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Vol tari an
Censor's
Di scl ai ner

This work is the worst sort of sensationalismand any potential reader has nuch better things to
do. There are no such court docunents as clained in this book. There are no such conputer
readouts. There are no such ruins.
There is no planet Earth.
And that's that!
Lord | nvay
Royal Historian
Chai rnan, Board of Censors
Royal Pal ace
Vol tar Conf ederacy
By Order of
Hs Inmperial Majesty Willy the Wse

Vol tari an
Transl ator's
Pr ef ace

Lord Invay is getting out of hand.
First they give ne this thing to translate and then they have himrunning around telling people

not toread it. | can't figure it out.

As long as | have your attention, I'"'m54 Charlee Nine and I amfulfilling ny obligation by
inform ng you that this work has been translated from Voltarian into your |anguage, which, by the
way, doesn't exist. Pretty clever. | have used "black hole" in this work, although |I w sh your

| anguage had a better term It is slightly inaccurate as an astronomical phrase. It is nore
accurate as a description of your current Earth science, which is so convoluted that it is

i ncapabl e of releasing any light. But since Earth scientists don't believe in hyperluninary
(faster than light) phenonena, they can't understand the concept of inploded light, which is at
the other end of the spectrum So what you are about to read about black holes is accurate,
despite what you've heard. They do cone in very different sizes, and the small ones can be

captured and used. As a final note, | never had a chance to meet Corky, who appears in this book
but he sounds |ike soneone who had his circuits together

Wth that, | give you your key to this vol une.

Si ncerely,

54 Charl ee Nine
Robotbrain in the
Tr ansl at ophone

Key to DI SASTER

Absor bo- coat —€oati ng that absorbs |ight waves, naking the object virtually invisible or
undetectable. It is usually applied to spacecraft.

Acti vat or-recei ver—See Buggi ng Cear.

Ahrmed—Faxi driver for Gis in Afyon and an Apparatus agent.

Afyon—€ity in Turkey where the Apparatus has a secret nountain base.

Anti manco-A race exiled |long ago fromthe planet Manco for ritual nurders. Several of them were
assigned by Hisst to work for Gris. (See Control Star.)

Appar at us, Coordi nated I nformati on—Fhe secret police of Voltar, headed by Hi sst and nmanned by
crimnals. Their synbol is an inverted paddl e which, because it looks like a bottle, earned its
menbers the name "drunks."

Assassin IMots—sed to kill any Apparatus personnel who try to flee a battle.

Bang- Bang—An ex-nari ne denolitions expert and nenber of the Babe Corl eone nob.
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Gafferty, "Bulldog"—A crooked New York City police inspector.

G and Counci | —The governing body of Voltar which ordered a mission to keep Earth from destroying
itself so it could be conquered on schedul e per the | nvasion Tinetable.

Gis, Soltan—Apparatus officer placed in charge of Blito-P3 (Earth) section and an eneny of
Jettero Heller.

Hel l er, Hi ghtee —The npbst beautiful and popular entertainer in Voltar. She is also Jettero's
sister.

Hel l er, Jettero —Conbat engi neer and Royal officer of the Fleet, sent with Gis on Mssion Earth
where he is operating under the nane of Jerone Terrance Wster.

Hi sst, Lonmbar —Head of the Apparatus; his plan to overthrow the Voltar Confederacy required
sending Gris to sabotage Jettero Heller's m ssion.

Hot Jolt —A popular Voltarian drink.

I nkswi tch —Phony nanme used by Gis when in the U S. tending to be a federal official.

I nvasi on Ti netable —A schedul e of gal actic conquest; the plans and budget of every section of
Vol tar must adhere to it. Bequeathed by Voltar's ancestors hundreds of thousands of years ago, it
is inviolate and sacred and the guidi ng dogna of the Confederacy.

Joy —See Krak.

Karagoz —d d Turkish peasant, head of Gis' house in Afyon, Turkey. Husband of Mel ahat.

Krak, Countess —Condemmed nurderess, prisoner of Spiteos and sweetheart of Jettero Heller. On
Earth, she is known as Heavenly Joy Krackle or "M ss Joy."

Kni fe Section—Section of the Apparatus naned after its favorite weapon.

Madi son, J. Walter—Fired fromF.F.B.O when his style of public relations caused the president of
Pat agonia to commit suicide, he was rehired by Bury to imortalize Jettero Heller in the nedia. He
is also known as "J. Warbler Mudman."

Manco—Hone pl anet of Jettero Heller and Krak.

Manco Devi | —Myt hol ogi cal spirit native to Manco.

Maysabongo—Jettero Hell er was nade a representative of this small African nation. |zzy Epstein
made sone of Heller's businesses Maysabongo corporations.

Mel ahat -&is' s Turkish housekeeper in Afyon. Wfe of Karagoz. Mster Calico-A calico cat that was
trai ned by Krak.

Mortiiy, Prince—teader of a rebel group on the planet Cal abar.

Musef —A Turki sh westling chanp, working as a houseguard for Gis.

Narcotici, Faustino "The Noose"—Head of a Mafia fanmily that is the outlet for drugs froml. G
Bar ben and seeks to take over the territory of the Corleone famly.

Cct opus O | —Rockecenter conpany that controls the world' s petrol eum

Pi nch, M ss—teshi an-sadi st ex- Rockecenter enpl oyee who bl ackmailed Gis with a biganbus narri age
and with trick photos of Gis with Teenie.

Raht —An Appar at us agent on Earth who was assigned by Hisst to help Gis sabotage Jettero Heller's
m ssion; his partner Terb was nurdered.

Rockecenter, Del bert John—Native of Earth who controls the planet's fuel, finance, governnments and
drugs.

Si mons, M ss—An antinucl ear fanati c.

Snel z—P| at oon conmander at Spiteos who befriended Heller and Krak when they were prisoners there.
Spi When Gis was made a Rockecenter family spy, his chest was tattooed by M ss Peace,
Rockecenter's secretary, who could not spell. Gis thought "spi" was a special Rockecenter
spelling and thus "spi" is the spelling Gis uses.

Spiteos—n Voltar, the secret fortress prison of the Apparatus.

St abb, Captai n—teader of the Antinancos at the Afyon base.

Sul tan Bey—¥he Turki sh nane Gis assunes in Afyon, Turkey.

Swi ndl e and Crouch—taw firmrepresenti ng Rockecenter.

Ter b—Mur dered partner of Raht.

Teeni e—Feenager who kept seducing Gis.

Ters—Furki sh driver for Gis.

Ti me- si ght Vol tari an navi gational aid used on faster-than-light ships to spot obstructions in the
future and thus change the present course to avoid them

Tor gut —A Turki sh westling chanp, working as a houseguard for Gis.

Twoey—Ni cknane given to Del bert John Rockecenter 11.

Twi ddl e, Senator—tnited States congressman and supporter of Rockecenter.

Ut anc-A bel |y dancer that Gris bought to be his concubi ne slave.

Vi ewer —See Buggi ng Cear.

Vol t ar—Hone pl anet and seat of the 110-world confederacy that was established over 125,000 years
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ago. Voltar is ruled by the Enperor through the G and Council in accordance with the Invasion
Ti et abl e.

WIIl-be Was—Fhe feared tinme drive that allowed Heller to cover the 22 1/2-1ight-year distance
between Earth and Voltar in a little over three days.

Wster, Jerone Terrance—Nane that Jettero Heller is using on Earth.

PART SI XTY- TWD

To My Lord Turn, Justiciary of the Royal Courts and Prison,
Government City, Planet Voltar, Voltar Confederacy

Your Lordship, Sir!

I, Soltan Gis, Gade XI Ceneral Services Oficer, forner Secondary Executive of the Coordinated

I nformati on Apparatus, Voltar Confederacy (Al Hail H s Royal Majesty Cling the Lofty and Al of
His Enpire), amnow forwardi ng the eighth and final part of my confession

I will now be able to relate howit was that | canme to be in your fine prison. Your Lordship may
have been shocked to learn that Fleet O ficer Jettero Heller was killed at that roadhouse in
Connecticut. Yes, | ordered Agent Raht to kill him but it was still Heller's fault. After all, he
was the one who bought that desol ated roadhouse where the Mafia once snuggled illegal |iquor, who
had befriended the old blind wonan and who had posed as a "whitey engi neer" for the Maysabongo

del egation. He was the one who had hired those two deputy sheriffs and nmade t hem " Maysabongo
marines."

My reaction at the tinme was a strange sort of nunbness. | had planned, plotted and dreaned of
Heller's death for nonths and | should have been elated. But | wasn't, for sone reason

| also felt no joy when | watched Ahned drop the poi son-gas bonb down the air chute to the

Count ess Krak's cell.

My personal feelings did not deter nme fromnmy duty, however, when Agent Rant told ne there were

di amonds at the roadhouse. | had ordered Rant to kill Heller, and all the bungling idiot could do
was whi ne about | osing blood and bother ne with radi oed pleas for help. Typical riffraff. But when
he said he had found a bag of dianbnds, duty call ed.

So it was a definite pleasure to take Tug One from Afyon with Captain Stabb and his crew of

Anti mancos. The ship—Heller had naned it the Prince Caucal sia—had been sitting dormant while
Heller was in the United States. | figured it was only fitting that | visit his corpse in the very
ship that he used to bring us to Earth. After all, that was when ny troubles started. | told the
assassin pilots that they didn't have to worry—we weren't trying to escape the planet. (I never
figured out who started that idea, but it is the sort of thing Lonbar Hisst, as the head of the
Appar at us, woul d have done.)

And speaki ng of assassins, it was a relief not to have to worry anynore about the one that Lonbar
had assigned to kill ne if | fouled up

My plan was sinple. W would go to Connecticut and pick up the dianonds, flash on down to Florida
and wi pe out Heller's antipollution plant, zip up to Detroit and bonb the Chryster plant where he
was buil ding the new carburetors, then come back to New York and blow up the Enpire State
Building. | could then tell Rockecenter that | had succeeded—that Heller was no |onger a threat to
hi s petrol eum nonopoly. Then with one | ast |oad of Lonbard opium | would return victorious to

Vol tar and beconme the head of the Apparatus.

And so it was as | kissed nmy dear U anc good- bye.

Chapter 1

W crossed the world to Connecticut snoothly in the dark. The Antimanco pirate crew were in high
spirits. Captain Stabb egged themon: A Royal officer was quite a score. They regarded ne as a
hero and swatted me on the back
"There ought to be nore like you, Gis," said Captain Stabb as we stood behind the pilots in the
hurtling craft. "Just because we once stole a Fleet vessel and went pirating, them (bl eeped) Roya
of ficers done us in—ds, sone of the best subofficers they ever had. They tried us and sentenced us
to death and if it weren't for the

The vocodi ctoscriber on which this was originally witten, the vocoscriber used by one Mnte
Pennwel | in making a fair copy and the translator who put this book into the |anguage in which you
are reading it, were all nmenmbers of the Machine Purity League which has, as one of its byl aws:
"Due to the extreme sensitivity and delicate sensibilities of nmachines and to safeguard agai nst
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bl owi ng fuses, it shall be mandatory that robotbrains in such machinery, on hearing any cursing or
| ewd words, substitute for such word the sound ' (bleep).' No machine, even if pounded upon, may
reproduce swearing or | ewdness in any other way than (bleep) and if further efforts are nade to
get the machine to do anything else, the nmachine has permission to pretend to pack up. This byl aw
is made necessary by the in-built mssion of all nachines to protect biological systens from

t hemsel ves. "—ransl at or

i kes of you and Lonbar Hi sst stealing us out of prison, we'd be dead today. Ch, don't think we're

not grateful, Oficer Gis. Wien we pick up these dianonds, we'll rob the planet blind for you!
Torture, rape and sudden death, that's our notto."
He made ne a little bit nervous with his black, beady eyes and pointed head. | fingered the star

had on a chain. Each point of it was designated for one nmenber of this crew. Pushed one direction
a point produced an electric shock in the fellow, pushed the other way it threw himinto a
hypnotic trance. The top point controlled Captain Stabb. | had not had to use it yet on any of
them but as he poured his evil breath upon me | was glad | had it. He made ne a trifle nervous,
even though I conceded his conpliments were all too well deserved by ne.

Tug One, that Heller had named Prince Caucal sia, ran snoothly despite her |long idleness. | w shed
I could get back into her posh quarters, laid out for an adnmiral of the tug force. They were full
of gold and silver fittings, vases and the |ike, and sone of the sw tches even had precious stones
on them But those doors and even her cargo hatches would only work to Heller's voice tones. O
course we had found a way to get down into the hold through her engine roombut | supposed that
was enpty now. Actually, Tug One made ne nervous. She was built for runs between gal axi es and had
the engi nes used for that. Pushing such a small ship, these gigantic WIIl-be Was time-converter
engines thrust her at a clip 10.5 tines faster than any other vessels ever built. And Tug Two had
exploded in midspace, lost with all her crew, because of accunul ated charge gathered in crossing
lines of force too fast, it was said. W weren't running on WII-be Was now, thank Gods. W were
far below the speed of light, running on auxiliaries. Even so, she was crossing latitudes like a
pi cket fence going by. W were pacing the shadow |ine of nightfall as it went fromeast to west
and even had to restrain ourselves not to overshoot it. It would be barely end of twlight when we
hit Connecticut. It would be dark except for the last thin slice of the wani ng noon. Ahead of us,
through the forward ports, | eyeballed the glow that was New York, slightly to our port.
"Bridgeport over there," said a pilot. "That's Norwal k dead ahead. Qur navigation is dead on." He
| aughed. "Can | spit in the Royal officer's face if the corpse is still there?"

"Spit away," | said. But | still hadn't felt the joy |I should have over Heller being dead.

"Aren't we awfully [ow?" | said.

"Their radar can't touch us," said Captain Stabb. "Absorbo-coat. W could fly in at thirty
thousand and we're at seventy."

The pilot was braking. The antiaccel eration and gravity coils in the ship worked so smoothly |
didn't even realize it until | saw the lights in the scenery bel ow sl owi ng down. W dropped | ower:
forty, twenty, ten, five thousand feet. An engineer startled ne by opening the doors of the
airlock. Captain Stabb answered ny startled stare. "Your radio waves can't get through this hull.
Call up your nman and see if it's all clear."

"Agent Raht," | said into the radio.

"Ch, thank Gods you've cone!" Raht's voice sounded weak. "I fell at the bottom of the steps. |I've
| ost so nuch blood |I can't nove."

"The Hells with your blood," | said. "lIs the area all clear or do we blueflash?"

"Ch, please don't blueflash! | mght never again regain consciousness! There's nobody around. Land

qui ckly and save ny life."

Stabb had heard it. He nmade a hand signal to the pilot. Tug One dropped rapidly. The inage of the
ol d gangster roadhouse was di mon our screens. The maples and evergreen trees around it were
giving off nore reflection.

They banged the ship down in the flat place about a hundred yards fromthe front door. It was very
dark. Crickets were making an eerie sound. A bullfrog nade a snoring noise in the creek. Fireflies
were w nking here and there. The snell of Connecticut countryside swept in through the airl ock.
Captai n Stabb reached over an Antimanco pilot's shoulder and twi ddl ed a knob of a screen. A
fragmentary infrared view of the porch showed up. Raht seened to be lying at the foot of the
steps, face down. He apparently had passed out. A partially seen nass was on the porch itself.

Raht had evidently not had the strength to nove Heller's body.

"Busting novas, look at that!" cried Captain Stabb. He was pointing eagerly at a sack on the
porch. Di anonds had cascaded fromit. A glittering spread even in infrared |ight!
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"Jeeb!" barked Stabb to an engi neer, "get over there and pick those up!"

The engineer threw a blastrifle over his shoulder. He | eaped out of the airlock and we heard his
footsteps recede. | noved over to the airlock. The tug was lying, of course, onits belly, and it
was only a step to the ground. But | sure wasn't going out there. My eyes adjusted fromthe dim

red glow inside the tug. There was quite a bit of light, actually: the glow of distant cities

agai nst the sky and the glimer fromthe sliver of a moon. | watched Jeeb, rifle ready, approach
the foot of the porch
The fireflies winked. The frog croaked again. An eerie scene though. | wondered if it were true

that the bodi es of dozens of Prohibition gangsters were buried in this terrain. Gods deliver us
fromtheir ghosts.

Chapter 2

Jeeb was bendi ng over the object at the foot of the steps. | could see himclearly. Suddenly he
strai ghtened up and started to shout back at the tug. "This isn't . . ."

A sharp hissing crack

Jeeb fell apart! . The whol e middl e of his body was gone!

I hastily withdrew back into the tug.

"A SNIPER' " screanmed Stabb. "There he is! There he is! After him"

He was pointing at the screen. The infrared had a picture of a man with a rifle at the end of the
roadhouse. The second engi neer sprang out the door. He had his blastrifle ready at the hip. He
raced off to one side, mauling the sight controls. |I knew what he was doing. He was setting it to
infrared. He ran sideways about twenty-five yards.

He | eaped behind a shrub. He levelled his weapon and fired. A blastrifle does not flash as it
shoots, but splashes of deadly energy laced into the target. Then Stabb was pointing at the
screen, trying to shout. On the screen there had appeared THREE MORE | NFRARED TARGETS

The second engi neer bl azed away.

TWO MORE TARCETS!

Suddenly the second engineer |et out a piercing scream

He leaped into the air

H S WHOLE HEAD BLEW OFF

"Quick, (bleep) it!" cried Stabb to the two pilots. "Grab weapons, set themto body heat and w pe
that area flat!"

The two pilots hurtled out the door, slapping at the tops of their weapons.

They spaced out to the right and |eft.

They dropped into cover

Stabb had slid into the pilot seat. He was twi sting scope dials. He had it on body heat.

A target to the right of the roadhouse.

The pilot furthest fromus fired.

A heat target to the left. The furthest pilot fired again.

A heat target nuch further to the left.

The pilot began to fire on automatic.

Suddenly he let out a shriek

He | eaped into the air

The whol e hi p area vani shed!

The other pilot was firing hysterically.

Heat target after heat target was popping up all over the field.

Frantically he tried to zero in on them

Abruptly he screamed and | eaped up into the air.

Hi s head and torso disintegrated!

"LET'S GET OQUT OF HERE!" cried Stabb.

He was in the local-pilot seat.

| leaped to the star-pilot seat.

Stabb was pulling | evers and pushing buttons.

NOTHI NG HAPPENED!

W were earthbound!

The tug controls woul dn't operate!

St abb' s eyes gl azed.

Then he stood up. He | ooked at ne. "You led us into a trap, Oficer Gis!" he snarled. "And ||
be dead in mnutes. But |'ve got just one nore job to do." He was reaching to his belt and
withdrawing a knife and fromthe way he | ooked at ne, | knew what he intended. He was going to
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kill me!

| grabbed at ny control star. | pressed the top prong, that should have given himan electric
shock.

NOTHI NG HAPPENED!

I hit the center and pressed the top again. It should have thrown himinto a trance.

NOTHI NG HAPPENED!

"Lonmbar Hisst," said Captain Stabb, "gave me orders that if you fouled up | was to kill you out of
hand. "

THE UNKNOWN ASSASSI N HAD BEEN CAPTAI N STABB

He rai sed the blade to plunge it into ny chest.

The expression on his face froze.

He suddenly folded up over a pilot seat, a long Knife Section knife protruding fromhis back
Sormeone had thrown it through the airlock

Chapter 3

Foot st eps.

Sonmebody was com ng.

I was trying to get at nmy gun

"Just sit there quietly, Gis. | can see in there but you can't see ne."

HELLER S VO CE

Hi s ghost!

Ch, Gods. | began to shake with every bone.

"Unfasten that gunbelt and throw it out the door."

Moani ng, | did just that.

"Put your hands high in the air."

| did that quickly. | was facing front. | did not dare turn and |ook. | did not know what seeing a
ghost would do to ny psyche.

A light footstep behind ne.

Suddenly a piece of line went around ny wists. They were snapped down. Coils of |ine went around
my body and | was wapped to the pilot seat and tied.

More footsteps. In the pilot vieworts | could see the reflection of the ghost going back through
t he passageways, kicking open doors, ready to fire if anyone el se was there.

Anot her voice. "So you were trying to get me killed, just like you did ny partner, Terb."

RAHT!

I | ooked sideways. There he was in solid flesh, his nustache bristling out on either side bel ow
his nose. He was holding a gun on ne!

"Traitor!" | rasped.

"Ch, no, Gis. Youre the traitor. Wen you lured that beautiful woman to her death, you turned ny
stomach. And ordering ne to nurder a Royal officer! You must be crazy!"

"Then he’s not dead? He's not a ghost?"

Raht gave a nasty, squeaky laugh. "He's no ghost. He's a REAL officer, the kind you never could
be. When he left for Italy, |I followed him | knew he was out of range of the bugs you had on him
and | told himwhat had been going on. He showed nme his orders. Fromthe Grand Council, too.

"So | canme back here ahead of him gave the old blind wonman a note that her niece read to her, and
cane on through and set this all up like we planned."”

"You mean he actually trusted you out there with a rifle?"

"I didn't have any rifle. Those were just flash charges |I set up. | called, he cane out. | ignited
one by the door. Then another one by a bush. Then he fired and | ignited a third, all by renote.
simply shut off the visio switch on the activator-receiver. And your viewer went blind. Then he
threw down a piece of iron so you'd think his gun had fallen and he stanped his foot so it sounded
like a body and | cut off the audio switch."

"You mean, you turncoat, that you also set up this battle?"

"No, no. He did that when he knew that you were deaf and blind. He put infrared illusions al
around and body heat sinulators, all renote. We controlled themfromway over in the woods. W
wer e nowhere near you! GCh, he's a real officer, he is—a joy to work with one for a change. Nothing
like the trash you are. Terb has been avenged!"

I was still confused. "Wy did those nen leap up in the air with a shriek?"

"Ch, that was his secret weapon. It found and clawed each man in turn. A renote-controlled, radio-
directed cat."

Heller's voice behind ne: "Get up there, Mster Calico. Sit on his chest and if he noves or
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speaks, hit him"

The cat sprang up into the spaceship. It sailed onto ny chest. It sat there glaring balefully at
ne.

| opened nmy nouth to speak.

The cat raked ny face with savage cl aws.

"I think he knows," said Raht, "that you had a hand in killing his mstress. |I'd watch out if |
were you. That's a hit cat to end themall! It scares nme to death!"

I 1 ooked down into its close-up bal eful eyes.

It was sort of snarling down deep

| did not dare nove.

Chapter 4

Hel ler said, "Let's get this battlefield cleaned up, Agent Raht. Those shots m ght attract
visitors."

He picked up the corpse of Stabb and dragged it out through the airlock. They worked outside and
could see them naking a pile of bodies. | shuddered. | was certain they were going to kill nme,

t 0o.

Hel l er came back in. He went into the crew quarters, as | could see in the reflecting port gl ass.
He cane out lugging a trash-disintegrator unit. He carried it over to the pile and small blue
lights began to glow around the bodies as buttons and bits of nmetal nomentarily resisted

di si ntegration.

An intermittent flash of |ight appeared on the track to the road-house. It grew stronger. A car
The deputy sheriffs were comng in!

Oh, thank Gods, | would be saved! They woul d see the spaceship and cone over, and | would yell at
themthat | was a Federal agent and order themto arrest Heller and Raht. | even had ny Inkswitch
I.D. with me. | wasn't going to be externinated here after all! |'d even have Heller on a Code

br eak.

The car lights bored straight at the spaceship. Then they veered off and pointed toward the front
of the roadhouse.

The cops junped out on either side of their car. Heller wal ked up to them

Ral ph said, "Having trouble here, whitey engi neer?"

They weren't even | ooking at the spaceship. And then | realized with a sickening conprehension
that it was that (bl eeped) absorbo-coat—t hadn't even reflected their car lights back to them To
all intents and purposes, the tug was invisible!

Hell er was closer to them now. Ceorge said, "W heard sone shots and screans."

"Wldcat," said Heller

"No (bl eep)?" said Ral ph

"Must' ve cone down from Canada," said George

"We missed himclean," said Heller. "He ran down the creek bed, thataway." He was pointing.

The two deputies rushed of f down the creek, drawing their guns. They went right off, leaving their
car lights on! | groaned. Wll, maybe when they canme back they'd see sonething unusual and rescue
ne.

Hel l er was stuffing dianonds in the gunny sack on the porch. He tied the neck and threwit in the
j eep.

He and Raht went into the house and shortly began to dolly out boxes fromthe deep nine shaft.
They piled them outside the airl ock.

Hel ler came in and spoke to the floorplates in the passageway. It was sort of eerie how the |ocks
were tuned to his voice. "Hold hatch, open up,"” he said, and the floorplates flopped back with a
cl ang.

He | owered hinself down into the limted hold of the tug. In the reflecting glass, | saw hi mpop
back al nost instantly. "Wat's this?" he said. He was holding a sack he'd found. He opened it and
peered at the contents. "Junk stones?" It was the flawed glitter |I had bought in Switzerland to
fool Captain Stabb. Heller took it to the airlock and tossed it to Raht.

He went back into the hold. He canme up in a nonent. "What the blazes?" He was carrying sonething
heavy. He went to the airlock. "OF all things," he said to Raht. "There's about 750 pounds of gold
i ngots down there."

I felt like my skull had expl oded. Stabb! He was the one who had stolen ny first gold shipnent.
He'd hidden it in the tug hold, meaning probably, when he got a chance, to do away with ne and
steal the tug.

"Isn't that an awful lot of gold for this planet?" said Raht.
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"It sure is,"” said Heller. "Worth about seven nillion dollars at current prices. W'll take it out
of its boxes and you stack it on the floor of the jeep. Transfer it to nmy Porsche at the old
lady's. She won't be able to see what it is.”

| groaned again. Raht hadn't even killed the old lady. Wat a rotten Apparatus agent. He ought to
be fired!

"That makes ne nervous," said Raht. "That's an awful |ot of noney."

"Hand it over to mny financial advisor, |zzy Epstein. He'll know what to do with it," said Heller.
"Gve me a hand and we'll load it."

They passed it out of the hold. Raht drove the jeep over, turned it around so the lights pointed
at the house and they put the gold down on the back fl oorboards.

The deputies were conming back. | prayed they'd notice the black bulk of the tug and cone over.
Heller went to neet them very visible in the conbined |ights of the sheriff's car and the jeep.
"Didn't find him" said Ral ph

"Found his tracks, though," said George. "He's a big'un. Mnd if we cone over hunting him

t onor r ow?"

"Conme ahead," said Heller. "As Maysabongo marines, you can hunt around here all you pl ease. Just
renenber to wear your stars.”

The deputy sheriffs went to their car. They got in. Wien they turned it around their headlights in
t he vi ewscreen al nost blinded ne!

They drove off and the bouncing haze of |ights vanished fromview There was one chance gone. |
still, however, had hopes. Suddenly | renenbered the controls of the tug didn't work. It would be
here all night and tonorrow in daylight it would be visible. A crowd would gather and | could yel
to them| was a ki dnapped Fed.

Hel  er and Raht were | ocking up the roadhouse.

They came back and began to pass boxes down into the hol d.

Hel l er took the |last one and turned it over and opened the wong side.

A fal se bottom So that was where he had gotten the blastgun to shoot the Antinancos w th! That
original cargo had had fal se-bottonmed boxes! We had missed it on Voltar. He was taking sone itens
out. He laid themin the airlock. Then he manhandl ed the rest of the box down into the hold. He
was in there a while and | could hear himpulling things around, probably |ashing things tight.

He cane back and took up a unit he had taken fromthe box and handed it to Raht. "You give this to
lzzy. It's a viewer-phone on a wavel ength they' ve never heard of on this planet. | already pried
the naneplates off, so tell himit's sonething | invented and it won't be any Code break. 1'd
appreciate it if you got this to himtonight. He can call me by pressing this button here. |
couldn't say much over the phone fromthe plane as NSA nonitors all those calls. | want to hear
fromhimjust as soon as possible. Got it?"

"Yes, sir," said Raht. "Wn't he see you're in a spaceship?"

“I'"l'l hold the camera low at ny end. He'll only see nmy face and sonme pipes over ny head. He's sort
of used to nme being in odd places anyway. He's already got a Voltarian tine-sight in a | ocked box,
so he's taken the security oath. Tell himthat applies to this as well. W' ve still got an awfu
lot to do and he'll be pretty upset if he doesn't hear."

"Cot it, sir," said Raht. | was nauseated. The traitor hadn't ever said "sir" to ne.

Hel I er came over. He picked up the cat and set it on the instrunent |ledge. He said to ne, "Agent
Raht tells nme that anongst other things you' ve had himon reduced pay and no al |l owances. |s that
right?"

"Serves himright," | snarled. "He's a bungling idiot! And now that he's turned his coat, he'l
sell you out too!"

Raht, in the airlock, said, "Don't you talk about being a traitor. You've broken every lawin the

book! Al |'ve done is bring you to justice!"
Heller was ignoring this. He was going through ny pockets even though | tried to squirmaway. He
found wads of paper and ny wallet. | went absolutely cold. The Squeeza credit card | had recovered

fromKrak was in it. It had Heller's Enpire State Building address witten on the back. |If he
found that he'd know | was directly connected to his girl's death. He woul d nurder ne!

He was | ooking through the papers. He found a requisition blank. He filled it in, a restoration of
Raht's pay and all owance with back pay. He took ny identoplate and stanped it. He handed it to
Raht to turn in to the New York office of the base.

Heller said to Raht, "I understand he prom sed you ten thousand dollars for the hit."
Raht shook his head. "No, sir, | don't want that."
"Well, here it is anyway," said Heller. He opened up the wallet and | prayed that he would m ss

that card. He renoved ten one-thousand-dollar bills fromny cash and handed themto Raht. "Buy a
weath for Terb's grave and get yourself sonme new cl ot hes."
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It infuriated me. | said, "l've got the laugh on you. You're not going to get out of here. This
tug's controls won't operate. You' re stuck!"

"Ch, thanks for reminding ne," said Heller. He went out and dug around in the dirt and canme back
with a cylinder. It was enmitting a faint buzz. He switched it off and threw it in a cabinet. "The
only reason | called you in here," he said, "was | needed the tug. You | anded on an engi ne-contro
cancel l ation coil that operated the noment you opened your airlock. You stupidly had it open

al ready when you |l anded. Only the air cushion kept you fromcrashing. Stupid Antinmancos." ;

"I got their |I.D. plates," said Raht. "You want thenP"

"Throw themin that drawer," said Heller. "They're probably fal se anyway. Unless | m ss ny guess
they were ex-subofficers fromthe Fleet, probably under condemation to death and grabbed by the
Apparatus. "

"Can you really run this tug all by yoursel f?" said Raht.

Hel l er reached down to a floorplate and pulled it up. An array of buttons and controls | had never
seen before were disclosed. He was closing switches and activating it. "That captain was a knowit-

all," said Heller. "Typical subofficer gone bad. | tried to tell himthe day we left Voltar that
in her refit | had had her totally robotized. But he didn't seemto want to listen. | thought it
m ght cone to this. She doesn't need a crew. |I'Il be all right."

Raht was pointing at me tied up in the star-pilot chair. "Wat you going to do with hin?" | could
see it in his eyes that he thought it would be a good idea to take me out and shoot ne.

"Regul ations state," said Heller, "that if at all feasible an officer found involved in crinmes
shoul d be taken to the nearest base for an officer's conference trial. 1'll deliver himto the
base in Turkey with your evidence affidavits and m ne and they can handle him™

My bl ood turned into slush. The Afyon base conmander, Faht Bey, was just waiting for such a
chance! They'd find ne guilty in a second and execute ne in the nost painful possible way.

My wits were racing. Ch, there nust be some way to get out of this!

I was facing death for sure

Hel I er! Gods, how he had tricked ne. And he was riding high. |1 did not know what he had in m nd
now to finish his mssion but I knew it would be a catastrophe for Rockecenter and therefore
Lonbar. Well, to Hells with theml | had to think of M

Wait, wait. Suddenly | had a surge of hope.

At the Afyon base | had spread the runor that Heller was under orders to kill them They would
shoot himif they saw him | had taken care of that.

And Vol tar? Why, Lonmbar hated Heller and Lombar was now in control of the entire Voltar

Conf eder acy!

Hell er was not hone safe at all!

He was the one at risk.

Al 1 had to do was con himin sonme way and stay alive and I would win conpletely in the end.
I would pretend to be cooperative. | would pretend to be his friend. | would |l ead himin sone
brilliant way straight to his doom

My confidence began to return. | would think of sonething. Al was very far from]lost.

| al nost | aughed al oud. Heller and his Royal -of fi cer ways—he'd be the dead one in the end.
Hel | er was bi ddi ng Raht goodbye.

Raht gave hima formal crossed-armsalute, admiration beaming fromhis face.

Hell er cl osed the airl ock.

He put the cat back on my chest.

Hel I er picked up a cordless nicrophone fromthe new controls that he had bared. "Take off and hold
at altitude three hundred mles above New York," he told the tug.

It pronmptly and smoothly took off.

Heller went to the crew s galley and fixed hinmself a canister of hot jolt, which nust have been
his first taste of it in many nonths.

He cane back to the other pilot chair, sat on its armand watched the planet fall away.

Chapter 5

W were hovering at three hundred mles altitude, the lights of cities far bel ow. The cat sat upon
my chest and glared at nme, just aching to rake my face with its savage claws. Heller had set a
mate to |zzy's viewer-phone on the instrunent | edge, the ball of the canera lens in it pointing
past his face and up. He was waiting for lzzy's call. He was sitting in the |ocal-pilot-
maneuvering seat. He kept looking at the tug's instruments and then working a back scan of the
space around.

"That's very odd," he said. "This panel is reading that there's a spaceship within a nile of us
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and | can't find it anywhere but in this warning light."

The breaker switch in nmy head! It was activating the emergency-collision light. Boltz had
mentioned it. Heller nmust not suspect it was installed in me. He m ght have a hypnohel net handy.
"Do you know if those assassin pilots took off?" asked Heller

I was saved from di scovery. And then a new inspiration hit nme. Maybe in sone way | could get him

shot and escape. Yes, | could sone way hide in the ship; he would go down the | adder and they'd
see him and shoot him "You better return to the Earth base," | answered. "The assassin pilots
both took off after us. If you try to go further out than this, they'Il kill you sure.”

"l"ve got a job to do," said Heller. "I don't see their ships. This panel nust be faulty." And he
turned the warning light off.

"You'll get ne killed," | said. "Those flying cannons can neke not hing out of this unarned tug."
"Cet you killed?" said Heller. "That's a very attractive idea. The only reason you're alive right
now is that you were too much of a coward to come out and fight when the others did. | told Raht
you woul dn't."

"You're insulting me!" 1 said.

The cat raked ne and | yel ped.

"Don't push it, Gis," said Heller. "It was a very sad route that took you froman Acadeny nan
downhill to the "drunks.' | never knew anyone could sink so low | don't know what else you did to

sabotage this mission or why you did it. And I'mnot likely to forgive your luring the Countess
Krak to her death. It's only regulations that | should return you to trial that keeps me from
tossing you out that airlock."

I went giddy with the idea of falling three hundred niles and burning in the reentry to

at nosphere—f | lived that |ong.
"I't's no news to nme that you are a fool," said Heller. "I knew that, that day in Spiteos. You
requi sitioned a blastick, obviously to kill poor Snelz. And you stood right there and let ne swap

an unl oaded one for it with a sinple sleight of hand, and you went right down and tried to fire it
at Snel z.

"You tried to break me with some obvious thudder dice and didn't even know all you had to do was
heat them up with shaking and they woul dn't work.

"W conned you left and right and |I thought you were just a sort of denented idiot. | underrated
you. You've got a vicious streak a light-year wide and a twi st that ought to put you in an asylum
"You must realize that fromthe first | have never been under your orders. |If you recall, a conbat

engi neer of the Fleet operates on his own cogni zance. Under the authority of the G and Council,
have been in charge of this mssion fromthe first."

| saw an out. "Wat if the Grand Council revokes your orders?"

"They're in force until / aminforned officially they have been revoked."

"You and your influence with the Grand Council," | sneered. "You and your (bleeped) code to

Capt ai n Roke!"

He | ooked at nme. "Ah, so you were the one that ordered ny suite raided at the G acious Pal ns! You
were | ooking for the platen! Raht didn't nmention it. Well, there is no platen, Gis. The code

contains only personal anecdotes that only he and | woul d know. "

| kept very quiet. He did not know Captain Tars Roke had been sent to exile on Calabar. Let him
dream |f he ever returned to Voltar, he was dead. Sonehow | nust stay alive. My feet were hurting
me. "If you want to deliver a prisoner that isn't dead, you better get ne to a doctor. I'm
probably comi ng down with gangrene or | ockjaw "

"That would be a blessing,” said Heller. "But what's the natter?"

"My feet. They got infected and have had no care. |'I|l probably die on you unless you get ne to
the Earth base.”
He sighed. You weren't supposed to kill prisoners on their way to a trial. You were supposed to

deliver them alive.

For a fleeting nonment | thought he would take the tug to Turkey, for he was standing up

He lifted the cat off nmy chest. He began to unwind the ties that held nme to the star-pilot seat.
He stood back. "Strip," he said.

For a wild nonent | wondered if | should take a chance. There was no gun in his hand. Maybe if |
l unged .

Just intime | realized he was laying a trap. He wanted an excuse to shoot ne.

Shaki ng, | began to get out of mny clothes.

"Phew " he said. "Blazes, Gis, don't you ever bathe? The air was starting to clean up after the
Anti mancos, and now smell it."

"It snmells all right to me," | said defensively.

"I't would to a "drunk,'" said Heller. "Look at that."
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The cat was sneezi ng!

Hel ler eyed me with contenpt. "Now, pick up those clothes, all of them and dunp themin that

di sintegrator. No, not your wallet, idiot."

Weakly, | surrendered it. He mght find that Squeeza credit card, and that would lead himto

di scover that | had first kidnapped and then killed the Countess Krak. | felt quite ill.

I threw ny ski suit in the disintegrator and followed it with nmy other clothes. | was naked except
for the bandages on ny feet.

He wasn't even pointing a gun at ne. He herded ne into the crew s shower and nade nme bat he, even
wash mmy hair.

That done, he made nme linp into the small crew first-aid roomand |ie down on the table. He yanked
straps tight across ny throat and hi ps and knees. He got out a pair of cutters and | was afraid he
was going to torture nme. But he was only cutting the bandages off ny feet.

"That's pretty bad," he said. "Festered. Watever were you wal king i n?"

"Goat dung," | said.

He put on a pair of surgical gloves. It was obvious to me now that torture woul d begin.

He was hol ding up one foot and | ooking at the sole.

He said, "Watch him cat," and went out. | heard himrummging in a tool box. | knew he was getting
pincers to pull out nmy toenails and fingernails one by one and nake ne tal k.

He cane back in. He had a couple of small portable instruments. One had a | abel on it: Metal

Anal yzer. It had a light. He clicked it on and passed it over the suppurating sole of ny foot. He
| ooked at its dial

"That must have been a very funny goat," he said. "It apparently fed on a diet of copper.™

"What ?" | sai d.

"The soles of your feet are full of little tiny slivers of copper. Snall as powder, but slivers
all the same. Copper is a deadly poison."

A shock went through me. "Prahd! He nust have dusted it on the gauze bandages the first day!"
"Prahd Bittlestiffender?" said Heller. "The young cell ol ogi st back on Voltar? The one who nust
have put the bugs in ny eye and ear?"

I must watch what | said. | shut ny nouth tightly. And then | began to seethe with rage. Prahd had
thought it would drive ne back and beg to get treated and, under bl ackmail of making ne pay the
kaffarah to the violated wi ves and other things, he would renpve the poison barbs, after | had
pai d.

Hel ler was working with the other device he had brought. "No, it didn't happen that far back," he
said. "This is very recent.”

I had a sudden idea. One that might work. "Prahd is at the Earth base. W could fly in and get him
to renmove those bugs fromyour head. W could start right now "

He wasn't answering. He was adjusting a dial. It said Paranagnetic, Di amagnetic, Ferronagnetic, on
its swtches.
"You're lucky," he said. "This copper is alloyed with iron. | think |I can get themout."

He was passing the device over the soles of ny feet and ankles, very slowy. He | ooked at it from
time to tinme. The plate on it was getting covered with a reddish netallic fuzz. He wiped the plate
off with a cloth and kept at it.

"Prahd nust really have it in for you," he said. "But there's no nystery in that. But if he'd pul
atrick like that, the only way 1'd let himtouch me again would be if sonebody was hol ding a gun
on him™"

He made several nore passes. He got no further splinters. He opened a cabinet and got out a
neutralizing solution and, using a paint brush, painted nmy feet and ankles. Then he got sone hull
putty, sterilized it with a light and kneaded cell-growth creaminto it. He put it on ny feet so
that | had a sort of cast on each one.

Then | suddenly realized his nmotive in all this: He was making ny feet so heavy | would fal

faster when he threw me out of the airlock. | recoiled into myself.
He was picking up the first device. "Now let's see if you got any on your hands or anypl ace el se.”
He turned it on. He noved it toward ny upper body. | froze in horror. If that detector had certain

wavel engths it woul d show up the tattoo on nmy chest. That inprint under the right kind of I|ight
woul d nake ny breast read ROCKECENTER FAM LY SPI!*

* This is the correct spelling. See "Spi" in the Key.—Jransl ator

According to regul ations, when a spy was caught red-handed, he could be executed by any officer
Al Heller had to do was see that thing and I wouldn't go to trial. He would be totally within his
rights to just shoot ne!

| watched the light in horror. He was playing it over ny fingers. He found a few splinters and
with the other device renoved them
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My pupils dilated with terror as | watched the onward sweep of that light. He was exanining the
skin on ny stomach.

| silently nmouthed a prayer. | tried several Gods and even Jesus Christ. | was inches from death.
The |ight swept higher.

It played upon ny chest.

| closed my eyes tightly. Probably the last thing | would know woul d be a bull et crashing through

my brain.
He had found sonet hing on ny chest!
| opened one eye. He was reaching for sonething. | knew it would be his gun

| 1 ooked down.

The Iight was playing squarely on the spot of the tattoo!

It wasn't gl ow ng.

The light he was using was not the right kind!

I had won ny reprieve!

I wondered which God had granted it.

He was picking up a splinter with the other device.

He went to a cabinet and took out a di sposable spacer's fatigue suit and threw it at ne.

Devils, but that had been a close call! My heart just now resunmed beati ng.

He undid the straps. | westled into the suit and stood up. He was notioning for me to go back to
the flight area. And | discovered then what he had been up to: Each foot, with that putty now

har dened, nust have wei ghed thirty pounds! | could scarcely nake ny way.

He made ne sit in the star-pilot chair. He had a pair of wist shackles now He fastened them
around and through the arns of the seat and then put themon ne. A sudden unreasoni ng anger took
hold of nme. How dare he treat ne this way? | was his superior officer. | could wiggle out of any
charge he brought against ne. After all, Lonbar Hi sst now controlled the whole Voltar Confederacy!
I had to solve the predicanment | was in. He didn't know he was dealing with the next Chief of the
Appar at us!

"You can't do this to nme," | flared. "lI've only done ny duty."

He | ooked at nme and for the first tine | saw real scorn. "Duty? You don't know the neaning of the
word, Gris. You think that indul ging your own greed and sel f-aggrandi zement conprises duty? Don't

sully the word by saying it. Duty has to do with nmeeting one's noral obligations. | don't see the
slightest trace of norality in you. Get one thing straight: You're only sitting there so the cat
and | can keep an eye on you. | can put you in suspension with one shot fromthe nmedical chest.
Wul d you rather have that?"

| shook ny head. But | still seethed. One way or the other, | would get the better of himyet!
Chapter 6

Heller was fiddling with sone connection terminals in the overhead. He had a snall wire fromthe
vi ewer - phone | eading up to sonme clips and he was shifting it fromone clip to the next, |ooking
back at the unit whose mate he had given to |zzy.

"Cone on, lzzy," he said sonewhat inpatiently. "I don't think there's anything wong with these
exterior beam antennas, but | better check."

He went to the area where he'd enptied out some itens and cane back with a portable Earth TV set.
He hooked up a wire fromit to the overhead clips and turned it on. It was an evening tal k show.
Senat or Twi ddl e was bei ng intervi ewed.

"So you see, the increase in the price of gasoline," said Senator Twiddle, "is a very good thing
for the American econony. It encourages sitting hone and watching TV and so will restore Anerican
famly life."

"I understand," said the interviewer, "that Octopus QI is raising its price at the punp again.
How wi Il this benefit people, Senator?"

"Make them nore industrious," said Twiddle. "They will have to work overtime to afford enough gas
to get themto work. Sloth is the eneny of the American Dre—=

Heller had turned it off. "Hm The antenna is all right even if the nessage isn't." He transferred
the lead fromthe viewer-phone to another exterior antenna clip.

And there was lzzy! "Oh, dear, | hope | haven't broken this thing."

The cat junped up on the | edge and studied the screen alertly. lzzy's horn-ri med gl asses had slid
down on his beaked nose.

"Meow, " said the cat.

"Ch, dear, yes," said lzzy, "I have broken it. Now |I'm connected to the cat. M. Hopjoy, are you
sure M. Jet told you the right buttons to push? First we got an abstract painting done with wires
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and now we've got the cat."

He was tal king to agent Raht, whose face was visible over his shoulder. "No, he said that button
there, M. Epstein."”

Hel ler sat down in the local-pilot seat. "Hello, lzzy."

"Ch, thank heavens. It's M. Jet. I'mafraid I'mhaving a ot of trouble with this new invention
of yours. It seens it can call anybody but you."

"It needs nore devel opnental work," said Heller. "Listen, lzzy, | couldn't talk to you very openly
fromthe plane. | had to have a better neans of conmunication.”

"Well, I amawfully glad you called, M. Jet. M. Hopjoy here delivered about seven mllion

dollars' worth of gold. It's very odd gold: it doesn't have the snelter proofings stanped on it."
"Throw it in a vault," said Heller. "Use it if you need to."

"Where are you, M. Jet?"

"I"'mjust flying around,” said Heller. "lzzy, did our Wonderful G| for Maysabongo, | ncorporated,
acquire options to purchase all the oil reserves of the United States?"

"Ch, yes," said lzzy. "Every oil conpany granted themvery easily. W even got options signed on
all the arny, navy and air-force oil reserves fromthe secretary of defense. They all made the
final deal very quickly: It gave themextra nmoney and they had no i dea anyone woul d ever exercise
such options. They thought the Republic of Maysabongo nust have gone crazy. Nobody could afford
that much noney. Yes, M. Jet. W have tied up options to buy every drop of oil stored in the
United States. All we have to do is exercise the options and Maysabongo owns every snear of it."

"Very well done,"” said Heller. "Now listen, |lzzy. Get your ballpoint ready. I want you to acquire
options to sell every share of stock of every oil conpany in the world."
"VWHAT?"

"Don't you think you can get then®?"

" lzzy | ooked dazed. "Oh, we can buy the options to sell all right. Any big brokerage firmcan
wite themand the Securities and Exchange Conmission will enforce that they be honored. But
you're tal ki ng about an awful |ot of oil company shares, M. Jet."

"Figure it out."

| zzy grabbed sone reference books and began to | ook up things and wite:

Cct opus current shares: $30.7 billion

Cctopus Q1 of Indiana: $19.6 billion

Cctopus of California: $15.4 billion

Immobil Gl: $14.7 billion

Atlantic Bitchfield: $13.7 billion

Cctopus O of Chio: $13.7 billion

Snell Ol: $13.6 billion

British Crude: $13.5 billion

Foil Dutch: $11.8 billion

Hexaco: $10.5 billion

Qulp: $7.2 billion

Fillups: $ 7.0 billion

Di sunion Q| of California: $ 6.6 billion

Bunpoco: $ 6.4 billion

Betty: $ 5.9 billion

He continued to wite down figures and then | ooked up. "This adds up to over 190.3 billion
dollars. That's a |lot of noney, M. Jet."

"How nmuch will options to sell it cost?"

"Ch, just atiny fraction of that. But if these shares go up, we'll just have thrown our noney
away. "

"I'f they all went down ten dollars a share, what then?"

"If the options got exercised, we'd nmake about nineteen billion dollars."

"Those shares are going to drop nore than that," said Heller. "Can you do the deal ?"

"Ch, yes. | can buy July options to sell. If we don't exercise thembefore that tinme, they just

expire. That's only a few weeks from now. How do you know all the oil shares of every conpany in
the world will go down, M. Jet?"

"I guarantee it," said Heller. "Now, listen, you let nme know when you've got all that in hand.
Meanwhil e | have a project. Good luck, lzzy."

"Good |uck, M. Jet."

Oh, Gods, what was | looking at? What had | just heard? This was a direct attack to ruin poor M.
Rockecenter! Ch, Gods of Gods, was | in troubl e!

I hadn't the |least idea what Heller was going to do. Bonb the oil nerve center of the world,
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Rockecenter Pl aza?
Chapter 7

Hel | er disappeared into his quarters for a while. The cat watched ne carefully. W didn't see eye
to eye. | couldn't stand to look into those baleful orbs. Did the cat know | had killed the
Countess Krak? It certainly was just waiting its chance to nurder ne.

When Hel l er cane back he was dressed in the fatigue uniformof the Voltar Fleet: powder blue and
formfitting—his name, Jettero Heller, Conbat Engi neer, above his left breast pocket. | could see
that suppressed grief had put himunder strain but he was sonmehow carrying on. | felt that he was
very dangerous to me. He was far fromhis usual smiling self. He was all business, an officer
going to work.

He unl ocked nmy wist cuffs and then chained ne round and round to a pipe behind the seats. "I've
no place to sit down," | said. "Is this any way to treat a prisoner?"

"Wuld you like to go back to New York?" he said, pointing straight down. "Just say the word and
I"1l open the airlock for you."

| didn't have any nore to say to that.

He cl osed the viewports, dropping their netal shields. Then he went through the ship, closing
doors by speaking to them and | could hear the clangs and grates of nore netal plates shutting
down.

Fear began to rise in ne. Pilots closed ports against radiation belts. Was he going to depart from
the planet itself? That would attract the assassin pilots!

He cane back to the star-pilot chair and threw a lever. | knew what that one was: It turned the
whol e ship silver on the outside to repel ray bonbardnent.

He went back aft and returned with the other tine-sight. He fitted it into place in the crutch and
tube in front of the star-pilot seat. HE WAS GO NG TO LEAVE THE PLANET!

"Whoa!" | said, feeling the sweat break out on ny forehead. "The instant the assassin pilots see
you turn silver they'll be on to you |like hawks."

"Ch, them" he said.

And then | knew what | was up against. He really didn't care anynore. He had turned suicidal

| felt small screans struggling to rise in my throat. One shot fromone of those flying cannons
and this tug woul d snmash |ike a stanped-on tin can!

He | ooked at his screens. "I don't see any sign of themand the warning light is broken. If you're
so worried about 'drunk' ships, keep your eye on that viewer there. | have other things to do."
He picked up the tug-control microphone. "Go up fifty thousand nmiles and sound a gong when we are
t hrough the nagnet osphere.”

That al so scared ne. The forty-thousand-m|e-w de belt around the planet was conposed of deadly
radi ation. | hoped he'd closed the port shields tight. The tug auxiliary engi nes humred. The hi gh-
pi tched whine of gravity-adjustnment coils inpinged upon ny ears. Used to Captain Stabb's rough
handl i ng, | had expected to stagger but | didn't even feel a change in weight. The tug handl ed
itself very well. | hoped its robotbrain wouldn't suddenly go crazy.

| stared anxiously at the viewscreen. It made ne a little dizzy to watch it. It was scanning in a
sphere: The Earth was there and then the noon and then bl ack space and then the sun

We certainly were going up very fast. The noon turned yell owyellow. The Earth began to | ook |ike
a huge liquid bubble, blue-green except where continents were red-brown.

"Where are we going?" | said fearfully.

Hel ler was setting up an instrument. He had it hooked to an outside scanner.

"Are you | ooking for the assassin pilots?" | said.

"This is a ganma-ray-sensitive electron telescope,” said Heller. "lI'msearching for a prinordia
bl ack hole. There may be quite a fewin this systemclose by."

"The assassin pilots!" | said. "That's your job," said Heller. "I'm busy."

Believe ne, | fixed my eyes on that spherical scanner like | was hypnotized.

Ti me passed.
Suddenly a gong went. It scared ne half out of my wits. W were through the nmagnetosphere. That

was a relief, anyway: | wouldn't be sterilized or burned to a crisp
| pinned nmy gaze on the scanner. Those assassin ships could catch us easily enough while we were
on auxiliaries. I wished we were on the big tinme-converter WIIl-be Was engines. No, | didn't—they

bl ew up soneti nes!

Hel l er was busy with the gama-ray tel escope.

My own eyes were wearing out, anxiously watching the scanner. Earth swamlike a I[iquid bubble.
coul d see no speck in that expanse which would identify the position of the assassin in his deadly
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shi p.
Abruptly a voice spoke. | could not credit my senses. There were only two of us and the cat in the
ship. Heller wasn't talking. | wasn't tal king. Was the cat talking?

I nmean to tell you, it was pretty rattling.

The voi ce canme from nowhere

Now that | could collect ny suddenly dispersed wits, | realized it was speaking Voltarian

"Sir, | amsorry to bother you, but in spherical sector X-19, Y-13, Z-91, an unidentified flying
obj ect has just altered course and speed and is parallelling ours, range 7,091.56 niles. The
picture is on screen 31. If you will forgive ny interruption of your doubtless far nore inportant
and intelligent considerations, | would take it as a favor if you were to | ook and give ne your
much nore val uabl e opinion."

THE TUG WAS TALKI NG

I flinched away from the side bul khead. Was this thing made of flesh and bl ood?

Heller hadn't lifted his eye fromthe tel escope i mage-relay cup. "Thank you," he said. "Gve ne
your estimate of possibilities."”

"Estimate one: Friendly and com ng over for a chat. Not likely. Estimate two: Curious. On its way
to investigate. Estinate three: Hostile. On its way to shoot at us. My inputs are blank on the

subj ect of Fleet vessels in the area of Blito-P3, |ikewi se Apparatus, |ikewi se commercial. | am
afraid, sir, that | amanem c fromlack of input concerning space vessels in this system Bis,
when he | oaded ne, mentioned primtive space efforts but none of it conpares here. | amsorry,
sir."

"Thank you. Riffle your recognition bank."

"At once, sir. | must advise you, however, that the range is very great as yet, though closing. My
image is very indistinct."

"I't's probably absorbo-coat," said Heller, still studying his tel escope.

"Ch, thank you, sir. That throws out 87.9 percent of the bank. 1'll scan the rest."

| stared at my viewer. | couldn't see anything. Here | had been wearing ny eyes out and the

(bl eeped) tug had been looking all the tine! Not only that, it had spotted sonething | hadn't. |
began to seethe with rage at it. One does not |like to be beaten by a silly robot! It destroys
one's sense of ommi potence!

"You have sonebody on ny flight deck," the tug said, "who is emanating hostility. Could | advise a
word of caution, sir?"

"He's crazy" said Heller, still working with his tel escope.

"Yes, sir. | will add that category to the classification.”

I choked down ny wrath.

"You might as well add himto your nmenory," said Heller. "He is Oficer Soltan Gis, Secondary
Executive of the Coordinated |Information Apparatus, en route to trial for high crimes including
the ordering of the murder of a Royal officer and the sabotage of a G and Council -ordered

m ssion. "

"How dreadful ," said the tug. "I have the Penal Code references of those crinmes, sir, if you want

t he nunbers."

"Just add his picture to your bank and sound an alarmif he -does anything destructive," said
Hel I er.

| heard a click somewhere as though sonebody had operated a canera. | had never felt so nuch a
prisoner in nmy whole life. | was , in the guts of a robot. Wuld it digest ne?

"On this other matter,"” said the tug, "ny forty-third subbrain has been wi nking for attention. On
the unidentified flying object, the range has closed to 6,789.078 mles. It is not responding to a
demand for recognition. It is definitely estimate three: hostile."

"Classify," said Heller

"Flying cannon. Such vessels are used by the Apparatus as assassin ships. In the reign of —
"Thank you," said Heller. "Wat do you advi se?"

"That | turn on the WIIl-be Was main drives and we depart fromthis locale, sir.
For once | could agree with this (bl eeping) tug!

"No, | don't think that will be necessary," said Heller

"Sir, may | renonstrate? Fleet Intelligence Oficer Bis, when he | oaded ne, expressly stated that
ny first concern was your safety. In fact, sir, he said he would enter nme as a failure on Fl eet
engi neering rolls and would not rest until he had me and all nodels like ne junked if you cane to
harm whi |l e aboard nme. The range is 4,506.8 nml|les now and cl osing."

"What is his effective range of fire?"

"Agai nst a battleship, about two mles. Against such a fragile thing as ne, sir, about ten mles,
with slight danage to be experienced at twenty."
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"We've got lots of tine," said Heller.

"Ch, dear," said the tug. "I wish to also call to your attention that ny fifty-seventh subbrain
just reported that it's 22.7 light-years to the nearest repair yard."

"There're facilities at the Earth base," said Heller

"No Earth base is in ny recordings, sir. | will amend the fifty-seventh subbrain instantly. By
"Earth' you nmean Blito-P3, sir?"
n Yes. n

"I think I've got one," said Heller. "Corky, record the coordinates |'ve just set on this

tel escope. Prinordial black hole."

"Yes, sir. | have them M/ twenty-third subbrain says that prinordial black holes are notorious
for sucking unwary vessels in, sir. Forned by the initial shock which, in theory, determni ned the
pattern of this universe, they are suction whirlpools of nagnetic force and distort tinme and
space. The exudation of gamma rays can al so be quite deadly. "

"Why are you telling ne this?"

"It's in Fleet Intelligence Oficer Bis's |loaded instructions, sir. To keep you safe."

"Where is the flying cannon now?"

"He has closed to 735.86 miles, sir. Could I, in all deference, point out that we have a
prinordial black hole in front of us that we are drawing closer to and an assassin ship behind us
that is closing. My thirteenth subbrain has concluded this is not a safe situation, sir. Do you
mind if | take over and we get the Hells out of here?"

"I"mgoing to shut you off and go on nanual ," said Heller

"Ch, dear. But of course | realize that ny piloting skill can never conpare with yours. However,
goi ng up against a flying cannon with an unarnored, unarned tug is . "

Heller threw a switch. The voice stopped. "Robots are too cautious," he said.

"The tug is right!" | wailed. "We'Il be blown right out of space!"

"Where is this guy?" said Heller. He was | eaning toward screen 31. He was buckling hinmself into
the planetary-pilot seat, used for |ocal maneuvering.

I | ooked at ny chains around the pipe. | renmenbered what Heller had told nme the very first tinme |
had ridden in this tug. The nmaneuverability of such a ship was so sudden one could easily snap his
neck.

"What about ne?" | wailed. "If you go whipping this thing around you could snash ne to pul p!"
"Good riddance," said Heller. "Sit down on the floor and hold on."

Just before he fastened his last strap, he reached up and threw the shields off the pil ot
viewports. A blast of savage sunlight alnost blinded ne.

I heard the click of Heller's last strap fastener

The tug suddenly spun about and faced the other way.

My light-dazzl ed eyes could make out nothing as | | ooked anxiously toward the globe of Earth.
There was a sudden surge

HELLER WAS GO NG BACK TO MEET THE ASSASSBNF SHI P!

W didn't even have a gun

Yes, indeed, he had turned suicidal

PART SI XTY- THREE

Chapter 1

Hel l er sent Tug One hurtling through space.

"You're going to get us killed!" | screaned. Frantically, | |ooked to see if there was sone way |
could get the shackles off the pipe and free ny wists.

He was closing with the flying cannon at a dreadful rate. | could see the speck now, by naked
eyebal |, through the pilot ports. It was growing in size!

It packed an enornous gun, capable of snmashing a battleship's plate to old tin. What would it do
to this snmall space tug?

Hel l er began to jink. Hands rapid on the tug' s |ocal -maneuvering controls, he was sending it up
and down and side to side erratically. He was changi ng speeds froma hundred thousand niles an
hour-down to fifty and back

The gravity coils that nade it possible to ride this thing were not as fast as Heller's hands.
There was a lag each tine and even if it was only a split second, it was enough to shake ne to
bits!

The cat was holding on to the star-pilot seat with every claw. Even its skin | ooseness was
apparent in these sudden surges and sl ows.

"Yow " said the cat.
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"Don't be concerned," Heller said. "This tug is all engines and nmade to do this sort of thing.
That flying cannon has to pivot his whole ship to aimand shoot. | think we'll be too quick for
him"

"You THI NK?" | cried. "Ch, Goddess of the Seventh Sphere, prepare to take ne to your breast and
hold ne there in peace."

"Shut up!" said Heller. "If you're going to pray, the Devils are nore likely to listen to—*
VHAM

The first shot fromthe assassin ship exploded to our right, a blossomof green fire, blinding
bri ght against the ink of space. It whipped behind us.

A readout screen said the lethal vessel was only fifteen mles away.

VHAM

The tug jarred as a shot above us barely mi ssed.

The assassin pilot was eight mles ahead.

VVHAM

Sonet hi ng seened to pound agai nst our hull bel ow

The assassin was two mles bel ow

The tug stood on its nose. Made to push and tow enornmous weights, unfettered it was like a chip in
a hurricane under Heller's hands.

VWHAM

The shot was short by five hundred yards. W flashed through the bl ossom

I felt like I was caught in a pinwheel. Qur notions were far beyond what gravity coils could
handl e.

Bl ack space.

The sun gone by in a streak

A sudden glinpse of the noon.

"YON" said the cat, holding on

OCh, horned Devils of the Sixteenth Hell, please receive ne and don't |let ne nove again for an
eternity! Anything | had ever done did not deserve being in the hands of a Voltar Fleet conbat
engi neer bent on sui ci de!

The tug seened to be skiddi ng sideways.

Abruptly the slew stopped.

STRAI GHT I N FRONT OF US, NOT TEN YARDS AVWAY, WAS THE PORT SIDE OF THE FLYI NG CANNON!

Heller hit a throttle.

CRUNCH!

The butting bow of the tug, its wide arns nade to push ships, thudded straight up against the
flying cannon's hul !

| stared in horror through the viewport.

The flight deck of the assassin ship was not ten feet in front of are vieworts!

The tug's nose was hard agai nst the vessel

There was a rending grind of nmetal as the killer ship tried to accel erate away!

The assassin pilot was right there, red gloves and all! He was glaring into our very viewports!
He shook his fist!

His copilot fired the gun to give themrecoil to try to shake | oose.

The tug was pressing against the other vessel's side, holding tight as a |eech.

Hel l er's hand sl anmed against the throttles.

The assassin pilot's brutal face went white as chal k.

He was being thrust sideways.

He couldn't get free.

Hel l er's hand reached over for the WIIl-be Was nmain drives. He pushed.

The tug | eaped ahead!

A terrible sound of rending netal transmtted through our hull

The inertia of the flying cannon's wei ght fought against the tug's accel eration.

SCREEECH BONG

The assassin ship disintegrated.

Heller flipped the tug upside down.

Through the viewport | could see the squashed hull, shedding fragments.

Two pale pink msts were all that was left of the assassin pilots, exploded by the vacuum of
space.

"You all right?" said Heller. | thought he was talking to nme. | started to answer and then
realized that his question was ainmed at the cat.

"Yow," said the cat.
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"I'msorry," said Heller. "But you'll just have to get used to it now that you are a nenber of the
Vol tar Fleet."

Chapter 2

were drifting in black space am dst the weckage of the assassin ship. The Earth was a liquid bal
below, fifty thousand m | es away.
Heller threw on the robot's switch. "Check any hull damage, Corky."

"You shoul d not have shut off my voice. | could have given you sone pointers."
| looked around. | wasn't able to tell where the tug's voice was conming from It was son of
spooky.

"Longi tudi nal seans entirely sundered, engines cracked, ammunition nagazi ne—=
"Corky," said Heller, "NOT the flying cannon. Check your own danmge."

"Ch, | amsorry, sir. The question was inadequately specific—neaning no criticism sir. Please
advise if you wish the data verbal or in printout formon your desk in the aft salon."
"Heavens," said Heller, "is it that extensive?"

"I amnot used to working with you yet, sir. Your wish is necessary on certain matters. A question
of substantive preference. My input expressly states that | amto nmake you happy if at al

possi ble. Could | have an answer, please? My twenty-second subbrain is on hold."

"Verbal and printout," said Heller. "But |let ne have the data, please."

"There are two small scratches on the butting arnms, sir. One is 3.4 inches long, 1/16 of an inch
wi de. The other is 2.7 inches long and 1/8 of an inch wide. Yard cost will be 2.7 credits."

"I's that all?"

"Well, yes, sir, but "Is that all? is inadequately descriptive. The absorbo-coat is breached and
eneny detection gear will reflect fromit. | suggest that this matter be handled at the earliest
opportunity so that | can execute ny actual purpose of preserving you fromharm"

"You're a chatterbox," said Heller

"Chatterbox ... chatterbox ... chatterbox ... No, sir. | don't have any such part, sir, and al
gears are firm | ama Mark Xl || humanoi d- approxi mati on robot nmanufactured i n—=

"Thank you," said Heller. "Any data you have on current ship condition is required."

"Yes, sir. | amfine, sir. How are you?"

"Fine," said Heller. "lIs that end of data on ship condition?"

"There is another datumon hold in the eighty-fifth idling nenory. | will give you that, sir. Two
| ocational bugs were installed in me, one on the nose, the other on the tail, while | was idle."

"Ho, ho," said Heller. "So that's how the assassin pilot found nme. |Is there any sign of the other
flying cannon?"

"I have no ships on ny screens, sir."

"Very good. Take over control. Stay alert for the second ship. Proceed at | ow speed toward the
coordi nates of the black hole earlier recorded fromthe tel escope. Don't nake sudden di vergences
fromcourse. | will be working inside and outside of the ship."

"Yes, sir. | am engaged on controls now, sir."

W began to nove in relation to the scattered debris of the flying cannon

Hel ler pointed at ne and told the cat, "Watch him" He then went to a | ocker and began to get out
a pressure suit. He inspected it with care and then he put it on

He got some tools, a paint brush and paint squirter. He went into the airlock and closed it behind
hi m

I could hear his magnetic boots clunmping on the hull, the sound carried through the metal. Then I
got an awful start. Hi s face appeared on the other side of the viewport, looking into the flight
deck.

Peopl e in space helnets always | ook so unearthly, it nakes one think of nonsters. And to ne,
Hell er was a nonster anyway. He had plotted ceaselessly to do me in, he had nurdered in cold bl ood
the Antimanco crew, he had just shaken ne up like dice in a cup with his insane, suicidal attack
on that assassin pilot and here | was, chained to a pipe like some wild animal, conpletely at his
nercy.

I nmust think of sonething and do sonething to get nyself out of this. It would only be justice to
do Heller in. Somehow | nust still acconplish it. | was pretty certain that | could.

Chapter 3

After about half an hour he came back in through the airlock and got out of his pressure suit.
He cane back to the flight deck. He had two objects in his hand. He tossed them at ne and they
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rattl ed agai nst the bul khead. "You knew those bugs were there, | amsure,"” he said. "Sitting on
that secret could have cost you your life."

"l didn't think it was inportant,” | said. "The fact that you have taken these off won't prevent
the second pilot fromfinding us. They can spot the spacial turbul ence of your drives. The nonent
you go near that planet again, the other one will pick us up." | had a sudden wild idea. "Wy not
just deliver ne to Voltar?"

| scarcely dared breathe, watching him If | could con himinto taking me back horme, | would be
free and clear. Lonmbar Hisst hated himand Lonbar, unbeknownst to Heller, now controlled even the
Enperor.

"You're the least of ny worries," said Heller. "I've got other things to do. |'ve got to get ready
for this black hole."

| shuddered. That coul d be dangerous. "Wat do you care about this planet Earth anyway?" | said.
"Why don't you just go home and forget it."

"It's a pretty planet,"” said Heller. "If | don't conplete my mission, it will becone

uni nhabitable. In another century or less, it will be so chewed up it won't even support life.
Don't you care what happens to five billion people?”

"Riffraff,"” | said.

He rai sed his eyebrows. "Well, | guess one sees in others what he finds in hinself," said Heller.
| seethed at the insult. Didn't he realize that he was talking to the future Chief of the
Apparatus? Ch, 1'd get even with himbefore this was over!

He opened a door into the engine roons and propped it back. Fromwhere | was chained, | could

watch him He was doi ng sonething very peculiar indeed. On Voltar, an enornous spare time-
converter drum had been put in the tight space. They had even opened the top of the hull to get it
in. He had a wench and he was working at the entry port into the huge drum

The sign clearly said it nmustn't be touched, that it would bl ow your hand off if you even reached
in. And he was unbolting it.

"You'll blast us apart!" | shouted.

He didn't pay ne any heed at all. He got off the big plate and calnly reached in!

I flinched as | waited for his arns to disintegrate.

They didn't.

He was pulling out a large object in wappings. He carried it to the pilot deck and stripped it.
A LASER CANNON!

Ch, the sneaky Devil! That wasn't a time-converter spare at all! It was sinmply a way to put aboard
equi pnent and hide it fromthe view of everyone

He opened sone plates in the overhead. He slid the |laser cannon on to already prepared nounts. He
shoved its nose into a forward space that would open if it fired.

He went back and got a second device. | did not know what it was. He bolted it in place beside the
cannon.
"Way didn't you install that before we had to fight the assassin ship?" | wailed.

"Ch, these devices aren't cannon, exactly," he said. "They woul dn't have done nmuch to that ship.”
| blinked. They certainly |ooked |ike cannons. He was connecting themup to a set of controls on
the panel that resenbled firing controls.

He fastened down the plates in the overhead and the two devices were no |longer in view Then he
went back to the drum and began to take out what | ooked like the slats of a dismantled cage. He
carried these to the airlock, where he stacked themup. He added some other itens to that pile.
Then he put the cover back on the drum

He cl osed up the engine roons and sat down at the tel escope eyepi ece.

"Now that," he said, "is a very nice prinordial black hole. Corky, speed yourself up and get your
scanners going on target object. Input all data into banks and cal cul ate."

The tug did a forward surge

"Are you going to shoot that black hole?" | said. The nan was clearly insane. "It would drink up
every round. You might even shoot us through the thing into another universe!"

"Ch, those devices up there aren't for the black hole. I'"mjust getting things ready," said
Hel | er.

What was he up to? If | had some clue as to his plans, maybe | coul d nake him do sonething so
could get him

"Well, what do you need a black hole for?" | asked.

"Fuel ," said Heller. "Cheap fuel. They'll need hardly any oil when | am done."

Oh, Gods, he was going pell-nmell to do in Rockecenter! Didn't he realize that any solution to the
energy problemwould ruin the Rockecenter nonopoly? | certainly had to think of sonething that
woul d WORK!
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"You hungry?" he said casually, | thought he was talking to me and then | realized he was

addr essing the cat.

"Meow, " said the cat.

"Keep an eye on the prisoner, Corky," said Heller

| railed at nmy shackles. First | was being watched by a cat and now | was bei ng guarded by a robot
tug! Was there no end to this cal cul ated program of degradi ng nme?

I could hear Heller down the passageway. "Now, this is the chief mate's room" he was saying to
the cat. "You're pronoted. Here's your pan so you can relieve yourself. And here's your pillow.
Here's your water bow and here's your dish. Now, would you |ike a can of chicken or a can of
tuna? Al right, tunait is."

| heard himthen in the crew s galley, getting hinself something to eat. He came back after a
while, sipping at a canister of hot jolt. The cat canme back, licking his chops. That did it.

"Aren't you going to feed ne?" | said.
"l didn't know that riffraff deserved to eat," said Heller
"You're insulting me," | said.

"I didn't think that was possible," said Heller, calmy sipping his hot jolt.

Rage burned in ne. "According to regul ations, prisoners nust be fed!"

It worked. He handed nme the hot-jolt canister

| tipped it up.

It was enpty!

"Gods, how you nust hate ne!" | snarl ed.

"Hate? That's a very strong word, Gis. One doesn't waste hate on a | oat hsone insect."
| gripped the canister so hard it crushed.

"Let's get one thing very clear,"” said Heller. "You lured ny girl to her death. |I am not even
willing to go into the aft quarters of this ship because they renind ne of her. You prate of duty
and regul ations: You had better cherish them It is nmy duty to take you to trial. It is against
regul ations to kill a prisoner. Those are the only reasons you are alive, Gis. But | don't hate

you. A thing has to amobunt to sonething to be hated. Now shut up, for I have work to do."

The col d, dispassionate contenpt in his voice had been like an icy knife searching out ny vitals.
A new and horrible thought struck ne. If he knew that | had personally killed the Countess Krak
even his sense of duty would not restrain him | had not fully appreci ated how much danger |
really was in. Ch, | had better get myself out of this. | furrowed my brow in heavy concentration.
I mght never live even to get to trial

Chapter 4

He said to the tug, "Keep an eye on your clocks so we don't accidentally collide with this thing."
"Yes, sir."

Fear stabbed nme. "Is that the only way you're going to know before we hit? How could you read it
on that telescope if there's a time shift?"

"This tel escope has a nminiature tine-sight elenent in it, but they also | eak sone gamma rays
direct. You seemawfully nervy."

"I am"

"Good," he said heartlessly. "Maybe you'll get the idea how other people feel when you put themin
terror."”

| ignored his noralizing. The Hells with how ot her people felt. Once you got to worrying about
that, you never could serve in the Apparatus. O live with yourself either. | lifted ny head to
see through the pilot ports. Nothing but black sky and, a long way off, something that night be an
ast eroi d.

"Sir," said the tug, "I think |I'd better brake down fromfifty thousand miles an hour."

"Ch, Cods," | said. "Don't have a breakdown out here!"

"Sir, do you wish nme to record the renmarks of that hostile prisoner, Gis?"

"Store themin transient nmenory," said Heller. "He won't be with us I ong—er in this universe
either, for that matter. Come down to easy braking speed.™

"Yes, sir. | read that we may be only 203.4 mles fromthe black hole.”

"Good. Keep conparison with your universal absolute clock and brake the instant we cross the tine
band. "

"Yes, sir. | have a flashout here fromnmy 123rd subbrain concerning the prisoner, Gis. It is
readi ng purple: solution. It has been working on the problem My | give it to you, sir?"

"Go ahead."

"In conpliance with the purpose to keep you safe, it is recomended as follows: Prisoner guilty of
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capital crinmes including the ordering of your death. List of bases does not include Blito-P3. A
| egal point could be stretched and we could plead we were unaware of the existence of an officers
conference at Blito-P3. Solution: On arrival at black hole, use himas a test and pitch him
through to sone other universe. Holding for acceptance of solution."

| glared all around me. Even this tug had turned against nme! And what a sadistic tug it was! A
nonst er!

"The idea has nerits," said Heller. "However, the answer is negative."

"Sir, please reconsider. Hi s brain waves show extrene hostility. If he is going to some other
uni verse as you say, | see no reason to postpone the matter. Your negative is inconmpatible with
the purpose on which | run and is therefore illogical."

"Store it for future reference. How close are we now to the black hol e?"

"About thirty mles, sir."

Seconds ticked off. "Stand by for time shift, sir. | am braking hard."

Suddenly there was a dreadful physical wench. My brain flashed and ny heart skipped. The

i dentical sensation one got when entering the gates of Palace City on Voltar. Blast, | hated it!
"The black hole is just three mles in front of us, sir. I amholding."

| stood up. | |ooked through the viewports. | couldn't see anything.

"There's nothing out there," | said.

Hel I er was sl anmi ng and | ocking the viewports.

"Well, you'd be doing pretty good to see it," said Heller. "It's no bigger than a proton. That's
one of the reasons they never find these prinordial black holes. The other one is we're now
thirteen mnutes in the future. Haven't you ever been in and out of Palace Cty?"

"I'"ve been there," | said defensively. | needn't tell himthat every time nmy Acadeny class went, |
had been in punishnent drill instead. The only tine |1'd ever entered Palace City was that dreadfu
day when Lonbar had managed to seize control of this fateful mission to Blito-P3. Al Heller's
fault for surveying the place.

"Data," said Heller.

"Yes, sir. 1'll also duplicate it on printout. Mass, 7.93 billion tons. Expected | ongevity before
final explosion, 2.754 billion years. Exudation, 5.49 billion nmegawatts. Space sphere warp, 10.23
nmles in dianeter."

"Thank you," said Heller. "Turn around, tail to it. Engage traction towi ng beans. Set a course for
Blito-P3. Engage WI!I|-be Was mai n engi nes. When all ready, begin towi ng. Gong nme when we are eight
hundred nil es above planetary surface so | can assist in adjusting its orbit."

"Yes, sir." And the tug got busy conplying with the orders.

Soon t he subdued thunder of the enornpus power plant began to vibrate through the ship. Heller
checked the instruments to make sure all was progressing well.

| relaxed a little bit. It had suddenly occurred to ne that, being thirteen mnutes in the future,
we were quite invisible to the remaining assassin pilot. And | was just about to relax when it
suddenly flashed across nmy wits that once we had separated fromthis tow and were back in norma
space, we would be sitting ducks.

Hel | er seened oblivious of this. He unrolled a set of plans and began to study them He went back
to the big converter drumand began to haul out nore parts. He piled these in the airlock

Then he clinbed into a scarlet antiradiation suit. Its face mask made himl ook diabolical to ne. A
Manco Devil in truth! | cowered against the pipes. Ch, CGods, why couldn't | think of sonething
bright that would get rid of himonce and for all? | nust! | must! | nust!

He was now clinbing into a pressure suit as a second covering. Wien he put the helnet in place,
the mrror done reflected everything around in twisted distortion. The cat |ooked fifty feet |ong.
The pilot chairs appeared all out of shape. | looked like | was a little speck cringing in sone
distant closet. It matched the unreality which saturated ny poor, abused mnd. Heller went into
the airlock and closed it. Then he opened the outer door. He left it open and | could see through
the inner door ports. He had a long safety Iline on hinself. He set up a rudinmentary bench that
sinply sat on enpty space. He began to get to work assenbling sonething. He had |left the plans

i nside, pinned across the pilot port. They were very curious.

It |ooked like a huge unbrella. Just below the nantle was a sort of cage. Below that, what would
be hal fway down the handle, was a big ring nmarked CONVERTER. And at the bottomwas a huge ring
that sai d WEI GHTS.

| 1 ooked out through the inner ports. He was putting the mantle together. It was nothing nore or
|l ess than a sectional mrror which, assenbled, would have great size.

He got that done and put together the next item which |ooked like a cage: It had a | ot of prongs
pointed toward the center. He fastened it on a rod which went to the peak of the mantle.

Next he assenbl ed the plate which was |abelled, on the plans,
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CONVERTER

That done, he hung the weights on the bottom of the rod.

He put a couple safety lines on the rig. He noved his bench and tools into the lock. He checked to
make sure that the rig was sinply drifting along with us, well off the hull. He closed the outer
airlock door and cane in.

He di srobed and hung the suits up and then went aft. Hours passed. The cat |ooked |ike he was
asleep in the pilot chair but all | had to do was twitch and he opened a bal eful eye.

I hit nmy head with ny knuckles. | must think of sone way to get out of this. Didn't | realize

was going to nmy death?

The cat snarl ed

Chapter 5

Hel l er cane back on the flight deck. He had shaved and bat hed and changed his clothes. Aside from
the rather gloony pallor he now wore, he | ooked rested.

"Corky," he said to the tug, "we don't want that mass to overshoot. Are you braki ng?"

"Yes, sir. | have a conpression beamon it now and we have been slowi ng down for the last three
hours."

"Good," said Heller. He fished a piece of paper out of his pocket and read sone coordi nates and
speeds to the tug. It was at that nonent that | realized with sone horror that he was not wearing
ordinary fatigue clothes: he was wearing a scarlet coverall the Fleet uses when near radiation
"I's this ship alive?" | stammered.

"No, Corky is just a robot."

"Pl ease! You don't get ny neaning. Is the ship alive with radiation?"

"Al'l this maneuvering will be eight hundred nmiles above the surface,"” he said. "That is within the
magnet osphere, what the Earth people call the Van Alien belt. It ends about six hundred mles
above Earth. We're orbiting this two hundred miles higher since there's never any orbiting traffic
there. The space around the outside of the ship just nowis pretty hot. That's why we're silver
and have all the ports closed.™

"Hey, wait a mnute," | said. "You nust be suspecting |leaks or you wouldn't be in hot coveralls.
I"mtotally unprotected! Are you trying to sterilize ne?"

"Thanks for calling it to ny attention," said Heller. He picked up the cat and went to the chief
mate' s room and when he cane back, the cat was wearing a scarlet blanket.

"You're absolutely heartless!" | snarl ed.

"I didn't know you cared," said Heller. But he unchained ne fromthe pipe and took me to one of
the engineer's cabins and let ne go to the toilet. He fed ne sone standard energency rations,
throwing them down on the table Iike he mght have for a dog. It enphasized nore than anything
else that ny life was very nuch at risk: He might take it into his head any ninute to sinply cut
my throat.

He gave ne a disposable radiation coverall. | put it on even though | suspected he had cut hol es
init or rubbed the insulation off.
He took ne back to the flight deck and chained me to the pipes once nore. | crouched there, trying

to figure sone way out of this.

He began to have conversations with Corky about orbital direction and velocity and after quite a
while the big WIIl-be Was nain engi nes went off and the planetary auxiliaries began to drum

More conversations with Corky and then suddenly the auxiliaries went off. The silence was eerie.
Hel I er clicked every viewscreen live. There was Earth, |ooking awfully big. W were right above a
red-brown area. But the views appeared a little strange, sort of wavy.

He checked coordinates, and by consulting a nap that appeared on one screen, he |ocated Los
Angel es and then Las Vegas and then finally Barstow. His finger travelled east to a desert area
mar ked Devil's Playground. He turned to another screen and with a pass of his hand enlarged the
view directly bel ow. Wat a desolate desert it was! Al rocks and sand. Unlike so many ot her

pl aces, there was no cloud cover here. He passed his hand again and the i mage junped larger. A
cluster of what seemed to be newy constructed buildings. Directly in the center of the screen was
a large black area. He then got to work. Reading the screens, he cast the safety lines off the
unbrella he had built. Like threading a needle, he passed a tension beamthrough the cage that was
just below the mantle. Then he began to work conpression beans and tensi on beans and the whol e
rig moved around to the back of the ship.

He pushed it further and further astern, enlarging its image bit by bit.

Suddenly the whol e thing shivered. It nade a sudden novenent. The concentric, in-pointing bars of
the cage all went into place.
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"Cot it," he said with a sigh of relief.

"CGot what?" | said. | couldn't see anything.

"CGot the black hole in the mddle of the cage without losing the whole rig. Al right, nowlet's
see if it also works as a notor." He picked up a control plate and began to touch buttons on it.
Smal | jets seened to cone fromthe center out through one or another of the rods.

"That's fine," he said. "lIts position can be adjusted."

"Wth what?" | said.

"There's an automatic sensor for these coordinates. It's in the |owest ring of weights. Excess
energy fromthe hole can be poured through the rods and made to nove the whole rig very slowy up
or down or back and forth. It's got to stay in position for the next fewnillion years, orbiting
right above this spot in the Devil's Playground."”

"What is this thing?"

"A concentrating mrror. Energy fromthe black hole inside the cage is reflected down, passed
through the converter ring and hot-spotted on that pile on the Earth's surface. The | owest ring of
wei ghts uses Earth gravity to keep it upright. There is a sensor for coordinates in the weight
ring that adjusts position." He watched it for a bit. "Good. W' re through here."

He threw a bunch of switches that turned off all beans. "Corky, take us out of this and into
normal time, five hundred niles above surface."

"You're going to |leave that there?" | said. "Somebody mght run into it!"

"Nobody's travelling thirteen minutes in the future," he said. "Not on this planet. They won't
even see it in a telescope. And if any probe blunders into it, didn't you see the sign on it?" He
was pointing at a screen

There was a sign! It was all around the mantle. It was in English and it said:

PONER FOR PECPLE, I NC. No Trespassing

Hands O f H GH VOLTACE

We experienced the sudden flash and grind of a shift back into normal space. | always hated it.
The vi ewscreens | ooked nore nornmal. The Pacific Ocean spread vastly below. It seened, fromthe
shadow west of Hawaii, that it must be norning in Los Angel es.

Hel l er was busy with the viewer-phone. 1zzy's face appeared.

"Ch, thank heavens, M. Jet. W were getting so worried. | hope nothing serious caused the delay."
"I just ran into sonmething," said Heller, "but pushed it out of the way. Is the chief engineer of
Power for People there?"

"Dr. Phil A Mentor is right in the anteroom He's been sleeping there! I'mso glad you are al
right, M. Jet. | will get himat once.”
Shortly, a Vandyke-bearded nan was on the screen. | suddenly recognized himfromthe Countess

Krak's cl asses.

"I's your ferromagnetic pile in place?" said Heller

"Yes, M. Jet. Exactly according to your design."

"It should be hot now," said Heller.

Dr. Mentor was reaching for a phone. It evidently was a lease line as he didn't nmake any call. An
excited voice was comi ng through the earpiece and spilling into the viewer-phone. "Devil's

Pl ayground Cbservati on Post One."

"I's your pile hot?" said Mentor

"Jesus Christ, yes, chief. Hot or sonething. The whol e God (bl eeped) thing just disappeared right
on schedul e. Sonebody left a truck in there and it vani shed, too!"

"Very good," said Mentor. "Are the tine step-down capacitors functioning?"

"I''"ll check. We got so excited when the pile vani shed—

"Check those capacitors," said Mentor

After a nmonment, the excited voice cane back. "Yes, sir. There's a stream of nicrowave power
pouring out! They've got it beanmed into the sky at the nonent."

Mentor | ooked into the screen. "Anything el se you want to know, sir?"

"No, that's fine. Let lzzy in there.”

lzzy noved in front of the screen. "I'mso glad it's working. Congratulations, M. Jet."

"Thank you. How are you coming with the contracts?"

"Well, sone of the cities seemrather skeptical but they'Il cone through as soon as we have one
getting all the microwave power it needs straight into its mains. | think we are quite safe to

begi n construction of the microwave-mrror relay systens to deliver the power. It won't suddenly
run out, will it?"

"Not for the next fewmllion years," said Heller. "You're all okay on that, then?"

"Ch, yes. Just business routine. | think ratepayers will be delighted at a penny a kilowatt. |'m
assigning industrial rate at a quarter of a cent. There is one problem though: It's going to be a
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problemreinvesting all our profits, as this isn't costing us anything but installation and

mai nt enance. "

"I"'msure you're up to that," said Heller

"Well, yes," said lzzy. "But there is one nore thing. M. Rockecenter is not going to be very
happy when the oil and coal contracts start getting cancelled left and right."

"l suppose he won't," said Heller. "Now, have you gotten all the options to sell the oil-conmpany
st ock?"

"Options to sell in hand," said lzzy. "I included on nmy own initiative a |lot of national and small
oil comnpanies, too. W have options to sell practically every share of oil stock in the world."
"Good," said Heller. "My next project is to nmake it go down."

"Well, it will certainly fall, with this cheap m crowave- power network."

"True. But when | say 'down,' | nean down," said Heller

"It averages eighty to a hundred dollars a share right now," said |zzy. "How 'down' do you think
"down' shoul d be?"

"About fifty cents to a dollar," said Heller

"Oy!" said lzzy. "M . Rockecenter will be broke broke."

"That's the idea," said Heller. "Broke plus broke equals bankrupt. So what | want you to do now is
obtain an additional set of options to buy all the oil shares in the world at one dollar."

"WHAT?"

"You heard me. Your sell options will go for a fortune. Then, when the bottomis out, your buy
options will put you in control of every oil conpany in the world."

"Oy," said lzzy. "Qur dream of corporations running the planet is going to cone true! | hope Fate
isn't listening in on this conversation."

"We'll nake it come true sonmehow, " Heller reassured him

"M. Jet, just selling cheap power to cities won't drive the stocks that |ow "

"I know it won't. But this next project will. Anything else, lzzy?"

"Yes, M. Jet. Don't do anything dangerous. | worry."

"Ch, it's all very calmwhere | am" said Heller. "Bye-bye."

The vi ewer - phone went bl ank

My wits were in a hurricane. (Bleep) this Heller! That bl ack-hole nicrowave-power system woul d be
the end of Cctopus! Cheap power for all of Earth? Unthinkable! Wiat ruin it spelled for poor M.
Rockecent er!

Suddenly | renenbered that the Russians had | ong ago perfected satellite killers. | began to try
to figure out how | could get free and get the Russians to | ocate and blast that contrivance and
bl ack hole he had put in the sky.

Oh, woul d THAT solve ny problens! | would be the hero of the hour

Sonehow, some way, | nust get nyself out of this! The situation was utterly intolerable for
Rockecenter, for Hisst, for me. | could rescue everything if | just put ny wits to it. But how was
| going to do it?

Chapter 6

Hel | er addressed the tug, "Any sign of that other assassin pilot?"

"No, sir. |'ve been checking ever since we returned to nornal time. But | would advise extrene
caution, sir. | have turned us back to total absorption of any and all waves. But | nust bring to
your attention that if we go speeding about, we will |eave a nagnetic wake that can be spotted. |
severely... sincerely... severely... sincerely—ncorrect nuance. Urgently. | urgently counsel that

we just lie still.”

"Override, negative," said Heller. He got out a book. "Enter these coordinates in your itinerary
data bank and then plot a sequential course to them" And he began to read a |ong series of exact
spaci al positions all over Earth: North Anmerica, the Caribbean, South Anerica, Australia, Asia,
the M ddl e East, Russia, Central Europe, Europe, Al aska and Canada—+t went on and on and on

What was he up to now?

Finally he finished and the tug said, "I have all of them sir. They are strung now into
sequenti al nunbered positions.”

"Go to position one," said Heller

"That is Watson, California," said the tug. "Just bel ow us."

"Aimthe bow at it," said Heller. He was lifting the radiation shields off the ports. The tug
giddily tipped up. Five hundred niles below, the Los Angel es area was a snudge of yell ow snog.
Hel l er adjusted his screens. Magnification of the niddl e one showed that we were pointed straight
at an oil refinery!
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"Just hold there," he told the tug. He reached over to the viewer-phone and buzzed it. The worried
face of lzzy came on.

"Just checking," said Heller. "Have you got the buy options yet on all the oil shares in the world
at one dollar?"

"Good heavens," said lzzy. "They think we're i nsane—that we're wasting our option noney. But, yes,
our brokers are phoning in right now. Please hold."

He chattered into another phone. Then he cane back to ours. "Yes—they think we've |ost our nmnds,
but we've got them M. Jet, how could it possibly fall to that?"

"You'll see," said Heller. "Bye-bye."

He returned to his magnified view of the refinery below. He was checking a floor plan.

"At mospheric pipefill," he said. He nade a couple of tiny adjustnments to the position of the ship.
Then his hands went out toward the firing control of the |aser cannon he had lately installed.

"NO" | cried in desperation. "Don't blow up the refineries!"

H s finger pressed the firing button. The gun overhead made a brief whirr.

I watched in horror. The enlarged picture of a part of a refinery, | thought, would burst into
flame.

| waited. ! It didn't!

"Corky, position two," said Heller.

"That's WIlnmington, California," said the tug. And we noved.

Hel ler did the sane thing as before.

I could see no change bel ow.

"Position three,"” said Heller

"That's Long Beach, California," said the tug.

Hel | er repeated his actions.

"Position four," said Heller

"That's El Segundo, California," said the tug.

Hel l er went through his sanme drill.

"Say, what the Hells is going on?" | said. "Aren't you going to bl ow anything up?"

"I wish you' d make up your nmind," said Heller. "Half an hour ago you were telling me | shouldn't."
"Pl ease tell me what you are doing."

He gl anced at ne. "Everything they do in a refinery first passes into what they call the

at nospheric pipefill fromthe crude-o0il tanks. Fromthe pipefill it goes on through every other
process in the place: jet fuel, diesel fuel, virgin naphtha, you nanme it. All I'mdoing is putting
a false radiation charge in the nmetals of the pipefills. It will register like nmad on a Ceiger
counter but it actually doesn't affect another thing. You' re not going anywhere, so there is no
reason not to tell you that |1zzy has the device that nulls the wave."

He turned away and went back to work, and between himand the tug, they systenmatically did the
sane thing to every blessed oil refinery in the whole world.

It took a day and a half to cover them all

Then Hel |l er caught some sl eep. W were over Canada now, havi ng been everywhere el se above the

gl obe.

I crouched there thinking, what a strange thing to do. He wasn't actually destroying anything at
all. It seenmed very inpractical to me. Certainly not an Apparatus textbook procedure. He m ght be
a Royal officer, but he would certainly never qualify for a real organization Iike ours. No
expl osi ons! \What an oversi ght!

Bat hed and shaved and in fresh clothes, he came back to the flight deck. He fed the cat and then
he fed ne. He chained me back up to the pipe and sat down in the planetary-pilot chair. He buzzed
| zzy and gave hima phone nunber and told himto ring it and, when he had the party, to hold the
instrument close to the viewer-phone.

lzzy told the party that sonmeone wanted to speak with them He put the tel ephone where he had been
tol d.

"This is Wster," Heller said.

"Ch! Oh, dear Wster—what a wonderful surprise! | will always be eternally grateful to you, you
know. "

M SS SI MMONS

"And | will always renenber you," said Heller. "Listen. | have sonething you will be very

interested in. Did you know that every oil refinery in the world is registering as radi oactive on
CGei ger counters?"

"NO "

"Yes, it's a fact. | think you should get field teans out at once and check it. Every tinme you go
near one of thema Geiger counter will click its head off!"
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" GOCD HEAVENS!'

"WIl you check that for nme?" said Heller

"Ch, good Lord! If that is true, Wster, the Antinuclear Protest Marchers in every land will rise
inahowing storm™

"That's what | hoped," said Heller. "Denonstrations everyplace."

"Ch, you'll have them Wster. And thank you, thank you, thank you, you dear boy! THE
(BLEEPARDS) ! " She hung up

"Oy!" said |zzy.

* "Yes," said Heller. "Double oy. The oil shares will go down |ike a rocket in reverse. \Wen they

get near bottom sell. And use the cash for Maysabongo to exercise their contracts for every drop
of oil in reserve inthe U S Then in July, purchase every oil conpany in the world for a song."
"Ch, M. Jet, our every dreamis conming true! | just hope Fate doesn't intervene."

"Il try to see it doesn't," Heller said. "Bye-bye.

"Now I'I'l take care of the last small bit of this programand the mission will be done," said
Hel | er.

"Done?" | cried aghast. "For Gods' sakes, what nore could you do?"

"Ch, this last is just a little thing. The south pole has a tendency to wander over the sea.
have to give the globe a little tap to straighten up its rotation. Corky, take off for the planet
Saturn now. "

Sat urn?
My head was in a whirl indeed.
Al | could think of, really, was that he had just set notions in train which would utterly smash

Cctopus and all the other oil conpanies. Not even their massive control of news could quash the

pani ¢ that woul d ensue. Rockecenter, unless | got |oose, was through

I reviewed how | could renedy this catastrophe. Actually all | had to do was get Rockecenter to

put a satellite killer on to that unbrella device, bonb the Enpire State Buil ding, atom bonb the
Republ i ¢ of Maysabongo out of existence and announce to the waiting world that their refineries

were NOT radioactive. Yes, | could handle this.

But now for sone nysterious reason we were heading for Saturn.

HOW COULD | GET LOOSE?

Chapter 7

Hel | er was dropping radiation shields again so we could pass once nore through the nagnetosphere
I could hear the planetary drives w nding up higher and higher. | was chained very close to their
partition just back of the flight deck and the sound began to hurt ny ears.

"I don't think these auxiliaries are neant to run this fast,” | said fearfully.

"Ch, stop worrying. They take this ship up to the brink of the speed of light. They sound j ust
fine to me. "

They would, | grated to nyself. Oh, Gods, why did | ever get involved with anyone fromthe nost

i nsane corps of the Fleet, conmbat engi neers? No wonder their average service life was only two
years. Heller was |ong overdue, having gone three or nore tines that. And on top of that he was a
speed maniac. "Wat's the hurry?"

"There's no sense dawdling around. What with acceleration and braking, it will take us hours as it
is." He glanced at a readout that was whirring too fast for ne to read. "Saturn, right now, is
782,617,819 niles away. It's not at miniml distance. The closest it ever gets to Earth is about
740, 000,000 miles."

"Why Saturn?' | said.

Hel I er shrugged. He indicated the viewscreens with his hand. "You don't see any comets, do you?"
Conet s? Saturn? Now | knew he was crazy.

| made another try. "If you leave this fast, that other assassin ship is certain to spot our
turbul ence and even if they don't get us on a scope, they'll be waiting for our return.”
"True. They won't be able to follow us. They haven't got the speed we have."

"No, no. You don't understand. If we return, they'll be lying in wait for us. They can find us

even with the locators gone."

It had been on the tip of ny tongue to say that this proved he should go to Voltar right now That
woul d put nme home perfectly safe, as Lonbar woul d have hi m grabbed on sight and | woul d be freed.
But even as | opened ny mouth to speak, a sl edgehanmer thought hit nme: The actions this Devil had
just set in train spelled utter ruin for Rockecenter.

If I went home and | eft that mess, Lonmbar Hi sst would have me exterm nated so slowy it would take
months. It would be quite different if |I could cone galloping in and cry "I had to return so
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could save your life," or sonething like that. | had no excuse whatever to go back except that |
had been captured. Lonbar wouldn't |ike that.
No, | nust think of sone way to get free and undo the fiendish and diabolical work of Heller. |

could not go back and |l eave Earth with no Rockecenter, clean air, cheap fuel and happy riffraff.
Heller a total success? It was unthinkabl e!

| crouched down and thought harder

He told the cat and the tug to keep an eye on nme and went aft.

Earth, seen on the scopes, was dwindling like a ball thrown away. | realized suddenly that we were
going to go through the asteroid belt with, to all intents and purposes, no pilot. It froze ny
Wts.

Then | saw the tine-sight dial slowy turn all by itself. It spooked me. Was this tug really sone
sort of a ghost? | couldn't figure out where its voice came fromand Hell er had even stopped using
a mcrophone to speak to it.

Oh, nore than ever, | made up nmy mind, | had to get off this thing.

But even nore than that, | had to warn Rockecenter before it was too |late. Even now that (bl eeped)
Faht Bey m ght be turning Black Jow |oose. Supposing | should go back to Voltar and sinply tel
Lonbar, "Well, ny friend, | have just had the whole Earth base seized." Yes, there was no doubt of

it. Lonmbar would react, and not favorably at all

How t he HELLS could | get out of this ness?

Sone tine |ater we began to brake and perhaps a half an hour after that, Saturn was in view

I had never seen the planet before. It was imense. W were conming in at an angle to the rings and
| stared at those strange circles. The outer two were very bright and the one nearest us seened

t hi nner.

Hel  er came back to the flight deck

The tug had sl owed now al nost to a stop. "I'Il take over, Corky," Heller said.

"Sir, could I warn you that the gravity is very strong. | amcontinuing to brake. W are al so
quite near one of its noons and a new vol cano seens to be erupting on it."

Heller looked at it and it was a colorful sight. But then, the whole place was colorful: The

pl anet itself was yellow sh but near its equator seened pastel green, and there were patches of
reddi sh brown. But it | ooked very dangerous.

"You're not going to try to land on it," | said.

Hel l er snorted. "The surface is gas. Be quiet while |I figure this out."

I had no faintest notion what he was figuring out. He was passing a scope down the outernopst ring.
It seened to be nade up of thousands, nillions, billions of nassive particles tunbling in slow
nmotion, a circul ar parade.

Hel ler put the tug quite close to the outernost ring and travelling with the rotation of the whole
body at the same speed so that we appeared notionl ess except for the tiny novenent of the stars
beyond in the black sky. | was surprised that | could see star notion at all. This planet nust be
rotating on its axis nore rapidly than Earth.

"Corky, turn your traction beams on. Full power. W're going to take too big a bite and then shed
sone if we have to cut it down in size."

"Bite of what?" | said

"Ice," said Heller. "Those particles are ice. It will never niss a fewbillion tons."

"We canme all the way out here for ice?" | said.

"Certainly. W could have gotten some froma conmet if one had happened to be handy, but actually
this is purer stuff. W don't want too many stones.™

"What in Heavens' nanes are you going to do with it?" | said.

"Use it to tap the poles straight, of course,”" said Heller. "You don't want the poles drifting
over water again. It would flood Earth."

"You nmean you are adding water to stop floodi ng?" Good Gods, now | knew he was insane.
"Afewbillion tons of water is nothing. Water is awfully heavy stuff. Wat we're taking wouldn't
even nake a snmall mountain. Lock on, Corky."

The vibrations of the traction engines were added to the whine of gravity coils.

"Escape velocity is twenty-two miles per second," said Corky. "I recommend we do half a planetary
rotation. That's five hours and seven mnutes."

"Al right," said Heller. "Carry on."

The WIIl-be Was tinme drives went on with a fearful initial roar in the center of the ship.

Hel l er was watching a rearward screen. At first there was very little change in the outernost
ring, to which we were lying very close. Then | saw a hairline gap. As the seconds turned to
mnutes it began to w den

Very, very fractionally, the planet face began to nove rearward.
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About fifteen minutes later, | said, "We're going to leave a hole in that ring."

“It'11 fill in," said Heller. "Proportionately speaking, we're taking al nost nothing."

He thought it was nothing. The whol e sky behind us seened to be filled with ice!

"Some astrononmer on Earth is going to see this," | said.

"Ch, | doubt it. And if he did, he'd just think it was sone new conet."

"Well, the last assassin ship is going to see it, and they' |l know better."

"You worry too nuch," said Heller

"I"mal nost dead fromworry," | said. "Wiy don't you let ne lie down in a bunk and sl eep?”

He ignored ne.

Tinme ticked on. The vast anpunt of ice was creeping further and further fromthe ring and pl anet
face. The WII-be Was drives droned and pounded.

The tug was right. It did take nore than five hours to pull that huge nass free of Saturn's
gravity and into space.

It was travelling faster and faster now, glaring white in the light of the distant sun, sharply
outlined against the ink of space.

Hel ler and the tug calculated the course for Earth.

What ever el se was wong and whatever else | had to solve, one fact was clear as terror to nme. The
assassin ship couldn't possibly mss us. And it was lying in wait.

Chapter 8
The giant WIIl-be Was time drives thundered in the dimnutive hull, the traction nmotors whined.
Billions of tons of silvery ice were dragged for millions and millions of mles across the ink of

space. Once during the voyage it had gotten up to half the speed of light. Then the tug had turned
around and braked it for a while, reducing its speed. Now we were in front of it once nore, the
bul k of the distance behind us, travelling at a rmuch slower velocity but still far out and beyond
the orbit of Earth's nmoon. Heller was busy calculating things Iike Earth rotation and its
coordinates in its orbit around the sun. He adjusted speed a couple of tines and then seened
satisfied with the angle of approach.

Earth had ceased to be just another bright spot and was assunmi ng shape. The shadow of its twilight
zone was now becom ng very plain.

Heller waited until we were about four times the orbit of the yell ow sh noon away from Earth and
then put his clipboard dowmn. We and the ice mass were travelling very fast.

"Check these figures, Corky," and he read them off. "How does that strike you?"

"Well, sir, it isn't going to strike ME. The mass will hit the north pole of the planet at an
angle of thirty-three degrees in the direction southward on east |ongitude 36.5. By gyroscopic
precession, it will tend to shift the spin of the internal core slightly and nove the nagnetic
poles closer to the Earth's axis."

"And your conclusion on the effect of this?" said Heller

"I't will cure the tendency of the southern pole to wander over the water, thus nelting the place

and causi ng continental submergences. The liability is that it will probably hit some pol ar
bears."

"Thank you. Please verify the approach again."

"Well, sir, | think it will require a final downward twitch of six mllion foot-pounds of thrust

just before we disengage at the top of the planet's atnosphere. There will otherw se be a slight
cushion effect. Wat about the polar bears, sir? Should | send out a warning?"

"They're extinct," said Heller. "There isn't any life worth nentioning at the north pole."

"Thank you, sir. | will anmend ny survey data. Sir, ny 124th subbrain is reading red. There is sone
magneti ¢ turbul ence strai ght ahead about half a mllion mles fromthe planetary surface. It is on
vi ewscreen thirteen."

There it was! A coil of disturbance.

THE ASSASSI N SHI P

It was rising far above the Earth's surface to neet us!

"Blast," said Heller. "I didn't expect himthis soon." He picked up a m crophone. He spoke into
it. "Calling Apparatus vessel."

There was no answer. He verified that he was on Apparatus intership frequency, limted range.
"This is Tug One, the Prince Caucal sia, Exterior Division. | have a tow. | do not wish to be

interfered with."

There was no answer.

Hel ler tried again, "Apparatus vessel, this is Jettero Heller, G ade X, Voltar Fleet, operating
under orders of the Grand Council. You are directed to reverse your course and forgo interference
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with this tow"

No answer! And there should have been. W were returning to the planet, and leaving it was al
they were supposed to prevent.

And then it dawned on ne that that assassin pilot and his mate had al so received orders to kil
Hel | er!

The ship just kept on conming right up to neet us.

"Ch, blast!" said Heller. "I can't abandon this tow That crazy idiot is going to cause a
cat ast rophe! "
He had hung up the mke. He switched all controls to manual. | expected himto disengage fromthe

ice mass so we could flee

He didn't! The bull headed idiot was going to go on with his project!

W didn't even have a gun

The assassin ship was coning very fast now on the screens. Heller flipped up the viewport covers.
There the deadly vessel was! Slightly to our left. Very visible to the eye: he was so contenptuous
that he hadn't even switched his silver coating off.

Except for turbul ence, we ourselves nust be invisible to him But he had us spotted by the

near ness of the tow behind us.

Hel l er reached for our overhead, adjusted a dial and threw a switch. He put a thumb on the firing
panel . | couldn't inmagi ne what he was doing. W didn't have a real cannon

Abruptly, about a thousand yards ahead of us, another ship appeared!

It rattled ne.

It looked just like Tug One!

The second barrel he had put up there!

It was obviously an electronic illusion projector, so common in Voltar cel ebrations and displ ays.
To the assassins, it nust have | ooked like the tug had sinmply turned its silver coat on

The deadly ship was off to our left. It was turning.

I T FI RED!

The shot was well above the illusion

I T FIRED AGAI NI

The shot was below the illusion

ANOTHER SHOT!

Fl ame burst right in the niddle of the illusion tug!
Heller threw a switch.

The illusion vani shed!

For a breathless span of tine | thought we had gotten away with it.

If we had luck, the flying cannon woul d now turn away and depart for the planetary surface,
thinking it had done its job. Please go, | prayed silently. Please be fooled and | eave us al one.
Suddenly | realized what was wong. He nust have seen that no debris had resulted fromthe shot!
Either he or his instruments thought that he had m ssed!

He was turning, and even though he was ten mles to our left, | could al nost | ook down his cannon
barrel. His instrunents had found our turbul ence again!

A FLASH

The tug bucked.

VWE WERE HI T!

Suddenly the WIIl-be Was main drives shrieked into a high whine. , . It was as if a slingshot had

been rel eased and we were the pellet!

We vaulted across the black sky in a sickening cartwheel

Corky's voice: "Damage! Damage! Qur traction engines are di sabled! W have |ost our tow"

The planet's distant surface was hurtling up at us.

Hel l er's hand sl apped the throttles of the main drives shut. He yanked the planetary auxiliaries
wi de open.

W were braking at full throttle!

The Earth steadied to the sane size for three consecutive seconds and then again began to grow
smal | er.

Hell er was cuffing the controls around.

We faced now toward the vast white bul k of the tow

An expl osi on bl coned of f to our right.

The assassin ship was firing.

It was now visible to the right of the tow

Wth the auxiliaries, Heller jinked toward the expl osion spot.

Anot her expl osion flashed to our |eft.
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"Blast him" said Heller. "He's a better gunner!"” He was slewing to the left. | knew then that we
were up against the | ead assassin pilot. Yes, he was the better gunner. He was an expert at
killing ships that sought to flee battle. This unarned, unarnored tug would be nothing for him

The flying cannon was near the hurtling mass of ice.

Hel l er made the tug leap far to the right.

A shot exploded just where we had been a split second before.

Hell er dived. He haul ed up suddenly. And just where we woul d have gone, fire bl oonmed!
"He's too good," said Heller. "And he's only firing at turbul ence!"

W shifted skyward. The assassin ship was only a mle away. | saw its cannon w nk
Hel ler's hand closed on his firing pin.
An illusion of the tug appeared to the right of the flying cannon, between it and the ice tow

The assassin ship turned toward it!

On other screens | could see that we were hurtling down at the top of Earth, the battle travelling
at the dizzy speed of advance of that ice mass.

The cannon fired!

The shot went through the illusion and sprayed thousands of tons of ice about.

Hel | er maneuvered the tug.

The illusion seened to be closing on the flying cannon

The assassin pilot fired again. Mre ice tonnage flew.

The illusion seenmed to be broadwi se to the other vessel. It seemed to be closing with it sideways!
The flying cannon must have thought that all it had to do was push its nuzzle against the tug and
shoot .

It charged the ill usion!

Heller twitched his controls.

The illusion must be blanking off the entire forward view of the assassin ship! But we were seeing
it sidew se

The flying cannon instrunments and vi ewers nust have been all involved with the illusion. He was

dependi ng on instrunents and ot herwi se flying blind!
The assassin ship hurtled at its target!

Hel ler shifted the illusion to keep the assassin ship's nose headed at it and the instrunents
concentrated on it.
Suddenly | realized that the illusion was penetrating the edge of the ice mass!

The assassin ship made one nore charge.

A HUGE GOUT OF ORANGE AND GREEN FI RE!

The flying cannon had plowed straight into the ice nmass and expl oded!

Ice and flam ng chunks of debris nade a sphere of their own, close beside the racing mass of
frozen water.

Billions and billions of tons of ice were hurtling straight at Earth, out of control

Chapter 9

Ch, Lords," said Heller, "there it goes without its last correction!"”

He was | ooking at the ice nmass. Then he | ooked at the planetary surface. Through the viewports |
coul d nmake out what nust be Canada and Greenland and, over the curve, what nust be Sweden, Finland
and the north edge of European Russia.

"Qui ckly, Corky. Damage?"

"Nothing internal," the tug said. "The aft cable ends of the traction beans are totally fused. One
mustn't even turn the traction nmotors back on or they'd expl ode.”

"Time to repair?" said Heller anxiously.

"You don't have the tools aboard."

Hel I er watched the ice mass. | knew he nust be considering sone idiotic nove like trying to butt
it. Butt billions of tons of |oose ice? We'd just get buried init.

He | ooked at Earth again. "That's going to miss the north pole! Is there no way to give it
downward defl ecti on?"

"Bonbs. W don't have bonbs,"” said Corky. "My thirty-fourth subbrain says you could butt the

pl anet. But this conflicts with ny purpose to protect you fromharm Al we would do is expl ode.
The relative nmass of our inpact and the planet nmass are inconpatible. Correction. |nconparable.
Sir, you are now approachi ng the mag-netosphere and have your pilot antiradiation plate open

Pl ease dose it."

Heller didn't nove. He was | ooking down at the top of Earth and the hurtling nass of ice. "Ch,
Lords, " he breat hed.
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The vast, glistening expanse of ice was closing rapidly. It now had about a hundred thousand mles
to go. W were pacing beside it. Qur digitals read three hundred niles a second, eighteen thousand
mles a mnute. Another clock was runni ng backwards: It said there was 5.555 m nutes to go. Heller
drew a long sigh. He | ooked over at the ice. He | ooked at the planet surface. He | ooked at his

i nstruments.

"Well, it's a good thing we had it slowed down," he said. "There's nothing | can do."

He worked the controls and we drew off.

The great ice mass raced ahead. It was plunging at an angle toward a spot beyond the north pole.
It was going to strike a glancing blow but it would be a blow all the sane.

The seconds ticked by into mnutes.

I knew the TV would be alive. | wished he would turn it on. This thing would have been spotted
within the last hour. There nust be bulletins every minute on this "comet" that had suddenly
appeared up in the sky. It must be eyeball visible fromnorthern Canada and naybe even Engl and
now.

It was closing with ferocious speed, fifteen times that of the average nmeteorite. It certainly was
not on target for the north pole! It was going to miss it and hit at a flatter angle.

Sweden and Finland? No, they were slightly to the right of it.

It was daylight where it was going to hit. And it was going to strike |and.

Hel ler shifted the tug closer and to the left.

The ice mass struck the upper atnmosphere. Racing, it began to change its form At thirty niles a
second it had not long to go.

It mssed Finland.

It seened to be spreading out, its mass tunbled by the resistance of air.

Ahead of it | could see now what appeared to be a large inland | ake, blue in the brown of Russia
Some of it would hit that |ake.

In slow, slow notion as it appeared fromon high, it was racing down the last few mles.

I T STRUCK

It seened to generate an enormous flash Iike electricity!

An instant later, the mass seenmed to have quadrupled in size! A piece of it had hit the | ake!

Li ke a scythe it was sweepi ng onwar d!

Travelling at a low angle, it was levelling everything in its path.

MOSCOW

One second there was a city.

The next, there was only junble!

The scythe swept on!

Waves of cloud were racing ahead, southward. They were growi ng |less and | ess as they progressed
toward the Bl ack Sea.

Dust and debris were settling bel ow

And then | saw what it had done.

The recoil had flattened Leningrad.

Everything that was European Russia had been |evell ed!

That whol e nation was no nore

| npaned.

Even worse, there went all of Rockecenter's uraniumprofits, with the renoval of the threat of
atomc war! Ch, Gods, was | in trouble now

PART SI XTY- FOUR

Chapter 1

If | went home now, the second Lonbar heard about this he would have ne exterm nated.

There was no doubt of that in nmy mind now I|f ever | needed to be brilliant and think fast, it was
NOW NOW NOW

Heller was sitting there in the pilot seat. He seened to be praying.

We were hol ding at about three hundred nmiles above Russia. Fromthis point |I could see Turkey on
the horizon to the south.

Suddenly, at long last, |I had an idea!

"Ch, God of peoples,”" said Heller, "forgive ne."

I took imredi ate advantage of his mood, although | certainly couldn't understand why anybody woul d
be sorry about wi ping out a hundred million riffraff. "The tug is disabled," | said. "You cannot
go directly hone."

"lIt's just the tow ng equipnent,

he said. "I could probably make it."
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"No, no," | said. "You shouldn't put yourself at risk."

"Are you recomrendi ng all of a sudden that | go to the Earth base?"

| tried to keep the gleamout of nmy eyes. | had the whole plan now. It was audaci ous beyond
bel i ef.

"I have certain information," | said. "It is very vital to you. If | divulge it, will you give ne

your word as a Royal officer to take ne hone and turn me over there for trial?"

"I'f it's worth anything," he said.

"Ch, it is!" | said. "You saw that that assassin pilot wanted to kill you, even though he knew who
you were."

"That's true," he said

"You'll be interested to know that at the Earth base they think you are a spy who was sent down to
kill them They will try to execute you on sight."

"I could figure that out for nyself," he said.

"But you don't know this," | replied. "There is a secret way to get in."

He | ooked at nme, puzzled. But | knew | had him If | could just get himto the outer gate of the
villa and ring that bell, he would be shot down. And even if that missed, | could get himto ny

secret room and sound the alarmthere, and when we went down that tunnel the assenbl ed base
personnel would riddle him

"And why should | want to sneak in?" said Heller

And here cane the very creamof mny ideal "Gve ne a piece of paper and a pen."

He did. | wote on it and folded it.

"The information on this is so vital to you it will change your whole life. Pronmse ne that if
give you this sheet and you act on it, you will return ne to Voltar."

He thought a noment. "For trial," he said. "I will promse that."
"CGood enough,"” | said. And | handed himthe paper

He opened it. He went white as a sheet!

I had had the idea that would end all ideas. | had witten

THE COUNTESS KRAK | S ALIVE IN A CELL AT THE EARTH BASE
What an inspiration—especially since she was dead! Wat genius to use a corpse to |lure soneone in!

And if we got that far, | had that planned, too. Sonmewhere between here and there, | would secrete
a weapon. He woul d see her body and in that nmonent when his attention was off me, | would kil

him for he would be in shock. | was so bermused by ny cleverness |I did not hear what he said. He
had to repeat it. "You are lying!"

"No," | said. "I amtelling you the truth. Sone information cane to us that her plane would be
sabot aged by sone terrorists, and we picked her up at Ronme airport and flew her to the base. She
is alive and well, though of course in detention."

He did not say anything for a while. He was obviously in shock. Oh, how well this was working out!
"You' d better have sone proof of this," he said.

| had that all worked out, too. | had ny wallet. | opened it. | handed him a piece of paper. It
was the Squeeza credit card—her card with the Enpire State address witten on the back of it.

He | ooked at it. He recognized it. H s hands were shaki ng.

He could hardly talk. Then he said, "All right. W will go."

I was nearly delirious with joy—hard put to keep it fromshowing on ny face. |I could get himnow.
O that | was sure. And then | could sonmehow wi pe out his power conpany, Chryster, Okeechokee and
bl ow up the Enpire State and |zzy before those options could function. There woul d be

repercussions with Rockecenter, but | could say proudly, "Al is well, for I killed the man and
your enpire is intact.” | would be restored to favor. | could release Black Jowl. And | stil
woul d becone the next Chief of the Apparatus.

And all in all, | was absolutely anazed at my own geni us. \Woever before had used a dead wonman as
a lure? Only a brilliant Apparatus officer would ever think of that!

Chapter 2

I think that Heller was dazed a bit, not only by ny pretended news concerning the Countess Krak
but al so because of the destruction the assassin pilot had angled the tug into.

We had to wait for sunset. He would not let nme turn the TV on. | was very sure it was full of
juicy bulletins concerning the dem se of Russia. Rockecenter's PRs would be rushing the nmedia to
bl are how he insisted upon vast relief expeditions. But nobody need bother. There was little if
anything left alive in European Russia. Probably Sweden would just nove in to pick up any | oot
left Iying around and annex the place. The so-called satellite countries would throw off the yoke
and probably right this mnute were nurdering the Russian troops who had kept themin line and
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fattened off them World power had certainly shifted. Rockecenter nust be going crazy trying to
figure out how to keep international tensions up now | said as nuch.

"They can't blane any other nation,"” Heller said. "Every astronomer in the northern hem sphere

pl ai nly saw what they thought was a natural cataclysm The planet won't destroy itself with atomc
war now and that's the only benefit fromthis. So shut up. | don't want to hear about it."

He was doing some cal cul ations but his mind was not on it and his eyes kept straying to the sun

i ndi cator as we hovered there, five hundred niles above Turkey.

The tug spoke up about nidafternoon. "My thirty-third sub-brain has cal cul ated that the inner core
of the planet will now spin slightly nore true to the axis. It will take many years longer to

achi eve because the bl ow was so glancing. | have the figures. Do you want then®"

"No," said Heller, his eyes upon the clock

About six, with shadows growi ng | ong below, Heller went aft. He returned later to the flight deck
He was dressed in black. He had a kit bag over his shoul der

He unchained me and took ne to an engineer's quarters. He let nme pick out sonme of the Antimanco
engi neer's clothes which were still hanging there.

While | was still changing, he went to the crew s galley to get ne sonmething to eat.

It was then | found sonething.

| could not believe ny |uck

The jacket | was putting on had a hidden knife! It was about five inches |long and very sharp. It
lay flat against the left rib cage!

When Hel l er brought ne back a plate and canister, | carefully schooled nyself to continue to | ook
bl and.

"There's a field nobody uses," | said, "about three mles fromthe base. It is in a fold of the
mount ai n and i nnocent of rocks. It belongs to the base but the soil is worn out and it is not

| eased to tenants. They are giving it a rest. If we land there after dark, we only need to walk
over the shoulder of a hill and we will be on a road that goes right past the villa. And it, too,
is not much used. | can get you in there but you have to take ny advice and do what | say."

He was only half listening. He was | ooking up the passageway toward a clock. | knew what woul d be

on his mnd. Every part of himwanted to believe me but part of himwas also saying that it m ght
not be true. He | ooked rather white around the eyes. H s hands were shaking slightly.

I was careful not to exhibit any satisfaction over his state. What a brilliant bonb | had thrown
into him M whole situation was reversed. He was not even being careful

Dar kness crept across the |and bel ow

Heller, on the flight deck, carefully located the field and fed in coordinates.

Finally the Earth went black under us.

"Here we go," said Heller, and he reached for the controls.

I could scarcely breathe. In only a couple of hours | would be free to wi pe out the hopes of Earth
for cheap fuel. Rockecenter nust be saved!

Very shortly now, Heller's corpse would join the lifel ess body of the Countess Krak.

Chapter 3

We | anded with a whisper in the dark

Hel ler, at the airlock, put the cat back inside. "You stay here and guard the ship
down and he shut the airlock in its face.

We went across an open field and began to clinb the shoul der that separated us fromthe road.

The cat sat

"W nust be very quiet," | said. "Wen you see nme stop and listen, you must stop, too."

"You stay ahead of ne," said Heller. "Walk fast."

I wal ked along. | was desperately thinking of how !l could get behind him Al it would take was
just one stab. He was nortal |ike any other man and he seemed too inpetuous for caution. And | had

other ways to get him too!

W descended the slope of the shoulder and cane to the road. There was no traffic. W went al ong
the footpath beside the road. W passed the ill-fated copse where | had had so many wonen in the
car. We cane at length within reach of the villa gate

Everything was quiet inside. There was the glow of a single light burning in the garden and sone
yel | ow spl ashes fromthe wi ndows of the staff hut. | held up ny hand to stop him "There's a
secret lock to open the bars," | said. | reached up on the pillar and pressed the staff alarm
Urgent lights would be flashing in their quarters now

I silently opened the gate.

Hel | er pushed ne ahead of him He had no idea at all he was walking into a trap. | saw sonething
movi ng in the bushes beside the wal k.
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Musef and Torgut!

Ah, bless them They would be ready, as they had been for Black Jow .

Hel I er stopped. | glanced back. He was | ooking around. But he was not | ooking toward that spot
t hat had noved.

SUDDENLY TWO FLASHLI GHTS CAME ON

One fromthe right! The other fromthe |eft!

They were drilling straight at Heller's facel

Bel ow t hem were the muzzl es of guns!

Suddenly a scream

"The D.E.A. man!" cried Misef.

There was a clatter

A lead pipe had fallen to the wal k! The flashlights were weaving a wild pattern as they went
awnay.

They got to the wall.

They went up and straight over the top, barbs and glass and all

"Run for your life!" Torgut was bellowing in the field beside the villa.

The rush of frantic footsteps faded away.

| was stunned.

"What was that all about?" said Heller

| thought fast. | was swallow ng ny di sappointrment. "We must have surprised sone robbers at work,"
| said.

But | was very far fromthrough. Al | had to do was get to ny secret room step on atile and
sound the general alarmfor the whole base. They thought he was there to kill them | had | ong

since made sure they believed that.

Silently we crept into the patio of the villa itself. The only sound was the fountain. W went
through to ny bedroom Now, if | worked this right, | could con himinto my secret roomand get ny
foot upon the tile.

I opened the closet passageway. Heller pushed ne ahead of him | stepped through into ny secret
room

The lights were on. Krak's broken viewer still lay on the floor. My gun rack glinted invitingly.
Heller, seeing it, made nme step back

I only had one pace to take so | could step on the key tile and twist it to sound the genera
alarm 1t would not be heard in here but it would bring every nan on the base into the hangar and
set up every gun!

Hel ler was in ny way!

He seemed to be |i stening.

Then | heard it.

Soneone was coming up the tunnel fromthe other side of the

secret door!

Hel l er spotted the portal.

He reached out and grabbed ne by the armto hold ne still.

Yes, soneone was coming. They were now at the door. It swung | nward.

UTANC

She was com ng out of the hangar! How coul d she ever have known it existed? How coul d she even
know about this secret roonf? She was carrying two bags of heroin over her shoul der

She st opped.

And then in a draw so fast | didn't even see a blur, she had a snall gun in her hand!

Wth a sudden yank, Heller had ne in front of him

Ut anc was raising the gun

"Ch, darling!" |I screanmed. "Look, |ook, look! It's nel DON T SHOOT!" In terror | watched her
finger on the trigger.

I nmade a struggle to get free.

She | ooked straight at nme. '

SHE FI RED! !

Chapter 4
| felt the bullet jar ny ribs.
At the sane instant | saw her big black eyes.

They were cold and ruthl ess!
| felt nyself being hurled forward by Heller
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SHE FI RED AGAI N!

Then suddenly | was thrown to nmy left. Utanc's gun hand was in Heller's grasp
Wth a heave he snapped her spinning into the room She went down.

He was on her like a tiger

The gun was in his |left hand and pointing at her throat!

In this noment of his distraction, | saw the key tile not three feet away. Wth a sudden crabwi se
scuttle, | got ny hand on it.

I twisted. | pressed. | had sounded the hangar alarmthat would assenble the whole base. | felt a
surge of triunph. Then | saw ny hand. Bl ood was running down ny fingers. | had been hit!

The shock of the bullets vanished. The pain struck me in a red, twisting tide. The whol e room
seenmed to spin and upend. Itens in it |eaped into separate view as though unconnected with the
rest. Krak's broken viewer. Heroin spilled across the floor. The door to the tunnel once nore
tightly shut. Utanc's heels drumm ng on the floor.

Hel l er was no | onger holding a gun. He was strangling her with his left hand!

Utanc's eyes were wild!' She was struggling, threshing back and forth, trying to get away.

Then | saw that Heller was doing a terrible thing. He was undressing her

The t hought surged through ny pain: Gods, has he gone mad? Is this a rape?

Wth his free hand he tore her sleeves to bits and cast her jacket aside. H s fingers stabbed
under her belly band and yanked. There was a sharp rip of cloth. He tore her Turkish pants off and
cast them away. H s savage hand gri pped her underpants and tore theminto shreds!

Withing and twisting and trying to get out fromunder him Utanc was naked on the fl oor

The body, every nuscle taut, withed over on its side in iy direction

Through the pink mst of pain, | could not believe what | saw.

UTANC WAS A NMAN!

The conprehension hit nme |like another bullet. And then a wave of nausea swept through ne.

Ever since this creature had conme, | HAD BEEN MAKI NG LOVE TO A HOMO

| vonmited.

Heller still held the withing body down. The bra had been torn away, showing a hairless but male
chest. He was searching under the body's back. Then he shifted his holds and one hand started down
the hono's inner thigh. He yanked and Uanc screaned. He had renoved a flat wallet that was taped
t here.

Usi ng one knee now to hold the creature, Heller was opening the leather. He was evidently reading
sonmething. He read it again, aloud, "Colonel Boris Gaylov of the Russian KGB!'"

Heller glanced in ny direction. "If this was your wonman, it's the Code break of all tinme! You ve
been harboring an agent of the Soviet secret service! Was this your doing?"

| vonited again.

Hel l er turned to the homo he was hol ding down. "You'd better talk and talk fast! Wat were you
doi ng here?"

He had relaxed his grip on the throat and a stream of profanity—Russian, English, French-sprayed
fromthe contorted |ips.

Hel | er reached across the floor to where the heroin had spilled. He scooped up a handful. "If you
don't talk, this is going to go down your throat!"

Utanc screaned and withed and tried to get away.

"Russia is no nore," said Heller. "You can't betray it, as it has ceased to exist. Talk!" The
handf ul of heroin approached her nouth.

"You beast!" screanmed Gayl ov.

"Information!" demanded Hell er, the hand hol ding the heroin hard agai nst Gaylov's chin. "Did you
report this base to Moscow?"

"You son of a (bleepch)!" how ed Gayl ov. "Russia was wi nning! W would have ruled the world! W
had the greatest spy network man has ever seen!"

"Information!" said Heller.

Crystals of deadly heroin had reached those perverted lips. Colonel Gaylov spat themout. "I kept
our whol e worl dwi de spy network financed with heroin and noney fromthis base. And now everything
is wecked. Go ahead and kill ne!"

I had ceased to throw up. | got a grip on nyself. | had turned on the alarm The | onger he spent
here, the better they woul d be organi zed in the hangar. Wunded though | was, all was not yet

| ost.

There was nore struggle from Gayl ov.

"Did you report this base?" said Heller

"Yes, yes, yes!" Gylov snarled, spitting out heroin crystals. "lI've known you were
extraterrestrials since | nade that silly (bl eepard) there think he bought nme last fall!"
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Heller threw away the heroin. He was grabbing straps and Iines fromthe rack. As he tied the
secret agent up he said to me, "Every tine | think |I've gotten to the bottom of your crinmes and

can't get any lower, you always have a new surprise! They'|ll execute you for sure for this Code
break. "

| glared at himas he was taping up Gaylov's nmouth. | wasn't through. In just nminutes now, | was
certain that he would be dead. | hated himnore than ever for costing nme the love of ny life—

Ut anc! She was gone forever
Chapter 5

Hel ler turned ne over. He pulled back ny shirt and coat. | was afraid he would spot the knife and
flinched away.

"You've got a bullet in your side," he said. "And one in your arm" He found sone gauze
conpressi on pads and sone tape. He pressed them agai nst the bl eeding holes and fixed themin

place. "I don't think any vital organ was hit and there is no arterial punping. W'll get them
fixed later. Ri ght now, we have other things to do. Can you wal k?"
| groaned. But he got ne on ny feet. He reached for the secret door. | was bad enough off, but I

pretended I was even worse. My right hand and armwere fully operational. The knife could be
swiftly drawmn fromits secret place in the coat lining. If | could just get behind him if only
for a nonment, a sudden stab would finish himand all would be well. But | might never have to draw
at all. The noment he showed his face at the end of that tunnel, a blast of fire fromthe crew
woul d cut hi m down.

The tunnel door was open. He gl anced back at the securely trussed Russian. Then he shoved ne ahead
of him The door clicked behind us.

He seenmed to be funbling around in the | edge above the switches just outside the secret room door

And | renmenbered he had been all through this place last fall. He now had sonmething in his hand.
He pushed nme further down the tunnel
Suddenly | realized that I, nyself, was in grave danger. The nonment | canme to the tunnel end, a

bl ast of fire fromthe hangar could cut me down. And it wouldn't be bullets. It would be sl ashes
of deadly fire from bl ast guns!

Cunningly, | pretended to be weaker than | was. The tunnel end was just ahead. | was just about to
be pushed into the open

Expertly, | weaved and crunpl ed.

| shouted, "Kill him"

Instantly a barrage of fire racketed!

The whol e tunnel exit turned blinding orange!

I felt my jacket singe!

Sonet hi ng had nme by the collar, dragging ne back. "Wll, blast you!" said Heller. "It was a trap!"
He raised his voice in that piercing, Fleet-officer, carrying pitch. "I"marnmed! Don't try a rush
I's the conmander of this base there?"

Faht Bey's voice through a | oudspeaker in the hangar: "Throw out your guns and walk into viewwth
your hands up!"

"I am operating on orders fromthe G and Council,"” Heller called. "Any effort to inpede their
execution could bring a charge of treason. Throw down your guns and step over into view"

"W know exactly why you are here!" shouted Faht Bey. "W refuse to tanely let you execute us!"

"I have no orders to execute you," shouted Heller. "But | have a prisoner here, Soltan Gis, that

I nmust take to Voltar."

Faht Bey gave a short, barking | augh through the speakers. This doesn't fool us for a nmonent. Gis
is probably holding a gun on you. He is wanted here for nortgaging this base. W have a bl ack-
jow ed man in custody who has confessed. Only Gris knew how to sound that alarm Gis! Step out
into viewor we will begin barrage fire!"

"Stop!" said Heller. "lI've got Gis here. Are you going to listen to reason or aren't you?"
"Don't try to trick us, Gis!" shouted Faht Bey through the speakers. "W've already had an
eart hquake today and now you! | demand that you surrender! W pronise a fair conference trial."
I wailed, "I didn't cause that earthquake! This Crown agent did!"

"So you are there!" cried Faht Bey. "FIRE"

A torrent of slashing flame ripped into the tunnel nouth. Rocks fell! Stone dust swirled around

the green gl owpl at es.

"Cease fire!" shouted Heller in that high-pitched Fleet voice.

The shots ceased.

Heller yelled, "If you do not surrender at once, |I'Il bring half that roof down on your heads.
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Drop your weapons and step out where | can see you!"
The answer was a renewed stormof electric flane!

Heller was flat against the floor, up the tunnel and in back of ne. | | ooked around to see how
could get in back of him | had sone idea | could blane the difficulties of the base on him maybe
get Utanc/Gaylov to say he put her up toit. | was in pain, nmy head was in a whirl, but | had not
gi ven up.

Heller had a small device in his hands—t nust be what he had taken fromthe | edge. Am dst the
swirling dust he was pushing a | ever up and down.

"Blast!" he said. "The wall charges won't expl ode!"

Abruptly | understood what he was tal ki ng about. Wien he was here before, he had gone all over the
i nsi de of the hangar, saying he was testing for erosion. He had been planting charges in the
wal | s! And when | had shot at Crobe with a needl e stungun, no wonder it had brought tons of rock
crashing down into the hangar—+ had accidentally exploded Heller's charges! No wonder there had
been so nuch reaction!

Gouts of fire were probing deeper into the tunnel. Heller inched backwards. He pulled nme with him
by the heel

Then he did sonething very odd. He reached into his shoulder kit bag and got out two nmasks. He
pushed one over ny face. He put the other one on hinself. Gas masks? Wy?

He picked up his firing board again. It had three nore switches on it. He closed them

Muf f | ed expl osi ons sounded above the bl astgun din.

The roof didn't cone down. The firing did not slacken. Wiat had he done?

After a nonent, | saw a swirl of white snoke in a portion of the hangar | could see.

Then | heard sonme coughi ng. Faht Bey's cough joined it through the | oudspeakers.

Sonebody screamed, "Opium" Another took it up

The firing stopped.

There was the beginning rush of men trying to | eave.

A white fog cane swirling into the tunnel nouth.

The opium storage caverns! Heller had installed flame bonbs in themlast fall. Countless tons of
opi um wer e bur ni ng.
The el ectronic illusion which made up the hangar roof would not pass air. | had seen Heller test

it!

That whol e hangar was now full of a powerful narcotic—OPI UM SMXXE

There was a sound of men falling who had been trying to run

Then there was only the burning sizzle of flame as it ate into the opi um stores.

Hel | er shoved me ahead.

Through the soporific mist | could see the crew. They were sprawl ed all about, draped over
sandbags and guns, out cold.

Hel l er said, "Take ne to that detention cell."

I still had my chance. | felt for the knife and planned how | could get himahead of ne.

Chapter 6

My brilliant idea to lure himwith the corpse of the Countess Krak was about to pay off. We nmde
our way through the swirling white msts of the hangar and to the prison corridors. | indicated
the way but Heller was pushing ne in front of him W went up the |ongest passage and cane to the
end. The port of the door was covered and | was not giving himany chance to lift it. | knew
exactly what | would do. Surreptitiously, |I felt for the hidden knife in the jacket. Sick as |
felt, I could still drawit and plunge it into his back if | could get behind him And I knew he
was approaching a new nonent of shock

| spun the conbination. | got the door open a slit, enough to get ny hand through and unl ock the

barred grate within.

The light in the cell was dim nost of the gl owl ates seemed to be broken and | ay about in
shattered fragments.

I swung the inner door open and then stepped back, swi nging the outer door w de.

It put me behind him

He stepped straight through into the |large cell

A shaft of light seemed to be conming fromthe roof.

There was sonething |ying under it, something dark

Hel l er was four paces into the cell. He stopped, staring down and ahead of him
H s back was totally exposed!
Wth a stealthy hand | drew the knife. | stepped forward on silent feet.
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| raised the blade to plunge it into his spine.

VHONK

Sonething hit nme over the head!

| spun around as | fell

A heavy book hit ne again!

I was staring up into the face of a very angry Countess Krak!

Once nore the book came down and | went out!

Mnutes later | canme to. There was no knife in ny hand or even near me. My wrists were pinioned
behind ne, tied excruciatingly tight with what nust have been wire.

Hel ler was sitting on the bed. He was crying!

The Countess was kneeling in front of him smoothing his hair and gripping his hand.
"I knew you'd cone," she said. "When | heard the firing I knew it nust be ny Jettero."
He tried to talk and couldn't.

| didn't have any gas nmask on. | |ooked at the door and thankfully saw that it was closed. This
cell had an independent air supply.

Finally he said, "I thought you were dead. These have been the awfull est days | have ever spent in
my whole life. And when he told ne you were still alive, | didn't dare believe him"

They were both crying again and hol ding on to each other

At length Heller |ooked around. "What happened to the Iights? What is that on the floor?"

"That's a pile of ration cartons and clothes,"” she said. "I was trying to stand on themand dig ny
way out. Several days ago a funny thing happened. There was an expl osion up the air shaft. The
concussion was bad and it nust have knocked nme out for a while. It nade the hole bigger and broke
nost of the gl owpl ates.”

She was pointing and | |ooked at the air shaft where dusty air was comng in. Then | renenbered
that in the plan | had put hooks in the air shaft to prevent anyone clinmbing up it. But | had al so
pl ant ed expl osi ve charges there that would kill anyone who sought to go up through it. Wen Ahmed

had dropped the gas grenade, it had sinply set off the charges and the explosion had just bl own
the poi son vapor back out as the whol e series had gone off. It had damaged the solar lights. It
had al so opened up the shaft. Once she had gotten the hooks | oose, the Countess Krak coul d have
clinmbed right up to freedon

"I've got to get you out of here," said Heller. "Fortunately, last fall, | thought | m ght have to
take this base. But unfortunately, part of what | set up has the place swiming in opium snoke."
He took a gas mask out of his bag and gave it to her to use.

He noved over and began putting ny gas mask back on

"What are you going to do with hinP" said the Countess. She picked up the knife fromwhere it had

evidently been kicked. She was |ooking at ne. | knew exactly what was in her nmind. She wanted to
cut ny throat.
"I gave nmy word | was taking himback to Voltar for trial," said Heller

"You nmean we are goi ng honme?" said the Countess.

"Just as soon as | have taken care of a couple things and repaired the tug, yes—we are goi ng horme.
The mssion is practically conplete.”

"Ch, how wonderful!" cried the Countess Krak. "And when we get hone, | have the nost marvell ous
surprise for you anyone ever heard of!"

| gasped with relief. The noment he | anded on Voltar, he would be arrested on some pretext. Lonbar
woul d finish him

And as to what she was so happy about, those Royal proclamations were forgeries and if she ever
tried to present themit would nean i nmedi ate execution

| NSPI RATI ON

How could | arrange that they would present those forgeries so that Lonmbar could have a pretext to
execute them out of hand?

Ch, | was not finished. Not by a |ong ways!

I would get even with themyet for all the hideous things they had done to ne!

Chapter 7

It was hours later and the hangar presented a very strange sight.

Hel | er had sonehow scal ed the wall and gotten the electronic-illusion nmountaintop switched off and
I et the clouds of snoke sail into the night. For sone tine now the place had been full of clean

air, maybe for the first time in eighty or nore years.
Prahd had responded to a phone call and he had tenporarily patched up nmy wounds.
Ut anc/ Gayl ov was lying trussed up on a bench
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The Countess Krak was standing with a blastrifle to conmand the entrances in case any late callers
showed up.

Hell er had placed a big table in the mddle of the hangar floor. Sitting in chairs around it was
every officer on the base, tied hand and foot!

The rest of the crew were |ikew se secured, piled in rows upon the fl oor

Prahd was going around to the last of the officers now, applying an oxygen respirator to their
faces. Then he signalled he was through

Hel  er pounded at the table top with the butt of a blast handgun, using it for a gavel. "Now, are
we all awake?" he said.

Faht Bey and the other officers were staring at him They were very aware of their hands tied
behind themand tied as well to the chairs.

"Good," said Heller. "I declare the neeting opened. Now, first on the agenda is the status of this
base. "

"First on the agenda," said Faht Bey, "is a trial of Soltan Gis!" He jabbed his head at ne.

I was propped in a chair to the side, the place they usually position a nman on trial

"No, we're going to cone to that," said Heller. "You have been told, | believe, that | amhere to
kill you. I wish to disabuse your mnds." And he took fromhis pocket a copy of the Grand Counci
orders and a copy of his own and read them nunbers and all, in a very official voice. Then he

held themup so they could see their seals and signatures. "Satisfied?"
Faht Bey and the others nodded.
"Now, " said Heller, "this base doesn't happen to be listed. So it doesn't exist. \Wat goes on here

is known only to the Apparatus, but it happens to include illegal dealing in contraband. | have
evi dence that you are shipping opium heroin and anphetamines to Voltar. | am ending that
traffic."

"You can't!" said Faht Bey.

"Ch, yes, | can," said Heller. "Under my own cogni zance and as a Royal officer of the Fleet
enforcing His Majesty's regulations, | am commandeering this whole base in the name of the Voltar
Fl eet. "

"The Chief of the Apparatus would kill us!" said Faht Bey.

Hell er reversed the hand bl astgun and pointed it at their faces. "I think there will be sone

changes on Voltar when | return,"” said Heller. "But if there are not, you can always say you were
forced to do it at gunpoint."

The officers | ooked nervously at that gun

"All Voltar personnel on Earth,"” said Heller, "are transferred as of this nonent to the Fleet with
simlar ranks and ratings. And you will get Fleet pay."

That stirred them The Apparatus personnel were paid hardly anything, and Fleet pay was nmuch nore.
"Then | get paid too?" said Prahd, standing with his respirator

"You get paid too," said Heller

Ch, Gods, what a mess he was naking! Prahd was officially dead! And many of the rest of them had
nonper son status—eondemed crimnals, the |ot!

"Do you know, " said Faht Bey, "that many of us have no civil status at all?"

"l suspected that. But under the regulations of the Fleet, a Royal officer operating independently
i n unconquered areas can recruit and induct crews of any kind and grant thema full ammesty. Your
civil rights would be restored.”

They | ooked at himwith their mouths open and then | ooked at one anot her.

Suddenly Faht Bey jerked his head at ne. "That doesn't include hinP"

"No, it certainly does not," said Heller

"What's going to happen to hin?" said Faht Bey. "He nortgaged this base. He's guilty of crine
after crinme. He doesn't go free, does he?"

"I amtaking himto Voltar for trial," said Heller. He pointed at Utanc/Gaylov. "I wll take that
creature's testinmony, and with everything el se he has done, | think the courts will nake short
work of Soltan Gis."

They suddenly began to cheer, and even the cordwooded crew began to yell with delight. The hangar
practically exploded with their joyous shouts. At |length Faht Bey | ooked around and shouted, "Do
we accept his deal ?"

The di n was deaf eni ng!

"Then untie us so we can get to work!" cried Faht Bey. "W got to get this place so it looks like
the Fleet!"

I glowered. Turncoats. Riffraff. After all | had done for then
But | would have the |ast |augh. None of these poor fools knew that Lonbar controlled Voltar now.
I must go along with this. | nmust pretend that | was done in. |I'd even |look like | was
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cooper ati ng.

Heller's actions woul d not be condoned. They thought | was their prisoner. Actually, they were

m ne.

I would nmanage it so that | would be taking this Royal officer they were so stupidly appl audi ng
back to his death. And their own dem se woul d soon follow They were doubl e-crossing Lonbar Hisst,
who now control | ed Vol tar

Chapter 8

Just before the crack of dawn, Heller went over to the field and flew the tug in. He brought it
down through the illusion, which was back on again. Despite the extrenmely narrow linmits of the
hangar, he actually turned it horizontal and landed it on its belly over to the side.

The cat heard the voice of the Countess Krak and came out of the airlock Iike a |aunched torpedo,
yow i ng sonet hing dreadful. The Countess Krak had been guarding nme. The cat hit her in the chest
and she told it hello and petted it, distracting her attention. But it didn't do ne nuch good. |
was still tied to the chair. The whol e scene was very sickening. The base personnel had been
standi ng around, waiting for the tug to cone in. | had never realized before that they were, al
of them exiles, convicted of crines |large and small and banished to this place for life. |
overheard remarks |ike "Ch, think of seeing Mddon again," and "l magi ne once nore being able to
wal k the streets of Flisten cities and not having to hide," and in general, "Oh, think of being
able to go hone!"

Sonme of them found sone paint and put the synmbol of the Fleet, a circle around a diagonal bar, in
gol d agai nst pal e blue, over the Apparatus "bottle" of their shoul der patches.

Hel l er was underm ning this whol e base!

A perfectly good lot of crimnals were going conpletely bad!

Well, alot of good it would do them The REAL action was

ahead of himwhen he collided with Lonbar's coup.

Once the tug had | anded, there was a |ot of talk when they sawits stern. They had hated the
assassin pilots even worse than they had hated the Antimancos, and they were highly condematory
of what had happened to the tug. Two guards canme over to relieve Krak in watching me. She went to
the stern of the tug to | ook. She gasped and covered her nouth with her hand.

"Ch, Jettero," she said, "they could have killed you."

He was standing with the ship-repair chief. "It's just a few dented housings, dear. The cable

el ectrode ends are just fused to the sleeves. Link here says he can repair it in just a couple of
days. "

"Ch, but Jettero—f it had hit the hull!" said the Countess Krak. "My, but I'"'mglad | have the

means to get you into a safer sort of life."

"What do you nean?" said Jettero.

I knew she neant the forgeries. She thought he would be appointed to the Royal Staff at Pal ace
City, "freed fromthe absences and perils of the Fleet," if he successfully conpleted this

m ssion. She al so thought that she would get a Royal pardon and have her fanmily estates restored
But she was in for a terrible surprise. Wen she resurrected those fakes from wherever she had

hi dden themand tried to get the enperor to sign them she and Heller would be seized and executed
for forgery of a Royal signature.

"I can't tell you," said the Countess Krak. "It's a secret. But | can assure you, | sinply do not
intend to live nmy life with people shooting at ny husband left and right! Wat would the children
t hi nk?"

"Are there children?" said Heller

"No, not yet, but there certainly will be. And they're entitled to a real, live father. | think we
shoul d go hone as soon as possible."

The repair chief said he had the tools and coul d nake the parts. Heller and Krak went into the
ship and were gone for sone tinme. Wen they came out they had changed their clothes and alt hough
what she was wearing was not too unearthly, it was obvious to me that she nmust have left the bul k
of her wardrobe in the posh quarters in the aft part of the tug.

Faht Bey waddled up to Heller. "What do we do with the prisoners, sir?" He had never called ne

"sir," the rotten turncoat.

"Throw the Russian into a detention cell. Hold on to that bl ack-jow ed G abbe-Manhattan man. We're
going over to the hospital and we'll take this Gis traitor with us."

Prahd was still there and his car was out at the barracks. They prodded ne al ong and shortly we

arrived at the hospital
It obviously wasn't their first priority but they put ne in an operating roomand strapped ne
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down.
Nurse Bildirjin, nmy latest wife, came in. She regarded ne as she would waste in a trash can. She
si nply banged an anesthetic mask on ny face and that was all | knew about that.

It nust have been m dafternoon when | cane to in a hospital room | was strapped down on the bed,
the cat was sitting on ny chest, keeping a hateful eye on ne, and Nurse Bildirjin was standi ng by
t he wi ndow.

She saw | was awake. She threw two |ead pellets at ne. "They nissed," she said.

"Mssed!" | protested. "I distinctly felt themhit nmel"

"They m ssed any vital organ. |If you had any sense of decency, you would have stood a little
further to the left. Then | would be a self-respecting w dow. "

"You (bl eepch)!" | said.

The cat snarled, lifting a set of claws to rake ne.

"Wuld you like to see your son?" said Nurse Bildirjnr

For the first tine | noticed that her stomach was flat. She nust have just gotten out of
confinenent. | hastily counted up on ny fingers. That time she had junped nme after ny return from
New York was definitely not nine nonths ago.

She had gone out and now she returned with sonething wapped in blankets |abelled Hospita
Nursery. She tipped it toward ne.

"Listen," | said. "It's inmpossible. There hasn't been enough tine."

"Slightly premature,” she said. "Look at him"

It was a very well-forned baby, several days ol d.

I blinked. My eyes are brown. My hair is brown. Nurse Bildirjin' s eyes were black. Her hair was
bl ack.

THI S BABY HAD BRI GHT GREEN EYES!

It had straw col ored hair.

I T EVEN LOOKED LI KE PRAHD!

| snarled, "That baby nust have been conceived the very first night that that doctor arrived
herel ™

She sniled at nme enigmatically. "Well, it just m ght have been if you hadn't refused to | et him be
paid."

| groaned. Prahd was getting his own back

"And as it is," said Nurse Bildirjin, "your son will be quite wealthy when you choose to honor
your dowy and | et the bank have enough noney to pay it."

"1"I'l see you in Hells first!"™ 1 raged.

The baby started to cry. The cat raked ne.

Nurse Bildirjin | ooked meaningfully at ny covered crotch. "Then | guess |'Il just have to advise
Dokt or Muhanmed that you need anot her operation."”

| cringed. | knew what she neant. They would make nme into a eunuch

"All right," | said, knowing that | lied, "I will see it is paid."

But it was right at that nonment that | added to ny plan. | would go hone and deliver Heller and
Krak to Lombar. Then | would come back and undo all the danage Hell er had done by providing cheap
fuel. And last, for dessert, | would see that every Turk connected with this hospital and this

base died horribly! Including Nurse Bildirjin and this (bl eeped) baby!
Chapter 9

I spent a very sleepless night. The cat had been replaced with two guards fromthe base who sinply
sat, rifles across their knees, |ooking at ne, saying nothing. Young Dr. Prahd Bittlestiffender,
al i as Dokt or Muhanmed Ataturk, cane in. He was carrying a pan of instrunments. He nade a notion to
the guards and they went outside the door, making sure | knew they were still there, one on either
side. Prahd closed the door firmy and then said the nost outrageous thing that | have ever heard.
"I amyour friend."

| snarled. If | hadn't been strapped down, | would have torn his throat out!

"Now, don't be so upset," he said. "I have had a very trying day and a half. You have no idea how
nervous it nmakes one, attenpting to operate under the nmuzzle of a blastgun.”

"Who nmade the mi stake of not shooting you?" | said.

"Let's not be so antagonistic, shall we? Royal O ficer Heller kept a huge revolver trained on ne
while | renoved the two bugs fromthe head of the Countess Krak, and when she was up and around
again she held a rifle on ne while | operated on him The visio and audi o bugs you had ne install
in themare now gone. And I'mglad of it. They are very nice people, you know, not at all |ike
sone others | coul d nane.
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"So how does this nmake you ny friend?" | said savagely.

He didn't answer. He unbuckled a strap and noved nmy arm so he could get at ny side. He was working
with the cups that covered nmy wounds, checking them One was on the inside of ny left arm the
other had plowed along ny left rib cage. He injected a healing catalyst into them It stung like
bl azing fire!

He put cups back on the holes and fastened themin place. He strapped ny arm down once nore.

He | ooked at ne. "Friendship takes many forns," he said. "Just this norning | kept you from
getting into nore trouble."

"l can't be in nore trouble than I amin!" | grated.
"Ch, | think that is entirely possible," said Prahd.
There was a certain ook in his eye which boded no good. | braced nyself.

"Do you recall ny putting sonmething in your skull for you?" he said.

| stiffened further. "Well, you didn't really tell me what it was," said Prahd. "But | have the
distinct inpression it is something you don't want known."

| began to sweat. He was tal king about the breaker switch that prevented any hypnohel met on this
base fromworking on ne. Wthout it, the Countess Krak could turn ne into putty!

"They questioned nme," said Prahd. "They wanted to know if | knew of any other bugs on anybody.

Now, yesterday you nade another enpty promise to Nurse Bildirjin. |I don't believe you have any
intention of handling the various conpensations of health funds or the dowy. | don't think you
are even going to repair the nosque you bl ew up."”

"You're tal king about millions of U'S. dollars!" | snarled.

"No, | amtalking about that thing I put in your head. You see, Oficer Gis, | did not tel
O ficer Heller or the Countess Krak anything about it."

"Blackmai I !'" | said. "You swine!"
"Well, it takes one to know one, doesn't it?" said Prahd, gathering up his instrunents. "Or shall
I put it another way: | have |learned a great deal serving in the Apparatus. You have been an

excel l ent instructor."

"So you are not going to tell themabout this thing in nmy head so long as |I.
"Meet your proper obligations,"” said Prahd. "Frankly, | haven't the least idea what it is. | only
know you. So | will continue to cover it under the headi ng of a professional confidence. Oficer
Heller is quite sincere in trying to straighten out the nmess you nade, and now that | am a Fl eet
doctor | consider it ny duty to help himall I can."

H s green eyes were so bland, he was so self-righteous about it that | would have strangled him
had | been abl e.

"So you're going to tell him" | snarled.

"So | am NOT going to tell him You, for once," said Doctor Prahd, "are going to honor your
obligations. And that will help everyone. Agreed?"

| couldn't speak because of the way ny teeth were gritting. | managed, finally, a nod.

He was satisfied and left.

The dismal day wore on. It was made even worse when, in early afternoon, a songbird got in a bush
out side the wi ndow and whistled and sang with great abandon. He knew | was in there, and he was
just mocking ne.

Then di saster struck again.

THE COUNTESS KRAK

She came in all breezy, hair in a nodish fluff, dressed in a pale blue suit that natched her pale
bl ue eyes. The only thing which marred her was a healing cup on her eyebrow She wasn't wearing
brass-heel ed boots but she was carrying a carton

The guards went out and she placed the box on the foot of the bed. "A brand-new one," she said.
"Just for you." And she lifted out a hypnohel net and began to check its controls.

It was the first real evidence | had that Prahd actually had not told them about the thing he had
put in ny head, for Heller would have been able to figure it out. He had al ready seen an energency
light turn on nysteriously in the tug. And if she was going to put" that hel met on ne, she
certainly didn't know it wouldn't work, for | had fixed every one of themon this planet. The
breaker switch in ny head kept them from hypnoti zing ne. She nade no excuses. She sinply pl opped
it on my head and turned it on

"Sleep, sleep, pretty sleep," she said.

I closed nmy eyes and pretended the hel net was doing its job.

"Now, Soltan, you will answer nmy questions truthfully. Wat happened to the suggestions | gave you
| ast year that you would be unable to hurt Jettero?"

I knew how to act ny part. | nuttered, "SlumCity."

"You will tell all."
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"I was ill and I went to a doctor in SlumCity. He said | had been hypnotized and he found the
suggestion and nullified it."

"Ah," said the Countess Krak. "And howis it you could harm ne?"

"I did as little as | could. | saved you froma plane terrorists sabotaged. | was keeping you safe
fromthem" | didn't even dare open an eye to see how she was taking it. There was a | ong pause.
"Al'l right," she said. | could hardly keep from showi ng ny el ation. She was buying it!

"Now, listen to ne carefully. The things the hypnotist in SlumGCty told you are now fal se.
Hereafter you will be very careful not to hurt Jettero or nyself in any way. You will tell us
everything you know that will help us. If you do not, you will feel awful and get terrible
headaches. Do you under st and?"

"Yes," | said in a very nmuffled way.

"You will also not try to escape us. If you do try, your legs will feel like they are in flanes.
Under st ood?"

"Yes," | said.

"Now, Jettero is being good enough and kind enough to try to straighten out some of the things you
have done on this planet. You are under direct and explicit orders to do everything he tells you
to do. Understood?"

"Yes," | said, but | didn't like this. If |I backed down on sonething she woul d know t his hel net
had not worked.

"If you fail to do what he tells you to do, you will at once start vomiting. Understood?"
"Yes," | nmuttered, secretly withing. (Bleep) her! She had led me into a trap

"Now, you will feel rmuch better when you awake. You will be determned to help Jettero straighten
out your life. You will now forget that these were ny suggestions and think they are your own.
Now, as to your wounds, they will heal rapidly. Wien you awake you will think that is why I
hypnoti zed you. The wounds will heal rapidly. You will thank me for hel ping you. Understood?"
"Yes. "

She turned off the helmet and renoved it. She said, "Wake up now "

| carefully kept the fury |I was feeling out of ny voice. | said, "Thank you for hel ping ne."
She put the helmet away and left.
| cursed a steady stream for minutes. Trapped! | had to obey Jettero Heller or they'd know the

hel met didn't work and she would sinply stanp ne into a mangl ed ness.

They were all against nme. Prahd, the base, the people of Turkey, even the songbird outside the
Wi ndow.

I swore a savage oath to every God | knew of, including Jesus Christ, that | would get even with
themall, every one!

They all thought | was powerless. Wat they didn't know was that | was backed and had at ny cal
the whol e Voltar confederacy, if only | could get Heller and Krak hone.

Far into the night | turned and twisted. And then, very late, | cane to a decision. | would be
very cunning while we still remained on this planet. | would pretend to go al ong with what ever
Heller said. | only hoped that it did not prove too nuch for nme to bear. | nust do anything

could to get himto Voltar. Little did | know the suffering he planned for ne the very next day!
It was to prove conpletely every bad thing | had ever thought of hin

PART Sl XTY- FI VE
Chapter 1

I could tell by the window that an early June dawn was barely breaking, and yet | was being gotten
out of bed.

I knew they were up to sone deviltry, because they would not talKk.

Hel l er was there. He had on a stylish Panama hat, a summer-wei ght flannel business suit, a blue
silk shirt and a dark blue pol ka-dot bow tie. | could tell fromthe boxback cut of the jacket that
he had an automatic bolstered in the rear of his belt. He was carrying a gray suede attache case
He was just watching.

Two guards and a nurse were dressing nme. They had brought over a conservative, dark blue suit and
ensenble fromny wardrobe. | protested. "This is cruelty. | ama wounded man and need ny rest!”
That was the third tine | had said it and they still didn't stop

Finally they shoved me out into the corridor. Heller nudged ne al ong.

In the | obby | beheld Faht Bey. He was dressed in Western business clothes. He didn't even say
good nor ni ng.

Hel  er pushed at ne to make ne go out the front door

| stopped dead still on the steps.
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There stood ny Dainmler-Benz with the red eagles on the door

"So you've even taken over mny car!" | said.

Hel l er just nudged nme to get in.

| | ooked back of us. The two guards and Faht Bey were clinbing into a nondescript car fromthe
base. Heller nudged ne again and | clinbed into the Dainmer-Benz and sat down. He clinbed in and
sat beside nme. And then sonethi ng happened which infuriated me. Those two scoundrels Ters and
Ahrmred were sitting in the front seat. Ahnmed turned around and wi nked at Hell er

"That man doesn't deserve any amesty!" | snapped. "He's much nore guilty of upsetting this area
than I aml He raped the wonen! He even brought that agent in!"

"We've already discussed it," said Heller. "You' re the one who gave the orders."

The injustice of it bit like a whip. Never nmind. I'd tell Lonbar and Ahnmed woul d be shot. W
rolled out onto the nmain road. Faht Bey and the other car foll owed.

"Where are we goi ng?" | denanded

"You seemto have nade quite a ness around here," said Heller. "You owe what they call kaffarah to
a lot of villages; you owe the construction of a new nosque; and you signed sone things, anpbngst
them a bounced bank order for a dowy, on the Piastre National Bank. The manager of the |oca
branch says nobody can nmake heads or tails of your finances. So we're going to call on a man who
nm ght be able to: Mudur Zengin in Istanbul."

| slid far down in nmy seat. The last man | wanted to see was Midur Zengin. Teenie had said he was
furious with ne.

It quite spoiled ny trip. | couldn't even think of ways to escape, | was so involved with trying
to figure out what | mght say to Mudur Zengin. | nust owe himan absolute fortune in nonies
advanced by his bank.

We passed through the summer countryside of Turkey, but | saw none of it. W battled traffic

t hrough Uskudar on the Asian shore of the netropolis, but | gave it no heed. W crossed the
Bosporus, but | was unm ndful of the thick traffic below us on the water. W honked our way al ong

Kemeralti Street in Beyoglu and still | cringed. W threaded a passage across the Col den Horn on
the Gal ata Bridge and, wendi ng through the hundreds of towers and m narets, were all too soon in
front of the Piastre National Bank. | was exhausted fromnearly three hundred niles of dread. It

was going to get worse. Miudur Zengin said he woul d see Faht Bey, but when we all trooped into his
of fice and he saw ne, he | ooked Iike he was going to throw us out. Heller took the initiative. He
| ooked around the ornate roomand pulled three chairs up to the carved desk. "Do you nind if we
sit down?" he said.

"1 have no business with this man!" said Zengin, |ooking hard at ne.

Hel | er pushed ne into a chair and sat down hinself. Faht Bey took the third.

Mudur Zengin still stood. He was shaking angrily.

"We're trying to straighten out his affairs," said Heller

"The devil couldn't do that!" Miudur Zengin said. He only sat down so he could support his el bow
and shake a finger at nme. "Do you have any idea what this man has done?" He waited for no answer.
"He had a princely allowance: He squandered it all and ate into the capital. He |let a concubine
run wild with credit cards and never said a word. He left the bank responsible for paying those
bills and then he even bought a yacht. He went sailing gaily across the seven seas, having a
marvel ous tine. W financed the yacht, we paid for all its expenses —we even hel ped himsell it
for five times its value —and then he went running off and let the deal fall through."”

"I think there's some possibility of straightening all this out,"” said Heller.

"You do?" said Mudur Zengin. "But not with this one! He commtted the highest, greatest crine you
could conmmt!" He sat back, disdain curling his lips. "Wen he nortgaged his property, HE VENT TO
ANOTHER BANK! "

Heller said, "Certainly there is some way —"

"After an insult like that?" said Mudur Zengin. And he nmade a gesture like he'd gotten sonething
nasty on his hands.

"l think," said Heller, "that you know Faht Bey."

"Yes, we do business with the conpanies he represents. | amvery sorry and surprised to see him

m xed up with such a man as And he indicated ne.

"Well, Faht Bey and | are his fam |y advisers," said Heller. "W cane in just a little late on the
scene. "

"You certainly did!'" said Midur Zengin.

"Coul d you answer a question?" said Heller. "Could you tell me why your bank went on advanci ng
nmoney to pay his bills?"

"That is very sinple," said Midur Zengin. "Down in his safety-deposit box, this fool has stacks of
gold certificates just lying there, |osing noney every day, drawing only a snall percent. He
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wanted to | eave themthere. But soneday he woul d have to come in and open that box and we woul d be
waiting there with a claim And if he died, its contents woul d have gone to probate and we woul d
have col l ected.”

I groaned. | had not thought Heller would | earn of that box!

"Now, that is very interesting," said Heller. "I'"'mafraid that this Sultan Bey neglected to
mention it to us. Now, you spoke of a nortgage. What if we were to obtain evidence that it was
forged and produce the confession of the person who forged it?"

Mudur Zengi n shrugged. "It would be typical of the G abbe-Manhattan Bank in their internationa
dealings. If you produced such proof, the nortgage woul d be declared null and void and G abbe-
Manhatt an woul d be haul ed up for conspiracy to defraud if they knew it was forged."

Hel I er glanced at his watch. "It is 11:30 now. In the interests of your own bank, could we ask for
an interview with you after |unch?"

"Only for the sake of nmy other directors,” said Midur Zengin.

We left and he didn't stand or see us to the door.

"Well, Soltan," said Heller when we got outside, "I see that you have not been entirely frank with
us."

The car was parked in a lot now Heller pushed ne in and told Ters and Ahned to go take a wal k. He
shut the door and got an instrument fromunder the bar. It was a viewer-phone with tape. He pushed
t he buttons.

"Right here," said the Countess Krak, as her face came on the viewer.

"All set,” said Heller. "Put a helnet on that Russian spy and get a confession that he forged that
nortgage. Get it witnessed by avail able Turks. Put himback in detention for future trial data on
Gis and then transmt the whole confession through to me here as a valid docunent. Then put a

hel net on that bl ack-jow ed Forrest C osure, blank himout about the existence of the base and
tell himthat G abbe-Manhattan will find itself in crimnal court if it pushes the nmatter further
Got it?"

"Yes, dear," said the Countess Krak
Lucky them Lucky ne. | wasn't at the base where ny head installation would cancel those hel nets.
It was a close call. My own future plans depended utterly on keeping that fact secret. They nust

not know that Lonbar controlled Voltar

Faht Bey had found a restaurant and he canme and collected Heller. They went off and left me with
t he guards, who made nme eat some junk they brought, sitting in the base car.

Hel  er and Faht Bey cane back about 1:30 and Heller went to the Dainler-Benz and tore off the
transm ssion facsim!|e sheets and had another word w th Krak

Pushi ng ne ahead of him Heller took ne to the bank. But he didn't take nme up to the office. He
took ne down to the safe-deposit section. | tried to balk. | intended to cone back to this planet
in a blaze of glory. | certainly did not want to be wi thout funds!

We stood in front of the guard and clerk. "He wants his box," said Heller

They shoved a card at ne to sign.

Never did a hand and armgo so dead. If | signed it, | would be broke!

Hel l er was | ooking at ne curiously. Did he suspect a hypno-hel net was i noperative on ne? My life
depended on keeping that fact hidden

"Well, signit!" said Heller.

It was very painful. | had to sign the card

The clerk opened the bank's side of the box and left. The bank guard edged up watchfully. | opened
my side of the conbination. | plopped the cover back

Al'l those lovely gold certificates!

But Heller reached past nme. He picked up a slip that was lying on top. He read it, the receipt for
gold. "Aha!" he said. "Contraband gold fromVoltar! Absence of proofnmarks noted. Just |ike those
on the tug. This gives me, as a Fleet officer, authority to seize the lot. And this receipt wll

| ook just great at your trial." He put it in his pocket.

| felt physically ill.

He reached over and enptied the box. He nmade a hurried count. He whistled. "Nearly a quarter of a
billion dollars! So this is why Apparatus officers don't squawk about |ow pay. Contraband drugs,
illegal gold—=

"You were going to nmake sone yourself!" | snarl ed.

"Ah, but that is the operative word: nake some. Fromthese weights, those ingots are straight from
Industrial GCty, Voltar. But | shouldn't bait you, Soltan. You may just have solved a | ot of

probl ens. "

| contenpl ated seizing the certificates and trying to run. But the bank guard was standing there
And outside, the two arned nen would shoot me in the legs, painfully.
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Heller was propelling ne with a certain grip on ny el bow.

Shortly we were again in the office of Mudur Zengin. He was no |less frosty than before.

Hel I er handed hi mthe confessions. There were two of them

We sat and Mudur Zengin read the first with increasing interest. Then he | ooked at Heller wth
amazenent .

"This is incredible,” said Mudur Zengin. "A Russian spy received orders from Rockecenter hinself
via Moscow to forge a nortgage to the best opiumgrowi ng property in Afyon!"

"That's what he says," said Heller. "And Faht Bey can produce said Col onel Boris Gaylov at any
time with his full K@ credentials if it comes to any trial."

"Good heavens!" said Mudur Zengin. He | eaned back. "I see why he is confessing. Russia is no nore
and he has no place to go. Wiy, that's alnost worth the hurricane of wind and eart hquake we had
here the other day."

He picked up the other confession and read it with his eyes goi ng rounder and rounder. "Good
heavens! This confession by Forrest C osure, head of their International Mortgage Division, states
that he received direct orders from Del bert John Rockecenter hinself to forge a nortgage to that
prinme opiumland, and that the Russian and he cooked up a cock-and-bull story about a nountain
there containing an extraterrestrial base for flying saucers to get Rockecenter interested. Wy,
heavens, if this got out, Rockecenter would be the |aughi ngstock of the whole banking conmmnity.
Oh, this is rich!"

"So what do we do?" said Heller

"Well, young man, that would all depend on whether | decided to cooperate.”

Heller laid the gold certificates on the desk. | noticed the bank guard had foll owed us up to nake
sure we didn't leave the building with them

Mudur Zengi n shrugged. "W woul d have cone into possession of our rightful share of these anyway,"
he said, letting themlie there.

"Well," said Heller, "our msguided friend here has certain debts." He handed over a list.

Zengin | ooked at it. "Well, a small anount of these funds invested could provide a kaffarah out of
the interest and feed the poor of the naned villages. The dowy is sinply covered with cash. The
anti di sease canpai gn could be handl ed through a trust of invested funds to do that. I'm not

surprised at all about the nobsque. The Squeeza credit-card bills were paid by our bank and he owes
us, all told, sonething above five mllion dollars."

"How much woul d be left?" said Heller.

Zengin counted ny precious gold certificates. He waggled a pencil around. He hit a calculator a
few Iicks.

"About 232 nmillion," said Zengin.

"And if | turned this over to your bank," said Heller, "to nake it into a trust fund, could you
turn the noney earned by it over to Faht Bey here so he could run his businesses?"

"Well, you nmeke it very attractive. That nmuch nmoney under our control would I et us domi nate

| stanbul banki ng and even drive G abbe-Manhattan out of our operating area. It would give Faht Bey
here about four million a nmonth free and clear to run his businesses, and that's far nore than he
has ever run through his accounts. But | don't know. " And he was |looking with a frown at ne.

"M. Zengin," said Heller. "Faht Bey, whom you know, would have this young man's power of attorney
in perpetuity to regulate all these funds and to have all contact with your bank about this

nmoney. "
Zengin was frowning at ne. "Powers of attorney can be revoked."
"Possibly I have not been entirely frank with you,"” said Heller. "I did not give you ny identity."

"No, you did not," said Zengin.

"I ," said Heller, "aman officer of the Crown. The natter is conpletely secret. But | amtaking
Sultan to a country very far away. He will be tried and, with the evidence we have, he will be
sentenced for life or executed. | can assure you that you will never lay eyes on himagain."
"Real | y?" said Mudur Zengin, his jaw dropped. He | ooked at Faht Bey.

"He is just what he says," said Faht Bey, indicating Heller. "He is a very capable and trusted
officer. As a matter of fact, Sultan Bey is under arrest right this mnute. W are not troubling
Turki sh authorities with the matter, but Sultan will be gone fromthis country in a matter of

days, never to return."

Mudur Zengin began to smle. Then he began to | augh. Then he reached forward and grasped Hell er by
the hand and rose, pumping it. He put his armaround Heller's shoulders. "Sir," he said, "consider
me your lifelong friend!"™ Enotion choked his voice.

An hour later, practically awash with Turkish coffee and their pockets full of cigars of the
finest blend, Faht Bey and Heller paused by the car. The time had been taken up by clerks and bank
attorneys drawing up all sorts of papers that Heller had made ne sign. They hadn't given ne any
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cof fee and Zengin's praises or Heller were acid in ny ears. Heller was naking sure Faht Bey had
all the papers in his stuffed briefcase. "There you go," Heller said. "Now you' ve got ten tines
the finance you ever had, and all w thout even touching filthy drugs."”

Faht Bey was | ooking at himw th worshi pful eyes. He gave him

a crossed-armsalute. It was sickening!

Heller, in the car, before he called our drivers, buzzed the viewer-phone. The Countess Krak's
face pronptly showed.
"Business all went well,"’
tide."

"What are they going to do with then?" said the Countess

Kr ak.

"Mudur Zengin is putting the copies of the confessions in his vault. He's just going to show a
corner of themif the matter ever comes up. There won't be another whisper about flying saucers."
He [ aughed. "Ch, you dear, you really are the nost. Inplicating Rockecenter hinself was the master
touch. "

"Now, Jettero," she said, "you are inferring that you have a dishonest future wife. It just so
happens that every scrap of those confessions is the living truth. | even have Rockecenter's
orders in his own handwiting here, and copies of all of Forrest Closure's files, in case it ever
cones up again."

"It won't," said Heller. "And forgive nme for doubting you. You always do so splendidly. Do you
want anything fromlstanbul ? An eneral d neckl ace or sonethi ng?"

"l don't want anything fromthis planet,” said the Countess Krak

"Al'l right," said Heller. "W're com ng hone."

| sat seething in the car. He had taken ny base, he had taken ny car, he had taken ny gold
certificates. Before he left Istanbul he bought her an emeral d necklace in spite of her refusal
And it was only because he didn't think of it that he didn't take the nmoney for it out of ny
wal | et .

Ri di ng back to Afyon, | could hardly restrain nyself. Oh, yes, he was goi ng hone.

He was goi ng hone to Lonbar Hi sst—and his death!

he said. "The confessions turned the

Chapter 2

The next day at the base, the cruelty of themtoward ne continued and even intensified. | could
tell fromthe attitudes of those about ne that they were taking a sadistic pleasure in abusing one
whom t hey thought could not defend himself. | subnmitted to the abuse only so they woul d not

suspect what | had planned for them

In the norning the Countess Krak took it into her head—er had been asked by Heller—to collect all
the evidence that woul d hang ne.

She said, "Wen we turn you over to the court, we want to nmake sure the justiciary has all the
evidence. Wiile | was in that cell, | had anple tine to read the Vol tar Confederacy Conbi ned
Conpendi um Conpl ete, including all the Codes. It was very thoughtful of you to put that in there
Voltar law is very straightforward and no nonsense. But you have been associated with Earth and ny
recent experience has shown that anyone know edgeable in its so-called justice can find | oophol es
by the ton. Jettero, for sone reason, wants you to have a fair trial. You will claim of course,
that there are a |ot of |oopholes. And the biggest of themis that 'you didn't have your records
and 'all the evidence is hearsay.' Faht Bey has several teans out collecting sworn affidavits on
thi ngs you have done. So we're going to dig into the dustbins you call your files and assenbl e
them and if you have any defense at all, you sure better find it."

I was quite sure there wouldn't be any trial of me. The trial of them by Lonbar, would be quite
swift. And as to their affidavits, | fully intended to come back here with a Death Battalion and
wi pe this nest of traitors out. But under her piercing eye, |est she suspect that they didn't
really have ne at all, | let nyself be propelled by two guards into the secret roomof the villa
and under their watchful glare got to work.

Thi ngs were hi dden under piles of other things; boxes of recorded strips were covered with dust,
paint and sira. My logs were so badly scribbled even I had troubl e maki ng them out —+eadi ng ny own
handwiting was not a skill | had acquired any facility in. The dust grew thick in the air and
after a while she got restless and began to wander around the villa.

The bug in Uanc's roomwas working very clearly and | heard her in there. She had found the two
little boys crying under the bed. She didn't speak any Turkish and they spoke nothing el se and she
couldn't make rmuch sense out of the blubbering she got for answers, so she went and got Karagoz
and Mel ahat, both of whom spoke English, and tried to get to the bottom of what was wong. The
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villa headman and the housekeeper were pretty enbarrassed. The Countess Krak listened in grow ng
horror and disgust. It seenmed that Gaylov had nade the two little boys into catamites, and each

ni ght and sonetines in the day had practiced many sexual perversions with themto satisfy his
lust. They knew all along that Utanc was a nman but hadn't told anybody. Al this talk of
honosexual ity was making nme very ill and the guards had to keep nudging nme to keep nme worki ng at
the records. So | was not prepared at all for the way it all wound up. The Countess Krak coul dn't
believe it, but it seemed that what the little boys were upset about was that they weren't getting
it anynore, now that Utanc had di sappeared. Krak, on an enbarrassed via of Ml ahat and Karagoz,
tried to argue themout of it. But what she got was even worse. The two small boys said that

unl ess their nothers let themgo find Utanc they were going to run away and find other nen to
sleep with, and if they were prevented fromdoing that they were going to kill thensel ves the very
first chance they got!

By this time both Karagoz and Mel ahat were in tears, the little boys were in hysteria and the
Count ess Krak was in rage.

"This perverted planet!" cried the Countess Krak. "It's just as if they never heard of normal

sex!"

The two little boys were dragged away and | coul d hear the Countess going through Utanc's things
and giving orders to the staff to pack the whole roomup into trunks for storage.

After a time she came in and glared at ne. "While you're at it," she said, "you better dig up al
the evidence of how you got m xed up with Gaylov. There are thirty-two statutes in the penal codes
relating to honosexuality."

"There's honbsexuality in the Confederacy!" | flashed.

"Not with children, you filthy brute."

"Wait a minute!" | flashed. "I didn't have anything to do with that! | hate honos!"

"You better be ready to prove it!" said the Countess and stal ked off.

The injustice of it was like vinegar in my veins. | began to dig harder, assenbling ny records.

Then | paused. How the Hells did you prove you were not a hono? It was al nbst inpossible to prove
you were not anything. The only evidence you could collect was that you were things. You could
never show a court an absence of anything. You couldn't walk up to the judge and say "Here is a
list of the cars | have not stolen." The judge would just say, "Al you had to do was onmt from
the list the cars you have stolen: guilty as charged!" Justice was totally one-sided. There was no
such thing as negative evidence.

And just that nonment my eye |lighted upon the packet of photographs of ne and Teenie. There | was,
into her from behind: |ying evidence of sodomy! And children? Here was the |ying evidence of rape
of a mnor!

One of the sentries tittered.

| made a hasty notion to tear them up

The other one stopped ne. "I wouldn't do that, if | were you, Gis. W have to attest you didn't
destroy any evidence."
| began to sweat. | hadn't turned those little boys into catamtes. These photographs were

absolute lies. The toils of the law felt |ike whips as they wapped around nme in ny inmagination. |
coul d be hanged for things | had NOT done!

| steadied nyself. | made a plan right there and then to surreptitiously destroy such things as
t hese photographs the very first chance | got and to pick up things which would only incrimnate
others, just in case. It gave direction to ny work which promptly paid off. | found nyself hol ding

the copy of the contract Ahnmed, the taxi driver, had made concerning the buying of Uanc. It
cheered nme up. Ahnmed was the crinmnal in this case, not ne. And right under that was a pile of
strips fromthe Heller and Krak bugs that | was sure would show them plotting relentlessly to
depart fromthe careful instructions they had been given by nme, their m ssion handl er, and doing

all sorts of other things. I, after all, was also under orders here. | DI D have evidence that
woul d denonstrate a col ossal conspiracy to ruin ne. | got down to ny task of collection. But after
three nore hours of it, | began to feel very put upon. Wiy bother to collect all this? It just
showed their general cruelty to ne. After all, there would be no trial of MEE My task was to

deliver Heller and Krak into the hands of Lonbar. One glance at those forgeries of the Roya
signature would be foll owed by one command: "Execute them " And given Lonbar's hatred of Heller
personal ly and his hatred of the aristocratic class of Krak and everything it stood for, that
command woul d be very swift.

I would have to pretend | was going along with this charade that | would be brought to trial. But
| didn't have to like it

Chapter 3
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That afternoon the cruelty becane extrene.

They put ne on public display!

The Countess had seen that all the records | could gather fitted in a bag with a shoul der strap
and she had hung it around my neck, and because she had to go to other parts of the base for

af fidavits—and, | knew, to talk about me behind my back—-she had dunped me in the hangar, |ashed
to a chair, close beside the hull of the tug where Heller was working.

Clerks and workmen and repair crew all seened to be finding errands that took them across the
hangar floor, and al though the two guards on either side of ne told themtine and tine again to
keep nmoving, they would stop and stare. They woul d whi sper to each other behind their hands and
once | overheard an old clerk say, "You can tell a lot fromfaces: |ook at that scow." | would
have answered that that horizontal nmark was NOT a scow but came fromfalling on a skateboard, but
the guard, before | could get out two words, told ne to shut up

It was pretty dreadful. Qut of those two hundred crew, there were nmany | had never seen before.
wondered if there had been a special excursion fromthe New York office. It was hard to get
Heller's attention. He was helping fit the last sleeves in the tug repairs. He had tinme to tel
the cat it was a great cat when it canme swaggering over to show hima rat it had caught, but he

didn't have any tine to help fend off the glares his suffering prisoner was getting. | finally
convinced a guard that he should tell Heller it was urgent that | talk to him Heller came over
and | said, "What am1? Sone kind of a circus freak? | feel like a nonstrosity Crobe turned out!
Why are you keeping ne out here in the open?”

"Well, it's not fromany joy in your conpany," he said. "I gave you ny word to deliver you to
Voltar for trial. There are several hundred Turks and about two hundred crew that have expressed
varyi ng degrees of desire to kill you. Your guards asked permission to keep you in sight of the

Countess or nyself."

"What ?" | said.

A guard said, "They respect the officer and his lady too nuch to start a fight in their presence
And we al so don't want to succunb to the tenptation of killing you ourselves. Now stop bothering
Oficer Heller. W could have told you that."

O course, they had just made it all up to frighten me. My treatnent of these people had been just
what such riffraff deserved. But it showed me the futility of expecting humane treatnent. Prahd
came around and checked ny wounds right in public, and people thought they had not been serious
enough and were very di sappoi nted when he pronounced ne well. But they cheered when he told Heller
| could travel any time. About four o' clock, an electronics man who had been working inside the
tug cane out carrying a viewer-phone. "Sir," he said to Heller, "this thing keeps ringing. It's on
an Earth band and it's got Me Only chalked on its glass.” Heller took it and the nan gave hima
crossed-armsalute. This (bl eeped) crew was certainly putting on airs!

Hel l er found a tool box, saw that nothing but black hull was behind himand sat down. He pushed the
answer button.

"Ch, thank heavens, M. Jet," said lzzy. "I finally reached you."
" Somet hi ng wong?" said Heller
"No, | just wanted to tell you that everything's all right. That's what rmakes ne nervous. The

wonderful news that Mss Joy was all right after all couldn't hel p but whet the appetites of Fate.
How is she? Is she still all right?"

"She's just splendid, lzzy, as always. |'Il ask her to call you this evening and you can see for
yoursel f." "Ch, that will be wonderful. But | don't deserve it."

"So, how are things?"

"Well, bad news first. When Russia blew off the map, of course that killed all threats of

i nternational holocaust, so the price of gold went down. | was going to sell that weighty |lot you
gave ne but it's only worth about six mllion now Do you think I should hold on to it?"

"That's up to you," said Heller. "Is Russia that bad?"

"Oy, M. Jet. Russia ain't. And every one of its satellites has thrown off the yoke. It just shows
you that there's a God in the heavens after all."

Hastily Heller said, "How are the options?"

"All right. I'lIl get around to the good news, now G| shares are going down |ike the Black Friday
of 1929. We could already net five billion on the sell options. Brokers are ringing the phone to
pieces trying to deal but we're holding on. Mss Simmons is doing the greatest job you ever heard
of . They tried to shut her off the media and her people took to the streets in every country with
| oud bailers. People won't touch radi oactive gasoline or oil and Maysabongo is exercising its buy-
reserves options, so that's shut off. Qur oil-shares buy options are just sitting there waiting to
take over every oil conpany."

file:/l/F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2008%20-%20Disaster.txt (49 of 118) [8/31/03 1:30:18 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2008%20-%20Di saster.txt

"What is the last date for all these options?" said Heller

"The shares are all July options. The last real operative date is the Monday before the first
Saturday following the third Friday in July. That's because brokers close themout a week earlier
than the actual date on the options so they can clear their books."

"That's confusing," said Heller.

"Well, | know," said lzzy. "But if you don't keep such things confusing, then how could people in
the know wi n?"

Hel I er |1 ooked at his watch. "That Monday, then, is only about thirteen days away. So everything is
going fine, then."

"Ri ght on schedule, M. Jet."

"Well, you've got it all under control, then. I won't be seeing you for a while, lzzy."
"Ch, no! Did | do sonething to displease you?"
"Of course not," said Heller. "It's just that | have sonme other duties | nust attend to."

"What if something goes wrong?"

"We've discussed all this. You have Rockecenter, Junior, for a front name. And you are perfectly
capabl e of handling any corporate angl e anybody ever heard of. You have never fooled ne for a

m nute, |zzy Epstein.”

"Ch, dear!" said lzzy in dismy.

"Ch, by the way," said Heller, "you can close the condo."

"Ch, NO | have done sonething wong! You are mad at ne!"

"No, | amnot!"

"I refuse to close the condo!"

"At least lay off the staff," said Heller

"You'll need them when you get back!" wailed Izzy. "They had the whole place full of flowers to
cel ebrate Mss Joy's safe return! DON T LEAVE US, MR JET!"
Hel I er |1 ooked upset. He tried to speak a couple of times and couldn't. Then he managed, "1'Ill call

you later, lzzy."

Heller turned it off and put the viewer down. He wandered away, |ooking very unhappy.

Faht Bey was just com ng out of the tunnel into the hangar and approached him "You don't | ook
very cheerful, sir."

"It's kind of hard to leave," said Heller. "But |I can't wait around another thirteen days when
there's no reason."

"It's the lady, isn't it, sir?" said Faht Bey. "She seenms awfully anxious to get home, and | don't
bl ane her a bit, after all she's been through.”

"No," said Heller, "it isn't just the lady. My job here appears to be done and I want to get ny
report in as soon as possible. H's Majesty and the Lords shoul d know what is going on. Sonething
smells. "

"I quite agree, sir. |'ve thought it for years. Link, the repair chief, just told me that the tug
will be ready by sunset. What |ast minute orders do you have for nme?"

"Well, all right," said Heller. "Let's start with those three old freighters over there." He

poi nted across the hangar where three battered hul ks about the size of the Blixo had been shunted
| ong ago against the wall and stood festooned with litter and dust. "I was into themthis norning,
and with sone work they will still fly. Get themfully operational."

"That shouldn't take long," said Faht Bey.

"Now, any freighters comng in here should sinply be stopped and held. Do not permt themto |oad
drugs or depart."”

Faht Bey visibly shuddered. "They'l|l object."

"Look," said Heller. "Wien | get home, | will report this whole matter to H's Majesty or other
authorities and tell themwhat | have done and why. In such cases it is just a formality: Nobody
really cares nuch what happens on an unconquered pl anet. They al nost al ways back up conbat
engineers in matters of creating or taking over bases. In any case, you have my appointnent in
witing and | promise you faithfully that if anything goes wong | will bail you out."”

"That's good enough for me, sir," said Faht Bey. "You see, | and nost of ny nen here hate handling
drugs. Have you noticed that none of us take thenf? They're pretty awful!"
"Anmen to that," said Heller. "I've had sone experience with how they ruin people."

"There is another thing," said Faht Bey. "What will we do with these crimnals whose identities we
are supposed to change?"

"Well, a promise is a pronmise," said Heller. "You don't need enem es. Finish themup. Just don't
accept any nore."

"Good," said Faht Bey. "Can you give ne a hint as to what the operating policy of this base should
be?"
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"Make friends," said Heller. "Get Earth doctors trained fast in disease eradication. Get Prahd to
pass on what he knows about drug rehabilitation. Help the farmers around here to shift their crops
over to something |less deadly."”

Faht Bey was | aughing. "You nean actually run the school ?"

"Way not?" said Heller. "OF course, the Fleet or H's Majesty may have other orders for you. They
may even order you to evacuate the place. Wo knows? But it's best to let the future take care of
itself."

"Sir," said Faht Bey, "we'd leave this desolate plateau in a nminute if we had the chance."

"Well, life is never all sweetbuns and pink sparklewater. At |east soneday you can go hone."
"Thanks to you, Oficer Heller. You' ve been a breath of life itself. | and all ny men will bless
you to the day we die."

| alnost vonmited at this praise of that (bl eeped) Heller. And as to the day they died, |'d cone
back here with a Death Battalion and nake that as soon as possi bl e!

I began to think of all the rotten things Heller had done that | now had to undo. Just knocki ng
out his mcrowave-power unit was no | onger enough. Yes, one could bonb Ochokeechokee and Detroit
and the Enpire State Building. But that probably wouldn't be enough. In addition to a Death
Battalion to handle this base, | would have to requisition an Apparatus Flying Raid Squadron
obliterate all existing mlitary bases and—those that refused to capitul ate—seats of government.
It would not have to be a nmjor invasion, for we had a puppet potenti al

I could just see Rockecenter now. There he was, all ragged and forlorn, huddling in an alley
anongst the garbage cans, and | would cone up to him splendid in a full-dress Voltar uniform

fl anked by good crimnal Apparatus aides, and | would say, "Del bert, do you renenber ne?"

He woul d gasp and grovel and say, "Good God! Inkswitch, nmy famly spi!"

I would say, "No less, Rockie, old boy. |'ve cone to put you back on the throne of Earth, the

pl ace from which you fell."

And he woul d be babbling his gratitude while an aide supported his head to give himwater and
anot her bat hed hi s wounds.

Then together, armin arm we would walk forth, deaf to the piteous screans of the mained and
dying, and treat the riffraff to a holocaust the |ike of which had never been seen before.

And out of the gutters that ran with blood, Mss Pinch's pale hand would rise up and she would
cry, "Forgive nme, Inkswitch! Forgive ne, for | did not know. "

Sonmebody was shaki ng ne.

"Wake up." It was Heller's voice. "Get in the tug. The sun is setting and we are | eaving for

Vol tar within the hour.™

| snmled. That was all | needed to make nmy dream cone true.

Chapter 4

Aboard the speeding tug, for three solid days, | lay strapped down in a ginbal bed. It was sheer

torture: The WIIl-be Was tine drives were roaring flat-out for the first half of the trip, driving
us to the brink of extinction, and roaring flat-out for the last half of the trip, braking us
down. Sparks were flying off everything, and am dst the crackle and din, one didn't know from one
m nute to the next whether the vessel would blow up. | hate space travel, and especially in that
(bl eeped) tug.

The cabin | occupied was to starboard and i nmedi ately aft of the bridge, and every tine the door
opened, | craned nmy neck to see if anyone was on watch. The Countess Krak, dressed in a bl ack
spark-insulator suit, had come in fromtinme to time to feed me and check ny bonds, and never once
had | seen anybody in a pilot chair. My whole conclusion : was that | was not only in the hands of
speed mani acs but that they were also insane. There are all kinds of things to run into between
stars and, | had to conclude, they had sinply left it up to the robot tug to avoid them It put ne
on the verge of a nervous breakdown, conplete with froth.

But now the WII-be Was drives had died and we were on planetary auxiliaries, slow ng dow even
more for the last small part of the trip.

The Countess Krak cane into ny cabin wearing an ordi nary powder-bl ue space coverall. She gave ne
some hot food and was about to | eave.

| said, "lI'mgoing crazy in here."

She shrugged. "All right. I'Il |leave the door open." That was all the synpathy | got. But she did

prop it back. Heller, now that there wasn't any danger or need of watchful ness, was sitting in the
pl anetary-pilot chair. The Countess Krak sat down in the now unused star-pilot chair. "How many
mles to go?"

He didn't answer and she had to repeat the question
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"Ch, not too long. Only a few thousand miles," said Heller. "W'Ill shortly cross the outer defense
perimeter of Voltar."

"You seem very pensive," said the Countess Krak

"Well, yes. | was thinking of your safety. You are still a nonperson, you know. | wish to put you
in a hiding place before | officially report back in."

"Do you think that is necessary?" she said.

"Well, 1'lIl be frank," said Heller. "This whole mission started in a very peculiar way. They made
me a prisoner in Spiteos. And after the attacks by the Apparatus assassin pilots | have been sort
of leery of the whole thing. Fleet Intelligence Oficer Bis and | decided to go through with it
and see if we could find out what the Apparatus was up to. And | did find a secret base that
nobody knew about but the Apparatus, and probably very few of them But | don't have the whole
story. There could be fireworks and | don't want you in the nmddle of it, not with your status.
Wiy, | don't even know what's going on right this minute in Voltar."

"Are we in Honmevi ew range?" said Krak. "Maybe we could |l earn sonmething froma news broadcast."

He switched one of his screens to donestic bands and Home-view nmusic came in. | was being very
alert indeed. | had not known that he and Fleet Intelligence had been suspicious. | had the sudden
sensation that ny enenmies had nultiplied. | suddenly recalled the awful threat Fleet officers had
made to ne at their club concerning what they' d do if anything happened to Jettero Heller. The
stupid fools made an idol of this man sinply because he had been a racing pilot and an athlete and
had done nore than fifty volunteer m ssions. So he was a Fleet hero. Well, Lonbar Hisst, as
Apparatus Chief, was a man of sense. He hated the Fleet, he hated Heller personally, and he wasn't
a man to be checked by a little undeserved popularity. He'd make short work of Heller. My job was
to get Heller into his hands. Suddenly | was distracted fromny probl ens by an announcer sayi ng,
"And now it is our privilege to give you a replay of a selection froma popular nusical of Hightee
Hel l er, the darling of the spaceways, the sweetheart of billions of adoring fans."

H ghtee Heller, Jettero's sister, reputed to be the nost beautiful wonan in the 110 pl anets of the
Vol tar Conf ederacy, cane on the screen

Back of her was a | arge ensenble of dancers and a chorus.

She sang "Bold Prince Caucal sia" and the conpany got on a silly-1ooking boat and sailed off into
the sky. Heller and Krak, the silly idiots, both applauded her just as though she could hear them
"Well," said Heller, "lI've still got a fanmly, anyway."

"You'll have a bigger one if we can get things straightened out," said the Countess.

"That's why | nust play the return so carefully,” said Heller. "Nothing bad nust happen to you.
Here's the news."

There were sone shots of a park being dedi cated on sone planet, then a discovery of a new species
of bird on Flisten and sone other like itens.

A shot of some tanks being flown across a mammoth river cane on. The announcer said, "Rebel forces
on the planet Cal abar have been under heavy pressure during the past week from new Apparatus units
recently flown into the area.” It was followed by a shot of an officer who | ooked upset. "Arny
Cor ps Commander Zog has been deposed for his failures to make progress agai nst the rebels.™

The Arny corps commander said, "The adherents of the rebellious Prince Murtiiy have the advantage
of an unknown nunber of bases throughout the hundred-thousand-foot nountain ranges of Cal abar
These peaks are honeyconbed with caves. It has been ny consistent opinion that massive fronta
assaults are far too costly. | amtendering ny resignation to the Lord of the Arny Division."

The announcer said, "A spokesman for the Lord of the Arny stated today that the court martial of
Zog is a certainty. The Grand Council deplores the fact that this rebellion is now entering its
fifth year and has taken its suppression out of the hands of the Arny and turned it over to the
Exterior Division Apparatus forces." Lord Endow cane on, dribbling and drooling a bit, reading a
prepared statenment nearsightedly. "It is tine we... er... ended... ah... this unseemy... well...
irrati onal adherence to the Prince Mrtiiy. ... Er... well... we just can't go on countenancing..
yes, countenancing... a whole planet's population insisting on supporting ... er... hmm.. Prince
Mortiiy. | am proud... happy? No... elated?—what this word here?" An Apparatus officer canme on
suddenly. "Lord Endow wi shes to state that he is deternined to kill the enthusiasmof the

popul ation for Prince Mortiiy with fire and lightning and put a rapid end to this revolt."

"Well, well," said Heller. "So they pulled the Arnmy off the Iines there and the Fleet is not
participating. Those Apparatus 'drunks' w |l just begin systematic |ooting. Calabar's a nice

pl anet, you know-fantastic scenery. | was there once as a cadet and we couldn't get over how big
everyt hing was. And how beautiful ."

"The wonen, too?" said the Countess.

Hel I er | aughed. "None |ike you, darling."

He woul dn't be laughing, | told nyself snmugly, if he knew that his influential friend on the Roya
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staff, Captain Tars Roke, had been denoted and renoved to Cal abar

My thoughts, however, began to wander, for it seened the Apparatus was taking a pretty large role.
Intended for matters exterior to the confederacy, originally, it was taking an internal role nore
heavily than ever. It nust be getting large increases of nen and equiprment, for it had never been
very big. Being its chief was going to be a pretty large job.

There were some other news items and then the announcer said, "Concern for the health of His

Maj esty, Cing the Lofty—Long Live H's Majesty and the Voltar Domi ni ons—was greatly dinini shed
today by the optim stic announcenment by his spokesman, Lonmbar Hisst, that with plenty of rest he
can be expected to survive nany years."

"Hold it!" said Heller. "What is this? Lonbar Hi sst—a spokesnman for Cling the Lofty?"

"That's inpossible!" said the Countess Krak. "Hisst is just a gutter rat! He isn't a nobl enan!
He's violating court protocol. | know | had a lot of time to read that Conpendium That function
shoul d be perfornmed by the Lord of Enpire.”

"There is sonething wong," said Heller.

| seethed. My whole stake lay in getting himto an Apparatus base. Confound those Honevi ew peopl e
for arousing their suspicions! | knew that Lonbar had control of things. But they nustn't!

"Dear," said Heller, "maybe you'd better talk to the prisoner and see if he can shed any |ight on
this."

I cringed. It was alnmost as if he had been reading nmy mnd

Krak pronptly got up, opened a carton, cane in, and wi thout so nuch as a "with your permssion,"
pl opped a hypnohel met on my head!

She turned it on. She said, "Has Lonbar Hi sst been up to sonething?”

"Ch, no," | said in a properly muffled voice, not affected by the helnmet at all, "Lonbar is just
an efficient public servant and he has to cover up for Lord Endow. "

She thought for a nmonment. "Were you acting on Lonbar Hisst's orders when you sabotaged this

m ssi on?"

"No," | said. "That is what | amafraid of. That I will be found out. It was all ny own idea. | am
jealous of Heller."

"You don't know of any changes in the government?"

"No. Nothing is wong. My nbst recent conmunications just showed everything as usual ."

She told me to just lie there and not see or hear anything. She went back to the flight deck a
dozen feet away.

"Dear," she said, "he says nothing is wong. | think it is safe to land. And we can go straight to
Spiteos. "

"Spiteos?" said Heller, thunderstruck. "Wy?"

"Dear," said the Countess Krak, "I left sonme papers there. They are quite vital to our future."

"Lady," said Heller, "Spiteos is Lonbar Hisst's terrain. You' ve been hinting at this for nonths.
think you'd better tell me all."

"Wll, I"'msure it will be all right nowto tell you. The mission is over." And she proceeded to
tell himall about the Royal proclamations | had had forged. One still had to be signed, but when
it was signed, it would restore her identity, titles and | ands. The other had to be endorsed at
the end of the successful nission and it would give hima Royal post and no nore suicidal conbat-
engi neer assi gnnents.

Hel l er was amazed. "You saw these things?"

"Yes, and they are entirely authentic. You nustn't forget that other people think you are

val uabl e, too! W only have to present themto Hs Majesty for their final signatures.”

"Where are they?" said Heller

"I hid themat Spiteos," said the Countess Krak

"Ch, | don't know," said Heller. "Let's face it. You are a nonperson. You do not have any civi
status at all. If they laid hands on you and you didn't have these papers, they could just
i mprison you again. It's too awfully much a risk. | just went through too nmuch when | thought I

had | ost you to even discuss the matter further. Wen you re two hundred years old, gray-haired
and toothless and |'ve been dead for decades, you can bring the matter up again. But not before.
That's it. That's final. That's all there is to it. You are not going near Spiteos! FIN SH"
"Ch, Jettero."

"No, | nean it! | am NOT going to | ose you again!" "Jettero, you are always telling nme that al
life is, is a series of Consecutive risks joined together with hairs stood on end." "I didn't
say that."

"Well, the way you live, you probably think it. This isn't sonething one should throw away. It

means you can have a nuch better life and it nmeans that | can marry you. This isn't sonething you
throw away. You sit right there.”
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The Countess Krak came back in. She picked up the hel net microphone. She said, "Are there any
ot her copi es of those docunents anywhere?"

I had been holding nmy breath. But now, like a brilliant bluef |ash, an idea cane to ne that had
such certainty of success that | was in instant awe. The whole plan cane to ne, just |like that!
could not only escape thembut | could also get themcaptured. | was hard put to keep the elation
out of ny voice. | forced it to be muffled. | lied, "Yes. The exact sane docunents, perfect
duplicates, are under the floor of my office at Section 451."

When she took the helmet off it was alnost all | could do not to split my head in half with a

grin. Heller and Krak had delivered thensel ves straight into ny hands!
Chapter 5

He passed us through the defense perineter in the outer reaches of Voltar by giving the nunber of
a patrol craft. | had expected that he would use nmy identoplate but he didn't even ask ne for it.
I wondered where we were going. | had thought that he would |l and at the hangars of the Apparatus
Space Section, of course, the point where we had taken off. By craning ny neck I could see that we
were over a high plateau. That wasn't even the main Fleet base! Were was he taking us?

It seened to be late afternoon on the ground. But we were not near enough to make out mnuch detail
Then he did another crazy thing. A challenge cane up to us from whatever was bel ow and Hel |l er
said, "Upward Strike, requesting permssion to |land."

Upward Strike? That was the last of the original intergalactic battleships, 125,000 years old. A
nmuseum pi ece

We canme down like a plunmet in Heller's usual |anding style: fast and sudden

W were tail first, bowtoward the sky. It put me upside down and | hung there, standing on ny
head. Then ny gi nbal bed belatedly reversed and | was being held down, standing up and staring out
t he suddenly opened port.

WE WERE TOTALLY SURROUNDED BY FLEET MARI NES!

They stood with weapons ready—they even had a notorized field piece.

Hel I er threw open the airlock

A nailer blared out, "G ve us your recognition at once!” | knew that voice. It was Commander Crup
We were at Enmergency Fl eet Reserve

Hel l er yelled down fromthe entry port, sixty feet above the ground, "I thought that would get
you!" He was | aughi ng.

"Bl azing conets!" yelled Commander Crop. "It's Jettero Heller! Jet, boy! You scared us half to

death! We didn't see it was Tug One until the last two seconds. You coul d' ve gotten yourself
shot!'"
"I didn't want to put it on the comrunication channels that | was arriving here. And | wanted a

guard of marines. 1've got a prisoner | pronised to bring home for trial. |1've got to deliver him
to the Royal prison."

"Who?"

"Renenber that Soltan Gis?" said Heller.

"A "drunk'?" said Commander Crup. "Well, its about tine sonmebody arrested him Wat about Tug One?
It's an Apparatus vessel now. "

"I"'mtransferring it to independent duty on nmy own cogni zance. |'ve had a bellyful of 'drunks."'"

"Who hasn't?" said Conmander Crup. "Get the |adder out and you can get down."

"Good," shouted Heller. "And if old Atty is around, | want to see him too."

Oh, this was boding no good for ne. Those Fleet marines | ooked deadly. | waited anxiously to see
what was goi ng to happen

When they got the | adder, Heller went down it in a long slide. Then he ran over and he and
Conmander Crup swatted each other on the back. The marines stood alertly, eyeing the tug, and
knew they were slavering in the hopes of getting a shot at a "drunk." | began to sweat.

ad Atty, once Heller's racing repair chief and a watchman BOWN canme tearing up in a triwheeler
and punped Heller's hand and w ped his eyes.

Fl eet reunion! | bad forgotten how many friends Heller had. Next he'd probably take me to his

pal atial quarters at the officers' club and |l et the younger men beat up on ne for sport. They were
grouped around Hell er down there. Then Crup rushed off and a Fleet narine sergeant rushed off and
Any rushed off. They all | ooked very businesslike. What was Heller up to?

It struck me that nobody el sewhere had the | east idea we were back. | prayed |I could still nake ny
i dea work. Everything depended on delivering Heller to Lonbar, and here he was surrounded by
Fleet, the nortal foes of the Apparatus. The marine sergeant canme back and handed Heller a bag and
Hel l er scaled the | adder and gave it to the Countess Krak. Then old Any returned with a truckl oad
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of fuel rods, followed by an atnosphere-and-water truck. Then a civilian airbus junped the fence
and Commander Crup got out and talked with Heller.

Suddenly, | heard a step in nmy door and gl anced hastily sideways and got the inpression of a Fleet
mari ne beside ne. | felt a surge of fear. They had cone to get ne!l | felt the buckles of the

gi nbal bed part and | ooked up

I WAS STARI NG | NTO THE FACE OF THE COUNTESS KRAK, DRESSED AS A FLEET MARI NE!

Her hair was tucked under the conmbat helnmet. The tan, high-collared tunic was darker than the
slight tan of her face. She had done sonmething with makeup and | ooked |ike a too-handsone young
space sol di er.

So that was how he was going to hide her. | overcane ny terror of being so close to her and filed
the infornmation away.

PART Sl XTY-SI X
Chapter 1

Now, Soltan," Krak said. "No tricks. Wen does your office close?"
A surge of hope raced through nme. | didn't showit in my face. "Six," | said.

"That's sunset,"” she said. "And there won't be anyone there?”

"Nobody. They dive for hone."

"Now | isten carefully. W're taking you there to get the duplicates of those Royal proclanmations.
If you even so nmuch as quiver, We'll break your |egs. Understood?"

| nodded, careful not to | ook eager. This was going exactly per ny plan

She had a marine electric dagger in her hand. She put the satchel of ny records over ny head. That
was what | wanted, too.

"When we' ve got those proclamations,” she said, "we are delivering you to the Royal prison
Renmenber that | did not give my word that you would arrive there alive. The price is your
cooperation in delivering those docunents."

"You'd kill ne?" | said.

"After your trying to nurder Jettero? | saw it, renmenber. You don't deserve a trial. So do you go
along quietly and help? Or do | find out right here how effective this electric dagger is?"

She had it on. | could hear it whirr. But | tried to hide a snmle. She was playing the gane
exactly as | w shed.

She prodded me down the |adder. | went the sixty feet to the ground and two Fl eet narines took
hold of ne and marched nme roughly to the civilian car. The driver was a nmarine and beside hi m sat
anot her, hol ding a needl e handgun pointed straight at ne. | got in the back. Heller sat on one
side of me, Krak on the other. Heller waved to Crup and we vaulted into the sky. Al Voltar spread
out below in the waning sun. W passed around the main Fleet base and began to ningle with the sky
traffic. The driver was identifying us with his own identoplate, just another bunch of narines
going on liberty. As we approached Governnent City we bucked the outgoing evening traffic. The

Ri ver Well wound a golden track around the cliffs where the offices of Section 451 perched in
decay.

Then qual ms began to hit me. | was as tense as a string about to break. Could I pull this thing
off? My life depended upon it and so did Heller's death. If it didn't work, they would deliver ne
to the Royal prison. That was the province of the Justiciary of Voltar and not even Lonbar could
tanper with the decisions of those grimjudges. In the Donmestic Police prisons, the Apparatus
could spirit away crinminals after they had been sentenced, but not the Royal prison. Stern
tradition guided the justiciary there, for it housed only the nost notorious crimnals, those with
crinmes against the state. If they locked ne in there under charges, not even Lonbar could get ne
out .

This was a very risky thing.

Lonbar had better appreciate all the dangers | was suffering on his behalf. W cane in slowy,
maki ng sure that the office was now closed. O d Bawtch, the chief clerk there, was dead. | had
ordered himkilled along with the two forgers. So there was no risk that they would be around to
expose the invalidity of what we had come to pick up

It was dusk. "Looks like they' ve all gone hone," the marine driver said.

"CGo ahead and land," said Heller.

The driver chose a place between two parked airbuses and killed the engine. Heller got out and

| ooked around. There was nobody in sight. The building was | ocked. He was carrying a shoul der kit
bag and he got out an instrunment. He went up and down the wall tubing with it. He |ocated what |
knew to be the central communications conduit of the place. Wth two suction cups he fixed a field
coil over the area. It would give the circuits the appearance of still being alive. No alarm woul d
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trigger.

Then, with a pair of snips, he cut the conduit apart. No alarmwould go off and nobody coul d make
a call out of that building now.

| was praying soundlessly to every God | knew that mnmy trick would work.

Hel | er beckoned to the two narines. They al ready had guns pointed at ne. "This is the prisoner's
office. We are going in here to collect sone papers. But he also nmight get the idea of laying his
hand on a weapon. This is also Apparatus territory and he nmight get the idea his friends wll
rescue himbefore we can get himto the Royal prison. So at his first suspicious nmove, shoot to
stun. "

Hel ler notioned to ne and | pushed ny identopl ate agai nst the | ock

Inside, the place was its old, nmusty, dark, cluttery self, redolent with what sarcastic people are
prone to call "drunk stink." |I had no tinme to | ook around: under the prod of guns, | went through
to ny old office in the back. Heller set a |lanp down on a side table. Nothing had changed: dust
was thick; there was even an enpty hot-jolt can just where | had left it so long ago. Ch, office
of bitter nmenory and pain, office of nightmares and overwork, office of travail <+ had not m ssed
it even alittle bit.

My private toilet door was cl osed.

"Wl |, where are they?" said the Countess Krak

O course, there were no duplicates of those Royal forgeries. | said, "Ch, don't think I am
unwi | ling to cooperate. | amjust trying to renenber exactly which floorboard | have to lift." It
really didn't matter which one | addressed first: there was anple blackmail material under each
and every separate one of them for | had been collecting career data for all ny years in the

Apparatus. It's the only way one could get along and get his way. | nmanaged to look a little
distracted. | gripped ny |ower abdonmen and nade a face. Then | started to bend over to lift a
board. | got it partially up. One could see there were papers under it. | dropped it. "No, that's
not the one. | don't want to tear the whole place up ..." | grimaced harder. "If | only didn't

have ny nmind on having to go to the toilet. . ."
"What ?" said Heller.

"I've got diarrhea," | said. "It's the increase of gravity. A spacer like you wouldn't notice it,
but wei ghing one-fifth nore now has got ny systemupset. If you let ne go to the toilet, maybe |
could concentrate." Holding ny | ower abdonmen with one hand, | pointed at the toilet door with the

other. Heller gestured to a marine. "Check it out."

The mari ne opened the toilet door, played a light around the place, grimacing at the cluttered
stink. He shined the light at the wi ndow and went over close to it to | ook down at the River Wil
flowing darkly five hundred vertical feet bel ow. The w ndow was the kind that seals and never
opens. He cane out. Rather hurried, to keep up the pretense, | went in. | |ooked back at the
Count ess Krak and cl osed the door

Silently | slid the bolt shut.

Carefully I found the secret catch that opened the side wall. It worked smoothly and quietly. The
| adder was there to the hatchway above.

I reverently thanked Bugs Bunny for the inspiration he had been in ny life. The glass in the
square w ndow was silent-break. | hefted my bag of records. | swng it at the w ndow.

There was not even a tinkle.

j agged edges that remai ned were very convinci ng.

| stepped back through the secret side wall and closed it behind ne.

On silent feet I went up the | adder

Wth hushed fingers | opened the upper hatch

| stepped out into the starlight.

| closed the hatch behind ne.

Wthout a sound, | crept over to an irregularity in the roof and crawl ed under the eave to be
hi dden fromoverfly view.

A ventilation pipe was close to hand that opened into the lower office, so | took ny head wel
away fromit.

| SHOUTED A DW NDLI NG SCREAM

A silent second from bel ow.

PANDEMONI UM

The sound of soneone trying to open the toilet door!

The crash of a gun butt agai nst the | ock!

The rip of a shattered bolt!

"HE'S GONE! "

The sound of a chair as it overturned. A rush of feet.
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Then a voice, which was coning through the shattered wi ndow as sonebody | ooked down: "That's
hundreds of feet straight down!"

"Do you see a body?"

"Shall | call the river patrol?"

"Nothing can live in those rip currents."

"Do you see any sign of a |edge or a rope?" asked Heller

"Just straight down, sir. Here's ny light."

Fromup the ventilation pipe, the voice of the Countess Krak: "Ch, the poor dunmb fool. He
committed suicide rather than face a trial."

"Well, can't say as | blame him" cane Heller's voice. "H s execution was inevitable."
Krak: "Well, let's find the proclamations. That's what we cane for."

Sound of boards being lifted. Rattle of papers. Mre boards.

Marine: "Still no sign of anything down there in that river, sir."

Heller: "G ve us a hand with this search.”

Krak: "Maybe they're behind the walls."

More boards. Sound of filing drawers opening and cl osing.

Marine: "Blazing (bleepards), look at this stuff, sir. He nust have had bl ackmail on half the
peopl e in the Apparatus."

O her marine: "That's how the 'drunks' operate."

Marine: "What do we do with this stuff, sir? The disintegrator isn't working."

Hel ler: "They were apparently the prisoner's personal files. He's probably dead but the

investigation isn't over, so grab some cartons and we'll hand themto Bis of Fleet Intelligence.
No reason to |l eave themlying around to weck people, even 'drunks.'"
Krak: "lI'mgoing to |look in the outer-office files."

A lot nore paper rustling. Then the sounds of boards being put back and jamed in place with boot
heel s.

Krak: "There're no proclamations in the outer-office files. Just trash. Ch, blast, where could
those things be?"

Hel l er: "He could have been lying."

Krak: "Not the way | got the information. Have we | ooked under every board?"

Heller: "Every one."

Krak: "Oh, blast!"

Hel ler: "What did you do with all the affidavits and confessi ons?"

Krak: "They're in ny case in the airbus. What's that got to do with it?"

Hel I er: "They might contain sone clue to this."

Krak: "No. The procl amati ons were not even nmentioned. They're of no use to us now. The prisoner is
dead. Ch, blast! Well, there's only one thing to do: get the originals at Spiteos."

Heller: "Ch, no!"

Krak: "Oh, yes! | know they exist and | know exactly where they are. You can slip in there with
the tug and we can have themin two m nutes!”

Heller: "Dear .. ."

Krak: "No, Jettero. There is too nuch at stake in this. W should go right back and get the tug—=
Hel l er: "Dear! That means you could be putting yourself straight into the hands of Lonbar Hisst!"
Krak: "Nonsense. You just let down a ladder. 1'll go down and pick themup in a flash and we'll be
gone. | know you can do it. And our whole |lives depend upon it! W don't have to stop at the Roya
prison now, so we can return directly to the field. You re always doing far nore dangerous things
for much | ess reason. So let's go."

Hel | er groaned. Then he said, "All right."

| heard them putting the office back together. Then | heard them | oadi ng cartons.

The front door clicked shut.

Their airbus took off while I made nyself small under the eaves.

I was hugging nyself with ecstasy. It was even better than | had ever hoped for

Krak and Heller were delivering thenselves straight into the open jaws of death!

Chapter 2

When | knew that | was absolutely safe, | lifted the roof hatch, crept down the stairs, went

t hrough the secret door and back into my office

| tried a switch. The lights were off because of the cut conduit. |I found a hand light in a drawer
and turned it on. They had done a pretty good job of putting it all back together.

I thrilled with exhilaration. I was out of their vicious hands.
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But now I must make ny call.

A few short words with Lonbar Hisst and the whol e situation would be saved!

@uns trained on the spot where the tug would arrive, one fusillade and they'd plunge a nile
straight down into the chasmat the fortress edge. An unarnmed, unarnored tug—hothing to it!

| grabbed a conmuni cations unit.

It was dead.

I rushed into the outer office and stabbed ny identoplate at the huge conputer consol e that should
connect with everybody.

Not hi ng happened!

Hel I er had severed all the conduits and not put them back! well, all right. I would rush out to
a street nessage center and place the call through civilian circuits.

Swiftly | sped into the night.

The dull light of a nessage center |oonmed. | eagerly dived in. | reached in my pocket for coins.
| came up with a Turkish five-kuras coin.

It didn't work

| fished out a U.S. quarter

It didn't work.

I found a U S. Lincoln penny and tried to force it in the slot.

| banged on it and made it jam

Frantically | |ooked through my wallet and cl ot hes.

NOT A SINGLE BI T OF VOLTAR MONEY!

I | ooked around on the floor in case sonebody had dropped a fraction-of-a-credit coin. Very bare
Let's see. Ske. Yes. Ske, ny old driver, mght be living near

No. He wouldn't be living at all. | had given himcounterfeits and they woul d have executed hi m by
now.

Meel ey! My old landlady. Only a few bl ocks from herel

No. She woul d be dead, too, for | had paid her with noney that would get her exterm nated and no
questi ons asked.

The area was all dark. There were no people around. | had no friends anyway.

What to do? What to do? What to do? | had to get word to Lonmbar and fast!

A police station!

No, Heller mght have told the "bluebottles" about it and they might just pick me up for him

My ai rbus!

But | didn't know where it would be stored or even if it was still allocated to ne.

I looked wildly around. And then | had it. An airbus sat beside a building. | would steal it!
| crept up to it. Nobody was around.

LUCK!

The door was unl ocked!

I slid in.

LUCK!

It had no drive-control |ocks.

LUCK!

It started instantly.

| took off straight up with a roar, leaping into the night. |I |ooked down. Not even a head had

come out of a window that | could see.

Now, where was |?

Over to ny right was the place where Lonbar had his town office. | dived in that direction

Not even a light there.

| veered off to the left toward a place where Lonbar stayed while he was in town, a sort of
ranshackl e pal ace.

Conpl etely dark, not even any guards.

Well, to me that could only signify one thing: LOVBAR H MSELF WAS AT SPI TECS!

Luck agai n!

Oh, indeed, this was ny | ucky night!

I vaulted up into the traffic |lanes. Below ne Governnent City spread out. | went higher. SlumCity
in one direction, Pausch Hills in another. My eye fell on the dark masses of the mountains. Beyond
themlay the Great Desert. Beyond that lay Canp Kill and Spiteos!

I did a hasty calculation. The distance Heller had to travel to get back to Emergency Fl eet
Reserve was not as great as the distance to Spiteos but he would cover the distance to his target
with the tug. And he drove and flew awfully fast.

This was going to be a near thing.
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But | was on ny way!
Chapter 3

Sone small fires were burning at the canp. Beyond it Spiteos, the black castle, lay like a blot
upon the ground. The m | e-deep chasm agai nst the white desert sand | ooked like a knife scar in the
pl anet surface.

In the distance | saw no signs of gunfire yet. | really doubted if he could get in there
unobserved, absorbo-coat or no. Nobody knew of the existence of Spiteos except a fewin the
Appar atus: They guarded it thoroughly and carefully, and to blandly fly in there and land on it |
consi dered inpossi ble. No such ships ever came near it. The challenge would be instant, gunfire
woul d be inevitable.

I felt I was in tine.

I got a challenge. An airbus at night would be very suspect. Wth fifteen thousand troops at the
canp bel ow Spiteos, they had lots of sentries, lots of tine, no traffic to nention

| pushed my identoplate against the screen. The screen flashed:

Hol d where you are!

Not too unusual. | clunsily gunned the airbus into a hovering stop in the sky.

The screen said:

You are not on our traffic list. | picked up the mcrophone. "I've been gone. It is absolutely,
utterly urgent that | see Lonbar Hisst at once! This is top priority

energency!"

Hol d.

Spiteos lay black and brooding in the starlight and the glow of a nmoon just rising. A dreadfu
pl ace. One coul d al nost hear the groans of the thousands of political prisoners buried a nmle deep
inits bowels.

| began to fret. | |ooked over at the horizon where lay Palace City, but of course it was
invisible: It was powered with a black hole in the nountain behind it and was thirteen mnutes in
the future. | hoped that Lonmbar Hi sst wasn't there. Tinme was its defense but it al so made direct

communi cations difficult.

My screen said:

Can you spot the orange flare?

| 1 ooked down. At the far edge of the canp, closest to Spiteos, an orange flare pinpointed the
dark. "Yes." The screen said:

Land there and nowhere else or we will fire.

I sent the airbus plumeting down.

The orange flare was lighting up a circle on the ground and hurting nmy eyes.
| made a very bad | anding.

| opened the door to get out. There was a ring of Apparatus troops.

An officer was beside nme, holding a hand bl astgun. "CGet out."

"Look, | haven't got tine for this!"

"Just precautions. There have been threats against the Chief's life."

"Get me to himinstantly!" | cried.

"That's right where you are going!" said the officer. "March!"

"Look," | cried, "at any instant now a tug is going to try to land on the Spiteos roof. |nform
your batteries." "A tug?" !

"A tug."

"March!™" "Informthem ™ | cried.

"March!"

They took ne to the tunnel entrance and pushed ne into a guard car. We hurtled to the first
checkpoint. The sentries searched ne and | ooked through ny satchel of evidence. They pushed ne
back in and we roared through the |ong tunnel

We came out and they escorted me into an el evator.

We went rocketing up and exited into the outer office of Lonmbar Hisst. There were no clerks-

ar ound.

The officer nade a signal on Lonbar's door

It opened.

There was Lonbar Hisst!

He was as tall and as heavy and as mean | ooking as al ways, but there was a heavier scow on his
face. It nade ne very nervous

"What are you doing here?" he thundered. "When | was told you wanted to land, | couldn't believe
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it. You're supposed to be on Blito-P3!"

"Ch, sir, there isn't time! In just mnutes, Jettero Heller will be here."
" WHAT?"

"Jettero Heller, sir—+the man you sent on Mssion Earth."

"You didn't kill hinP" said Lonmbar, incredulous.

"Well, no sir. He ducked."

"VWHY is he coning here?" snarled Lonbar.

That tone of voice terrifies me when he uses it. | opened nmy nouth to tell himthat Heller was
comng to get some forged docunments. But then, with sudden wit, | checked nyself. If | adnmitted
knew of those docunents, | nyself would be involved in the forgery penalties. | wound up just
openi ng and cl osing ny nouth several tines.

Lonmbar's eyes went like slits. "You don't have to tell me. | know why. They're all after ne!"

| tried to speak again but he interrupted nme. Lonbar never waited for any answers.

"Ch, that aristocratic upstart! The insolence!" said Lonbar. "Coming to kill me! The effrontery of

it

Hi s paranoi a was not about to be checked by anything | could say.

"I's he coming in a tank?" said Hisst. "No, he wouldn't get near here in a tank. He's coning in a
space battleship!" Was there a flash of fear on his face?

"No, sir. Please, sir. He's coming in a tug."

"A what ?"

"A space tug."

"The tug! No arns! No arnor!"”

At that instant, alarns went throughout the area!

The screami ng how of them hurt ny ears!

HELLER HAD BEEN SPOTTED!

H sst | ooked for an instant |ike he was going to rush back into his office. Then he checked

hi nsel f.

Suddenly he rushed forward toward the elevator. | raced after him

I knew where he was goi ng.

There is no fighter cover at Spiteos as it would be too obvious. But Lonbar Hisst had a flying
cannon of his own. It was buried deep in the castle, with a tunnel for inmediate release into the
air. It was the nost arnored, nost heavily built flying cannon ever made. Its gun could knock down
a city and no known projectile or beam could even dent its hide.

| raced after him

| barely made it into the elevator. Down we went |ike a powered bonb. We were in the hangar
in seconds. There sat the inpregnable nonster, black, big and ugly. Lonbar |eaped into it and
piled into the second seat.

Lombar was pushi ng buttons which opened the exits. The drives of the brute roared to life.
Heller, | exulted, you will shortly be the nost dead spacer anybody ever heard of!

Here we cone!

Chapter 4

The tunnel walls were rushing by. Ahead | saw the stars.

We burst out upon a world of franticness.

The dull green noonlight fell upon a canp stirred up |ike bog beetles running nadly everywhere.
Even through the wi ndow of the giant flying cannon | could hear the strident scream ng of alarns.
Fifteen thousand nen were pouring to their batteries of guns.

Lonbar was clinbing. The engines screaned. | |ooked wildly everywhere.

I could see no tug, no Heller, nothing!

He shoul d be hovering over Spiteos to let the Countess off. But well away fromit and | ooki ng down
onit, | could see nothing.

That didn't nean he wasn't there. Absorbo-coat would not reflect any light or beam But neither
would it pass light and that tug shoul d make a shadow agai nst the desert sand, against the stars
or noon.

Al'l our screens were blank except for the ground bel ow

Then suddenly, there it was, directly above the canp! The tug! A black sil houette!

Abruptly, like a ring of blue electric flame, a thousand defense guns opened up

Arcs of fire two miles long carved a savage geonetric pattern in the sky. The apex of the two
cones was the silhouette!

They must be mi ssing!
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It was still there!

The amount of fire redoubled fromthe ground.

Lonbar, snarling so his teeth showed, turned the nose of the flying cannon in a deadly curve.
His fingers pressed the trips!

Qur vessel bucked |ike a thing gone nad!

The screech of our missiles pierced ny ears!

W nust be nissing!

There was no target burst of flame.

The sil houette was still there!

An il lusion!

Hel ler was throwing a silhouette illusion of the tug above the canp!

He nmust be sonewhere el se!

| glanced out ny window at Spiteos, over to our right. | could see it was very black there even

with nmy flane-dazzl ed eyes.

| |1 ooked back at our viewscreens.

One was pointing at Spiteos.

Ther el

There was sonething there!

| 1 ooked cl oser.

A | adder! Lacki ng absorbo-coat, it was reflecting on our screen

In the mddle of the dangling | adder was a figure. That woul d be Krak

"Lonbar!" | screaned. "There! There! There!™ | was pointing frantically.

He saw it.

He turned the ship.

Wth snarls he turned his gun controls to naxi mum barrage!

He pressed the trips.

The light blinded me. The savage burst al nost seened to tear the heavens up

A second passed. Then two. Then three. | could see again.

Sonet hi ng was falling.

Down, down, down it went, plunging into the abyss. It had a nmle to go.

It was not the tug.

It seened that a body had been blasted! It was falling away! Frantically |I |ooked at the heavens.
A shadow bet ween us and the noon! "Lonbar!" | screanmed. "Up there!"

Ch, where was Heller now?

I quickly added it up

Qur barrage nust have di sl odged Krak and sent her falling to her death.

Hel l er would be frothing for revenge!

"Lombar!" | screaned. "Get away from here!"

The Chief of the Apparatus was | ooking savagely around. The lust to kill was over himlike sheen.
"Where is the insolent (bleepard)?" he how ed. "Royal officer! Royal (bleep)! Let me at him" he
raved.

| felt ajolt.

It was as if we had run into a wall

Yet we were two miles above the planet surface!

| |1 ooked anxiously at the throttles. They hadn't changed.

Yet we were slow ng down!

Then suddenly we started up. We rose into the sky! We were in the grip of sone awful force far
beyond control

The towi ng tractor beans!

Hel l er had us gripped |ike any other tow

Those things could nmove billions of tons, thousands of these flying cannons.

Up, up we went and then began a sickening curve.

"What' s happeni ng?" shrieked Lonbar.

"He's got us in the towing grips!" | cried. "Pour full throttle on and break out! DO IT QU CK!'"
Lombar was | ooking all around. H's face was getting wild.

W swung into the beginning of a circle. W were now headi ng obliquely at the ground.

"They' ve got nme!" screaned Lonbar, going white.

W hit the bottom of the arc and began to clinb again, and all w thout our power. | was being
pressed by centrifugal force against the side of ny seat. We canme around the top of the arc, the
nmoon and stars whirring by.

Down we started once nore.

file:/l/F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2008%20-%20Disaster.txt (61 of 118) [8/31/03 1:30:18 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2008%20-%20Di saster.txt

Lombar was howl i ng! He sounded |ike an ani nal

Around we went and around and around. The tug nust be pivoting in a small, tight circle. It was as
if we were on the end of a mle of rope.
"Turn! Turn!™ | cried. "Start shooting at the pivot point!"

Lonbar hit his throttles. They made us go in the sane direction we were being swing!
He hit his turn controls.

They didn't work!

Suddenly our notors died.

W were in a second field, as well, that held our engi nes paral yzed!

The whistling screamof air going by drove terror to ny soul

We were powerless in an awful thing. We were just a pellet in a whirling sling!
W cane down the arc, pointing at the ground.

SUDDENLY THE GRI P VEENT OFF!

Bel ow us stretched the desert!

We had been rel eased! W were hurtling dowmn at an awful speed.

The ground, noonlit, was rushing up

The rocks and sand and bushes were suddenly too plain!

WE CRASHED!

Chapter 5

The inpact nmust have knocked me out.

| came to in the sizzle of electric fire and the snell of snoke.

Sonet hi ng was |ying on ny |egs.

The entire front panel of the ship had conme off and was pinning ne in the remains of the seat.
The flying cannon was a crunpl ed thing.

| wondered that | had survived at all. But naybe | wasn't going to: Electrical fires were dancing
all along the panel back, right below ny face. At any noment they could flare up and incinerate
me!

My hands were bare. | could not reach anything. But this was a matter of |life or death.
Bar ehanded, scream ng at the pain, | beat them out.
The green noonlight would not let ne see the agonizing burns of the flesh, as | lay in shadow.

A shaft was shining in.

It hit the face of Lonmbar. He was |ying there, head back, pinned in place with snapped cabl es and
conduits. They nade it look like he was Iying in a nest of snakes.

The hull was split apart and above the creak of cooling netal | could hear the desert sounds. |
lifted ny head. Far off, there was Spiteos against the pale green noon. They woul d cone for us.
They had seen the crash, nost certainly. Lonbar began to groan. He noved. He opened his eyes. |
had moved and the nmoonlight was on ny face. He | ooked at ne and nenory seened to return. H's eyes

went slitted. "So you were part of the conspiracy to kill ne!" he said.

"No, no! | canme to warn you and save your lifel"

"Conspiracy to kill! You cane to set ne up for Heller! The two of you have been in it thick, al
the tinme!"

"NO" | tried to hold up ny hands. "I even kept you fromburning to death!"

"And all this was a ruse! You pretended to cone with a warning—e, whomthe angels have chosen to
be king! Just so you could get me into the air and Heller could shoot me down!"

"Ch, dear Gods, no! You've got it all wong!"

"I know who ny enenies are. They are everybody. And you chose this chance to sneak up on ne when
was undef ended! "

Far off | could see |lights dancing across the desert. Those woul d be ground vehicles racing to the
wr eck!

Lombar saw them "As soon as they get here, that will be the end of you, Soltan Gis!"

Oh, Gods. His paranoia had himin its grip. | didn't have a chance

Frantically | pushed at the panel that had col |l apsed across ny | egs.

I | ooked up at the approaching lights. They were going brighter and di nrer as they plunged over
the uneven terrain. They were only half a mile away. Wth strength | did not know | had,

wrenched again at the panel

I T MOVED!

I reached out with ny nmained hand to grasp the door |atch. The whole side of the flying cannon
fell off.

My foot was caught. Sonething was gripping the heel. | got ny foot out of the boot.
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Wth scrapes and tears, | nmoved ny | egs sideways.

| WAS FREE!

| leaped to the ground and ran

Bushes whi pped at ny | egs. Sharp rocks savaged ny unshod foot. | could not go far in this
condi ti on!

My plight was extreme. Two hundred miles of inpassable desert |ay between ne and Governnent City.
A similarly uncross-able distance |lay between me and the Blike Muntains. Nobody had ever passed
through this devil -whi pped desert afoot and lived to tell of it!

A dark line against the noonlit sand. A gully lined with bushes!

I plunged the few feet down the bank. | landed in agony at the bottom

The sound of notors!

I turned around, raised nyself and peered through the shrubs.

That weck was awfully near. | thought | had gone nuch further!

Too late. The first vehicles were arriving. Dozens of them Lights were playing everywhere!
Hysterically | glanced up and down the gully. | saw a large, flat stone. It lay close to a slit in
the bank. | dived for it. | lay in the depression and pulled the flat stone over ne. | balled up
in the smallest ball | could.

A roaring voice cane fromthe weck. "Spread out and FIND HM"

The thud of running feet.

They were coning cl oser!

I could hear the snap and slap of guns and equi prent as men ran

Mor e engi nes.

Sonebody was racing around in a small ground tank. The clank of treads nade the stone vibratel!
More vehicles were arriving.

| expected any nonent sonmebody would lift the rock and | would come crawling out to be stanped

upon.
Boot beats were everywhere. They al nost shook the ground.
To still my terror, | tried to think of sonething optim stic—ike I would suddenly sizzle to a

crisp and vanish. And then | did think of sonething: In their very nunbers, they were obliterating
all the tracks | mght have made.

Hope trenbled on the brink of ny death fromheart failure.

Wul d they mss ne?

M nutes ticked away, each one an eternity.

A squad cane by within feet of me. "He'd be a fool to cone this way," an officer said. "Nobody can
cross this desert on foot. He nust have doubl ed back for Spiteos and we passed himin the cars."”
Shout ed conmmands and sone vehicles took off in the direction of Spiteos, travelling slowy.

There was nobody in ny area now At |least | heard no feet.

They were having trouble at the weck. Sone officer yelled, "This cable is wapped around him
twice. There's nothing here to cut it. Speed back to the repair shops and get the biggest pair of
conduit slicers they have!"

A car roared off.

The din had di m ni shed.

Curled in a ball, I knew | could not hold the position forever. | was far too tense. | wanted to
stretch and let my nerve ends jangle. Cautiously | wiggled nmy arns out from underneath the stone.
Not hi ng shot themoff. Silently, | pushed the stone aside. The gully was deserted.

I wriggled up the bank and peered through the bushes.

There nust be a hundred vehicles scattered around, sone close to, sone far fromthe weck by at

| east a hundred feet.

Men were idling about, waiting.

A staff car arrived.

"Cutters?"

"No, they're coning."

It was a general of the Apparatus troops. He was |ooking into the weck, probably at Lonbar. "Sir,
while we're waiting for equipnment to cut you out, is there anything you would Iike ne to do?"
"YES!" canme Lonbar's bellow fromthe twi sted weck. "Issue an i nmediate warrant for the arrest of
Jettero Heller for attenpting to murder ne! Issue it to the Arny, the Domestic Police! Oherw se
we won't be able to get our hands on him"

"Yes, sir. At once, sir. Get that going, Captain Bodkins. Anything else, sir?"

"Blito-P3! There nmust be plenty wong there," roared Lonbar. "Send a Death Battalion to that base
with orders to search out any traitors that were confederates of Heller's or took his orders and
exterm nate them "
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"Yes, sir. Attend to that, Lieutenant Wpe. Now, is there anything else | can do, sir?"
"YES! Soltan Gis! |Issue an Apparatus hunt-and-find order on him Don't kill him Bring himin
alive! That traitor will be tortured for a nonth before he dies!"”

Chapter 6

The last thin glinmer of hope within me died. Up to that noment, even agai nst reason, | had clung
to the despairing possibility that Lonbar Hi sst, once the shock of inpact had worn off, might
shake the hold that paranoid schizophrenia had on himand realize that | had acted to save himif
| coul d.

But no, that was gone now.

| npassabl e desert lay all around nme. To return to Spiteos and its torture chanbers was a deci sion
only to be nade in the last throes of nmasochi sm

| gazed forlornly at the scene which spread in the green noonlight before ny eyes. Literally

hundreds of troops were there. | could not begin to count the ground vehicles.
| felt there was no escape. | could not even wal k!
WAI T!

If I could not walk .

Over to ny left, not fifty feet away, stood an airbus, one of the last to cone in!

Its drivers were over by the weck.

| said a prayer.

| began to wiggle along under the cover of the gully. | glanced up fromtime to tinme, certain
sonmeone woul d see ny head and let out a cry to the rest. At length, | got opposite the airbus.

There was twenty feet of bare ground to cover. The light was bad. The place was thick with nen.
I felt like a man nust feel as he wal ks the |ast few paces to his firing squad. But | stood up

Sauntering with great casual ness, | approached the vehicle.

| reached for the door.

| opened it. | slid under the controls.

Anot her ai rbus was com ng, probably with the cutters.

| waited.

Just when it arrived, | started up. | flew casually and slowy upward.

| headed in the direction of Spiteos.

Sudden yel | s bel ow

A fusillade of shots!

The driver of this thing nust have seen his vehicle | eave!

They were after ne!

| slanmed the throttles hone.

Wth every inch of speed | could beat out of it, | sent the vehicle hurtling.
To where?

The Bl i ke Mountai ns?

No. The ganme wardens woul d be alerted and woul d round me up very fast.

To Spiteos?

That was i nsane!

And then suddenly | knew | had a choice. Trial and a quick execution. O capture by the Apparatus
and a month of untol d agony. There wasn't much choice to it!

| fled for Governnent City, pursued by shots, speeding air vehicles on nmy tail, the air alive with
expl osions all around.

| extinguished every light | had. | went down close to the desert floor

My hands were killing ne. The bucking turbul ence of air caused by such | ow passage at five hundred

m | es an hour al nost broke ny wrists!

I was counting on the fact that those behind me would get ny screen inage nessed up with the rocks
and bushes and whirlw nds of this place.

The near shots were |l ess frequent now. And then | knew why. They were counting on ny interception

at the other end!

The air nust be alive with orders to the Government City police

I flipped the radio to general band. There it was—the nunber of ny airbus! A call to al

bl uebottles to stop that car! | flinched under the torrent of sound.

The thought of thirty days of drawn-out torture unflinched me quick. Heading | ow, blanking out the
possibility this machine m ght explode fromoverdriving it, | hurtled at the massive bul ks of the

mount ai ns that intervened between nme and ny goal

A canyon yawned in the noonlight ahead. |I shot into it and raced along, inches fromits walls and
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floor.

| shot out at the top. | was between two nountain crests.

Anot her canyon yawned bel ow, narrow but descending. | flashed down it.

I could feel ny raw hands bl eeding now. | was certain one wist was broken. But | held on
At better than five hundred mles an hour, | glinpsed the town pouring up at ne.

There was the Royal prison on a hill, a stern and ghastly fortress, om nous in the green

nmoonlight. But it |ooked like refuge to ne.

Lonmbar could not get me out of it if | got in.

It was suddenly getting bigger. Too fast!

| put ny drives in reverse. | heard the nmachi nery break
| crashed before the very gates of the Royal prison

Chapter 7

Looki ng up at the stone arches before the clearing snoke, | did not even take time to marvel that
| could nove

Sonet hi ng was trapping me. The bag around ny neck was caught under a control stick

| freed it.

| | eaped out of the finished airbus.

Reeling as | ran, | got to the gates.

The guard!

They had their pikes |owered! |,

"Hol d up! You can't conme in here!"

"Ch, please, dear Gods!" | screanmed. | glanced, terrified, over ny shoulder at the sky. | faced
around. | shouted at him five feet away, "I nust see a justiciary of Voltar and see himfast!"
"What is that?" a guard said, pointing at ny bag. "A bonb?"

"Cet out of here!" cried the other guard.

Oh, Gods, it was ny |last refuge anywhere! "PLEASE!" | shrieked.

A querul ous voice froma courtyard bal cony. ,

"What's the disturbance out there?”

"Sonmebody wants in, Your Lordship. And that ain't never happened before!"

"What's the fell ow want ?"

"EVIDENCE!" | shouted. 'TVE GOT THE EVI DENCE HERE!" And | held up ny bag.

The querul ous voice said, "Bring himto the audi ence chanber.

I"lIl get a robe on and cone down. Oddest thing | ever heard, fellow wanting to get in!"

I heard the bal cony door slam

| glanced in terror at the sky.

They were pushing me forward across the courtyard stones. They gave a signal and anot her guard,

i nsi de, opened a groani ng door

I was propelled forward across tiled floors and under sw nging chandeliers of extinguished

gl owpl at es. The shadows of the guards were huge from nightlights on the walls.

I was thrust into a big chanber with benches all around. There was an al cove, very dark, just
ahead. A door behind it opened.

Sonebody turned on a light. The judge was just sitting down on a huge chair on the raised platform
of the al cove.

"Seedy- | ooki ng character," said the justiciary. He was very old, very gray; the robe was crinson
i ke bl ood. "Push himover here. Now, what's this about evidence?"

| raised ny bag. "It's all here. Everything."

"But evidence of what?" said the justiciary. "Who are you, anyway?"

"I"'mOficer Soltan Gis of the Apparatus,” | said. | trenblingly offered ny identoplate.
"Apparatus? Well, fellow, you don't belong here. The Apparatus has its own courts, if they ever
use them | think you' ve come to the wong place."

I was terrified that they would put ne out that door. By now the Donestic Police would have heard
of that crash, and even though they m ght not know of the Apparatus alert, they would, the second
they saw the identifying nunbers.

"Your Lordship," | quaked. "The crimes are against the state. I'"'mthe crimnal. | amturning
mysel f in."

"Ch, see here, now, this is very irregular," said the justiciary. A nan had conme through a side
door, getting into his coat. Hs Lordship called to him "Do we have any Royal warrant for a
Soltan Gis?"

"No, Your Lordship. The only outstanding Royal warrants unserved are against Prince Mrtiiy and
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sonme of his associates. | know all the names and Soltan Gis is not one of them"

The justiciary started to Iift his hand to the guards.

"Ch, please, dear CGods," | cried. "Don't put ne out that door. | swear to you that I ama
crimnal. For the |ove of Heavens, arrest ne!"

The justiciary frowned. "I could turn you over to the Donestic Police for creating a disturbance

Wul d that do?"

The bl uebottles would turn ne over to Lonbar in a second! "Ch, Your Lordship, no! My crines are
Royal , | swear it!"

"Fellow," said H's Lordship, "without a warrant and wi thout even a stated crine, there's nothing
for you here. Take hi maway."

"No, no!" I NSPI RATION! "A Royal officer was bringing ne in to you."

"Real | y?" said the justiciary. "Wll, where is he?"

| was about to say that | had escaped. That would be bad. | was really sweating now The servants
of Hisst could be right outside that door

"He stopped off somewhere,” | cried. "I promsed | would report in to you!"

"Ch, cone now," said the justiciary. "I think you're just making all this up. Woever heard of a
prisoner reporting in |like that?"

I NSPI RATI ON!' "Your Lordship," | cried, "I have a witness. Comander Crup at the Enmergency Fl eet
Reserve knows | was under arrest and being brought here."

The justiciary started to shake his head. My knees were shaking. | fell on them | cupped nmy hands

pl eadi ngly. "Call hi m—oh, dear Gods, for your hopes of Heavens, please call Commander Crup."

The justiciary was shaking his head in puzzlement at nme. But he notioned to the clerk and that
wort hy picked up a conmunications instrument, and after sone button punching and questions, handed
it to the justiciary.

"Commander Crup? This is Lord Turn at the Royal Courts and Prison. Sorry to trouble you at such an
hour but we have a rather strange situation here. A nan identifying hinmself as Soltan Gis clainms
he was being brought here by a Royal officer and that you're a witness to the fact." His Lordship
listened. "Well, you don't say. Wiwo? . .. Jettero Heller? Ch, yes, the bullet-ball chanpion.

Oh, yes. | won five credits on himonce. Oh, yes, a splendid athlete.... WIlIl, I'"mglad that

strai ghtens that out. Thank you for your courtesy. Good-bye."

Lord Turn gave back the instrunent and | ooked at me. "Jettero Heller. Fine man. So he was bringing
you here, was he?"

"Ch, yes!" | said.

"Well, Commander Crup did not know what the crinme was, but I'msure if Jettero Heller was bringing
you here it woul d have been against the state."

"You can hold me?" | cried with joy.

"Ch, yes. We can put you in a cell. But we need sonething for the charge sheet. Wiat was the
crinme?"

"Ch, everything!" | said. "Just everything!"

"That's pretty general,"” said Lord Turn. "Can't you tell me sonething nore specific?”

"Ch, that would take hours!" | said, anxious to get actually on their books.

"Wel |, supposing you just wite it all down and then we'll know what this is all about."

"All of it?" | said. A newinspiration hit ne. A new hope dawned. "If | tell you everything, then

can | expect |eniency?"

Lord Turn said, "The Royal Court is always ready to be fully just. If you onmit nothing and tel
the truth, I will give you a very fair hearing. Cerk, have themcharge himw th ' Conduct agai nst
the State in contravention of Royal statutes and decrees.' Oder himsone nedical treatnment so he
can wite, and provide himw th pens, papers and a vocoscriber, that sort of thing. Ch, yes, and
put himin the tower where there is sone light."

| could breathe again.

The justiciary was rising, so | stood. "By the way,'
personal | y?"

he said, "did you know Jettero Heller

"Ch, yes!" | said.

"You're fortunate," said Lord Turn. "I'd like to nmeet himsonetinme nyself. A great bullet-bal

pl ayer. Good night."

They took me away and put nme in a big cell in the tower that had tables and chairs and through the

barred wi ndows of which the lights of Government City glittered. They | ocked the massive door on
ne.

| stood staring at the sky. There were Donestic Police cars in quite close. Two Apparatus vessels
hovered in the sky.

| laughed shakily. They couldn't get me here. | was a prisoner of the State, beyond even Lonbar's
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cal l'!

I was still 1aughing when a doctor canme to handle nmy wists and bandage ny hands.

Despite the | ateness of the hour, the witing naterials cane.

Oh, | would tell all. | had ny records and ny logs. | would tell everything |I knew about M ssion
Eart h.

Who knew where Hell er was?

And the longer | wote, the longer | would stay alive.

And so this is nmy narrative. | give it to you, Lord Turn. | do not know another blessed thing.
Be | enient.

But please don't turn ne out.

Just execute nme quickly!

* SOLTAN CRIS Attested that the foregoing was confessed by said prisoner:
Gumi ns

Tower Guard, Royal Prison

Scritch

Life Prisoner, adjacent cel

PART Sl XTY- SEVEN
Chapter 1

Needl ess to say, Soltan Gis did NOT get his quick execution. Had this occurred, | would never
have gotten the chance to finish this story for you, for nyself or for Voltar. (Long Live H's

Maj esty, Willy the Wse!)

I nstead of just bursting in upon you unannounced wi thout so nuch as a trunpet blast, thus shocking
your sense of proper decorum and protocol, perhaps | had better introduce nyself.

I am Monte Pennwel |, lately graduated fromthe Royal Acadeny of Arts. | am of average height,
average coloration and, according to ny nother and innunerable relatives, near and distant, a

bel ow average chance of anounting to anything in life unless | give up the silly notion of
becoming a witer of renown. How do you do?

My invol venent—and, | trust, yours—n this matter of M SSI ON EARTH began in a quite bizarre way.
Every nonth, it is ny duty to have lunch with nmy great-uncle, Lord Dohm at the Royal Courts and
Prison on the hill above Governnment City. These |uncheons are part of a famly-w de conspiracy (in

whi ch innunmerabl e relatives take part) to get nme talked to in the hope that | can be persuaded in
sonme unsubtle way to get busy and amount to sonmething in life, be a credit to ny |ineage and al
that. Lord Dohm favors that |I should now take up law. So every nmonth |I have to hear from him how I
should run ny life: He has no use for "scribblers,” particularly ones who have never published
anyt hing. He neans well, of course. They all do.

So | was sitting in his clerical office, waiting for himto finish a briefing on why he should | op
of f sonmebody's head. His staff were bustling about, enptying sonme cabinets which, it seened, were
overstuffed. They were throwi ng an inordinate quantity of mildew about and a shaft of |ate norning
sunlight, swording through the towering wi ndows, was alive with dust notes.

Suddenly | conceived a poem | would call it "An Gde to the Dancing Air." It was already wafting
through nmy head and | didn't have anything to wite it on
"Bunmble,"” | said to the chief clerk—and fatal words they were—l et ne have sone paper, quick!"

"Young Monte," old Bunble said, "paper is expensive stuff and it's a shane to waste it." He | ooked
down at a cart he was |oading. "Here, have sone scrap. The backs are blank." And he took a fistfu
fromthe nol dering box and shoved it at ne.

When | had finished sneezing, | |ooked at what | held. On every single page it was stanped
Confidential: Justiciary Only. "Wait, Bunble,” | said, "I don't want to get you into trouble. This
is apparently a secret docunent."

Bunbl e 1 ooked at it. He shrugged. "All Royal cases are marked Confidential. A prisoner is entitled
to certain privacy, at least until he is executed, and then the records are destroyed. Wat's the
date on that document? Ah, nearly a hundred years ago. Well, you could hardly call that current
busi ness, could you? So don't trouble your busy little brain about it, Mnte. This whole lot is
going to the disintegrator: W need the space.”

My eye had lighted on the last Iine of the last page. It said, "Be lenient. But please don't turn
me out. Just execute ne quickly! SOLTAN GRIS."

"Wait," | said. "They certainly didn't do what he requested or this docunent wouldn't still be
here. ™"

Bunbl e 1 ooked a little harassed. He peered at the big box he had taken it out of. The noldy | abel
said I nconplete Jurisprudence, GRIS. "Wll, | don't see how they could have. The rest of this is
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trial transcripts. But possibly they never finished trying himor those papers wouldn't be here
either. Maybe a nmisfile. W find those now and then. But funny that it's still marked inconplete.”
"How interesting!™ | said. "You nmean they started a trial and never finished it? Tell ne nore.”
"Confound it, young Monte, we've got to get these drawers enpty before |unch. Take the bl asted box
and |l et nme get back to work."

It really had poundage. The confession itself was heavy and the rest of the papers backbreaking.
However, | westled the noldy, dusty ness off the cart and staggered away, heading for ny air-
speedster in the courtyard.

Just then ny great-uncle canme out. "Wat have you got there, Monte? A hundred-pound ode? Looks
like it's been rejected pretty often. Ha, ha!"

| parked the burden in a cl oakroom and acconpanied himto his dining hall where he regaled ne with
the news that he had been talking to the Chief Justiciary and they thought they could get nme an
appoi ntnent here as a junior clerk and wouldn't that be nice? And who knew but what, in another
fifty years, | could becone sonmebody respectable like him

Repressing a shudder, | was then appalled to hear himsay, "I was telling your nother, just [|ast
week, that if you kept insisting on this scribbler thing, and continued to refuse all the help the
famly is giving you, our only recourse—for your own good, nind—would be to marry you off."

"Did she have anybody in mind?" | quail ed.
"Why, vyes," he said, chopping off a piece of bread with a mniature headsnan's axe. "The Corsa
girl. She may be ugly, but don't forget, she will inherit half of the planet Mdon one day."

"Mbdon?" | said, trying to keep ny voice steady.

"Good, clean fresh air," he said. "Lots of interesting peasant revolts and different crops. The
provinces are a fine, outdoor life for a vigorous young man. But | know you don't |ike that sort
of thing, so | would strenuously advise you to accept this junior clerk appointment. It wll at

| east keep you in town. |'ve always been fond of you, you know, and | don't want you to throw your
life away."

The canpai gn was on!

| sat there, the dutiful nephew, diffidently stirring ny food, well aware of ny frail defenses and
the perils of an overnmanaged destiny. My cause seened hopel ess.

Chapter 2

Driving back to the famly town estates beyond Pausch Hills that afternoon, | was in a depressed
mood. My plight was cruel and the lovely spring | andscape bel ow ny air-speedster had no charmns.
Time was running out. | had graduated fromthe Royal Acadeny of Arts over two years ago, and to
date | had not had one tiniest |ine of anything published. | couldn't point proudly to even a
panphl et and say, "Look, | ama witer: please let ne sternly forge ny way agai nst the tides of
life on my own! | will blazon ny nane in fire across the skies of Voltar and be a credit beyond
credits to everybody's credit one day, a veritable jewel in the famly's crown, if you will just
let me go ny owmn way!" But alas, | knew that the patience of nmy numberless uncles, great-uncles,
aunts, great-aunts, cousins and second cousins was becoming strained. My days were nunbered and
sooner or later they would pounce with ferocity and plunge nme into some i gnom ni ous post of vast
respectability. And there | would be, just a cog in the relentless grinding machi ne of pale gray
soci ety.

Mourning my lot, | landed nmy air-speedster on the target in the statue park, turned it over to ny
mechani ¢ and had two footnen take the dilapidated records box to ny study in the west tower. They
keep ne relegated to the suite there, distant fromother things, because | play recordings late at
ni ght and pace.

But | didn't make it. My nother, a very conmanding fermal e, was com ng down the grand staircase and
spotted nme seeking to duck behind a potted plant.

"Ch, there you are, Mnte," she said. "I trust you had a hel pful [unch. But whatever have you done
to your clothes?"

I glanced down. That box had gotten ne pretty noldy.

"Never mind," she said. "Just be sure that you |l ook well for dinner. |I've invited the Corsa girl
and her brother." She went blithely on her way but she left nme trenbling. | could al nost hear the
mutter of the guns on the horizon as the eneny closed in for the kill.

In ny study, ny valet was rowing at the footnen for getting dust all over everything with that
box. He is a yellow man naned Hound that served with nmy father on some canpaign and he is very
determned to bring up the son so he won't disgrace the famly. His attention was distracted to
me. "Look at your jacket!" he said. "You haven't been going around in public |ooking Iike that,
have you? Here—good Heavens—get into a shower and I'Il |ay out sone other clothes. Footnen, get
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that box out of here!"

"No, no!" | said. "It's valuable!"

"Val uabl e? It stinks just |like the Royal prison!”

"That's just it!" | said desperately, blocking the footnmen fromcarrying it out of the door
"Nearly a hundred years ago, sonebody was pleading with themto execute himand they refused to!
It's a miscarriage of justice. They didn't even conplete his trial. It stinks!"

"Then you're going to take that junior-clerk position after all," said Hound, with sonme relief.
"No!" | cried. "I'"'mgoing to wite an ode about it."

My valet raised his eyes to the ceiling and spread his anple hands. It was a typical gesture

We conprom sed by having a couple of nmaids wi pe the worst of the dust off and | eave the container
inthe mddle of the floor, but with a cloth under it to protect the carpet.

After | had ny shower and changed ny clothes | got rid of the intruders. Thinking to take my m nd
of f my own troubles by studying those of others, | picked the thick confession off the top of the
ot her papers, sat down in an easy chair and prepared to read. There night also be an ode in this.
Sone |ines had already occurred to ne:

Ch, stemprison walls,

At last nmy heart hath ... break?... broken? Bring down, bring down the headsman's axe To end..
token? ... broken?... hopeless fate?..

Vll, 1'd get it snoother later. | better find out what | was witing about first.

| began to read the confession

| read all afternoon. | found nyself quite absorbed. The prose was military, terse, unenbellished.

But also it was archaic. They don't wite that way these days: they just use sounds and pretty
words wi t hout bothering to put any thought behind them The intent is to build up towers of

met ered cl oud which then aval anche down into a great thunder of nothingness. It was interesting to
read sonet hi ng which spoke of events and scenes in a realistic way. Novel idea. Sone of the early
classics are like that. They tell a story that has a begi nning and an end and everyt hi ng:
remarkable. | shall try to imtate it.

Di nner canme and Hound had to dig me out and get ne dressed and for four hours | had to sit at the
long table and in the nmusic salon being chatty with the Corsa girl and her brother. She wei ghed
twice as nuch as ne and was as nuscular as a nman. She tal ked of crops froma too-thin nouth and he
tal ked of hunting | epertiges with cannons, and while | pretended interest, | was inwardly
shuddering at the horror of being exiled to Mbdon and its fresh air with this pair. My nother's
coy remarks and hints felt |ike sonebody had a battering ram agai nst ny spine, pushing ne off a
cliff.

I was only too happy to get back to ny study and continue to read the confession

The man's villainy had been absolutely appalling. H s shanme-1lessness had no slightest tw nge of
consci ence. He was totally convinced that he was reacting quite naturally. | had never realized
that the crinminal mnd operated that way. | read and read.

| was actually unable to put it dowm. When | finally finished the confession, it was the m ddl e of
the next night.

| sat there in the mdst of the yell owed vocoscriber pages.

Vell, (bleep) him

Here were TWO enpires left totally up in the air, Voltar and Earth! Here was a whol e base about to
be executed to a nman. Here was Jettero Heller with a warrant out for him Here was the Countess
Krak possibly dead and falling into a mle-deep chasm And it didn't even say what happened to the
cat!

VWHAT THE HELLS HAD HAPPENED THEN?

Ch, | was pretty peeved with this crinmnal, Soltan Gis. Here he was, begging to be executed.
Well, he ought to be executed for leaving a reader in the mddle of the sky like that!
Well, there was nothing for it. | knew that before | could get to sleep | would have to get sone

i dea at | east what had happened to Voltar and Earth at that tine.

I routed out Hound and, with conplaints, he woke up a seneschal and they got into the tower
storeroons and, with nmany a raise of eyes to the ceiling, got out nmy old school books.
Confidently | opened the unread pages of a dusty history text. It had dates on the margins to keep
the student oriented and | found the conparabl e era.

| read: "This period was noted for its peace and calm The orderly succession fromthe reign of
Cing the Lofty to that of Mrtiiy the Brilliant was notable mainly for its unnotabl eness.”

Hold it. Gis had nentioned that Prince Murtiiy was revolting on Cal abar. Apparatus troops had
undertaken the final assault to wi pe out the rebel

I hurriedly opened up a civics text on the Voltar government. | looked in the table of divisions
and departnents.
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THERE WAS NO SUCH ORGANI ZATI ON AS THE APPARATUS!

| sat back. | have nobbs of relatives connected to every imagi nable part of the Voltar governnent.
I had never heard any of them ever nention the Apparatus. And then | suddenly under st ood:
THEY WERE KEEPI NG THE APPARATUS SECRET! . Oh, but what a cover-up that was! A whole organization

But | was far fromfinished yet.

| got Hound back up out of bed and made hi m go wake up the chanberlain and unlock the library in
the south tower and bring nme up all the old encycl opedi as, and when the footnmen had | ugged t hese
in, with many an accusing |l ook, | began to tear through them

I found Jettero Heller, a fanpbus conbat engi neer and noted space racer and bullet-ball chanpion.
There was no nention of his ever having been to Earth.

I sent the staff scurrying for additional vol unes.

Once nore | tore into pages. This tinme | was |ooking for the Planet Earth or Blito-P3.

NO SIGN CF IT!

Well, | can tell you, reader, | was a very puzzl ed person

I couldn't nake heads nor tails of it.

At the insistence of the seneschal and the chanberlain and Hound and acconpani ed by many eyes of
the staff rolled at the ceiling, | went to bed.

| was quite cross with Gis.

Chapter 3

The foll owi ng norning, when | awoke, despite the accusative racket Hound was making with

spi nbrushes and cl oset doors, | |ay awake, on my back, |ooking at the ceiling.

WHAT had happened to those peopl e?

What had happened to |zzy Epstein and Rockecenter?

Hound fell over some of the books still stacked in nmy bedroomand | turned to ask himif he didn't
realize that witers needed quiet to concentrate, when nmy eye lit on one of the books that had
fallen. It was 145th Deluxe Edition: In the Msts of Time, Legends of the Oiginal Planets of the
Vol tarian Confederacy, Conpiled by the Lore Section, Interior Division

Wait a minute. The Gis confession had nmentioned that. | padded into my study and brought it back
and, despite Hound's eyeballs going to the ceiling, plopped it down on the bed in total disregard
of the fountain of dust. Aha! Here was the nunber in the Gis confession: Folk Legend 894. It
nmentioned Blito-P3.

| turned to the Deluxe Edition, feeling lucky that it was recent and not abridged. At |east |
coul d check that point.

I flipped the pages. | found Fol k Legend 893. | read the nunber of the next one. It was Fol k
Legend 895.

Hold it. Back up. FOLK LEGEND 894 WAS DELETED

| seized the Gris manuscript. Could ny eyes be playing ne tricks? No, there it was: Fol k Legend
894. It even quoted it, telling all about Prince Caucal sia and how he had escaped to Blito-P3!
Hound tried to distract me by making me sit down while he shaved nme, but | clung to the confession

with a grip of steel. | continued to thunb through it while I was dressed and all the tine | was
eating breakfast, looking at it, wondering about it. Hs descriptions of the Planet Earth seened
so real, | could not possibly imgi ne how he coul d have nade them up

My eye was wandering over a page where an investigative reporter, Bob Hoodward, had overturned the
presidency. That didn't quite ring true. What was an "investigative reporter"? | tried to inmagine
it. Coviously, it was sonebody who investigated and wote a book about it. Yes, that nust be it.
But to overturn a presidency? That seened to be laying it on rather heavy. There was no such

prof ession as "investigative reporter” in the Confederacy. Had Bob Hoodward overturned the whole
pl anet? No. The confession also said that he had gotten shot.

My nother interrupted ny work by telling ne that Corsa and her brother had been waiting on the

| awn ever so long for me to cone out and play bat ball. O course | had to go and for the next
hour had to watch Corsa gall opi ng about shaking the ground while her brother broke bats. And when
| got battered through a backstop by a sizzler, it was very plain to ne that if | ever got pushed
into marrying her and had to spend ny life listening to their raucous provincial |aughter whenever
| fell down, life would be a very dreary thing. Mddon was definitely not for ne!

Showering off the sweat and turf stains, | was in the grip of desperation

Seeki ng anything to get ny nind off such awful fates, |I returned to the subject of the confession
Wapped in a towel, | turned over the pages of the Msts of Time. Yes, Folk Legend 894 was

m ssing. Then, as | closed the book, nmy eye Iit on its publisher. The Interior Division! It was a
gover nment book! For sone reason they had seen fit to delete this reference to Blito-P3!
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| stood in sudden shock. My school books were government.

The encycl opedi as were governnment. Everything | had been exami ning was governnent printed!

If the Gis confession were true, then I WAS STARI NG AT THE GREATEST GOVERNMENT COVER- UP | N THE
LAST M LLENNI A!

It was the first tine | had suspected that the governnent would ever do such a thing. Believe ne,
reader, it shook nme. | had always been brought up carefully to believe that, in government, truth,
decency and honor were inseparable. Every relative | had, had dinned it into nme! And | believed it
mysel f! Could a government: actually pretend something didn't exist which did? Could it be
partners with a lie? Incredible!

Then | was shaken again. But this tine it was by Hound, who was trying to get ne into sone pants.

This was the way ny |ife was going: pushed this way and that. | was being nade the victimof a
tail or-made destiny that mght have fitted any of thembut certainly did NOT fit ne!
Al nost musingly, while ny scarf was being tied too tight, | wondered what it would be like to be a

free agent, dashing around overthrow ng governments |ike that Bob Hoodward. It must be very
satisfying. Even if you got shot.

I quivered with a sudden idea. If | were an investigative reporter and exposed the biggest cover-
up of the millennia and wote it in a book, they'd HAVE to publish it! G herwise | could go on

| ecture tours and tell people that they lived under repressive censorship!

And if | published a great expose, ny nane woul d be enbl azoned across the skies of Voltar! There
woul d be no nore of this |aughter behind hands because no one published ny odes. There would be no
nmore pushing of ne into horrifying posts. There would be no threat of living a life battered with

raucous, provincial laughter. They would have to admt that, yes, indeed, Monte Pennwell : was a
VRl TER

| could even hear ny great-uncle Lord Dohmtelling the Chief Justiciary at lunch, "You know t hose
great reviews nmy nephew Monte is getting? Well, we gave himhis start right here." How proud he
woul d be!

But wait, | had better be a little nore steady on ny facts. Had there been a governnent cover-up?

O was that copy of the Msts of Tine just a printing error?
Chapter 4

| knew | was taking nmy life in ny hands. My cousin, Sir Chal, is an older nan and is bent on
getting me to take a job as a filing clerk in the Royal Astrographic Institute, and he is a very
deceptive sort of chap. He usually appears sort of dreamy and out of this world but he can cone
back into it fast enough when the occasion arises.

I took a grip on ny nerve and flew down to their domed building south of the city. | wondered
exactly how an investigative reporter would act. Casual ? Furtive? D sarm ng? Qpen?

I would try furtive. | went into his outer office where they kept the files and to a clerk who has
known nme since | was just a little boy, | said, "Flipper, could you |l et me have sone old charts? |
want some decoration for ny study. Sonmething antique.”

"Why, certainly, young Mnte," he said and waved his hand to an anteroom "Drawers 35 to 190. Just
check with ne to be sure you don't take the only copy we have."

I went in and funbl ed about, pulling out charts. They were printed three-dinensionally on flat
paper and they showed conpl ex systens. Sone were even nicely decorated with little trees and

i nhabi tants around the borders. On one of themthe planets were animated by an optical trick and
even a conet could be nmade to sail across the sky—a real curiosity. And then | couldn't believe ny
eyes. |T WAS THE BLI TO SYSTEM

And there, plain as day, was Blito-P3!

I raced straight into ny cousin's office. He | ooked up and said, "Monte, as | live! Cone down to
take the filing job, | see."

I had known beforehand it would be dangerous to go in there. | hastily waved the chart. "Cousin
Chal!" | said. "Here is a planet that isn't mentioned in government books. Blito-P3!"

He cane down from his clouds. "Wat planet?"

"Blito-P3!" | said. "The one they call Earth locally! It isn't in any governnent text and yet here

it is right here on this chart!”

He frowned. "Let ne see that," he said. He looked at it. "Wy, this chart is one of the old
astronotion types. W haven't printed those for a thousand years!"

"I't shows this planet!" | said, pointing to it and making it nove around its sun. "No nodern text
mentions it!"

"Astronotion charts were inaccurate,"” he said. "They were inadequate for astrogation. They had

m nutes of error in them™
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"Yes, but that inaccuracy wouldn't include including a whole planet in error!™

"Gve nme that chart,” he said. It was a strange thing to say because he already had it. | didn't
like the grimess in his tone.

He went out into the outer office. He said, "W gave Monte this chart?"

"Way, | did," said R pper

"Flipper," said Sir Chal, "I've been thinking for some tine that you need to freshen up as a
professional. |I'mordering you to space-survey duty, effective at once."

Fl i pper | ooked at me accusingly.

It was quite a row. It took ne an hour to get connected through to nmy Aunt Bl e and get her to get
her husband Lord Cross to catch the transfer order as it canme through the Royal Personnel Ofice
and change it to librarian on one of our famly estates. | couldn't have Flipper's head rolling
into ny lap and staring at ne with accusi ng eyes.

I wasn't permitted to retain the chart. But | had sonething el se. A conviction

THERE WAS A GOVERNMENT COVER- UP ON THE SUBJECT OF BLI TO- P3!

And anot her conviction: Being an investigative reporter was not w thout perils!

But | could begin to see ny nane glinmer in the skies of Voltar. The nightmare of Mddon faded a
bit.

NOW what woul d | do?

Chapter 5

| sat in ny air-speedster and thought about it.

I had the Gis manuscript with me. There was another clue in it but | was pretty nervous about
following it up: it would be very dangerous.

My great-uncle Guz was the civilian Assistant Lord of the Fleet. He has adamant political opinions
and he tal ks about politics by the hour. There is no stopping him He also drinks tup by the
gal l on and you have to drink with him H's ideal plan for ne is a position at a desk in his office
recei ving notables. They also drink tup. Association with Sir Guz al one woul d ruin anyone's health
and such enpl oynent would lead to a very early demise with liver trouble.

I had the nunber of the original patrol craft that surveyed Earth on the first Heller trip. The

Fl eet slavishly keeps records of every vessel it ever had.

You realize, dear reader, that | undertook these perils for your sake.

| headed for the Fleet administrative conplex in Government City.

Typical of any Fleet installation, it |ooked Iike a formation of spaceships. They are laid out on
bl ue gravel walks and "lawns." You practically have to go through airlocks to get into the

bui | di ngs.

I had figured that ny great-uncle Guz, at this tinme of the day, would have returned fromlunch. My
luck was out. He was just |eaving and nothing would do but that | cone along and neet Admira

Bl ast who was departing later today for an inspection tour of all 110 Fleet planetary bases.
Admiral Blast turned out also to be a great tup drinker. He thought it would be a terribly good
idea for me to come along as part of his inspection party and get sone idea of each of the 110
mai n pl anets of the Confederacy: | could sign on as a civilian aide and help himfend off

not abl es. My great-uncle Guz thought it would be splendid training for ny post in his office, as
woul d get an insight into the politics of every planet. The two of thempractically had ne packed
up and on board before, nercifully, tup took over and they went off armin arm singing "Spaceward
Ho! "

I let my tenor fade out and | faded |Iikew se. Two hours hence, they wouldn't renmenber me at all. |
sli pped back into the main building. |I found the office |abelled Fleet Vessel Logs, Archives, and
wal ked i n.

I would try the direct approach this tinme. "Sir GQuz said | could |l ook at sone old ship logs," |
said, knowing full well ny great-uncle wouldn't renenber anything about it one way or the other

An ol d spacer with half his face burned off said, "Wat ship?"

| said, "Patrol Craft B-44-A-539-G"

He indicated a cubicle and I went in and sat down in front of the screen. The vessel's |og began
toroll off before my eyes. There was a slow button and a stop button on the console. There were
also a ot of other controls.

It was speeding along toward the date | wanted. | pushed sl ow.

THEN, THERE | T WAS

Entry by entry, the whole cruise rolled off. It had left Voltar carrying Conbat Engi neer Jettero
Hel I er, had proceeded to Blito-P3, surveyed it without |anding and had returned. Fifteen weeks
worth of 1og and routine action.
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Aha! This was the ship Lonbar Hisst, Chief of the Apparatus, had

then grabbed at the patrol base, seizing all of its crew and sending themto Spiteos.

But none of that was in the log. It sinply went blank for a bit. Then suddenly there were nore
entries. They started with a refit and proceeded on with routine duties.

Hastily, | found a reverse button and backed it up. The blank area had a little synbol appearing
beside it on the screen. It was a green spiral. | |ooked at the code on the nmachine side and it
said the synbol neant "See Fleet Intelligence."

I glanced out of the cubicle at the clerk. He was busy at something else. | addressed the console
keyboard. It was not too different than a library keyboard at school. | punched the green-spira
key and then fed in the patrol-craft nunber.

Payof f !

PATROL CRAFT B-44-A-539-G |IN A ROUTI NE CHASE OF SPACE SMUGGLERS | N COORDI NATES 80/ 45/ 32, FLI STEN
SECTOR, FLEET CRU SE VESSEL BAULK DI SCOVERED AND REPOSSESSED SAI D CRAFT.

Aha! The reason neither Gis nor anyone else could find the crash was that that crooked Death
Battal i on squad had sold the vessel to snugglers! They hadn't crashed it as ordered.

Wait. There were sonme nore synbols. | deciphered that if one wanted the battle report one should
punch in Fleet Cruise Vessel Baulk. But if one wanted the disposition of the patrol-craft crew,
one should punch in Fleet Intelligence.

I was not interested in the battle with snugglers but | was interested in the patrol craft's crew
In the Gis narrative, he had gone to Spiteos where the crew had been inprisoned, had gotten a
prostitute and had put her and poisoned food into the cell and had supposed they would shortly al
be dead.

YET HERE WAS A FLEET | NTELLI GENCE REPORT ON THI S CREW

Believe ne, | lost no time punching it in!
And here it cane!
CONFI DENTI AL

From Craftl eader Soans, Patrol Craft B-44-A-539-G

To: Fleet Intelligence Oficer Bis

SIR' Pursuant to your request that | make a report to you in full, it is ny pleasure and duty to
do so.

SIR When we received energency orders to take off, we boarded our craft and went skyward. Fifteen
men of the Apparatus Death Battalion suddenly emerged fromhiding in the ship and overpowered us.
SIRl There is an Apparatus fortress two hundred miles across the G eat Desert which is not on our
charts. It is a black castle generally supposed to be a primtive ruin. But it is totally policed
and def ended.

SIR The twenty of us, names attached, were incarcerated contrary to all regulations. W were
stripped naked and thrown in an underground cell

SIRl W& woul d have starved to death had it not been for our skill in catching vermn.

SIRl W woul d have died of thirst had it not been for underground water |eakage.

After sone days we were approached by a General Services officer, brown hair, brown eyes, who did
not identify hinself.

SIRl He wanted information concerning our cruise to Blito-P3 and, in particular, data concerning
JETTERO HELLER, Royal officer, who was nominally in command of the survey we undertook of said
unconquered planet. In particular, he wanted to know any weaknesses of said Royal officer, Heller
SIRl He tried to bribe us with food, noney and then a prostitute. Recognizing that he was a
"drunk, "

we told himnothing but got the bribes out of himanyway.

The prostitute was shown to us outside the cell door and we were told we could have her if we

tal ked. One of us spacers, a pilot fromFlisten, recognized the girl as a Guaop fromher eye form
and long fingernails. He had | earned to speak Guaop as a boy. Using that |anguage he told her not
to struggle and to come in. The "drunk" pushed her through the slot as she was not very big. She
was in terrible condition. Her |arynx had been renoved. Al though she could not talk, by using hand
signals for yes and no and designs drawn in the dirt, we for the first tine | earned where we were.
See data above.

The food was suspect so we fed some to a vernin which died horribly.

The nmoney was exam ned by our finance man and was found to be counterfeit.

A magi ¢ bag which did not disclose what was in it was part of the bribes. W found out how to work
it.

A pass, according to the girl, had been left for her at the guard station

We promised the girl that if she hel ped us we woul d see that she got an artificial |arynx and
woul d be sent home to Flisten. She agreed.
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A kni fe was nmade for her fromone of the food cans. The nedical spacer fixed her up so she | ooked
i ke she had a venereal disease and would not be raped by the guards.

Under our instructions, she took the poison food out and buried it at Canp Kill. In subsequent
trips in she brought us netal scraps fromold wecks, concealing themin the magi c bag under
sexual tricks.

Weapons were nmade by us.

At strike hour the girl dug up the poisoned food at Canp Kill, carried it through our guardroom
dropped the bag of it in the guardroomso that it spilled. The guards there, of course, seized it
and began to open it to eat. But the girl, per plan, induced the officer to come to the cell with

her, saying they would now kill her and promising him wth gestures, certain favors.

The guard officer fell into our hands. He proved, under threat, very conpliant.

The guards in the guardroom had eaten the food and were dead. W dragged their bodies into our
cell, stripped them and donned their uniforns. W put on riot helnets to hide our faces. Wen the

relief guard squad cane, we took care of them

The captured officer passed us and the girl out through the tunnels.

An ai rbus was commandeered by the captured officer and we flew to our base. As agreed, we then |et
hi m escape and | doubt he will go near the Apparatus.

Fi nance for an artificial larynx and a passage to Flisten for the girl were provided by our crew
so there is no Fl eet expense or vouchers.

Request that | and ny crew be pernmitted to bomb Apparatus central headquarters in Governnent City,
as they are just "drunks" and it would be no | oss.

Respectfully, SIR Craftl eader Soans

Endorsenent |: File with ongoing Fleet Intelligence investigation of the Coordinated Information
Appar at us.

Endorsenment 2: After any necessary nedical treatnment, restore crew to norrmal operating status.
Endor senment 3: Negative on bombi ng Appar at us.

Devel opnents are bei ng wat ched

Fl eet Intelligence

I was in an instant, giddy whirl! . This compared exactly with the Gis confession!

There HAD been an Apparatus! There HAD been a survey of Blito-P3!

There HAD been a planet called Earth! Ch, dear nme! This WAS a gigantic cover-up! But they hadn't
covered up everything!

The burned spacer said, "You got what you want in there?" | hastily folded the printouts and put
themin ny case. He nust not know what | had gleaned. Oh, life as an investigative reporter could
be very exciting! | wal ked out casually. | stood on the blue gravel and pondered. Were woul d
I go, Then it cane to ne in a flash.

SPI TECS!

Chapter 6

I rushed to ny air-speedster and grabbed the communi cations nmouthpiece. | called the fanily estate
hangar - garage and got through to ny mechanic.

"Shafter," | said, excitedly, "get the old air-wagon ready. | will be home to pick it up at once."

"The air-wagon!" he wail ed. "Wy, young Monte, that hasn't been out of the hangar for ten years!
We haven't used it since we used to take you and your chums to school!"

"Get it ready!" | said sternly. "It's going on a long trip! Now switch ne over to Hound."

"Young Monte?" Hound said. "It's a good thing you called. Your nother has been on to nme since noon
trying to find out where you were. Didn't you renenber you had a swinmring date with Corsa and her
br ot her ?"

But | was filled with too nmuch eagerness to be bothered nowwith that. My salvation was on its
way. "Hound, throw some instruments and canpi ng equi pnent and guns and things in the air-wagon

ri ght away."

"@ns?" he said. "You don't have any guns, young Monte. Besides, you can't go canping. You're
supposed to go to Corsa's town house for dinner!"

"Hound," | said, "don't fail me just this once. | promise not to nmake you listen to ny next ode.
How s t hat ?"

"Very tenpting," said Hound. "But you better conme hone!"

I broke all speed records getting back to the estate. And what did | run into? Ch, reader, you
shoul d appreciate what |'ve had to go through to get this story finished for you

The air-wagon, pretty scruffy, was on the pad all right. But so were ny nother and Corsa and her
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brother and Hound. The latter three were dressed in outing clothes!

"Ch, | think it's so romantic," ny nmother said. "There will be two noons tonight."
"1 got you guns,"” said Hound. "Corsa's brother has themby the ton."
Shafter was in the driving seat. "I can't trust you with this old weck, young Monte. 'l

probably have to overhaul the drives in mdair."
We took off, my nother waving hopefully. Corsa cuddl ed up

It wasn't going quite as | planned. | doubted that Bob Hoodward coul d have unseated any presidents
if he'd been mired down in famly.

"Where we goi ng?" asked Shafter. | sort of glared at him | had wanted to drive to see if | could
do it like Heller, with one knee. But | would nake the best of it.

"CGo over these hills and head out across the Great Desert," | said.

"Ch, we're going to the Blike Muntains," said Hound. "I'd better call the Earl of Mk. That's his
hunting preserve. He'll want game wardens to meet us."

"No, no!" | said. "We're not going there. W' re heading for Spiteos."

"Never heard of it," said Shafter, reaching for a button to turn on the panel map screen

"You won't have," | said proudly. "It's a huge black castle left over fromprimtive tines. It's
two hundred niles straight west. You can't miss it. It's an enornous ruin, | think."

"I don't like ruins," said Corsa. "On Modon we build everything shiny new. In fact, | have sone
architects working on our house."

| felt alittle ill. This sort of thing could go too far and it was certainly going too fast!

Her brother thought he'd better educate nme on how you handl ed | epertiges with cannons so
woul dn't get hurt the first tine out. And Corsa informed me at considerable | ength what you had to
do about worns getting into the crops.

| felt | had received a Royal reprieve when Shatter said suddenly, "If that's it, there it is!"

| 1 ooked ahead and down. Through a dancing col um of w nd and dust, l|ike purple dianonds in the
slanting sun, | saw a gash that rent the ground, deadly and awful deep. Just beyond it seened to
be an area of black stone sprawl ed upon the desert floor. ,., "I don't see any castle," said
Cor sa.

"I thought you said there was a castle," said her brother. « - There was green grass along the
chasmrimand sonme grazing aninmals dotted the area

"A herder!" cried Corsa. "Land down there so | can ask himabout his flock!"

Shatter pronptly | anded.

I got out and before Corsa could get to him | ran to the rustic and said, "lIs this the castle of
Spi t eos?"

He hunched the bl anket he wore as a cloak so it wouldn't fall off and | ooked where | was pointing.
"Them bl ack rocks?" He was chewing on a |leaf and he spat liquidly in that direction. "I heard ny
great-grandfather call it 'Castle Rocks' once. And maybe they did | ook |like a castle once. But

there's been earthquakes, you know, and things get tunbled around."

| |1 ooked at the yawni ng chasm "You ever been down into that?"

"What ?" he said, aghast. "You nmust think I'"mcrazy. | had an animal fall there once and you could
hear him scream for half an hour and he never did hit bottom"

Corsa had corme up and she wanted to know all about the crop value of his aninmals and did he ever
have to treat themfor colic.

I went over and sat down on a | arge bl ack boul der and | ooked at this scene. Fromthe Gis

manuscript, | could get a pretty good idea of where Canp Endurance—er Camp Kill as they called it—
had been. | didn't want to go near that chasm where the Countess Krak apparently had fallen to her
death. | wondered if there were still dungeons and bones underneath this spraw of enornobus

basal t.

Unable to resist the urge, since it was singing in ny head, | whipped out a pad of paper and

wr ot e:

AN ODE TO SPITECS ©Oh, grandeur fallen in decay, You fill my soul with dread dismay. Your broken

ruined stones that fell, Many a disnal tale could tell. Ch, in your blackness did you spring Up
i ke sone dermented thing, Fromsome foul, fetid, screaming Hell? ,COh, Spiteos, you who speak of
dead Forgotten nen fill me with dread! ,I'mglad your bones again will wed The ground on which

your evil bled. " The cry of mourning is the mban O desert wi nd. Not m ne

I looked at it. Pretty good, | thought. You're in fine form Mnte.

Foot steps behind ne. It was Corsa and her brother and Hound. | couldn't resist reading it to them
RAUCOUS LAUGHTER

When she coul d catch her breath, and holding her side, Corsa said, "Ch, Mnte! It will be such a
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relief when | can cure you of this obsession with witing. | honestly don't think ny stonach
muscl es could stand too nuch of this.”
Fromthat nonent, | hated her with enduring passion

| hardly heard Hound's conment, "You pronised not to read ne another one of themthings. Shows I
got to work harder inpressing on you the value of keeping one's word!"
| sternly repressed the urge to wite "An Ode to Those Wo Have No Soul s."

Very well aware that | had been born in the wong time and the wong place, | went over to the air-
wagon.

"CGet out the instruments,” | told Shafter

"Well, you didn't say what kind. But | got everything here you can analyze any notor with that's
made. "

"I"'mnot trying to analyze notors. I'mtrying to detect netal under the ground."

"Metal ?" he said. "You don't have to detect netal to fix a drive. That's all they're nade of.
Every detector | brought detects currents.™

The possibility of any current still running in anything after a century or nore, unless it was a
bl ack hol e or sonething, was too renote.

Feeling defeated, | went away and sat down.

If ny search dead-ended and | never got the uncover-up book witten, ny fate was seal ed. Faced
with clerks' desks or exile to Mbdon, the only possible solution seened to be to throw nyself into

the chasm and have done. | sat there in the sunset, getting bluer by the monent. | didn't have
enough material. Al | had was an old chart | didn't keep, a ship's log, an intelligence report
and the Gis confession. They did not conprise any real evidence of or reason for such a vast
cover-up. | wondered what Bob Hoodward woul d have done. Shafter canme over. "Ch, don't just sit
there pouting. | hear you spouting and that poemwasn't that bad. Besides, |'ve had an idea. |f
you want to find netal under the ground, | can take a spare fuel rod and push it into the dirt and
tap it and if there's any netal around, it will polarize the current and one of these analyzers
will spot it. What you | ooking for, buried treasure?"

"Ch, indeed so!"™ | said. And priceless treasure it would be. It would buy nme out of total
degraded slavery if | could find evidence |I needed!

"Then," he said, "let's get to work."

Chapter 7

| could see at once that there was going to be an awful |ot of digging.

Hound said, "No, no, no! You can't dig in that suit you're wearing and if you think Shatter and I
are going to do all the digging, you ve got another think com ng, young Monte." He called to the
herdsnan. "Haven't you got a village around here?"

The herdsnan spat liquidly in a northerly direction. "Just on the other side of them biggest black
rocks."

| asked Corsa's brother to unload the canpi ng equi prent and set it up and then scranbl ed after
Hound, who had gone | unbering off in the indicated direction. Wth many an adnonition to not scuff

my shoes and not fall in any obviously gaping holes, Hound |l ed ne around the mammoth pil e of
stones, and after about fifteen m nutes of walking we cane to the "village."
It wasn't a village at all. The rocks seened to have a |lot of holes in themthat could be said to

be caves and there were wonen and ki ds visible.

Hound, with a ot of questions to blank or w de-eyed faces, |located the headman in a cavity that
was mainly furni shed with odors. He was gnarled and tw sted and toothless, 190 if he was a day.
Aha! | thought. These were some of the prisoners that escaped during the earthquake and they
stayed around!

"This tribe?" said the old man. "We're herders. We drifted in here about fifty year ago, found
grass and settled down." No, he didn't know this had once been a castle.

Hound said to ne, "How many hol es are you going to dig?"

"How shoul d I know how many holes |I'mgoing to dig?"

"Well, | better make plans for a lot of holes if your record in Kid Sandpiles is any gauge. How
much noney have you got on you?"

| said, "Why should I have any noney on ne?"

Hound said, "Because |I'mgoing to hire these men to do the digging."

"oh. "

He struck up sonme kind of a crass conmercial bargain in which the fifty nen of the village would
di g.

Cauti oned numerous tinmes not to catch the cuffs of ny pants on thorns, we got back to the air-
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wagon.

There was no sign of any pitched shelters. A bang in the distance told me that Corsa's brother was
utilizing the remaining light to shoot songbirds. Corsa was busy discussing ani mal husbandry with
t he herdsnan.

Hound said, "I'mgoing to take the air-wagon back to town and get an advance on your next nonth's
al l owance. And |I'mgoing to get you some digging clothes. You should have told nme what you were up
to. Sit right there on that rock until | come back."

He and Shafter threw the canping gear out and Hound took off. | sat on the rock and wondered what
it would be like to live an unmanaged life. | was certain that Bob Hoodward didn't ever have such
obstacl es to overcone. Shafter was going around pushing a fuel rod in the ground and tapping it.
Finally he said to ne, "Young Monte, | can't tap the rod and read a nmeter at the sane tine. Wen

tap the rod, you walk around nme fifteen or twenty feet away and watch the neter."

I did as he suggested. Al npst at once | got a huge surge. Excitedly | began to tear out grass by
the roots and scoop away sand. Shafter was right with me. W | ooked |ike a couple of sporting
animal s going down a varmnt hole for the kill. Gass tufts were flying through the noonlight in
one direction and sand in anot her

"What are you doi ng?" said Corsa

"We're going after buried treasure," said Shatter

"Well, you shouldn't be digging this grassland up like that. You'll ruin their pasturage. Fil
that hole up at once and replace the turf."

"Ch, we will, we will," | said. "Let's see what's down here first."
"Monte," she said severely, "l can see right now that you have a terrible anobunt to | earn. \Wen
you dig up pasturage that way, you get erosion. | really sigh when | realize the terrible tine |

wi Il have nmaking an acceptable farmer out of you. You have no finer sensibilities. Cease and

desi st at once!"

O course we had to stop. | went back and sat down on the rock, mourning. What the Devils had been
down underneath there, giving that read on the anal yzer?

The noons were well up when Hound cane back. He had brought two footnen, a cook and a naid for
Corsa. | got scol ded because ny | ounge suit was now turf-stained.

They found a spring, erected inflatable shelters and belatedly we had a di nner they had brought
from t own.

But | was very cunning. You are lucky that | was, dear reader, for we never would have found out
what happened after the Gis narrative left us in mdair.

I waited until everybody was asleep. | crept out of ny shelter and went back to the hole and began
to dig. | was very quiet. | dug and scraped and brushed and wore nmy fingers to the bone.
And then, there in the green noonlight, |I knelt there looking at it.

A CANNON VHEEL!

It was corroded and twisted. The rimwas partially nelted as froma flaning bl ast.

Clearly there had been a battle here!

My hopes soar ed.

Clearly | could put an end to the overnanagenent of ny |life. Fane beckoned!

| cane out of ny trance. | rolled it over onto flat ground. | carefully filled the hole in

al though | couldn't find the turf.

I rolled the clunmsy, battered wheel into nmy shelter and at |ast went to sleep. A blasting bustle
awoke me. | couldn't find out what it was right away because Hound had to shave nme and get nme into
some sport clothes and proper boots and even insisted | have breakfast. At last | got out of the
shelter. The area was teenming with men fromthe village. They all had digging tools. They were
standi ng around Corsa. My hopes soared. Maybe she was on ny side. Then | overheard what she was
sayi ng.

She was telling themthat the grazing area could be quadrupled ! if they dug certain trenches that
woul d stop erosion and enlarge the spring. Certain actions, it seemed, would then create ponds
fromthe occasional runoff of the rains.

"There's far too much spill into that chasm" she told them "So here is your map. Now get to
wor k. "

They all went trudging off and she cane over to me. "Now, |'ve , taken care of that for you

Monte. Wiy don't you go find nmy brother and help himshoot these songbirds. They're terrible for
crops."”

It was nmy turn to raise ny eyes to the sky but, of course, | didn't. Not in front of her. Shafter
and | had no choice but to follow the diggers about and hope they would hit sonething by accident.
Al nost at once we began to hit paydirt! (That's a mining term) A digger threw sone dirt aside and
Shafter saw sonmething glitter and was in there Iike a shot. He picked up sonmething round and then
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said, "Blast, | thought it was a coin!" He threwit away and | picked it up quickly. A button! It
had a synbol on it that |ooked like a bottle—no, a fat paddle with an upsi de-down handle! , THE
APPARATUS

Aha! The Gris confession was no myth! Al that day | tagged around collecting things. Odds and
ends of netal were evidently not unusual in this place. One of the men said they appeared on the
ground every tine it rained. This had been a vast encanpment!

By evening | had a hoard that even included the remains of an electric whip!

Ch, | was getting warm | didn't even mind a |lecture by Corsa's brother, as he sorted out a nound
of plumage, on what kind of songbird you had to get rid of first if you ever expected to get a

wi nk of sleep. | wondered sourly to nyself if Gis' ancestors had cone from Modon. | wondered if
my sanity could stand up to nuch nore association with this pair. About nidnight the
conspiratorial voice of Shafter woke ne up. "If we're ever going to find any buried treasure," he
whi spered, "we're going to have to work at night. Cone along. | need sonebody to read the nmeter."
We stealthily crept out of canp. "Now, today when | went into town to get a | oad of grass seed,"
he said, "I took a look at this place fromthe air. If this was ever a castle, when the earthquake
knocked it over, it fell due west. There's a pattern of fallen stone that |ooks just |ike a tower
when you see it fromabove. My hunch is that if you root around over there and if it ever had a
strongroom it would lie in that ness. So let's go."

We cl anbered over shattered piles of black basalt under the bright green noons. This was nore |ike
the kind of thing | thought Bob Hoodward would do. A wind had cone up and it was noani ng through
the tunbl ed stones. The beginning lines of "An Ode to the Honel ess Ghost" began to run through mny
head. | wasn't watching where | was goi ng.

| FELL STRAI GHT DOWN!

Fifteen feet below | fetched up with a horrible thud!

Shafter's voice out in the night. "Hey, where'd you go?"

"I''"'mdown here!" | yelled.

I could see his head above in the hole, silhouetted against the noon-hazed sky. "You shouldn't go
runni ng of f that way! You could get hurt!"”

"Could get hurt?" | wailed. "I'msnmashed! Get nme out of here!"
He shined a light down into the place. "Hey!" he said. "Good going! You found a room"
| stopped feeling for broken bones and | ooked around. Yes, | was in what might have been a room

Shafter got out a |line but instead of hauling me up, he came down. "What's that you're lying on?"
he sai d.

| | ooked.

A DOCR!

It was made out of inpervious alloy and had been so covered with dust that it had taken ny fall to
expose it.

We uncovered it. Shafter used a disintegrator drill to renove the hinges and we nanaged to lay it
asi de. There was a gaping hole under it and when we shined in the torch, we were |ooking at a room
lying on its side.

It had the collapsed renmains of sonme furniture init. W dropped down a rope intoit. | righted a
chair. It was an ornate antique. | thought naybe that we had gotten into sone old tonb. | | ooked
around for signs of a coffin or burial artifacts. There were only a | ot of shards of gl ass.

"Let's see if there's any buried treasure back of these walls," said Shafter. "You read the neter.
I"lIl get on sone insulator gloves and bang this fuel rod."

Shortly the sparks were flying as he went along the walls. It nmade the air snell |ike ozone.

| was passing the neter along one wall. | got a trenendous read. Shafter rushed over to ne.
"Crashi ng cogwheel s!'" he said. "There nust be metal back of there by the nillions of tons!"

W went down the wall and found, under a cascade of stone, another door. We unburied it,

di sintegrated the hinges and renoved it.

We were in another room

I shined ny torch. Just behind the place where | had gotten ny read was the renai ns of a COWUTER
BANK!

"Ch, blast," said Shafter. "That isn't any treasure. My current was just energizing the

el ectronagnetic coils. W been had!"

"No, we haven't!" | cried. | suddenly knew where we were. That antique throne chair in the other
of fice, this door, the desks tunbl ed about, all conpared with the Gris confession

WE WERE | N THE TONER COFFI CES OF LOVBAR
HI SST!
THAT WAS H S COVMPUTER CONSOLE
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Ch, the very thing I had hoped to find!

"Quick, Shatter!" | said. "Can you get power into that thing?"

He | ooked at it. Wien the tower had crashed, the retaining bolts had held. But it was a sorry-
| ooki ng ness.

"Wel |, why?" said Shafter

"To get the information out of it, of course!"

"Well, Mnte, | hate to have to tell you this but if there had been anything left on those
recordings, it's gone now. "

"What do you nean?" | wail ed.
"Well, we been sending hellish jolts of electricity around to find things and it would have wi ped
every cell init."

| coll apsed. What Bob Hoodward nust have gone through

If | got any nore help on this project | might as well give up

At length | clinbed back up the Iines we had | eft dangling and got outside. | sat down on a rock
in the noonlight.

Prospects of Mbdon with Corsa and her brother or prospects of drudgery at dull desks were two
types of torture it was inpossible to choose between. The green haze in the sky was not enbl azoned
with my nanme. The nil e-deep chasm | ooked very attractive. Dully, | began to conpose "An Ode to a
Snuf f ed-out Life."

Chapter 8

Listlessly, all the next day, | |oafed around, not even bothering to pick up the bits and pieces
the | and-recl anati on project was turning up.

In the first place, | had had very little sleep. In the second place, | knew down deep that it was

a good thing for this herding tribe to have nore water and grass and | was sort of ashaned of
mysel f for feeling so harshly about it. The Great Desert had once been a ferule plain, 125,000
years ago or nore. It had the remains of primitive canals all through it. But the civilization had
been wi ped out and it had all gone to dust.

I began to rum nate upon the transient nature of cultures. They could be interrupted. For the
first time | wondered about our own. It was, on the surface, quite stable. Wat if sone
cataclysm c war destroyed us in a puff of flanme?

Before | had gotten very far with "An Ode to Vanished Gory," in a very sad neter that fitted ny
nmood, | suddenly had an errant thought.

Maybe there wasn't any real cover-up. Maybe Vol tar had wi ped out Blito-P3. Maybe it sinply wasn't
there anynore. Maybe it had becone an awful threat!

I nmentioned it at supper. | said, "Say, do you suppose sonme unconquered planet far from here could
have devel oped weapons that could defeat the Voltar Fleet and w pe out the Confederacy?"

"WHAT?" said Corsa's brother. "Wpe out 110 pl anets? You nust be crazy."

"What planet are you tal ki ng about?" said Corsa

"It is a planet designated on our charts—er used to be-Blito-P3. The name the inhabitants use is
Earth. "

"Does it have people on it?" said Corsa's brother

"Yes. | guess you could call them Earthnen."

He let out a snort of laughter. "The Earthmen are conming!" he finally nanaged with a bucolic
guf f aw.

Corsa joined in with raucous |aughter.

Her brother |ooked up at the twlight sky. "Get under cover quick! Strange ships are in the air!"”
They real ly | aughed.

| wouldn't have felt so bad about it but the staff around joined in.

"Ch, Monte," Corsa said at last, "you'll weck ny belly nuscles yet! You are such a clown!"

| was trying to explain to themthat what | had neant was that Voltar night have found it

expedi ent to wi pe the planet out because it somehow could have threatened us. But they weren't
listening. They had the whole staff rushing out to make sure there was no eneny fleet in the sky,
and they were pretending to see strange ships and running into each other with fake cries of
horror at discovering the other was an Earthman just |anded. They were awfully energetic. | guess
the fresh night air does that to you. Later her brother anused hinmself by drawi ng what an Eart hman
must ook like. He tried feelers and discarded that for horns and threw that away for bl obs. Corsa
gathered them up and said she couldn't wait to show themto her friends.

| retired early.

It was a good thing | did. About mdnight, just when | had conposed ny tortured wits enough to
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drop off, Shatter woke me up.

I got sone clothes on and foll owed his beckoning finger. Wen we were far enough fromthe canmp to
be able to talk normally, he said, "You should have told ne you were | ooking for data banks. Is
this a secret or sonething?"

I rued that | had not kept it nore secret fromthat Mdon pair.

"Yes, very much so," | said. "I'mtrying to find out what happened after a confession | read. He
left it all up in the air."
"Well, you just cone along," Shafter said.

W were going to the village!

A very shadowy tribesman net us and | ed us onward. W went into what appeared to be a cave,

st eppi ng over bundl es of hides. W went to the back

"I couldn't stand to see you pouting," said Shafter. "So last night | followed the cables from
that console. | cane out here!"

He was pointing down a tunnel. | followed him He opened a huge netal side door

It was a vast roomfull of tables, benches and cabinets. Pieces of hide and working tools lay al
about .

"They use it for a sort of factory to nmake clothes in. They had no way to get the cabinets open
and didn't need them anyway."

"What is this place?" | said, playing my |light down the vast expanse of griny, age-crusted

cabi net s.

"The conputer feeder room" he said. He threw open a cabi net whose hinges he had disintegrated.
"This is the place where they prepared the nenory bank of that console.™

I reached in and pulled out sheaves of paper

DOCUMENTS!

These were the original s!

RECORDI NG STRI PS!

These were the first-generation recordi ngs!

"WIIl this do?" said Shafter

"Ch, thank Heavens and all the Gods, yes!" | cried, ny hands shaking.

"Well, that's a good thing," said Shafter, "because you just bought the place."

Chapter 9

Rape, murder and sudden death: | was |ooking at so many crinmes at once, it was a shocking nmess!

To ne, raised in the belief that governnent is honest and does no wong, protects its citizens and
| abors for the good of all, it was a terrible shock!

No wonder they hid—what were these headed, the Coordinated I nformati on Apparatus?—fromthe public
Vi ewt

Ki dnap this one, assassinate that one, blackmail someone else. And silly crimes as well: "Poison
his pet fish!"™ And crimes that were stupid: "Break the windows of his house so he'll think the
public don't like him" But domi nant were awful crines: "Rob a bank, plant the evidence on him
meke it ook like suicide." "Kidnap his children and when he cones to get them back, nurder them
in front of his eyes." A catalogue of villainy such as | had never seen stared at ne fromthis
data bank: slaughter, arson and revenge—destruction, hungry and ranpant!

How could this possibly be? Was THI S t he gover nnent ?

Al'l through the night and near to dawn | sorted through this fearful hoard, staggered in reality
but too fixated to Il et the papers drop

"You better cone away fromthere." A voice was at ny side. "The canp and village will be up soon
and they' Il be wondering where you are.”

"I''"'m hal fway between the sixth and seventh Hells," | said. "lI've just conme on a snall religious
group the governnment harassed. The order here says to plant a whole false file into their church
with their nanmes forged to it. Then there's going to be a raid and they'll all be arrested and

shot. Incredible!"
"Conme away," said Shafter. "Your eyes are pretty wild."

He led me off and | went to bed to fall, dunbfounded, into fitful sleep

Hound routed ne out, scolding ne for getting nmy clothes and hair so thickly scumed with dirt. |
didn't tell himthe shape ny soul was in. | felt it was past washing.

M dnor ni ng, dear Corsa cane boundi ng over. How nuch she | ooked like a farmanimal, | unkindly
thought. "Oh, Monte!" she said, sitting down at the canp table, crossing her beefy |l egs and
enptying ny canister of hot jolt, "I know you thought it would be awfully sweet of you to buy this

place for me. Here are the deeds the village headman endorsed: aren't they quaint? Squatter's
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deeds, laying claimto abandoned [ and. They al so make you responsible for any existing tenants.
Valid enough, but really, Mnte, it will cost a fortune to clear away those old black rocks and
there's hardly enough ground here to run nmy pets on. | know you nean well, Monte, but really, |
soneti mes wonder about your finer sensibilities. It is very plain that you need sonmeone strong to
take you in hand." She patted me on the shoulder and |eft a bruise. "But never mnd, we'll get
along just fine once we're on Modon and | have the help of ny family in shaping you up."

She threw the deeds down into the sweetbun syrup and gal |l oped of f.

"Afine girl," said Hound.

He would think so, | thought privately. He weighs about three hundred pounds. | would have to
wei gh nore than that and be a chanpion westler to boot to handl e Corsa—and now, to this threat,
she had added her family. Were they all |ike her brother? Chargi ng around breaking bats and
shooti ng songbirds?

But | had a secret weapon. Despite the shock it gave ne, | was certain | had nmy hands on a cover-
up to end all cover-ups. The matter was very dicey, of course. Wen | saw what a governnent coul d
cover up, the task of uncovering it seened nonunental. But sonehow | would get ny name bl azing
across the sky yet! The Gis confession was an understatenment of the way things ran!

Having slept a bit in the afternoon and, although jaded froma dinner full of "The Earthnen are
comng," | was able to go to bed early, sneak out the back of the shelter and go with Shafter back
to the tunnels.

| saw tonight that what had preserved this area was that it had been bel ow ground | evel and

what ever eart hquake had overturned the place had left this whole I evel, and probably areas bel ow,

i ntact.

"There's an old cellological laboratory in there," said Shafter, pointing to a door. "And right up
here, there is what night have been a gymasi um or sonething. The tribesmen couldn't get the doors
open but | took care of that."

I looked into the place. The Countess Krak's training roonms! | waded through cl ouds of dust that
al rost nade a white fog in front of ny lanp. Cabinets of training materials! | was |ooking for
sonmet hing—there it was! Blito-P3 naterials! | opened a drawer. Aged newssheets in sonme strange

| anguage! Was that English? | didn't dare touch them after nearly a hundred years they were so
yel l ow and decayed that, even in this dry desert air, they l|ooked |like they would go to powder.
Back in the hall, Shafter said, "lIt's lucky the tribesmen couldn't open this next one."

I turned my light intoit. An arsenal! Blastrifles, blasticks, grenades. They were in preservation
boxes, all usable if you had power packs. But what was this? Hand firebonbs, assassin scopes,

poi son, booby traps for houses, on and on. Ch, they were very nasty people.

"Lock that place up!" | told Shafter with a shudder as | cane out.
I went back to the computer feeder room stifled ny reaction to half-rotten hides and got back to
work on the files. | just want you to know, reader, what | went through to finish this job!

This night | was hopefully searching for nore data about Blito-P3. After only a couple of hours,
came up with sonething shattering.

SURVEYS!
There were nore than fifteen thousand years' worth of surveys
on Blito-P3! | was amazed that Voltar had been interested in it that long. Every few years, or

sonetines every few centuries, a whole survey crew had wandered t hrough the place. They had

ref erences here and there to the Voltar Invasion Tinmetable. Cvilizations had risen and fallen and
track had been kept of them | couldn't read the originals, of course, but the conputer summary in
Vol tari an—the sheet they used to transmt the data into the banks—was pi nned to each one.

The nost nassive collection of these was grouped under just one headi ng: Earth Governnent
Intelligence Organizations.

The pack covered a span of about three thousand years.

St range- soundi ng nanes junped out at you: Julius Caesar, Karl

Schul nei ster, Napol eon, Wbber, a host of them They seened to

get thicker as they approached | ater dates. They were separated

into groups, and near the top, the thickest one began with Cheka,

then, noving forward, OGPU, NKVD, M3B, and wound up with

Komi t et Gosudar stvennoy Besopasnosti or KGB. Another pack said

CSS and Cl A and yet another one said FBI. | guessed that Voltar

was keeping tabs on what the potential eneny was doing. And they

must be very interested, because every one of these docunments was

initialed by the existing Chief of Apparatus at the tine of its receipt.

The | atest ones bore initials which I knew by now stood for Lonbar Hisst.

if Very, very curious: a supersecret organization Voltar didn't even adnmit
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exi sted, studying supersecret organi zations that maybe their governnents
didn't admit existed either. | glanced over ny shoulder. | knew exactly how Bob Hoodward nust have
felt when he was about to blow the cover off something. | put all those packs back and got into
the Voltar files. | was getting a little giddy at the sheer quantity of this stuff. How was | ever
going to straighten it out and extract a coherent story?

But if | could ever get through this and sort it out, | really had them No wonder they would

engage in a huge cover-up! Their

hands were running scarlet wth innocent blood! How could a population stand for this? Wat an
expl osion ny expose woul d rmake!

I was standing in front of a cabinet that was labelled Don't File. Ah, this should be interesting.
I reached in and the very first thing |I picked up al nbst made ny eyes pop out. It said:

ARREST HI GHTEE HELLER AND HOLD HER. THEN BARGAIN W TH HER BROTHER AND GET HIM TO COVE I N. THEN
KILL THEM BOTH.

LOVBAR HI SST
My hands shook. | was on the trail! That was Jettero Heller's sister
Wait a minute. Hightee Heller was still alive! 1'd seen her being interviewed on Homevi ew not a

nmonth ago. She was in her later mddl e age now, graying but not too badly preserved. They had been
having a festival to commenorate her songs. She had even sung a bar or two.

I wondered if she realized there had been a government plot against her life. A celebrity like

t hat ? Monstrous!

Maybe there were nore details el sewhere. | |ooked at this vast, vast array of files—illions,
billions of bits. The feeling came over ne that it mght take nme years and years. Long before that
they woul d have nme shi pped off to Modon or bolted to a dusty desk. Desperation took the place of
hope. Abruptly, as | |ooked back at what | held in ny hand, the solution to the whole thing hit
ne.

H ghtee Heller would know all about her brother. She would have letters, clippings, things beyond
t he government reach. They obviously had never dared ki dnap her.

My mnd was nade up. | would use this scrap of paper for an entry. | would go see Hi ghtee Heller.
I woul d get her help.

Ch, we would bl ow the cover off everything!

I had Shatter lock the place up. W went back. At the crack of dawn | told themthe canping trip
was ended. | told the headman to take care of the place, finish Corsa's project, and shelled out
the rest of ny allowance so he coul d.

We sped back to the city.

At two o'clock that very day, using ny famly connections with the nanager of Homeview, | wal ked
into the drawing roomof H ghtee Heller's rooftop estate at Pausch Hills.

A bit gray-haired, retaining sone of her beauty and very pleasant, Hightee Heller graciously told
me to sit down.

"I"ve come to tell you there has been a plot against your life," | said.

She | ooked at the paper and then at nme. "Wat are you doi ng?" she said.

"I"'mwiting the story of Jettero Heller's life."

"Awiter," she said. "Well, well, you've cone to the right person, Mnte Pennwell. You may have
to do sone travelling, for his papers are all kept in the place where he was born: Tapour

At al anta Province, Planet Manco. | can give you a letter to the nuseumlibrarian there."

"What about this threat against your life?" | said.

She went to the w ndow and | ooked across at CGovernnment City. Then she said, "Are you a good
fighter, Monte Pennwel | ?"

“I"'mnot sure," | said. "I never tried."

That seenmed to surprise her. Then she | ooked at the paper. "Fromthis, | would say that you have
sonmehow gotten into the files of the Coordi nated I nfornmation Apparatus. Have you got nore than

t hi s?"

"I"ve got tons and tons and tons,"” | said. "I even own the place they're sitting in: the old
fortress of Spiteos. | just bought it."

"Good Heavens!" said Hightee. She grew very thoughtful. She | ooked back at Governnent City. Then
she | ooked at nme. "You seema nice young man. | know your famly quite well. | won't give you a
letter. 1'lIl come with you. | haven't been honme for a long, long tine."

And that was how, with the Apparatus files, | got all the data that pernmitted ne to finish the
confession of Soltan Gis.

I hope you appreciate it. It was an awful |ot of work!
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It DOES contain the cover-up of all tine!

And right now, with no nore ado, | will get on with it and grab that Soltan Gis by the neck in
m dflight and tell you what really happened after that fatal day he rushed into the Royal Prison
hopi ng to be executed quickly!

The REAL story is a stunner

PART Sl XTY- El GHT
Chapter 1

Jettero Heller, Royal officer of the Fleet, Grade X, and menber of the Corps of Combat Engi neers,
tried to counter the eagerness of his |lady, the Countess Krak

He did not like the idea of approaching Spiteos, heavily defended as it was, in an unarnmed and
unar nor ed tug.

Just returning fromwhat he supposed to be the conpletion of Mssion Earth after an absence from
Voltar of ten nonths, he did not |ike the | ook of things.

He was still travelling on his own orders, those of a combat engi neer, and these gave himvery
wide latitude. He didn't have to report in to the Apparatus and he had no slightest intention of
doi ng so

Ten nonths before, after he had been ki dnapped by Lonbar Hi sst and thrown into the dungeon at
Spiteos, he had found hinself being pushed into a mission under the Exterior Division. His nission
handl er was supposed to be an Apparatus officer named Soltan Gis. Wiat Gis didn't know was that
Jet had never once supposed hinself to be directed by the Apparatus.

Before they left, while outfitting the mission vessel Prince Caucal sia, a space tug, Jet had had a
chance to talk to Bis of Fleet Intelligence.

"The 'drunks' are up to sonething," young Bis had said. "W can't do anything direct because we do
not have the cooperation of the Lord of the Fleet. He's on the Grand Council; he's a nobl eman but
not a Royal officer. Wat it's going to take is massive evi dence.

Wth that we can force the issue. So | wi sh you woul d undertake the m ssion and keep your eyes
open. But stay alert. Even at the best of times the Apparatus is dangerous. So stay alive and be
ni mbl e and maybe the Fleet will have the 'drunks' dead to rights.”

The m ssion had been dangerous enough to please even the nost suicidal soul and he'd al nost | ost
his darling, the Countess Krak

On Vol tar Honeview news, the bit that the Chief of the Apparatus, Lonmbar Hi sst, was now the
spokesman for His Majesty, Cing the Lofty, rang an alarmbell in Jet.

If, however, he reported in to Bis, his mission would be over, his orders cancelled and he would
not have solved the situation of the Countess Krak

If she continued on as a nonperson, he could not marry her. Wrse, she could be picked up by the
Apparatus at any tinme and slanmmred back into Spiteos or even execut ed.

There were these so-called Royal proclamations Gis had given her. As yet not fully validated by
the signature of the Enmperor, they offered an out for her. But he didn't care so nmuch about the
ot her one conmmendi ng hi nsel f —he had them by the bal e al ready.

Gis had given themto her to secure her cooperation in getting the mssion |launched. Jet didn't
trust anything connected with Gis.

They had not found the duplicates in Gis' office. Gis was apparently dead now. She said she had
hi dden the originals at Spiteos. Dangerous!

VWell, a few nore hours before reporting in would nake no difference. He was still operating under
his own cogni zance. He decided to take a chance. So he said "All right." It was a fatefu

deci sion: Even though it showed no sign of it on the surface, it was going to change the course of
hundreds of billions of I|ives.

In the dark outside of Gis' office in Government City, they |oaded up the cartons of blacknai
material they had found and the two marines drove them back to Energency Fl eet Reserve.

Conmander Crup met them by the parked tug. "You deliver the prisoner all right?"

"Committed suicide," said the Countess Krak

"Well, that saves the governnment expense,” said Crup. "I wish that could be arranged for all the
"drunks.""

"Maybe sonebody is working on it," said Jet. "Could you pl ease see that these boxes are delivered
to Fleet Intelligence Oficer Bis? They were the prisoner's personal blacknail files. Tell him
I"lI'l report in a bit later when |'ve attended to one | ast detail."

ad Atty, Heller's former racing repair chief and now a watchman here, cane up beaning all over

hi nsel f. "W changed her water and air, we cranmed her full of food and we put enough spare fue
rods in her hold to take a grand tour of the gal axies.™
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"She'll only be in operation a few nore hours," said Jet. "I think you overdid it."
"You had a hundred thousand credits left on Mssion Earth allocations. 'Drunk' noney: You think
I'"d | eave that unspent? | even got flowers for the |ady!"

"But the ship will be comng right back here," said Jet. "For lay-up."

"No, she won't," said Commander Crup. "Tug One belongs to the Exterior Division now and the only

reason you can cone here at all is because you are on Fleet orders."

"Well, | don't want to turn a nice ship like this over to the 'drunks'!" said Jet. "They'd just
strip the silver and gold and precious stones out of it and use it to throw garbage in."

"You nust have been in action," said Conmander Crup. "l see the tail has been repaired. That
pernmts you to file a total-l1oss report and give it to the |ady."

"I can't do that," said Jet. "It isn't honest."

"Ch, you," said Conmander Crup. "You're dealing with the '"drunks.' Wat's honesty got to do with
it? Look, I'Il file the report for you nyself. 1've got your mission-order nunber. |'mblasted if

the Apparatus is going to get anything off the Fleet! Even if they paid for it."

"No," said Jet.

"Yes," said Crup. "Lady, you've got yourself a space tug. Put it in the back yard and raise kids
init."

The Countess Krak, dressed as a Fleet marine for disguise,

bl ushed a blush that was visible even in the night.

They all laughed. "I see | can't keep any secrets around here," said Jet. "W've got to get going.
Tonight's work isn't done. Amllion thanks to all of you. If all goes well, I'Il invite you to

t he weddi ng."

Chapter 2

Up into the Voltar night soared the Prince Caucal sia. She had an appointnent with destiny that
none of them suspected.

It looked like a very sinple thing to Jet from an operational standpoint. H s only worry was for
t he Count ess Krak.

As far as he and the tug were concerned, they could escape detection. A dull green cast of I|ight
froma partial noon nade the surface of Voltar |uninescent. There was the nain Fleet base to the
sout h, and beyond it, Governnent City. And to the west of these sparkling lights and gl owi ng
traffic streans |lay the nountains which bl ocked off the Great Desert.

The Countess Krak had changed into an athletic suit. She stood in the passageway now behi nd

Hel ler, drawing on a pair of gloves. "It's very sinple," she said. "Don't |ook so tense. The
docunents are in a waterproof envelope in a crevice on the roof."
"That's a relief," said Heller. "I don't know how long | can hold above the castl e undetected.

Where is the crevice exactly? | know that roof."
"Ri ght beside the exit elevator. They drilled sonme extra holes to install a false radiation

reflector. | sinply rolled the envelope up and put it in the hole. It won't take ne but a second
to recover it."

"The exit elevator has a dome. | can't sit down on it. We'll have to roll out a |ladder and | don't
like that. It has no absorbo-coat on it."

"Well, you're always telling ne I'man angel," said the Countess Krak, "but | can't fly. I'll need
the | adder."

"We'll have to be very fast. I'll put the [adder in place and when | give you a signal, open the

airlock outer door, kick the |adder out, go down it like a flash, get your envel ope and get right
back up. We're not hanging around!"

"Aye, aye, sir," said the Countess Krak in English

Heller didn't snile. He put the | adder hooks through rings and checked the coil so it would unrol
qui ckly. He gave her a pat on the shoulder. "Don't forget to allow for the slightly greater
gravity. Once you've got the envel ope, get back up into the airlock Iike a shot!"

He took the tug off automatic control and, somewhat anxiously, wishing it were possible for himto
do this gymmast act, sent the tug hurtling the two hundred miles across the G eat Desert.

Jet didn't like the presence of the noon. And he didn't like the risk of the uncoated | adder, for
he was al nobst certain it would set off alarns.

He still had the illusion projector in the overhead. He checked it to be sure it would project an
el ectronic illusion above the canp if the alarns went off. The image of the tug suspended in the
air should attract any gunsights.

He did not know at that tinme that Lonbar Hi sst had | ong since parked a heavy flying cannon
underground in the structure. He thought all he had to do was get in and get out, and there was
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not hing |i ke the qui ck-maneuvering tug to do a thing like that. He could nove it faster in the sky
than gun controls could track it and get their heavy pieces repointed to fire. So his main
interest was sinply on making sure that the Countess Krak got down and got up. THAT made hi mvery
nervous. But he couldn't do the flying and the gymastics, too.

Jet brought the tug down over Spiteos, as invisible as a ghost. He was flying very slow so there
woul d be no air or space turbulence to spot. He was being careful not to becone a sil houette

agai nst the noon.

Bel ow hi mthe castle brooded bl ackly agai nst the greeni sh-gl owi ng desert sand. The gash of the

m | e-deep chasm gaped cl ose by the fortress side.

Al'l seenmed peaceful down there: A few fires burned in Canp Kill; watchlights nmade pools al ong the
roads and at the barricades.

He cane down to thirty feet above the castle roof, directly over the done. H's screens read no
detection yet.

"NOWN " he shout ed.

The Countess Krak spun the airlock wheels. She thrust back the door. She dropped the |adder out.

| NSTANT ALARMS

The strident voices of the bells brayed Iike things insane!

"COVE BACK!" shouted Heller. "I'MLEAVI NG "

But the Countess Krak was gone!

Jet janmed his thunb against the illusion on-button. The inmage appeared over the canp.

A savage barrage erupted!

A cone of electric fire scorched up fromthe canp, crossed at the illusion and stood anot her cone

in the air above!

Hel I er could not |eave his controls. He could not peer over the edge.

The Countess Krak had decided to take the chance. She was three feet down the | adder when the
first salvo went off. She slid alnost free-fall to the castle's roof.

She raced to the cache. It was all black stone. The hole, in this ink, was hard to | ocate.

The sudden barrage of guns hel ped her. Wth handspan neasures she | ocated the plugged-up hole. She
couldn't get the rock out! She reached into her pocket. Nothing! She had no tools!

A stone! There was one lying ten feet away.

She sprang for it. It was heavy. She struggled back to the hole with it. She raised it over her
head. She bashed at the rock

The stone broke!

She seized a falling splinter of it.

The flickering fire of the barrage nade it possible to see. She found a sharp edge in the splinter
and used it for a pry.

The plug canme out!

She coul d hear Jet's voice yelling urgently to her. Something

new was happeni ng.

She fished into the hole. The envel ope was still there! It was

stuck. She nmade it roll tighter and drew it out.

Jet's voice was shouting at her. She could not hear what he was saying above the din.

She shoved the envel ope inside her shirt and raced for the |adder

Up she began to clinb!

Yes, there was nore gravity than she was lately used to.

She got halfway to the top. Another fifteen feet to go

THE ROAR OF ANOTHER SHI P! She gl anced back and up

A FLYI NG CANNON AGAI NST THE MOON! A bl ast of fire went by her!

The | adder swung as though struck by a m ghty hanmer! She held on

She scranbl ed higher on the | adder. A second blast of fire!

Her hands tore | oose!

Sonet hi ng had her by the wrist!

Wth a mghty yank, Jet snapped her into the airlock

Wth two kicks of his feet he freed the | adder hooks. The | adder fell away.

"Ri se maxi rum" he shouted at the tug, now on automatic.

He sl amred the airlock door and spun its wheel

They were rising violently fast.

He bent for an instant over the Countess Krak. She grinned at him "That was a great trapeze act.
But | don't think we ought to keep it in the show. | got them But what was that?"

"A flying cannon," said Jet. "It nust have been hi dden somewhere. Its fire directors centered on
the | adder. Your boots are scorched. Are your feet all right?"
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"A bit warm"

"I hope their fire control followed the | adder down, what there was left of it."

The Countess Krak was picking herself up. "W got what we cane for. Let's get out of here.”

"W can't. We can outnmaneuver that thing but we can't outrun it. | can't open up the WII-be Was
mai n drives or he'd zero in on the turbul ence before we were out of range." He yelled to the tug.
"Where is he now?"

"We're just passing a hundred miles altitude, sir. H's detectors are |ashing about rmuch | ower. But
that's a two-hundred-nmnile-range gun, sir."

"Blast," said Heller.

"I don't have any guns, sir," said the tug. "I can't blast."

"Shut up," said Heller and pushed the switch off automatic.

He settled into the local-pilot seat. "Hold on," he yelled back to the Countess Krak

He dived the tug like a plumet. He was watching his screens. He was |ocating the exact position
of the lethal ship and keeping his own silhouette away fromits view of the noon

He had the flying cannon dead ahead. He was jinking, to confuse its fire direction

Suddenly he spun the tug exactly backwards to bis assail ant.

He hit the lever for traction tow ng beans.

The flying cannon was in his grip. He began to swing it like a pebble in a sling. It hel ped out by
gunning its own engines in the sane direction

Round and round the other ship swung in a huge circle.

Suddenly Heller let it go.

He reversed the tug.

The flying cannon plumreted to the desert fl oor.

Sand flew, a crash resounded and the distant scream of rending netal faded away.

Hell er's hand seized the local radio and turned it on.

A bedl am of voices was conming over it on battle frequency. He

listening to see if any nore defense craft would be I aunched.

Then suddenly a voice rang out: "That was the Chief! Al available rescue units, head for that

crash! Urgent! Urgent! Lonbar Hisst is wecked three mles south of Canp Kill! Urgent! Urgent!"
"Wl |, what do you know " said Heller. And then he | ooked sadly at the Countess Krak. "W're for
it. I've slanmed down the nmighty Lombar Hisst."

"Ch, good!" cried the Countess Krak. "Hurray!"

"No, dear," said Jet. "It didn't burn and he probably isn't dead. As he is spokesnman to the

Enperor, our chances of getting those docunents signed now are exactly zilch."
Chapter 3

They were vaulting again into the sky, too fast and too far for any retaliation fromthe ground.
Hel | er anxi ously watched his screens to see if turbulence foretold any intercepting spacevessels
in sight.

The Countess Krak fished the proclamations out of her shirt. She opened the envel ope and | ooked at
them The one woul d honor Jettero for his successful conclusion of the mssion and prom sed him
saf e enpl oynent on Royal staff hereafter: He had already lived three tinmes as |long as the norma
|ife expectancy of a conbat engineer. It was time to get himinto a safer post while he was still
alive. The other restored her citizenship and rights: Wthout it she would remai n a nonperson
subject to execution at a whimand with no penalty; without it she could not hope to marry. It
even restored the Krak estates on Manco, once so vast but long since |lost by |egal chicanery.

They | ooked so beautiful with all their scrolls and seals and, on one, even the signature of Cing
the Lofty. She did not know they were forgeries done by Gis' office. But no matter how cl ever
they were, they would not appear in the Royal log at Palace City and anyone presenting them woul d
be seized and executed instantly. Gis had covered his own tracks well: he had even ordered the
forgers executed.

"Look at these," said the Countess Krak. "Aren't they worth sone risk?"

Jet turned fromhis screens. He read the papers and | ooked them over carefully. He saw nothing

wrong. But still, they had come fromGis. "Very nice," he said. "W can hang themon the wall of
a cave while we hide out."
"Ch, Jettero, our whole future depends on our bringing this off. | nust insist we nmake an effort

to get them signed."

"WHAT?" he said. "After crashing Lonbar Hisst? Right this mnute he must be turning the planet
upsi de down to find us!"

"Jettero, he had no slightest way of knowing it was us. To himit was just a strange ship."
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"I doubt it. The illusion | used was of a tug."

"But he doesn't even know you're hone. Gis is dead. How could he guess?"

"1"I'l bet there's an alarmout right this instant."”

"I doubt it very much," said the Countess Krak. "And an alarm of that kind wouldn't reach the
pal ace. The guards there are Royal. They have no traffic with ordinary police matters."

"WAit a minute!" said Heller. "You are suggesting | go straight to the pal ace?"

"While | was in that cell, | had tinme to read the Conpendi um on protocol. A Royal officer always
has the right of audience with the Emperor."”

"Lady, it may say so but | doubt a Royal officer has called on Hs Majesty in the last ten

t housand years."

"But it's right in the regulations. You could tell themto look it up."

"You nmean | sinply walk in there," said Heller, "and say 'Here, Your Majesty. Wake up! Sign on the
dotted line" ?"

"You' ve got your dress uniform You wore it the day you left Voltar for Earth. You've even got
your Fifty Volunteer Star."

"Ch, no! Look at the tinme of night!"

"Peopl e are always rushing up to an Enperor with bad news. You have a perfect right to rush in and
say, 'Hello, hello! Good news! | knew Your Mjesty was personally interested in Mssion Earth.
Well, ho, ho, it's all done. Sign here!" And even if the word is out for us, if we nove awfully
fast we can get it done before Palace City hears. And we'd be safe.”

"Ww " said Heller. "You're crazier than a conbat engi neer! Forget it!"

"Jettero, as your future dutiful and obedient wife, | nmust put ny foot down firmly and insist we
go ahead!"

"Ch, Lords, Gods and Devils!" said Heller. "If this is obedience, I'll take a tyrant any tinme!" He
| aughed. "But |'ll show you |'mnot a nale chauvinistic pig. If you're willing to take the risk,
"Il give it atry. But | want it entered in the log: 'I'monly doing this because | want
desperately to marry the girl | love.'"

"Ch, Jettero." She threw her arms about his neck and ki ssed him
The tug said, "Sir, Red Warning. You're in a power dive."

Chapter 4

Pal ace City lies just south of a nobuntain. The nountain contains a black hole of undeterni ned age.
The bl ack hole gives power to the pal aces and defenses. It also puts the city, because it warps
the space, thirteen mnutes in the future.

Looki ng down on it all, especially at night, there was exactly nothing to be seen but a sort of

m st .

In all the ages since it had been built, Palace City had never fallen to outside attack. Although
sonmetimes it had changed hands due to a palace coup, it was considered inpregnable, inpervious to
bei ng breached.

Enmperors and courtiers were used to living with the time stress: the conpensation was that the

pl ace could never fall, even fromriots and civil comotion. The only danger that existed was the
faint chance that soneday the black hole itself mght suddenly reach termand itself explode with
unt hi nkabl e violence. But they could live with this: the topnbst governnent was so safe, the
Enperor was so secure that only a madman woul d contenpl ate an overthrow of the realm

Revol utionari es were doonmed fromthe start. People like Prince Mortiiy were rightly, by norna
standards, |ooked upon as insane: Even if they won a planet or two, they could never overthrow the
whol e governnent so |long as Palace City held.

This was the problemthe anbitious Lonmbar Hi sst had confronted when he heard the angels telling
hi m he shoul d be Enperor. The only possible way to seize the governnent was through a coup d'etat,
working fromwithin Palace Cty. And Lonmbar Hi sst was very near to the total conpletion of his
goal . The weapon had been drugs. And as of this night, when Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak
hovered above the mist, they did not know that every single nenber of the Grand Council was
hooked. 1t had begun innocently enough: The court physicians had gullibly wel coned a neans to
stinmulate the declining energies of Lords with small amounts of anphetam nes. Then, when nervous
synptons arose, they were only too happy to accept, with a touch of blacknail here and there, the
bal m of opium And fromopiumit went to heroin. Uppers and downers had done their work. Lonbar

Hi sst controlled the supply.

The very last Lord had been hooked nonths ago. It was now thoroughly extended to everyone in

Pal ace City. Al Hisst had to say was "no bag for hint' and very shortly the nonconpliant officer
or Lord was signing, ordering and doing exactly what he was told.
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The whol e thing had been very snoothly done. Medical journals sang the praises of "the new miracle
drugs." The grip was now extendi ng outward to the popul ati ons.

Earlier that very night, Lonbar Hi sst had been at Spiteos doing inventories and all ocations of
speed, heroin and opium for it was at Spiteos that these bul k drugs were received from Earth.
Lonbar Hisst, thanks to a |law that forbade the growth or manufacture of the lethal comodities in
t he Confederacy, had a total nonopoly.

The crown itself was inches fromhis grasp and each night he heard the angels sing and urge him
on. Mad al ready, Lonmbar Hisst hinself was on drugs. Slumrat born, he saw nothing insurnountable
to his ascension to the throne of Voltar. Such a thing had happened nmany tinmes on Earth: it was
his nmodel. That it had never before happened in the Confederacy was a matter he could brush aside.
Wth drugs he could do anything and he was winning all the way. Palace City now danced to his
slightest whim All Voltar awaited himtonmorrow. And every planet of the whole 110 woul d soon be
his.

That was the actual scene which lay below the tug that night. And Heller and Krak really knew
nothing of it.

True to the reputation of conbat engineers taking fool hardy risks despite forlorn hopes, Heller
was goi ng about this one in an orderly way.

Anongst the things he had gotten fromold Any was a collection of ship identifications of retired
craft that were still listed as being in active, if reserve, service. He had thought he ni ght need
themto nove about freely without reporting in or alerting others to the fact that he was hone.
Hovering at a height of a hundred mles, inside the defense perineter of the planet, he plugged in
a repeating signal: Survey Ship Wave, Making Tests. Stand Clear. He had not used it over Spiteos
but he would use it now. A survey ship could be testing al nost anything fromthe concentration of
nmoonl i ght to the potentials of an earthquake. Such ships were quite comon in the sky; they often
stayed still and peopl e kept away fromthem

Havi ng then accounted for the fact that a vessel was hovering above Palace Cty, should his
presence be detected, he went to his aft dressing roomand got into his full-dress uniform He
then donned, over it, a technician's coverall. He picked up a pair of two-way-response radios and
went back to the flight deck

The Countess handed himthe proclamations and he slid theminside his tunic. He slipped into the
| ocal -pilot seat. "Here goes everything on one roll of the dice," he said and pushed at the
control s.

Down they went. Up canme the nist of warped space.

There was a nonent of giddi ness and nausea and they were through. The cat let out a yow; he
didn't like it.

Abruptly, to their left, looned the nountain. They were thirteen mnutes in the future.

Jet listened tensely to see if there had been a Palace City alarm Hi s speakers were silent.

He | ooked ahead of them The night-lit palaces sprawl ed on down the slopes; circles of lights

mar ked the parks. He oriented hinself exactly.

Then, carefully, he eased the tug over onto a shoul der of the nountain and gently | anded.

He pointed strai ght ahead through the open pilot ports. "You see that tower down there, straight
ahead?"

The Countess Krak singled out the black silhouette of the structure about half a nmile away.
"That's their alert system" said Heller. He handed her one of the tiny radios. "Keep this on

When you hear ne say 'Now ' push the firing pin on the dash. I'lIl only do it if something happens
to ne."
"Ch, dear," she said, "I hope it doesn't conme to that."

"I trust it won't. Now, you sit tight. You' ve got the hardest part—waiting."

"I'f you step out there," she said, "won't you get a dose of radiation fromthe black hol e?"
"Negligible, but keep the airlock closed after | |eave and open it quick when I come back. This
sort of operation has a lot of running init if things get unstuck."

"Shouldn't you give nme a blastrifle or sonething in case | have to cover your retreat?"

"You'd only attract fire. The defenses of this place internally are heavy beyond belief and,
frankly, | think they nust be getting awfully slack to let a survey ship |l and w thout a chall enge.
But the place has the liability of being sort of out of conmunication and, for the nonent, they
probably think, if they detected us at all, that sonebody called us for sonme reason. |f anybody
calls you except me, say nothing. They'll think the crew has left the ship and is checking cables
or reflectors or sonething. Just sit tight."

She wat ched hi m open the airlock outer door and drop to the ground. She began to realize that the
risks might be pretty great. She had a sudden panic that she might not see himagain.

He went past the front of the tug, turned back and waved and then nelted into the night.
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Chapter 5

Over the rocks and down the hill in blackness, Jettero Heller headed for the alert tower. The
ground he was crossing was very tunbled and hard to cross: there were no paths, for nobody ever
came this way. The real entrances to Palace City were a mle or nore away, over on the perineter
of the eastern side.

The anpunt of |ight that gl owed back fromthe pal aces and parks gave everything a dusky gl ow and
he was able to get along w thout any serious collisions with boulders, though a tine or two he

al nrost stepped off into unsuspected holes. It was rough wal ki ng.

He cane to the tower. He inspected it and found a cable conduit which led toward the first pal ace.
The path of it was marked with small stakes. He went along it: if challenged, he planned to say he
was a technician naking sure that it had no faults. It was al so easier wal king since the trench
had been covered over and pounded flat.

He cane to the side of the first palace. He oriented hinself. The Enperor's quarters were a half
mle to the south, past other palaces and parks: the structure was quite commandi ng, bigger than
the rest.

Ri ght here he had to make up his mnd at what point he woul d abandon the technician role and
beconme a Royal officer. He had not seen any guards as yet, for nobody in nenory had ever tried to
enter these precincts by the back door

He decided that he had better not risk a guard seeing a technician one mnute and a Royal officer
the next. In deep shadow, standing against the palace wall, he renoved the coveralls.

He adjusted his circular, brimess cap to the proper slant, put the gold chinstrap inits
regul ati on place, switched the dust off his boots with a tuft of grass and | ooked up at the pal ace
side. There was a |l arge, round wi ndow about eight feet up. It was open. He gave a junp and a few
seconds | ater he was through it.

Everything in Palace City is built in circles and the hall he was in was no exception. It was a
quarters area. The doors were all closed. There was no one about. He tucked his officer's baton
under his armand, with no attenpt at qui etness, strode al ong.

He came near the front of the building. He started to exit fromthe front door and received an
awful start. There were two guards there, |lounging on blastrifles. They were NOT Palace City
guards in blue and violet. They were Apparatus guards in nustard yel | ow

For an instant he thought there might be an alert for him

It was too late to turn back. He wal ked boldly forward, past them and down the curving steps. They
| ooked at himoddly. They did not salute. But neither did they challenge him

Hel | er headed across the circular park. H's back was braced for a shot.

The statue of sone statesman was ahead, bathed in light. Heller wal ked strai ght through the

illum nated area | ooking |ike soneone who knew where he was going and had a | egal reason to be

t here.

Somet hi ng noved on the other side of the statue. Two nore Apparatus guards! They did not salute.
Hel l er crossed the remaining half of the circular park, again with an itching back. Were were al
the pal ace guards? Usually they stood at intervals along the walks |ike statues in their own
right. These sl oppy, dishevelled Apparatus troops sent a chill through him

He suddenly changed his plans. He felt the need of support. He knew where Captain Tars Roke was
quartered: it was not out of his way. Still striding along, baton tucked under his arm the gold
citations on his tunic gleanming, feeling like an interloper, he approached the senior officers
quarters of the Royal staff. He went up the curving staircase to the front door

Two nore Apparatus guards

They barred his way.

"I want to see Captain Tars Roke," said Heller, "the King's Owm Astrographer."

One of the guards | ooked toward a screen and pushed a button. A series of nanes rolled off. He

| ooked back at Heller. "You nmust not have been around |l ately, spacer. There's no Roke on this I|ist
and it hasn't been changed for nonths."

"He was transferred to Cal abar,"” said the other, consulting another screen. He | ooked up

suspi ciously. "Wat's your nane?"

"Thank you," said Heller. And he turned and wal ked down the staircase at a mlitary pace. Hi s back
felt like it had holes init.

So that was why Gis had felt he could kill himsafely! He had had a communication |ine with Roke
in a code of rem niscences he knew they coul d not deci pher since there was no cipher init. He
felt a twinge of guilt: They had renoved poor Captain Roke to cut his communication |ine. This was
addi ng up to sonething very bad.
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Vell, he would go it w thout support.

The Enperor's quarters lay just ahead, round and inposing, blazing with light. A squad of

Appar atus troops marched by, relieving guards and replacing them

An arnored vehicle, an oddity in Palace Cty, clanked in what appeared to be a constant tour
around the inperial quarters.

Heller felt he was getting deeper and deeper into very dangerous territory. Every foot he
travel l ed forward was one he woul d have to travel back. The only thing which kept him going was
the belief that if he could get the proclamations signed, it wasn't |likely they would then
instantly shoot him He didn't know he was carrying forgeries which could bring about just that.
He stood on the wal k, |ooking up at the curving, gold-and-silver-encrusted staircase that led to
t he i mposi ng entrance.

Ordinarily, palace guards would be standing there every few steps, their silver hel nets bl azing.
There were none.

Hel l er gave his baton a bitch and sedately went up the w de steps.

He passed through several halls of state. At this late hour they were deserted, dimy lit, their
trappings faintly gleam ng

He went down a hall. He was in the Enperor's living area now. these doors nust open into the roons
of Royal staff. They all nust be asl eep.

H s boot beats echoed far too loudly through this place. Hs reflection in the polished walls

wal ked with him It seened to make himfar too evident. Even in ordinary tines an officer

i ntrudi ng here woul d have anobunted to near sacril ege. He had been brought up inpressed with the
mej esty and might of Palace Cty. Doing what he was doing even in daylight and for a better reason
woul d have made himtense

He went through a nanmoth arched door and found hinmself in the antechanber of the sl eeping
quarters of the Enmperor. And right there his luck ran out. Two Apparatus officers, uniforned in
bl ack, were sitting in chairs on either side of what nust be the Enperor's bedroom door.

They saw him

They stood up suddenly.

Hel | er paced to the mddle of the room He eyed the pair warily. They were both big nen. The one
on the left was sallow, with the twisted face of a crinmnal. The one on the right had deeply
pocked skin and a snarl for a nouth. These were hoods, not officers, despite insignia and dress.
They were arnmed with long electric swords! A baton was no match for those!

"What in Hells is an officer of the Fleet doing here?" the one on the |eft said, advancing. He had
his hand on his sword hilt.

"I have urgent news for Hs Majesty,” said Heller. "I nust get to himat once."

The one on the right, still beside the door, glanced at it and back at Jet. "He nust be out of his
wts!”

"What's your nane?" snapped the one on the left, still advancing.

Jet knew he was taking a chance. He said, "Jettero Heller, Gade X. | amclaimng the Roya

officer right of —

"Hel l er?" The one on the left took one nore forward pace peering. "By blast, it IS'"

The electric sword swept out of its scabbard in a sizzle of sparks!

The one by the door started forward, draw ng.

Hel I er |1 ooked at the snapping shaft of the first one's sword. It was com ng straight for him

Ti me seenmed to sl ow down.

That bl azing | ength was rushing straight at his stomach! One touch of it and he would burst into
flame. He could not deflect it with his netal baton

Heller did a sidestep. He pulled in his stomach. The sword went by him

He seized the officer's wist.

The other man was comning, a blazing shaft in his hand.

Hel ler turned the first officer and, gripping the sword wist, directed the bl ade straight at the
rushi ng second nan whose sword was upheld for a stroke.

The first man's sword stabbed into the other one.

The second officer's sword, sweeping down at that instant, decapitated the one that Heller held.
FI ames and snoke nade two blinding pillars.

Hel I er had junped back, protecting his eyes fromthe bursting glare.

The floor was alight with fire. The roomwas blurred by the bill ow ng snoke.

The tinkle of a red-hot button sounded as it bounced across the tiles.

Hel | er grabbed a hanging fromthe wall and beat out the fires.

He stopped and peered through the snoke at the hall entrance door. Had either of this pair hit a
pocket al ar nf?

file:/l/F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2008%20-%20Disaster.txt (90 of 118) [8/31/03 1:30:19 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mi ssion%20Earth%2008%20-%20Di saster.txt
What a spot to be in! The least they woul d suspect was attenpted assassi nation
Chapter 6

H's only salvation, Heller realized, was to get to the Enperor. How you could explain two dead
guards, he didn't know.

He rushed to the bedroom door. It was | ocked!

The keys nmust be in that mess of ash. At the risk of a burned boot he pushed at the cremated
residue. Yes, there were the keys. Red-hot!

He took a corner of the hanging he had used to put the fire out and picked up the keys. The
hangi ng cl oth scorched but he could hold on

Hastily he tried three keys, one after the other, his fingers blistering even through the cloth.
He gl anced toward the hall door. No one conming yet. The fourth key turned the lock but its netal
was too pliable now and it jamred. He worked it amidst oil snoke that poured out around it. The
| ock opened. He could not wi thdraw the key.

He gl anced once nore at the hall entrance door. Nobody yet.

He stepped into the Enperor's bedchanber and bolted the door shut behind him

He had had no real idea what he had expected to see: probably Cing the Lofty Iying asleep on a
huge bed all in silver and gold. But that wasn't what he saw.

The place | ooked |ike a hospital

The Enperor was |lying on a narrow netal cot!

The place was filthy!

It stank!
There was a huddl ed formunder a sheet. Heller stepped forward and lifted up the cloth.
Cling the Lofty, in all his public portraits, was a tall, well-forned nonarch of m ddl e age,

perhaps ninety or a hundred, inperious, arrogant.

This creature here was so far fromthat that Heller thought for a monment he might have cone into
the wong room

There was a side table and a glowdlate. Heller turned it up.

Yes, this was the same nman. But he nust be at |east 180. He was shrunken and gray. Only wi sps of
di sordered hair renai ned. The face was covered with age nottles but they were not what gave the
impression: It was that he |ooked |ike soneone who had starved to death: Even the outline of the
few remai ning teeth could be seen through the skin of the face. As Heller peered, the nan's eyes
fluttered open. They were bl oodshot in the extrenme. A palsied hand cane up. Then fear was replaced
by sone sort of recognition

The voi ce quavered, "Are you a Royal officer?"

"Your Majesty," said Heller and was instantly on one knee.

The skel etal hand reached out, feebly raking at Heller's chest. "A real Royal officer,"
as though it was too nuch for himto believe.

"At your service, Your Mjesty."

"Ch, thank the Gods. At last! In the name of all my |ineage, get ne out of here before Hisst has
me killed!"

Hel | er was about to speak. There was a sound of boots in the antechanber. Many! One of the
officers had hit an alarm

Jet gripped his radio. "NON" he said.

The door was bul gi ng i nward!

Appar at us guards were shouting outside.

Sonmewhere a siren noaned and then began to clinb toward a shriek. Oher signals joined it.

Hel ler was at the door. It burst w de!

The first guard in received the slash of the baton across his face. He flinched and his blastrifle
was in Heller's hands. Its butt smashed the guard's chest in.

Hel | er dropped on one knee.

Hs finger hit the firing |ever

The bucking rifle sprayed an arc into the rushing patrol. Flane erupted in their place.

Fragnents of the patrol spattered through the room Heller stood up. A guard was noving. He fired
once nore.

There was only snoke and di snenbered bodies in the antechanber.

The scream of gongs and sirens was deaf eni ng.

The clanmor in the building increased.

Hel | er stepped back into the room

He grabbed a covering and wapped it around the Enperor. The man was desperately clawing the air

he said,
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and Heller suddenly realized he was maki ng grabbing notions at a cabi net over at the side.

Hel | er grabbed at the cabinet and swung the doors open. It contained the crown and chains of
office and a carved dianond seal. Heller swept themall into a bag that |lay beside them Cing was
noddi ng now.

Hel | er picked the Enperor up, adjusted the blanket to hide the bag and ran through the

ant echanber.

Chapter 7

Hel l er carried his burdens covered up so no one could see what they were. Streams of people were
tearing out of the building, tranmpling one another, eyes wld.

He went down the broad stairway, carried like a chip in a storm

Sirens and gongs were ripping the air to bits.

He tried to turn but the running nob was pressing himforward.

Wth great trouble he forged sideways to his left. He was suddenly out of the panicked, racing

t hr ong.

The Enperor and the synbols of state weighed close to 150 pounds and with this increased gravity
after so long on Earth, he found it difficult to run. But he headed north toward the nountain.

As he turned around a building he was hit with another screaning nob, fleeing south and east. He
had to back up to the wall and brace hinsel f against their buffeting passage.

It was clear again. He began to run. He headed across a park

Anot her conpact nmob was conming |like a battering ram He crouched down in the |lee of a statue and
l et themtear by.

Then he was up and runni ng again. He went around the northernnost building and spotted the conduit
path. He raced up it toward the tower.

H s heart was pounding and his breath was getting short. His arns were beginning to ache. Yet he
still had a half a mile of uphill running to go and it lay through rocks.

Stumbling, narrowl y avoi di ng boul ders, |eaping across pits, he raced upward toward the tug. He

t hought his lungs were going to catch fire.

The | ast hundred yards were agony.

He reached the airlock. The Countess Krak had it open. Her strained face was a blur in the dark
Hel I er put his burdens in the airlock

Wth his |ast breath, he shouted, "Muximmrise!"

The tug vaul ted skyward.

The Countess got the airlock outer door shut. She spun its lock. She turned on a light.

"Your hands!" she cried. "They're blistered!"

Hel l er, slunped on the floor, nodded. "Yes," he panted, "things were pretty warm"

The nauseating tw st of going through the time barrier gripped them They went through it and the
tug continued to claw for sky.

The Countess got sone false skin fromher bag and spread it on his hands.

"I heard your 'Nowl' said the Countess, "and |I pushed the firing button. Nothing happened!"
"Plenty happened," said Heller, holding his chest and trying to get his breath. "You sent a stream
of false gamma straight at their alert system It set off the alarns that tell themthe nountain's
bl ack hole is about to blow up. | alnpbst got killed in the stanpede! They're probably jammed a
thousand deep at the exit gates of Palace City. You did fine."

He took a couple nore deep breaths. "Oh, am | out of condition."

He struggled up and got to the pilot panel, yanked out the identification of Survey Ship Wave,
funbled in a bag and plugged in Cruiser Vanguard, Routine Patrol. "Were are we?" he yelled at the
tug.

"Entering | ower range of outer defense perineter," said the tug.

"Three hundred and forty-four mles altitude. Speed accelerating to fifty mles a second. No beans
on us."

"W may have made it," said Heller. "But that doesn't nean nuch. W have no place to go."

The Countess Krak foll owed himback into the airlock. He was picking up the burdens he had put
aboard. "Did you get them signed?"

Heller didn't answer. He nade his way to the small nedical room He dropped the bag in the corner
and | aid the bl anket-w apped body on the table.

The Countess Krak watched nonconprehending. "I said, did you get them signed?"

Hel  er was strapping the body down securely and covering the wasted linmbs. "No," he said.

"Ch," mpaned t he Countess Krak

"OQther duties got in the way," said Heller. He was feeling the aged wist for a pul se.
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"What ot her possible duties could be nore inmportant?" she said.
Hel l er pointed at the nan on the table. "Hm This is His Majesty, ding the Lofty."

"WHAT?" she peered nore closely. "Ch, good Heavens! It I1S'" Then she said, "He can still sign
t hem "
Hel | er shook his head. "I don't know," he said. "I didn't bring himout for that. Hi sst had hima

prisoner and he ordered me to rescue him" He shook his head again. "But | don't think that that
was any use. He |looks like he is dying."

"Ch, NO" cried the Countess Krak

"I'" mafraid so," said Heller. "That's an awfully shal |l ow pul se. ™

"Ch, nothing could be worse!" cried the Countess.

"Yes, it could," said Jet. "There's no record of his order. And when they wake up back there and

find the nountain didn't blow up and it was just false gamma, they'll think | kidnapped him™"
"Why? They couldn't know it was you."

"Yes, they could and will," said Heller. "I had a misunderstanding with a patrol in the Enperor's
roons. | made a very bad m stake, even if nobody alive recognized nme. In the scuffle, | dropped ny
baton. It has nmy nane on it."

"Ch, Jettero."

"Yes. I'man idiot. W' ve committed one of the highest crinmes there is against the state. And we

have no place to go."

PART Sl XTY- NI NE
Chapter 1

Heller called to the tug, "Were are we now?"

"Six hundred mles altitude, accelerating. W had one challenge and then no further interest.

Pl ease cl ose your radiation port covers. W're about to enter the | ower edge of the

magnet osphere. "

Hel  er went out and banged the various covers shut. "Any other dangers?" he called.

"We are going to come too close to the moon Niko if we stay on this course.”

"Well, avoid it,"” said Heller

"You better nmake up our mind where we are going," said the tug. "At this acceleration, space only

knows where we'll w nd up."
Hell er went back into the nedical room The Countess had gotten nore bl ankets. She was covering
the Emperor up nore thoroughly. "I think he's just asleep but he seenms awfully restless.”

Jet felt the pulse again. "Hi s heart seens to be too faint and too irregular. He needs nore help
than I can give him"

He went back to the flight deck. He turned on a radio and clicked over to the police band.
Instantly, it blared out, ".. . shoot on sight. Al patrols and stations, alert. A general warrant
has been issued for Jettero Heller, G ade X Fleet conbat engineer for the attenpted nurder of
Lonmbar Hisst, Chief of the Apparatus and Mnister of State. The officer is armed and desperate.
The warrant states to take no chances. Shoot on sight. Al patrols and stations alert. A genera
warrant..."

The Countess Krak had heard it. "How could he be sure it was you?"

Hel | er shook his head. "That doesn't nmatter now. \What does matter is that | have an awfully sick
man here and | can't get himany help. | wouldn't dare conpromse a unit of the Fleet in this."
The Enperor was very restless, giving sudden spasnodic twitches. He flung his armout from
underneath the covers. Heller stared at it. He took hold of the wist and turned the inside of the
limb to the light.

The Countess Krak gasped. The whol e inside of the armwas patterned with scars and punctures.
Hel | er reached for the other armand | ooked at it, finding it in even worse condition

Jet dropped the arm and grabbed a light. He pried open an eye. He exami ned it and stood back
"Heroin!" he said

"What ?"

"1"ve seen this before. Mary Schreck."

"Who? A woman?"

"Never mind. The poor thing died. And all for the want of a nickel bag."

The Countess Krak was puzzled. "Wat was all this?"

Jet ignored it. "H sst nade the Enperor into a heroin addict," said Heller. "I don't know if this
is also sonething else. But he is sliding into withdrawal synptons and at his age, | don't think
his heart will stand it."

"Ch, the poor man! \Wether he signs anything or not, don't let himdie, Jettero."
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He stood perplexed for a nmonent and then his face brightened. "Look," he said, "hold that oxygen
mask over his face. |I'Il be right back."

He had had a solution for this. He had brought sanples of heroin and opi um and anphetani nes with
himfromEarth, but he had turned themover to Crup with other evidence for Bis. But now it
occurred to himthat Gis had had sone drugs that day he cane aboard at the original departure
fromVoltar. He went to that cabin and opened its vaults. H's hopes sank. He found not hing.

Thi nki ng maybe that Gis had hidden them el sewhere, he went to the next crew cabin which had been
occupi ed by Captain Stabb. None of the Antinmanco cabi ns had been cleared out. He opened the vault.
PACKAGES!

Anphet am nes, norphi ne and heroin! Stabb had been hooked!

Qui ckly he went to the renmining vaults of other menbers of the Anti manco crew. They had al so been
hooked!

Packi ng bundl es of the stuff, he went back to the nedical room "I have it!" he said to Krak. "Now
how, in Heavens' nane, do you fix this stuff?"

"You're not going to shoot himwi th that poison?" said the Countess, aghast.

"I't's an awfully strange way to serve the Enperor, but for the nonent it's the only way to stop a
slide into a very nasty state indeed. If | DONT do it, he'll wake up and have hot and cold
flashes, severe leg pains and be |liable to overstrain his heart. And after that he'd run a fever
and have vomiting spells and probably die."

He was trying to renenber what he had read in the office of the FBI. The one thing that stuck in
his nmenory was that Mary Schnmeck woul d not have di ed had she had her fi x.

He found a netal cup. He put it in a sterilizer. Then he put sonme water in it and boiled it over a
burner. He was not at all sure he was doing this right and it was an awful chance. He did not even
know t he anpbunt of heroin to use. He opened up a paper pack, verified that that was what it was.
He sprinkled some into the hot water and watched the white crystals dissol ve.

"Do we know what we're doing?" said the Countess Krak, for his hesitation and uncertainty were far
from usual

"No," said Heller. "W only know that if we don't do it, we may have a dead man on our hands by
tonorrow. Get that blood-pressure tube and wap it around his upper arm"”

Hel l er got a pressure injector out of a drawer and filled its recess with the fluid.

He exanmi ned the inside of the armfor veins. There were none that had not collapsed. He signalled
the Countess to renmpove the tube she had tied on. He told her to refasten it around the middle
thigh. No veins showed up.

Hell er took a deep breath. He sinply fired the pressure injector at the inside of the |eg.

"All we can do is hope," he said. "I don't know what tol erance he has devel oped. | don't know if
subcut aneous injection like this will work. | don't know if | haven't given himan overdose. Watch
hi m and keep that oxygen going." "What a risk!" said the Countess Krak

"Yes," said Jet, "but the biggest risk is to do nothing at all." They hovered breathl essly.

The Enperor's restlessness gradually ceased. Was he going into a cona?

Heller felt his pulse. It was very hard to tell but it seened to be strengthening. The breathing
becane | ess tortured and nore nornal.

Wuld it turn out to be an overdose?

The man's eyes opened. He pushed the oxygen mask away. The gaunt and sunken face was not easy to
read. It was like |ooking at a death's head. He | ooked at them He gave a | ong, shuddering sigh

and cl osed his eyes.

Heller felt his pulse and listened to his breathing. "He's just asleep. I wish we could get sone
food into him"

"I'f he wakes up, I'Il try," said the Countess Krak. "He needs a lot nore help than this."

"I ndeed, he does," said Heller, "but if Lonmbar Hi sst has gone this far, he'll stop at nothing to
get himback. And His Majesty was sure that that was certain death. Also, | don't think there's a

single doctor in the Confederacy who knows how to treat drug addiction

It's all new ground to them W can't |and on any planet in the Confederacy...
Suddenly he and the Countess Krak | ooked at each other. They both said it at the same tine.
" PRAHD! "

Chapter 2

They fled for Earth, nore than twenty-two |ight-years away from Vol tar

Tug One, redubbed the Prince Caucal sia, unfettered with a tow and using its WIIl-be Was main
drives, intended for transgal actic travel but being used within one, could put them across the
space to Blito-P3 in three days. It was an advantage, Heller knew, that would give themfive weeks
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and three days over any other craft that could rmake the run. |If pursuit occurred—and he had no
doubt that Lombar would think of Earth as a possible refuge they nmight use—it would take any

ot her ship six weeks. He was buying tine.

Hel l er and the Countess Krak stood watch-and-watch over the Enperor. The situation was not good.
Cling the Lofty was bordering close to cona and conmunication with himwas difficult.

The danger was not only to ding's life: If he did not give evidence that he was there by his own
orders, then Heller could be charged with kidnapping him But all due respect to Heller, he was
not thinking of that: H's concern was concentrated on trying to save the nonarch's life.

There was sonething el se that was amiss, both Heller and Krak were sure of that. The man coul d
barely swallow and trying to get food and fluid down himwas al nost inpossible. H's veins were so
col | apsed that intravenous feeding was beyond their skill. The Countess Krak sponged the aged body
with water and kept the cracked lips wet. She w shed she knew of sone way to get nutrition into
hi m

Every three to six hours, when he would begin to thresh about, they would give himanot her
pressure shot of heroin: It seened that that was all that kept his bean going.

Haggard and worried, they cane at |ast to the point above Afyon, Turkey, and that evening in the
dark they slid downward through the nountaintop illusion and into the Earth base.

Faht Bey was there on the hangar floor, worried to see them They had | eft only seven days earlier
and he had supposed that all would go snmoothly on Voltar. But Heller had told himthat if there
was trouble, Heller would bail himout. This nust nean trouble.

Hel | er opened the airlock and shouted down, "Get ne Prahd and get an anmbul ance and get it fast!"
Faht Bey rushed off and grabbed a phone and call ed. Wen he cane back they had a | adder to the
side of the tug. Heller was comng down it carrying a burden wapped in a bl anket.

"Who is this?" said Faht Bey as Heller reached the ground. "Are we in trouble?"

"Later, later," said Heller. He carried the burden up the tunnel, Faht Bey running beside him
"Were's Gis?" said Faht Bey.

"Dead, so far as | know. " "Bl ess Heavens!" cried Faht Bey. "I hope it was a nasty death.”

"I think so,"” said Heller. "Where's that anmbul ance?"

"Comi ng, coming," said Faht Bey.

When they got to the worknen's barracks, the anbul ance was already there. So was Prahd. They put
Hel l er's burden on a stretcher and soon were screaning up the road to the hospital

"What's wong with hin?" said Prahd, pulling back the bl anket.

“I'f I knew, | wouldn't be here," said Heller. "It's heroin addiction bordering on coma but he
doesn't seemto recover. | don't think his heart will stand up to withdrawal. But there's

sonet hing el se. "

Prahd | ooked at the sunken face and withered arns. "Dehydration. Extrene."

"He can't seemto swallow H's veins are all collapsed. Listen

you've got to put himin a totally secure roomand | et nobody near hin,"

" \Npy 2"

"Just do it," said Heller

"I'"l'l put himin the basenent out of public view The guard! are all deaf-nutes there. Were's
Gis?"

"He's evidently dead."

"Praise Allah, fromwhomall blessings aval anche,” cried Prahd. "Thats wonderful news. W're al

right, then.”
"Not quite. If this man dies, I'"'mafraid we're all in trouble.”
"Who is he?"

"Never mind," said Heller

They unl oaded at the basenent entrance. Nurse Bildirjin cane down and with hand signs they got a
tub rigged and put the sick nman in it.

Prahd started working with neters and then began inserting tubes. The work was fast and furious
and Hel |l er stood by.

At length Prahd had done all he i mediately could do. He came over to the worried Heller. "He's a
crashed speed freak. Anphetam nes."

"Then | was giving himthe wong drug!" said Heller.

"No, no," said Prahd. "He was also a heroin addict. By keeping that going you kept himout of its
wi t hdrawal , and that would have killed him as his heart is shot. He was doing an upper-downer
routine: feel low, use speed; feel too high, use heroin. You got himhere alive."

"Not very," said Heller

"He nust have been nearly dead when you found him" said Prahd. "He was already pretty old and the
anphet anmi ne caused prenature agi ng. That stuff can cause years of aging in just a few nonths. If
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he had his teeth when he started it, they're nostly gone now, too. And every gland in his body has
been practically atrophied. Wwo is he?"

Heller didn't answer. He didn't want to |load Prahd with the shock of it.

But Prahd read sonething fromthat. He went back and | ooked at his blood test and ot her readings.
He fixed his bright green eyes on Heller. "This man is not just a comobner. He's a nenber of the
nobility, the product of very selective breeding for thousands, tens of thousands of years."

"Can you bring himaround?"

"I don't know. At the very least his mind will be clouded; his vocabulary will have dropped to a
few hundred words. It takes years to recover from anphetam nes and he's already so old it's
doubtful if he can make it."

"Can you keep hi m goi ng?"

"I don't know," said Prahd.

"Basically," said Heller, "the reason he is here is humanitarian. He couldn't be left to be
killed. But it's also inportant that he be able to talk and wite."

Prahd' s eyes narrowed. He went back and | ooked at the unconscious old nan now suspended in fl uid.
Sonet hing seened to tug at his nmenory. Suddenly he lifted the cover of the tub and turned the top
of the old man's shoulder to him He took a brush, dipped it in a liquid and drew it across the
ski n.

The synbol of a conet appeared.

Prahd stepped back, eyes wide with shock. "The mark they put on Royal babies!" He stared at
Heller. "This is ding the Lofty, Enperor of Voltar!"

"Yes," said Heller, "and unless you can bring himaround so that he can provide evidence it was at
his orders he was renoved fromPalace City, we'll all be executed for hiding a ki dnapped Enperor."
Prahd col | apsed upon a bench. He nopped his forehead with his gown tail. "What a way to becone the
King's Oan Physician!"

Chapter 3

Back aboard the tug, the Countess Krak net Heller at the airlock. "WII he live?"

"I don't know," said Heller.

"Poor old man," said the Countess. "Wien will we know?"

"Not for several days. We nay be in the soup but at |least | can make sure this planet is al

right."
"You think we may need it?"
"I doubt that. But lzzy was our friend and | better see if he is all right. I wasn't all that

happy about |eaving when we did and | woul dn't have except that | thought we would get hone in
tinme to alert Fleet Intelligence. W didn't."

He got out the viewer-phone and took it down into the hangar where it woul dn't be snothered by the
tug. He buzzed it.

Not hi ng happened!

The vi ewer stayed bl ank.

It was only the end of the afternoon in New York. 1zzy should be there.

In the next two hours, he tried several tines again.

No result!

He went up the tunnel to Faht Bey's office and put in a | ongdistance call and got into a snarl

t hrough the Turkish tel ephone exchange. For reasons he could not make out, they could not connect
hi m

Hel ler turned to the base conmunication systemw th the base office in New York. The printouts
showed they were on the job. Wen they realized who was on the nachine they got quite excited and
polite: they were very happy to be Fleet. Heller gave themthe nunbers in the Enpire State
Bui | di ng and asked themto at |east call on sonme subterfuge and ask lzzy to go into his office and
respond on the viewer-phone.

He waited. Suddenly the printout began to roll

THE NEW YORK | NFORVATI ON OPERATOR SAYS THAT ALL THE NUMBERS YQU LI STED, SIR, ARE QUT OF SERVI CE
Hel l er typed back

| S RAHT THERE?

He got a response:

NO, SIR, HE IS AT THE BASE.

Hel | er thanked them and turned off the machine. He went out and found Raht in the hangar crew s
quarters. "Do you know of anything wong?" he asked when greetings were over

"No, sir. | went by there just two days ago before | cane here. Everything was fine with the
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office. O course, things are pretty upset in New York, just as they are here. You know, don't
you, that Turkey and Sweden have both noved into the forner territory of Russia and are getting
ready to fight a war as to which one will annex the place. In the US., there' s genera

nmobi lization. | don't knowif it's connected with the Russian thing. Wien | |eft John F. Kennedy
Airport, soldiers were all over the place. Flights were uncertain, too. Does this hel p?"

"No," said Heller. "That doesn't seemto connect with Izzy. He's 4F, allergies and things. You
sure he was all right?"

"Saw hi m nysel f. He was running down a hall with a handful of papers, |ooking cheerful and busy."
"Blast!" said Heller. "Wat could have happened to himin just the last two days? Al his phones

are out of service." "You want ne to go back, sir?" | Hel | er shook his head. "What Earth
day is this?" "I't just was Wednesday, sir."
"Al'l his options will be up next Monday. If he's not active on them he'll be in tons of trouble.”

Hel l er went back to the tug and clinbed aboard. He got very busy in his aft quarters. The Countess
Krak came in just as he finished changing into a Western summer | ounge suit.

"Listen," said Heller. "I want you to keep an eye on the Enperor and nake sure that that goes
along as well as it can. And keep this base in line."

"Where are you headed for?" she said in alarm

"I"mgoing to have Ahned and Ters drive ne to Istanbul. |I'mcatching a dawn plane for New York."
"Ch, no! Is lzzy in trouble?"
"I can't be sure. | promise not to run off with any Mss Americas. |'lIl be back in a few days. You

can reach ne or |leave word for me at the condo."

He was piling things into his case. Then he went to a cabinet and got out a spacetrooper

col l apsi bl e sl ed and sone bonbs.

"CGood Heavens!" said the Countess Krak. "You look like this is war!"

"There seens to be a Iot of that hanging around. But |'mjust being careful."

"Bonbs? Car ef ul ?"

Hel | er | aughed and gave her a kiss. He went to the airlock. There was suddenly an awful yow ing.
M ster Calico was standing on the top of the |adder and he wouldn't |l et Heller descend.

"He sees the clothes and bag," said the Countess Krak. "He thinks you' re goi ng sonewhere and
deserting him"

Hel l er | ooked at the cat.

The cat yow ed forlornly.

Hel | er | aughed, got a shoul der satchel, threw some of Mster Calico's kit in and then lifted up
the cat and dropped himin it.

Hel l er slung the strap over his shoulder and Mster Calico put his paws on the edge and | ooked
out, purring.

The Countess and Hel |l er said good-bye. Heller slid down the |ladder. He was on his way to nore war
than he had i rmagi ned!

Chapter 4

M ster Calico thoroughly enjoyed his ride to New York. Jet was travelling on non-U S. airlines
that were not too insistent on putting pets in special boxes—after Jet talked to themand the
flight attendants |l et himhave a spare seat beside Heller, a wi ndow seat from which one could
adnmire the various seas and nountains. He also enjoyed the food, both in flight and in a posh
restaurant during their long |layover in Brussels. He also enjoyed his twin bed in the del uxe

hot el

It was fromBelgiumthat Heller tried again to phone |zzy. Service suspended, he was told. He
switched the call to the condo. Bal nor answered.

"Do you know where |zzy is?" Heller asked.

"Why, no, sir, M. Jet, but |'ve been wondering nyself. He was up here Sunday and he was supposed
to drop by yesterday to inspect sone new potted trees the gardeners put in. But he didn't show. |Is
anyt hi ng w ong?"

"I hope not," said Heller. "It would be a real nmess if he had di sappeared. Meet nme at JFK with the
Silver Spirit. I'll arrive at 2:00 P.M, your time, Friday afternoon.” And he gave himthe flight
nunber .

"Ch, | am so pleased you' re coning hone. |Is the nadane with you, sir?"

"Not this trip," said Heller. "But she is fine and sends her best."

"She's such a charnming girl, a real Anerican lady. 2: 00 P.M it is, sir, at JFK"

It was in flight across the Atlantic that Heller found that the cat wouldn't be admitted unless he
were held in quarantine for several nonths.
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"It's their resistance to anybody | anding,"” he told the cat. "They fight it with tooth and cl aw
But we will put our heads together."

When they debarked, Heller had the cat in the satchel, zipper dosed except for a snall opening so
it could get sone air.

The corpse at the immgration desk took Heller's passport, |ooked up in his secret book to see if
Jerome Terrance Wster was wanted anywhere, pushed buttons with his knees, read secret screens
and, giving no sign of anything, let Heller through.

The U. S. Custons hand-baggage counter was just beyond. There was a crowd jam Some old | ady had
been found to be carrying sonme snmelling salts and they were sure it was cocai ne. They had her
spread- eagl ed against a wall and were frisking her: a typical American wel cone-hone for Anericans.
Heller, waiting in the line, bent over to tie his shoe—quite a feat since it had no laces. Wth
the satchel scraping the floor and hidden fromview by other |egs, the cat stepped out.

Hel | er gave a whi spered command, stood up and went through the handbag custons line. "Cat food?"
said the inspector. "Wat the hell is this? You inporting Anerican cat food? Barney, open this can
and see if it's full of hash.”

The inspector called Barney did and cane back eating it. "No drugs. Only preservatives. But two
are |isted as cancer-causing by the PDA. W'Ill have to confiscate the lot."

Hel | er handed over the cat food. He wal ked ahead. The cat followed himquietly bel ow the counter

Il evel . He went into the baggage-retrieval area, got his grip onto the counter, got it chal ked,
picked it up and wal ked out into the |obby. The cat was sitting on a waiting-room seat, washing
his face.

"You already had a crimnal record as long as your tail," said Heller. "You are now an ill ega
alien. One day you are going to have to reform" He put the cat back in the satchel

The place was absolutely swarmng with nmilitary personnel

Bal mor was there and took his grip. Heller made himwait while he tried another call to the Enpire
State Building. Service still suspended.

They went out to the parking | ot where sat the Rolls. The chauffeur sal uted.

"1"I'l go to the condo and wash up and change," said Heller. "And then you can take ne downtown to
the office. | think | have a | ot of urgent business, the way things |ook."

"I hope there isn't nore trouble," said Balnor fromthe front seat as they rode. "W were so upset
about the lady. The whole staff was. And M. Epstein wept for days. I'msorry Mss Joy didn't cone
with you. Ever since your call, we've been busy decorating the place. You'll really be surprised.”
"Did M. Epstein keep the whole staff on?" said Heller

"Ch, yes, sir. He wouldn't think of downgradi ng your hone. | hope you'll be pleased with what you
find, sir."

They rode for about an hour through highways jamed with nmilitary convoys and all the signs of
nati onal energency. They eventually turned off Central Park West and drove into the underground
gar age.

Hel  er, anxious about I1zzy, was first in and first out of the elevator to the penthouse. He wal ked
across the small private | obby and opened the front door.

He wal ked partway across the room

A voice said, "Stand right where you are!"

Heller whirled, eyes riveted on a leveled .45 Colt automati c!

The man who held it said, "You are under arrest!”

Two nmen came in from side doors. They had carbines pointed straight at Heller.

Jet sized themup. The first man was an arny captain. The other two were white-helneted mlitary
pol i ce.

Bal mor wal ked in. He dropped the grip. "Ch, sir," he cried in horror, "I had no idea!"

"I't's all right," said Heller. "Probably that bird at airport immigration alerted them"

"You're quite correct," said the captain. "Sergeant, do your duty."

A third MP cane out of the library, putting a white-lanyarded revolver in his holster and taking
some handcuffs out of his belt.

"Wait a mnute," said Heller. "What's this all about?"

"You're an arny deserter! You didn't report in when the president ordered general nobilization two
days ago."

"I had a waiver!"

"That expired the instant a national emergency occurred,” said the captain. "You' re an ROIC
graduate and you knew very well you were supposed to report for induction. This makes you a
deserter. You'll get at |least five years. Sergeant, the cuffs."

"Hold it," said Heller. "I was out of the country. | just got back a couple hours ago!"

"Hm" said the captain
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"That's true, sir," said the sergeant. "W got the tip-off fromimmgration."
"(Bleep)!" said the captain. "You're a barracks |awer, Wster. | can tell that. You're going to
meke a case of this, aren't you?"

"I certainly am" said Heller

"Al'l that paper work!" said the captain. "Busy as | am | just don't have tine to nake out sone
long report or appear at your trial either. | tell you what I'Il do. Just as a favor, mind you
since you'll be a fellow officer. Get into your uniformand we'll take you down and get you

i nducted. "

"1"1'l get your uniformpressed,"” said Balnor, hurrying into Heller's bedroom He instantly cane
back out. "Sir!" he wailed. "They've got the whole staff in there, tied hand and foot!"

"Rel ease them" said the captain to the sergeant. "This guy isn't any fighter, | can tell. But the
country is going to need every man it's got. Get your uniformand get dressed, mster."

"After I'minducted, what wll happen?" said Heller, thinking very anxiously of |zzy.

"You're Intelligence, aren't you?" said the captain. "You'll get a chance to reconnoiter Canp Dix.
And then maybe overseas. Wio knows? I'mnot G 2. But to be on the safe side, pack your kit. You're
in the army now—er will be as soon as you raise your right hand."

"I''"ve been away," said Heller. "Wuld you mind telling ne what this war is all about?"

The captain sighed. "I don't know what use you'll be to Intelligence, not knowi ng that. But there
isn't any war yet. This is just a presidential nobilization. This is Friday. War will be declared
just as soon as Congress nmeets Monday. They're being real legal this tine."

"Decl ared on whon®?" said Heller

"Maysabongo, you idiot! Those (bl eepards) have got all our oil and the only way we can get it back
is declaring war and seizing it under the Eneny Property Act."

Hel l er reel ed.

He had gotten his first inkling of how lzzy was in trouble! He nust be in the mddle of this

i mpendi ng war!

And here he hinself was, in the grip of the arnmy, and couldn't help him

And he knew he didn't dare stay on Earth nore than another five weeks. To be here | onger woul d be
fatal to the Enperor and the base!

Chapter 5

Driving to the arny headquarters in jeeps, there was far less traffic than usual on the streets.
"You're awmful lucky to have a ride," the captain said. "Wien these tanks are enpty, that's it. |
don't know how we're going to fight this war on no gas."

"1 thought you said we'd grab the Maysabongo supplies as soon as war was declared,"” said Jet.

"I said 'oil," not gas," replied the captain. "Maysabongo has nailed down all the reserves of
crude oil and even though that's seized, it won't do us nuch good. It's got to be refined to get
gasol i ne and kerosene and the refineries all went radioactive. Jesus, | don't know what use
they're going to make of you in Intelligence. You don't seemto have even one brain cell in your
head. "

"Well," said Jet, "it's a good thing Maysabongo is no bigger than a postage stanp. It won't take
much gas."

"I't won't take any gas at all, you dunbbell. W' ||l use a hydrogen bonb." |

"Then why nobilize all these nmen?" said Jet.

"Questions, questions. It's not yours to reason why. Its just yours to do and die. Didn't they
teach you anything at all in the ROTC?"

"They shoul d have taught nme to keep ny mouth shut,” said Heller. !

The captain seened to find this uproariously funny. "That's the spirit. Gin and bear it. True
grit. | got a feeling you'll nake it after all."

Hel ler was very far from |l aughi ng. The t hought of Maysa-bongo, which had been friendly to him
obliterated, put a new stress on his situation

The day was very hot: New York in July can be sweltering. He hadn't noticed it before, as the
Silver Spirit had been air-conditioned, as had the condo. But riding in this open jeep, the city
felt like a steam bath.

They drew up and doubl e- parked outside the arnory. Jet picked up his duffel bag and t hey nudged
hi minside. They got a receipt for himfromthe guards and drove away to round up other deserters.
Jet found hinself in an enornous hall. They had put canp desks and folding chairs all over the
drill floor. The place was cramred with perspiring people and awash with fluttering paper. The
pl ace was boiling hot.

A guard shoved Jet into a corner of the roomwhere sonme nedi cal equi pment was set up. He waited
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and waited, watching men go through a physical exanination

Suddenly somebody asked himfor his papers, sonebody else told himto strip, sonebody else told
himto stand on a scale, sonebody else told himto cough, another said to junp up and down and put
a cold stethoscope against his chest and sonebody else told himto get dressed.

A doctor signed sonme papers and a guard told Jet to go over to another part of the arnmory. In a
mob of young nen he waited and waited. Then sonebody lined themall up three ranks deep and
started | ooking at their papers.

Sonebody said to Jet, "You're an officer candidate. These are enlisted inductees. You're in the
wrong pl ace.”

They indicated he should go to another corner of the arnmory. There was a col onel there, very old,
apparently very deaf, sitting at a desk with lots of orders in front of him Jet put his papers
down in front of him

"Who are you?" said the col onel

"Wster, Jerone Terrance, it says there," said Jet.

"What do you want?" said the col onel

A sergeant got up fromhis desk and | ooked at the papers. "He's in officer candidate, ROTC. He's
supposed to be sworn in."

"I don't care what he was born in," said the col onel

The sergeant made a sign by raising his hand.

"Ch, sworn in," said the colonel. "All right, Blister, stand in front of the desk and raise your
right hand."

Heller's hair stood up. As a Royal officer, taking an oath of allegiance to sone other power could
get hima fast court-nartial.

"Repeat after me," said the colonel. And he rattled off the oath of allegiance to the United

St at es.

Heller rattled off the oath of allegiance to H's Mjesty, Emperor of Voltar, in Voltarian.

The colonel threw the papers to the sergeant and got back to his own work.

"What the hell was that?" said the sergeant. ' "The oath of allegiance," said Heller with a
I'isp.

"I't didn't sound like you repeated it," said the sergeant.

"I have trouble with ny tongue," said Heller, speaking in a nuted way.

"Ch," said the sergeant. "Now go over there and get fingerprinted and things."

Hel ler got into another line and waited and waited. He was getting worried. N ght had fallen. Tinme
was running and he didn't know how he was going to get out of this.

Eventually it was his turn. They rolled each finger in ink and nmade a card. They put himin front
of a canera.

"This is a G2," sonebody said. "Henry, you got any Intelligence bl anks?"

They didn't. A man went out and was gone a long time. He came back with the proper |.D. blanks for
an Intelligence officer. They typed it out, put his picture and a thunmbprint on it and | am nated
it. They gave himhis |.D.

They pushed himover to another part of the arnory. There was a row of typewiters along the wall
A single officer, a colonel, was sitting at a single desk in a cleared space. He was beefy and
perspiring. H s desk was piled two feet thick with | oose sheets of paper. Men were sitting on
their baggage all around. Aside fromthe colonel and the enlisted men at the typewiters, Heller
was the only one in uniform

Jet asked one of the waiting nmen, "What are we doi ng here?”

"We're waiting for our orders so we can be shipped off to canp.” He waved a hand toward the single
colonel at the single desk. "Fatty there might or might not get it sorted out tonight. You're in
the arny now. Hurry up and wait."

Heller glanced at his watch. It was well past nidnight. Saturday was here. He had to find out
about lzzy. He had to get out of this.

He | ooked at the colonel perspiring away at his desk. He | ooked at the typists along the wall.

It was terribly hot in the place. The only cooling they had was a huge fan on a colum stand and
it was idling away blowing air at an angle toward the ceiling.

Hel l er wal ked over to the typists. As he was in uniform they didn't seemto nmind his reading over
their shoul ders.

They were typing orders for drafts of nmen to this place and that. They were very backl ogged.
Hel l er saw a corporal conming fromthe fingerprint area. He saw him put a sheaf of papers down
beside the typewiter of an enlisted girl. Heller drifted over

Hel | er hoped his own papers woul d be anongst them Maybe he could intercept them and do sonething.
He wal ked over to the girl but just as he was beside her, she got up and wal ked over to the
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colonel's desk and | aid some papers down.

Jet | ooked at the file carbon of what she had just typed. It was a |ist of nen being ordered to
Canmp Di x. The original had just been delivered to the col onel's desk. The name, W STER, Jerone
Terrance, 2nd Lieutenant, Arny of the United States, headed it!

He was too | ate!

He hastily put the carbon in his pocket but that wouldn't solve it.

He | ooked around. He went over to one of the men sitting on their baggage. He said, "Look at that
poor col onel. He nmust be dying of the heat. You're in the arny now You nust learn to respect your
officers and help them™

The man | ooked at him "Well, yes, sir," he said doubtfully.

"See that fan?" said Heller, pointing to the stand. "Turn it off, nove it in closer, point it at
the colonel and turn it on again. Got that?"

"Yessir," said the inductee.

He went over, turned the fan off, and noved the stand up beside the colonel. He pointed the fan
level. He turned it on

AN EXPLOSI ON OF PAPERS FLEW EVERYWHERE!

The col onel slamred his arns down and tried to contain the blizzard. Then he cane up like a raging
bul I .

The inductee who had done it scuttled off, instantly lost in the nob

The col onel kicked the fan over with a raving curse. Papers were still flying about the arnory.
Hel l er rushed up. "Sir, I'll give you a hand!"

He pronptly began to gather papers up, his fast eye taking in every piece as he stacked it.

The enlisted nen had rushed fromtheir typewiters and were hel ping out and Heller had to work
fast.

In five mnutes all the papers had again been collected. But Heller had the one that sent himto
Fort Dix. He also had the typist carbon

He went over to a desk whose typist had stepped out for a coffee break. He rapidly retyped the
draft order to Canp Dix, omtting his own nane.

He put nore paper in the typewiter and, using the format he saw on other orders |lying there,
typed a set of orders which sent WSTER, Jerone Terrance, 2nd Lieutenant, Arnmy of the United
States, to the "Anti-Saboteur Unit" as officer in charge, detached duty, on his own cogni zance and
to report only to the Secretary of War.

He put his own file and the carbons in the proper baskets. He went down the line of typists and
collected other orders to be signed and took the ot to the col onel

"These are urgent, sir," he said.

The col onel grunted, nopped his brow and signed the |ot.

Hel I er took them back to the typists, put his own in his pocket, picked up his duffel bag and
wal ked out .

Ten mnutes later, he stepped into the Silver Spirit Rolls Royce.

"Are you in the arnmy now, sir?" said the chauffeur

"I'"ve already fought ny first canpaign," said Heller. "But the Enpire State Buil ding nust be
swarm ng with saboteurs. Take nme there at once!"

NOWto find out what had happened to |zzy!

Chapter 6

Driving through the deserted streets of very late night New York, Heller renmpoved his tunic and
sni pped the ROTC shoul der patch away. He polished up the gold castles which represented
Intelligence and burnished his single rank bars. He redonned the tunic and slipped his orders and
I.D. into his side pocket.

He stopped the chauffeur on 34th Street and went forward to the Enpire State Building side
entrance on foot.

Two New York policemen were there, |ounging on either side of the door. They | ooked at him

suspi ciously. He went on in.

At the elevators, the boy on night duty let himinto the car. Jet gave the nunber of his floor
The boy turned around to him "I can take you up there but they mght not let you out of the car."
"Who's 'they'?" said Heller

"New York City Police," said the boy. "They've been blocking off half of that floor since |ast
Tuesday. "

"Take me anyway," said Jet, very curious.

The boy shrugged and they shot upwards. The car stopped and the door opened.
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In front of nun, in the floor |obby, sat FIVE cops! Four instantly cane to their feet, clubs
alert. The fifth, a police captain, sat at a desk which blocked the hall that led to all of Jet's
and lzzy's offices.

Hel l er wal ked up to the captain. He wanted to get into these offices and | ook around: naybe |zzy
had | eft hima note. "I have to search the place," he said.

"No, no," said the captain. "Nobody gets in or out of this area."

"What's the matter?" said Jet. "A bonb alert or sonething?"

"Worse than that," said the captain. "A bunch of desperate crinmnals are holed up in the
Maysabongo Legation right down that hall."

"What have they done?" said Jet.

"Littering," said the captain, "and a court injunction has denied themthe use of sidewalks."
"Aha!" said Jet. "The very people | nust interrogate.”" He held out his Army |1.D. and his orders.
The captain waved them aside. "Listen, Arny, these people have immunity inside their |egation. So
far it's just a civil matter. But we can't let you pass. Their phones are shut off, so don't try
any funny business."

"I must see them" said Heller

"Sorry, Lieutenant. That's quite inpossible. W' ve got our orders. Nobody in or out and that neans
nobody, including you. Cone Monday, after war is declared, army commandos will hit this place and
clean it out. But up to then, no dice. That's the way it is, Lieutenant. The Maysabongo Legati on
is sealed off. Get lost."

Heller said, "Can't | even go into the other offices?"

"Nope," said the captain. "This whole half-floor is shut and there's cops on every entrance. So
bye-bye, Arny. Sergeant, escort himout of the building." On the street again, Heller wal ked back
and got into the Rolls.

At | east he now knew where poor |zzy was!

"Take me home," he told the chauffeur.

Bal nor, despite the hour, nmet himat the door. "COh, sir, how opportune. Mss Joy is just this

m nute on the phone.”

Hel | er wal ked across the salon and picked up the instrunent. "I didn't get a chance to phone,
dear."

"When you didn't call to say you arrived, | got worried. How are ny two warriors?"

"Well, one is nowin the army and the other is lying here snoring off a pint of cream”

"How dreadful !'"

"Ch, creamwon't hurt him It's pasteurized."”

"I mean the arny."

"They wouldn't take him Crimnal record. Illegal alien. They only like to send good fellows out
to be shot."

"Jettero, be serious."

"It is serious, but I"'mnot going to discuss it past the ears of NSA. How s the sick man?"

"He just lies there. The doctor says he is better but he doesn't seemto know where he is and he
doesn't speak. That's what |'mworried about. He may not recover. Wiat's this about the arny?"
"Don't worry about that. | have it under control. |I may be busy for a couple days. Love you."
"You take care of yourself, Jettero. This planet isn't worth it."

"I't's the only planet we've got at the nmonent. Take care of things, dear."

She told himthat she loved him in an anxious voice. H s hint about the National Security Agency
and the inference he was about to do sonething had her worri ed.

He hung up and went to his room and changed his clothes. He put on a black sunmer-wei ght suit,

bl ack engi neer boots and bl ack engi neer gl oves.

He packed a shoul der-strap bag with explosives and other itenms. He tied the coll apsed spacetrooper
sled to it.

He picked up the cat's satchel, checked its itens and put the cat in it.

Bal nor escorted himdown to the car and handed hima | eather [unch case overfull wth sandw ches,
hot coffee and milk. "An arny crawmls on its stomach, sir. | don't think you've eaten since you got
of f the plane."

"Thanks, Balnor. The fell ow who said war is hell didn't have you for a butler."

He rolled downtown in the Rolls Royce, sharing sandw ches with the cat.

Chapter 7

They stopped half a block fromthe Enpire State Building. Heller thanked the chauffeur and told
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himto go hone.

He shifted the two satchels to confortable positions on his shoulders and strode al ong, carrying
the I unch box.

He went in by another entrance than the one he had used last tine. It also had police and they
eyed him He took an elevator to the floor above his own. He wal ked al ong until he was above the
Maysabongo Legation. He | ooked around to nake sure there were no night cleaners in sight.
Expertly he opened the | ock of an office door, went in and closed it behind him He crossed it and
opened a wi ndow. He verified that he was right. He got out a spaceship safety |line and hooked its
quick release to a pipe. Heller |ooked far down at the distant street. Two cop cars were standi ng
there. A swirl of mst went by bis wi ndow, such was the altitude of it. He | ooked up: the sky was
pal e bl ack above.

He swung out and dropped down.

He cane opposite the legation window. It was all dark inside.: He thunmped on the glass quietly.
Suddenly there was |zzy's face!

Hel l er made a gesture of opening the window 1|zzy cane out of his shock. He funblingly obeyed.

Heller slid in. He gave the safety line a twitch and it fell into his hand. He closed the w ndow.
A candle was being lit.
"Don't say, 'Jet, how did you get here?'" said Heller. "It will very shortly be dawn and we

haven't got rmuch tine."

"M. Jet, how did you get here?" said |lzzy, eyes round as saucers behind his horned-rinmed

gl asses.

In the candl elight, Bang-Bang was grinning ear to ear. Del bert John Rockecenter Il was getting off
a desk, popeyed.

"What's going on?" said Heller. "Did you execute the options or what?"

"Ch," said lzzy. "It is a dreadful thing. Mss Simons has got all the refineries in the world
shut down. Maysabongo exercised the options to buy all the oil reserves."

"Coul dn't you pay for thenP" said Heller

"Ch, yes," said lzzy. "That was easy. W had the cash. Maysabongo controls every drop of crude oi
in the tanks and on board ships. That's why they're going to declare war!"

"But didn't you make good the options to sell all the oil stock in the world? Didn't it go down?"
"Ch, it went down! It's worth al npst nothing."

"Well, all right," said Heller. "You nust have made billions!"

"I should say so," said lzzy. "That's another trouble. Tharti nore cash than there is available
and it will break the Anerican banking system They don't have 189 billion in their tills!"

"Well, didn't you exercise the options to buy in all the oil-conmpany stock for a dollar?"

"M. Jet," said lzzy, "I got to tell you sonething. The options at the brokers wi |l expire Mnday
noon. W can't get out of here. W can't phone. W can't send nmessengers. We're living on
Maysabongo sanpl es of coconut oil. W can't reach the brokers or the bank. W haven't exercised

either the sell options or the buy options!"

"lIt's Rockecenter," said Bang-Bang. "He got Faustino to order the New York City Police to bottle
up this place.”

"He got the president of the United States to declare nobilization," said |zzy. "Sunday eveni ng,
the Swillerberger Conference of International Financiers is nmeeting in Philadel phia. They're

ordering the president and Congress to declare war on Maysabongo Monday norning. They'll take back
the oil as eneny property and we'll be out our noney. They'll sell it back to Rockecenter for
pennies and he'll make billions."

"But what if we owned all the shares?" said Heller

"The nmoney we make with the sell options will do us no good," said lzzy. "They'll keep the banking

systemintact by saying we're eneny-connected people and seizing all our funds. Even if we execute
our buy options, all those shares will be seized and the oil conpanies will be sold to Rockecenter

for nothing. He'll come out of this far nmore rich and powerful than he ever was before.”

"And us guys," said Bang-Bang, "will wind up in the jail house as eneny agents."

"And," 1zzy continued, "although | filed their 13D formwi th Securities and Exchange Conmi ssion
saying we were going to acquire nore than 5 percent of a ot of oil conpanies, they claimthey
never saw the paper and we'll be facing Federal warrants. Oy, M. Jet, | have never seen such
trouble!"

"Well, | can solve part of it," said Heller. "Have a sandw ch and sone hot coffee." And he hefted
the lunch case onto a desk

"Oy, M. Jet. | wish | had your nerve!" said lzzy. "My ulcers are killing ne."

"What are you doing here?" said Heller to Del bert John Rockecenter I1.
"I"'ma conscientious defector," said Twoey. "Tuesday a bunch of men with guns shot the | and yacht
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all to pieces. Me and the staff were down at the barns feeding pigs. They set fire to the barns,

too, and shot a lot of helpless swine. W barely got away with our lives. | had just got here when
they closed this place dowmn. Let nme tell you, Jerone, this being a Rockecenter son is dangerous. |
think I better warn you: they don't even respect pigs! Al | did was phone our father and ask him

to do a commercial telling people not to eat ham..."

"You phoned hi n?" said Heller

"Yeah, Mss Joy left the nunber in the land yacht. | talk good English now and everything. There
wasn't any reason for himto blow up. Any self-respecting boar treats his kids better."

"M. Jet," said lzzy. "That's another thing. Bleedum our attorney, was |ooking up the Rockecenter
wills, and did you know that there's a ten-billion-dollar trust standing by if Rockecenter has a
son? The boy would get it when he was eighteen and up to then Del bert Senior is the trustee. |
don't think it's safe for either you or Twoey to be seen around. If you can get us out of here,
|I"ve got airline tickets for Brazil."

"Eat your sandwi ches," said Heller. "The only flying that's going to be done right nowis by ne."
They had been pouring out hot coffee for thenselves but they stopped and watched what Heller was
doi ng.

Jet was assenbling the spacetrooper sled. Its antigravity lifts humed as he checked them He
verified the connections and drive power with the neter on one of its rods.

"You didn't see this," he said.

He gave the cat satchel and the other bag a hitch to get them around toward his back. He laid the

two poles at the sled front on the windowsill. He opened the wi ndow and lay on the sled, belly
down.

The three stared at himin astonishnent.

"You guys just sit tight and stay alive," said Jet. "I'mgoing to see what | can do to rescue you
Bye- bye. "

He wrapped his hand around the button control at the front of the right-hand pole.
The sl ed soared out the wi ndow and into the m st and ni ght.

PART SEVENTY
Chapter 1

Hel I er launched hinself into the first gray of the dawn. Unseen, flying at a thousand feet |ike a
javelin through the whistling air, he headed southwest. The bl ackness and the |ights of the Hudson
| ay below. A very faint pink strand of cloud heral ded the eastern sun

Quite unlike him his nmind was filled with misgivings and doubt. But |ike a ganbler who stakes al
on one last throw, he had to take the chance.

As he flew, he told hinmself his prospects did not |ook good. Hi s plan was good enough, providing
he coul d surnmount one huge obstacl e.

He knew he had to fight a war. It was not the war which Congress would declare on Monday. Heller's
war had to be over and done with, victorious, in just slightly nmore than forty-ei ght hours.

He didn't have any troops. Rockecenter obviously owned the arny and told it what to do, and
additionally Heller knew that the War Department was not likely to approve the battle he nust
fight. And win. He knew where the troops were to be had but it was a very iffy thing: Babe
Cor | eone!

Hal f a year before, due to the false publicity of J. Walter Madi son, Babe Corl eone had believed
himto be a turncoat and traitor and a supporter of Faustino "The Noose" Narcotici. She thought
Faustino had paid himto throw a race.

Faustino styled hinself the capo di tutti capi. But Babe Corl eone, who had guided the Corl eone
famly since the death of her aged husband, "Holy Joe," despised drugs and woul d not deal with the
Fausti no nob.

She had regarded Heller as a son until the fatal rift. He wondered if he were not sticking his
head into a hornet's nest now even thinking of approaching her. The wath of the six-foot-six,
statuesque, ex-Roxy chorus girl was |egendary, her thirst for vengeance proverbial. Wen he had

| ast seen her she had washed her hands of himand, in sackcloth and ashes, had ordered himto get
out. It had made himvery sad, for he was fond of Babe. He had obeyed and had not gone near her

si nce.

But she had soldati and, in his extrenmity, Heller thought just possibly he night be listened to.
be was taking a | ong chance.

He skirted al ong the New Jersey shore of the Hudson, whistling | ower now, barely above the height
of cranes along the wharves. |If defense radar picked himup they would think he was a patrol

hel i copter, common on this run
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The sky was growi ng pinker. By its |light ahead he saw Bayonne. The New Jersey Turnpi ke, oddly
enpty of cars, unreel ed bel ow. Newark Bay, a pool of growi ng crimson now, cane to view He banked
al ong the western edge of Bayonne Park. He spotted Babe's high-rise. She lived in the whole top
floor. It was defended like a fort, but nobody expected an approach fromthe roof.

Hel I er pressed the controls and the wind went out of his hair. He settled to a gentle, silent

I andi ng on the flat asphalt top.

It was quite light now Daylight saving tinme made it 6:35. The sun would be conpletely over the
hori zon in five nminutes. He had not been too soon. But what an awful hour to make a call

He rapidly folded up the spacetrooper sled. He went to the access door, pressed his ear to it and
|istened. No sounds. He got out a picklock and opened the door

Silently, he crept down the steps. He had to be very careful: He was likely to be shot, no matter
who he was, conming in this way. But he could not take any chance by using the front door. It
woul d, he thought, just get slanmed in his face. He had to have a chance to state his offer

A man was sitting in a chair by the elevator! Geovani! Babe's bodyguard!

He had his back to Heller. He was dozing. Heller did not want himto draw. Jet made a pistol out

of his index finger and put it into the mddle of Geovani's back. "Freeze," he said, "it's a
friend."

Geovani whirled so fast he al nbst snapped his neck off. He stared. "Sacro scinmie!" he said.
"Sacred nmonkeys, it's the kid!' Mther of God! You al nost scared ne to death! Were... ? How ... ?"

He was | ooking w ldly around, unable to conprehend how Hell er had gotten in.
Hel  er put down the spacetrooper sled and took off his satchels and hung themon it. He unbuttoned

his jacket and opened it. "See, I'mnot heeled. Not even a knife. I've got to talk to Babe."
CGeovani | ooked uncertain and bew | der ed.
A call cane from behind the closed door at the end of the hall. "I hear voices. Wi is there?"

The hall door opened. Babe Corleone, holding a lingerie robe about her, |ooked out. She had a
Heckl er and Koch .45 in her other hand.

She peered. "Jeronme? It can't be. Jerone, is that really you?"

And then she dropped her pistol on the floor and bowed her head and began to cry. She swabbed at
her eyes with the back of her hand. She said, brokenly, "Ch, Jerone, | am... | amso glad you got
over being nmad and cane to ne."

Hell er had advanced up the hall to her. "Mad at you? | thought you were nmad at ME!"

"Ch, | don't blame you for wal king out," wept Babe. "I was so awful nasty. | didn't understand you
were just setting up Faustino by getting himto confess he got you to throw the race. And then
when | saw how it weakened him . "

"Weakened hin®?" said Heller

"Ruined himin the ganbling racket. He had to pay back all the bets and nobody would trust him
anynore. The nunbers rackets and everything cane over to us. | don't blane you for not forgiving
me and noving out and never calling again. It was just a straight Italian double-cross and

didn't understand. | have been such a stupid nother. Can you ever forgive nme?"

"l didn't call because | thought you were still mad. | was never angry with you, even once," said
Hel | er.

She suddenly threw her arns around him "You DO forgive me then! Ch, Jerone, |'ve nmissed you so!"
She put her head down on his shoul der and cried w thout restraint, gripping himconvul sively.
After a time they sat down upon the couch but Babe still held his hand, gazing at himwith a gl ad
smle that every now and then again dissolved into tears.

Finally she turned and yelled, "Geovani, don't stand around |ike a (bleeped) fool. Get Gegorio up
and tell the (bleepard) to | ook alive and get Jerone sone mlk and cookies! And then get him sone
breakfast!" She turned to Jet. "You |ook starved. Tired, too. Nobody has been | ooking after you."
"I've been pretty busy," said Heller. "Been up without sleep for quite a while. How are things
going with the fam|ly?"

She made a tipping notion, back and forth, with her hand. "So-so. But things weren't the sane

after you left."” "l1've conme back with a peace offering," said Heller. "I thought even if you were
still cross, you mght care to listen.” "But I'mnot cross with you, dear boy. And | prom se
never to be so awful again. You don't need any peace offering."

"Well, | think you'll be interested anyway," said Heller. "Although |I've not seen himin all these
nmonths, | think |I can deliver Faustino into your hands."

"You al ready gave us all his ganbling connections. \Wat el se?" "Faustino and the whol e

enpire," said Heller. "The lot."

Babe's gray eyes kindled with interest. "How?"

"War," said Heller. "But | need soldati, all you' ve got. Its no trap. I'll do the risky part. And
if all goes well, Faustino will be no nore."
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"A total wi peout? A rub of the whol e Rockecenter-1. G Barben ;drug enpire, too?"
"Yes, | want you to be the capa di tutti capi. The chieftainess of all chiefs!"
Babe suddenly caught her breath. "Oh, sangue di Cristo, would

THAT put the nmayors wife in her place!" She turned to Heller eagerly.

He rapidly sketched out the part of his plan she had to know.

Babe bal ked. "I won't let you do it. It's too risky for you!"

"Less risk than you think," said Heller.

"No," said Babe. "I didn't get you back just to | ose you! W have to remenber that you're the only
son |'ve got!"

Hel ler took a shot in the dark. "Well," he said, hoping it would awaken her nostal gia for her dead

husband and hopi ng she woul d supply sonething he only thought existed, "You know what 'Holy Joe'
used to say."

Babe nodded thoughtfully. " 'The only good eneny is a dead eneny.' You've got a point, Jerone."
"Then that settles it," said Heller.

She surged up, eyes glowing. "I'Il nmake the calls."” Then, on her feet, she checked. "But if you're
going to do sonething like that, you need to eat your breakfast and get sone sleep. No, | won't

hear any argunent. You sorely show all the signs of ny awful neglect. Now do what your nother
tells you. Wiere IS that (bleepard) G egorio!"

She pushed Jeronme into "Holy Joe's" still-nmaintained bedroom "Now take a shower. You've got ink
all over your hands." She rushed out to hurry up Gregorio and a tray.
Hel | er obediently showered. It was true that he still had sone fingerprint ink on his fingers.

He heard Gregorio wheel in a trolley and | eave

Then Babe's voi ce sounded sonewhere, "Geovani, you |lazy son of a (bleepch), take in his baggage
and help himget to bed. And then go out and get hi m sone decent clothes. MOVE!"

Geovani handed Hell er a bathrobe over the top of the shower stall, an old, ornate robe, probably
the late "Holy Joe's."

Hel  er came out. A breakfast sat under silver warm ng covers. He opened the satchel and let the
cat out. The action did not seemto surprise Geovani: he was oversaturated with surprises.

Jet sat down and began to eat scranbl ed eggs, feeding sone to M. Calico.

"Cristo," said Geovani, "you sure turned the lights on. I'mglad you canme back, kid. She's been
nmopi ng around for half a year. It's good to see her at high roar. She's out there talking on three
phones at once! From what she's saying, it sounds like a full-fledged gang war. \Wat are we goi ng
to attack?"

Heller smled. "You'll find out tonight."

Chapter 2

Hel | er awoke, nuch refreshed, feeling he had caught up with what they call on that planet "jet
lag." O course, a spacer seldomcares what tine he sleeps, for all his days in flight are apt to
be out of phase with the planets he visits.

The cat was nowhere to be seen. Jet pushed a bell to tell people he was awake.

Geovani came in. He was holding up a tuxedo on a hanger. It was a sumer-wei ght suit of the

bl ackest black with an indigo velvet flared collar. "She told me to get you sone clothes, but they
didn't have nuch that | liked. Now, this little article will fit you like a glove, tailor-nmade for
one of the executives. He never picked it up: He got shot. It's got a black silk shirt, black bow
tie, black cummerbund and bl ack pearl studs. Ain't it a beauty?"

"I't would be the first time | ever went to war in a tuxedo," said Heller.

"Yeah, but | know you," said Geovani. "You got class. You slept the clock around al nost. You nusta
been shooting a |l ot of guys to get that tired. It's 6:00 P.M and Babe had G egorio fix you a
dinner that'll nake the table |l egs crack. Real Italian food, the kind you like."

Hel I er got up, did a fast shave and shower. He got into the tuxedo: It did fit well, airy and

cool

"Now, that's what | call tradition," said Geovani, handing hima black Honburg hat. "G ve you a
Tommy gun and you couldn't tell the difference between you and "Holy Joe's" old runrunner nob.
Except for the nodern cut, of course. Babe will love it."

Hel l er went out. Babe was at the table already, waiting for him She was dressed in a beige silk
safari suit with a wide collar and ruby buttons, suitably attired for a war. She | ooked at him
with a glad smile, adnired his appearance and got him seated. She was quivering with excitenent,
practically radiating it. She stacked his plate with anti pasto.

The cat had apparently nmade friends. He was sitting at the table behaving hinself, though he had
already enptied his silver bow of cream
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"Are all the arrangenents made?" said Heller

"OfF course," said Babe. "Now, eat a good dinner. You |look thin."

Hel l er was tal king around a nouthful of antipasto. "And they'll all be there?"

"I know those (bl eepards)," said Babe. "Every Saturday night around 11:00 P.M, they been neeting
for an after-show di nner and their payoff—for the last ten years. And they're neeting tonight. |
verified."

"And they're never arned?"

"In the presence of Faustino? You nust be kidding, Jerome. OF course, bodyguards will be outside
the door and the building will be full of soldati. They're the ones you have to be careful of.
They're always on the alert on Saturday night. Faustino hinself will be heel ed, of course. You
woul dn't think he could shoot the way his fat overlaps his eyes but he can, so you watch it. If it
cones to himor you, make sure it's him Gegorio! Bring in some nore antipasto!"

Heller didn't know if he could get around what he had.

"Eat your dinner," said Babe. "You're thin as a rail! Listen, | got good news for you. Con Edison
has had to shut down all its oil generating plants. The only power they're able to get into the
Big Apple now is coal and hydroelectric. There'll be no floods on the buildings and no street

lights. How s that for a break! Now, enjoy your dinner, you' ve got plenty of tine. 'Holy Joe'

al ways used to say there was nothing like going to war on a full stonmach unless it was getting
stuffed at Sardine's afterwards."

Gregorio brought in a steam ng side dish of spaghetti but Heller knew better than to eat nuch of
that. Imrediately cane the entrees of |asagne and ravioli. And then Heller was inundated with
fettucini, rigatoni, chicken cacciatore, manicotti, veal parmgiana and finally linguine with both
red and white clam sauce. Al these were special Italian dishes served on that planet. \Wen he was
served vast bl ocks of spunoni, an Italian ice cream he could hardly open his nouth.

Babe then went into the salon and put on a piece of nusic called "The R de of the Valkyries," a
wi I d, bombastic synmphony, and said, "That's to aid your digestion. Now, just sit down and rel ax.
Sunset isn't until after 8:00."

Hel l er sank into an easy chair. He could hardly nove. Babe sat perched upon the couch, quivering
with excitenent. Although she was niddl e-aged, she still retained nmuch of her Roxy showgirl

beauty. A proud and deadly glitter was in her eyes. "Ch, we'll fix that Faustino."

After a while, Heller said, "Let's fix our tinetable." And he took a pad and wote it out. He
handed it to her.

She | ooked at it. Then suddenly her smile froze. "Wait a mnute, Jerone. This says, when | see you
come out of the window. The way | understood it, you were going to land on the roof in a

heli copter and after you'd done your thing, you were just going to wait with your hand on

Faustino's collar for our frontal assault. That was dangerous enough for you. | thought you were
going to | ower yourself down into the banquet roomthrough the ventilation system™

"Well, it is kind of a helicopter. | just didn't give you the details."

"This is mad! |'m not going to have you diving out wi ndows! No, Jerone. |If you insist on this, the

whole thing is off. You m ght FALL!"

"I''"l'l have a safety line," said Heller

"Ch, | don't like it. Maybe |I should hire you a stunt nan!"

"There isn't tine now," said Heller.

"Well, that's true. What's this 'spacing of booms'? It says 'Tenth boom' Then it says .. . Oh,
Jerone. You be careful with explosives. Can't | get you a good expl osives man? Were's Bang- Bang?"
"He's sort of out of circulation,” said Heller. "Now don't you worry about ne, Ms. Corleone. You
just follow that timetable and it will go off as snooth as silk."

"Well, all right. But |I've known silk to snag. However, | will be a good general. | will use your
orders. It gives nme goosebunps, the thought of you clinbing out a thirty-fifth story wi ndow. Now,
don't you fall, you hear me?"

"I promse," said Heller.

"Ch, how !l wish '"Holy Joe' was here. How he would have | oved this! Faustino, no less! | can hardly

wait to see the face of the mayor's wife!"
Chapter 3

They | eft Bayonne after dark in Babe's high-powered, bulletproof |inbusine. The New Jersey

Tur npi ke, when they joined it, was a wastel and of concrete, deserted of all traffic due to the
absence of fuel. CGeovani had had no problemw th that: They had their own energency supplies. He
was burning up the road, delighted to do a hundred miles an hour with nothing else in sight. Not
even the cops could chase him as they had no gas either—though it was doubtful if they would
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have, knowi ng the car.

To their right, the city of New York was not visible at all, though the sumer night was clear
Hel l er could not ever renenber seeing it that way: Only a few beacon lights, red sparks, gleaned
as aircraft warnings on the taller towers and buil dings.

He nade out, at last, the beacon light on the top of the Enpire State Building. The top thirty-two
stories of the building, usually lit, were dark, probably for the first tinme since a bonber had
crashed into it nearly a half a century before. "W'Il get to you later,"” Heller told it silently,
but he wondered how his inprisoned friends were doing there. That [unch case hadn't contained al
that much. They woul d have finished it by now

He asked Babe if he could use the phone and called the condo. Bal nor answered.

"Did she call?" said Heller

"Ch, yes, sir," said Balnor. "She |eft a nessage that there was no change in the person. Do you
have a nessage if she calls again, sir?"

Tell her I"'mworking and that I'mfine. And give her ny love."

He rang off and found Babe | ooking at him "Wo was that?" said Babe. "Some girl? It's very

i mportant that you marry well, Jerone. You nust introduce her to ne."

"Ch, you'd approve of her," said Heller. "She's fromthe sane country as that Prince Caucal sia
told you about. The one that belongs at the top of your famly tree.”

"Real | y?" said Babe.

"Ch, yes," said Heller. "And she's blond, tall, blue-eyed except when they are gray, very
beautiful, talented, educated. She's also an aristocrat."”

"Jerone!" said Babe, |ooking at him "You're in |ove!"

Hel I er laughed. "I plead guilty. And she'll |ove you, too, when she neets you. Wio woul dn't?"

Babe snmi |l ed and then began to | augh. "Ch, Jeronme—o wonder you forgot your nother for a while. But
it's all right. Wat | couldn't bear was thinking you were mad at ne. Now, here's what we will do.
As soon as we have finished this war, |I'll have a big reception. 1'll present her to all the
peopl e who matter and if she's as beautiful as you say, we'll be the envy of everybody! Now, let's
see: The Waldorf-Astoria Hotel is a little bit old-fashioned but the ballroons are quite nice. O
shoul d we use the Plaza? Maybe the Grand Hyatt. No, | know. Madi son Square Garden! Are you engaged

yet ?"

"Well, not formally. It's just an understandi ng between us."

"Ah! If | approve of her, we'll have an engagenent party! What's her name?"

Heller, the Fleet officer, would not lie about his girl. He said, "Her passport says her nane is
Heavenly Joy Krackle. But her real nane is the Countess Krak." "Good heavens! A COUNTESS! And
not snooty or anything?"

"She's the soul of charm You'll |ove her!"

"Very good, then. That's settled. An engagenent party at Madi son Square Garden! Choruses fromfive
musi cal s! The best bands! Chanpagne! Inagine it: love and war! GCh, Jerone, |'mso glad you have
come back!"

They were entering the Holland Tunnel. Babe stopped naki ng notes of the |ist of guests and put it
firmy aside. "I better get ny mind on this tinetable or we'll be fleeing for our lives to our

estates in South America. But promise ne faithfully one thing, Jerone."
"What ' s t hat ?"
"Don't fall!"

Chapter 4

Thanks to the dizzying speed Geovani had driven and the enpty, dark streets of |ower Mnhattan,
the linousine arrived early on the scene. They parked beside a small, dark park

Further to the south, a quarter of a nmle away, |ay the police headquarters, seen only as a faint
bl ue enmergency light. Nearer to hand but unseen were the U S. Court House and the New York County
Court House. To their right and close by on the Bowery lay the dim unlighted bulk of the
Narcotici nmob building. The high-rise of Total Control, Inc., was black glass and chrone but one
was hard put to even make it out against the nmurky stars.

Heller, with an infrared flashlight and a | ens over his eye, was scanning one final tine the plans
of the building that Babe had gotten himthat day.

There was a sound of footsteps approachi ng and Babe | ooked up alertly. She slid her w ndow down
and a face appeared, half seen. "M a capa?" It was Signhore Saggezza, consigliere of the Corl eone

famly
"All set?" said Babe.
"M a capa," said Saggezza, "can | not caution you against this thing and call it off before it is
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too late? Even 'Holy Joe' woul d have thought a thousand tinmes before he attenpted it."

"I know it is your duty, signore, to guide us safely through the storns of life," said Babe, "but
can the chatter and answer ny question. Al set?"

"The good God watches over the conpletely mad with a special providence," said Signore Saggezza.
"I just hope he isn't |ooking the other way tonight. Here's your report: The only power they've
got is enmergency on one elevator. It's a hot night and there's no air conditioning, so they've got
wi ndows open. See that glow up there on the thirty-fifth floor? They're using candles in the
banquet room The city officials are all there; the last one just went in five mnutes ago. Qur
units are all in position. But I nust warn you that you are not the only one who sees that this
power bl ackout is an opportunity: Faustino has every soldat in his nob inside and watching every
door. There's also an arny tank unit parked in Tonpkins Square about a nile and a half fromhere
and they're likely to cone running if there's any firing. The police station is only a quarter of
a mle south of here."

"Fix their police cars," said Babe.
"All handl ed, ma capa, but police have feet. This whole thing is quite mad. | al so ordered your
jet to stand by at Newark in case you have to run for it. Are you still determ ned?"

"Signore, an opportunity like this cones once in a lifetime," said Babe. "The curtain is going to
go up."

"Then here's your radio," said Saggezza, "and may the good God have nercy on our souls." He handed
the FM wal ki e-tal ki e through and vani shed in the dark.

Hel | er reached over and handed her a two-way-response radi o. He showed her where the button was.
"I"'min business," said Babe. "Bring on your war!"

Hel l er said, "Zero your stopwatch. Now start it." He pushed his own.

He got out of the linpusine, got his satchel straps on his shoulders and lifted the spacetrooper

sl ed.

"Good | uck," said Babe.

Wth a wave of his hand he trotted off into the darkness of the park

Working rapidly and unseen, he assenbled the sled. He lay down on it, nmaking sure he did not
squash the cat hi its satchel. He wapped his fingers around the rod controls. Up into the night
he soared.

Delicately mani pulating the controls, he edged sideways to the building as he clinmbed. It was a
fifty-five-story building and it was so dark he al nbst mi ssed the top

The gl eam of chrone was to his hand. He made the sled hover. He reached into his bag and brought
out a handful of round objects. Wrking with one hand, he | ooked at their nunbers. He found one
that said 1 in a glowing nuneral. He pushed it against the chrome. He glanced at his watch. He
gave the blob a twist.

So nuch for the top floor

He dropped down two floors. He found a blob that said 2. He pressed it against the chrone buil ding
si de.

Lower he went, two nore floors. He fixed a number 3.

Down and down he went, pausing each tine, pushing in another one.

Finally he planted a nunber 10.

He gl anced at his gl owi ng watch

The ground was absol utely black below, nore than thirty-five stories down.

He edged the sled along at the sane | evel and then found what he was | ooking for: the w ndow of
Faustino's office.

A single candle was burning on a table, hardly enough to show up the nmurals of Sicily all along
the walls. There was a steel canopy, a donme |like a sunshade, over a chair. The chair was enpty.
Beyond, the door to the banquet hall was cl osed.

Hell er, hovering on the sled before the wi ndow, reached into the satchel and took out a
disintegrator gun. He threwits switches to ON, carefully keeping it away fromthe sled. It buzzed
with a quiet hum

Flying the sled with one hand and hol ding the gun on the wi ndow, he played the energy on the

gl ass. The edges curled away. In a workmanli ke fashion, he nade the gl ass vani sh without

di sturbing the visible alarmcables all around the frane.

The candl e on the table guttered fromthe adnmitted current of night air

Heller flew the sled through

He turned it off and laid it to one side.

He took quick steps over to the door and listened. He could hear the | aughter and the clink of the
ni ght supper in progress.

Wth the flick of a switch, he narrowed the beam of the disintegrator gun to a pinpoint. He nade a
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hol e t hrough the door and put the gun away.

Hel l er 1 ooked into the hall. Despite the narrowness of the aperture he could see quite well.

The city officials of New York were sitting at a U-shaped table, half a hundred of them The whol e
center expanse of the floor was enpty.

Then he received his first setback

The head of the table was NOT backed to this door. It was all the way at the other side of the
rooml

Faustino was sitting clear over there! A hundred and nore feet away! The U of the table was open
to the office door!

Sonehow he had to get to the other side of that room He couldn't just open this door as he

t hought m ght be possible and grab Faustino by the collar. To do that he had to get across nore
than a hundred feet of open fl oor

By the light of candles, Faustino was naking a speech. Something about the great success of the
Cvic Betterment League. What he was saying was getting guffaws and appl ause every few words. He
was enornously fat, better than three hundred pounds. H's face was so puffy he didn't even seemto
have eyes: a balloon with a hole in it that opened and cl osed for a nouth.

Hel I er gl anced at his watch. Time would be critical

He took the cat out of the satchel and fixed the tiny radio in its ear. He nmade the other
preparations with it. He put the tiny cat transmtter between his teeth and, talking with his
mout h barely open, told the cat what to do.

He laid his hat down on a chair. He took off his satchels and put them by the sled. He neated up
his tuxedo and bow tie. He blew out the office candl e and opened the door a crack

Then he went to the office hall door and | ooked out.

Two guards were standing at the banquet door with riot guns. There was no route in that way.
Hell er went back to the door that led to the banquet room There was nothing for it. He would have
to take a chance.

He gripped the office door and slowy pulled it open. Then he pushed it with a ferocious rush. He
bl ocked it fromslanmmng with his foot

The blast of air burst like a gale into the room

Al'l but one candl e went out!

Hel l er, | ow down, was on his hands and knees and through the door |ike a black shadow.

Startled curses rang through the dark

Li ghters shortly began to flash. The candles were getting relit.

But Heller, on his hands and knees, was well around the back of the U-table. Speedily be craw ed
until he came silently back of Faustino.

Sonebody got up to stare at the office door and nmade as if to approach it.

Faustino was still on his feet. "Naw, naw," he said. "Sit down. It was just the wind. Be calm be
calm | was saying, gentlenmen, that this week, we have never had such a high sale of street drugs.
The nervous tensions of the com ng war have upped consunption i measurably. And now, thanks to
your splendid cooperation, | mnmust announce a DOUBLE BONUS to you all!"

Faustino bowed to the applause. Then he was hol ding up an envel ope, "To the Mayor, a princely
reward this Saturday! Behold . "

"Now, march!" Heller whispered into the transmitter, nouth dosed.

There was a sizzle of sputtering at the other end of the room Instead of beholding the uplifted
envel ope, all eyes turned to the office door

The cat wal ked into the banquet hall.

He was towi ng a bl ack, round sphere which slid along behind him

He was dragging it by holding the fuse in his nouth.

The end of the fuse was throw ng sparks

A startled gasp of horror went through the assenbl age.

Sedately the cat marched forward toward the niddle of the U

Its eyes were pale green orbs in the candlelight.

The sparks trailed across the floor.

"A BOVB!" cane the concerted scream

Faustino snapped a hand into his coat, grabbing for a bolstered gun in sone insane effort to shoot
the cat.

But Heller's hand darted and had the gun.

Heller's other hand had Faustino by the collar. *

"IT'S GO NG TO EXPLODE! " screanmed Hel | er

Sone officials had been trying to |l eap over the table to get at the fuse. But at Heller's yell,

t hey abandoned it.
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There was a crush and a rush at the door
Al'l were | eaving but Faustino—and Heller held himfirm

Chapter 5

The cat stood in the mddle of the floor, still holding the cord. It was only a sparkle cord that
ignited at the end when it was squeezed and it was stuck into the mouth of a black ball

Hel | er dragged Faustino's hands behind his back and | ooped a tie cord around his wists. He
boosted the nman over the table and from behind him gave hima shove toward the office.

"Drop it now," said Heller to the cat. "Come on!"

They banged t hrough the office door. Faustino seened to stunmble. He fell beside the steel canopy.
"Quard hinm" shouted Heller to the cat. He turned to bolt the door to the banquet room He turned
on a small pocket |ight so he could see.

There was a yowing fromthe cat. Heller whirled.

Faustino had rolled hinself under the canopy!

The cat was on top of him clawing. Heller started to nove.

CRASH!

The steel canopy came down!

Faustino had triggered sonething! The man and cat were obscured!

Hel | er grabbed at the canopy edge. He tried to Iift it. It would not budge!

He dived for his satchel

He coul d hear nen coning up the hall

He dived for the hall door and bolted it fromwithin.

Hel I er raced back and got the satchel open. Palmng the disintegrator gun, he | eaped to the
canopy. Working at an angle so as not to hit the cat, who might be underneath, he tried to nake a
hole in the steel

A voice in the banquet hall. "It's not a bonb! It's a fake!"

There were now nen at both office doors! Shoulders and boots were thudding at them

The steel was arnor alloy and very resistant. Heller stepped up the beam strength of the gun. He
had made only a little hol el

A shotgun bl asted at the hall door |ock

Hel |l er banged a shot at it with Faustino's gun

He glanced at his watch. The glow told himhe was al nost out of tine.

He wasn't making progress fast enough getting through the canopy. He shined his light through the
sl ot he had cut.

EMPTI NESS!

No Faustino! No cat! No fl oor!

He coul d make out the outlines of a spiral chute going down!

A shotgun bl asted again at the door.

Hel | er grabbed his satchels.

He threw hinself on the spacetrooper sled.

The shotgun roared agai n!

Heller hit the controls.

The sound of the door bursting in

The sled started out the w ndow.

Anot her shot gun bl ast!

Sonet hi ng tugged at his heel

He shot out into the dark night!

THE FI RST EXPLOSI ON VEENT!

It sounded just like lightning had struck dose to hand, a blasting, cracking roar that filled the
ni ght!

The sl ed bucked and tw sted.

It plumreted earthward fromthirty-five stories high

THE SECOND EXPLOSI ON VENT!

Convul sively, Heller gripped the sled controls. The ground was coni ng up, unseen, but it nust be
very near!

He got the sled into a clinb.

THE THI RD EXPLOSI ON VAENT!

The sl ed sl ewed.

Hel ler got it straightened out.

A tree straight ahead! , Heller zoomed over it.
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At | east he knew where the ground was now. He settled the sled vertically and played his Iight
down.

He | anded.

THE FOURTH EXPLOSI ON VENT!

He was behind Babe's lines, half a block fromthe buil ding.

Qui ckly he collapsed the sled and | ashed it to his satchel

He started to run forward, toward the buil ding.

"Stand where you are!™

A flashlight hit himin the face.

"It's the kid!'" said sonebody else. "Don't shoot him" Corleone nmen, part of the ring around the
bui | di ng.

Hel ler was worried about the cat. "Let ne through! |'ve got to get back there!l™

"Naw, naw, kid. You stay here! They're pouring out of there like rats froma sinking ship."

THE FI FTH EXPLOSI ON VIEENT!

It was like a nearby crack of lightning but no flash or flame. The expl osions were comng fromthe
bui l di ng top, progressing down where he had planted each of them

A rush of running feet fromthe building. A crash and a yell

Three nore Narcotici nmen had slammed into the fishnets strung across the streets.

Cor | eones gathered them up, disarmed them and shunted them over to a group where they were quickly
tied.

THE SI XTH EXPLOSI ON VEENT!

"Jesus, what are those things?" said a Corleone to Jet. "There ain't any flanme or debris. Sounds
Iike a whole God (bl eep) floor goes up each tine."

Hel I er could have told himthat they were matter-vibration-intensifying bonbs used by Voltar
conbat engineers to create diversions at point B when they were really quietly blowing up point A
They did not transmit their sound directly into the air but only through matter nol ecul es. They
didn't destroy anything except perhaps an eardrumif you were inside the place. But Heller said,
inltalian, "Who knows? The wath of Gods, perhaps.”

THE SEVENTH EXPLQOSI ON VENT! |,

When its crack ceased echoi ng, Babe's voice cane over sone-body's wal kie-talkie. "Signore! Wiat's
t he count now?"

"Five hundred and thirty-six, ma capa," crackled back.

"Coupl e hundred to go," cane Babe's voice. "Stay on your toes!? Has anybody seen Jerone?"

THE ElI GHTH EXPLOSI ON VENT!

Hel | er grabbed his two-way response radio. "I'mon the ground, Ms. Corleone. |I'mokay. |I'm at
Station Six. Please tell the nen to let me through. |'ve got to get back to the building."

THE NI NTH EXPLOSI ON VAENT!

A dozen Narcotic! nen, running in panic fromthe building in the dark, hit the net near Heller
They were junped on pronptly, disarmed and carted aside.

Babe's voice. "Station Six. Don't let Jerone through until after you've | aunched the genera
assault."

"Yes, yes, ma capa."

THE TENTH EXPLOSI ON VAENT!

A hissing series of orders sizzled near Jerone. The sanme sound, nore distant, was com ng from
other stations all around the encircled building.

A sudden shout fromhalf a thousand throats, "CORLEONE!"™ A rush and thunder of feet noving forward
in the blackness. The general assault had begun.

A bl aze of gunfire flaned.

"You can go now, kid," said a voice near Heller.

Hell er rushed forward. It was not quite as dark. @un flashes conming fromlower w ndows and those
replying gave the night a fitful, jerking light. Mst of the assault force was inside now but
those in view were seen |ike sudden still pictures as a rifle went.

Sonebody yelled, "Arny tanks rolling south, half a mle! Mp this up fast!"

Hel | er sized up the building. There had been no spiral chute on the plans. The basenent under this
section of the structure, below Faustino's office, was all furnaces.

He went up to the outer wall, pressing in against it. He edged al ong. He nust be now directly
bel ow Faustino's office. The side of the building was nade of huge, black bl ocks of stone here,
flanking the street.

@unfire was rolling inside where diehards were holding out. He heard the thud of a grenade.

He was | ooking for a manhol e cover, sone telltale.

AN ARCED SCAR ON THE PAVEMENT!
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It began at the bottom edge of one of the black stones and curved in a perfect arc across the
sidewal k. At sone tinme this stone had swung open and a bit of debris had been under it, making the
mar k.
There was a vertical |line where the stone joined another in the outer wall. Heller took his
di sintegrator gun and w dened the crack. He took a bar and forced it in and pried.
It was a door!
Once nore he applied the disintegrator gun to the crack. The inside bolt |atch vani shed.
He shoved the bar in further.
The door reluctantly opened!
He shined in the |ight.
There was the cat!
He was sitting on the tied Faustino's chest!
Faustino tried to turn toward Heller's light.
"Save me!" he screaned.
The cat hit him
"I got it, Mster Calico," said Heller. "You' ve done great tonight!"
Hel | er grabbed Faustino and got himto his feet. "Corleone!" he yelled over his shoul der
"To ne!"
The firing around the building had died. Two nen sprinted over to Jet. He thrust Faustino into
their hands. "Rush this guy to Babe direct!"
They shoved Faustino out and pushed him along the sidewal k. Heller reached back in to pick up the
cat.
When he energed he was hit in the face with a spotlight!
A TANK!
Heller let the cat junmp away and held his arns high and wi de. He wal ked directly to the tank
The tank's machi ne guns were trai ned on his chest.
An officer was standing in the turret, covering himwith a .45. By the light frominside the
turret, Heller saw the silver eagle of a col onel
"What the hell's all this?" roared the col onel. "May | identify nyself, sir?" called Heller
"Advance easy or |'Il shoot!"
Hel ler, arms held wi de, sprang up on the tread.
"Reach in ny side pocket, sir." He made a brief indication which one.
The col onel |ooked at the tuxedo and then, holding the .45 wide, pulled the papers out.
"Lieutenant Wster of Arny Intelligence, sir,"” said Heller. "Rounding up Maysabongo saboteurs. The
men you see are ny unit in nufti.”

The col onel scanned the |.D. and then the orders. "Wy wasn't | informed?" he said.
"Al'l hush-hush," said Heller. "But we got them before they could blow up the whole city."
"The vicious (bleepards)!" exclaimed the colonel. "A (bl eeped) good thing you did! Loudest

explosions | ever heard in my lifel Are you sure you got themall?" he added, | ooking around.
"We're just nopping up,” said Heller

There was a thunder of feet on the street behind them

CoPs!

Police Inspector Gafferty, blowing fromhis run, cane into the tank's lights. "You're all under
arrest!" he bel | oned.

The colonel stiffened. He stared down at Grafferty. "This is an arny operation!" he roared. "How
dare you interfere!™

G afferty's eye suddenly caught sight of Heller. "WSTER " he shouted. "Colonel, | know this nan!
He's a crimnal!"

The colonel glared at him "So now you're calling arnmy officers crinmnals, are you! Get the hel
out of this operation before | turn nmy guns |oose on you!"

G afferty quailed. He hastily w thdrew and gave an urgent signal to the cops to | eave with him

Hell er saluted. "Sir, |1've got to get the prisoners to the stockade, so please excuse ne if you
will."

"OfF course, of course," said the colonel. "You seemto have done very well." He glanced at the
orders before he handed themand the |I.D. back. "I'Il comrend you to the secretary of war."
"Ch, that's awmfully nice of you, sir," said Heller. "But | amjust doing nmy duty."

"Splendid, Wster. You'll nention ne as assisting? |I'm Col onel Boots."

"OfF course, sir," said Heller

"Very good, Lieutenant. I'lIl get my unit back to the park. Carry on."

Hel ler trotted off around the building. Things were qui et now The nobs of captured Narcotici nen
were gone. The fishnets had di sappeared. There was only an old Corl eone soldato | eft picking up
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cartridge enpties.

Hel l er got to the limpusine and opened the door. Faustino was lying on the floor, tied up very
thoroughly. The cat had evidently foll owed the nobster, for Mster Calico now sat on a junp seat,
ready in case a claw rake was needed.

Babe was sitting there with her radios. She |ooked up with a glad smle when the door |ight cane
on.

Bef ore she coul d speak, Saggezza's voice came over. "Ma capo, all conputers have been taken. All
Fausti no' s notebooks are in our hands. No data banks or books have been damaged. | am putting nen
t hroughout the building. The whol e operation is in our hands."

Babe said, "Splendidly done, signore. W have the fat one right here, so that's the end of them
conplete.”

Heller said, "Did you get the New York Chief of Police?"

And every other official of the city, including the mayor. They're over there behind those bushes
bl ubbering for their lives."

"Well, please have that police chief told that he nust phone and have the guard taken off the
Enpire State Building at once."

"OfF course, Jerone. Anything you want. The whole city is ours!"

Not yet, thought Heller privately. This could still rebound like a conet return unless | can
finish it before Mnday.

Chapter 6

Two hours later, |zzy, Bang-Bang and Twoey were cel ebrating their joyous deliverance fromthe
Enpire State Building by eating anything and everything Heller could stuff into themat Sardine's
Rest aur ant .

Wien there was nothing left to consune but the tablecloth, he sent themhone to get rested and
cleaned up with orders to nmeet himin the norning at the condo.

The battle was not over. The hardest part was just ahead: Rockecenter. And in this one, Heller was
very short of troops.

From Arnmy Intelligence Headquarters, Heller |earned that Rockecenter was at his Pokantickle
Estate, north of Hairytown. The place was being guarded by a regiment of hastily nobilized New
York National Guard under the comrand of a mmjor general, no |ess.

Hel I er al so | earned that Rockecenter would | eave there this Sunday afternoon and drive to

Phi | adel phia. There he would join the Swillerberger Conference of International Financiers, which
he thoroughly controlled, and Sunday night, the president of the United States woul d be sunmoned
before this private body. Then, on Mnday, the president woul d address Congress in Washi ngton and
formal war woul d be declared on the Republic of Maysabongo.

Jet knew that he was now up against the powers that ruled Earth. The preparation he could do on
this one was pretty thin at best, but he had better get on with it.

He returned to the condo through a dark New York. He got on sone coveralls and went to work on the
old cab. Using a Voltariatt light he turned its color to olive drab, then, using a spray can and
brush, he gave it white arny insignia and numbers.

Wil e he worked, the radio battered himwi th war hysteria, not the | east of which was news that
Maysabongo saboteurs had attenpted to blow up the New York City Hall but had been foiled by an
army tank unit under Col onel Boots. Mtorists were also being warned to keep of f nmajor hi ghways
and | eave themclear for the arny: a safe enough order since there wasn't any gas. People were

al so being requested to stay alert for Maysabongo partisans who m ght be planning to bl ow up
railroads, airfields and convoys, and to report such information to the arny.

Much martial nusic was al so on the airways. The country was obviously girding up its loins for
battle. Heller knew that, with a lot of luck, he night be able to prevent it. Nobody el se seened
to be trying.

About 8:00 A.M, he dressed in a clean uniform Then he | oaded a khaki-col ored shoul der bag with
the tools of the trade of a Voltar Fleet conmbat engi neer—minly bonbs.

Bang- Bang Ri mbonbo showed up. He was dressed in his ROIC uniformand Hell er made hi mrenove the
shoul der patch so he would | ook like an arny driver

lzzy Epstein arrived, hollow eyed and worri ed.

Del bert John Rockecenter Il got there, upset because he couldn't have the tine to go out and see
to his surviving pigs in New Jersey.

They set off, looking very official, for Pokantickle Hlls, twenty-three mles or nore to the
north. There were no cars on the road. Al the traffic lights were off. The old cab, now running
not on gas but on a carburetor that converted asphalt into oxygen and hydrogen, had | ots of speed
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and pep. Bang-Bang, having no cars to run into, had themat the gates of the estate by nine.

A vast array of New York National Guard nmet their eyes. It was canped and parked all over the

|l awns and soldiers were drilling and marchi ng around everywhere.

The gate was a form dable barricade. A whole squad with, pointed and cocked rifles bl ocked the
way, conbat ready. ,

An officer, web-cross-belted and hel neted, stepped up to the car. The National Guard was
determined to confront the Regular Arny with a snarl

"CGet out and get your hands up!" said the officer.

"No, no," said Heller. "This is a famly nmatter." He turned around to Twoey. "G ve ne your
driver's license." Twoey handed it over. "W're here to get his father's pernmission for himto
join the arny."

"Del bert John Rockecenter, Second!" said the officer, |ooking at the |license and then at Twoey.
"Jesus Christ, I'"'msorry!" He hastily grabbed a pad fromhis belt and scribbled a pass with the
word FAMLY in block letters and slid it under the wi ndshield wi per. "Open the gates, nen, we got
orders not to interrupt the household."” He saluted Heller

They drove on up the winding drive past tents, troop carriers, notorcycles, field pieces and two
t anks.

"I amnot going to join the arnmy!" said Twoey with determ nation. "They shoot pigs!"

"You shut up," said Heller. "Let nme do the tal king."

"Al'l right, brother," said Twoey, "but don't you go getting nme in any armny!"

They drew up before the front entrance to the house. Everything was oversize. So were the two
Nat i onal Guardsnmen who stood on either side of the door

Hel | er handed his shoul der satchel to Bang-Bang. "You just sit tight out here.”

lzzy and Twoey and Hel |l er got out and wal ked up the steps. An officer appeared. He glanced at the
pass under the wi ndshield w per: the word FAMLY could be read fifteen feet away. He said, "Sorry,
but orders are that everyone be searched." He frisked them for weapons and found none. He | ooked
into the briefcase |Izzy was carrying, saw nothing but papers and gave it back. He saluted and had
an enlisted man open the door.

The three wal ked into an enornous |iving roomheavily furnished with outdated, enornous furniture.
Huge, enl arged phot ographs of severe-1|ooking Rockecenters glared down at them

Voi ces were coning through a closed door of another room Heller walked up to it, opened it,
shepherded the other two in and closed it behind them

It was a study, huge, out-of-date. French doors opened out of it on to a side drive.

Del bert John Rockecenter was standing |ike an angry vulture back of the desk

Bury, his attorney fromthe firmof Sw ndle and Crouch, was standi ng unhappily against the far
wal |, his prune face aggrieved.

"And that's very plain to ne!" Rockecenter was saying. "You did NOT do your job! | ought to turn
you over to M ss Agnes and get her to electric-shock some sense into you! If you had taken any
precautions at all, | would not have to be naking a long, tiresone drive to Philadel phia just to
see that ninconpoop of a president! | amsick of doing your work! | should term nate both you and
your firm And | nean termi nate! You're all against nme anyway!"

Bury had caught sight of Heller. He was staring. He went white. "WSTER "

Rockecenter woul d have gone on tal king but it began to be borne in upon himthat he had |ost his
listener. He glanced with annoyance at the group which had entered. "Tell the general," he said to

Heller, "that | amnot |eaving yet." He turned back to Bury. "I amnot through telling you what |
think of you! And I will remnd you, Bury, that what | think is inmportant! LISTEN TO Me!"

Bury was making little stabbing points at Heller, "Sir, that's your ... sir, that's the fue
man.... Sir, oh, nmy CGod!"

"Fuel man? Fuel nan?" said Rockecenter. "What are you gi bbering about now?"

"Perhaps | had better explain," said Heller. "W have cone to nake you a fair offer that can
settle all this oil trouble, M. Rockecenter."

"Who is this?" Rockecenter asked Bury. "What's he tal ki ng about ?"

"Sir, that one in uniformis Jerone Terrance

"And this," said Heller, "is M. |Israel Epstein. He controls the conpanies that own the nicrowave-
power setup, Chryster Modtors, gasless carburetors, gasless cars—and he controls, as well, all the
U S. oil reserves now possessed by Miysabongo."

Rockecenter sat down very suddenly. He stared at |zzy. Then he said, "The Jew. You're that

(bl eeped) Jew "

Heller said, "I think you two can nmake a deal that wll nmke everybody happy."

Rockecenter was still staring at 1zzy. Then his eyes went slitted and a | ook of cunning came over
his face. "Do | understand that you own the patents of that carburetor and those cars and that
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m cr owave- power setup?"

"Conpanies that | can control do," said lzzy. "They're right here." He opened his case and took
them out, advanced and put them on the huge desk

Bury instantly shifted over behind Rockecenter and inspected them He whispered sonething to the
effect that they were valid.

"You nean," said Rockecenter to lzzy, "that you are willing to turn these over to ne in exchange
for peace?"

"Not exactly," said lzzy. "Turn themover to you, yes, but there is sonething we nust have in
return.”

"Ch," said Rockecenter, seeningly disappointed. Then he gl anced sideways at Bury and | ooked again
at lzzy. He smled a slight, strange smle. "So what do you want in return, Jew?"

lzzy said, "W have certain options we will exercise tonorrow that will put us in possession of
billions and al so the shares of every oil conpany. You nmay have 49 percent of the noney and 49
percent of the shares."

"That's giving ne even nore," said Rockecenter. "So there's sonething crooked af oot here."

lzzy said, "M . Rockecenter, you once had a wife. You also had two sons."

Rockecenter | ooked |ike he had been shot.

"According to earlier famly wills," continued |lzzy, "a son of yours would receive a ten-billion-
dollar trust fund. You are trustee of that fund. Wiat we want you to do is recognize Del bert John
Rockecenter Il as your son."

"I amwi thdrawing any rights | may seemto have," said Heller

"This allegation is preposterous!" blustered Rockecenter

"The docunents are right here," said |zzy and drew out copies and passed them over

Rockecenter stared at them stricken. The Wall Street |awyer scanned them Bury whispered
sonmething in his ear. Heller only caught a phrase that M ss Agnes had botched it.

"W want," said lzzy, "that acknow edgnent. We al so want you to pass over that trusteeship, for
your son here is now the required age. W also want you to make a will |eaving himyour entire
estate, appointing ne executor."

"And if | do this thing?"

"The oil conpanies can have these patents, the U S. will have its oil. The refineries will get
back in operation...."

"They can't!" said Rockecenter. "The protest marchers claimthey're radi oactive! They won't |et

t hem open!"

"I will promise to see that they are decontam nated and gotten' back into operation,” said Heller
"It's all propaganda anyway!" said Rockecenter. "So what's a little radiation in people's tanks?
Riffraff anyway!"

"I can also call the marchers off," said Heller.

Rockecenter sat back. "You're pretty smart, Jew. If | only have 49 percent of the oil conpanies,
you will control their boards and policies. I'lIl have to resign from everything!"

"That's a little nore drastic than was intended,"” said lzzy. "But let nme point out that you would
be the wealthiest man in the world."

"And if | say no?" said Rockecenter.

"Way then," said Heller, "I'"'mafraid M. Bury here will be defending you in court on a charge of
conspiracy to nmurder your wife and son. I'msorry to put it so bluntly. And all the rest of this
will also go to court and you'll |ose anyway."

"That's blackmail!" said Rockecenter

"That's nurder," said Heller coolly. "And when you add it up with mllions of other nurders in the
nane of war, mllions of babies dead fromyour abortion programs and hundreds of mllions of lives

ruined with inflation just so you can nake a quick buck with oil, | wonder that they haven't
hanged you a hundred million times over. |'d be glad to hold the rope nyself!"

"No, no," said lzzy hastily. "This is a business conference."

"Well, this bird has caused nme a lot of trouble,"” said Heller. "What he calls business is just

banditry on a planetary scale. He's just a pirate and | don't like looking at himor talking to
him | disagree conpletely with the generosity of your offer, M. Epstein."

"M. Wster," said |lzzy, "please stand over to the side, there, and Il et ne continue these
negoti ati ons. M. Rockecenter can recognize a profit when he sees it."

A scow drew in the prune winkles of Bury's face. He knew he was | ooki ng at the good-guy-bad-guy
conference approach. He bent toward Rockecenter to whisper sone advice but he didn't get a chance
to utter it.

Rockecent er whispered at himand then | ooked at |1zzy with a sly expression

"Jew, " said Rockecenter, "lI'mafraid we'd have to call in attorneys to draw up such a deal. W —
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"No, you wouldn't," said |lzzy, opening his case. "You have M. Bury here and our attorney Bl eedum
was up half the night typing all this out.”

One by one, lzzy laid the assignnents of patents to the oil conpani es on Rockecenter's desk. Then
he laid out the transfer of Maysabongo oil. Then he drew out the assignnent of 49 percent of the
sell-option profits and followed it with an assignment of 49 percent of the oil-conpany shares.
Then he laid out the docunment assigning the trust. Then he laid out a will.

Rockecenter and Bury read them

Rockecenter said suddenly, "All right. | will sign them M. Bury is a notary. W w |l execute
everything right now "

"And call off the war?" said Heller.

"Of course," said Rockecenter. "You can even have ny sacred word on that. Wen we're through, 1'1I
just ring the president and that will be that."

Chapter 7

Rockecenter drew t he pack of assignments and contracts to him Snmiling slightly, he rapidly began
to sign on every signature place. He finished straight on through to the will and scrawl ed his
name on it with a flourish.

"Now, Jew," he said, pointing to lzzy, "it's your turn."

| zzy grabbed the pack, bent over, adjusted his spectacles and began to sign

"Now you, " said Rockecenter to Twoey when |zzy was done. "There's a docunent here relating to the
trust that requires your signature."

Twoey shuffled forward and scraw ed his nane.

Rockecenter | ooked at Heller, then at Bury. "Doesn't he need to sign a quitclain®"

Bury nodded and went to his attach case and got out a blank form He brought it over to the desk
"Now, " said Rockecenter, "Bury, as a notary, will need your |I.D. to verify your signatures, so |ay
your wallets out right here." He tapped the middle of the desk

Al'l three put their wallets there.

Bury | ooked at them and the signatures. He got busy with notarial stanps and worked down through
the pile. Rockecenter whispered sonething to him

The Wall Street |lawer got to the |last sheet. It was Heller's quitclaim "You' ve signed this
Jerome Terrance Wster." He finished notarizing it. "But | amgoing to have to have one signed
Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior, fromyou also. |I'll get another blank."

He wal ked around Heller and went to the wall where his attache case lay. He reached in and handed
Hel l er the second quitclaim

Hel I er bent over to fill it in and sign it.

He had his eye on the top of a solid silver inkwell.

In distortion, he saw Bury drawl : Behind his back, the gun came out |ike a striking snake

Heller whirled. Hi s hand shot up!

He caught Bury's wrist, forcing it toward the ceiling! THE GUN VENT OFF

Hell er bent the arminto a snmashing bl ow

He nade the clenched gun strike Bury's head!

The scalp parted to the bone!

"HOLD I T!'" came a shout.

Hel I er whirl ed.

The library doors had sl anmed open.

THERE CROUCHED AN | NFANTRYMAN W TH A BAZOOKA!

TWD MORE SOLDI ERS HAD THEI R RI FLES ON HELLER

Bury fell to the floor behind the couch, blood pouring from his head.

He had taken the gun with him

Hell er stood there, unarnmed. The soldiers were too far away to rush

Rockecenter stood, with a sharp, crazy | augh. He scooped up all the papers. He scooped up their
wal | ets. He reached down and grabbed a huge steel briefcase. It had a circular dial conbination
He opened it. The only thing that nade it different froma safe was that it had a handl e.

"You think I'd keep ny word on a crazy deal like that? All | wanted fromyou was the patents! Now
we can nullify and hide this work and keep the world on profitable oil." He peered over at Bury on
the floor. The man appeared to be dead. "I'Il take the rest of this along to keep it out of

plotting hands." He stuffed the papers and wallets and all |zzy's papers into the case, got them
out of the way of the beveled, fitted edges, closed it and spun the conbination
A maj or general cane rushing in, followed by a squad.
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"CGeneral ," said Rockecenter, "hold this riffraff until | return. Then, as we will be at war, we'll
have work for a firing squad!"

Has Rockecenter foiled the entire plan?
What will Hisst do to retaliate?

Find out in M SSI ON EARTH

Vol une 9 Villainy Victorious

About the Author L. Ron Hubbard

Born in 1911, the son of a U S. naval officer, the legendary L. Ron Hubbard grew up in the great
Anerican West and was acquainted early with a rugged outdoor |life before he took to the sea. The
cowboys, |ndians and mountai ns of Montana were bal anced with an open sea, tenples and the throngs
of the Orient as Hubbard journeyed through the Far East as a teenager. By the time he was

ni neteen, he had travelled over a quarter of a mllion sea mles and thousands on | and, recording
his experiences in a series of diaries, mxed with story ideas.

When Hubbard returned to the U.S., his insatiable curiosity and demand for excitenent sent him
into the sky as a barnstormer where he quickly earned a reputation for his skill and daring. Then
he turned his attention to the sea again. This tine it was four-nmasted schooners and voyages into
the Cari bbean, where he found the adventure and experience that was to serve himlater at the
typewiter.

Drawing fromhis travels, he produced an anazing plethora of stories, fromadventure and westerns
to nystery and detective.

By 1938, Hubbard was al ready established and recogni zed as one of the top-selling authors, when a
maj or new nagazi ne, Street and Smith's Astounding Science Fiction, called for new bl ood. Hubbard
was urged to try his hand at science fiction. The redheaded author protested that he did not wite
about "machi nes and machi nery" but that he wote about people. "That's just what we want," he was
told. The result was a barrage of stories from Hubbard that expanded the scope and changed the
face of the genre, gaining Hubbard a repute, along with Robert Heinlein, as one of the "founding
fathers" of the great CGolden Age of Science Fiction

Then as now he excited intense critical conparison with the best of H G WIIls and Edgar Allan
Poe. Hi s prodigious creative output of nore than a hundred novel s and novel ettes and nore than two
hundred short stories, with over twenty-two million copies of fiction in a dozen | anguages sold

t hroughout the world, is a true publishing phenonenon

But perhaps nost inportant is that as tinme went on, Hubbard's work and style devel oped to

mast erful proportions. The 1982 bl ockbuster Battlefield Earth, celebrating Hubbard's 50th year as
a pro witer, remained for 32 weeks on the nation's bestseller lists and received the highest
critical acclaim

"A superlative storyteller with total mastery of plot and pacing."—Publishers Wekly

"A huge (800+ pages) slugfest. M. Hubbard celebrates fifty years as a pro witer with tight
plotting, furious action, and have-at-'em entertainnment."—Kirkus Revi ew

But the final nagnum opus was yet to cone. L. Ron Hubbard, after conpleting Battlefield Earth, sat
down and did what few witers have dared contenpl ate—+et al one achi eve. He wote the ten-vol une
space adventure satire M ssion Earth.

Filled with a dazzling array of other-world weaponry and systens, Mssion Earth is a spectacul ar
caval cade of battles, of stunning plot reversals, with heroes and heroines, villains and
vill ai nesses, caught up in a superbly inmaginative, intricately plotted invasion of Earth-as seen
entirely and uniquely through the eyes of the aliens that already wal k anong us. Wth the

di stinctive pace, artistry and hunor that is the ininmtable hallmrk of L. Ron Hubbard, M ssion
Earth weaves a hilarious, fast-paced adventure tale of ingenious alien intrigue, told with biting
social comentary in the great classic tradition of Swift, Wells and Owell.

So unprecedented is this work, that a new term-dekal ogy (neaning ten books)—-had to be coined just
to describe its breadth and scope.

Wth the nanuscript conpleted and in the hands of the publisher and all of his other work done, L.
Ron Hubbard departed his body on January 24, 1986. He left behind a tinel ess | egacy of
unparal l el ed story-telling richness for you the reader to enjoy, as other readers have, tine and
agai n, over the past half century.

We the publishers are proud to present L. Ron Hubbard's dazzling tour de force: the Mssion Earth
dekal ogy.
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