too perfect, too eager to please. That her love for him bordered
on worship made Rodrick edgy, for his attraction was, and had been from the moment he saw her, for
Mandy Miller. But Duncan Rodrick was aman to see things through, and Jackie was the woman he had
married. He felt agenuine fondness and respect for her and would never intentionally cause her pain. It
was Rodrick's hope that hislove for Jackie would develop in time and that the strong magnetism he and
Mandy fdt for each other would eventually fade.

Rodrick's custom of having captain's breskfasts aboard theSpirit suffered during the first few months of
hismarriage. Now it was arare occasion for him to notify selected individuasthat the captain'stable
invited their presence. When such invitations came, asthey did one morning to Max Rosen and
Grace-Monroe, Mandy Miller, Sage Bryson, and Paul Warden, each of them knew that the captain had
serious businessto discuss.

Jackie did not wait to be asked. She smply assumed that she was included when Rodrick told her, as
they went to bed, that he would eat aboard ship next morning.

The natural order of life aboard aservice vessal had changed since theSpirit landed on Omega. With the
colony shorthanded, Rodrick could not afford the luxury of taking the ratings away from important work
to act as servants. So it was that food servos were activated in the captain's messto serve the
breakfast—but not always from the left, as arating trained for the job would have done.



Max Rosen looked deepy. His gray-shot black hair was unruly, and as dways, he had adark stubble on
his cheeks and chin. On the other hand, hiswife, Grace Monroe, looked immaculate and radiant. The
conversation asthey ate was small talk, and then, over coffee, Rodrick said, "Max, you've been doing
thejob, but | think we'd better make it officid. Jackie, will you please enter into thelog that the chief is
now firg officer?’

"Congder it done," Jackie said.

Max growled and started to say something, but Grace winked at him. "Don't fuss when your true abilities
arerecognized, ' she ordered.

"Hdl, I'macivilian," Max sad.

"So youreadcivilian firg officer,” Rodrick said. He was about to speak further when the door to the
mess burst open, and Juke, the entertainment robat, rolled in, ared mouth with awhite smile painted on
hismeta face.

"Good morning,” Juke chirped cheerily. "1 just heard that there wasto be a captain's breskfast, and I'm
here to volunteer to serve."

"Good timing, Juke," Lieutenant Commander Paul Warden said. Paul was an armaments expert and built
like aprofessond wrestler.

Juke turned his head on itswell-lubricated swivel and surveyed thetable. "Sorry," he said, "but I'll be
glad to clear avay."

" Thank you, Juke," Grace said. She knew that her robot was at |oose ends. With everyone so busy,
there was little demand for histime and talents. Now everyone had atermind in his home connected with
the main library computer, and Juke's portable termina was not used much.

"Arid sincelI'm here," Juke continued, "would you like some music? A brief travel film just processed
from the cameras of Apache One?"

"No, thank you, Juke," Rodrick said. "Wait in the kitchen, Juke," Gracetold him. "I'll be very quiet,”
Juke pleaded. "I'm so londly, | can't even eat.”

"Not now, Juke," Max said, recognizing alead-in for one of Juke'sjokes.

"And it makes me nervous,” Juke complained. "What's the right wine to go with fingernails?*

Jackie giggled, which was more than enough to encourage Juke.

"l wasjust reading the story of Michelangelo, you know, the Italian painter who spent seven years
painting the celling of the Sistine Chapd? He spent five yearslocating al the numbers and two filling them
in." "Thekitchen, Juke" Rosen said. "Just think," Juke went on, "seven yearsto get a celling painted!
They must have had the same landlord | had back on Earth.”

"Good-bye, Juke," Grace said.

"After seven years he crawls down from the scaffold— seven years of painting, painting, painting. He



looks up and says, 'Well, what do you think? and thisbig, ghostly voice says, 'Mike, I've changed my
mind. Makeit plain blue."’

"Juke—" Grace began firmly.

"Okay, okay, I'm going,” Juke said, rolling into the kitchen, trailing maniaca giggles. Grace, who had
tried to hide her amusement from Juke, chuckled until Max looked at her with one bushy eyebrow raised,
and then she laughed outright.

"Shehid thisside of her character from me until she had me hooked," Max said, just as Juke, having
heard the sound of laughter, which was, to him, like amagnet, banged back through the kitchen door.

"Then theréstheMona Lisa," Juke said. "That's the picture that looks like your wife when you tell her
you had to work late at the office." Jacki€'s hoots were now joining Grace's outright laughter. "A lot of
people say the reason for the popularity of theMona Lisa isthat dy, questioning smile. Big dedl. | see
that every year on the face of my tax examiner.”

The laughter was contagious. Paul Warden barked out alaugh, and then the othersjoined in. "Now you
take my wife," Juke said. "1 dontwant your wife," Sage Bryson gasped through laughter." You take her.”

"Shel's an expert on family planning,” Juke said brightly. "The day after we got back from our
honeymoon, haf her family moved in with us, and the other hdf isplanning to."

Juke's photobeam eyes were glowing with pleasure. Herolled around in atight circle, giggling to himself.
He recorded the sound of laughter, and when it began to fade, he gave amechanica sgh and rolled into
the kitchen where he played the recorded laughter back, for his ears only, over and over.

" Sheprogrammed that tuff into him," Max hissed, leaning over and wrapping his hands playfully around
Grace's neck. "That'sher sense of humor. And | haveto livewithit. Last night she gave me abowl of fruit
with shaving soap on top instead of whipped cream.”

He grinned, the closest he ever cameto laughter. "Don't laugh,” Rodrick warned, himself laughing, and
pointed toward the kitchen, "or hell come back.”

Rodrick waited until Jackie had tifled her last giggle; then he started to speak, laughed again, wiped his
eyes, and said, "I don't want to get serious—"

"What's on your mind, Captain?' Max Rosen asked.

"W, | guessyou can call thisacouncil of war," Rodrick said. The mood of the group quickly sobered.
"Weill know that our truce with the Whorsk holds because we've got them outgunned, so that's not what
I'm concerned about. But have you al seen Dr. Bryson's report on the test reading that Jacob madein
that cloud of fog?"

Hedidn't haveto tell them which cloud of fog. They al knew. Paul Warden nodded his head.

"It looks asif were going to have to go in on the ground to find out what's under thefog,” Rodrick said.
"Anyonewho can set up an eectricd field like that poses a potential threet to the safety of this colony.
But before we make that decision, | want to know al we can know about it. For example, Mandy, have
you studied Sage's report?”



"Yes, | have" Mandy said. She had felt Rodrick's eyes on hersfor amoment, and in spite of herself she
fdt thesameold thrill.

"What effect would this sort of dectrical field have on aman exposed to it for areatively long period?”
Rodrick asked.

"None, a the intengity Jacob measured from the scout ship,” Mandy replied. "If it were intensified—it'd
have to beincreased in strength, say, by afactor of one hundred—it could cause nerveirritation, possibly
even an interference with the proper functioning of the body, such as the pacemaker mechanism of the

"l can't imagine what kind of power source might be on the river that would creete this sort of field,”
Sage Bryson saidinacam, surevoice.

She had recovered well, Paul Warden was thinking, from her mental trauma. He had difficulty keeping
his eyes off her, even when otherswere talking. She had been hisfirst choice, and the fact that her
regjection of him had been fueled by eventsin her childhood did not make him fedl any better about it.
Recently, though, he had cometo fed that she was not, perhaps, the woman for him after dl. Even now
shewas cool to him—friendly, but cool. His sdf-image was good enough to prevent him from believing
that it was hislooksthat prevented Sage from reciprocating hisfedings, even if somedid cdl him the
no-neck mongter because of his well-devel oped athlete's body.

"What about the effect it has on aship'singruments?' Rodrick asked. "Could it be made strong enough
to mess up anything that depends on eectronics or ectricity?”

"Possbly," Sagereplied.
"How about the hydrogen engine of acrawler or a scout ship?!

"I don't think s0," Max Rosen said. "It takes more than an eectrica or magnetic field to sop hydrogen
combudtion.”

"Soif wedid send in aground expedition, we could be reasonably sure that the crawlerswould remain
functiona?' Rodrick asked.

"Some of the fire-control mechanism might be affected,” Warden said, "'but we could aways operate the
wegpons manudly."

"Max," Rodrick said, "send out a couple of scouts, just to confirm the origina readings. Tell them not to
take any risks, not to try to be heroes, but go just deep enough to confirm that the field gets more intense
with adecreasein dtitude.”

"Thereisonething,” Grace Monroetold him. ™Y ou won't be able to take any of the robots along. That
field would play havoc with their brain mechaniam.”

Rodrick frowned. He had been counting on having the admira and the big defense robot, Mopro, on
any expedition to the Great Misty River. Mopro's firepower was more deadly than that of a standard
company of men.

"|s there any way we could develop some sort of shield for them?' Rodrick asked.



"Maybe after afew years of research,” Grace answered.

"Wel, I'min no big rush to send men over there,” Rodrick said, "but | don't think we can wait for years,
Paul?'

"Yes, ar," Warden said, jerking his eyes away from Sage's cam, beautiful face.

"When | send an expedition, it looks asif you will be honcho for it. Y ou might start thinking about whom
you'd like with you. Well discuss numbers later.” That was going to be one hard decision. If he sent too
few into the unknown and they encountered hogtility, he might losethem dll; but if he sent alargeforce
and the opposition was still too powerful, the colony would be depleted of defenders.

"Right," Warden agreed. "Well be ready when you say go."

"Okay," Rodrick said. "That'sal | haveto say. Anyone have questions or anything to discuss while
we're here?' Helooked around, and no one spoke. "Oh, there is one thing, Max. Should we give D.C.
thetitle of chief engineer?' D.C. Broadfoot was Max's second engineering officer.

"He'sagood man,” Max said. "He'sworking with Makeitdo alot. * Makeitdo was another of Grace's
"boys," arobot with an ingenious collection of tools and instruments built in. Makeitdo was programmed
with al the systems aboard theSpirit of America, and there were few things he could not repair. " That
freesmost of the engineering crew for other duties.”

"It's settled then,” Rodrick said.

"Titlesdon't mean much out here," Max grumbled, "but I'll give him theword."

Paul Warden followed Sage from the room and caught her in the corridor. ™Y ou're looking good,” he
sad.

"Thank you. | fed good."

"Interesting work on the dectricd fidd, huh?

"Yes vary."

"If you need any help, astrong back or something—"

"Thank you, Paul."

She had turned into aside corridor toward her [ab, and the others had followed the main corridor, so
she and Paul were done. The ship, gutted of dl the colonists cubicles and emptied of equipment and
people, seemed lonely. She took Paul's arm and pulled him to ahdlt.

"Paul, | haven't redlly had a chance to say thank you."

"For what?"' he asked, hisface going red.

"For sanding by me. For being my friend."

"LiﬂEﬂ n



She put her hand over hismouth. "No, you listen,” she said. "l was sick, Paul, and | didn't even know |
wassick. It wasn't just you | hated—it was all men, and | didn't even know why. | know now, but I've
got along way to go. "

"I've got plenty of time," Warden said, hope springing up in him.

"No, no," shewhispered. "Don't think that way, Paul. The things that happened to mewhilel wasa
child—wsdl, I'm not like—I'm not—Oh, hdll. ™

"We don't haveto talk about it now," he said.

"But | want to. | want to tell you, Paul, that I'm very fond of you. | want you to continue to be my friend,
but that'sal it can ever be. Can you please understand that and not hate me?”

Warden swalowed. Something in him told him that he had known that al dong. It was just that she had
never put it into words before.

"All right, friend." he agreed, forcing agrin and holding out his hand. She shook it solemnly.

She amiled. "Theres a least one woman in this colony who has good sense,” she said, and when he
looked blank, she added, "Beento the library lately?’

Heflushed again, for of late he had been going to the library alot, and the librarian had been in hismind
many timeswhen hedid not go to the library. "I go there now and then," he said sheepishly.

She started walking. "As amatter of fact, | have some materid in thelab that needsto be returned. And
snceit'son your way—"

"Playing cupid?’ Paul asked, abit of resentment in hisvoice.
"Y ou could do alot worse, dummy," Sage said, her smile taking the edge off the word.
Yeah, he thought as he carried the tapes toward the ship'slibrary,| guess| could.

School, that age-old thief of the prime hours of childhood and adolescence, had been keeping Cindy
McReae from her favorite pastime, playing with the multicolored Omega* dragon, Baby. And Since
Cindy's mother, Betsy, was one of the colony's teachers, there was no way to avoid getting an education.
Baby was reaching her full growth now, standing tal on long, seemingly fragilelegs. She had shed again,
giving the colony alarge stock of the scalesthat hardened into jewel s that, when polished and cut, were
Spectacular.

Baby had the freedom to roam throughout the colony. She had been taught from the first to stay out of
Amando Kwait'sfie ds and gardens, and her main problem was finding someone to play with while the
young oneswere in classrooms. She had learned which house might have an open window and afriendly
person inside to hand out atasty bit of food, and if a dependable window happened to be closed, Baby
would stand outside, making aplaintive wail just afew decibels short of an alarm siren, until it opened.
Usudly therewasasmall, black dog with her, unless Clay Girardhad managed to snag some solotimein
ascout ship, in which case Jumper the dog was riding in the right seet, next to his master.

Clay, sixteen now, was, as the scout pilots said, anatural flyer. He loved nothing better than to be



alowed training time, without any assigned chores, in ascout. There was plenty of fuel, so histraining

time was limited only by the demands on the available ships. A geologica survey of the planet was
nearing completion, with infrared and other types of specialty photography being used from low orbit to
seek out likely mineral deposits anywhere on Omega, and therewas awaysalist of requestsfor survey
and exploration flights from the various scientific departments. Usualy when Clay flew he had to follow a
set course with cameras running, instead of hotdogging it, doing acrobatics, or just free-lancing in low
flights over the Columbian continent. He flew to the dead city in the rocky highlands as often as possible,
snce he was the onewho had seen it first from the air and later had led Stoner McRaetoit. The
archaeologists had just about finished their excavations there, finding nothing to dispute the theory that the
city had been built by ancestors of the Whorsk before the development of lighter-than-air craft freed the
insectlike stickmen to roam the planet at will.

Between his classroom work and his scout training, Clay did not see much of Cindy anymore, except at
the McRaes table and in the evenings. He missed her. Not too many years ago—although it seemed to
be ages since they had been cooped up on theSpirit in degp space, not knowing how long it would be
before they would breathe fresh air again—he and Cindy had pledged themselvesto be lifelong friends.
Now it was more than that. Every time Clay saw her and realized that she was a young woman, he felt
warmal over.

When he got kicked out of hisfavorite scout ship, Jack Purdy'sDinahmite, early one afternoon, he had
agood ideawhereto find Cindy. He whistled Jumper to hedl, which, for Jumper, was a point about ten
feet ahead, and headed for Jumper's Run, the small, bubbling, rocky stream to the north of the town. He
heard mighty splashing even before he could see Baby ralling happily in apool, with Cindy wading
nearby. Jumper announced their presence with a happy yip and dashed to join Baby in thewater. The
huge dragon was very careful not to crush the little dog as they rolled and yapped at each other in the
cool water.

"Hi!" Cindy yeled.
Clay brokeinto atrot and then sat down to remove his shoes quickly.
"Thewater'sddicious, " Cindy said ashewaded in. "Did they take your flying toy away from you?"

"Knock it off," Clay said, secretly pleased that Cindy wasjed ous of the time he spent flying. "Fed like
going up to thefdls?'

"Sure," she answered, turning to whistle to Baby.
"No, let'swalk," Clay said. "l need the exercise.

They waded when the water was shallow, finding interesting rounded stonesin the streambed, being
splashed by both Baby and Jumper, and bumping into each other now and then with a soft shock for
Clay. Thefdls—low, clear, and beautiful—were about a mile upsiream. They made a pleasant muttering
water sound, and there was amossy bank on the eastern side, glowing dark green in the afterndBn sun.
Clay threw himsdlf down onit, put his hands behind his head, and watched as Cindy capered in thefdling
water with the two animals. She came to the moss bank soaking wet, her shirt clinging, showing her nest,
growing breagts. "Wow," she said, as she threw herself down beside him, the one word expressive of
everything—the purple beauty of Omegas sky, the color-tinted summer clouds, the pleasant warmth of
summer. They lay therefor along time without speaking. It was Clay who broke the silence.

"Cindy, remember when we were with the admiral up north and the Whorsk attacked, and we were



running out of ammunition?”
"Do I! That was the mogt frightened 1've ever been.”
"Remember what we did?"

Sheraised hersdf on one ebow and looked into his handsome young face. He was blushing. "Areyou
referring to the fact that you kissed me?”

"Wadl, yeah," he said, hisface burning. Funny, they were so close that there were absolutely no secrets
between them, as close as two friends had ever been. But when he started thinking of her asagirl, he got
acase of the abysma dumbs. It made him alittle nervous, too, because he had promised Stoner McRae
that he would never, never touch Cindy likethat.

"Do you want to kissme again?' she asked, smiling a cheery amile. She leaned closer and brushed back
alock of hisgtraight black hair. "Y ou haven't done it since then, you know."

He couldn't spesk.

"Wel?' she demanded. "Do you?'

"Yes, | guesss0," he said.

"Y ou guess 07" She beat him on the chest with her figts. "Y ou guess s0?" She started tickling him, and
he grabbed her wrists, and she was breathing fast and looking down a him, and it happened, just like
that, hislips on hers, and her body feeling so soft and hot through her wet clothing.

"You're getting me wet," he said when he felt that things were going alittle too far.

"Too bad,” she laughed, kissing him again. He pushed her off and stood up quickly.

"What'swrong?' she asked, Sitting up.

"l fed funny. "

"Wdl, sodol." She giggled. "Mother saysthat when we cant stand it anymore, we can get married.”
"What?' he yelped.

"Don't you want to?"

"S-saure" he sanmered. "But—"

"I know, were only sixteen, but Mother saysthisisanew world, and since were eventudly going to get
married anyhow—"

Hefdt hislegs go weak, and he sank to the moss. She scooted over, put her head in hislap, and smiled
up a him. "Well, what do you think?"

"I think—" What he was thinking was so new to him, he could not tell even hisbest friend and the girl he
loved.



"Let's see how much we can stand,” she whispered, running afinger under hischin.
"1 don't know," he croaked, then tried hard to swallow.
"Mother says| shouldn't have children until I'm at least e ghteen, maybe twenty.”

Hetook one finger and traced the shape of her cutelittle nose. Everything about her, he decided, was
cute and little. Then he was thinking that he had come along, long way from being an orphan in afoster
home, and |ater a stowaway on theSpirit of America. He kissed her, and then he said, hisvoice very
firm, "I've decided that | can't stand much more."

"Good," shewhispered.
THE CONQUISTADORES
SIX

Adtrud Cabra had spent her life studying humankind and its prime method of communication: the spoken
word. She had acquired thisinterest early in life as she grew up among the few remnants of Brazil's once
numerous Indian clansin that giant wilderness called the Mato Grasso. She was proud of the fact that she
was apardo woman and refused to accept any shame in that word, which described a person of mixed
races—with askin more brown than that of the peoples of Brazil'steeming cities.

Her father, a saf-styled backwoodsman, acaboclo, had been her sole source of education during her
preteen years. Pedro Cabral was sdlf-reliant and well educated, even if most of his knowledge was
sef-taught. In short, Cabral was a sdlf-made man. He was content with his accomplishment of having
carved out a sizable holding from the wilderness, with the virgin junglefaling to hisax and saw. But he
was forced to fight continuoudly to retake the land he had cleared from the jungle Indians.

He accomplished dl thiswithout the support of the politiciansin the coastal cities. Government help had
been available, for even before Carlos da Lisboas military takeover of the Brazilian government, the
policy had been ether to exterminate or civilize the jungle Indians, and Pedro Cabra wasin absolute
oppaogition to that policy. Pedro prided himself on his native Indian blood, and he was careful to ingtill that
pridein his one chick, his daughter, Astrud.

Astrud had carried her father's fierce independence to the university in Sao Paulo, where she had found
that compromise was required if shewasto redize her god of being thefirst in her family to hold a
college degree.

Carlosda Lishoahad seized power while Astrud was completing her PhD in anthropology. He had
gained the support of the masses, even though there had been opposition and some bloodshed in the
maor cities during the takeover. Astrud was among those young people who were drawn to da Lisboa
by hisfervent patriotism. Shedid not redize until years later that da Lisboas viewswere quite jingoistic.
Brazil, Astrud and the young university sudentsfelt, had too long been thrust aside from mgor world
decisions by the two nuclear giants, the Soviet Union and the United States. Da Lisboas promise to
make Brazil apower second to none appealed to pride, and Brazil's glory seemed more important than
the socidistic, humanistic gpproach of the deposed government.

"Wewill build our strategic industries,”" da Lisboa preached, "and our growth will diminate poverty.
When we have secured our place as a superpower, there will be funds and time to educate the masses,



and they will be eager to takethelr rightful placesin the structure of our new nation.”

Fifteen years of da Lisboa's dictatorship had seen the accomplishment of his number-one god, for Brazil
was no longer weak. She had anuclear arsena equd to or, since it was more modern, perhaps superior
to those of the old nuclear superpowers. The Brazilian air force had the planes and the men to sweep
awayall opposgition ... or S0 it wasfdt. The navy was agrowing baby giant.

Since Carlos da Lisboawas an autocrat, he was solely responsible for devising Brazil's foreign policy.
When it became apparent that the smaller countries of South and Central Americawere being squeezed
between the Soviet Union and the United States, the dictator seized the opportunity. One by one the
smaller countries began to cast their lot with Brazil, sheltering themsalves under Brazil's nuclear umbrella.

The South American War, which saw the total destruction of the Soviet Union's Pecific Fleet and the
crippling of the home fleets of the United States, gave da Lisboa his grestest opportunity. Histregties
with Argentina could be compared with Adolph Hitler'stakeover of Audtriain the early twentieth century.
Peru and Chile, drained, impoverished, bled by years of internal war against the Communist rebels,
rushed to link themsdves with the growing Brazilian Empire, salling their independence for Brazilian
money and raw materids. Smadler nations, such as Uruguay and Balivia, were swalowed by the Brazilian
colossus without so much as aburp, and then da Lisboas juggernat rolled north, creating aunion with
the northern South American nations, then those of Central America. Next the Caribbean had become a
Brazilian lake, with only Cuba putting up armed resistance. Only strife-torn Mexico—wherethe last
organized Communist party in the Western Hemisphere fought against hopel ess odds—stood between
Brazil and dominance of every inch of land south of the Mexican-United States border.

Da Lishoahad noillusions about seizing the entire United States. He knew that the defenses of the
Y ankee giant were too formidable, that the land mass was too great ever to be totally occupied by an
invading power—in spite of the fact that Brazilian army orbiters rose on wings of fire from the Galapagos
and the Falklands to add even more power to Brazil's outposts in near space. But he felt that the steady
pressure being put on the United States from the Soviet Union would, within avery few years, dlow him
to force agreements down Washington's throat that would make the United States a second-rate power
firmly within Brazil's sphere of influence. Then, with the nuclear power of the combined Western
Hemisphere pointed at Moscow, that nonsense started by Lenin early in the twentieth century would be
ended.

Astrud Cabra's menta union with the ambitions of the dictator had ended long before she had been
selected for the anthropol ogical team on board Brazil's starship, Estrela do Brasil. And by thetimethe
ship made planetfall in the area of the bright star Pollux, much farther from Earth than the 61 Cygni
system where the Americans had landed, Astrud was at philosophica odds with the purpose and the
mission of theEstrela do Brasil.

The Brazilians had not been handicapped by alack of rhenium, as had the United States. They did not
make the mistake of storing spare fuel pellets near the drive room, as had the Russans. They had
methodically and patiently sent out probe after probe, delaying their departure for months after the crisis
moments during the South American War. They had thus been able to target three different planets
shown by the probes to have the proper distance from a suitable sun to aHow water to exist inafluid
deate.

Pollux, one of the brighter stars as seen from the Earth, was 10.8 parsecs away. Distance, of course,
made no differencein travel time once the starship went into lightstep, aslong as the proper detination
was programmed into the ship's computer. The giant Pollux had two companion stars, and one of these,
the G-type star, had afamily of planets, one of which was very much like Earth, with awater-oxygen



atmosphere very wdl suited for human life.

TheEstrela do Brasil's voyage to a point d most eleven parsecs from Earth, about ihree-and-a-quarter
times farther from home than the destination of theSpirit of America, was asmooth one. There were no
near brushes with disaster—as there had been aboard theSpirit, when sabotaged retro-rockets could not
prevent the vessel'sinexorable drift toward a sun—and so the quite capable engineers aboard the
Brazilian ship did not make the discovery made by Max Rosen, that asmall amount of rhenium supplied
just as much power as did aton of the scarce metal. Nor did the Brazilians have need to defy Harry
Shaw'swarning not to activate the Shaw Drive witlfin the gravitationa influence of acosmic body.

During the long cruiseto the fringe of the solar system, Astrud Cabral had spent her timein
interdisciplinary studies, for she was ever curious and did not want to be a specidist confined to her two
chosen fields. She had kept her socid life to aminimum. She was not antimen or antilove. She had done
the usud college-type experimentation, and she had had more than one satisfactory relaionship since
college. She smply did not want to complicate her life.

She had accepted the invitations to have medls at the captain's table when her rotation for that honor
came around, and she fdlt that the captain, Gilberto Francisco da Lishoa, liked her. On first meeting her
he had ing sted that she call him Gilberto. He had invited her to his cabin at atime when hiswife was
engaged in duty, and she had politely made excuses based on her workload.

There had been quite abit of talk at first about the fact that the captain of the ship was the nephew of the
dictator, but it soon became evident that Gilberto's selection had not been mere nepotism. Hewas avery
capable man. He had a secret mission, which had been laid down quite exactingly by hisuncle, the
dictator: smply to return treasure, in whatever vauableform it came, to Brazil. The opportunity was
taken to send adong colonists, Snce the ship was going anyway, but a colony in the stars was a secondary
goal for both the dictator and his nephew.

The da Lisboafamily was an ancient one. Gilberto could trace his heritage back to the time of the
origina settlement of Brazil, when hisremote ancestors, wielding swords and muskets, overcame the
defenses of anative Indian population. Uncle Carlos had no children, and since Gilberto was the only son
of thedictator's only sibling, Gilberto da Lisboalooked upon histrip into space as merely another training
mission in preparation for assuming the power of the ruler of haf the world when hisuncle died. Gilberto
would let nothing stand in hisway of a successful mission, meaning that theEstrela do Brasil must go
back to the Earth laden with gold, jewels, or some heretofore unknown but very valuable dien
commodity.

When theinitial scout-ship reportsindicated that theEstrela's chosen planet had a native race that was
quite humanoid, Gilberto da Lisboawas surprised, as were most, but not deterred from hismission. The
fact that the natives wore heavy ornaments of gold brought aglad smileto hisface. When dl the reports
were in and tests had shown that the planet would be habitable for human life, he called a conference of
al department heads. Astrud Cabra wastherein her capacity as chief linguist.

"By now you know," Gilberto daLisboasaid in his cultured, pleasant voice, "that history is repesting
itsdlf, even herein the depths of space.”

Gilberto was a very handsome man, in hismidforties, trim, tal, and clean shaven. Hisfavorite uniform
was black, asblack asthe depths of space, and it complemented hisair of charismatic leadership. He
knew he cut asplendid figure, and he liked to have the opportunity to exercise his effective, informa way
of gpeaking to smdl or large groups.



"When thefirgt daLisboalanded on the Brazilian coast, he met much the same conditions,” he said,
hugely pleased. "An indigenous, hostile population threatened deeth by violence. . . but he and those with
him recognized the opportunity, the duty to bring the gift of civilization and true religion to ahesthen land.”

Astrud, al too familiar with Brazilian history and with South American history in generd, fdt acold
shiver go up her back at da Lisboaswords. She considered South American and Mexican history to be
the story of greed, hypocrisy, and horror. There had been well-devel oped societies, especialy in Mexico
and Peru, and the Spanish conquista-dores had destroyed them—| ooting, killing, even obliterating the
history of the Aztecs and the Incas as being the blasphemous prattling of heathens.

"When weland on this planet,” da Lisboa continued, "we will offer peace to the natives, but we will be
ready, for the pictures we have taken from heights show that they are well armed.”

With Stone Age weapons, Astrud thought to hersdlf.

"l am giving ingructionsto offer peace, but not to risk one Sngle Brazilian lifein hestation if the natives
proveto be hostile," da Lisboasaid. He pushed a button and anewly made map of the coast of the main
land mass on the planet was shown on a screen. "Wewill land here," he said, pointing to abeach near a

maor City.

Astrud wanted to protest. By looking at the walls of the city and the arms carried by al the maes of the
native race, any fool could seethat war was a common thing among them, and that the landing so near a
major population center would undoubtedly be construed by the natives as being a provocation, athreat.
It was dmost asif Captain da Lisboawanted a confrontation early on to show the superiority of the
Brazilians wegpons and indlill fear in the natives.

Sincethe dictator of Brazil did not haveto clear his expenditures with acongress, the Brazilian space
effort, which was the dictator's favorite program, had never had to skimp for funds. The
hydrogen-powered scout ships carried by theEstrela do Brasil were large, plush, and heavily armed.
Each could carry ten armed men in addition to the two-man crew. Even then it would take some time and
all of the scouts working together to land a respectable force. Thefirst group of ten scout shipsto go
down swiftly off-loaded ahundred soldiers, and that trained force immediately threw up adefensve
perimeter around the landing site on a broad, white-sand beach.

Thefirst incident occurred after the landing of the first hundred men and before the arrival of the second
group of scout ships. Two natives, awed and curious, peered over the oceanside dunes. A young
Brazilian crew member, so young that he had not seen combat in any of Brazil's recent wars, opened fire
with aprojectile gun, killing one of the natives and wounding the other. The wounded native managed to
run away, trailing very humanlike red blood.

By the time the second group of one hundred men were landing, a noncommissioned officer was
bellowing ordersto attack, forming the men into inarching wedges, with some heavy firepower a the
point of the wedge. Asthe leading € ement responded to the orders and marched forward, hundreds of
natives leaped to the top of the dunes and, with a concerted cry of war, launched arrows, spears, and a
unique throwing wegpon at the invaders.

The Brazilians wore body armor, thin mesh overshirtsthat covered vital organs from neck to groin, and
the mesh deflected arrows and spears. Nevertheless, Brazilian soldiers went down with native wespons
embedded in their legs, arms, and in afew cases, heads and throats. The lead element of Brazilians
opened firewith small, hand-carried rocket wegpons and blew huge gapsin the line of natives atop the
dunes, while othersfell to the sand or knelt to bring their shoulder-fired projectile and laser wegponsto



bear.

It was, of course, adaughter. The Brazilians took enough casuaties to anger them—eleven dead and
more wounded—and the officers could not stop the enraged men, intent on avenging-their falen friends,
from charging the dunes to face aweapon unlike any ever seen on Earth.

It took a strong being to use the weapon. It consisted of an odd, long metal chain on which were strung
adozen spiked metal bals about six inchesin diameter. Each of the balls had twenty sharp spikes
radiating from its center. At the time deemed proper by the wielder of the wegpon, he dung thelong
chaininto acircle over hishead, whirling like an Earthside discus thrower to add speed to the whirring
chainwith its spiked balls, and then, with aprecision that indicated long training, atrip wire released all
twelve ballsingstants apart. The effect was a barrage of metal ballswith sharp spikesflying at a
tremendous speed through the air, their Saggered release preading them over afront of some twenty
feet. The bdlsflew off the chain with so much centrifugd force that the long spikes did what abullet
could not do—pierce the Brazilian body armor. Before the bal throwers were exterminated by massive
fire, twenty-four Brazilianslay dead or dying, for the spikes, it was later determined, had been dipped in
apoison only dightly lesstoxic than cobra venom.

“So beit," said Captain Gilberto da Lisboawhen he had heard the reports from the landing party. "We
have comein friendship, but now wewill returnin war."

Thistime, to prevent any further Brazilian casudties, theEstrela do Brasil was taken down to the
surface, landing in agrassy plain where the nearest native settlement was ten miles away. Da Lisboa had
picked the spot for its defensive characteristics. The natives would have to charge across open spaces,
under thefire of the main batteries of the ship. There was good water at the sitein theform of a
dow-running but clear stream, and the sea, where the larger cities sprawled aong the shore, was aso
only ten milesaway.

The captain had put amilitary force on aert, o they were ready to set out not ahdf hour after the
Estrela do Brasil had landed. Oncetheir dl-terrain crawlers had surrounded the nearest native village,
the officer in command caled out in Portuguese for the inhabitants of the village to throw down their
wesgpons and surrender. When ahail of arrows met his demand, the heavy |asers on the crawlers opened
fire, and within minutes there was only smoking refuse on the village site. The gold salvaged with the aid
of gold detectors was, in some cases, dightly melted. From alarge hut at the center of the village, the
troops collected gold estimated to weigh at least fifty pounds, with the major piece being taken from a
sone dtar. It was crafted in a humanoid shape, but the head of what everyone considered to be an idol
was snakelike.

Gilberto da Lisboawasin his quarterswith his military leaders, looking over quickly made aeria maps of
the main land mass, when a delegation of department heads from the scientific community asked to see
him.

"Tdl them I'm busy," he said to the rating who had announced the would-be visitors.

"Captain," said the Brazilian army officer in charge of the ship's complement of troops, "I have talked
with some of the scientists. They fed that an effort should be made to contact the nativesin order to
prevent further bloodshed.”

"I will prevent Brazilian bloodshed by killing as many of the savages as| can," daLishoa stated flatly.

"Captain, ' the officer said, "you are going back to Earth soon. | am going to haveto stay here and live



and work with these colonists. Perhgps we should hear them.”
DaLishoashrugged. "Send themin."

The delegation, da Lisboa saw, wasled bv that attractive Cabral woman who had politely refused to
join himin hisbed while hiswifewas at her duties. "Dr. Cabrd," he said, "we have only alittletime.
Pease be brief."

"Captain,” Astrud said, "if we areto live and work on this planet, perhaps we should try to do soin

"My sentiments also,” da Lisboaresponded. "But have we a choice when the savages attack us?"

"l ask, g, that | be alowed to establish communications with the people of this planet,” Astrud said.
"We are an enlightened people. We have experience in dealing with races of the Stone Age cultura leve,
having had our own Indianswith usin Brazil. Would it not be better to live in peace?"

Da Lishoawas about to refuse the request when asignd told him therewas acall from the bridge. He
pressed a button and the face of the duty officer appeared on alarge screen. "Captain, there are Six
natives approaching the ship at adistance.”

"Put them on the screen,” da Lisboa ordered, and then there was a gasp and a snicker or two, for, their
images enlarged on the screen, six of the natives were, indeed, approaching the ship. It was the method
of their approach that caused surprise there in the captain's quarters.

"What in the hd|—?' someone said.

The six natives were nude, and they were walking backward, heads turned sharply to ook over their
shoulders.

"Witch doctors? Trying to cast amagic pell?' asked da Lisboa, looking toward Astrud, the expert on
the often peculiar behavior of the race of man.

"I'd say it'smorelikely apeace gesture,” Astrud said. "L ook, al of them are hedlthy specimens, well
muscled. They carry no arms. | believe that thisistheir verson of awhiteflag, that they're asking for a
tak withus."

For afew minutes, asthe natives came nearer, da Lisbae was slent. "All right, then," he said findly,
"well talk. | assume. Dr. Cabral, that you, as our oral-communications expert, will want to go out to
meet these savages.”

"Yes" Astrud answered eagerly.

The army officer laughed. "And will you strip naked Dr. Cabra ?!

"I don't think that will be necessary,” Astrud replied coldly.

Within minutes she was going out a hatch, with two scientists who had volunteered to go with her. She
walked until she was out of the shadow of the ship and halted. The natives were about a hundred feet

away. They had hdted, their backs ill toward the ship. Astrud waited, and the natives did not move.
"Turn around,” shetold the two men with her, and when they al three turned and gave the natives their



backs, looking over their shoulders, the natives began to move toward the ship again. They halted about
ten feet away. One of the natives spoke. The sounds were definitely humanoid, the language ameodious
one, full of long vowel sounds. Astrud answered, "Grestings, my friends. We comein peace.”

There was amuttering among the six natives. Astrud's neck was getting tired from being twisted to look
over her shoulder. She spread her arms out from her sides, palms out, and dowly turned to face the
natives. The Sx men whispered, then, imitating her arms-wide stance, turned. Agtrud let her amsfall
dowly. "All right, my friends,” she said, "let me hear some more of your speech.” Thetallest of the
natives, aman—she could think of him in no other way—said something in his soft, musical language.

Astrud was having trouble keeping her eyes on the eyes of the speaker. Hewastall, over six feet, and
he had the chest and muscles of an athlete and the sexua organ of awell-developed man. He showed no
self-consciousness about his nakedness. She thought she was beginning to hear a pattern in the language,
but it would take some time to begin to understand. "My friend," she said, when the speaker fdll silent,
"thisisgoing to take awhile, isn't it? Let's see how you do with sign language.” She pointed to her own
chest and said, "Human." She pointed upward toward the sky and made amotion like aflying bird with
her hands, "From the sky." She held both handsin front of her heart. She pointed to the natives and then
spread her handsin friendship. "No kill," she said, stabbing an imaginary spear at one of the scientidts,
shaking her head no, crossing her hands repestedly in front of her. "No kill. Want peace.”

Thetal man, whose eyes were black, aswere the eyes of al six of the men, nodded and smiled. He
pointed to Astrud and the ship and spoke. He made amotion of carrying aload on his shoulder, pointed
to the west and drew the shape of anative house in the air, pointed to agold ring on hisfinger. Astrud
heard him repesat aword, pointing to the golden ring.” Ond, ond," he said.

"He's saying we carried gold from the village we destroyed,” she told the two men who stood nervoudy
on either sde of her.

The native was making other motions. He used Astrud'sway to illustrate "kill," shook hishead. "Y ou
dontkill us™ Agtrud trandated, "and we will bring you muchond, much gold.”

The other scientists exchanged glances."Yes, yes," she said, nodding her head and smiling. "Wenokill.
You nokill us" The native smiled, nodded, made the motionsfor "Weno kill. Y ou no kill us." He turned,
waved, and asmall group of men with a heavy burden gppeared, on thetop of adight rissinthe
distance.

"Now don't panic, friend,” Astrud said, "'I'm just going to speak to my captain.”

The natives started when da Lishoas voice came asif by magic from Astrud's belt radio. "Captain,’ she
said, "they want to give us gold, and they want peace."” Was there, she wondered, just abit of
disappointment in da Lisboasvoice? " That isgood, Dr. Cabra. But have no fear, we will be dert in case
that burden being carried toward usisnot gold.”

It was gold. It was two hundred pounds of gold in the form of lovely objects, drinking cups, and
interesting eating utendIs with two prongs and a blade on the other end, odd-shaped medallions, and
gmall statues. When it was spread on some sort of animal-skin blankets on the grass, it made agleaming,
golden display that caused da Lisboa, who was watching on theEstrela's screen, to stop breathing for a
moment or two, and aroused a hint of avarice even in Astrud.

Thetall native stepped forward and extended both hands toward Astrud. She extended her hands, and
helocked his hands around her elbows and moved her arms back and forth gently, smiling, saying



something in that soft, beautiful language.

"Yes, wewill befriends," Astrud said, and when he released her arms she made motions from the heart,
smiled, and repested hisarm-clasping. "Now," she said, "I will learn your language, my friend." She
pointed to her mouth, to his mouth, then to her head. She held up one hand and pointed to her onering.
"Ond," she said. Then she repeated the other gestures. He nodded.

"I gowithyou, " Astrud said, making the appropriate motions. The native raised his eyebrows, then
nodded in agreement.

"Permission to go with the natives, Captain." Astrud said into the radio.
"Areyou sure you know what you're doing, Dr. Cabra?!

"Yes, gr, | believel do," shesaid. "I can't risk men coming to your rescueif you get into trouble, " da
Lisboawarned.

"Captain,” shesad, "l think that in threeto four days | can learn enough of the loca language to begin
basc communication. Will you refrain from any further actions until | have that chance?"

"l will giveyou four days, " da Lisboaagreed. "Then we will sart to explore this country in force. "

Safdly beyond the crest of arisein the plain, the native men hated to retrieve their colorful clothing and
weapons from severa others, who had been waiting for them. Then the party started out at atrot, and
Astrud soon redlized that she had not been getting enough exercise, but she managed to keep up. About
three miles|ater, they dowed, waked up along ridge through the beginning of a stand of strange, twisted
trees, and then she looked down into abeautiful green valley divided by irrigation canas. The sight that
took her breath wasthe city. It was surrounded by a cyclopean wall formed of huge, cut dabs-of stone,
and behind the wall soaring, graceful stone structures gleamed in multicolor paints. Thetal native had
halted, asif to let Astrud have time to appreciate the Sght. "Beautiful,” she whispered. When the native
showed question in his expression, she pointed to her eyes, smiled, held her hands over her heart to
indicate, "What my eyes see pleases my heart." The native nodded and smiled.

Oncein the city she saw many thingsthat pleased her heart. She saw beauty and riches. She saw a
healthy, happy, smiling people. The smilarity to Earth'slife astounded her. Their civilization could have
devel oped somewhere on Earth, perhaps on the shores of the Mediterranean Sea, the mother of
civilization. These people could have been mistaken for one of the ancient civilizations of Earth. There
were, of course, alien differences. She was, after al, at a distance from the Mediterranean that most men
could not even conceive, but it was asif she had been taken back in time to those strange and glorious
days when the devel oping race of humans had first begun to realizeits potentia . She had been returned
to the Bronze Age, and here was arace in the stage of development called the monumentd stage, to
indicate that they had developed the capability to build with stone and, asif to challenge the gods or to
come closer to them, raised their buildings and temples as high toward the sky astheir skillsand tools
and labor supply would alow.

She felt that she would have seen smilar sights had she been able to visit ancient Mycenage, or the Crete
of KingaMinaos, or—and thiswas closer to her knowledge— the stone cities of the Aztec or the Inca.
And she hungered toknow, to learn al there wasto learn about thisimpressive race of aien people with
their tall, handsome men and their smiling women and boisterous children.

Her eyes could not drink in enough. She noted the bronze axes and bronze-tipped spears and arrows of



the warriors, the well-made pottery that stored liquids and foodstuffsin a street market, the exacting cuts
of the stones of the buildings, the bright array of colorsin clothing to indicate that the natives had
developed many different dyes.

She saw dien animals, and again the smilarity to Earth was amazing, for athough there were different
shapes and colors and many subtle differences, she could compare these animals to horses or donkeys,
dogs and cats, and there was, in the market, even a snake charmer working with five of the most deadly
looking reptiles she had ever seen, things of such evil that she shuddered.

Absorbed in trying to drink in dl the Sghts and sounds of the city, she forgot theEstrela do Brasd and
her captain for the length of time it took to walk through the teeming Streetsto alarge, impressive building
with triangular columns supporting a pediment crammed with beautiful, redigtic atuary. The formswere
men and animds, some of the animas eerily srange in form, and dl were painted in lifdike colors. The
entire city was ablaze of color, athing of such beauty that quite often she had to brush away tears of
sheer gppreciation.

And yet she was so far from Earth that it would be over half a century before any Earthside telescope
could record the light currently being emitted by the planet's sun.

Asshe stood in front of the gleaming building, she remembered the words of Ovid, who had lived at the
twilight of the great Mediterranean civilizations. "Thereisaway on high, conspicuousin the clear heavens,
cdled the Milky Way, brilliant with its own brightness. By it the gods go to the dwelling of the great
Thunderer and hisroyd abode.”

So little understanding did the ancients have of the galaxy, but theirs was an innocent ignorance. They
had been willing to learn, to explore, usng what primitive tools of investigation they had. Modern man
seemed to have lost his sense of awe and wonder. Gilberto da Lisboa, for example, would not see the
beauty in thiscity. Ignoring the bright colors and the smiles of the people, he would cdl thetal building
that dominated the center of the city a heathen temple and would focus only on the conspicuous displays
of wedlth, of gold, of jewds, for dl the people seemed to wear such ornaments, and the builders of the
structuresthat were, obvioudy, of rdigious or governmenta function had made libera use of gold and
dlver. It wastruly aplanet of unimaginable wed th and thus subject to the greed of Earthmen.

TheEstrela do Brasil had come adistance equal to just over athird of the diameter of the galaxy, not to
seek kinship with these people who were obvioudly cut from the same cloth as humankind, but to rob
them of their gold and jewels. That sadness colored Astrud Cabral's appreciation of the beauty of the
interior of the great building into which she was escorted politely by thetal native, but she quickly
regained her interest in her surroundings when she saw that the interior walls were covered in places by
what was obvioudy awritten language, aform of pictograph that she knew would be very difficult to
learn, for many of the pictographs would be based on objects or forms alien to her Earth knowledge. She
had, however, aready picked up severa words of the musical, soft language, and she was confident that
shewould be exchanging information with the natives very soon.

Therulersof the city sat on gleaming white thrones on araised dais. They listened asthe tdl native who
had led the del egation to the ship made his report, although the black eyes were seldom on hisface but
remained, with open curiosity, on Astrud. When thetall one had finished and had answered al questions,
he turned to Astrud, pointing to her mouth and her head as he spoke. He was telling the rulers that she
wanted to learn their [anguage, and the man who sat &t the center, in athrone dightly more ornate than
the others, nodded, spoke, and with awav»of his hand dismissed them.

The home of thetal native was on the second story of abright yellow blocklike building not far from the



center of the city. It was spacious, airy, and well lit by open windows. He was obvioudy proud of it, for
he escorted her from the main entry room, where there were couches and chairs covered in the hides of
animals, to akitchen area where cooking was done on the hearth of agreat sone fireplace, andto a
room where weapons of war shared places of honor with leather body armor and odd-Iooking objects of
precious meta studded with jewels. She quickly got the ideathat this was the warrior's trophy room, and
she made 0oing sounds of appreciation when he showed her certain objects until helifted a skull to her
face, laughed, and pointed to a break in the bone with obvious pride. She understood that the skull was
that of an especidly illustrious enemy, and she nodded and smiled.

Thelast room contained a sunken bath filled with perfumed water, alarge, low bed with soft animal-skin
coverings, chairs, acloset in which hung other colorful costumes such as the one worn by the warrior. He
pointed to the tub and quickly shed his clothing, stlanding before her nude and totally unself-conscious.
He spoke and made motions to indicate that she should undress. She hesitated for amoment, then began
to remove her uniform. Shewaswel formed, much dimmer than most of the women she had seen on the
streets except for the very young, and she saw the warrior's black eyes—she had noted that al of the
people had the same color eyes and the same thick, black hair—examine her from head to toe, then she
allowed him to take her hand and lead her down stone stepsinto the huge tub. The water was tepid and
pleasant. He sat on a benchlike protrusion and motioned her to St beside him. When he picked up a
piece of soap and began to lather her back and shoulders, she felt awarmth begin to spread through her
body, and she made no protest as he washed her thoroughly, missing no spot of her body. He then
handed the soap, which had arather pleasant smell, to her, and she began to lather his back, fedling the
hard strength of him, and a bit later, with aflush on her dark face and with her heart racing, she washed a
portion of hisbody that told her that this ritual would end not in the tub, but on that bed covered with
those ever-so-soft skins. He lifted her from the water, her one-hundred-twenty poundslight in hisarms,
and then he dried her with arough, linenlike cloth and placed her on the bed.

Shefdt asif she had been displaced in time, lost in those vast reaches of space, and questioned her
sanity as she waited breathlesdy while he toweled himself off and then came to her with such a sweet
tenderness, and then with such manly determination, that she ceased to be Earthwoman with dien, and
wasjust woman, woman eternd, womean fulfilled.

For three days and three nights they hardly |eft the gpartment. Graceful young girls brought food, and
athough she ate with just abit of fear at firgt, thefood did not kill her. She soon cameto look forward to
medaltime to see what spicy, odd coneoction would be the main dish. And she learned. She absorbed
word after word, sometimes driving Lythe, for that was his name, into ashow of irritation by her
ingistence, but soon she was able to communicate on alevel of basic words, and shetried to impart to
him the importance of what they were doing. She did not resist, however, when he, smiling, teasing, lifted
her and placed her on that bed with its coverings as soft as any [lamawool she had ever felt on Earth.

Lythe could not comprehend interstellar distances. He referred to her and her kind as"'from the upper
darkness.”

"Some say you are gods,” hetold her.

"Not gods," she said. "People. Peoplejust like you."
"With wegpons of fire and great noise."

"Y es, wegpons you must avoid.”

He drew himsdf up proudly. "I am not afraid.”



On the morning of the fourth day she went with him to the government house, and soon asmal
delegation, including one of the white-robed elders of the city, was under way toward theEstrela do
Brasl. When they neared it, the men made motions to undress, as was the custom durtftg truce meetings
with an enemy, to show that one did not carry a conceal ed weapon.

"That will not be necessary,” Astrud told them, and she had to repest it twice before the elder
understood.

Shedid not try to prevent them from approaching the ship walking backward. She used her radio to talk
with Captain da Lishoaand convinced him to meet the delegation outside the ship. He came with
sdearms and asquad of Brazilian marines. Shefdt quick anger, but there was nothing she could do.

"The elders of the Caan, the People of the World, hail you, man from the outer darkness, in peace and
goodwill," sheinterpreted.

And then, "The leader of the people from the outer darkness greets the elders of the People of the
World."

"Have you convinced them that it will be best to cooperate with us?' da Lisboa asked her.

"They will cooperate to the limit of their customs and pride," she answered. "They are astrong people,
Captain, and they have conquered dl the different tribes of this continent. They have adigtinctly beautiful
culture—"

"They worship heathen idols and gods," da Lisboahissed. Astrud grimaced, for she knew that da Lisboa
was not particularly pious and definitely not a practicing Catholic. It was asif he too had been taken back
in time and was using the excuse of the conquistadores and the Catholic friars from Spain to eradicate
entire cultures.

"Tdl them," daLisboasad, "that wewill plant our colony among them and that we will build our new
city on the seato the north of their city.” Astrud conveyed the information, and the elder drew himsdlf up
and spoke as harshly as she had heard any of the natives speak.

"He saysthat the shoreisthe natura place of the Caan. He saysthat if you want to live on the world,
there are idands and other lands.”

"We have surveyed the planet from scout ships,” daLishoasaid. "Thereislimited land and much ocean.
None of the small land masses would be suitable. Tel him wewill settle here, and wewish tolivein

Again the eder spoke harshly, shaking his head. "He saysthat the gods themselves would rise and Strike
down the Caan if they broke the sacred covenant. By that he meansthat thisland was given to the Caan
by their gods, and no non-Caan other than adave can liveoniit.”

"Tel them wewill trade objects of great valuefor gold,” daLisboasaid.

This brought anod of agreement from the elder, but he stipulated that the trading would have to be done
from one of the other land masses, not from the lands of the Caan.

DaLishoasface went red. "I have had enough of this" he sputtered. "Tell them that, like it or not, we



will build, and we will plant, and we will defend the lands we have chosen with our wegpons of fireand
noie."

"So beit," said the elder, turning to give hisback to da Lisboa as he stalked- away. Da Lishoa turned
angrily and went into the ship.

"So therewill bewar," Lythe said. "But | do not wish to war againgt myangine." Therewasno redl
Portuguese equivaent for the word. The closest trandation Astrud could come up with was "playlove.”
There were permanent family groups among the Caan, but young warriorstypicaly remained unattached
until they were wdl into maturity, oreading their favors—and that was the way they looked a it—among
unattached young women, playloves.

"Speak with your eders, Lythe," Astrud begged. "Tell them that the weapons of the men from the outer
darkness are too powerful for them. Tell them that to go to war would mean daughter of many Caan.”

Lythe shrugged eloquently. "It isto awarrior'sglory to diefighting for hishomeland. Y ou will come with
me o that | will not fight againgt you.”

"I must spesk with my leader," shesaid. "Then 1 will cometo you. Promise me, Lythe, that you will try
to convince the edersto delay any action until | have cometo talk with you again.” <"l will try," he said.

She had difficulty obtaining an gppointment with da Lisboa. He was busy. TheEstrela do Brasil was
off-loading her offensive capahilities, armored crawlers armed with lasers, cannon, and rapid-fire
projectile weapons. When shewas finally admitted to the bridge, the captain was watching a column
forming to march to the sea, with enough firepower to decimate the continent.

"Captain, | beg you to be patient,” Astrud pleaded. "They are an admirable people, a people with whom
we can live in peace, with whom we can cooperate. The stores of gold and its abundance in nature can
be obtained in peaceful trade. Wouldn't that be preferable to destroying a civilization as Cortez and
Pizarro did in Mexico and Peru?’

"Thereisno civilization of value on thisplanet,” daLisboasad. "Wewill bring them the light of thetrue
God."

"Hasn't there been enough daughter in God's name?' she asked. "Must we repest the terrible thingsin
the history of the Earth here, on this planet?"

"l have aresponsibility,” daLishoasaid. "Fird, | amto establish acolony. That | will do." "And that is
your find word?" "That ismy final word," he said. "Permission, Captain, to go once moreto the Caan, to
make an effort to dissuade them from attacking.” He frowned. "I suppose there is no important work to
be done a the moment by a bleeding-heart anthropologist.” "Thank you," she said. She found Lythein his
gpartment, nude on his bed, surrounded by equaly nude and nubile young women. When he saw her, he
waved the Caan women away. "Y our faceis sad,” he said.

"l am saddened to think of how many of your people must dieif you attack the column that is now
moving toward the sea.”

"Wewill dlow them to find their place, and then, when they are confident, we will attack," he said.

"They will beready," shewarned. "And they will kill ii dl from great distances. They will rain great
explo-snsand fire on your headsfrom theair itself. Youwill dl:ie.”



"I think wewill take afew of the men from the outer ilarkness with us, then," he said with awide smile,
opening hisarmsto her and motioning her to the bed. She shook her head.

"Isthere nothing | can say to keep you from the attack?' she asked miserably.

"It beginsas soon as | am purified by love," he said. "'l wasin that process when you came. Now you
must be the instrument of my purification.”

She went to him. He would be dead soon. She clung to himin great sadness and, as he loved her, tried
to envision, from the reconstruction of the archaeologists, the cities of the Incaand the Aztec before and
after the cannon of the Spanish conquistadores, before the pious European soldiers and priests had first
looted and thenburned the cohrfu], great temptes. Shewept asif her heart would break.

The Caan marched out, five thousand strong, the forces of Lythe's city reinforced by the swift arrival of
many warriors from other cities north and south on the coast and from villagesinland. The women of the
city followed the marching army, singing hymns of praisefor the bravery of their men, and Astrud went
with them to find avantage point on awooded hill. She saw the scout ships from theEstrela do Brasil
attack the closdaly packed army with lasers and bombs that exploded in the air and spread deadly hail of
shrapnd. She saw them die by the hundreds, by the thousands. She saw the pitiful remnants of the proud
army, led by atall man in aplumed helmet, rush the circle of fire and desth on the Site chosen by da
Lisboato plant his colony, and then she saw avery few survivors stagger back toward the city. So it
would be throughout the continent. The Caan, undefeated, so brave, so foolish, so confident, would
attack and pit bronze hand weapons against the modern arsena that could have conquered asmall nation
on Earth. So it had always been on Earth. Even as she wasleaM”'ng her home for outer space, the men
from the so-called civilized areas of Brazil were penetrating ever deeper into the last remaining wilderness
areas, where they converted or conquered the haf-starving remnants of the wild Indian tribesthey
encountered. When thefirst Europeans had come, they killed or endaved the natives. They put people
who had thrived in the wilderness, in the open air, into gold or silver mines where they died. So it would
be here, for the greed of da Lisboaand his people would not be satisfied with the gold and jewelsto be
looted from the Caan. They would demand more and more, and the women who had laughed and sung
inthecity would bethelr daves.

She numbly walked back to a stricken city. Wails of mourning filled the air. People whispered as she
walked in her Space Service whites down the main avenue toward the government building. "Kill her!" a
woman cried. " Sear her skin with the pain of athousand embers!™ another yelled. But she walked on and
mounted the steps of the building and spoke quietly and camly to the guards at the main entrance. The
elderswerein session, clearly worried. They looked at her, their black eyes burning with hatred. The first
elder rose and pointed a shaking finger at her.

"Have you cometo gloat over our losses?" he demanded. "I have come to mourn with you,” she replied.
"And | have cometo tell you the story of agreat people, much like the Caan, who once lived on Earth,
my world." "Thisisnot thetimefor talk," thefirst eder said. "But you must listen,” Astrud pleaded. ™Y our
warriors are brave and strong, but they will dl die unlessyou ligento me.”

"Speak then," thefirgt der said, seating himsdlf wesrily.

"The great people who once lived on my Earth built their citieson two idandsin avery largelake," she
began, and they built well. They built beautiful temples, and they lived in abundance, and they ruled dl the
peoplesfrom their cities to the shores of the far sea. And then one day men came on winged ships across
the greet waters. They came with towering, monstrous animals that screamed and trampled the people,



and with terrible weapons of fire and great noise. Some said the newcomers were gods.”

"Soitissaid of the men from the outer darkness," an elder noted. "Many believeit, for their power is
terrible”

"The great people unknowingly fought in away that gave the advantage to the terrible weapons of the
invaders," Astrud continued. "They died bravely. The invaderstook their gold and their jewds, endaved
those who had not died, destroyed the grest cities, and tore down the temples that the people had raised
to their gods."

"Areal men from the outer darkness such barbarians?' thefirst elder asked.

"Soit will be here onthe World," Astrud said. "So it will beif you send your young warriorsinto the face
of our wegpons.”

"Itisnot in the nature of the Caan to surrender,” thefirst elder said vehemently.

"No, you must fight, and many will die, but if you will listen to me, thereis a chance that you will be able
to drive the men from the outer darkness away."

"Why would you, one of them, help us?' the first elder asked.

"Because | was playlove with your war leader, Lythe. Because | deplore what my peoplewill do on this
world. Because it istimeto prevent arepetition of the terrible things that have happened on my own
Eath.”

"Wewill listen," thefirst elder decided.

SEVEN

Evangdine Burr found Paul Warden in one of hisfavorite places—the picnic grounds overlooking
Stanton Bay. Omegals sun was low and orange in the west, and Paul was watching the play of colorsin
the sunset, waiting to seeiif there would be, asthere was occasiondly, aburst of emerad green just as
the sun disappeared into the Western Ocean.

"Hi, Vange," hesad. "Nice evening,”

"Y ou haven't been into the library to sese mein thelast few days," she said.

"Well, werre pretty busy getting the expedition to the Great Misty River ready,” hereplied. "1 was going
to comein beforewe left.”

"I should hope s0," she said, seeting herself on the edge of apicnic table.

Paul approved of her outfit: shorts and a blouse that exposed her midriff. There had been alot of
changesin amost everyone since theSpirit of America had landed on Omega, but Evangdine had
changed more than most. Once she would have expired with shame before appearing in publicin such a
brief costume, and no longer did she diet until she was nothing more than skin and bones.

"I wish | could go with you," she said.



Helaughed. "I'd like your company, but | don't think it would be too impressive throwing library cards at
something hogtile out there."

She did off the table and stood |ooking up into hisface. "Don't you do anything silly," she said, wagging
afinger a him. "l want you back in one piece." Her own words surprised her, made her flush. Warden
felt awarm glow. He had been thinking alot about Evangeline lately. Now she stood before him, her
short hair donein asmart, sassy style, her body tanned, full limbed, and there was something in her
serious eyes that burned through the barrier that had been in place in hismind for along time, ever since
he had first seen Sage Bryson aboard ship. His eyes went wide, and he couldn't breathe for amoment.

"Damn, I've been such afool," he muttered, the words barely audible.
Evangeings smile came quickly. "Have you?'

"I don't see how you can put up with such adamned foal," he said.
"Well, | try harder," she sad, till smiling.

Helifted his hands, started to put them on her arms, let them fall. He knew doubt. He had been turned
down so many times by Sage, it seemed foolish to think that it would not happen with Evangeline, too.

How could he ever have thought that Sage's rather fragile beauty was greater than that of thiswoman
who looked up into hisface?

"Vange—" He could say no more. He could not move.
"I'll worry about you, but | know you won't let anything happen to you," she said. No.
"Wdl," shesad, "it'sgetting late. Are you coming back now?'

"No," he answered, wanting to be aoneto think about the revelation that had just burned into histhick
skull. "Yes" hesaid quickly, not wanting to let her walk away.

"Wadl, whichisit?' sheteased, cocking ahip in away that made him blink. Wasthat staid, shy
Evangdineflirting, actudly flirting with him?

"We're both staying here for afew minutes,”" he said, reaching for her. She helped. Shetook ahaf step
forward and raised her arms, and then she was pressed to him and her lipswere on his.

"Y ou were never afool, Paul," she whispered, her breath sweet against his mouth.

The makeup of the expedition to the Great Misty River had been discussed thoroughly by Paul Warden
and Duncan Rodrick. Warden picked Renato Cruz as his second in command, because Cruz had had
someinfantry training a the Space Service Academy. Renato was at |oose ends anyhow, since his best
buddy, Jacob West, was off on apleasure cruise with his Polish wife. There were plenty of volunteers, so
there was no problem in lining up people to man and operate the weapons on the crawlers. The rest of
the scout force would beinthe air or standing by. The defense of Hamilton City would be left largely in
the capable hands of two androids, the admira and Mopro. Duncan Rodrick, athough he would have
preferred to go, would see them to their base camp and then return to Hamilton. It was necessary for
Sage Bryson to go, since she was the colony's number-one authority on eectricd fields, and to
Rod-rick's surprise and concern, Mandy iMiller inssted on going. " Captain, they'll need a doctor,”



Mandy had said. "And | will not order any of my people to do something | wouldn't do myself.” That did
not make much sense, since dl of the Life Sciences staff had volunteered, but Rodrick had decided, after
afew moments consderation, to dlow Mandy her wishes. He was, he thought, always thinking
defensively where she was concerned. He had kissed Mandy only once, but that unspoken love that il
glowed between them, in spite of everything, still colored histhinking about her. If herefused to let her
go, would someone remember the gossip that had, most probably, been started by Mandy's husband
before he died? But if helet her go and she was hurt, could he ever forgive himself? It was, Rodrick often
thought, ajuvenile state of mind for aman to bein, to have awife like Jackie, to care for her deeply, and
gtill to be burning the torch for Mandy. "I can use alaser cannon,” she had said. "'l won't be just
deadweight." This, too, worried Rodrick. She had seen two hundred people daughtered by the Whorsk,
and athough she was eminently wisein most things, her hatred for the insectlike people was
unreasonable. Rodrick felt surethat if she had her say about it, every Whorsk on Omegawould be
wiped out. If, asit was sugpected, the inhabitants of that mysterious zone along the river were a priestly
caste of Whorsk, Mandy could just precipitate a massacre. He decided, however, that she wastoo
stable to do anything irresponsible. Furthermore, she was the best doctor on the planet, and she wanted
to go. His permission was granted. The operation began early one morning. The scout fleet was used to
lift crawlers over the Western Ocean to a point north of the permanent fog bank on the river. Thistook
two days—since the scouts could not make much speed with the bulky crawlers dung undernesth—and
then another day to ferry the personnel to the rendezvous point. When all wasin place, Rodrick, with
Clay Girard in theright seet, flew to the western continent, catching up with asetting sun, to arrive a the
temporary camp on the river with the sun still hours high.

It was hot in the desert, with temperatures reaching one-hundred-ten degrees at midday. But the air was
S0 pure, S0 clean, the landscape so different, the river so wide and beautiful that there wasan air of picnic
in the camp. And as evening came and the temperature dropped swiftly to comfortable levels, the
prepared, self-heating rations wereignored in favor of cooking over open fires. No one seemed to be
too worried about what the next day might bring when the crawlers entered the bank of fog that was
visble to the south. This concerned Rodrick, but hisfears were eased when he talked with Paul Warden
and Renato Cruz. Although they were both seemingly relaxed, seated on the sand around the campfire,
they were not unaware that they were leading aforce of fifty extremely valuable people into the unknown.
There would be no overconfidence once the crawlers started moving south. Rodrick did not seek out
Mandy Miller. He was making the rounds of the groups at the campfires, speaking easily to everyone,
smiling, nodding at their comments, when he saw Mandy sitting cross-legged in the sand, her hair tucked
up to expose that ddlicate line of neck, one of the things he found so beautiful about her. In Mandy's
group were Sage Bryson and two e ectronics technicians from theSpirit's crew—men who could also
double, with their service training, as space marines. He was standing, listening to Sage's report on
measurements of the eectrica field that was within the fog bank, when aman caled from acrawler
parked nearby that he had just recorded new readings on the field. Sage and the two technicians|eft the
fire. "Why does coffee heated over an open fire taste so much better?* Mandy asked.'

Omega’s two moons were out. One hung huge and swollen on the eastern horizon, the other was zenith
high. Thelow murmur of voices from the others was drowned out by the nearby coughing, growling cal
of one of theriver lions. Mandy shivered. "We saw apride of them today," she said. "They're huge. It's
incredible that Theresita could have killed one with a primitive spear. She was lucky to survive."

"She's quite awoman,” Rodrick agreed. He sat down on alog that someone had dragged near thefire,
"Speaking of Theresita, anything new on her baby?' Mandy shook her head. "The last tests | ran showed
normal development.” Shelooked down the river where the fog bank gleamed in the bright moonlight. I
think we're going to find the baby's father in there.”

"Not Whorsk?"



"I don't think it's quite time for an immaculate conception on this planet,” Mandy said with awry amile,
"Therewas afather. And athough we've seen evidence of pardld evolution here, to think that therésa
humanoid so similar to us, down to the DNA leve, that crossbreeding is possible scares the hell out of
mein oneway and opens up al kinds of speculation in another way."

"Such as?'

"Well, we began back in the twentieth century trying to make contact with dien people,” shesad. "We
spent billions of dollars searching for communications from space. Weincluded amessageto any dien
people on our first puny little space probe that escaped the solar system. We couldn't live in peace with
our own kind on Earth, but we didn't want to think that we were donein this great emptinessthat isthe
universe. But what if we find that there aremen behind that fog bank, Dune? What are we going to
believe then? It would al be very smpleif we found men who worship aswe do. But what if wefind
people like us who worship snakes or chickens or something equaly bizarre? Will we be able to get
adong with them?'

"Wadll, I've dwaystried to refrain from worrying about something that cannot be changed,” Rodrick said.
"Let'swait until you folks see whatever thereisto see behind thefog.” Then, after asilence, "Y ou seem
to bedoing fine."

"It's been quite an adjustment since Roeky's degth, being asingle woman again.”
Til bet."

"It hasitsgood points." Shefrowned, asif even that admission was criticism of Rocky. Shefdt abit
guilty because, try as she might, she had not been able to mourn him. She had mourned, in sort of an
impersona way, the death of al those who had died with Rocky, but she had never been ableto bring
hersdlf to cry for Rocky alone. "'l have my work, " she said. "I'm pleased that you're happy, Captain.”
She could not bring herself to speak hisfirst name again. He smiled. "Thank you." And hetold himsdlf to
get up, to walk away. Just being with her brought back memories of how pleasant it had been to sted
just afew minuteswith her during thetrip out, usudly in the observatory. It was a pleasure, it was easy,
just to be with her. And he could«iot stop the thought that if he had waited for just alittle while before
asking Jackie Garvey to marry him, he could have, after a suitable period of waiting following Rocky's
desth, been with Mandy, the one woman in his life whose chemistry seemed to match hisin every way.

"Funny how things happen, isn't it?" she mused, after along pause. "If it had been you | had met along
timeago—"

"Don't, Mandy, " he said. "I've thought like that, too. It doesn't serve any purpose.”

"I'm sorry," shesaid. "Put it down to the emotiond ingtability of awoman who has gone through some
mentd trauma.”

"No, " hesaid gently. "It'snot just that. When I'm close to you, my entire being—my body, my mind, my
heart—cries out for you. | begin to concoct silly schemesto be with you. I'm reedy to toss everything
overboard— responsibility, duty, honor—to have you, even for afew minutes.”

She smiled, her eyesglowing. "I know, | know. But we won't scheme. We won't cheat. We can't.” "Will
it ever stop, thisfeding?' he asked. She shrugged. "'1've been checking over the available men, thinking
that if | got married again—"



A pain of renewed loss hit him. "Damn," he said. Then, "I want you to be happy. | want the best for
you." "Yes," sheagreed. "Wdl, herewe are. We should be thinking about tomorrow.”

"l want you to stay at therear. | want you to be very, very careful. I've given Paul ordersto withdraw in
ahurry if he meets any dangerous situation.” "Well be careful,” she promised. He rose, looked at her one
last time, and walked away. He found Clay Girard singing a soft roundelay with agroup of the younger
members of the expedition and said, "Hate to take you away, Clay, but it'stime for usto go home."

Sage Bryson found nothing of note in the new set of measurements of the eectricd fidd in thefog. She
pored over the readings for a half hour, and then she went into her small tent and looked over them again
and decided that she should tell the expedition commander that nothing had changed. She had seen Paull
Warden stting with Cruz and some others earlier, but when she went out of the tent, he was not there at
that particular campfire. Shefound him talking to one of the sentries who had been posted around the
perimeter of the camp, and they walked: together back toward the dying firesin the bright moonlight. She
made her report, which was quite brief since there was nothing new, and then they walked in silencefor a
few steps. "It'sabeautiful river," Paul said, gazing out onto the water, made silver by thelight of the two
moons. "I've aways been a sucker for desolate areas,”" Sage said. "1 was thinking about buying a cottage
in the New Mexico desert before | was picked for theSpirit of America.”

"Y ou've dways been aloner, huh?' Paul asked. He was not immune to Sage's beauty, but after his

understanding with Evangeline, he no longer ached to hold her in hisarms. He was content, at that
moment, to talk with Sage as afriend and an associate, and to ook forward to getting back to
Evangdine when the job downriver had been done.

"I've dways had abit of difficulty reating to people," she admitted. "It may sound silly, but I'm actualy
glad | had that breakdown. It's nice just to be able to talk with people—with aman, without experiencing
that awful pressure, without feding that the man isthinking of nothing but—"

"You're okay," Paul assured her. "Y ou're gonnabefine."

"l wasted so many years," she said.

"Wadl, you've got alot of years ahead of you."

They paused near the riverbank. From out in the stream came amighty splash. "One of those thingswith
teeth that Therestatold us about," Paul commented.

"Paul, what if we find something with teeth behind the fog?"

"Well, I'mfataistic about it," hereplied. "If we run intoaanything we can't handle with lasers, rockets, or
gunsthat fire athousand rounds a minute, then we've had the course anyhow, haven't we?'

"Paul, that'sterrible," she said, laughing.

"Yeah, | know," he admitted, grinning. "I'm alittle nervous about it. | don't like going in blind to face
someone who has the capacity to create an electrical field that shields out our detection instruments and
ghrouds hundreds of miles of river with fog. I've even thought that we ought to |leave well enough aone.
Whatever is behind that fog seems content to stay there. Maybe we should just |et the deeping dog lie.”

"I think not knowing would be worse—to be aways on our guard, to go to deep at night wondering if



something will come at us out of the fog before we avake.”

"Yeah, | fed alittlethat way mysdf,” Paul confessed. "Duncan'sright in sending usin there" Heturned
to face her. Shewas clearly visible in the moonlight, and she seemed more beautiful than eyer. Y ou're
not going to give me ahard timelike you did that time we went after the miner, are you?"

Shelaughed. "1 can obey orders.” "Good. Don't give me any of that male-chauvinist stuff then. | want
men up front. Men who arefast on the trigger and strong. I'm putting you and Mandy in the rear
crawler.”

"I will need to bein the instrument crawler,” she pointed out.
"That'sthe one a therear.”
"You'l be sending men into the unknown without proper instrumentation,” she protested.

"See? Y ou'reaready giving meahard time," he said. But he knew that what she said made sense. He
growled abit, then said, "All right. Well have one crawler out front about fifty yards, then you and | will
bein theinstrument vehicle. Suit you?"

"That makes sense" she said.

He picked up arock and threw it asfar into theriver as he could. There was a splash, followed by a
larger splash. "The damned things must hunt at night,” he said. He threw another rock, closer inthistime,
and they saw a huge, toothed head hit the spot where the rock splashed. Sage involuntarily drew closeto
him, and he put a protective arm around her waist. She Stiffened, then relaxed. He felt the dim firmness of
her waist, the warmth of her. He told himsalf to remove hisarm, but he did not. He felt confused. He fdlt
even more confused when she turned, pressed to the circle of hisarm, to face him, her breasts pressed to
hischest. "If you want to kissme—" she whispered. There had been atime when kissing her wasdl he
had thought about. He saw Evangdline's face, but he could not stop himself. Helicked hislipsand
lowered his head to her upturned face and found her lips. They were warm, moist. She shuddered just a
bit, and then her arms went around his neck, and she pressed hersdlf close.I'll be damned, he was
thinking, in sheer surprise, for athough that kiss was pleasant, there was no fire—none of the thrill he had
felt when he kissed Evangdine. Fedling the changein hisembrace, in hislips, she pulled away and smiled
up a him. "Thank you," she murmured. "I redlly do think I'm cured.”

"Good," hesaid, ahit sorry for her because the kiss had meant nothing to him. "And, my friend, | think
you're cured, too," she said.

Hegrinned. "Youreahdluvagirl."

"And youreahdluvaman," she continued, "and my congratulationsto you and Evangdine. Y ou're my
best friends, and | love you both. Y ou deserve each other.”

"Yeah, | think s0," Paul said.

Renato Cruz was at the whedl of the lead crawler. The vehicle's small arsenal had been beefed up for the
expedition. The weapons manned by the four space marines who rode with Renato could take out a
mainline battle tank with six-inch armor, raze the most heavily fortified blockhouse, send smart rockets
around corners, rain fire from flamethrowers, sear with lasers, blast with explosive shot, and cover every
inch of an areaa hundred yards square with bullets.



Sinceit had aready been demonstrated that radio communication was blacked out in the fog, flexible
elastic wires had been strung from the lead vehicle al the way back to the rearward crawlers. Warden
was advancing in asingle column, to reduce lossesif they encountered serious opposition. They tested
the communication by wire, and then the column moved dowly southward aong the banks of theriver.
Asthey camewithin afew hundred yards of the eerily vertica fog bank, Warden looked up quickly when
asonic boom reverberated down the valley to see two scouts braking to hover over them. "Morning,
guys," Paul sent by radio. "Y ou're looking good," Jack Purdy responded, from the lead scout ship. "Me
and my little buddy are going to be right up here, with you al theway.”

Hislittle buddy was Clay Girard, flying hisfirst solo mission into potentiad danger. Clay wasin his
element and very proud that he had, at last, gained full membership in the scouts.

" Apache One," Renato Cruz called up from the crawlerto Clay, who wasin Jacob West's scout. "We're
gaingin."

"Keep taking on theradio,” Jack Purdy said fromDinahmite. "We want to know when communications
cut off.”

Communication by radio was blacked out even before the rear of the crawler disappeared into the fog.
It was asif aswitch had been thrown in the middle of one of Renato's words.

"—can't seeathing," Renato was saying from the lead crawler. He was heard in the second crawler.
"We're moving ahead at three miles per hour. We've come two hundred feet from the outer edge.”

"Okay, Renato," Warden said. "Stop right there and wait until we get alook with Sage'sinsruments. ™
Warden eased the instrument crawler ahead and saw the front of it push into the fog without seeming to
disturbit. Then it was asif he had dived the crawler into a sea of milk. He stopped. "Okay, wereinit,"
he said. Beside him Sage was busy with her instruments. "The same readings we got from the scout
ships," she said. "Nothing more?* Paul asked.

"All | can say iswhat I've said before, that it's definitely an electromagnetic field.”

"Y ou fed anything, Renato?' Warden asked. "Maybe alittle tingling sensation,” Cruz said.

"Okay, Renato, ease ahead,” Warden ordered. There were some minutes of tenson then, asthe lead
crawler dowly moved deeper and deeper into the fog. Renato could not see the ground immediately in
front of him. Hisinstruments were useless. More than once the crawler bumped into huge boulders and
had to detour around them. Renato was nervoudy aert. He did not want to drive off ahigh cliff.

"So far, so good," he sent back along the wire.

"We're right behind you," Warden assured the Mesca ero.

"No changein intengity of thefield,” Sage reported.

One by onethe crawlers penetrated the fog, and there was constant chatter as they kept each other
informed of their status and location. From above, where Purdy and Clay circled, the crawlers

disappeared completely, and they lost all communication. Purdy was keegping Duncan Rodrick informed.
The lead crawler had traveled no more than fifty yards inside the fog when Paul Warden heard Renato



ydl, "Hey, how about that?"
"What? What?' Warden yelled, his heart pounding.

"Keegp coming, Paul,” Renato said calmly. ™Y ou've got a surprise coming to you in exactly twenty yards.
Steer left to missaboulder, and you've got it made.”

"How do you know?' Warden asked.

"Just keep on coming," Renato repeated, and just as he spoke, Warden's crawler burst out of the milky
darknessinto sunlight so bright that he blinked before the automatic instrumentsin the crawler's
windshield darkened the glass to protect againgt the glare. One by one the crawlers came out into the
open, and now there was no sign of fog, not behind them, around them, or above them. Overhead was
Omega's cloudless, purplish sky. Behind them they could see dll the way up thetiver to their campsite
and beyond. On either Sdewere arid, sheer dliffs. Ahead of them was the river and green fidds of
growing crops extending to acurvein theriver far to the south. "Look," Sage said, pointing upward.
They could even see the two scout ships circling high over them, but their attempts to communicate with
the ships brought only silence. "Ithought | was nervous before we sarted in,” Sage said. "Now I'm redlly
nervous. I'm trying to come up with some answers, and I'm stumped.”

"What answers?' Paul asked.

"It's difficult enough to explain afied that blocks dectronic impulsesand dl light. Try explaining one that
blocks such things asthat and lets through sunlight with al its different ranges of radiation,and letsyou
look through it from oneside.”

"l seewhat you mean,” Paul said. "Renato, move out about five hundred yards and let's see what's
beyond that bend in theriver."

"There's an extengve system of cultivation ahead of us," Renato reported, using the radio now. "This
fidldto our rightisagrain crop. Looks like barley”

"Well, let's stay on theriver's edge,” Warden said. "We don't want to tear up the crops. Stay aert,
buddy. "

"I'm so dert I'm amost hyper,” Renato answered. See that gadget on the riverbank?’
"l seeit," Warden said.

"Know what it is?'

"Looks like aman-powered method of lifting water from theriver, " Paul said.

"That'swhat it lookslike," Renato confirmed. " Okay, we're gpproaching the bend in theriver.” He had
been pushing the crawler dong quite rapidly, al detection instruments on scan. Behind him the other
crawlerswere matching his speed, even closing up their ranks until they were running amaost bumper to
bumper. "Life signalsl" Renato called, as his crawler nosed iround the bend and saw the valey extending
ahead for more miles. "Hold up,” Warden ordered, increasing his speed to bring his crawler dongside the
now stationary lead vehicle. "Whorsk," Renato said, his opticd instruments focused on adistant group of
moving figures



Whorsk they were, looking somewhet like the stickmen drawn by very young children. And asthe
caravan moved dowly south, they saw in the distance, up against the rocky cliffsand out of theirrigated
green zone along theriver, avillage of reed-and-mud huts. The Whorsk were working the fields, some of
them manning the water lifters aong the riverbank, some doing varioustasks of cultivation with primitive
hoes. "Keep on the dert for airships,” Warden warned the entire group. But no Whorsk lighter-than-air

ships appeared.

When asmall group of the Whorsk first noticed the approaching crawlers, there was considerable
agitation, and afew of them ran toward the village, but then, when the crawlers came near, the Whorsk
bowed low and watched passively as the crawlers-went past. "Tell me aboutthat reaction,” Warden
sad, on an open mike. "They are unfamiliar with crawlers™ Mandy Miller said, "but familiar with those
who rideinthem.”

"How can that be?' Warden demanded.

"Paul, my bet is"" Mandy said, "that pretty soon we're going to see someone who looks very much like
lﬁ"

Now there were boats on the river, boats with drab, dirty sails and oars. Some of them were riding the
current southward, using their sailsto assi g, laden with the products of the green fields. Otherswere
besting their way northward, either under sail or with sail assisted by oars. After awhile none of the
working Whorsk ran; they merely bowed low if the crawlers came near them and then went back to their
work. "Tak about intensive use of agricultural land,” Sage said. "They're farming every inch of land that
can beirrigated with river water."

Thevdley, a that point, was perhaps three miles wide, with the river taking up about onethird of it. The
two-mile-deep sirips on ether sde were beautifully verdant. * The expedition ate on the go. They were
able to move swiftly along aroadlike path on the riverbank—a space that had been cleared, as had the
fields, of any protruding stones. In places the stones had been used to form a protective levee dong the
river. In othersthey were piled, without any apparent form, under the sundrenched cliffsthat framed the
vdley. Theriver made several more sharp bends, skirting around hills and small mountains, and then the
desert above the cliffsflattened and the river ran very straight toward the south. The going was easy from
that point, and aside from the variety of cropsin the green belt, there was no change.

It was |ate when the river began to make awide sweep to the west. A line of low, rocky, arid hills
appeared. Gradually the valley narrowed, and the green belt was, in places, only ahundred yardswide
on ether sde of the gradually narrowing river. The rivers current was running faster, but still the boats
plied it, rowers having to work hard as the boats made their way upstream. And then the valley was
congtricted by the arid hillsto a point where there were no crops along its banks, only the roadlike ledge.
Ahead, the cliffs became perpendicular. "Well stop here." Warden said. He did not want to enter the
narrow gorge with darkness coming on. "We're going to circle the wagons, folks, just like they did inthe
old West. Renato, you oughta know al about that."

"My people were dways outside the circle,” Renato said, "but | can manage." Soon the crawlers were
parked in acircle, amored prows pointed outward, weapons covering afull arc around the chosen
campsite. "Look," Sage said, pointing downriver. In the narrow gorge Whorsk were on the bank of the
river, leaning into heavy ropesthat were pulling ariverboat upstream againgt the swift current.

Warden dept well. He avoke before dawn and watched the sun burst up over the eastern cliff whilethe
others had their breakfasts and prepared for the day. They got under way just after sunrise, and Renato's
crawler led the way into the narrow gorge. The river was less than aquarter of amilewide, and the vast



volume of water it carried was moving south at a swift pace.

"Paul, there are three boats moving up the gorge, " Renato said. "There's not room for both the crawler
and the Whorsk who are on the bank pulling the boats upstream.”

"All right,” Paul said. "We don't want to force them into the river and cause them to lose their boats.
Back out of there, and welll wait until they're clear. '

"Wemight haveto wait along time," Renato replied. "l seetwo more coming. Looks asif early morning
istheir busy time." Paul thought it over for amoment or two. He was eager to see what was farther down
theriver. "WEell go amphibious. Taketo the river, Renato, and well be right behind you." The power of
the crawlers was more than adequate to resist the swift current. If there were rapids ahead, the power of
the crawlers would alow them to move upstream against the current, so there was no danger in carrying
out Paul's decision. When dl were waterborne, they began to let the current carry them into the gorge.
There were several Whorsk boats being towed up the river by gangs of the stickmen on the footpath on
the bank, and they paid little attention to the crawlers. The cliffs on either sde of the gorge were high,
quite smooth, and of a beautiful white stone very much like marble. The gorge extended ahead of them
for ahdf mile or more before it made a sweeping turn. It was very pleasant on the water. As a safety
mesasure, Warden opened the top of the crawler and ordered the othersto follow suit. Should a crawler
strike an underwater rock and overturn, no one would be trapped insde asinking vehicle. The sun was
hot. the southerly breeze cool, and the water came now and then in a sweet, cool spray to dampen their
faces, Asthe leading crawlers approached the bend, the current swept them toward the western face of
the cliffs, and each driver compensated with the hvdrogen jets. Then the first two crawlers swept around
the bend and saw an even more constricted gorge ahead, of them, but what caused Sageto cry out in
surprise® were not the gleaming, white cliffs, but something aquarter of amile ahead down the long,
draight gorge.

Titans stood on either side of the river. Over two hundred feet in height, their visored faces |ooked up
the gorge toward the drifting crawlers. In their mighty arms were unidentifiable wegpons.

"Hold up,” Warden ordered even as he threw power to the jets and stopped the downstream motion of
hisown crawler. "And there were giants on the Earth in those days," Mandy Miller said, without redlizing
that she had depressed her communicator switch. "These giants are carved of stone,” Renato Cruz said,
having played hislife-detection instruments over thetitans. "1'm easing on down." The stone giantswere
carved from the cliffs gleaming white stone, with supporting connectionslft at their backs to keep them
attached to the cliff. They were painted— their kin in flesh tone, their costumesin bright colors. They
wore asort of kilt, painted in stripes of red and black, and their massive chests were bare. Their right
arms extended outward and held something shaped like athick baton. And their heads were covered by
gracefully designed helmets painted gold. Golden visors hid their faces.

"The Whorsk said that arace of giants built the city in the rocky highlands," Sage said in an awed voice.
"Have you ever seen anything more beautiful ?* Mandy breathed.

"I've seen something very much like those satues,” Sagereplied, "when | visted the Egyptian museum
on Eath."

"Definitdly humanoid,” Mandy said. "All right,” Warden said. "Let'sgo." Just past the two giant Satues
therewas an army of titansin bas-relief, carved into either Side of the gorge. An army frozen in stone, an
army that carried only one wegpon, which was shaped like athick baton. And then there were writings,
and more marching titans frozen in the white stone, and another set of two-hundred-foot titansfacing
north, asif warning those who drifted down theriver to beware exiting from the gorge. The crawlers,



moving swiftly with the current, enginesidling, shot out of the congtricted gorge into a broadening river
wherethe current immediately dowed. At first there was too much to see. Behind them the white stone
hills, and ahead of them green areas, alanding field on which sat adozen of the Whorsk lighter-than-air
craft. Armed, insectlike sky warriors milled around the ships. And amid the Whorsk there proudly
walked aliving, scaled-down replicaof the giant statues, abronzed male, torso exposed to the sun,
wearing only agleaming, whitekilt that came to midthigh and that gracefully shaped helmet. Sage focused
the crawler's optics on the bronzed man, for he could be called nothing else, and gasped as she saw the
regularity and beauty of hisface, and the perfect proportions of his body. He-seemed to be looking at
them, but he showed no agitation. "Take alook,” she said to Warden, averting her eyes from the screen.
Shefdt oddly weak. "Good God," Warden said, not looking at the man at dl, but looking ahead to a
widening of thevalley. On either Sde of theriver, extending for perhaps afull two miles, al the way to the
diffs, wasafaryland city—a painted city, abustling, busy city in painted stone with huge wharfs aong
theriver, with towering buildings and Streetsfilled with colorfully clad, bronzed people. And abovethe
city, gtting on the brink of the towering diff and looking rather smal in the distance, wasafamiliar
architectural form, apyramid encased in the white stone of the gorge—the stone obvioudy highly
polished, for it fully reflected the gleaming light of the sun. "Paul, | get one helluva powerful reading when

| point the instruments toward the pyramid,” Sage said. "I think we've found the source of that electrica
fidd."

EIGHT

From the communications center aboard theSpirit of America the watch officer broadcast periodic
bulletins on the progress of the expedition to the Great Misty River. Wherever they were working,
members of the colony kept in touch, for Rodrick had aerted everyone. He had used
best-and-worst-scenario planning. At best, Paul Warden's group would meet with no danger, no
opposition. At worst, it would be necessary to mobilize the forces of the colony. He had issued ordersto
curtall activity away from theimmediate vicinity of Hamilton City and Stanton Bay. So it wasthat only the
petroleum-producing team and two groups of people from Stoner MeRag's mineral-search team werein
thefied.

Stoner sometimes liked working aone, but when he wanted company, he often took aong hiswife,
Betsy, and their daughter, Cindy, when school schedules permitted. He had both with him as he pushed a
crawler into the rocky highlands northeast of Hamilton. There, about two hundred miles due east of Lake
Dinah, a search team, using the smal, whedled machine that the engineers had adapted from a pipdine
cleaner to be an ore detector, had located a small deposit of molybdenum sulfide ore degp in aminer's
tunnel. Theingruments on the pipeline crawler were not sophigticated enough to tell if there was rhenium
mixed with the molylbdenum, but since that rare meta was most often found in molylbdenum deposits,
Stoner was eager to check it out. Stoner had not told Betsy or Cindy, but he had been working on
something new. In the crawler's cargo compartment was an odd-looking, bullet-shaped machine just a
little longer than Stoner's height. It had spring-mounted wheels on al sides and was powered by asmal

hydrogen engine.

Stoner had found Omegato be his greatest challenge— and his greatest frustration. Even on
Earth—where val uable metallic ores had been mined for thousands of years and easily reachable supplies
of most ores had been severdly depleted—there was arichness of metals that contrasted directly with the
digtribution of oresin Omegaslight crust. A geologist and mining engineer accustomed to Earth's bounty
found Omega's compasition to be puzzling and disappointing. One of the most common dementsin
nature, iron, was harder to find on Omegathan gold or platinum had been on Earth, and the heavier
metals were dmost nonexistent. To date, the only source of heavy metas, with gold being most common
relatively had been the miners. They drove their tunnels deep into the light crust of the planet and
gpparently encountered the vol canic upthrust of materia from Omegas molten, mostly silicon core on



rare occasions. Stoner was not content just to it back and wait for the minersto bring up enough orein
exchange for the [ubricant they needed for their boring teeth. He had determined to do something about
it, and the fact that it might be dangerous was not going to deter him. He had intended to test out his new
machine without Betsy's knowledge. He had not wanted to cause her undue worry. But there was no
school that week, and Betsy was restless. She had come to love being outdoors in Eden'sidedal climate,
and she had been insstent when she heard that Stoner had afield trip planned.

Cindy had debated whether to go or to stay and keep in close touch with developments aong the great
river on the western continent. She was not redllv worried about Clay; after dl, he was not going to bea
part of the ground expedition but would be flying safely high aboveit dl. Neverthdess she had at first
thought it best to stay in the colony so she could keep her ears glued to the radio. When Stoner told her
that Rodrick had arranged to send out bulletinsto al, however, she decided to accompany her parents.

Thetrip took two days. Late on the second day Stoner homed in on the location beacon |&ft by the
exploration team, and they made camp in asmall valey nestled among the rocky hills. There had been no
recent word from the Great Misty River, but Clay had temporarily returned to Hamilton City after along
tour of flying over theriver. The next morning there was till no word from the crawlersthat had
disappeared into the fog, and the McRaes could tdll by the tone of the duty officer's voice that things
were a bit tense back aboard theSpirit of America and in Hamilton. But Stoner had his own work to do,
and quite frankly, he was beginning to doubt that what he had planned was the best course of action.
"What on Earth isthat?" Betsy asked, when he heaved his machine out of the crawler's cargo space.

"Y ou mean ‘what on Omega,' " Stoner teased. "What in hell, then, isthat?' Betsy asked. "Well, | guess
you could call it apower ded or amanned pipeline crawler,” Stoner replied.

"Oh, no you dont," Betsy warned. "Y ou're not about to go down in one of those tunnelsin that thing."

"I knew | should have left you a home," Stoner said, grinning. "That isexactly what | am about to do.
It's perfectly safe”

"Stoner!" Betsy wailed.
"Look, weve been sending the small crawlers down the tunnels for months. The miners have accepted
them. If miners encounter one, they back off and go into aside tunndl. They're cooperating with us.

They'll do the samewith this"

Betsy argued abit more, but she knew her man, knew that once he had set his mind on a course of
action, hewas not to be deflected fromiit.

"Y our father isacrazy man, you know," shetold Cindy, as Stoner rolled the ded toward the open shaft
of aminer'stunnd.

"Hell bedl right," Cindy said, dthough shedidn't liketheideaof her father going down aminer'stunnd,
ether.

"Stay on the communicator,” Stoner said.
"I will," Cindy assured him, running to move the crawler as closeto the tunnel aspossible.

"Herel go," Stoner said. He had placed the ded on the dope of the circular depression around the



tunnel. 1t took him sometime to insert himsalf, for Stoner—who had been adefensive tackle for the San
Diego Chargers— wore the ded rather than-rodein it, and the space for hislarge body was quite
cramped. Helay on his stomach insde the ded, and when, at his directions, Betsy closed the entrance
hatch and he had clamped it down from the inside, there was room for only the movement of his hands.

The ded moved, under power. The bullet-shaped nose tipped into the entrance to the tunnel, and then
the ded disgppeared, faling rapidly down the dope until the tunne leveled. Almost immediately therewas
total darkness. The ded was equipped with powerful lights front and rear. Stoner braked thededto a
stop, tried reverse power, and pushed the ded backward until he was back at surface level. Satisfied
then, he said on theradio, "It worksfine"

"Okay, Dad," Cindy said. "Haveanicetrip. "

Onrelatively shalow levels, the miner tunnelswere well ventilated. The crestures were air-bresthers. But
it had been found thet at lower levels, the air was stale and low in oxygen, so Stoner had his own supply
of oxygen aboard. To conserveit, he used outsde air aslong as possible, while the tunnel ran for severd
hundred yards on the level a adepth of around thirty feet. He had a crude diagram of the tunnel system
attached to the lining of the ded just over the controls. He marked histravel route so he could keep track
of the branching tunnels, and with the ded working perfectly, he moved swiftly to the point wherethe
tunnel took a sudden downward turn and plunged at an angle of about forty-five degrees. He hated there
for amoment. Hisradio communicationswith Cindy were getting weak. "Cindy, you're breaking up.

How do you read me?”’

"Faintly," Cindy said.

"Look, I'll be out of rangein aminute or two. Don't worry. Everything going fine."
"When can | expect to hear from you again?'

"Give me, oh, forty-five minutes,” Stoner said.

"And then what?' Cindy asked, not wanting to put negetive thoughtsinto Stoner's mind, but alittle
worried.

"Dontworry," Stoner said. "I'll be back within rangein forty-five minutes.

On the surface Betsy sat beside Cindy in the crawler, her face pale. "It has just occurred to me that he's
doing a solo number here," she said. "I'll bet he hasn't even notified the base about what he's doing.”

"Mother, hewouldn't take afoolish risk," Cindy said.
"Of course he would. He's taken Omega's lack of heavy metas asa personal challenge,” Betsy replied.
"Don't worry. Hell be back soon.”

Stoner had spent alot of hours far benegth the surface of the Earth. He had crawled adong shaftsin the
gold mines of South Africaat a depth of eleven thousand feet. Being underground was not hisfavorite
pastime, but he had never felt claustrophobic—at least not until, cramped insde asmall machine, he
began to descend aforty-five degree dope that arrowed straight into the depths of the planet Omega. He
began to have difficulty in breathing and switched on the oxygen. Still he did not seem to be abletofill his
lungs. He coughed, then tried to wipe away the perspiration stinging his eyes, but dueto hisvery



cramped position, he could not reach hisface. He panted. And then he hated the ded and had atalk
with himsdif.

"Thiswasyour idea," he said doud. "And it's necessary. It'sno big deal. Y ou're only four hundred feet
down now. Y ou don't have nearly asfar to go asyou went in South Africa.”

But in dl hisexperiencesin mines, there had been people with him and he had been moving under his
own power. Now he had to depend on the machineto lift him from the depths ahead of him back to the
surface. "Theres nothing to go wrong,” he said. "It'sasimple hydrogen engine. Hydrogen engines don't
fall." He was breathing abit easer now. He dowed the rate ill more, for it would be necessary to
conserve his oxygen. At five hundred feet the tunndl leveled off. Thiswas no surprise, for he had the
information from the unmanned crawler to tell him exactly what to expect. What he did not expect wasto
encounter anest. The tunnel widened where there was- alarge Side room, and there, squirming and soft,
were a half-dozen young, about three-feet long, looking likeill-formed versions of adult miners. He
stopped the ded and activated its cameras. The young miners, either hearing him or seeing him, opened
their maws and began to make a hissing sound.

"Sorry," hesaid. "'l don't have any food for you."

He thought it might be agood ideato get the hell out of the vicinity of the nest. Miners did not bother the
unmanned crawlers, but if amamafound him messing around with her kiddies, she might be highly
unpredictable. He gpplied power and |eft the begging youngsters behind, and then the tunndl plunged
again, and he was moving fast, faster, eager to get down to the five-thousand-foot level, examine that ore
deposit close up, and then send the ded moving upward asfast asit would move.

Now the tunnd went into atight spiral. Hefdt asif hewereriding aroller coaster. Thewalls of the
tunnd were very interesting, for he was seeing the very guts of the planet and getting an excellent record
of rock stratawith the cameras. He would be able to run it al through the computer and construct a
pretty good model of the planet's crust at that particular point.

Three thousand feet. He was using too much of his oxygen. He forced himself to relax, to breathe less
deeply and less frequently. Four thousand feet. The tunnel seemed to spiral on endlessly. The
temperature had risen considerably. There had not been room in the ded for climate-conditioning
machinery, and he was soaked with perspiration. He began to wonder if thistrip had redlly been
necessary. He had the pictures from the unmanned crawler, and they indicated only asmall vein of ore,
not really worth sinking ashaft dmaost one mile below the surface. But there had been something about
the way the vein was shaped that had intrigued him. It had the look of atip, and if hewasright, themain
deposit would extend outward from that tip into something worthwhile. It would take some intricate
ingruments and the interpretive skills of amining engineer to determine whether the deposit wasjust an
isolated pocket or the beginning of a huge deposit. He dowed as he approached the five-thousand-foot
level. He was entering an area of fractured strata. The wals of the tunnel showed someirregularity, asif
loose rock had falen while the miner was digging the tunndl, but the walls had been stabilized by that
dlicon layer that lined al the miners tunnels.

He had long since lost contact with Cindy. The radio waves smply would not penetrate amile of solid
rock and could not bend around the turns and twists of the tunnel. He was aone, more aone than he had
ever beenin hislife. When he reached the vicinity of the ore deposit, he was just under one mile straight
down from the surface. He saw achangein the tunndl walls and entered a stratum that made him forget
his discomfort: ore-bearing rock. And there was the molybdenum sulfide. He halted the ded. It took him
afew minutesto activate dl hisinstruments, and when he sent signds penetrating into the rock, he heard
asharp sound and the silicon glaze on the tunnel wall cracked—the crack spreading for adistance of ten



feet or more. Stoner stopped dl activity. A rock fall here, eveniif it did not crush him, could block the
tunnel, and he would have two choices—stay where he was and die or push the ded deeper to see how
deep the tunnel went, and if there was another exit from it. Since he had not passed a branching tunnel
since shortly after finding the miner's nest, he doubted that there would be aternate tunndls at this depth.

But the reading of the instruments was encouraging. He very badly wanted a sample of the ore. He had
rigged asmall drill and sample taker into the ded. He carefully positioned it and cautioudy extended the
drill from the ded bottom. He activated the drill gradudly, and it dowly cut ahdf-inch holein thelining of
the tunndl and began to bite into the ore rocks. He heard another crack, and the lining of the tunnel wall
crumbled just in front of him, sending a shower of broken stonesto the tunnel floor. He had not stopped
the drill, and nothing else happened asit carved out a solid core of ore rock and withdrew insde the ded.
He breathed again, took one last look around, and checked the instrument readings again.

"Gotcha," he said. But he had only a sample of some pretty good molybdenum ore. He would not know
until he got back to the colony whether or not molybdenum ore on Omega carried minute amounts of
rhenium like the ores of Earth He would have to back the ded al the way up to thefirst branching tunnel.
That meant traveling haf-blind, athough he did have atiny screen on the instrument pand, which showed
him the view from the rear camera. But he was going up, and that made him fedl alot better. He checked
his oxygen supply. It was amplefor the trip back to the levelsthat were so cunningly ventilated by the
miners shafts. He reached the first branch tunnel without incident and nosed into it. The miners, thick,
heavy, and long, had to have placesto turn around, sincethey, likethe ded, fitted quite snugly into the
uniform tunnels. There was aturnaround &t the branch shaft, and within aminute he was heading nose up
toward the surface again, the hydrogen engine whining under the strain, whedls dipping abit onthe
smooth walls. "Weve got it made," he said joyoudly, as he reached the surface levels, only afew hundred
feet down. He would zip right past the nest areathis time, and soon he would be able to stretch his
cramped muscles and breathe the clean, fresh air of the surface.

Now he was nearing the nest. He dowed, not wanting to startle the miner young, and there it was, the
acove cut off the main tunnd, large enough for aminer to enter and, perhaps, to curl up around the
depression in the stone floor that contained the young. The lights of the ded reflected dmost blindingly off
the polished walls of the tunndl. He could see the dark area of the acove opening, and then, suddenly
reflecting back into his eyes, wasthe glare of aminer'sred, angry eyes. The tunnd wasfilled with the
roaring, hissing challenge of an angry beast that weighed more than an African eephant. Hisded'slights
revealed the miner's open maw and those teeth that could bite aman in two. Mama, it seemed, had come
home. And she did not like theidea of something dlienin thevicinity of her young.

Stoner braked the ded to ahalt. He considered his choices. There were branching tunnels behind him,
but they had not been mapped. If he retreated and tried to find an aternative route to the surface, he
would have to do so quickly, for his oxygen supply was dmost exhausted. Obvioudy there was enough
oxygen for the miners at thisleve, but there was not enough for him. If hetried to bresthe the air of the
tunnel, he would gradualy lose consciousness. The miners put out not only carbon dioxide but some

pretty stinky gases.

"Listen, Mama," Stoner said, athough the miner could not hear him and, if it had, certainly could not
have understood. "We're friends. I'm not going to harm your babies.”

He blinked the lights, eased the ded forward, hoping that the miner would give way and crawl into the
nest alcove, letting him passin peace. He had no wesgpons on the ded. He had figured that if he had to
use aweagpon on aminer, he would be dead anyhow, since the blast of the weapon would probably
cause the tunnd to collgpse. The female miner did not give way. Instead, she opened her mouth and
showed him her teeth. Those teeth could crush stone. They could crush the nose of the ded, too. And if



shetore up the ded and got to him, she could drive dozens of long teeth the Size of hiswrist at their base
through his bodly.

Lieutenant Jackie Garvey Rodrick had the duty in the communications room of theSpirit of America.

She was getting regular reports from theDinahmite and Jack Purdy. The day waslengthening, and till
there had been no word from the crawlersinside the fog bank. Purdy reported no change in instrument
readings or the solidity of the perpetua cloud that hid the lower river from view. An uncommunicative,

concerned Duncan Rodrick had just |ft the room when Jackie heard acall to base from avoice she

recognized asthat of Cindy McRae.

"Hi, Cindy," Jackie said brightly. "Where are you?" Since there was no radio traffic other than that of the
colony on Omega, air talk had become very informal.

"Isthat Lieutenant Rodrick?" Cindy asked.
"Tisl," Jackie said. "What's happening?’
"Jackie, we're up north, not too far from Lake Dinah, My father is down aminer'stunnel.”

"Would you careto repesat that?" Jackie asked, although the transmission had been perfectly clear.
"Down aminer'stunnd ?'

"Yes. And he's overdue."

"Cindy, hold on. | want the captain to hear this," Jackie said, even as she activated Rodrick's cal button.
Soon Rodrick was standing at her shoulder.

"It'sbeen an hour," Cindy was saying, after having explained the Situation and answered some questions
from adightly angry captain. "And he said heldd be back in forty-five minutes.

"Cindy, | takeit you are not in communication with Stoner,” Rodrick said, taking the mike.
"No. Welost communication at avery shalow leve," Cindy said.

"How deep was he going?' Rodrick asked.

"The five-thousand-foot level," Cindy replied, her voice abit shaky.

"Damn," Rodrick said, having closed the mike. "With forty-five minutes of oxygen." He shook his heed.
Jackie took the mike back.

"Cindy, | hateto say this, but theré's not athing we can do."
"Y ou can send the mining machines, " Cindy shot back, an edge of fear making her voice sharp.
"Cindy, honey," Jackie soothed, "you know how long it would take to sink ashaft even ahundred feet.”

Rodrick took the mike. "L ook, Cindy, just hang on. I'll run up there. Flip on your beacon so | can find
you."

"Thank you," Cindy said.



"Keep me posted,” Rodrick said, not taking time to kiss Jackie as he | eft the bridge. Soon he was
driving a scout at maximum power upward and toward the northeast.

The female miner that blocked Stoner's only known exit to the surface seemed to be content with a
standoff, She made no attempt to attack, but neither would she move aside into the nest alcove or back
up. Stoner was now rebreathing stale air, and his chest was heaving with the effort to get enough oxygen.

"Move, Mama," he whispered hoarsely. "Be agood girl." Mama, as he eased the ded forward, showed
him her fearsome teeth again. He decided to give her five more minutes. If she had not goneinto the
acovein tha time, he would move directly toward her, playing a desperate game of chicken. It would
have one of two outcomes. He would see her move aside, or he would driveright into those
stone-crushing teeth.

"The captain will be herein about a half hour,” Cindy told her mother. Neither of them was aware of the
golden afternoon sun, the pleasant breeze, the beauty of summer's blooming flowers. The antics of aherd
of slver-horned antelope, grazing and frolicking nearby, carefully avoiding the lighter areas of grassthat
marked miner traps, held no charm for them.

"Weve got to do something,” Betsy said.
"What?' Cindy asked, on the verge of tears.

"l don't know," Betsy said. But she took the mike, pressed the send key, and said, " Stoner. Stoner, you
ansver mel”

Cindy was considering wild options. There was the crawler'swinch. It had alight cable on it that was
capable of holding thousands of pounds. She could lower hersdlf into the tunnel—but the cable had only
two hundred feet of length. If Stoner had been that near the surface, he would have beenin
radio-contact.

In desperation, she jumped down from the seat of the crawler and paced, then opened the cargo hatch
and found one of the unmanned pipeine crawlers. She had seen them used before. They were smpleto
operate. She hauled the crawler out, hooked itsterminal into the crawler's eectronics, and tested. The
cameras on the crawler were working well. It was quite heavy, so she had to push and tug on it to get it
to the entrance of the tunnel and into position. Because of the failure of radio communications asthe
underground depth of atransmitter increased, Grace M onroe had worked with Stoner to provide asmall
"brain” for the crawlers, so that they were smart enough to guide themsalves once out of radio
control—to map, to photograph, and to return to the surface. Cindy sent the crawler down the shaft, and
for afew minutes she saw only the polished walls of the tunndl. Then static began to distort the picture,
and then there was nothing. There was nothing else she could do.

The receiver aboard Stoner's power ded began to pick up the probing frequencies from the crawler,
and hetried to clear hisbrain. He was getting fuzzy from breathing the sae ar of the ded. "Whasthat?"
he asked himself. "'Nother ded? Nope. Crawler. Pipdine crawler.”

He squinted his eyesto try to see better and saw only the dead-flesh colored miner, with her fierce, red
eyes. "Ah, cmon, Mama," he begged. The miner, too, had detected the crawler, feding its vibrations.
Now her young were being threatened from front and rear, and she was confused. She could not turnin
the tunnel proper, and the thing that was coming at her from behind was getting quite near. She hissed her
anger and moved quickly into the nest acove, curving her body in aC shape around the nest.



Stoner's hands did not seem to want to obey his orders. He was fumbling with the radio. The control
mechanism on the pipdine crawler was a smple one and could be manipulated from the ded if he could
find theright switches. Findly, just as he saw the gleam of the crawler'slight, he found the combinations
and dowed the crawler's speed, hdted it near the nest. The femae miner stuck her head out of the alcove
and hissed an openmouthed warning, but she had encountered the crawlers before. She had watched one
pass by the nest recently, and athough her rudimentary intelligence had no time sense, she registered the
crawler as something intrusive but harmless, something connected with the surface beings who provided
lubrication in exchange for metalsthat were, to her, inedible.

Stoner'stouch on the control stick was tentative and uncertain, for he was getting more and more dazed
by oxygen deprivation. The crawler jerked toward the nest, then halted with its pointed snout quite near
the miner. Stoner fumbled with the controls, and hisfingers dipped. He tried again. From the snout of the
crawler there began to pour alubricant, now made of petroleum, which seemed to please the miners
most. He had ingtaled a container of the lubricant on the pipeline crawlersto be used as a peace offering
if aminer should dispute the crawler's passage. Until now, it had never been necessary to useit. The
miner extended her head, and arough rasp of atongue began to lap up the lubricant. Stoner's dazed
brain registered the fact that she seemed to have a pouch in the bottom of her mouth for storage, and
then he was beginning to hope. He eased the crawler forward, and the miner allowed it out of the tunnel
floor into the nest area. She was il intent on lapping up the lubricant. Stoner now eased hisded forward
dowly, dowly, not wanting to startle her. He was directly opposite the nest alcove, and the miner jerked
up her head to open her fierce mouth and hiss at him, but the anger seemed to be gone.

"Attaway, Mama," Stoner said, fighting the urge to close his eyes and deep. He was past. He gunned
the ded, and it began to shoot upward at full speed. Then he knew only blackness.

Cindy and Betsy had no warning. The ded, under full power, shot out of the tunndl like acork popping
out of abottle. The ded dmost made it to the top of the circular depression, then fell back, whedlsfinding
no purchasein theloose dirt. It fell Sdeways across the tunnel opening, the wheels continuing to turn at
top speed. Cindy legped down the side of the depression. Shefell against a spinning whedl, and the
rubber cogs made alarge welt of bruises on her thigh before she could move. Then she was fumbling a
the hatch openers, seeing through the glassthat her father was either dead or unconscious, When she had
the hatch open she reached in past hishead and his hands to cut off the engine of the ded, then touched
hisface. It was warm, drenched with swest, but he was not breathing.

"Mother! Get down herel" she shrieked.

Betsy came diding down the dirt dope. Together they tugged and pulled but could not get Stoner out of
the ded. Cindy, seeing that it wasimpaossible to drag him out of the cramped, cocoonlike space, twisted
his head asfar to theright as she could and thrust her head down beside histo breathe into his mouth. He
tasted of swest, and she couldn't fit her mouth precisely over his, but she tried; she kept on forcing her
breath into his mouth until she saw, a very close range, one of hiseydidsflicker and open, and then he
was gasping huge lungfuls of air and looking at them asif he did not see them. In afew seconds,
however, heforced agrin. "l guess| madeit,” he said. " Of al the dumb tricks!" Betsy scolded. None of
them had noticed that Rodriek's scout had landed. Rodrick was just suddenly there, looking down, and
his face was sormy. " Stoner, of al the dumb tricks,” he said.

"Have you been writing hislines?' Stoner asked Betsy. He began to extricate himsdlf from the ded.
When hewas out he said, " Captain, wanta give me a hand with thisthing?'

"Leaveit," Rodrick told him. "Y ou won't beusing it again.”



"Widl, I might bewilling to leave the ded," Stoner said, "but | damned sure won't leave asample of the
best molybdenum ore I've seen on this planet.”

Rodrick came down, and the four of them hoisted the ded out of the hole. Stoner removed the sample
he had taken five thousand feet down. Hefelt fine. It had been alittle chalenging there for afew minutes,
but if the sample showed rhenium, it would have been worthit.

"Smart move, women,' he said, "sending down the crawler. An old mama miner had me cornered,
wouldn't let me past her nest. She had some babies. They're about as ugly as an adult miner, but sorta
cutein their own way."

"All right, Stoner," Rodrick said. "ltwas adumb trick, but if you've got aminable deposit of ore that
contains rhenium, well, that'sthe name of the game, isn't it?"

"It looks good, Dune," Stoner said, examining the sample.

"Areyou dl right now?"' Rodrick asked.

"Sure," Stoner said.

"You'd better head on home, then,” Rodrick said.

"What have you heard?" Stoner asked.

Rodrick pushed back his hair. "Nothing. Nothing since they went into the fog."

"What about the scouts?"' Cindy asked, for she knew that Clay was flying again. Her heart sank as
Rodrick looked at her, concernin his eves.

"Cindy, just before | landed | was given the word that contact had been lost withApache One.”

IICIMI
Rodrick nodded grimly. "He was flying Jacob West's ship. He reported a problem and then—"

"Well, | know he'sdl right,” Cindy said firmly. "He hasto bedl right.”

NINE

When theSpirit of America lifted from the congtruction site, rockets bellowing, there had been dozens
of cameras recording the event. Thistime, for this bare-bones ship, theFree Enterprise, there were
none. The Desert Haven construction crews were gathered at a safe distance as the ship sent up acloud
of smoke and fire from the vagt, circular pit in which she had been built. In aprivate bunker asmall group
of people, the financiad backers, held their breath. Old Bill Farlock crossed hisfingers and kept them
crossed until the flare of rocket flames had diminished to amere bright speck in the sky.

Maryann Ward was weeping openly. Brand Roebling took out his handkerchief and wiped his eyes.
Karl Zeitz, who had sent no sons or daughters on the trip, wiped hisnose. "They'll be back,” he said

oruffly.



"l hope we're hereto greet them,” Farlock replied.
"Well, gentlemen,” Maryann Ward said, "there go severd hillion dollars.”
"l got work to do," Zeitz told the others, hefting himself from achair.

"Just aminute, Karl. | want to talk to you," Brand Roebling said. Zeitz turned impatiently. "I've got a
Shaw Drive engine at Transworld. I've talked with the subcontractors. We can build afour-man ship
capable of interstdlar travel for two billion."

"What for?" Zeitz asked gruffly. " So the four of us can take off in it just before the bombs start faling?'
"To useasacourier ship between here and the Cygni planets,” Roebling said.

"You just looking for contractsfor Transworld?' Zeitz asked. "I've put enough money into space.”
"Karl, if thereisto be afuture, it's out there," Mary-ann said. "Don't be so hardheaded.”

"Wdll, hl, | guessyou'reright,” Zeitz agreed. "Can't depend on the government to look ahead. Put me
infor aquarter.”

Maryann kissed old Zeitz on the cheek. "If you weren't so damned cantankerous, I'd marry you."
Zaitz grinned. "Isthat how you made your money, Maryann, flirting with old men?
"Beatsworking," Maryann said.

Duncan Rodrick, solid-minded as he was, had no idea that his degp concern about the expedition to the
Great Misty River was setting the stage for aterrible misunderstanding with hiswife that could have been
straightened out by afew seconds of explanation. It was not his nature to be overly talkative. In times of
crisis he tended to become even less open, and athough Jackie could see his tenseness, he was stingy
with histhoughts. Of course he was worried; he had fifty people out there on the western continent
behind the fog. He was aman who took hisresponsibilities serioudy, and until things were stable enough
on Omegato have aforma dection, he was responsible for the entire colony.

During the tense time following the disgppearance of the crawlersinto the fog, he frequently questioned
his decison to send them. He personally knew every man and woman on the crawlers, and their loss
would be another catastrophe for the colony and aterrible persona lossto him. Had Mandy Miller not
been on that expedition, Jackie would not have let her imagination run wild. But she had once suspected
Rodrick of being in love with Mandy, and the fact that Jackie hersdlf had had an affair with Mandy'slate
husband. Rocky Miller, made her mind fertile ground for suspicions. Sheinterpreted al of Rodrick's
concern to hisworry about one person—Mandy Miller. If she had asked—or if he had been the sort to
speak openly about his worries—the farce would have ended then and there. But the hurt she fdlt,
compounded by her own guilt over deeping with Rocky just before Duncan had surprised and delighted
her by asking her to marry him, made her want to hurt Rodrick back. She could not justify any overt
attack on her hushand. In fact, Jackie had no ideawhat she would do to return the hurt he gave her by,
shefdt, still being in love with Mandy, but she knew she would do something. She began to get an idea
when sheraninto Dr. James Wilson, ayoung, hard-working, happily married man, and the colony's
expert on anima behavior. Wilson had been fascinated with the Omegan dragon, Baby, ever since she
was brought to Hamilton by Jacob West and the admira. First Wilson asked the latest news about the
expedition and then, "I don't suppose thiswould be agood timeto talk to the captain about a new



project.”

"Not at the moment,” Jackie said, thinking,Because he's so worried about Mandy he can think of
nothing else. "I just went for aride thismorning on Baby," Wilson told her. "She'safantagtic animdl. I've
never seen an anima take so to humans. She's more fond of humans than our age-old favorite pet, the
dog. And she'savery useful anima. She could run al day long at aspeed approaching thirty milesan
hour, carrying two adults on her back."

"Yes, wdl," Jackiesaid. "What I'd liketo do,” Wilson said enthusiagticaly, "'is somehow to obtain amae
dragon so that we can have abreeding pair. It could be very useful to the colony inthe future. " Since
getting amae dragon would involve someone going to the southern jungles, Jackie began to get her idea.
"| think that's aworthy project, James,” she said. "Let stalk about it once the expeditionaries have
returned.” To find an obvioudy humanoid being in the vdley of the Great Misty River generated more
questions than answers. When the expedition saw thefirst of the men of the valey, overseeing the work
of theWhorsk in thefields, there was, in Paul Warden's mind, one answer: The felow was so human that
Therestas pregnancy was no longer amystery. Thefather of the child was somewherein thevaley. The
tall, bronzed male took no direct notice of the crawlers. Warden ordered dow movement toward the
digant city. He saw afew more of the tdl, handsome men, one of them fiercely lashing acringing
Whorsk. "Nice guys,' Paul growled to Sage. "It tiesin with what Theresita said about the Whorsk
sending shipments of their larvaeto thevaley, ' she said. " She knew the larvae would end up as davesto
asuperior group of some sort.” As she spoke, she was unable to take her eyesfrom the few valley men
out in the fields, for she had never seen such handsome men. Warden wanted to continue directly to the
city, but he was a cautious man. He had fifty people, including himsdlf, as hisresponsihility. It wasvery
odd that their presence had not created any excitement, only passing looks from the valley menin the
fidds. "I think we'd better try to have alittle talk with one of these dudes,”" he said. He ordered the
crawlersto hat and draw up in defensive formation. Then he guided his own crawler to apoint near a
small platform built among the green crops. One of the bronzed men stood on the platform. He watched
them without movement as Sage and Warden dismounted from the crawler and began to walk toward
the platform along a path. A group of Whorsk davesworking near the platform looked up, saw the
newcomers, and stood idle for afew seconds. The bronzed being on the platform cracked awicked,
long whip over their heads and spoke in astern, loud voice in the Whorsk language. The Whorsk went
back to work at afrantic pace. The crawler halted afew feet away from the platform. Thevalley man
turned to look down, hisface mostly hidden by his golden visor. Up close, helooked dightly more than
human. He was dmost too perfect in his bodily proportions. Hewas just over six feet tdl. Historso, bare
to the sun, was not overly muscled like aweight lifter, but obvioudy powerful. Hislegswerelong and
perfectly shaped. Paul, like most members of the colony, had picked up afew phrases of the Whorsk
language. "We come asfriends," he said. The man lifted hisvisor, removed the helmet. His hair was dark,
tightly curled, and cut close to his head. He had a strong, masculine nose. His face was rounded, and his
large, wide-set eyes gave ahint of an Oriental tilt under arched, perfectly shaped eyebrows. Hislipswere
full, sensuous. "We come from afar,” Warden said. "We come asfriends.”

"Y our childish attempts to master alanguage not suited to your voca apparatus do not impressme," the
man answered harshly, arrogantly, and in English. Then, before Warden could express his surprise, "You
will continue downriver. Land a the wharf between the two golden towers. Y ou have been expected.”

"Just who isit that's expecting us?' Warden asked.

"Go," theman said, legping lightly down from the platform, turning his back and walking away.

"Wadl, | guesswe go," Warden said.



Suddenly the valey man turned and walked swiftly back to face Sage. His eyes, she saw, werea
tranducent green, like good jade. They seemed to burn as he looked deeply into her eyes. "l have
changed my mind," he said. "1 will gowith you." Not waiting for acknowledgment, he took Sage'sarm
and guided her toward the crawler. "Y ou may cal me Y anee,’ he announced, and once again his odd
green eyes pierced her very being. Warden did not like the way the valey man waslooking at Sage. He
did not like anything about the entire Situation. The man was entirely too confident. He carried only his
whip, no sign of aweapon, but he spokeEnglish, and he had said they were expected. That told Warden
that the people of the valey had capahilities he could not yet explain. "I will not take my entire group
downriver," he decided as Y anee hel ped Sage into the crawler. "Asyou wish,” Y anee said.

Paul flipped on histranamitter. "Well, gang," he said, "our new friend here hasinvited usto vist hiscity.
Well take two crawlers. Thisone, and the one Dr. Miller isin. The rest of you circle the wagons and
stand by." He glanced at Y anee, but Y anee wasignoring him, concentrating on Sage. " These guys speak
English with atrace of aBritish accent, so if things go alittle screwy, don't talk in the open. And be
prepared to execute maneuver Sugar-Fox." S.F. That meant " Scram, fast. ' In that event, the crawlers
would try to break out of the valley and into the open desert, where they would have air cover from the
scouts and could be picked up. "Y ou're the honcho while I'm gone, Renato. '

Mandy's crawler pulled up, and the two vehicles sped down the smooth roadway on the riverbank.
They had gone haf amile when Sage gasped and pointed. On the bank of the river was arow of stakes
onto which five Whorsk had been impaled—the sharp stake driven up into their bodies from the crotch.
Three of the Whorsk were squirming in agony. The other two seemed to be dead. A toothed scavenger
bird was tearing a the exposed entrails of one of theliving.

Mandy hated the Whorsk for what they had done to the colonists who had tried to leave Hamilton under
Rocky's leadership, but such crudty shocked her. "Paul,” she called on the radio.

"Yes, Mandy," Paul said.

"I'm not so sure we should go into the city.”

"They areniceguys," Paul said, "aren't they?'

"Maudlin pity for insects? Y anee asked, laughing. "They are nothing more than beasts of Iabor.”

"Yeah," Paul muttered disgustedly. "Mandy, since we're here to find out what's going on, | guesswell go
ahead."

Tfle road ended just beyond the impaled Whorsk, and Y anee indicated that the crawlers should go into
theriver. It was only a short distance by water to alarge wharf between two tall, golden obelisks. The
crawlers were able to get up onto the wharf viaa danted ramp, and there, waiting in tall, stern dignity,
were four more valey people, two men and two women.

"Obelisks, apyramid,” Mandy said on the radio. "Paul, anything familiar about al that? And the shape of
the hdmets?'

"I've been reluctant to admit it," Paul answered.
"A long river through desert, fertile fidldsin an enclosed valey?' Mandy continued.

"If aWhorsk Moses appears and says 'let my people go,’ then we will have something to think about, '



Paul said.

Theleader of the delegation on the wharf was abit taller than Y anee, and his hair had turned a shade of
burnished silver. The two men were dressed in kiltslike Y anee, but their short skirts were of agleaming
white, findly woven cloth. -The women wore long, shimmering garments that ended just above jeweled
sandals. The bodices exposed enough cleavage to catch the eyes of the men in Paul's group.

The |leader took one step forward and, with both hands held tiffly at his sde, eyed Warden with what
could only be called asneer. Hisnosg, like Y anee's, was long and straight, and his wide-set eyeswere
dightly hooded at the inner corners, the effect making it seem that the eyes were wider at the outer
corners. His helmet was white, laced with gold, and had agolden star mounted at the front. The second
male was older, hisbody showing signs of sagging skin and wrinkles. His skin wastight over his
prominent cheekbones, and hislips had narrowed with age. His eyeswere mere dits.

Thetdler of the two women was the more spectacularly beautiful, with large, jade-green eyes, anose of
classic beauty, and a strong but delicate chin. She stood with her head high, a proud posture. Her hair
was hidden under a close-fitting helmet, which extended in wings outward over her cheeks. The second
woman, shorter, had amore Orienta face and shoulder-length hair, raven black, thick, and heavy. Her
full lipsturned naturally downward in acold expression of disdain.

"] am Suses," thetdler man said.
"l am Commander Pau—"

"Y our names don't matter,” Suses cut in arrogantly. "Hear me. Y ou are intruders. Through the Whorsk
we have madeit plain that you are not welcome here, but gpparently your inteligenceislacking. Since
you have intruded, we must gpprise you of the nature of things on this planet, which you have so
ignorantly called Omega." Paul looked quickly a Mandy Miller, wondering how this Suses knew so
much."This planet has had aname for sixty centuries, and that nameisnot Omega" The three men who
had been riding in the back of Warden's crawler and the six men from Mandy's vehicle had formed
behind Paul, Mandy, and Sage. They had dl noted that Y anee did not carry aweapon, and that the two
men on the wharf had nothing more than an e aborately decorated sword in asheath at their waists.
"You'rethinking," Suses said, "that your puny wegpons can protect you." Warden felt achill, and his
hand began to move dowly toward hislaser. Suses raised his gaze up, far above, where two scout ships
came dowly downriver. He drew his sword. Paul's hand was on the butt of hislaser. Susesdrew his
sword, which had atypica blade and a sharp point, and suddenly there was the smell of ozonein the air,
and thetrailing scout dropped swiftly out of formation and began to tumble. A scout without power had
the gliding characteristics of an egg.

Clay Girard had rested in Hamilton City for a couple of days but was now back with Jack Purdy on
standby above the cloud of fog. Jack, in the lead inDinahmite, was lazing dong, making wide circles
over theriver. Clay, inApache One, had hisradio on, listening for any order from Jack or any word from
below. He had brought Jumper with him, and the little black dog was deeping peecefully in the other
seat. They were making along, straight run down the river when Clay was suddenly jerked forward in his
harness. All power had stopped in an ingtant, and the ship dowed immediately, then began to fall. " Jack,
I'velost power," Clay said into the voice-activated mike &t histhroat. That much was heard by Jack and
the duty officer back in Hamilton aboard theSpirit of America.

Apache Onedropped her nose, began to spin on her axis, and then tumbled. Clay hit the stabilizer jets
used to keep the ship in position in pace, but absol utely nothing happened. He had been flying at thirty
thousand feet. He had only seconds. The ship wasfaling like arock, and with the same stability. He was



buffeted about, his weight being thrown againgt his harness, his head sngpping back and forth. "Rockets,"
he said, having to force the word out between his teeth against the buffeting and the force of gravity. He
missed the rocket contrals, then forced his hand to them. If he could fire at |east one rocket, the drive
would stabilize the ship and send it shooting off in the direction in which the nose happened to be pointed
at thetime of rocket firing. Nothing.WWing extension, he thought, and fought to reach those controls. He
wasfdling faster and faster, and there was agood chance that even if he could extend the wings they
would be ripped away, but perhaps they would hold and give him some gliding ability, enough to bring
the ship out of itstumbling, spinning fall.

Hisingruments were not functioning. He could only guessthat he had fallen through the fifteen thousand
foot level asthe precious seconds ticked off. There was no pil ot-gection system because one does not
gect from aship moving in multiples of the speed of sound or from a ship in the vacuum of space. Hefdt
full movement in the wing-extension control and waited. Nothing happened. He wasfaling, accelerating
under the force of Omegas gravity. He was beginning to be very dizzy and saw red and black spotsin
front of his eyesfrom the buffeting his head wastaking. He did not think for one second about dying, only
about possible ways to stabilize the ship. Even as he was fighting the powerful forces of gravity, even as
he used dl of his concentration in an effort to save himsalf and the ship, apart of hismind reached out in
sympathy to Jumper. The little dog was being buffeted about, and over the roar of wind and the clanging
and clacking of the tortured ship, Clay heard onefrantic little "yip as Jumper was thrown out of the
harness and banged into the consol e to disappear from Clay's peripheral vision. The forward motion of
the ship had carried it beyond the fog and the river. Asthe ship rolled and spun, he could see the brown,
lifeless desert whirling past his windscreen. He was going to smash into that sandy, rocky waste, and it
was going to happen within seconds.

On the sameriver but far to the north, the honey-mooners had not been- working very hard. It wastoo
pleasant to lie on the deck of the boat and soak up the sun, to St in the shade of the canopy with atall,
cool drink, to make love ether in the steamy, damp, tropica air, with swest to lubricate their movements,
or in the comfort of the air-conditioned cabin after a cool shower. Jacob had managed to photograph a
few jumps of the river mongters with huge teeth asthey chased frightened tunalike fish legping into the air.
And he had collected enough mud samplesto fill dl of Mandy Miller's specimen bottles. He himself hed
no desire to go ashore, where there were things with teeth, but Theresita, remembering the sweetness of
the jungle fruits and the nourishing nuts, inssted. Their diet was thus supplemented by the very thingsthat
had kept Theresitadive during her much dower drift down theriver. Y ou know, you savage American,”
Therestasaid fondly asthey lay comfortably nudein the sun, "I didn't think | could learn to love you
more."

"l have cast an ancient Mescaero charm on you," Jacob said. "Don't get, how do you say, the big head,
but | think | have found mysdf aman.” Jacob made amuscle with hisright arm. "No, idiot,” she said.
"Most men have muscles.” Sheraised an arm and flipped a certain dangling portion of his anatomy amost
painfully with her forefinger. "And dl men havethat."

"It'smy brain," Jacob said, raising himsdf on one ebow and trailing afinger around onefirm, large
breast, feding it dide on Theresita's perspiration. "Thereis more to aman than muscles. He hasto have
something here." She punched afinger in the areaof hisheart. "Let's stay out here for another month or
30," Jacob suggested. "Why not? she said, shrugging. Drifting and dreaming and loving, they killed
another couple of days, and then Jacob put power to the boat and flew down theriver. He had been
listening to the radio chatter and knew that an expedition had started toward the fog over the southern
portion of theriver. Theresita seemed able to ignore the radio and made no mention of events back in the
colony. "I think we should cal in and have them pick usup,” he said after they had stood severd days
and nights dternating watches, driving the boat under full power downriver. "Thereis il vacationtime
left," shesaid. ™Y ou want to get back to join the expedition, en? Well, | won't let you. | will sabotage the



boat first."

When they came out of the jungle and into the plains, Jacob caled in and said that they would be at the
agreed-upon point of rendezvous the next day. That was on the plains just above the giant waterfal. They
reached the point early in the day. According to broadcast reports, the expedition had just goneinto the
fog. Jacob was restless. He liked Clay Girard, but he figured thathe needed to be flyingApache One, not
asixteen-year-old kid. Theresitawanted to go ashore. Hetied the boat well and accompanied hiswife
while she gathered biological specimensfor the scientists. Jacob sat on asun-warmed rock, stretched out
hislong legs, and watched her with great pleasure. If she had found aman, he had found areal woman. It
was a union, he thought wryly, not made for convention—an Apache and a Pole—but it was all the union
he ever wanted. He noticed that Theresita was sguatting, looking at something on the ground. " Something
interesting?' he cdled. "Something odd," she caled back. He got up dowly and walked over to look
over her shoulder. Theresitawas studying asmal patch of needle-pointed, pulpy plants—somewnhat like
cacti, but dien. Therewas an odd, enticing fragrancein the air, and, thinking that it was coming from the
plants, she broke off astern and lifted it to her nose. The aromawas sweetly tart and powerful. She
turned and looked up a him. Her eyes|ooked dightly glazed, and she had adumb smile on her face.
Then suddenly she seemed to be bondless, crumpling to the ground and lying motionless. Jacob squatted
beside her. She was breathing dowly, deeply. Her eyes were closed, and when helifted alid he saw only
white. He shook her, yelling a her. She seemed to bein a stupor so deep that nothing could rouse her.
She il clutched the plant in her hand, and he knocked it away, thinking that she had been poisoned. He
dapped her face lightly. No response. He ran to the boat and gave an emergency cal. "Jacob,” the
Soirit's duty officer, Emi Zuki, said, "there's a ship on the way. Estimated time of arrivd, just over forty
minutes Hamilton time." He ran back to her. Shewaslying there asif she were degping, asmile on her
lips. He gingerly picked up the plant she had been holding and sniffed it. Its odor was not unpleasant, and
nothing happened to him. Maybe she had just fainted. Maybe it was something to do with her pregnancy.
He put her head on hislap and sat there, praying, first to God, and then to afamily of Apache spirits.
When he heard the sonic boom that told of an approaching scout, he put her head down gently and stood
up, shading hiseyes until he saw the scout dropping like a stone to dow, hovef, and then land nearby. He
lifted Theresitain his arms—ahbig woman, heavy—and he ran asfast as he could and accepted the help
of the pilot to get her into the vehicle. Dr. Raymond Bryant was on duty in theSpirit of Americas sck
bay. Thiswas fortunate because Bryant was the colony's expert in toxicology. He took a quick look at
Therestaand turned to Jacob. "What did she eat and drink just before this happened?'

"Theusud. Didtilled water from theriver. Ship's stores, some vodka, and the same jungle fruits and nuts
she ate before, same as we eat now."

"And nothing else?'
"Not athing that | know of," Jacob said. "Do you think she's been poisoned?”

"I'm going to run some blood tests,” Bryant said. "But she gives al gppearances of being quite heavily
drugged.”

"' She was gathering specimens for the botanists,” Jacob said.
"Did you bring them?'
"No. | didn't think—"

"Send a ship and get them as quickly asyou can," Bryant said. Jacob did better than send aship. He
took one himself, found the specimen bags where Theresita had left them, remembered the odd plant she



had had in her hand, and added samples of it to the others, in a separate bag. In anticipation of Jacob's
return and after having run some quick blood samples, Dr. Bryant had called Dr. Kwait, who was
working in thefields near town. Kwait took the bags from Jacob to discard previoudy identified plants,
plantsthat had been found to be harmless to humans, and ended up with four unidentified specimens—
the pulpy, pointed one among them. He narrowed things down by identifying three of the plantsasto
family, then picked up the pulpy onein apair of tongs. He sniffed. "L et's run a couple of testson this
one" he said. The scientific teamsrallied to the new emergency. Grace Monroe was running independent
analyses of Theresitas blood and of the juices of the plant. She and the biochemist arrived at the same
conclusion at about the sametime. "Thisis one hdluvasubstance,” Grace said to Max, who was leaning
againgt her worktable watching. "It bonds to the synagpsesin the brain.”

"Sounds grim,” Max said. Hisfields were physics and rocketry, and anything electrica or mechanica. "It
makes the most powerful opiate or halucinogen seem tame,” she said.

"Y ou mean Theresita sjust on adrug high?'

"Or low," Grace said. Max did have agood memory. "Hey, she said she showed al the symptoms of
drug withdrawa when shefirst woke up among the Whorsk."

"Indeed," Grace said. "Now weve got to find something to neutrdize this stuff without doing damage.”
She went to the biochemistry- lab, Max tagging along. He was attentively silent as Grace discussed
methods with her fellow scientists, then decided to go have adrink when he continued to be ignored.
When he came back they were il at it, and Theresitawas till degping peacefully. Her brain waves
showed a pattern that caused Dr. Bryant to check and recheck. "What's the problem?" Jacob asked
anxioudy as he watched Bryant work. "Wdll, son,” the fifty-year-old doctor said, "I don't want to Sate
this pogtivey, but from these brain patterns and from anayss of the hormonesin her system, I'd say that
sheisawoman in the throes of extreme sexual excitement.” Thanks to the work done back on Earth on
the chemical products produced by the human brain, the characteristics of the drug were soon analyzed,
and an artificid endorphin quickly synthesized. ™Y ou're going to shoot her up with an untested drug?'
Jacob asked when Grace explained what they had planned. " Jacob, how much do you know about brain
chemistry?' Grace asked. ”Not much.”

"Well, put smply, the chemica in the drug isbonded, literaly bonded, to certain synagpsesin her brain.
This prevents the passage of the Sgna s from neuron to neuron. Fortunately, the normal unconscious
functions have not been affected—bresthing, heart rate, dl the things that the brain does without
conscious effort on our part—~but it's serious nevertheless. We are one hundred percent certain that
therés memory lossin this condition. If she stayslike thislong enough, she will no longer be Theresita.
Shelll forget who sheis and everything she's learned since she was ababy.” Jacob's bronze face was
impassive, but hewasydling insgde,No! No! "Theresredly no great risk with thistreatment,” Grace
assured him. "We're not even surethat it'll do what we want it to do, which is dissolve the bonding
chemicad. But it won't affect any other part of the brain.”

"Doit," Jacob said miserably. He sat beside her, her lax hand in his, asthey injected a surprisngly minute
amount of the synthetic chemical into the carotid artery leading to her brain. The effect was amost
instantaneous. Her eydidsflickered, and she began to writhe in away that made Jacob's face flush with
heat. She was moving asif in the act of love. And then her eyes opened, and she saw Jacob's face.
"Darling," she whispered. "Oh, my darling. Sooooo good." Then she saw Grace, and her mouth opened
and shelooked around, startled. "Hey," she said, "1 thought we were going to go for aboat ride. What
am | doing in the hospitd ?*

"Just take it easy,” Jacob said, squeezing her hand. "Everything'sdl right.”



"Jacob?' There was puzzlement in her eyes now. "Did we go to theriver?”
"Yes," hereplied.

"Theresita," Grace said, "we think we've found the drug that was used on you when you were hurt. In
fact, you found it, in that plant you picked.”

"l did?" She squinted. " Jacob, did we go to the city? Did you seeit? The pyramids—"
"Pyramids?"' Jacob asked.
"You've had asmdl memory loss" Grace sad. "It's the effect of the drug.”

"But Iremember,” sheinssted. "I remember lying therein abed, like ahospita bed, andthey were
there, putting something like mud on me, pulling my wounds together, and | felt nothing. | remember—"
She halted in confusion. She squeezed Jacob's hand. "1 rememberhim. The baby'sfather.”

"Max, | think you'd better cal the captain,” Jacob said. "Now you just take it easy, honey, until Dune
gets here. Try to remember while you rest.”

Rodrick arrived on the run. There was still no word from Warden. He stood beside Theresita's bed and
listened firgt to Grace."It'savery odd drug,” Grace reported. " She was able to withdraw from her
body-s and brain's craving for it once they stopped administering it to her, but it has the effect of blocking
the movement of thought through the brain, and once it adheresto asynapse, it stays permanently unless
treated. We thought at firgt that it would destroy memory, but now it seemsthat it merely blocks
memory, progressively, thelonger it isadministered. Theresitawas never clean of the dosage she
received while she was being healed of her wounds, so she had memory blockage of recent events. But
the compound we gave her not only broke loose the new bondings, made when she did nothing more
than sniff that odd plant; it gpparently isfreeing memoriesthat have been blocked since sheleft theriver.”

"What can you tdll us, Theresita?' Rodrick asked.

"They are cruel and completely sdf-oriented. They endave the Whorsk. They are complete hedonists,
and they know where you are, how many there are of you, and your weapons capabilities. They are so
beautiful physcdly, each of them perfect, and yet so inhuman in their thinking."

"And their weapons?' Rodrick asked.

"l don't know. | spent my time in asuite of rooms. | could move about but alwaysin adaze. For along
time | was unable to move my arm, where | was hurt, and then Y anee came to me and—" She paused
and squeezed Jacob's hand. "That must have been when he started giving me the drug. | remember
only—only ahaze of sensudity,of endlesslovemaking, only now | wouldn't cal it that, although it seemed
soto mea thetime. | would call it now mindlessfornicating.”

"The dectrica fidd?' Rodrick asked. "Nothing. He never talked to me about anything but himsalf—how
wonderful hewas, how lucky | wasto be his. | know only this. They are evil, Captain. Please be careful
of them. They were not worried at al that you have spaceships and weapons—only that you were
geding the metdsthat wererightfully theirs.”

"How did you communicate with them?" Grace asked.



Therestafrowned for amoment. "Oh, yes. At first | couldn't understand anything they said. Then one of
them, awoman, came to my hospital room and madeit clear to me that she wanted meto tak, to give
her the names of various objectsin my language.” She shook her head. "It didn't make much of an
impression on me at thetime, but | think | understand now. | quite naturally started talking in Russian, but
she kept indicating no, no. | don't know why | switched to English, but when | did, she nodded in the
affirmative. It seemslogica, now, that they'd been listening in on your radio talk and wanted to know
more about that language, because, |ooking back on it, she couldn't possibly have picked up English that
quickly. They'd been andlyzing it before | cameto them.”

"What about their language?' Grace asked.
"| redly don't remember much about it. It wasfull of hard sounds, that'sal | know."

"Think hard, Theresita," Rodrick said. "Tell me anything you can think of that might give usaclueto their
technologica and scientific knowledge.”

"Wadl," shesad, "asde from jewdry and ornaments, therewas very little meta, as| remember. The
coverings of my bed were smooth and fine, so they must have good skillsin making textiles. Hmmm. Oh,
thelights. Definitely dectrical. And it was cool in my room and later in Y anee's place, so they had some
method of air-conditioning.”

"Plagtics?' Rodrick asked.

"No, | don't think so. The eating utensils were metd, perhaps silver-plated. The bowlswere finely made,
not just pottery. Oh, there was hot and cold running water, a huge bath carved from some kind of
smooth stone, and thetoilet flushed with apull cord.”

"Anything else you can think of 7' Rodrick asked. " Anything you saw that resembled aweapon? A
chance remark you overheard?’

"l never heard any music,” Therestasaid. "There was no medium for entertainment. No holoscreens.”

She mused for afew moments. "And they never smiled. | can remember that distinctly. | never saw one
of themamile”

"Okay, Theresta," Rodrick said, leaning over to pat her shoulder. "1 guess you'd better get somerest.”
Hewas on hisway to the door:

"There'sone more thing, Captain,” Theresitasaid. "Y ou can see the sky. From the window of the place
where Y anee kept me, | could seetheriver, growing crops, and | could see the sun and the sky."

Rodrick went to the bridge. 1to Zuki, the astronavigator, was on communications duty.
"Have you been able to reestablish contact withApache One yet, 1t0?" Rodrick asked.

"l wasjugt about to page you, Dune," he said. "It's more than a communi cations problem. The scout's
gone down."

Rodrick fdt al blood drain from hisface.



"No word from Paul ?*
"None, gr," I1to said.

"Ito, sound the red dert. | want al qualified combat troops ready. Have the scouts ready to movethe
force." He rubbed his chin. "Jack Purdy waswith Clay, right?’

"Yes, dr. HE's over the scene now.”
"Tdl Jack to stay put. Any sgn that Clay's dive?’

"One moment,” 1to said, punching buttons.” Dinah-mite, theSpirit: We request areport on the condition
of the doomed scout ship.”

"I'm just going down low now, Ito," Jack Purdy sent. "I'll let you know in aminute or two, but hewent in
hot and fast."

Rodrick swallowed hard. Clay. Sixteen years old. One of the young ones who were the future of the
colony. "Damn," hesaid.

Rodrick turned away so that 1to could not see hisface. Inthe midst of crisis he had no time to mourn,
but he had trouble controlling his emotions. Losing any man was bad, but losing one of the young ones,
ah. Sixteen years old. Clay. For one moment there flashed into his mind an image of the way Clay had
looked that day years ago, when he was brought to the bridge, atwelve-year-old stowaway, how he
was ready to fight anyone to protect hislittle dog. Rodrick swalowed hard, ran ahand quickly through
his hair, and emptied hismind of concern for Clay, reserving sorrow for another time.

Ito was on the communicator, relaying Rodrick's orders. Rodrick wastrying to put it all together.
Theresitahad said she could see the sun. That was a bit scary. It was onething to create afield that
manifested itself asafog, but it was something else to be able to control that field so minutely that you
could see out of it but not in. He was forming a plan, a desperate plan, and he was not sure he would
implement it. He was aready missing fifty people and a sixteen-year-old boy who had been likeason to
him.But Mandy is out there, he thought, and then quickly added the other names. He would not let his
emotionsrule hisdecisons. It just might be possible to bresk through the fog, get below it, get ingdethe
protective envelope. There the wegpons of the scouts would represent a considerable force.

In addition to being worried, he was plainly and smply angry. He had |eft aworld where greed and
idiocy had threatened total destruction. Hewas sick of war, but it had aready begun on anew planet, a
planet so large, so bountiful—except for the lack of heavy metals—that it could support a population
about four timesthat of Earth without poverty. It did not dways take two Sdesto start awar. Oftenin
Earth's history, peaceful people had been exterminated by aggressors, but the people on the Great Misty
River had made no overt move againg the colony. Had he been wrong in sending an armed expedition to
violate their salf-chosen privacy? In thismood of doubt and indecision he looked up as Grace Monroe
came onto the bridge. "Duncan,” she said, "Therestaremembered something else. While shewas il in
their hospital, perhaps partially sedated, she was questioned very closely about her planet of origin. She
was able to point out our sun to them on what she remembers as being quite agood Sar atlas.”

"What did they have to say to that?' Rodrick asked.

"They laughed, Duncan,” Grace said, an odd look on her face. "And one of them said, "Oh, one of
those." Rodrick was shaking hishead. "1 don't think I'm ready to accept that." Grace continued, " One of



the men who had laughed said, 'Well, they were good breeders, even then.'' Perhapsit wasthe last
remark that made up Rodrick'smind. "Ito," he said, "well give Paul another four hours. If we haven't
heard from him by then, well go inwith dl the force we can muger.”

Paul Warden saw the tall man caled Susesraise his sword, smelled something like ozone, then watched
in horror asApache One dowed suddenly and began to tumble out of control. He was, of course,
astounded by aweapon that could stop a hydrogen engine, but he was a man who had long training in
handling emergencies. His hand wegpon came out of its holster, and he was pointing it at Suses. "Ligten,”
he said evenly, "if that ship crashes, you won't outlive the pilot by afull second.” Suses, that cold look of
command on hisface, lowered his sword and did it back into its sheath. "Y ou'd better do something
fadt," Paul said, watching theApache One tumble off toward the west. He heard awoman laugh. Out of
the corner of his eye he saw that the darkel «female had raised a delicate wand. Alarm sent the impulseto
hisfinger to pull the trigger, and he was dso directing his hand to spray the laser beam over dl four of the
valey people, but hisfinger would not move. Mandy Miller collapsed. One by one, as Warden fought a
creeping pardysis, the others crumpled to the stone wharf. Paul had afloating feding, asif he were being
wafted to and froin the air by vagrant currents. And then he knew nothing.

Clay had tried everything he had been taught. He had gone through training exercisesin which the power
to the hydrogen engine had been cut off deliberately. He knew the drill. He knew how to use the engine,
the rockets, and the stabilizing jets to bring a ship under control, but with al sources of power—even
batteries— inoperative, nothing worked. He had only afew seconds | eft beforeApache One smashed
into the desert. He had an idea—it was amaneuver he had never tried, because al specifications, dl
logic, said that it would not work. The mechanism that made it possible was not intended for usein the
air. The scout was equipped with amanualy operated crank, which could fold or unfold the stubby wings
of the craft. It was intended for use by ground crews.

Clay clawed open the covering that concealed the hand crank, jerked the collapsible handleinto
position, and, fighting g-forces and the battering of his head and body by the spinning, tumbling fal, began
to crank asfast as he could. The wings began to fold outward from their nooks in the body of the scout.
Thewhirling, spinning desert was coming closer, closer. He heard a snapping, groaning sound of metal
and thought that the wings were going to be ripped off, but he fdt achange in the ship'swild tumbling,
and then the wings were fully extended. He fought the controls, which, without power, caused hisarmsto
gtrain. The ship ceased tumbling and went into an ordinary spin, nose downward. He knew how to get
out of that, but the ground was there—just in front of him— sandy, smooth, but solid, so solid that he
would be nothing more than ajellied blob, hitting it at this speed. He dragged on the controls, making
grunting sounds of effort, and the ship stabilized. The nose began to come up, up while the ground was
reaching for him.

Jack Purdy, unable to raise Clay on the radio, had followed the wildly tumblingApache One al the way
down. "Good boy," he said, when he saw the wings begin to extend dowly. But he had little hope. The
wingswere designed for conservation of fud, useful in long, dow photographic flights and for landing
without rockets. At the speed the ship wasfaling, they would surdly be ripped out by the roots from the
body of the ship, but to Jack's surprise, they held. The ship stopped tumbling, came out of the spin just
the way Jack had taught Clay. The nose was coming up. There was a chanceif he could get the nose up
higher, because he was going down into what seemed to be an old lake bed, with miles of sand, amost
as smooth asarunway. He held his breath. He saw the ship touch, then there was nothing but a giant
cloud of dry, powdery sand. He muttered an oath. It was all over.

The nose came up, up, dowly, dowly. Clay could dmost seetheindividua grains of sand, he was so
near the ground. The wind of passage was creating adust cloud behind him. He held her up aslong as he
could. Without instruments he could only estimate his speed, perhaps something over four hundred miles



per hour. He heard ahissing, grating sound, felt adrag, and braced himself. Dust rose to cloud the
windscreen, and then he was being buffeted in adifferent way, asif he wereriding over round
corrugations. There was now a screaming of distressed metal. He clung to the controls, keeping the nose
oriented. He was down, and the ship's momentum was giving him afour hundred mile an hour ride—a
wild ride. If the ship dewed, she would tumble, roll, and that would beit. Shewould wind up asa
crumpled ball of metal with some battered flesh inside. Was she beginningtodow?Yes! Yesl The
vibrations were lessening. A quick glance to the rear showed him only the dust cloud extending out
behind him. And then the ship hit adight rise and he was airborne for long seconck, riding smoothly, then
damming down with a crash that threatened to cause him to black out, but till he clung to the controls,
trying to keep the ship diding nosefird.

When helost her, he thought he would be dead in a second or two. She went spinning acrossthe
smooth sand like a spun bottle on atabletop, and his head was thrown against the cockpit side with a
force that caused him to see nothing but black for amoment, then settling dust and sunlight. Hewas dlive.
The ship had cometo rest. He leaned back and gave his head afew secondsto clear. At first he could
not get the canopy open because there was no power. He jerked the cover off the manua canopy crank
and had to stop twice to rest, to try to clear his head. Then the canopy was open. He fell back twice as
hetried to climb out, but findly madeit and tumbled to the sand.

Apache Onewas finished. The tough aloys of her hull had been battered and worn through by her wild
ride over the pebbly sand. Hydraulic and lubrication fluids were seeping into the sand. He heard ahissing
sound and redlized that the hydrogen tanks had been ruptured. Fear hit him for the first time. He had
survived atota power loss, and he did not want to be killed by a hydrogen explosion now that he was
safely on the ground. He turned to run, his head till fuzzy, then he remembered. " Jumper!" he shouted,
turning to scramble up the side of the scout. At first Clay had tried to rig aharnessto hold Jumper in the
seat when the little dog flew with him, but Jumper did not like that. He got bumped around alittle when
Clay did acrobatics, but he managed to stay in the seet fairly well by curling up tightly in the curves
designed to accommodate a man's buttock. But now he was not in the seat, and Clay was remembering
the fierce battering he had taken, even in his harness, in the tumbling ship. "Hey, Jumper,” he called,
leaning into the cockpit, his somach againgt the side of the ship. There was the eound of the escaping
hydrogen. Probably, since al eectrical power was off, there would not be any spark to .miite the fuel.
"Jumper, where are you?' There were only acouple of places|arge enough to nceal Jumper. Clay hung
over the edge of the cockpit :iid ran his hand behind the seats and felt only the equipment normaly stored
there. Then he had to push himsaf down farther to reach under the seat. He felt Jumper'swarmth and
dragged him out by oneleg. Thelittle dog waslimp and lifeless as Clay lifted him and, with some
difficulty, began to push himsdlf up out of the cockpit. He was more worried now about Jumper than
about the possibility of an explosion. Hefigured that if the leaking fuel had not ignited by now it was not
going to; but then, as he pushed with one hand and tried to lift himself backward out of the cockpit, a
movement on theingrument panel caught hiseye. The fuel gauge was registering aseriousfud legk, and
more of the instruments were now giving readings. Electrical power had been restored. The ship was
serioudy damaged. An exposed wire, asudden short circuit as one of the automatic systemstried to
function— amaost anything could ignite the leaking fudl. Herolled off the scout, carefully protecting the
limp body of Jumper in one arm, and scrambled to hisfeet. His head was clear now, and he knew that he
wasin deadly peril. Heran as he had never run before, inspired by sheer panic, and in his haste he
stumbled and fl, jumped up, and ran as hard as he could. Behind him afuel-monitoring circuit,
damaged, persstently sent its Sgnasto an audible warning system, and ajet of pressurized hydrogen
shot out into atangle of damaged wiring. A live wire jerked and trembled in the force of the jet and then
made contact with another wire, and there was a spark.

A great flash of light was followed by a shock wave thet lifted Clay and threw him ten feet forward over
the top of asmall dune. He lay there, stunned, as the roar of the explosion diminished, then disappeared.



"Hey, Jumper,” he whispered, remembering the dog in hisarms, lifting him, feding him, finding, to his
relief, that Jumper was now breathing. And there was another sound astheDinahmite camein for a
hot-rockets landing a couple of hundred feet away. Clay struggled dizzily to hisfee* and started walking
toward theDinahmite even as Jack Purdy leaped out and started running toward him. " Jumper's hurt,”
Clay said, as Purdy reached him.

"Kid, that was apiece of flying," Jack said. "Areyou dl right?'

"Weve got to get Jumper to the colony quick so Dr. Wilson can takealook at him,” Clay said.
"l meanthat wasflying," Jack repested.

"Hurry, Jack," Clay insgsted. " Jumper—"

Purdy laughed. Here the boy had dmost been killed, had saved himself with adisplay of courage and
cool thinking that would have done credit to the most veteran pilot, and dl he could think of wasthelittle
dog. "Okay, kid," Purdy said. "Let'sgo."

"Wait," Clay said, because Jumper had moved in hisarms. There was a questioning whine from the dog,
and then he wasllifting his head and trying to get down from Clay's arms. Clay knelt and placed him on
the sand. Jumper got to hisfeet, fell once, and then wobbled around in acircle, whining. "Hes going to
bedl right,” Purdy said. "1 think he just had hisbell rung." Jumper barked once, in total puzzlement, and
then lifted one leg and tried to leave his doggie mark on Jack's boot. Jack yelled and |leaped away, and
Jumper looked up, saw Clay, and barked.

"Let'sgo,” Jack said. "l need to call in and tdll them vou'redl right.”
"Tel them Jumper'sdl right, too," Clay added, asthe dog Sarted running toward theDinahmite.

Sage Bryson awoke to afedling of well-being. She stretched her arms, yawned, and opened her eyesto
see asetting of barbaric splendor. Shewaslying in the center of ahuge bed. The ddlicate lavender sheets
under her had the fed of slk. She was dressed only in afilmy, clinging gown. It was the most soothingly
comfortable material she had ever felt againgt her skin, and it was so trangparent that the dark circles of
her areolae stood out in contrast to the golden skin tone that glowed through the materid. Onlthewalls
were huge hangings of delicate beauty, erotic pictureswoven into that Silklike material. The bed, couches,
and chairswere of highly polished wood, inlaid with colored stones and jewels. She got off the bed, and
her bare feet sank into afloor covering of soft purple. As she walked, the silken gown caressed her,
making her aware of her body. Shewas, at first, shocked by the erotic art of the wall hangings, but then
she began to be more analytical. It was so well done that its sheer redlistic beauty seemed to take away
the shock value. She heard a sound and turned. The man called Y anee wasthere, agolden tray in his
hands. "Ah, you are awake," he said. He put the tray on agraceful inlaid table and lifted two goblets,
handing oneto her. "Thisisthewine of thevaley," he sad.

"It'svery good," shereplied, after drinking. "Sit," he said. "As| havetold you, | am Y anee. We must get
acquainted.” —

"Where are my friends?' she asked, remembering the othersfor thefirgt time. "They arewdll," he said.
"Soon they will beleavingthevadley."

"I must go to them,” she said. "Intime," he whispered, reaching out for her hand. His touch caused her to
shiver involuntarily. To cover her confusion she drank. The wine had a ddlicious taste and seemed to



demand that it be drunk swiftly. Her eyes went wide when Y anee stood and, with a carel ess movement
of hishand, dropped hiskilt to the floor. Her eyes widened, and she felt adesire she had never known
before. She rose, put down the glass, and made no protest when Y anee lifted her easily and carried her
to the huge bed.

Paul Warden awoke in less splendid surroundings. He was looking for away out of asmall, mosily
barren room when the door was unlocked and he was told by avalley man standing in the doorway to
follow him. He entered alarge, elaborately decorated chamber. Artworks had been carved and painted
into the stonewalls. At the head of the chamber, Suses sat on an elaborate, massive, jeweled throne.

Paul saw that Mandy and the others were there, with the exception of Sage. "Come forward,” Suses
ordered. "We have wasted enough time with you." Paul felt for hislaser. It was gone. He walked to stand
beside Mandy. "Where's Sage?' he whispered. "Silence!" Suses thundered. "I don't know," Mandy said
inanorma voice, glaring a Suses. "Ask him."

"Whereisthe other member of our group?' Paul asked.

"We have decided to let you live, since you are harmless, " Suses said, ignoring the question. ™Y ou may
have the land you cal Edenif you abide by certain sipulaions. First, you will never again attempt to enter
thisvaley, nor will you ever sat foot on or fly over this continent. Second, you will cease stedling metas
from the miners, for those metals belong to us. The Whorsk will resume their regular tripsto the land you
cal Edento trade for metalswith the miners.”

"Isthat dl?" Paul asked sarcagtically. Suses made an imperative gesture, and severa bronzed valley men
surrounded the group. "Take them," Suses said. He waved a baton at Paul. "Y ou will leave the way vou
came, by theriver. " Paul started to protest the absence of Sage, but two men seized his arms and began
to hustle him toward the door. He put up just enough resstance to learn that, athough the valley men
were strong, they were not supermen. He felt he could take two of them. He waited until the two had
relaxed again, and then he brought his arms forward with as much force as he could and threw the two
men into awall. One of them struck his head and went down; the other yelled something in hisown
language and rushed at Paul. Warden ducked awild swing then kneed the breath out of the man, being
careful not to kick too hard. Heturned. Severd of the baton and hand weapons were aimed at him. He
spoke quickly, ydling a Suses. "I'm not leaving without the other member of our team!"A womanina
green, tightly, fitted costume leveled baton at him. "Hold," Suses ordered, and the woman relaxed.
"Whereisshe?' Paul demanded. " The woman who calls hersaf Sage has chosen to stay, to learn about
usand our customs,” Suses said. "Shewill be returned to you at alater date.”

"l want to hear that from Sage," Paul ingsted. "I will be happy to kill him now, Suses," the dark woman
who had been in the greeting delegation said. "No, no, they might be useful to usin the future,” Suses
sad. "They make poor daves," aman said. "They don't have the durability of the Whorsk."

"Summon my son,” Suses ordered. "Tell him to bring thewoman.” Paul waited, dert, ready to try to teke
at least one of them with him, for dmost five minutes. Then Y anee came into the room with Sage,

dressed in athin, reveding costume, on hisarm. "Areyou dl right, Sage?" Paul asked. "I'm fine," Sage
sad. "l have been invited to stay on herefor awhile. | think it will be beneficid.”

"WEell haveto check that with Rodrick," Paul said. "Comewith usto the crawler and well radio him."

"That won't be necessary,”" Sage replied. "1 have been chosen to be something like an ambassador to the
people of thisvaley. I'll be able to tell them about us, that we want peace, and I'll learn about them.
When I'm ready, I'll report to the captain.” Mandy Miller had seen dmost immediately that there was
something subtly wrong with Sage's eyes. She could fed that the patience of these arrogant people was



wearing thin, and shefdt that it was vitaly important to get back to the colony to tell Rodrick what they
al faced. "Let'sgo, Paul," she urged. " She knows what she'sdoing.”

"Wdll ..." Paul said indecisively. "It'sal right, Paul,” Sage said. "Please go, and please do what Suses has
ordered." Yes, go, shewasthinking,go and let me get back to the heaven | have found. "All right, well
go," Paul said. "But let metell you this, Suses. We are few on this planet, and we value every life. Maybe
you know al about our wegpons capabilities, maybe not. | wonder if your field would stop abdlistic
missile armed with anuclear warhead. If anything happensto Sage, we dl might find out.”

"Go!" Susesroared. "Before | put you on the stakes dongside the Whorsk rebels.” Warden's crawler
was the rear guard on the trip up the river. They had to spend anight, then they were in the fog once
more, and quickly out of it, and there were dl of the colony's scouts massed overhead. "Paul,” Duncan
Rodrick said on his scout'sradio, "we're glad to see you.”

"I'm glad we madeit out before you started the attack,” Warden answered, realizing that the massed
forces could have meant only that. "What kind of people are they?' Rodrick asked.

"Pick us up, Captain,” Warden said. "From now on welll haveto do al our talking nose to nose, and not
ontheair."

Back at Hamilton, after theinitid debriefing sesson, Mandy Miller hurried to the library. She asked
Evange-lineto give her certain reference works and then bent over aviewer in concentration for long
minutes. There was an image in her memory, an image of aman mixed with something ese, awork of art,
abust. It took only alittle while as she scanned rapidly to find the picture she . aguely remembered. The
object in question was from aperiod far back in Earth's antiquity. When she found it,ibe gasped. The
ancient bust had been damaged, the nose knocked off, but it was very well done, redistic, thework of a
true craftsman who had lived on Earth around three shousand years ago. The resemblance was uncanny.
Suses, the leader of the people of the valley, looked almostt \actly like the portrait in stone of Sesostris
[11, apharaoh of ancient Egypt.

Paul Warden spent the first twelve hours after the return to Hamilton in conference with Rodrick and
severd ntistsfrom different disciplines. He added his observations to those dready given by Theresita
Neither he nor any of the scientists could explain how Suses had stopped the hydrogen engine of Clay's
scout ship in midair, but it was, everyone agreed, an awesome weapon.

Alone with Rodrick in the captain's quarters, having gone without deep for over twenty-four hours,
Warden relaxed with aglass of bourbon from the ship'sdidtillery. "Dune," he said, "they look like
something out of aperiod piece. The women are gorgeous, and the men arereal studs. They build
beautifully, their artwork isfantagtic, and they've got the same regard for life that one of those pretty
Omegan pussycats has for aslver-horned antelope he's stalking. | had the fedling that they were laughing
at us, toying with us. The only time| seemed to get their attention waswhen | said if they did anything to
Sage wed nuke them.”

"I would not want to be the man to rel ease radioactivity into Omega's atmosphere,” Duncan said. "Nor
do | want to be remembered as the man who brought nuclear war to the stars and destroyed a
cvilization."

"But if it'snecessary? They can stop the combustion in ahydrogen engine, stop al eectrica functions at
agresat distance. They impaether davesdive on stakes, and they say our women are good breeders.”

"Let'sjust pray that it won't become necessary,” Rodrick said. "For now, well keep our distance. Well



wait and hear what Sage hasto say when she returns.”
"What about the metals from the miners?'

"Wadl," Rodrick sad, "I have my mission, Paul, and to completeit, | haveto have metais. | guesswell
just have to take a chance. Well keep searching for metals, and well keep on trading with the miners.”
He drank, then sighed deeply. "And I'll have Max check out those damned hydrogen warheads that the
people back home inssted on putting aboard.”

TEN

With asong-prayer in his heart to the gods of the Caan, Lythe. most honored director of war, son of
Lotd the Elder, and heir to the seat of the most honored, sent hiswarriors againgt the massed weagpons
of the men from the outer darkness. When the first thunderous expl osions came on wings from huge,
melon-shaped thingsin the air, he knew dl would earn honor through death on that day. Blasts more
powerful and more terrible than striking lightning tore huge holesin the Caan's well-ordered attack
formation. And then the Brazilians laser and projectile weapons began to take their toll on the charging
wariors.

Lythewasin hisplace, at the center of the attacking formation, the better to coordinateit. At first he had
the protection of numerous ranks of men in front of him. No tribe had ever broken a Caan charging
square, but the weapons of the men from the upper darkness did it in minutes, and then there was no one
living between Lythe and the defensive line set up by the enemy. He called out hisordersin ahuge,
battle-trained voice and charged, now in the lead. He legped over asmall drift of sand and, in midair, felt
theforce of thunder strike him. Theforce of the exploding bomb, dropped by aBrazilian scout, sent him
reding backward over the smdl dune, to land, limp and seemingly lifeless, behind itsfrail protection while
his well-trained men streamed on to their honorable deaths. He awvoke to ajostling. He felt thewarm
stickiness of his own blood. Lythe redized he was being carried on awarrior's shoulder.

"Hold," he hissed, the effort of saying the one word making his entire body ache. The warrior halted and
lowered him carefully to the ground. "Leave me," Lythe ordered. The warrior looked down. Lythe,
through eyes that seemed to see through afilm, recognized him. A good man, asection leader. "Y ou
know that honor dictates that only one shall return to tell of adefeat,” Lythe gasped. "Director,” the
warrior said, "it isaso honor to blend one's battle-tirred blood with his director. Do you forget?'

"l do not forget,” Lythe said. Hetried to fedl, to see hisbody. He was wounded in perhaps a haf-dozen
places, and the blood was oozing fredly, but he had movement of hislimbs, evenif hisleft leg pained him
severdy."Then | will take the honor of saving my director to offset the shame of being the unfortunate one
who tdls of thefirst Caan defeat in our hitory," thewarrior said, lifting Lythe. The movement wastorture.
Lythe chewed on hislower lip to keep from moaning in pain, and soon he had relief in the form of
unconsciousness. When next he saw light, the light shone on the face of hisfather, Lotel the Elder, the
most honored. "1 thank the godsthat you live," Lotd said. "I curse them that | am not dead with my men,”
Lythe answered. "Unsay those words, for we have need of you," hisfather said. "What service can | do
that would wash away my shame?"

""The woman from the outer darkness, the one who was your playlove, tells us strange stories,” Lotel
said. "You know her best. Y ou will assess her words and seeif they have the ring of truth."”

"I will live, then, until | have done this service,"Lythe replied. He moved hislegs experimentdly and felt a
great snooting pain. ™Y our wounds are severe but not fatal," Lotel assured him. "Rest now, for you will
need your strength. A Caan cannot talk with his enemy from abed." Obediently, Lythe dept.



Astrud Cabral was a prisoner. There could be no other explanation. She was aprisoner in relative
luxury, in Lythe's gpartment; but when shetried to leave, she was turned back firmly but politely by
young, virile guards. There were plenty of foods and beverages. There were afew examples of Caan
writing, pictographsin huge, leather-bound volumes, and she spent her timetrying to relate what she
knew of the spoken Caan language to the pictographs, but with little success. She smply did not know
enough about the Caan world—the creaturesin it, the peopl€e's habits, artifacts, or thinking—to decipher
the writings. However, the study occupied her time during the five days when she saw only the guards
and ayoung woman who brought her food.

On the sixth day she was summoned from deep by the guards. She had to dress with the two young
warriors looking on interestedly, and then she was escorted from the gpartment to the government
building with the triangular columns. She entered the same large chamber where she had spoken to the
Caan rulers, and when she saw Lythe seated on the dais dongside the white-haired man who seemed to
be the prime ruler, she halted in her tracks, gasped, and then ran forward. A guard made an attempt to
intercept her, but Lythe waved the guard away. Astrud stood below Lythe. "Y ou're alive!" she cried

happily.
" andive"
"Oh!" She could find no words.

"An entire Caan army, dl my men, dl my friends, are dead,” Lythe said sadly. "I have commanded the
firgt defeat inthe memory of living men.”

"Butitisn't your fault," Astrud said. "Y ou have no chance againgt their wegpons.”

"It is about these weaponswe will speak,”" Lythe said, "and about the stories you told the elders.” He
smiled at her. "I'm dive, but there are those here who do not know you as | know you, those who
wonder why you, from the outer darkness yoursdlf, would take Sides against your own people.”

Astrud put aside her persona fedingsfor Lythe, fedings she was not quite ready to andlyze. "l dowhat |
do because this city—and the others, which must be like it—is too beautiful to be looted and destroyed.”
There was ahissng from the dders and from the smal audience of military men. Lotel glowered and
raised one hand. "Men of Caan, you do well to bristle at the attack on our honor, but bold your peace.
Have we not seen defegt? Listen to the woman.”

"Y ou have not even seen the most terrible of our wegpons,” Astrud continued. "It isathing that explodes
with the power of the far sun itself and destroys dl for adistance of many miles." First therewasan
incredulous hiss, then total silence. "And yet my father saysthat you advise war againgt these men from
the outer darkness," Lythe said.

"I do, but I do not advise charging into the power of their wegpons," Astrud answered. "But how else
can onefight?' Lotd asked. "At night. In smdl units. Even with one man cregping into the camp of your
enemy to take just onelife, even if he must exchange hisown lifefor it.”

"Y ou ask that wefight like cowards?' Lythe asked angrily.

"| ask that you put aside your pride," she said, "and fight asif the continued lives of your city, your wives,
your children, and your world depend on it, for they do.”



"I cannot understand this," Lotel said. "If it isonly gold that the men from the outer darkness want, why,
thereisplenty. We have only totell our davesto dig it out of the mines. And thereisroom for adl on this
world. Thereareidands—"

"Would you moveyour nation to one of theidands?' Astrud asked.
"Of course not,” Lotel snapped. "Thisisthe homeland of the Caan.”

"My leader, Captain Gilberto da Lisboa, has claimed this section of the coast as the homeforhis colony.
He has the weapons of thunder and fire. Y ou have only two choices, to flee—"

There was awild hissing."—or to learn anew way to makewar. A way | can teach you."

"Thereisanother choice," another eder suggested. "We will massal our warriors, from al of our cities,
and we will overwhelm them by sheer numbers, even if we haveto kill the last of them by crawling over
piles of our dead.”

"I have seen theresults of their weagpons,”" Lythe said, shaking hishead. "Tell me, Astrud Cabrd, of the
peoples of the lake back on your world.”

She repeated the story of the conquest of the Aztecs by Cortez, and then of thefall of the IncaEmpire,
and how al waslost, how the people were taken into davery, and how entire cultures were erased
forever. Lythe listened with hischinin hishand, hisfindy chisded facerigid, hisdark eyesflashing. "You
see" shesad, "it came about because brave warriors faced weapons of fire and thunder and would not
learn their lessons. Y ou can repeet their mistake, or you can take hope. By daring and persistence, you
can drive the invaders from your world."

"The woman spesksthe truth,” Lythe said.

"Would you, Most Honored Director of War, abandon your honor and skulk through the night to
murder?' asked an elder.

"My mate has not yet been chosen. My children areyet unborn. | want my nameto live. | don't want my
children to be subjects of the men from the outer darkness.' Lythe rose. "Come, Astrud Cabral, we will
talk of your plansin private." He bowed to hisfather, then to the others. "And aswe tak, the honorable
elderswill maketheir decison.”

Lythewalked iffly, hislips set firmly againgt the pain that was till with him. The eyesof the peoplein
the streets were hostile when Astrud passed by. "Y ou must rid yoursdlf of the marks of the men from the
upper darkness," he said. "Fortunately, you look like a—" The word he used trandated into Portuguese
as"human being,”

She nodded. 1t would simplify thingsif she were to stay with the Caan. She shuddered inwardly asthe
meaning of her thoughts sank in.Stay. She was not thinking of avigt, abrief diplomatic misson. No, if
she stayed it would be, perhaps, the most irrevocable and fina decision she had ever madein her life.
Shewould be the onlyhuman among the Caan. She would be, if her plan worked, a permanent exile,
and farther from home than any exilein history. For moments,~-as she walked dowly beside Lythe, she
wavered. How easy it would be to return to the ship, to tell the captain that her effortsto keep the Caan
from attacking had obvioudly failed, and that there was nothing € se she could do. Although she had no
intimates aboard ship, she did have people she had cometo like—friends. Among the colonists there
were some very worthwhile people. But it was the thought of her father that weighed strongest on her



mind, making the decison so difficult. TheEstrela do Brasil would return to Earth in lessthan ayear. She
could see her home again, share her sorrow with her father, and—Her father. What would he say? She
could amogt hear hisvoice." Astrud, Astrud, they have carried the Earth's sickness into space.”" But
perhaps he would say," You were right in not becoming a traitor." Traitor? To whom? To the dictator
whose stated policy wasto bring the last of Brazil's Indians into the twenty-first century or exterminate
them? To the men who used modern weapons to daughter Bronze Age warriors? And, in that moment,
as Lythe began to ease hisway painfully up the sairsto his apartment, there cameto her aclarrty of
thought that seemed to intensify the vibrant colors of the city." If you must apply labels, accept the

label of traitor to conquest and cruelty, but reject being a traitor to the idea of humanity.”

Astrud had, of course, been exposed to Catholic teachings. Therewas, after al, aBrazilian pope sitting
in the Vatican, surrounded by Communist Italy. She had never been able to accept fully the Catholic
teachings, athough she did not reject the abstract notion of a Supreme Being. Had she been apracticing
Catholic, she might have said that God had spoken to her as she watched Lythe struggle, hisleg stiff, up
the sairs.

Shetold hersdlf that she had intended all along to do her best to aid the Caan in driving the
Brazilians—her people—from thisworld. Had anyone asked, she would have said that no message from
God was needed to influence her to do theright thing. She was only doing what any decent human being
would do, sding with the hopel ess underdog, trying to keep murder, pestilence, and davery from an
admirable people. By the time they had reached the door to Lythe's apartment, she knew there was no
turning back. She wastotaly committed.

"Take off your clothes and lie down," she ordered, taking Lythe's arm and steering him toward the
bedroom. "Let melook at your wounds." He put up no protest. The shrapnel gasheswere heding well, a
sign of hisrobust good hedlth. On abedside table were two pottery jars. "The red one containsthe
ointment to prevent the anger of the god of war," hetold her. She sniffed it. It had a strong, antiseptic
smédll. She smoothed it over the scabbed wounds, and he winced as she touched the largest wound on his

leg.

"In the presence of afriend and aplaylove," he said through clenched teeth, "I am permitted this" And
30 saying, he lifted his head and bellowed out his pain and hisfrustrationsin one long, ear-splitting howl.
Then he grinned and, sweat popping out of hisforehead, fell adeep. Astrud dept in an adjoining room.
Lythe dept undisturbed that night. Before dawn, Astrud awoke to the sound of voices, and, dressing
quickly, went into Lythe's bedroom to find him seated in a chair surrounded by strong young warriors.

"Thesewill be our core people,” he explained. "'l have talked with them. They will obey you in my
absence. Tdl them what you would have them do.”

"I have seen deadly looking serpents in the marketplace," Astrud began.
"Pyangs," ayoung warrior said in disgust.

"Those you saw had been defanged,” Lythe said, "for not even the professiond snake handlers could be
that near apyang. "

"They aredeadly?"

"From twenty feet away they spit avenom that is absorbed by the skin and causes death within five
breaths" Lythe said.



"How, then, arethey taken?"

"With great care," Lythe said, with abellow of laughter. Then, "By the Sect of Pyang, whose members
consder it an immediate admission to paradiseto die of pyang venom.”

"Have the members of the sect capture as many pyangs asthey can," Astrud said, "and enclosethemin
something so that they can be transported safely and released without harm to the one carrying them.”

"That can bedone,” Lythe said, "for thereisalarge, marshy wildernessto the south where only the
pyang worshipers go. The evil ones breed well there. But what do you plan to do?

Shetold him. And members of the Brazilian expedition were to find out quickly. The deadly reptiles
were heat seekers. When they were released in the early morning hours at a dozen points on the
perimeter of the Brazilian camp, they started crawling immediately toward the glowing fires kept burning
by the sentries and those fighting men who had camped outside theEstrela do Brasil. Thirty-three men
died asthepyangs spat their deadly venom with great accuracy; asthejr main venom supply drained, they
used the small amount stored in their yellowed fangs to dispatch four more when the officer of the guard
came out of the ship at daybreak to supervise the changing of the guard. Meanwhile, some of thepyangs
had replenished their supply of expellable venom and killed seven more Brazilians during the frantic
effortsto clear the camp of snakes. "Forty-four dead?’ Gilberto da Lisboa stormed. "Forty-four? By
snakes?' The next night, after five more men died from the spewed venom, da Lisboa brought the others
onto the ship and, using flamethrowers, seared the ground for ahundred yardsin al directions from the
Estrela do Brasil's wegpons ports, thus ruining avery nice campsite.

That day a scout team in an armored crawler killed two hundred Caan before the four men in the
crawler werefindly overwhelmed by warriorswho charged, seemingly cardless of certain death, into the
muzzles of the crawler's wegpons. And da Lisboa himself was on the ground when, without warning, a
hail of spiked balls from the Caan's throwing chains thudded into a group of scientists who had obtained
permission to leave theEstrela do Brasil for awak in thefresh air ingde the defense perimeter. That the
four Caan who had dung the spiked balls were killed immediately did not lessen da Lisboasrage at
losing four women and two men.

The passing days saw L ythe become more and more agile. Now hiswounds scarcely ached, except
when he overdid his exercises. He longed to be dongside his growing number of night fighters. Had it
been his choice and hisaone, he would have joined the desth throwersinside the Brazilian perimeter to
take afew of them with him into death. He listened to the reports of hiswarriorswith impatience and
respect. Astrud was with him, as aways, when ayoung warrior came running into his gpartment.
"Director,” thewarrior said, panting, "the enemy isadtir like ahive of stingers. Heis off-loading many
vehidesand many men.”

"Thetime has come,” Astrud said.

"You are surethisda Lishoawill attack the city?" Lythe asked.

"I am assure of that as| am sure that thereisasun in the sky. He will blame the deaths of his people on
the people of thiscity, Snceit isthe closest center of population to the ship. Hewill think that by
destroying thiscity, hewill solve his problems.”

"In our blood wars againgt sworn enemies, we do not destroy the temples of the gods,” Lythe said sadly.

"Ye, | believeyou, Astrud Cabrd. Y esterday a man was taken by the men from the outer darkness.
From conced ment another of my men watched as the prisoner was tortured with dashes of aknife and



by the gpplication of the evil-smelling smoke stick with fire at itstip, used by your leader. Animalswho
will do that to ahelpless prisoner, ingtead of giving him peacein davery or aquick death, will commit any
evil." Herose. "l will go and give theword to the elders.”

Within the hour Astrud saw thefirst of the evacuation of the city. Soon the streets were packed with
quiet, orderly men, women, and children, and domestic animas and carts. They streamed through the
southern gates of the city and out onto the flats. From atower she watched, and before nightfal theline
of peoplefleeing the doomed city stretched to the bay, down the coast, and then inland and out of sight,
into the oceans de woodlands.

Thefirst armored crawlers, buttoned up tightly, smashed down the gates of the city and quickly
penetrated totally abandoned streets to the central square, the square of the temples. Nothing stirred in
the city, save afew domestic petsleft behind in the evacuation. When it became evident that the city had
been given up without afight, da Lisboa himself led the way to the temples and supervised the looting of
the golden statuary inside. Thinking themselves to be safe, soldiers began to seek their own loot, and by
twos and threes they found death frompyangs hidden inside jeweled boxes, or from astealthy arrow
fired from ambush, or from aknife gpplied slently to the throat. It was dark before Gilberto da Lishoa
discovered that hisforce was not donein the city, that Caan warriors were on rooftops, in hidden niches,
in every shadow. The night of terror began.

In panic, aBrazilian marine, seeing hisfriend fal at hissde with adesath ball in histhroat, opened fire, his
laser cannon searing and blagting at the beautifully painted stone walls of the buildings surrounding the
sguare. Others joined him, the combined fire devastating the buildings lining the square and, not too
incidentdly, killing dozens of fellow Brazilianswho, having gonein search of loot, had found terror and
weretrying to fight their way back to the crawlersin the square. "What arethey firing at?' da Lisboa
demanded of hismilitary commander. "At shadows," the generd said, lifting hiscommunicator. "Cease
fire. Ceasefire” Gradudly it became slent.

"Givethe order to leave the city, using the same route by which we entered,” daLisboasad. "Wewill
take the crawlers outside the wals, and from there we will use al our firepower to reduce this place of
evil to crumbled pebbles.” The rear seat of the command crawler was piled high with gold. Da Lisboa,
not then knowing the extent of hislosses among those who had gone looting, was content. There was
more gold, but he would not risk losing another man in the darkness. There would be other cities, more
.gold.

The command crawler began to move. On the other vide of the square, a crawler burst into flames with
aroar asaCaan warrior gave hislifeto get near enough to toss aceramic jug of lamp oil with awick
burning inits neck into the open hatch. And from a darkened street |eading from the square, there camea
short scream of agony that terminated in a gurgle—ahuge building stone had smashed into the
windscreen of acrawler moving toward the exit street, mding in the driver'slap to break both hislegs.
The crawler went out of control and smashed into abrick wall. Jugs of flaming oil came crashing down
onto crawlersfrom the rooftops. "Open firel" da Lisboa screamed as theimmand crawler narrowly
missed abuilding stone.

"Atwhat?' the military commander yelled. Then, al units, use lasers and cannon on the rooftops and the
windowsof dl tal buildings"

Two crawlers concentrated al their firepower on a building from which they had seen the blazing jugs of
oil being thrown. They kept firing as they raced toward the next corner, and just asthey were even with
the building and their fire was being played thunderoudy over the upper story, a decorative pediment
laden with heavy stone statuary came crashing down. Tons of weight crushed the two crawlers and the



men insde them, and blocked the street. The next crawlersinline, their driversyelling at the vehicles
behind them to turn around, became the targets for jugs of flaming oil and tumbling building stones. Men
legped from their stalled vehicles and found that their hand lasers and pistols were of no use against
shadows who struck quickly and disappeared. ' Da Lisboa's command crawler had just escaped being
engulfed by thefdling pediment. It was now in the clear, traveling alone, speeding toward the north gate.
"Look out!" the military commander screamed as the vehicle skidded around a corner. The gatewasin
sight, but blocked by aten-foot-high barricade of stone. The vehicle crashed into the barrier with aforce
that threw its occupants violently forward in their harnesses. Stones began to thud down, and the stink of
burning oil came through the vehicle's ventilation system. "Back up!” da Lisboayelled. The driver raced
the engine and ground gears, but the vehicle lurched back against newly dropped stones and could move
no farther. The gunnerswere firing astorm of lasers and projectiles. A building stone that weighed at
least two hundred pounds shattered the armored glass of aturret and silenced the laser. And now the
crawler spun itstracks on stonein a puddle of blazing oil. "Weve got to get out!" da Lisboa screamed as
flamesfilled the viewports and windows. He kicked and clawed hisway over astruggling crewman to the
top hatch and flung it open. Hlame singed his hair. He screamed in pain and"egped as far as he could
leap, landing heavily on aflat stone that stood above the seaof burning oil, wrenching hisankle painfully,
but clear of the fire. Then he legped into the arms of two Caan and screamed once more.

The communications officer on board theEstrela do Brasil had been wishing that he was with the
expeditionary force to have his chance at some of the loot. When the reports began to comein that the
force was under attack, he began wishing that he was there to kill the savages. Then, asthe vehicles of
the force became silent, he became very content to be just where he was, behind the impregnable hull of
the ship and inside the protection of her arsend of wegpons. While the fighting was till in progress he
awakened the ship'sfirgt officer. The man who was second in command listened to the reports with
growing aarm. He could not understand, or believe, that modern war crawlers were being destroyed one
by one by Bronze Age people. Gradualy the situation began to be clear to him. "He has taken the entire
force through narrow streets to the central square, where the temples and the gold .ire," he growled to
the communi cations officer. He did not overtly call the dictator's nephew, the captain of the ship, afool,
but hewasthinking it. Asit became clear that the entire force of three hundred fighting men and sixty
vehicleswas being dowly exterminated, he consdered hisiptions: Da Lisboa had taken dl of the
combat-trained soldiers with him; he himsdlf could mount aforce of only forty crawlers, manned by
cviliansand scientigts. "Sir," the communications officer sad, "we must do something.”

"Send untrained people in where Brazil's best are being killed?' 1t was at that point that adistress call
came from da Lishoa himsdf. "We are under attack by overwhelming forces," the genera said, hisvoice
high and strained. "We re trapped. Send ardief column immediately.”

"Sound the darm,” thefirgt officer said with resignation. But by the time the untrained people had
manned the crawlers and thefirgt of them had exited theEstrela dio Brasil, there was no more radio
traffic from the expediniary force. And from the city there arose the glow of fires, and afaint scent of
burning oil was carried on alight breeze.

"Pogt sentries,” thefirgt officer ordered. "Rdlief force, stland by."

At dawn he sent up a scout. The city seemed to be deserted. The weapons of the crawlers had done
great damage around the central square. But one by one the pilot in the scout counted burned and
smashed crawlers. Of al the vehiclesthat had goneinto the city, only one was unaccounted for. Aboard
Estrela dio Brasil, thefirst officer caled ameeting of the government-gppointed department leaders. He
told them in a soft, sad voice of the events of the night. " Shameful!" aman shouted. "We must send out
the scouts and bomb these savages back into the Stone Age."



"What will we bomb, a deserted city?"
"There are other cities. These savages must pay.”

"I'd liketo point out,” the first officer said, "that our demographers estimate that there are ten million of
these people on this continent, not counting the subjected tribes and daves. Can we bomb them al?"

"What would you suggest?' asked a quiet, sober scientist. "\We came to thisworld over athousand
strong. We have lost dmost two-fifths of our number, including amost every soldier trained in combeat
techniques. We havelogt over half of our ground transportation. Whileit istrue that our weapons are
superior and we can kill millions of these animals, | don't think we can kill them dl. In the beginning one
of our number, Dr. Astrud Cabral, advised that we work with these people for peace. Perhapswe
should have listened.”

"That islooking to the past,” someone said. "There is nothing we can do about the pagt.”

"l will be opento advice," thefirst officer said, "but it is my recommendation that we lift ship and leave
this plac« Our probes |ocated two other likely planets, and we have plenty of rhenium and rocket fud. |
say let'sfind aplanet that isuninhabited. "

"Y ou want to run," awoman said scornfully. "Doctor," thefirgt officer replied camly, "I hereby appoint
you military commander, sSince our genera is dead. Nowyou may organize our forces and attack if you
wish." Thewoman glowered, but fdll silent. " Should we not search the city for survivors?' another asked.
"Therewasno sgn of lifefromtheair,” thefirst officer said. "l vote that we go," another woman said, and
there was aloud chorus of agreement. "Good," thefirgt officer said. "It will take afew hoursfor the
engineering staff to prepare usfor lift-off. " Thefirgt officer, now captain of theEstrela do Brasil, wason
the bridge when the duty man on communications caled him. "Thereésan outside call,”" he reported.
"From one of our people. "

"Damn," thefirst officer said. That meant delay of the lift-off. He took the mike. "Captain Antonio
VillaLobos here," he said. "Captain, thisis Dr. Astrud Cabra," afemalevoice sad, asit was amplified
when the communications officer put it on the bridge speakers. "1 speak for the honorable elders of the

"Who in hdl arethe Caan?' Villa-Lobos asked.

"The people of this continent," the communications officer said."How does aBrazilian spesk for our
enemies?’ Villa-Lobos asked into theradio. "I spesk as one who isunwilling to see an innocent nation
destroyed,” Astrud said. "Here are the terms of the elders of the Caan: If you will begin immediately to
ready theEstrela do Brasi| for lift-off, the Caan will return to you eeven men who survived the night.”

"Terms?' Villa-Lobos snarled. "They dare offer terms?”

"We know, Captain,” Astrud went on, "that you can do heavy damage with your weapons and the
weapons of the ship. We know that you can kill millions of Caan. But, say the Caan—and, Sir, you can
believe this—you- will never know aday of peace on this planet. One by oneyou will bekilled, even as
you kill thousands. Y ou cannot afford the rate of attrition. Y ou may count your casuatiesto date to test
this statement. Y ou must leave this planet. Speaking as aBrazilian, Captain, | beg you to do so and to
resst any impulse to do damage as you go, for it would be smple murder and would gain you nothing.”

"You, traitor,” Villa-Lobos snarled. "Just you wait." He cut off theradio. "I want that bitch dead,” he



said. "A traitor to her own people. And | want the thermonuclear weapons readied. We will lay waste to
this planet when we arein orbit." He activated the transmitter. "Traitor," he said, "'l have ordered the
hydrogen bombsto be readied.”

"You can dothat," Astrud said. "Y ou have the power to kill millions. But have.you the right? Have you
the evil in your heart to daughter so many who have done nothing but defend their homeland?”
Villa-Lobos snarled. His every impulse wasto do just that, but he thought, Someday we can come back
here. Thisisarich planet. Thereis much gold. He spoke to Astrud. "I will make adea with you,
traitor. | will trade thelife of this planet for you. If you will cometo the ship aone and surrender yourself
for trid by your former peers, | will leavethis planet and | will not use the bombs."

"No," Lythe said, when Agtrud told him of theterms. "I haveto do it," she said. "Otherwise he might
make good histhreat to use the thermonuclear bombs. If that happens, we have logt, Lythe."

"Then | will go and diewith you," he said.

"You can't. They'd kill both of uson sight if you were with me." Shetook hishand. "L et me do thisfor
you and for your people. Weve done you aterrible wrong. My lifewill not compensate for al those who
have died and for the damage to your city, but it will keep you from worse destruction. Y ou have the
right to die honorably in battle. Y ouannot take that right from me."

"Itisso," Lythe agreed sadly. They had parked a salvaged crawler with its radio equipment intact in the
shdter of ahill inland from theEstrela do Brasil. Astrud started the engine. "Captain,” sheradioed, "l am
coining toward the shipin acrawler. Y ou will notice that its weapons have been put out of action. 111
gopit ahdf milefromyou and wak in aone"

"Train every weapon on that crawler," Villa-Lobos ordered. "At the first Sgn of hostile action, obliterate
it." But asthe crawler cameinto view he was struck by its battered condition. All weapons ports were
bent, and the barrels of the cannon were warped beyond use. The crawler hdted, and afigure in native
dress got out and began to wak toward the ship,

"Does anyone recognize her?' Villa-Lobos asked. "Yes. That isDr. Cabral," the communications officer
confirmed. "We will meet her at the forward hatch,” the captain said. He was standing in the hatch when
Asdtrud came into the shadow of the ship, waking proudly, her head high. Helooked into the face of this
woman who had betrayed her country and knew hatred, for shewas dark, apardo. It wasdl clear to
him then. The Indians of theinterior had never been truly Brazilian. "Y ou said that €leven of my men were
being held captive," he said. "Where are they?'

"They are near," Astrud said. "I wanted to talk with you face to face and have your word as aBrazilian
officer that you will not use the wegpons of murder againgt this planet.” Villa-Lobos snarled. "Y ou spesk
of honor?'

"Of what worth isthelife of eeven Brazilians?' she asked. "I will not use wegpons aswe leave,” the
captain said. Astrud turned and gave asignal. From behind the line of brush in the distance men began to
emerge, some of them being supported by their comrades. It took long minutes for them to walk the
distance. Villa-Lobos cdled for the medicd staff to treat the wounded. He stomped out to meet the men,
his anger flooding over him. A young officer suted. His head was crudely bandaged, and there was
caked blood on hisuniform. "Sir," he said, "we should not have gone into those narrow streets of the

ity

"Did the savages mistreat you?' Villa-Lobos asked. "No, Sr. After our capture, we were treated with



dignity and honor.”

"Get aboard, Lieutenant,” Villa:Lobos said. "Y our wounds will be cared for." When the men had been
taken in hand by the medica staff, he turned to face Astrud. "Bind her, hand and foot," he said. Men who
had lost comrades and friends did not question the captain's orders. Astrud's wrists were bound, then her
feet. "Your trid for the act of treasonisnow insesson,” Villa-Lobos said. "The verdict isthat you are
guilty of treason and the deaths of many of your own people. Since you love the savages and this planet
S0 much, your asheswill remain here." At Villa-Loboss direction, Astrud was carried and tossed roughly
to the charred ground directly under the outboard rockets.

"Wewill be starting rocket firing in ten minutes,” Villa-Lobos called to her. "Y ou will havethat long to
think about the extent of your crime.”

Shewas done. The hatch clanged shut. She could hear the muffled mutter of auxiliary enginesfrom
within the ship. She could not see her watch, and the time seemed to drag on into an eternity. She knew
the rocket firing sequence, knew that the rockets near the center of theEstrela do Brasil's masswould
belch firefirst, and then, in phased rows, the engineswould roar into life. When the outboard rockets
fired, shewould aready be dead, charred by the wash of fire from inboard nozzles. Then there would be
nothing left of her but ashes, which would be soread widdly by the force of the fiery gases thrufting out
from the rockets. She closed her eyes and was resigned. She would have chosen to live, of course, but
she had aready lost 0 much—her home and her father—that the loss of her life did not seem
unbearable. She heard a sharp report and, far away, at the center of the ship, a set of rocketsignited and
arush of heated, acrid air washed over her. She prayed that it would be over quickly, that she would not
know pain. There was another boom of sound, and the intensity of the heat was greater. She was having
difficulty breathing, and the exhaust fumes of the rockets seared her lungs. She felt unconsciousness
coming and blessed it, and then she was dreaming that she was being lifted, that she was being saved,
even asmore rocketsfired.

Lythe had watched from the moment that Astrud walked to the ship. He saw the wounded Brazilians
enter the hatch, saw the uniformed men toss Astrud roughly to the ground. He heard the muted rumblings
from within the ship and guessed that the huge craft was making ready to lift itsdlf into the upper
darkness. Were they leaving Astrud behind? He left his cover and began to crawl, utilizing every
undulation in the sand to cover his movements, toward the ship. When thefirst of theinboard rockets
bel ched fire and smoke, hefdt his heart bump, for it was clear now that the flying thing of firewould kill
her. He leaped to hisfeet and ran. Smoke and fire billowed out through the channels on the underside of
the ship. He was soon running blindly toward the spot where Astrud lay, well under the overhang of the
great ves.

He could not see. Heat seared him. Hislungs ached with fire from the acrid smoke. If he missed her, ran
past her, shewould die, and yet heran and, at full stride, ssumbled over her, and sprawled onto the sand.
He scurried back on his hands and knees, scooped her into hisarms, and ran on in the same direction,
toward the sea, two hundred yards away. The force of the expelled gases pushed him, scorched his back
painfully, but still he ran, and behind him the roar grew until it seemed that his ears could stand no more.
Heydled to relieve the pain of the sheer noise, and just as he thought he would fall, givein, and die there
inthat acrid, unbresthable air and the insufferable heat, he felt hisfeet splashing in water, and then he hit
the remnant of awave and sprawled, dropping Astrud. He gathered her up and struggled for deeper
water, waves now washing over his head. Thefire of thefull rocket thrust of theEstrela do Brasil was
gzzling the film of water on the beach as the waves reached smooth sand and died. He put his hand over
Astrud's face and closed off her mouth and nose and, taking adeep breath, pulled them both underwater.
When Astrud's lungs began to spasm, he surfaced into heat and hell, gasped for air, his nose closeto the
surface of the water, saw Astrud gasping, and then he closed off her nose and went back under. It



seemed to be an eternity, and he was becoming dizzy from oxygen deprivation, before, surfacing for
perhaps the tenth time, he found relatively clear air, tainted by only wisps of rocket smoke, and then he
had to breathe into Astrud's mouth, for her lungs no longer worked. He dragged her to the shalows and
lay atop her, weak, hislungs burning, and breathed hislifeinto her until—when he had begun to give up
hope—she began to breathe again.

Helay on his back, the cool wash of the dying waves on him, salt causing his blistered back to burn. She
opened her eyes. The skin of her cheeks and forehead was red with the heat of her burns. "Lythe?' she
whispered, not sure what she was seeing, knowing that she should be dead. "Now you are mine," he
sad. "For | have clamed your life from the fires of the flying house. Now | will carefor you."

THE GREAT MISTY RIVER
ELEVEN

The military defense android called the admira had abandoned his meda -bedecked uniform for the
smplework garb of an enlisted space-service man. He made agtriking figure. He was always nedt, his
fatigues dways flawlesdy pressed. Grace Monroe, his creator, never ceased to be amazed by his
maturing process. She had programmed the rank of admira into his synthetic brain as atongue-in-cheek
protest againgt the military mentality, and as she had watched the admiral grow up, she had often felt abit
guilty about it, for he had, early on, developed qudlities that were not consistent with the fact that the
nearest thing to aliving biological materid in his makeup were the amino acidsin histhousands of
individua memory chambers. From the beginning his functions as afighting machine had been mature, but
he had been like ababy in hisinterrelations with others. Grace thought it both sad and somewhat
cynicaly amusing that it had been an unhappy love affair that seemed to complete the admird's maturing
process. To seethe android in action, a stranger would not have been able to distinguish him from other
men, except for the fact that he was more sturdily formed and more handsome than most men. He had
followed with great interest the reports from the land expedition to the Greet Misty River and from the
relief force that had fortunately not had to attack. During the abbsence of most of the combat-qudified
men he and the towering, hulking defense robot, Mopro, patrolled the colony's perimeters. Since he
needed no deep, the admira had plenty of time to pursue his studies. He could merge with the ship's
computer, and there had been atime when Grace had been concerned that he would overload his
memory capacity. This proved to be afasefear; it seemed that the admira's unique brain was capabl e of
gtoring an infinite amount of information. When the expedition had returned to base, the admira had sat in
on dl the debriefing sessons, slent, quietly dignified, and then heretired to his private quarters—he had
chosen not to move eff the ship—and plugged himself into the ship's computer and spent twenty-four
hoursin thought and research. It was only then that he sought out his maker and hisbest friend. "Grace,"
he said, "do you believein magic?' Grace had learned never to treat aquestion from the admira lightly.
"There are certainly thingsin the universe that we can't explain, unless we do accept some element of the
upernatura.”

"| ask that question because | can find no physica explanation for the field over the Great Misty River."
Grace was till unsure about just how much capacity for origina thought the admiral had. She had spent a
lot of time thinking about that, and she had graphed, charted, and computerized many of the admird's
thought patterns. There were times when she believed that he was capable of original thought, but then
she would compare hiswork with known material from severa disciplines of science and seethat it was
probably just the admira's mechanicd logic at work, relating datato his storage banks to come up with
what, to some, might have seemed original conclusions. "' Dr. Bryson has been doing some interesting
work," the admiral said. He seemed perfectly comfortable mentioning the name of the woman whose
mentd ingtability had led to an embarrassing public display of hisunrequited love for her. "Have you
accesstoit?" Grace asked. "Y es. She had to use the capacity of the main computer. She has made an



interesting case for reducing Weyl'sfourth differentia-order field equations to equations of the second
order, but | find some weaknessin her including eectromagnetism in Eingtein's incorporation of
gravitationd fieldsinto the Structure of four-dimensiona space time, but—"

"Y ou're talking about something that's out of my field," Grace said, laughing. "Have pity on me." Another
element of the admird's maturity fell into place. He had always considered Grace to be the wisest and
best informed person he had ever encountered, and to find out that she was not conversant with effortsto
arive at aunified field theory that would bring atomic theory and e ectromagnetism under the rule of
geometry gave him anew understanding of hisown ahilities.

"Wel, in short,” theadmird said, "l think the valey people have the technologica ability to control
electrons and possibly the fundamenta charged particles that make up the eectron.”

"A good trick," Grace said. "l can see why you're thinking of supernatural powers.”

"I'd like to be able to have just thirty secondsinside their computer,” the admird said. "If they havea
computer.”

"Y ou doubt that they do?'

"They said that they'd been on Omegafor sixty centuries” hesaid. "Y et they liveinwhat isbasicaly a
feuda society. They must be the oneswho make hdium for the Whorsk airships. They have eectrical
power. But they have no ground or air vehicles, at least not that we've seen, and athough they liveinrich
and luxurious surroundings, they do not seem to have dl the hundreds of little machines and gadgets that
are such an integrd part of atechnological society.”

"You're saying thet if they had arrived at a unified field theory, that would explain their technology aswe
know it?" Grace asked.

He nodded. "Broadcast power. The weapon used to stop the engine of Clay's ship wasrelatively small,
asword or wand. | doubt that a power source could be built into so small an object. There were no
visblewires or transmission lines, so | assume that the power for the wegpons, the lights, and the cooling
is broadcast from a central source.”

"That would limit them,” Grace said. "And if it comesto hodtility, it would make our task easer. Destroy
the central power source, and they would be disarmed.”

"For the same reasons I've sated,” the admira said, "1 doubt that the source of their power is nuclesar.
I'd guess that they utilize solar power, which would account for their settlement of the Great Misty River
valley, where the sun dmost ways shines™
"I think you should- talk this over with Duncan Rodrick,” Grace said.

"Yes," heagreed. "I've been waiting for him to find some free time. He's been a man with avery heavy
load on his shoulders.

"Perhaps things will settle down now," Grace said.
"I have a'so been thinking about away to alow Mopro and me to participate in any future action aong

theriver," theadmira said. "l beieve that we can protect Mopro with ashielding of lead. He's powerful
enough to carry it, and we can scavenge enough lead from theSpirit of America to do the job.



"Good," Grace said. "Go ahead with that. Give me computer graphics on what would be needed, and
then welll be able to move swiftly if the captain thinks Mopro will be needed. What about you? It would
be a bit more difficult to shield you, since you'd be vulnerable to astrong field in just about every area of

your body."
"I haven't solved that problem yet," he said.

He went back to his quarters, and for more long hours he was motionless, only hisbrain at work. He
had become apart of the main computer. Once he was tantalieingly near abreakthrough, but when he
ran the equations, so complicated that it took a huge portion of the computer's capacity, it proved to be a
fdsetral.

He made an gppointment with Duncan Rodrick and spent an hour talking to the captain about his
theories and discussing possible tactics for defense in case the valey people proved to have an offensive
capacity, and for attack on the valey if it became necessary. It was during this time that Jackie called and
asked to see Rodrick. "Tell her I'll see her at dinner,” Rodrick told the officer on communications duty.
This meeting was too important to be disturbed.

With the safe return of the expedition, Rodrick had issued permission for the colony's work to continue.
Scouts returned to their main project, mapping al of Omega'sland and sea features and making detailed
searchesover dl land masses, with the exception of the western continent that was the home of the valley
people. Various routine missions of investigation went out from Hamilton City.

Amando Kwait and Dena M adden, having done the preliminary work on genetically engineered
insect-resstant produce, were given the go-ahead by the scientific committee to move their experiments
into controlled plots of Omegan soil. Dena’s contempt for al Third World peoples had been severely
tested by her work with Kwait. She found him to be afascinating man, aman who knew hisfield, a
consderate man, ahard taskmaster, but fair. And when he strode into the agricultura |ab, hisface
showing ahuge grin, and announced that they had been given the go-ahead, she legped up, threw her
arms around him, and gave him acongratul atory kiss.

Stoner McRae was moving adegp-mining rig and a crew to the site of the molybdenum deposit he had
checked out at the five thousand foot level. It had indeed contained rhenium, as Stoner had suspected.
Clay Girard, abit bruised and battered from his crash landing inApache One, wastiying to ease the
achesin hisbody by soaking up sun on the beach at Stanton Bay and being spoiled and tended by
Cindy. Jumper had had his swim, which consisted of aromp through the shalows and aquick dash into
the water after astick thrown by Cindy, and was now franticaly trying to dig up aburrowing, crablike
amphibian that nested in the beach sands.

Cindy was abit worried about the dragon Raby, because Dr. James Wilson, the animal-behavior expert,
had recelved permission from Rodrick to try to find amate for the friendly dragon, and Baby was going
to be airlifted to the South soon.

"l know it'sagood idea," Cindy said to Clay, "but shell be scared.”

"Shelll befineg," he assured her. "I wish they'd let me go with her. Sheld fed better about being hoisted
into the air with me there."

"Wdll," Clay said, "your dad said no, the captain said no, and | say no, so that'sthat.”



"Big ded," Cindy muttered. "Men." "If you're so worried about her, I'll go along,” Clay offered.

Cindy replied, her face beaming, " Oh, would you? Please do. Maybe you could open ahatch and talk to
her during the lift-off, so shelll know that everything'sdl right

"I'll do better than that,” Clay offered expansively. "I'll rideright on her back.”

"But you'retill hurt,” Cindy said. Clay laughed. "Make up your mind. Who are you the most worried
about, me or Baby?"

"You'reimpossble," Cindy replied, but she was smiling, leaning toward him as he lay on hisback, his
skin protected from Omegas harmful rays by a sunscreen lotion. Her lipstouched his, and he put his
arms around her and drew her to him. The ever-glowing fires of youth flared up, and he pushed her

avay.

"Y ou're ways doing that," she protested. "That's because | don't want your father to scalp me," he said.
"Let'sgofind Dr. Wilson." He climbed to hisfeet with agroan as his sore muscles complained.

Wilson had asked permission for avolunteer to go with hjm into the junglesin search of amae dragon
for Baby. Rodrick had said smply, "Wdll, just pick someone." Wilson had thought it over, but before he
had decided who he would ask, the captain's wife, Jackie, volunteered. "1 had in mind aman," Wilson
had said, rather surprised by her eagernessto go. "Or maybe the admiral, just in case Baby and | get into
trouble

"I have the same combat qualifications as the most experienced man in the colony,”" Jackie had replied.
"And | want to go."

Jackie hersdf had not fully analyzed her reasons for insisting on going to the jungles. She knew that she
was restless, that something kept nagging at her. In retrospect she would redize that she had falen victim
to human nature, reacting to her feelings of neglect and being taken for granted. After dl, shewasa
capable career officer of the United States Space Service and knew her job well. Y &, asthe wife of
Captain Duncan Rodrick, her own capabilities had become secondary to Duncan's responsibilitiesand
authority. Before they were married she had been treated as an officer. Now shefdlt like nothing more
than an extenson of her husband, and he did not even redize what was happening. So when she quickly
made up her mind to join the jungle expedition without notifying the commanding officer, her husband,
she was not being disobedient as an officer, shewasjust filing astrong protest asawife, as billions of
wives had done, in oneway or ancther, before her. Jackie had not spent as much time with the dragon as
had others, so Wilson thought it would be agood ideafor her to make friends with Baby. That was easy
enough, since Jackie was easy to love and Baby loved everyone. Jackie found it to be quite exhilarating
to ride Baby at her steady, ground-eating pace. "Well, heresthe plan,” Wilson said. "My studies of Baby
indicate that she'sreached her full growth. She'slike an eighteen-year-old girl now, nubile. Cindy
McRae, who spends more time with her than anyone, gives me regular reports, and it's my opinion, from
Baby's behavior, that the dragon is ready to mate. Now, theideal way to do thiswould beto find anest
and capture ayoung mae and wait for him to grow up, but it would be quicker for Baby to attract amale
dragon of her own age, lure him to a point where we could tranquilize him, and bring him back with us.
Well keep both options open. Baby's keen sense of smell will lead usto one or the other, anest or a
mde"

Cindy and Clay found Wilson and Jackie in the scout park, where Jacob West and Renato Cruz were
hel ping them rig adling that would cradle Baby comfortably. "Dr. Wilson," Cindy said, "weve been
talking, and we think Baby will make the trip better if Clay goeswith her to keep her calm.”



"That'sagood point,” Wilson said. "Well be glad to have you, Clay."
"I'll ride on Baby's back while she'sintheding,” Clay offered. "I'll be ableto talk to her.”
"lsn't that dangerous?' Wilson asked.

"I'll wear arocket pack. If | fal off, I'll just lower myself to the ground and someone can pick me up,”
Clay answered.

"What do you think?" Wilson asked Jacob.
"Good idea,' Jacob said. "'I'd hate for her to panic and hurt herself.”

Baby was nervous when Cindy led her into the ding and the scout ship's winch tightened it, but Clay,
dressed in space armor and with arocket pack, climbed onto Baby's back and talked soothingly to her
asthe ding was lifted until Baby's feet were off the ground. Since it was going to be along, dow trip, a
couple of stops had been planned dong the way to give Baby arest from being carried inthe ding. It
would be necessary to spend one night in the field, so Cindy got permission from her mother to go dong
if she promised not to go near ajungle.

Renato Cruz, inApache Two, and Jacob, in aborrowed ship, would fly the airlift. Asthey prepared to
leave, Jacob activated hisradio and said to Clay, "1 think I'll dump you off in that big |ake where the big
underwater animasare.”

"Why would you want to do athing like that?' Clay asked?

"WEel, you smashed upApache One, didn't you?'

"I brought her down in one piece," Clay retorted. "At least | didn't let her clobber in and be fragmented.”
"Y eah, well, maybe | won't dump you," Jacob growled.

Hewould missApache One. Although al the scout ships had come off the same production line, each
ship had itsindividua characterigtics, and it would take him along time to become one with another ship
the way he had been withApache One.

They had anice night, camped out in the southern woodlands where avariety of wild fruit grew and
where areas of trees were intergpersed with grasdands. Then, on the second day of travel, they watched
the land change as the beginnings of the vadt, tropica jungle thickened, leaving only occasiond clearings.
They would reach the mesh landing surface atop the canopy in the deepest area of jungle late in the day,
and after talking it over, it was decided that it would be best to camp another night. Then they would be
at the mesh landing surface early the next day with many hours of daylight available to rig away to lower
Baby to the jungle floor and make an attempt to find amale dragon.

It was hot and steamy at the campsitein asmall clearing that just barely gave the two shipsalanding
place. The men dternated standing guard, for they werein the land of the huge battering-ram creatures,
the dragons, and other giant reptiles with teeth. They had landed in the early evening, and from thetime
Baby had been released from the ding she was restless, pacing the clearing, poking off into the
surrounding trees so that she had to be called back constantly by Cindy, the one she obeyed best.



" think she knows she's near home," Clay commented as they prepared for bed. Baby continued to
pace restlesdy, causing consderable confusion in the small cearing.

"Baby, liedown," Cindy ordered, and with awhining sigh, the beautifully scaled anima thumped her two
tons of legs and body down near Cindy's bedroll.

Jacob, taking the first watch, wasvery dert. There were things out there that had not even been seen yet,
much less named or identified. He had heard Theresitals descriptions of animalsthat would have made a
sx-ton African eephant look smdll, one of them so fiercethat it could kill and devour one of the
battering-ram creatures— and the rams were armored, and about four times the size of arhino.

So here hewas, back in the jungle, while Theresitawas at home because Mandy Miller had wanted to
run some more tests on the baby. What in the name of his Apache ancestors was he doing back in the
jungle? He still remembered how Baby's mamahad sunk aset of impressive teeth in atender portion of
his anatomy as he was being pulled up on the winch from the jungle floor.

When Renato Cruz relieved him at midnight, he sighed and made hisway to the fire that he had kept
burning to discourage the jungle animas He was deepy, but the idea of closing nis eyeswhen thingslike
those seen by Theresitawere out there did not appeal to him. He leaned back againgt his bedroll and
listened to the sounds of the jungle. From a distance he heard aterrible scream of pain. Somejungle
cresture had just become amedl for something with teeth. He shuddered. The others were deegping
soundly, James Wilson making asmall whistling sound. Jacob kept hislaser ready and had his hand on
the butt of his pistol, aweagpon that shot explosive rounds and made alot of hoise. Sometimes noise was
just as effective againgt wild animals as something deadly. After awhile his hand went lax and fell from
the weapon, and he dept.

Renato paced around the edge of the clearing, alaser rifle at the ready, safety off. The fire was beginning
to die down, so he walked to it and threw on some deadwood. Baby lifted her long neck, and the
firdight reflected from her eyes. "Easy, girl." hewhispered. "Itll be morning soon."

Hewas a the farthest distance from the campfire when he heard Baby snort and then begin to make an
odd but rather sweet sound in her throat. He saw someone move then redlized that it was Jackie
Rodrick. Renato did not know exactly what was going on between the captain and hiswife, but he knew
that something had happened, because he had answered the call when the ships were about six hours
away from Hamilton, moving dowly because of the burden dung under Jacob's ship. The captain's voice
had been formd, crisp. "Please put my wife on the communicator, Commander Cruz," Rodrick had said.
Usudly the captain would have been informal. Jackie, riding in Cruz's ship, had reached for the mike.
"Thisis Lieutenant Rodrick," she had said, her voice as fiff and formal asthe captain's.

"| ve been looking for aroster for the two-ship expedition to the jungle.” Rodrick had requested. "I have
not found it."

"I'm sorry, Captain,” Jackie had said. "'l filled in aroster, but | guess| forgot tofileit.”

"Please givemealist of the personnd,’ Rodrick had requested. "List asfollows, ' Jackie had said, and
then she had listed the names of everyone aboard the shipswithout giving her own name. "And?" Rodrick
had asked. "And Lieutenant Jackie Rodrick," she had answered. "Thank you, that will beall," Rodrick
had responded coldly. "What was that all about?' Renato had asked after the contact had been broken.
"Oh, | just goofed,” Jackie had replied, smiling. "1 didn't enter the personnd list in the computer.” It was
not like Jackie to forget regulations. She was as much astickler for the rules as her husband. Renato
began to wonder why, and he came to the conclusion that Jackie had not wanted the captain to know in



advance the name of at least one of the members of the jungle expedition. And after thinking it over, he
concluded that that name could only be hers. But it was not up to him to concern himsalf about the
persona affairs of the captain and hiswife. He wasjust doing ajob. He had ading on his ship, too, in
case they found amae dragon. He would fly theApache Two to the mesh landing surface, would do his
part, would fly the captured dragon home. He decided that he would not want to be in the captain's
position, being married to a beautiful woman who happened to be a strong-willed and very capable
pace-sarvice officer.

When Baby dtarted to make those musical, pleasant soundsin her throat, and Jackie, wakened by the
noise and by Baby's tirrings, sat up, Renato started walking back from the far end of thelittle clearing.
Jackie moved to Baby's side. Lying down, with her eight-foot legs folded under her, Baby's back was as
high as Jackies waist. She patted Baby on the back and whispered soothingly. From the jungle there
cameacadl that Renato had never heard before, amusica trumpeting that rang through the air brazenly
and caused a commotion among some night birdsin the treetops. Baby lunged, bringing her feet under
her, her "long, dim body knocking Jackie's feet out from under her so that she fell on her somach across
Baby'sback. She started to yell as Baby'slong neck whipped around, her teeth gleaming in thedim
firdight, for she thought that Baby was going to bite her. Instead, the dragon closed her mouth on
Jackie'sright leg and, without causing pain, threw Jacki€'sleg over her back. Then shelunged to her feet,
Jackie clinging to the finlike projections, and, before Jackie could throw hersdf off, was running at full
gdlop for thetrees. Renato yelled at Baby to stop. He could hear Jackie telling her to "Whoa, Baby,"
and then she was gone, melting into the surrounding darkness. He ran to the spot where she had entered
the trees. He could see the marks of her passage, the underbrush thrust aside, and he could hear her
moving, aready from adistance. He turned and yelled to Jacob. Jacob came awake with both hand
weapons ready and, after taking amoment to orient himsalf, ran to where Renato was gazing off into the
darkness. "What the hell happened?’ Jacob demanded. "Baby just took off," Renato answered. «"Well,
there's nothing we can do about it," Jacob said. He wasn't about to go into that jungle at night. " Jackie's
on her back," Renato added. "Oh, damn,” Jacob moaned. "We going after her?' Renato asked. "That
dragon is moving at about thirty milesan hour,” Jacob said. "Wed better report.”

"Yeah, | guesswed better," Jacob said, blowing out adeep sigh. "Itll belight in about five hours, and
we can conduct a search from the air with the life detectors." Jacob himsalf got Rodrick on the radio and
made the report. "I don't quite understand why she rode Baby into thejungle,” Rodrick said. "We don't
know either," Jacob replied. "I'm sorry, Captain.” He felt inadequate and was asking himself what he
could have doneto prevent it. He could not redly blame himsdf, but he was, after dl, the senior man on
the small expedition. And he knew how Rodrick must have been fedling, because he knew how hewould
fed if heweretold, from agreat distance, that hiswife had ridden off doneinto that jungle on the back of
ananimd.

On that morning Duncan Rodrick had other concerns. During the night the duty officer aboard theSpirit
of America had wakened him, as per orders, to say that the ship's long-range detection instruments had
spotted asmdll fleet of Whorsk airships off the coast toward the west. For the rest of the night the fleet
had been using the winds to tack toward the coast just north of Hamilton. At dawn Rodrick lifted off ina
scout to investigate. The rest of the scouts were standing by. The admira and Mopro were on dert to
guard Hamilton City. Mopro's weapons could down any airship before it could get into position to drop
the crude explosive devices used by the Whorsk. Jack Purdy was on Rodrick's left wing as they shot
northward. The Whorsk fleet had come to a halt just offshore, and only one ship was proceeding over
the land. They had no difficulty locating the airship; it was heading southeastward toward the city, but till
acouple of hundred miles away when Rodrick first saw it, low, ungainly looking, "All right, Jack," he
said, "let's go down and take alook."

Rodrick's ship led the way. He dowed to amost hovering speed and eased up adongside the ship. There



were half adozen of the insectlike Whorsk in the crude gondola. Rodrick turned on hishailer and played
atape made by Grace. Her voice, speaking in the Whorsk language, warned the ship to turn away from
the city. The Whorsk in the gondola showed no signs of understanding, and the airship continued toward
Hamilton. Rodrick played the tape again. Still the ship went on. He eased closer and opened the ports
covering the ship's wegpons and fired alaser beam across the ship's bows. The Whorsk were visibly
agitated, but they calmed when atall, bronzed, handsome man stood, thus alowing himsdlf to be seen by
Rodrick. One of the valley men was with the Whorsk. Rodrick was about to speak in English, using the
outside hailer, when hisradio cameto life, and an arrogant, clipped voice said, "Y ou continue to take our
metalsfrom the miners. Wewill give you just thisone last warning.”

Rodrick saw the man'sarm lift, and he juiced power into the scout's engine, because the man was
extending arodlike wegpon toward him. The hydrogen engine hissed, and he was thrust back into his
couch by the g-forces of acceleration, but then there was an eerie sllence as the engine cut off and the
ship stopped accdlerating. Asthe ship started to tumble, he stabbed for the stabilization jets. To hisrdlief,
they were operationd. He tried to start the hydrogen engine. No luck. He had not been flying high, and
things were happening fast. He punched controls and the hydraulics extended the wings so that he had
some gliding room, enough to take the ship out of the foothills of the Renfro Mountainsto land smoothly
on agrassy plain. Hewent in gliding; then, asthe ship stalled, he inverted her and fired the rocketsto
make arocket landing and burn a patch of grassin acircle around the ship. He opened his canopy, heard
the roar of rockets firi#g, and saw Jack land theDinahmite not a hundred yards away. He grabbed the
mike. Max Rosen was on the bridge of theSpirit of America.

"Max, prepare for attack. They're using the field weapons, with avalley man aboard the airships. Use
long distance homing rockets and knock them out of the air before they get close.”

But the attack did not come. The single airship that had penetrated the land mass turned and regjoined the
others offshore, and then the entire fleet disappeared to the west. The hydrogen engines of the two
downed scouts started without problem, and Rodrick was soon on the bridge of theSpirit of America
with Max, Paul Warden, and the admiral.

There had aready been some discussion. "If they're using broadcast power," Max said to the admird,
"they can curveit around the contours of the planet.”

"The captain said the wegpon was rather large and tubular,” the admiral commented. "1 think it more
likely contains a source to store power."

"Whatever," Max said. "They can reach usright herein Eden, and | don't like that."

"But they have to come on the Whorsk airships,” Rodrick remarked. "We can spot them far enough
away to prevent arepetition of thismorning's events.”

"Have you consdered stopping the gathering of metals?' Warden asked.
"The collection of rheniumisnot negotiable” Rodrick said firmly.

"Then | guesswed better start getting ready for another vist,” Max remarked.
"Admird," Rodrick said, "how's your work coming?'

The admird shrugged. "It's very interesting, but | have nothing to report. | request permission to examine
Dr. Bryson's persond notesin her quarters.”



"Granted," Rodrick said. "And that brings up another subject, gentlemen. Paul wastold that Sage
Bryson would be returned to us. If they had intended to do so, the trip they've just made would have
been an excdlent timefor it. Asyou know, Dr. Miller suspected from the looks of Sage's eyesthat she
was under the influence of drugs, perhaps the same drugs used on Theresita. | for one don't like having a
member of our colony being held by those people, but I'm not sure now isthe timeto try to do anything
about it. Does anyone have asuggestion?' Paul Warden fdt apain in his ssomach. He was no longer in
love with Sage, but to think that she, who had been the victim of childhood abuse, should be in the hands
of people who used drugs to induce sexua compliance was enough to make him very angry. He kept
remembering hisidea of sending ahydrogen warhead dropping down directly on the beautiful city, but he
knew that was impractical for savera reasons—not the least of which was the fact that Sage would die,
too, if it were done.

"Dune," Max Rosen said, "1 think the only thing we can doiswait." Max had seemed to mellow &fter his
marriage to Grace and after having been named second in command. "Weve got -the whole scientific
community working on the problem of those weapons, but we're trying to rush through work that several
generations of scientists on Earth could not accomplish. Much as1'd liketo go in now after Sage, | think
we d better wait until we know abit more about what were up against. Meanwhile, | suggest we just get
readyforan y attack and, as you say, knock down any Whorsk airships while they're still a couple of
hundred milesfrom us. If we knew the range of those damned weapons they have, we could be alittle
more relaxed and maybe not go off haf-cocked and kill Whorsk that intend us no harm, but we can't
take a chance. I'd hate to think what that weapon might do to the ship's computer or to the nuclear

generating plant.”

TWELVE

Four scout ships circled low over the northern portions of Columbia's equatorial jungle. One of them
was flown by Duncan Rodrick, with Clay riding shotgun position and operating the life-detection
instruments. The primary purpose of the search mission was to locate Rodrick's missing wife, but
vauable information was aso being gathered. Although the dengity of the jungleswas relaive and the
northern portions were as wild as anything along the Amazon, it soon became apparent that conditions
for large animal life were more favorable with increasing distance from the equator, where the steaming
heat and incessant rains produced growth so verdant that apparently only the battering-ram creatures
could move about with any ease. In the area of fifteen degrees north latitude, trees grew to atowering
height, and the canopy of the jungle was solid, but there seemed to be less dense undergrowth. There
were also more relatively dry aress. At the equator hundreds of thousands of acres were jungle wetlands,
with the bases of the trees dways bathed in torpid water. With each new life-sgn signd, Clay was
feeding information into the ship's computer from the terminal aboard the scout, and when al readings
from the scouts were corrdated, a pattern became evident: There were three large and distinguishable life
sggnasfor land animasand ahorde of smaller sgnds. Theintensity of the Sgnalstold scientiststhe
gpproximate size and weight of the animal, and only one was not tentatively identified. The battering-ram
creature and the enormous predator that Theresita had seen in battle with aram were distinguishable, and
the third large anima seemed to be of asize with the ram's predator. The puzzling thing wasthat there
were, asyet, no life signals recorded to correspond with Baby's size and bulk. She would have registered
about half the weight of asmaller battering ram, and her long neck and tail would have eongated the
sgndl. It seemed asif she had disappeared from the face of Omega, and that her kind was very rare. It
was Cindy McRag, flying with Jacob West, who first observed that, as one of the large life forms moved
in the jungle below, there were times when the signal smply ceased. She had been tracking one of the
great beasts while Jacob circled dowly, wings extended for aid in gliding. "Hey," Cindy said, "something
just went wrong with the instruments. " Jacob looked at the life-signindicator and, in that age-old
tradition of the operator of amachine, leaned over and tapped on the glass over-the instrument



repeetedly with hisforefinger. "Well have to go back to base and haveit fixed," he said, reaching for the
radio switch. "No, wait," Cindy said. "I've got the sgnal back."

"Next timel'll kick it and it'll start working sooner," Jacob said. Below them, the giant reptile Cindy had
been tracking turned one-hundred-eighty degrees and began to backtrack. Again the signa disappeared
and began again in lessthan aminute. "Jacob,” Cindy said, "look at that band of dightly darlftr green
directly under us." Jacob turned the scout so he could see better. There was aband of darker greenin
the canopy. It meandered like awinding river, its color definitely darker than the surrounding jungle. "I've
lost thesignal again,” Cindy told him. "Every time the animal goesinto that dark-green areg, | losethe
signa." Jacob passed that information aong to the other scouts, and it was soon established that the
winding aress of darker green laced the entire area, and when alarge animal went under that dark green,
the signals stopped.

Duncan Rodrick discussed the phenomenon with Max Rosen, who was on the bridge of theSpirit of
America, and Max discussed it with Grace, who considered the natural blocking of the ultrashort
frequencies of the life detector very interesting. Grace requested samples of the dark-green foliage. Jacob
went down, hovered, and let the scout's hull sink a bit into the thick canopy, and Cindy opened ahatch
and plucked samples of the large, shiny, dark-green leaves.

It was time for Jacob to return to base, but he de-toured dightly to the south, to the area where the
landing mesh was till perched atop the canopy. "Yep," he said, "we put the landing grid down on an area
of that dark green. Right over there was where we found the nest where we got Baby." He got on the
radio and said there was a possibility, since the dark-green area near the landing grid supported the
varieties of nuts and fruits most favored by omnivorous Baby, that the dragonslived mainly in those
darker areas and were thus screened from detection by the natural shielding of the leaves. None of this
made Duncan Rodrick fed any better. He was still puzzled by Jacki€'s actions and had no ideawhy she
had attached hersdlf to the expedition to the jungle without even informing him. And why had she chosen
to ride Baby off into the jungle? Jackie's wild ride had begun so quickly, she had been too surprised and
shocked to legp off Baby's back. When Baby turned and tucked Jacki€'s leg over her back, al Jackie
could do was hang on. In seconds Baby's long legs had taken her deep into the stygian darkness of the
night jungle. Asthe undergrowth thickened, Baby once again twisted her long, flexible neck back and
gently pushed Jackie down until shewas lying with her face and torso pressed against Baby's back,
holding on for dear life to one of Baby's dorsal fins. The fins on Baby's neck fended off lashing branches
as the dragon began to move swiftly. Jackie had very quickly passed a point of no return. She was not
about to jump off Baby's back into that blackness. She was already disoriented. In the total darkness she
had no sense of direction and would have been hopelessy lost a hundred yards from the clearing. Now
and then Baby paused and gave aparticularly musical cdl, acdl Jackie had not heard from her before.
Once there came that answering bugle of sound, sweet and yet brazen, and Baby crooned in her throat
and pressed on swiftly.

After two days of steady movement with just brief stops so Jackie could relieve hersdlf, drink froma
stream, or just stretch her legs, Jackie knew that they were a great distance from the clearing. "'l hope
you know what you're doing," shetold Baby, "because | suredon't.’

Baby knew exactly what she was doing. Only her finely developed sense of smell could have followed
the delicately scented trail through the darkness. She had been taken from the jungle while quite young,
but her ingtinctsled her, taught her quickly how to find the best way through the dense, tangled
undergrowth, and warned her once that there was something dangerous nearby, so that she left the trall
and circled far out before coming back onto her path to pick up the scent.

Again there came that bugling cal, and she answered with amusical warble. The cal was repeated, and



Jackie could tell that its source was now very close. Through the light that filtered down through the
dense canopy, she could see the huge boles of trees, a shimmering of golden fruit 041 alow-growing

tree, and now Baby's neck and head. And as Baby sowed and-pushed her way into a clearing where the
underbrush had been uprooted and piled in a dense mass around a circle, she saw the object of the
dragon's search.

"Wdll, well," she said approvingly. "Baby, he's ahandsome one. In thisland there be dragons.

Baby hated, and the ruff around her neck inflated to show brilliant yellow, blocking Jacki€'s view of the
other dragon. The bugle call of the male came, softer now. Baby turned, twisted her neck in what actually
seemed to be coy flirtation.

Then the male dragon saw, or smelled, Jackie. His neck extended to its grestest height, and he roared in
menace. He took afew prancing steps toward Baby and lowered hishead in a position that could only
be athreat. Baby's ruff deflated, her neck went down, her fins stood up to their greatest height, and there
came from her long throat a howling growl even more menacing than that being made by the other
dragon.

"Hey, kiddies, |et's not fight," Jackie said, truly frightened.

The sound of her voice hdted the maein histracks. He raised his head, hisbright eyes curious, and his
neck twisted asif questioning. Baby's growl subsided, and she moved sideways toward the dead brush,
which acted as abarrier around the clearing. Jacki€'s leg was pressed against that barrier.

"Easy, Baby," shesad dowly.

Baby twisted her long neck and pushed her warm, moist muzzle againgt Jacki€'s side, making whining
noises. "Want meto get off? Isthat it?" Jackie asked.

She climbed up the barrier, found a solid limb, and hoisted hersdlf into atree laden with the golden ripe
fruit that was Baby's favorite. It was full light now, and Jackie could see the beauty of the scales on both
dragons.

The malewas about afoot taler in the back than Baby. His scales were darker, more brilliant. He was
indeed a handsome one. But he seemed uneasy. Baby was back in her coy pose, ruff extended in yellow
glory, but the mae was watching Jackie.

"Don't mind me, kids," she said. The mae lifted hislong neck and growled at her, and Baby moved
swiftly to put the bulk of her body between the male and the tree in which Jackie was perched. The mae
backed off al the way to the other side of the clearing and turned his back. Baby, crooning musicaly,
extended her ruff gtill further and began to prance. She worked her way to the center of the clearing and
hopped on stiff legs, bouncing into the air to the accompaniment of short, soft cries. Then she beganto
turn, dancing now, lifting oneleg a atime. It was, Jackie thought, very graceful.

"He's playing hard to get, Baby," she whispered.

Baby, asif reacting to that, stopped prancing and walked, head high, to the barrier directly under Jackie.
The male twisted hislong neck and watched as Baby lowered her ruff and turned her back. Then hisruff
went up, abrilliant red, and he bugled. Baby was silent. The male moved, stiff-legged,-to the center of
the clearing, where Baby's prancing had further packed the detritus, and hopped. He hopped on four stiff
legs, and when hisfeet |landed dl at once, the sound was like the best of agiant drum.



When it became apparent that Baby's courtship was going to be along and drawn-out ritud, Jackie
plucked a soft, ripe fruit and began to eat. The two dragons were at opposite sides of the clearing,
inactive. Baby looked up and gave her begging call. Jackie plucked afruit and tossed it down, and Baby
caught it, chewed, with juice dripping, and called again. She caught in her mouth the second fruit and then
turned, pranced toward the male, extended her neck to within inches of his head, and made a soft,
purring sound. The maetook the fruit from her mouth and ate.

"I'll be damned,” Jackie said. "Y ou're going to have to support this lazy beggar?

It became breakfast time, then, with Baby coming back for more fruit and giving every other oneto the
male. The mae had edged closer to the barrier under Jackie, who plucked afruit and held it, dthough
Baby's neck vms thrust up and she was begging.

"No, Baby, he'sgoing to have to take this one from me," she said. "Come here, my friend." She exposed
the fruit to the male with tossng motions, saw his eyesfollowing the movement of the fruit, then tossed it.
He caught it in midair and chewed, his brilliant eyes on Jackie. She tossed another, which he caught and
gaveto Baby,

"All right," Jackie said. "Now that's morelike it. No mae chauvinism in the dragon world, buddy."

It took about two dozen fruit each to satisfy the hunger of the two young lovers. Then it was back to the
courtship. It was hours before they were dancing together, side by sidein the center of the clearing,
hopping up and down like animated pogo sticks.

Jackie said, "Baby, let's get on with it SO we can get out of here."

But Baby seemed to bein no hurry. The character of the courtship had changed. Now the male was
showing his crimson ruff constantly, and Baby had become aoof. "Baby, thisis no timeto be coy,"
Jackie complained, for her perch in the tree was becoming decidedly uncomfortable, and the day was

passing.

By late afternoon the two dragons were side by side, calmer, their long necks twining and caressing.
Jackie had been wishing for camerasto record the graceful, beautiful, sometimes comica mating dance of
the dragons, but most of al she wished that Baby would finish thejob, send her boyfriend packing, and
return to the camp. She had heard scout ships passing overhead several times during the day, and she
knew that the others must be concerned about her—not to mention Duncan. Nevertheless, she thought
with grim satisfaction that it served him right if he wasworried.

She knew that night was going to come swiftly to the jungle. Twilight would be brief. She dreaded to
think that she would have to spend the night on the tree limb, but then she remembered how Theresita
had woven a platform from branches to make abed. She began to break off limbs after finding a broad,
flat \V of limbs branching out horizontaly from the main truck. After dowly building aplatform of
branches and cushioning it with leaves, she was more comfortable. Below her the two young lovers were
oblivious of her, logt in their own fulfillment of nature's second most powerful ingtinct.

Jackie gathered more fruit. She was thirsty, so she found overripe fruit, squeezed the pulp into ahard
rind, drank the juice, and threw away the pulp. That helped but did not totally satisfy her thirst. Darkness
camein one rush, and the day noises of the jungle were replaced by the sounds of nocturna
creatures—the rustle of leaves above her as some animal prowled the tree tops, a heavy crashing sound
from the distance, the odd cries of anight flyer. In the clearing below, al was quiet, and she could not



even make out the shape of Baby and her friend.

Jackie dept. She awoke to arhythmic, musicd, rather plaintive whining and recognized the timbre of
Baby'svoice. More silence. Then, well past midnight, she heard dmost human sighs, smal, musica
sounds, and movement, regular, rhythmic. Then silence. But she was awakened again, early inthe
morning, by Baby'smusica hummings. At dawn she saw that both dragons were lying down, side by
sde

"l hopeto hel you enjoyed it, she said, for shewas iff of limb, again in need of relieving hersdf, thirsty,
swest}', and quite disgusted with how long the courtship and. mating rituals had lasted.

Baby rose, stretched, nuzzled her mate into wake-fulness, and caled to him until he too arose. She came
to stand under Jackie and begged. "All right," Jackie said. "All right, lazy. Seemsto me you could pick
your own fruit." But shefed them adozen fruit each, touched by their way of sharing with each other.

When she had had her fill, Baby came to stand with her sde up against the brush barrier and called
impatiently up to Jackie.

"Oh, so you're ready to go now, you shameless, hussy,' Jackie said. "Y ou've had your romp, and now
you want to go home."

She climbed down, and while Baby stood very till, Jackie climbed onto her back. Then Baby turned,
snorted to the male, who had been watching suspicioudy, and went out through the amost concedled
opening in the barrier. The male came behind, but once into the jungle, he took the lead and turned
toward the eadt, or at least it seemed to be the east to Jackie, judging by the light of the sun, which was
mostly concealed from her by the jungl€'s canopy. They had traveled dmost the whole day before Baby
complained and nipped the mae on thetail, pushed into the lead, and turned north. This contest of will
went on for some time before Baby's impatience convinced the maeto follow her lead. "Baby, I'm not
aure," Jackie said, "but | think the camp just might be to the north of us, you know?' Baby continued
toward the north, moving steadily, now and then letting the male come alongside for abit of
neck-rubbing. The male no longer paid any attention to Jackie.

Thefollowing day Baby led the way across an open area where the undergrowth was unshadowed by
trees. This cheered Jackie, for if Baby continued toward the north, they would reach an area of
diminishing treeswith wide areas of atough, tall grass, and they would be clearly-visblefrom the air.
Unfortunately, she once heard a sonic boom from the south, which told her that the search was being
conducted there, milesfrom her position. When it was late, Baby seemed to belooking for something in
particular. She ultimately found afruit tree with broad, spreading limbs and stopped beside it. She stayed
there, looking back at Jackie, until Jackie climbed into the tree. "' So we're gonna spend the night here?”
Jackie asked.

There was enough fruit on the lower limbs for the two dragonsto pick themselves, but Jackie played
with them anyhow, tossing fruit down to them each in turn. They seemed to enjoy the game, and the mae
redly got into the spirit of it, begging just as Baby begged. "1 think we're going to be friends, you
handsome devil," Jackie said, tossing afruit. "So you're going to need aname, aren't you?' She mused
about it. "Let's see, you're fancier than a peacock, and twice as beautiful. If youwereadgirl, I'd just call
you Beauty. How about Adonis? Nope. Too pretentious. Let's see. Y ou're Baby'slover. Baby
and—Baby and her love, her beau. Beau. Hey, Beau. " She threw him afruit and then would not throw
him another until, by calling his name, she could make him look up at her.

The sounds of mating came again that night from below the deeping platform Jackie had constructed,



and thetravel toward the north began next morning, after another contest of wills between Baby and
Beau. Finally, Baby set out by hersdlf, not looking back.

"Areyou just going to leave him? Was thisjust aone-night stand for you?' Jackie asked. "Or a
three-night stand, as the case might be?"

The malewaslos to view in the jungle, but soon Jackie heard amighty crashing behind them and turned
in alarm to see Beau coming at top speed, using his eight-foot legsto leap some underbrush, using his
weight to crush others. "Kid," she said to Baby, 'i think you've got him hooked."

She got abit nervous when they came upon abroad river with waters stained dark by vegetation, but
she soon discovered that Baby was a fine swimmer. The two dragons plunged in and moved through the
water dmost asfast asthey could move at atrot. Nothing with teeth bothered them. Baby set the pace,
moving ever northward.

After two days of flying search patterns over the jungle near the clearing from which Baby and Jackie
had disappeared, Rodrick was serioudy worried. One new type of life signal had been added to the
colony's knowledge, and it was a provoking one. Renato Cruz had picked it up to the south. From the
strength and shape of the sgnd, the creature weighed over four tons, was a hundred feet long, and
tubular.

"Theking of dl snekes,” Mandy Miller said back in Hamilton when she analyzed the recorded signdl. "I
would estimate that it has abody with about a four-foot diameter and could swallow a human without
any srain." Shegot in toucfl with Renato by radio and asked him to monitor the signd to try to learn
more. Renato, not fond of snakes, went down low, picked up the signd, and told Mandy that the
creature moved through the jungle with undulations at a speed of about ten miles per hour.

"l just hope that Jackie and Baby don't run into anything like that,” Renato said.

Asthe sun sank low on thethird full day of the search, Duncan Rodrick sent out an al-unitssigndl,
waited for everyone to gather on the channel, and said, "When the light fails, we will abandon the search.”

"Oh, no," Cindy moaned. She was flying with Jacob again. By acting as observer and instrument
technician, she was freeing amore highly trained man or woman for other work. "We can't just quit and
leave Baby and Jackie alone down there." She had visions of one of those huge snakes that Renato had
located.

"Wdll, he'sthe boss," Jacob said. "I'm sure welll keep sending ships down on aregular basis. Lieutenant
Rodrick is smart enough tofind a place where she can be seen.” If she's alive, hewasthinking, for he
knew what sort of monsters prowled that jungle, not even counting the big snake of Renato's.

"Maybe shell light asgnd fire," Cindy said.

"1f sheld been wearing her laser, she could,’ Jacob said. ‘But she had on only her uniform pants and
shin— what shewasdegping in. And in that jungle therés no possibility of finding flint or of making fire
by thefriction method. No, shell haveto find abig clearing and do something like spell out adistress
code in dead branches, something that will stand out againgt the green. Those monkeylike thingsthat live
in the treetops give off alife signal so nearly like that of a person Jackie's size that we'd have to be right
on top of her to pick her out by thesignd.”

"Shelsdive" Cindy said fervently. "I know sheis. She's had service survivd training, hasn't she?"



"Sure. Everyone who graduates from the Space Service Academy spends sometimein thejungle, or
they did before the South and Central American countries got too hostile. Before we | ft the Earth, the
only placejungletraining was available was in the kudzu thickets in the degp South or in Florida, and that
wouldn't be the same aswhere | trained, in Panama. I'd guess Jackie got in on the real stuff. She can take
careof hersdf. After al, Theresitasurvived for monthsin thejungle.”

"WEell haveto check the clearing where we camped every day for awhile,” Cindy said. "Will you doiit,
Jacob?I'll ride with you."

"Surething. I'll put in arequest when we get back to base.”

He spoke to Rodrick in the scout park that evening, when al the scouts had returned. Rodrick
expressed his appreciation for Jacob's concern. "We can't tie up a ship that's needed € sewhere, Jacob,”
he said, "but any time oneisavailable, I'd gppreciateit if you'd do just that.”

If thethreat of the-valey peoplefrom the Great Misty River had not been hanging over the colony, the
lovely, long, pleasant hot summer days would have been atotd joy. Theinland ail fidlds were producing
well. A plastic pipeline had been completed. Plagtics, based on petroleum, were the colony's lifeblood.
The plastic-fabricating machines, brought out from Earth, were infinitely adaptable. The pipdineitsdf was
fabricated by one of the great machines. Oil was pumped into the machine on one end, and out of the
other came the still-hot pipe, seamless, and endless aslong as the supply of oil held ouit.

The streets of Hamilton had been paved in a specid tough plastic. Here and there colonists were adding
on rooms or amenities such as sun decks and swimming poolsto their homes, for anyone had the right to
use afabricator that was not operating on a priority project.

Allen Jones and his marine biologists were finding ever new and sometimes ddlicioudy edible forms of
sealife. Amando Kwait's crops were lush and plentiful, and the experimental plants he was helping Dena
Madden to develop were beginning to form fruit. All indications were that the engineering of sepraskin,
that outside layer to prote* the fruits and vegetables from insects, was a success.

Stoner McRae was camping in the field, where the mining machine was sinking a shaft toward the
five-thousand-foot leve, and the deposit of molybdenum ore held promise as a source for rhenium.

Grace Monroe had been asked to work with the dark-green foliage from the jungle that had the capacity
to block out energy of certain wavelengths. She wasfinding it to be an interesting project, but Max was
irritated because she was burning the midnight oil in her lab when he wanted her home at hisside. But his
irritation showed only in his pained look, and not at al when he was near Grace. It wasimpossible for
him to be short or irritable with her—he had known the extent of her dedication to her work when he had
proposed to her, and any expectation or hope on his part that she might change just because they had
married would be unredigtic.

"It takes only athin layer to block the wavelength used by the life detectors,” shetold Max when he
cameinto the lab at the end of the workday to see if she was ready to go home. "I have something I'd
likeyoutotake alook at.”

He bent to peer into an e ectron microscope and saw avery regular pattern of molecules.

"They are digned so0 perfectly,” Grace marveled. "And in nature!™



Max's imagination was kindled. He grunted and played with the controls of the powerful microscope.
"What are you doing?' Grace asked.

"Jugt thinking."

"Youll get it out of focus."

"y

"So nothing. | can get it back infocus," Grace admitted.

"Y ou put this on the atom scanner yet?'

"No. I've got that scheduled. I'm just trying to determine some of the basic propertiesfirgt.”

"Oughta put it on the scanner,” Max suggested. He had ahunch, but he did not want to voiceit.

"Y our wish ismy command,” Grace said, going to work to put aminute lesf section in place. While she

worked, Max called the technician on duty at the fusion-fueled generating plant and warned him to be
prepared for aheavy drain of power to Grace's lab. The scanner was a power-hungry piece of

equipment.

"Y ou test this stuff for magnetic properties?' Max asked, as Grace readied the machine.

"I expect you'd find theusud," Grace sad.

"That's not like you, to make an assumption,” Max teased, adight hint of scolding in hisvoice.

Grace paused, looked a him. "No, it isnt, isit? On Earth, we'd expect to see the usud, the influence of
the magnetic poles. But we're not on Earth, are we?"

"Not lately,” Max replied.

"You run that while | clean the lens on the scanner,” Grace said.

Max had not done such picky, lab-type experimenta work since he had been in school, and for awhile
hewasdl thumbs. Finaly, however, he had the leaf section positioned in amachine that would measure
the alignment of dectrons. He grunted.

"Something?' Grace asked. She was just about ready to turn on the atom scanner.

"Takealook," Max said.

"What'sthat?' Grace asked, as she examined the projection of the magnetic imager. "Isthe machine
mafunctioning?'

"Nope," Max sad.

"But it'sshowing afidd, andit's certainly not amagnetic field."



"Got that scanner ready?' Max asked.

The images on the screen of the scanner degpened the mystery. They expected to see the normal
controlled chaos of particle movement. Instead, what they saw was aregularity of direction that was
againg dl the known laws of atomic theory. The spin of eectronsin the hydrogen atomswas uniformly in
the direction of thelong axis of the leaf from which the leaf segment had been taken.

"Y ou want to explain that?' Max asked, hisface showing that he was deep in thought.

"Not yet," Grace said, "because without further investigation 1'd have to say that nothing like that can
happen short of intervention by a supernatural power."

It bad been four days since the all-out search for Jackie and Baby had been canceled, and for four
consecutive days Cindy and Jacob had circled over the clearing where Jackie and Baby had
disappeared, and then had flown dowly homeward. On the third day, in the same areawhere Renato
Cruz had picked up the huge snake's signals, Cindy saw them. "Eeoo. Yuck," she said, shuddering.

"Say that again for me," Jacob said. Hecircled, and thissgna seemed to be from adightly smaller
gpecimen, no more than seventy-five feet long.

"Somehow," Jacob said, "I don't think that man will ever want to build permanent settlements down
here"

"Thismember of the racewon'," Cindy said, crinkling her nose at the thought of Baby, or Jackie, facing
such amongter.

Onthe fourth day, after flying over the clearing with the usud results—nothing—Jacob took adightly
different route homein order to cover gtill another strip of the jungle to the north of the clearing.

"That's supersnake again,” Cindy said, asthey neared the northern fringe of solid jungle and were
beginning to see the grassy clearings among the solidity of green. "No, it's not the same one. Thisoneis
bigger." Thisone, shefound when sheran the signd through the computer, was as big as Renato's. And it
was moving at high speed, arrow-straight, toward alarge clearing to the north of their position.

Although she was very much interested in the various forms of wildlife in the jungle and was congtantly
seeing new bird or anima forms, Jackie had had enough. She swesated even at night, and her uniform was
aways damp. She was devel oping an uncomfortable rash on her body where flesh rubbed against flesh.
Even though the northward journey had started from apoint relatively near the northern abatement of the
jungle, Omega’s distances were four times the relative distances on Earth, and even when Baby could
approach her steady, smooth, only dightly rocking pace of about thirty miles per hour, it still took daysto
reach that areawhere, in spots, the jungle began to thin and an entire day would pass without rain.

The two dragons enjoyed being able to move fredy in the open, their long legslifting them well above
the high grass. Beau would dash ahead, turn, rush full tilt at Baby, and then turn aside at the last minute,
cdling out in obvious pleasure. Baby was setting arambling course now, asif looking for somethingin
particular. What she found was asmal stream next to alarge clearing with acres of grass studded with
isolated trees. She seemed content, and Jackie was too, for the clearing was a good place for them to be
spotted from the scout ships.

There were fruit and nut trees growing around the clearing, and the water from the stream, dthough
discolored by vegetable matter, tasted sweet. While Baby and Beau had a nice swim, Jackie removed



her clothing and had a bath, standing only in knee-deep water, because now and then she had heard
someimpressive splashings from up or downstream. Sherinsed out her uniform and hung it inthe sunto
dry. It was dry within an hour.

"So were going to stay herefor awhile?' Jackie said to Baby.

They played "let'sfeed the dragons," dthough there was enough fruit on lower limbs so that Baby and
Beau could have fed themsealves. Jackie made a nice comfortable nest for the night, and then she turned
her thoughtsto creating some sort of sign for the scouts, just in case they flew over without having their
life-detection instruments on. She had no way to make afire. She had tried the friction method during her
surviva training and had never been able to make it work. There were plenty of dead limbs on the jungle
floor to make asign visible from the air, but the grassin the clearing was higher than her waist. Shetried
to tramp down the grassin an area at the center. It was dow, hot work, and as soon as she had bent the
grassand jumped onit, it would spring up behind her.

Baby and Beau, watching her with obvious curiosity, helped. Their weight was so great that when their
relaively smal hooves pressed the grass down, it stayed down* And when one of them rolled playfully, a
large area of grass was depressed. "That'sthe idea," Jackie said, as Baby joyfully pranced toward her.
Jackie began to jump up and down, stiff-legged. Baby cocked her head. "Come on, lazybones," Jackie
encouraged, jumping. Baby stiffened her legs and hopped. "Good girl," Jackie said, still hopping. Baby
hopped. Beau nuzzled her and began hopping.

"Now you two keep your minds on what you're doing,” Jackie said.

With two multiton animals hopping asif on springs and moving together, acircle of trampled grasswas
being cut. It was asiif they were creating asoft nest like the circle of cleared and trampled ground in the
heart of the jungle where they had done their courtship dance. By the time it was growing dark and
Jackie retreated to her own berth in the fruit trees, there was aflattened circle of abouit fifty feet in
diameter in the center of the clearing.

She heard an odd, new sound during the night. It was not aloud sound, and she was surprised that it
had awakened her. Therewas arattling, clicking noise, asif multitudes of small pebbleswere being
dtirred. It diminished into the distance, and she went back to deep.

In the morning she began to carry dead limbs from the jungle, choosing those from a particular kind of
tree that bleached out white after they had falen. Shetried to get Baby interested in helping her, but Baby
scorned carrying sticks in her mouth and instead either tagged adong or capered in the clearing with Beau.
It took Jackie all day to carry enough sticks to make atwenty-foot letter H in the area of trampled grass,
and she wastired enough to be glad to climb up to her nest in the tree.

She started the next day by tossing fruit down to the dragons. Baby came up to the tree after eating, and
Jackie climbed aboard for aride acrossthe clearing to the stream. After adrink, and after refreshing
hersdlf without undressing, she whistled to Baby, swvimming in the stresm with Beau, and the dragons
came out. Baby lay down so that Jackie could climb on, and then they started at aleisurely pace back
toward the center of the clearing. A rumbling boom came down from the sky, a scout passing
somewhere nearby at supersonic speeds. "It won't belong,” Jackie said. "WEell be going home." Beau
was waking beside Baby, quite near. "What about you, big boy? Are you coming home with us?' Beau
had gotten to the point where he looked at Jackie when she spoke. He turned his head and opened his
mouth and bugled at her.

"Yeah, | likeyou, too," Jackie said, grinning. Baby stopped abruptly.



"What's happening?' Jackie asked.

Baby gave her call, and Beau stopped, turned, and walked to stand beside her. Baby twisted her neck
and nudged Jackie gently. "What?" Jackie asked. "Y ou want me to get off?' Baby moved closer to Beau
until Jackie had to lift her |eft leg to keep it from being caught between the brightly scaled bodies. Baby
nudged. "I think | get it," Jackie said. ™Y ou want him to carry the load for awhile? I'm not so sure about
that,- Baby." But since Baby continued to nudge her with her muzzle, Jackie reached over and patted
Beau on the back. He remained calm, so she put her hand on him and said, "Now you be agood boy,
Beau." Then she put oneleg over, and Beau turned his head around and bugled softly.

"All right?' she asked. Baby gave Jackie anudge that actually lifted her weight, so she had to shift over
to Beau's back to keep from being pushed al the way off.

"Nice Beau," Jackie said, as he twisted hislong neck around to look her in the eyes. "Now if you don't
likethis™" she continued, "I'll be happy to get off."

But Beau made a soft sound and began walking. Baby capered in circles around him, darting in now and
then to touch hismuzzle with hers,

They lay in thetrampled circle for awhile in the morning sun. Jackie scanned the empty sky, hoping to
see a scout coming for her. She dozed and awoke to the sound of pebbles being stirred. It was coming
from the trees nearest the circle. Baby and Beau were standing, very still, necks extended as high as
possible, eyestrained on the trees.

"AVhat isit?" Jackie asked.

A low, rumbling growl came from deep within Baby'slong neck, asound that made Jackie shiver.
"Look, Baby, if whatever it is scaresyou, let's get the hell out of here.”

She stood and looked around. Thetdl grasswas rippling in alight wind. From the nearby trees came a
raucous chorus of disturbed birds.

"I think I'll go climb my tree," Jackie said, starting toward her nest. Baby moved quickly to block her
path, and made it obvious, by her actions, that she wanted Jackie to stay in the cleared circle. Beau
pranced gtiff-legged to the edge of the clearing nearest the trees, and now he was voicing that low, eerie,
rumbling growl.

Something moved in the shadows of the trees. Jackie heard that distant sound of pebbles clicking
together. And then one of humankind's universal nightmaresthrust its head out from the treesinto the
glaring sunlight—a gray, wedge-shaped head fully six feet across. A dender tongue the Size of aman's
arm flickered out, felt, and tasted the air. Eyes onefoot in diameter looked like black glass.

Jackie screamed.

The head of the king of al snakes jerked at the sound, and foot by foot, yard by yard, ascaled, gray
and pink striped body emerged behind adightly more dender neck, abody that grew until it was six feet
indiameter.

The snake dithered into the clearing, scaes clicking, awaterfal of sound. The huge body curved,
thrusting aside the grass that was not tal enough to hide the snaké's bulk. The curving, dithering back



was exposed like that of asurfacing whale,

"Baby, I'm heading for the tree," Jackie said, her heart pounding in fear. She started to run, but Baby
quickly put her body between Jackie and the edge of the clearing, reached out, seized aloose fold of
Jackie's blouse, and tugged.

"Baby, dammit, that thing might not be big enough to eat you, but it can swalow mewhole," Jackie
cried, but the dragon pushed her to the far edge of the clearing, growled that strange, menacing growl,
and then turned to face the snake.

The huge reptile sounded like atin can partialy full of pebbles being rolled steadily. Beau's red ruff had
been extended to its greatest limits, and hislong tail was lashing back and forth thresteningly in short arcs.
Baby ran to stland beside him, extending her own ruff. The snake lifted its massive head, fixed those two
huge, black-glass eyes on the dragons, and gave a hiss like high-pressure steam escaping. Beau roared
and began to sway from side to side on hislong legs. The head of the snake moved dowly, steadily,
coming ever closer. Thelong tongue flickered. Baby was swaying, too, and it was obvious that both
dragons were tense, muscles quivering.

Suddenly, the huge head lunged. It came toward Beau like awrecking ball, and Beau bounced, leaping
high and to one side. The head thudded to the ground, overlapping the trampled area of grass. It all
happened so suddenly that Jackie had trouble following the swift movements. First the giant snake struck,
its mouth open to show terrible, back-curved teeth, and then in ablur of motion Beau was out of the way
and the snake's head made a solid thud of sound on the ground. Baby wasin the air, her legs tiff and
sharp hooves pointed, coming down with her weight on top of the snake'sflat head. The head jerked,
throwing Baby off-balance. She crashed to the ground on her side, rolled, and was back on her feet even
as the head was withdrawing to dash toward the spot where she had fadlen. Thistime it was Beau who
landed with histons of weight on the snake's head. When the head withdrew again, blood was running
down to film one of the glassy eyes. Baby, seeming to be unshaken by her fall, bounced off to one side,
and the snake's head followed her motion, made one feint, then struck. But Baby went straight up in the
air, landed with al four feet on the snake's head, bounced off, and sprang away even as Beau landed on
the head right behind her. The snake's huge body was writhing and coiling, but the head was moving
feebly. One after the other the dragons threw all their weight onto the snake's head, their sharp hooves
cutting and penetrating, and "ien, with abugled cry of triumph, Beau stood ill. Baby jumped up and
down on the snake's head, blood splattering, for afew more times before she was satisfied. She came
into the clearing, ruff deflating, and called to Jackie. "Baby, you are not only beautiful, you are vaiant,”
Jackie said, her sscomach churning. Baby called to Beau, who was sniffing the snake's head asif to be
certain it was dead. Then the two dragons came to Jackie. Baby folded her legs under her, and Jackie
climbed quickly aboard, thinking that maybe they knew there was another of those things of sheer horror
out there, but the dragons merely wanted a bath. They galloped to the stream and washed off their
bloody feet gingerly before plunging into the water while Jackie watched from the bank.

Cindy spotted Jackie's white H against the green background. Straight lines arerare in nature, and the
two pardld uprights with the horizontal crossbar of the letter H are easy to seefrom the air. Shewas o
excited she could not speak. She punched Jacob on the shoulder and pointed, and Jacob immediately
pecled off and sent the scout screaming down toward the clearing.

"Oh, no," Cindy cried, as she saw the gray and pink corpse of the huge snake, its head lying just outside
the trampled area.

"l seeit, " Jacob said. "Open the weapons ports, Cindy."



Cindy punched the right buttons. She drew a bead with alaser cannon on the snake's head as the scout

continued to lose dtitude rapidly. Then she punched magnification into the optics and focused on the
snake's head to see that it was cut and battered, with blood everywhere.

"Jacob, | think it's dead.”

"I don't want to have to face whatever it wasthat could kill it," Jacob said. "Do you see anything?'

"No."

"| get big life Sgnasfrom the treeline aong that stream,” Jacob said. "Be ready with that laser.”

"Jackie was here—," Cindy said sadly.

"Yes," Jacob replied. "I'm going to hover. Use dl scanners.”

Jackie did not hear the hydrogen engine of the scout over the splashings of the two dragons. When Baby
came out of the water and shook, making a shower, Jackie yelped at her and ran. Baby chased her
playfully and overtook her, seizing her by the back of her blouse. Beau pranced up to get in on the fun
and nuzzled Jackie,

"Thetwo largelifeindications are moving thisway," Cindy sad.

"See anything e se down there?"

"Nothing. The body of that mongter is till warm. Shows light red on the heat indicator.”

"| think were just about- to see what killed it," Jacob said, holding the scout perfectly till onitshovering
J€ts, turning the nose dowly to point toward the line of trees dong the stream.

"Hey!" Jackie ydled, -so loudly that Beau shied.
"Hey!" Cindy ydled, astwo dragons and Jackie came loping out of the trees.

Beau jerked to astop. "It'sal right," Jackie assured him, patting hisside. "Takeit easy. " The scout
hovering fifty feet off the ground was the prettiest Sght she had seen in years. She waved and ydled.
Beau was nervous. Baby came dongside, and Jackie said, "L et's go see who has come after us, Baby."
She climbed on Baby's back. Beau lagged behind. The scout landed in the trampled area, and Cindy
stuck her head out and yelled a greeting. Baby trotted up, and Jackie got off. Jacob and Cindy were now
standing outside. Jackie was relieved to see that Duncan was not aboard the scout. She knew that she
had some explaining to do. After daysin thejungle, and after thinking that she might become amed for
theking of al snakes, she was not nearly as angry about his apparent concern for Mandy Miller asshe
had been.

"Shel'sfound amate," Cindy said dreamily, "and he's beautiful .
"It wasloveat first hop," Jackie informed them.
"Have you ridden him?" Cindy asked.

"Baby tamed him rather quickly. Look, | can't say how glad | am to see you two."



"Looksasif you had some excitement here," Jacob remarked, nodding toward the snake.

"I'll tell you dl about it later,” Jackie said, cringing. "Right now |et's have you two make friends with Beau
and seeif we can gain histrust so that helll let usairlift him home."

It took awhile, but Baby seemed to understand what her friends were trying to do. She stayed close by
Beau and encouraged him. He took to Cindy quickly and Jacob a bit more dowly, but it was hours
before they could get him to come near the ship. Meanwhile, the word had been spread that Jackie was
safe and that if things worked out, there would be abreeding pair of dragonsin the colony.

Jack Purdy and Clay flew down carrying both of the dings, and soon Clay wasriding Beau asif they
had been friends dl their lives. Beau was having hisfirg taste of human'sfood and liking it. Hewasa
sucker for candy and soon was begging shamelesdy for it. Using bribes of candy, Clay got him to stand
gl to have the ding put under hisbelly. He remained cam until Jack lifted ship and put agtrain on the
ding, then he got a bit panicky.

"It'sgoing to take awhile," Clay said. "WElIl have to spend the night here.”

Jackie considered having one of the scouts fly her back to Hamilton. Now that her little adventure was
over, however, she was having abit of achalengein justifying her behavior. Looking back, trying to
remember her state of mind when she had gone off to the jungle without so much astelling Duncan her
intentions or, above dl, getting the permission of her commanding officer, she wasfeding, she redized
wryly, much asasmdl child feelswhen she knows that she has done something wrong and that
punishment, even if only in the form of adisgppointed ook or avoiced reprimand, isinevitable. She
decided to put off the reunion with Duncan until everyone, including the dragons, had gone back to
Hamilton.

Spending another night in the open was all right with Baby and Beaw, aslong as there was atidbit of
candy now and then. And the next day the training began again. By midafternoon Beau was alowing
them to lift hisfeet off the ground, aslong as Cindy or Clay was on his back.

Sinceit wastoo lateto travel far that day, the homeward trip was delayed one more night. Then the two
shipslifted off sde by sde, with Clay and Cindy riding on the backs of the dragons, both of them in suits
with rocket packs.

The entire colony turned out to welcome the new addition. Beau, seeing al of them, got alittle nervous,
but Clay kept talking to him and giving him bits of candy, and Baby soothed him with her soft muzzle, and
he soon began to show off abit, prancing and extending his handsome red ruff.

"Clay, you and Cindy stay with them until Beau fedsat home," James Wilson said.

Nothing would have suited Cindy better. She rode Baby, and Clay rode Beau, and Jumper ran
alongside Baby to the clear creek where the dragons had a bath and Beau got acquainted with the small

dog.

"l think it'sso cute," Cindy said, as shelay next to Clay on the smooth, soft moss of the creek bank.
"Look a them. | think they'reredly inlove"

The two dragons were resting side by side on the other bank of the creek, Baby's head lying on Beau's
gde



"It must be something inthe air," Clay said, leaning up on one elbow to kiss her.

Within afew days Beau had been taught his lessons— not to eat the crops, not to walk on gardens. And
he had learned how to coax tidbits out of the colonists, vying with Baby to summon the lady or gentleman
of the house to afriendly window by bugling softly,

Duncan Rodrick had been present when the two scouts with the dragons suspended in dings underneath
had been lowered dowly, carefully. He appeared to be quite cam on the surface, and indeed he was
thinking mostly about how niceit wasthat there was now abreeding pair of dragons. Hewasaso
admiring the skill of the pilots asthey lowered the ships until Baby's and Beau's feet touched the gwund at
amogt the sameingtant, dack cameinto the dings, and Clay and Cindy were climbing down to assure the
two colorful animasthat everything was dl right. He stood with his hands clagped behind his back until
the harnesses were removed from the dragons and the two shipslifted afew feet, did Sdewaysin theair,
and landed side by side.

Jackie had been able to do some repair work on her appearance, but her uniform was the worse for
wear. When Rodrick saw her climb down from the scout, he first felt a sense of gladness, but it was
tinged with just enough guilt to make him fed angry. Not once but severa times, even ashe told himsdif
that he did not redlywant that, the what-if questions had haunted him during Jacki€e's absence. What if
she were dead? And the answer to that, coming from deep within him, was—Mandy, Mandy, Mandy.

Y et he had not wished Jackie dead. Instead he had felt anger and loss and frustration and pain. And he
was glad to see her back—s0 glad that the sight of her sent asurge of éation, aviscera longing to be
near her, through him. He strode forward and met her. She had her head lowered, and she looked up at
him from benegth her long, dark auburn lashes with arepentant haf smile on her face. "That was afoolish
thing to do, Lieutenant Rodrick," he said, and it came out much more harshly than he had intended. So it
is coming, shethought, her heart sinking. Not, "Hey, babe, I'm glad to see you, happy that you're safe”;
just recriminations. She lowered her gaze and did not see him reach for her. She only felt his hands on her
armsand the strength in hisarms as he pulled her to him and crushed her, amost painfully, to him. "Idiot,”
he whispered. "Y ou had me climbing thewalls." Shelooked up. Wasthat actualy wetnessin his eyes?

"If you ever—" he said, and then he could not finish because hislips were on hers. Someone nearby was
whigtling as he clung to her.So, dammit, he wasthinking,maybe a man canlove two women. Or maybe,
he thought, he was not yet fully grown up—holding that childish crush on Mandy Miller—but whatever it
was that was going on inside his head, thiswoman meant the world to him, any world, be it Earth or
Omega.

Asfor Jackie, gone were all the doubts. It no longer mattered what had happened between Duncan and

Mandy. She was where she belonged, in her husband's arms, and she was glad now that she had goneto
the jungle as she had, sincethis was the result, for hisreactions did more than amillion wordsto convince
her of her gatusin hiseyes.

THIRTEEN

Mandy Miller wasin summer uniform when she knocked on the door of the Rodrick homejust after
dark. The uniform was not officid; it had just been adopted by most of the colony's women because of
Eden'sdry, hot days and because the colony still depended on the limited capacity of theSpirit of
America s automated tailor shop. Fashion had not been given ahigh priority, athough Amando Kwait
had aready produced a crop of the long staple cotton that was the best fiber suited for making cloth, and
there was no shortage of materid.



It was amatter of taking the time to design clothing, and then to program the equipment in the taillor shop
to produce the selected patterns. To meet the needs dictated by Omega's summer westher, the tailor
shop was producing shortsin three colors and asimple cotton camp shirt to match.

Mandy was expected, since she had called, after having missed Rodrick during the workday. The door
was opened by Jackie, who was dressed like Mandy but in a different color.

"Hi, Mandy, come on in. Weve just finished dinner," Jackie said.

If there had been any strain put on the Rodrick marriage before or by Jacki€'s unauthorized journey to
the southern jungles, it was not evident to outsiders.

Duncan Rodrick wasin the living room of the spacious house. The smart plastics of the walls had been
turned to be opaque, and there was a soft glow of light emanating from thewalls and celling.

"Captain, I'm sorry to have to disturb you at home," Mandy said.

"No problem," Rodrick replied. "Coffee? Or we have wine from Amando's vineyard. It's not bad, if you
haven't tried it."

Mandy laughed. "There are those who say that.it's Amando's finest achievement to date, even
considering what he's doing with insect control through genetic engineering and those wonder plantsof his
that are going to produce dl year long."

Jackie poured aglass-for herself and for Mandy. Looking at Mandy strictly from awoman's viewpoint,
it was easy to see why Rodrick would have been attracted to her. Shewas a bit older than Jackie but
younger than Rodrick. She wasin the full bloom of womanhood—mature, very well-rounded, not an
ounce of overweight, no blemisheson her long legs. Jackie dtill tended to be rather girlishly dim, athough
she was by no meansagirl.

All right,shetold hersalf.Knock it off. She had told herself repeatedly that she had been wrong in
thinking that Rodrick was concerned only, or mainly, with the safety of Mandy Miller while the expedition
to the Great Misty River was out of contact. She had promised hersaf no more silliness. Rodrick had
marriedher. He had chosenher. And yet she could not help but remember that when Rodrick had
married her, Mandy's husband had been dive.

"Captain,” Mandy said, "l want to talk about Sage Bryson. | am very worried about her."

Rodrick shook his head. "That's a subject that eats at me al the time.”

"She choseto stay," Jackie reminded him.

*Under the influence of adrug?" Mandy asked. "We were given no choice. They had those weapons
trained on us. True, shesaid she wanted to stay, but 1'd stake my professiona reputation that she was
aready drugged. If it was the same drug they used on Theresita, it'samean one. We can only guess at
the long-term effects, but we're sure that it could lead to serious brain damage and, at the very least, a
loss of memory. Judging from our work with Theresita, the drug's short-term effect isthat of a powerful
gohrodisac.”

"It can be made from that plant that Theresitafound aong theriver?' Rodrick asked.



"Yes" Mandy confirmed. "And it takes only aminute amount to be highly effective.”

"I don't think welll have any problem with our current population,” Rodrick said, adding one more worry
to hisdready large collection, "but | don't like theidea of having adrug easly available that heightensthe
sex urge. Jackie, remind meto talk with Amando, to find out the distribution of that plant. We don't want
future generations of druggies, and adrug like that might be too great atemptation for anyoneto resist.”

Hewearily ran his hand through hishair. "Well, Mandy," he said, "we're dl worried about Sage. If you're
asking whether | have any plansto go after her, | don't. | have thought about it. Just looking at it from a
practica viewpoint, we could use her knowledge in the work being done with that vegetation from the
south that blocks out certain electromagnetic waves. But I'm just not in aposition to risk more lives.
Those people on theriver have left us alone since that one incursion of the Whorsk airship. It seemsto
me that they would have to have alimited offensive capacity if they need to depend on lighter-than-air
craft to reach us here in Eden. We can spot the Whorsk ships a couple of hundred miles away and
knock them out of the air before they can bring their impressive wegpon within range. We can protect
oursalves without the loss of asingle life, Mandy, but could we send in abattle group to get Sage without
loss?!

"They told Paul that they would return her," Jackie commented.

"I understand your position, Captain,” Mandy said. "But I'm looking at this as a doctor. Somehow Sage
got through the psychiatric screening on Earth without her deep-seated neuroses being discovered. She
knew beforehand that part of her duty in the colony would be marriage and childbearing. But the old
wounds erupted, and she came close to being the first permanent menta patient on Omega. If thevaley
people are using that drug to give her the same treatment that they gave Theresitawhile she was with
them, it might not be good for her to come back. When the drug wears off and she realizeswhat she's
done, | don't know what will happen to her emotiondly.”

"I'm sorry,” Rodrick said, "but all we can do iswait and stay aert. Since those people are so jed ous of
the metalswe get in trade from the miners, | think that sooner or later they'll have to cometo us, because
we're going to keep on accumulating metals. The next move will be up to them, and well be ready for
them.”

Initial exploration had shown the greast marshes on the southern coast of the Eden peninsulato bethe site
of the richest il-bearing deposits yet discovered. Plenty of il to fill current needs was being produced
by thewdlsin the rocky highlands, but the oil geologists were looking to the future and were drilling a
test well on ahummock on the northern fringe of the marsh.

Thedrilling crew consisted of three men under the leadership of Elton Dark, the man whose discoveries
had alowed the squeezing of oil from deposits thought to be unrecoverable on Earth. Elton's men called
him the tall Texan because he was only five-feet-six-inchestall and spoke with aback-country Texas
drawl. Short but stockily built, Elton Dark, at forty-five, was amatch for any man in hiscrew. He had
compensated for his shortness by long study and practice of a half-dozen ancient methods of
hand-to-hand combat, and the strength of his small frame was amazing. He was married to awoman who
stood four inchestaller than he, and their two children showed signs of taking after the mother. Elton was
having aball on Omega. After years of searching aready pumped-out fields for just afew barrels of
usable petroleum, he wasin an oil geologist's heaven. He had awhole planet whose oil resources had
never been tapped—a planet four timesthe size of Earth—and everywhere he went, he found the right
underground formationsfor ail. "'If nthey wasapipdineto Earth," he often said, "we could drown 'emin
all."



There was not much work for aman to do oncethe drill rigwasin place, pulled there by one of thelarge
crawlers. A camp had been set up on dry ground five milesto the north of the drilling Site, and each
morning the four men made aleisurely drive to the site to see how far the rig had penetrated during the
night, service the machine, and collect samples of insect and animd life for the scientistsin Hamilton City
who were always pleading with field crews to bring them new species.

Elton's one weakness was fishing, but not just any kind of fishing. He was of that ancient and pure breed
of angler who felt that the only sport was fly-fishing. Since sports equipment had not been ahigh priority
asapart of theSpirit of America's cargo, Elton had had to make his own equipment in the shop he had
built onto the back of his house in Hamilton. There he used both salvaged and native materidsto tie what
his friends said were some of the damnedest-looking flies they had ever seen.

"Waral," Elton would say, "ain't they some pretty odd fishes here? An odd fish needs an odd fly, boys."

Elton's one concesson to modern techniquesin fishing was the use of plastic in making hisfly rod and
line. Hefashioned hisline-storage redl from scrap on ametd lathe, taking infinite care with each small

part.

The network of waterways in the marsh had attracted Elton's interest from thefirst time he had flown
over them, and he had been waiting for an opportunity to cast hisflies upon the waters to see what dwelt
thereunder. With the drill rig working well and not much to do but wait until the drill penetrated the rock
mass far under the surface, Elton inflated asmall boat, told his three men to keep on keepin' on, and
embarked from the hummock with the same high hopes entertained by fishermen for thousands of years.

The marshlands seemed to be safe enough. The shallow waters did not appear to support any large
forms of life, such as had been seen in the southern lakes. There was an interesting variety of amphibians,
somefroglike, but nothing with fangs or teeth had been detected. Nevertheless, Elton went armed,
athough he soon removed his arms belt and tucked it into awaterproof compartment at the front of the
small boat. Small insects came to examine him occasionaly but without biting, and curious waterfowl
followed him, swooped to take alook, saw that he was too big to eat, and flew on. It was, as Elton had
sad previoudy to hismen, "agawjusday.”

"Now come on, you little honeys," Elton coaxed after he had laid avariety of fliesenticingly atop the
water in the waterways around and near the hummock. ™Y ou ain't gonna disappoint ol' Eltoa, are you?'

He paddled the boat back past the hummock, heading deeper into the marsh. The three men of the
crew, bareto the waist, were lazing in the sun.

"Hey, Elton," one of them ydled, "you promised fresh fish for lunch.”
"Jest hai' your horses," Elton ydlled back. "I ain't learned the language of these marsh fish yet."

He paddled around a hummock and was out of sight of the drill rig. He made careful note of the route he
took so that he would be able to find hisway back without having to use his radio—and probably
earning a horse laugh from the men for having gotten lost. As he came into awinding, narrow waterway,
the motion of the boat told him that adow current was moving. He drifted and began to lay what he
thought was his prettiest fly up adong the grass. Something hit like atornado.

"Whooooeee!" Elton yelled as he gave thefish line. "Oh, yeah!" he said, as he began to work the fish,
feding that he would haveto be careful or loseit. It took him afull ten minutesto get thefish to hisnet,



and when hedipped it out, it was afrantic, gleaming beauty, dim and streamlined.  Boy, you areindeed
afighter," Elton said as he dipped the hook out of the fish's mouth and lowered it gently into the weter,
where it gave one mighty flip and was gone. "Go tdll your buddies ol' Elton is here, and he wantsto play."

He played until late in the day, hooking fish with regularity and drifting on the current in that winding
waterway. He did not save any fish because that variety had not been tested for edibility, but he had
himsdf abal. When he figured he had had enough action, he stowed hisfishing gear and began to paddle
back againgt the current toward a particular shape of hummock, which would guide himin theright
direction. He was humming happily, fulfilled, full of admiration for the fighting ability of that breed of fish,
when a hand jerked the paddie away, and with a splash two monsters from the dark lagoon—or at least
that was what flashed through his mind—shot up and took turnstrying to stab him to death with sharp
knives.

Following hisflash of fear at the suddenness of it, he lashed out with hisleft hand, and hisfighting callus
on the edge of his pam crushed the throat of a Whorsk—for in asplit second he had recognized the two
attackers for what they were, and then he was thrusting hisright arm up to ward off a downward stab of
the other Whorsk's knife and bringing hisleft in under. He heard the breast cargpace of the Whorsk
crunch, and the thing fell back and flopped feebly in the water.

"Wad," hesad, diving for hislaser pistol in the compartment.

The water had calmed. The two Whorsk had sunk. Elton used his hands to paddie over and retrieve the
floating oar, and then he headed for the drill rig, paddling asfast as he could, because he had used his
belt radio and could not get arise out of the men at therig. He missed hisway only once in the maze of
the waterways, and then he saw the top of the rig and heard Whorsk voices. He eased up to the end of
the hummock and peered around. "Oh, you bug-faced bastards,” he moaned, because he saw blood and
his three dead pal s being hacked apart by about a dozen Whorsk. He took out his laser and began to
blast. The Whorsk fell quickly, only one of them being able to run and jump into the water to disappear.

He made it to the hummaock, kicked aside afew dead Whorsk, and stood, weeping, looking down on
the mutilated bodies. They had al been real good ol' boys. He heard a sound behind him. He whirled,
and three Whorsk came dashing out of the water, knives ready. Helifted his laser but then changed his
mind—he needed to express himsdf. He had just lost three friends, and it had made him hoppin’ mad. He
put the laser in the holster, snapped the flap, and met the leading Whorsk with akick to the stomach that
sent the stickman flying. He dodged under aknife blade, came up with afinger jab under aWhorsk chin,
and heard the snapping sound of the outer skeleton. Hetook his time with the next one, feding just abit
ashamed of having such agreat physica advantage over the Whorsk. Hekilled the last onewith a
combination of flying kicks, then looked around. All was quiet.

He went to the crawler and activated the beacon, then caled,” Spirit, thisisDrill Team Three. Do you
read?’

"Weread you, Three" Ito Zuki said. "What's happening, Elton?"
"Wad, things | don't like one bit," Elton said. Then, aswater erupted dl around and a passe! of
Whorsk came swarming up onto the hummaock from the dark waters, he said, ™ Scuse me for aminute,

Ito. | got somethin' | havtatake care of "

He used the crawler's laser, sweeping in acircle—the . deadly beam crackling and sizzling asit
contacted the charging Whorsk.



"Elton, ' the radio was saying, "are you in trouble? Do you need help?!

It was over inaminute. It had been, of course, adaughter. The Whorsk had not even been carrying
bows, only knives. Elton figured that was because it would be difficult to swim underwater with bows,
arrows, and spears.

"No," hetold Ito, "I don't need any help right this minute, but | guess you'd better send down someone
with three body bags."

"Elton," Ito said, hisvoicerisng, "what'sgoing on?'

"Wad," Elton said, "I got me three dead friends down here, 1to. Seems them Whorsk thangs swim
underwater pretty good, like an ol' sngppin'’ turtle or somethin'. They got the boys unawares.”

"Stand by," Ito said. "WEell send hep immediatdy."

"Yall might send a ship south of here," Elton suggested. "They's got to be one of them airships around
somewhere."

Therewas. A Whorsk airship had landed on alarge hummock two milesto the south of the drill rig.

Jack Purdy shot it down asit tried to rise, and later, three Whorsk were picked up alive. While he
waited, Elton covered the mutilated bodies of hisfriends with canvas from the crawler, and he had had
his cry for them by the time Duncan Rodrick landed ascout beside the drill rig, which was il drilling,
and looked at the piles of dead Whorsk. That same day aminerals team was attacked on the south shore
of Lake Dinah, with one man wounded seriously by aWhorsk arrow. Elton rode back to Hamilton with
Rodrick, leaving an armed crew with the drill rig. He had agash on hisleft arm. Mandy Miller offered
Elton alocal anesthetic.

"Ward, Mandy," Elton said, "I don't think I'll need it."
"I haveto clean that gash,” she said. "It'sgoing to hurt.”
"Not as bad as my buddieswas hurt,” he said.

He gritted histeeth, and swest broke out on hisforehead as she cleaned the wound. "Now wait," he
said, as sheladled adark substance from ajar and started to apply it to the wound. "First you haf kill me
cleanin' that Ii'l ol' cut, and now you re gonna put mud in it?"

Mandy laughed. "I know how you fed, Elton. | spent alot of yearslearning how to be totally antiseptic
and studying various wonder drugs and learning to stitch up wounds. But this mud from Theresitals River
does a better job of killing Omegan germs than anything we've got, and it'll hedl that cut without much of
asca—which therewould beif | stitched it."

"I'll be doggoned,” Elton said,

There were some unanswered questions. The most important question wasthis: How did thetwo
Whorsk airships penetrate Eden’'sland area without detection? Jack Purdy first flew acrew of
technicians to the wreck near Lake Dinah to investigate. The airship was heavily damaged, and Purdy
stood by while the techs cleared away the heavy folds of the gasbag from atop the gondola, then began
to sft through the wreckage underneath. The Whorsk occupants of the gondola had jumped out and
glided to the ground on their lesthery glider wings, and had been captured. Jack was hafway expecting



to find the body of one of the very human people from the Great Misty River in the wreckage.

The gondolayielded avariety of Whorsk wegpons, some water bags, and containers of food. There
was nothing to give a clue asto how the ship had entered Eden's airspace while avoiding detection. Jack
was about to cal it quits and head for the wreck to the south, on a hummock in the marshes, when a
technician said, "Jack, theré's been allittle fire here."

Jack walked over and looked. The boards of the gondola's bottom had been scorched, and ahole
about sx inchesin diameter had been burned through. The technician was looking down through the hole.
"Let'smovethe planks," he decided. Another technician helped him, and they cleared away the planking
of the gondola. "L ooks like fused metal," the technician remarked as he examined a blackened, small
mass lying on the ground. He touched it tentatively. "It's cool now.” The same blob of fused metal was
found in the other wreck in the south. Lab tests showed the two melted masses of metal to be an dloy of
auminum. This discovery added one more eement of concern: If the valley people had the capacity to
make auminum, their technology was quite* advanced. Then one of the melted blobs was cut carefully,
and what the technicians saw caused them to call Duncan Rodrick to the lab.

"Captain,” one of them said, "take alook at this cross section. See the patterns of different colors? This
larger, dark area here till showsaweak dectricd field. I'd say that it wasasmall power supply—a
battery or asolar accumulator. And there are the remains of circuitry. It was acomplicated little gadget.”

"And its function?' Rodrick asked.

"W, | can take awild guess based on what we know about the valley people,” the technician said.
"The ship down south possibly camein over the water and the marshes, flying with the gondola so low
that it was drag-sing the grass, and our detectors might have missed it. But the one up by Lake Dinah had
to cross hundreds of miles of land, and in addition to the detectors aboard theSpirit, we had scout ships
intheair at dl times. Even if that one hugged the ground, we'd have picked it up. I think thislittle gadget
isaportable field generator, which makesthe same kind of field that ishanging over theriver."

"Such afield would have blocked our detection instruments, " Rodrick verified. "I don't see any other
explanation,” thetechnician sad.

Rodrick once again was forced to order limitations on al field teams. He had around-the-clock relay of
scouts flying Eden's perimeters. The two attacks had changed his attitude about leaving the valey people
alone. He called Max Rosen, Paul Warden, and the admird to his quarters. "Weve lost three more men,
" hesad. "That isintolerable. They have forced usto take action. The question is. what action will we
take?"

"Theresahigtoric precedent for this" Warden said. "Back in the nineties the Russians and some of their
stooges were using terrorism as aweapon of conquest. There was no way to defend a civilian population
agang terrorists willing to die while making aviolent political statement. Some attempts had been made
previoudy to hit the bases where terrorists were trained, and that seemed to work fairly well asa
deterrent. In the eighties, before the Republicrats took over, a Conservative president whose name
escapes me at the moment risked adirect confrontation with the Russian air and nava forces by wiping
out the military capability of three of the Middle Eastern nations who trained and financed terrorigts.”

"Y ou're saying we should hit them wherethey live, in the valey?' Rodrick asked. Paul nodded, hiseyes
locked with Rodrick's.

"If they've got portable field generators that alow them to sneak airships past our detection system,



we're bound to lose more people. The Whorsk have atotdly alien set of vaues about life,” Warden said.
"They don't seem to mind getting killed. Elton Dark told me that the Whorsk kept running into the direct
field of fire of the laser cannon until the last of them was dead.”

"How's Grace doing with the interrogation of the captives?' Rodrick asked Max.

"They're perfectly willing to talk,” Max said, "but dl they say isthat they were sent to punish usfor
gedling their metals. When she asks them about the instruments that were melted down, they just say that
it was magic from the Eepera. '

"Eepera?’ Warden echoed.

"That seemsto be their name for the people of the valley," Max explained. "1 think they'retelling the
truth. | don't think they knew what they were carrying.”

"Graceistaking one of the melted instruments gpart dmost molecule by molecule,” the admird said. "'l
should be there to help her.”

"Any results so far?' Warden asked.

"Asamatter of fact," the admira said, "we have been able to determine that thereisasmilarity of
€lectron motion between some of the lighter ementsin the melted instrument and that naturd vegetation
fromthejungle”

"Meaning?' Rodrick asked.

"Meaning that the valley people—the Eepera, if you will—have found away to ater basic atomic
functioning,” the admird said.

‘Admird," Warden asked, "do you and Grace envision any offengve gpplication of thistechnique?’

"Weve dready discussed that,” the admiral said. He spread his hands. "Knowing no more than we
know now, it'simpossibleto say.” He turned to Rodrick. "1 suggest, Captain, that you give us two or
three more days." Rodrick nodded. "Just keep me posted. In the meantime | think we'd better send these
Eeperaamessage. Well use air-to-ground missiles and aim for that area north of the city, to explodein
thefields. | don't think their dectrical field can cance the law of gravity. And well use mechanica contact
fuses so that therelll be nothing electrica about the warhead.”

Two scouts lifted off later that day, armed with a haf-dozen smple air-to-ground missiles. The warheads
were high-explosive charges, nonnuclear. The assgnment had been given toApache One —Jacob West
had appropriated a new scout, and that name was painted onto her bow—andApache Two. Jacob had
been ingtructed to stay well abovethe fog, to am hismisslesjust within the protective barrier of fog on
the northern end. The two scouts dowly flew upriver side by side, and when they were dmost past the
fog bank, Jacob gave the signd to fire. Four missiles lanced out from the scouts and, under rocket

power, dove into the mist. The two scouts hovered above the predicted point of impact, al instruments
functioning. Jacob was watching his digita timer. "Five, four, three, two, one." Nothing happened. It
seemed unlikely that the dectrica field could muffle the large explosive power of the warheads.
"Contactd" Renato ydled. "Four. To the north.”

Jacob jerked his eyes awvay from the digital timer. The four contacts on the air-detection instruments
were low and moving away from the scouts. "Follow and cover me," Jacob ordered, diving the scout



under power. He went down, riding the northern wall of the fog and chasing the four contacts. Under
magnification he recogni zed the sharp, deadly outlines of hisown missilesjust asthey impacted into dry
desert without exploding. Jacob hovered low, picked out the least damaged missile, and with Renato
flying cover, landed. "Keep in mind that there's enough explosive in that warhead to damage even an
Apache superman,” Renato warned his buddy as Jacob got out of the scout and walked cautioudy
toward the missile.

"I'm not going to touch it," Jacob reassured Renato, using his belt radio. He squinted at one battered
missile from twenty feet away, then from ten, and then he was knedling besideit.

"It split open on impact,” he reported to Renato, who was overhead. "'l can see the charge. It's
deformed, of course, but it looksjust like what it's supposed to be, ten pounds of expand. The impact
fuse took quite a beating. It's scorched, too. I'd say something caused alot of heat in the head.”

"L et's go home and get someone who knows more about explosives,” Renato said.
"It's4till hot," Jacob said, after putting his hand lightly on the exposed impact mechanism.
"Comeon," Renato urged.

"Youtalked meintoit," Jacob agreed.

Back in Hamilton, Rodrick listened to the radio chatter. Max Rosen was on the bridge of the ship with
him.

"Good trick," Max said. "First they deflect ahundred pounds of missile moving in freefdl a around a
thousand miles an hour, and then they disable an impact fuse without setting off the charge.”

"Too good atrick," Rodrick remarked. He opened the transmitter switch. "Jacob, from just above
ground level | want you to fire everything you've got. Seeif you can stir up that fog by exploding charges
at itsedge. Send your remaining missiles a maximum acceleration directly intoit.”

The two scouts used cannon and laser. The explosive rounds pelted the desert floor, raising great clouds
of dust and satisfying noises. Rounds, exploded at the very edge of the fog, tore holesinthe mist. Laser
beams charred sand and rock, swirled the fog at the edge, and seern#d to disappear into the cloud when
fired directly into it. The two remaining rockets sped straight on into the fog, hugging the ground. No
explosions were recorded from within the fog bank.

Rodrick's face was grim. The captain's messwas full, each chair taken. Some department heads had to
gtand. "We'll makethis brief,” Rodrick began. "Once again we've had to reassess the technol ogical
capacity of the valley people, the Eepera. As of now, we've tried every wegpon we have—with the
exception of nuclear warheads— againgt their defenses, and they've blocked everything. I'm told by our
physicigsthat if wetried to use athermonuclear warhead, their field would fuse the components, and it
wouldn't explode. We don't know, however, what effect athermonuclear explosion would haveif it were
detonated outside their field, near enough to it to let the blast affect thefield. | don't want to do that. I'd
like suggestions.” There were many questions but few suggestions. "Are we any nearer to understanding
just how thisfield is generated?’ Rodrick asked, looking at Grace Monroe.

"Not redly," she said. "We have an experiment under way now that we think is going to duplicate the
aignment of eectron motion that occurs naturdly in those jungle leaves. If we can do that, we can build a
sort of shield oursalves, around our own electronic equipment. We can't say, of course, whether that



would negate or in any way affect the field generated by the Eepera.”

"Captain,”" Paul Warden said, "this may be an oversmplification, but if we sent inal our forces, | think
our weapons would operate once we were through the fog.”

"We can't be sure of that," the admira said. "l am very impressed by what they did with our missiles.”

"Something that generates enough heet in avery short time to melt impact fuses could do serious damage
to the human body," Rodrick added.

"We need moretime," Grace said.

"I hopethey'll giveit to us," Rodrick remarked. "All right. Asde from standing by with thermonuclear
warheads and being on the dert herein Eden for attacks from the Whorsk, it seemsthere's nothing to do
but wait. Grace, and all the rest of you who are working on this problem, I'd like you to drop al other
activities. If you have projects under way that are critical, see the admiral. Hell reassign them to those
who are not involved in the field research. We need one of two things: away to get nonnuclear wegponry
through their shields, or away to counter that field and its various effects. Any questions?”

"Yeah," Stoner McRae said. "Why don't we just cut off their water?* A few people laughed. Stoner
rose, and his scowl silenced the laughter. He walked to the head of the table and stood by Rodrick.
"Juke," he cdled, and the entertainment robot rolled into the dining room. " Jokes?" asked someone.

"Have you heard about the girl with the thirty-forty-sixty figure?' Juke said. "Went to masquerade parties
asapear."

"Shut up, Juke," Stoner said, and the robot jerked to mechanical attention beside him. "Show em the
map. ' Juke sent eectronic sgnasthat did the cover off alarge screen on thewall at the head of thetable
and aso gave ordersto the library computer. A map appeared on the screen.

"This shows an area about a hundred miles below the great falls," Stoner said.

"If you're talking about building adam there, Stoner, theriver isten mileswide," someone said.

"Elevations of the western cliffs, Juke,” Stoner said, and the map graphics rotated on the screen to show
aprofile of the diffs. "Thediffsarefarly low here" Stoner said. "In this particular spot, just two hundred
fedt."

He tapped Juke on the metal head. "Rotation, Juke."

The map rotated, asif the viewpoint was from an airborne vehicle lifting up over the cliffsto look straight
down.

"Note the elevation contour,” Stoner said. "Particularly thisdry canyon, which cutsinto the riverside
plateau from»the west. And notice that thereisagradua drop in elevation just past the riverside plateau.”

"You'rethinking of diverting theriver," Rodrick said.

"l suream,” Stoner replied, tapping Juke on the head again and motioning him away. "If we deprive them
of ther



water, it will bring them to their knees without a single shot being fired or an American life sacrificed.
And we can do it without having to penetrate the fog bank. "

"How long would it take?' Rodrick asked.
"Off the top of my head, without doing any on-ste surveys, I'd estimate six weeks, two months.”

"All right, Stoner," Rodrick said. "Do your surveys and get me afeasibility study as quickly asyou can.
Jack, see that he has transportation and anything else he needs.” He smiled. "Thank you dl for coming.”

Clay Girard stood on the riverbank and looked across the grass and undergrowth toward the western
diffs. He had volunteered to work with Stoner on the surveying. The cliffslooked very highto him. The
river behind him waswide, very wide, and probings had told them that it was dmost one hundred feet
deep at its center. It was, Clay thought, avery big river.

Stoner had explained his preliminary plan to Clay during the flight out. "Well start from the west," he had
sad, tracing hisfinger aong the contour lines of amap. "Well have one helluvalot of earth to move, but
we can airlift the big earth moversin and attach bulldozer bladesto al the crawlers. When we get to the
solid rock of the plateau, welll have about a quarter of amile of blasting to do, up to the edge of the cliffs.
Then, at theriver, well make achannd leading to the dliffs. Then we blast through the last of the onein
the cliffs and use the broken stones to build a coffer dam at an angle pointed upstream into the river.
After thet dl we haveto doisblast the retaining wall near theriver, and theriver helpsus.”

Clay had seen what Stoner meant. The spot Stoner had picked for the new channel was on theinside
bend of along curvein theriver. When the new channdl was blasted open, it would offer astraight line of
flow to the vast amounts of water, water that now flowed straight into the Eeperas citiesand fidlds.

Soon Clay and Stoner, with Jack Purdy hovering overhead in a scout for protection, were finished
measuring the earth to be moved in the valey. Clay lifted his scout and landed on top of the cliffs. There
they werein thefull glare of the hot sun, but Stoner and his survey team moved swiftly. By the end of the
day they knew exactly how many tons of materia would have to be moved, dug, blasted, and shifted.

Soon the heavy earth movers were airlifted to the western construction camp, and there was an
excitement in the air. Men and women were working willingly, and as the days passed and huge amounts
of earth were being moved and the western end of the channel began to deepen asthe land rose higher,
the project sorted itself out into two shifts, working fourteen hours each, around the clock.

The camp and working sites were guarded night and day by ateam of men under the orders of the
colony's sergeant at arms, Adam Hook. That force included the admiral and Mopro. The depleted
population of Hamilton felt abit insecure at first, with so many people and both their defense robots
away, but they had the weapons of theSpirit of America and atwenty-eight-hour dert syslem. Only the
scientists working on the chalenge of unraveling the Eeperas electrical field defenses were excused from
their turn at guard duty.

Security was aso beefed up at the construction Site on the river when, as the cut encountered solid rock,
it first became necessary to blast. The blastings came with regularity—as quickly asthe earth movers and
crawlers could clear away the pulverized rock. A sense of immediacy and an atmosphere of tenson
prevailed, for if Eeperahad any sort of detection capability at al, they would hear the blastings, although
the edge of the fog bank was over three hundred miles downriver.

FOURTEEN



As her burnswere treated, Astrud Cabral had spent dmost dl her recovery timein making her decision.
She had been reluctant to tamper with the Caan's Bronze Age culture, but she feared that her Brazilian
countrymen would be back someday. Therewas, in any Latin people, astrong strain of vengeance. If
they came again, they would come with soldiersinstead of scientist-colonists. She guessed that she would
have from five to ten years to prepare the Caan. Now, as she watched, the earth heaved. Therewasa
blast of air, followed by the sound of an explosion. Earth and stone rosein adusty cloud, and for what
seemed like along time there was aheavy hail of clods and stone, and then there was only the dust.
Astrud walked from behind the protection of a huge boulder and stood, hands on hips, until Lythe, her
tall, handsome warrior, joined her. Astrud's face was scarred by burns, but the smooth areas of skin did
not detract much from her attractiveness. "Men who have such destructive power are crazy to fight each
other,” Lythe said. Astrud put her hand on her matesarm. "I agree with you. But we cannot depend
upon my countrymen having a change of heart, and there is much work to do so we can protect
oursalves." The black-powder plant near the city, which was being dowly constructed, was crude. It
utilized alarge deposit of potassium nitrate found near the marshes. The sdtpeter was mixed by hand
with sulfur and charcoa carbon. Slaves used amortar and pestle to pulverize the ingredients. The
resulting mixture was moistened with acohol and blended into a paste, which then hardened and was
ground into irregularly shaped grains, so that fire could pass throughout a charge and cause quick
burning.

Lythe's planet, Astrud learned, wasrich in resources. She had been astounded when she visited some of
the nearby mines where daves dug gold and silver. She had seen enough gold in just two minesto glut
every gold market on Earth. And other metal oreswere just as plentiful. Iron was there for the digging.
Crude furnaces were smelting iron in three different locations, and the warriors of the Caan were awed
by the dtill-crude iron and steel weapons that were coming off the forges.

Adtrud's efforts were changing Caan society. Since her wegpons factories required much labor, daves
were pulled out of the fields and from domestic service. Already there was much grumbling among the
Caan women, who, for thefirgt timein their lives, were faced with doing domestic chores themsalves.
Theloud and sometimes tearful complaints amused Astrud. She knew that the Caan could not even begin
to imagine the changes she had in mind for their society.

It wasared challengefor atwenty-first-century woman—uwithout reference materid, with only her own
knowledge and her memory—to think of dtering a Bronze Age society into something that would have a
chance against modern weagpons and ruthless men who put God on their side whether He wanted to be
there or not. Astrud's sustaining hope was that once she had taught the Caan al she could remember
about science and theory, there would arise Caan thinkers and scholarsto take over. It wa# ironic and
sad to her that the first modern things to be made by the Caan were gunpowder and weapons. Her goa
was to manufacture reliable cannon within three years, and that a one necessitated the development of an
entire technology. She knew that the black powder being produced in some quantity was crude, but she
did not have the formulafor more advanced gunpowder and had no ideahow later developments altered
the old and smple black-powder formula

She envisioned the cannon firing an explosive shell. She was working with one of the daves, who had
shown tdent in working iron, to build amuzzle-loading rifle. She had one shop making plowshares, for
food production had to continue. With an iron plow and animal power, afew daves could do the work
previoudy done by many under the direction of the elders. Astrud began to take the daves for her own
projects.

Lythe had become very interested in the crossbow. He had worked with her and the daves, and from
her basic design produced aweapon that utilized amechanica crank. With gearstedioudly filed out of a



circular piece of stedl to put enough tension on the wegpon, it shot ametal bolt with enough force to
penetrate the Brazilian body armor. Lythe had one shop doing nothing but turning out crossbows and
bolts.

Astrud knew that by the time a Caan got close enough to use the crossbow, he would have been
exposed to adeadly hail of projectiles and laser beams, but she knew too that many Caan would haveto
dieif the Brazilians came back with military reinforcements. There were times when she guiltily and
sefishly wished that the rulers of the three mgjor nations of Earth had precipitated the find war there. In
that event, there would never be an invasion of Brazilians, and she could breathe easily and learn how to
be a better mate to Lythe and mother to the child she now carried in her womb.

Sometimesit was difficult to make Lythe and the eders understand. "If the weapons of fire and light of
the men from the upper darkness are so superior,” Lythe asked, "why are we wasting our time with
crosshows and black powder? Why don't we just make lasers and missiles?"

Astrud could only shrug and try to explain that she did not have the knowledge and that the Caan did not
have the tools or the manmade materials needed. She redlized quickly that there were many things she
did not know.

What makes adry-cell battery work? What machines are needed to extrude wire to wind turbinesto
make dectricity? What steps would one take to manufacture asingle safety pin? What isthefiring
mechanism of a hand grenade? What steps did metalworking go through to enable men to develop the
skills, knowledge, and toolsto build the first steam engine? Where does one start to build ametd lathe to
enable aman to turn intricate pieces needed to construct other useful machines?

Shewould haveto tick to basics. But isacannon barrdl cast? How do you get the hole in amusket
barrd? The basics. Black powder. Greek fire. Oil oozed up in severa placesin the marshes, and when it
was mixed with black powder, it became agticky, hot-burning tar that would cling to a Brazilian tank or
crawler and make things decidedly uncomfortable for those insde. Well, cannon were probably cast.
Molten sted poured into amold, but of what material was the mold made? And what do you useto
polish theinside of the barrel, and how much black powder do you use for the charge?

She found that master builders—the designers and builders of the temples, the public buildings, and the
monuments—had a bas ¢ understanding of mathematics. She spent hours with them, teaching them what
she knew of algebra and geometry. To her pleasure two of the men were very excited by the concepts
and became her firgt two mathematicians, leaving their building work to spend their days and their nights
mastering the new concepts and then moving on past Astrud's limited knowledge.

Thefirst cannon belched smoke, and a solid round shot dribbled out the end of the barrel—Astrud had
been too consarvative in the use of powder. Soon there were wheel-mounted fieldpieces, but they il
had to be fired with alighted match, and the first attempts at devel oping explosive round shot had
resulted in the death of two dave's when the shot exploded in the barrdl. But the Caan would not let
Adtrud despair. She was encouraged to continue, in spite of thefailures, with the transformation of the
ociety.

* * %

On Omega, Becky Dark, wife of thetall Texan, Elton Dark, tucked her silken blond hair under her hard
hat and mounted up. At five-ten, dim, physicaly fit from tennis, swimming, and her diving asamember of
Allen Joness Marine Sciences staff, Becky looked good in her work blues. She had learned to operate
heavy equipment during the lean days, just after she had shocked her family and agood portion of Fort



Worth society by marrying aragtag graduate student from Texas A& M.

Becky loved the desert. She did not redlly like the sea. She worked with Allen Jones because each
member of the colony had aduty to contribute, but she did not like the fedling of being waterlogged after
aday'swork and was alittle nervous al the time when she was diving. There in the desert, where the
Americanswere a work to divert the Eepera's water supply, alittle boom town had sprung up, with
tents, outdoor cooking and campfires, and people tensely excited about doing a challenging job. Shewas
ahappy, laughing dynamo of energy, always one of thefirst out of the deeping bag, always one of the
first to climb aboard a giant earth mover just after sunup when the day shift began.

Elton liked working with hiswife. It brought back to him the sweet years before their first child was
born, when they did not have a penny to their names and he was having to earn aliving doing just about
anything he could find to do, instead of working at his chosen profess on—finding oil deposits.

"Git em up, move em out,” Elton yelled acrossto Becky, asthey each climbed the ladder into the cab of
an earth mover. Becky grinned at him and stuck out her tongue playfully. The big hydrogen engines
purred into life. Soon the dust was flying as the machines tackled what was known among the volunteers
on the project as Stoner's Folly.The two earth movers bounced and roared into the cut Sde by side,
enginesracing. Becky was gaining adight lead, and with a grin Elton eased off abit and let her swing
under the loader firg.

As he sat waiting, Elton looked around. It was one hell of an impressive project. Y ou had to go along
way back into higtory to find anything to come close to matching it. The Culebra Cut in the Panama
Cand, later renamed the Galllard Cut, probably matched it in degree of difficulty, Snce those old dudes
had had to move millions of cubic yards of mud, dirt, and rock with shovels and steam engines, but the
Gaillard would be dwarfed by Stoner's Folly. The Folly was going to have to accommodeate the total
water flow of ariver ten mileswide and ahundred feet deep, ariver that drained thousands of square
miles of rain forest. When thefind barrier was blasted away, one hdll of alot of water was going to come
roaring down the Folly cut with aforce that would be more than spectacular.

Elton had to go even further back, into prehistory, to find anything comparable to the flood that would
wash through the cut. It would be, in relative miniature, a scene reminiscent of thetail end of thelast Ice
Age on Earth, when theice dam holding back the glacier melt in Canada broke, and the flood of all
floods gouged out the Columbia Gorge.

There were other comparisons to be drawn, too. Those who had been involved in the building of the
Soirit of America knew once again that fegling of urgent excitement, the commitment that comes during
acrash project. In view of the mighty effort taking place, it was possible to forget that this massive
movement of megatons of rock and dirt was not for the permanent advantage of the race, but was an act
of war.

Great blasts shattered the desert air with regularity. After each blast, even before the dust had
completely settled, the earth movers and crawlers rushed into the cut for another load, and in selected
spoil areas, mountains of earth and splintered rock begantorise,

And not aday went by when someone did not ask, over campflre, amedl, or just in conversation with
fellow workerswhile waiting for their turn a the loaders, | wonder ifthey know what's going on up
here?' They, of course, werethe valley people, the Eepera. At such timesit was reassuring to catch a
glimpse of the multiweaponed defense robot, Mopro, on one of histours, or to see the admiral standing
tall, and to look up and see the regular patrol of the scout ships.



On an early morning, before the heat of the sun made being outdoors uncomfortable, Sage Bryson
grolled dongsdetheriver in apark flowered with the most beautiful of Omegasflora. Water had just
been duiced through the irrigation trenches, and there was agood smell of wet earth and growing things.
In agrassed area ahead of her, Eepera children were gathered.

Sagewore ablue, filmy, clinging, loosdy draped garment that hid little. She had taken to walking in the
park daily, much to Y ane€'s puzzlement.

"Come back to bed,” he had told her that first day when she awoke shortly after sunrise and dipped
away from hisarms. "It'sindecently early."

Y anee usudly dept until midmorning. He spent some hoursin breaking hisfast, bathing, and
preening—sometimes taking an hour to decide which kilt he would wear that day. Occasiondly he had
duty in the fields, overseeing the Whorsk daves. On such days he would make a brief appearancein the
fiddsjust after midmorning, come back to his apartment for amidday rest, and then spend two to three
hoursin thefieldsin the afternoon.

Evenings began with small gatherings, with pleasant idle chatter over wine and food. It was fashionable
for oneto speak English, but only afew had taken the menta effort redlly to learn the language, so the
conversations were mostly conducted in the language of the Eepera. No one seemed to be especialy
interested in teaching the language to Sage.

She had logt dl sense of time. Shelived in aglow of well-being and waited impatiently for the nights,
when the socia groupings broke up and Y anee, usudly quite mellow with wine, carried her to hishuge
bed. Of late, however, Sage had been moody. She glowed with health, but something nagged at her. She
tried to use thewaksin the park for thinking, to determine just what it was that was troubling her, but it
was difficult to concentrate. Flowers perfumed the air. She could fed the individua musclesin her body
asshewaked. It made her fed asif she were adeek young lioness. What was there to trouble her in this
paradise? Nothing. They could get long without her at the colony. No one there would miss her.
Evangdline was sweet, but she had her own things going. Sage laughed. If Evangeline thought that Paul
Warden, with his bulging muscles and sappy smile, was handsome, she could have him. A surge of need
went through her as she thought of the perfect body of Y anee.

Of course, she missed her work. But when she really thought about it, what good was her work? She
had spent years going over and over the calculations and theories of men long dead. What hadshe ever
contributed? What did it al matter? There was only one thing that mattered. She Sarted to turn, to Start
back, but she redized that Y anee would still be deeping and that today was hisday for traveling by river
to the north to check on thefiddsin thefar end of the valley.

Sheturned her attention to the children, each of them perfect. Two of them glanced at her briefly and
returned to their game. It was adow, sedate game, with little movement. The faces of the children were
beautiful. But what waswrong? A few birds sang. Something made athud down by the river wharfs.
Otherwise the city was so quiet, so calm. As she passed an intersection, she looked to the east and saw
that there were only afew people walking on the streets. On the cliff at the edge of that neighborhood
she saw the gleaming white pyramid and was reminded that she had never gotten around to asking
anyone about it. Or about the source of the lighting in Y aneg's house. But how could one be moody on
such aday? She started to hum, and athought came to her. She turned and looked back at the children.
Thelittle melody she was humming was gay and lilting. But the children did not smile. No one smiled.
Therewasno music. Ah, so that wasit. Sheliked music. Was shejust missing music? Shewould haveto
ask Y anee why there was no music and why no one smiled. He did not seem to mind her smiling a him.
At one large gathering, however, awoman had asked her, "Why do you so contort your face when you



Speek? Areyou in pain?'

Oh, well. Theywere an alien people. And they knew how to livel Whorsk daves did the work and
prepared the medls, although they were seldom seen. She would have to learn the language, so that she
could take her place in that most favored pastime—conversation. She would ask Y anee for more smple
books, because thosein his home were too advanced for her rudimentary knowledge of the language.
She would ask him for some that were made for children instead of the ones he favored—all on erotic
subjects.

It was such alovely day. Shewould have aleisurely lunch and, perhaps, spend an hour in the circular
pool behind Y anee's house, get just abit of sun later when it was not so hot, bathe in scented water, and
have her usud glass of afternoon wine. Y anee would be back early and perhaps they would bathe
together before going out for the socia evening. The food would be ddlicious, asusua. And shewould
make a gregter effort to understand the language when they were not spesking in English. Then they
would go home and— The thought seemed to melt her, driving dl evidence of her moodiness away.

The Life Sciences building sprawled on a broad terrace on the south side of Stanton Bay. Plansfor the
building had been drawn back on Earth, and construction had been computer-directed, with two of the
huge plastics machines working full-timefor amost ayear. Asthe various stages of construction were
completed, equipment had been moved from the labs aboard theSpirit of America. The ship would have
only emergency and first-aid capability for the trip back to Earth, but that would be enough because the
trip, once fud was available, would be made in amatter of mere days.

The patient roomsin the Life Sciences building werelittle used. Everyone chosen for the colony had
been in glowing hedlth, and Omegawas a hedthy planet. The labs were dways busy, however, for Dr.
Mandy Miller's section wasthe largest Sngle group in the colony, with responsibilities not only in human
medicine but in &l areas having to do with plant or animal life. Amando Kwait was nomindly attached to
the Life Sciences section, since hiswork had to do with plant life, but he had, in his agricultural section,
amogt totd autonomy.

Even with so many Americansinvolved with Stoner's Folly on the western continent, the Life Sciences
complex bustled. Thefina section to be completed housed Mandy's offices. There she had her own small
but well-equipped laboratory, an operating room, patient treatment rooms, and asmall suite of care and
recuperation rooms. Her adminigtrative duties|eft her little time for research or practice, but she had
taken it on hersdlf to be Theresita Pulaski-West's persona physician.

Theresitawas a big woman, and her pregnancy made her look bigger. The pregnancy was nearing term,
and Mandy had scheduled weekly vistsfor Theresita. For her latest visit Therestawas wearing agaily
flowered dress and sandas. She walked into Mandy's office, her posture perfect, causing her somach to
protrude impressively.

"I think you built the hospital so far from town to be sure | get my exercise" Therestasaid, lowering
hersdf into achair.

"Y ou look good," Mandy said, and indeed, she did. Her skin was flawless, glowing. Her eyes were clear
and bright, and she had held her weight gain exactly to Mandy's recommendation. "How'sjunior?"

"| think heisgoing to be asoccer gar,” Therestasaid, smiling. "1 dso think heisgoing to weigh fifty
pounds.”

Mandy laughed.



"How else could | be so front heavy?' Theresita asked, spreading her hands.

"Well, assume the position,” Mandy said, rising and leading the way into the examination room. A fetus
had no secrets from modern medicine. Without so much as penetrating Theresitals skin or subjecting
mother or baby to potentidly damaging rays, Mandy's instruments had confirmed, quite early, that the
baby was aboy, and asthe fetus grew, Mandy knew that it was perfectly normd, with al usua
appurtenances in the proper positions and numbers, that the baby's brain was developing nicely—even a
bit more rapidly than normd.

"He's getting just alittle restless” Mandy said, as shelooked at a perfect image of the baby initsfeta
position.

"Heisnot the only one," Therestareplied.

"Ah, he likes the sound of his mother's voice,” Mandy said.

"He can hear?'

"Oh, sure”

"All right then, junior, listen to your mother: Stop kicking mein the kidney.”

"Well, Mama," Mandy said, turning off the machines, "everything islooking good. In about thirty days
that little fellow is going to want hisfirgt breeth of air, and therell be no sopping him.”

Theresita heaved hersalf up and dipped back into her clothing.
"Got time for ajuice break?' Mandy asked.
"My commanding officer and my doctor have relieved me of dl duties, so I have nothing but time.”

They talked about the project on the western continent, about how empty the colony seemed with so
many people gone. Theresitatold Mandy that she was so bored that she had actudly caled Juke to her
house to tell her jokes. Mandy laughed.

"I must be keeping you from your work. ..." Therestaiaid.

Mandy sighed. "I amost wish someone would relieve me of al duties for aweek or s0." She stood and
escorted Theresitato the door, for she did have much to do. She closed the door, turned, and loneliness
hit her in awaveio powerful that she amost called Theresita back. But then she felt an unreasonable and
instant resentment toward Theresita. She stopped in midstride, cocked her head, and thought about that
totally unexpected reaction.

Rocky had not wanted children, and he acted like such a baby himsalf sometimes, Mandy had not
pressed theissue,

"Ah," shesaid, "so that'sit." She wanted ababy, too, and was resentful that Theresita, who was her
same age, would have one and she hersalf would not. Worse, she did not even have aman in her life, so
there was no baby on the horizon.



She poured another mug of juice. She had a dozen thingsto do, but she sat with both elbows on her
desk, mug clutched in both hands, and stared moodily at thewall. At least ahundred women in the
colony werein various stages of pregnancy. They were doing their duty to increase Omega's human
population. She was reminded that Duncan had suggested that it might be agood ideafor her to make a
new attachment. Duncan. The pain of lossthat never seemed to grow less keen whitened her knuckles on
the mug she held in front of her face. And it was utterly sensdess, completely without logic. There had
been no chance that she would have Duncan. She had been amarried woman, and then when Rocky
was killed, Duncan was married. For her to have Duncan Rodrick was not, it seemed, her destiny. And
yet it wasjoy just to see him. Now and then, when shefelt especialy londly, sheindulged in girlish
fantasies. She would be donewith him on one of theidands of the southern seas. They would wak hand
in hand with the warm, dying waveletswashing over their bare feet. The fantasies then became sexud, for
shewas amature, hedthy, norma woman.

She knew that she was, and had been, in adepressed emotional state. Had she seen such symptoms of
melancholiain a patient, she would have recommended treatment by the psychiatric section. But when
things seemed to close in on her, and she began to picture Duncan at horlfe with hiswife, she turned to
her religious bdlief for solace. She prayed on her knees. Thisshe did after Theresitasvidt, and she arose
with afeding of rdlief. God, the Bible told her, would never put upon her atrid she was not capable of
facing. Then, as she began to plow through a stack of paperwork, she used a portion of her mind to
picturedl of the unattached men of the colony. Although her marriage to Rocky had been far from
perfect, shefelt that she was not meant to live alone. She tried to imagine life with this one and that one
and found the choice to be severdly limited. Most of the unmarried men were too young for her. None of
them redlly interested her. The loneliness threatened to come back. She left the paperwork and walked
through a covered mall to the lab where Grace Monroe had set up her equipment. Grace wastaking a
break. Cat was curled in her lap. Cat was aVR-1 creation of Grace's, with abrain equd to the admird's
or the repair robot's, Makeitdo. Cat was made of a highly adaptable synthetic, which could be stretched,
molded, or compressed to any shape. When Mandy opened the door, Cat cocked its ears, legped from
Grace'slap, and raced to rub its back against Mandy's legs. She bent and picked Cat up. "Cat, you are
becoming very beautiful," she said, rubbing the deek, natura-fedling fur of the robot. Cat had started
experimenting with growing hair back on the ship, and it had taken it thislong to perfect the technique.
Cat had decided that its preferred shape wasthat of arather small Abyssinian cat, and the
brown-flecked fur was near perfection now.

"Grace, are you working a bit too hard?' Mandy asked, seeing the dark circles under her colleague's
eyes.

"It'san interesting problem,” Grace said.

"Any progress?'

"I think if | had a day with the particle accelerator back at Transworld, I'd have the answers| need.”
"Well, speaking as your doctor,” Mandy said, "remember that we're only human.”

Grace smiled. "Thank you. Max has been giving me the same advice, but | think we're getting close,
Mandy. | believethat the field put up over theriver has something to do with atered particle motion
insdethe hydrogen atom. And | fed asif werein arace againg time. | know that Duncan hasn't
expressed any such thoughts and is not the kind to put pressure on us, but when they complete that cut
out there in the desert and divert theriver, theré's going to be acrisis. I'd like to have away to negate
that field and even to use something like it as a defendve shield for our own people before thefind
confrontation with the Eepera.”



"Isthere anything | can do?' Mandy asked.

"Give Max amild tranquilizer,” Grace said, with asmile. "And if you can get him to takeit, yourea
better woman than [."

Max Rosen wastaking his new respongbilities very serioudy; he wasthat kind of man. With Rodrick
back and forth to the project on the western continent, Max was in charge at Hamilton base”". Max had
not been aonewith Grace, except in deep, for more than thirty minutes at atime in weeks.

"I'll seewhat | can do,” Mandy said.

Mandy knew that she should be working, but she could not face being aone in the office. She walked
around the curve of the bay to the city proper. Baby and Beau, the two dragons, aso abit lonely with
most of their friends gone, met her and vied with each other in offering aride. Mandy mounted Beau, and
they went sweeping off in that smooth lope, with Baby calling ahalt to do some polite begging &t the
window of Betsy McRae. Betsy gave them two cupcakes each.

"I've been coaxed into going for aride,” Mandy told Betsy. "Want to come along?"

"I'dliketo, " Betsy said, "but I'm running a computer program for Stoner. The shaft up by Lake Dinah
has reached that deposit of molybdenum ore, and the team is sending readingsin. It'slooking very good.
| think the ship will be on itsway home within afew months.”

"That'swonderful,” Mandy said, wondering if she should return to Earth permanently. "Wel, my trusty
steedPis getting restless.” Beau was shifting on hisfeet and looking around at Mandy, eager to be off.

"All right, go," Mandy said.

She let the dragons go where they would, and they went to one of their favorite places, Jumper's Run,
where Mandy gave way to temptation, stripped to the buff, and joined them in rollicking in the water. But
soon her sense of responsibility forced her to dress and coax Baby out of the water for aride home. She
had set out from the Life Sciences building on the excuse of finding Max, and when they were back in
Hamilton she used her bt radio to find that Max was on the waterfront talking to the marine expert,
Allen Jones. She guided Baby to the small dock where Allen tied up his boats.

Max's face wastwisted in alook of pain, alook that Mandy recognized as his thinking expression. She
waited for Baby to kned, then shegot off. "Am | interrupting?’

"Not at adl," Jones said.

"Hi, Mandy,' Max growled. He, too, had dark circlesunder hiseyes. "Allen wasjust discussing taking a
couple of underwater craft up the Great Misty River from its mouth.”

"I haven't had achanceto talk it over with Rodrick yet," Allen said, "but | think it can be done. | doubt
serioudy that their field would affect the instruments of underwater boats. We need to know more about
those bas—excuse me, those people, and | think thisisagood way to do it.”

"Wdll, Allen,” Max said, "you go ahead and get ready, and I'll clear it with Rodrick as soon as he gets
back. I'm sure helll give you ago-ahead if you can do it without risk."



"Grest," Allen said. "WEell need two scoutsto airlift the boats.”

Max nodded. "Wak me back to the ship, Mandy?'

"Sure" Mandy sad.

They waked for away in silence, then Max cleared histhroat and said, "If you can get her to takeit,
you're a better person than I, but | think Grace needs a mild sedative or something. She's been putting in
about eighteen hoursaday inthelab.”

Mandy laughed. " She told me the same about you.”

Max snorted. They had walked to a point out of sight of the dock. Picnic tables had been set up under a
stand of umbrelatrees.

"l haveit with me" Mandy said.

"Now, Mandy—"

"Now, Max," she mimicked, "you just come right over here and sit on this bench.”
"l haven't got timefor this" Max said.

Mandy took hisarm, led him to the picnic table, pushed him down, pulled aflask from her pocket, and
detached two collapsing cupsinto which she poured arich, brown fluid.

"What'sthis?' Max growled.

"Thedidtillery'slatest brandy,” Mandy stated, Spping. "And it isn't bad.”
Max drank. "Not bad &t all."

"Now, are doctors so bad?'

"That's my kind of doctoring,” Max said, extending his cup again.

"Graceisdl right,"” Mandy said. "l wasjust by to see her. She's strong and hedlthy. No one ever died
from lack of deep.”

"And there's nothing wrong with me," Max stated, "except that 1'd like to be out there where the action
is" Hesmacked "hislipsin gppreciation. "Not bad at al, and the best little tranquilizer yet."

Heleft Mandy seated at the picnic table, the flask still open in front of her. She poured another cup,
sipped, and felt tears come to her eyes. Duncan—he wasthere, in her mind, in her body, and she could
not get rid of him . . . was not even sure she wanted to.

The gathering in the house of Y anee's best friend that night was larger than usual. Sage had cometo
know dl of Y anee'sfriends by name, but she did not, by any means, know everyonein the city. She
knew that she was moving in the highest society, for Y anee was the son of the ruler, Suses, and would
someday be elevated to the throne. There wastalk of aprojected journey to alarger city the delta,
where, it was said, the shellfish were so succulent that they need only be cooked unseasoned to be utterly



delicious. A game of posing was played, in which men and women struck erotic poses and held them,
motionless, for perhaps three minutes. Y anee inssted that Sage play. She struck her pose, and there was

polite applause.

She was pleased by how much of the conversation she could follow. For example, she understood
perfectly when ahandsome younger man approached Y anee and said, "Are you not tired of her yet?'

Y aneelifted ahand languoroudy. "Y ou will bethefirst to know."

"l am displeased by that," Y anee confessed.

"Why are you displeased?" she asked when the young man had gone.
"Itisnothing,” he said. "Just talk."

"If | displease you, | want to know. Then | will correct what | am doing wrong.”

"Well giveit afew moreweeks," Y anee said, and then someone cdlled out that the--------- , another
word that Sage did not understand, was beginning. One by one and two by two, people began to drift
out of the main room. It had happened before, and Y anee had never suggested that they join whatever
action was going on in other rooms.

"Wereleft amost done,” shetold him. "Why don't we join the others?'
"Therell betimefor that," Y anee said. "Now we will go home."

That, after al, waswhy shelived, why she felt that the dayswould never pass. Shetook hisarm and
smiled up a him happily.

"I dowish," hesaid coldly, "you'd stop making those horrible faces at me.”

Clay Girard flewBlue Rover at five thousand feet over thebig cut. All hissensorswereon, dl his
weapons a'med. Behind him flew the twoApaches, Apache Two flying dow and heavy with the entire
mounting of theSpiritof America's largest and most powerful laser cannon dung undernegth. The laser
cannon would be used in the building of the dam. Clay and Jacob West directed Renato as he lowered
the cannon and st it on acrawler that had been modified for that purpose.

Earth movers and crawlers were working on both sides of theriver cliffs now. The big cut was only one
hundred yards from the riverside edge of the cliffs, and the gap was narrowing with each blast. Inthe
valey, atrench three mileswide near theriver, narrowing dightly asit reached the cliffs, had been dug
rather easily, since there was only the age-old accumulation of river st to move.

Once the huge laser cannon housing was down, Clay zoomed up and made aquick circuit of the Site,
going down river dmost to the fog bank. Rodrick had told dl scoutsto be especidly aert during the next
few days.

Clay wasimpressed by the amount of work that had been done in so short atime. On the desert,
mountains of spoil had atered the landscape. The cliffswere being chewed away by blasting, and tons of



stone had been dumped and piled in ahuge, two-hundred-foot-wide line from the cliffsto theriver's
edge. That was the beginning of the dam that would guide the waters of Theresta's River into the new
CULt.

Satisfied that everything was clear, Clay loafed over the Site, watching the activity below. They were
losing no time. The big laser cannon had been positioned, and even as he watched its deadly beam shot
out to play in acontinuous, sizzling, smoking fury over thelevee. So great wasthe het, it was difficult to
see anything but ared glow through the smoke and steam, but when the cannon stopped firing, a
fifty-foot section of the piled rocks had been fused into solidity.

Allen Jones had flown to the Site with Jacob West. He had joined asmal group including Duncan
Rodrick to watch thefirgt firing of the laser. Now, standing with Stoner and the captain, Allen asked,
"How long do you estimate before you open the cut, Stoner?’

"| think we need to have about three or four miles of dam in placein theriver itsdlf,” Stoner said. "It
take another month, 1'd guess.” That gave Allen plenty of timeto put his plan into operation. "' Captain,
I've been talking with the firgt officer about going up the river from its mouth in underwater boats.”
Rodrick thought for aminute, then nodded for Allen to continue.

"Weve seen their fields on the northern end of the populated areas of the valley, and that one city,” Allen
said. "We have no ideawhether there are other cities downstream. We know that the fog bank covers
the valley for fifteen hundred miles. We know we might have to fight these people, and we have no idea
how many of them there are. Ry going up theriver, | cantell you whether or not their cities extend dl the
way to the deltaand get a pretty good estimate of their population.”

"Y ou're assuming that their weapons won't be effective underwater,” Rodrick said.

"I'vetalked it over with afew of the people working on the problem, and they don't see how they could
m"

"Wedidn't see how they could stop a hydrogen engine, either,” Rodrick reminded him. Heheld up a
hand to keep Allen from protesting. "Allen, it'safineidea. I'll pprove it on the condition that you take no
unnecessary chances. Y ou have no idea of water depth—"

"Itl be deep,” Allen said. "With the volume of water that river carries, you'd be able to take an ocean
liner asfar inland as you wanted. There's ahundred feet of water right here.”

"How about navigation?'

"Well haveto fed our way along, but there's no problem. Our instruments can spot an object six inches
across a ahundred yards. WEII be able to map the bottom of theriver aswe go, pick the main channd,
stay under until were through the fog, and then take careful ooks without showing anything larger than
your fist above thewater.”

"All right, Allen." Rodrick dapped Jones on the shoulder. "'I'm glad you thought of this. | didn't. And now
that | have, get on it as soon aspossble.”

MAGIC FROM THE EEPERA

FIFTEEN



Airlifting the boats from Eden to the western continent, over thousands of watery miles, wastedious,
since speeds had to be kept below the sonic level. Carrying a boat, even a streamlined, thick-hulled
underwater boat, did not do much for a scout's aerodynamics.

The fog bank aong the coast was over fifty mileswide, and even then it did not cover al of the delta. On
ether sdewere marshes, idands, and winding waterways that were uninhabited except for avariety of
bird and some animal life. Allen believed that the main channd to the seawould be toward the center of
the fog, and it was there that the scouts lowered the two boats into the sea and | eft them.

At that point the water was relatively shalow, and soundings of the bottom indicated river sit. Thetwo
boats headed north. Well after Allen figured that they should be nearing the mouth of theriver, their
instruments could not pick up land on either sde or in front. Allen guessed that they had hit the main
channdl of theriver dead on, and that it was over twenty mileswide at its mouth.

At hourly intervals one boat would rise near the surface and extend a sophisticated optical instrument
until itstip was just out of the water. The boats were traveling dowly and cautioudy, so it was six hours
before Allen surfaced his boat and saw, to the northwest, low-lying land and, as he increased
magnification, asplendid city set far back from the river's bank. They had penetrated past the fog. He
could see the endless stretch of water behind him and the sky above him, and the eastern bank was a
smadl darkness off on the horizon.

Therewas no boat traffic in the broad reaches of the river, but when they surfaced an hour later, Allen
spotted asmal Whorsk sailboat in the distance, near the western bank. The city was more clearly seen
now. It rosein glowing stone from theflat plain of the delta. Behind it werelow and rocky hillsand
desert. It took awhilefor Allen to spot the pyramid. It was on what seemed to be aman-made hill
directly in the center of the city, only itstip was higher than some of the other buildings.

Now it was possible to increase speed because the depth of water was more than ample. Their
detection instruments showed some pretty big underwater animals, but it was possible to dodge them if
they cametoo close, for those boats were fast and highly maneuverable. Thirty milesup river therewas
another city. The valey had narrowed, and now both fringes of the desert were visblein the distance
from the middle of the river. When night overtook them, Allen ordered both boats to surface. There,
running silently on powerful hydrogen jets, they could reach speeds of fifty miles per hour. Therewasa
city on one bank or the other roughly every hundred miles. By morning they had sped past seven cities, in
addition to the two near the delta, and each had its gleaming white pyramid. At night the pyramids were
lit, apparently from within, and shone like huge diamonds. As;the valey narrowed and the cliffswere
closer, the pyramids were set atop the cliffs. By day Allen could see the Whorsk working in thefields.
He was getting a bit woozy from exhaustion, so he turned the controls over to one of hismen and dept
for afew hours. When he awvoke, he checked with the on-board computer operator, who had been
feeding photographs and visua sghtingsinto the computer. "All of the citiesseem to bethe samesize, ™
the operator reported. "We have estimated the number of buildings from the photographs. We can
assume that multifamily housing istherule, Sncethey aredl pretty big and have severd entrances,
ba conies dl the things that go with multifamily dwellings. It'snot precise, of course, but I'd guessthat the
population of each one of the citiesis about ten thousand.”

Another day and anight of upriver travel reveded the same pattern: cities of the same size, spaced a
hundred miles apart—each with its pyramid, each with its miles and miles of fields and Whorsk daves
working them. The Eepera seemed to be avery methodica people.

"| think we can safely guessthat there will be about fifteen to twenty citiesin thevaley," Allen Jones
said. "Figuring ten-thousand Eepera per city, that's about a hundred and fifty to two hundred thousand.”



Some days later, on the bridge of theSpirit of America, hewas making his report to Duncan Rodrick
and Max Rosen. "They're not invulnerable,” he said. "On the way back, just to test them, we ran on the
surface at fifty miles per hour day and night. If we were spotted, they gaveno sign of it."

"The estimated numbers seem too smdll,” Max said, running his hand through histouded hair.

"I've been thinking about that too," Allen said. "But | think were pretty accurate. | can't seethem
packing dozens of peopleinto smal unitsin the city. That just wouldn't be their style. | keep remembering
how they laughed and said our women made good breeders. Maybe their women don't have children as
eadly or asreadily asours. Or maybe they just keep the population low by artificial meansin order to
maintain asat sandard of living.”

"Allen, you'vejust implied acceptance of the clams of the Eeperathat they have been in contact with
Earth people before," Rodrick said.

Allen shrugged. "Ever sSince men began to sugpect that thelittle lightsin the sky were sunslike our own
and began to speculate that there might be other worlds out there, we've been torn between the fear that
we were done—the only intelligent race in the galaxy—and the fear that we were not alone, that
somewhere out there were beings smarter, stronger, and more technol ogically advanced than we were.

"Periodicaly, throughout history, somewriter would try to make something of a couple of Bible versesin
Genesis—one about giants on the Earth, and the other that says something like 'the sons of God found
the daughters of men to be fair and took them to wife." In writings even older than the Bible, the scribes
of Sumer recorded, apparently with seriousness, that their priestesses went to the god-house atop the
sacred ziggurat and literdly mated with agod, thus producing men like Gilgamesh, who were haf-god,
haf-man. Thereis hardly an ancient body of myth from any race that-does not mention the union of
human men or women with the gods.

"Now | don't know what to believe. I've seen citieswith massive pylons and architecture that would
have made the Egyptians of the Golden Age fed right at home, and pyramids about the size of the ancient
ones outside Cairo. So we now know that we are definitely not alone. We've seen only one dien planet,
and we've met two dien races, both of them just a bit more savage than even the Russians, one of them
with some puzzling technology. Youtdl me. ™

"I'll tell you this," Max said irritably. "It's too damned crowded out here, One of the reasons | wanted to
come on thislittle outing was to get away from masses of people.”

"The pyramid isafairly basic geometric form," Rodrick suggested.

"Yes," Allen said, "and to thisday on Earth there are still men who are arguing whether or not different
races came up with the shape independently or if dl pyramid builders were influenced by the Sumerian
ziggurats”

"But you're buying the idea that these Eeperawere in contact with ancient EQypt?' Rodrick asked.

Mienshrugged. "I'll accept an Earthlike antelope, Earthlike cats, alot of things as either pardle evolution,
anatura movement of life, or asdivine creation. | find it hard to accept as coincidence an art form that
depicts haf-naked men in kilts dways shown in profile. No, the large carvings and paintings we could see
on vaiousbuildingsarevery Egyptian.”



"That'sinteresting,” Max said, "because it would mean that these fellows have been perfectly static
culturaly for five or six thousand years. Hell, even in ancient Egypt the art evolved, and a one point went
through a definite revolution. If these people have been drawing and painting in the same way for fifty or
sxty centuries, they can't betoo smart.”

"Good point, Max, " Rodrick said, athough he was wondering, with abit of amusement, wherethe old
bear of an engineer had learned about Egyptian art. He put his hand on Allen's shoulder. " Good job,
Allen. I'm not gpproving your running on the surface deliberately to attract their attention, but good job."

"I'd liketo go out to the project now, if it'sdl right,” Allen said.
"Hang around until this afternoon, and I'll fly you over," Rodrick said.

Elton Dark and histdl blond wife sat Sde by sdein their earth moverswaiting for aturn at the loaders.
They were now working in theriver valey itsdf. While they waited they watched a scout ship hover,
lower, and hang motionless while men on the ground strapped cable around arectangular dab of stone
that measured afull twenty-five-feet long.

"It ssemsto methat the weight of that dab of stonewould rip the fastenersright out of the hull," Becky
sad, using the earth mover'sradio.

"In effect,” Elton said, "the hull of the scout isdl of apiece, and the way they got it lashed, the strainis
digtributed over awide portion of the hull."

The scout lifted dowly, the huge dab of stone following ponderoudy. The stone would be lowered
carefully into the water to join with the dam being dowly extended at an angle going upriver. "lan't it
funny,” Becky remarked, "that one of the biggest engineering projects ever completed is being done over
eleven light-years from where these machines were made, and will be seen by only afew of us?'

The same processes were being performed on the far Side of theriver, so far away that the east bank
was just barely vishble. Sowly, load by load and stone by stone, awall was being built in front of that
massive flow of water, and aready, because of the constriction, the current was moving faster in the
center of theriver. The western portion of the dam extended four miles now, a smooth, fused-rock
highway over which the giant earth movers and crawlers sped to dump loads to be fused into solidity, at
least near the surface, by the huge laser from the ship. The eastern section was nearing the two-mile
mark. When the gap in the middle of-the river was narrowed to three miles, the water raced through, and
the backup threatened to flood over the top of the dam. It was the moment for which everyone had been
waiting. The object was not to back up theriver and form alake; the object wasto coax theriver into a
graight-lineflow, directly into the cut.

Stoner McRae was alittle nervous. He stood on the strip of land on the western shore that had been left
asaretaining wall and looked down the huge cut to the west, miles and miles—a huge gash cut through
the cliffsto lead into the arid sands miles away. If al went well, those sands would soon be awash, and
somewhere out there—he had not surveyed to see exactly where—anew lake would form or the river
would find itsway into another channel and go wandering. He just hoped—and he had done some
checking on this—that the stream would not quickly cut anew channd leading into the old one below the
dam. If that happened, al the work would have been done for nothing. Stoner looked at hiswatch. There
were Sx hours of daylight remaining. Rodrick had come out to see the show. Stoner looked at theriver,
at the sun, at the cut. “Trying to put it off, Stoner?" Rodrick asked, with agrin. Stoner grinned back.

"Y ou crawled right into my head." He started walking toward the south, checking the well-placed
charges as he went. When hewas well past the dam, he paused and pushed the send button on hisradio.



"All personnd,” he said. "Wewill blast just as soon as we've run abody check. Section leaders, count al
your workers and all your equipment. All personnel report their positionsto section leaders. We don't
want anyonein the cut when we turn on the faucet.”

No one was going to bein that cut. When the charges went off, lifting out that last section of earth, there
would be one mighty waterfal astheriver rushed into the lower devation. Within ten minutes everyone
was accounted for. The heavy equipment had been moved well downstream. Jack Purdy wasflying
overhead with his cameras, ready to record the event. Stoner lifted hisradio. "Admira, areyouin
position?" The admira was standing atop the cliff, on the brink of the new cut through solid stone. He had
Set up some measuring ingruments in the bottom of the cut for Allen Jones, who wanted to know the
exact force exerted by the wall of water that would soon rush through. To take advantage of the
viewpoaint, from the brink of the cut, he had dso set up holorecorders. "'In position, sir,” the admira
confirmed, "and all equipment isready." Cat, who had sneaked aboard one of the last scout shipsto
come over from Hamilton, was crouched at the brink of the cut, tense, looking down with its head
hanging over the edge. "Fireinthe hole," Stoner sent. "Ten. Nine."

The riverbank lifted, seemingly intact for afew split seconds, and then pulverized asthe force of
hundreds of pounds of that easily manufactured but highly potent explosive, began to swell. Following the
eardrum-splitting roar of the blagt, there came a thunderous rumble, and the waters near the western
shore began to swirl; asthe dust cleared they could see awall of water thirty-feet high roaring toward the
cliffsand washing the walls of the cut asit boiled onward.

From where the admiral stood, it seemed that the segment of land that held back the river waslifted into
the air. Then, even before the debris of the explosion ceased to rise, there appeared a muddy,
smooth-topped wave, amass of water that |ooked solid. It seemed to grow in height asit rushed into the
cut. The admird had the holorecorders going, their mechanisms set on automatic tracking. Cat, glowing
green with excitement, twitched itstail nervoudy.

Thewadll of water filled the deep, wide cut and rushed toward the cliffs. The admiral, awed by the force
of it, moved closer to the edge and glanced down to see the instruments far below. He checked the
receiver strapped to hiswaist; lights glowed its readiness. There would be only split seconds of recorded
information asthe wal of water struck the instruments before they were ripped from their position and
destroyed by that surging force.

The admira was absorbed in the sight, indeed amost hypnotized by it, and he glanced down as Cat,
derted to danger by that rushing wall of water, climbed hisleg and found more security curled around his
neck.

Now the water was sending its shallow, rushing advance ripple to within yards, then feet, of the
instruments. The instruments took the advance ripple, disappeared, and then the full force of the wave hit
them.

Directly below where the admiral stood with Cat draped around his neck, the water hammered at the
wall of the cut, rising swiftly, moving at an impressive speed. Feding asif he had momentarily logt his
balance, the admird looked down into surging, rushing chaos. Hisfirst thought wasto try to sdvage the
holorecorders as the earth moved again under hisfeet. Solid rock seemed to drop, and he realized that
the rushing water had undermined the side of the cut, something that had seemed impossible. As Cat,
now afluorescent orange, sent him a panic message, he legped, seized the holorecorders, and amost
madeit to safety. But the edge of the cut fragmented and a twenty-foot-wide section of solid stone
dropped ten feet suddenly, leaving the admira suspended in midair before he jolted down on the stone
that was fragmenting, disintegrating under hisfeet even asit fell. The admira did not fear desth, for he



was not surein hismind that the lack of existence on his part could be defined as deeth. Death was a
condition of aonce-living entity. He was dectronic and mechanica, He thought, hefdt, but did helive?
Y et he knew that his existence was to be terminated, for not even his well-constructed body would be
able to survive those raging waters. He would be smashed againgt stone, dragged over the rocky bottom
of the cut, tossed, rolled, and dismantled.

Hefdt regret. There were so many fields that he had not had time to explore, so much knowledge to
gain, and now it was ended. He and Cat were faling among the fragmented stone, some bouldersthe size
of small crawlers. Among those jagged stones they would be ground and crushed, even before the water
could do itswork. There was nothing he could do. Then suddenly, he felt the law of gravity suspended
with a suddenness that jerked his neck and did considerable damage to his plastimetal tendons. He knew
in that instant how aman felt—back in the old days when such punishments were still used—when he
was hanged by the neck.He wasjerked to a hadt. Smal stones pounded him. He bounced upward asif
he had been suspended by alarge rubber band, Cat had elongated itself, looping its upper body around a
jutting rock whileitslower body was half-wrapped securdly around the admiral's neck.

The admird looked down. They were within fifty feet of the flood, which had reached its highest point
and was rushing past in asea of foam. He looked up. His neck did not operate properly. One artificial
tendon had been stretched. It would require some minor repair so he would be able to function, even if
his neck would not turn fully to theleft. He said, "That was excdllent, Cat. Thank you." Cat sent hima
groan of effort. It wastime to do something about the situation. He reached up, found a handhold, and
eased hisweight off Cat. "It'stoo bad,” he said as Cat relaxed and began to pull back into form, "that
I've never studied rock climbing. ' They were a hundred feet from the top of the cut, the walls amost
sheer. "l believe. Cat, if wework together, we can makeit,' He directed Cat to extend itsalf once again,
tofind ahold inasmal, vertica crack inthe rock. Cat stretched, jammed itsdlf into the crevice, and
became anchored, and then the admira pulled himself up dowly to find another handhold. It took a
half-hour. Then they stood on solid rock again, and the admird tried to turn his neck to the left. Cat
legped from his shoulders and ran severd yards back away from the brink, having had enough adventure
for one day.

Allen Jones was on the eastern section of the dam. "Stoner, the water level has dropped afoot here and
isgoing down fast," he said.

Downriver, where the workers were congregated, the water level wasfalling on-the bank. Asthe mighty
flow of water swept into the curve where the cut had been made, the current ran directly into the gash in
its bank. Within five minutes, asthe mighty wal of water rushed onward, filling the cut, overflowing into
the dry sands, amost half of the volume of flow had been diverted. The flood spread asit exited the cut,
and the sands began to drink. Megatons of water would be accepted and held by the sands. The forward
momentum of the flood dowed. The advance was now amile-widefilm of water, creeping forward,
much of it disgppearing into the thirsty sands.

A great cheer went up, and Stoner lifted his hands over his head like avictorious boxer. But he had only
amoment for celebration. "Clay," he cdled into hisradio belt. "Tell mewhat you see.”

Clay wasflying circles over the advancing flood. "The main force of thewater is<till moving just alittle
south of west," hetold Stoner. "Theré'sthat large depression like abowl directly inits path.”

"Stay with it for awhile, Clay," Stoner said. "Theredl test isgoing to come when that depresson isfilled
and the water overflows and looks for away out.”

ftut Clay could not stay there that long. The depression was roughly twenty miles across, and by the time



the sky was growing dark, the depression was not half-filled. The desert was swalowing tremendous
amounts of water.

In camp that night tired people were protected by double security. The grest river below the dam was
only haf itsformer salf. Rock and mud idands showed their heads aong the banks, and the high
watermark, in places, was afull twenty feet above the present water level. A message was being sent
downriver, but it would take awhilefor it to reach even the first Eeperacity, that city where Sage Bryson

was staying.

With morning, the river was still dmost eighty feet deep at the center. The work continued. Scouts acting
as sky craneslaid afoundation of huge dabs of stone on the river bottom; then the earth movers and
crawlerslaid broken stone atop the dabs. And when the wall of stone showed above the water's surface,
the laser cannon fused it, to the accompaniment of much steam and smoke. Weeks later, when the last
load was hauled and the last laser-fusing firing cooled, it was possible to drive a crawler acrosstheriver
and to look down upon ajumbled dope of rock to an dmost dry riverbed on the downstream side.

Surprisingly, there were few fish left high and dry. Apparently the fish had followed the retreating water
to the south. Whatwere left high and dry, it was discovered as Clay flew down the riverbed, were dozens
of the huge, long-toothed, torpedo-shaped river monsters. Twenty feet long and five feet thick, they
flopped in the mud and shallows, showing those huge, destroying teeth in snaps and lunges. Clay decided
then and there that he was never going to go swimming inthat river. The cascade of water through the cut
wasimpressive. Confined to the narrow gorge, theriver fought its bonds, rushing, leaping, swirling a
whitewater speed until it was freed, once more, into the desert. The bowl-shaped depression wasfilled
that day, and atrickle of water began to wander over the sands again. Stoner took to the air with Clay to
watch. He held his breath when the advance waves curled toward the south, then breathed again asthey
veered westerly toward still another natural bowl.

"L ooking good, Stoner, Clay said.

"Sofar," hereplied.

Clay swalowed and began to work on his courage. It was something he had been intending to do for
weeks now, but with Stoner so busy, he had not had the opportunity. Now he had Stoner donein the
scout, and it seemed to be the perfect time, but he could not find histongue. When finaly he spoke, it

cameout asacroak. "Stoner?"

"Yeah," Stoner said, leaning over the optics to watch the advance fingers of the flood creeping across
the sands.

"Stoner, I—" He gulped. Stoner did not take his eyes off the optics. " Stoner, you know Betsy said that,
well, that we—I mean me and Cindy—that we, uh, didn't have to wait until we weretoo old to get
married.”

"Ummm," Stoner said.

Clay waited to seeif Stoner was going to say anything ese. "Well, Stoner, what do you think?'

"l think we're looking good," Stoner said. "1 think | can see maybe a prehistoric riverbed off to the west.

If that'swhat | think it is, it leads dl the way to the ocean in that big indentation to the west of theriver's
mouth.”



"I mean what do you think about what Betsy said?' Clay managed.

Stoner looked up from the optics. "What did she say?'

Clay swalowed again. "That Cindy and | didn't have to wait until we were old to get married.”
"Married?" Stoner lowered his face to the eyepiece again.

"Stoner—" Clay sad.

Stoner looked at him again. Then he smiled. "I agree with Betsy."

"You do? Wow!" Clay shouted.

"Itsanew world, Clay,” Stoner said. "'Weve got the best of medical care. | won't mind abit being a
grandfather beforel'm old.”

Clay blushed and stuck out his hand. Stoner shook it solemnly. "Gee, thanks, Stoner."
"Hey, what's the big deal ? We've dl known al along you t«ro would get married someday.”
"Wdll, | don't know."

Stoner laughed. "Ligten, itisabig dedl. The biggest.” He put his hand on Clay's shoulder. "I can't think of
anyone on Earth or Omegathat 1'd rather have asason.”

Clay gulped. He could not say anything. Then, flying low, he said, "The water's flowing into that next
depression.”

"Soitis" Stoner lifted hiseyesfrom the viewer. "Well, it'll take awhile to make this new lake. We might
aswell get back to camp.”

Duncan Rodrick was setting up defensive positions on both sides of theriver just below the dam. He
was us ng the earth-moving equipment to dig in his crawlers so only the snouts of their wegpons showed
over the earthen mounds. He did not know how effective earth would be against the field weapons of the
Eepera, but he figured that afew feet of solidly packed earth would not help the weapons any. He had a
constant patrol of scout ships flying downstream, one of them always keeping an eye on the bank of fog
to seeimmediately anything that moved out of it.

Mopro was roving back and forth atop the dam. The admira was on the east bank, duplicating
Rodrick's work there. Rodrick had discussed the situation with the admiral, who had based his opinions
on hiscompletefile of military history from the dawn of recorded time.

"Since we have seen no evidence of ground transportation,” the admira said, "it islikely that they will
comeby ar. "

They would have to come. It had not rained aong the Great Misty River sincetheSpirit of America had
landed on Omega, and climatologists said that rain in that valey would be at |east aten-year rarity. They
would have to come, because their crops depended on water from the river. Their lives, not only
long-term but short-term, probably depended on river water, too, for it was unlikely that they would have
dug wells when so much water, water of good qudity, wasthere for the taking. All that was needed to



make theriver water drinkable were holding basinsto settle out the silt. Y es, the Eeperawould nine, to
see what had happened to the river that had en the source of lifeto them for, if one wereto believe them,
Sxty centuries.

"Thefirgt force will probably be small,” the admirad said. "When they seethe dam, | believe that they will
go to one bank or the other and approach it by land.”

"Well stand ready to consolidate our own forces by moving men to the threatened side," Rodrick said.
"A good plan, Captain,” the admira responded.

"] want the order passed that no onefiresuntil | givetheword,” Rodrick said.

"Yes, gr," theadmira agreed. "It would be to our advantage and theirs to settle this matter peacefully.”
"Given the worst possible scenario,” Rodrick said, "when do you estimate they could reach us?’

"If they started upriver when they first noticed theriver leve faling, ships could be emerging from thefog
a any time," the admird replied.

But as the days passed, it became evident that the Eeperahad not started upriver at thefirst dropin
water level. Workers without combat training had been sent back to Hamilton, although Becky Dark had
stayed with her husband. Mandy Miller had flown out with a portable burn and wound treatment center,
with the medica robot, Doc, setting up shop on the east Sde of the river. And, to the surprise of
everyone but Paul Warden, Evangdline Burr had come, too, bearing arms.

Astrud named her first son Lythethe Y ounger. Lythe was agood father. He liked to hold the baby,
cooing and jabbering in amost unwarriorlike way, and Astrud loved to see him show that he had love
and heart. Lythe wanted to have another baby right away, but Astrud had discovered that the women of
the Caan had away of choosing their own time for babies, away maost men did not even know abouit. It
was aclear jelly made from thejuices of amarsh plant. Thejdly was strong dkaline and odorless, and
when used properly, it could not be distinguished from the natural feminine fluids. She, too, wanted
another child,*>erhapsagirl, but she had work to do.

She was building rockets. She had no hopes of making aworkable guidance system, but black powder
was plentiful, and she had found avariety of giant bamboo that, when dried, made a splendid body for
her rockets.

She capped the lengths of the hollow bamboo with sheet metal shaped aerodynamicaly, filled achamber
with Greek fire and the back end of the bamboo with black powder. She had accidents, of course, with
her rockets blowing up onignition, or fizzling off directionless, but she gradualy began to master the art
so that she could send up abarrage of rocketsthat would land roughly in an area one hundred yards
square and spread flaming Greek fire over everything.

She dso had batteries of smple cannon firing explosive round shot that was about eighty percent
reliable. An enlarged company of Lythe'swarriors were armed with muskets, and athough the weapons
were crude, concerted fire from the one hundred musketeers was reasonably effective.

Lythe wanted to test his new company of musketeers by raiding into the territory of an unconquered
tribe far to the north, but Astrud protested. It was one of the few times Lythe had seen her become

agry.



"Y ou called the Brazilians barbarians because they used superior weapons to daughter your people,” she
stormed, "and now you want to take your own superior weapons into daughter against innocent people.”

"We need daves," Lytheretorted.

"Y ou need to put to work al the lazy bumswho have been living on the produce of dave labor," Astrud
argued.

"Sometimes," Lythe said coolly and evenly, "you are a very wise woman, sometimes not.”

"If you take firearms against men armed with bronze-tipped arrows and bronze swords, | will no longer
help | will let you face the Braziliansdone.”

Camly, Lythe approached her, and she thought that he was going to embrace her and tell her that he
was sorry. Instead, with asmile, he lifted her, threw her across his knees, and gpplied his hand solidly to
her bottom. She screamed, once, and then went rigidly silent. When he released her, she stood, |ooked
a him with blazing eyes, and asked, "Are you quite finished?'

"You arewise, my mate, and we listen to you with tact, but you are awoman. My woman."

She walked to aweapons rack and pulled down afine sword with anewly fashioned steel bladeand a
well-wrought hilt. She whirled, swinging the sword with al her strength. Lythe recovered from his
surprisejust in timeto throw himself to the floor and roll away as she drew back the sword again and cut
deeply into the chair in which he had been seated.

Lythe legped, hisown sword coming out of its sheath, but he stopped his blow in midair, muscles
bulging. She stood with her sword hanging down, panting, tears of rage and frustration running down her
cheeks. Lythe threw his sword aside and knelt in front of her, bowing his head.

"If you would kill me, then strike," he said sadly.

"Oh, you son of ahbitch,” Astrud said, throwing her sword aside, whereit hit thewall with acrash. She
kndt and lifted hishead. "Don't you ever, ever lay handson meagain.”

"Not even when you take my manhood and try to clothe yoursdf init?

"Not even then," she said, putting her hands on his cheeks. "'l know you are aman, the finest man of the
entireworld. But | am not achild to be spanked.”

"No," he agreed, "you are not. But can | be permitted to inform you when you are stepping beyond the
bounds of womanhood without risk of having my head diced off?"

Shelaughed. "Y es, damn you, just tell me. | amnot unreasonable.”
"Only at times," he said, taking her in hisarms.

The next crigsin their persona relationship came afew dayslater. "Lythe," she said, "will you please ask
for an audience for me with the el ders?*

"What reason shdl | givethem?' he asked.



"I am going to propose methods of training the davesin the use of ams,” she said.
“Arm the daves? Are you mad?'

"Itistime. Only afew remain in domestic service, and only afew in thefields. The rest are becoming
craftsmen and skilled workers. The government is supporting them, giving them, in effect, asdary for
their work."

"Yes" hesad, "and some already fed that they are superior to Caan smply because they can makea
gun. However, it isthe Caan who can useagun.”

"If the enemy returns, the daves would increase our numbers”" she said.
"And if he doesn't return, the daves will turn the weapons againgt their masters.”

"The solution, then, isto have no masters, only freemen. The daves are aminority. They will present no
threat. Indeed, if you give them something to work for— their freedom, the right to own property, to
have homes and to be able to improve them, and to know that their children will be trained, be schooled,
and be freemen— you will find that they will make better soldiersthan the cavaliers of the citieswho play
at arms because it isthe custom.”

"Woman, woman," Lythe said, "how you do trouble me.”

But he stood before the council and spoke proudly. "My mate, Astrud Cabral, who came to usfrom the
upper darkness with the secrets of other worlds, will make asuggestion. | ask only that you listen and
that you consider this: She speaks as one who has traveled among the stars. She speaks with the
knowledge of a people who knew the secrets of metals and fire and the force of the heavenly lightning.
She speaks of the future, and I, Lythe, most honored director of war and heir to the most honored, say
that youwill ligen.”

When Astrud suggested calmly and with grest logic that the daves be freed and trained in the use of
arms, she was hissed from the chamber. 1t was no big thing, she knew, for she had seen others hissed
from the chamber for less, and her status was such that she could have reen-tered and requested another
audience, on another subject.

Lythe remained. "Elders," he said, "today you hiss at the idea. Will you hiss when the enemy comeswith
thousands of warriors armed with the weapons of fire and thunder and the cream of Caan manhood dies
infighting ior thisworld?"

"My son,” said Lotel the Elder, "we vaue the honorable Astrud Cabral. We have hissed away an idea
whose time has not come.”

"To expect adaveto fight iswithout reason,” another elder said.

"They work side by side with Caan warriors at the forges, in the places where the cannon and therifles
are made. The daves are the more skilled, for our men are new at thisthing called work. | say that they
have earned the right to share the bounty of our life," Lythe said. "And in pointing out that the dave, given
something for which to fight, will make afiercewarrior, | think Astrud Cabrd isright.”

"Set the examplefor us, then,” taunted an elder. "Free your own daves and have them est at your table.”



"Freethem | will," Lythe said hotly. "However, my tableis my own, and only those | invite edt there, be
they dave or Caan.”

Only three families of Lythe's daves till worked the acres of hisfields. The others were becoming skilled
craftsmen in the various factories. He called them al together on aday of rest and spoke to them, with
Astrud standing by hisside.

"Many of you saw the attack on our city by the men from the outer darkness, and some of you lost
friends and relatives. Y ou have suffered, asthe Caan have suffered, but you arein davery. Thisl think is
not right. Today | say thisto you: Would you earn your freedom?”

There was asilence. A man who had helped to develop the mold to cast the first cannon touched his
nose in respect and said in aquiet, shy voice, "Y ou feed uswell, master. We have aplace to deep and to
rear our young. We do not complain, but we would hear more about freedom. Would it be freedom to
return to the lands of our birth?"

"Would you want to return?' Lythe asked. "Y ou are from«the south, are you not? There, ageneration
ago, Caan warriors destroyed everything. Today it isthe land of the Caan. Y our people exist only here,
asdaves”

"What freedom, then, master?' the man asked.

"To have your own land. To build your own home with the strength and skill of your own hands, to have
your childrenin training and in schooling.”

"How do we earn thisright, master?"

"l ask you firs—would you fight for freedom?' Lythe asked.

"Agang you, magter, no."

"Agang outsderswho would destroy al," Lythe clarified.

"1 would fight for my life," the pokesman said. "Certainly | would fight for my lifeand freedom.’

"All who will pledgetheir loydty to the Caan, dl who will continue their own work whiletraining in the
use of aamsand in learning the meaning and responsibilities of freedom, al who are willing to fight for the
country that isyours, the only country you have, will now step forward.”

After along, uneasy pause, the daves began to step forward, one by one.

Lythe turned to Astrud with agrim smile. "Now, my love, sincethisisyour idea, they are your
respongbility.” Heturned and walked away.

"You must redize" Astrud said to the daves, "that freedom does not mean the freedom from work.
Have you seen mework?'

"We have, midress,” the spokesman said.

"And have you seen the honorable director of war work and train for fighting?”



"Wehave"
"Freemen at timeswork harder than daves."

Someone laughed, and the laughter spread. " Perhaps they are not doing usafavor,” someone from the
rear caled, and the laughter got louder. Astrud raised her hand. " Freemen in the employ of this household
do not go about inrags,” she said. "Those of you who work a weaving garments will begin to make the
dathing for dl. Freemen who work in the armaments plants should eat well. From this day you will draw,
from horticulturd stores, the same food that is eaten in the master's house."

Therewas a cheer.

"All the children under sixteen years of age will report to my records keeper as soon asthey are
properly clothed, for assignment to training and schooling. And tonight, the winekeeper will distribute one
bottle of thisyear's vintage for each person over sixteen.”

There was agreater cheer.

"And anyonewho islate for work tomorrow morning will have a percentage of earning deducted from
hispay,” Astrud said. "I have one more thing to say—all of the Caan will be watching you. The freedom
of many depends upon how you conduct yoursalves as freemen. If you are dothful, if you are drunken, if
you become contentious and contemptuous, the Caan will say, 'these are nothing but daves." If you
conduct yoursdlf well, thisisonly abeginning.”

And 0, as Astrud had kept track of the passing of standard Earth days, weeks, and months by her
waich, which wasthe only thing remaining to her that reminded her of her home, her place of origin, the
Caan watched Lythe's great experiment with amused interest.

She knew that it would take at least two years of sublight cruising for theEstrela do Brasil to approach
anew planet, settle the colonists, leave the planet, and head back to the Earth. Then another year or two
to approach the Earth, organize amilitary expedition, and return to the planet of the Caan. She believed
that she would truly have to have the Caan ready for possible massive invasion within five years.

When ayoung ex-dave who had worked in one of the black-powder plants discovered that magnesium

made the black powder burn cleaner and explode with more power, her dreams seemed real. The seeds
of knowledge she had planted among the people of her new planet were bearing spontaneous fruit.

SIXTEEN
The great council of the city of Suses stood on ariverside wharf and watched with impassivefacesasa
group of Whorsk daves attacked a stranded monster in the mud of the riverbed. The shrill voices of the

Whorsk carried to them. The monster dashed with its head and neatly removed the legs from aWhorsk,
but the others kept on stabbing it with makeshift spears.

"Shdl I kill them?" asked Y anee. "Too many of them have left their work."

Suses, theruler of the city, shook his heed. "Let them have their fill of meat. It will only makethem
stronger for their work."

The wide river was amuddy, empty depression. The Whorsk fighting the monster sometimes sank in the



muck to their knees. Along the banks the stands of green water plants were bedraggled, and underwater
growers made adimy, green covering of the mud formerly covered by shdlows. In the center of theriver
achannd of running water curled itsway southward, flowing duggishly.

"This cannot, of course, be allowed to continug," Suses said.

"Itisrecorded inthe annds," said an dder, "that theriver level fdll thirty feet just over athousand years

"And the waters came back," another continued. "We must have patience.

"Will you be patient when your storage tanks are empty of water and you have to crawl inthedimeto
drink from that?" Suses asked, pointing toward the distant channdl.

"It isreported that it isthe samein thefidldsto the north,” Y anee said.

"Thatwould seem logicdl,” Suses said. He sighed and looked up at the blazing sun in the midday sky.
Already the exposed mud was beginning to dry and crack near the banks. For weeks now theriver level
had been falling. Each day Suses arose expecting to see thetrickle of water in the channel begin to swell.
Each morning he was disappointed.

The overseersin the fields had put all davesto work carrying water by hand from the retreating channel.
The crops were, for the moment, safe. However, it would not be many days before they began to suffer,
for it wasimpossible to carry enough water to irrigate dl thefidds.

"Itistimefor usto investigate this phenomenon,” Suses said. ™Y anee, you will fly upriver, past the
protective shield. It is my thought that perhaps some natural accident to the north has blocked the natural
flow of theriver.

"Father," Y anee protested, "you know how | hate to be confined in close quarters with those filthy
animds, and how it sckensmetofly."

"You aremy son," Susessaid. "l have spoken."”

Y anee spent the rest of the day preparing, selecting an outfit from among his collection of costumes. He
did take time out to visit friendsin the evening, with Sage on hisarm. He had reconciled himsdlf to his
difficult and distasteful task and now even relished the attention it brought him.

"Do you think you will haveto go al the way to the lands of the jungle?' awide-eyed woman asked.

"Iwill go asfar asit isnecessary to go," Yanee said.

The young man who had asked Y anee if he wastired of Sage put hishand on Sage'sarm and said, "This
onewill beleft done, Yanee"

"That can't be helped,” Y anee said.

Sage had just begun to understand that Y anee was going away. "How long will you be gone?' she asked
him.

Y anee, hischin held heroicdly high, said, "Who can say?'



"We can't havethisonelondy," the young man said, caressing Sage'sbarearm. "Asyour friend, Y anee,
| seeit asmy duty to carefor her whileyou are away."

"Thank you," Yanee said. He looked a Sage. "Since sheis obvioudy defective, not having yet---------
He used aword that Sage had heard once before and had not understood, but she knew that he was
being criticd, and shewas hurt.

"What have | not done?" she asked.
Y aneelooked at her coldly. ™Y ou have not conceived my child,” he said.

In her constant glow of happiness and well-being, the thought had never occurred to her. Now it was
vaguely disturbing. She seemed to have amemory associated with the subject. Her brow creased with
theintengity of her effort to remember. A girl, abig girl. Ah, Theresita. Theresita had been pregnant.

"I wouldn't care whether she conceives or not," the young man said. "I have heard her wild cries of
pleasure coming from your room."

"Have you been spying on me?" Y anee asked.

The young man laughed. "One has only to walk past to hear." He made asmirk, the nearest thingto a
smilethat Sage had ever seen. Y ou have been very sdfish, Y anee, keeping dl that wildnessfor
yoursdlf."

Y anee spread hishands. "It istrue. | confess. | will no longer be sdfish. She has been wantingtojoinin
the--------- " There was another word that Sage did not understand. "So beit. Sheisyours.”

Y anee turned and strode away, his back very straight. He was so very handsome in hismilitary gear.
Sage looked after him in puzzlement, and then the young man led her by the arm toward another room,
and agroup of men and women were with them.

"Y ou will remember thisnight," the young man told Sage. "'Y our first night of --------- " That word again.

Beyond adoor, a hdlway, then another door was alarge chamber. The only furniture was a huge, soft
floor covering, asthick and as soft as any bed. and arefreshment center along one wall. People began to
throw off their clothing. The young man seized Sage's gown and lowered it to expose her breasts. She
gasped and tried to keep him from stripping her.

"Look! Sheisfrightened,” the young man called ouit.

"Give her something to be frightened of." another man said, legping to stand in front of Sage, nude, his
manliness quite evident. He bent and thrust himself up under Sages gown, and memories of something
horrible, frightening, and disgusting threatened to overwhelm her— something so awful that it cut through
her drug-induced euphoriato make her a screaming, fighting, clawing bundle of madness. She saw blood
gpring up on aface where her fingernails had Ieft their mark. Her knee contacted the genitals of the man
who had tried to attack her, and he groaned and fell. Her combat training, which had been drummed into
her so deeply that it was most instinct, allowed her to use dl her potentia, al her strength, and that was
enough to do damage, as she used techniques developed over the centuries on Earth. Therewerea
broken arm, loosened teeth, and two men down with pain in the groin so severe that they were out of
action. One was gasping for bresth, having narrowly escaped having hislarynx crushed.



She stood done, her gown in ruins, hanging by one strap to her shoulders. The women had backed to a
far wall and stood looking at her in horror. She turned and ran out the door, fled down empty corridors
to find the entrance, and then was on the street. She ran without direction until her lungs were burning.
She leaned againgt awall, panting, her mind in turmoil. Childhood horrors rushed at her, and she gnawed
aknuckle until the pain cleared her head a bit. Shelooked around. She was not achild. Shewasa
woman. Wherewas Y anee

Y anee had given her away. He had given her to men who were going to use her as she had been used
when shewas achild. Y anee, who had made her so happy.

What was sheto do?

Goto him. Tel! him how he had hurt her. He had | eft the party. He would be at home. She started
walking rapidly, holding her torn gown together with one-hand.

But he had said that he wastired of her. He hadgiven her to that other one. A devastating sadness bent
her double, and sobs shook her body. She had no place to go. That word, that word she had not known,
had meant a half-dozen of them coming at her, forcing her, using her, hurting her.

Shefound hersdf on the eastern edge of the city, near the cliffs, and the usual coolness of the desert
night made her shiver. The glow of the pyramid bathed her in soft light, while the light of Omegalstwo
moons made the desert shimmer. The desert extended away to the east forever—flat, desolate, studded
with darker outcroppings of rock. There was only the huge, glowing pyramid to break the desolation.

At that moment she could remember only the scene in the large chamber—the hands of one man on her,
another thrusting himsalf against her—and Y anee, who had discarded her.

There was the desert. There she would be alone, safe from them. There she would not die.

She started walking, and her direction took her quite near the base of the pyramid. There she walked on
alight covering of sand over stone. She started to skirt around astone retaining wall and saw that it was
one sde of awaled walkway leading to the pyramid. The structure towered over her, glowing whitely. It
seemed to reach for the sky, to threaten to engulf her. The surface was smooth, aperfect triangular plane
extending upward and upward to adizzying height. Awed, she stood with her head tilted back, the desert
behind her. She did not see the two dark figures that emerged from the shadows of the walled likway.

"Earthwoman,” avoice said. She screamed and turned to run, fell, and scrambled on her hands and
knees. A hand closed over her arm and pulled her to her feet. The men on either side of her were unlike
anyone she had seen in the city—small, thick of chest, broad of shoulder. Their facesin the glow of soft,
white light were dark; their eyes, hooded. They wore white, pleated gowns, their heads gleamingly bald.

"Do not struggle, Earthwoman,” one of them said in English. Y ou will come with us”

She no longer had the will to fight. All the fight had gone out of her back in that room where haf adozen
men had fallen to her unexpected and skilled defensive fury. She did not even try to cover her nakedness.
Shelet her head drop, leaned on the two men for support, and alowed them to half-carry her up the
walled walkway toward the towering, overwheming pyramid.

Jack Purdy'sDinahmite loafed over the desert, angling in toward the drying, cracking, empty bed of the
once-grest river. He was ten miles north of the edge of the Eeperas shield, making aroutine patrol. To



the west he could see the new river winding down the prehistoric riverbed past the two greset lakes that
had been formed in the desert. Already green things were beginning to grow aong the new river and
around the lakes.

Purdy was bored. The dam had been finished for a most amonth now, and the constant state of security
aert at the dam site was getting to be adrag, and flying over the same stretch of desert and river had lost
itscharm.

He checked the ship's chronometer and saw that it was time to report. "River base, Dinahmite.”
"Dinahmite, river base," said Becky Dark, who was taking a turn on communications.
"Tel emto set an extraplate for lunch,” Jack said. It was dmost time for him to be relieved.

"Fresh fish today, Jack," Becky told him. "My Elton condescended to use regular tackle and take afew
people with him instead of being the fly-cagting purist. Thefishinthe new lake areredly hungry.”

"Sounds good to me," Jack said. "By the way, the officia report for this hour is same as before.”

"Sounds familiar,” Becky said, writing down the phrase, same as before, beside the hour on her report
shest.

"Dinahmiteout,” Jack said.

"Dinahmite, Blue Rover," avoice said, and Jack recognized Clay Girard.
"Comein, Clay," hesad.

"I'm fueled and ready if you want to knock off ahaf-hour early."

Jack grinned. Clay was the only scout eager enough to add a half-hour onto histour. Clay had not put in
asmany hoursin acontour chair as Jack and the others had. Jack had seen Clay on hisregular tours of
duty, flying the proper courseto cover the assigned points but flying upside down, spinning the ship on its
horizontd axis, practicing long glides. That was dl right. That wasthe way anew pilot learned dl of the
little quirks of ascout, and if Clay enjoyed it, Jack was more than willing to give him ahaf-hour from his
own duty schedule.

"You cantak meinto that real easy. Clay," hesaid. "I'm cruising two hundred directly over theriver at
the edge of the fog. Gun er down here and pick up at the east bank, point victor able."

"Seeyou inten minutes” Clay said.

Jack yawned, did athree-sixty scan of the sky, saw only the purplish-blue and the high bank of fog, the
desert, and the drying riverbed below. He sarted to whistle alittle tune, and avision of Dinah, who had
died on thefirst planet to be approached by theSpirit of America, flashed into hismind. Her memory
was no longer painful. He smiled, remembering how they had once danced to that particular song, and
how sweet it had been; then he was musing about how nice it would be to have her here with him inthe
Dinahmite, just to talk and while away thetime.

"Wdl, girl," hesaid, "it was great whileit lasted. But | wish you could have seen this Omegaworld of
ours. Youd haveliked it, Dinah." Then hegrinned. "Y ou're getting worse, boy."



He changed hisvoiceto fasetto and said, "But it'sal right, Jack, unlessyou start answering yoursdlf."

He had turned north, the stern of the scout toward the fog. He was tooling dong, wings out. just alittle
less than two hundred miles an hour ground speed. Nice and easy. Another day. Maybe the Eeperawere
never going to come out of thefog. Lunch in twenty minutes. Fresh fish.

"I'd like to explore that desert," he said, asif he were talking to Dinah, because, just maybe, she could
hear, somewhere, somehow. "Be fun, wouldn't it? No camels or horses, but maybe Baby and Beau
could take the desert, if we had enough water. But best just to take acrawler. Bet you'd like that, too. '

He paused, asif waiting for an answer, and with ashot of adrendin into his gut, heknew something was
behind him. He jerked his head, |ooked out the rearview glass, and saw aWhorsk airship emerging
dowly from the fog. Even as he pressed histransmit button, another airship poked its nose through.

"Dinahmiteto base. We've got company. Two coming out of the fog. Clay, get down herefast.”

He punched buttons and the scout's wings folded into its hull even as hisforward speed increased with a
force that pushed him back into the contour couch. He did not want to be within range of those weapons
that could stop a ship's power in midflight. He turned and scanned.

"Four of them now, base," he said. "Magnifying scan. Whorsk in the gondolas. No, hold it. Therésa
man. An Eepera. And another. Looks like two Eeperain each gondola.”

"Jack, I'm on your tail, coming down,” Clay said.
"Wing me, boy," Jack said. "Wespons ready?"
"Reedy," Clay replied.

"Well stay at least five milesaway from them,” Jack said. "And remember, Rodrick said don't fire unless
fired upon.”

"May | suggest, Sir," Clay said, "that we extend wings, just incase.”

"TJood thought,”, Jack said. With the wings out, if the Eepera weapon reached them, they could glide
down to the desert.

Under magnification they could see the faces of the Whorsk and the Eeperaiin the gondolas. There
seemed to be some agitated conversation going on between the Eepera, and one of them was pointing
toward the two scouts.

"Clay, keep switching your scanner back and forth between the two to the east. I'll watch the other two.
If you see one of them point awegpon, yell.”

"Roger," Clay said. The airships continued directly north, staying over the dry riverbed. Clay and Jack
circled them, keegping adistance of about five miles.

Duncan Rodrick was standing atop the large laser cannon from theSpirit of America. The wegpon had
been positioned on the west bank, just below the dam. It had been several hours since the Whorsk
arships had emerged from the fog, and Rodrick could see four tiny dotsin the sky far to the south.



Sowly the dots grew larger. When it was possible to distinguish the outlines of the ships with the naked
eye, Rodrick sent, "All personnd, hold your fire. If they try to fly directly over the dam, well usethe laser
cannon on thisside to blast them." He was not willing to let the airships get directly over the dam to drop
the explosives that the Whorsk had used in battle against them.

The shipsdrew nearer. They were close enough now, Rodrick knew, to see what had been done, to see
the dam and the diverted river now emptying its waters into the western desert. Sure enough, the ships
stopped their forward motion and drifted on adight breeze toward the eastern bank.

"Looksasif they are headed for your side of theriver, Admird," Rodrick said.
"Affirmative, gr,” theadmird said.

The ships began to turn, and Rodrick could see the Whorsk laboring mightily on the pedalsthat turned
the airscrews mounted at the rear of the gondolas. They began to descend and landed, one by one, on
the eastern bank.

Paul Warden was manning the laser cannon with Evangeline as his sghter. He was keeping the muzzle of
the wegpon digned on the lead arship.

"Paul," Rodrick said, "there are so few of them that | don't think we'll need to shift men to the other
bank. I'm going over. Keegp them in your sights.”

"Yougotit," Paul said, grinning over at Evangdine. She had surprised everyone by coming over to take
part in afight, and he was pleased.

Rodrick guided a crawler onto the dam and began to move at top speed toward the far bank.

"They are dl out of the gondolas," the admira reported. "1 see the usua Whorsk weapons, and the
Eeperaare carrying those thick wands."

"If they gtart toward you, give them somewarning fire," Rodrick said. "Don't let them get close with
those weapons.”

But the Eepera seemed content, for the moment, to stand in front of the airships and look at the dam.
Rodrick was getting close enough to see the ships now, having crossed the miles-long dam at a speed of
forty miles per hour.

"Captain," camethevoice of theadmird, "they are aming their wands a your crawler.”

Rodrick spoke, but even with hisfirst word the power went off in the crawler, and the vehicle began to
coast to astop. Hisradio and adl dectronics were out. He was still ahalf mile from the bank and the
admiral’'s position, but he had given orders. Force was to be met with force. He saw the massive bulk of
Mopro knedl. Two explosive shells blasted upward from the robot's knee cannon, and a Whorsk airship
disappeared in smoke and fire.

Rodrick pushed the start button, and the hydrogen engine of the crawler cameto life. "Do you read me,
Admird?'

"Loud and clear, gr," theadmira said. "Sir, two of the Eepera have separated themsalves from the
group and irewaking toward us."



*"I'll betherein aminute," Rodrick said, whedling the crawler off the dam, onto sand, and then cutting
sharply toward the admiral's position. The two Eeperawere about a hundred yards away when hejoined
the admira behind the dirt embankment. "Are they carrying their weapons?*

"Affirmative" theadmird sad.

"Mopro, lay aline of projectilesdirectly in front of them," Rodrick said, and instantly dust was spurting
up in front of the two Eeperaas Mopro fired.

"Hailer," Rodrick said, taking the hailer mike from the admiral. "'If you come any closer with weapons,
we will destroy you and your ships," he said, hisvoice booming out over the desert.

The Eepera stopped. They consulted. One of them lifted hiswand and amed it.

"Firefor effect, Mopro,” Rodrick ordered, and the Eeperawho had lifted his weapon spurted blood and
was thrown violently backward asahail of smdl projectiles hit him.

"Mopro was not dowed by any electrical effect,” the admira reported.

Rodrick nodded. The defense robot was enlarged past hisusud size by aheavy layer of lead, ashield
againgt the Eeperawegpon. The lead had proved effective. Rodrick picked up the hailer.

"We don't want to have to kill more of you," he said. Put down your weapons and come forward.”

Y anee had fdlt the winds of death near him. He had seen his companion dmost dissolvein abattering of
projectiles. He had seen the invincible wegpon fail. Confused, he looked back at his other men, who
stood before the remaining three airships. Never in history—at least not since the total conquest of the
native Whorsk—had an Eeperadied in battle. Now hisfriend was dead, and he having terms dictated to
him.

"He'shestant,” Rodrick said, watching. "If he lifts hisweapon, Mopro, don't kill him, just make the dust
dance around him."

Y anee made his decision. Perhaps the weapon had malfunctioned. With the weapon set on full charge,
nothingliving or mechanica could function. He lifted hisrod. and the earth smoked dl around him, and he
heard thunder of the explosive rounds. He squeezed and aimed the deadly beam over the creature that
was threatening him, but the storm of fire continued, drawing closer. With asigh of frustration, he
lowered hisweapon.

"Wewill give you one more chance,” Rodrick said, the hailer sending his voice to echo and reecho off
the dliffs. "Put down your weapon and come forward.”

Y anee was curious. He was angry, but he was aso curious. These Earthlings had doneamighty jobina
very short time. And hisweapons had no effect on their creature. He decided that it would be interesting
to talk with them. He bent and laid his weapon on the sand, stood, and marched handsomely toward the
dam.

"Keep an eye on the ones by the ships,” Rodrick ordered. He climbed up the dirt embankment and
stood waiting for the Eepera. He had heard from those who had visited the valey how handsome these
people were, but he was still impressed. This one was afine specimen. He looked likeamovieheroina



period piece. He let the man come to within twenty feet, and then he said, "All right, that'sfar enough.”
"l amYanee"

"l am Captain Rodrick Duncan.”

"Y ou have done avery bad thing."

Rodrick was silent.

"Y our work isimpressive, but we cannot allow you to stop the flow of our river."

"Nor can we alow you to send your Whorsk to raid us, to endanger our scouts, to kill our people,”
Rodrick said.

Y anee looked puzzled. "But you are stedling our metd."

Elton and Becky Dark, manning the lasers on a crawler, were listening to the exchange. Elton shook his
head and said, "I think that dude's gyros are wobblin'."

Rodrick, too, was abit amazed by Y anee's ook of outraged innocence and hiswords. "Do you have
the authority to talk about an agreement between us?' ¢ am Y anee, son of Suses.”

Rodrick was getting a bit irritated. "Am | supposed to be impressed?”’

"Of course. "

"“Why?

"Because | will beruler of thecity.”

"Then you do have some authority ?'

"I havethe authority to tell you to dismantlethisdam immediately,” Y anee said.
"He's definitely operatin’ with mismatched software,” Elton said to Becky.

"I think you'd better listen to me," Rodrick said sternly. "The dam stays. How long will it be before your
fields begin to dry up? Before you have no drinking water?*

"Thingsaredready quite criticd,” Yanee said. "That'swhy you must dismantle thisthing now. '
"You arethe son of theruler?

"That iscorrect.”

"I want you to return to him. Do you read English aswell asyou spesk it?"

"There are those who can."

"Good. | havethisinwriting, and | will send it with you, but I will tell you now. Go to the ruler and tell



him that there will be no water in thisriver until we are assured that there will be no further invasions of
our lands on the eastern continent; until the member of our group who isbeing held in your city is
returned to us, and until we are alowed inspection of the entire valley to assure ourselves that you can do

usno harm.”

"You must bejoking," Yanee said. "Besides, it will take daysfor meto return to the city. | assureyou
that Suseswill say thesameas|. Y our arrogance isinsupportable. We will be forced to destroy you.”

Rodrick walked forward and handed Y anee alarge envelope. "Our demands are written here," he said.
"Now go back to your ruler and tel him wewill give him one week. Then wewill comein after the

women."
Y aneelooked puzzled. "Why do you make so much of one woman?"
"It'sour way," Rodrick replied.
"I'll go," Yanee said, "but Susesisgoing to be very angry."
"I'll chancethat,” Rodrick said.
"Before| go, may | seethe creature who killed my friend?"

“No."

Y anee was shocked. He was not accustomed to being refused any request. He drew himself up sternly.
"When wekill you, | will seethat you liveto face me."

"My pleasure,” Rodrick said.

Y anee walked dowly back toward the ships. When he picked up his weapon and turned to stare back,
Mopro was at the ready, but he sheathed the wand, toed his dead friend thoughtfully, and walked back
to the ship. Soon the airships were lifting, and then they began to make their dow way back down the

river.

"Wasthat dude for real?' Elton Dark asked as Rodrick came back behind the embankment.
"Hetadked likeaspailed child," Mandy said increduloudly.

"A spoiled child with aweapon againgt which we have little defense,” Rodrick said.

"Sir," theadmira said, "permission to take the tapes from Mopro back to Hamilton.”

"All right," Rodrick agreed. "Anything you can tell us about them now, Admird?"

"Only that the instruments we instaled on M opro's shield recorded an electromagnetic force, Sir.
Perhaps Grace will be ableto tell us more once she has a chance to examine the tapesin the lab. Since

it'sunlikely that welll experience another attack, 1'd like to work with Grace for aday or two."

"Two days," Rodrick said. "And Admird, tell Grace that we al need to have ashield againgt that
wegpon. Whatever it takes, we haveto haveit.”



Oscar Kost was feding bilious. He did not like the feeling of being strapped down in acontour couch.
He had been definitely uncomfortable as he had waited for the millions of minute vibrations and the
thunderous rumblings as the multiple rockets of theFree Enterprise began, (fhe by one, to pop into
combustion.

There had been timesin hislife and career when Oscar had been accused of being apessmist. He had
never agreed with that tag, for he consdered himself to be a postive thinker with wild optimism tempered
by asense of redity. For example, it did not seem to occur to anyone he knew that the ship could blow
up. He, knowing abit about physics, rocketry, and the history of humankind's mechanica ventures,
redized that abug in one of the many rocket engines could cause arending, tearing, fiery explosion and
that such an explosion would spread rapidly, making the ship one huge fireball fragmenting to rain debris
down on the desert below.

Oscar did alot of thinking asthe starship rose from its Utah berth. He wondered if it would not have
been better for him to have stayed home, but he had been with Dexter Hamilton for alot of years now,
and he guessed that it would not have done for him to have sent Dexter and Jennie off to the stars without
the moderating influence of his own optimism tempered by a sense of redlity. Dex tended to be a
dreamer, and Oscar felt that now and then aredlist had to grab adreamer by hisanklesand pull him
back before the sun burned his feathers and sent him tumbling down.

Then, too, Oscar was curious. As Dexter's right-hand man, he had talked personally with everyone
aboard the ship, and there were some pretty interesting characters. In spite of his apparent misanthropy,
at times, Oscar wastruly alover of people. He did love some more than others. Take Ledie Y oung. He
had fallen in love with that woman the first time he had met her, when she was aNationa Service Corps
officer helping to guard the building site when theSpirit was taking shapein that holein the desert. His
lovefor Lediewasnot dl fatherly, either, though he of course recognized the impossibility of it being
otherwise. It wasjust ajoy to see her in action. She took no nonsense but was aways polite. She was
gpproaching the adventure with ajoyous anticipation. Being with Ledie both on board and after planetfall
would compensate for the discomfort and sheer terror that he felt with g-forces pushing him back,
making hisarmsweigh a hundred pounds each.

There were otherswho would be interesting to watch aswell. Dexter, of course, with his Jennie at his
sde. He had been the first one to recognize Dexter Hamilton's nature, when Dexter was amere freshman
a the University of North Carolinaback so many yearsthat he did not like to try to remember the exact
date. He had seen the dreamer in Dexter then and had recognized a kindred spirit, for, athough he was
well-grounded in the sciences, he felt—even if he could not come up with atheory to prove it—that
someday, hopefully in hislifetime, some young man would find away to beat Einstein's constant and
enable a spaceship to travel faster than the speed of light. Harry Shaw had done just that, and by a happy
accident of fate, Dexter was the President at the time, afar-seeing man who had put Harry's calculations
into action.

And there was that astounding bit of fluff, Jean Roebling. It was a puzzle how that girl and the
dependable, solid, straight-thinking Derek could be of the same flesh and blood. Thinking about Jean,
Oscar tried to laugh but was unsuccessful, since the g-forces tended to make hisface into an undterable
grimace. He had laughed at Jean's attempt to bring the equivaent of a department store aboard the ship.
Maybe they should have let her. Thefemdefrills, the high fashions, al thelittle feminine doodads might
have been great morale boosters once the ship had reached its destination and the approximately one
thousand people aboard had to settle down to no-frillsliving on anew planet.

Enterprisecould have carried Jean's department store. She was dightly smaler than theSpirit, but she
was dill one big mother of aship. The weight savings had come mostly from cutting down on the



life-support systems. There were no large green areas to help regenerate oxygen, for example.
Enterprise, thanksto Harry Shaw's reca culations of the Shaw Drive equations, would not have to spend
years cruising at sublight speed to get out of the gravitationd force of planetary bodies. There was no
swimming pool, becauseEnter prise would not be spending yearsin space and therefore required less
water.

No shortcuts had been taken regarding safety aspects, however. And she was as well-armed as current
technology permitted. LiketheSpirit, she carried everything needed to establish acolony on avirgin
planet, and Oscar wanted to be part of that process.

In short, Oscar Kog, staid, irascible, seemingly locked into the academic life, was a dreamer, too, and
hiswild dream was to know what lay out there beyond the tiny boundaries of the solar systiem. Now he
would seeit for himsdf. And he would have a chance to talk with some people he admired gregtly, like
Duncan Rodrick.

When the rockets cut off and he was thrown forward against his harness, he breathed a deep sigh of
relief. He had a private screen. He could see the curve of the Earth's roundness below him, and there, far
off, the moon. He started to unbuckle his harness, but Harry Shaw's voice stopped him.

"All personnd," Shaw said through the ship's communi cations system, " please remain as you are in your
accel eration couches. We have reached orbita dtitude, and now we will make some dight adjustments.”

Three times rocketsfired, each time giving Kost abit of ajolt.

"All personnel,” Shaw added afew minutes|later, "our orbit is now stable. Y ou may proceed with your
duties. "

Oscar'sfirst duty wasto yank a bottle of good bourbon out of hislocker and have a swig, then to go to
the Hamilton cabin to see how Dex and Jennie had fared.

"Wasnt that fantastic?" Jennie asked, her face glowing with excitement as she let Oscar into the cabin.
"Fantagtic as hdll,” Oscar muttered.
"Come on, Oscar, ' Hamilton said. "Admit you're enjoying something for once.”

Oscar made aface and shoved the bottle toward Hamilton. Hamilton grinned and took adrink. Jennie
reached for the bottle and tilted it.

"Well, | thought you said it wasjust fantastic?' he teased, because he had never seen Jennie do anything
so unladylike as drink out of a bottle.

"Just because it was fantastic doesn't mean that | wasn't scared,” Jennie admitted, laughing.

The ship would remain in orbit for atime, the duration depending on how long it took for the crew to
check out dl systems. She was, astheSpirit of America had been, an untested vehicle.

"Well," Hamilton said, "why don't wetake astroll?" A spin had been induced in the ship's outer whed,
S0 gravity was dmost equa to Earth's. " See how the others came through.”

The ship was big enough to make a stroll more than afew minutes outing. The length of timewas



extended by stopsto chat with excited people who were congregated in the corridors and in the public
areas. Oscar had to smile wryly when he saw Jean Roebling, in amauve cregtion that seemed to bea
cross between atennis outfit and a short forma gown, gesturing excitedly to agroup of young men.

"Looksasif our glamour girl madeit dl right,” Oscar remarked.
"Don' be cattv, Oscar,” Jennie said. " She reminds me of abeautiful butterfly.”
"Who's being catty?' Oscar asked.

"Remember that butterflies are not just beauty in motion,” Jennie said. "They do, after dl, serveabasic
purposein nature,”

Oscar snorted. But there was something to what Jennie was saying. Jean Roebling would, at lesst, give
the young, unmarried men something to think about at night.

Hamilton did not want to presume on his satus, but Jennie did abit of coaxing and the three of them
were quickly admitted to the control bridge. Harry Shaw, very busy, shot them agrin and athumbs-up
sgn of victory. They watched the bridge crew scurry around as the natural-looking robot in fatigue dress
worked with the ship's computer and system after sytem was given the green light. Shaw took a moment
and cameto stand with them.

'Looks good," he said, hisface splitin awide grin. "I'd estimate well be able to take the big jumpin
about forty-eight hours.”

"No need to rushit," Oscar said, sneaking alook at a screen showing the good, blue Earth.
"1 know how you fed, Oscar,” Shaw agreed. " She's pretty from up here. Tough to leave.”

"But wéell be back,” Jennie said. "And, God willing, well be able to do something to make her as pretty
from up close as sheisfrom out here.”

The countdown to Shaw Drive engagement continued flawlesdy. Oscar |ft the Hamiltonsin their cabin
and went in search of Ledie Y oung. Hefound her in her office. She was a her communicator console,
taking reports from the security staff al over the ship. Shaw took a seet after helping himself to acup of
coffee and watched and listened in admiration as Ledie demongtrated her no-nonsense efficiency—not
being overbearing, but leaving no doubt who was in charge. Finished, she surprised and pleased Oscar
by coming to him, bending, and planting akiss on his cheek.

"Well, you old bear, we're on our way, " she said.

"Soit seems.”

"l have to make somerounds,” Lediesaid. "Wak with me?’

"I'vejust donethat,” Oscar said. "I'll pass.”

Lediewas about to persuade him when the door burst open and Jean Roebling blew in, asfreshasa
spring breeze. "L edie, darling,” shecried, "I'm having asmall, intimate little cel ebration party in my

quarters. Y ou must come. Thewardens of thisflying prison did allow meto bring afew tins of Beluga
and five bottles of very old wine aboard, and | think now isthe time to enjoy them.” She smiled blazingly



at Oscar. "Please come, Dr. Kost."
"Caviar gives me heartburn,” Oscar grumbled.

"I've decided duty canwait," Ledie said. Shetook Oscar'sarm and pulled him to hisfeet. "Come on,
Oscar.” It turned out to be a gathering of old friends and family in Jean's quarters. Derek Roebling shook
Ledie'shand and then held Ledie's hand for more than the time required for a handshake, causing Oscar
tolook himwith new eyes. It flashed into hismind that Ledie after dl, unmarried, and that it was
understood that breeding children wasto be amgjor portion of every man and woman's duty on the new
world. He reckoned that Derek might amost be good enough for Ledie. Heleft Derek and Ledie
talking, stepped over afew feet, and nodded to Hilary Diaz, who was sitting in Jean's contour couch
looking abit glum. "Quiteatrip,” he said.

"Yes" Hilary replied.

Oscar sat on the wide arm of the couch. She moved over dightly. "Y ou're not having any of Jean's
goodies?' she asked.

"I think I'll wait and sample the wares of your mother'sfood factories,” Oscar said. "They must be good,
if youreatestimonid to them.”

"Well, | grew up egting Ward products,” Hilary said. "Examine and judge accordingly."

Oscar laughed. "Good enough for me." He accepted aglass of wine from Jean. Hilary refused. "I don't
see Roberto,” he ventured.

"| don't ether.” Hilary said. "Almost never."

Oscar blushed. He had put hisfoot into it. But he had known aready that the Diaz marriage was not one
made in heaven.

"Y ou know, Dr. Kogt," Hilary said, "if onejudged this venture just from the people in thisroom, some
erroneous guesses could be made.”

"What do you mean?"

"Well, take Derek. He looks like a space jock out of uniform, and he's ateacher. Your friend, Ledie

Y oung, is the wholesome type. Y ou'd guess her to be a teacher, maybe, or awoman devoted to home
and children, and she's capable, tough-minded. Jean. She seemsto be absolutely worthless.”

"Appearances are deceiving? Oscar asked.

"l wouldn't be surprised a al to find some good meta under al that fluff,” Hilary said.

f)scar had agood deep, twelve hours of it, and then after breakfast helet his old friend Jennie coax him
into accompanying her toward the center parts of the ship, where there was no gravity. A little bit of that
was enough for him. He banged hisknee painfully and retired from

zero-gravity soaring but stayed to watch Jennie experiment until she could soar down acorridor skillfully
without banging into a bulkhead.



"It makes mefed quite young,” Jennie said breathlesdly, as she soared back to bring herself to ahadt with
hands and feet extended.

"I'm hungry," Oscar said. "Let'sfind Dex, "

Hamilton was with Harry Shaw. Thetime was growing near for lightstep to be activated. Soon all things
familiar would disappear, and then, with no time lgpse, the ship would be over deven light-years from the
Earth.

"Oscar," Jennie asked musingly asthey had lunch in one of the large dining areas, with people taking
excitedly on dl sdes, "what do you think we will find out there?'

"A new life"

"And what about our friends who went out on theSpirit of America?'

Oscar took a bite and chewed thoughtfully. "They madeit to the 61 Cygni system. ..."
"They'll bedive" Jenniesad. "l canfed it."

SEVENTEEN

Suses climbed the carved stepsin the sheer dliff on the outskirts of hiscity. The heat of the sunwas
unpleasant, and his robe was soaked with perspiration before he was halfway to the top of the cliff.
Behind him struggled the members of the city council. At therear was 'Y anee. All were dressed in
ceremonid robes. When the party findly reached the top of the dliff, the sun reflecting off the sand of the
barrenness around them caused them to squint. Suses wiped perspiration from hisforehead and turned to
glare a hisson. Hefound it difficult to believe that Y anee had been intimidated, that one man had been
killed by the Earth people. "We will be late, Father," Y anee said respectfully. Susestook some deep
breaths and started walking toward the pyramid. By day the towering structure's gleaming white surface
caught the sun, resulting in aglare painful to the eyes. He reached the walled walkway and straightened
his shoulders, took one look behind him to see that the others were with him, then walked proudly
toward the far entrance, which was atiny, dark opening in the base of the pyramid. Inside, the floor was
cool, polished stone, the wals the same. The long entry shaft was it by a soft glow that seemed to come
from the walls and the ceiling. Then the shaft opened into a huge chamber, and at the center, under the
ceiling that was afull forty feet high, was one throndlike chair on adais. Susess party of city officias
formed aline, and dl of them bowed before Suses stepped forward to lead the way toward the dais.

The man who sat in the chair was smal, dark, and wizened. Hishead wastotaly bad. A stocky, short,
round-faced monitor stood to the right and behind the chair. Both were dressed in dark-gray robeswith
long deeves.

"Honored Father," Suses said, bowing again.

The seated figure waved a hand to set the delegation at ease, but no one relaxed. The monitor spoke.
"The Honored Father desires clarification of the reports made by the Prince Y anee.”

Y anee took one step forward and bowed. "It isas | have said, Honored Father. Our weapons had no
effect on alarge, odd being—I presumeit to be mechanica—and the Earthmen were protected behind
thick earthen ramparts.”



The monitor had other questions regarding the number of Earthmen, the nature of their wegpons, the
contraction of the dam. Findly, seemingly satisfied, he nodded and bowed his head.

The seated man spoke. "Y ou acted quite properly, Prince Y anee.”
"Thank you, Honored Father," Yanee said.
"Please withdraw now and await our call in the chamber of the gods,”" the seeted man said.

The delegation bowed, then waked with straight posture to an opening in the western wall of the huge
chamber. When they were gone the monitor said, "They have come along way, Father."

The old man rubbed hiswrinkled face with aknotty, twisted hand. "My heart achesfor our poor,
beautiful children.”

"The stuationiscritical. The cropsare dying in thefields. All of the davesare at work carrying water
from the few remaining ponds of standing water in theriverbed. Theflow of water has ceased entirely,
and soon the sun will evaporate al the water that isleft. The sea encroaches n the deta. Already serious
damage has been done by -atwater to arable lands.”

The old man nodded dowly. "We doubted the ancient records of our ancestors,”" he said. "We equated
their accounts of mechanica men with folklore or myth.” He sghed. "We have been wrong, my son. We
have been too complacent. We have neglected the science of our ancestors, content behind our shield,
certain that our wegpons would be sufficient against any threet, save the ultimate one, against which we
were, and will aways be, hepless. We underestimated the vitdity of those whom we made a part of us."

"l know that regret isusdless,”" the monitor said, "but, oh, if our ancestors had been more careful in their
selection of aplanet, one with metals—"

"Study the records-the old man said, "and you will seethat our ancestors had no aternative. The choice
planet of our neighboring star had been seeded with the deadly virus. Had the enemy not overlooked this
dim, inggnificant sun of ours, our people would have perished in space.” He sSighed again. "No, the blame
isours, ours and our fathers, and our fathers fathers. We choseto live in ease and comfort, when we
should have made sacrifices, when we should have built and maintained amobile strike force."

"Thetimeisnear," the monitor sad. .
"Come, then."

They walked to the rear of the large chamber, the younger man dowing his pace to match that of the
elder. Thetouch of apalm caused a solid section of wall to glide aside soundlessly, and they stepped into
abrightly lit room with tidy racks of equipment occupying most of the floor space. Other smal, swarthy
men in the same gray robes tended the equipment. The old man waked stiffly to achair beforea
complicated panel and sat down. “We are ready, Honored Father,” ayoung worker said as he began to
push buttons, putting the Honored Father in communi cation with the leaders from all twenty valey cities.
From speakers mounted in the console before the old man, avoice said, "The Council of Twenty awaits
the words of the honored father of the city of Suses.”

The old man spoke into the microphone and repeated the information given to him by Y anee. He spoke
of the weapons of the Earthmen. "In concluson,” he said, "we must believe they have, in just over three
thousand of their years, advanced to atechnologica level of T-nine. Whileit istruethat they arefew, we



have no way of knowing whether there will be more of them. Here, as| seeit, are the decisonswe face:
For our first option, we can choose to make peace with them. Y ou have heard the terms that their leader
dictated to Prince Y anee. Should we choose to follow that course, we would still have alternate choices.
For example, we can tell them that the pyramids are sacred and can be entered only by members of the
priesthood. We can try to persuade them that our own city is holy and off-limits to Earth people. Our
second option isto appear to agree to their terms, then draw them within range of our power sources
and destroy them."

The old man took a deep breath. Hisface had gone waxen, and he seemed to be weakening. He made
avigble effort and spoke again. "In the second choice there is danger. Prince Y anee's disrupter beam
had no effect on what appeared to be a mechanicd fighting machine armed with potent explosive
weapons. | will warn that those weapons are powerful enough to do serious damage, perhaps even to
disable our power sources. Now | have spoken. | remind you, however, that it is, most probably, the city
of Susesthat will fed thefirst force of the Earth peopleswesgponsif we choose war. We will alow the
usud time for discussion and congideration.”

There were no clocks visble in the room. The old man leaned back in hischair and closed his eyes.

Now and then aquestion would come from the speakers, in different voices from different citiesalong the
Great Misty River, and they would be answered by the monitor. A woman, dressed in the same gray
robe, her thick, dark hair cut in bangs on her forehead, brushed neatly in a straight-edged bob, brought
liquid refreshment, and the old man seemed to fedl better after he drank. He leaned forward and said,
"Wewill now hear the decisions of the Council of Twenty."

A voice came. "I, Sstank, Honored Father of the city of Sistank, say that we must destroy the invaders.”
Then, one by one, nineteen other voices Sated the same decision in different words.

"So beit," the old man said, nodding to the monitor.

Once again Suses and his city council stood before the raised chair in the huge, barren chamber. The old
man nodded at their bows. "The decison isthis: Y ou, Prince Y anee, will go once again to the north. You
will tell the Earthmen that we agree to their terms.™

Y anee's face showed astonishment.

"Tdl them that we will welcome them to our city and that we will do asthey demand by dlowing a
compl ete ingpection to determine our weapons capabilities.”

"Honored Father!" Y anee protested.

"Silence, my son,” the old man said. "1 am not finished. Y ou will appear to be quite friendly. Y ou will
encourage them to comein full force, so that we can honor al of them with atour of our city. You will
lead them, in their mobile vehicles, dong theriver road so their vehicles areforced to travel snglefile. A
delegation will bewaiting at the outskirts of the city. Y ou will tell the leader of the enemy forcesthat you
must advancefirg, to assure the city's eldersthat al iswell. When you are clear;>we will destroy the
enemy with the prime power source.”

Y anee's chest rose, and alook of grim satisfaction was on hisface. "Forgive me, Honored Father, for
doubting your wisdom."

A scout ship saw asingle Whorsk airship emerge from the fog bank. Jack Purdy, chief of the scouts,



wasinthear immediately. The Whorsk in the gondolawere peddling furioudy. A single Eeperastood in
the bow, arms crossed, no #eapon in evidence. Jack flew in close, and the Eepera spread his hands,
showing Jack that he was not armed. Jack pointed toward the north and nodded.

Duncan Rodrick met the Eeperain front of the earthen ramparts protecting his crawlers.

"l am Y anee, Prince of the city of Suses."

"We meet again,” Rodrick said.

"We have decided that war would be undesirable for both our peoples,” Yanee said.

"A wisedecison." Rodrick replied. "We cameto this planet in peace. It isbig enough for dl. And, by
working together, our peoples can gain mutud benefit.”

"Soitissad by our elders," Yanee agreed. "Weinviteyou, al of you, to our city. There you will be
honored. Wewill open our secretsto you, in exchange for your secrets.”

"QOur secrets are here for you to see," Rodrick offered.
"If we are to show you our weapons, we will expect the same.”

"That sounds reasonable,” Rodrick said. He was perfectly willing to explain the workings of alaser
cannon and the intricacies of the missiles and projectile weapons because it took awell-developed
industrial complex to manufacture them, and the Eepera seemed to be limited to one type of eectronic
wegpon and faced the same shortage of metasthat plagued him.

"I will beyour guide," Yanee said. "Wewill not follow the route of the first group you sent into our
valey. Wewill travel the desert and enter the valey by ahidden road just outside our city."

"l warn you that any sign of treachery will be met with force," Rodrick said.
Y anee drew himself up. "Y ou have theword of aprince of Suses.”

"Weleavein themorning,” Rodrick went on. "Now. if you'll dlow meto offer you the hospitdity of our
camp—"

"With pleasure," Y anee said, for he had seen an attractive blond Earthwoman standing atop the earthen
embankment, and he was eager to speak with her. He hoped that somehow he could save the
Earthwomen from degath. To his disgppointment, he had no opportunity to speak with the blond woman,
or any other Earthwoman. He was shown to atent, where two guards were stationed. As he refreshed
himself, he saw that the two men continued to stand guard outside. He had a meal with the captain and
two other men, one of whom was called an admira and was almost aswell-built and almost as handsome
as an Eepera. When he was walked back to histent by the captain, the two guards were il there.

Rodrick called a council of war with the admiral, Paul Warden, and Jack Purdy. They met at the dam
and stood on the fused stone, looking out over the moonlit river.

"I'd like your impression of our friend,” Rodrick said.

"He'sright pretty,” Warden said. "1 don't know, Dune. The guy never smiles. If you're asking meif |



think he'stelling the truth, | don't know. | can't reed himat al.”

"Hesamanwith alot of pride," Jack said. "And he didn't give me the impression that he thought he'd
been beaten.”

"Admira?' Rodrick asked,

"Mopro was monitoring Y aneg's vital sgnsand hisalphawaves,” the admird said. "Hewasvery cam. I
he was lying, he did not react as one of you would if you were lying. But he's aperson of roya blood.
The autocratic mentaity isdifferent. | doubt that he would fed any guilt at dl about lying if it served his
purpose. If S0, then hewould not give off any of thetelltale sgns.”

"Paul, we'll need to leave aforce here at the dam,” Rodrick said. "Enough personnel to man the big
cannon, and at least three crawlers.”

"Now, Dune—" Warden protested.

Rodrick grinned. "Hey, we al want to go, but if thisisjust aruseto lead us away from the dam into the
desert, | want someone here who can defend this place. You'reit, Paul."

"Well need air cover going into thevaley," Jack said. "I'd also fed better if we had the answer to that
damned beam wegpon of theirs."

"When | last talked with Grace," the admira told then* "she was making progress. Perhapsif we could
wait afew more days—"

"No," Rodrick said. "Weve got an invitation. | don't want to give them any timeto preparefor us. They
must bein pretty desperate conditions for lack of water by now.

If this offer of friendship isgenuine, | think we should be humane enough to do what we have to do and
get their river flowing again as soon as possible.”

"Captain,” Jack said, "I think | should take a scout through that fog and have alook beforewego in.”
"I've been thinking about that, Jack," Rodrick said.

"Paul says he didn't see any high eevations dong theriver when hewasin the city,” Jack said. "I believe
if | madearun at top speed acrossthe valey, say at about fifteen hundred feet, | could get a quick look
and have the cameras running. |'d be through and gone before they could bring any weaponsto bear."

"That's assuming you'd be under the shield at fifteen hundred feet,” Rodrick sad. ,
"If not, I'll have some good pictures of solid fog."

"Let methink about it, Jack," Rodrick said. "WEll have time while were moving south. In the meantime,
| want you to send one of theApaches back to Hamilton to act as communications officer and have the
other stay here, so we can have one on that end and one on this end speaking in their own language. The
Eeperalearned English easily enough, but if you'll remember, they asked Theresitato speak in English
instead of Russian, so they don't just automaticaly understand any language. With the Apaches doing the
ar-talking, we should be able to keep in touch with Hamilton base without their understanding everything

we say.



Jack Purdy pushed theDinahmite up to Mach 3. Hewasflying at fifteen hundred feet over the western
desert. The ground below him was ablur; ahead was the fog. The impact of the speeding ship blasted a
holein thefog, and hewasflying blind, dl instruments dead. And then, with asuddennessthat hurt his
eyes, hewasin thefull glare of sunlight, and below him were fields, the muddy, cracking riverbed, and
the beautiful city. Hisinstruments were functioning, his cameraswhirring for the few seconds he was over
the valley. He jerked his head to get alook at the gleaming white pyramid, and then hewasin the fog
again. When he burst out into the sun over the empty desert, he dowed, did avictory roll, and arrowed
theDinahmite northward, climbing over thefog.

He heard Jacob West and Renato Cruz talking in Mescalero. Renato, who had drawn the short straw
andwas back in the communications room of theSpirit of America, sounded as excited as aman could
sound in that odd, guttural language.

On the west bank of the river,- afew miles below the dam, Jack spotted the caravan of crawlers,
twenty-two vehicles. He used his braking rockets, dropped the ship, and landed in the sand a hundred
yards ahead of the lead vehicle. When the crawler came abreast, he yelled out to Duncan Rodrick to
come aboard. When Rodrick wasin, Jack punched up the tape on the scouts viewscreen and dowed it
S0 that there wastime to get aclose look at the valley and the city. Whorsk were struggling through
drying mud, carrying containers of water from amuddy pond at the middle of the miles-wideriverbed. A
few Eepera could be seen in the streets of the city. The white pyramid was impressive.

"Very quiet,” Rodrick commented. "Runit again."

Rodrick used stop motion when the city was shown so he could examine theimages closdly. Therewas
no sign of preparation for war. If anything, considering the fact that there was agenuine crigs, the city
seemed too calm. He stopped motion again as the pyramid was centered on the screen.

"Did you get any instrument readings on that?' Rodrick asked.

Jack punched buttons. "It reads like stone," he said.

"White marble?' Rodrick asked. "Give me magnification. | can't seeany joints.”

Theimage became dightly fuzzy, but the gleam of the white pyramid filled the screen. On highest
magnification Rodrick saw a pattern of rectangular cracks. "Damned fine stonefitting,” he pointed out.

*There are oneworksin severd of the ancient Earth civilizations that you can't drive aknife blade
between," Jack said.

"Okay, Jack," Rodrick said. "Good job. Let'swait herefor alittle while, until Clay gets here from
Hamilton."

"What'sgoing on?"

Rodrick grinned. " Grace has two gadgetsfor us," he said. "We can't be sure until we test them in action,
but she thinks she's built afield generator that will block out the Eepera weagpons.”

"Hey now," Jack said, hisface beaming.

TheBlue Rover went ballistic from Hamilton, shortening the time of the trip across the Western Ocean as



much as possible, came out over the desert with a thunderous sonic boom, flashed down, and did afancy
landing fifty yardsfrom theDinahmite. Rodrick, now standing beside hisvehicle, inwhich Y anee sat with
his arms crossed, looking straight ahead, recognized Grace as she, then Clay Girard, dismounted from
the scout. Each of them carried asmall, square metal box. He walked to meet them.

"The cavary hasarived in the nick of time, Grace," Rodrick said.

" just hope this contraption works," Grace remarked. "It's a product of some haste.”

"Captain, | could put one of these on my ship," Clay offered, "and fly through thefog to test it."
"Thanks, Clay," Rodrick said, "but | think well mount it on the chief scout's ship.”

"It just plugsinto any auxiliary power source,” Grace said. "l didn't take timeto rig off and on switches,
0it'll be powered when a connection is made.”

One of the metal boxeswas tied down securely under the | eft seat of theDinahmite. Rodrick had
decided to mount the other in the crawler with the most firepower, the lead vehiclein which hewas
riding. Y anee watched without interest. The admiral, Sitting directly behind Y aneeto keep aneyeon him,
sad, "Grace, thisis Prince Y aneg, of the city of Suses.”

Grace, who had been working with an average of four hours deep per night for weeks, was not in the
mood to be sociable. She merely nodded, then turned her attention to Rodrick, who wasfinding aplace
for her meta box in the front of the crawler. Y anee bristled. She was not as young as the one called
Sage, but shewas atractive. "I am not accustomed to being ignored,” he said.

"1 helped care for the people your Whorsk killed not long ago," Grace retorted. "Perhapsit's best that |
doignore you ingtead of following my inclinations and kicking that superciliouslook off your pretty face."

Y anee lunged forward, only to be restrained by two hands that clamped his shoulderslike vises. He
turned in surprise to the man called the admiral. He had never felt such strength in aman's hands.

"Easy, Grace," Rodrick said. "He's an envoy of peace.”

"Peace on him, too," Grace responded. She bent, plugged her gadget into a power source, and nodded
when indicator lights glowed. "All right, Dune," she said. "That should doit." Shetook Rodrick by the
arm and led him out of the hearing range of Y anee. "Dune, | won't take timeto go into the scientific
jargon. What we've doneisto invalidate totally the laws of probability asfar asthe motion of electrons
insde hydrogen atomsis concerned. The effect isto turn back al forms of eectromagnetic waves. We
think we've arrived at abasic form of the field generator those people use, but of course they've refined
it. We have no idea, for example, how they broadcast energy. We dl believe—and I'm praying we're
right—that the odd little field these boxes create when eectrons are pinning in auniform plane and
direction will stop the beams of their wegpons. Don't put it to atest unlessyou haveto, at least not until
we can do some more work."

"Grace, you've gone more than the extramile,” Rodrick said. "And it looks asif you could use some
deep.’

" About twenty-four hours traight,” she admitted. "But | can stay awake until we find out what happens
when you go in there. I'd like to go with you."



Rodrick looked up at the purplish sky. "Grace, if anything bad happensin there, Max isnext in lineto
take over«ommand of the colony. | wouldn't want him to have to face that responsibility aone.”

"That makes sense," she said. "Be damned careful, Duncan.”

Rodrick walked over to theDinahmite. "Jack, we estimate that the fog is about two hundred yards
thick. Give my lead vehicle ten minutesto clear it, and then you come on through.”

Ten scoutswerein theair, circling the hated caravan. Jacob West, much to his disappointment, was
riding on the ground, in the lead vehicle with Rodrick. Rodrick climbed into the front seat and gave the go
sgnd to Jacob. "Tdl base were moving.”

It was possibleto travel at the top speed of the crawlers on the flat desert. The distance to the fog bank
was covered in just over five hours, bringing them to a point marked by atal, rugged outthrust of stone
along the edges of the fog. Y anee pointed Rodrick to agap between large boulders, and asthe crawler
went into the fog, Jacob sowed to less than five miles per hour. Y aneg'singtructions were to drive
straight ahead.

There was alightening of the fog, and then sunlight. Rodrick told Jacob to stop, after the other crawler in
line behind them had also emerged from the fog. They were directly acrosstheriver from the city, and
there was a steep switchback road leading down the face of the cliff. Therewas no sign of hostile
activity. Rodrick could see the ten scouts overhead, taking up positions as ordered. It was hard to
believe that he could see them o clearly and they could not see him, and that radio waves could not pass
between his vehicle and the scouts.

"I assumethat your vehicles can negotiate the mud of theriverbed, " Yanee said.
"Y es, they can,”" Rodrick answered.

"Suses and a delegation of the elderswill meet you at the wharf on the near sde of theriver,” Yanee
sad. "Then they will escort you to the city."

"G0," Rodrick told Jacob, and the crawler dropped off the cliff top onto the narrow, winding road. At
the base of the cliffsthe road ran directly to the river through agrainfield that was turning brown from
lack of water. At theriver the road turned to the north at a ninety-degree angle. The wharf was two or
three hundred yards upstream. Rodrick could see severd robed and kilted Eeperathere. "Take it dow,"
he told Jacob. "We don't want to darm them. All vehicles" he said, using theradio, "load and cock. Be
dert”

"Why do you give such an order?"' Y anee asked indignantly. ™Y ou can see that my people on the wharf
are unarmed. And why have you brought the flyer in?"

Jack Purdy's ship was hovering directly overhead, having cleared the fog.

"Wewill not fire unlessfired upon,” Rodrick answered. "Admira, does Mopro detect any kind of
dectricd fidd?"'

"None, sr," theadmird said. The admiral wastaking asgreat arisk as any of the humans, because his
thoughts, hismemories, his persondity, hisfedings, al were nothing more than e ectrica-impul ses stored
inhisartificid brain and his cloud-chamber computer storage aress. If he were exposed to the strength of
the Eeperasfidd, hisbody might be cgpable of functioning again, but al that was the admira would be



gone.

"You will stop here," Y anee said, when Rodrick's vehicle wasless than two hundred feet from the end of
the wharf extending out into the riverbed.

"Why?" Rodrick asked.

"Unless| am alowed to go forward aone and assure my father that | am not a prisoner, your actions will
be taken as betraya.”

"Yanee, | don't think | likethat," Rodrick said.

"It isthe agreement | made with my father. Y ou must comply, or | will not be responsible for the results
of your lack of cooperation.”

"Stop,” Rodrick said into the radio. The caravan cameto ahalt. The vehicles had left intervals of about
twenty yards between them. Y anee, we don't have much time. Tell your father immediately that one of
my conditionsisthat he turn off the field so that my scouts up there can see that we're okay. We have
thirty minutes from the time*we entered the fog bank before they blast through thefog with dl missiles

firing."
"Thereistime” Yaneesad.
Y anee walked dowly, proudly. He did not look back. On the wharf he saw not Suses, but four others,

and he knew that hisfather wasin the city, prepared to make these Earthmen pay dearly for their
intruson.

The prince had not yet reached the end of the wharf when the admira said, "Forcefidd, sr!” That
information had been relayed ingtantly to him by Mopro, in acrawler a the center of the caravan. An
ingtant later Rodrick heard ayell from the crawler behind him.

"All power dead, Captain.”

"Admird, tell Mopro to stand by," Rodrick told the admira. " Can you contact him without power?"*

"Communications are open,” the admira said, just asablinding flash of light caused aboom of sound as
it lanced down acrossthe wide, dry river at an angle and the last crawler in line erupted in amassive
exploson.

"Tell Moprotofireat will," Rodrick snapped.

"We have power!" Jacob yelled.

"Open fire," Rodrick ordered, even as Mopro's long-range cannon began to pump repeated explosive
roundsinto the city acrosstheriver, the barrage walking along the rooftops, likely locations for the
weapons being used againgt them.

Behind him, asthe bits and pieces of the destroyed crawler began to fall, Rodrick saw Americansbailing
out of the disabled vehicles and scurrying for cover in the grain-field and aong the riverbank. Another

blinding flash of light came with the crack of thunder, and it was so bright that Rodrick could not trace it
back to its source. He knew that Mopro's ammunition was limited to what the big defense robot could



carry, plusthe spare magazinesin his crawler. Another crawler disappeared in a shattering blaze of fire.

Clay wasflying circles over thefog at just under six hundred miles an hour, usng speed to make himsdlf
amore difficult target, just in case someone down there— someone who could see him athough he could
see nothing—decided to take a bead on him. One experience in a scout with all power off was enough.

"Hey!" he yedled asthe fog beneath him lit up in ayelow flash of light. "What the heck? Did you felows
Seethat?’

"| saw something,” another pilot radioed,

Thirty seconds later the flash came again, " Something's going on down there," Clay said, "I'm going
down."

"Clay—" someone shouted, just before Clay's radio went dead as he doveinto the fog. It seemed to
take forever for him to get through the fog. He found himsdlf tenaing al muscles, asif in preparation for
smashing into the ground, and then he was blinking in bright sunlight, and he redlized that the city was
smoking from the firepower of Mopro and the lead crawler. A flash of light lanced acrossthe sky to blast
acrawler milesaway acrosstheriver.

"Captain!" Clay shouted. "Do you read?"
"Loud and clear," came Rodrick's voice.

"It'sthe pyramid!" Clay yelled, hisvoice pitched high in hisexcitement. "Theres awegpon in the very tip
of it. I'm going after it."

Rodrick watched the pyramid. In about twenty seconds he was amost blinded as a flash of light came
and another crawler exploded. Then, as hisvision cleared, he sawBlue Rover diving, and abeam of light
from the tip of the pyramid shot out toward it but missed as the scout corkscrewed expertly. Far above,
the fog turned fiery and swirled.

Clay had the tip of the pyramid on magnification on his optics. As he looked, he saw afour-foot-deep
segment of the needle-sharp point of the structure swivel, and, heart pounding, he threw the scout into
evasive action, rolling, making a corkscrew in the sky even as he kept his sights aligned on the dark
opening in thetip of the pyramid. Another beam of light blinded him, dashing by so closethat its charge
made his hair stand up and prickled his skin, and he could hear the boom of its passage. He pressed
buttons, and four missiles shot out, stresking, leaving their marks of combustion on the sky. Then he
brought all lasers and cannon to bear, and just below the rotating tip of the pyramid, amissile impacted to
obscure the whole area with smoke, but as he zoomed up to avoid crashing into the pyramid, he saw
through the smoke the flash of laser and projectile impact.

Once past, he zoomed straight up into the fog, looking back through the rear opticsjust before he flew
into the fog to see the smoke clearing. He was not sure whether the armed upper point of the pyramid
was il intact. He dived, came into the sunlight, corkscrewed defensively, and aimed for the pyramid. It
took him a second or two to focus the optics, and then he saw that the upper ten feet of the stone
sructure was missing. There were no more flashes of light. Acrosstheriver, fire was directed at the city
from al of the surviving crawlers. He dowed, looked down directly on the top of the pyramid, saw a
black cavity, and movement inside. He zoomed and dived straight down, charring the interior of the
exposed cavity with hislasers.



The city was taking a thunderous pounding now. Clay banked toward the riverbed and pressed his send
button. "Captain, | believe you can cease fire now."

Rodrick had come to the same conclusion. He had seen the air strike on the top of the pyramid, and
suddenly, behind him, afew crawlers had opened fire, indicating that they had power back. "Ceasefire"
he ordered, and there was silence. The other scout ships were coming down, signaing. They could see
clearly. There was no more interference with their instruments or their radios.

" Scouts, take up a pattern,” Rodrick ordered, and the hovering scouts positioned themsel ves, weapons
a the ready, to cover the entire area.

"All right," Rodrick said, "let's go have aword withPrince Yanee."

Y anee stood on the near end of the wharf. His cheeks were wet. He had just seen thousands of rounds
of high-explosive projectiles and the dashing beams of the lasers destroying his beautiful city. Hewas
unable to move. The decoyswho had been posing as Suses and the elders had :led to the north, but
Y anee could not move. He saw the ::ian who had so hurt his city legp down from hisvehicleijid walk
swiftly toward him.

"So much for the word of an Eeperanoble,” Rodrick said to the admiral, walking beside him. Helet his
right fist come up from his hip, and the blow sent Y anee sprawling. He lay there, head lifted in stunned

pan.
"Get up," Rodrick ordered, and when Y anee did not move, the admiral yanked him to hisfeet.

Rodrick led the way acrossthe river. Now and then a crawler would break through the cracked, drying
mud crust, and the driver would have to use jetsto propel the vehicle to more solid ground. Fires burned
in the city. Smoke towered into the clear sky. As Rodrick's crawler came up onto the solid bank, he
heard acal from acircling scout ship.

"Captain, agroup of about one hundred men and women just came out of - the pyramid. They're moving
off to the south.”

"Lay firein front of them and turn them back, Rodrick ordered. "'l want to talk with whoever was
manning the wegpons.”

EIGHTEEN

The crawlers entered the city with al personnd on full dert. Fireswere smoldering, and falen stone
blocked some byways. No one wasin the streets. The scouts had reported that the people who had tried
to move to the south from the pyramid had gone back inside the Structure in the face of warning fire from
theair. Milesdown theriver, looking like afar bank of cloud, therewas avertical wal of fog. It was
evident to Rodrick that the fog shield over the city of Suses had probably been powered from the
pyramid, and that there were other, smilar, power sources downriver.

Some time had been consumed in getting al the crawlersinto position. They entered the city at different
points, each assigned to patrol a specific sector in the event of further resistance. The scout ships had
searched the area of the valley not now protected by the shielding field. Severa Whorsk airshipswere on
the ground at alanding field upriver, but the Whorsk seemed to be indifferent to the eventsin and around
the city. One crawler had been detached to try to find away to the top of the cliff where the pyramid was
located. The carved stone stairway was discovered, and after checking it Rodrick, ten heavily armed



men climbed the stairs. Clay was flying wing to Jack Purdy, keeping an eye n the pyramid and the desert
surrounding it. They saw *he men reach the top of the cliff and approach the pyramid.

"Clay, want to go down and take alook?" Jack asked.
"Sure,' Clay said.

They landed side by side not far from the entrance ramp and joined with the armed men. Clay and Jack
were a the rear as the men moved through the entrance and into the long corridor that waslit by aglow
of light that seemed to come from the stones of the wals and celling.

"Not very fancy,” Jack remarked as they entered a huge chamber, barren except for astraight-lined,
massive chair on araised dais at the center. The men spread out and spotted a doorway. Two of them
entered, weapons ready, creeping ahead cautioudly.

"Anything in there?" someone whispered loudly after afew seconds. One of the men gppeared in the
doorway. Hisface looked odd. He made a"come on" motion to those in the large chamber.

Jack and Clay followed the armed men through the doorway and halted in their tracks. The lighting was
dim, orangish, like an Omega sunset, and the light had a bizarre effect on ariot of colorful imagesthat
lined the walls—strange, stiff humanoid formswith the heads of birds and animas. Theimages were
carved in stone and painted in bright colors, and between them, the walls were covered with rich
tapestry, On the ceiling colorful creatures sprawled, stretched, strode.

The chamber was huge, rectangular, perhaps a hundred feet long. At the far end, before an array of
those stiff, strange animal- and bird-headed images—these carved from stonein the round and painted to
seem dmogt lifelike—were men and women dressed in gray robes, al of them knedling to the images
and, asthey bowed and then extended their hands high to bow again, they were droning achantina
language filled with exploded consonants.

Jack Purdy was the senior officer present. The armed men from the crawlersturned to him, for the
knedling, chanting people continued to ignore them.Jack moved forward. Clay, awed by theimpressive,

beautiful room, jJumped to hisside. They hated just behind the last row of knedling people. The chanting
continued.

"Hey!" Jack said loudly.

Almost as one the people stopped their chanting. A wrinkled old man pulled himsdlf laborioudy to his
feet at the front of the group and turned to face them. "We are ready to die," he said in English.

"l don't think that'll be necessary," Jack said.

Although the others were silent, they continued their vigorous bobbing up and down.
"Who are you?"' Jack asked.

" am Ahmes, Honorable Father, keeper of the source.”

"Well, ar," Jack said, "were you the one who gave the orders to use the wegpon in the top of this place
agang our vehicles?'



Ahmeslowered his head, then raised it, chin high. "'l was. For it ismy responsbility to defend my
children againg invason.”

"I think my captain isgoing to want to talk to you," Jack said. "Let me say this. We don't want more
fighting. We didn't want it in the first place. What can we expect from you?"

Ahmes stared over Jack's head. "We fight no more herein the city of Suses."

Jack whispered to Clay. " Seeif you can find the captain. Tell him where we are and ask him to get up
here on the double.

Clay went into the large, empty chamber and tried his radio, but there were too many tons of stone
around him. He had to go outside.

Jack gathered the colony men around him and said, Somewhere in this pile of rock there's a power
source, ludging from that beam weapon, there should be some pretty fancy hardware. A couple of you
stay here. | don't think these people are going to do anything but pray, but keep an eye on them.”

By the time Rodrick arrived, the admira with him, a*horough search of the two chambers had been
completed. There seemed to be no exit from the chamber where Ahmes and his people still knelt, and
only the one entrance to the large, empty chamber.

Rodrick, too, was impressed by the room of the images. He was not the only one, of course, who felt as
if he had stepped back thousands of yearsinto the past, into ancient Egypt. The style of the art wasvery

Egyptian but with differences. For example, the heads of what must be, he felt, gods were recognizable,
in afew instances, as being the head of ahawk or a crocodile, but in others the formswere totally aien.

"The old man up front seemsto be the boss," Jack told him.

Once again Ahmes struggled to hisfeet.

"| takeit thisisaplace of religious significance," Rodrick said, without greeting the old man.

"It isasacred place" Ahmes confirmed.

"We don't want to have to damageit,” Rodrick said, and at those words there was an outburst of
chanting from the knedling people. "We must, however, know the whereabouts of your wegpons and
your source of power. We have logt dl thelives| intend to lose. Will you show us, or shal we beginto
take this place apart, stone by stone?"

"To reved the secrets of the godsisforbidden,” Ahmes said, hisvoice quivering.

"We're going to have to live together on this planet,” Rodrick reminded the old man, "We have stated
repeetedly that we would liketo live in peace. The choiceisyours.”

"That isin the hands of the gods, and my brothersto the south,” Ahmes said.
"For thetime being you are to remain herein thisroom," Rodrick said.

"That isour intention, to die here with the gods," Ahmes said.



Rodrick left aguard with orders not to disturb the kn™\ling, bobbing people, then went back into the main
chamber. "Apparently they live ingde the pyramid,” he said. "There has to be aweaponsroom and a
control room somewhere. Call base, Jack, and tell Max what we're up against. Tell him we need some
way to sound through

solid stone for cavities. And ask him to find someone who has an interest in Egyptology. Then call Paul
Warden and brief him on the situation, too. Tell him to stand by to restore the flow of water in theriver. If
we don't come to an agreement with these people soon, thiswhole valley is going to become a desert.
I'm going back into talk with that old man.”

He asked Ahmesto wak with him to the other end of the chamber of the gods, where they could not be
overheard.

"Look," hesaid, "your river isempty. Y our valey isdying. Y ou spoke of your brothersto the south.
They, too, have no water. Do you have away to communicate with them?”

"l do," Ahmessaid.

"We don't want to destroy you. We want only to be alowed to live in peace in our section of this planet.
Even to work with you in peace. Put me into communication with the other cities. We know about them,
and where they are. We have penetrated into the valey from the mouth of theriver by water." Using
information from Allen Jonessreport, he listed the cities, their distances from the mouth of theriver, and
their distances from each other. Ahmes was impressed.

"You cal yoursdlf the father of your people,”" Rodrick continued. "Will you alow them to die? Will you
alow the valley to wither—all vegetation to diein the heet of the sun—to become like the desert around
it?'

"It isyou who have stopped the flow of the sacred river,” Ahmes said smply. "It isyou who must restore
it"

"Understand me. We are few. We came to this planet athousand strong, but because of you and your
people, we have lost over two hundred of our number. We can't lose any more and expect to survive. If
you force meto make achoice, | will choose my own."

"And destroy sixty centuries of civilization,” Ahmes said sadly, shaking his head. "We have done dl that
we .ould do. Wedid our duty by resisting you. Now it isup - the gods."

"Areyou saying you won't help meto prevent war with the other citiesin your valey?"

"The godswill decide," Ahmes said. The old man staggered. Rodrick reached out to support him, but he
fell. One sound escaped histhroat. Rodrick knelt and felt for apulsein the old man'sthroat. Ashe
looked up, ayoung man, hands clasped before him, was approaching.

"He's dead," Rodrick said.

"Itisthewill of thegods," the younger man said.

"I'm sorry."

"Hewasinthefullnessof hisyears™



"Who are you?' Rodrick asked.

"Now | am Ahmes, Honorable Father, keeper of the source.”
"That meansyou'e his successor?'

"By thewill of thegods™"

"Perhagps you will not believeit isthe will of the godsto let your people die and the valey to wither,"
Rodrick suggested.

"l have been praying and asking for guidance.”
"And what have the gods told you?' Rodrick asked.
"That we are to be punished for our past neglect of our defenses,” the new high priest said. "So beiit.”

"They al sound like abunch of lunaticsto me," Max Rosen said. He had come from Hamilton City and
was how in the main chamber of the pyramid with three men from his engineering staff. They wereusing
an instrument that sent powerful impulsesinto the stone of the structure. " Dune, we've wasted enough
time on them. The work of the colony has cometo ahat. We don't even have enough men to keep on
schedule at the rocket-fuel plant. Let's just give them back their river, go back to Eden, and get to work.
They can't hurt us”

"Max, they blasted four crawlersfrom eight miles awa*with aweapon that makes alaser seem tame.”

"1 want to know about my own people,” Max growled. "1 want to know if theres ill an Earth. We need
to get the ship back in space. We're getting so damned close. We're getting pretty rich ores from that
mine of Stoner's.

Well have enough rhenium in afew months, but if we don't get amove on, we won't have enough rocket

fud ready."

"Allen Jones estimates that there are one hundred fifty thousand to a haf-million peoplein the citiesalong
thisriver, not to mention the Whorsk daves."

"W, you'reright, of course," Max said, caming down. "And | am curious. It doesn't make sense.
Those pretty boyswho livein the fancy housesin the city don't even know enough about technology to
turn on alight switch. Thelights come on automatically in their houses. And these little brown monkeys
who live here—how in hell have they developed aforce field, abeam weapon, or a power source that
lightsawhalecity?'

"That'swhy you're looking for away out of this chamber, Max," Rodrick said. "Theanswersareina
secret room somewherein this pyramid.”

"Oh, by theway, | ran acheck. Our only man who had any extensive knowledge of Egyptology was
killed with the Rocky Miller group. But Evangeline has been doing some reading and research ever since
the first expedition here reported Egyptian-style architecture and a pyramid. She's up at the dam.”

"Good. I'll send someone up for her," Rodrick said, "Keep on keepin' on, Max."



"Yeah," Max growled, hisface contorted asif in pain as he swept asection of the sonewadl with his
ingrument.

Grace had drafted the admira as abodyguard. She had made a cursory examination of the two
chambersingde the pyramid, and she dso believed that there was something interesting hidden away
somewherein that structure, something that generated quite abit of power. Thelights were till glowing
insde and outside the pyramid itsalf except for about twenty feet at the shattered top, and the town was
dill receiving dectricity for itslights and air-conditioning, apparently from the only electricaly powered
equipment in the city.

Grace had left Max to continue the examination of the pyramid, with a specific request to send for her
immediatdly if he found the interesting parts—the power room and the weapons room. "I'll ssewhat | can
learninthecity,” she had told him.

The streets were deserted, except for an occasiona Whorsk dave and the heavily armed and armored
Americans from the colony. The ornately columned government building had been heavily damaged
during the battle, and it was deserted. There seemed to be no places set aside for business—only the
handsome, square-lined buildings that housed living aress.

"I think it'stimewe paid acal on someone," Gracetold the admird after they had explored thecity ina
amall crawler from theriversdeto just below the cliff. She picked abuilding at random. A heavily carved
door opened easily, and they found themsalves in agarden room, awide, airy, open areawith skylights.
The plants were wilted, many of them brown and dead, and there was a smell of decay intheair. Grace
chose a corridor leading off the atrium, and then a door, but when she knocked, there was no response.
The admira tried the door and found it locked. "We have to start somewhere,' Grace said, shrugging.
The admird drew hislaser and, with aseemingly effortless push of his shoulder, shoved the door open
with a cracking of wood.

At firgt Grace thought the beautiful people scattered around the luxurioudy furnished room were deed,
but there was afamiliar smel intheair. Alcohol, in any variety, has a certain underlying aroma. She
approached a scantily clad woman, a perfectly formed and absolutely beautiful woman, impressive even
with mussed hair and with abit of sdivaescaping her lips.

"I'd say they re quite thoroughly intoxicated,' the admiral commented.

'I'd say the same," Grace agreed.

She examined the other rooms. In two bedrooms the beds were occupied, and the condition of the
occupants— nude, as beautiful in their nudity as ancient Greek statues— made her shake her head. An
examination of severd other gpartments produced the same results. Then, asthe admira found an
unlocked door and threw it open, she saw her first conscious Eepera. He was nude. He stood, swaying
from too much acohoal, in the center of a bedroom with deeping men and women al around him.

"Now you have cometo kill us"" hesaid in English.

"Not at al," Gracereplied.

Helooked at her blearily and took afew unsteady stepstoward her. "I have heard that you Earthwomen
were attractive.”



"Thank you," Grace said.

The man turned and began to pull limp, naked bodies off arumpled bed. He turned to Grace. "Come,"
he said, indicating the bed.

"No, thank you, " Grace answered.

"But | have been told, and it iswritten, that you people vied with each other to liewith us"" He
brandished an aroused object of manhood at her and asked, "Have the puny Earthmen anything like
this?"

"Let'sget out of here," Grace said to the admird.

She entered one more apartment in another building. A woman awoke as they stepped into the main
room and screamed, tried to scramble away, and fell. The admiral took her arm and helped her to her

feet. She had gloriousred hair, aface that would have been instant fame back on Earth, and ascarcely
concealed body that made Grace fed just abit old.

"But you can't be an Earthman,” the woman said to the admiral, her green eyeswide. "Y ou're s0
handsome.”

"How isit that you all spesk English?' Grace asked die woman, who looked at her imperioudly before
answering.

"It was something to do.”
"Andwhy aredl of you drunk?'

"Why not?' the woman asked. "Without the protection of the honorable fathers, we are helpless before
you." She cocked her head. "Isn't that unbelievable?We, helpless beforeyou.”

"Y our men had no weapons?' Grace asked,

"When your airmen destroyed the power source, our wegpons were not functiona.” She put her hand on
the admiral’s cheek. "If | must beadave, | will beyour dave, and | will please you so that you will treat
mekindly."

"Goto bed,” Gracetold the beautiful woman distastefully, turning and walking rapidly from the room,
"Don't leave me to be taken by another,’ the woman begged the admird.

The admird, unwilling to hurt any creature unnecessarily, said, "'If you areto beadave, | promise that
youwill be mine. Rest now."

"Children!" Grace sputtered asthey walked toward the atrium entrance to the building. "They're nothing
but children. Faced with what they think isthe end, they drink themsalvesinto astupor. Weve wasted
enough time here."

Just before Grace and the admiral entered the empty chamber of the pyramid, Max located a portion of
wall with acavity behind it. The wall seemed to be solid stone. He called the other men over, and they
began to look for unusua seams, anything to alow them to get through the wall without demolishing it.



Evangeline happened to wak out from the god chamber as Grace came in. She hurried to meet Grace.
"Itsfantagtic,” she said. "There are alien features, but that room could be atemplein the Old Kingdom of

Egypt."

"The hieroglyphics?' Grace asked.

"I'm unable to read them," Evangdline said, "but | do recognize afew symbols. The system seemsto be
the same as Egyptian writings of the Old Kingdom. | think | can trandate them with the help of the ship's
computer.”

"How about the spoken language of the priests?’

"It has the same pattern as ancient Egyptian,” Evangdinereplied.

"WEell haveto get my trandation machine over here" Grace said.

"I have had food and water brought to those peoplein there" Evangdine said. "They seemed grateful.”

But they Hill won't give much information?"

Evangdine made aface. "Everything | asked about was a secret of the gods.”

Aspart of histria and error method to get at the cavity behind thewall, Max sent ahot chargeinto an
area

that showed readingsindicating the presence of bits of metal. Quickly, silently, asection of thewall did
open, and the men behind Max reached for their sdearms, for before them was aroom filled with
electronic equipment and two startled men in gray robes who whirled as the door opened.

"Hey, Grace!" Max yelled.

The two priests sood stiffly, eyes sraight forward. Grace stood beside Max, holding hishand. "Totaly
dien," shewhispered. "L ook at thelabels on the panels. That sdefinitely not hieroglyphics. That's
printing. A language that uses an dphabet.”

"Man, it'sgoing to take a Chinese jigsaw-puzzle expert to figure this stuff out,” Max said. "It lookslike
the laboratory of amad scientist in a science-fiction movie."

Suddenly a strident, angry voice spoke in ahard, explosive language.

"Ah," Max sad. "There's a speaker. We must have broken in on these boys while they were having a
conversation with someone.” He went to a console and looked at apanel of buttons and switches. "If we
could figure out how to work thisthing, we might find out who's on the other end.”

"It isforbidden for anyone other than aservant of the godsto touch that,” said one of the priests.

"Well, suppose you touch it, then,” Max told him. "Whom were you talking to?"

"To our brothersto the south,” the priest answered.



"I want to say aword or two to your brothersto the south,” Max said. "Touch thisthing and tell them to
ligen.”

"Only the voices of the servants of the gods—"

Max jerked hislaser from hisholster and held it by the muzzle. "Listen you," he snarled. "Thisis sacred
suff, dl thisequipment, right?"

"Sacred to the gods and our honorable ancestors.”

"I'm going to give you exactly thirty secondsto get over here, call the citiesto the south, and tdll them to
put someone on who can speak English. If you don't, I'm going to seejust how sacred dl thisjunk is. ™
He made amotion to smash adelicate-looking assembly, and the priests threw up their hands and
moaned.

"Wdl?' Max growled.

"We must have an opinion from the honorable father."

"Ten seconds," Max said, "Nine, eight, seven—"

"Do ashe says," one of the prieststold the other.

"'Speak English," Max ordered the priest, as he sat down at the console.

"My brothers," the priest said, "our innermost sanctuary has been penetrated by the Earthmen. One of
their leadersforces me, on threat of destroying the voice of the gods, to allow him to speak with you,"

A voicein that harsh language spoke.
"English," Max said.-

"Will you hear the Earthman?" the priest asked.
"Wewill hear," avoicesaid in English.

"Good," Max said. He leaned over the priest's shoulder, having spotted the mike by the way the priest
hed been taking. "All right. Towhom am | talking?'

"I am Sistank," the voice answered, accenting the last syllable. "I spesk for the brothers of the Council of
Twenty."

"l an Rozen," Max said, aso accenting the last syllable, "I speak for agroup of Earth people who are
sick and tired of your arrogance and aggression. Now you listen to me. Right now you don't have ariver,
and you are not going to have ariver until you come to termswith my captain. Hell be here shortly, o
suggest you gather your council of however many it isand get ready to talk sense, or you're going to have
along, thirgy summer."

NINETEEN

Evangdine, with two young and aert Space Service Marinesfrom theSpirit of America's crew, had



followed corridors and openings leading away from the oddly equipped room where Max and Grace and
other scientists were beginning to puzzle out the functioning of the communications equipment. One of
their initial discoveries had been that most of the banks of equipment were not functioning.

First, Evangdine found the living quartersfor the pyramid priests. Although most roomswere small, they
were tastefully furnished and decorated with objects of gold and silver and, most interestingly, many items
that had afamiliar look and the obvious signs of great age. Evangeline was certain that she looked a and
held objects crafted on Earth in the time of the early dynasties of Egypt, the age of the pyramid
builders.Next she found books—real books, thousands of them— all leather bound. They werein avas,
long, narrow vault lit by aglow emanating from the walls and ceiling. Before she began to examine them,
Evangeline looked for afiling system and found it, a card-file system, the language the same asthat which
she had seen on label's on the communications equipment. It was evident that the priestshad a
two-language system. They spoke the language used by the handsome men and women of the city but
apparently kept recordsin another language, which used an aphabet.

She began to plan away to put aterminal for her own library computer into the priests library. She was
awed by the number of books and eager to begin to dig out the secrets that she was sure would be
contained in the thousands of large, leather-bound volumes.

Clay Girard and Jack Purdy, meanwhile, had joined with another search party. From the entrance to the
pyramid'sliving quarters they discovered an eevator shaft and, after some experimentation, were
surprised to find that the elevator was working. They rodeit upward and stepped out into aroom filled
with e ectronic equipment. There was afeding of power, asmell of ozonein theair. Jack sent Clay back
down the eevator to find a couple of scientists, and Clay came back with anuclear engineer and Grace.

Grace went immediately to amassive bank of instruments on afloor-to-celling panel at the back of the
room. There was so much static eectricity in theair that it made thetiny hairs on her arms stand up
"Theresquite alot of power coming from somewhere,’ she commented.

The nuclear engineer said, "I think we're going to be very interested in just how that power is generated.
My guessisthat the sun isthe source"

"With the entire surface of the pyramid as solar receptors? " Grace asked.
"Possbly.”

Above the power room. Clay found a shambles. The chamber was open to the sun, looking upward
through the shattered tip of the pyramid, and the room had been charred by his scout's laser. Grace took
alook and agreed with Clay that this destroyed chamber had been the weapons room. But twisted and
melted metdlic things could be examined, and perhaps they could deduce from the ruin the nature of the
beam weapon that had been so effective.

Meanwhile, Max Rosen was experimenting with the one «onsole that was il operativein the
communicationsroom. "Dune,"" he said, amazed, "have you noticed the wear on the instruments where an
operator's hands would touch?'

Although the console was nestly painted, the meta itself had been worn. Rodrick was reminded of
ancient stone steps, worn by centuries of the passage of human fet.

"And it looks asif they've cannibalized dl the other equipment to keep this one radio working," Max
noted.



"Too bad,” Rodrick said, "because some of these other banks ook very interesting.”

"We need to get Grace and the admiral working on the language,” Max said. "These symbols here—" he
pointed "—seem to be mathematical symbols. Look at the difference. On thisradio that'sworking, the
digitsarein groups of three. Over thereit goes up to ten digits. If that has something to do with range,
that bank over there had broadcast power in multiples of this one. And since they were ableto pick up
our radio transmissonswell enough to learn to spesk our language from them, if this one has planetary
capability, whet the hell wasthat big one used for?!

"l seewhat you mean," Rodrick said.

Max was pushing buttons and switches systematically. Suddenly the voice of a scout burst out from the
speakers. It was Renato Cruz, findly freed from hisjob as communicator aboard theSpirit. "That's how
they eavesdropped,” Max said, and made alabd in English to attach to that button. He pushed the button
he had seen the priest use to talk with his colleagues downriver.

" Apache Two,do you read?'

"Loud and clear,” Renato said.

"Your postion? Thisis Rosen.”

"Yeah? How you doin', Max?I'm just about to go ballistic from Hamilton Base. On theway to the
valey."

"Seeyou," Max said, then closed the transmitter. "Good range,” he told Rodrick.
"How'd they hear through the shidd?”
"Good question,” Max said. "I'll keep working onit."

Rodrick left Max bent over the console and went to have alook at the power room and the destroyed
weagpons room, where he found Grace.

"Apparently thefield transmitter wasin the upper section that Clay destroyed,” shetold him, "or at least
part of it."

"Well, I'm damned glad he did it, dthough it would have been niceto haveit intact," Rodrick said. "Any
cluesasto how it worked?"'

"We're ninety-percent sure that the source of power issolar,” Grace said, "and if so, it'smore efficient
than anything we've ever come up with."

"Wdll, Grace, you'rein charge here. | don't want to pressure you, but there are more citieswith
pyramids down theriver. I'd hate to have to take each one of them the way we had to take this one.
Keep me posted.”

"Sure," she said, then asked, "Any word of Sage?’

"Weve questioned peoplein the city and the priests. No one seems to know what happened to her.



Y anee said hel€eft her in the care of one of hisfriends, but we haven't been able to locate that friend yet.”

Elton and Becky Dark were on duty, patrolling the sireets of the city from acrawler. When they were
relieved, they climbed to the top of the cliff and entered the pyramid. The word had spread that there
were odd and wonderful things there, and Elton and Becky spent an hour or so looking at theradio
room, the power room, and then the room of the gods. The priests had been persuaded to go to their
guarters and to remain there, o the room was empty, save for the dozens of half-rdief and free-standing
images of beast- and bird-headed gods.

Grace Monroe's team was gradually putting together a computer image of the interior of the pyramid.
Datawas entered into atermina on the command crawler, relayed to acircling scout, and then sent back
to the main computer on board theSpirit of America. Grace had started the engine of the crawler and
buttoned up the top so that the air-conditioning could work. She saw the computer imag? form on the
small screen. The congtruction of the pyramid indicated greet skill on the part of the builders, for unlike
the massive stone pyramids of ancient Egypt, more effective use had been made of interior space.

There were till teams inside probing the stone walls, searching for more hidden doors. A series of
storerooms was located in the middle levels, under the power room, which was far up in the pyramid.
And benesth the storerooms, the floor of the main chambers gave echoes of alarge cavity below. Grace
entered al the incoming information into the computer and was able to help the teamsinsideto find
connecting passages as the computer predicted chambersin unprobed arees.

Elton and Becky were pressed into service. Elton wielded a sounder, and Becky read the dias. "What
you'relooking for isa stairway |eading down to that large cavity under the main chambers” Grace
explained. "The computer predicts that there will be an entrance either from the main chamber or the
room with al the satues”

Elton and Becky Dark were donein the room of the gods. They began on the eastern wall and worked
their way around. The instruments showed thirty feet of solid stone on the eastern and northern walls, and
then they began to work behind the standing statues on the western wall. There was a thickness of stone
there, about fifty feet, quite capable of holding a hidden corridor or other rooms.

"Hold it," Becky said, when they had checked the wall dmost to the center of the room. " Sweep back
and forth there." Elton moved the probe, and Becky checked the readings outlined, finding a space that
corresponded in size to other hidden doorways aready located. "That sit," she said. They began to take
finer readingsto locate the mechanism that operated the door, and then Elton sent alive charge into the
mechanism, and asolid dab of stone folded inward to reved alighted passage.

“I'll notify the others" Becky told him.

"C'mon, honeybee. Let'stake alook oursavesfirgt,” Elton urged, moving into the opening. The corridor
immediately took aright-angle turn, and there were steps leading downward. After about ten feet, the
gepsran into asolid stconewall. At right angles another flight of steps went farther downward. Elton led
the way. The soft glow of light continued to come from the walls and ceiling. They reached another
right-angle turn and more steps.

"What do you think?' Becky asked. "Are we about thirty or forty feet below the leve of thefloor in the
main chamber?'

"Atleast," Elton said.



There was one more flight of steps, and then the steps ended in darkness.
"Doesthear smel stadeto you?' Elton asked.
"Mugly, dry. Yes alittlestde.”

Elton reached the bottom of the steps and stood on alanding. The light from the stairwell penetrated
only afew feet into the gloom, but he had the fedling that he was standing in the entrance to alarge space.

"Honey," he said, "you wantago back and git us some kind of light?*
"Not without you," she said. "I'm not going to leave you here.”

Helaughed. "Don't worry, | ain't goin' one step intothat.” That was adarkness so stygian asto seem
solid.

"Let'sboth go," shesaid.

"Yeah, okay," he agreed. "Jest aminute.' He took one step forward, pushing histoe aong the stone floor
to be sure he had solid footing. Both gasped when adim glow began to lighten the darkness, increasing
gradudly, and asit grew, things began to take shape. Directly ahead was alarger than life-sizedthing, a.
thing of scales and teeth, and asit emerged from the darkness, its eyes seemed to glow.

"Git back!" Elton shouted, turning to push Becky back onto the landing. Behind him the lights began
immediately to dim again. Helooked and saw that the thing had not moved.

"Itsagonecarvin',” he said shakily. "That's al."

"Elton, let'sget afloodlight.”

"The lights come on when you step on the floor," he said. "Watch." When he eased back into the
darkness, the lights»began to glow, and he forced himself to stand there with thatthing looking down on
him with eyes that seemed to glow until there was enough light to see that it was indeed stone, painted to
look like some kind of animal he had never seen.

"Elton, look!" Becky gasped, pointing to awall somefifty feet away to the left. There, placed sde by
side, in mummiform cases made of some transparent materia, sood arow of priests with bald heads and
women with the dark, straight-cut hair. They were al dressed identicaly in white robes, with accents of
beautiful embroidery. Their eyeswere closed, but they looked asif they were merely deeping.

"Moreof em," Elton said, pointing to the other wall. "Maybe thisiswhere they keep their spares.”
"Sugpended animation?' she asked. "But theré'sno machinery.”

"Let'stakealook.”

Elton led the way. Asthey dowly neared the row of transparent containers, they could see that the skin
tone of the people inside was lifeless, and when they were quite near, it was obvious that they were not

dive

"Look," Elton said, "the container ain't even airtight. " He swung the front of one of the containers



outward. It opened easily. He touched the skin of ahand. " Some form of mummification,” he said.

"Don't do that,” Becky hissed, as helifted the skirt of the white robe of the woman he had touched.
"Youdirty old man."

"Mummification,” he said, as he pointed to aline of rough stitching that held together anincision from the
woman's sernum to her pelvic bone. "Eviscerated, I'll betcha. Then filled with somethin'."

"Elton, let'sget out of here. Thisistheir cemetery.”

"Inaminute" hesad.

All of thewadll space was lined with the dead. There was an arched opening in the far wall, adark room
beyond it. Elton took Becky's hand and walked among the statues. The lights glowed up as they entered
the other chamber, where they found the same transparent containers and their contents of priests,
women, and children of various ages.

"Hundreds of them," Becky said nervoudly.

"Thesefolkslook oider in thisroom," Elton said. "The skin is more papery, and the fabric has begun to
discolor.”

"I want somefresh air," Becky said.
"Theres ill another room."
"Oh, dl right."

More of the same, but now, aong the back wall of the third room, the dead began to look lesslifelike,
the fabrics dingy, the skin browned and fragile,

"I'mgoing," Becky said.

"There's one more room."

“They'll look like Egyptian mummies, just skeletonswith dry skin stretched over them.”

"They can't hurt ya"

Becky stuck out her tongue, but shetook his hand and followed him. The lights came on, and it was as
she had said. In some of the containers the dead had started to fall apart, so that a desiccated, bony arm
might be lying at the bottom of the container.

"Y uck, Becky said. She stood in the doorway as Elton made the rounds of the room, trying to keep her
eyes on the statues instead of looking at the dead. She missed seeing Elton go into still another room until
shefdt, suddenly, that she was aonewith all those dead people, with several large chambers between

her and the stairs, and buried far underground away from the fresh air and the sun.

"Elton!" she cried out, an edge of panic in her voice. The word echoed and reechoed. "Elton, dad-gum
you!"



She saw him come out of adoorway. Even at that distance and in the uncertain light she could see that
hisface was pae and strained.

"Honey, you'd better come seethis," he said in anormal voice, and in the quiet of the tomb it sounded
loud and harsh and reverberated for some time.

She ran across the room, dodging among the statues. He took both her handsin his. " Jest keep cooal,

"What isit?'
iCometothink onit," he said, "rnaybe you shouldn't seeit.”
"No, | want to seeit.”

Thisroom was different. The lights seemed to be brighter. The containers, dthough shaped the same,
were of thicker materia, and each had ameta plate with writing on its base.

"Honey, it'sasortamuseum, adisplay room," Elton said as she gpproached thefirst container and saw a
fierce and bearded warrior, abronze axe lifted, his eyes bright, dmost dive, his costume topped by a
plumed helmet.

"Helooksaivel" she whispered.

"The container is sedled. They must’ ve used adifferent process. Take alook at this next one.”

A beautiful Egyptian princess, dressed in dl her finery, held amirror and examined her dramatically
made-up face.

"Okay, honey," Elton said. "There'salot more of the samethang, al types of people from what seemsto

be the same period of Earth's history. We can look at em later if yawant to." Hetook her hand and led
her across the room, walking between displays of apride of lions, atiger, and very Egyptian-looking
dogs and cats.

"Whorsk," Becky said. There were three of them, amale, afemale, and ayoung one.

"Braceyersdf," Elton warned as heled her to the next display.

She screamed.

Sage Bryson, dressed in afilmy gown, the nipples of her breasts standing out sharply, apleasing smile
showing her white, even teeth, her eyes sparkling in the light, looked out at them from asedled container.
The container was new, the metal plate at its base gleamed with newness and freshly incised lettering.

Theairtight container stood on the raised daisin the main chamber. The room was crowded with Earth
people. Duncan Rodrick stood on the dais beside the container from which Sage looked out, smiling.
Beside Rodrick was a somewhat nervous priest, Ahmes, Honorable Father, keeper of the source.

"I wanted you al to seethis” Rodrick said. "And I've asked the high priest to explainiit.”

Ahmes swalowed, then thrust his hands behind him and lifted his chin. "We have given great honor to



your Earthwoman. As a great warrior-woman, she was sdlected to spend eternity among our honored
dead. Only afew peoplein the past Sixty centuries of your time have been so honored. She will live
forever in beauty and will be of educationd vaue to untold generations.”

"What heé's saying,” Rodrick said bitterly, "isthat Sage was stuffed and mounted for display in what they
cdl their Musaum of Life"

Someone coughed. The sound was loud in the silence.

"I'mtold that she felt no pain,” Rodrick said.

"Absolutdy not,” Ahmes replied. "And the ceremony was performed gtrictly according to law and ritud.
She was dlowed to know the honor being done her. She could see—athough there was no pain—the
initia stages, theremoval of the viscera, the drawing of the blood—"

"Oh, my God," afemae voice cried out.

"Infact,” Ahmes continued, "she was favored by the gods, for, with their help;our hederswere ableto
keep her conscious and aware until the very last—until it wastime to remove the heart and brain.”

There was adeadly slencein the room, in spite of the crowd gathered there. Ahmes looked around,
composed, hishead high, quite proud of himself.

"Y ou may go now," Rodrick said.

Ahmeslooked doubtful. An armed guard motioned to him. He stepped down from the daisand
followed the guard out of the chamber. A woman was weeping softly.

Rodrick spoke quietly. "Their way of thinking istotaly dien to ours.

"They seem to have no more regard for life than the Whorsk," Mandy Miller said.
"Perhaps they taught the Whorsk," Jack Purdy suggested.

'lconfessthat I'm at aloss asto what to do," Rodrick said.

"l think weld be judtified in exterminating al of them," Mandy said, but then she shook her heed. "But
that would make us no better than they.”

"Captain," Max Rosen sad, "I'm not willing to leave them in aposition to stuff and mount anyone dse.”
"What should we do, Max?' Rodrick asked.

"Destroy their power sources.”

"And lose how many people doing it?" Rodrick asked.

Therewas aslence. Rodrick knew that something had to be done, but he was not willing to lose more
people.

"Captain, may | spesk?' Evangdine asked. Rodrick nodded. " Sage was my friend, and I'm going to miss



her. Theré's no logical reason why she should be dead, but sheis. And | know how Mandy felt when she
sad we should exterminate dl of them, but I've seen great beauty in the city and in the artwork in this
pyramid. | can't help but fed that there has to be good in a people who can build and make such beautiful
things. And in that library | found there are booksthat | believe will cover aperiod of thousands of years,
booksthat | think will give us new ingght into one of the Earth's most interesting ancient civilizations. We
could destroy thisentire valey. We could kill many of the people. But since they have such light regard
for life, | don't think that's the way to impressthem."”

"| can't quite believe they would vauetheir own lives aslightly asthey vauethelives of others™ Mandy
sad.

"We don't haveto attack each city individualy to kill them dl," Max said. "All we haveto do iskeep the
river diverted.”

"Killing them by lack of water isthe same askilling them with wegpons," Evangdline pointed out. "We
have to give them back their water."

"Not before we come to a solid understanding with them," Max growled.
"We have to make them free the Whorsk daves," someone said.
"That might kill them, too," Max said wryly. "They don't know how to work."

Rodrick held up his hand for silence. "By the sampling of comment, | take it that the mgjority opinionis
that we should try to negotiate with the priestsin the other cities. Am | right?"

There wasamurmur of affirmation.
"Oh, dl right,” Max sad. "Let'sgive 'em one more chance."

Mandy and Grace joined Rodrick and Max in the communications room. At first Max got no answer
when he began to call, but he kept trying, demanding that Sistank, the only name he knew, answer his
cal.

After aquarter hour, Sstank's voice cameon. "I am Sistank.”

Max moved asde so that Rodrick could St down. "Sistank," he said, "this message isfor you and the
other members of your brotherhood in dl of the citiesalong theriver. Firgt of dl, you must understand
that we value eech individua life. Killing ahuman being isacrime among us. Wewill not, and | want you
to believe this, tolerate even one more death of one of our people a your hands or by the Whorsk under
your leadership. Do you understand what | am saying?'

"l hear," the surly voice responded.

"We have not killed the priestsin the pyramid of the city of Suses. We were forced to kill many of the
people of the city in self-defense, and one or more priests may have been killed when we were forced to
destroy your weapons. We do not intend to kill. We hope to avoid further battle with you. We off peace,
but it must be on our terms. First, you must turn off your force field so that we can see your ingtdlations,
to be sure you are not preparing offensive actions againg us.”

"That isimpossble” Sstank sad, hisvoice going unnaturdly high. "Do you have the supidity to believe



that the shield was put in place for conced ment fromyou?"
"Diplomatsthey ain't," Max growled.

For whatever reason the shidd was ingtaled, it must be turned off," Rodrick responded evenly.
"Otherwise we will have to destroy your weapons and perhaps your power sources, as we destroyed the
weapons of the city of Suses."

"The shidld will not be turned off, and you will not find us as unprepared as were our brothersin Suses.
The godswill protect us. The wegpons of the gods are invulnerable.”

"So thought the people of thiscity," Rodrick said.
"Duncan, may | speak to him?" Mandy asked.
"Can't hurt,” Max said.

Mandy sat down, keyed the transmitter. "1 am Mandy, high priestess of the great God Jehovah,” she
began. "Hear me. Y ou have made war on my people, and you have angered my God, who isdll
powerful. Tonight, when the two moons have set, when the sky isin darkness, the great God Jehovah
will demongtrate his power to you. Look up to the sky when the moons have falen below the horizon."
Sheturned off the transmitter.

"l hear you," Sistank said, and then there was silence.
"| think | anticipate you, Mandy," Grace said. "Y ou want to give them alight show."
"One or more thermonuclear weapons detonated in space,” Mandy replied.

"Two should doit,” Rodrick said. "That's an excdlent idea, Mandy, using their own superstitions against
them.”

Two hydrogen bombs, mounted on ground-to-space missiles, arced up from theSpirit of America.
Their trgectories took them to the skies over the western continent, and deep enough into space so that
only aminor amount of radiation would affect Omega, that to be captured by the radiation belts that
circled the plangt, just asthe Van Allen bt circled Earth. The sky turned white with afierce light, and
even asthat light faded, the sky burned again.

Duncan Rodrick wasin the communications room of the pyramid, watching the implosions on aportable
screen. Within seconds of thefirgt flash, the radio cameto life. Sistank’s voice was amost hysterical.

First Sstank screamed in his own language and then, "Foold Y ou fools, you havekilled usdl!"

"The force released in space will not affect us," Rodrick said evenly. "But we can rel ease that force
directly atop your cities. We once again offer you the opportunity to have peace, to work with us.
Otherwise we will have no choice but to destroy you."

Sstank was breathing hard, hisvoice harsh. "With the morning you will find that the shield isdown. It no
longer matters. Destroy usif you will, for it isonly amatter of time before your stupid use of nuclear
wegponswill bring destruction upon this entire planet.”



There was no more. Duncan tried to raise Sistank but got no answer. Just after dawn he flew the length
of the vdley and saw the beautiful, golden citiesand therich fidds. He flew low over severd citiesand
past the pyramids. There was no hostile action. No answer came from Sistank or any of the other cities
when he used the radio back in the pyramid. He called far Ahmes, the high priest.

"Last night we detonated two thermonuclear bombs in space to demonstrate the power of our weapons
to the other cities," Rodrick said.

The high priest's face went gray. He fell to his knees and began to pray in his own language.

"Sistank intimated that something would happen, that destruction would come, because of that,” Rodrick
sad. "What did he mean?’

Ahmes looked at him, eyeswide, alook of fear on hisface. "Nowthey will come" he said, "for the
power of the atom isthe only power that can threaten them. They will rain destruction down on the entire
planet from far away. Degth will come without notice, and there will be no life left on dl theworld.”

"Who are they?' Rodrick asked.

"The Magters," Ahmes said. "Our people, from whom our ancestors escaped so many centuries ago.
Now | hopeyou are satisfied, Earthman, for you havetruly killed usal.”

TWENTY
"My delicate, fragilelittle flower of awife," Jacob West said, "you are bresking my fingers.”

Theresitawas squeezing Jacob s hand as a contraction ripped across her belly. She was bregthing
through her teeth, fast and shallow. When it was over she said, "1 will tradethis for the pain of afew
broken fingers™

"Once or twice more," Mandy encouraged.

Thereditatensed, then began breathing hard again.

"Ah," Mandy said. "Push hard now."

Jacob heard awet plopping sound, saw Theresitas face grimacein pain, and felt hishand being
squeezed hard. Then there was aflurry of movement, and Mandy was holding something wet, squirmy,
and bloody with her hand. The baby's cry made Jacob jump.

"Wdll, there heis," Mandy said, extending the wet, squirmy, bloody thing toward Jacob's face.

"Hi, kid," Jacob said uncertainly.

"Let mesee" Theresita panted.

"Just let me clean him up abit," Mandy said.

When the baby was beside Theresita, shelooked down into a pretty little baby face and smiled. Another
doctor was working down between Theresitaslegs.



"He's perfect,” Therestasaid. "Hey, ook, he seesme.
"He can't see much right now, " Mandy said.
"No?" Therestamoved her finger in front of the baby's eyes, and the eyes followed the movement.

"Well, maybe he sees ablur of movement," Mandy conceded. ™Y ou can go on out now, Jacob. Weve
got to do ahit of tidying up. He was abig one." She reached for the baby.

"Leavemedone" the baby said.
"What?' Mandy yelped.

"l am very hungry,” the baby said. His hand motions were jerky and uncoordinated, but he managed to
saizethe flap of Theresitas hospital gown, and he pulled hard enough to expose her swollen breast.

In order to furnish power for Grace Monroe's trandation machine, the admira had strung alead from a
large crawler into the pyramid'slibrary in the city of Suses. The trandation box had been dtered to
andyze the language of the priests and was being used quite efficiently asacomputer termina by
Evangeline. Mopro was outside. Down in the city Whorsk daves were cleaning up rubble, and aready
the damaged buildings were being repaired.

It had been less than amonth since Paul Warden and Stoner McRae had blown up the dam across the
river. Enough of the harvest had been saved with the restoration of water to provide for the needs of the
city. Thewater had come again just in time, and the harvest was under way al dong the fertile valley.
There had been no direct contact between the Americans and the inhabitants of the cities downstream,
but the shield was still down and no further hostile actions had been taken by either Eeperaor Whorsk.

Amando Kwait wastired after along day of overseeing the automatic harvestersin operation in the
fields of Eden. The crops had produced well. Grain, corn, «nd potatoes—all the staples, in fact—were
going to bein surplus, and the genetically engineered speciaty vegetables and fruits had proven their
worth by resisting dl attacks by insects. His new ever-bearing fruit and vegetabl e plants were beginning
to produce their first harvestable produce and would continue the year round.

Amando was abit surprised to find Dena Madden waiting for him in his new house on Stanton Bay. He
had moved off theSpirit of America because the engineering staff was readying the ship for the voyage
home. Three more months of production from Stoner's mine, plus the minute amounts of rhenium from

the miners, would see the ship's Shaw Drive fuded. The rocket-fud plant wasin production, working
twenty-eight hours aday.

"Why isit you like tomatoes so much?' Dena asked, handing Amando aBloody Mary made from fresh
juice and the ship's vodka.

"They're pretty,” Amando said smply. "They taste good.”
Denalifted her glass. "I've never told you this, but | was very much against working with you. '

"| sensed that at first," he admitted, surprising her. "'l have had the feding for some time now that you've
cometo gripswithit.”

"What are you sensing now?" she asked, looking up at him through her long, black lashes.



"What | am sensing now istoo beautiful to betrue," he sad.

"Havealittlefaith," she urged, smiling. "Our work is done. I've been released to go back to my section.”
"That makesmesad," he said.

She put down her glass and cocked her head. "Hey, you're an intelligent, thinking man, aman of new
and origind ideas. Why are you so dow to understand how | feel about you?'

Amando swallowed the last of the drink. He seemed to have difficulty forming the words. "Can | hope
that you—"

"Try me" shesad.

Heamost fdll over atable getting to her, and she went into hisarms. "I have aways been atotal sucker
for bigmen,” she said, as hisarmswrapped around her and lifted her from the floor.

Duncan Rodrick was on the radio with Grace. "Dune,”" she said, "were making progress. The priests are
not eager to help, but Ahmes did consent to help uswith abasic glossary of English-to-Eeperawords.
Evangelineiskeying it into the computer now. 1'd say we can begin trandation of the booksin aday or
0."

"How'sthe morae of the pretty peoplein the city?'

"It's eat, drink, and be stupid,” Grace said. "A continud party, asif the world were about to end, but the
Whorsk are going about their business, even without overseers. Therepair work isgoing well. Thereare
some odd birds here, Dune. There are two different races. I'm sure you noticed the difference in how
they look. The onesyou cal the pretty ones, like-Prince Y anee, they cal themsalves Eepera. Then
therésthe caste of priests. The priests and their women are small and dark with faces straight off an
ancient Egyptian wall painting. The priestsnever call the pretty people of the city Eepera, but instead
awaysrefer to them as'our children.'"

Have you been able to drag more information out of Ahmes or anyone €l se about the mysterious
Masters, whom they're sure will come and blow up the planet?’

"They'redl very closemouthed. They are sure that their gods are going to punish usfor fooling around
with their sacred records.”

"How do you figureit, Grace?' Rodrick had grest respect for the woman'sintelligence.

"So far it'smostly guesswork," she said, "but | have afedling that there was an dien race that cameto
Earthin thetime of the early dynasties of Egypt. Maybe its members were running from someone, either
their parent race— the Masters—or another race. | know that they fearthem; they fear the Masters
more than they fear the gods. They seem to think that the Masters are all powerful. They're suretiaat the
Masters have detected, or will detect, our nuclear explosions and will cometo destroy thisworld.”

"Think they will?'

"I'm not sure. If they're so threatened by nuclear wegponry, why haven't they destroyed Earth?' Grace
asked.



"Weve been popping off nuclear explosonsthere since 1945."

"Good point. Well, keep me posted.”

‘Surething." Shelaughed. "I'm going to approach these books with some misgiving. It'sgoing to bea
blow to my prideto find that al those science-fiction writerswere right and that one of the earliest
civilizations on Earth, possibly al of them, came asthe result of dien intervention.”

Although the threat was there—the possibility that some superrace of killerswould come swooping out
of theintergalactic distances sowing destruction—life in the colony went on. Max was spending most of
histime at the rocket-fuel plant, where production was flowing nicely. D.C. Broadfoot and his
engineering crew were working on theSpirit of America, preparing her for the return journey to Earth.
Amando and his agricultura people were stocking the green areas aboard the ship with Omegan plants,
many of which Amando was sure would help to reclaim the lost areas of cultivation on Earth and increase
the production of food dramatically,

Paul Warden made his choice, speaking to his Evangdline asthey stood under one of Omegas moonsin
the cool desert night, the glow of the pyramid lighting Evangelinesface. "'I've been pretty dumb, Vange,"
Paul said. "So I'll ask two questions. First, can you forgive me for being blind?"

Evangeine amiled. "A man who makes snap decisonsis not waysright.”

"Isthat ayes?' he asked, encouraged, his crooked grinin place.

"Yes" shesad.

"Okay. The second question isthis: Do you think you could stand having me around the rest of your
life?’

Evangelinesface was serious. "'l could handle that."

He did not know what to do then. He wanted to kiss her, but she was being so calm, so matter of fact,
that he knew doubt.

"Vange," hesaid, "l could kick myself for not speaking before—" He paused.
"Before Sage waskilled?”

"Yegh"

Now she smiled and moved closer. "Paul, | knew. Y on didn't have to spesak.”
"WEell. | never want you to think that I'm saying | love yon just because Sage—"
"Areyou sayingit?"

"You bet," hesaid.

"Say it



"I loveyou." She had to make the first move, putting her arms up, and then, with ahuge sigh, he held
her.

Clay had spread an air mattress on amossy bank on the upper reaches of Jumper's Run in the Renfro
Mountains. The night was pleasant, with just ahint of fall in the air. Behind him he could see the shadowy

movements of Cindy insde the lighted tent. He had had to do some fancy talking to get everyoneto
agreeto alow them to camp out alonein the mountains. It had been Duncan Rodrick who had made it

possble.

"Clay can handle himsdlf," he had told Stoner and Betsy. "WEell patrol the coast, and he can keep in
touch at regular intervals.”

A night bird was cdlling. There was only one moon, but it was full and bright. Thelittle stream sang to
him asit tumbled over itsrocky bed. He had seen shadows of mongter fish in the poolsthat afternoon
while he was setting up camp.

He heard the sound of afastener opening and turned to see Cindy silhouetted againgt the light from
insdethetent. He swalowed in agulp, for she was wearing something tiny and frilly.

"Beautiful night," he croaked as she came toward him and sat down on the mattress.

"ithought I might be alittle uneasy, out hereal alone" she said. She sprawled beside him, her hair
trailing on hischest. "But I'm not. | fed safewith you.”

Wéll, hewas only sixteen, and those were heady things she was saying. He grinned. He put hisarm
around her and felt warmth and softness through the very thin garment. He gulped again.

"Cindy, do you fed alittle funny?"

"Asif were doing something we shouldn't be doing?”

"Yeeh, likethat."

Shegiggled. "A little”

"Well, ligen," he said. "We don't have to—I mean if you don't want—"

Shetraced afinger over hisbare chest. "Isn't it nice that we can stay out here aslong as we want to?
We can stay up as late as we want to and eat when were hungry and fish and swim—"

Hegiggled. "In the nude?!

"If wewant to," shesaidinasmal voice.

He buried hisfingersin her hair and cupped the back of her head. "Cindy, let's dways be friends."
"Oh, yes."

"There's no hurry about that—that other.”

She pushed hersalf up on her elbow, " timmm?"



"|sthere?’
"No," shesaid.

"But | can kissyou anytime | want to," he said, and there was afedling of wonder in him at that miracle.
"That is, if you want to, | mean."

She pushed againgt him and found hislips, and athough time stood till, the moon did not, and it was
higher in the sky when he sghed and pushed her away. "I can't sand much of that.”

"| thought that's why we got married, because you couldn't stand much of that.”

"Oh, wow," he exhded, pulling her to him, her soft body partidly atop.

"Me, too," she whispered.

After awhile he knew thatsomething had to happen. "Cindy?"

“Mmm?"

"I've never fdt like this before. I've never—uh—well, you know."

"l know. Me nether."

"I don't want to do anything to hurt you."

"l guesswell just haveto learn together,” she said.

He began to explore her soft, warm, girl mysteries. "Soundslike fun, " he whispered hoarsdly. It was.
And skinny-dipping and having water fightsin the cold, sparkling stream were fun, as were eating fresh
fish cooked over an open fire under the moonlight, and taking long, beautiful days of exploring the
surrounding countryside. A week passed, and they had trouble remembering what day it was.

"In about a hundred years welll think about going back to town, " hetold her onelovely evening as she
cdungtohim.

"Or maybe two," she-said.

But they knew it wastime to go home, to settle into the new house that was being built for them, to get
onwith thework at hand.

"WEell give oursalvesthree more days," Clay told her.
"l hate to seeit end.”

"We can come back on every anniversary'."

"I'd like that."

"Want to climb that hill off to the north today?*



"Sure”
"Great. I'll get the packs ready."

The hill, however, would have to wait. While he loaded the packs, he had the radio on. The exploration
and minerals teams were working, and he could keep track of where they were by their reports. Stoner
was up north at the molybdenum mine. Apache One was flying amapping grid east of thetal, snowy
mountains of the interior. The colony was busy and lifewasnormd . . . which, on Omega, meant dways
exciting. Hewas whistling, listening with only part of his attention to the radio chatter when astrong voice
made him freeze.

'Spirit of America, Spirit of America, thisistheFree Enterprise. Comein.”

"Cindy! Hey, Cindy!" heydled, and she came running half-dressed out of the tent to see what was
wrong.

"It'saship!" heyeled, grabbing her and dancing her around. "A ship from Earth.”

The great ship was aparkle of light in the cloudless sky as sunlight caught her hull, atiny daytime star
that first glowed red and then began to enlarge as the retro-rockets dowed her orbital speed and she
came down, down, growing by the minute. After along, long time there was a sound of muted, distant
thunder that grew into abellowing roar asthe ship grew larger and larger and then seemed to cover the
sky. Her markings were visible—the red, white, and blue of the stars and stripes prominent.

The entire colony had turned out. Their cheering was drowned out by the thunder of the great ship's
rockets as she lowered in acloud of dust and rocket exhaust to settle onto agrassy plain about two miles
from the outskirts of the town.

Tomost it was an overwhelmingly emotiond, inspiring event—an unexpected link with the home they
hed |eft behind. But to the few who had known the critical state of world affairs on Earth, to those who
hed, for years, wondered if the bombs had fdlen, if there would be anyone dive on Earth when and if the
Soirit of America returned, it was an event of degper meaning.

Knowing that the priestsin the cities dong the Great Misty River would be listening, Duncan Rodrick
had told Harry Shaw, captain of theFree Enterprise, to keep radio talk to a minimum. Rodrick had a
thousand questions burning inside him as he watched the ship settle and heard the thunder of the rockets
diminish and cease. One thing he knew, however—nuclear war had not come to Earth asaresult of the
great battle of South America, the battle that had been going on when theSpirit of America lost her
communications on the outward trip.

Now the members of the colony were rushing toward the ship. It was an emotiond time. Even Stoner
McRae's eyeswere wet. Asif sensing the dramaof the moment, Harry Shaw kept the hatches closed
until the group of pioneers had reached the ship and were clustered around the main hatch.

They saw atrim, neatly uniformed man stand in the hatch and salute them, and they cheered. And then
they saw afamiliar face, aface they had seen many times on Earth viewscreens but that just afew of
them had seen in person. Hewasin afamiliar pose, his hands clasped over hishead in asymbol of

victory.

"Dexter," Harry Shaw said, "you will not bethefirst to set foot on this planet, but you will be thefirst



fromthisship.”
"Thank you, Harry," Dexter Hamilton replied. "It'san honor I'm not sure | deserve, but thank you.”

He met Rodrick at the foot of the ramp. "Mr. President, it isasurprise and an honor to see you,"
Rodrick said, grinning hugdly.

Hamilton made no attempt to control his emotions. He clasped hisarms around Rodrick. His eyes were
wet. Then he pulled back and sniffed, and looked around and waved.

"Well, Duncan,” Hamilton said, "we've brought you some more people and afew things you might be
ableto use, dong with some things, like my aging body, that will be of doubtful use.”

"What we want first, Mr. President, isnews." He handed Hamilton a hailer, so that everyone would be
ableto hear.

"I won't make aspeech,” Hamilton said, "athough I've never felt so emotiona as| do now. Captain
Rodrick said you dl want news. Well, she's till there, the Earth. She'swounded and she's hungry and
she'stroubled, but as of afew days ago—"

Rodrick picked up on that phrase "as of afew daysago" immediately and looked up a Harry Shaw,
who winked at him, thinking that Rodrick was surprised. Rodrick was, but at knowing that Shaw had
made the same discoveries about the Shaw Drive that Max and Grace had made under stress.

"—the big bombs were till in their cradles. Mexico had fdlen to the Brazilians. When we activated the
Shaw Drive, the Republicrat administration was making noises about going to war, but | don't think they
would have. The Russans were making their usud noises, and in al honesty, the situation was till nip and
tuck. We must get these two ships back to Earth, bring the people there hope, and give them the promise
of new worlds, with freedom and plenty."

Hamilton paused and |ooked around " This looks like agood world, my friends, and there are alot of
people aboard this ship who want to set foot on it, so let's drop the ceremony so you can get acquainted
with those who are going to be sharing thisworld with you."

Jukewasin hisglory. On the main street of Hamilton were new people everywhere, people who had not
yet been blessed with hisjokes. It was one gigantic party. People were shaking hands, exchanging tales
of Earth and of Omega, dancing and eating. The ship's distillery had been shifted into high gear.

Omegaand Eden were putting their best feet forward with a golden autumn day.

"I won't say the drinks here are watered,” Juke wastelling afamily who had come out on theFree
Enterprise, "but this stuff iswhat our police use to sober up drunks.”

"I'm hungry for the latest news from the Earth,” he told another victim. "Isit true the Jolly Green Giant is
getting alittle brown around the temples?

Juke was keeping the music going, pouring it out from a series of speakers up and down the stret.
Some young people were dancing. Most of the children of theFree Enterprise had gathered to watch a
show put on by thefamily of dragons, organized by Clay and Cindy. They gave an exhibition of riding,
then alowed the newcomers to meet Baby and Beau and have ashort ride.



The children fell in love with Baby's triplets because they were small, squeskily friendly, and as playful as
kittens. There were two femaes and one male. The male baby was mischievous, dodging in and out of
the crowd, sometimes knocking the smaller children off their feet with his carelesstail. He had made one
run through the crowd, snatching amorsd of food from the hands of alittle girl, when Clay ydled a him
and gave chase. He caught the little mae in the open riding arena and grabbed him around the neck like a
rodeo rider bulldogging acaf. Thelittle dragon blested and struggled.

"You've got to behave," Clay said. He put hisweight on the dragon's neck and threw him to the ground.
The kids yelled and clapped, and as part of the show, he decided to continue the rodeo act. He jerked
off his bdlt, gathered three of the little dragon's feet in one hand, and wrapped the belt around them,
threw up his hands asif he had been competing against the clock, and bowed to the applauding audience.
Thelittle mae bawled piteoudy as he struggled to get free, and Baby came on the run. Baby was
impressive on her eight-foot legs, and Clay, hearing her protesting his trestment of her offspring, said,
"Hey, Baby, takeit easy.”

But Baby made no threat. She threw herself to the ground, rolled onto her back, held three legs together
and bleated at Clay asif to say, "L ook, if you must play rough, play with me and leave my little one
done"

To the sound of children's laughter, Clay released the little male, who ran to his mother and looked back
a Clay accuangly.

Not everyone was celebrating. Some very serious people were gathered in the captain's mess aboard
theSpirit of America. Duncan Rodrick had just finished recounting the series of confrontationswith the
people of the Great Misty River, beginning with thefirst raid of the Whorsk, the attack that resulted in the
desath of the dissident group led by the former firgt officer, and was answering questions from Dexter
Hamilton, Shaw, and others from theFree Enterprise, when Jackie cameinto the room.

"Captain,” she sad, "Grace and Evangdine are landing now and will be here in about ten minutes.”

»The two women had been notified of the arriva of theFree Enterprise. One of the archaeol ogists from
theFree Enterprise was an Egyptologist, and he kept asking excited questions until Grace and
Evangeline, both dusty and looking very tired, came into the room and were escorted to seats by Max
and Paul. They were introduced to the newcomers.

"| think you two have some information for us?* Rodrick said.

"Wefinaly got thingsrolling three days ago,” Gracetold him. "Thetrandations are fill abit siff and
some technical terms might be in doubt, but we've sampled quite afew dusty tomes—some so old that
the paper is crumbling—andthey're copies of older books. Before Evangdline givesyou asummary, let
me say that | wasn't quite sure | wanted to know the whole story of aiensin ancient Egypt. Because of
my pride, | wanted to continue to believe that we humans pulled oursalves up by our own bootstraps. |
went into those books with a pretty belligerent attitude. Those short, dark priests are not very nice, and
my pride didn't want to admit that they, perhaps, started the Egyptians on the road to cultural
development and what we cdl civilization.”

She paused, and a bright smiled wiped the tiredness from her face. "I think you're going to like what
Evangdline hasto say."

Evangeine opened anotebook. "Thisisdl very, very sketchy. There are thousands of booksin that
library, covering six thousand yearsin minute detail. Some of my information comes from the books,



some from their high priest, Ahmes. He began to be a bit more cooperative when he realized that we
could actudly read his sacred books. | remind you, however, that whatever Ahmestold usisfrom a
highly opinionated source and does not always agree with materia in the books—at least in those areas
where we've cross-checked. But | think | can give you abrief history of the valey people.”

She sattled hersdlf in her chair. "The evidence seemsto be quite firm that an dien starship landed
somewherein the Nile valey. The Eeperaclaim that the ship landed on Earth six thousand years ago, but
the evidence disputes that. For example, the Eepera books state that the three large pyramids had been
completed. That, of course, shaves centuries off the Eeperas six-thousand-year claim.” She smiled. "That
pleased us, because it meant that the Sumerians and Egyptians had already reached avery sophigticated
form of culture and society. Civilization on Earth was not planted there by aiens™

There are picturesin the old books of the origind diens. | don't think you'd ever get the Eeperato
believeit, but thosefirst vistorsto Earth weren't very pretty. They were scrawny, thin, and
week-looking, and dthough definitely humanoid, they wereinferior physicaly to the ancient Egyptians.”

Grace laughed. "That's why the sons of the dliens found the daughters of man to be fair and took them to
bed," she said.

"Thereésalot of work to be done,' Evangeline continued, "and I'm so glad that the Egyptologist, Dr.
Hiram Abdul, iswith us now, because when the Eepera left the Earth, they brought with them agood
sampling of Egyptian artifacts, and I'm sure that their writingswill tell usagrest deal about the Egypt of
thetime a the end of the Pyramid Age. But I'm rambling.

"For along time after the landing, the diens didn't mix with theloca population. They had landed badly,
doing damage to their starship, and they spent al their time repairing the ship and sending out exploration
parties to decide whether or not the Earth was a suitable home for them. They had fled what they called
‘grinding bondage.’ Their description of life on the home planets—which, incidentally, seem to be located
al theway acrossthe disc of the galaxy from our sector, many, many parsecs away—isfrightening. They
describe the direst forms of cruelty and tyranny. And they speak of an ancient and evil empireruling stars
and planets scattered over thousands of parsecs. It isthis empire that the valey people now fear. Ahmes,
for example, is certain that our nuclear explosionswill be detected, and the evil Masters will come and
destroy apotentia threat to them. The Masters rule is based»on nuclear power, and any other society
possessing it cannot be tolerated.”

"Ahmestold usthat the empire hasinstruments placed throughout the galaxy to detect anuclear
explosion,” Grace sad.

"The thing that had enabled the aliens to escape the Masters was an invention—a generator capable of
cregting afield that would block all forms of eectromagnetic waves. They were able to hide from their
pursurers on Earth under the protection of thefield. They could detect the Masters search shipsand
knew that sooner or later one of the searchers would become suspicious about a cloud that stayed
permanently in one spot and would come down to investigate. They lived in fear, and it was decided to
desert the ship and mingle with the native population. 1t wasfelt that their intellectua superiority—their
advanced knowledge of science and technology—would make it smple to gain control of the Stone Age
people of early Egypt, but they got asurprise. They couldn't use their advanced weapons for armed
conguest—use of the weapons would have derted a search ship—and their attempts to take over
Egyptian ingtitutions didn't work. Egyptian society was aready old, and very structured and stiff.
Knowing how to build an dectric motor didn't impress the Egyptians, because their society didn't have
the basic industry to supply the necessary raw materials. And instead of taking over, the diens, finding the
daughters of men to be very sexy and desirable, were gradualy absorbed, going native."



Evangdine looked at Grace, who took the cue. "The children of the dliens had an intellectud advantage,
however, and many sought advancement through the various priesthoods. Gradudly, a different type of
children began to be born, the pretty ones. Perhapsit was some sort of mutation brought on by the
mingling of two setsof dien genes.

"Thediensdidn't stay long on Earth. The smdl, dark dliensredized that if they remained, al traces of
their culture and tradition would be absorbed by Egypt. The diens made o little impact on the
well-established Egyptian society, they can't even be detected in recorded Egyptian history. But the
Egyptians—"

"With thevitdity of Earth people,” Grace said proudly, smiling at Evangdine.

"—made amark on the aliens. Indeed, the true ruling class, the priests, are more like ancient Egyptians
than either the origina Eeperaor the pretty Eepera of the present-day cities. But the smal, dark priests
decided that if anything of their race and culture was to be salvaged, they had to leave the Earth. By this
time—we're guessing that not more than sixty years had passed—the search in the vicinity of the Earth
had been called off, and they could lift ship."

"Wed wondered,” Grace said, "at the coincidence of finding these people here, out of al the possible
planets. The smplefact isthat, according to their old star charts, charts with empire markings, 61 Cygni
isthe nearest star to Earth that had, or has, habitable planets. So it's not really a coincidence that-we
both cameto 61 Cygni from the Earth.”

"The Eeperafrom Earth were dmost caught by the empire near the Cygni system. They were getting
ready to land on the planet of 61 Cygni A when they were surprised by an empire warship. They
managed to escape, but the empire ship seeded the planet a 61 Cygni A with the virusthat killed three of
our people,” Evangeline said. "The Eeperatook a desperate gamble. They blew up al their lifeboats and
launches, plus some nonvita snip's hardware, and left the wreckage for the Masters ship to find. That,
apparently, convinced the Masters, thus leaving the Eepera from Earth free to settle here on what we call
Omega”

Grace took over again. "They had been Egyptianized. They had brought Egyptian gods, customs,
women, artifacts—even Egyptian thinking with them. The caste of priests was more Egyptian in thought
than Eeperan. The priests settled in the valey of the Greet Misty River and protected their first city with
their generated fog field. They cannibaized the spaceship for its metas and built field generators and the
one wegpon for which they still had ihe technology—the solar beam weapon, which they call adisruption
wand. They had been vitdized by interbreeding with the Egyptians, so their population grew rapidly.
They built lighter-than-air craft and discovered that there was a native race, the Whorsk, who buiilt cities
of stone—citieslike that one discovered by Stoner McRae. Gradudly, in bloody wars, they conquered
the Whorsk and worked out a system that endures today. The Whorsk trade for metals with the miners,
then trade those metdsto the Eeperafor hdium for ther airships. The Whorsk fell in love with air travel
and abandoned their stone cities. Since they have no particular attachment to their young, they don't mind
at al trading their surpluslarvae to the Eeperato be endaved.”

"Therestisarepetition of history,” Evangdine said. "A society based on davery becomes corrupt. The
Eeperadivided into two distinct classes, which do not mix. There are the smal, dark, quite Egyptianlike
priests, and the mutated handsome ones. Both are very prideful. Both devote themselvesto lives of
pleasure, but of vastly different kinds. Their technologica skill has deteriorated. ™

"Thereisonething we must consider,” Grace said. "All the e ectronic equipment in the pyramidswas



built by the Masters for use aboard the starships. That meansit is thousands of years old, and some of it
isdtill operating. The pyramid itsaf isasolar collector, and the generator has not been opened in
centuries, which makesit quite amachine. Some of the technicians actualy believe that the power source
isagift of the gods. They will not be able to repair the damage done to the solar beam weapon in the
Suses pyramid, because they don't have the raw materias, the skills, or the manufacturing facilities.
They're down to the last few of their spare partsfor the operating radios. Even if we hadn't blown up the
weaponsin the Suses pyramid, it would probably have ceased functioning in years, decades, who
knows, for lack of spare parts and technological knowledge.”

"I think | heard someone say once," Evangdline said, "that this society had been tota ly static for
centuries. That'strue. The Eeperalivefor egting, deeping, and fornicating. They'relazy, prideful to the
point of being ridiculous, cruel, stupid, obnoxious, and very, very beautiful. They write poetry. If we
could redly get our teeth into the language, | think the poetry would be beautiful, astheir works of art
are, even though they have not progressed beyond the styles of the Old Kingdom of Egypt. | think we
can work with them and maybe bring them up to date.”

"Well, let's not go into that now, Evangeline,” Rodrick said. He looked around the table. "Questions?’
The Egyptologist, Dr. Hiram Abdul, raised his hand. "1'd like to go back there with these two women.”

"| was going to suggest that to you," Grace said. "I believe you'll be able to read the hieroglyphics
edly.”

"I'd like to suggest that everyone hold his or her questions until we've had a chance to check our
trandations and do some more work," Evangeline said.

"Sounds reasonable," Rodrick agreed. "Any information you find on this origina Eeperaempire, get it to
usasquickly asyou can."

"I think it'stimewe joined the party,” Max suggested, rising, taking Grace's hand.

Most of the peopleleft. Rodrick, Dexter Hamilton, Oscar Kost, and Harry Shaw remained. "Well,"
Dexter said with asigh, "it never seemsto end, doesit? We |leave one planet where war has been the
scourge of humankind for al history, and here we are, facing a powerful enemy who has been in space
for thousands of years." He picked up hisglass. "At least theSpirit of America s gin mill doesagood
job."

"Theresonelittle incident that Grace and Evangelineleft out,” Rodrick said. " Grace gave meareport on
it afew days ago. She wastaking with the high priest, Ahmes, and she suggested that al was not logt,
that even if the Mastershad detected the nuclear explosions, we could fight. Ahmes said, and | quote,
‘what canyou do against afleet of ahundred thousand Master ships all equipped with weapons that can
shatter aworld? "

Oscar Kogt, looking surprisingly healthy, sipped hisdrink.— "Still, we've got afew thousand years of
history behind us, and they haven't been back to Earth. Maybe they've blown themselves up, like our
fellow humans back home are thregtening to do."

"Harry." Dexter Hamilton said, "'wouldn't it beironicif you haveto build arhenium bomb after dl to
keep the Masters from eating us?' Harry looked resigned. "We might be able to come up with asurprise
or two."



"If theré's one thing we understand and are pretty good at," Dexter said, "it'sfighting. Lord knowsweve
done enough of it. And we've gone up againgt some pretty tough customers on Earth. I'm not ready to
roll over and play dead. Not just yet."

"| thought | heard someone suggest that we join the party,” Oscar said, rising. "There's one confrontation
| hope | haven't missed.” On the way off the ship, he explained to Rodrick about the robot, Sergeant

Y ork, who had been anticipating with eagerness ameeting with his prototype, the admird. "If those two
decideto fight," he said, "stand back. Waaaay back. " The meeting between the sergeant and the admiral
did not take place. The sergeant, in fatigues, well-armed since his function was defense, stalked the
streets of Hamilton City looking for aresplendent figure in navy whites. He did not even look twice at the
handsome, graceful young man in the smple semiuniform of the colony who was dancing with Grace
Monroe. Another meeting had taken place. It happened by accident, when Derek Roebling came away
from the show being put on by Clay and Cindy and the dragons to sample Omegasfdl wine. Hewas
pouring himsdlf aglass when a dark-haired woman with romantically melancholy eyes cameto thetable
and stood beside him, glassin hand.

"Fill er up?' Derek asked, smiling and looking into the woman's eyes.

"Thank you," Mandy Miller sad.

Derek fet hisface flush, for he was saring. He wasfaling into those sad eyes. He saw the woman's
eyeswiden dightly. It was one of those too rare moments when something, some force, some magnetism,
some e ectricity in aman and awoman reaches out, meets, and is mutualy recogni zed.

"Welcometo Omega,” the woman said.

"I'm Derek Roebling,” he said.

"Mandy," she said, extending her hand. Again her eyeswidened in surprise a the sheer, ddightful shock
of thetouch of hishand.



