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I
NEW MEXICO

"EASY, boy, easy."

Don Harvey reined in the fat little cow pony. Ordinarily Lazy lived up to his name; today he
seemed to want to go places. Don hardly blamed him. It was such a day as comes only to New
Mexico, with sky scrubbed clean by a passing shower, the ground dready dry but with a piece of
ranbow ill hanging in the distance. The sky was too blue, the buttes too rosy, and the far reaches
too sharp to be quite convincing. Incredible peace hung over the land and with it a breathless
expectancy of something wonderful about to happen.

"Weve got dl day," he cautioned Lazy, "so dont get yoursdf in a lather. That's a iff climb
ahead." Don was riding aone because he had decked out Lazy in a magnificent Mexican saddle his
parents had ordered sent to him for his birthday. It was a beautiful thing, as gaudy with slver as an
Indian buck, but it was as out of place at the ranch school he atended as forma clothes at a
branding - a point which his parents had not redized. Don was proud of it, but the other boys rode
plain sock saddles; they kidded him unmercifully and had turned "Donadd James Harvey” into "Don
Jame' when hefirst gppeared withiit.

Lazy suddenly shied. Don glanced around, spotted the cause, whipped out his gun, and fired. He
then dismounted, throwing the reins forward so that Lazy would stand, and examined his work. In
the shadow of arock afair-sized snake, seven rattles on its tail, was till twitching. Its head lay by it,
burned off. Don decided not to save the rattles; had he pinpointed the head he would have taken it in
to show his marksmanship. Asit was, he had been forced, to dice sidewise with the beam before he
got it. If he brought in a snake killed in such a dumsy fashion someone would be sure to ask him why
he hadn't used a garden hose.

He let it lie and remounted while talking to Lazy. "Just a no-good old sdewinder," he sad
reassuringly. "More scared of you than you were of it.”

He clucked and they darted off. A few hundred yards further on Lazy shied again, not from a
snake this time but from an unexpected noise. Don pulled him in and spoke severdly. "You bird-
brained butterbal! When are you going to learn not to jump when the telephone rings?"

Lazy twitched his shoulder muscles and snorted. Don reached for the pommel, removed the
phone, and answered.

"Mobile 6-J233309, Don Harvey spesking.”

"Mr. Reeves, Don," came back the voice of - the headmaster of Ranchito Alegre. "Where are
you?'

"Headed up Peddler's Grave Mesa, air."

"Get home as quickly asyou can.”

"Uh, what's up, Sr?"

"Radiogram from your parents. I'll send the copter out for you if the cook is back-with someone
to bring your horsein."

Don hesitated. He didn't want just anybody to ride Lazy, like as not getting him overheated and
faling to cool him off. On the other hand a radio from his folks could not help but be important. His
parents were on Mars and his mother wrote regularly, every ship-but radiograms, other than
Chrigtmas and birthday greetings, were dmost unheard of.

"Il hurry, gr."

"Right!" Mr. Reeves switched off. Don turned Lazy and headed back down the tral. Lazy
seemed disappointed and looked back accusingly.



Asit turned out, they were only a haf-mile from the school when the ranch copter spotted them.
Don waved it off and took Lazy on in himsdf. Despite his curiosty he delayed to wipe down the
pony and water it before he went in. Mr. Reeves was waiting in his office and maotioned for him to
come in. He handed Don the message.

It read: DEAR SON, PASSAGE RESERVED FOR YOU VALKYRIE CIRCUM-TERRA
TWELVE APRIL LOVE MOTHER AND DAD.

Don blinked & it, having trouble taking in the Smple facts. "But that's right away™

"Yes. You weren't expecting it?'

Don thought it over. He had hdfway expected to go home-if one could cdl it going home when
he had never set foot on Mars-a the end of the school year. If they had arranged his passage for the
Vanderdecken three months from now . . . "Uh, not exactly. | cant figure out why they would send
for me before the end of the term.”

Mr. Reevesfitted hisfingertips carefully together. "I'd say that it was obvious."

Don looked startled. "Y ou mean? Mr. Reeves, you don't redly think there is going to be trouble,
do you?'

The headmaster answered gravely, "Don, I'm not a prophet. But it is my guess that your parents
are sUfficiently worried that they want you out of a potential war zone as quickly as possible.”

He was 4ill having trouble readjusting. Wars were something you studied, not something that
actualy happened. Of course his class in contemporary history had kept track of the current crisisin
colonid affairs, but, even 0, it had seemed something far away, even for one as widely traveled as
himsdf-amatter for diplomats and politicians, not something redl.

"Look, Mr. Reeves, they may be jumpy but I'm not. 1'd like to send aradio telling them that I'll be
along on the next ship, as soon as school isout.”

Mr. Reeves shook his head. "No. | can't let you go againgt your parents explicit instructions. In
the second place, ah-" The headmasgter seemed to have difficulty in choosing his words. "-that is to
say, Dondd, in the event of war, you might find your position here, shdl we cdl it, uncomfortable?"

A blesk wind seemed to have found its way into the office. Don felt lonely and older than he
should fed. "Why?" he asked gruffly.

Mr. Reeves sudied hisfingernails. "Are you quite sure where your loydtieslie?' he said dowly.

Don forced himsdlf to think about it. His father had been born on Earth; his mother was a second-
generation Venus colonid. But neither planet was truly their home; they had met and married on
Luna and had pursued their researches in planetology in many sectors of the solar syssem. Don
himsdf had been born out in space and his birth certificate, issued by the Federation, had |eft the
question of his nationdity open. He could clam dud citizenship by parentd derivation. He did not
think of himsdf as a Venus colonid; it had been o long since his family had lagt visted Venus that
the place had grown unred in his mind. On the other hand he had been eeven years old before he
had ever rested his eyes on the lovely hills of Earth.

"I'm acitizen of the System,” he said harshly.

"Mmmm-" sad the headmagter. "That's a fine phrase and perhgps someday it will mean
something. In the meantime, speeking as a friend, | agree with your parents. Mars is likely to be
neutrd territory; you'll be safe there. Again, Spesking as your friend-things may get alittle rough here
for anyone whose loydty is not perfectly clear.”

"Nobody has any business questioning my loyaty under the law, | count as native born!"

The man did not answer. Don burst out, "The whole thing is slly! If the Federation wasn't trying
to bleed Venus white there wouldn't be any war talk."

Reeves stood up. "That will be dl, Don. I'm not going to argue palitics with you."



"It'strue! Read Chamberlain's Theory of Colonia Expansion!”

Reeves seemed dtartled. "Where did you lay hands on that book? Not in the school library.”

Don did not answer. His father had sent it to him but had cautioned him not to let it be seen; it
was one of the suppressed books-on Earth, at least. Reeves went on, "Don, have you been dedling
with a booklegger?'

Don remained slent. "Answer mel”

Presently Reeves took a deep breath and said, "Never mind. Go up to your room and pack. The
copter will take you to Albuquerque at one o'clock.”

"Yes, gr." He had garted to leave when the headmaster called him back.

"Just amoment. In the heat of our, uh, discusson | dmost forgot that there was a second message
for you."

"Oh?' Don accepted the dip; it sad: DEAR SON, BE SURE TO SAY GOODBYE TO
UNCLE DUDLEY BEFORE YOU LEAVE - MOTHER.

This second message surprised him in some ways even more than the first; he had trouble redlizing
that his mother must mean Dr. Dudley Jefferson-a friend of his parents but no relation, and a person
of no importance in his own life. But Reeves seemed not to see anything odd in the message, so he
duck it in hisLevisand left the room.

Long as he had been earthbound he approached packing with a true spaceman’s spirit. He knew
that his passage would entitle him to only fifty pounds of free lift; he sarted discarding right and Ieft.
Shortly he had two piles, a very smal one on his own bed-indispensable clothing, a few capsules of
microfilm, his dide rule, a Sylus, and a vreetha, a flutdike Martian ingrument which he had not
played in a long time as his schoolmates had objected. On his roommate's bed was a much larger
pile of discards.

He picked up the vreetha, tried a couple of runs, and put it on the larger pile. Taking a Martian
product to Mars was cod to Newcastle. His roommate, Jack Moreau, came in as he did s0. "What
in time goes on? House cleaning?'

"Leaving."

Jack dug a finger into his ear. "I must be getting deef. | could have sworn you said you were
leaving."

"l am." Don stopped and explained, showing Jack the message from his parents.

Jack looked distressed. "I dont like this. Of course | knew this was our last year, but | didn't
figure on you jumping the gun. | probably won't degp without your snores to soothe me. What's the
rush?'

"l don't know. | redly don't. The Head says that my folks have war jitters and want to drag their
little darling to safety. But that's sSilly, don't you think? | mean, people are too civilized to go to war
today."

Jack did not answer. Don waited, then said sharply, "Y ou agree, don't you? There won't be any
war."

Jack answered dowly, "Could be. Or maybe not."

"Oh, come off it!"

His roommate answered, "Want me to help you pack?"

"Thereisn't anything to pack.”

"How about dl that suff?"

"That'syours, if you want it. Pick it over, then cdll in the others and let them take what they like."

"Huh? Gee, Don, | don't want your stuff. I'll pack it and ship it after you."

"Ever ship anything ‘tween planets? It's not worth it."



"Then I it. Tdl you what, well hold an auction right after supper.”

Don shook his head. "No time. I'm leaving at one o'clock.”

"What? You're redly blitzing me, kid. | dont like this."

"Can't be helped." He turned back to his sorting.

Severd of hisfriends drifted in to say goodbye. Don himsdlf had not spread the news and he did
not suppose that the headmaster would have talked, yet somehow the grapevine had spread the
word. He invited them to help themsdlves to the plunder, subject to Jack's prior claim.

Presently he noticed that none of them asked why he was leaving. It bothered him more than if
they had talked about it. He wanted to tell someone, anyone, that it was ridiculous to doubt his
loyaty-and anyhow there wasn't going to be awar.

Rupe Sdter, a boy from another wing, stuck his head in, looked over the preparations. "Running
out, eh? | heard you were and thought I'd check up.”

"I'm leaving, if that's what you mean.”

"That's what | said. See here, "'Don Jaime," how about that circus saddle of yours? I'll take it off
your handsiif the priceis right.”

"It'snot for sale”

"Huh? No horses where you're going. Make me a price.”

"It belongs to Jack here."

"Andit'sdill not for sde™ Moreau answered promptly.

"Like that, en? Suit yoursdlf." Sdter went on blandly, "Another thing you willed that nag of yours
yet?'
The boys mounts, with few exceptions, were owned by the schoal, but it was a cherished and
long-standing privilege of a boy graduating to "will" his temporary ownership to a boy of his choice.
Don looked up sharply; until that moment he had not thought about Lazy. He redlized with sudden
grief that he could not take the little fat clown with him-nor had he made any arrangements for his
welfare. "The matter is settled,” he answered, added to himsdlf: asfar as you are concerned.

"Who gets him? | could make it worth your while. He's not much of a horse, but | want to get rid
of the goat |'ve had to put up with."

"It's settled.”

"Be sensble. | can see the Head and get him anyhow. Willing ahorse is a graduating privilege and
you're ducking out aheed of time."

"Get out.”

Sdter grinned. "Touchy, aren't you? Judt like al fogesaters, too touchy to know what's good for
you. Well, you're going to be taught alesson some day soon.”

Don, dready on edge, was too angry to trust himsaf to speak. 'Fogeater,” used to describe a
mean from cloudwrapped Venus, was merely ragging, no worse than ‘Limey" or "Yank"-unless the
tone of voice and context made it, as now, a ddiberate insult. The others looked a him, haf
expecting action.

Jack got up hastily from the bed and went toward Sdter. "Get going, Sdty. Were too busy to
monkey around with you." Sater looked at Don, then back a Jack, shrugged and said, "I'm too
busy to hang around here . . . but not too busy, if you have anything in mind.”

The noon bell pealed from the mess hdl; it broke the tension. Severd boys started for the door;
Sdter moved out with them. Don hung back. Jack said, "Come on-beang!”

"Jack?'

"Yeah?'

"How about you taking over Lazy?"



"Gee, Don? I'd like to accommodate you-but what would | do with Lady Maude?"

"Uh, | guess so. What'll | do?'

"Let me see-" Jack's face brightened. "You know that kid Squinty Morris? The new kid from
Manitoba? He hasn't got a permanent yet; he's been taking his rotation with the goats. He'd treet
Lazy right; | know, | let him try Maudie once. He's got gentle hands.”

Don |looked relieved. "Will you fix it for me? And see Mr. Reeves?'

"Huh? Y ou can see him at lunch; come on.”

"I'm not going to lunch. I'm not hungry. And | don't much want to talk to the Head about it.”

"Why not?"

"W, | don't know. When he called me in thismorning he didn't seem exactly . . . friendly.”

"Whet did he say?'

"It wasn't his words; it was his manner. Maybe | am touchy-but | sort of thought he was glad to
seeme go.”

Don expected Jack to object, convince him that he was wrong. Instead he was dlent for a
moment, then said quietly, 'Don't take it too hard, Don. The Head is probably edgy too. Y ou know
he's got his orders?’

"Huh? What orders?’

"Y ou knew he was areserve officer, didn't you? He put in for orders and got ‘em, effective at end
of term. Mrs. Reevesistaking over the schoal for the duration.”

Don, dready overstrained, felt his head whirling. For the duration? How could anyone say that
when there wasn't any such thing?

"Stact," Jack went on. "l got it Sraight from cookie." He paused, then went on, "See here, old
son-we're pals, aren't we?"

"Huh? Sure, surel”

"Then giveit to me sraight: are you actudly going to Mars? Or are you heading for Venusto sgn
up?'

"Whatever gave you that notion?"

"SKip it, then. Bdieve me; it wouldnt make any difference between us. My old man says that
when it's time to be counted, the important thing is to be man enough to stand up.” He looked at
Don's face, then went on, "What you do about it is up to you. You know I've got a birthday coming
up next month?"

"Huh?Yes, so you have."

"Come then, I'm going to sign up for pilot training. That's why | wanted to know what you
planned to do."

"Oh."

"But it doesn't make any difference-not between us. Anyhow, you're going to Mars."

"Yes. Yes, that'sright.”

"Good!" Jack glanced at his waich. "I've got to run-or they'll throw my chow to the pigs. Sure
you're not coming?'

"Sure."

"Seeyou." He dashed ouit.

Don stood for a moment, rearranging his idess. Old Jack must be taking this serioudy-giving up
Ydefor pilot training. But he was wrong-he had to be wrong.

Presently he went out to the corrd.

Lazy answered his cdl, then started searching his pockets for sugar. "Sorry, old fellow," he said
sadly, "not even a carrot. | forgot.” He stood with his face to the horse's cheek and scratched the



beadt's ears. He talked to it in low tones, explaining as carefully as if Lazy could understand dl the
difficult words.

"So that's how it is" he concluded. "I've got to go away and they won't let me take you with me."
He thought back to the day their association had begun. Lazy had been hardly more than a colt, but
Don had been frightened of him. He seemed huge, dangerous, and probably carnivorous. He had-
never seen a horse before coming to Earth; Lazy was the first he had ever seen close up.

Suddenly he choked, could talk no further. He flung his arms around the horse's neck and lesked
tears.

Lazy nickered softly, knowing that something was wrong, and tried to nuzzle him. Don raised his
head. "Goodbye, boy. Take care of yoursdlf." He turned abruptly and ran toward the dormitories.
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II
"MENE, MENE, TEKEL, UPHARSIN"

THE SCHOOL copter dumped him down & the Albuquerque field. He had to hurry to catch his
rocket, as traffic control had required them to swing wide around Sandia Wegpons Center. When he
weighed in he ran into another new security wrinkle. "Got a camera in that gtuff, son?' the
weighmaster had inquired as he passed over his bags.

"No. Why?'

"Because well fog your film when we fluoroscope, that's why." Apparently X-ray failed to show
any bombs hidden in his underwear; his bags were handed back and he went aboard-the winged-
rocket Santa Fe Trall, shuttling between the Southwest and New Chicago. Indde, he fastened his
safety belts, snuggled down into the cushions, and waited.

At firgt the noise of the blast-off bothered him more than the pressure. But the noise dopplered
away asthey passed the speed of sound while the accel eration grew worse; he blacked out.

He came to as the ship went into free flight, arching in a high parabola over the plains. At once he
felt greet relief no longer to have unbearable weight racking hisrib cage, sraining his heart, turning his
muscles to water-but, before he could enjoy the blessed rdlief, he was aware of a new sensation; his
stomach was trying to crawl up his gullet.

At firg he was darmed, being unable to account for the unexpected and unbearably unpleasant
sensation. Then he had a sudden wild suspicion could it? Oh, no! It couldnt be . . . not space
sickness, not to him. Why, he had been born in free fdl; space nausea was for Earth crawlers,
groundhogd!

But the suspicion grew to certainty; years of easy living on a planet had worn out his immunity.
With secret embarrassment he conceded that he certainly was acting like a groundhog. It had not
occurred to him to ask for an antinausea shot before blagt-off, though he had walked past the
counter plainly marked with ared cross.

Shortly his secret embarrassment became public; he had bardly time to get at the plastic container
provided for the purpose. Thereefter he felt better, although weak, and listened hdf- heartedly to the
canned description coming out of the loudspesker of the country over which they were faling.
Presently, near Kansas City, the sky turned from black back to purple again, the air foils took hold,
and the passengers again felt weight as the rocket continued glider fashion on a long, screaming
approach to New Chicago. Don folded his couch into a chair and sat up.

Twenty minutes later, as the field came up to meet them, rocket units in the nose were triggered
by radar and the Santa F6 Trail braked to a landing. The entire trip had taken less time than the
copter jaunt from the school to Alburquerque - something less than an hour for the same route
eastward that the covered wagons had made westward in eighty days, with luck. The loca rocket
landed on afied just outsde the city, next door to the enormous fidd, dill dightly radioactive, which
was both the main spaceport of the planet and the former site of Old Chicago.

Don hung back and let a Navgjo family disembark ahead of him, then followed the squaw out. A
movable dideway had crawled out to the ship; he stepped on it and let it carry him into the Station.
Once ingde he was confused by the bustling sze of the place, levd after level, above and below
ground. Gary Station served not merely the Santa Fe Trail, the Route 66, and other loca rockets
shuttling to the Southwest; it served a dozen other locdl lines, as well as ocean hoppers, freight tubes,
and space ships operating between Earth and Circum-Terra Station-and thence to Luna, Venus,
Mars, and the Jovian moons; it was the spind cord of a more-than-world-wide empire.
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Tuned as he was to the wide and empty New Mexico desert and, before that, to the wider
wastes of space, Don felt oppressed and irritated by the noisy swarming mass. He felt the loss of
dignity that comes from men behaving like ants, even though his feding was not thought out in words.
Still, it had to be faced-he spotted the triple globes of Interplanet Lines and followed glowing arrows
to its reservation office.

An uninterested clerk assured him that the office had no record of his reservation in the Vakyrie.
Petiently Don explained that the reservation had been made from Mars and displayed the radiogram
from his parents. Annoyed into activity the clerk finally consented to phone Circum-Terra; the
satdlite station confirmed the reservation. The clerk signed off and turned back to Don. "Okay, you
can pay for it here.”

Don had asnking feding. "I thought it was dready paid for?' He had on him his father's | etter-of -
credit but it was not enough to cover passage to Mars.

"Huh? They didn't say anything about it being prepaid.”

At Don's indstence the clerk again phoned the space station. Y es, the passage was prepaid since
it had been placed from the other end; didn't the clerk know his tariff book? Thwarted on dl sides,
the dlerk grudgingly issued Don aticket to couch 64, Rocket Ship Glory Road, lifting from Earth for
Circum-Terraa 9:03:57 the following morning.

"Got your security clearance?!

"Huh? What's that?*

The clerk appeared to gloat at what was a legitimate opportunity to decline to do business after
al. He withdrew the ticket. "Don't you bother to follow the news? Give me your ID."

Reluctantly Don passed over his identity card; the clerk stuck it in a stat machine and handed it
back. "Now your thumb prints."

Don impressed them and said, "Isthat al? Can | have my ticket?'

" “Is that dl? he says Be here about an hour early tomorrow morning. You can pick up your
ticket then-provided the |.B.I. saysyou can." '

The derk turned away. Don, feding forlorn, did likewise. He did not know quite what to do next.
He had told Headmaster Reeves that he would stay overnight & the Hilton Caravansary, that being
the hotdl his family had stopped at 18 years earlier and the only one he knew by name. On the other
hand he had to attempt to locate Dr. Jefferson "Uncle Dudley"-since his mother had made such a
point of it. It was till early afternoon; he decided to check his bags and start looking.

Bags disposed of, he found an empty communication booth and looked up the doctor's code,
punched it into the machine. The doctor's phone regretted politely that Dr. Jefferson was not at home
and requested him to leave a message. He was dictating it when a warm voice interrupted: "I'm at
home to you, Donad. Where are you, lad?' The view screen cut in and he found himsdf looking a
the somewhat familiar features of Dr. Dudley Jefferson.

"Oh I'm at the gation, Doctor-Gary Station. | just got in."

"Then grab a cab and come here at once."

"Uh, | don't want to put you to any trouble, Doctor. | caled because mother said to say goodbye
to you." Privately he had hoped that Dr. Jefferson would be too busy to waste time on him. Much as
he disapproved of cities he did not want to spend his last night on Earth exchanging politeness with a
family friend; he wanted to stir around and find out just what the modern Babylon did have to offer in
theway of diverson. Hisletter-of-credit was burning a hole in his pocket; he wanted to bleed it a bit.

"No trouble. See you in afew minutes. Meanwhile I'll pick out a faited calf and butcher it. By the
way, did you receive a package from me?' The doctor looked suddenly intent.

"A package? No."
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Dr. Jefferson muttered something about the mail service. Don said, "Maybe it will catch up with
me. Was it important?'

"Uh, never mind; well speak of it later. You left aforwarding address?!

"Yes, sr-the Caravansary.”

"Well-whip up the horses and see how quickly you can get here. Open sky"

"And safe grounding, sr." They both switched off. Don left the booth and looked around for a
cab sand. The daion seemed more jammed than ever, with uniforms much in evidence, not only
those of pilots and other ship personne but military uniforms of many corps-and dways the
ubiquitous security police. Don fought his way through the crowd, down aramp, aong a didewak
tunnd, and finaly found what he wanted. There was a queue waiting for cabs, hejoined it.

Beside the queue was sprawled the big, ungainly saurian form of aVenerian "dragon.” When Don
progressed in line until he was beside it, he politdy whistled a greeting.

The dragon swiveled one fluttering eyestalk in his direction. Strapped to the "chest" of the
creature, between its forelegs and immediately below and in reach of its handling tendrils, was asmal
box, a voder. The tendrils writhed over the keys and the Venerian answered him, via mechanica
voder speech, rather than by whigtling in his own language. "Greetings to you aso, young gr. It is
pleasant indeed, among strangers, to hear the sounds one heard in the egg." Don noted with delight
that the outlander had a digtinctly Cockney accent in the use of his machine,

He whistled his thanks and a hope that the dragon might die pleasantly.

The Venerian thanked him, again with the voder, and added, "Charming as is your accent, will
you do methe favor of using your own speech that | may practiceit?"

Don suspected that his modulation was so atrocious that the Venerian could hardly understand it;
he lapsed at once into human words. "My name is Don Harvey," he replied and whistled once more-
but just to give hisown Venerian name, "Mist on the Waters'; it had been sdlected by his mother and
he saw nothing funny abot it.

Nor did the dragon. He whistled for the firgt time, naming himsdlf, and added via voder, "I am
cdled "Sir Isaac Newton.' " Don understood that the Venerian, in o tagging himself, was following
the common dragon custom of borrowing as a name of convenience the name of some earthhuman
admired by the borrower.

Don wanted to ask "Sir Isaac Newton" if by chance he knew Don's mother's family, but the
gueue was moving up and the dragon was lying ill; he was forced to move aong to keep from
logng hisplacein line. The Venerian followed him with one ostillating eye and whistled that he hoped
that Don, too, might die pleasantly.

There was an interruption in the flow of autocabs to the stand; a manoperated flatbed truck drew
up and let down aramp. The dragon reared up on six sturdy legs and climbed aboard. Don whistled
a farewd|-and became suddenly and unplessantly aware that a security policeman was giving him
undivided attention. He was glad to crawl into his autocab and close the cover.

He dided the address and settled back. The little car lurched forward, climbed a ramp, threaded
through a freight tunndl, and mounted an devator. At first Don tried to keep track of where it was
taking him but the tortured convolutions of the ant hill caled "New Chicago” would have made a
topologist dyspeptic; he gave up. The robot cab seemed to know where it was going and, no doubt,
the master machine from which it received its Sgnds knew. Don spent the rest of the trip fretting over
the fact that his ticket had not yet been turned over to him, over the unwelcome attention of the
security policeman, and, finaly, about the package from Dr. Jefferson. The last did not worry him; it
smply annoyed him to have mail go adtray. He hoped that Mr. Reeves would redize that any mail
not forwarded by this afternoon would have to follow him al the way to Mars.
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Then he thought about "Sir Isaac.” It was nice to run across somebody from home.

Dr. Jefferson's gpartment turned out to be far underground in an expensive quarter of the city.
Don dmost failed to arrive; the cab had paused at the gpartment door but when he tried to get out
the door would not open. This reminded him that he must first pay the fare shown in the meter-only
to discover that he had pulled the bumpkin trick of engaging a robot vehicle without having coins on
him to feed the meter. He was sure that the little car, clever asit was, would not even deign to sniff a
his letter-of -credit. He was expecting disconsolately to be carted by the machine off to the nearest
police station when he was rescued by the appearance of Dr. Jefferson.

The doctor gave him coins to pay the shot and ushered him in. "Think nothing of it, my boy; it
happens to me about once a week. The loca desk sergeant keeps a drawer full of hard money just
to buy me out of hock from our mechanica magers. | pay him off once a quarter, cumshaw
additiond. St down. Sherry?'

"Er, no, thank you, sir."

"Coffee, then. Cream and sugar at your elbow. What do you hear from your parents?’

"Why, the usud things. Both well and working hard and dl that." Don looked around him as he
gpoke. The room was large, comfortable, even luxurious, athough books spilling lavishly and untidily
over shelves and tables and even chairs masked its true richness. What appeared to be a red fire
burned in one corner. Through an open door he could see severa more rooms. He made a high, and
grosdy inadequate, menta estimate of the cost of such an establishment in New Chicago.

Facing them was a view window which should have looked into the bowels of the city; instead it
reflected a mountain stream and fir trees. A trout broke water as he watched.

"I'm sure they are working hard,” his host answered. "They adways do. Y our father is attempting
to seek out, in one short lifetime, secrets that have been piling up for millions of years. Impossible-but
he makes a good stab at it. Son, do you redlize that when your father started his career we hadn't
even dreamed that the firg systlem empire ever exisged?' He added thoughtfully, "If it was the firg."
He went on, "Now we have fdt out the ruins on the floor of two oceans-and tied them in with
records from four other planets. Of course your father didn't do it al, or even mogt of it-but his work
has been indispensable. Your father is a grest man, Dondd - and so is your mother. When | spesk
of either one | redly mean the team. Help yoursdlf to sandwiches."

Don sad, "Thank you," and did so, thereby avoiding a direct answer. He was warmly pleased to
hear his parents praised but it did not seem to be quite the thing to agree heartily.

But the doctor was capable of carrying on the conversation unasssted. " Of course we may never
know al the answers. How was the noblest planet of them al, the home of empire, broken and
dispersed into space junk? Y our father spent four years in the Asteroid Belt-you were aong, weren't
you? - and never found afirm answer to that. Was it a paired planet, like Earth- Luna, and broken up
by tidd strains? Or wasit blown up?’

"Blown up?' Don protested. "But that's theoretically impossble-isn't it?”

Dr. Jefferson brushed it asde. "Everything is theoretically impossible, until it's done. One could
write a history of science in reverse by assembling the solemn pronouncements of highest authority
about what could not be done and could never happen. Studied any mathematical philosophy, Don?
Familiar with infinite universe sheaf's and open-ended postul ate systems?”

"Uh, I'm afraid not, gr."

"Simple idea and very tempting. The notion that everything is possible and | mean everything-and
everything has happened. Everything. One universe in which you accepted that wine and got drunk
as a skunk. Another in which the fifth planet never broke up. Another in which atomic power and
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nuclear weapons are as impossible as our ancestors thought they were. That last one might have its
points, for Sssesat least. Like me."

He stood up. "Don't eat too many sandwiches. I'm going to take you out to a restaurant where
there will be food, among other things . . . and such food as Zeus promised the gods-and failed to
deliver."

"l don't want to take up too much of your time, Sr." Don was gtill hoping to get out on the town
by himsdf. He had a dismaying vison of dinner in some suffy rich man's cdub, followed by an
evening of highfalutin talk. And it was his last night on Earth.

"Time? What is time? Each hour ahead is as fresh as was the one we just used. Y ou registered at
the Caravansary?'

"No, gir, | just checked my bags at the Sation.”

"Good. Youll stay here tonight; well send for your luggege later.” Dr. Jefferson's manner changed
dightly. "But your mail was to be sent to the hotel?"

"That'sright."

Don was surprised to see that Dr. Jefferson looked distinctly worried. "Well, well check into that
later. That package | sent to you-would it be forwarded promptly?"

"| redly don't know, sir. Ordinarily the mail comesin twice aday. If it camein after | I€ft, it would
ordinarily wait over until morning. But if the heedmadter thought about it, he might have it sent into
town specid so that | would get it before up-ship tomorrow morning.”

"Mean to say there isn't atube into the school ?*

"No, gr, the cook brings in the morning mail when he shops and the afternoon mail is chuted in by
the Roswd| copter bus.”

"A desat idand! WAl . . . well check around midnight. If it hasn't arrived then-never mind.”
Nevertheess he seemed perturbed and hardly spoke during their ride to dinner.

The restaurant was misnamed The Back Room and there was no sign out to indicate its location;
it was Smply one of many doorsin a Sde tunnel. Nevertheless many people seemed to know where
it was and to be anxious to get in, only to be thwarted by a stern-faced dignitary guarding a velvet
rope. This ambassador recognized Dr. Jefferson and sent for the maitre d'hotel. The doctor made a
gesture understood by headwaiters throughout history, the rope was dropped, and they were
conducted in royd progress to a ringsde table. Don was bug-eyed at the size of the bribe. Thus he
was ready with the proper facia expresson when he caught sight of their waitress.

His reaction to her was smple; she was, it seemed to him, the most beautiful Sight he had ever
seen, both in person and in costume. Dr. Jefferson caught his expression and chuckled. "Don't use up
your enthusasm, son. The ones we have pad to see will be out there"” He waved at the floor.
"Cocktail firg?'

Don said that he didn't believe so, thank you.

"Suit yoursdf. You are man high and a sngle taste of the flesh-pots wouldn't do you any
permanent harm. But suppose you let me order dinner for us?' Don agreed. While Dr. Jefferson was
consulting with the captive princess over the menu, Don looked around. The room simulated
outdoors in the late evening; stars were just gppearing overhead. A high brick wal ran around the
room, hiding the non-existent middle distance and patching in the floor to the fase sky. Apple trees
hung over the wall and gtirred in the breeze. An old-fashioned well with awell sveep stood beyond
the tables on the far sde of the room; Don saw another "captive princess’ go to it, operate the
sweep, and remove aslver pail containing awrapped bottle.

At the ringsde opposite them a table had been removed to make room for a large transparent
plastic capsule on whedls. Don had never seen one but he recognized its function; it was a Martian's
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"perambulator,” a portable air-conditioning unit to provide the rare, cold air necessary to a Martian
aborigine. The occupant could be seen dimly, his frail body supported by a metd articulated servo
framework to assst him in coping with the robust gravity of the third planet. His pseudo wings
drooped sadly and he did not move. Don felt sorry for him.

Asayoungster he had met Martians on Luna, but Lunas feeble field was less than that of Mars; it
did not turn them into cripples, pardyzed by a gravity field too painful for their evolutionary pattern.
It was both difficult and dangerous for a Martian to risk coming to Earth; Don wondered what had
induced thisone. A diplomatic misson, perhaps?

Dr. Jefferson dismissed the waitress, looked up and noticed him staring at the Martian. Don said,
"l was just wondering why he would come here. Not to edt, surely.”

"Probably wants to watch the animals feeding. That's part of my own reason, Don. Take a good
look around you; you'll never seethe like again.”

"No, | guess not-not on Mars."

"That's not what | mean. Sodom and Gomorrah, lad - rotten at the core and skidding toward the
pit. “-these our actors, as | foretold you . . . are melted into air-' and so forth. Perhaps even “the
greet globeitsdf.’ | taly too much. Enjoy it; it won't last long."

Don looked puzzled. "Dr. Jefferson, do you like living here?!

"Me? I'm as decadent as the city | infest; it's my naturd element. But that doesn't keegp me from
telling a hawk from a handsaw."

The orchestra, which had been playing softly from nowhere in particular, stopped suddenly and
the sound system announced "News flash!" At the same time the darkening sky overhead turned
black and lighted letters started marching across it. The voice over the sound system read aoud the
words dreaming across the celingg BERMUDA: OFFICIAL: THE DEPARTMENT OF
COLONIAL AFFAIRS HAS JUST ANNOUNCED THAT THE PROVISIONAL
COMMITTEE OF THE VENUS COLONIES HAS REJECTED OUR NOTE. A SOURCE
CLOSE TO THE FEDERATION CHAIRMAN SAYS THAT THIS IS AN EXPECTED
DEVELOPMENT AND NO CAUSE FOR ALARM.

The lights went up and the music resumed. Dr. Jefferson's lips were stretched back in a mirthless
grip. "How appropriate!" he commented. "How timely! The handwriting on the wall."

Don started to blurt out a comment, but was distracted by the start of the show. The stage floor
by them had sunk out of sight, unnoticed, during the news flash. Now from the pit thus created came
a drifting, floating cloud lighted from within with purple and flame and rose. The cloud melted away
and Don could see that the stage was back in place and peopled with dancers. There was a
mountain in the stage background.

Dr. Jefferson had been right; the ones worth staring at were on the stage, not serving the tables.
Don's attention was so taken that he did not notice that food had been placed in front of him. His
host touched his elbow. "Eat something, before you faint."

"Huh? Oh, yes, sr!" He did so, busly and with good appetite but with his eyes on the
entertainers. There was one man in the cagt, portraying Tannhauser, but Don did not know and did
not care whom he represented; he noticed him only when he got in the way. Smilarly, he had finished
two thirds of what was placed before him without noticing what he was egting.

Dr. Jefferson sad, "Likeit?"

Don did a double take and redlized that the doctor was speaking of food, not of the dancers.
"Oh, yedl It'sawfully good." He examined his plate. "But what isit?"

"Don't you recognize it? Baked baby gregarian.”
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It took a couple of seconds for Don to place in his mind just what a gregarian was. As a smdl
child he had seen hundreds of the little satyr-like bipeds-faunas gregariaus veneris Smythii-but he did
not a firs associate the common commercid name with the friendly, slly creatures he and his
playmates, dong with al other Venus colonids, had dways cdled "move-overs' because of ther
chronic habit of crowding up againg one, shouldering, nuzzling, Stting on ones feet, and in other
ways displaying their insatiable appetite for physica affection.

Eat a baby, move-over? He fdt like a canniba and for the second time in one day darted to
behave like a groundhog in space. He gulped and controlled himsalf but could not touch another bite.

He looked back at the stage. Venusberg disappeared, giving way to a tired-eyed man who kept
up arapid fire of jokes while juggling flaming torches. Don was not amused; he let his gaze wander
around the room. Three tables awvay a man met his eyes, then looked casualy away. Don thought
about it, then looked the man over carefully and decided that he recognized him. "Dr. Jefferson?"

"Yes, Don?!

"Do you happen to know a Venus dragon who cdls himsdaf “Sir Issac Newton'?' Don added the
whisgtled verson of the Venerian's true name.

"Dont!" the older man said sharply.

"Don't whet?'

"Don't advertise your background unnecessarily, not at this time. Why do you ask about this, uh,
"Sir Isaac Newton'?" He kept his voice low with his lips barely moving.

Dondd told him about the casual mesting a Gary Station. "When | got through | was dead sure
that a security cop was watching me. And now that same man is sitting over there, only now he's not
in uniform.”

"Areyou sure?'

"I think I'm sure.”

"Mmm . . . you might be mistaken. Or he might smply be here in his off hours-though a security
policeman should not be, not on his pay. See here, pay no further attention to him and don't speak of
him again. And don't spesk of that dragon, nor of anything ese Venetian. Just gppear to be having a
good time. But pay careful attention to anything | say."

Don tried to carry out the ingtructions, but it was hard to keep his mind on gaiety. Even when the
dancers regppeared he felt himsdf wanting to turn and stare at the man who had dampened the
party. The plate of baked gregarian was removed and Dr. Jefferson ordered something for him
cdled a"Mount Etna" It was actudly shaped like a volcano and a plume of steam came out of the
tip. He dipped a spoon into it, found that it was fire and ice, assaulting his paate with conflicting
sensations. He wondered how anyone could eat it. Out of politeness he cautioudly tried another bite.
Presently he found that he had eaten dl of it and was sorry there was not more.

At the bresk in the stage acts Don tried to ask Dr. Jefferson what he redly thought about the war
scare. The; doctor firmly turned the talk around to his parents work and branched out to the past
and future of the System. "Don't fret yoursaf about the present, son. Troubles, merely troubles-
necessary preliminaries to the consolidetion of the System. In five hundred years the historians will
hardly noticeit. There will be the Second Empire-six planets by then.”

"Six? You don't honestly think well ever be able to do anything with Jupiter and Saturn? Oh-you
mean the Jovian moons."

"No, | mean six primary planets. Well move Pluto and Neptune in close by the fire and well drag
Mercury back and let it cool off."

The idea of moving planets sartled Don. It sounded wildly impossible, but he let it rest, Since his
host was a man who maintained that everything and anything was possible. "The race needs a lot of
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room," Dr. Jefferson went on. "After dl, Mars and Venus have their own intelligent races, we cant
crowd them much more without genocide-and it's not dead certain which way the genocide would
work, even with the Martians. But the recongtruction of this system is just engineering - nothing to
what ese well do. Haf a millennium from now there will be more Earth-humans outside this system
than in it; well be svarming around every G-type star in this neighborhood. Do you know what |
would do if | were your age, Don? I'd get me a berth in the Pathfinder.”

Don nodded. "I'd like that." The Pathfinder, star ship intended for a one-way trip, had been
building on, and near, Luna since before he was born. Soon she would go. All or nearly al of Don's
generaion had at least dreamed about leaving with her.

"Of course" added his hogt, "you would have to have a bride." He pointed to the stage which
was again filling. "Take that blonde down there. She's alikely looking lassie-hedthy et least.”

Don smiled and felt worldly. " She might not hanker after pioneering. She looks happy as sheis.”

"Can't tdl till you ask her. Here" Dr. Jefferson summoned the maitre d'hotel; money changed
hands. Presently the blonde came to their table but did not St down. She was a tom-tom singer and
she proceeded to boom into Don's ears, with the help of the orchestra, sentiments that would have
embarrassed him even if expressed privately. He ceased to fed worldly, felt quite warm in the face
ingtead and confirmed his resolution not to take this female to the sars. Nevertheless he enjoyed it.

The stage was just clearing when the lights blinked once and the sound system again brayed forth:
"Space raid warning! Space raid warning!™ All lights went out.
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111
HUNTED

For an infinitly long moment there was utter blackness and silence without even the muted whir
of the blowers. Then a tiny light gppeared in the middie of the sage, illuminating the features of the
garring comic. He drawled in an intentiondly ridiculous nasal voice, "The next sound you hear will be
... The Tromp of Doom!" He giggled and went on briskly, "Just St quiet, folks, and hang on to your
money-some of the help are rdatives of the management. This is just a drill. Anyhow, we have a
hundred feet of concrete overhead-and a darn sight thicker mortgage. Now, to get you into the
mood for the next act which is mine, the next round of drinks is on the house" He leaned forward
and called out, "Gertie! Drag up that stuff we couldn't unload New Year's Eve."

Don fdt the tension ease around the room and he himsdf relaxed. He was doubly startled when a
hand closed around hiswrigt. "Quiet!" whispered Dr. Jefferson into his ear.

Don let himsdf be led away in the darkness. The doctor apparently knew, or remembered, the
layout; they got out of the room without bumping into tables and with only one unimportant brush
with someone in the dark. They seemed to be going down a long hdl, black as the indde of cod,
then turned a corner and stopped.

"But you can't go out Sr," Don heard a voice say. Dr. Jefferson spoke quietly, his words too low
to catch. Something rustled; they moved forward again, through a doorway, and turned left.

They proceeded aong this tunnel-Don felt sure that it was the public tunnd just outside the
restaurant though it seemed to have turned ninety degreesin the dark. Dr. Jefferson still dragged him
aong by the wrigt without spesking. They turned again and went down steps.

There were other people about, though not many. Once someone grabbed Don in the dark; he
sruck out wildly, smashed his fig into something flabby and heard a muffled grunt. The doctor
merdly pulled him aong the fagter.

The doctor stopped at last, seemed to be feding around in the dark. There came a feminine
squed out of the blackness. The doctor drew back hagtily and moved on a few feet, stopped again.
"Here" he sad a lagt. "Climb in." He pulled Don forward and placed his hand on something; Don
felt around and decided that it was a parked autocab, its top open. He climbed in and Dr. Jefferson
got in behind, closing the top after him. "Now we can tak,” he said camly. "Someone besat usto that
first one. But we can't go anywhere until the power comes on again.”

Don was suddenly aware that he was shaking with excitement. When he could trust himsdlf to
spesk he said, "Doctor-isthis actudly an attack?!

"| doubt it mightily,” the man answered. "It's dmost certainly adrill-I hope. But it gave us just the
opportunity that | had been looking for to get away quietly.”

Don chewed this over. Jefferson went on, "What are you fretting about? The check? | have an
account there."

It had not occurred to Don that they were walking out on the check. He said so and added, "You
mean that security policeman | thought | recognized?”

"Unfortunately."

"But- | think | must have made a mistake. Oh, it looked like the same man, dl right, but | don't
see how it would have been humanly possible for him to have followed me even if he popped into the
next cab. | distinctly remember thet at least once my cab was the only cab on an elevator. That tears
it. If it was the same cop, it was an accident; he wasn't looking for me."

"Perhaps he was looking for me."

"Huh?"
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"Never mind. Asto following you-Don, do you know how these autocabs work?"

"Wédl-in generd.”

"If that security cop wanted to tail you, he would not get into the next cab. He would cdl in and
report the number of your cab. That number would be monitored in the control-net board at once.
Unless you reached your destination before the monitoring started, they would read the code of your
destination right out of the machine. Where upon another security officer would be watching for your
arriva. It carries on from there. When | rang for an auto cab my circuit would aready be monitored,
and the cab that answered the ring likewise. Consequently the first cop was dready seeted at atable
in The Back Room before we arrived. That was their one dip, using a man you had seen but we can
forgive that as they are overworked at present.

"But why would they want me? Even if they think I'm uh, didoya, I'm not that important.”

Dr. Jefferson hestated, then said, "Don, | don't know how long we will be able to tak. We can
talk fredy for the moment because they are just as limited by the power shutdown as we are. But
once the power comes on we can no larger talk and | have a good ded to say. We can't talk, even
here, after the power comes on."

"Why not?"

"The public isn't supposed to know, but each of these cabs has a microphone in it. The control
frequency for the cab itsdlf can carry speech modulation without interfering with the operation of the
vehicle. So we are not safe once power is restored. Yes, | know; it's a shameful set up. | didn't dare
talk in the restaurant, even with the orchestra playing. They could have had a shotgun mike trained on
us.

"Now, listen carefully. We must locate that package | mailed to you - we must. | want you to
deliver it to your father . . . or rather, what's in it. Point number two: you must catch that shuttle
rocket tomorrow morning, even if the heavens fdl. Point number threec you won't stay with me
tonight, after dl. I'm sorry but | think it is best so. Number four: when the power comes on, we will
ride around for a while, talking of nothing in particular and never mentioning names. Presently | will
see to it that we end up near a public common booth and you will cdl the Caravansary. If the
package is there, you will leave me, go back to the Station, get your bags, then go to the hotd,
register and pick up your mail. Tomorrow morning you will get your ship and leave. Don't cdl me.
Do you understand al that?"

'Uh, | think so, Sr." Don waited, then blurted out, "But why? Maybe I'm talking out of turn, but it
seemsto me | ought to know why we are doing this"

"What do you want to know?"

"Wl . .. what'sin the package?'

"You will see. You can open it, examine it, and decide for yoursef. If you decide not to ddliver it,
that's your privilege. Asfor the rest-what are your political convictions, Don?'

"Why, that's rather hard to say, sir."

"Mmmm-mine weren't too clear a your age either. Let's put it this way: would you be willing to
string along with your parents for the time being? Until you form your own?"

"Why, of coursal"

"Did it seem a bit odd to you that your mother insisted that you look me up? Don't be shy-I know
that a young felow arriving in the big town doesn't look up semi-sirangers through choice. Now-she
must have considered it important for you to see me. En?'

"l guess she must have."

"Will you let it stand at that? What you don't know, you can't tell-and can't get you into trouble.”
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Don thought it over. The doctor's words seemed to make sense, yet it went mightily againg the
grain to be asked to do something mysterious without knowing dl the whys and wherefore. On the
other hand, had he smply received the package, he undoubtedly would have delivered it to his father
without thinking much abot it.

He was about to ask further questions when the lights came on and the little car started to purr.
Dr. Jefferson said, "Here we go!" leaned over the board and quickly dided a degtination. The
autocab moved forward. Don started to speak but the doctor shook his head.

The car threaded its way through severad tunnels, down a ramp and stopped in a large
underground square. Dr. Jefferson paid it off and led Don through the square and to a passenger
elevator. The sguare was jammed and one could sense the crowd's frenetic mood resulting from the
space raid darm. They had to shove their way through a mass of people gathered around a public
telescreen in the center of the square. Don was glad to get on the devator, even though it too was
packed.

Dr. Jefferson's immediate destination was another cab stand in a square severd leves higher.
They got into a cab and moved away; this one they rode for severd minutes, then changed cabs
again. Don was completely confused and could not have told whether they were north, south, high,
low, east, or west. The doctor glanced at his watch as they |eft the last autocab and said, "Weve
killed enough time. Here" He indicated a communication booth near them.

Don went in and phoned the Carvansary. Was there any mail being held for him? No, there was
not. He explained that he was not registered at the hotdl; the clerk looked again. No, sorry Sir.

Don came out and told Dr. Jefferson. The doctor chewed his lip. "Son, I've made a bad error in
judgment." He glanced around; there was no one near them. "And I've wasted time.”

"Can | help, Sr?’

"Eh? Yes, | think you can-I'm sure you can." He paused to think. "WEeIl go back to my
gpartment. We mugt. But we won't stay there. Well find some other hotel-not the Caravansary-and
I'm afraid we must work dl night. Areyou up to it?"

"Oh, certainly!

"I've some “borrowed-time pills; they'll help. See here Don, whatever happens, you are to catch
that ship tomorrow. Understand?”’

Don agreed. He intended to catch the ship in any case and could not conceive of a reason for
missing it. Privately he was beginning to wonder if Dr. Jefferson were quite right in his head.

"Good. Well wak; it's not far.”

A hdf-mile of tunndls and a descent by devator got them there. As they turned into the tunnel in
which the doctor's gpartment was located, he glanced up and down it; it was empty. They crossed
rapidly and the doctor let them in. Two strange men were seated in the living room.

Dr. Jefferson glanced at them, said, "Good evening, gentlemen,” and turned back to his guest.
"Good night, Don. It's been very pleasant seeing you and be sure to remember me to your parents.”
He grasped Don's hand and firmly urged him out the door.

The two men stood up. One of them said, "It took you along time to get home, Doctor.”

"I'd forgotten the appointment, gentlemen. Now, goodbye, Don-1 don't want you to be late.”

The last remark was accompanied by increased pressure on Don's hand. He answered, Uh-
good night, Doctor. And thanks."

He turned to leave, but the man who had spoken moved quickly between him and the door. "Just
amoment, plesse.”

Dr. Jefferson answered, "Redlly, gentlemen, there is no reason to delay this boy. Let him go dong
so that we may get down to our business.”
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The man did not answer directly but caled out, "Elking King!" Two more men appeared from a
back room of the apartment. The man who seemed to be in charge sad to them, "Take the
youngster back to the bedroom. Close the door.”

"Come along, buddy."

Don, who had been keeping his mouth shut and trying to sort out the confusng new
developments, got angry. He had more than a suspicion that these men were security police even
though they were not in uniform, but he had been brought up to believe that honest citizens had
nothing to fear. "Wait aminutel” he protested. "I'm not going any place. What's the idea?"

The man who had told him to come adong moved closer and took his arm. Don shook it off. The
leader stopped any further action by his men with avery dight gesture. "Don Harvey-"

"Huh?Yes?'

"l could give you a number of answers to that. One of them isthis" He displayed a badge in the
pam of his hand. "But that might be faked. Or, if | cared to take time, | could satisfy you with
stamped pieces of paper, al proper and legdistic and signed with important names.” Don noticed
that his voice was gentle and cultured.

"But it happensthat | am tired and in a hurry and don't want to be bothered playing word games
with young punks. So let it stand thet there are four of us dl armed. So-will you go quietly, or would
you rather be dapped around a bit and dragged?’

Don was about to answer with school-game bravado; Dr. Jefferson cut in. "Do as they ask you,
Dondd'"

He closed his mouth and followed the subordinate on back. The man led him into the bedroom
and closed the door. "Sit down," he said pleasantly. Don did not move. His guard came up, placed a
pam againg his chest and pushed. Don sat down.

The man touched a button &t the bed's control pandl, causing it to lift to the reading position, then
lay down. He appeared to go to deep, but every time Don looked a him the man's eyes met his.
Don drained his ears, trying to hear what was going on in the front room, but he need not have
bothered; the room, being a deegping room, was fully soundproof.

S0 he sat there and fidgeted, trying to make sense out of preposterous things that had happened
to him. He recdled dmaogt with unbdief that it had been only this morning that Lazy and he had
sarted out to climb Peddler's Grave. He wondered what Lazy was doing now and whether the
greedy little rascal missed him.

Probably not, he admitted mournfully.

He did a glance a the guard, while wondering whether or naot, if he gathered himsdf together,
drawing hisfeet asfar under him as he could-- '

The guard shook his head. "Don't do it," he advised.

"Don't to what?'

"Don't try to jJump me. You might hurry me and then you might get hurt bad." The man appeared
to go back to deep.

Don dumped into apathy. Even if he did manage to jump this one, dug him maybe, there were
three more out front. And suppose ~ he got away from them? A drange city, where they had
everything organized, everything under control - where would he run to?

Once he had come across the stable cat playing with a mouse. He had watched for a moment,
fascinated even though his sympathies were with the mouse, before he had stepped forward and put
the poor beadtie out of its misery. The cat had never once let the mouse scamper further than pounce
range. Now he was the mouse.

"Up you come!”
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Don jumped to his fedt, sartled and having trouble placing himsdf. "1 wish | had your easy
conscience,”" the guard said admiringly. "It'sared gift to be able to catch forty winks any time. Come
on; the boss wants you."

Don preceded him back into the living room; there was no one there but the mate of the man who
had guarded him. Don turned and said, "Where is Dr. Jefferson?”

"Never mind," his guard replied. "The lieutenant hates to be kept waiting." He started on out the
door.

Don hung back. The second guard casualy took him by the arm; he felt a stabbing pain clear to
his shoulder and went dong.

Outside they had a manually-operated car larger than the robot cabs. The second guard dipped
into the driver's seat; the other urged Don into the passenger compartment. There he sat down and
started to turn-and found that he could not. He was unable even to raise his hands. Any attempt to
move, to do anything other than sit and breathe, felt like struggling againgt the weight of too many
blankets. "Take it easy," the guard advised. "You can pull aligament fighting that field. And it does
not do any good.”

Don had to prove to himsdf that the man was right. Whatever the invisible bonds were, the
harder he strained againg them the tighter they bound him. On the other hand when he rdaxed and
rested he could not even fed them. "Where are you taking me?' he demanded.

"Don't you know? The city 1.B.I. office, of course.

"What for? | haven't done anything!"

"In that case, you won't have to stay long."

The car pulled up insde a large garaging room; the three got out and waited in front of a door;
Don had afeding that they were being looked over. Shortly the door opened; they went insde.

The place had the odor of bureaucracy. They went down a long corridor past endless offices
filled with clerks, desks, transtypers, filing machines, whirring card sorters. A lift bounced them to
another level; they went on through more corridors and stopped & an office door. "Ingde,” said the
firsgt guard. Don went in; the door did shut behind him with the guards outside.

"Sit down, Don." It was the leeder of the group of four, now in the uniform of security officer and
seated at a horseshoe desk.

Don sad, "Where is Dr. Jefferson? What did you do with him?'

"Sit down, | said." Don did not move; the lieutenant went on, "Why make it hard for yoursdf?
You know where you are; you know that | could have you restrained in any way that suited me-
some of them quite unpleasant. Will you st down, please, and save us both trouble?”

Don sat down and immediately said, "'l want to see alawyer.”

The lieutenant shook his head dowly, looking like a tired and gentle school teacher. ™Y oung
felow, you've been reading too many romantic novels. Now if you had studied the dynamics of
history instead, you would redlize that the logic of legdism dternates with the logic of force in a
pattern dependent on the characteristics of the culture. Each culture evokes its own basic logic. You
follow me?'

Don hesdtated; the other went on, "No matter. The point is, your request for a lawvyer comes
about two hundred years too late to be meaningful. The verbdisms lag behind the facts.
Neverthdless, you shdl have a lawyer or a lollipop, whichever you prefer, after | am through
questioning you. If | wereyou, 1'd take the ldllipop. More nourishing.

"l won' talk without alawyer," Don answvered firmly.

"No? I'm sorry. Don, in setting up your interview | budgeted even minutes for nonsense. You
have used up four dready - no, five. When the eleven minutes are gone and you find yourself spitting
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out teeth, remember that | bore you no maice. Now about this matter of whether or not you will
talk; there are severd ways of making a man tak and each method has its fans who swear by it.
Drugs, for example - nitrous oxide, scopolamine, sodium pentothal, not to mention some of the new,
more subtle, and relaively non-toxic developments. Even adcohols have been used with great
success by intelligence operatives. | don't like drugs, they affect the intellect and clutter up an
interview with data of no useto me. Y ou'd be amazed at the amount of rubbish that can collect in the
human brain, Don, if you had had to ligen to it-as | have.

"And there is hypnoss and its many varidgions. There is dso the atificd stimulation of an
unbearable need, as with morphine addiction. Findly there is old-fashioned force-pain. Why, | know
an atig - | bdieve he is in the building now - who can successfully question the most recacitrant
case, in minimum time and using only his bare hands. Then, of course, under that category, is the
extremely ancient switch in which the force, or pain, is not applied to the person being examined but
to a second person whom he cannot bear to see hurt, such as a wife, or son, or daughter. Offhand,
that method would seem difficult to use on you, as your only close relives are not on this planet.”
The security officer glanced at his watch and added, "Only thirty seconds of nonsense gill available,
Don. Shdl we gart?'

"Huh? Wait aminute! Y ou used up the time; I've hardly said aword."

"l haven't time to be fair. Sorry. However," he went on, "the apparent objection to the last
method does not apply in your case. During the short time you were unconscious at Dr. Jefferson's
gpartment we were able to determine that there actudly was available a person who meets the
requirements. Y ou will talk fredy rather than let this person be hurt.”

"Huh?'

"A gtock pony named "Lazy.'"

The suggestion caught him completely off guard; he was stunned by it. The man went quickly on,
"If you ingst, we will adjourn for three hours or so and | will have your horse shipped here. It might
be interesting, as | don't believe the method has ever been used with a horse before. | understand
that thelr ears are rather sengtive. On the other hand | fed bound to tell you that, if we go to the
trouble of bringing him here, we won't send him back but will smply send him to the stockyards to
be butchered. Horses are an anachronism in New Chicago, don't you think?

Don's head was whirling too much to make a proper answer, or even to follow al of the horrid
implications of the comments. Findly he burst out, Y ou cant! Y ou wouldn't!"

"Times up, Don."

Don took a deep breath, collapsed. "Go ahead,” he said dully. "Ask your questions.”

The lieutenant took a film spool from his desk, fed it into a projector which faced back toward
him. ™Y our name, please.”

"Donad James Harvey."

"And your Venerian name?"

Don whigtled "Mist on the Waters."

"Where were you born?"

"In the Outward Bound, in trgjectory between Luna and Ganymede." The questions went on and
on. Don'sinquisitor appeared to have dl the answers dready displayed in front of him; once or twice
he had Don eaborate or corrected him on some minor point. After reviewing his entire pagt life he
required Don to give a detailed account of the events arting with his receiving the message from his
parents to take passage on the Vakyrie for Mars.

The only thing Don left out was Dr. Jefferson’'s remarks about the package. He waited nervoudy,
expecting to be hauled up short about it. But if the security policeman knew of the package, he gave
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no sign of it. "Dr. Jefferson seemed to think that this so-called security operative was following you?
Or him?'

"l don't know. | don't think he knew."

" "The wicked flee when no man pursueth,' " the lieutenant quoted. "Tel me exactly what you did
after you left The Back Room.”

"Was that man following me?' Don asked. "So help me, | had never laid eyes on that dragon
before; | was just passing the time of day, being polite.”

"I'm sure you were. But I'll ask the questions. Go ahead.”

"Wdll, we changed cabs twice-or maybe three times. | don't know just where we went; | dont
know the city and was dl turned around. But eventualy we came back to Dr. Jefferson's gpartment.”
He omitted mention of the cal to the Caravansary; again, if his questioner was aware of the omission,
he gave no Sgn of it.

The lieutenant said, "Wdll, that seems to bring us up to date." He switched off the projector and
sat garing a nothing for some minutes. "Son, there is no doubt in my mind but what you are
potentidly didoyd."

"Why do you say that?'

"Never mind the guff. Therés nothing in your background to make you loyd. But that is nothing to
get excited about; a person in my position has to be practical. You are planning to leave for Mars
tomorrow morning?'

"l suream.”

"Good. | don't see haw you could have been up to much mischief a your age, isolated as you
were out on that ranch. But you fel into bad company. Don't miss that ship; if you are Hill here
tomorrow | might have to revise my opinions.”

The lieutenant stood up and so did Don. "I'll certainly catch it!" Don agreed, then stopped.
"Unless-"

"Unlesswha?' the lieutenant said sharply.

"Wel, they held up my ticket for security clearance,”" Don blurted out.

"They did, eh? A routine matter; I'll take care of it. Y ou can leave now. Open sky!"

Don did not make the conventiond answer. The man said, "Don't he sulky. It would have been
smpler to have besten the living daylights out of you, then questioned you. But | didn't; | have a son
about your age mysdf. And | never intended to hurt your horse-happens | like horses; I'm a country
boy origindly. No hard fedings?'

"Uh, | guess not."

The lieutenant put out his hand; Don found himsdlf accepting it - he even found himsf liking the
man. He decided to chance one more question. "Could | say goodbye to Dr. Jefferson?”

The man's expression changed. "I'm afraid not."

"Why not? Y ou'd be watching me, wouldn't you?"

The officer hesitated. "There's no reason why you shouldn't know. Dr. Jefferson was a man in
very poor hedth. He got excited, suffered an attack and died of heart failure, earlier tonight.”

Don smply stared. "Brace up!" the man said sharply. "It happens to al of us" He pressed a
button on his desk a guard came in and was told to take Don out. He was led out by another route
but he was too bemused to notice it. Dr. Jefferson dead? It did not seem possible. A man so dive,
s0 obvioudy in love with life- He was dumped out into amgor public tunnel while il thinking about
it.
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Suddenly he recdled a phrase he had heard in class from his biology teacher, " "In the end, dl
forms of death can be classed as heart failure’ " Don held up his right hand, stared &t it. He would
wash it as quickly as he could.
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1\%
THE GLORY ROAD

Hr till had things to do; he could not stand there dl night. First, he supposed that he had better
go back to the gtation and pick up his bags. He fumbled in his pouch for his clam check while he
worried about just how he would get there; he il did not have hard money with which to pay off an
autocab.

He failed to find the clam check. Presently he removed everything from the pouch. Everything
else was there; his letter of credit; his identification card, the messages from his parents, a flat photo
of Lazy, his birth certificate, odds and ends-but no claim check. He remembered putting it there.

He thought of going back into the I.B.l. warren; he was quite sure now that it must have been
taken from him while he dept. Darn funny, him faling adeep like that, a& such a time. Had they
drugged him? He decided againgt going back.

Not only did he not know the name of the officer who had | questioned him, nor any other way of
identifying him, but more importantly he would not have done back into that place for al the baggage
in Gary Station. Let it go, let it go - heldd pick up more socks and shorts before blast off!

He decided instead to go to the Caravansary. Firgt he had to find out where it was, he walked
dowly aong, looking for someone who did not seem too busy nor too important to ask. He found
him in the person of alottery ticket vendor at the next intersection.

The vendor looked him over. "You dont want to go to that place, Mac. | can fix you up with
something redly good." He winked.

Don indsted that he knew what he wanted. The man shrugged. "Okay, chump. Straight ahead
until you come to a square with an dectric fountain in it, then take the didewak south. Ask anybody
where to get off. What month were you born?'

"uly."

"July! Boy, are you lucky-I've just got one ticket left with your horoscope combination. Here.™
Don had no intention a dl of buying it and he thought of telling the grifter that he consdered
horoscopes as silly as spectacles on a cow-but he found that he had purchased it with his last coin.
He pocketed the ticket, feding foolish. The vendor said, "About hdf a mile on the didewak. Brush
the hay out of your hair before you go in."

Don found the didewak without difficulty and discovered that it was a pay-as-you-enter express.
The machine not being interested in lottery tickets he waked the catwak dongsideit to the hotdl. He
had no trouble finding it; its brilliantly lighted entrance soread for a hundred yards dong the tunndl.

No one seemed to help him as he came in. He went to the reservation desk and asked for a
room. The clerk looked him over doubtfully. "Did someone take care of your baggage, Sr?"

Don explained that he had none. "Wl . . . that will be twenty-two fifty, in advance. Sign here,
please.”

Don sgned and stamped his thumb print, then got out his father's letter of credit. "Can | get this
cashed?' "How much is it?" The derk took it, then sad, "Certainly, dr. Let me have your 1D,
please.” Don passed it over. The clerk took it and the fresh thumb print, placed both in a comparison
machine. The machine beeped agreement; the clerk handed back the card. "You are you, dl right."
He counted out the money, deducting the room charge. "Will your baggage be dong, sr?' His
manner indicated that Don's socid status had jumped.

"Uh, no, but there might be some mail for me." Don explained that he was going out on the Glory
Road in the morning.

"Il query the mail room."
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The answer was no; Don looked disgppointed. The clerk said, "I'll have the mail room flag your
name. If anything arrives before upship, you'll be sure to get it-even if we have to send a messenger
to thefidd."

"Thanksalot."

"Not a dl. Front!" As he let himsdf be led away, Don suddenly redlized that he was groggy. The
big foyer clock told him that it was dready tomorrow, had been for hours in fact - he was paying
sevenfifty an hour, about, for the privilege of a bed, but the way he fet he would have paid more
than that smply to crawl into ahole.

He did not go immediatdly to bed. The Caravansary was a luxury hotdl; even its "chegp" rooms
hed the minimums of civilized living. He adjusted the bath for a cyding hot Stz, threw off his clothes,
and let the foaming water soothe him. After abit he changed the pattern and floated in tepid gtillness.

He came to with a gtart and got out. Ten minutes later, dried, powdered, and tingling with
massage, he stepped back into the bedroom fedling amost restored. The ranch school had been
intentionally monastic, old-style beds and mere showers; that bath was worth the price of the room.

The delivery chute's annunciator shone green; he opened it and found three items. The first was a
largish package sedled in plastic and marked "CARAVANSARY COURTESY KIT"; it contained a
comb and toothbrush, a deeping pill, a headache powder, a story film for the bed's ceiling projector,
a New Chicago News, and a breskfast menu. The second item was a card from his roommeate; the
third item was a smdl package, a common mailing tube. The card read: Dear Don, A package came
for you on the P.M.- | got the Head to let merun it into Alb-Q-Q. Squinty istaking over Lazy. Must
sign off; I've got to land this hegp. All the best, Jack.

Good old Jack, he said to himsdlf, and picked up the mailing tube. He looked at the return
address and redized with something of a shock that this must be the package over which Dr.
Jefferson had been so much concerned, the package which apparently had led to his desth. He
dared at it and wondered if it could be true that a citizen could he dragged out of his own home, then
S0 maltrested that he died.

Was the man he had had dinner with only hours ago redly dead? Or had the security cop lied to
him for some reason of his own?

Part of it was certainly true; he had seen them waiting to arrest the doctor-why, he himsdf had
been arrested and threatened and questioned, and had had his baggage virtudly stolen from him, for
nothing! He hadn't been doing a thing, not a confounded thing, just going about hislawful business.

Suddenly he was shaking with anger. He had let himself be pushed around; he made a solemn
vow never to let it hgppen again. He could see now that there were haf a dozen places where he
should have been stubborn. If he had fought right at the outset, Dr. Jefferson might be dive - if he
actually were dead, he amended.

But he had let himsdlf be bulldozed by the odds againgt him. He promised himsdlf never again to
pay any attention to the odds, but only to the issues.

He controlled his trembling and opened the package.

A moment later he was looking baffled. The tube contained nothing but a man's ring, a cheap
pladtic affair such as one might find on any souvenir counter. An old English capitd "H" framed with a
circle had been pressed into the face of it and the grooves filled with white enamel. It was flashy but
commonplace and of no vaue a dl to any but the childish and vulgar in taste,

Don turned it over and over, then put it asde and sorted through its wrappings. There was
nothing else, not even amessage, just plain white paper used to pack the ring. Don thought it over.

The ring obvioudy was not the cause of the excitement; it seemed to him that there were just two
possihilities: firgt, that the security police had switched packages - if they had, there was probably
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nothing he could do about it - and second, if the ring were unimportant but it was the right package,
then the rest of the contents of the package must be important even though it looked like nothing but
blank paper.

The ideathat he might be carrying a message in invisble ink excited him and he started thinking of
ways to bring out the message. Heat? Chemica reagents? Radiation? Even as he consdered it he
redlized regretfully that, supposing there were such a message, it was not his place to try to make it
legible; he was Smply to ddliver it to hisfather.

He decided, too, that it was more likdly that this was a dummy package sent along by the police.
He had no way of telling what they might have forced out of Dr. Jefferson. Which reminded him that
there was Hill one thing he could do to check up, futile as it probably would be; he stepped to the
phone and asked for Dr. Jefferson's residence. True, the doctor had told him not to phone-but the
circumstances had changed.

He had to wait a bit, then the screen lighted up-and he found himself garing into the face of the
security police lieutenant who had grilled him. The police officer stared back. "Oh, me!" he said in a
tired voice, "so you didn't believe me? Go back to bed; you have to be up in an hour or 0."

Don switched off without saying anything.

So Dr. Jefferson was ether dead or ill in the hands of the police. Very well; he would assume
that the paper came from the doctor - and he would ddliver that paper in spite of dl the dimily polite
stormtroopers New Chicago could muster! The dodge the doctor had apparently used to fake the
purpose of the paper caused him to wonder what he could do to cover up its importance. Presently
he got his stylus from his pouch, smoothed out the paper, and started a letter. The paper looked
enough like writing paper to make a letter on it seem reasonable-it might be writing paper in truth. He
darted in "Dear Mother and Dad, | got your radiogram this morning and was | excited!" He
continued, Smply covering space in a sprawling hand and finishing, when he was about to run out of
paper, by mentioning an intention to add to the letter and have the whole thing sent off as soon as his
ship wasin radio range of Mars. He then folded it, tucked it into hiswalet, and put the whole into his
pouch.

He looked at the clock as he finished. Good heavens He should be up in an hour; it was hardly
worthwhile going to bed. But his eyes were trying to close even as he thought it; he saw that the
adarm did of the bed was graduated from "Gentle Reminder” to "Earthquake”; he picked the extreme
setting and crawled in.

He was being bounced around, a blinding light was flashing in his eyes, and a Sren was running up
and down the scale. Don gradualy became aware of himsdlf, scrambled out of bed. Moallified, the
bed ceased its uproar.

He decided againgt breakfast in his room for fear that he might go back to deep, choosing instead
to sumbleinto his clothes and seek out the hotdl's coffee shop. Four cups of coffee and a solid medl
later, checked out and armed with hard money for an autocab, he headed for Gary Station. At the
reservation office of Interplanet Lines he asked for his ticket. A strange clerk hunted around, then
sad, "l don't seeit. It's not with the security clearances.”

This, Don thought, is the last straw. "L ook around. It's bound to be there"

"But it'ss Wait amoment!” The clerk picked up adip. "Dondd James Harvey? Y ou're to pick up
your ticket in room 4012, on the mezzanine."

"Why?

"Search me; | just work here. That'swhat it says."

Mystified and annoyed, Don sought out the room named. The door was plain except for a notice
"Wak In"; he did and found himsdlf again facing the security lieutenant of the night before.
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The officer looked up from a desk. "Get that sour look off your puss, Don," he snapped. "I
haven't had much deep ather.”

"What do you want of me?"

"Take off your clothes.”

"Why?

"Because we are going to search you. You didnt redly think I'd let you take off without it, did
you?'

Don planted hisfeet. "I've had just about enough pushing around,” he said dowly. "If you want my
clothes off you'll haveto doiit."

The police officer scowled. "I could give you a couple of convincing answers to that, but | am
fresh out of patience. Kely, Arteem. Strip him."

Three minutes later Don had an incipient black eye and was nurang a damaged arm. He decided
that it was not broken, after dl. The lieutenant and his assistants had disappeared into a rear room
with his clothing and pouch. Ii occurred to him that the door behind him did not seem to be locked,
but he dropped the idea; making a dash for ii through Gary Station in his skin did not appear to make
sense.

Despite the inevitable defeat his morae was better than it had been in hours.

The lieutenant returned presently and shoved his clothes a him. "Here you are. And here's your
ticket. Y ou may want to put on clean clothes; your bags are back of the desk.”

Don accepted them slently, ignored the suggestion about a change in order to save time. While he
was dressing the lieutenant said suddenly, "When did you pick up that ring?"

"Forwarded to me from school.”

"Let me seeit.”

Don took it off and flung it a him. "Keep it, you thief!"

The lieutenant caught it and said mildly, "Now, Don, it's nothing persond.” He looked the ring
over carefully, then said, "Catch!™ Don caught it and put it back on, picked up his bags and started to
leave. "Open sky," said the lieutenant.

Don ignored him.

" "Open sky,' | sad!”

Don turned again, looked him in the eye and said, "Some day | hope to meet you socidly.” He
went on out. They had spotted the paper after dl; he had noticed that it was missing when he got
back his clothes and pouch.

This time he took the precaution of getting an anti-nausea shot before upship. After he had stood
in line for that he had barely time to be weighed in before the warning sgnd. As he was about to get
into the eevator he saw what he believed to be a familiar figure lumbering onto the cargo lift nearby-
"Sir Isaac Newton." At least it looked like his passing acquaintance of the day before, though he had
to admit that the difference in gppearance between one dragon and another was sometimes a bit
subtle for the human eye.

He refrained from whistling a greeting; the events of the past few hours had rendered him less
naive and more cautious. He thought about those events as the eevator mounted up the ship'sside. It
was unbelievably only twenty-four hours, less in fact, since he had gotten that radio message. It
seemed like amonth and he himsdlf felt aged ten years.

Bitterly he reflected that they had outwitted him after al. Whatever message lay concedled in that
wrapping paper was now gone for good. Or bad.

Couch 64 in the Glory Road was one of a scant haf dozen on the third deck; the compartment
was dmost empty and there were marks on the deck where other couches had been unbolted. Don
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found his place and strapped his bags to the rack at its foot. While he was doing so he heard arich
Cockney voice behind him; he turned and whistled a greeting.

"Sir Isaac Newton" was being cautioudy introduced into the compartment from the cargo hold
below with the help of about sx spaceport hands. He whistled back a courteous answer while
continuing to supervise the engineering feat viavoder. "Easy, friends, easy doesit! Now if two of you
will be o kind as to place my left midship foot on the ladder, bearing in mind that | cannot see it -
Wups! Mind your fingers. There, | think 1 can make it now. Is there anything breskable in the way of
my tal?'

The boss stevedore answered, "All clear, chief. Upsy-daisy!”

"If you mean what | think you mean,” answered the Venerian, "then, 'On your mark; get set-GO!'
" There was a crunching metalic sound, atinkle of breaking glass, and the huge saurian scrambled up
out of the hatch. Once there he turned cautioudy around and settled himsdlf in the space left vacant
for him. The spaceport hands followed him and secured him to the deck with sted drgps. He
waggled an eye at the straw boss. "You, | take it, are the chieftain of this band?’

"I'min charge."

The Venerian's tendrils quitted the keys of the voder, sought out a pouch by it, and removed a
sheaf of paper money. He laid it on the deck and returned to the keys. "Then, s, will you favor me
by accepting this evidence of my gratitude for a difficult service well performed and digtribute it
among your assgtants equitably and according to your customs, whatever they may be?"

The human scooped it up and shoved it into his pouch. " Sure thing, chief. Thanks."

"The honor ismine." The laborers left and the dragon turned his attention to Don, but, before they
could exchange any words, the last of the compartment's human freight came down from the deck
above. It was afamily party; the female head thereof took one look inside and screamed.

She swarmed back up the ladder, causing a traffic jam with her descendants and spouse as she
did s0. The dragon swiveled two eyes in her direction while waving the others a Don. "Dear mel" he
keyed. "Do you think it would help if | were to assure the lady that | have no anthropophagic
tendencies?"

Don felt acutely embarrassed; he wished for some way to disown the woman as a blood sister
and member of his race. "She's just a stupid fool,” he answered. "Please don't pay any attention to
her."

"| fear me that a merely negative gpproach will not suffice.”

Don whistled an untrandatable dragon sound of contempt and continued with "May her life be
long and tedious."

"Tut, tut," the dragon tapped back. "Unreasoned anguish is nonethdess red. "To understand dl is
to forgive al'-one of your philosophers.”

Don did not recognize the quotation and it seemed pretty extreme to him, in any case. He was
sure that there were things he would never forgive no matter how well he understood them-some
recent events, in fact. He was about to say so when both their attentions were arrested by sounds
pouring down the open hatchway. Two and perhagps more mae voices were engaged in an argument
with a shrill femae voice risng over them and sometimes drowning them out. It appeared (a) that she
wanted to speak to the captain (b) that she had been carefully brought up and had never had to put
up with such things (c) that those hideous monsters should never be dlowed to come to Earth; they
should be exterminated (d) that if Adolf were hdf a man he wouldn't just stand there and let his own
wife be treated s0 (€) she intended to write to the company and that her family was not without
influence and (f) that she demanded to speek to the captain.
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Don wanted to say something to cover it up but he was fascinated by it. Presently the sounds
moved away and died out; a ship's officer came down the hatch and looked around. "Are you
comfortable?' he said to "Sir |saac Newton."

"Quite, thank you."

He turned to Don. "Get your bags, young man, and come with me. The captain has decided to
give his nibs here a compartment to himsf."

"Why?" asked Don. "My ticket says couch sixty-four and | like it here."

The ship's officer scratched his chin and looked at him, then turned to the Venerian. "Is it dl right
with you?'

"Mogt certainly. | shal be honored by the young gentleman's company.”

He turned back to Don. "Wl . . . dl right. I'd probably have to hang you on a hook if | moved
you anyway." He glanced at his watch and swore. "If | don't get a move on, well miss take-off and
haveto lay over aday." He was up and out of the compartment as he spoke.

The find warning sounded over the announcing system; a hoarse voice followed it with, "All
handd Strgp down! Stand by for lift!" The order was followed by a transcription of the brassy
dransof Le Comptes, Rase Ship! Don's pulse quickened; excitement mounted in him. He felt
ecstaticaly happy, eager to be back in space again, back where he belonged. The bad, confusing
things of the past day washed out of his mind; even the ranch and Lazy grew dim.

So timed was the transcribed music that the rocket-blast effect of the find chorus merged into the
red blast of the ship's tubes; the Glory Road stirred and lifted . . . then threw hersdlf away into the

open sky.
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\%
CIRCUM TERRA

The weight of acceleration was no worse than it had been the day before in the Santa Fe Trail but
the drive perssted for more than five minutes, minutes that seemed like an endless hour. After they
passed the speed of sound the compartment was relaively quiet. Don made a great effort and
managed to turn his head alittle. "Sir Isaac Newton's' great bulk was flattened to the deck, making
Don think unpleasantly of a lizard crushed into a road. His eyestaks drooped like limp asparagus.
He looked dead.

Don grained for bresth and cdled out, "Are you dl right?"

The Venerian did not gir. His voder instrument was covered by the sagging folds of his neck; it
seemed unlikely that his tendrils could have managed the delicate touch required for its keys even
had it been free. Nor did he reply in his own whistling speech.

Don wanted to go to him, but he was as immobilized k by the blast weight as is the bottommost
player in a footbdl pile up. He forced his head back where it belonged a so that he might breethe
less painfully and waited.

When the blast died away his somach gave one protesting flip-flop, then quieted down; either the
anti-nausea shot had worked or he had his space baance again-or both. Without waiting for
permisson from the control room he quickly unstrapped and hurried to the Venerian. He steadied
himsdf in the air, holding with one hand to the stedl bands restraining his companion.

The dragon was no longer crushed to the deck plates; only the sted hoops kept him from floating
around the compartment. Behind him his giant tall waved loosdly, brushing the ship's plates and
knocking off paint chips.

The eyestalks were Hill limp and each eye filmed over. The dragon tirred only in the meaningless
motion of dring in water; there was nothing to show that he was dive. Don clenched a fig and
pounded on the creatures flat skull. "Can you hear me? Areyou dl right?'

All he got out of it was a bruised hand; Sir Isaac made no response. Don hung for a moment,
wondering what to do. That his acquaintance was in abad way he felt sure, but histraining in first aid
did not extend to Venerian pseudosaurians. He dug back into his childhood memories, trying to think
of something.

The same ship's officer who had rearranged the berthing appeared at the forward or "upper”
hatch, floating head "down.” "All okay this deck?" he inquired perfunctorily and started to back oui.

"No!" Don shouted. "Case of blast shock."

"Huh?" The officer swam on into the compartment and looked at the other passenger. He swore
unimaginatively and looked worried. "Thisis beyond me; | never carried one before. How the deuce
do you give artificid respiration to athing as big as that?'

"You don't," Don told him. "His lungs are completely enclosed in his armor box."

"He looks dead. | think he's stopped breathing.”

A memory floated to the top in Don's mind; he snatched it. "Got a cigarette?’

"Huh? Don't bother me! Anyhow the smoking lamp is out.”

"You don't undergand,” Don perssted. "If you've got one, light it. You can blow smoke at his
nostril plate and see whether or not he's breathing.”

"Oh. Wdll, maybeit'sagood idea" The spaceman got out a cigarette and struck it.

"But be careful,” Don went on. "They can't stand nicotine. One big puff and then put it out."

"Maybe it's not such a good ideg," the ship's officer objected. "Say, you sound like a Venus
colonid?'
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Don hesitated, then answered, "I'm a Federation citizen." It seemed like a poor time to discuss
politics. He moved over to the dragon's chin, braced his feet againgt the deck plates and shoved,
thus exposing the Venerian's nogtril plate, which was located under the creeture's head in the folds of
his neck. Don could not have managed it, save that they were in free fal, making the bulky mass
weightless.

The man blew smoke at the exposed opening. It eddied forward, then some of it curled inside;
the dragon was il dive.

Stll very much dive. Every eyestalk sprang to rigid atention; he lifted his chin, carrying Don with
it, then he sneezed. The blast struck Don where he floated loosely and turned him over and over. He
threshed in the air for amoment before catching a handhold on the hatch ladder.

The ship's officer was rubbing one wrist. "The beggar clipped me" he complained. "I won't try
that again soon. Well, | guess hell be dl right.”

Sir Isaac whistled mournfully; Don answered him. The spaceman looked a him. "Y ou savvy that
Suff?'

"Some."

"Well, tdl him to use his squawk box. | dont!"

Don said, "Sir Isaac-use your voder.” The Venerian tried to comply. His tentacles hunted around,
" found the keys of the artificia voice box, and touched them. No sounds came out. The dragon
turned an eye at Don and whistled a series of phrases.

"He regrets to say that its spirit has departed,” Don interpreted.

The ship's officer sighed. "I wonder why | ever Ieft the grocery business? Waell, if we can get it
unlatched from him, I'll seeif 'Sparks canfix it."

"Let me" said Don and squirmed into the space between the dragon's head and the deck plates.
Thevoder case, he found, was secured to four rings riveted to the Venerian's skin plates. He could
not seem to find the combination; the dragon's tendrils fluttered over his hands, moved them gently
out of the way, unfastened the box, and handed it to him. He wiggled out and gave it to the man.
"Looks like he kind of dept on it," he commented.

"A mess" the other agreed. "Wadl, tel him I'll have them fix it if possble and that I'm glad he
wasn't hurt.”

"Tel him yoursdlf; he understands English."

"Eh? Oh, of course, of course." He faced the Venerian who immediately set up a long ghrilling.
"What's he say?'

Don listened. "He says he appreciates your good wishes but that he is sorry to have to disagree;
he is unwdll. He says that he urgently requires’ Don stopped and looked puzzled, then whistled the
Venerian equivaent of "Say that again, please?’

Sir Isaac answered him; Don went on, "He says he's just got to have some sugar syrup.”

"Huh?"

"That's what he says."

“I'll be - How much?'

There was another exchange of whistles; Don answered, -Uh, he says he needs at least a quarter
of athereisn't any word for it; it's an amount about equal to half abarrd, I'd say."

"Y ou mean he wants haf abarrd of weffle juice?’

"No, no, aquarter of that-an eighth of a barrdl. What would that cometo in galons?'

"l wouldn't attempt it without a dipstick; I'm confused. | don't even know that we have any on
board." Sir Isaac set up more frantic whistling. "But if we don't, I'll have the cook whip up some. Tl
him to hold everything and take it easy." He scowled at the dragon, then left quite suddenly.
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Don attached himsdlf to one of the stedl straps and asked, "How are you feding now?"

The dragon replied gpologeticaly to the effect that he needed to return to the egg for the moment.
Don shut up and waited.

The captain himself showed up to attend the sick passenger. The ship, being in free trgjectory for
the satdllite space dation, would not require his presence in the control room until well past hoon,
New Chicago time; he was free to move around the ship. He arrived in company with the ship's
doctor and followed by aman herding a metd tank.

The two conferred over the dragon, at first ignoring Don's presence. However neither of them
knew the piping speech of the dragon tribe; they were forced to turn to Don. Through him Sir Isaac
again ingsted that he required sugar solution, as a stimulant. The captain looked worried. "I've read
somewhere that sugar gets them drunk the same as acohol does us.”

Don again trandated for the Venerian; what he had asked for was smply amedicina dose.

The captain turned to the medica officer. "How about it, surgeon?’

The doctor stared at the bulkhead. "Captain, thisis asfar outsde my duties as tap dancing.”

"Confound it, man, | asked for your officia opinion!™

The medicd officer faced him. "Very well, sr-I would say that if this passenger should die, you
having refused him something he had asked for, it would look very, very bad indeed.”

The captain bit his lip. "As you say, Sr. But I'll be switched if | want severd tons of intoxicated
dragon banging around in my ship. Administer the dose.”

"Me, Sr?"

"You, Sr."

The ship being in free fdl it was quite impossible to pour out the syrup and let the Venerian lick it
up, nor was he physicaly equipped to use the "baby bottle" drinking bladder used by humans when
weightless. But that had been anticipated; the tank containing the syrup was a type used in the gdley
to handle soup or coffee in free fdl. It had a hand pump and an attachable hose.

It was decided, Sir Isaac concurring, to place the end of the hose well down the dragon's throat.
But nobody seemed to want the job. Granted that Draco Veneris Wilsonii is a civilized race, to stick
one's head and shoulders between those rows of teeth seemed to be inviting a breach in foreign
relations.

Don volunteered for the job and was sorry when they took him up on it. He trusted Sir 1saac but
recalled times when Lazy had stepped on his foot quite unintentionally. He hoped that the dragon had
no unfortunate involuntary reflexes; gpologies are no use to a corpse.

While he kept the end of the hose firmly in place he held his breeth and was glad that he had
taken that anti-nauseaiinjection. Sir Isaac did not have halitos's, as dragons go, but dragons go rather
far in that direction. The job done, he was happy to back out.

Sr Issec thanked them dl, via Don, and assured them that he would now recover rgpidly. He
seemed to fal adeep in the midst of whistling. The ship's doctor peded one eyestalk and shined a
hand torch & it. "The suff has hit him, | think. Well let him be and hope for the best.”

They dl left. Don looked his friend over, decided that there was no point in Stting up with him,
and followed them. The compartment had no view port; he wanted at least one good look at Earth
while they were till close by. He found what he sought three decks forward.

They were il only fifteen thousand miles out; Don had to crowd in close to the view port to see
al of Earth a onetime. It was, he had to admit, a mighty pretty planet; he was alittle bit sorry to be
leaving it. Hanging there againgt velvet black and pinpoint stars, drenched in sunlight so bright it hurt
your eyes, it dmost took your bresth away.
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The sunrise line had swung far into the Pacific past Hawaii, and North America was spread out to
his gaze. Storm blanketed the Pacific Northwest, but the Midwest was fairly clear and the Southwest
was sharp. He could make out where New Chicago was with ease; he could see the' Grand Can on
and from it he could dmogt figure out where the range had to be. He was sure that with a smal
telescope he could have spotted it.

He gave up his place at last. He was soaking in the pleasant melancholy of mild homesickness and
the comments of some of the other passengers were beginning to annoy him, not the cheerful inanities
of tourisgts but the know-it-all remarks of saf-gppointed old timers, making their second trip out. He
headed back to his own compartment.

He was dartled to hear his name cadled. He turned and the ship's officer he bad met before
floated up to him. He had with him Sir Isaac's voder. "You seem to be chummy with that over-
educated crocodile you're bunking with; how about taking thisto him?"

"Why, certainly."

"The radio officer says it needs an overhaul but at least it's working again." Don accepted it and
went aft. The dragon seemed to be deegping, then one eye waved a him and Sir Isaac whistled a
sdutation.

"I've got your voice box," Don told him. "Want meto fagten it on for you?"

Sir Issec politely refused. Don handed the instrument to the fidgeting tendrils and the dragon
arranged it to suit him. He then ran over the keys as a check, producing sounds like frightened
ducks. Satisfied, he began to spesk in English: "1 am enriched by the debt you have placed upon
me."

"It was nothing," Don answered. "I ran into the mate a couple of decks forward and be asked me
to fetch it dong.”

"l do not refer to this artificid voice, but to your reedy help when | was in distress and peril.
Without your quick wit, your willingness to share mud with an untested stranger, and in passing your
knowledge of the true speech, | might have lost my chance to attain the happy desth.”

"Shucks," Don answered, feding somewhat pink, "it was apleasure.” He noticed that the dragon's
speech was dow and somewhat durred, asif his tentacles lacked their customary dexterity. Besides
that, Sir Isaac's talk was more a pedantic than ever and much more Cockney-flavored-the voder
was mixing aspirates with abandon and turning the theta sound into "f"; Don fet sure that the
Earthman who had taught him to spesk must have been born in earshot of Bow Bélls.

He noticed aswell that hisfriend could not seem to make up his mind which eye he wanted to use
on him. He kept waggling one after another a Don, as if seeking one which would let him focus
better. Don wondered if Sir Isaac had overestimated the proper size of amedicina dose.

"Permit me," the Venerian went on, gill with ponderous dignity, "to judge the worth of the service
you have done me." He changed the subject. "This word “shucks-I do not recognize the use you
made of it. Husks of plants?

Don sruggled to explain how little and how much "shucks' could mean. The dragon thought it
over and tapped out an answer. "l believe that | gain a portion of understanding. The semantic
content of this word is emotional and variable, rather than orderly and descriptive. Its referent is the
Sate of one's irits?”

"That'sit," Don said happily. "It means just what you want it to mean. It's the way you say it."

"Shucks," the dragon said experimentaly. "Shucks. | seem to be getting the fed of it. A ddightful
word. Shucks" He went on, "The ddicate nuances of speech must be learned from the living users
thereof. Perhaps | may return the favor by helping you in some small wise with your aready great
mastery of the speech of my people? Shucks.”
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This confirmed Don's suspicion that his own whistling had become o villainous thet it might do for
popcorn vending but not for regular communication. "1 certainly would appreciate a chance to brush
up,” he answered. "I haven't had a chance to speak "true speech’ for years-not since | was a kid. |
was taught by a historian who was working with my father on the (whistled) ruins. Perhgps you know
him? His name was "Professor Charles Darwin.' "' Don added the whistled or true verson of the
Venerian scholar's name.

"You ask meif | know (whistled)? He is my brother; his grandmother, nine times removed, and
my grandmother, seven times removed, were the same egg. Shucks!" He added, "A learned person,
for one so young."

Don was a bit taken aback to hear "Professor Darwin' described as "young'; as a child he had
classed him and the ruins as being about the same age. He now had to remind himsdlf that Sir Isaac
might see it differently. "Say, that's nicel" he answvered. "I wonder if you knew my parents? Dr.
Jonas Harvey and Dr. Cynthia Harvey?'

The dragon turned al eyes on him. "Y ou are their egg? | have not had the honor of meeting them
but dl civilized persons know of them and their work. | am no longer surprised a your own
excellence. Shucks!"

Don felt both embarrassment and pleasure. Not knowing what to say he suggested that Sir Isaac
coach him for awhilein "true speech,” a suggestion to which the dragon reedily assented. They were
till so engaged when the warning signal sounded and a voice from the control room sang, out, " Strap
down for acceleration) Prepare to match trgectories!”

Don placed his hands againgt his friend's armored sides and shoved himsdlf back to his coach. He
paused there and said, "Are you going to be dl right?'

The dragon made a sound which Don construed as a hiccup cup, and tapped out, "l fed sure of
it. Thistime | am fortified."

"l hope s0. Say, you don't want to bung up your voder again. Want me to teke care of it?"

"If you will, please.”

Don went back and got it, then fastened it to his bags. He had barely time to fasten his safety
belts when the first surge of acceleration hit them. It was not so bad, this time, neither as many
gravities as the blagt-off from Earth nor of aslong duration, for they were not bresking free of Earth's
crushing grip but merdy adjusting trgectories-modifying the outer end of the Glory Roads dliptica
path to make it agree perfectly with the circular orbit of Circum-Terra, the cross-roads station in
space which was their destination.

The captain gave them one long powerful shove, waited, then blasted twice more for short
intervals, without, Don noted, finding it necessary to invert and blast back. He nodded approval.
Good piloting! - the captain knew his vectors. The bullhorn sang out, "Contact! Ungtrgp a will.
Prepare to disembark."

Don returned the voder to Sir Isaac, then lost track of him, for the dragon again had to be taken
aft to be transferred through the cargo hatch. Don whistled goodbye and went forward, towing his
bags behind him, to go out through the passenger tube.

Circum-Terra was a great, confused mass in the sky. It had been built, rebuilt, added to, and
modified over the course of years for a dozen different purposes-weather observation sation,
adironomica observatory, meteor count station, televison relay, guided missile control station, high
vacuum, strain-free physics laboratory, strain-free germ-free biologica experiment station, and many
other uses.

But most importantly it was a freight and passenger transfer gtation in space, the place where
short-range winged rockets from Earth met the space liners that plied between the planets. For this
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purpose it had fueling tanks, machine shops, repair cages that could receive the largest liners and the
smallest rockets and a spinning, pressurized drum - "Goddard Hotel"-which provided artificid gravity
and Earth atmosphere for passengers and for the permanent staff of Circum-Terra.

Goddard Hotel stuck out from the side of Circum-Terra like a cartwhed from a pile of junk. The
hub on which it turned ran through its center and protruded out into space. It was to this hub that a
ship would couple its passenger tube when discharging or loading humans. That done, the ship would
then be warped over to a cargo port in the non-spinning major body of the station. When the Glory
Road made contact, there were three other ships in a Circum-Terra the Vakyrie in which Don
Harvey had passage for Mars, the Nautilus, just in from Venus and in which Sir Isaac expected to
return home, and the Spring Tide, the Luna shuttle which aternated with its Sster the Negp Tide.

The two liners and the moon ship were aready tied up to the main body of the ation; the Glory
Road warped in a the hub of the hotel and immediately began to discharge passengers. Don waited
his turn and then pulled himsdf dong by handholds, dragging his bags behind him, and soon found
himsdlf indgde the hotdl, but il in weightless free fall in the cylindrica hub of the Goddard.

A man in overdls directed Don and the dozen passengers he was with to a point hafway dong
the hub where a large lift blocked further progress. Its circular door stood open and turned very
dowly around, moving with the spinning hotel proper. "Get in," he ordered "Mind you get your feet
pointed toward the floor.”

Don got in with the others and found that the indde of the car was cubica. One wall was marked
in big letters: FLOOR. Don found a handhold and steadied himsdlf so that his feet would be on the
floor when weight was gpplied. The man got in and Sarted the car out toward the rim.

There was no feding of weght &t fird, at least not toward the "floor." Don experienced a dizzy
sensdtion as increasing spin doshed the liquid about in his inner ear. He knew that he had ridden this
elevator before, when he was deven and heading for Earth and school, but he had forgotten its
unpleasant aspects.

Soon the eevator stopped; the floor became the floor in earnest, though with considerably less
than one gravity, and the upsetting sensation ceased. The operator opened the door and shouted,
"Everybody out!"

Don waked into alarge inner compartment, carrying his bags. It was dready crowded with more
than half of the ship's passengers. Don looked around for his dragon friend, then remembered that
the ship would have to be moved around to a cargo port before the Venerian could disembark. He
put his bags on the floor and sat down on them.

The crowd, for some reason, seemed unquiet. Don heard one woman say, "This is preposterous!
Weve been here at least half an hour and no one appears to know that we're here.”

A man answered, "Be patient, Martha."

" “Patient’ he says! Only one door out of the place and it locked-suppose there were afire?"

"Well, where would you run to, dear? Nothing outside but some mighty thin vacuum.”

She squedled. "Oh! We should have gone to Bermuda as | wanted to.”

"Asyou wanted to?"

"Don't be petty!"

Another devator |oad discharged and then another; the ship was empty. After many minutes more
of grumbling, during which even Don began to wonder a the service, the only door other than the
elevator door opened. Ingtead of a hotelman anxious to please his guedts, in came three men in
uniform. The two flank men were carrying mob guns cradled a their hips; the third man had only a
hand pigtal, gill holstered. He stepped forward, planted his feet and st his fists on his hips.
"Attention! Quiet, everybody."
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He goat it; hisvoice had the ring of command, which is obeyed without thinking. He went on, "l am
Assault Sergeant McMagters of the High Guard, Venus Republic. My commanding officer has
directed me to advise you of the present Situation.”

There was an additiond short moment of slence, then arisng mutter of surprise, darm, disbelief,
and indignation. "Pipe down!" the sergeant shouted. "Take it easy. Nobody's going to get hurt-if you
behave." He went on, "The Republic has taken over this station and everybody is being cleared ouit.
You groundhogs will be shipped back to Earth at once. Those of you who are headed home to
Venuswill go home - provided you pass our loyalty check. Now, let's get sorted out.”

A fussy, plump man pushed his way forward. "Do you redize, Sr, what you are saying? "Venus
Republic,' indeed. Thisis piracy!"

"Get back in line, fatty."

"You can't do this. | wish to speak to your commanding officer."

"Fatty," the sergeant said dowly, "back up before you get a boot in your belly." The man looked
dumbfounded, then scuttled back into the crowd.

The sergeant continued, "Those of you going to Venus form a queue here a the door. Have your
ID's and birth certificates ready.”

The passengers, up to that time a friendly group of fdlow travelers, solit into hogtile camps.
Someone shouted, "L ong live the Republic!", which was followed by the beefy sound of afist striking
flesh. One of the guards hurried into the crowd and stopped the impending riot. The sergeant drew
his sdearm and said in abored voice, "No politics, please. Let's get on with the job."

Somehow a line was formed. The second in line was the man who had cheered the new nation.
His nose was dripping blood but his eyes were shining. As he offered his papers to the sergeant he
sad, "Thisisagreat day! I've waited dl my lifefor it."

"Who hasn't?' the sergeant answered. " Okay-on through the door for processing. Next!"

Don was busy trying to quiet down and arrange his whirling thoughts. He was forced at last to
admit that this was it, this was war, the war that he had told himsdf was impossible. No cities had
been bombed, not yet but this was the Fort Sumter of a new war; he was smart enough to see that.
He did not have to be threatened with a boot in the belly to see what wasin front of hisface.

He redlized with nervous shock that he bad just barely gotten away in time. The Vakyrie might be
the lagt ship to Marsin along, long time. With the trandfer station in the hands of the rebels it might
be the last one for years.

The sergeant had not said anything about passengers for Mars as yet; Don told himsdlf that the
sergeant's firgt effort must naturally be to sort out the citizens of the two belligerents. He decided that
the thing to do was to keep his mouth shut and wait.

There was an interruption in the queue. Don beard the sergeant say, "Y ou're in the wrong pew,
bud. Y ou go back to Earth.”

The man he was spesking to answered, "No, no! Take a look at my papers, I'm emigrating to
Venus."

"Yourealittle bit |ate to be emigrating. The Stuation has changed.”

"Why? Sure, | know it has changed. | declare for Venus."

The sergeant scratched his head. "This one isn't in the book. Atkinson! Pass this man on through;
well let the lieutenant figure it out.”

When he had completed the group that wanted to go to Venus the sergeant went to a speech-
only wal phone. "J3m? Mac speaking, from the nursery. They got that dragon out yet? No? Wdll, let
me know when the Road is back at the chute; | want to load.” He turned back to the crowd. "All
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right, you groundhogs-therell be a dday so I'm going to move you into another room until were
ready to send you hack to Earth.”

"Just amoment, Sergeant!” caled out a mae passenger.

"Y eah? What do you want?'

"Where do passengers for Lunawait?'

"Huh? Service discontinued. Y ou're going hack to Earth.”

"Now, Sergeant, let's be reasonable. | haven't the dightest interest in palitics; it does not matter to
me who adminigters this station. But | have busness on the Moon. It is essentid that | get to the
Moon. A delay would cogt milliond"

The sergeant stared at him. "Now isn't that just too bad! You know, brother, I've never had as
much as a thousand a one time in my life; the thought of losing millions scares me" His manner
suddenly changed. "You stupid jerk, have you ever thought what a bomb would do to the roof of
Tycho City? Now line up, dl of you, doublefile."

Don listened to thiswith disquiet. Still, the sergeant had not said anything about Mars. He got into
line, but at the very end. When the tail of the line reached the door he stopped. "Get amove on, kid,"
said the sergeant.

"I'm not going back to Earth,” Don told him.

"Huh?'

"I'm headed for Marsin the Vakyrie."

"Oh, | see. Y ou mean you were, now you're headed back to Earth in the Glory Road.”

Don said stubbornly, "Look, miger, I've got to get to Mars. My parents are there; they are
expecting me."

The sergeant shook his head. "Kid | fed sorry for you. | redly do. The Vdkyrie isnt going to
Mars."

"What?'

"She'sbeing recommissioned as a cruiser of the High Guard. She's going to Venus. So | guess
you had better go back to Earth. I'm sorry you won't be able to join your folks, but war islike that.”

Don breathed dowly and forced himself to count up to ten. "I'm not going back to Earth. I'll wait
right here until a ship does go to Mars."

The sergeant sghed. "If you do, you'll have to chin yoursdf on astar while you wait."

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"Because" he sad dowly, "a few minutes after we blast off there will be nothing in this
neighborhood but anice, pretty radioactive cloud. Want to play aleading role in a Geiger counter?”
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VI
THE SIGN IN THE SKY

Don could not answer. His Smian ancestors, besat with perils every moment of life, might have
taken it camly; Don's soft life had not prepared him for such repeated blows. The sergeant went on,
"S0 it had better be the Glory Road for you kid. That's what your parents would want. Go back and
find yoursdlf anice spot in the country; the cities are likdly to be unhedthy for awhile"

Don snapped out of it. "I'm not going back to Earth! | don't belong there; I'm not a native of
Earth."

"Eh? Wha is your citizenship? Not that it matters, anybody who isnt a citizen of Venus goes
back in the Glory Road."

"I'm a Federation citizen," Don answered, "but | can claim Venus citizenship.”

"The Federaion,” the sergeant answered, "has had a dump in its stock lately. But what's this
about Venus citizenship? Stop the double-talk and let's see your papers.”

Don passed them over. Sergeant McMagters looked firgt a his birth certificate, then stared &t it.
"Bornin freefdl! I'll be a cross-eyed pilot - say, there aren't many like you, are there?"

"l guess not."

"But just what does that make you?"

"Read on down. My mother was born on Venus. I'm Venus native born, by derivation.”

"But your pop was born on Earth.”

"I'm native born there, too."

"Huh? That's slly."

"That's the law."

"There are going to be some new laws. | don't know just where you fit. See here - where do you
want to go? Venus or Earth?"

"I'm going to Mars" Don answered Smply.

The sergeant looked at him and handed back the papers. "It beats me. And | can't get any sense
out of you. I'm going to refer it on up. Come dong.”

He led Don down a passageway and into a smal compartment which had been set up as an
orderly room. Two other soldiers were there; one was using a typer, the other was just ditting. The
sergeant stuck his head in and spoke to the one who was loafing. "Hey, Mike-keep an eye on this
character. See that he doesn't sted the station.” He turned back to Don. "Give me those papers
again, kid." He took them and went away.

The soldier addressed as Mike stared at Don, then paid no further attention to him. Don put his
bags down and sat on them.

After severd minutes Sergeant McMasters returned but ignored Don. "Whao's got the cards?' he
inquired.

"l have.

"Not your readers, Mike. Where are the honest cards?' The third soldier closed the typer,
reached in adrawer and pulled out a deck of cards. The three sat down at the desk and McMasters
darted to shuffle. He turned to Don. "Care for afriendly game, kid?"

"Uh, | guess not.”

"Youll never learn any chegper." The soldiers played cards for haf an hour or so while Don kept
quiet and thought. He forced himsdlf to believe that the sergeant knew what he was talking about; he
could not go to Marsin the Vakyrie because the Vakyrie was not going to Mars. He could not wait
for alater ship because the station - this very room he was sitting in - was about to be blown up.
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What did that leave? Earth? No! He had no relatives on Earth, none close enough to turn to. With
Dr. Jefferson dead or missing be had no older friends. Perhaps he could crawl back to the ranch, tail
between hislegs.

No! He had outgrown that skin and shed it. The ranch school was no longer for him.

Down insde was another and stronger reason: the security police in New Chicago had made of
him an adien; he would not go back because Earth was no longer his.

Hobson's choice, he told himsdlf; it's got to be Venus. | can find people there whom | used to
know-or know Dad and Mother. I'll scrounge around and find some way to get from there to Mars,
that's best. His mind made up, he was dmost content.

The office phone called out: "Sergeant McMagters!" The sergeant laid down his hand and went to
it, pulling the privacy shidd into place. Presently he switched off and turned to Don. "Wdll, kid, the
Old Man has sttled your status; you're a “displaced person.™

"Hub?'

"The bottom fell out for you when Venus became an independent republic. You have no
citizenship anywhere. So the Old Man says to ship you back where you come from . . . back to
Earth."

Don stood up and squared his shoulders. "I won't go."

"You wont, eh?" McMasters said mildly. "Well, just st hack down and be comfortable. When
the time comes, welll drag you." He started to dedl the cards again.

Don did not St down. "See here, I've changed my mind. If | can't get to Mars right away, then I'll
goto Venus"

McMasters stopped and turned around. "When Commodore Higgins settles a point, it's settled.
Mike, take this prima donna across and shove him in with the other groundhogs.”

"But. . ."

Mike stood up. "Come on, you."

Don found himself shoved into aroom packed with injured feglings. The Earthlings had no guards
and no colonids in with them; they were giving vent fredy to their opinions about events. "Outrage!
We should blast every one of their settlements, level them to the ground!" "I think we should send a
committee to this commanding officer of theirs and say to him firmly-" "I told you we shouldn't have
come!” "Negotiate? That's asgn of weakness." "Don't you redlize that the war is dready over? Man,
this place isn't just atraffic depat; it's the main guided-missile control station. They can bomb every
last city on Earth from here, like ducks on a pond!”

Don noticed the last remark, played it over in his mind, let it Snk in. He was not used to thinking
in terms of military tactics, up to this moment the sgnificance of araid on Circum-Terra had been lost
on him. He had thought of it in purdly persona terms, his own convenience.

Would they actudly go that far? Bomb the Federation cities right off the map? Sure, the colonias
had plenty to be sore about, but- of course, it had happened like that, once in the past, but that was
history; people were more civilized now. Weren't they?

'Harvey! Dondd Harvey!"

Everyone turned a the call. A Venus Guardsman was standing in the compartment door, shouting
his name. Don answered, "Here."

"Comedong."

Don picked up his bags and followed him out into the passageway, waited while the soldier re-
locked the door. "Where are you taking me?"

"The C. O. wantsto see you." He glanced at Don's baggage. "No need to drag that stuff."

"Uh, | guess I'd better keep it with me."
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"Suit yoursdlf. But don't take it into the C. O.'s office." He took Don down two decks where the
"gravity" was appreciably greater and stopped at a door guarded by a sentry. "Here's the guy the
Old Man sent for-Harvey."

"Goright onin."

Don did s0. The room was large and ornate; it had been the office of the hotdl manager. Now it
was occupied by a man in uniform, a man ill young though his hair was shot with grey. He looked
up as Don camein; Don thought he looked dert but tired. "Donad Harvey?"

"Yes, dr." Don got out his papers.

The commanding officer brushed them aside. "I've seen them. Harvey, you are a headache to me.
| disposed of your case once."

Don did not answer; the other went on, "Now it appears that | must reopen it. Do you know a
Venerian named-" Hewhidtled it.

"Sightly," Don answered. "We shared a compartment in the Glory Road.”

"Hmm. . . . | wonder if you planned it that way?'

"What? How could |7

"It could have been arranged and it would not be the first time that a young person has been used
asaspy.”

Don turned red. "You think | am aspy, Sr?'

"No, it is just one of the posshbilities | must congder. No military commander enjoys political
pressure being used on him, Harvey, but they dl have to yidd to it. I've yielded. You aren't going
back to Earth; you are going to Venus." He stood up. "But let me warn you; if you are a ringer who
has been planted on me, dl the dragons on Venus won't save your skin." He turned to a ship's
phone, punched its keys, and waited; presently he said, "Tel him hisfriend is here and that I've taken
care of the matter.” He turned back to Don. "Takeit."

Shortly Don heard awarm Cockney voice, "Don, my dear boy, are you there?!

"Yes, Sir |saac.”

The dragon ghrilled relief. "When | inquired about you, | found some preposterous intention of
shipping you back to that dreadful place we just quitted. | told them that a mistake had been made.
I'm afraid | had to be quite firm about it. Shuckd!"

"It'sdl fixed up now, Sir Isaac. Thanks."

"Not at dl; | am 4ill inyour debt. Come to visit me when it is possible. Y ou will, won't you?"

"Oh, surel"

"Thank you and cheerio! Shucks."

Don turned away from the phone to find the task force commander studying him quizzicdly. "Do
you know who your friend is?'

"Who heis?' Don whistled the Venerian name, then added, "He cdls himsdf “Sir Isaac Newton.™

"That'sdl you know?'

"l guess s0."

"Mmm-" He paused, then went on, "Y ou might as well know what influenced me. "Sir Isaac,’ as
you cal him, traces his ancestry directly back to the Original Egg, placed in the mud of Venus on the
day of Creation. So that's why I'm stuck with yon. Orderly!"

Don let himsdlf be led away without saying aword. Few if any Earthlings have been converted to
the dominant religion of Venus, it is not a prosdytizing faith. But none laugh at it; dl take it serioudy.
A teredrid on Venus may not believe in the Divine Egg and dl that that implies he finds it more
profitable-and much safer-to speak of it with respect.
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Sir Isaac a Child of the Egg! Don felt the sheepish awe that is likely to strike even the most hard-
boiled democrat when he first comes in contact with established roydty. Why, he had been talking to
him, just asif he were any old dragon-say one that sold vegetables in the city market.

Shortly he began to think of it in more practica ways. If anyone could wangle a way for him to
get to Mars, Sir Isaac was probably just the bird who could do it. He turned it over in his mind-he'd
get home yet!

But Don did not get to see his Venerian friend at once. He was herded into the Nautilus dong
with Venus-bound passengers from the Glory Road and a handful of technicians from Circum-Terra
whose loydties lay with Venus rather than with Earth. By the time he discovered that Sir Isaac had
been transshipped to the Vakyrie it was too late to do anything about it.

The flag of the task force commander, High Commodore Higgins, was shifted from Circum-Terra
back to the Nautilus, and Higgins moved a once to carry out the rest of the coup. The storming of
Circum-Terra had been managed dmost without bloodshed; it had depended on timing and surprise.
Now the rest of the operation must be completed before any didocation in ship schedules would be
noticed on Earth.

The Nautilus and the Vakyrie had dready been prepared for their long jumps, the Spring Tide's
crew was removed to be sent to Earth and a crew supplied from the task force; she hersdf was
fueled and provisoned for deep space. Although designed for the short jump to Lima, she was quite
cagpable of making the trip to Venus. Space travel is not a matter of distance but of gravity potentia
levels, the jump from Circum-Terrato Venus required less expenditure of energy than did the terrible
business of fighting up though Earth's fiddd from New Chicago to Circum-Terra,

The Spring Tile shoved off in aleisurely, economica parabola; she would make the trip to Venus
infreefdl al theway. The Vakyrie blasted away to shape a fast, dmost flat, hyperboloid orbit; she
would arive as soon or sooner than the Nautilus The Nautilus was last to leave, for High
Commodore Higgins had one more thing to do before destroying the station-a television broadcast
on a globe-wide network.

All globa broadcagts originated in, or were relayed through, the communications center of
Circum-Terra. Since the Nautilus had touched in a Circum-Terra, a cosmic Trojan horse, the
regular broadcasts had been alowed to continue uninterrupted. The commodore's C-6 staff officer
(propaganda and nerve warfare) picked as the time for the commodore's announcement to Earth of
the coup the time ordinarily given over to "Steve Brodie Says" the most widely heard globa news
commentator. Mr. Brodie immediately followed the immensdy popular "Kadlikek Family" serid
drama, an added advantage audience-wise.

The Glory Road had been dlowed & last to blast off for Earth with her load of refugees but with
her radios wrecked. The Nautilus lay off in space, a hundred miles outside, hanging in a parking
orbit, waiting. Ingde the space gation, now utterly devoid of life, the tlevison center continued its
functions unattended. The commodore's speech had aready been canned; its tape was threaded into
the programmer and it would Start as soon as the throb show was over.

Don watched it from a recreation lounge of the liner dong with a hundred-odd other civilians. All
eyeswere on ahig televison tank set in the end of the compartment. A monitoring beam, jury-rigged
for the purpose, brought the cast from Circum-Terra to the Nautilus and the radio watch in the ship
was passing it on throughout the ship so that the passengers and crew might see and hear it.

As the day's serid episode closed, Celeste Kalikak had been arrested for suspected hushand
murder, Buddy Kalikak was Hill in the hospital and not expected to live, Father Kdlikak was 4ill
missing, and Maw Kadlikak was hersdf sugpected of cheating on ration stamps-but she was facing it
al bravely, serene in her knowledge that only the good die young. After the usua commercid plug
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("The Only Soap with Guaranteed Vitamin Content for greater Vitacity!!!") the tank faded into Steve
Brodie's trademark, arocket trail condensing into his festures while a voice boomed, "Steve Brodie,
with tomorrow's news TODAY!"

It cut suddenly, the tank went empty and a voice said, "We interrupt this broadcast to bring you a
specid news flash." Thetank filled again, this time with the features of Commodore Higgins.

His face lacked the synthetic amile obligatory for dl who spesk in public telecast; his manner and
voice were grim. "'l am High Commodore Higgins, commanding Task Force Emancipation of the
High Guard, Venus Republic. The High Guard has seized Earth's satellite station Circum-Terra. We
now have al of Earth's cities utterly at our mercy.”

He paused to let it snk in. Don thought it over and did not like the thought. Everybody knew that
Circum-Terra carried enough A-bomb rockets to smear any force or combination of forces that
could be raised to oppose the Federation. The exact number of rocket bombs carried was a military
secret, varioudy estimated between two hundred and a thousand. A rumor had spread through the
civiliansin the Nautilus that the High Guard had found seven hundred and thirty-two bombs ready to
go, with component parts for many more, plus enough deuterium and tritium to make up about a
dozen H bombs.

Whether the rumor was true or not, Circum-Terra certainly held enough bombs to turn the Terran
Federation into a radioactive abattoir. No doubt with so much under ground many inhabitants of
cities would survive, but any city, once bombed, would have to be abandoned; the military effect
would be the same. And many would die. How many? Forty millions? Fifty millions? Don did not
know.

The commodore went on, "Mercifully we stay our band. Earth's cities will not be bombed. The
free citizens of Venus Republic have no wish to daughter their cousins dill on Terra Our only
purpose is to establish our own independence, to manage our own affairs, to throw off the crushing
yoke of absentee ownership and of taxation without representation, which has bled us poor.

"In 0 doing, in S0 taking our stand as free men, we cdl on al oppressed and impoverished
nations everywhere to follow our lead, accept our help. Look up into the sky! Swimming there
above you is the very gation from which | now address you. The fat and stupid rulers of the
Federation have made of Circum-Terra an overseer's whip. The threat of this military base in the sky
has protected their empire from the just wrath of their victims for more than five score years.

"We now crushit."

"In a matter of minutes this scandal in the clean skies, this pistol pointed a the heads of men
everywhere on your planet, will cease to exist. Step out of doors, watch the sky. Watch a new sun
blaze briefly and know that itslight sthe light of Liberty inviting dl Earth to free itsdlf.

"Subject peoples of Earth, we free men of the free Republic of Venus sdute you with that sgn!™

The commodore continued to Sit and gaze steadily into the eyes of each of his colossal audience
while the heartlifting beat of Morning Star of Hope followed his words. Don did not recognize the
anthem of the new nation; he could not help but fed its surging promise.

Suddenly the tank went dead and a the same ingtant there was a flash of light S0 intense that it
leaked through the shuttered ports and tormented the optic nerve. Don was till shaking his head
from it when over the ship's announcing system came the cdll: " Safe to un-shutter!”

A petty officer stationed at the compartment's view port was aready cranking the meta shield out
of the way; Don crowded in and |ooked.

A second sun blazed white and swelled visbly as he watched. What on Earth would have been-
s0 many terrible times had been-a climbing mushroom cloud was here in open space a perfect
geometricad sphere, growing unbelievably. It swdled 4ill larger, dropping from limdight white to
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slvery violet, became blotched with purple, red and flame. And il it grew, until it blanked out Earth
beyond it.

At the time it was transformed into a radioactive cosmic cloud Circum-Terra had been passing
over, or opposite, the North Atlantic; the swollen incandescent cloud was visible to most of the
habitable portions of the globe, a burning symbal in the sky.
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DETOUR

Immediately after the dedtruction of Circum-Terra the ship's waning sgnd howled and
loudspeskers belowed, ordering al hands to acceeration dtations. The Nautilus blasted away,
shaping her orbit for the weary trip to Venus. When she was up to speed and spin had been placed
on her to permit sure footing the control room secured from blast ations. Don unstrapped and
hurried to the radio room. Twice he had to argue to get past sentries.

He found the door open; everyone indde seemed busy and paid him no attention. He hesitated,
then stepped ingde. A long hand reached out and grabbed him by the scruff. "Hey! Where the deuce
do you think you're going?'

Don answered humbly, "I just want to send a message.”

"You do, en? What do you think of that, Charlie?' His captor appeded to a soldier who was
bending over arig.

The second soldier pushed one earphone up. "Looks like a saba-toor. Probably an A-bomb in
each pocket.”

An officer wandered out of an inner room. "What goes on here?'

"Sneaked in, dr. Says he wants to send a message.”

The officer looked Don up and down. "Sorry. No can do. Radio silence. No traffic outgoing.”

"But,” Don answered desperately, "I've just got to." Quickly he explained his predicament. "I've
got to let them know where | am, ar.”

The officer shook his head. "We couldn't raise Mars even if we were not in radio silence.”

"No, gr, but you could beam Luna, for relay to Mars."

"Yes, | suppose we could - but we won't. See here, young fellow, I'm sorry about your troubles
but there is no possihility, sSmply none a dl, that the commanding officer will permit slence to he
broken for any reason, even one much more important than yours. The safety of the ship comes
first."

Don thought about it. "'l suppose s0," he agreed forlornly.

"However, | wouldn't worry too much. Your parents will find out where you are."

"Huh?1 don't see how. They think I'm headed for Mars.”

"No, they don't-or won't shortly. There is no secret now about what has happened; the whole
system knows it. They can find out that you got as far as Circum-Terra; they can find out that the
Glory Road did not fetch you back. By dimination, you must be on your way to Venus. | imagine
that they are querying Interplanet about you right now.”

The officer turned away and said, 'Wilkins, paint a sign for the door saying, "Radio Silence-No
Messages Accepted. We don't want every civilian in the ship barging in here trying to send greetings
to Aunt Hattie."

Don bunked in a third-class compartment with three dozen men and a few boys. Some
passengers who had paid for better accommodations complained. Don himsdf had had firgt-class
passage booked for the Vakyrie and Marsbut he was glad that he had not been slly enough to
object when he saw the disgruntled returning with their talls between their legs. Fird-class
accommodeations, up forward, were occupied by the High Guard.

His couch was comfortable enough and a space voyage, dull under any circumstances, is less dull
in the noise and gossip of abunkroom than it isin the quiet of a firg-class stateroom. During the first
week out the senior surgeon announced that any who wished could avall themsalves of cold-deep.
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Within a day or two the bunkroom was haf deserted, the missing passengers having been drugged
and chilled and stowed in deep tanks aft, there to dream away the long weeks ahead.

Don did not take cold-deep. He listened to a bunkroom discussion, full of hdf facts, as to
whether or not cold-deep counted againgt a man's lifetime. "Look & it this way," one passenger
pontificated. "Y ou've got so long to live-right? It's built into your genes, barring accidents, you live
just that long. But when they put you in the freezer, your body dows down. Y our clock stops, so to
speak. That time doesn't count againgt you. If you had eighty years coming to you, now you've got
eighty years plus three months, or whatever. So I'm taking it."

"Y ou couldn't be wronger,” he was answered. "More wrong, | mean. What you've done is chop
three months right out of your life. Not for me!”

"You'recrazy. I'mtaking it."

"Suit yoursdf. And another thing-" The passenger who opposed it leaned forward and spoke
confidentidly, so that only the entire bunkroom could hear. "They say that the boys with the bars up
front question you while you are going under. Y ou know why? Because the Commodore thinks that
spies dipped aboard at Circum-Terra”

Don did not care which one was right. He was too much dive to rdlish deliberately "dying" for a
time smply to save the boredom of a long trip. But the last comment gartled him. Spies? Was it
possible that the 1.B.l. had agents right under the noses of the High Guard? Yet the 1.B.l. was
supposed to be able to dip in anywhere. He looked around at his fellow passengers, wondering
which one might be traveling under afase identity.

He put it out of hismind-at least the |.B.l. was no longer interested in him.

Had Don not known that he was in the Nautilus headed for Venus he might well have imagined
himsdf in the Vakyrie headed for Mars. The ships were of the same class and one piece of empty
space looks like another. The Sun grew daily alittle larger rather than smdler-but one does not look
directly at the Sun, not even from Mars. The ship's routine followed the same Greenwich day kept
by any liner in space; breskfast came sharp on the bell; the ship's position was announced each
"noon"; the lights were dimmed a "night.”

Even the presence of soldiers in the ship was not conspicuous. They kept to their own quarters
forward and civilians were not alowed there except on business. The ship was forty-two days out
before Don again had any reason to go forward-to get a cut finger dressed in sick bay. On his way
aft he felt ahand on his shoulder and turned.

He recognized Sergeant McMasters. The sergeant was wearing the star of a master-at-arms, a
ship's policeman. "What are you doing," he demanded, "skulking around here?"

Don held up his damaged digit. "l wasn't skulking; | was getting this attended to."

McMagters looked at it. "Mashed your finger, eh? Well, you're in the wrong passageway. This
leads to the bomb room, not to passengers quarters. Say, |I've seen you before, haven't 1?7

"Sure"

"l remember. Y ou're the lad who thought he was going to Mars.”

"I'm dill going to Mars.”

"S0? You seem to favor the long way around-by about a hundred million miles. Speeking of the
long way around, you haven't explained why | find you headed toward the bomb room."

Don fet himsdlf getting red. "1 don't know where the bomb-room is. If I'm in the wrong passage,
show me the right one."

"Come with me." The sergeant led him down two decks where the spin of the ship made them
dightly heavier and conducted Don into an office. "Sit down. The duty officer will be dong."

Don remained standing. "I don't want to see the duty officer. | want to go back to my bunkroom.”
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"Sit down, | said. | remember your case. Maybe you were just turned around but could be you
took the wrong turn on purpose.”

Don swalowed his annoyance and sat. "No offense” said McMagters. "How about a dug of
solvent?' He went to a coffee warmer and poured two cups.

Don hesitated, then accepted one. It was the Venerian bean, black and bitter and very strong.
Don found himsdf beginning to like McMasters. The sergeant sipped his, grimaced, then said, "You
must be born [ucky. Y ou ought to be a corpse by now."

"Huh?'

"Y ou were scheduled to go back in the Glory Road, weren't you? Well?'

"l don't track you."

"Didn't the newsfilter aft? The Glory didn't mekeit."

"Huh? Crashed?'

"Hardly! The Federation groundhogs got jumpy and blasted her out of the sky. Couldn't raise her
and figured she was booby-trapped, | guess. Anyhow they blasted her."

"Oh."

"Whichiswhy | say you were born lucky, seeing as how you were supposed to go back in her."

"But | wasn't. I'm headed for Mars.”

McMagters stared at him, then laughed. "Boy, have you got a one-track mind! Youre asbad asa
‘move-over.'"

"Maybe s0, but I'm till going to Mars”

The sergeant put down his cup. "Why don't you wise up? This war is going to last maybe ten or
fifteen years. Chances are there won't be a scheduled ship to Marsin that whole time."

"Wel ... I'll makeit, somehow. But why do you figureit will last so long?"
McMagters stopped to light up. "Studied any history?”
"Some."

"Remember how the American colonies got loose from England? They piddied dong for eight
years, fighting just now and then-yet England was so strong that she should have been able to lick the
colonies any weekend. Why didn't she?"

Don did not know. "Wel," McMasters answered, "you may not be a student of history, but
Commodore Higginsis. He planned this strike. Ask him about any rebellion that ever happened; hell
tell you why it succeeded, or why it failed. England didn't lick the colonies because she was up to her
ears in bigger wars e sewhere. The American rebellion was just a “police action-not important. But
she couldn't give proper attention to it; after a while it got to be just too expensve and too much
trouble, so England gave up and recognized their independence.”

"Y ou figure this the same way?"'

"Y es-because Commodore Higgins gave it a shove in the right direction. Figured on form, the
Venus Republic can't win againgt the Federation. Mind you, I'm just as patriotic as the next-but | can
face facts. Venus hasn't afraction of the population of the Federation, nor one per cent of its wedlth.
Venus can't win-unless the Federation is too busy to fight. Whichiit is, or will be soon.”

Don thought about it. "I guess I'm stupid.”

"Didn't you grasp the significance of blowing up Circum-Terra? In one raid the Commodore had
Earth absolutely helpless. He could have bombed any or dl of Terras cities. But what good would
that have done? It would smply have gotten the whole globe sore at us. As it is, weve got two-
thirds of the peoples of Earth cheering for us. Not only cheering but fedling frisky and ready to rebel
themsdves, now that Circum-Terraisn't Sitting up there in the sky, ready to launch bombs at the first
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sgn of unrest. It will take the Federation years to pacify the associate nations-if ever. Oh, the
Commodoreisady onel" McMagers glanced up. "' Tenshun!™ he called out and got to his feet.

A lieutenant of the High Guard was in the doorway. He said, "That was a very interesting lecture,
professor, but you should save it for the classroom.”

"Not "professor,’ Lieutenant,” McMagters said earnestly. " "Sergeant,’ if you please.”

"Very well, Sergeant-but don't revert to type." He turned to Don. "Who is this and why is he
loefing here?!

"Waiting for you, Sr." McMagters explained the circumstances.

"l see" answered the duty officer. He said to Don, "Do you waive your right not to testify against
yoursdlf?'

Don looked puzzled. "He means," explained McMagters, "do we try the gimmick on you, or
would you rather finish the trip in the brig?"

"The gimmick?"

"Lie detector.”

"Oh. Go ahead. I've got nothing to hide."

"Wish | could say as much. Sit down over here” Mo-. Masters opened a cupboard, fitted
electrodes to Don's head and a bladder gauge to his forearm. "Now," he said, "tel me the red
reason why you were skulking around the bomb room!™

Don stuck to his story. McMagters asked more questions while the lieutenant watched a "wiggl€e"
scope back of Don's head. Presently he said, "That's al, Sergeant. Chase him back where he
belongs.”

"Right, 9r. Come dong." They left the room together. Once out of earshot McMasters continued:
"As | was saying when we were so crudely interrupted, that is why you can expect along war. The
“datus will stay “quo’ while the Federation is busy a home with insurrections and civil disorder.
From time to time they'll send a boy to do aman's job; well give the boy lumps and send him home.
After afew years of that the Federation will decide that we are costing more than we are worth and
will recognize us as a free nation. In the meantime there will be no ships running to Mars. Too bad!"

"Il get there" Don insisted.

"Youll haveto wak."

They reached "G" deck. Don looked around and said, "I know my way from here. | must have
gone down a deck too many."

"Two decks," McMasters corrected, "but I'll go with you until you are back where you belong.
Thereis one way you might get to Mars-probably the only way."

"Huh? How? Tdl me how?'

"Figure it out. There won't be any passenger runs, not till the war is over, but it is a dead cinch
that both the Federation and the Republic will send task forces to Mars eventudly, each trying to
pre-empt the facilities there for the home team. If | were you, I'd enlist in the High Guard Not the
Middle Guard, not the Ground Forces-but the High Guard.”

Don thought about it. "But | wouldn't stand much chance of getting to go dong would 1?"

"Know anything about barracks politics? Get yoursdf a job as a clerk. If you've any skill at
kissing the proper foot, a clerk’s job will keep you around Main Base. You'l be close to the rumor
factory and you'l know when they findly get around to sending a ship to Mars. Kiss the proper foot
again and put yourself on the rogter. That's the only way you are likely to get to Mars. Here's your
door. Mind you don't get lost up forward again.”

Don turned McMagters words over in his mind for the next severa days. He had clung
stubbornly to the idea that, when he got to Venus, he would find some way to wrangle passage to
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Mars. McMagters forced him to regroup his thoughts. It was dl very well to talk about getting in
some ship headed for Mars-somehow, legdly or illegdly, pad passenger, crew member, or
stowaway. But suppose there were no ships heading for Mars? A lost dog might beat his way back
to his magter-but a man could not trave a sngle mile in empty space without a ship. A totd
impossibility.

But that notion of joining the High Guard? It seemed a dragtic solution even if it would work and-
little as Don knew about the workings of military organization-he held a dark suspicion that the
sergeant had overamplified things. Usng the High Guard to get to Mars might prove as
unsatisfactory astrying to hitch-hike on a Kansas twister.

On the other hand he was at the age a which the idea of military service was glamorous in itsdlf.
Had his fedlings about Venus been just atouch stronger he could easily have persuaded himsdf that
it was his duty to throw in with the colonists and sign up, whether it got him to Mars or nat.

Enliging hed ancther atraction: it would give pattern to his life. He was beginning to fed the
basic, gnawing tragedy of the wartime displaced person, the loss of roots. Man needs freedom, but
few men are so strong as to be happy with complete freedom. A man needs to be part of a group,
with accepted and respected relationships. Some men join foreign legions for adventure; till more
swear on a hit of paper in order to acquire a framework of duties and obligations, customs and
taboos, atime to work and atime to loaf, a comrade to dispute with and a sergeant to hate-in short,
to belong.

Don was as "displaced” as any wanderer in history; he had not even a planet of his own. He was
not conscious of his spiritual need-but he took to staring at the soldiers of the High Guard when he
ran across them, imagining what it would be like to wear that uniform.

The Nautilus did not land, nor did she tie up to a space station. Instead her speed was reduced as
she approached the planet so that she fell into a 2-hour, pole-to-pole parking orbit only a few
hundred miles outsde the silvery cloud blanket. The Venus colonies were too young, too poor, to
afford the luxury of a great orbiting station in space, but a fast pole-to-pole parking orbit caused a
ship to pass over every part of the spinning globe, an "orange dice" a each pass-like winding string
onaball.

A shuttle ship up from the surface could leave any spot on Venus, rendezvous with the ship in
orbit, then land on its port of departure or on any other point having expended a theoretica minimum
of fud. As soon asthe Nautilus had parked such shuttles began to swarm up to her. They were more
arplane than spaceship, for, dthough each was seded and pressurized to operate outside the
atmosphere while making contact with orbiting spaceships, each was winged and was powered with
ramjet atmosphere engines as well as with rocket jets. Like frogs, they were adapted to two media

A shuttle would be launched to catapult from the surface, her ramjets would take hold and she
would climb on her wings, reaching in the thin, cold heights of the upper sratosphere speeds in
excess of three thousand miles an hour. There, as her ramjets failed for want of air, her rocket jets
would take over and kick her forward to orbiting speed of around twelve thousand miles an hour
and permit her to match in with a spaceship.

A nice maneuver! It required both precise mathematicd caculation of times, orbits, fud
expenditure, and upper air weather and piloting virtuosity beyond mathematica caculation-but it
saved pennies. Once the shuttle was loaded at the spaceship it was necessary only to nudge it with
its rockets againgt the orbital direction whereupon the shuttle would drop into a lower orbit which
would eventually intersect the atmosphere and et the pilot take a free ride back to the surface, glider
fashion, killing his terrible speed by dipping ever lower into the thickening air. Here again the pilot
must be an artig, for he mugt both kill his momentum and conserve it so that it would take him where
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he wanted to go. A shuttle, which landed out in the bush, a thousand miles from a port, would never
make another trip, even if pilot and passengers waked away from the landing.

Don went down in the Cyrus Buchanan, atrim little craft of hardly three hundred feet wingspread.
From a port Don watched her being warped in to match air locks and noticed that the triple globes
of Interplanet Lines had been hagtily and inadequately painted out on her nose and over had been
genciled: MIDDLE GUARD-VENUS REPUBLIC. This defaced insggnia brought the rebellion
home to him amog more than had the bombing of Circum-Terra. Interplanet was strong as
government-some said it was the government. Now hardy rebels had dared to expropriate ships of
the great trangport trugt, paint out the proud triple globes.

Don felt the winds of history blowing coldly around his ears. McMasters was right; he now
believed that no ship would run from here to Mars.

When his turn came he pulled himsdf dong through the air locks and into the Cyrus Buchanan.
The craft's geward was ill in the uniform of Interplanet but the company's inggnia had been
removed and chevrons had been sewed to his deeves. With this change had come a change in
manner; he handled the passengers efficiently but without the paid deference of the semi-servant.

The trip down was long, tedious, and hot, as an atmosphere-braking series dways is. More than
an hour after touch off the airfails first took hold; shortly Don and the other passengers felt dmost fulll
weight pressing them into the cushions, then the pilot lifted her as he decided his ship was growing
too hat, let her ride out and upward in free fal. Over and over again this happened, like a stone
skipping on water, a nauseeting cosmic roller coaster, vasily uncomfortable.

Don did not mind. He was a spaceman again; his somach was indifferent to surges of
acceleration or even the absence thereof. At first he was excited at being back in the clouds of
Venus, presently he was bored. At long, long last he was awakened by a change in motion; the craft
was whigtling down in its find glide, the pilot stabbing ahead with radar for his landing. Then the
Cyrus Buchanan touched, bounced, and quivered to the rushing water under her hull. She dowed
and stopped. After a consderable wait she was towed to her berth. The steward stood up and
shouted, "New London! Republic of Venus! Have your papers ready."
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VIII
"FOXES HAVE HOLES
AND BIRDS OF THE AIR HAVE NESTS-"

Don's immediate purpose was to ask hisway to thel. T. & T. office, there to file a radiogram to
his parents, but he was unable to leave a once; the passengers had to have their papers inspected
and they themsdves were subjected to physica examinations and questioning. Don found himself,
hours later, dill Stting outsde the security office, waiting to be questioned. His irregular Satus had
sent him to the end of theline.

In addition to being hungry, tired, and bored, his arms itched-they were covered from shoulders
to wrists with needle pricks caused by extensve testing for immunities to the many weird diseases
and fungus-like infections of the second planet. Having once lived there he retained immunity to the
peculiar perils of Venus-a good thing, he mused, ese he would have had to waste weeks in
quarantine while being inoculated. He was rubbing his arms and wondering whether or not he should
kick up afuss when the door opened and his name was called.

He went ingde. An officer of the Middle Guard sat a a desk, looking a Don's papers. "Donald
Harvey?'

"Yes, ar."

"Frankly, your case puzzles me. Weve had no trouble identifying you; your prints check with
those recorded when you were here before. But you aren't a citizen.”

"Sure | am! My mother was born here."

"Mmmm-" The officid drummed on his desktop. "I'm not a lawyer. | get your point, but, after al,
when your mother was born, there wasn't any such nation as Venus Republic: Looksto me asif you
were atest case, with precedent still to be established.”

"Then where does that leave me?' Don said dowly.

"l don't know. I'm not sure you have any legd right to Stay here at dl.”

"But | don't want to stay here! I'm just passing through.”

"Eh?

"I'm on my way to Mars."

"Oh, that! I've seen your papers-too bad. Now let's talk sense, shall we?'

"I'm going to Mars," Don repeeted stubbornly.

"Sure, sure! And I'm going to heaven when | die. In the meantime you are a resdent of Venus
whether we like it or not. No doubt the courts will decide, eventualy, whether you are a citizen as
well. Mr. Harvey, I've decided to turn you loose."

"Huh?' Don was startled:; it had not occurred to him that his liberty could be in question.

"Yes. You don't seem like a threst to the safety of Venus Republic and | don't fancy holding you
in quarantine indefinitey. Just keep your nose clean and phone in your address after you find a place
to stay. Here are your papers.”

Don thanked him, picked up his bags and left quickly. Once outside, he stopped to give his ams
agood scratching.

At the dock in front of the building an amphibious launch was tied up; its coxswain was lounging
a the hdm.

Don said, "Excuse me, but | want to send aradio. Could you tell me where to go?'

"Sure. . T. & T. Building, Buchanan Street, Main Idand. Just down in the Nautilus?'

"That's right. How do | get there?"
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"Jump in. I'll be making another trip in about five minutes. Any more passengers to come?”

"l don't think s0."

"Y ou don't sound like afog-eater." The coxswain looked him over.

"Raised on the suff,” Don assured him, "but I've been away at school for severd years.”

"Jug did in under the wire, didn't you?"

"Yeah, | guess s0."

"Lucky for you. No place like home, | guess." The coxswain looked happily around at the murky
sky and the dark waters.

Shortly he started his engine and cast off lines. The little vessel dopped its way through narrow
channds, around idands and bars barely above water. A few minutes later Don disembarked at the
foot of Buchanan Street, main thoroughfare of New London, capita of the planet.

There were saverd people loafing around the landing dock; they Iooked him over. Two of them
were runners for rooming houses; he shook them off and started up Buchanan Street. The Street was
crowded with people but was narrow, meandering, and very muddy. Two lighted signs, one on each
side of the street, shone through the permanent fog. One read: ENLIST NOW!!! YOUR NATION
NEEDS YOU; the other exhorted in larger letters: Drink COCACOLA - New London Bottling
Works.

Thel. T. & T. Building turned out to be saverd hundred yards down the street, dmost &t the far
sde of Main Idand, but it was easy to find as it was the largest building on the idand. Don climbed
over the coaming a the entrance and found himsdlf in the locd office of Interplanetary Telephone and
Televideo Corporation. A young lady was seated behind a counter desk. "I'd like to send a
radiogram,” he said to her.

"That's what we're herefor." She handed him a pad and stylus.

"Thanks." Don composed a message with much wrinkling of forehead, trying to make it both
reassuring and informative in the fewest words. Presently he handed it in.

The girl raised her brows when she saw the address but made no comment. She counted the
words, consulted a book, and said, "That'll be a hundred and eighty-seven fifty." Don counted it out,
noting anxioudy what a hole that made in his assets.

She glanced at the notes and pushed them back. "Are you kidding?'

"What's the matter?'

"Offering me Federation money. Trying to get mein trouble?’

"Oh." Don fdt again a Sck feding at the pit of his somach that was getting to be dmost a habit.
"Look-I'm just down in the Nautilus. | havent had time to exchange this stuff. Can | send the
message collect?"

"To Mas?'

"What should | do?'

"Well, there's the bank just down the gtreet. If | wereyou I'd try there.”

"l guess 0. Thanks" He started to pick up his message; she stopped him.

"l was 'about to say that you can file your message if you like. Y ou've got two weeks in which to
pay for it."

"Huh? Why, thankd!"

"Don't thank me. It can't go out for a couple of weeks and you don't have to pay until we are
ready to send it."

"Two weeks? Why?'

"Because Mars is right smacko back of the Sun now; it wouldn't punch through. Well have to
wait on the swing."



"Well, what's the matter with relay?'

"Therésawar on-or hadn't you noticed?'

"Oh-" Don fdt foolish.

"We're Hill accepting private messages both ways on the TerraVenus channd - subject to
paraphrase and censoring but we couldn't guarantee that your message would be relayed from Terra
to Mars. Or could you instruct someone on Earth to pay for the second transmisson?’

"Uh - I'm &fraid not.”

"Maybeit's just as well. They might not relay it for you even if you could get someone to foot the
bill. The Federation censors might kill it. So give me that traffic and I'll file it. You can pay for it
later." She glanced at the message. "L ooks like you sort of ran into hard luck. How old are you" She
glanced again at the form. "-Don Harvey?"

Don told her.

"Hmmm . . . you look older. I'm older than you are; | guess that makes me your grandmother. If
you need any more advice, just stop in and ask Grandmother Isobel - Isobel Costello.”

"Uh, thanks, Isobd.”

"Not a dl. Usud I. T. & T. sarvice" She gave him a warm smile. Don |eft feding somewhat
confused.

The bank was near the center of the idand; Don remembered having passed it. The Sgn on the
glass read: BANK OF AMERICA & HONGKONG. Over this had been stuck strips of masking
tape and under it was another sgn handwritten in whitewash: New London Trugst & Investment
Company. Don went in, picked the shortest queue, and presently explained his wants. The teller
hooked a thumb toward a desk back of arail. "See him."

At the desk was seated an elderly Chinese dressed in along black gown. As Don approached he
stood up, bowed, and said, "May | help you, Sir?!

Don again explained and laid his wad of bills on the banker's desk. The man looked at it without
touching it. "1 am so sorry.”

"What's the matter?"

"You are past the date when one may legdly exchange Federation currency for money of the
Republic.”

"But | haven't had a chance to before! | just got in."

"l am very sorry. | do not make the regulations.”

"But what am | to do?’

The banker dlosed his eyes, then opened them. "In this imperfect world one must have money.
Have you something to offer as security?”

"Uh, | guess not. Just my clothes and these bags.”

"No jewdry?'

"Well, I've got aring but | don't suppose it's worth much.”

"Let me seeit.”

Don took off the ring Dr. Jefferson had mailed to him and handed it over. The Chinese stuck a
watchmaker's loop in his eye and examined it. "I'm afraid you are right. Not even true amber-merely
plagtic. Still-a symbol of security will bind the honest man quite as much as chains. I'll advance fifty
creditson it."

Don took the ring back and hesitated. The ring could not possibly be worth a tenth of that sum . .
. and his somach was reminding him that flesh has its ingstent demands. Still-his mother had spent at
least twice that amount to make sure that this ring reached him (or the paper it had been wrapped in,
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he corrected himsdlf) and Dr. Jefferson had died in a fashion somehow connected with this same
bauble.

He put it back on hisfinger. "That wouldn't befair. | guess | had better find ajob."

"A man of pride. There is dways work to be found in a new and growing city; good luck. When
you have found employment come back and we can arrange an advance againgt your wages." The
banker reached into the folds of his gown, pulled out a sngle credit note. "But eet firs-a full belly
steadies the judgment. Do me the honor of accepting this as our welcome to the newcomer.”

His pride said no; his ssomach said YES! Don took it and said, 'Uh, thanks! Thet's avfully kind
of you. I'll pay it back, first chance.

"Instead, pay it forward to some other brother who needsit." The banker touched a button on his
desk, then stood up.

Don said goodbye and | ft.

There was a man loitering at the door of the bank. He let Don get a step or two ahead, then
followed him, but Don paid him no attention, being very busy with his own worries. It was dowly
beginning to grow on him that the bottom had dropped out of his world and that there might be no
way to put it back together. He had lived in security dl his life; he had never experienced
emotiondly, in his own person, the basic higtoricd fact that mankind lives dways by the skin of its
teeth, sometimes winning but more often losing-and dying.

But never quitting. In a hundred yards of muddy street he began to grow up, take stock of his
Stuation. He was more than a hundred million miles from where he meant to be. He had no way a
once to let his parents know where be was, nor was it a smple matter of waiting two weeks-he was
flat broke, unable to pay the high tariff.

Broke, hungry, and no placeto deep . . . no friends, not even an acquaintance unless, he recalled,
you counted "Sir Isaac,” but, for dl he knew, his dragon friend might be on the other sde of the
planet. Certainly not close enough at hand to affect the ham-and-eggs problem!

He decided to settle that problem at once by spending the note the banker had given him. He
recalled a restaurant a short distance back and stopped suddenly, whereupon a man jostled him.

Don sad, "Excuse me," and noted that the man was another Chinese-noted it without surprise as
nearly haf of the contract labor shipped in during the early days of the Venerian colonies had been
Orientas. It did seem to him that the man's face was familiar-a fellow passenger in the Nautilus?
Then he recalled that he had seen him at the dock at the foot of the Street.

"My fault,”" the man answered. "I should look where I'm going. Sorry | bumped you." He smiled
mog charmingly.

"No harm done" Don replied, "but it was my fault. | suddenly decided to turn around and go
back."

"Back to the bank?'

"Huh?"

"None of my business, but | saw you coming out of the bank."

"As a matter of fact,” Don answered, "I wasnt going back to the bank. I'm looking for a
restaurant and | remembered seeing one back there.”

The man glanced a his bags. "Just get in?"

"Just down in the Nautilus."

"You don't want that restaurant-not unless you have money to throw away. It's gtrictly a tourist
trap.”

Don thought about the single credit note in his pocket and worried. 'Uh, where can a chap get a
bite to eat? A good, chesp restaurant?’
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The man took hisarm. "I'll show you. A place down by the weter, run by acousin of mine."

"Oh, I wouldn't want to put you to any trouble.”

"Not at dl. | was about to refresh the inner man mysdf. By the way, my name is Johnny Ling."

"Glad to know you, Mr. Ling. I'm Don Harvey."

The restaurant was in a blind dley off the foot of Buchanan Street. Its sign advertised TWO
WORLDS DINING ROOM-Tables for LadiesWELCOME SPACEMEN. Three move-overs
were hanging around the entrance, sniffing the odors and pressing their twitching noses againg the
screen door. Johnny Ling pushed them asde and ushered Donin.

A fat Cantonese stood behind the counter, presiding over both range and cash register. Ling
cdled out, "Hi Charlie!"

The fat man answered, "Hello, Johnny," then broke into fluent cursing, mixing Cantonese, English,
Portuguese, and whistle speech impartially. One of the move-overs had managed to dip in when the
door was opened and was making a bedine for the pie rack, his little hooves clicking on the floor.
Moving very fast despite his size the man called Charlie headed him off, took him by the ear and
marched him out. Still curang, Charlie returned to the pie rack, picked out haf a pie that had seen
better times and re turned to the door. He tossed the pie to the fauns, who scrambled for it, bleating
and whimpering.

"If you didn't feed them, Charlie" commented Ling, "they wouldn't hang around.”

"Y ou damn mind your own businesd™

Severa customers were egting at the counter; they paid no attention to the incident. Ling moved
closer to the cook and said, "Back room empty?"

Charlie nodded and turned his back. Ling led Don through a swinging door; they ended up in a
booth in the back of the building. Don sat down and picked up a menu, wondering what he could get
that would stretch his one credit as far as possible. Ling took it from him. "Let me order for you.
Charlie redly is a number-one cook."

"But. . ."

"You are my guest. No, dont argue. | ings." Charlie showed up a that point, Sepping slently
through the booth's curtain. He and Ling exchanged remarks in a rapid sngsong; he went away,
returning shortly with crisp, hot egg rolls. The aroma was wonderful and Don's sscomach put a stop to
his protests.

The egg rolls were followed by a main dish which Don could not place. It was Chinese cooking
but it certainly was not the chop suey of the trade. Don thought that he could identify Venerian
vegetables out of his childhood in it but he could not be sure. Whatever it was, it was just what he
needed; he began to fed awarm glow of content and ceased to be worried about anything.

While he ate he found that he was tdlling Ling his life history with emphasis on recent events that
had landed him unexpectedly on Venus. The man was easy to tak to and it did not seem polite
samply to sit, walfing his host's food and saying nothing.

Ling sat back presently and wiped his mouth. "Y ou've certainly had an odd time of it, Don. What
are you going to do now?'

Don frowned. "I wish | knew. I've got to find ajob of some sort and a place to deep. After that
I've got to scrape up, or save up, or borrow, enough money to send word to my folks. They'll be
worried."

"Y ou brought some money with you?"

"Huh? Oh, sure, but it's Federation money. | can't spend it."

"And Uncle Tom wouldn't change it for you. He's a flinty hearted old so-and-so in spite of his
smiles. He's till a pawnbroker at bottom."
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" "Uncle Tom? The banker is your uncle?'

"Eh? Oh, no, nojust a manner of spesking. He set up a hock shop here a long time ago.
Prospectors would come in and pawn their Geiger counters. Next time out hed grubstake 'em.
Pretty soon he owned haf the hot pits around here and was a banker. But we ill cal him "Uncle
Tom.""

Don had avague feding that Ling was too anxious to deny the relationship but be did not pursue
the thought asit did not matter to him. Ling was continuing, "Y ou know, Don, the bank isn't the only
place where you can change Federation money."

"What do you mean?"

Ling dipped his forefinger in a puddie of weater on the table top and traced out the universal credit
sign. "Of coursg, it'sthe only legd place. Would that worry you?'

"Well. . "

"It isn't as if there were anything wrong about changing it. It's an arbitrary law and they didn't ask
you when they passed it. After dl, it'syour money. That's right, isn't it?"

"l suppose so."

"It's your money and you can do what you please with it. But thistak is strictly on the quiet-you
understand that?"

Don didn't say anything; Ling went on, "Now just spesking hypothetically-how much Federation
money do you have?'

"Uh, about five hundred credits.”

"Let'sseeit.”

Don hestated. Ling said sharply, "Come on. Don't you trust me? After dl it's just so much waste
paper.”

Don got out hismoney. Ling looked &t it and took out his wallet, started counting out bills. "Some
of those big bills will be hard to move" he commented. "Suppose we say fifteen per cent.” The
money he laid down looked exactly like that Don had placed on the table except that each note had
been overprinted with VENUS REPUBLIC.

Don did arapid caculation. Fifteen per cent of what he had came to seventyfive credits, more or
less-not even hdf what he needed to pay for a radiogram to Mars. He picked up his money and
darted putting it back into hiswallet.

"What's the matter?"

"It'sno useto me. | told you | needed a hundred eighty-seven fifty to pay for my radiogram.”

"Well-twenty per cent. And I'm doing you a favor because you're ayounggter in trouble.”

Twenty per cent was still only a hundred credits. "No."

"Be reasonabld | can't move it a more than a point or two over that; 1 might teke a loss.
Commercid money draws eight per cent now, the way things are booming. This stuff has to go into
hiding, losing eight per cent every year. If the war goes on very long, it's a net loss. What do you
expect?’

Fiscd theory was over Don's head; he smply knew that anything less than the price of amessage
to Mars did not interest him. He shook his head.

Ling shrugged and gathered up his money. "It's your loss. Say, tha's a handsome ring you're
wearing."

"Thanks."

"How much money do you say you needed?’

Don repested it. "You seg, I've just got to get word to my family. | don't really need money for
anything ese; | can work."
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"Mind if | look a that ring?'

Don did not want to pass it over but there seemed no way to avoid it without being rude. Ling
dipped it on; it was quite loose on hisbony finger. "Just my size. And it's got my initid, too."

"Huh?'

"My milk name, "Henry." I'll tdll you, Don, I'd redly like to help you out. Suppose we say twenty
per cent on your money and I'll take the ring for the balance of what you need to send your ‘gram.
Okay?'

Don could not have told why he refused. But be was beginning to didike Ling, beginning to regret
being obligated to him for a med. The sudden switch aroused his stubborn gresk. "It's a family
keepsake," he answered. "Not for sale.”

"Eh? Youre in no postion to be sentimenta. The ring is worth more here than it is on Earth-but
I'm il offering you much more than it's worth. Don't be afool!"

"l know you are," Don answered, "and | don't understand why you are. In any case the ring is not
for sde Giveit back to me."

"And suppose | don't?’

Don took a deep breath. "Why then,” he said dowly, "I suppose I'll have to fight you for it."

Ling looked a him for a moment, then took off the ring and dropped it on the table. He then
walked out of the booth without saying anything more.

Don dared after him and tried to figure it out. He was ill wondering when the curtain was
pushed aside and the restaurant keeper came in. He dropped a chit on the table. "One and six," he
sad golidly.

"Didn't Mr. Ling pay for it? He invited me to have dinner with him."

"One and six," Charlie repeated. "You ae. You pay."

Don stood up. "Where do you wash dishes around here? | might aswell get started.”
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IX
"BONE'" MONEY

BEFORE the evening was over the job of washing dishes for his dinner developed into a fixed
arangement. The sdary was smdl-Don cdculated that it would take him roughly forever to save
enough money to send a radiogram to his parents-but it included three meds a day of Charlie's
superlative cooking. Charlie himself seemed a very decent sort under his gruffness. He expressed a
complicated and most disparaging opinion of Johnny Ling, using the same highly spiced lingua franca
that he had used on the moveovers. He dso denied any reationship to Ling while attributing to Ling
other relationships which were on the face of them improbable.

After the last customer was gone and the last dish dried Charlie made up a pdlet for Don on the
floor of the back room in which Don had dined. As Don undressed and crawled into bed he
remembered that he should have phoned the space port security office and told them his address.
Tomorrow would do, he thought deepily; anyhow the restaurant had no phone.

He woke up in darkness with afedling of oppression. For a terrified moment he thought someone
was holding him down and trying to rob him. As he came wider awake he redized where he was and
what was causing the oppressed feding-move-overs. There were two of them in bed with him; one
was snuggled up to his back and was holding onto his shoulders; the other was cradled in his lap,
spoon-fashion. Both were snoring gently. Someone had undoubtedly |eft a door open for a moment
and they had sneaked in.

Don chuckled to himsdf. It was impossible to be angry with the affectionate little creatures. He
scratched the one in front of him between its horns and said, "L ook, kids, thisis my bed. Now get
out of here before | get tough.”

They both bleated and snuggled closer. Don got up, got each of them by an ear and evicted them
through the curtain. "Now stay out!"

They were back in bed before he was.

Don thought about it and gave up. The back room had no door that could be closed. As for
chucking them outside the building, the place was dark and till strange to him and he was not sure of
the locations of light switches. Nor did he want to wake Charlie. After dl there was no ham in
bedding down with a move-over; they were cleanly little things, no worse than having a dog curl up
againg one-better, for dogs harbor fleas. "Move over," he ordered, unintentiondly renaming them,
"and give me some room."

He did not go a once to deep; the dream that had awakened -him 4till troubled him. He sat up,
fumbled in the dark, and found his money, which he tucked under him. He then remembered the ring,
and, feding somewhat foolish, he pulled on a sock and stuffed the ring far down into the sock.

Presently dl three of them were snoring.

He was awakened by a frightened blegting in his ear. The next few moments were quite confused.
He sat up, whispered, "Pipe down!" and sarted to smack his bedmate, when he fet his wrigt
grasped by a hand-not the thumbless little paw of a move-over, but a human hand.

He kicked out and connected with something. There was a grunt, more anguished bleating, and
the click-click-click of little hooves on bare floor. He kicked again and dmogt broke his toe; the
hand let go.

He backed away while getting to his feet. There were sounds of struggle near him and loud
bleating. The sounds died down while he was ill trying to peer through the darkness to find out
what was hgppening. Then a light came on blindingly and he saw Charlie standing in the door,
dressed in awrap-around and a big, shiny cleaver. "What's the matter with you?' Charlie demanded.
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Don did his best to explain but move-overs, dreams, and clutching hands in the dark were badly
mixed together. "You eat too much late at night,” Charlie decided. Nevertheless he checked the
place, with Don trailing &fter.

When he came to a window with a broken catch he did not say anything but went a once to the
cash register and the lock box. Neither seemed to have been disturbed. Charlie nailed up the broken
catch, shoved the moveovers back into the night, and said, "Go to deep,” to Don. He returned to his
OwWn room.

Don tried to do so but it was some time before he could quiet down. Both his money and the ring
were gill a hand. He put the ring back on his finger and went to deep with hisfist clenched.

Next morning Don had plenty of time to think as he coped with an unending stack of dirty dishes.
The ring was on his mind. He was not wearing it; not only did he wish to avoid plunging it repeatedly
into hot water but also was now reluctant to display it.

Could it be possible that the thief was after the ring rather than his money? It seemed impossible-a
haf-credit piece of souvenir counter junk! Or perhaps five credits, he corrected himsdlf, here on
Venus where every important item was expensive. Ten at the outside.

But he was beginning to wonder; too many people had taken an interest in it. He reviewed in his
mind how he had come by it. On the face of it, Dr. Jefferson had risked death-had died-to make
sure that the ring went to Mars. But that was preposterous and because it was he had concluded by
what seemed to be drict logic that it must have been the paper in which the ring was wrapped that
must reach his parents on Mars. That conclusion had been confirmed when the |.B.l. had searched
him and confiscated the wrapping paper.

Suppose he did assume the wild possibility that it was the ring itsdf that was important? Even o,
how could anyone here on Venus be looking for that ring? He had just landed; he had not even
known that he was coming to Venus.

He might have thought of severd ways that that news could have gone on before him, but he did
not. Moreover, he found it difficult to imagine why anyone would teke any specid pans on his
account.

But he had one qudity in a high degree; he was stubborn. He swore a mighty oath into the
dishwater that he and the ring, together, would travel to Mars and that lie would deliver it to his
father as Dr. Jefferson had asked him to.

Business dacked off alittle in the middle of the afternoon; Don got caught up. He dried his hands
and said to Charlie, "I want to go uptown for awhile."

"What's amatter? Y ou lazy?'

"We work tonight, don't we?"'

"Sure we do. You think this is a tea room?" "Okay, | work mornings and evenings-so | take a
little time off in the afternoon. Y ou've got enough clean dishesto last you for hours."

Charlie shrugged and turned his hack. Don |€ft.

He picked his way through the mud and the crowd back up the street to the . T. & T. Building.
The outer room held severa customers but most of them were using the automatic phones or waiting
outside the booths for a chance to do so. Isobel Costello was back of the desk and did not seem too
busy, athough she was chatting with a soldier. Don went to the far end of the desk and waited for
her to he free.

Presently she brushed off the enterprising soldier and came to him. "Wadll, if it isn't my problem
child! How are you making out, son? Get your money changed?'

"No, the bank wouldn't takeiit. | guess you had better give me back my 'gram.”

"No hurry; Marsis gill in conjunction. Maybe you'l grikeit rich."
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Don laughed ruefully. "Not likely! He told her what he was doing and where.

She nodded. "Y ou could do worse. Old Charlieis dl right. But that's a rough part of town, Don.
Be careful, especidly after dark.”

"I will be. Isobel, would you do me afavor?'

"If it'snot impossible, illegd, or scandadous-yes."

Don fished the ring out of his pocket. "Would you take care of this for me? Keep it safe until |
want it back?"

Shetook it, held it up to look at it. "Careful!" Don urged. "Keep it out of Sight.”

"Huh?"

"l don't want anyone to know you have it. Get it out of sght.”

"Well-" She turned away; when she turned back the ring was gone. "What's the mystery, Don?"

" wish | knew."

"Huh?"

"l can't tell you any more than that. | just want to keep that ring safe. Somebody is trying to get it
away from me."

"But- Look, doesit belong to you?'

"Yes. That'sdl | cantel you."

She searched hisface. "All right, Don. I'll take care of it."

"Thanks."

"No trouble-1 hope. Look-stop in again soon. | want you to meet the manager.”

"Okay, | will."

She turned away to take care of a customer. Don waited around until a phone booth was free,
then reported his address to the security office a the space port. That done, he returned to his
dishes.

Around midnight, hundreds of dishes later, Charlie turned away the last customer and locked the
front door. Together they ate a med there had been no time for earlier, one with chopsticks, one
with fork. Don found himsdf amost too tired to eet. "Charlie," he asked, "how did you run this place
with no help?'

"Had two helpers. Both joined up. Boys don't want to work these days; dl they think about is
playing soldier.”

"So I'm filling two jobs, eh? Better hire another boy, or | might join up, too."

"Work is good for you."

"Maybe. You certainly take your own advice; I've never seen anybody work as hard as you do."

Charlie leaned back and rolled a cigarette of the shaggy nétive "crazy weed." "While | work |
think about how someday | go home. A little garden with awal around it. A little bird to sing to me."
He waved his hand through choking smoke at the dreary walls of the restaurant. "While | cook, |
don't seethis. | see my little garden.”

"Oh."

"l save money to go home." He puffed furioudy. "1 go home-or my bones will."

Don understood him; he had heard of "bone money" in his childhood. All the immigrant Chinese
planned to go home; too often it was only a package of bones that made the trip. The younger,
Venus-born Chinese laughed at the ideg; to them Venus was home and China only a much-gummed
tae.

He decided to tell Charlie his own troubles and did so, omitting any mention of the ring and dl
connected with it. "So you see, I'm just as anxious to get to Mars as you are to go home to China."

"Marsisalong way off."
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"Yes-but I've got to get there.”

Charlie finished his cigarette and stood up. "You stick with Charlie. Work hard and | cut you in
on the profits. Someday this war nonsense will be over-then we both go." He turned to go. "Gnight.”

"Good night." Thistime Don checked persondly to see that no moveovers had managed to sneak
in, then retired to his cubbyhole. He was adegp dmost a once, to dream of climbing endless
mountain ranges of dishes, with Mars somewhere beyond.

Don was lucky to have a cubbyhole in a cheap restaurant as a place to deep; the city was
burding & its seams. Even before the political criss which had turned it into the capitd of a new
nation, New London had been a busy place, market place for amillion square miles of back country
and principal space port of the planet. The de facto embargo on interplanetary shipping resulting
from the outbreak of war with the mother planet might eventudly starve the fat off the city but as yet
the only effect had been to spill into the town grounded spacemen who prowled the Streets and
sampled what diversions the town offered.

The spacemen were hardly noticed; much more numerous were the paliticians. On Governor's
Idand, separated from Main Idand by a stagnant creek, the Estates General of the new republic was
in sesson; nearby, in what had been the gubernatorial manson, the Executive Generd, his chief of
State, and the departmental ministers bickered with each other over office space and clerica help.
Already a budding bureaucracy was spilling over onto Main Idand, South Idand, East Spit, and
Tombstone Idand, vying with each other for buildings and sending rents sky high. In the wake of the
statesmen and dected officias-and much more numerous-were the smal fry and hangers-on of
government, clerks who worked and specid assstants who did not, world savers, men with
Messages, lobbyists for and lobbyists against, men who claimed to spesk for the native dragons but
had never gotten around to learning whistle speech, and dragons who were quite capable of
speaking on their own behdf-and did.

Nevertheless Governor's Idand did not sink under the load

North of the city on Buchanan Idand another city was burgeoning training camps for the Middle
Guard and the Ground Forces. It was protested bitterly in the Edtates that the presence of training
grounds at the nationd capital was an invitation to nationa suicide, as one H-bomb could wipe out
both the government and most of the armed forces of Venus-nevertheless nothing had been done
about it. It was argued that the men had to have some place for recregtion; if the training grounds
were moved out into the trackless bush, the men would desert and go back to their farms and mines.

Many had deserted. In the meantime New London swarmed with soldiery. The Two Worlds
Dining Room was jammed from morning until night. Old Charlie Ift the range only to tend the cash
register; Don's hands were raw from hot water and detergent. Between times he stoked the water
boiler back of the shack, using oily Chika logs hauled in by a dragon known as "Daisy" (but mae
despite the chosen name). Electric water heating would have been chegper; eectric power was an
amos costless by-product of the atomic pile west of the city-but the equipment to use dectric
power was very expensve and dmost unobtainable.

New London was full of such frontier contrasts. Its muddy, unpaved streets were lighted, here
and there, by atomic power. Rocket-powered sky shuttles connected it with other human settlements
but ingde its own boundaries transportation was limited to shank’s ponies and to the gondolas that
sarved in lieu of taxis and tubes-some of these were powered, more moved by human muscle.

New London was ugly, uncomfortable, and unfinished, but it was stimulating. Don liked the gusty,
brawling drive of the place, liked it much better than the hothouse lushness of New Chicago. It was
as dive as a basketful of puppies, as vitd as apunch in the jaw. There was afeding in the ar of new
things about to happen, new hopes, new problems.
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After aweek in the restaurant Don felt dmogt as if he had been there dl his life. Furthermore he
was not unhappy at it. Oh, to be sure, the work was bard, and he still was determined to get to
Mars-eventualy-but in the meantime he dept well, ae well, and had his hands busy . . . and there
were dways the customers to talk and argue with-spacemen, guardsmen, smdltime politicians who
could not afford the better restaurants. The place was a political debating club, city news desk, and
rumor mill; the gossp swapped over Charlie€'s food was often tomorrow's headline in the New
London Times.

Don kept up the precedent of a mid-afternoon bresk, even when he had no business to transact.
If Isobel was not too busy, he would take her across the Street for a coke; she was, as yet, his only
friend outside the restaurant. On one such occason she said, "No-come on insde. | want you to
meet the manager.”

"Eh?'

"About your ‘gram.”

"Oh, yes-1'd been meaning to, Isobdl, but there's no point in it yet. | haven't got the money. I'm
going to wait another week and hit Old Charlie for aloan. He can't replace me very eeslly; | think
hell come across to keep me in durance vile."

"That's no good-you ought to get a better job as soon as you can. Come on."

She opened the gate in the counter desk and led him into an office in the rear where she
introduced him to a worried-looking middle-aged man. "This is Don Harvey, the young man | was
telling you about.”

The older man shook hands. "Oh, yes-something about a message to Mars, | think my daughter
said."

Don turned to Isobd. " "Daughter'? Y ou didn't tell me the manager was your father."

"You didn't ask me."

"But- Never mind. Glad to know you, Sir."

"And you. Now about that message?’

"l don't know why Isobel brought mein here. | can't pay for it. All | have is Federation money."

Mr. Costdlo examined his nails and looked troubled. "Mr. Harvey, under the rules | am
supposed to require cash payment for interplanetary traffic. I'd like to accept your Federation notes.
But | can't; it's againg the law." He dtared at the celling. "Of course there is a black market in
Federation money." Don grinned ruefully. "So | found out. But fifteen, or even twenty per cent, istoo
low arate. | sill couldn't pay for my 'gram.”

"Twenty per cent! The going rateis Sixty per cent.”

"Itis?1 guess| must have looked like a sucker.”

"Never mind. | was not going to suggest that you go to the black market. In the first place-Mr.
Harvey, | am in the odd postion of representing a Federation corporation which has not been
expropriated, but | am loya to the Republic. If you waked out of here and returned shortly with
money of the Republic instead of Federation notes, | would smply cal the police.

"Oh, Daddy, you wouldn't! "

"Quigt, Isobd. In the second place, it's not good for a young man to have such dedings.” He
paused. "But perhagps we can work something out. Your father would pay for this message, would
he not?'

"Oh, certainly!

"But | can't send it collect. Very well; write a draft on your father for the amount; I'll accept it as
payment.”
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Instead of answering a once, Don thought about it. It seemed to be the same thing as sending a
message collect which he was willing to do-but running up debts in his father's name and without his
knowledge stuck in his craw. "See here, Mr. Cogtdllo, you couldn't cash such a draft any time soon
in any case: why don't | just give you an 1.O.U and pay it back as quickly as possble? Isn't that
better?’

"Yes and no. Your persond note is Smply a case of letting you have interplanetary service on
credit-which is what the rules forbid. On the other hand, a draft on your father commercia paper,
equivaent to cash even if | can't cash it right away. A space lawyer's difference, granted-but it's the
difference between what | can do and can't do with the corporation’s affairs."

"Thanks" Don said dowly, "but | think I'll wait a while. | may be able to borrow the money
elsewhere”

Mr. Costello looked from Don to Isobel, shrugged heplessy. "Oh, give me your 1.0.U." he said
sngppishly. "Make it out to me, not to the company. You can pay me when you can." He looked
again a his daughter who was smiling gpprova.

Don made out the note. When Isobd and he were out o earshot of her father, Don said, "That
was a mighty generous thing for your father to do."

"Pooh!" she answered. "It just goes to show how far a doting father will go not to crimp his
daughter's chances."

"Huh? What do you mean?"

She grinned a him. "Nothing. Nothing at dl. Grandmother Isobdl was pulling your leg. Don't teke
me. serioudy."”

He grinned back. "Then where should | take you? Across to the Dutchman's for a coke?”

"Youvetdked meintoit."

When he got back to the restaurant he found, in addition to the inevitable stack of dishes, a
heated discusson abou the draft bill pending in the Etates Generd. He pricked up his ears; if
conscription came, he was sure fodder for it and he wanted to best them to it by enligting in the High
Guard. McMagters advice about the "only way to get to Mars' stuck in hismind.

Most of the opinions seemed to favor a draft, nor could Don argue againg it; it seemed
reasonable to him even though he would be caught in it. One quiet little man heard the others out,
then cleared histhroat. "There will be adraft," he announced.

The last speaker, aco-pilot ill wearing the triple globe on his collar, answered, 'Huh? What do
you know about it, Shorty?"

"Quite a bit. Let me introduce mysdf-Senator Ollendorf of CuiCui Province. In the first place we
don't need a draft; the nature of our dispute with the Federation is not such as to employ a large
army. Secondly, our people are not of the temperament to put up with it. By the drastic process of
sHective immigration we have here on Venus a nation of hardy individuaists amost anarchigts. They
don't take to forced service. Thirdly, the taxpayers will not support a mass army; we have more
volunteers now than we can find money to pay for. Lastly, my colleagues and | are going to vote it
down about three to one."

"Shorty," complained the co-pilat, "why did you bother with the first three reasons?'

"Just practicing the speech | mean to make tomorrow,” apologized the Senator. "Now, Sr, Since
you are so strong for the draft, pray tell why you haven't joined the High Guard? Y ou are obvioudy
quaified.”

"W, I'll tel you, just like you told me. Firgt or firgly, I'm not a colonid, o it's not my war.
Secondly, thisis my first vacation since the time they grounded the Comet-class ships. And thirdly, |
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joined up yesterday and I'm drinking up my bounty money before reporting in. Does that satisfy
you?"'

"Completely, sr! May | buy you adrink?'

"Old Charlie doesn't serve anything but coffee-you ought to know that. Here, have a mug and tell
us what's cooking over on Governor's Idand. Give usthe insde data.”

Don kept his ears open and his mouth (usudly) shut. Among other things he learned why the
"war" was producing no military action-other than the destruction of Circum-Terra. It was not done
that a distance varying from about thirty million to better than one hundred, fifty million miles was, to
say the least, awkwardly inconvenient for military communications, more important was the fear of
retdiation which seemed to have produced a stdemate.

A sergeant technician of the Middle Guard outlined it to anyone who would ligen: "Now they
want to keep everybody up hdf the night with space raid derts. Maarky! ™

"Terrawon't attack-the big boys that run the Federation know better. The war's over."

"Why do you figure they won' attack?' Don asked. "Seems to me we're sitting ducks here.”

"Sure we are. One bomb and they blow this mudhole out of the swamp. Same for Buchanan.
Same for CuiCui Town. What good does that do them?'

"I don't know, but | don't relish being A-bombed."

"You won't be! Use your head. They knock out a few shopkeepers and a lot of politicians-and
they don't touch the back country. Venus Republic is as strong as ever-because those three spots
are the only targetsfit to bomb on this whole fogbound world. Then what happens?’

"It'syour gory; you tell me."

"A dose of reprisd, that's what-with al those bombs Commodore Higgins snagged out of
Circum-Terra. Welve got some of their fastest ships and wed have the juiciest targets in history to
shoot at. Everything from Detroit to Bolivarsted mills, power plants, factories. They won't risk pulling
our nose when they know were al set to kick them in the belly. Let's be logica!" The sergeant st
down his cup and looked around triumphantly.

A quiet man a the end of the counter had been listening. Now he said softly, "Y es-but how do
you know that the strong men in the Federation will uselogic?'

The sergeant looked surprised. "Huh? Oh, come off it! The war's over, | tel you. We ought to go
home. I've got forty acres of the best rice paddies on the planet; somebody's got to get the crop in.
Ingtead I'm Sitting around here, playing space raid drill. The government ought to do something.”
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X
"WHILE I WAS MUSING THE FIRE BURNED"

THE GOVERNMENT did do something; the draft act was passed the next day. Don heard
about it a noon; as soon as the lunch hour rush was over he dried his hands and went uptown to the
recruiting station. There was a queue in front of it; he joined itstall and waited.

Over an hour later he found himsdf facing a harried-looking warrant officer seated a atable. He
shoved aform a Don. "Print your name. Sign at the bottom and thumb it. Then hold up your right
hand."

"Jugt a minute" Don answered. "l want to enlig in the High Guard. This forms reads for the
Ground Forces."

The officer swore mildly. "Everybody wants the High Guard. Listen, son, the quota for the High
Guard wasfilled a nine o'clock this morning-now I'm not even accepting them for the waiting lig."

"But | don't want the Ground Forces. I'm-I'm a spaceman.”

The man swore again, not so mildly. "You don't look it. You last-minute patriots make me sick-
trying to join the sky boys so you won't have to soldier in the mud. Go on home; when we want you
well send for youand it won't be for the High Guard. Y ou'll be a duckfoot and likeit."

"But. . ."

"Get out, | said."

Don got. When he reached the restaurant Old Charlie looked at the clock then a him. "You
soldier boy now?'

"They wouldn't have me."

"Good thing. Get me up some cups.”

He had time to think about it while bending over suds. Although not inclined to grieve over sailt
milk Don could see now that Sergeant McMasters advice had been shrewd; he had missed what
was probably his only chance (dim as it might have been) to get to Mars. It seemed a vacuum-tight
certainty that he would spend the war (months? years?) as a duckfoot in the Ground Forces ~
getting no nearer to Mars than opposition distance-say sixty, seventy million miles. Hardly shouting
distance.

He thought about the possibility of claming exemption on the basis of Terran citizenship-but
discarded it a once. He had dready clamed the right to come here as a citizen of Venus, blowing
hot and cold from the same mouth did not suit him. His sympathies lay with Venus anyhow, no
matter what the lawyers eventually decided about his nationdity.

More than that, even if he could ssomach making such a dam, he could not see himsdlf behind
wire in an enemy dien camp. There was such a camp, he knew, over on East Spit. Sit out the war
there and let Isobel bring him packages on Sunday afternoons?

Don't kid yoursdf, Don, my boy- Isobd was fiercely patriotic; sheld drop you like amud louse.

"What can't be cured must be endured”-Confucius or somebody. He was in it and that was that-
he didn't fed too upset about it; the Federation didn't have any business throwing its weight around
on Venus anyhow. Whose planet was it?

He was most anxious to get in touch with his parents and to let them know he had Dr. Jefferson's
ring, even if he couldnt deliver it right avay. He would have to get up to the I. T. & T. office and
check-there might be communication today. Charlie ought to have aphone in this dump.

He remembered that he had one possible resource that he had not exploited-"Sir Isaac.” He had
sincerdly intended to get in touch with his dragon friend as soon as he landed, but it had not proved
to be easy: "Sir Isaac" had not landed a New London, nor had he been able to find out from the
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local office where he had landed. Probably at CuiCui Town or a Buchanan-or, possibly, since "Sir
Issac" was a V.1.P., the Middle Guard might have accommodated him with a specid landing. He
might be anywhere on a planet with more land surface than Earth.

Of course, such an important personage could be traced down-but the first step would be to
conault the Office of Aborigine Affairs over on Governor's Idand. That meant a two-hour trip, what
with a gondola ride both ways and the red tape he was sure to run into. He told himsdif that he just
hadn't had time.

But now he must take time. "Sir Isaac" might be able to get him assgned, or transferred, to the
High Guard, quotas or no. The government was extremely anxious to keep the dragons happy and
friendly to the new regime. Mankind remained on Venus a the sufferance of the dragons the
politicians knew that.

He fdt alittle bit sheepish about resorting to palitica influence-but there were times when nothing
else would work.

"Charlie

"Huh?"

"Go easy on the spoons; I've got to go uptown again.”

Charlie grunted grumpily; Don hung up his goron and left. 1sobel was not onthedesk at 1. T. &
T.; Don sent in his name via the clerk on duty and got in to see her father. Mr. Costello looked up as
he camein and sad, "I'm glad you came in, Mr. Harvey. | wanted to see you."

"My message got through?"

"No, | wanted to give you back your note."

"Huh? What's the matter?"

"l haven't been able to send your message and | don't know when | shdl be able to send it. If it
turns out later that it can be sent, I'll accept your note-or cash, if you have it."

Don had an unpleasant feding that he was being given a polite brush-off. "Just a moment, sr. |
understood that today was the earliest that communication could be expected. Won't conditions be
better tomorrow-and still better the next day?"

"Yes, theoreticaly. But conditions were satifactory today. There is no communication with
Mars."

"But tomorrow?"

"I haven't made mysdlf clear. We tried to signal Mars;, we got no answer. So we used the radar
check. The bounce came back right on schedule-two thousand two hundred and thirty-eight
seconds, no chance of a ghost blip. So we know that the channd was satisfactory and that. our
sgnd was getting through. But Schigpardlli Station fails to answer -no communication.”

"Out of order, maybe?'

"Mogt unlikdly. It'sadud station. They depend on it for astrogation, you know. No, I'm afraid the
answer is obvious."

"y e

"The Federation forces have taken the Station over for their own uses. We wont be able to
communicate with Mars until they let us"

Don |eft the manager's office looking as glum as he fdt. He ran into Isobd just coming into the
building. "Don!"

"Oh-hi, Grandma."

She was excited and failed to notice his mood. "Don-I'm just back from Governor's Idand. You
know what? They're going to form awomen's corps!”

"They ae?'
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"The bill isin committee now. | can't wait-1'l beinit, of course. I've dready put my namein."

"You will be? Yes, | guess you would be" He thought about it and added, "I tried to join up this
morning."

She threw her arms around his neck, much to the interest of customers in the lobby. “"Don!" She
untangled hersdlf, to his blushing relief, and added, "Nobody redly expected that of you, Don. After
al, it'snot your fight; your homeison Mars."

"Wel, | don't know. Mars isn't exactly my home, either: And they didn't take me they told me to
wait for my draft cal.”

"Wel-anyway, I'm proud of you."

He went back to the restaurant, fedling ashamed that he had not had the courage to tell her why
he had tried to enlist and why he had been turned down. By the time he reached Charli€'s place he
had about decided to go again to the recruiting office the next day and let them swear him in as a
duckfoot. He told himsdf that the severance of communication with Mars had cut off his last
connection with his old life; he might as well accept this new life with both arms. It was better to
volunteer than to be dragged.

On second thought he decided to go over to Governor's Idand first and send some sort of
message to "Sir Isaac"-no use staying in the Ground Forces if his friend could wangle a transfer to
the High Guard. It was a dead cinch now that the High Guard would eventually send an expedition to
Mars, he might aswel bein it. Hed get to Mars yet!

On third thought he decided that it might be well to wait aday or two to hear from "Sir Isaac”; it
would certainly be easier to get assgned to the Guard in the first place than to get atransfer later.

Y es, that was the sengble thing to do. Unfortunately it did not make him fed pleased with himself.

That night the Federation attacked.

The attack should not have happened, of course. The rice farmer sergeant had been perfectly
right; the Federation could not afford to risk its own greet cities to punish the villagers of Venus. He
was right-from his viewpoint.

A rice farmer has one logic, men who live by and for s power have another and entirely different
logic. Ther lives are built on tenuous assumptions, fragile as reputation; they cannot afford to ignore a
chdlenge to their power-the Federation could not afford not to punish the insolent colonigts.

The Vdkyrie, orbiting Venusin free fdl, flashed into radioactive gas without warning. The Adonis,
in the same orbit a thousand miles astern, saw the explosion and reported it to PHQ at New
London; then she, too, became an expanding bal of fire.

Don was awakened from work-drugged deep by the ululation of Srens. He sat up in the dark,
shook his head to clear it, and redized with legping excitement what the sound was and what it
meant. Then he told himsdf not to be slly; there had been tak lately of holding a night dert-that's
what it was. practice.

But he got up and fumbled for the light switch, only to find that the power seemed to he off. He
fdt around for his clothes, got his right leg in his left trouser leg, tripped. Depite this he was
practicaly dressed by the time a smdl flickering light came toward him. It was Charlie, carrying a
candle in one hand and in the other his favorite cleaver, the one used both for business and socia
pUrposes.

The cyclic moan of the Srens continued. "What is it, Charlie?' asked Don. "Do you suppose
we've actually been attacked?'

"More likely some dumbhead leaned againgt the switch.”

"Could be. Tdl you what-I'm going uptown and find out what's happening.”

"Better you stay home."
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"l won't be gone long."

In leaving he had to push his way through a crowd of move-overs dl bleating with fright and
trying to crowd inside to be close to their friend Charlie. He got through and groped his way to the
street, closdly escorted by two moveovers who seemed to want to climb into his pockets.

The nights of Venus make the darkest night on Earth fed like twilight. The power seemed to be
off dl over town; until he turned into Buchanan Street Don could not have counted his own fingers
without feding them. Along Buchanan Street there was an occasiond flicker of a lighter and a
window or two with dim lights insde. Far up the street someone held a hand torch; Don set his Sghts
on that.

The dreets were crowded. He kept bumping into persons in the dark and hearing snatches of
speech. "-completely destroyed.” "It's aroutine drill. I'm a space warden; | know." "Why turn off the
lights? Their detectors can pick up the power pile in any case" "Hey-get off my feet!" Somewhere
along the way helogt his escort; no doubt the gregarians found someone warmer to snuggle up to.

He stopped where the crowd was thickest, around the office of the New London TIMES. There
were emergency lights indde by which it was possible to read the bulletins being pasted up in the
window. At the top was. FLASH BULLETIN (UNOFFICIAL) CRUISER VALKYRIE
REPORTED BY CRUISER ADONIS TO HAVE EXPLODED 0030 TONITE. CAUSE NOT
REPORTED. LOCAL AUTHORITIES DISCOUNT ATTACK POSSIBILITY, FAVOR
POSSIBLE SABOTAGE. FURTHER REPORT EXPECTED COMMANDING OFFICER
ADONIS.

BERMUDA (INTERCEPTED) DISORDERS IN WEST AFRICA TERMED "MINOR
INCIDENT" STIRRED UP BY RELIGIOUS AGITATORS. LOCAL POLICE ASSISTED BY
FEDERATION PATROL HAVE SITUATION WELL IN HAND (IT ISCLAIMED).

BERMUDA (INTERCEPTED) A SOURCE CLOSE TO THE MINISTER OF EXTERNAL
AFFAIRS STATES THAT AN EARLY SETTLEMENT OF THE VENUS INCIDENT IS
EXPECTED. REPRESENTATIVES OF INSURGENT COLONISTS SAID TO BE
CONFERRING WITH FEDERATION PLENIPOTENTIARIES SOMEWHERE ON LUNA IN
AN ATMOSPHERE OF GOOD WILL AND MUTUAL UNDERSTANDING. (NOTE: THIS
REPORT HAS BEEN UNOFFICIALLY DENIED FROM GOVERNOR'SISLAND.)

NEW LONDON (PHQ-OFFICIAL) CHIEF OF STAFF CONFIRMED DAMAGE TO
VALKYRIE BUT STATES EXTENT GREATLY EXAGGERATED. LIST OF CASUALTIES
WITHHELD PENDING NOTIFICATION OF NEXT OF KIN. FULL REPORT FROM
COMMANDING OFFICER ADONIS EXPECTED MOMENTARILY.

FLASH BULLETIN (UNOFFICIAL) CUICUI-UNIDENTIFIED SHIPS REPORTED
RADAR-TRACKED TOLANDINGS NORTH AND NORTHWEST OF SETTLEMENT.
LOCAL GARRISON ALTERED. PHQ REFUSES COMMENT. NO THIRTY, MORE
COMING.

Don crowded up, managed to read the bulletins and listened to the talk. A faceless voice sad,
"They wouldn't land-that's as obsolete as a bayonet charge. If they actudly have blitzed our ships
which | doubt-they would smply hang in orbit and radio an ultimatum.”

"But suppose they did?" someone objected.

"They won't. That bulletin-nerve warfare, that's dll. There are traitors among us."

"That's no news."

A shadowy shape ingde was posting a new bulletin. Don used his ebows and forced his way
closer. FLASH-it read -PHQ (OFFICIAL) PUBLIC INFORMATION OFFICER GENERAL
STAFF CONFIRMS REPORT THAT AN ATTACK HAS BEEN MADE ON SOME OF OUR
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SHIPS BY UNIDENTIFIED BUT PRESUMABLY FEDERATION FORCES. THE
SITUATION IS FLUID BUT NOT CRITICAL. ALL CITIZENS ARE URGED TO REMAIN
IN THEIR HOMES, AVOID PANIC AND LOOSE TALK, AND GIVE FULL CO-
OPERATION TO LOCAL AUTHORITIES. MORE DETAILS MAY BE EXPECTED LATER
IN THE DAY. REPEAT-STAY HOME AND COOPERATE.

A sdf-gppointed crier up front read the bulletin in a loud voice. The crowd took it in slence.
While he was reading the srens died away and the stret lights came on. The same voice which had
complained of the blackout before now expostulated, "What do they want to turn on the lights for?
That's smply inviting them to bomb ud"

No more bulletins showed up; Don backed out, intending to go to the I. T. & T. Building, not
with the expectation of finding Isobel there at that hour but in hopes of picking up more news. He
had not quite reached the building when he ran into a squad of M. P.'s, clearing the streets. They
turned him back and dispersed the crowd at the newspaper office. As Don Ieft the only person there
was a dragon with his eyestalks pointed in severa directions, he gppeared to be reading dl the
bulletins at once. Don wanted to stop and ask him if be knew "Sir Isaac" and, if o, where his friend
might be found, but an M. P. hustled him dong. The squad made no attempt to send the dragon
about his business; he was left in undisputed possession of the street.

Old Charlie was 4till up, seated a a table and smoking. His cleaver lay in front of him. Don told
him what he had found out. "Charlie, do you think they will land?*

Charlie got up, went to a drawer and got out a whetstone, came back and commenced gently
stroking the blade of his cleaver. "'Can happen.”

"What do you think we ought to do?"

"Go to bed."

"I'm not deepy. What are you sharpening that thing for?"

"Thisis my restaurant.” He held up the tool, balanced it. "And this is my country." He threw the
blade; it turned over twice and chunked into awood post across the room.

"Be careful with that! Y ou might hurt somebody.”

"You go to bed."

"But. . ."

"Get some deep. Tomorrow you wish you had." He turned away and Don could get no more out
of him. He gave up and went to his own cubbyhole, not intending to deegp but smply to think things
over. For along time after he lay down he could hear the soft swishing of stone on stedl.

The srens avoke him again; it was dreedy light. He went out into the front room; Charlie was ill
there, ganding over the range. "What's going on?"

"Breskfagt." With one hand Charlie scooped a fried egg out of a pan, placed it on a dice of
bread, while with the other hand he broke another egg into the grease. He dapped a second dice of
bread over the egg and handed the sandwich to Don.

Don accepted it and took a large bite before replying, "Thanks. But what are they running the
grensfor?'

"Fghting. Ligten."

From somewhere in the distance came the muted WhaHoom! of an explosion; cutting through the
end of it and much nearer was the dry shilance of a needle beam. Mixed with the fog drifting in the
window was a sharp smdl of wood burning. "Say!" Don exclamed, his voice high, "they redly did
it." Automatically, his mind no longer on food, hisjaws clamped down on the sandwich.

Charlie grunted. Don went on, "We ought to get out of here.”

"And go where?'
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Don had no answer for that. He finished the sandwich while gill watching out the window. The
smell of smoke grew stronger. A hdf squad of men showed up at the end of the dley, moving & a
dog trot. "Look! Those aren't our uniformdl™

"Of course not."

The group paused at the foot of the street, then three men detached themsdlves and came down
the dley, stopping a each door to pound on it. "Outsde! Wake up in there-outside, everybody!"
Two of them reached the Two Worlds Dining Room; one of them kicked on the door. It came open.
"Outside! We're going to st fire to the place.”

The man who had spoken was wearing a mottled green uniform with two chevrons; in his hands
was a Reynolds one-man gun and on his back the power pack that served it. He looked around.
"Say, thisis a bresk!" He turned to the other. "Joe, keep :in eye out for the lieutenant.” He looked
back a Old Charlie. "Y ou, Jack-scramble up about a dozen eggs. Make it snappy-we got to burn
this placeright away."

Don was caught flat-footed, could think of nothing to do or say. A Reynolds gun brooks no
argument. Charlie gppeared to fed the same way for he turned back to the range as if to comply.

Then he turned again toward the soldier and in his hand was his cleaver. Don could hardly follow
what happened-a flash of blue stedl through the air, a meaty, butcher-shop sound, and the cleaver
was buried amost to its handle in the soldier's breastbone.

He uttered no cry; he smply looked mildly surprised, then squatted dowly where he stood, his
hands gtill cdasping the gun. When he reached the floor, his head bowed forward and the gun dipped
from his grasp.

While this went on the other soldier stood ill, his own gun at the ready. When his petty officer
dropped his gun it seemed to act asa signd to him; he raised his own gun and shot Charlie full in the
face. He siwung and trained his gun on Don. Don found himsdf staring into the dark cavity of the
projector.
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XI
"YOU COULD GO BACK TO EARTH-"

They stayed that way for three heart bests . . . then the soldier lowered his weapon about an inch
and rapped out, "Outside! Fast!"

Don looked a the gun; the soldier gestured with it.

Don went outsde. His heart was raging; he wanted to kill this soldier who had killed Old Charlie.
It meant nothing to him that his boss had been killed drictly in accordance with the usages of
wafae Don was in no frame of mind to juggle legdians But he was naked agang an
overpowering weapon; he obeyed. Even as he left the soldier was fanning out with the Reynolds gun;
Don heard the hiss as the beam struck dry wood.

The soldier put the torch to the building wastefully; it seemed amost to explode. It was burning in
a dozen places as soon as Don was out the door. The soldier jumped out behind him and prodded
him in the seat with the hot projector. "Get moving! Up the street.” Don broke into atrot, ran out the
dley and into Buchanan Strest.

The street was filled with people, and green-suited soldiers were herding them uptown. Buildings
were burning on both sdes of the dreet; the invaders were destroying the whole city but giving the
inhabitants some chance to escape the holocaust. As a part of a facdess mob Don found himself
being pushed dong and then forced into a Sde street which was not yet burning. Presently they were
beyond the town but the road continued; Don had never been out in this direction but he learned
from the talk around him where they were headed-out East Spit.

And into the fenced camp which the new government had used for enemy adiens. Mog of the
crowd seemed too stunned to care. Somewhere near Don a woman was screaming, her voice rising
and faling like agren.

The camp was crowded to more than ten times its capacity. The camp buildings did not provide
standing room; even outdoors the colonists were elbow to elbow. The guards smply shoved them
ingde and ignored them; they stood there or milled around, while the soft gray ashes of their former
homes drifted down on them from the misty sky.

Don had regained his grip on himself during the march out to the camp. Once indde, he tried to
find 1sobel Cogtello. He threaded his way through the crowd, searching, asking, peering a faces.
More than once he thought he had found her, only to be disgppointed-nor did he find her father.
Severa times he taked to persons who thought they had seen her; each time the clue failed to lead
him to her. He began to have waking nightmares of his impetuous young friend dead in the fire, or
lying in an dley with aholein her head.

He was stopped in his weary search by an iron voice bdlowing out of the air and reaching dl
parts of the camp through the camp's announcing system. "Attention!” it called out. "Quiet! Attention
to ordersthis is Colond Vanigart of the Federation Peace Forces, spesking for the Military
Governor of Venus. Conditiond amnesty has been granted to dl colonists with the exception of
those holding office in the rebel government and commissioned officers in the rebel forces. Y ou will
be released as quickly as you can be identified. The code of laws in force before the rebelion is
restored, subject to such new laws as may be promulgated by the military governor. Attention to
Emergency Lav Number One! The cities of New London, Buchanan, and CuiCui Town are
abolished. Hereafter no community of more than one thousand population will be permitted. Not
more than ten persons may assemble without license from the loca provost. No military organization
may be formed, nor may any colonist possess power weapons under pe naty of death.’
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The voice paused. Don heard someone behind him say, "But what do they expect us to do?
Weve no place to go, ho way to live--"

The rhetorica question was answered a once. The voice went on, "No assistance will be
furnished to dispersed rebels by the Federation. Relief to refugees must be provided by colonists
who have not been dispossessed. When you are liberated you are advised to spread out into the
surrounding countryside and seek temporary shelter with farmers and in the smdler villages™

A bitter voice said, "There's your answer, Clara-they don't give a hoot whether we live or die."

The firgt voice answered, "But how can we get avay? We don't even own agondola.”

"Swim, | guess. Or walk on water."

Soldiers came indde and delivered them to the gate in groups of fifty, cutting them out like
cowpunchers handling cattle. Don had pushed toward the gate, hoping to spot Isobe during the
processing, and got picked up againgt his will in the second group. He produced his |. D.s when
demanded and immediady ran into a hitch; his name did not gppear in the city ligts. He explained
that he had come in on the last trip of the Nautilus.

"Why didnt you say 07" grumbled the soldier doing the checking. He turned and produced
another list: '"Hannegan. . . Hardecker . . . here it is. Harvey, Donad J-Yikesd Wait a minute-it's
flagged. Hey, sarge! Thisbird has a palit flag againg his name.”

"Ingde with him," came the bored answer.

Don found himsdf shoved into the guardroom at the gate, aong with a dozen other worried-
looking citizens. Almogt & once he was conducted on into a little office & the rear. A man who
would have seemed tal had he not been so fat tood up and said, "Dondd James Harvey?"

"That'sright."

The man came to him and looked him over, his face wreathed in a happy grin. "Welcome, my
boy, welcome! Am | glad to see you!"

Don looked puzzled. The man went on, "l suppose | should introduce myself-Stanley Bankfield,
a your service. Political Officer First Class, |.B.l., & the moment special adviser to his excdlency,
the Governor."

At the mention of the I.B.1., Don stiffened. The man noticed it-his little fat-enfolded eyes seemed
to notice everything. He said, "Easy, son! | mean you no harm; I'm smply delighted to see you. Bt |
must say you have led me a merry chase-hdf around the system. At one point | thought you had
been killed in the late lamented Glory Road, and | cried tears over your demise. Yes, Sir! red tears.
But that's over with, and dl'swell that endswell. So let's have it."

"Have what?'

"Come, now! | know al about you-amost every word you've uttered back to your babyhood.
I've even fed sugar :0 your stock pony, Lazy. So hand it over."

Hand what over?’

"Thering, thering!" Bankfield put out a pudgy hand.

"l don't know what you are talking about.”

Bankfidd shrugged mightily. "1 am taking about a plagtic ring, marked with an initid 'H', given to
you by the late Dr. Jefferson. You see, | know what | am talking about; | know you have it-and |
mean to have it. An officer in my own service was 0 stupid as to let you walk out with it-and was
broken for it. Y ou wouldn't want that to happen to me, I'm sure. So giveit to me."

"Now | know what ring you are talking about,” Don answered, "but | don't haveit."

"Eh? What's that you are saying? Where is it, then?'

Don's mind was racing ahead. It took him no time at dl to decide not to set the |.B.I. to looking
for 1sobel-no, not if he had to bite histongue out. "' supposeit's burned up,” he answered.
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Bankfield cocked his head on one side. "Dondd, my boy, | believe you are fibbing to me-l1 do
indeed! Y ou heditated just a teeny-weeny bit before you answered. No one but a suspicious old man
like mysdlf would have noticed it."

"It's true" Don inggted. "Or, a leadt, | think it is. One of those monkeys you have working for
you <t fire to the building just as | €ft. | suppose the building burnt down and the ring with it. But
maybeit didn't."

Bankfield looked doubtful. "What building?’

"Two Worlds Dining Room, a the end of Paradise Alley off the foot of Buchanan Street.”

Bankfield moved rapidly to the door, gave orders. "Use as many men as needed,” he concluded,
"and gft every ounce of ash. Movel" He turned back, sghing. "Mustn't neglect any possibilities” he
sad, "but now we will go back to the probability that you lied. Why should you have taken off your
ring in arestaurant?'

"To wash dishes"

"Eh?'

"I was working for my mesls, living there. | didn't like putting it in the hot water o | kept it in my
room."

Bankfield pursed his lips. "You dmaost convince me. Your story holds together. And yet, let us
both pray that you are deceiving me. If you are and can lead meto thering, | would be very grateful.
You could go back to Earth in style and comfort. | think | could even promise a moderate annuity;
we have specid funds for such purposes.”

"I'm not likely to collect it-unless they find the ring in the restaurant.”

"Dear me! In that case | don't suppose either one of us will go back to Earth. No, gr, | think that
in such acase | would find it better to stay right here-devating my declining years to making your life
miserable.”

He amiled. "I was joking-I'm sure well find the ring, with your help. Now, Don, tel me what you
did with it." He put an arm around Don's shoulders in afatherly fashion.

Don tried to shrug the arm off, found that he could not. Bankfild went on, "We could sdtle it
quickly if | had proper equipment a hand. Or | could do this" The arm around Don's shoulders
dropped suddenly; Bankfield seized Don's left little finger and bent it back sharply. Involuntarily Don
grunted with pain.

"Sorry! | don't like such methods. The operator, in an excess of zed, frequently damages the
client so that no truth of any sort is forthcoming. No, Don, | think we will wait a few minutes while |
get word to the medicd department-sodium pentothal seems to be indicated. It will make you more
cooperative, don't you think?' Bankfield stepped again to the door. "Orderly! Put this one on ice.
And send in that Mathewson character.”

Don was conducted outside the guardhouse and into a pen, a fenced enclosure used to receive
prisoners. It was some thirty feet wide and a hundred feet long; one of its longer sides was common
with the fence tha ran around the entire camp, the other shut it off from the free world. The only
entranceto it lay through the guardhouse.

There were severd dozen prisonersin the receiving pen, most of them civilian men, dthough Don
saw a number of women and quite afew officers of the Middle Guard and of the Ground Forces-ill
in uniform but disarmed.

He at once checked the faces of the women; none was Isobd. He had not expected to find her,
yet found himsdf vadtly disgppointed. His time was running out; he redlized with panic thet it was
probably only minutes until he would be held down, drug injected into his veins-and be turned
thereby into a babbling child with no will to resist their questioning. He had never been subjected to
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narco-interrogation but he knew quite well what the drug would do. Even degp-hypnotic suggestion
could not protect againgt it in the hands of a skilled operator.

Somehow he felt sure that Bankfield was skilled.

He went to the far end of the pen, pointlesdy, as a frightened animal will retregt to the back of a
cage. He stood there, staring up at the top of the fence severa feet above his head. The fence was
tight and strong, proof againgt amost anything but a dragon, but one could get handholds in the
mesh-it could be climbed. However, above the mesh were three single strands of wire; every ten fet
or s0 on the lowest strand was a little red sign-a skull-and-crossbones and the words HIGH
VOLTAGE.

Don glanced back over his shoulder. The everpresent fog, reinforced by smoke from the burning
city, dmost obscured the guardhouse. The breeze had shifted and the smoke was getting thicker; he
felt reasonably sure that no one could see him but other prisoners.

Hetried it, found that his shoes would not go into the mesh, kicked them off and tried again.

"Dont!" said avoice behind him.

Don looked back. A mgor of the Ground Forces, cap missing and one deeve torn and bloody,
sood behind him. "Don't try it," the mgor sad reasonably. "It will kill you quickly. | know; |
supervised itsingdlation.”

Don dropped to the ground. "Isn't there some way to switch it off?"

"Certainly-outsde.” The officer grinned wryly. "I took care of that. A locked switch in the
guardhouse-and another at the main distribution board in the city. Nowhere ese” He coughed.
"Pardon me-the smoke."

Don looked toward the burning city. "The distribution board back in the powerhouss" he said
softly. "I wonder--"

"Eh?" The mgor followed hisglance. "I don't know-I couldn't say. The powerhouse is fireproof.”

A voice behind them in the migt shouted, "Harvey! Dondd J. Harvey! Front and center!”

Don swarmed up the fence.

He hesitated just before touching the lowest of the three strands, flipped it with the back of his
hand. Nothing happened-then he was over and fdling. He hit badly, hurting awrist, but scrambled to
his feet and ran.

There were shouts behind him; without stopping he risked alook over his shoulder. Someone ese
was a the top of the fence. Even as he looked he heard the hiss of a beam. The figure jerked and
contracted, like afly touched by flame.

The figure raised its head. Don heard the mgor's voice in aclear triumphant baritone: "Venus and
Freedom!" Hefedll back insde the fence.
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X1
WET DESERT

Dory plunged ahead, not knowing where he was going, not caring as long as it was away. Again
he heard the angry, deadly hissing; he cut to the left and ran fagter, then cut back again beyond a
clump of witch's brooms. He pounded aheed, giving it dl he had, with his breeth like dry seam in his
throat-then skidded to a stop at water's edge.

He stood till for a moment, looked and listened. Nothing to see but grey migt, nothing to hear but
the throbbing of his own heart. No, not quite nothing-someone shouted in the distance and he heard
the sounds of booted feet crashing through the brush. 1t seemed to come from the right; he turned left
and trotted dong the waterfront, his eyes open for a gondola, a skiff, anything that would float.

The bank curled back to the left; he followed it, then stopped as he redlized that it was leading
him to the narrow neck of land that joined Main Idand to East Spit. It was a cinch, he thought, that
there would be a guard at the bottleneck; it seemed to him that there had been one there when he
and the other dispossessed had been herded across it to the prison camp.

He ligened-yes, they were il behind him-and flanking him. There was nothing in front of him but
the bank curving back to certain capture.

For amoment his face was contorted in an agony of frustration, then his features suddenly relaxed
to serenity and he stepped firmly into the water and walked away from the land.

Don could swim, in which respect he differed from most Venus colonias. On Venus no one ever
swims, there is no water fit to swim in. Venus has no moon to pile up tides; the solar tide disturbs her
waters but little. The waters never freeze, never gpproach the critical 4° C. which causes terrestria
lakes and streams and ponds to turn over and "ventilate." The planet is dmogt free of weether in the
boisterous sense. Her waters lie placid on their surface-and accumulate vileness undernegth, by the
year, by the generation, by the eon.

Don waked straight out, trying not to think of the black and sulphurous muck he was treading in.
The water was shdlow; fifty yards out with the shore line dim behind him, he was il in only up to
his knees. He glanced back and decided to go out farther; if he could not see the shore, then they
could not see him. He reminded himsdlf that he would have to keegp his wits about him not to get
turned around.

Presently the bottom suddenly dropped away a foot or more; he stepped off the edge; lost his
bal ance and thrashed around; recovered himself and scrambled back up on the ledge, congratulating
himsdf that he had not gotten his face and eyesinto the Stuff.

He heard a shout and amost a once the sound of water driking a hot stove, enormoudy
amplified. Ten feet away from him acloud of steam lifted from the water's surface, climbed lazily into
the mist. He cringed and wanted to dodge, but there was no way to dodge. The shouting resumed
and the sounds carried clearly across the water muffled by the fog but Hill plain: "Over herel Over
herel He's taken to the water."

Much more digtantly he heard the answer: "Coming!"

Most cautioudy Don moved forward, felt the edge of the drop off, tried it and found that he could
dill stand beyond it, dmost up to his armpits but ill wading. He was moving, forward dowly, trying
to avoid noise and minding his precarious, hadf-floaing baance, when he heard the shilant sound of
the beam.

The soldier back on the bank had imagination; ingtead of firing again a random into the drifting
mist he was fanning the flat surface of the water, doing his best to keep his beam horizonta and
playing it like a hose. Don squatted down until his face aone was out of the water.
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The beam passed only inches over his head; he could hear it pass, smdl the ozone.

The hissing stopped abruptly to be followed by the age-old, monotonous cursng of the
barrackroom. "But, sergeant-" someone protested.

"Il "sergeant’ you! Alive-do you hear? You heard the orders. If you've killed him, I'll take you
gpart with arugty knife. No, | won't; I'll turn you over to Mr. Bankfield. Y ou hopeessfool!"

"But, sergeant, he was escaping by water; | had to stop him."

" "But sergeant!” "But sergeant!’-is that al you can say! Get a boat! Get a snooper! Get a two-
station portable bounce rig. Call base and find out if they've got a copter down.”

"Wherewould | get aboat?'

"Get onel He can't get away. Well find him-or his body. If it's his body, you'd better cut your
throat."

Don listened, then moved slently forward-or away from the direction the voices seemed to come
from. He could no longer tell true direction; there was nothing but the black surface of water and a
horizon of migt. For some distance the bottom continued fairly level, then he redized thet it was again
dropping away. He was forced to stop, able to wade no further.

He thought it over, trying to avoid panic. He was 4ill close to Main Idand with nothing but mist
between himsdf and the shore. It was a certainty that with proper search gear-infra-red or any of the
appropriate offspring of radar-they could pin him like a beetle to cork. It was merely a matter of
waiting for the gear to be brought up.

Should he surrender now and get out of this poisonous swill? Surrender and go back and tell
Bankfidd to find I1sobel Cogelo if he wanted the ring? He let himsdf sink forward and struck out
strongly, swimming breast stroke to try to keep his face out of the water.

Breast stroke was far from being his strongest stroke and it was made worse by trying so hard to
keep his face dry. His neck began to ache presently the ache spread through his shoulder muscles
and into his back. Indefinite time and endless gallons later he ached everywhere, even to hiseyebdls
yet for dl he could tell aout it he might have been swvimming in a bathtub, one whose walls were
grey migt. It did not seem possible that, in the archipelago which made up Buchanan Province, one
could swim so far without running into something . . . a sand pit, amud bar.

He stopped to tread water, bardly moving his tired legs and fluttering his pams. He thought he
heard the rushing sound of a powered boat, but he could not be sure. At that moment he would not
have cared; capture would have been relief. But the sound, or ghost of a sound, died away and he
was again in agrey and featureless wilderness.

He arched his back to shift again to swimming and his toe struck bottom. Gingerly he felt for it-
yes, bottom . . . with his chin out of water. He stood for a moment or two and rested, then felt
around. Bottom dropped away on one Side, seemed leve or even to rise alittle in another direction.

Shortly his shoulders were out with his feet il in the muck. Fedling hisway like a blind man, his
eyes usdess save for baancing, he groped out the contour, finding bits that rose, then forced to
retreat as the vein played ouit.

He was out of water to his waist when his eyes spotted a darker stresk through the fog; he went
toward it, was again up to his neck. Then the bottom rose rapidly; afew moments later he scrambled
up on dry land.

He did not have the courage yet to do anything more than move inland a few feet and place
between himsdf and the water a clump of Chika trees. Screened thus from search operations
conducted from boats he looked himsdf over. Clinging to his legs were a dozen or more mud lice,
each as large as a child's hand. With repugnance he brushed them off, then removed his shorts and
shirt, found severa more and disposed of them. He told himsdf that he was lucky not to have
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encountered anything worse-the dragons had many evolutionary cousins, bearing much the same
relaionship to them that gorillas do to men. Many of these creatures are amphibious-another reason
why Venus colonids do not swim.

Reluctantly Don put his wet and filthy clothes back on, sat down with his back to a tree trunk,
and rested. He was till doing so when he again heard the sound of a power boat; this time there was
no mistaking it. He sat Hill, depending on the trees to cover him and hoping that it would go away.

It camein dose to shore and cruised dong it to his right. He was beginning to fed relief when the
turbine stopped. In the gtillness he could hear voices. "Well have to reconnoiter this hunk of mud.
Okay, Curly-you and Joe."

"What does this guy look like, corpord?"

"Now, I'll tel you-the captain didn't say. He's a young fellow, though, about your age. You just
arrest anything that walks. He's not armed.”

"I wish | was back in Birmingham.”

"Get going.”

Don got going, too - in the other direction, asfast and as slently as possble. The idand was fairly
well covered; he hoped that it was large as wedll-a precarious game of hideand-seek was dl the
tactics he could think of. He had covered perhaps a hundred yards when he was scared out of his
wits by movement up ahead; he redized with desperation that the boat party might have landed two
patrols.

His panic died down when he discovered that what he was seeing were not men but gregarians.
They spotted him, too, and came dancing up, bleating welcome, and crowding up againg him.

"Quiet!" he sad in asharp whisper. "Youll get me caughtl”

The move-overs paid no atention to that; they wanted to play. He endeavored to pay no
attention to them but moved forward again, closdly accompanied by the whole group, some five. He
was gill wondering how to keep from being loved to death-or at least back into captivity-when they
came out into the clearing.

Here was the rest of the herd, more than two hundred head, from babies that butted againgt his
knees up to the grey-bearded old patriarch, fat in the belly and reaching as high as Don's shoulder.
They dl welcomed him and wanted him to stay awhile.

One thing that had worried him was now cleared up-he had not swum in a circle and blundered
back onto Main Idand. The only move-overs on Main Idand were haf-domesticated scavengers
such as those which had hung around the restaurant; there were no herds.

It suddenly occurred to him that it was bardly possble that he might turn the ubiquitous
friendliness of the bipeds into an advantage rather than a sure giveaway. They would not let him be;
that was sure. If he left the herd, some of them were certain to trail dong, bleating and snorting and
meaking themsalves and him conspicuous. On the other hand. . .

He moved draight out into the clearing, pushing his friends aside as he went. He shoved himsdlf
right into the center of the herd and sat down on the ground.

Three of the babies promptly climbed into his Iap. He let them stay. Adults and haf-grown bucks
crowded around him bleating and snuffling and trying to nuzzle the top of his head. He let them-he
was now surrounded by a wadl of flesh. From time to time one of the inner circle would be
shouldered out of the way and would go back to grazing but there were dways enough around him
to block out hisview of his surroundings. He waited.

After a consderable time he heard more excited bleating from the fringe of the herd. For a
moment be thought his persona guard would be seduced away by this new excitement, but the inner
circle preferred to keep their privileged positions the wal held. Again he heard voices.
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"For Pete's sake-it's a whole flock of those silly hillied” Then-"Hey! Get down! Quit licking my
facel"

Carly's voice replied, "I think he's fdlen in love with you, Joe. Say-Sogpy said to arrest anything
that walks: shall we take this one back to him?"

"Stow it!" There were sounds of scuffling, then the high bleating of a move-over both surprised
and hurt.

"Maybe we ought to burn one and take it back anyway," Curly went on. "l hear they are mighty
tadty edting."

"You turn this into a hunting party and Soapy will haul you up before the Old Man. Come on-we
got work to do."

Don could follow their progress around the edge of the herd. He could even tdll by the sounds
when the two soldiers managed to cuff and kick the most persistent of the creetures off their trail. He
continued to St there long after they were gone, tickling the chin of ababy which had goneto deepin
hislap, and resting himsf.

Presently it began to grow dark. The herd started to bed down for the night. By the time it was
fully dark they were al lying down except the sentries around the edge. Because he was dead tired
and completely lacking in any plan of action Don bedded down with them, his head cradled on a soft
and velvety back and himsdf in turn haf supporting a couple of younggters.

For awhile he thought about his predicament, then he thought about nothing.

The herd tirred and he awakened. There was much snorting and stomping mixed with the
whimpering complaints of the young, gtill not fully awake. Don got his bearings and got to his own
feet; he knew vagudy what to expect-the herd was about to migrate. Gregarians rarely grazed the
same idand two days in a row. They dept the firgt part of the night, then moved out before dawn
when ther natura enemies were least active. They forded from one idand to another, using paths
through the water known-possibly by inginct-to the herd leaders. For that matter, gregarians could
swim, but they rarely did so.

Don thought: well, I'll soon be rid of them. Nice people, but too much is too much. Then he
thought better of it-if the move-overs were moving to ancther idand it was sure that it would not be
Main Idand and it would certainly have to be farther away from Main Idand than was this one. What
could he lose?

Hefdt abit light-headed but the logic seemed right; when the herd moved out he worked his way
up near the van. The leader took them down the idand about a quarter of a mile, then stepped of f
into the water. It was gill so nearly pitch dark that Don was not aware of it until he too stepped into
it. It was only up to his ankles and did not get much deeper. Don splashed dong almost a a dogtrot,
trying to stay indgde the body of the herd so that he would run no chances of blundering into deeper
water in the darkness. He hoped that this was not one of the migrations involving svimming.

It began to grow truly light and the pace quickened; Don was hard put to keep up. At one point
the old buck in the lead stopped, snorted, and made a sharp turn; Don could not guess why he had
turned, for the morning mist was very thick and one piece of water looked exactly like another. Y et
the way chosen turned out to be shdlow. They followed it for another kilometer or more, twisting
and turning at times, then at last the leader clambered up a bank with Don on his hedls.

Don threw himsdlf down, exhausted. The old buck stopped, plainly puzzled, while the herd gained
the land and crowded around them. The leader snorted and looked disgusted, then turned away and
continued his duty of leading his people to good pasture. Don pulled himsdlf together and followed
them.
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They were just coming out of the trees that hedged the shore when Don saw a fence off to the
right. Hefdt like snging. "So long, folkd™ he cdled out. "Here's where | get off." He headed for the
fence, while the main herd moved on. When he reached the fence he reluctantly dapped and swatted
his atendants until he managed to shoo them off, then headed dong the wire. Eventudly, he told
himsdf, | will find a gate and that will lead me to people. It did not matter much who the people
were; they would feed him and let him rest and help him to hide from the invaders.

The fog was very thick; it was good to have the fence to guide him. He sumbled dong by it,
feding feverish and somewhat confused, but cheerful.

"Halt."

Don froze automatically, shook his head and tried to remember where he was.

"I've got you spotted,” the voice went on. "Move forward dowly with your hands up.”

Don grained his eyes to see through the fog, wondered if he dared to run for it. But, with afedling
of utter and fina defeet, he redlized that he had run asfar as he could. '~
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X1
FOG-EATERS

"SNAP out of it!" the voice said, "or | shoot."

"Okay," he answered dully and moved forward with his hands over his head. A few paces
advance let him see aman's shape; afew more and he made out a soldier with a hand gun trained on
him. His eyes were covered by snooper goggles, making him look like some bug-eyed imprabability
from another plant.

The soldier hated Don again a few steps from him, made him turn around dowly. When Don
turned back he had shoved the snoopers up on his forehead, reveding pleasant blue eyes. He
lowered his gun. "Jack, you're sure amess', he commented. "What in the name of the Egg have you
been doing?

It was only then that Don redlized that the soldier was wearing not the mottled green of the
Federation but the tans of the Ground Forces of Venus Republic.

The soldier's commanding officer, a Lieutenant Busby, tried to question him in the kitchen of the
farm house insgde the fence, but he saw very quickly that the prisoner was in no shape to be
guestioned. He turned Don over to the farmer's wife for food, a hot bath, and emergency medica
atention. It was late that afternoon that Don, much refreshed and with the patches left by the mud
lice a covered with poultices, findly gave an account of himsdlf.

Busby listened him out and nodded. "I'll take your word for it, mainly because it is dmogt
inconceivable that a Federation spy could have been where you were, dressed the way you were,
and in the shgpe you were in." He went on to question him closdy about what he had seen in New
London, how many soldiers there seemed to be, how they were armed, and so forth. Unfortunately
Don could not tel him much. He did recite "Emergency Law Number One" as dosdy as he could
remember it.

Busby nodded, "We got it over Mr. Wong's radio." He hooked a thumb at the corner of the
room. He thought for a moment. "They played it smart; they took a leaf from Commodore Higgins
book and played it real smart. They didn't bomb our cities; they just bombed our ships-then they
moved in and burned us out."

"Have we got any ships|eft?' Don asked.

"l don't know. | doubt it-but it doesn't matter.”

"Huh?"

"Because they played it too smart. Theré's nothing left they can do to us, from here on they're
fighting the fog. And we fog-eaters know this planet better than they do."

Don was dlowed to rest up the badance of that day and the following night. By listening to the
gossip of the soldiers he came to the conclusion that Busby was not smply an optimist; the Stuation
was not completely hopeless. It was admittedly very bad; so far as anyone knew dl the ships of the
High Guard had been destroyed. The Vakyrie, the Nautilus and the Adonis were reported bombed
and with them Commodore Higgins and most of his men. There was no word of the Spring Tide-
which meant nothing; what little information they had was compounded of equa parts rumor and
Federation officid propaganda.

The Middle Guard might have saved some of their ships, might have them hidden out in the bush,
but the ussfulness a this time of superstratospheric shuttles which required unmovable launching
catapults was conjecturd. Asfor the Ground Forces agood haf of them had been captured or killed
at Buchanan Idand Base and a lesser garrisons. While the enlisted survivors were being released,
the only officers dill free were such as Lieutenant Busby, those who had been on detached duty
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when the attack came. Bushy's unit had been manning a radar station outsde New London; he had
saved his command by abandoning the now usdless gation.

The civil government of the baby republic was, of course, gone; dmost every officia had been
captured. The command organization of the armed forces was equdly out of action, captured in the
initid attack. This raised a point that puzzled Don; Busby did not act as if his commanding generds
were missing; he continued to behave as if he were a unit commander of an active military
organization, with task and function clearly defined. Esprit de corps was high among his men; they
seemed to expect months, perhaps years of bush warfare, harrying and raiding the Federation forces,
but eventud victory at the end.

As one of them put it to Don, "They can't catch us. We know these swamps, they don't. They
won't be able to go ten miles from the city, even with boat radar and dead-reckoning bugs. Well
sneak in at night and cut their throats -and sneak out again for breekfast. We won' let them lift aton
of radioactive off this planet, nor an ounce of drugs. Well make it so expensive in money and men
that they'll get sick of it and go home."

Don nodded. "Sick of fighting the fog, as Lieutenant Busby putsit.”

"Busby?"

"Huh? Lieutenant Busby-your C. O."

"Isthat his name? | didn't catch it." Don's face showed bewilderment. The soldier went on, "I've
only been here snce morning, you see. | was turned loose with the other duckfeet from the Base and
was dragging my tail back home, feding lower than swamp muck. | stopped off here, meaning to
cadge amed from Wong, and found the Lieutenant here-Busby, did you say? with a going concern.
He attached me and put me back on duty. | tell you, it put the heart back into me. Got a light on
you?'

Before he turned in that night-in Mr. Wong's barn, with two dozen soldiers-Don had found that
most of those present were not of Busby's origind detail, which had conasted of only five men, al
electronics technicians. The rest were stragglers, now formed into a guerilla platoon. As yet few of
them had arms; they made up for that in restored morae.

Before he went to degp Don had made up his mind. He would have looked up Lieutenant Busby
a once but decided that it would not do to disturb the officer so late a night. He woke up next
morning to find the soldiers gone. He rushed out, found Mrs. Wong feeding her chickens, and was
directed by her down to the waterfront. There Busbhy was superintending the moving out of his
command. Don rushed up to him. "Lieutenant! May | have aword with you?'

Busby turned impatiently. "I'm busy."

"Jugt a Sngle moment-please!”

"Wdll, speak up.”

"Jugt thiswhere can | go to enlis?' Busby frowned; Don raced ahead with explanation, ingsting
that he had been trying to join -up when the attack came.

"If you meant to enlig, | should think you would have done so long ago. Anyway, by your own
story you've lived amgjor portion of your life on Earth. Y ou're not one of us."

"Yes, | am!™

"I think you're akid with your head stuffed with romantic notions. Y ou're not old enough to vote.”

"I'm old enough to fight."

"Whét can you do?'

"Uh, well, I'm a pretty good shot, with a hand gun anyway.”

"What ds=?
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Don thought rapidly; it had not occurred to him that soldiers were expected to have anything
more than willingness. Ride horseback? It meant nothing here. "Uh, | talk “true speech’-fairly well."

"That's useful-we need men who can paaver with the dragons. What €lse?'

Don thought about the fact that he had been able to make his escape through the bush without
disagter-but the Lieutenant knew that; it smply proved that he was truly a fog-eater in spite of his
mixed background. He decided that Busby would not be interested in the details of his ranch school
education. "Wdll, | can wash dishes."

Busby grudged a faint smile. "That is unquestionably a soldierly virtue. Nevertheless, Harvey, |
doubt if youre suited. This won't be parade-ground soldiering. WElIl live off the country and
probably never get paid at dl. It means going hungry, going dirty, aways on the move. Y ou not only
risk being killed in action; if you are captured, you'll be burned for treason.”

"Yes, gr. | figured thet out last night.”

"And you gill want to join?'

"Yes, ar."

"Hold up your right hand."

Don did so. Bushby continued. "Do you solemnly swear to uphold and defend the Congtitution of
the Venus Republic againg dl enemies, domestic and foreign; and to serve fathfully in the armed
forces of the Republic for the duration of this emergency unless sooner discharged by competent
authority; and to obey the lawful orders of superior officers placed over you?'

Don took a deep breath. "I do."

"Very well, soldier-get in the boat."

"Yes, arl"

There were many, many times theresfter that Don regretted having enlisted-but so has every man
who ever volunteered for military service. More of the time he was reasonably content, though he
would have denied this sincerely-he acquired consderable tdent at the most common of soldiers
pastimes, griping about the war, the wesgther, the food, the mud, the stupidities of high command.
The old soldier can subgtitute for recregtion, or even for rest or food, this ancient, conventiond, and
harmless form of literary art.

He learned the ways of the guerilla-to infiltrate without a sound, to strike silently, and to fade back
into the dark and the mist before the darm can be raised. Those who learned it lived; those who did
not, died. Don lived. He learned other things-to deep for ten minutes when opportunity offered, to
come fully and quietly awake a atouch or a sound, to do without deep for a night, or two night sor
even three. He acquired deep lines around his mouth, lines beyond his years, and a white, puckered
scar on hisleft forearm.

He did not stay long with Busby but was transferred to a company of gondola infantry operating
between CuiCui and New London. They cdled themsdves proudly "Marsten's Raiders'; he was
assigned as "true speech” interpreter for his outfit. While most colonids can whistle afew phrases of
dragon tak-or, more usudly, can understand a bit of a pidgin sufficient for buying and selling-few of
them can converse fredly in it. Don, for dl his lack of practice during his years on Earth, had been
taught it young and taught it well by a dragon who had taken an interet in him as a child. And both
his parents used it as eadily as they did Basic English; Don had been drilled in it by daly use a home
until he was deven.

The dragons were of great use to the resstance fighters; a while not belligerents themsdlves their
sympathies lay with the colonids-more accuratdly, they despised the Federation soldiers. The
colonids had managed to make a home on Venus through getting dong with the dragons-an
enlightened sdf-interest policy indituted by Cyrus Buchanan himsdlf. To a human born on Venus
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there was never any doubt that there existed another race-dragons-as intdlligent, as wedlthy, and as
civilized as their own. But to the great mgority of the Federation soldiers, new to the planet, the
dragons were merdly ugly, uncouth animas, incgpable of speech and giving themsdves airs,
arrogating to themsalves privileges that no anima had aright to claim.

This orientation cut below the conscious level; no general order issued to the Federation troops,
no amount of disciplinary action for violations, could cope with it. It was stronger and less reasoned
than any andogous Earthly trouble-white versus black, gentile versus Jew, Roman versus barbarian,
or whatever-had ever been. The very officers issuing the orders could not fed the matter correctly;
they were not Venus born. Even the governor's prime political adviser, the shrewd and able Stanley
Bankfield, could not redly grasp that one does not ingratiate onesaf with a dragon by (so to spesk)
paiting him on the head and talking down.

Two serious incidents had set the pattern on the very day of the original attack; in New London a
dragon-the same one Don had seen reading the Times bulletins had been, not killed, but serioudy
damaged by a flamethrower; he had been slent partner in the locd bank and lessor of many
ichthorium pits. Still worse, in CuiCui a dragon had been killed-by a rocket; through mischance he
had had his mouth open. And this dragon had been related collaterdly to the descendants of the
Great EQQ.

It does not do to antagonize highly intelligent crestures each of whom is physcally equivaent to,
say three rhinoceri or a medium tank. Nevertheless they were not themsalves belligerents, as our
convention of warfare is not part of their culture. They work in different waysto their ends.

When in the course of his duties Don had to spesk to dragons he sometimes inquired whether or
not this particular citizen or the dragon nation knew hisfriend "Sir Issec” using, of course, "Sir Issec's
true name. He found that those who could not claim persond acquaintance a least knew of him; he
found, too, that it raised his own prestige to claim acquaintanceship. But he did not attempt to send a
message to "Sir Isaac”; there was no longer any occasion for it-no need to try to wangle atransfer to
aHigh Guard that no longer existed.

He did try and try repeatedly to learn what had happened to Isobel Cogtello-through refugees,
through dragons, and through the increasingly numerous clandestine resstance fighters who could
move fairly fredy from one side to the other. He never found her. He heard once that she was
confined in the prison camp on East Spit; he heard again that she and her father had been deported
to Earth-neither rumor could be confirmed. He suspected, with adull, sick feding inside, that she had
been killed in the origind attack.

He was grieved about 1sobel hersdf-not about the ring that he had left with her. He had tried to
guess what it could possibly be about the ring, which would cause him to be chased from planet to
planet. He could not think of an answer and concluded that Bankfield, for dl his superior airs, had
been mistaken; the important thing must have been the wrapping paper but the 1.B.1. bad been too
supid to figure it out. Then he quit thinking about it at al; the ring was gone and that was that.

As for his parents and Mars - sure, sure, someday! Someday when the war was over and ships
were running again-in the meantime why let the worry mice gnaw at one's mind?

His company was at this time spread out through four idands south-southwest of New London;
they had been camped there for three days, about the longest they ever stayed in one place. Don,
being attached to headquarters, was on the same idand as Captain Marsten and was, a the moment,
sretched out in his hammock, which he had dung between two trees in the midst of a clump of
broom.
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The company headquarters runner sought him out and awakened him-by standing well clear and
giving the hammock rope a sharp tap. Don came indantly awake, a knife in his hand. "Easy!"
cautioned the runner. "The Old Man wants to see you."

Don made a rhetorical and most ungracious suggestion as to what the Captain could do about it
and did slently to his feet. He stopped to roll up the hammock and stuff it into his pocket-it weighed
only four ounces and had cost the Federation a nice piece of change on cost-plus contract. Don was
very careful of it; its former owner had not been careful and now had no further need for it. He
gathered up his wegpons aswell.

The company commander was dtting at a field desk under a screen of boughs. Don did into his
presence and waited. Marsten looked up and said, "Got a specid job for you, Harvey. You move
out at once."

"Change in the plan?'

"No, you won't be on tonight's raid. A high mugamug among the dragons wants paaver. You're
to go to see him. At once."

Don thought it over. "Cripes, Skipper, | was looking forward to tonight's scramble. I'll go
tomorrow-those people don't care about time; they're patient.”

"That'll do, soldier. I'm putting you on leave status; according to the despatch from HQ, you may
be gone quite awhile.”

Don looked up sharply. "If I'm ordered to go, it's not leave; it's detached duty.”

"Youreamess hdl lawyer a heart, Harvey."

"Yes, gr."

"Turn in your wegpons and take off your inggnia; youll make the firg leg of the trip as a jally
farmer boy. Pick up some props from stores. Larsen will boat you. That's al."

"Yesdgr." Don tamed to go, adding, "Good hunting tonight, Skipper.”

Margten smiled for the firgt time. "Thanks, Don."

The fird part of the trip was made through channels so narrow and devious that dectronic seeing
devices could reach no further than could the bare eye. Don dept through most of it, his head
pillowed on a sack of sour-corn seed.

He did not worry about the job ahead-no doubt the officer he was to interpret for, whoever he
was, would rendezvous and let him know what he was to do.

Ealy in the next afternoon they reached the brink of the Great South Sea and Don was
transferred to a crazy wagon, a designation which applied to both boat and crew-aflat, jet-propelled
saucer fifteen feet across manned by two young extroverts who feared neither man nor mud. The
upper works of the boat were covered by a low, polished cone of sheet metal intended to reflect
horizontal radar wavesupward, or vice versa. It could not protect againgt that locus in the sky, cone-
shaped like the reflector itsalf, where reflections would bounce straight back to originating stations-
but the main dependence was on speed in any case.

Don lay flat on the bottom of the boat, clinging to hand holds and reflecting on the superior
advantages of rocket flight, while the crazy wagon skipped and did over the surface of the sea. He
tried not to think about what would happen if the speeding boat struck a floating log or one of the
larger denizens of the water. They covered nearly three hundred kilometers in somewhat less than
two hours, then the boat skidded and dewed to a stop. "End of the ling", cdled out the downy-
cheeked skipper. "Have your baggage checks ready. \WWomen and children use the center escalator.”
The anti-radar lid lifted.

Don stood up on wobbly legs. "Where are we?'

"Dragonville-by-the-Mud. There's your welcoming committee. Mind your step.”
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Don peered through the mist. There seemed to be severa dragons on the shore. He stepped over
the sde, went into mud to his boot tops, scrambled up to firmer soil. Behind him, the crazy wagon
lowered its cover and gunned away a once, going out of sight while till gathering speed. "They
might a least have waved,” Don muttered and turned back to the dragons. He was feding
considerably perplexed; there seemed to be no men around and he had been given no ingructions.
He wondered if the officer he had expected to find-surdly by thistime! - had failed to run the gauntlet
sady.

There were seven of the dragons, now moving toward him. He looked them over and whistled a
polite greeting, while thinking how much one dragon looks like another. Then the center one of the
seven spoke to him in an accent richly reminiscent of fish-and-chips. "Donad, my dear boy! How
very happy | am to see you! Shucks!"
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b 4\%
"LET'S HAVE IT, THEN."

DON gulped and stared and dmost lost track of his manners. "Sir Isaac! Sir Isaac!” He sumbled
toward him.

It is not practica to shake hands with a dragon, kiss it, nor hug it. Don contented himsdf with
bedting Sr Isaac's amored sdes with his fists while trying to regain control of himsdf. Long-
suppressed emations shook him, spoiling voice and vison. Sir Isaac waited patiently, then said,
"Now, Dondd, if | may present my family.

Don pulled himsdf together, cleared his throat, and wet his whistle. None of the others had a
voder; it was possible that they did not even understand Basic.

"May they dl die beautifully!

"We thank you."

A daughter, a son, a granddaughter, a grandson, a great granddaughter, a great grandson-
counting Sir I1saac himsdlf, a four generation welcome, only one short of maximum dragon protocol;
Don was overwhemed. He knew that Sir Isaac was friendly to him, but he decided that this degree
of ceremony must be a compliment to his parents.

"My Father and my Mother thank you al for the kindness you do to their egg.”

"Asthefirg egg, 0 the last. We are very happy to have you here, Donald.”

A dragon vistor, honored by an escort, would have made a leisurely progress to the family seat
flanked by the family members. But a dragon's leisurdly progress is about twice as fast as a brisk
walk for aman. Sir Isaac settled himsdf down and said, " Suppose you borrow my legs, dear boy;
we have consderable distance to go."

"Oh, | can wak"
"Please- | ingg."
"Wdl. . "

" 'Upsy-daisy'! then - if | recdll the idiom correctly.”

Don climbed aboard and settled himsdlf just abaft the last pair of eyestaks, they turned around
and surveyed him. He found that Sir Isaac had thoughtfully had two rings riveted to his neck platesto
let him hold on. "All s&?!

"Yes, indeed."

The dragon reared himsdf up again and they st out, with Don feding like Toomai-of-the-
Elephants.

They went up a crowded dragon path so old that it was impossible to tell whether it was an
engineering feat or anaura conformation. The path pardlded the shore for amile or so; they passed
dragons a work in their watery fieds, then the path swung inland. Shortly, in the dry uplands, his
party turned out of the traffic into a tunnd. This was definitely art not nature; it was one of the sort
the floor of which dides quietly and rapidly away in the direction one walks (provided the walker isa
dragon or weighs as much as a dragon); their ambling gait was multiplied by a consderable factor.
Don could not judge the true speed nor the distance covered.

They came a last out into a great hdl, large even for dragons, the flowing floor merged into the
floor of the hall imperceptibly and stopped. Here were gathered the rest of the tribe symbolized by
the saven who had met him. But Don was not required then to rack his brain for compliments, but
was taken, till in accordance with etiquette, at once to his own chambersto rest and refresh himself.

The chambers were merdly comfortable by Venerian standards; to Don, of course, they were
huge. The wallowing trough in the center of the main room was less than six feet deep only at the



88

ramp and it was long enough for him to take severa srokeswhich he did very soon with great
pleasure. The water was as pure as the Sea he had just crossed was dirty and it was, as nearly as he
could tell, heated for him to exactly the 98.6° of a human's blood.

He turned over on his back and floated, staring up into the artificial mist that concedled the remote
ceiling. This, he thought, was certainly the lifel It was the best bath he had had since-well, since that
dilly of a bath in the Caravansary back in New Chicago, how long ago? Don thought with a sudden
twinge of nogtagiathat his class in school had graduated long since.

Growing tired even of such luxury he climbed out, then took his clothes and scrubbed out ancient
dirt as best he could, while wishing for detergent, or even for the grey homemade soap the farmers
used. He paddled around in bare feet, looking for somewhere to hang his wash. In the "small” retiring
room he stopped suddenly.

Supper was ready. Someone had set atable for him, complete to fine napery-a card table, it was,
with "Grand Rapids’ spdled out in its lines. The chairs drawn up to it actudly did have "Grand
Rapids' stamped into its under sde; Don turned it over and looked.

The table had been set in accordance with human customs. True, the soup was in the coffee cup'
and the soup plate contained coffee, but Don was in no mood to care about such details-they were
both hot. So was the sour bread toast and the scrambled eggs-shell eggs, if he was ajudge.

He spread his wet clothes on the warm, tiled floor, hedtily patted them smooth, drew up the chair
and fell to. "Asyou say, Skipper," he muttered, "we never had it so good.”

There was a foam mattress on the floor of another bay of the same room; Don did not need to
look to see that it was Greenie generd issue (officers). There was no bedframe and no blankets, but
neither was necessary. Knowing that he would not be disturbed nor expected to put in an
appearance until it suited him, he spread himself out on it after dinner. He was very tired, he now
redlized, and he certainly had much to think about.

The regppearance of Sir Isaac caused buried memories to lift their heads, fresh and demanding.
He thought again of his school, wondered where his roommate was. Had he joined up on the other
side? He hoped not . . . yet knew in his heart that Jack had. You did what you had to do, judging it
from where you were. Jack wasn't his enemy, couldn't be. Good old Jack! He hoped strongly that
the wild chances of war would never bring them face to face.

He wondered if Lazy ill remembered him.

He saw again Old Charlie's face, suddenly blasted out of human shape . . . and again his heart
raged with the thought. Well, he had paid back for Old Charlie, with interest. He grieved again for
Isobel.

Finally he wondered about the orders, dl the way from HQ, that had sent him to Sir Issec. Was
there actualy a military job here? Or had Sir 1saac smply found out where he was and sent for him?
The last seemed more likely; HQ would regard a request from a prince of the Egg as a military
"musgt”, dragons being asimportant as they were to operations.

He scratched the scar on hisleft arm and fell adeep.

Breskfast was as satisfactory as supper. This time there was no mystery about its gppearance; it
was whedled in by a young dragon-Don knew that she was young as her rear pair of eyestalks were
ill buds, she could not have been more than a Venus century old. Don whistled his thanks, she
answered politely and |eft.

Don wondered if Sir Issac employed human servants; the cooking puzzled him, dragons smply
do not cook. They prefer their fodder fresh, with a little of the bottom mud still clinging to it, for
flavor. He could imagine a dragon boailing an egg the proper length of time, the time having been
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dated, but his imagination boggled at anything more complicated. Human cookery is an esoteric and
drictly racid art.

His puzzlement did not kegp him from enjoying breskfast.

After breskfagt, his self-confidence shored up by clean and reasonably nesat clothes, he braced
himsdf for the orded of meeting Sir Isaac’'s numerous family. Used as he was to acting as a "true
peech” interpreter, the progpect of so much ceremoniousness in which he himsdf would be
expected to play a centrd and imaginative part made him nervous. He hoped that he would be able
to carry it off in afashion that would reflect honor on his parents and not embarrass his sponsor.

He had shaved sketchily, having no mirror, and was ready to make his sortie, when he heard his
name caled. It surprised him, as he knew that he should not have been disturbed-being a guest
freshly arrived-even if he chose to ay in his chambers for aweek, or amonth-or forever.

Sr Issac lumbered in. "My dear boy, will you forgive an old man in a hurry for treating you with
the informality ordinarily used only with ones own children?'

"Why, certainly, Sir Issec." Don was gtill puzzled. If Sir Isaac were a dragon in a hurry, he was
thefirgt onein higory.

"If you are refreshed, then please come with me" Don did o, reflecting that they must have had
him under observation; Sir Isaac's entrance was too timely. The old dragon led him out of his
chambers, down a passage, and into a room which might have been consdered cozy by dragon
standards; it was less than a hundred feet across.

Don decided that it must be Sir Isaac's studly, as there were roll upon roll of ribbon books racked
on the wals and the usud sort of rotating bench set at the height of his handling tentacles. Above the
racks on one wal was what Don judged to be a murd, but it looked like meaningless daubs to him;
the three colors in the infra-red which dragons see and we do not produced the usua confusion. On
second thought he decided that it might actudly be meaningless, certainly alot of human art did not
seem to mean anything.

But the point which he noticed most and wondered about was that the room contained not one
but two chairs meant for humans.

Sir Isaac invited him to St down. Don did so and found that the chair was of the best powered
furniture; it fdt out his size and shape and conformed to it. He found out a once for whom the other
terrestrial chair was intended; a man strode in-fiftyish, leen and hard in the bely, wiry grey hair
around a bald pate. He had an abrupt manner and gave the impression that his orders were dways
obeyed. "Morning, gentlemen!" He turned to Don. "Youre Don Harvey. My namés Phipps
Montgomery Phipps”" He spoke as if that were sufficient explanation. "You've grown some. Lagt
time | saw you | waloped your britches for biting my thumb.”

Don felt put off by the man's top-sergeant air. He supposed that it was some acquaintance of his
parents whom he had met in the dim reaches of his childhood, but he could not place him. "Did |
have reason to bite it?' he asked.

"Eh?" The man suddenly gave abarking laugh. "I suppose that is a matter of opinion. But we were
even; | spanked you properly.” Heturned to Sir Isaac. "Is Maath going to be here?!

"He told me that he would make the effort. He should be along shortly.”

Phipps threw himsdlf in the other chair and drummed on the arms of it. "Wéll, | suppose we must
wait, though | don't see the need of his attending. There has been much too much delay now-we
should have hed this mesting last night.”

Sir Isaac managed to drag a shocked tone out of his voder. "Last night? With a guest newly
arrived?'

Phipps shrugged. "Never mind." He turned back to Don. "How did you like your dinner, son?"
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"Very much."

"My wife cooked it. She's busy in the lab now, but you'll meet her later. Top flight chemigt-in or
out of the kitchen."

"I'd like to thank her," Don said sincerely. "Did you say |ab?"

"Eh? Yes, yes-quite a place. Youll see it later. Some of the best talent on Venus here. The
Federation'slossis our gain.”

The questions that immediately popped into Don's mind were held up; someone, something was
coming in. Don's eyes widened when he saw that it was a Martian's "pram’-the sdlf-propelled
persond  environment without which a Martian cannot live either on Earth or Venus. The little car
whedled in and joined the circde the figure indde raised itsdf to a Stting podtion with the ad of its
powered artificia exoskeeton, tried feebly to spread its pseudowings and spoke, its thin, tired voice
amplified through a spesking system. "Madath da Thon greets you, my friends."

Phipps stood up. 'Mdath old boy, you should be back in your tank. Youll kill yoursdf exerting
like this"

"l shdl live aslong asis necessary.”

"Here'sthe Harvey kid. Looks like his old man, doesn't he?"

Sir Isaac, shocked by such casuaness, intervened with aforma introduction. Don tried feverishly
to recal more than two words of High Martian, gave up and let it go with, "I'm glad to know you,
ar.”

"The honor ismine," answered the tired voice. " "A tdl father casts along shadow.™

Don wondered what to answer while reflecting that the rowdy lack of manners of the move-overs
had its points. Phipps broke in with, "Well, let's get down to business before Maath wears himself
out. Sir Isaac?"

"Very well. Donad, you know that you are welcome in my house."

"Uh-why, yes, Sir Isaac, thank you."

"You know that | urged you to visit me before | knew aught of you but your parentage and your
own good spirit.”

"Yes, g, you asked me to look you up. And | tried to, | redlly did-but | didn't know where you
had landed. | was just getting organized to do alittle detective work on it when the Greenies landed.
I'm sorry.” Don felt vagudy uncomfortable, knowing thet he had put the matter off until he had a
favor to ask.

"And | tried to find you, Dondd-and was caught by the same mischance. Mogt recently, by
rumors that are carried on the migt, did | discover where you were and what you were doing." Sir
Issac paused asif he found the choice of words difficult. "Knowing that this house is yours, knowing
that you were welcome in any case, can you forgive me when you discover you were summoned
aso for amost practica reason?'

Don decided that this caled for "true speech.” " "How can the eyes offend the tail? Or father
offend son? What can | do to help, Sir Isaac? | had aready gathered that something was up.”

"How shdl | begin? Should | spesk of your Cyrus Buchanan who died far from his people, yet
died happily since he had made us his people, too? Or should | spesk of the strange and
complicated customs -of your own people wherein you sometimes-or o it appears to us-cause the
jaw to bite its own leg? Or should | discuss directly the events that have happened here since first
you and | shared mud in the sky?" ;

Phipps gtirred unessily. "Let me handle it. Sir 1saac. Remember that this young man and | are of
the same race. We won't have to beat around the bush; | can put it up to him in two words. It isn't
complicated.”
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Sir Isaac lowered his massive head. "As you wish, my friend.”

Phipps turned to Don. "Y oung fellow, you didn't know it, but when your parents caled you home
to Mars, you were a courier with a message.”

Don looked a him sharply. "But | did know it." His mind raced ahead, adjusting himsdf to this
new gtudion.

"You did? Wdll, that'sfine! Let's haveit, then."

"Have what?'

"Thering-the ring, of course. Give it to us."



92

XV
"JUDGE NOT ACCORDING TO THE APPEARANCE"
JOHN VII:24

"WAIT aminute" Don protested. ™Y ou're mixed up. | know what ring you mean, al right, but it
wasn't the ring; it was the paper that it was wrapped in. And the 1.B.1. got that."

Phipps looked perplexed, then laughed. "They did, eh? Then they made the same mistake you
did. But it'sthering itsdf that isimportant. Let's haveit.”

"You must be mistaken,” Don answered dowly. "Or maybe we aren't talking about the same
ring." He thought about it. "It's possible that the I.B.I. swapped rings before the package ever
reached me. But it's a dead cinch that the ring that was ddlivered to me couldn't have contained a
message. It was transparent plastic-styrene, probably-and there wasn't even a fly speck in it. No
message. No way to hide a message.”

Phipps shrugged impetiently. "Don't quibble with me as to whether or not a message could be
concedled in the ring-it's the right ring; be sure of that. The 1.B.1. didn't switch rings-we know."

"How do you know?"

"Confound it, boyl Your function was to deliver the ring, that's dl. You let us worry about the
messagein it."

Don was beginning to fed sure that when his younger self had bitten Phipps thumb, he must have
been judtified. "Wait aminute! | wasto deliver thering, yesthat iswhat Dr. Jefferson-you know who
heis?'

"l knew who he was. I've never met him."

"That's what Dr. Jefferson wanted. He's dead, or so they told me. In any case | can't consult him
But he was ,very specific about to wham | was to ddliver it-to my father. Not to you."

Phipps pounded the arm of the chair. "I know it, | know it! If things had gone properly, you
would have delivered it to your father and we would have been saved no end of trouble. But those
eager lads in New London had to- Never mind. The rebellion occurring when it did caused you to
wind up hereinstead of on Mars. I'm trying to pick up the pieces. You can't ddliver it to your father,
but you can get the same result by turning it over to me. Your father and | are working toward the
same end.”

Don hesitated before answering, "I don't wish to be rude -but you ought to give some proof of
that."

Sir Isaac produced with his voder a sound exactly like a man clearing his throat. "Ahem!™ They
both turned their heads toward him. "Perhgps" he went on, "I should enter the discusson. | have
known Donald, if | may say so, more recently, my dear Phipps.”

"Wdll-go ahead.”

Sir Isaac turned most of his eyes on Don. "My dear Dondd, do you trust me?”

"Uh, | think so, Sir Isaac-but it seemsto me that | am obligated to insst on proof. It isnt my ring."

"Y es, you have reason. Then let us consider what would be proof. If | say. . .

Don interrupted, feding that the whole matter was out of hand. "I'm sorry | let this grow into an
argument. Y ou see, it does not matter."

"Eh?'

"Well, you see, | don't have the ring any longer. It's gone.”

There was a dead slence for along minute. Then Phipps sad, "l think Malath has fainted."
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There was scurrying excitement while the Martian's cart was removed to his chambers, tenson
until it was reported that he was floaing in his very specid bed and resting comfortably. The
conference resumed with three members. Phipps glowered a Don. "It's your fault, you know. What
you said took the heart out of him."

"Me?| don't understand.”

"He was a courier, too-he was stranded here the same way you were. He has the other half of the
message-of the message you logt. And you removed the last possible chance he has of getting home
before high gravity kills him. Hes a sick man-and you jerked the rug out from under him."

Donald sad, "But-"

Sir Isaec interrupted. "Dondd is not at fault. The young should be blamed only with just cause
and after ddliberation, lest the family sorrow.”

Phipps glanced at the dragon, then back at Don. "I'm sorry. I'm tired and bad tempered. What's
done is done. The important point is what happened to the ring? Is there any possibility of locating
it?"

Don looked unhappy. "I'm afraid not." He explained rapidly about the attempt to get the ring from
him and how he had had no proper place to protect it. "I didn't know that it was redlly important but
| was determined to carry out Dr. Jefferson’'s wishes-maybe I'm sort of stubborn at times. So | did
the best | could think of to do; | turned it over to a friend for safekeeping. | figured that was best
because no one would think of looking for it in the hands of a person who wouldn't be expected to
haveit."

"Sound enough,” agreed Phipps, "but to whom did you giveit?"

"A young lady." Don's features contorted. "1 think she was killed when the Greenies attacked.”

"Y ou don't know?"*

"I'm fairly certain. I've been doing work that gives me opportunities to ask and nobody has laid
eyes on her since the attack. I'm sure she's dead.”

"Y ou could be wrong. What was her name?"

"Isobdl Cogtdlo. Her father managed thel. T. & T. branch.”

Phipps looked utterly astounded, then lay back in his chair and roared. Presently he wiped his
eyes and sad, "Did you hear that, Sir 1saac? Did you hear that? Tak about the Blue Bird in your
own back yard! Talk about Grandmals spectacles!”

Don looked from one to the other. "What do you mean?' he asked in offended tones.

"What do | mean? Why, son, Jm Cogello and his daughter have been right here since two days
after the attack." He jumped out of his chair. "Don't move! Stay where you are-I'll be right back."

And he was back quickly. "I aways have trouble with those funny house phones of yours, Sr
Ike" he complained. "But they're coming." He sat down and heaved a Sigh. "Some days I'm tempted
to turn mysdf inasanidiot.”

Phipps shut up, save for a suppressed chuckle or two. Sir Isaac seemed to be contemplating his
non-existent navel. Don was preoccupied with turbulent thoughts, relief too great to be pleasure.
Isobd divel

Presently, calm somewhat restored, he spoke up. "Look, isnt it aout time somebody told me
what thisisdl about?"

Sir Isaac lifted his head and his tendrils played over the keys. "Your pardon, dear boy. | was
thinking of something else. Long, long ago when my race was young and when your race had not
yet--"

Phipps cut in. "Excuse me, old boy, but | can brief it and you can fill him in on the detalls later.”
He assumed assent and turned to Don. "Harvey, there is an organization-a cabal, a conspiracy, a
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secret lodge call it what you like-we just cdl it The Organization’. I'm a member, S0 is Sir Isaec, 0
isold Malath-and so are both of your parents. And so was Dr. Jefferson. It's made up mostly of
scientists but it is not limited to them; the one thing we dl have in common is a belief in the dignity and
netura worth of free inteligence. In many different ways we have fought-and fought unsuccesstully, |
should add-againgt the higtoricd imperative of the last two centuries the withering away of individud
freedom under larger and even more pervasve organizations, both governmental and
guasigovernmentd.

"On Eath our group derives from dozens of sources, way back in history associations of
scientigts fighting againgt secrecy and the straitjacketing of thought, artists fighting againgt censorship,
legal aid societies, many other organizations, most of them unsuccessful, and some downright stupid.
About a century ago dl such things were pushed underground; the weak sisters dropped out, the
talkative got themselves arrested and liquidated-and the remnants consolidated.

"Here on Venus our origins go clear back to the rapprochement between Cyrus Buchanan and
the dominant natives. On Mars, in addition to many humansmore about them later-the organization is
affiliated with what we cal the "priest class-a bad trandation, for they arent priests; “judges would
be closer.”

Sir Isaac interrupted. " "Elder brothers.™

"Eh? Wdl, maybe that is a far poeticad rendering. Never mind. The point is, the whole
organization, Martian, Venerian, Terrestria, has been gtriving-"

"Just aminute,” put in Don. "If you can answer me one question, it would clear up awhole lot. I'm
a soldier of the Venus Republic and weve got a war on. Tdl me this. is this organization-here on
Venus, | mean-heping in our fight to chuck the Greenies out?'

"Wdll, not precisely. You see--"

Don did not then find out what it was he was supposed to see; another voice cut through Phipps
words. "Don! Dondd!"

He found himsdf swarmed by a somewhat smaller and female member of his own race. 1sobel
seemed determined to break his neck. Don was embarrassed and upset and most happy. He gently
removed her arms from his neck and tried to pretend that it had not happened-when he caught sight
of her father looking a him quite oddly. "Uh, hello, Mr. Cogtdlo." |

Cogtello advanced and shook hands with him. "How do you do, Mr. Harvey? It's good to see
you again."

"It's good to see you. I'm mighty glad to see you folks dive and in one piece. | thought you had
had it."

"Not quite. But it was a near thing."

Isobel said, "Don, you look older-much older. And how thin you arel™

He grinned at her. "Y ou look just the same, Grandma.”

Phipps interrupted, "Much as | didike bresking up Old Home Week we have no time to wagte.
Miss Cogtello, we want the ring.”

"Thering?'

"He means" explained Don, "thering I l&ft with you."

"Ring?' said Mr. Cogtdlo. "Mr. Harvey, did you give my daughter aring?"

"W, not exactly. You see. . ."

Phipps interrupted again. "It's the ring, Jm-the message ring. Harvey was the other courier-and it
seems he made your daughter sort of a deputy courier.”

"Eh?1 must say I'm confused." Helooked at his daughter.

"You haveit?' Don asked her. "You didn't lose it?'
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"Lose your ring? Of course not, Don. But | had thought-never mind; you want it back now." She
glanced around at the eyes on her-fourteen, counting Sir Isaac's-then moved away and turned her
back. She turned around again dmost immediately and held out her hand. "Hereit is"

Phipps reached for it. I1sobel drew her hand away and handed it to Don. Phipps opened his
mouth, closed it again, then reopened it. "Very well-now let's have it, Harvey."

Don put it in a pocket. "Y ou never did get around to explaining why | should turn it over to you."

"But-" Phipps turned quite red. "This is preposterous) Had we known it was here, we would
never have bothered to send for you-we would have had it without your leave."

"Oh, no!"'

Phipps swung his eyesto Isobd. "What's that, young lady? Why not?

"Because | wouldn't have given it to you-not ever. Don told me that someone was trying to get it
away from him. | didn't know that you were the one."

Phipps, dready red-faced, got amost apoplectic. "I've had dl this childish kidding around with
serious matters that | can stand.” He took two long strides to Don and grasped him by the arm. "Cut
out the nonsense and give us that message!”

Don shook him off and backed away half a sep, dl in one smooth motion-and Phipps looked
down to see the point of a blade amost touching his waistband. Don held the knife with the relaxed
thumb-and-two-finger grip of those who understand stedl.

Phipps seemed to have trouble beieving what he saw. Don said to him softly, "Get away from
me."

Phipps backed away. "Sir 1saacl”

"Yes," agreed Don. "Sir Isaac-do | have to put up with thisin your house?!

The dragon's tentacles struck the keys, but only confused squawking came out. He stopped and
darted again and said very dowly, "Donad-this is your house. You are dways safe in it. Please-by
the service you did me--put away your weapon."

Don glanced a Phipps, straightened up and caused his knife to disappear. Phipps relaxed and
turned to the dragon. "Well, Sir Isaac? What are you going to do about it?"

Sir Isaec did not bother with the voder. "Remove thysdf!™

"Eh?'

"Y ou have brought dissenson into this house. Were you not both in my house and of my family?
Y et you menaced him. Please go-before you cause more sorrow.”

Phipps started to speak, thought better of it-left. Don said, "Sir Isaec, | am terribly sorry. 1-

"Let the waters close over it. Let the mud bury it. Donad, my dear boy, how can | assure you
that what we ask of you iswhat your honored parents would have you do, were they here to ingtruct
you?'

Don congdered this. "I think that's just the trouble, Sir Issac-I'm not your “dear boy.' I'm not
anybody's "dear boy." My parents aren't here and I'm not sure that | would let them ingtruct me if
they were. I'm agrown man now-I'm not as old as you are, not by severa centuries. I'm not very old
even by human standards-Mr. Phipps till classes me as a boy and that was what was wrong. But
I'm not a boy and I've got to know what's going on and make up my own mind. So far, I've heard a
lot of sdlestak and I've been subjected to alot of verba pushing around. That won't do; I've got to
know the red facts" Before Sir Isaac could reply they were interrupted by another sound-1sobel
was gpplauding. Don said to her. "How about you, 1sobel? What do you know about al this?

"Me? Nothing. | couldn't be more in the dark if | were stuffed in a sack. | was just cheering your
sentiments.”
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"My daughter,” Mr. Cogtello put in crisply, "knows nothing at dl of these things. But | do-and it
gppears that you are entitled to answers.”

"l could certainly use some!”

"By your leave, Sir 1saac?' The dragon ponderoudy inclined his head; Costello went on, "Fire
away. I'll try to give you straight answers.”

"Okay-what's the message in the ring?"

"Well, | can't answer that exactly or we wouldn't need the message ourselves. | know that it's a
discussion of certain aspects of physcs-gravitation and inertia and spin and things like that. Field
theory. It's certainly very long and very complicated and | probably wouldn't understand it if | knew
exactly what was in it. I'm dmply a somewhat rusty communications engineer, not a topflight
theoreticd physcig.”

Don looked puzzled. "I don't get it. Somebody tucks a physics book into a ring-and then we play
cops-and-robbers dl around the system. It sounds silly. Furthermore, it sounds impossible.” He took
the ring out and looked &t it; the light shone through it clearly. It was just a notions counter trinket-
how could amgor work on physics be hidden in it?

Sir Issac said, "Dondd, my dear- | beg pardon. Shucks! You mistake smple appearance for
samplicity. Be assured; it is in there. It is theoreticdly possble to have a matrix in which each
individua molecule has a meaning-as they do in the memory cdls of your brain. If we had such
subtlety, we could wrap your Encyclopedia Britannica into the head of a pin-it would be the head of
that pin. But thisis nothing so difficult.”

Don looked again at the ring and put it back in his pocket. "Okay, if you say so. But | till don't
seewhat dl the shooting is about.”

Mr. Costello answered, "We don't either-not exactly. This message was intended to go to Mars,
where they are prepared to make the best use of it. | mysdlf had not even heard about the project
except in the most generd terms until | was brought here. But the main idea is this: the equations that
are included in this message tell how space is put together-and how to manipulate it. | can't even
imagine dl the implications of that-but we do know a couple of things that we expect from it, fird,
how to make aforce field that will stop anything, even afusion bomb, and second, how to hook up a
space drive that would make rocket travel look like walking. Don't ask me how-1'm out of my depth.
Ask Sir Isaac.”

"Ask me after I've sudied the message,” the dragon commented dryly.

Don made no comment. There was Slence for some moments which Costello broke by saying,
"Well? Do you want to ask anything? | do not know quite what you do know; | hardly know what to
volunteer."

"Mr. Cogtello, when | talked to you in New London, did you know about this message?

Cogélo shook his head. "I knew that our organization had great hopes from an investigation
going on on Earth. | knew that it was intended to finish on Mars-you see, | was the key man, the
“drop box," for communication to and from Venus, because | was in a postion to handle
interplanetary messages. | did not know that you were a courier-and | certainly did not know that
you had entrusted an organization message to my only daughter." He smiled wryly. "1 might add thet |
did not even identify you in my mind as the son of two members of our organization, € se there would
have been no question about handling your traffic whether you could pay for it or not. There were
means whereby | could spot organization messages-identifications that your message lacked. And
Harvey isafairly common name."
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"You know," Don said dowly, "it seemsto me thet if Dr. Jefferson had told me what it was | was
carying-and if you had trusted 1sobel here with some idea of what was going on, a lot of trouble
could have been saved.”

"Perhaps. But men have died for knowing too much. Conversely, what they don't know they can't
tell.”

"Yes, | suppose so0. But there ought to be some way of running things so that people don't have to
go around |loaded with secrets and afraid to spesk!”

Both the dragon and the man inclined their heads. Mr. Costello added, "That's exactly what we're
after-in the long run. That sort of aworld.”

Don turned to his hogt. "Sir Issac, when we met in the E Glory Road, did you know that Dr.
Jefferson was usng me C as a messenger?”'

"No, Dondd-though | should have suspected it when | learned who you were" He paused, then
added, "Is there anything more you wish to know?"

"No, | just want to think." Too many things had happened too fast, too many new ideas- Take
what Mr. Cogtello had said about what was in the ring, now-he could see what that would mean-if
Cogtdlo knew what he was talking about. A fast gpace drive, one that would run rings around the
Federation ships . . . away to guard againg atom bombs, even fuson bombs-Why, if the Republic
had such things they could tell the Federation to go fly akite!

But that so-and-so Phipps had admitted that al this hanky-panky was not for the purpose of
fighting the Greenies. They wanted to send the stuff to Mars, whatever it was. Why Mars? Mars
didn't even have a permanent human settlement-just scientific commissions and expeditions, like the
work his parents did. The place wasn't fit for humans, not redlly. So why Mars?

Whom could he trust? Isobel, of course-he had trusted her and it had paid off. Her father? | sobel
and her father were two different people and Isobel didn't know anything about what her father was
doing. He looked at her; she stared back with big, serious eyes. He looked at her father. He didnt
know, hejust didn't know.

Maath? A voice out of atank! Phipps? Phipps might be kind to children and have a heart of
gold, but Don had no reason to trust him.

To be sure, dl these people knew about Dr. Jefferson, knew about the ring, seemed to know
about his parents-but so had Bankfield. He needed proof, not words. He knew enough now, enough
had happened now, to prove to him that what he carried was of utmost importance. He must not
make amistake.

It occurred to him that there was one possible way of checking: Phipps had told him that Maath
caried the other haf of the same message-that the ring carried only one haf. If it turned out that his
haf fitted the part that Malath carried, it would pretty well prove that these people had aright to the
message.

But, confound it al!-that test required him to break the egg to discover that it was bad. He had to
know before he turned it over to them. He had met the two-piece message system before; it was a
standard military dodgebut used and used only when it was o terribly, terribly important not to let a
message be compromised that you would rather not have it delivered than teke any risk at dl of
having it fal into the wrong hands.

He looked up &t the dragon. "Sir Isaac?"

"Yes, Dondd?"

"What would happen if | refused to give up the ring?'

Sir Isaac answered a once but with grave ddiberation. "You are my own egg, no matter what.
Thisisyour housewhere you may dwell in peace-or leave in peace-asisyour will."



98

"Thank you, Sir Isaac." Don trilled it in dragon symbols-and used "Sir Isaac's' true name.

Cogtdlo sad urgently, "Mr. Harvey--"

A

"Do you know why the speech of the dragon peopleis ? called 'true speech'?!

"Uh, why, no, not exactly."

"Because it is true speech. See here-l've studied comparative semanticsthe whistling talk does not
even contain a symbol for the concept of fasehood. And what a person does not have symbols for
he can't think about! Ask him, Mr. Harveyl Ask him in his own speech. If he answers at dl, you can
believe him."

Dondd looked at the old dragon. The thought went racing through his mind that Costello was
right-there was no symbol in dragon speech for "lie," the dragons apparently never had arrived & the
idea-or the need. Could Sir Isaac tdll alie? Or was he so far humanized that he could behave and
think like a man? He sared a Sir Isaac and eight blank, oscillating eyes looked back at him. How
could aman know what a dragon was thinking?

"Ask himl" indsted Costello.

He didn't trust Phipps, he couldn't logically trust Costello-he had no reason to. And Isobel didn't
figure into it. But a man had to trust somebody, sometime! A man couldnt go it done-dl right, let it
be this dragon who had "shared mud" with him. "It isn't necessary,” Don said suddenly. "Here" He
reached into his pocket, took out the ring and dipped it over one of Sir Isaac's tentacles.

The tentacle curled through it and withdrew it into the dowly writhing mass. "I thank you, Mid-
on-the-Waters."
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XVI
MULTUM IN PARVO

DONALD looked at Isobe and found her ill solemn, unsmiling, but she seemed to show
goprova. Her father sat down heavily in the other chair. "Phew!" he sighed "Mr. Harvey, you are a
hard nut. Y ou had me worried.”

"I'm sorry. | had to think."

"No matter now." Heturned to Sir Isaac. "'l guess | had better dig up Phipps. Y es?'

"It won't be necessary." The voice came from behind them; they dl turned dl but Sir Isaac who
did not need to turn his body. Phipps stood just insde the door. "I came in on the tail end of your
remark, Jm. If you want me, I'm here."

"Well, yes"

"Just @ moment, then. | came for another reason.” He faced Don. "Mr. Harvey, | owe you an
gpology."

"Oh, that'sdl right."

"No, let me say my say. | had no business trying to bullyrag you into cooperating. Don't mistake
me; we want that ring-we must have it. And | mean to argue until we get it. But I've been under greeat
srain and | went about it the wrong way. Very great strain-that's my only excuse."

"Well," said Don, "come to think about it, so have |. So let's forget it." He turned to his host. "Sir
Isaac, may 17" He reached toward Sir Issac's handling tentacles, putting out his pam. The ring
dropped into it; he turned and handed it to Phipps.

Phipps sared at it supidly for a moment. When he looked up Don was surprised to see that the
man's eyes were filled with tears. "I won't thank you," he sad, "because when you see what will
come of thisit will mean more to you than any person's thanks. What isin thisring is of life and death
importance to many, many people. You'll see”

Don was embarrassed by the man's naked emotion. "1 can guess” he said gruffly. "Mr. Cogtdlo
told me that it meant bomb protection and faster ships-and | bet on my hunch that you people and |
are on the same sdein thelong run. | just hope | didn't guess wrong.”

"Guess wrong? No, you haven't guessed wrong-and not just in the long run, as you put it, but
right now! Now that we have this" he held up the ring, "we stand a fight- . ing chance to save our
people on Mars."

"Mars?' repested Don. "Hey, wait a minute-what's this about Mars? Whao's going to be saved?
And from what?"

Phipps looked just as puzzled. "Eh? But wasn't that what persuaded you to turn over the ring?’

"Waan't what persuaded me?'

"Didnt Jm Costello-" "Why, | thought of course you had-" and Sir Isaac's voder interrupted with,
"Gentlemen, gpparently it was assumed that. . ."

"Quiet!" Don shouted as Phipps opened his mouth again ; Don hurriedly added, "Things seem to
have gotten mixed up again. Can somebody-just one of you-tell me what goes on?"

Cogtdlo could and did. The Organization had for many years been quietly building a research
center on Mars. It was the one place in the system where the mgority of humans were scientists. The
Federation maintained merely an outpost there, with a skeleton garrison. Mars was not regarded as
being of any red importance-just a place where harmless longhairs could dig among the ruins and
study the customs of the ancient and dying race.

The security officers of the 1.B.1. gave Mars little attention; there seemed no need. The occasond
agent who did show up could be led around and alowed to see research of no military importance.
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The group on Mars did not have the giant facilities available on Earth-the mastodonic cybernetic
meachines, the unlimited sources of atomic power, the superpowerful particle accelerators, the
enormous laboratories-but they did have freedom. The theoretica groundwork for new advances in
physics had been worked out on Mars, spurred on by certain mystifying records of the First Empire-
that amogst mythicad earlier epoch when the solar sysem had been one politica unit. Don was
warmly pleased to hear that his parents researches had contributed largely at this point in the
problem. It was known-or so0 the ancient Martian records seemed to state-that the ships of the First
Empire had traveled between the planets, not in journeys of weary months, or even weeks, but of
days.

The descriptions of these ships and of their motive power were extendve, but differences in
language, in concept, and in technology created obstacles enough to give comparative semanticists
nervous breskdowns-had done <o, in fact. A treatise on modern electronics written in Sanskrit
poetry with haf the thoughts taken for granted would have been lucid in comparison.

It had smply been impossible to make fully intdligible trandation of the ancient records. What
was missing had to be worked out by genius and swest.

When the theoretical work had been carried as far as it could be the problem was sent to Earth
via members of the Organization for sub rosa testing and for conversion of theory into present-day
engineering. At first there was a steady traffic of information back and forth between planets, but, as
the secret grew, the members of the Organization were less and less inclined to travel for fear of
compromising what they knew. By the time of the Venus criss it had been standard practice for
some years to send critical information by couriers who knew nothing and therefore could not talk-
such as Don-or by nonterrestrials who were physicadly immune to the interrogation methods of the
security police-giving a Venerian dragon the "third degree” was not only impracticd, but ridiculous.
For different but equally obvious reasons Martians too were safe from the thought police.

Don himsdf was a lagt-minute choice, a "channd of opportunity”-the Venus crisis had rushed
things. How badly it had rushed things no one knew until after Commodore Higgins spectacular raid
on Circum-Terra. The engineering data so urgently needed on Mars had gone to Venus insteed,
there to be log (Don's hdf of it) in the confuson of rebelion and counterblow. The rebdling
colonigts, driving toward the same god as the Organization, had unknowingly thwarted their best
chance for overthrowing the Federation.

Communication between the Organization members on Venus, on Earth, and on Mars had been
precarioudy and imperfectly reestablished right under the noses of the Federation police. The
Organization had members working for I. T. & T. on dl three planetsmembers such as Costello.
Cogtdlo himsdlf had been helped to make his escape, with Isobel, because he knew too much; they
could not afford to have him questioned-but a new "drop box" had been set up at Governor's Idand
in the person of a Federation communications technical sergeant. The channd to the sergeant was a
dragon who had the garbage disposa contract for the "Greeni€”’ base. The dragon had no voder; the
sergeant knew no whistle talk-but a tentacle can pass a note to a human hand.

Communicetion, though difficult and dangerous, was possible travel between planets for
members of the Organization was now utterly impossble. The only commercid line as yet
reestablished was the Earth-Moon run. The group on Venus was atempting the dmost impossible
task of completing a project al preiminary preparations for which had been made for Mars. The
task was not quite impossible-provided they could find the missing hdf of the message, they might
yet outfit aship, send it to Mars, and finish the job.
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So they hoped . . . and continued to hope until recently, when disastrous news had gotten through
to them from Earth-the Organization had been penetrated on Earth; a very senior member, one who
knew much too much, had been arrested and had not been able to suicide in time.

And atask force of Federation ships was already on its way to attack the group on Mars.

"Wait a minute" Don interrupted. "I thought-Mr. Cogtello, didn't you tell me, back in New
London, that the Federation had aready moved in on Mars?'

"Not exactly. | told you that | had inferred. . . that the Federation had taken over Schigpardli
Station, thel. T. & T. branch there. And so they had-to the extent of censoring dl traffic and putting
a gop to dl traffic with Venus. They could do that with a squad of soldiers from the pint-sized
garrison they've dways had there. But this is an attack in force. They mean to liquidate the
Organization."

Liquidate the Organization-Don trand ated the jawbregkersinto real words: kill al the people who
were againg them. That meant his parents

He shook his head to clear it. The thought did not mean anything to him insde. It had been too
many years, he could not see their faces-and he could not imagine them dead. He wondered if he
himsdf had become dead insde, unable to fed things. No matter-something had to be done. "What
do we do? How can we stop it?"

"We quit wadting timel" answered Phipps. "Weve lost haf aday dready. Sir saac?”’

"Yes, my friend. Let ushurry.”

The room was a laboratory shop, but of dragon proportions. It needed to be, for it held a round
dozen of dragons as wdll as fifty-odd men and a sprinkling of women. Everyone who could manage
it wanted to see the opening of the ring. Even Maath da Thon was there, Stting up in his cdl with the
ad of his powerdriven corset and with the colors of emotion rippling gently across hisfrail body.

Don and Isobel had climbed to the top of the entrance ramp, where they could see without being
in the way. Opposite them was a large stereo tank, lighted but with no picture growing in it. Below
them was a micromanipulator, dragon style; other pieces of apparatus and power tools filled the rest
of the room. They were strange to Don, not because they were of dragon congtruction and for
dragon use, for many of them were not-they were strange in the way in which laboratory equipment
is dways exatic to the layman. He was used to dragon artifacts; the two technologies, human and
dragon, had interpenetrated sufficiently that a human, especidly one living on Venus, found nothing
odd in joints that were wrung instead of welded or bolted, nothing unusud in interlocking ovoids
where aman would use screws.

Sir Isaac was at the micromanipulator, his tendrils at the controls, down over his head fitted a
frame with eight eyepieces. He touched the control rack; the tank rippled and a picture built in it-the
ring, in full color and three dimengions. It seemed to be about eight feet across. The boss of the ring
faced out, displaying the enamd-filled initid cut into it-a capital "H" framed with a Smple circle of
white enamd.

The picture flickered and changed. Only a portion of the initid was now visble, but so grestly
magnified that the enamd rubbed into the shadlow grooves of the letter looked like broken paving
blocks. A shadowy pointed cylinder, out of focus save at its very end, moved across the picture; a
great oily globe formed on the end of it, detached itsdf and settled on the enamd. The "paving
blocks' started to break up.

Montgomery Phipps climbed the ramp, saw Don and Isobel, and sat down on the edge beside
them. He seemed to want to be friendly. "This will be something to tell your grandchildren about,” he
remarked. "Old Sir ke at work. The best microtechnician in the system-can darn near pick out a
sngle molecule, makeit St up and beg.”
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"It rather surprises me" Don admitted. "I hadnt known that Sir Issac was a laboratory
technician.”

"He's more than that; he's a great physcigt; hadn't the significance of his chosen name struck
you?"'

Don fdt foolish He knew how dragons went about picking vocaized names, but he took such
names for granted, just as he took his own Venerian name for granted. "His whole tribe tends to be
scientific,” Phipps went on. "Theres agrandson who cdls himsdf ‘Gdileo Gdlile'; have you met him?
And there's a "Doctor Eingein' and a "Madame Curi€ and there's an integrating chemist who cdls
hersdf-Egg aone knows why!-'Little Buttercup.' But old Sir Ike is the boss man, the top brain-he
made atrip to Earth to help with some of the work on this project. But you knew that, didn't you?'

Dondd admitted that he had not known why Sir Isaac was on Earth. Isobel put in, "Mr. Phipps, if
Sir Isaac was working on this on Earth, why doesn't he know what is in the ring before he opensit?"

"WEell, he does and he doesn't. He worked on the theoretica end. But what we will find-unless
we get a terrific disgppointment-will be detailed engineering ingructions worked out for man-type
tools and techniques. Very different.”

Don thought about it. "Enginesring” and "science” were more or less lumped together in his mind;
he lacked the training to appreciate the enormous. difference. He changed the subject. "You are a
laboratory man yoursdlf, Mr. Phipps?’

"Me? Heavens, no! My fingers are dl thumbs. The dynamics of history is my game. Theoreticd
once-gpplied now. Well, that'sa dry hole." His eyes were on the tank; the solvent, duiced in by what
seemed to be hogshead amounts, had washed the enamd out of the groove that defined that part of
theinitid "H"; the floor of the groove could be seen, bare, amber, and transparent.

Phipps stood up. "I can't Sit ill-1 get nervous. Excuse me, please.” .

"Surely."

A dragon was lumbering up the ramp. He stopped by them just as Phipps was turning away.
"Howdy, Mr. Phipps. Mind if | park here?'

"Not at al. Know these people?’

"I've met the lady."

Don acknowledged the introduction, giving both his names and receiving those of the dragon in
turn-Refreshing Rain and Josephus ("Just cal me "Joe ). Joe was the firgt dragon, other than Sir
Isaac, whom Don had met there who was voder trained and equipped; Don looked at him with
interest. One thing was certain: Joe had learned English from some magter other than the nameless
Cockney who had taught Sir Isaac . . . a Texan, Don fdt quite sure.

"l am honored to be in your house," Don said to him.

The dragon settled himsdf comfortably, letting his chin come about to their shoulders. "Not my
house. These snobs wouldn't have me around if there wasn't a job | can do a little better than the
next hombre. | just work here."

"Oh." Don wanted to defend Sir Isaac againgt the charge of snobbery but taking sides between
dragons seemed unwise. He looked back at the tank. The scan had shifted to the circle of ename
which framed the "H"; fifteen or twenty degrees of it gppeared in the tank. The magnification Sarted
to swel enormoudy until one tiny sector filled the huge picture. Again the solvent floated into the
ename; again it washed away.

"Now we are getting someplace, maybe," commented Joe.

The enamd was dissolving like snow in spring rain, but, instead of washing down to a bare floor,
something dark was reveded under the paint-a bundle of sted pipes, it seemed to be, nested in the
shdlow groove.
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There was dead slence-then somebody cheered. Don found that he had been holding his breath.
"What isit?" he asked Joe.

"Wire. What would you expect?"

Sr Isaac stepped up the magnification and shifted to another sector. Slowly, as carefully as a
mother bathing her first born, he washed the covering off the upper layer of the coiled wire. Presently
amicroscopic claw reached in, felt around most delicately, and extracted one end.

Joe got to his feet. "Got to get to work," he keyed. "That's my cue." He ambled down the ramp.
Don naticed that he was growing a new starboardmidships leg and the process was not quite
complete; it gave him alopsided, one-flawhed gait.

Sowly, tenderly, the wire was cleaned and uncoiled. More than an hour later the tiny hands of the
micromanipulator stretched out their prize-four feet of sted wire so gossamer fine that it could not be
seen at all by naked eye, even by adragon.

Sir Isaac backed his head out of the eyepiece rack. "Is Mdath's wire ready?" he inquired.

"All st

"Very wdl, my friends. Let us commence."

They were fed into two ordinary microwire speskers, rigged in pardld. Seated at a control panel
for synchronizing the fragmented message latent in the two wires was a worried-looking man wearing
earphones-Mr. Costello. The sted spider threads started very dowly through-and a highpitched
gabbling came out of the horn. There were very rgpid momentary interruptions, like high frequency
code.

"Not in synch," announced Mr. Cogtdlo. "Rewind."

An operator gtting in front of him said, "l hate to rewind, Jm. These wires would snep if you
breathed on them."

"S0 you bresk awire-Sir I1saac will pliceit. Rewind!"

"Maybe you've got one in backwards."

"Shut up and rewind.”

Presently the gabbling resumed. To Don it sounded the same as before and utterly meaningless,
but Mr. Costdllo nodded. "That's got it. Wasiit recorded from the beginning?'

Don heard Joe's Texas accents answering, "In the can!”

"Okay, keep it ralling and start playing back the recording. Try dowing the composite twenty to
one." Cogélo threw a switch; the gabbling stopped completely athough the machines continued to
unred the invisible threads. Shortly a human voice came out of the loudspesker horn; it was deep,
muffled, dragging, and amogt unintelligible. Joe stopped it and made an adjustment, sarted over.
When the voice resumed it was a clear, pleasant, most careful enunciated contralto.

"Title," the voice said, " "Some Notes on the Practica Applications of the Horst-Milne Equations.
Table of Contents: Part One-On the Design of Generators to Accomplish Strain-Free Molar
Trandation. Part Two-The Generation of SpaceTime Discontinuities, Closed, Open, and Folded.
Part Three -On the Generation of Temporary Pseudo-Acceleration Loci. Part One, Chapter One-
Desgn Criteria for a Smple Generator and Control System. Referring to equation seventeen in
Appendix A, it will be seen that--""

The voice flowed on and on,, apparently tireless. Don was interested, intensdy o, but he did not
undergtand it. He found himsdlf growing deepy when the voice suddenly rapped out: "Facamilel
Facsamilel Facamile!”

Cogtdllo touched a switch, stopping the voice, and demanded, "Cameras ready?"

"Hot and rolling)”

"Shift!"
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They watched the picture build up-a wiring diagram, Don decided it must be-or ese a plate of
spaghetti. When the picture was complete the voice resumed.

After more than two hours of this, broken only by desultory conversation, Don turned to Isobe.
"I'm not doing any good here and I'm certainly not learning anything. What do you say we leave?"

"Suits”

They went down the ramp and headed for a tunnel that led toward living quarters. On the way
they ran into Phipps, his face glowing with happiness. Don nodded and started to push on padt;
Phipps stopped him. "'l was just going to hunt you up.”

"Me?'

"Yes. | thought you might want this-for a souvenir.” He held out the ring.

Don took it and examined it curioudy. There was a very tiny bregk in one branch of the "H"
where the ename had been eaten away. The framing circle was an empty, dightly shadowed groove,
agroove 0 narrow and shalow that Don could hardly catch hisfingernal init.

"Y ou've no more use for it?'

"It's squeezed dry. Keep it. You'll be able to sl it to amuseum some day, for ahigh price.”

"No," said Don. "I reckon I'll deliver it to my father-eventudly.”
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XVII
TO RESET THE CLOCK

DON moved out of the Gargantuan chambers he had been given and in with the other humans.
Sir Isaac would have let him stay until the Sun grew cold, monopolizing an acre or so of living space,
but to Don it seemed not only silly for one person to clutter up chambers built big enough for dragons
but not entirely comfortable-so much open space made a man tuned to bush fighting uneesy.

The human guests occupied one dragon gpartment with the great rooms partitioned off into
cubicles. They shared its walowing trough as a plunge bath and had a communa mess. Don roomed
with Dr. Roger Conrad, atal and shaggy young man with a perpetua grin. Don was a bit surprised
to find that Conrad was held in high esteem by the other scientidts.

He saw very little of his roommate, nor of any of the others-even Isobel was busy with clerica
work. The team worked night and day with driving intendty. The ring had been opened and they had
engineering data to work from, true-but that task force was dready swinging toward Mars. Nobody
knew-nobody could know-whether or not they could finish in time to save their colleagues.

Conrad had tried to explain it to Don one night late as he was turning in. "We don't have adequate
facilities here. The ingtructions were conceived in terms of Earth- and Marstype techniques. The
dragons do things differently. Weve got mighty little of our own stuff and it's hard to jury-rig what we
need from thelr suff. The origind notion was to ingdl the gear in-you know those little jumpbug
shipsthat people use to get around in on Mars?!

"Seen pictures of them."

"Never actudly seen 'em mysdlf. Usdless as rocketships, of course, but they are pressurized and
big enough. Now weve got to adapt for a shuttle” A superstratospheric shuttle "with its ears
trimmed"-the spreading glider wings unshipped and carried awaywaited in a covered bayou outside
Sir Isaac’s family seat. It would make the trip to Mars if it could be prepared. "It's a headache," he
added.

"Wel, canwedoit?

"WEIl have to do it. We can't possibly do the design caculations over again; we don't have the
machines, even if we had time to re-engineer the job-which we haven't.”

"That'swhat | meant. Will you finish in time?"

Conrad sghed. "l wish | knew."

The pressure of time sat heavily on al of them. In their mess hdl they had s&t up a large chart
showing Earth, Sun, Venus, and Mars, each in its proper position. At lunch each day the markers
were moved aong the scribed orbits, the Earth by one degree, Venus a bit more, Mars by only haf
adegree and atrifle.

A long dotted line curved from a point on Earth's orbit to a rendezvous with Marstheir best
estimate of the path and arrival date of the Federation task force. The departure date was al they
knew with certainty; the trgectory itself and the arriva date were based on the relative positions of
the two planets and what was believed to be the maximum performance of any Federation ship,
assuming refueling in parking orbit around Earth.

For arocket ship some orbits are possible, some are impossible. A military ship in a hurry would
not, of course, use the economica doubly-tangent elipse; such a trip from Earth to Mars would
require 258 Earth days. But, even using hyperboloids and wasting fud, there are severe limits to how
quickly a reaction-driven ship can make an interplanetary voyage.
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An Earth cdendar hung beside the chart; near it was a clock showing Earth Greenwich time.
Posted near these was a figure, changed each time the clock read twenty-four hundred, the number
of daystill M-day-by their best estimate, now only thirty-nine.

Don was enjoying a combat soldier's paradise-hot food sharp on the hour, well cooked and
plenty of it, al the sack time he cared to soak up, clean clothes, clean skin, no duties and no hazards.
The only trouble was that he soon grew to hateit.

The intense activity around him shamed him into wanting to hep-and try to help he did-until he
found out that he was being given make-work to shut him up. Actualy there was nothing he could do
to help; the sweating specidids, trying ther level best to haywire improbable circuits into working,
had no time to waste on an untrained assstant. He gave up and went back to loafing, found that he
could deep dl right in the afternoons but that the practice kept him awake at night.

He wondered why he could not enjoy so pleasant a leave. It was not that-he was worried about
his parents.

Yes, he wad Though they had grown dim in his memory his conscience was hiting him that he
was doing nothing helpful for them. That was why he wanted to get out, away from here where he
could do no good, back to his outfit, back to his trade-back to where there was nothing to worry
about between scrambles-and plenty to worry about then. With the blackness around you and the
sound of your mate's breathing on your right and the same for the man on your Ieft-the dow move
forward, trying to fed out what dirty tricks the Greenie techs had thought of this time to guard their
desp .. . . the quick strike-and the pounding drive back to the boat with nothing to guide you through
the dark but the supersonics in your head bones

He wanted to go back.

He went to see Phipps about it, sought him out in his office. "Y ou, eh? Have a cigarette.”

"No, thanks."

"Redl tobacco-none of your “crazy weed."

"No, thanks, | don't use 'em.”

"Well, maybe you've got something. The way my mouth tastes these mornings" Phipps lit up
himsdlf, sat back and waited.

Don said, "Look-you're the boss around here."

Phipps exhaled, then said carefully, "Let's say I'm the coordinator. | certainly don' try to boss the
technicd work."

Don brushed it aside. "You're the boss for my purposes. See here, Mr. Phipps, | fed usdess
around here. Can you arrange to get me back to my outfit?"

Phipps carefully made a smoke ring. "I'm sorry you fed that way. | could give you work to do.
Y ou could be an executive assistant to me."

Don shook his heed. "I've had enough of “pick up sticks and lay them gtraight. | want real work-
my own work. I'm a soldier and there's a war going on-that's where | belong. Now when can | get
transportation?”

"You can't."

"Huh?'

"Mr. Harvey, | cant let you go; you know too much. If you had turned over the ring without
asking questions, you could have gone back to your ouitfit the next hour-but you had to know, you
had to know everything. Now we don't dare risk your capture. You know the Greenies put every
prisoner through full interrogation; we can't dare risk that-not yet."

"But-Dog teke it, i, I'll never be captured! | made up my mind about that along time ago.”
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Phipps shrugged. "If you get yoursdf killed, that's dl right. But we can't be sure of that, no matter
how resolute you are. We can't risk it; there's too much at stake.”

"Y ou can't hold me here! Y ou have no authority over mel”

"No. But you can't leave."

Don opened his mouth, closed it, and walked ouit.

He woke up the next morning determined to do something about it. But Dr. Conrad was up
before he was and stopped to make a suggestion before he left. "Don?"

"Y egh, Rog?"

"If you can tear yourself out of that sack, you might come around to the power lab this morning.
There will be something worth looking at-1 think."

"Huh? What? Whet time?"

"Oh, say about nine o'clock.”

Don showed up, aong with apparently every human in the place and about hdf of Sir Issac's
numerous family. Roger Conrad was in charge of the demondration. He was busy a a control
console which told the uningtructed observer nothing. He busied himself with adjustments, looked up
and sad, "Just keep your eyes on the birdie, folks-right over that bench." He pressed a key.

There flicked into being over the bench, hanging in the air unsupported, a slvery bal some two
feet across. It seemed to be a perfect sphere and a perfect reflector and, more than anything elsein
the world, it made Don think of a Chrismas tree ornament. Conrad grinned triumphantly. "Okay,
Tony-giveit theax!"

Tony Vincente, the most muscular of the laboratory crew, picked up a broadbladed ax he had
ready. "How would you like it split-up and down, or Sdeways?"

"Suit yoursdf.”

Vincente swung the ax over his head and brought it down hard.

It bounced off.

The sphere did not quiver, nor was there any mar on its perfect mirror surface. Conrad's boyish
grin got even wider. "End of act one" he announced and pressed another button. The sphere
disappeared, left nothing to show where it had been.

Conrad bent over his controls. "Act two," he announced. "We now cancel out haf the locus.
Stand clear of the bench." Shortly he looked up. "Ready! Aim! Fire!" Another shape took being, a
perfect sphere otherwise like the last. Its curved outer surface was faced up. "Stick the props in,
Tony."

"Jugt asec, whilel light up.” Vincente lit a cigarette, puffed it vigoroudy, then propped it in an ash
tray and did it under the half globe. Conrad again manipulated his controls, the shape descended,
rested on the bench, covering the burning cigarette on its tray. "Anybody want to try the ax on it, or
anything es=?" asked Conrad.

Nobody seemed anxious to tamper with the unknown. Conrad again operated his board and the
slver bowl lifted. The cigarette till smoldered in the tray, unaffected. "How," he asked, "would you
like to put a lid like that over the Federation's capitd a Bermuda-did leave it in place until they
decided to come to terms?"

The idea quite evidently met with unanimous approva. The members of the Organization present
were dl, or dmog dl, dtizens of Venus, emationaly involved in the rebelion no matter what dse
they were doing. Phipps cut through the excited comment with a question. "Dr. Conrad-would you
give us a popular explanation of what we have seen? Why it works, | mean; we can guess & its
enormous potentias.”
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Conrad's face got very serious. ' Mmm . . . Chief, perhaps it would be clearest to say that the
fasarta modulates the garbab in such a phase relationship that the thrimaleen is forced to bast-or, to
put it another way, somebody loosed mice in the washroom. Serioudly, there is no popular way to
explainit. If you were willing to spend five hard years with me, working up through the math, | could
probably bring you to the same leve of ignorance and confusion that | enjoy. Some of the tensor
equations involved are, to put it mildly, unique. But the instructions were clear enough and we did it."

Phipps nodded. "Thanks-if that isthe word | want. I'll ask Sir Isaac.”

"Do, please. I'd liketo listen.”

Despite the proof that the lab crew had been able to jury-rig at least part of the equipment
described by the message in the two wires, Don's jitters got no better. Each day the sign in the mess
hal reminded him that time was running out-and that he was sucking his thumb while it did so. He
thought no more about trying to get them to send him back to the war zone; instead he began to
make plans to get there on his own.

He had seen maps of the Great South Sea and knew roughly where he was. To the north there
was territory uninhabited even by dragons-but not uninhabited by their carnivorous cousins. It was
consdered impassable. The way to the south around the lower end of the sea was much farther, but
it was dragon country al the way right up to outlying human farms. With whistle speech and food
enough to lagt at least a week he might get through to some settler who could pass him aong to the
next. As for the rest he had his knife and he had his wits and he was much more svampwise than he
had been when he had made his escape from Bankfidd's men.

He began to snesk food out of the mess hdl and cache it in his room.

He was within aday and anight of attempting his break when Phipps sent for him. He considered
not showing up but decided that it would be less suspicion-arousing to comply.

"Sitdown,"” Phipps began. "Cigarette? No-I forgot. What have you been doing with yoursalf
lately? Keeping busy?'

"Not adarn thing to do!"

"Sorry. Mr. Harvey, have you given any thought to what sort of aworld we will have when thisis
over?'

"WEel, no, not exactly." He had thought about it, but his own imaginings were too poorly worked
out for him to care to express them. As for himsalf, someday the war would be over-he supposed-
and then he would carry out his long-postponed intention of seeking out his parents. After that,
wdl ...."

"What sort of world would you like it to be?!

"Uh? Well, | don't know." Don pondered. "I guess I'm not what you cdl “politically minded." |
don't much care how they run it-except, well, there ought to be a sort of looseness about it. You
know-a man ought to be able to do what he wantsto, if he can, and not be pushed around.”

Phipps nodded. "Y ou and | have more in common than you may have thought. I'm not a purigt in
politica theory mysdlf. Any government that gets to be too big and too successful gets to be a
nuisance. The Federation got that way-it started out decently enough-and now it has to be trimmed
down to Size. So that the citizens can enjoy some |ooseness. ™

Don sad, "Maybe the dragons have the right idea-no organization bigger than afamily.”

Phipps shook his head. "What's right for dragons is not right for us. Anyhow, families can be just
as oppressive as government-take alook at the youngsters around here; five hundred years or so to
look forward to before they can sneeze without permission. | asked your opinion because | don't
know the answer mysdf-and I've studied the dynamics of history longer than you've been dive. All |
know isthat we are about to turn loose into the world forces the outcome of which | cannot guess.”
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Don looked gartled. "Weve got space travel now; | don't see what important difference it will
make to make it faster. As for the other gimmick, it seems to me a swell idea to be able to put alid
on acity so that it can't be atom-bombed.”

"Granted. But that is just the beginning. I've been making alist of some of the things that will come
about-l think. In the firg place you vadtly underestimate the importance of Speeding up
trangportation. As for the other possbilities, I'm stumped. I'm too old and my imagination needs
greasing. But here's one for a darter: we might be able to move water, lots of water, Sgnificant
amounts, from here to Mars" His brow wrinkled. "We might even be able to move planets
themsdves."

Don looked up suddenly. Somewhere he had heard amost those same words . . . the memory
evaded him.

"But never mind," Phipps went on. "l was just trying to get a younger, fresher viewpoint. You
might think about it. Those laboratory laddies won't, that's sure. These physciststhey produce
wonders but they never know what other wonders their wonders will beget." He paused and added,
"We are resetting the clock, but we don't know what time it will be."

When he added nothing more Don decided with relief that the interview was over and Started to
get up. "No, no, don't go,” Phipps put in. "I had another matter on my mind. Y ou've been getting
ready to leave, haven't you?'

Don stuttered and ssammered. "What gave you that idea?"

"I'm right. Some morning we would wake up and find your bed empty. Then I'd be put to alot of
trouble when effort can't be spared to try to find you and bring you back.”

Don relaxed. "Conrad snitched to you," he said bitterly.

"Conrad? No. | doubt if the good doctor ever notices anything larger than an eectron. No, credit
me with some sense. My business is people. True, | did badly with you when you first arrived-but |
till plead that | was bone weary. Tirednessis a mild insanity. The point is you're leaving and | can't
stop you. | know dragons well enough to know that Sir 1saac wouldn't let me if you wanted to go.
You're "his confounded ‘egg! But | can't let you go; the reasons are just as compelling as before.
So-rather than let you go, I'd have to try to kill you."

Don leaned forward, shifting his weight onto his feet. "Do you think you could?' he sad very
oftly.

Phipps grinned. "No, | don't. That's why I've had to think up another scheme. Y ou know that we
are making up the ship's crew. How would you like to go dong?’
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XVIII
LITTLE DAVID

Don let his mouth drop open and I€ft it that way. To his credit, while he had thought about it, he
had never given it the dightest serious consideration; he was not conceited enough to think that he
would be alowed to hitch aride, just to suit his persona wishes, on thistrip.

Phipps went on, "Frankly, I'm doing it to get rid of you, to put you on ice, sdfe from the
Federaion's inquiditors, until it no longer matters. But | think | can judtify it. We want to train as
many as the Little David can carry on this trip as cadres for more ships. But my choice is limited-
most of our group here are too old, or they are near-sighted, narrow-chested -young geniuses
suitable only for laboratories. You are young, you are hedthy, your reflexes are fast-I know! -and
you are space-wise from babyhood. True, you are not a qudified shiphandler, but that won't matter
too much; these ships will be new to everyone. Mr. Harvey, how would you like to go to Mars and
return as Captain Harvey,” magter of your own ship-a ship strong enough to drike at these
Federation vermin orbiting around Venus?

"Or executive officer, at least,” Phipps qudified, reflecting that in a two-man ship Don could
hardly be less.

Like it? HEd love it! Don's tongue got twisted trying to accept too quickly. Then amogt a once
he was struck by a cold thought; Phipps saw from his expression that something was wrong. "What's
thematter?' Phipps said sharply. "Are you afrad?"

"Afrad?' Don looked annoyed. "Of course I'll be afraid! I've been afraid so many timesthat | am
no longer scared to be afraid again. That's not the trouble.”

"What isit, then? Speak up!"

"It's just thisI'm ill on active duty. | cant go gdlivanting off a hundred million miles or so.
Properly spesking, it would be desertion. Why, when they laid hands on me, they'd probably hang
me first and ask questions afterwards.”

Phipps relaxed. "Oh. Perhaps that can be managed. Y ou let me worry about it."

It could be managed. It was only three days later that Don received new orders, written thistime,
and delivered by devious means that he could only guess a. They read:

To: Harvey, Dondld J., Sergeant-Specidist 1/c Via Channds

1. You are assgned to specid temporary duty of indefinite duration.

2. You will travel as necessary to carry out this duty.

3. This assgnment is deemed in the best interests of the Republic. When, in your opinion,
your duties are completed, you will report to the nearest competent authority and request
trangportation to enable you to report in person to the Chief of Staff.

4. For the duration of this duty you are brevetted to the rank of sublieutenant.

J. S. Busby, Wing Colond (brevet)

For the Commanding Genera
First Endorsement:

1. Ddlivered (via courier)

Henry Margten, Captain (brevet) Commanding 16th Gondola Combat Team

Clipped to the orders was a scrawled note which read:
P.S. Dear "Lieutenant,"



111

These are the silliest orders | have ever had to endorse. What the devil have you been up to?
Did you marry one of the dragons? Or did you catch a Big Brass with his finger off his number?
Anyway, have fun-and good hunting ! Marsten

Don tucked the orders and the note into his pocket. Every now and then he would reach in and
touch them.

The days trickled away; the dotted line got ever closer to Mars. and the whole group got more
and more jumpy. Another date was posted on the mess hdl wall, a date by which the Little David
must be ready-if they wereto arrivein time.

The cdendar marked that deadline the day the ship was findly manned. At raise-ship-minus-
twenty-minutes Don was ill in Sir Isaac's sudy, his baggage (such as it was) dready aboard.
Saying goodbye to Sir Isaec, he discovered, was rather more difficult than he had expected it to be.
His head was not cluttered with ideas about "father images' and the like; he was Smply aware that
this dragon was dl the family he had, much more so than that remote pair on the planet where he was
headed.

He was dmog rdieved when a glance a his waich told him that he was late. "Got to run," he
sad. "Nineteen minutes."

"Yes, my dear Dondd. Y our short-lived race mugt aways live in frantic haste.”

"Wdl-gbye."

"Farewdl, Mist on the Waters."

He stopped outside Sir Isaac's study to blow his nose and pull himself together. 1sobel stepped
out from behind amassive pillar. "Don-1 wanted to say goodbye to you."

"Huh? Sure, sure-but aren't you coming out to see ‘raise ship'?"'

"No."

"Well, asyou like, but I've got to hurry, Grandma."

"| told you to stop cadling me 'Grandmal!"

"So you fibbed about your age. So you're stuck with it-Grandma."

"Don, you stubborn beast! Don-you come back. Y ou understand me?”

"Why, sure! Well be back in jig time."

"See that you do! You're not bright enough to take care of yoursdf. Well-Open sky!" She
grabbed him by both ears and kissed him quickly, then ran away.

Don dared after her, rubbing his mouth. Girls, he reflected, were much odder than dragons.
Probably another race entirely. He hurried on down to the take-off point. The entire colony seemed
to be there and he was the lagt of the crew to arrive, winning thereby a dirty look from Captain
Rhodes, skipper of the Little David. Rhodes, once of Interplanet and now of the Middle Guard, had
appeared three days ago; he had not been inclined to tak and had spent the whole time with
Conrad. Don touched the pocket and wondered if Rhodes carried orders that read as oddly as his.

The Little David had been dragged up on shore, where she rested in skids. No catapult would be
needed for her take-off, nor was any available: the three shuttle catapults on Venus were dl in the
hands of the Federation forces. The ship had been concedled by a screen of boughs; these were now
cut back, giving her open sky, room to lift.

Don looked at her, thinking that she looked more like an oversized and unusualy ugly concrete
mixer than a space ship. The roots of her amputated wings stubbed out sadly to port and starboard.
Her needle nose had been trimmed off and replaced by a bulbous specid radar housing. She was
scarred here and there by the marks of cutting torches where modifications had been done hagtily
and with no attempt to pretty up, smooth out, and make ship-shape after the surgery.
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Her rocket tubes were gone and the space formerly occupied by rocket fuel tanks now held an
atomic power pile, while amagjor part of what had been her passenger space was now taken up by a
massive bulkhead, the antiradiation shield to protect the crew from the deadly emanations of the pile.
All over her outer surface, disfiguring what had been deek sreamlines, were bulging discoids-
"antennas’ Conrad had called them, antennas used to dtrain the very shape of space. They did not
look much like antennas to Don.

The Little David carried a crew of nine, Rhodes, Conrad, Harvey, and six others, dl young and
al on 'makedearnes’-except Roger Conrad who carried the undignified title of "Gadget Officer,”
that being shorter than "Officer in Charge of Specid Appliances She carried one passenger, Old
Madath. He was not in sight and Don did not look for him; the after part of the remaining cabin space
had been sedled off for his use and airconditioned thin, dry, and cold.

All were aboard, the lock was sedled, and Don sat down. Despite the space taken up by the new
equipment enough passenger seats had been |eft in the little ship to accommodate them. Captain
Rhodes settled himself in his control seat and barked, "Acceleration sations! Fasten beltd" Don did
0.

Rhodes turned to Conrad who was il standing. Conrad said conversationdly, "About two
minutes, gentlemen. Since we had no time for a test run, this will be a very interesting experiment.
Any of three things can happen.

He paused.

Rhodes snapped, "Yes? Go on!"

"Firg, nothing might happen. We might bog down on a dight theoreticd oversght. Second, it
might work. And third-it might blow up." He grinned. "Anyone want to place asmall bet?'

Nobody answered. He glanced down and said, "Okay, Captain-twist her tail!"

It seemed to Don that it had suddenly become night and that they had gone immediatdly into free
fdl. His somach, long used to the fairly high gravity of Venus, lurched and complained. Conrad, not
strapped down, was floating, anchored by one hand to his control board. "Sorry, gentlemen!” he
sad. "Sight oversght. Now let's adjugt this locus to Mars normal, as an accommodation to our
passenger.” He fiddled with hisdiads.

Don's somach went abruptly back into place as a quite satisfactory weight of more than one-third
g took over. Conrad sad, "Very well, Captain, you can let them unstrap.”

Someone behind Don said, "What's the matter? Didn't it work?!

Conrad said, "Oh, yes, it worked. In fact we have been accelerating at about-" He stopped to
sudy hisdids. "-twenty gravities ever since we left the aamosphere.”

The ship remained surrounded by darkness, cut off from the rest of the universe by what was
inadequately described as a "discontinuity,” save for a few minutes every other watch when Conrad
cut the field to enable Captain Rhodes to see out and thereby take direct star sights. During these
periods they were in free fdl and the stars shone sharp through the ports. Then the darkness again
would closein and the Little David would revert to alittle world of its own.

Captain Rhodes showed a perssting tendency to swear softly to himsdf after each fix and to
work his caculations through at least three times.

In between times Conrad conducted "gadget class' for as many hours each day as he could stand
it. Don found most of the explanations as baffling as the one Conrad had given Phipps. "l just don't
get it, Rog," he confessed after their ingtructor had been over the same point three times.

Conrad shrugged and grinned. "Don't let it throw you. By the time you have helped ingdl the
equipment in your own ship, you'll know it the way your foot knows your shoe. Meantime, let's run
through it again.”
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Asde from ingtructions there was nothing to do and the ship was too smal and too crowded in
any case. A card game ran dmost continuoudy. Don had very little money to start with; very soon he
had none and was no longer part of the game. He dept and he thought.

Phipps had been right, he decided; travel at this speed would change things-people would go
planet-jumping as casudly as they now went from continent to continent on Earth. 1t would be like-
wdll, like the change from sailing ships to trans-ocean rockets, only the change would be overnight,
instead of spread over three centuries.

Maybe he would go back to Earth someday; Earth had its points-horseback riding, for instance.
He wondered if Lazy Hill remembered him?

Hed like to teach Isobd to ride a horse. Hed like to see her face when she first laid eyeson a
horsel

One thing he knew: he would not stay on Earth, even if he did go back. Nor would he stay on
Venus-nor on Mars. He knew now where he belonged-in space, where he was born. Any planet
was merely a hotdl to him; space was his home.

Maybe he would go out in the Pathfinder, out to the stars. He had a snesking hunch that, if they
came through this sunt dive, a member of the origind crew of the Little David would be &ble to
wangle it to be chosen for the Long Trip. Of course, the Pathfinder was limited to married couples
only, but that was not an obstacle. He was certain that he would be married in time to quaify
athough he could not remember clearly just when he had come by that knowledge. And Isobd was
the whither-thou-goest sort; she wouldn't hold him back. The Pathfinder would not leave right away
in any case; they would wait to change over to the Horst-Milne-Conrad drive, once they knew about
it.

In any event he meant to stir around a bit, do some traveling, once the war was over. They would
surely have to transfer him to the High Guard when he got back, then High Guard experience would
stand him in good stead when he was a discharged veteran. Come to think about it, maybe he was
dready in the High Guard, so to speak.

McMagters had certainly been right; there was just one way to get to Mars-in a spacing task
force.

He looked around him. The inevitable card game was lill in progress and two of his mates were
shooting dice on the deckplates, the cubes spinning lazily in the low paragravity field. Conrad hed
opened up his chair and was gtretched out adeep, his mouth open. He decided that it certainly did
not look like aworld-saving task force; the place had more the air of an unmade bed.

They were due to "come out" on the eeventh day, within easy free fdl of Mars, and-if dl guesses
had been rightclose by the Federation task force, making dmost a photo finish with those ships.
"Gadget class' gave way to drill a battle ations. Rhodes picked Art Frankel, who had had some
shiphandling experience, as his co-pilot; Conrad was assisted by Franklyn Chiang, a physcig like
himsdf. Of the other four, two were on radio, two on radar. ;Don's battle station was a saddle
amidships, back of the pilots chairsthe "dead man's' sest. Here he guarded a springloaded
demolition switch, a type of switch known through the centuries as a "dead-man" switch for the
contrary reason that it operated only if its operator were dead.

At firg drill Conrad got the others squared away, then came back to Don's ation. ™Y ou savvy
what you are to do, Don?"'

"Sure. | throw this switch to arm the bomb, then | hang onto the dead-man switch.”

"No, no! Grab the dead-man switch first-then close the arming switch”

"Yes, aure. | just said it backwards.”
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"Be sure you don't do it backwardd Just remember this, Lieutenant: if you let go, everything
does."

"Okay. Say, Rog, this thing triggers an A-bomb-right?"

"Wrong. We should waste so much money! But the load of H.E. in there is plenty for a little can
like this, | assure you. So, anxious as we are to blow up this packet rather than let it be captured,
don't let go of that switch otherwise. If you feel aneed to scratch, rise above it."

Captain Rhodes came aft and with a motion of his head sent Conrad forward. He spoke to Don
in alow voice, such tha his words did not reach the others. "Harvey, are you satisfied with this
assgnment? Y ou don't mind it?"

"No, | don't mind," Don answered. "1 know the others dl have more technicd training than | have.
Thisis my speed.”

"That's not what | mean,” the Captain corrected. "You could fill any of the other seats, except
mine and Dr. Conrad's. | want to be sure you can do this job."

"l don't see why not. Grab onto this switch, and then close that one-and hang on for dear life. It
sure doesn't take any higher mathematicsto do that."

"That's till not what 1 mean. | dont know you, Harvey. | understand you have had combat
experience. These others haven't-which is why you have this job. Those who do know you think you
can do it. I'm not worried that you might forget to hang on; what | want to know isthis: if it becomes
necessary to let go of that switch, can you do it?

Don answered dmost a once-but not before there had been time for him to think of severa
things-Dr. Jefferson, who had dmost certainly suicided, not smply died-Old Charlie with his mouth
quivering but his cleaver hand steady and sure-and an undying voice ringing through the fog, "Venus
and Freedom!™.

"Guess| canif | haveto."

"Good. I'm by no means sure that | could. I'm depending on you, Sir, if worse comes to worg,
not to let my ship be captured.” He went forward.

Tension mounted, tempers got edgy. They had no way to be sure that they would come out near
the Federation task force; that force might be usng something other than what was assumed to be
the maximum-performance orbit. They could not even be certain that the Federation forces were not
aready on Mars, dready in command and difficult to didodge. The Little David's laboratory miracles
were designed for ship-to-ship encounter in space, not for mopping up on the surface of a planet.

Conrad had another worry, one that he did not voice, that the ship's weagpons might not work as
planned. More than any of the rest he knew the weakness of depending on theoretical predictions.
He knew how frequently the most brilliant computations were confounded by previoudy unsuspected
natura laws. There was no subgtitute for test-and these wegpons had not been tested. He logt his
habitua grin and even got into a bad-tempered difference of opinion with Rhodes as to the calculated
time of "coming out."

The difference of opinion was findly settled; a half hour later Rhodes said quietly, "It's dmost
time, gentlemen. Battle gations” He went to his own seat, strapped himself in, and snapped,
"Report!"™

"Co-pilot."

"Radio"

"Radar!”

"Specia weapons ready.”

"Dead man!" Don finished.
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There was a long wait while the seconds oozed dowly away. Rhodes spoke quietly into a
microphone, warning Maath to be reedy for free fal, then called out, "Stand by!" Don took a tighter
grip on the demalition switch.

Suddenly he was weightless, ahead of him and in the passenger ports on each side the stars burst
into being. He could not see Mars and decided that it must be "under” the ship. The Sun was
somewhere &ft; it was not in his eyes. But his view ahead was excellent; the Little David, having
begun life as awinged shuttle, had an airplane-type conning port in front of the piloting chairs. Don's
position let him see as clearly as Rhodes and his co-pilot and much better than could the others.

"Radar?" inquired Rhodes.

"Take it easy, Skipper. Even the speed of light is-Oh, oh! Blips!"

"Co-ordinates and range!"

"Theta three five seven point two; phi minus zero point eight; range radius sx eight oh."

"I'm feeding it in automaticaly,” Conrad cut in sharply.

"Tracking?'

"Not yet."

"In range?"'

"No. | think we should st tight and close range as much as possible. They may not have seen us.”

They had dowed their headiong flight earlier to permit maneuvering; nevertheless they were
closing with the "blips’ a more than ninety miles a second. Don strained his eyes to try to make out
the ships, if such the radar reflections were. No use-his protoplasmic scanners were no match for
electronic ones.

They stayed that way, nerves on edge and stomachs tight, and range steadily closing, until it
seemed that the blips must not be the task force, perhaps were even some wandering uncharted
agteroid-when the radio darm, sweeping automaticaly the communication frequencies, dangingly
broke the slence. "Get it!" shouted Rhodes.

"Coming up." There was a short wait. "They demanded that we identify. They're our babies, dl
right."”

"Switch it over here" Rhodes turned to Conrad. "How about it?"

"l ought to be closer. Sl 'em!" Conrad's face was grey and wet with swest.

Rhodes touched akey and spoke into his mike. "What ship are you? |dentify yoursdif."

The answer was amplified through the horn - over the Captain's head. "Identify or be fired upon.”

Rhodes glanced again a Conrad, who was too busy to look back. Rhodes spoke into the mike,
"Thisisthe destroyer Little David, commissioned privateer, Venus Republic. Surrender immediately.”

Don dtrained his eyes again. It seemed to him that there were three new "stars’ dead ahead.

The answer came back with hardly more than transmisson delay. "Federation flagship
Peacemaker to pirate ship Little David: surrender or be destroyed.”

To Rhodes inquiry Conrad turned a face contorted with uncertainty. "It's il pretty far. The track
hunts on me. | might miss.”

"No time! Go ahead!”

Don could see them now-ships, growing unbdievably. Then, most suddenly, one was a slver
globe, then a second-and a third. A cluster of incredible, Gargantuan Christmas tree ornaments
where had been three mighty warships, . they continued to swell, drew to the left and flashed past the
ship . . . the "battl€" was over.

Conrad sghed shakily. "That's dl, Captain." He turned and said, "Don, you'd make us al fed
easer if you'd open that arming switch. We're not going to need it."
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Mars swam bedow them, ruddy and beautiful. Schigpardli Station, 1. T. & T.'s powerful
interplanetary radio, had aready had a Slvery "hat" placed on it to guard the secret of their srike;
Captain Rhodes had spoken with a lesser gation, warning of their arriva. In less than an hour they
would ground near da Thon-Maath himself had come out of his icebox, no longer sick and weary
but pert as a cricket, willing to risk the warm, thick, moist air of the cabin for aview of home,

Don climbed back into his battle-gtation saddle for a better view. The fabulous candi were
dready plain to the eye; he could see them cutting through the soft greens and the dominant orange
and brick red. It was winter in the south; the planet wore its south pole cap jauntily, like a chef's hat.
The fancy reminded him of Old Charlie; he thought of him with gentle melancholy, memory softened
by dl that had gone between.

Marsat last . . . hed be seeing his parents perhaps before the day was out-and give his father the
ring. This was certainly not the way they had planned it.

Next time he would try not to take the long way round.
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