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Code of the Lifemaker
By Janmes P. Hogan
Pr ol ogue
THE SEARCHER
1.1 MLLION YEARS B. C. ;
1, 000 LI GHT- YEARS FROM THE SOLAR SYSTEM

HAD ENGLI SH SPEAKI NG HUMANS EXI STED, THEY WOULD PROBABLY have transl ated
the spacecraft's designation as "searcher." Unmanned, it was alnost a nile
| ong, streamined for descent through planetary atnospheres, and it
operated fully under the control of conputers. The alien civilization was
an advanced one, and the conputers were very sophisti cat ed.

The planet at which the searcher arrived after a voyage of many years was
the fourth in the systemof a star naned after the king of a nythical race
of alien gods, and could appropriately be called Zeus IV. It wasn't nmuch to
| ook at—an airless, lifeless ball of eroded rock formations, a ot of

boul ders and debris from ancient neteorite inpacts, and vast areas of

vol cani ¢ ash and dust—but the searcher's orbital probes and surface | anders
found a crust rich in titanium chromum cobalt, copper, nanganese,

urani um and many ot her val uabl e el enents concentrated by thermal -fluidic
processes operating early in the planet's history. Such a natural abundance
of metals could support |arge-scale production w thout extensive dependence
on bul k nucl ear transmutati on processes—n other words, very
econom cal l y—and that was precisely the kind of thing that the searcher had
been designed to search for. After conpleting their analysis of the
prelimnary data, the control conmputers selected a | anding site, conposed
and transmtted a nmessage home to report their findings and announce their
intentions, and then activated the vessel's descent routine.

Shortly after the I anding, a nenagerie of surveyor robots, equipped wth
i magers, spectroneters, anal yzers, chem cal sensors, rock sanplers,

radi ation nonitors, and various mani pul ator appendages, energed fromthe
ship and di spersed across the surrounding terrain to investigate surface
features selected fromorbit. Their findings were transmtted back to the
ship and processed, and shortly afterward foll owup teans of tracked,

| egged, and wheeled mning, drilling, and transportation robots went out to
begin feeding ores and other nmaterials back to where nore nmachi nes had
begun to build a fusion-powered pilot extraction plant. A parts-naking
facility was constructed next, followed by a parts-assenbly facility, and
step by step the pilot plant grewitself into a fully equi pped,
gener al - purpose factory, conplete with its own control conputers. The
master prograns fromthe ship's conputers were copied into the factory's
conput ers, which thereupon becane sel f-sufficient and assunmed control of
surface operations. The factory then began naki ng nore robots.

Sonetinmes, of course, things failed to work exactly as intended, but the
ali en engineers had created their own counterpart of Mirphy and all owed for
his law in their plans. Mintenance robots took care of breakdowns and
routine wear and tear in the factory; troubl eshooting progranms tracked down
causes of production rejects and adjusted the machines for drifting

tol erances; breakdown teans brought in mal functioning machi nes for repair;
and specialized scavengi ng robots roanmed the surface in search of wecks,
wite-off's, discarded conponents, and any other likely sources of parts
suitable for recycling.

Ti me passed, the factory humred, and the robot population grew in nunber
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and variety. Wen the population had attained a critical size, a mxed
wor kf orce detached itself fromthe nmain center of activity and mgrated a
fewmnmles away to build a second factory, a replica of the first, using
materials supplied initially from Factory One. Wen Factory Two becane
sel f-sustai ning, Factory One, its primary task acconplished, switched to
mass- producti on node, producing goods and nmaterials for eventual shipnent
to the alien home planet.

Wil e Factory Two was repeating the process by comenci ng work on Factory
Three, the | abor detail from Factory One picked up its tools and moved on
to begin Factory Four. By the tine Factory Four was up and running,
Factories Five through Ei ght were already taking shape, Factory Two was in
mass- producti on node, and Factory Three was building the first of a fleet
of cargo vessels to carry home the products being stockpiled. This
self-replicating pattern woul d spread rapidly to transformthe entire
surface of Zeus IV into a totally automated manufacturing conpl ex dedicated
to supplying the distant alien civilization fromlocal resources.

Fromwi thin the searcher's control conputers, the Supervisor program gazed
out at the scene through its data input channels and saw that its work was
good. After a thorough overhaul and systens checkout, the searcher ship
reenbarked its primary workforce and |l aunched itself into space to seek
nmore worl ds on which to repeat the cycle.

FI FTY YEARS LATER

Not far—as galactic distances go—from Zeus was anot her star, a hot, bluish
white star with a mass of over fifteen tines that of the Sun. It had forned
rapidly, and its life span—the tenporary halt of its collapse under
self-gravitation by thernonucl ear radiation pressure—had demanded such a
prodi gi ous out put of energy as to be a brief one. Inonly ten nmllion years
the star, which had converted all the hydrogen in its outer shell to
helium resumed its collapse until the core tenperature was high enough to
bumthe heliuminto carbon, and then, when the heliumwas exhausted,
repeated the process to begin burning carbon. The ignition of carbon raised
the core tenperature higher still, which induced a higher rate of carbon
burning, which in turn heated the core even nore, and a thernonucl ear
runaway set in which in terms of stellar tinescales was instantaneous. In
mere days the star erupted into a supernova—+adiating with a billion tines
the brightness of the Sun, exploding outward until its photosphere encl osed
a radius greater than that of Uranus' orbit, and devouring its tiny flock
of planets in the process.

Those pl anets had been next on the searcher's list to investigate, and it
happened that the ship was heading into its final approach when the star
expl oded. The radiation blast hit it head-on at three billion mles out.

The searcher's hull survived nore-or-less intact, but secondary x-rays and
hi gh-energy subnucl ear particles—things distinctly unhealthy for
conmputers—l ooded its interior. Wth nost of its primary sensors bunmed out,
its navigation systemdisrupted, and many of its prograns obliterated or
altered, the searcher veered away and di sappeared back into the depths of
interstellar space.

One of the faint specks lying in the direction now ahead of the ship was a
yel low-white dwarf star, a thousand light-years away. It too possessed a
famly of planets, and on the third of those planets the descendants of a
species of sem-intelligent ape had taned fire and were beginning to
experinment with tools chipped | aboriously fromthin fl akes of stone.

Supernovas are conparatively rare events, occurring with a frequency of
perhaps two or three per year in the average gal axy. But as w th nost
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general i zations, this has occasional exceptions. The supernova that al nost
envel oped the searcher turned out to be the first of a snmall chain that
rippled through a localized cluster of nassive stars formed at roughly the
sane time. Located in the mddle of the cluster was a normal, |onger-1lived
star whi ch happened to be the hone star of the aliens. The aliens had never
gotten round to extending their civilization nuch beyond the limts of
their own planetary system which was unfortunate because that was the end
of them

Everybody has a bad day soneti nes.
ONE M LLION YEARS B. C

One hundred thousand years after being scorched by the supernova, the
searcher drifted into the outer regions of a planetary system Wth its

hi gh-al titude surveillance instrunents only partly functioning and its
probes unable to deploy at all, the ship went directly into its descent
routine over the first sizeable body that it encountered, a frozen ball of
i ce-encrusted rock about three thousand miles in dianeter, with seas of
I'iquid nethane and an at nosphere of nitrogen, hydrogen, and net hane vapor
The worl d canme nowhere near neeting the criteria for worthwhile

expl oitation, but that was of no consequence since the conputer prograns
responsi bl e for surface anal ysis and eval uati on weren't worKki ng.

The programs to initiate surface activity did work, however, nore or |ess,
and Factory One, with all of its essential functions up and running to at

| east some degree, was duly built on a rocky shelf above an ice beach
flanking an inlet of a shallow methane sea. The ship's nmaster prograns were
copi ed across into the newy installed factory conmputers, which identified
the conmmencement of work on Factory Two as their first assignnent.
Accordingly Factory One's Supervisor program signal ed the ship' s databank
for a copy of the "How to Make a Factory" file, which included a set of
subfiles on "How to Make the Machi nes Needed to Make a Factory,” i.e.,
robots. And that was where everything really started to go w ong.

The robots contained snmall internal processors that could be reprograned
via radiolink fromthe factory conputers for each new task to be
acconplished. This allowed the robots to proceed with their various jobs
under aut ononous |ocal control and freed up the central conputers for other
work while they were waiting for the next "Done that-what do | do now?"
signal. Hence many software nmechani sns existed for initiating data
transfers between the factory conputers and the renbte processors inside

t he robots.

When the copying of the "How to Make a Factory" file fromthe ship to
Factory One was attenpted, the wong software |inkages were activated;
instead of finding their way into the factory's central system the
subfiles containing the manufacturing information for the various robots
were nerely relayed through the factory and beaned out into the |oca
menori es of the respective robot types to which they pertained. No copies
at all were retained in the factory databank. And even worse, the originals
i nside the ship managed to self-destruct in the process and were
irretrievably erased. The only copies of the "How to Make a Fred-type
Robot " subfile were the ones contained inside the Fred-types out on the
surface. And the same was true for all the other types as well.

So when the factory's Supervisor program ordered the Schedul er programto
schedul e nore robots for manufacture, and the Schedul er | odged a request
wi th the Dat abank Manager for the relevant subfiles, the Databank Manager
found that it couldn't deliver. Neither could it obtain a recopy fromthe
shi p. The Dat abank Manager reported the problemto the Schedul er; the
Schedul er conpl ai ned to the Supervisor; the Supervisor blanmed the
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Conmruni cati ons Manager; the Communi cati ons Manager dermanded an expl anation
fromthe Message Handler; and after a ot of nutual electronic
recrimnations and accusations, the system | oggi ng and di aghostic prograns
determined that the mssing subfiles had | ast been tracked stream ng out
through the transm ssion buffers on their way to the robots outside. Under
a stemdirective fromthe Supervisor, the Communicati ons Manager selected a
Fred fromthe first category of robots called for on the Scheduler's list,
and beanmed it a nmessage telling it to send its subfile back again.

But the Fred didn't have a conplete copy of the subfile; its local nenory
simply hadn't been big enough to hold all of it. And for the same reason,
none of the other Freds could return a full copy either. They had been
sprayed in succession with the datastreamlike buckets being filled froma
fire-hose, and all had ended up with different portions of the subfile; but
they appeared to have preserved the whol e subfile among them So the
Supervisor had to retrieve different pieces fromdifferent Freds to fit
them together again in a way that nade sense. And that was how it arrived
at the version it eventually handed to the Schedul er for manufacture.

Unfortunately, the instruction to store the information for future
reference got |ost sonewhere, and for each batch of Freds the rel evant "How
to Make" subfile was pronptly erased as soon as the Manufacturing Manager
had finished with it. Hence when Factory One had spent sone tine producing
parts for Factory Two and needed to expand its robot workforce to begin
surveying sites for Factory Three, the Supervisor had to go through the
whol e rigmarol e again. And the sane process was necessary whenever a new
run was schedul ed to provide replacenents for robots that had broken down
or were wearing out.

Al of this took up excessive anmounts of processor tine, |oaded up the
communi cati ons channels, and was generally inefficient in the ways that
cost accountants worry about. The alien programers had been suitably

i ndoctrinated by the alien cost accountants who ran the busi ness—as

al ways—and had witten the Supervisor as a flexible, self-nodifying

| earni ng programthat woul d detect such inefficiencies, grow unhappy about
them and seek ways to inprove things. After a fewtrials, the Supervisor
found that sone of the Freds contained about half their respective
subfiles, which nmeant that a conplete copy could be obtained by
interrogating just two individuals instead of many. Accordingly it nade a
note of such "matching pairs" and began selecting themas its source for
repeat requests fromthe Schedul er, ignoring the others.

Lost along with the original "How to Make a Fred" subfiles were the
subsubfiles on "Prograns to Wite into a Fred to Start It Up after You've
Made It." To nmake up for the deficiency, the Supervisor copied through to
the Scheduler the full set of prograns that it found already existing in
the Freds selected to provide reproduction information, and these prograrns,
of course, included the ones on how to make Freds. Thus the robots began
coming off the line with one-half of their "genetic" informtion
automatically built in, and a cycle asserted itself whereby they in turn
becane the source of information to be reconbined |ater for produci ng nore
Freds. The met hod worked, and the Supervisor never figured out that it
coul d have saved itself a lot of trouble by storing the blueprints away
once and for all in the factory databank

The program segnents being reconbined in this way frequently failed to copy
faithfully, and the "genones" forned fromthemwere seldomidentical, sone
havi ng portions of code omtted while others had portions duplicated.
Consequently Freds started taking on strange shapes and behaving in strange
ways.

Some didn't exhibit any behavior at all but sinply fell over or failed
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during test, to be broken down into parts again and recycled. A lot were
i ke that.

Sone, fromthe earlier phase, were genetically inconplete —“sterile" —and
never called upon by the Supervisor to furnish reproductive data. They
lasted until they broke down or wore out, and then becane extinct.

Sone reproduced passively, i.e., by transnmitting their half-subfiles to the
factory when the Schedul er asked for them

A few, however, had inherited fromthe ship's software the program nodul es
whose function was to | odge requests with the Schedul er to schedule nore
nmodel s of their own ki nd—program nodul es, noreover, which enbodied a
self-nodifying priority structure capable of raising the urgency of their
requests within the systemuntil they were serviced. The robots in this
category sought to reproduce actively: They behaved as if they experienced
a conpul sion to ensure that their half-subfiles were always included in the
Schedul er's schedul e of "Things to Make Next."

So when Factory One switched over to mass-production node, the robots
conmpeting for slots in its product |ist soon grabbed all of the available
menory space and caused the factory to becone dedicated to churning out
not hing el se. When Factory Two went into operation under control of
prograns copied from Factory One, the sanme thing happened there. And the
same cycle woul d be propagated to Factory Three, construction of which had
by that time begun

More factories appeared in a pattern spreading inland fromthe rocky
coastal shelf. The instability inherent in the original parent software
continued to manifest itself in the copies of copies of copies passed on to
| ater generations, and the new factories, along with their m xed
popul ati ons of robot progeny, diverged further in formand function

Mat eri al resources were scarce al nost everywhere, which resulted in the
energence of conpetitive pressures that the alien system designers had
never intended. The factory-robot conmunities that happened to include a
bal anced mi x of surveyor, procurenent, and scavenger robots wth
"appetites" appropriate to their factories' needs, and which enjoyed
favorable sites on the surface, usually nanaged to survive if not flourish
Factory Ten, for exanple, occupied the center of an ancient neteorite
crater twelve mles across, where the heat and shock of the inpact had
exposed netal -bearing bedrock frombelow the ice; Factory Thirteen
established itself inside a deep fissure where the ice beneath was
relatively thin, and was able to nelt a shaft down to the denser core
material; and Factory Fifteen resorted to nuclear transnutation processes
to build heavier nuclei fromlighter ones frozen in solution in the ice
crust. But many were |like Factory N neteen, which began to take shape on an
ill-chosen spot far out on a bleak ice field, and ground to a halt when its
deep-drilling robots and transnutation reactors failed to function, and its
supply of vital materials ran out.

The scavenger and parts-sal vagi ng robots assuned a crucial role in shaping
the strange netabolismthat was coming into being. Regardl ess of what the
Schedul ers in the various factories would have |iked to see nade, the only
things that could be assenbled readily were the ones for which parts were
avai l abl e, and that depended to a |large degree on the ability of the
scavengers to |locate them or alternatively to |locate assenblies suitable
for breaking down—=di gesting"—and rebuilding into sonething useful. Factory
Twenty-four was an extrene case. Unable to "netabolize" parts directly from
any source of raw materials because of the conplete failure of its

mat eri al s- procurenent workforce, it relied totally on its scavengers.
Factory Thirty-two, on the other hand, could acquire raw naterials but
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couldn't use themsince it had been built without a processing facility at
all. Its robots delivered instead to Forty-seven, whi ch happened to produce
parts for sone of the scavengers being manufactured by Thirty-two, and the
two factory-robot organi sns managed to coexist happily in their bizarre
form of synbi osis.

The piles of assorted junk, which shouldn't have accunul ated fromthe
earlier phases of the process but had, were eaten up; the machi nes that
broke down were eaten up; and the carcasses of defunct factories were eaten
up. Wien those sources of materials had been exhausted, sone of the

machi nes began to eat each ot her.

The scavengers had been designed, as they had to be, to discrimnnate

bet ween properly functioning machi nes and desirabl e products on the one
hand and rejects in need of recycling on the other. However, as with
everything else in the whole, nessed-up project, this function worked well
in some cases, not so well in others, and often not at all. Sone of the
nmodel s turned out to be as likely to attenpt the dismantling of a live,
wal ki ng-around Fred as of a dead, flat-on-its-back one. Many of the victins
were indifferent to this kind of treatnment and soon died out, but others
succeeded in devel oping effective fight-or-flee responses to preserve

t hensel ves, thus marking the begi nnings of specialized prey and predators
in the formof "lithovores" and "artifactovores."

Thi s devel opment was not al ways an advant age, especially when the | oss of
discrimnation was total. Factory Fifty was consunmed by its own offspring,
who began dismantling it at its output end as soon as they canme off the
assenbly line, and then proceeded proudly to deliver the pieces back to its
input end. Its internal repair robots were unable to undo the undoi ngs fast
enough, and it ground to a halt to becone plunder for marauders from
Thirty-six and Fifty-three. The npbst successful factory-robot organisns
protected thensel ves by evol vi ng aggressive arm es of "anti body" defenders,
whi ch woul d recognize their own factory and its "kind" and | eave them

al one, but attack and attenpt to destroy any "foreign" nodels that ventured
too close. This gradually became the dom nant form of organism usually
associated with a distinct territory which its nmenbers cooperated in
protecting collectively.

By this tine only a few holes in the ground remai ned at opposite ends of
the rocky shelf to mark where Factories One and Two had once stood. They
had failed to keep up with the tinmes, and the area had becone the donain of
Factory Sixty-five. The only trace left of the searcher spacecraft was a

| ong, rounded depression in the ice beach below, on the shore of the liquid
met hane sea

The alien engineers had designed the systemto enjoy full planetary
communi cati ons coverage by neans of satellites and surface relays, but the
i dea hadn't worked too well since nothing had been put into orbit and
surface relays tended not to last very long. This enabl ed sone of the
organi snms W t hout strong defenses to renmain protected, for a while, from
the nore netal - hungry enpires by sheer distance. But, to allow for
conmmuni cati ons bl ackouts and interference, the aliens had al so provided a
backup net hod of program and data exchange between robots and factories,
whi ch took the formof direct, physical, electrical interconnection. This
was a nuch sl ower process than using radiolinks, naturally, since it
required that the robots travel physically to the factories for
reprogrami ng and reporting, but in a self-sustaining operation far from
home the method was a |l ot better than nothing. And it kept the accountants
happy by protecting the return on the investnent.
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Wth defects and deficiencies of every description appearing sonewhere or
other, it was inevitable that some of the organi snms woul d exhibit parti al
or total comuni cations breakdowns. Factory Seventy-three, built w thout
radio facilities, was started up by programs carried overland from

Si xty-six. None of its robots ever used anything but backup node, and the
factories that it spawned continued the tradition. But this very fact meant
that their operating ranges were extended dramatically.

So the "defect” turned out to be not so nmuch of a defect after all.
Foraging parties were able to roamfarther afield, greatly enlarging their
catchment areas, and they frequently picked up as prizes one or nore of the
territories previously protected by geographi cal renpteness. Furthernore,
sel ective pressures steadily inproved the autonony of the robots that
operated in this fashion. The autodirected types, relying on their
comparatively small, |ocal processors, tended to apply sinmple solutions to
the probl ems they encountered, but their close-coupled node of interaction
with their environment nmeant that the solutions were applied quickly: They
evol ved efficient "reflexes." The teledirected types, by contrast, tied to
the larger but rempote central conputers, were inclined to attenpt nore
compr ehensi ve and sophi sticated solutions, but —as often as not—too late to
do any good. Autodirection thus conferred a behavioral superiority and
gradual ly asserted itself as the norm while teledirection declined and
survived only in a few isol ated areas.

The periodic instinct to communi cate genetic half-subfiles back to their
factories had | ong becone a universal trait anbng the robots—there could
be descendants only of ancestors who | eft descendants—and they responded to
the decline of radio as a neans of commrunication by evol ving a conpul sion
to journey at intervals back to the places whence they had cone, to return,
as it were, to their "spawning grounds." But this method of reproduction
had its problens and posed new chal l enges to the evol utionary process.

The main problemwas that an individual could deliver only half its genone
to the factory, after which the Supervisor would have to store the

i nformati on away until another robot of the sane type as the first happened
to show up with a matching half; only then could the Supervisor pass a
conplete copy to its Scheduler. If, as frequently happened, the Supervisor
found itself saturated by a peak workload during the intervening period, it
was quite likely to delete the half-subfile and allocate the nmenory space
to other, nore urgent things—bad news for the Fred that the data had cone
from who would thus have enacted the whole reproductive ritual for
not hi ng. The successful response to this problemcane with the appearance
of a new nobde of genetic reconbination, which, quite coincidentally, also
provided the solution to an "information crisis" that had begun to restrict
the pool of genetic variation available for conpetitive selection to draw
on for further inprovenent.

Sone mutant forns of robot knew they were supposed to output their

hal f-subfil es somewhere, but weren't all that sure, or perhaps weren't too
particul ar, about what they were supposed to output it into. Anything with
the right electrical connections and conpatible internal software was good
enough, which usually neant other robots of the same basic type. And since
a robot that had conpleted its assigned tasks was in a receptive state to
external reprogranmng, i.e., ready for fresh input that would normally come
fromthe factory system an aspiring donor had little trouble in finding a
cooperative acceptor, provided the approach was nade at the right tinme. So
to begin with, the roles adopted were largely a matter of circunstance and
acci dental tenperanent.

Al t hough the robots' |ocal nenories were beconing |arger than those
contained in their earlier ancestors, the operating progranms were grow ng
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in size and conplexity too, with the result that an acceptor still didn't
possess enough free space to hold an entire "How to Make a Fred" subfile.
The donor's half, therefore, could be accommpdated only by overwiting sone
of the code already residing in the acceptor. How this was acconplished
depended on the responses of the prograns carried inside the various robot

types.

In sone cases the incomng code fromthe donor was allowed to overwite
entire program nmodul es inside the acceptor, with the total loss to the
acceptor of the functions which those nodul es controlled. This was usually
fatal, and no descendants canme into being to repeat such m stakes. The
successful alternative was to create space by trimm ng nonessential code
from many nodul es, which tended to | eave the acceptor robot with some
degradation in performance—dsually nmanifesting itself as a reduction in
agility, dexterity, and defensive abilities—but at |east stil

functioning. The sacrifice was only tenmporary since the acceptor robot
woul d be reprogramed with repl acement nodul es when it delivered its genetic
package at the factory.

But in return for these conplications and superficial penalties came the

i mmense benefit that the subfiles presented at the factories were conplete
ones—suitable for dispatch to the Schedul ers wi thout delay and the
attendant risk of being deleted by overworked Supervisors. The new net hod
thus solved the reliability problemthat had plagued the fornerly universa
"asexual " node of reproduction

The information crisis that it also solved had devel oped through the
"inbreedi ng" caused by the various Supervisors having only the gene pools
of their respective "tribes" available to work w th, which nmade
reconbination difficult because of the restrictive rules inposed by the
alien prograners. But the robots swappi ng genes out on the surface were not
al ways averse to adventuring beyond the tribal limts, knew nothing and
cared | ess about programers' rules, since nothing approaching intelligence
or awareness was operative yet in what was unfol ding, and proceeded to
bring hal f-subfiles together haphazardly in ways that the aliens' rules
didn't permit and which the Supervisors woul d never have inmagi ned. Mst of
the of fspring resulting fromthese experinents didn't work and were
scrapped before leaving the factories; but the ones that did radiated
functionally outward in all directions to |launch a whole new, qualitatively
di stinct phase of the evolutionary process.

The demands of the two sexual roles reinforced mnor initial physica

di fferences and brought about a gradual polarization of behavioral traits.
Since a female in a "pregnant” condition suffered the | oss of sone neasure
of self-sufficiency for the duration, her chances of delivering
(literally!) were inproved considerably if her mate happened to be of a

di sposition to stay around for a while and provide for the two of them
general ly, thus helping to protect their joint genetic investnent.

Sel ection tended, therefore, to favor the genes of this kind of nale, and
by the sane token those of the fenales who mated preferentially with them
As a consequence a female trait emerged of being "choosy" in this respect,
and in response the mal es evol ved various repertoires of rituals, displays,
and denonstrations to inprove their eligibility.

The popul ation had thus cone to exhibit genetic variability and

reconbi nati on, conpetition, selection, and adaptation—-all the essentials
for continuing evolution. The formof life—for it was, wasn't it?—was

adm ttedly somewhat strange by terrestrial standards, with the individuals
that it conprised sharing common, external reproductive, digestive, and

i mmune systens instead of separate, internal ones . . . and of course there
were no chains of conplicated carbon chem stry figuring anywhere in the
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schenme of things. ... But then, after all, what is there apart from
chauvinismto say it shouldn't have been so?

1

KARL ZAMBENDORF STOOD GAZI NG DOMN OVER SEVENTH AVENUE from the wi ndow of
his penthouse suite in the New York Hlton. He was a tall man in his early
fifties, alittle on the portly side but with an erect and inposing
bearing, graying hair worn collar-length and flow ng, bright, piercing
eyes, and hawkli ke features rendered biblically patriarchal by a pointed
beard that he bl eached white for effect. Although the tine was late in the
nmor ni ng, Zanbendorf's breakfast tray on the side table beside the w ndow
had only recently been discarded, and he was still in his shirt-sleeves
fromsleeping in after his teams late-night return fromits just conpleted
Argentina tour.

A prom nent Argentine news nagazi ne had featured himas THE AUSTRI AN

M RACLE- WORKER on its cover for the previous week's issue, and the hostess
of one of the major talk shows on Buenos Aires TV had introduced him as
"Per haps one of the nobst baffling nmen of the twenty-first century, the
scientifically authenticated superpsychic ..." Thus had Latin Amrerica
greeted the man who was already a nedi a sensation across the northern
continent and Western Europe, and whose ability to read m nds, foretell the
future, influence distant events, and divine information inaccessible to
the human senses had been proved, the public was assured, by repeated tests
to be beyond the power of science to explain.

"Karl, | don't like it," Oto Abaquaan said from behind him Zam bendorf
pursed his lips and whistled silently to hinself while he waited for
Abaquaan to continue. The exchange had become a ritual over the years they
had wor ked t oget her. Abaquaan woul d voice all the reasons why they

shoul dn't get involved and couldn't afford the risks, and Zam bendorf woul d
explain all the reasons why they didn't have any choi ce. Abaquaan woul d
then reconsider, and eventually, grudgingly, he would concede. Having

di sposed of the academ c issues, they would then proceed sonehow to resol ve
the crisis. It happened that way about once a week. Abaquaan went on, "We'd
be out of our minds to get mixed up in it. The whole situation would

i nvol ve too nuch of the wong kind of exposure. W don't need risks |ike
that."

Zanbendorf turned away fromthe wi ndow and thrust out his chin. "It was
reported as if it were our idea in the first place, and it received a | ot
of news coverage," he said. "W can't afford to be seen to back down now.
On top of that, it would destroy our credibility not only with a lot of the
public, but with GSEC. . . and GSEC can do us a lot of good, Oto. So the
situation didn't work out as we expected. Wiat's new? We're stuck with it,
but we can handle it."

Qto Abaquaan, a handsonely |ean and swarthy Arnmenian with black hair, a
droopy mustache, and deep brown, liquid eyes, rubbed his nose with a
knuckl e while he considered the statenent, then shook his head and si ghed.
"Why the hell did you have to get us into it, Karl? You said the GSEC Board
woul d never take any notice of a turkey |like Hendridge. That was why the
rest of us agreed to go along with the crazy i dea—because there woul d be
all kinds of good publicity opportunities when GSEC turned it down .

you said." He threw out his hands and sent an exasperated | ook up to the
ceiling. "But now what have we got? Mars! ... as if we didn't have better
things to do than go fooling around on Mars for six nonths. |Is there really
no way we can get ourselves out of this?"

Zambendor f shrugged unconcernedly and showed his enpty pal ms. "Certainly—we
can call the whole thing off and admt to the world that we never really
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expected anybody to take us seriously . . . because that's how they'l| see
it. And as for better things to do, well, maybe we could spend the tine in
better ways and then, maybe not. Wo knows? When was the last tine a
psychi ¢ operated from Mars? The situation might turn out to have
opportuniti es we never thought of."

"Very phil osophi cal ," Abaquaan comrented, with less than wild enthusiasm
It was all very well for Zanbendorf to tal k about grandi ose schenmes and
opportunities; it would be Abaquaan and the rest of the teamwho did the
| egwor k.

"' Phil osophical,' nmy dear to, is the state of m nd one reverts to when
unabl e to change anything anyway. And that's the situation we are in. In
short, we don't have a choice."

GSEC, Ceneral Space Enterprises Corporation, and NASO-the European- Anerican
mlitary and civilian North Atlantic Space O gani zation that had grown from
a nmerger of many of the forner interests of NASA, ESA, and NATO-were
fundi ng expansi on of one of the pilot bases on Mars to test ideas on the
organi zation of extraterrestrial conunities as a prelude to the
construction of full-scale colonies. A GSEC director by the nane of Baines
Hendri dge—a | ong-standi ng true believer in ESP and the "paranornal," and a
recent convert to the Zanbendorf cult—had proposed sendi ng Zanbendorf with
the mission in order to performthe first-ever tests of clairvoyance and
psychi ¢ conmuni cati on over interplanetary di stances, and to conduct ESP
experinents in conditions free fromterrestrial "interference." Zanbendorf,
confident that the GSEC Board woul d never go along with the idea, had
reacted with a show of enthusiasm partly because anything el se woul d have
failed the expectations of the faithful and partly to set the stage in
advance for exploiting another "Scientists Back Of Zanmbendorf Chall enge"
story when the proposal was turned down. Baines Hendridge's influence had
turned out to be greater than he had cal cul ated, however, and the Board's
acceptance of the proposal had |left Zanmbendorf in a position that he could
retreat fromonly at the cost of nore public ignoniny than his inage could
af ford.

"l guess you're right," Abaquaan conceded after a short silence. "But |

still don't like the idea of getting mxed up with a NASO space nission."
He shook his head again, dubiously, "It's not like dealing with the public.
There are sonme good scientists in that outfit ... in a different |eague

fromthe assholes we're used to handling. It's risky."

"Scientists are the easiest to fool." That was one of Zanbendorf's favorite
lines. "They think in straight, predictable, directable, and therefore

m sdirectable, lines. The only world they know is the one where everything
has a | ogi cal explanation and things are what they appear to be. Children
and conjurors—they terrify ne. Scientists are no problem against theml
feel quite confident."

Abaquaan smnil ed hunoriessly. "Confidence is what you feel when you don't
really understand the situation.” He raised his armto glance at his
Wi stset.

Zambendorf was about to reply when the call tone sounded fromthe room s
comet term nal. Abaquaan wal ked across to answer it. The screen canme to
life to show the snooth, clean-cut features of Drew West, Zanmbendorf's
busi ness manager, calling fromanother suite farther along the hallway.
"Those NBC peopl e should be arriving downstairs anytine now," West said.
"You' d better be getting on down to the |obby." Carissa Eidstadt, who
handl ed the team s publicity affairs, had arranged for a short television
interviewto be taped that nmorning, for screening later in the day to mark
Zanbendorf's return to New York
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"l was just about on ny way," Abaquaan said.

"Has Karl finished breakfast yet?" Wst asked. "Tinme's getting on. W' ve
got a full schedule this afternoon.™

"Yes," Abaquaan said. "He's right here. You want to talk to hin®"

"Good norning, Drew, " Zanbendorf said cheerfully, stepping into the view ng
angl e as Abaquaan noved away. "Yes, |'m al nost ready. How did you sl eep?"
He nodded across the room as Abaquaan |let hinself out the door.

"H, Karl. Fine, thanks," Drew West acknow edged. West had accepted the
Mars situation matter-of-factly. Taking the teamto the Androneda gal axy
woul d have been fine by himas long as there was noney in it. "The NBC
teams due here in about fifteen mnutes, and there are a couple of things
we need to go over before they show up. If you're through wth breakfast,
we'll come on down."

"Yes, why don't you do that," Zanbendorf said. "W can talk while |I finish
dressing. "

"See you in a couple of mnutes, Karl."

Downstairs, at the hotel's side foyer in front of the ranp | eading down to
the parking levels, Oto Abaquaan pretended to study a New York street nap
whil e he menorized the details and registration nunber of the car that had
arrived with the NBC van from which two nen were unl oading TV caneras and

recordi ng equi pnent. The smartly dressed, fair-haired woman who had driven
the car was standi ng nearby, holding a briefcase and a sheaf of papers and
talking with two col | eagues—anot her woman and a man—who had conme with her.
Abaquaan guessed her to be the owner of the car and al so the reporter who

woul d be interview ng Zanbendorf; but he needed to be sure.

NBC had negl ected to advise them of the name of their reporter in advance,
whi ch was unusual and nmeant, possibly, that Zanbendorf was being set up for
sonet hing. An enquiry from d arissa Eidstadt or from Drew West could no
doubt have answered the question easily enough, but that woul d have wasted
an opportunity of exactly the kind that Zanbendorf and his team excelled at
sei zing. A ganble was involved, of course-Abaquaan mght turn up nothing in
the short tine avail abl e—but one of the advantages enjoyed by psychics was
that negative results were always soon forgotten

A hotel valet drove the car away toward the ranp, and the woman and her two
conpani ons wal ked through into the main | obby wi th Abaquaan foll owi ng them
i nconspi cuously at a short distance. One of the clerks at the front desk
rai sed his eyebrows enquiringly. "Can | help you, ma' an?"

"Yes. My nane is Marion Kearson, fromNBC. | arranged with the assistant
manager, M. Gaves, to tape an interviewin the | obby with Karl
Zambendorf. Is M. G aves avail able, please?"

"One nonent. 11l call his office."

That answered one question. Tine was now crucial if the ganble was going to
pay off. Abaquaan turned and wal ked quickly to the line of comet termnals
at the rear of the |obby, sat in one of the booths, closed the door, and
called a nunber in the Vehicles Registration Departnent of the State of New
Jersey. Seconds later a nman with pink, fleshy features and a bal di ng head
appeared on the screen. "Hello, Frank. Long tinme no see. How re things?"
Abaquaan spoke quietly but urgently.
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The face frowned for a monent, then recognized the caller. "Say, Harry!
Thi ngs are good. How s the private-eye busi ness?" Abaquaan never made
publi ¢ appearances and hence could command a long list of aliases.

"It's a living. Look, | need sone information fast. The usual deal and
terns. Any probl en"

Frank gl anced about himwi th an instinctively furtive |ook. "Can | ask what
it's to do w th?"

"Nothing to | ose any sl eep over—a domestic thing. | need to find out who
owns a car that's been seen in a couple of places. The usual suspicious
husband routine. "

Frank |icked his Ups, then nodded. "Okay. Got the nunber?"

"New Jersey registration KGY27-86753."

"Hang on a mnute." Frank | ooked away and began operating another ternina
of f screen. Abaquaan produced a pen and not ebook, and then sat drumm ng his
fingers on the side of the termnal while he waited. "Well?" he asked as
Frank at | ast turned back to | ook out of the screen

"It's registered under the nane of a Ms. Marion Kearson, 2578 Maple Drive,
Orangeton," Frank said. "You want details of the car?"

"I'"ve got a description. Has it been reregistered at the sane address for
very long, and is there any accident record?"

"Renewed successively for the last three years. No accidents.”

"Any other vehicles registered at the sane address? What information do you
have on the drivers? . "

"Very well, we'll be dowmn in a few mnutes," Drew Wst said to the screen
of the terminal in the living roomof Zanbendorf's suite. He cut the call

turned, and announced, "That was Graves, the assistant nmanager. He's with
Clarissa downstairs. The NBC people are all set up and ready when we are."

Dr. OGsnond Periera, mddle-aged, wispy haired, wearing a bowtie with a

mar oon j acket and snoking a Turkish cigarette through an ornate silver

hol der, resuned tal king fromthe point where the call had interrupted. The
i ntroductions and author profiles in his best-selling pseudosci ence books
descri bed himas Zanmbendorf's di scoverer and nentor; certainly he was among
the staunchest of the disciples. "One of the nost intriguing possibilities
on Mars will be the opportunity to verify that extrasensory information
does indeed propagate in a nbde not constrained by any form of

i nverse-square | aw. Al though experinents on Earth seemto suggest that the

field strength does not dimnish with distance at all, ny feeling is that
until now the scale has sinply been too snall to reveal significant
differences. After all, even though we are venturing into a conpletely new

phenonenol ogi cal realm we nustn't allow ourselves to | ose our sense of
realismand scientific plausibility, nust we?"

Zanbendorf blinked and rubbed his nose with the back of his hand. Periera's
ability to invent the nbst outrageous expl anations for Zanbendorf's feats
and, noreover, to believe themhinself totally uncritically and w thout
reservation, constantly anmazed even Zanbendorf. "It's an interesting
thought," he agreed. "Another possibility is that the renoteness of
negative influences m ght well have a beneficial effect on repeatability."
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Periera brought a hand up to toy unconsciously with his bow while he
consi dered the suggestion. It was intriguing—ertainly something that
hadn't occurred to himbefore. "I could design tests to be conducted
through the voyage for investigating any correlations with distance," he
mused. "That mght be very informative."

"Yes, why don't you do that," Zanbendorf agreed.

Periera turned to Bai nes Hendridge, a dark-haired, clean-shaven man with a
coll egiate | ook about him who was wearing his usual intense expression
Hendri dge had cone to the Hilton early that norning to convey personally
the news of the GSEC Board's decision concerning the Mars project, and to

i nvite Zanbendorf and coll eagues to lunch with sone of the other directors.
"It is a well-established fact that manifestati ons of paranornal phenonena
differ fromobservabl es at the nore nundane, material |evel of existence in
that their repeatability is affected by the presence of negative or
critical influences," Periera explained. "The effect is predictable from
el ement ary quantum mechani cs, whi ch proves the interdependence between the
observer and the observed." Hendri dge nodded as he absorbed the revel ation,
and | ooked even nore intense.

The call tone sounded fromthe roomls termnal. Drew West answered, and a

second | ater Oto Abaquaan's face appeared on the screen. "Is Thelm
t here?" Abaquaan enquired, signaling with an eyebrow t hat he had
information to inpart. "I need to talk to her." He neant that he couldn't

talk openly with Periera and Hendridge there in the room

Zanbendorf | ooked across at Thelma, the teamis bl onde, shapely, |ong-Iegged
secretary, who was listening fromthe couch by the far wall. "COh, it's
probably about sone places | told himhe ought to see while we're in New
York," Thelma said. "He's planning to spend the afternoon touring the
city."

"Yes, well, can you talk to himon the extension next door?" Zanmbendorf
sai d. Thel ma nodded, unfol ded herself fromthe couch, and disappeared into
the suite's bedroom Drew West switched the call and cleared the screen in
the living room Periera and Hendridge could be tedious at tines, but their
weal thy and influential social acquaintances nade themworth putting up
with.

"VWhere are we due to have |lunch?" Zanmbendorf asked, |ooking at West.

"At that Austrian place you liked |last time—Hoffnmann's on East
Ei ghty-third," Wst answered. "W can go straight on after the interview
I"l'l have a cab waiting."

"I's Gsnond joining us?" Zanbendorf asked.

Periera shook his head. "I have to attend a neeting this afternoon, thanks
all the same. Next time, hopefully."

"A pity," Zanbendorf murnured, and went on to talk for a mnute or two
about the food at Hoffrmann's. Then, judging that they had gi ven Abaquaan
and Thel ma enough time, he gave West a barely perceptibl e nod.

West gl anced at his watch. "W'd better be noving."

Joe Fellburg, the huge, six foot three, black ex-fighter and former
mlitary-intelligence agent who functi oned as Zanbendorf's bodyguard and
the team s security man, straightened up fromthe wall just inside the
doorway, opened the closet next to him and took out Zambendorf's overcoat.
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Zanmbendorf shook his head as he put on his jacket. "No, | don't think the

weat her's quite cool enough for that, Joe. Perhaps ny blue cape . . ."He
| ooked around the room "Ch yes, | left it next door. Excuse ne for a
moment . " He went through into the bedroom where Thel ma was waiting and

al | oned the door to swing shut behind. "Wat have you got?" he asked in a
| ow voi ce

"We're in luck," Thelma said, speaking quickly. "The reporter is a wonan
call ed Marion Kearson. She drives a 2018 Buick six-seat |inp conpact,

hydr ogen-burning, silver-gray, black trim white wheels; small dent on
driver's side, front; registration is New Jersey, KGY27-86753. Kearson's
address is 2578 Maple Drive, Orangeton." Zanbendorf nodded rapidly as he
concentrated on menorizing. Thel ma went on, "Two other drivers with cars
are regi stered at the sanme address: WIIiam Kearson, born August 4, 1978,
five ten in height, brown hair, green eyes, one hundred ei ghty pounds—has
to be her husband; drives a USM Gazelle, new this year; speeding fine |ast
April, minor accident the previous fall; also a Thomas Kearson, bom January
14, 2001 , also five ten, fair hair, gray eyes, one twenty pounds; drives a
2013 Dat sun—sounds |ike the son."

Zanbendorf repeated the information, and Thelma confirmed it. "Good,"
Zanbendorf said. "WIIl you and Oto be able to get anything on those GSEC
peopl e we're having |unch w th?"

"Maybe. Oto's following up a couple of |eads."

"Call Drew or ne at Hoffmann's after twelve-thirty with whatever you cone
up with."

"Hof fmann's, East Eighty-third, after twelve-thirty," Thel ma con-fi nned.

"Ckay. You'd better get noving."

Ten minutes | ater, Zanbendorf, his sky-blue silk cape flow ng grandly over
his bl ack velvet jacket, swept into the | obby with Drew West, Joe Fell burg,
GCsnond Periera, and Bai nes Hendridge bringing up the rear. darissa

Ei dstadt, the teamis publicity matron, her short black hair cut off in a
fringe across her forehead, her eyes framed by heavy-rinmed butterfly

gl asses, and her nouth accentuated by lipstick that was too heavy and too
red, was waiting. She escorted Zanbendorf over to Marion Kearson and the
NEC crew whil e curious hotel guests began to gather in the background.
"Who's the reporter?" Zanbendorf murnured. "The bl onde in the pink coat?"

"Yes. "
"Do you know her nane?"

"They didn't tell nme, and | didn't ask them" Clarissa nmuttered fromthe
corner of her nouth.

Zanmbendorf nodded and smled to hinself. "Even better."

And then a rapturous Marion Kearson was pushing a m crophone close to
Zambendorf's face. "Well, here in the New York Hilton after getting back
from South America only last night is Karl Zanbendorf, who |I'm sure needs
no further introduction. Welcone hone."

"Thank you."
"And how was your tour?"

"Mbst enjoyable and extrenely successful."
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"I'mglad to hear that. In fact I'd like to come back to that subject in a
monent. But first, before | do any nore tal king that might give things
away, | wonder if | could persuade you to accept a small challenge for the
benefit of the viewers." Kearson smiled inpishly for a second. "Now, | can
certainly vouch that we've never set eyes on one another before, and it

m ght interest the viewers to know that back at NBC this norning, we didn't
even know oursel ves which reporter was conming on this assignment until five
of us drew lots less than an hour ago." She paused to allow that to
register, and then said, "Now, | wonder, Heir Zanbendorf, what you can make
of me, a conplete stranger . . . apart fromthat |I'm bl onde, nediumin

hei ght, and have a few freckles." She sniled into the camera at the joke,
then turned back toward Zanbendorf and waited curiously.

Zanbendorf | ooked at her for a few seconds, then closed his eyes and
appeared to concentrate his powers. The peopl e watching around the | obby
fell quiet. An expression of calmand serenity spread over his face, and he
smled faintly. When he opened his eyes again, his features renmi ned
tranquil but his gaze was piercing. "You are not fromthe city," he said
slowy, still searching her face with his eyes. "I see water. Your hone is
across water, but not very far fromhere ... to the west. It nust be across
the river, probably in New Jersey. Sonewhere in the Newark area seens to
suggest itself . . . with a nane that suggests a fruit or a color

| enon, naybe, or orange ..."

Kearson's eyes wi dened incredul ously; the caneranmen and engi neers exchanged
gl ances that said they were inpressed. "This—this is absolutely anmazing!"
she stamered at the canmera. "I swear this nan and | have never net before
this nmonent."

"There are two men very close to you," Zambendorf went on. "One of themis
called Wlliam WIlliamor Bill. He is the older of the two . . . your
husband, unless | am m staken. You do have a husband?" Kearson nodded
nunbly. "Mmm " Zanbendorf said knowingly. "I ambeginning to see hima
little nore clearly now+tallish, with brown hair . . . No, don't say
anyt hi ng, please. Just continue to concentrate, if you will, on the inage
of your husband. "

2

"HWH " WALTER CONLON, DI RECTOR OF THE NORTH ATLANTI C Space Organi zation's
Pl anetary Exploration Program scowl ed down at the sheet of paper |ying on
the desk in front of him took in the objections and del eti ons copiously
scattered in heavy red ink along with the initials of various people from
the top | evels of NASO s managenent hierarchy, and raised his face
defiantly. It was a florid pink face with untanmabl e bushy eyebrows, and
made all the nore vivid and pugnaci ous by his white, inch-cropped hair,
short, stocky build, and sonewhat bul bous nose. The senior scientists in

PEP cal |l ed himthe GNASO Ghone. "I still don't see what's wong with it,"
he repeated. "It says what needs to be said and it's factual. You wanted ny
input. Well, that's it. I'mnot in the political cosnetics and

don't-upset-the-freaks business. Wiat else can | say?"

Al'l an Brady, the NASO North Anerican Division's recently appointed

br oad- shoul dered, fair-haired, and stylishly dressed public rel ations
director, managed to suppress his exasperation with an effort as he sat in
the chair opposite. He had been warned to expect problens in dealing with
Conl on, and had thought that in going out of his way to solicit Conlon's
opi nion on the Kerning UFO-fl ap press rel ease, due out the next day, he
woul d at | east be making a start in the right direction. But the draft that
had conme back over the wire fromConlon's desk termnal within fifteen

m nutes of Brady's request had cone close to causing heart attacks in the
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PR departnent. "But we can't go putting out things like this, Walt," Brady
protested. "It's saying in effect that a U.S. senator is either a sinpleton
or a fraud. And the—=

"He is," Conlon retorted. "Both. Scientifically he's an illiterate, and if
the truth were known, he's got about as much interest in New Gospe
Scientific Solidarity as | have in nmedieval Turkish poetry. It's pure

pol i ti cs—bankrol i ng, bandwagoni ng, ballyhoo, and bal oney. You can quote me
on that."

Brady bunched his nouth for a second, and then raised his hand briefly in a
conciliatory gesture. "Ckay. That's as may be, but we can't make

all egations like this in an official NASO statenment. Ethics apart, we're a
governnent -driven operation, and we can't afford to nake eneni es of people
like Koming. And prograns |ike PEP that are still primarily public funded—
He broke of f and shook his head, giving Conlon a puzzled |ook. "But | don't
have to spell things like that out to you, Walt. You know how the system
works. W just need sonmething mlder in tone and worded nore tactfully. It
doesn't really even have to say anything."

Conl on shook his head. "Not from ne. The precedent has gone too far already
and shoul d never have been set in the first place. W can't afford to |let
oursel ves be seen acquiescing to things like this. If it goes on the way it
is, we'll end up with every kook and nut-cult in the country parading
crusaders around Washington to deci de what NASO s busi ness ought to be. |
don't want to get mixed up with them 1've got enough already with this
Zanbendorf nonsense on Mars. | don't have the time; | don't have the
budget; | don't have the people."

The New Cospel Scientific Solidarity Church of Oregon had conbined a
complete retranslation of the Bible with the | atest pseudoscientific
witings on ancient astronauts to produce a new, "rationalized" doctrine in
which all the revel ations and mystical happenings of old were explai ned by
visitations of benevolent aliens with supernatural powers, who had access
to secrets that nmankind would be privileged to share on conpletion of its
"graduation." The Second Coming was really a synbolic reference to the time
when the Powers woul d be di vul ged, and contenporary UFO | ore had been woven
into the thene as tangi bl e evidence that the Day of Return was inm nent.
The church claimed a following of mllions, certainly commanded a nonthly

i ncone of such, and had been canpai gni ng vigorously for recognition of
scientific legitimcy, which—+the skeptics quickly noted—aould qualify the
movenent for federal research funding. Othodox scientists challenged to
refute the sect's clainms found thenmselves in the usual no-win bind: If they
responded at all they were proclaimed as having "acknow edged the

i mportance" of the assertions, and if they didn't they had "no answers."
The church supported an ardent |obby that was denmandi ng, anong ot her
things, specific allocations of NASO resources and funds for investigating
UFO phenonena, and which had ostensibly succeeded in recruiting Senator

Kom ng of Oregon as a spokesman and chanpi on. And Kom ng had made the
headl i nes often enough to ensure a response of some kind from NASO

Brady sought to avoid | eaving the neeting enpty-handed. "Well, | guess PR
can handl e the Konming side of it, but there's another part of this draft
that ridicul es the whol e UFO phenonenon and doesn't mnce any words about
it." He sat back and showed his palns inploringly. "Wy go out of your way
to upset |ots of people who don't care about Koming and aren't interested
in any religion, but who tend to be enthusiastic about the space progranf
NASO has some strong supporters anmong UFO buffs. Wy antagoni ze thenP"

"I'"'min the science business, not the business of naking nyself popul ar by
proppi ng up popul ar nmyths," Conlon replied. "That neans |ooking for
expl anations of facts. In that area there aren't any facts that need
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expl ai ning. Period."

Brady | ooked across the desk in surprise. He wasn't a scientist, but he
thought he did a pretty good job of keeping abreast by reading the popul ar
literature. Something was going on in the skies that scientists couldn't
account for, surely. And, Senator Koning's denands aside, Brady rather
liked the idea of NASO s comitting sone serious effort to investigating
the subject. It would be an exciting activity to be associated with and
sonmething interesting to tell his friends about. "But there has to be

sonet hing out there," he objected. "I nean, | know ninety-five percent, or
what ever, of what's reported is rubbish, but what about the other five? How
can you expl ain that?"

Conl on snorted and massaged his forehead. How many times had he heard this
before? "I can't, and neither can anyone else,"” he replied. "That's why
they're what they call unidentified. That's what the word neans. It's no
more mysterious than car accidents. If you analyze the statistics, you'l
find that some percent are due to drunks, sonme to carel essness, sone to
vehicl e defects, and so on until you end up with five percent that nobody
can pin down to any specific cause, and nobody ever will. The causes are
uni dentified—but that's no reason to say they have anything to do with
aliens. It's the same with UFGCs."

"That doesn't prove they don't have sonething to do with aliens though,"”
Brady poi nted out.

"I never said it did," Conlon replied. "I can't prove Santa C aus doesn't
exi st either. You can't prove a negative. Philosophically it's inpossible."

"So, what are you saying?" Brady asked him

Conl on tossed his hands up and shrugged. "I told you, I'ma scientist.
Sci ence doesn't have anything to say about it. It's not a scientific
matter."

"How can you say that, Walt?" Brady sounded incredulous. "It's connected
with space and spacecraft, alien life . . . How can you say it's not

scientific?"

"The way a theory is constructed logically is what makes it scientific. Not
its content. To be scientific, one of the conditions a theory has to neet
is that it nmust be falsifiable—+there nmust be some way you can test it to
see if it's wong. You can never prove, absolutely, that any theory is
right. If you' ve got a theory that says Some UFGs might be alien
spacecraft, then | agree with you—some might. There's no way | could prove
it false. That's all | could say, and that's all science says. It isn't a
falsifiable theory. See what | mean?"

Brady was shaking his head reluctantly. "I can't buy that. There has to be
sonme way for science to evaluate the subject, sone way to test sone part of
it at least."

"There is. You invert the logic and put forward the theory that | do:

No UFGCs are alien spacecraft. Now, that theory can be falsified
conclusively and very sinply, but not by anything that's been offered as
evi dence so far."

"But what about the astrononers who've endorsed it publicly?" Brady
per si st ed.

"What astrononers?"
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"Ch, | can't recall their names offhand, but the ones you read about."
"Pah!" Conlon pulled a face. "You nmean people |ike Jannitsky?"
"Well, he's one, yes."

"He used to be a scientist—shut up in a lab all day with nobody ever having
heard of him Now he's a celebrity. Some people will do anything for
recognition. How nmany nore |ike himcan you find? You can count 'em on one
hand, and in a country this size that's the | east you' d expect. It doesn't
mean a dam thing, A . Less than two percent of professional Anerican
astrononers consi der the subject even worth showing an interest in. That
does nmean sonething." After a few seconds of silence Conlon added, "Anyhow,
aski ng astrononers for opinions on sonething like that is ridiculous. It's
not a subject they're conpetent to comment on."

"VWhat! " Brady excl ai ned.
"What does an astrononer know about UFGs?" Conl on asked hi m

Brady threw up his hands hel plessly. "Wll, how do | answer that? They're
things in the sky, right? So, astrononers are supposed to know about things
in the sky."

"VWhat things in the sky?"
"What things? . . . The ones people say they see.”

"Exactly!" Conlon sat back and spread his hands in a show of satisfaction
"The things people say they see—All of the evidence boils down to
eyewi t ness testinony. Wat does an astrononer know about eval uating

testi nony? How many times in his whole career does he have to try to learn
whet her a witness believes his own story, or decide whether the w tness saw
what he thought he saw, and whether it nmeant what he thought it neant? See
my point? An astrononer's the wong guy. Wat you need is a good | awer or
police detective, except they've all got other things to do than worry
about investigating UFGCs."

"But at |east you know an astrononer's not just any dummy,” Brady said.

"If that's all you need, why not ask a heart surgeon or a poker player?"
Conl on shook his head. "Being an expert in one field doesn't make
sonebody' s opi nions on subjects they're not qualified to talk about worth
nore than anybody else's. But all too often they think they're infallible
about anything and everything, and people believe them You can see it
everywhere—political econom sts who think they know nore about fusion than
nucl ear engi neers do; lawers trying to define what's alive and what isn't;
Nobel Prize-wi nning physicists being taken with sinple conjuring tricks by
so-cal | ed psychics. Wat does a physicist know about trickery and
deception? Quarks and photons don't tell lies. W have stage nagi ci ans and
conjurors who are experts on deception and the art of fooling people—t's
their business. But who ever thinks of asking themin?"

Conl on's tone had nell owed sonewhat while he was tal king, and Brady began
to sense the nessage that he was trying to conmuni cate: Wether Brady
agreed with himor not about UFGs, Conlon and the people in the Planetary
Expl oration Program had better things to do than get involved in public
relati ons concerning the |ikes of Senator Kerning. That was Brady's
departnent. And the way Conlon was beginning to fidget in his chair said
that he was getting near the end of the tine he was prepared to spend
trying to communicate it.

Brady spread his hands for a nonent, then acknowl edged with a nod and
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pi cked the paper up from Conlon's desk as he rose to his feet. "Well, sorry
to have taken your tine," he said. "W'Il| take care of this. | just thought

maybe you' d appreciate the opportunity to contribute sonething." He
turned and wal ked over to the door

"Al," Conlon called out gruny as Brady was about to | eave the room Brady
stopped and | ooked back. "I realize that you neant it for the best. Don't
thi nk you goofed. You' ve got your job to do—+ know that. | guess from now

on we understand each other, huh?"

Brady returned a faint smle. "I guess so,
nmore about UFGCs sonetine."

he replied. "I'lIl talk to you

"Do that."
"Take care.” Wth that, Brady left.

Conl on si ghed and sat staring down at the desk for a while with his chin
propped on his knuckles. He wondered where it would all |ead—

pendul umwavers being hired by oil conpanies to |ocate deposits; degrees in
the "paranornmal " bei ng awarded by universities that shoul d have known
better; kook papers appearing in what used to be reputable scientific
publications; politicians calling for a phase-down of the fusion program
because they were convinced of the inminence of unlimted "cosm c energy"
forever frompyramds, this at a time when the U S. was having to inport
up-to-date tokanak reactors from Japan

It was becoming all but inmpossible to find good engi neers and technicians.
Sci ence, engineering, the true arts, and the professions—n fact just about
anyt hing that demanded hard work, patience, and diligence —were com ng
increasingly, it seened, to be regarded anbng younger people as out of
style, strictly for nurds. And as fast as they were trai ned and gai ned sone
experience, the ones who did manage to turn thensel ves into sonet hing

wort hwhil e tended to | eave for nore lucrative and chal |l engi ng opportunities
overseas. The peoples of such places as Japan, China, India, and Africa had
lived too close to reality for too long to be deluded by notions of
"finding thensel ves," whatever that meant, or searches for nystical bliss.
Havi ng "found" the twenty-first century, they were rapidly abandoni ng their
trust in the magi c and superstitions that had sol ved nothing, and were busy
erecting in their place the solid foundations of advanced, industrialized,
hi gh-technol ogy civilization

Conlon wasn't really sure where the degeneration had started either —n the
latter half of the twentieth century, he suspected from what he had read.
In earlier tines, it appeared, the Anerican system had worked fine as a
means of stinulating productivity and creativity, and of raising the living
standards of a whole nation for the first time in history. But habits of
thought had failed to change as quickly as technol ogy. Wen the spread of
automati on made it possible for virtually all of life's basic needs to be
met with a fraction of the avail able capacity, new, artificial needs had to
be created to keep the machi nes and t he workforce busy.

Wth the Third World looking after its own, a nmmjor portion of the West's
ingenuity and effort came to be expended on manufacturing new appetites for
trivia and consuner junk in its own donmestic narkets. Unfortunately, left
to thensel ves, rational, educated, and discerning people tended not to nake
very good consuners; therefore no great attenpt had been nade to create a
rational, educated, and discerning popul ation. The mass nmedia that could
have been an instrunent of genuine nmass education had becone instead an

i nstrument of mass mani pul ati on whi ch delivered uncritical audiences to
advertisers, and the school system had degenerated to little nore than a
preprocessi ng which cultivated the kind of banality that noved products.
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Nevert hel ess, despite the plethora of conspiracy theories in vogue anbng
intellectuals, academ cs, and political activists, Conlon didn't believe
that cabals of tycoons plotting secretly in boardroons had planned it all;
things had sinply evolved, a little at a tinme, through the selective

rei nforcenment of whatever happened to be good for profits.

The call tone fromhis desk termnal interrupted his thoughts, and Conl on
tapped the unit's touchpad to accept. The face that appeared on the screen
was of a man approaching fifty or so, with a high forehead left by a
recedi ng hairline, rugged features setting off a full beard that was
starting to show streaks of gray, and bright, penetrating eyes that held an
elusive, mrthful twinkle. It was Gerold Massey, a professor of cognitive
psychol ogy at the University of Maryland and one of Conlon's |ong-standing
friends. Massey was al so an acconplished stage magi ci an who took a specia
interest in exposing fraudul ent clains of paranormal powers. It was
Conlon's familiarity with Massey's work that had pronpted himto nention
the subject to Allan Brady earlier.

"Hello, Walter," Massey said. "My conputer tells me you' ve been calling.
What gi ves?"

"H, Gerry. Yes, since yesterday. Were' ve you been?"
"Fl ori da—al | ahassee. "

"Ch? What's happeni ng there?"

"Some research that Vernon and | are working on." Vernon Price was Massey's
assi stant, magi cal understudy, and general partner in crinme. "W're
presenting Vernon in an ESP routine to classes of students around the
country. Sone are told beforehand that it's just a conjuring act, and sone
are told it's the real thing. The object is to get a neasure of how strong
preconcei ved beliefs are in influencing people's interpretations of what
they see, and how nuch difference what they're told at the rational |eve
makes." Massey's specialty was the study of why peopl e believed what they
bel i eved.

"Sounds interesting."

"It is, but I doubt if you were calling to ask nme about it," Massey
replied.

"True. Look, |I'd like to get together with you and talk sonetinme soon. It's
about a NASO project we've got coming up, but | really don't want to go
into the details right now. How are you fixed?"

"Sounds like you nmight be trying to offer me a job," Massey comrent ed.
Wi | e he spoke he | ooked down to operate the term nal, and then back up
again but slightly to the side, apparently reading sonething in an inset
area of his screen. "Pretty busy just about every day for a while," he
mur mur ed. " Any reason why we couldn't make it an eveni ng? How woul d you
like to cone round here again? W could rmake it a dinner, and naybe go to
that Italian place you like."

"Sounds good," Conl on sai d.
"How about tonorrow?"

"BEven better. Ch—and I'Il be bringing Pat Whittaker with me. He's invol ved
with it too."

"Way not? | haven't seen himfor a while." Patrick Wittaker was a
production executive with @ obal Comunications Networking, a nmajor
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provi der of TV and dataservices. Massey's features contorted into a benused
frown. "Say, what the hell is this all about, Walt? Are you sure you don't
want to give ne a clue even?"

Conl on grinned crookedly. "Get Vernon to tell you via ESP. No, really, I'd
rather | eave that side until tomorrow. We'll see you at about what,
six-thirty?"

"That' |l do fine. Ckay, we'll see you then."

Conl on returned his attention to his desk and allowed his eyes to stray
over it while he reviewed what he planned to do next. H's gaze canme to rest
on the folder fromthe Project Executive Review Conmittee containing the
final appraisal, specification of goals, and departnental assignnents for
the Mars project. Lying next to it was a copy of that day's Washi ngton
Post, folded by soneone in the department and nmarked at an itemreporting
Karl Zanmbendorf's return to the U S. A The hue of Conlon's face deepened,
and his nmouth conpressed itself into a tight downturn

"Psychics!" he muttered to hinmself sourly.
3

"LOOK, WE HAVE TO DO A TV SHOW THAT'S GO NG QUT LI VE AT seven-thirty," Drew
West shouted through the partition at the cab driver. "There's an extra
twenty if we make it on tinme."

G unbl i ng under his breath, the cabbie backed up to within inches of the
car behind, U-tumed across the oncomng traffic streamanid blares of horns
and squeal s of brakes, and exited off Varick into an alley to negotiate a
way round the perpetual traffic snarl at the Manhattan end of the Holl and
Tunnel . On one side the streets were bl acked out for seven bl ocks beneath
the i mmense, ugly canopy of alum num panels and steel-lattice supports that
made up the ill-fated Lower West Side Sol ar Power Denopnstration Project,

whi ch was supposed to have proved the feasibility of supplying city
electricity fromsolar. Before the harebrai ned schene was abandoned, it had
cost the city $200 mllion to teach politicians what power engineers had
known all along. But it kept the streets dry in rainy weather and a
thriving antique, art, and flea market had cone into being in the covered
arcades created bel ow.

"I"'mcertain there's nore to it. Drew," Zanbendorf resumed as West sat back
in his seat. "Lang and Snell were only being polite to avoid enbarrassing
Hendri dge. They were classical corporation nen—hard-nosed, pragmatic,

no- nonsense—and not a grain of inmgination between the two of them They
weren't at lunch because of interest in paranormal powers. They were there
on GSEC busi ness."

West nodded. "I agree. And what's nore ny gut-feel tells nme they're
representative of official thinking inside GSEC s Board, which says that
GSEC isn't interested in psychic experinments on Mars. That's just for
public consunption. But if that's so, what's the real reason they want to
send us al ong, Karl?"

The cab slowed to a halt at the intersection with Broadway. Fromthe seat
on Zanbendorf's other side, Joe Fellburg kept a watchful eye on a group of
unkenpt youths | oungi ng outside a corner store snoking sonething that was
bei ng passed round. "Maybe someone in the corporati on somewhere deci ded
it's tine that space arrived for the people,” he offered.

Zanbendorf frowned and | ooked at West. West shrugged. "What do you nean?"
Zanbendorf asked, |ooking at Fell burg.
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Fel I burg rel axed as the cab began noving again, turned his head fromthe

wi ndow, and opened a pair of black hamfists. "Well, things |like space and
space bases have al ways been for astronauts, scientists, NASO peopl e—peopl e
like that. They've never been for just anybody. Now, if GSEC is making

pl ans to put up space col oni es soneday, sonmebody sonewhere is gonna have to
do some work to get that image changed. So nmaybe they figure that getting
someone like Karl in on this Mars thing m ght do thema lotta good."

"Mm . . . you nean by sending along a popular figure that everyone can
relate to ..." Drew West nodded and | ooked intrigued. "It nmakes sense
Yes, if you could establish that kind of connection in people's ninds

And that could al so explain why Lang, and Snell, and probably nost of the
other GSEC directors mght go along with Hendridge even if they think the
guy's crazy."

"That's just what |'mtelling you," Fellburg said. "Wat would they care
whet her Karl's for real or not?"

Zambendorf stroked his beard thoughtfully while he considered the
suggestion. Then he nodded, slowy at first, and then nmore rapidly. Finally
he | aughed. "In that case we have nothing to worry about. |If GSEC has no
serious interest in experinments, then nobody will be trying very hard to
expose anything. In fact, when you think about it, good publicity for us
would be in their interests too. So the whole thing could turn out to be to
our advantage after all. | told you that Oto worries too nmuch. The whol e
thing will be a piece of cake, you'll see—a piece of cake."

Hym- si ngi ng evangel i sts with placards warni ng agai nst neddling i n DARK
POAERS and denounci ng Zambendorf as a CONSORT OF SATAN occupied a section
of the sidewal k opposite NBC s television studio by the Trade Center when
the cab rounded the comer into Fulton Street. Drew West spotted C arissa
Ei dstadt waiting at the curb in front of the crowm outside the entrance,
and directed the cabbie to stop next to her. She clinbed in by the driver
and waved for himto keep noving. "The freaks are out in force tonight,"”
she said, turning her head to speak through the partition. "The stage
door's under siege, but |I've got another one opened for us round the side.
Then to the driver, "Make a right here . . . Drop us off by those guys
talking to the two cops."

The cab halted, and they clinbed out. Wile Wst was paying the driver,
Clarissa slipped Zanbendorf a fol ded piece of paper, which he tucked into
his inside pocket. Witten on the paper were notes of things that Oto
Abaquaan and Thel ma had observed and overheard during the |ast hour or so,
such as oddnents glinpsed inside a purse opened in the course of purchasing
tickets at the box office, or snatches of conversation overheard in the

| adi es' room and the cocktail |ounge. Upon such seeming trivia were many
wondrous mracles built.

The party was whi sked inside, and Zanmbendorf excused hinself to visit the
washroomin order to study the notes Carissa had given him He rejoined
the others in a staff |ounge five mnutes |ater and was introduced to Ed
Jackson, the genial host of the popular "Ed Jackson Show, " on which
Zanmbendorf woul d be appearing as the principal guest. Jackson exuberated
and enthused for a while in the standard manner of a nedi a-synthesized M.
Personality, and then left to begin the showwith the first of the
evening's warmup guests. Zanbendorf and his conpani ons drank coffee,
talked with the production staff, and watched the show on the green-room
monitor. A makeup girl cane in and bani shed a couple of shiny spots on
Zanmbendorf's nose and forehead. Zanbendorf checked with the stage nanager
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that a couple of props would be available on the set as previously
request ed.

At last it was time to descend backstage, and Zanmbendorf found hinsel f
waiting in the wings with an assistant while Ed Jackson went through a
verbal buildup with the audience to fill an advertising break on air-tine.
Then Jackson was hal f turning and extending an arm expectantly while the
orchestra's theme crescendoed to a trunpet fanfare; the director's finger
stabbed its cue fromthe control booth, and Zambendorf was wal ki ng forward
into the glare of spotlights to be greeted by thunderous appl ause and a
wave of excitement.

Jackson beaned as Zanbendorf turned fromside to side to acknow edge the
appl ause before sitting down behind the | ow, glass-topped table, and then
took his own seat and assuned a casual posture. "Karl, welcone to the show.
I guess we're all wondering what kinds of surprises you mght have in store
for us tonight." Jackson paused to allow the audi ence and viewers a nonent

to attune thenselves to his approach. "Wre you, ah ... were you surprised
at the small denpnstration outside in the street here when you arrived
earlier?"

"Ch, |'mnever surprised by anything." Zanmbendorf grinned and | ooked out at
the audi ence expectantly. After a second or two he was rewarded with

| aught er.

Jackson smiled in a way that said he ought to have known better. "Seriously
though, Karl, we hear sone rather scary warnings fromcertain sections of
the religious community fromtime to time concerning your abilities and the
ways in which you make use of them+that you're dabbling in realns that no
good can cone out of, tapping into powers that we were never neant to know
about, and that kind of thing. . . . Wat's your answer to fears like
these? Are they groundless? Or is there sonething to themthat people ought
to know about ?"

Zanbendorf frowned for a second. This was always a delicate question
Anyt hi ng that sounded |i ke a concession or an adm ssion would not serve his
interests, but nothing was to be gained by being offensive. "I suspect it's
a case of our not seeing the sane thing when we | ook at the subject,” he
replied. "Their perceptions result frominterpreting reality froma

religi ous perspective, obviously, and nust necessarily be influenced by
traditional religious notions and preconceptions . . . not all of which, I
have to say, are reconcilable with today's views of the universe and our
role init." He nmade a hal f-apol ogetic shrug and spread his hands briefly.
"My interpretation is fromthe scientific perspective. In other words, what
| see is sinply a new domai n of phenonena that |ie beyond the present

hori zons of scientific inquiry. But that doesn't nake them'forbidden,' or
"unknowabl e,' any nore than electricity or radio were in the Mddl e Ages.
They are sinply 'nysterious' —nysteries which cannot adequately be

expl ained within the contenporary framework of know edge, but which are
expl ai nabl e nevertheless in principle, and will be explained in the

full ness of tinme."

"Somet hi ng we should treat with respect, then, possibly, but not sonething
we need be frightened of," Jackson concluded in an appropriately sober
t one.

"The things that frighten people are nostly products of their own m nds,"
Zanmbendorf replied. "What we are dealing with here opens up entirely new
insights to the mind. Wth inproved understandi ng of thensel ves, people
will be able to conprehend and control the processes by which they

manuf acture their own fears. The ultimate fear of nobst people is the fear
of being afraid.”
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"Maybe there isn't any real conflict at all," Jackson commented. "Isn't it
possi ble that religious nystics through the ages have experienced
intuitively the same processes that people |like you are learning to apply
at the conscious level, scientifically ... in the same way, for exanple,
that magneti smwas applied to maki ng conpasses | ong before anyone knew what
it was? At the bottomline, you could all be saying the same thing."

"That is exactly how | see it," Zanbendorf agreed. "The nedieval Church
persecuted Galileo, but religion today has conme to terns with the nore
orthodox sciences. W can learn a lot fromthat precedent." Zanbendorf was
being quite sincere; the inplication was anbi guous, and what he neant was
the exact opposite of what nobst people chose to assune.

Jackson sensed that the audi ence had had its fill of profound thoughts and
heavy phil osophy for the evening, and decided to nove on. "I understand
you're just back froma long trip, Karl—+0 Argentina. Howwas it? Is there
as nmuch activity and enthusiasmin Latin Arerica as here?"

"Ch, the visit was a success. W all enjoyed it a lot and net sone very
interesting people. Yes, they are starting to get involved in sone serious
work there now, especially at one of the universities we visited—But
speaking of long trips, have you heard about our |atest one, which has just
been confirned?"

"No, tell wus."

Zanmbendorf gl anced out at the audi ence and then across at the |live canera.
"We're going to Mars as part of an official NASO mission. Not nany people
know how nmuch research NASO has been doing in the field of the paranormal,
especially in connection with renote perception and information transfer."
That was true. Not nmany people did know, and the ones who did knew t hat
NASO hadn't been doing any. "We've been talking with NASO for sonme tinme now
via one of the |larger space-engi neering corporations, and the decision has
been made to conduct conprehensive experinents to assess the effects of the
extraterrestrial environnent on parapsychol ogi cal phenonena. "

Zambendorf went on to outline the Mars project, at the same tinme managi ng
to inmply a sonewhat exaggerated role for the teamw thout actually saying
anything too specific. Jackson listened intently, nodded at the right
times, and injected appropriate responses, but he kept his eye on the
auditoriumfor the first signs of restlessness. "It sounds fascinating,
Karl," he said when he judged the strain to have increased to Just short of
breaki ng point. "W wi sh you all the success in the world, or maybe

shoul d say out of the world—this one, anyhow-and hope to see you back here
on the show again, maybe, after it's all over."

"Thank you. | hope so," Zanbendorf replied.

Jackson swivel ed to face Zanbendorf directly, |eaned back to cross one foot
over the opposite knee, and allowed his hands to fall fromhis chin to the
arnrests of his chair, his change of posture signaling the change of nood
and subject. He grinned m schievously, in a way that said this was the part
everyone knew had to cone eventual ly. Zanbendorf nmintai ned a conposed
expression. "I have an object in nmy pocket," Jackson confided. "It's an
itemof |ost property that was handed in at the theater office earlier this
eveni ng, probably bel onging to sonebody in the audi ence here. Sonebody

t hought Zanmbendorf night be able to tell us sonething about it." He turned
away for a second and nade a pal ns-up gesture of candor toward the caneras

and the audi ence. "Honestly, folks, this is absolutely genuine. | swear it
wasn't set up or anything like that." He turned back to resune talking to
Zanmbendorf. "Well, we thought it was a good idea, and as | said, | have the
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object with me right here in ny pocket. Can you say anything about it

or maybe about the owner? ... | have to say | don't know a | ot about this
ki nd of thing, whether this would be considered too tough an assi gnnent, or
what, but— He broke off as he saw the distant | ook creeping over
Zanmbendorf's face. The auditorium becane very still.

"I't's vague," Zanmbendorf nurmured after a pause. "But | think | night be
able to connect to it. " H's voice becanme sharper for a nonent. "If
anyone here has | ost sonething, please don't say anything. We'll see what
we can do." He fell silent again, and then said to Jackson. "You can hel p
me, Ed. Put your hand inside your pocket, if you would, and touch the
object with your fingers." Jackson conplied. Zanbendorf went on, "Trace its

outline and visualize its inmage . . . Concentrate harder . . . Yes, that's
better . . . Ah! I'mgetting sonething clearer now. . . It's sonething
made of |eather, brown leather ... Aman's wallet, | think. Yes, |I'msure

of it. Am1l right?"

Jackson shook his head in amazenent, drew a light tan wallet fromhis
pocket, and held it high for view "If the owner is here, don't say

anyt hing, remenber," he rem nded the audi ence, raising his voice to be
heard above the gasps of anazenent and the burst of applause that greeted
the performance. "There m ght be nore yet." He | ooked back at Zanbendorf
with a new respect. Wien he spoke again, he kept his voice | ow and sol em,
presumably to avoid disturbing the psychic atnosphere. "How about the
owner, Karl? Do you see anything there?"

Zanbendorf dabbed his forehead and returned his handkerchief to his pocket.
Then he took the wallet, held it between the palns of his hands, and stared
down at it. "Yes, the owner is here," he announced. He | ooked out to
address the anonynous owner in the audience. "Concentrate hard, please, and
try to project an inage of yourself into nmy mind. Wen contact is
established, you will feel a mld tingling sensation in your skull, but
that's normal ." A hush fell once nore. People closed their eyes and reached
out with their mnds to grasp the tenuous currents of strange forces
flowi ng around them Then Zanbendorf said, "I see you . . . dark, lean in
build, and wearing light blue. You are not al one here. Two people very
close to you are with you . . . famly nenbers. And you are far from hone .

visiting this city, | think. You are froma long way south of here." He
| ooked back at Jackson. "That should do."

Jackson swi vel ed to speak to the audience. "You can reveal yourself now if
you're here, M. Dark, Lean, and Blue," he called out. "Is the owner of
this wallet here? If so, would he kindly stand up and identify hinself,

pl ease?"

Everywhere, heads swung this way and that, and turned to scan the back of
the theater. Then, slowy and self-consciously, a nan rose to his feet
about hal fway back near one of the aisles. He was lean in build, Hispanic
in appearance, with jet-black hair and a clipped nustache, and was wearing
a light-blue suit. He seened bew | dered and stood rubbing the top of his
head with his fingers, |ooking unsure of what he was supposed to do. A boy
in the seat beside himtugged at his sleeve, and a dark-ski nned wonman in
the next seat beyond was saying sonething and gesticulating in the
direction of the stage. "Wuld you cone forward and identify your property,
pl ease, sir," Jackson said. The man nodded nunbly and began picking his way
along the row toward the aisle while applause erupted all around, |asting
until he had made his way to the front of the auditorium The noi se abated
as Jackson cane forward to the edge of the stage and inspected the wallet's
contents. "This is yours?" he said, |ooking dowmn. The nman nodded. "Wat's
the nane inside here?" Jackson enqui red.

"The name is Mguel," Zanbendorf supplied fromwhere he was still sitting.
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"He's right!" Jackson nade an appealing gesture as if inviting the audience
to share his awe, |ooked back at Zanmbendorf, and then stooped to hand the

wal l et to Mguel. "Were are you from M guel?" he asked.
M guel found his voice at last. "From Mexico ... on vacation with nmy wife
and son . . . Yes, this is mne, M. Jackson. Thank you." He cast a fina

nervous gl ance at Zanbendorf and began wal ki ng hastily back up the aisle.

"Happy birthday, M guel," Zanbendorf called after him

M guel stopped, turned round, and | ooked puzzl ed.
"Isn't it your birthday?" Jackson asked. M guel shook his head.

"Next week," Zanbendorf expl ained. M guel gulped visibly and fled the
remai ni ng di stance back to his seat.

"Wl |, how about that!" Jackson exclained, and stood with his arns
outstretched in appeal while the house responded wth sustained appl ause
and shouts of approval. Behind Jackson, Zanbendorf sipped fromhis water
gl ass and all owed the atnosphere to reinforce itself. He could al so have
reveal ed that the unknown benefactor who had turned the wallet in after
pi cking M guel's pocket, and whose suggestion it had been to nmake a
chal l enge out of it, had al so been of swarthy conpl exi on —Arneni an, in
fact —but sonmehow t hat woul d have spoil ed things.

Now t he nobod of the audience was right. Its appetite had been whetted, and
it wanted nore. Zanbendorf rose and noved forward as if to get closer to
them and Jackson noved away instinctively to becone a spectator; it had
become Zanbendorf's show. Zanmbendorf raised his arnms; the audi ence becane
qui et again, but this time tense and expectant. "I have said many tines
that what | do is not sone kind of magic," he told them his voice rich and
resonant in the hall. "It is anyone's to possess. | will show you ... At
this moment | am sending the inpression of a color out into your m nds—al
of you—a common color. Qpen your minds . . . Can you see it?" He | ooked up
at the canera that was live at that nonent. "Distance is no barrier. You
peopl e wat ching from your hones, you can join us in this. Focus on the
concept of color. Exclude everything else fromyour thoughts. Wat do you
see?" He turned his head fromside to side, waited, and then excl ai med,
"Yellow It was yellow How many of you got it?" At once a quarter or nore
of the people in the audi ence raised their hands.

"Now a nunber!" Zanbendorf told them His face was radiating excitenment. "A
nunber between one and fifty, with its digits both odd but different, such
as fifteen ... but eleven wouldn't do because both its digits are the sane.
Yes? Now . . . think! Feel it!" He closed his eyes, brought his fists up to
his tenples, held the pose for perhaps five seconds, then | ooked around
once nore and announced, "Thirty-seven!" About a third of the hands went up
this tinme, which fromthe chorus of "ooh"s and "ah"s was enough to inpress
significantly nore people than before. "Possibly | confused some of you
there," Zanbendorf said. "I was going to try for thirty-five, but at the

| ast nmonent | changed ny m nd and deci ded on— He stopped as over half the
remai ni ng hands went up to add to the others, but it |ooked as if every
hand in the house was wavi ng eagerly. "Ch, some of you did get that,
apparently. | should try to be nore precise."

But nobody seened to care very nuch about his having been sloppy as the
conviction strengthened itself in nore and nore of those present that what
they were taking part in was an extrenely unusual and inmensely significant
event. Suddenly all of life's problens and frustrations could be resol ved
effortlessly by the sinple fornula of w shing them away. Anyone could
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conprehend the secret; anyone could conmmrand the power. The inescapable
becane nore pal atable; the unattainable became trivial. There was no need
to feel alone or defenseless. The Master woul d guide them They bel onged.

"Who is Alice?" Zanbendorf demanded. Several Alices responded. "Froma city
far to the west . . . on the coast," he specified. One of the Aices was
from Los Angel es. Zanmbendorf saw a weddi ng i mm nent, involving sonmebody in
her inmredi ate fam | y—her daughter. Alice confirned that her daughter was
due to be married the follow ng nonth. "You've been thinking about her a

| ot," Zambendorf said. "That's why you cane through so easily. Her nane's
Nancy, isn't it?"

"Yes . . . Yes, it is." Gasps of astonishnent.

"I see the ocean. |Is her fiance a sailor?"
"In the navy ... on submarines."
"I nvol ved with engi neering?"

"No, navigation . . . but yes, | guess that does involve a |ot of
engi neering these days."

"Exactly. Thank you." Loud appl ause.

Zanbendorf went on to supply details of a successful business deal closed
that norning by a clothing salesman from Brooklyn, to divine after sone
hesi tati on the phone nunber and occupation of a redheaded young woman from
Boston, and to supply correctly the score of a football ganme in which two
boys in the second row had played the previ ous Tuesday. "You can do it
too!" he insisted in a voice that booned to the rear of the house wi thout
aid of a microphone. "I'll show you."

He advanced to the edge of the stage and stared straight ahead whil e behind
hi m Jackson wote nunbers on a flip-chart. "Concentrate on the first one,"
Zanmbendorf told everybody. "All together. Nowtry and send it ... Think it

That's better ... Athree!l | see three. Now the next . . ."He got seven
right out of eight. "You see!" he shouted exultantly. "You're good—very
good. Let's try sonmething nore difficult."

He picked up the black vel vet bag provided by prior arrangenent and had
Jackson and a coupl e of people near the front verify that it was opaque and
wi t hout hol es. Then he turned his back and all owed Jackson to secure the
bag over his head as a blindfold. Then, follow ng Zanbendorf's
instructions, Jackson pointed silently to select a worman in the audience,
and the woman chose an item from anong the things she had with her and held
it high for everyone to see. It happened to be a green pen. She then

poi nted to anot her nmenmber of the audience—a man sitting a half dozen or so
rows farther back—+to repeat the procedure. The man held up a watch with a
silver bracelet, and so it went. Jackson noted the objects on the
flip-chart. Wien he had |listed five, he covered the chart, turned the stand
around to face the wall for good neasure, and told Zanbendorf he was free
to renove the blindfold.

"Renmenber, |I'mrelying on every one of you," Zanbendorf said. "You nust al
help if we're going to make this a success. Now, the first of the
obj ects—+ecall it and picture it in your mnds. Now send it to ne.
He frowned, concentrated, and pounded his brow. The audi ence redoubl ed |ts
efforts. Viewers at hone joined in. "Witing . . . sonething to do with
witing," Zanbendorf said at last. "A pen! Now the color. The color is ..
green! | get green. Were you sending green?" By the tinme he got the fifth
itemcorrectly, the audience was wild.
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For his finale Zanbendorf produced his other prop—a solid-Iooking nmetal rod
about two feet long and well over an inch thick. Jackson couldn't bend it
when chal | enged, and neither could three men fromnear the front of the
audi ence. "But the power of the m nd overcones matter," Zanbendorf

decl ared. He gave Jackson the rod to hold, and touched it lightly in the
center with his fingers. "This will require all of us," Zanmbendorf call ed
out. "Al'l of us here, and everybody at home. | want you all to help ne
concentrate on bending. Think it—bending. Say it—-bending! Bending!" He

| ooked at Jackson and nodded in time with the rhythmas he repeated the

wor d.

Jackson caught on quickly and began notioning with a hand |ike a conduct or
urging an orchestra. "Bendi ng! Bending! Bending! Bending! . . ." he
recited, his voice growi ng | ouder and nore insistent.

G adual 'y, the audience took up the chant. "Bendi ng! Bendi ng! Bendi ng!

Bendi ng! " Zanmbendorf turned fully toward themand threw his arns wide in
exhortation. Hi s eyes gleaned in the spotlights; his teeth shone white.
"Bendi ng! Bending! Bending!" He laid a hand on the rod. Jackson gasped and
stared down w de-eyed as the netal bowed. Sonme of the audience were staring
ashen-faced. Zambendorf took the rod and held it high over his head in one
hand, gazing up at it triunphantly while it continued to bend in full view
whil e a thousand voices in unison raised thenselves to a frenzy. Wnen had
started screamng. A nunber of people fled along the aisles toward the
exits. A bearded, hawk-faced man with an open Bible in one hand clinbed
onto the stage, pointed an accusing finger at Zanbendorf, and began reading
sonet hing unintelligible am d the pandenoni um before security guards
grabbed hi mand hustl ed hi m away.

A frantic viewer in Delaware was trying to get past a jamred NBC

swi tchboard to report that her alum num chair had buckled at the precise
monent that Zambendorf commanded the rod to bend. Another's lighting
circuits all blew at the sane instant. A hen coop in Woning was struck by
I'ightning. A washing machine caught fire in Al abama. Ei ght people had heart
attacks. A clock began running backward in California. Two expectant

mot her s had had spont aneous abortions. A nuclear reactor shut itself down
in Tennessee.

In the control roomon a higher |evel behind the stage area, one of the
vi deo engi neers on duty stared incredul ously at the scenes on the main
panel nonitor screens. "My God!" he nuttered to the technician nmunching a
tuna sandwich in the chair next to him "If he told themto give himal
their noney, rip off their clothes, and follow himto China, you know
sonet hing, Chet—they'd do it."

Chet continued eating and considered the statenent. "Or to Mars, maybe," he
replied after a long, thoughtful silence.

4

EARLY THE FOLLOW NG EVENI NG, CONLON AND WHI TTAKER arrived at Gerold
Massey's house, situated at the end of a leafy cul-de-sac on the north side
of Georgetown. Although |ofty, spacious, and solidly built, it was an
untidy and in sone ways inel egant heap of a house—a conposition of
after-thoughts, with walls and gables projecting in all directions, roofs
nmeeting at strange angles, and a preposterous chateau-style turret adorning
the upper part of one coner. The interior was a warren of interconnecting
roons and passages, wi th cubbyhol es and stairways in unexpected pl aces,

ol d-fashi oned sash wi ndows, and |ots of wood carving and paneling. The part
of the cellars not dedicated to storing the junk that Massey had been
accunul ating through life contai ned a workshop-1ab which he used mainly for
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devel opi ng psychol ogi cal testing equi pnent and perfecting new magi ¢ props,
while the floors above included, in addition to the usual |iving space, an
overflowing library, a conputer room and accomodations for his regul ar

fl ow of short-term guests, who varied fromstudents tenporarily out on the
street to fellow nagicians and visiting professors from abroad.

Contrary to wi despread belief, including that preval ent anmong many
scientists, scientific qualifications were largely irrelevant to assessing
reliably the clains of alleged mracle-workers, mnd readers, psychics, and
the like. Scientists could be fooled by deliberate trickery or unconsci ous
sel f-deception as easily as the average | ayman and, sometines, nore easily
i f competence and prestige earned in other fields were allowed to produce
delusions of infallibility. The world of natural phenomena that was
properly the object of the scientist's expertise could be baffling at

times, but it never resorted to outright dishonesty and al ways yi el ded
rational answers in the end. Theorens were provabl e; cal cul ations,
checkabl e; observations, repeatable; and assunptions, verifiable. Things in
the natural world nmeant what they said. But that was sel domthe case in the
worl d of human affairs, where illogic operated freely and decepti on was the
norm To catch a thief one should set a thief; the adage tells; and to
catch a conjuror, set a conjuror. If the skills of the physicist and the
neur ochem st were of little help in conprehending the devi ousness of human
irrationality and the art of the professional deceiver, those of the
psychol ogi st and the magici an were; Gerold Massey happened to be both, and
he was engaged regul arly by governnent and private organi zations as a
consultant on and investigator of matters allegedly supernatural and

par anor nal

That was how Massey and Walter Conlon had conme to know each other. In 2015
a "psychic" had clainmed to travel over vast distances through the "astra

pl ane" and described the surface features of Uranus and Neptune in vivid
detail. Wien French probes finally arrived and sent back pictures
contradicting his accounts, his excuse had been that he had perhaps
underestimated his powers and projected hinself to planets in sone entirely
different star system The year 2017 had seen another flap about bodies
froma crashed alien spacecraft—this tinme hidden in a secret base in
Nevada. A year l|ater sone officials in Washi ngton were giving serious
consideration to an offer froma Californi a-based managenent recruiting
firmto screen NASO flight-crew applicants on the basis of a crank
nuner ol ogy system i nvol ving conputerized personal "psychonetric aptitudina
configurator charts." And, inevitably, there was al ways soneone pushing for
NASO to involve itself in the perennial UFO controversy. In fact Massey
supposed that Conlon wanted to tal k about Senator Kerning and the

what ever-it-was Church of Oregon. But Massey was wong. Conlon had invol ved
himin sone strange situations over the years and occasionally sent himoff
to sone out-of-the-way places. But never anything like this. Conlon had
never before wanted himto |eave Earth itself, and travel with a NASO

m ssion across interplanetary space.

"The idea is to expand the pilot base at Meridian! Sinus into a nixed,
experinmental community of about five hundred people to provide data on
extraterrestrial living for future space-col ony design," Conlon expl ai ned
froma leather arnthair standing before a grandfather clock built to | ook
i ke an Egyptian sarcophagus. "One area that needs a lot nore study is how
such conditions will affect the behavior and enoti ons of sizeable groups of
peopl e, what kinds of stress are |likely to be experienced, and so on, which
means there' |l be a nunber of psychol ogists going along. Oficially you'd
be filling one of those slots, with Vernon there to assist. Unofficially
sonme of us in NASO want sonebody know edgeable to get the real story on
this zZanbendorf stunt . . . and naybe even bl ow the whol e thing out of the
water if the opportunity presents itself. It's gone too far, Gerry. W've
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got better things to do. If we don't put a stop to this nonsense now, the
next thing will be astrologers being hired to fix launch dates."

Massey returned a puzzled frown fromacross the room where he was sitting
sprawl ed untidily across a couch with one foot propped on a piece of a
partly dismantled trick-cabinet that he had been neaning to nmove for weeks.
"You have to do sonething,'' he agreed. "But what | don't understand is why
it's happening at all. Wat on earth possessed NASO to go along with this
Zambendorf thing in the first place?"

Conl on sighed and threw up his hands. "That was how it cane down the line
tone . . there's been a lot of high-level politics between GSEC and NASO
that I"mnot in on. Anyhow, nost of the funding's comi ng from GSEC. Defense
takes first place for governnment noney; social experinents on Mars don't
even get on the list. Wth | awers and accountants taking over the
governnent, we've had to depend nore on the private sector to keep a

pl anetary programgoing at all. Naturally, that gives outfits |ike GSEC a
say in the planning and policynaking."

"Maybe the best thing would be for you to opt out," Vernon Price said from
an el aborately ornanented stool, his back to the church organ that Massey
had picked up in a yard-sale six years previously while driving through
M ssissippi. Ho was in his late twenties, lithe, with dark, wavy hair and
alert, bright brown eyes. "I nmean, if the mssion's being turned into a
circus, the wisest thing mght be to keep PEP out of it."

Conl on shook his head. "I hear what you're saying, Venon, but we can't do
that. The scientific opportunities are too valuable to m ss. And besides
that, the mission will involve the first operational use of the O on,

whi ch we have to retain our interest in for the sake of planetary projects
now on the draw ng boards. If we dropped out, it would | eave the Pentagon

as the only governnment department with an interest in further devel opnent

of the Orion. W can't afford to |l et that happen.”

The European-Anerican scientific base near the Martian equator at Meridian
Si nus had begun as a purely Anerican attenpt to rival the Soviet plan for
establishing a permanently nmanned facility at Solis Lacus. However, the
U.S. program had bogged down over problens with the devel opnent of the
inertial fusion drive considered essential to supporting hunan life
reliably over interplanetary distances. A crash program conducted
cooperatively with the European NATO nations and Japan had eventual ly
provided a prototype systemthat did work, and Meridian! Sinus had foll owed
as a joint U S. -European venture two years behind both the origina

Ameri can schedul e and the Soviets; shortly afterward, the space agencies on
both sides of the Atlantic were nmerged to form NASO. Intensified work from
then on had nmade up for sone of the lost tinme and produced a series of test
desi gns for thernonucl ear-propell ed space-vehicles, culmnating in the
Oion—the first vessel built specifically for carrying heavy payl oads and

| arge nunbers of passengers between planets. Conpleted in orbit in 2019,
the Orion had been shuttling back and forth on trials between Earth and
Moon for over half a year, six nonths to a year ahead of a simlar project
whi ch t he Japanese were pursuing i ndependently. The Soviets, who were
concentrating on large platforns in Earth orbit, had nothing to conpare
with either of the large interplanetary ships, so at least the U S. had
sone conpensation for the enbarrassnent incurred by its earlier fiasco

Massey turned his head to | ook across at Whittaker, tall and tanned, with
dark, crinkly hair just beginning to show gray at the tenples, who was
sitting in the arncthair opposite Conlon. Wth the confortabl e i ncone that
he commanded i ndependent of his position at d obal Conmunications

Net wor ki ng, he seened to regard his job as much as an intellectual exercise
and a challenge in problemsolving as anything else, and had al ways struck
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Massey as sonething of an enigma. "So how do you fit into this, Pat?"
Massey asked. "Is this where you get your chance to give us sone real news
for a change?”

Wiittaker's eyes twinkled briefly as he nodded. "It sounds as if it could
be, doesn't it."

Things that were different were supposed to constitute news, \Wittaker had
often said. But miracl e-workers, disaster-inmnent scares, nonexistent
Sovi et super-weapons, econom c ruin always just around the comer, and all
the ot her medi a- manufactured nyths that kept millions glued to screens in
order to sell products were no longer different. Therefore they weren't
news. But turning a contrived sensation round and boomneranging it by
reporting the intended deception straight for once—that could be very

different.

"Well, if Pat did nmanage to pull sonething spectacular out of it, it mght
persuade other GSECs to stay out of NASO s business in future," Vernon
remar ked.

"That's what | want," Conlon said, noddi ng enphatically.

Wi tt aker spread his hands and made a face. "Well, | nean . . . using a

NASO mission to try and legitimatize this kind of nonsense? Do you think
the directors at GSEC believe in it?"

Massey shrugged. "How do | know? Not hing would surprise ne these days, Pat.
I hope you guys at GCN don't rely too much on them for advertising revenues
t hough. "

"Aw, what the hell?" Whittaker said. "Soneone's got to do sonmething to put
a stop to this nonsense before it goes any further."

There wasn't a lot nore to be said. Conlon | ooked fromVernon to Massey and
asked sinmply, "well?"

They | ooked at each other, but neither of them had pressing questions.
"What do you think?" Massey asked at last. Vernon raised his eyebrows,
hunched his shoul ders, and opened his arns in a way that said there could
be only one answer. Massey nodded slowy, tugged at his beard and thought
to hinself for a few nonments | onger, and then | ooked back at Conlon. "I
guess we'll buy it, Walt. You've just got yourself a deal."

Conl on | ooked pl eased. "Good. The Orion's scheduled for liftout fromEarth
orbit three nonths fromnow |'Il have NASO s confirmati on of the offer

i ncluding remuneration, wired through within forty-ei ght hours. W'lIl have
the other details and specifics worked out for you both in about a week.
There'll be a training and familiarization course at the NASO Personne
Devel opment Center in North Carolina for all the non-NASO peopl e going on
the mission, so | eave the last -three weeks or so clear when you make your
arrangenents for | eave of absence fromthe university, et cetera."

VWi ttaker sat up in his chair, rubbed his hands together, and picked up his
enpty wi neglass fromthe side table next to him "I think this calls for a
refill,"” he said. "Same again for everyone?"

"Il get them" Massey said.

Whi tt aker watched as Massey collected the gl asses and took themover to the
open liquor cabinet. "D d you see Zanbendorf on the Ed Jackson Show | ast
ni ght ?"

"Unh- huh," Massey grunted over his shoul der.
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"Quite a performance,"” Wittaker said.

"Ch, Zanbendorf's a good showran—tet's not nake any m stake about that,"
Massey answered. "And if he'd only be content to come up with a straight
act, he'd nmake a first-rate stage magician. But | can't go along with this
busi ness about claimng to be genuine. A lot of people are taken in by it
and spend too nuch of their tine and noney | ooking for fairyland when they
could be getting sonething worthwhile out of life. It's a tragic
squandering of human potential and talent."

"The thing with the color and the nunber was pretty straightforward,
t hought," Whittaker said.

"Sinple probability matches, weren't they?" Conlon said, |ooking at Vernon
Ver non nodded. Whittaker |ooked at himinquiringly.

"Wth an audi ence that size, enough people would think of yellow to make
the denonstration | ook inpressive—er any other color you care to nane, cone
to that," Vernon explained. "Zanbendorf didn't have to be thinking of
anyt hi ng. The audi ence only assuned he was because he said he was."

"How about the nunber?" Whittaker asked. "That couldn't have worked the
same way, surely. Thirty-sonething . . . thirty-seven, wasn't it? |'d have
t hought the odds woul d be rmuch worse there."

"So woul d nmost people,” Vernon said. "But think back to what Zanmbendorf
sai d—a nunber below fifty with both digits odd but different. If you work
it out, there aren't really that nmany possibilities. And do you renemnber
himgiving fifteen and el even as exanpl es? That narrows it down further
because for some reason hardly anyone will pick themafter they've been
mentioned. O the nunbers that are left, about thirty-five percent of a
cromd will go for thirty-seven every time. No one knows why. It's just a
predi ct abl e behavi or pattern anong peopl e. Psychologists call it a
"popul ati on stereotype.' And it al so happens to be a fact that around
twenty-three percent will choose thirty-five. So all that business about
changing his mnd at the | ast nonent was bal oney to widen his total catch
to over half. And it worked—t | ooked as if every hand in the place were

up. "
"Mm . . . interesting," Wittaker said.

"Do you renenber Zambendorf telling the wonan about her daughter's being
about to get married to a navigation officer, in the navy, on submarines?"
Massey asked, turning away fromthe cabinet and com ng back with two
refilled gl asses.

"Yes," Wittaker said. "That was inpressive. Now how coul d he have known
all that?"

"He didn't," Massey replied sinply. Wittaker | ooked puzzled. Massey handed
the drinks to Wittaker and Conlon, then returned to the cabinet to pour
his own and Vernon's. "Your nenory's playing tricks, Pat. W' ve got a
recording of the whole showthat I'll replay if you |ike. Zanbendorf only
said Alice's daughter was about to get nmarried to a sailor. He never said
navy, he never said subnmarines, and he never nentioned navigation. Alice
di d—but people don't renenber it that way. In fact Zanbendorf guessed that
the guy was in engineering, which was reasonable but wong as it happened,
and Alice corrected him But not only that—she turned the miss into a

sem hit by manufacturing an excuse for him D d you notice? |'d bet that
practically everyone who saw it has forgotten that failure; but if he'd
guessed right, they'd all have renenbered. People see and renenber what
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they want to see and renenber. The Zanbendorfs in the world get a |ot of
m | eage out of that fact."

Vernon nodded. "So the only information he actually originated hinself was
that the daughter was marrying a sailor."

"So how coul d he have known even that nuch?" Wittaker asked.

Massey shrugged. "There are all kinds of ways he mi ght have done it. For
i nstance, anyone hangi ng around the box office before the show could have
overheard plenty of that kind of talk."

Wi tt aker | ooked astoni shed. "Wat, seriously? You' re kidding! | nean, it's
too—too sinmple. A child could have thought of that."

"Easily," Massey agreed. "But nobst adults wouldn't. Believe ne, Pat, that
one's been worked for years. The sinpler the answer, the |l ess obvious it is
to nost people. They always | ook for the nost conplicated expl anations

i magi nabl e." Massey handed a gl ass to Vernon and began novi ng past
Wiittaker to return to the couch

"Was the wall et planted?" Conlon asked. "Martha says it had to be, but |I'm
not so sure. Sonehow | don't think Ed Jackson woul d have gone out of his
way to lie so brazenly."

Massey was about to reply when his arm knocked agai nst the side table

besi de Wittaker, causing a drop of wine to spill fromthe gl ass that
Massey was carrying. "Ch, I'msorry, Pat! Here, |1'll take care of it," he
excl ai med, setting down the glass and dabbing lightly at the collar of
VWhittaker's jacket. "Only a spot—t won't show. " Then Massey picked up his
drink again, sat down on the couch, and | ooked over at Conlon. "Sorry,
Walt. \What were you sayi ng?"

"I said | wasn't convinced the wallet was planted."

"Ch yes, | think | agree with you," Massey said. "The Mexican guy | ooked
genui ne enough to nme. That part didn't come across as an act at all."

VWi tt aker | ooked from Massey to Vernon, who was grinning oddly, and back at
Massey. "So . . . how did he knowit was a wallet, and how did he know who
owned it?" he asked.

"You really want to know?" Massey asked |ightly.

"Well, sure." \Wittaker |ooked puzzled. "Wiat's so funny? Am | missing the
obvi ous or sonmething? If | am all | can say is that a hell of a lot of
ot her peopl e nmust have missed it too."

There was silence for a few seconds. Then Vernon said, "Renenber, we're
pretty sure that Zanbendorf had a confederate or two around the place. The

i nformati on he cane up with was all the kind of stuff you' d expect to find
inside a wallet, plus he knew what the owner of the wallet |ooked |ike. Now
t hi nk about that."

Whi ttaker thought hard for a while, then | ooked over at Conlon. Conlon
shrugged. Wi ttaker | ooked back at Massey, shook his head, and showed his
enpty palns. "Ckay, | give in. How d he know?"

Massey | aughed, produced Whittaker's wallet fromhis arnpit, and tossed it
back to him "That tell you enough? And there wasn't anything on your
jacket, by the way, so don't worry about it."

"You' re kidding!" Wittaker protested. "You nmean sonebody stole it and then
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turned it in?"
"See what | nean, Pat—too sinmple to think of, isn't it?"
"And the things the people showed while he had the bag over his head?"

Massey brushed an imagi nhary speck of dust from his eyebrow, rubbed the tip
of his nose with a thunb, drew a finger lightly fromleft to right along
his upper lip, and then pinched the Iobe of his right ear. "A confederate
gi ving coded signals fromsonmewhere in the front rows . . . probably an
Areni an character call ed Abaquaan, who's always cl ose by Zanbendorf
somewhere, but you never see him"

"And the netal bar?"

"Standard nmagician's equipnent. If you saw it done at a school variety show
without all the hype, you'd applaud politely and say it was a clever trick
In fact that's one aspect of sone research that Vernon and | are into at
the nmonent. It's amazi ng—+f people have nmade their minds up that what
they're seeing is genuine paranornmal power in action, they'll stick to
their conviction even after they've agreed that any good stage magi ci an can
produce exactly the sanme effect. No anpunt of appealing to reason wll
change them In fact—

At that nmoment the organ behind Vernon blasted out a series of rising and
falling notes, and a hollow, synthetic conputer voice announced, "Visitor
at the portals."

Massey gl anced at the sarcophagus clock. "That'll be the cab. Drink up. W
can have a couple nore at the bar before we sit down to eat."

They left the house five mnutes |ater and stopped for a nonent bel ow the
porch to pick out the pinpoint of Mars in the evening sky. "It makes you
think," Conlon said absently. "Sonetinme back in the eighteen hundreds, they
thought it was mracul ous when the first clipper ship nade it from Boston
round the Horn to San Francisco in under a hundred days. And here we are a
century and a half later, going to Mars and back in the sane tine."

"Limts to Gowh," Vernon nur nured.

"Huh?" Wi ttaker said.

"Ch, it's the title of some dunb book | read fromthe seventies," Vernon

replied.

"I see no limts," Conlon said, scanning the stars. "Were do | |ook?"

"In people's mnds," Massey answered.

A thoughtful |ook cane over Vernon's face as he foll owed Conlon's gaze

upward. "I guess there have to be other intelligences out there sonewhere,"”
he mused. "Do you think they have kooks too, or is it a uniquely human
t hi ng?"

Massey snorted as they resunmed wal king toward the waiting cab. "Nothing out
there coul d be dunber than sone people," he said.

5

FRENNELECH, PRESI DI NG EM NENCE OF THE HI GH COUNCI L OF Priests at Pergassos,
the principal city in the land of the Kroaxians, stared down fromhis

rai sed, central seat behind the Council bench and waited for the accused to
begin his explanation. His tall headdress of fine-grown, reflective organic
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scal es and his inposing robes of woven wire, heavily enbroidered with
carbon fibers and plastic thread, enhanced his stature and nade all the
more intimdating the stem expression forned by the setting of the cool ant
outl et vanes above his chin and the thermal patterns radiating fromhis
metal facial surfaces. An acolyte standing behind the chair held the

organi c-grown rod of yellow and red spiral stripes, topped by an ornanented
ball, that was Frennelech's enblem of office, while to the left and right,
the | esser priests sat in solemn dignity, holding their own, |esser enblens
in their steel fingers.

Heavy chains rattled as the accused, Lofbayel, Maker-of-Mps, rose
nervously to his feet in the center of the Council Chanber. The guards
standing on either side of himremained inpassive while for a few seconds
he stared, cowed and bew | dered. Then Horazzorgi o, the sadistic-Iooking
captain of the Royal Guard who had been in command at the tinme of

Lof bayel 's arrest, jabbed himroughly in the back with the handle of a
carbi de-tipped | ance. "Speak when the Illustrious One commands!" he

or der ed.

Lof bayel staggered, and caught the bar before himto steady hinself. "MW
words were not spoken with any intent to contradict the Holy Scribings," he
stamered hastily. "lIndeed, they were not spoken w th thought of the
Scribings at all. For—

"Aha!" Rekashoba, Prosecuter for the Hi gh Council, wheeled round abruptly
and pointed an accusing finger. "Already he confesses. Is it not witten:
“In all thy words and deeds, be thou nindful of the Holy Scribings' ? He
stands condemmed by his own words."

"The inpiety has been noted," Frennel ech said coldly fromthe bench. And to
Lof bayel , "Conti nue."

The mapmaker's imaging matrixes flickered despondently. "It has | ong been
my practice to collect witings and drawi ngs of travelers, navigators,
expl orers, soldiers, and scholars fromboth this and other |ands," he
expl ai ned, and added, " for the purpose of further inproving the
quality of the services that | render to H's Suprene Majesty, the King."

"May the Lifermaker protect the King!" Horazzorgi o shouted from behind.

"Let it be so," the bench of priests chanted in response, with the
exception of Frennel ech, whose rank excused himfromthe obligation

Lof bayel continued, "In amassing many such records originated over a tine
of many twel ves of twelve-brights, | found inpressing itself upon ne a
strange but persistent recurrence: that beyond any place that lies as far
to the east as one nay choose to nanme, there are al ways reported nore

places that lie yet farther to the east . . . until they becone places that
other travel ers have encountered to the west. And the sane is found to be
true of north and south, for either becones the other. | have evi dence

whi ch suggests the sane is true for all directions, and for a journey
commenced at any place." Lofbayel |ooked along the Iine of stony-faced
priests. "Consideration of these facts—+f they are facts, of course—ted ne
to the supposition that any journey, if protracted | ong enough wi thout

hi ndrance or devi ation, nmust eventually close a path back to its
begi nni ng. "

"And therefore you conclude the entire world to be round in fornP"

Frennel ech sounded i ncredul ous and at the sane time appalled. "Through idle
daydream ng, you believe that you can acquire know edge . . . spurning the
Scri bi ngs, which are the sole source of all true know edge? What arrogance
is this?"
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"I ... It was intended merely as a conundrum concocted for the anusenment of
students who seek ny instruction in the nethods of cal culation and the
graphic arts," Lofbayel replied. "W asked: 'Wat formhas no center, yet
has centers everywhere, and is limted in size but unlinmted in extent?
Furt her contenpl ati on and experiment reveal ed that the sphere al one
possesses properties consistent with the conditions which the riddle
specified, and this pronmpted the further question: 'Gven that the world
shares properties in common with the sphere, nmust it not followthat it
shares the sphere's formal so?""

Rekashoba, the Prosecutor, snorted and turned away contenptuously,
indicating that he had heard as nmuch as his patience would wi thstand. He
strai ghtened and rai sed his head to address the bench. "First, to dispose
of the possibility of there being any factual basis to this allegation, |
will present three independent proofs that the world cannot be round. And
second, | will showthat this is no nmere innocent exercise in riddles as
has been cl ained, but a pernicious attenpt to challenge the authority of
the Lifenmaker's worldly representatives by poisoning the mnds of the young
and casting doubts upon the teachings of the divinely inspired Scribings.
Therefore the strictest of penalties is not only in order, but mandatory."

Rekashoba paused, appealed to the chanber with a flourish, and then picked
up a cellulose ball and a goblet of nethane. "My first proof is based on no
nmore than the sense that is common to all robeings, and will delay us for
but a short while." He poured a snall quantity of liquid onto the top of
the ball and watched as it trickled down to the underside and finally fel
away in a thin streamto the floor. "A body of liquid cannot sustain itself
upon the surface of a sphere," he observed. "It follows that the surface of
a world forned as a sphere could not contain oceans of methane. But the
oceans exist, do they not? O am | msinforned? O do thousands of

navi gators and voyagers del ude thensel ves?" He | ooked penetratingly at

Lof bayel . "What reply do you have, Denier-of-Cceans?"

"l have none," Lof bayel murnured unhappily.

Rekashoba put down the goblet and tossed the ball aside as unworthy of
consunming nore of the Council's tine. "But were the sphere vast enough, the
oceans m ght be constrained just to its upper regions, one night suppose,"”
he said airily. "However, that brings us to ny second proof—that what has
been clained contradicts itself logically."

Rekashoba half turned to point to one of Lofbayel's charts, which was being
di spl ayed on one side of the chanber as evidence. "This chart, we are told,
represents the entire world in extent, although nmuch of it remains blank
and devoid of any detail," he said. "Now observe—do not the oceans conpose
the major portion of it? But were this indeed the entire world, and were
that world indeed a sphere, the oceans, being constrained by necessity as
shown in ny first proof to occupying only its upper regions, would conpose
the minor portion. Therefore either the world cannot be a sphere, or the
chart does not depict the entire world. If the world is not a sphere, then
the proof rests. If the chart is not of the entire world, then the
accused's own words stand in contradiction to the fact, and since his
conclusion follows froman assertion thereby shown to be erroneous, the
conclusion is disproved. Hence, by the second alternative also, the world
is not a sphere. Since there was no third alternative, the proposition is
proved by rigorous logic."

Rekashoba surveyed the faces of the Council nenbers solemly. "My third
proof follows fromsacred doctrine." H's voice had taken on an om nous
note, and he paused for a nmonent to allow the nore serious nood to take
effect. "If this matter had no further inplications, |I could disniss it as
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a consequence of nothing nore than foolishness and i ghorance. But it
transcends far beyond such Iinmts by denying one of the fundanental
teachings given to us in the Holy Scribings: the Doctrine of Tenporal
Representati on and Succession." He paused again, turned to address the
whol e chanber, and raised a hand in front of him

"The world was created in a form designed by the Lifemaker to provide a
constant rem nder that the Church and State function as the divinely
ordai ned instruments of His authority, and that their organi zati ona

hi erarchies constitute visible enbodinments of His will. Thus the solid
canopy of the sky, beyond which the nmortal world is not pernitted ever to
| ook, symbolizes the Supreme Archprel ate"—the Prosecutor turned and
inclined his head deferentially in Frennelech's direction—"who sits at the
hi ghest position attainable by nere robeings. The sky is supported by the
unscal abl e nmount ai ns of the Peripheral Barrier that bounds world, just as
the Supreme Archprelate is supported by the spiritual and secul ar | eaders
of the civilized world, who are chosen to command hei ghts uncli nbabl e by
ordi nary robei ngs, one of whom of course, is His Supreme Mjesty."

"May the Lifermaker protect the King!" Horazzorgi o shout ed.

"Let it be so," the bench responded.

Rekashoba conti nued, "The | esser nountains support the higher, and the
foothills support the | esser, just as the |lower clerics and officials of
the State support higher edifices above them And bel ow, the plains and
deserts rmust reconcile thenselves to their rightful place in the schene, as
must the masses." He extended a warning finger. "But the masses nust not
make the m stake of imagining fromthese considerations that their lot is a
harsh or an unjust one. Indeed, quite the opposite! For, just as the

| oM ands are sheltered fromthe storns that rage in the nountains and

nouri shed by the streams fl owi ng down to them from above, so the conmon
masses are protected and receive spiritual nourishment fromthe Lifemaker
through the succession of higher agencies that He has appointed."”

Rekashoba' s voi ce took on a harder note as he | ooked back at Lof bayel. "But
a round world would be inconpatible with the sacred translations of the
Scribings. Since the Scribings cannot be questioned, a round world cannot
exist." He waited a second for his argunent to register, and then continued
in a |louder voice, "But, nore than that, any claimto the contrary nust
therefore constitute a denial of the Scribings. And such a denial anounts,
inawrd, to ... heresy!" A nmurnur ran round the chanber. Lof baye
clutched weakly at the bar and for a nonent | ooked as if he was about to
collapse. The full penalty in the event of a charge of heresy being upheld
was the burning out of both eyes, followed by slow dissolution in an acid
vat. Horazzorgio's eyes glinted in gloating anticipation; the arresting
officer had first option to conmand the execution in the event of a death
sentence. The Council nenbers |eaned forward to confer anobng thenselves in
| ow voi ces

Seat ed behind the officials and scribes, to one side of the chanber, was a
rustic-looking figure, sinply attired in a brown tunic of coarse-woven
copper, secured by a heavy, black, braided belt, and a dull red cloak
assenbl ed frominterlocking ceramic platelets. Thirg,

Asker - of - For bi dden- Questions, drewin a |long stream of nitrogen to cool his
overworked enotive circuits and took a noment to prepare hinself. As a
longtime friend of Lofbayel, a fellowinquirer after truth, and one who had
enjoyed the hospitality of Lofbayel's house on many occasions during visits
fromhis solitary abode in the forest bel ow the nmountains, Thirg had

promi sed Lof bayel's wife that he woul d pl ead her husband's case if the
trial went badly. Thirg was far fromoptimstic about his ability to

achi eve anyt hing useful, and what he had seen of Rekashoba's zeal ousness
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led himto fear that the nere act of speaking out in his friend s defense
m ght well be enough to nmake hima marked person in future, subject to
constant scrutiny, questioning, and harassnment. But a pronise was a

prom se. Besides, the very idea of not trying was unthinkable. Thirg braced
hi nsel f and gri pped the edges of his seat.

Frennel ech | ooked back out over the chanber. "Does the accused have
anything to say before the Council's verdict is announced?"

Lof bayel attenpted to speak, but fear made hi mincoherent. Frennel ech
shifted his gaze to the Court Warden. "One is present who is willing to
speak for the accused," the Warden said. Thirg took off his cap of al um num
mail, and clutching it before him rose slowy.

"Who speaks for the accused?" Frennel ech denanded.

"Thirg, a recluse dweller of the forest, who describes hinself as a friend
of the accused,"” the Warden replied.

"Speak, Thirg," Frennel ech ordered.

The court and the priests of the Council waited. After a slight hesitation,
to find his words, Thirg began speaking cautiously. "Illustrious nenbers of
the H gh Council and officers of the Court, it cannot be denied that words
have been uttered rashly, which a nonent of prudence and wi sdom woul d have
| eft unsaid. Since truth and justice are the business of the Court,

what ever consequences nmust lawfully follow, it is not nmy desire to dispute.
But the suggestion of heresy, | would respectfully submt, warrants further
examination if the possibility of a hasty decision unbeconing of the el ders
and wi sest of Kroaxia is to be avoided." He paused to | ook along the |ine
of faces, and found a nobdi cum of reassurance that he was bei ng heeded.

"For by its very definition, a heresy, we are told, is a denial of the
truths set forth in the Holy Scribings. But does not a denial require a
statenment of that which is denied? W have heard no such statenent uttered,
and neither has anyone attributed any such statenent to the accused.

I nstead we are assured, by accused and accuser alike, nerely of a
question's being asked. Since a question cannot of itself presune its own
answer, nothing that may rightfully be judged as heresy can have been
stated. "

Sone of the Council priests were |ooking at each other questioningly while
others were nmuttering anong thenselves. It sounded as if at |east sone of
them were seeing the issue in a new perspective. Encouraged and feeling a
spark of genuine hope for the first time, Thirg set down his cap, nade a
brief gesture of appeal, and went on, "Further, | would, with the Court's
approval, offer not a third alternative to the two presented in the |earned
Prosecutor's proof by |logic—for he has assured us that no third possibility
exi sts—but rather the suggestion that the second alternative may be seen,
upon cl oser inspection, to divide itself into two subtler variations,
nanely: Either the world is round, or the anecdotes of travel ers cannot be
relied upon. Thus, by offering a manifest absurdity as one of the possible
answers for his students to choose, the teacher's question is revealed as a
cryptic lesson on the reliability of faith as a guide to truth as opposed
to the evidence of the senses, when the two are found to be in conflict.”

Sone of the priests were |ooking inpressed, and even Frennel ech's
expression seened to have softened a fraction. Thirg concluded, "My fina
observation is that in his capacity as an assistant to the Royal Surveyor,
the accused renders val uable service to H's Sup— Thirg caught a pai ned

| ook from Frennel ech and enended, "to the nation of Kroaxia, which is of

especial inportance at a tine such as this, when we are threatened by
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foreign enenies. If the Lifemaker in H s wisdomhas seen fit to send us a
conmpet ent maker of maps and charts, we would be well advised, in nmy hunble
submission, to think carefully before dispatching Hs gift back to H m
unused. "

Wth that, Thirg sat down and found that he was shaking. The Council went
into further deliberation, and after nmuch murnuring and head-waggi ng,
Frennel ech qui eted the chanber and announced, "The verdict of the Counci

is that the accused stands guilty of irresponsibility, irreverence, and
inpiety to a degree inexcusable of a common citizen, and crimnally
indictable for a teacher." He paused. "The charge of heresy, however, is
not substantiated." Lof bayel swayed on his feet and cried out aloud wth
relief. Excited murrmurs rippled round the chanber, while Rekashoba turned
angrily away and Horazzorgi o | ooked at Thirg venonously. Frennel ech
continued, "The Council has accepted a notion for |eniency, and the
sentence of this Court is that the accused be fined to the anount of
one-quarter of his possessions; that the accused shall serve two brights of
penance and recantation in a public place; and that the accused be banned
permanently fromall practice of teaching, witing of materials for public
distribution, all other neans of disseninating ideas, thoughts, or opinions
in public, and all forms of activity associated therewith. The session is
now ended. "

"The Court will rise," the Warden ordered. Everyone stood while Frennel ech
rose fromhis seat, turned, and swept fromthe chanber, followed by two
attendants and the acolyte. After a respectful pause the other Counci
menbers filed out in silent dignity. Lofbayel nodded nunbly but nanaged to
send the ghost of a grateful snmile in Thirg's direction as he was | ed away.
Voi ces and nurnurs broke out all around, and the remmining attendees broke
up and began to drift toward the doors individually or in small groups.

On one side of the chanber Horazzorgi o noved cl oser to Rekashoba, who was
gathering up his docunments while he watched Thirg di sappear anong the
figures crowded outside the doorway. "Who is he?" Rekashoba asked in a | ow,
menaci ng voi ce. "Wat do you know of hin®"

"But little, | fear," Horazzorgio answered. "He lives well away fromthe
city, at the upper edge of the forest bel ow the nountains. But | have heard
talk of his proclivity for dabbling in Black Arts and sorcery. | wll make
inquiries."

"Do so," Rekashoba growl ed. "And have hi mwatched. Get every shred of
evi dence you can find against him W nust nake certain that all the
el oquence in the world will not save himfromthe vats when he stands
accused before the Council."

6

KARL ZAMBENDORF HAD BEEN BORN | N THE NORTH AUSTRI AN city of Werfen in 1967
as Karl Zammerschnigg, the third of a famly of three brothers and two

si sters whose father was a hard-worki ng bookkeeper and whose nother, a
teacher. At a conparatively early age he had nade the disturbing discovery
that his parents, though honest, intelligent, industrious, and exenplary in
the various other virtues that were supposed to earn just reward, would
never be as wealthy as he thought they deserved, nor would their |abors
earn any public recognition or acclaim He gradually came to perceive this
anomaly as sinply a part of the |arger conspiracy of systematic

sel f-deception practiced by society in general, which while dutifully
prai si ng know edge and | earning, |avished riches and fame not on its

thi nkers, creators, and producers, but on those who helped it to defend its
prejudi ces and sustain its fantasies. Know edge, if the truth were

adm tted—which was rarely the case—was in fact the eneny; it threatened to
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expl ode the nyths upon which the prejudices and the fantasies were based.

He I eft hone at the age of nineteen and teamed up with a Russian defector
who was causing a small stir in Europe by claimng to have been a subject
of top-secret Soviet mlitary experiments in psychic perception. Over the
followi ng few years, which proved educational as well as profitable, young
Zamrer schni gg came to recognize fully his own innate talents, and in the
process di scovered an irresistible way to thunb his nose at the whol e
system of stylized rules and artificial standards by which the drab, the
dreary, the gullible, and the conform ng woul d have had himbe like them
The Russi an, however, was not attuned to exploiting the opportunities

af forded by conmmercialized Western nass-nedia culture. So Zammer schni gg
changed his nane and enbarked on his own career with the aid of an

i nfluential West Gernman nmagazi ne publisher. Wthin five years Karl
Zambendorf had becone a celebrity.

H's road to worldwi de fame and fortune opened up in Hanburg when he was

i ntroduced to Dr.—ef what, was obscure—©snond Periera fromArizona, a
researcher of the paranormal and a convinced UFQ ogi st who had witten a
nunber of best-sellers claimng anong other things that the roughly
circular North Polar Sea was in fact a gigantic crater caused by the crash
of an anti-matter-powered alien spacecraft; that the area had once been a
continent harboring an advanced human culture ("Polantis,” not Atlantis—the
| egend had been distorted); and that a polar shift and the climatic
upheaval s caused by the inpact were at the root of all kinds of ancient
myt hs and | egends. Ridicule fromthe scientific community had nerely
reinforced Periera's lifelong anbition to go down in history as the Signund
Freud of parapsychol ogy; and after his "discovery" of Zanbendorf, he

di spl ayed the fervor and ecstasy of a wandering ascetic who had at | ast
found his guru. Watever else his peculiarities, Periera s books had nade
nmoney, whi ch nmeant he possessed the connections necessary to boost
Zanbendorf to even higher orbits; accordingly, Zanbendorf accepted an
invitation to acconpany Periera back to the U S A

The U. S. scientific community remained | argely al oof and disinterested,
and the "experts" that Periera produced to vindicate his clainms turned out
to be fromits nore credul ous fringes. Zanbendorf proceeded to divine
informati on from tanper-proof sealed envel opes, influence delicate

el ectrical neasuring instrunents by pure mnd power, alter the decay rates
of radioi sotopes, read thoughts, prophesy events, and perform many ot her
wondrous feats which Amrerica' s professional dream nerchants built into a
wor |l d sensation. Zanbendorf's confidence grew with every new guffaw as
"experts" tunmbled in their tunbril-I oads.

He owed his success in no small degree to the loyalty of the odd collection
of individuals who had attached thenselves to himover the years. He

especi ally depended on them for information-gathering, and a characteristic
shared by all the menbers of his team despite their various differences,
was an instinct for information likely to be of value in Zanbendorf's

busi ness and an ability to acquire it, legally, ethically, and honestly ..
or otherwi se. Anticipating future information needs was one of the teanis
never-endi ng activities.

The atnosphere by the pool outside Zanbendorf's villa overl ooking the
Pacific fromthe hills above Mlibu was businessli ke despite the setting as
he, Abaquaan, and Thel na di scussed the | atest status update forwarded from
GSEC, whi ch anong other things listed the people nomnated so far to
acconpany the Mars mssion. "W' ||l need background histories and profiles
on as many of those nanes as we can get," Zanbendorf said, propped on a
sun-lounge by a table of iced drinks and fruits. Thelnma, wearing a
beach-wap over a bikini, sat taking notes beneath a sunshade at another
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table littered with some of the books on Mars, the history of planetary
expl oration, and NASO t hat she had been i mrersing herself in for days.
"Make a separate list of the scientists. Carissa has sone useful contacts
at nost of the professional institutions—she can take care of those."

"Ckay . . . Okay . . . That's okay . . . And Carissa to take care of the
scientists. I'll talk to her about it when she gets back tonmorrow," Thel ma
mur mur ed, checking off the itens on her pad. "Wat about the Europeans?"

"Um . . ." Zanbendorf thought for a few seconds. "You'd better |eave them
to Gto and ne." He turned his head to look inquiringly at Abaquaan, who
was sitting sideways on anot her |ounge and sipping froma can of beer while
he |istened. Abaquaan nodded curtly in reply, seem ngly preoccupied with
sonet hing el se. "Yes, we'll make sone calls to Europe," Zanbendorf
confirmed. "But get Drewto talk to his newspaper friends about those
political people who mght be going. W shouldn't ignore sources |ike
that." He | ooked at Abaquaan again. "Does that cover the main points.

ato?"

"Except Massey," Abaquaan repli ed.

"Ah, yes," Zanbendorf agreed breezily. "A fine mess you' ve got us into,
Oto." Abaquaan rolled his eyes upward in a silent plea for patience and

i gnored the gibe. He had first expressed concern when the name Cerold J.
Massey, nom nated by NASO as an "Cbservational Psychol ogist," appeared on
the schedule. It inplied that sonebody at NASO had deci ded things had gone
too far and was wheeling up the siege how tzers. Zambendorf went on,
"However, you've got us into simlar fixes before, and we have al ways
pul l ed through. The first thing we need to do is nake sure he's really
there for the reasons you think he is."

Abaquaan threw up his hands. "To nake sure? . . . Karl, we know why
Massey's there all right! One, he's a stage conjuror. Two, he's a debunker
who takes contracts agai nst psi-operators. Three, he's worked for NASO

bef ore—+enenber the headhunters from Long Beach who thought they coul d sel
NASO t hat psychonmetric testing crap? Four, Vernon Price is on the list too,
and he works as Massey's partner— nean, hell, Karl, how much nore do you
want? He's going there to plant a bonb with your name witten across it in
big letters."

"I't sounds highly probable. But let's not make the mi stake of overreacting
to speculation as if it were fact. In addition you have to adnmt: Five, the
mai n purpose of the nmission has to do with psychol ogi cal research. Six, he
is a psychol ogi st. And seven, NASO has commi ssioned himto conduct purely
scientific studies before. So the nomination could be perfectly
legitimate."

Abaquaan got up and paced over to the poolside to stand staring down at the
water. "VWhat difference does it make?" he asked, turning back after a short
pause. "If you're there and he's there, he's not gonna mi ss out on the
opportunity anyhow. Whether NASO is officially sending himas a nut-watcher
or unofficially as something else is beside the point—f he can nake

trouble, he'll make trouble."”
"True, but how much will he be in a position to nmake?" Zanbendorf repli ed,
waving his cigar. "WIIl he be acting individually, or will he be actively

ai ded by people inside NASO and the resources at their disposal? If it's
just himand Price, we could probably afford to take our chances; but if
it's themplus NASO we'd be well advised to use as nmuch help from GSEC as
we can get. You see ny poi nt—we have to know what to prepare for."

Abaquaan crushed the can he was hol ding and tossed it into a waste-basket.
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Thel ma | eaned back in her chair and | ooked across at Zanbendorf. "True,"
she agreed. "But how are we supposed to find that out? NASO s hardly |ikely
to nmake a public statenent about it."

Zambendorf didn't reply at once, but drew on his cigar and gazed distantly
across the pool. After a while, Abaquaan mused, half to hinself, "Do the
NASO peopl e just want to send a psychol ogist, or are they deternmined to
send Massey? If we knew the answer to that, it would tell us something.

In fact it would tell us a hell of alot."

Anot her short silence ensued. Then Thel ma said, "Suppose sonebody cane up
with sone good reasons why Massey shoul d be dropped fromthe m ssion and
repl aced by soneone el se. "

"What reasons?" Abaquaan asked.

Thel ma shrugged. "1 don't know of fhand, but that's a technicality. Since we
couldn't afford to be seen originating a denmand |like that, it would have to
come from GSEC—+hey' ve got enough | awers and corporate politicians to

thi nk of sonething."

"Even if they did, can you see NASO dropping Massey if that is what he's
there for?" Abaquaan sounded dubi ous.

"No, but that's the whole point," Thelna replied. "The way they react night
tell us what we want to know. "

Abaquaan | ooked at Thel ma curiously, seened about to object for a nonent,
and then turned his head away again to consider the idea further. A
m schi evous tw nkle had crept into Zanbendorf's eyes as he |ay back and

savored the thought. "Yes, why not, indeed?" he nurnured. "lnstead of being
passive, we can lob a little bonb of our own right into the mddl e of them
maybe ... As Thelma says, it probably won't bl ow Massey overboard, but it

m ght singe his beard a bit. So we have to get the nessage across to GSEC
somehow. " Zanbendorf took off his sungl asses and began w ping them while he
t hought about ways of achieving that.

Thel ma stretched out a |l eg and studied her toes. "One way m ght be through
Gsnond, " she suggested after a few seconds. "W could tell him oh ... that
inafirst-time situation like this, it would be advisable to keep

di sruptive influences and other unknowns to a mnimumuntil Karl's gained
nore experience in the extraterrestrial environment . . . sonething |ike

t hat ?"

"And he'd persuade Hendridge, who'd take it to the GSEC Board," Abaquaan
conpl eted. He sounded dubi ous. Zanmbendorf |ooked at him and then over at
Thel ma. They all shook their heads. None of themliked it. If the team
wanted its relationship with GSEC to be a partnership and not a dependency,
it needed to dissociate from Hendri dge, not shelter behind him

"Ch, for heaven's sake, it's obvious!" Zambendorf sat up and | eaned across
to stub his cigar butt in the ashtray on the table. "W talk to Caspar Lang
and tell himthat we both have a problemw th Massey, and why. W' ve

al ready agreed that Lang's under no del usi ons concerning the true situation
anyway. And if he's going to Mars as GSEC s senior representative on the

m ssion, then the sooner he and we can start talking frankly and get to
know each other, the better."”

Two weeks passed before Walter Conlon received an internal notification
through NASO that GSEC had expressed concern over Massey's nom nation for
the Meridian! Sinus mssion. Specifically, GSEC was calling attention to
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Massey's record as a skeptic and debunker of clains concerning paranormal
phenonena, and to the fact that Karl Zanbendorf was acconpanyi ng the
mssion to test abilities of precisely that nature. Al though Massey's
capacity was described as that of psychol ogist, appointing soneone with his
known predi spositions, GSEC suggested, would be inviting the risk of his
all owi ng personal interests to take precedence over official duties, with
detrinmental consequences to the job he was being sent to do. In view of

t hese observations, therefore, would NASO |ike to reconsider its choice?

Conl on dashed off a terse reply stating that Massey's function was to
assess and report objectively the behavior, attitudes, enotional stresses,
and ot her psychol ogi cal effects observed anong the experinmental conmunity.
I f Zanbendorf was goi ng, then Zambendorf would constitute a valid part of
the test environnent, thus warranting objective reporting as much as
anything el se. hjective reporting demanded qualified observers, and
Massey' s uni que background fitted himideally to the total situation. No,
NASO woul d not like to reconsider its choice.

A few days after that, Warren Taylor, the director of the North American
Di vi sion of NASO, told Conlon that he wanted the decision reversed, naking
little effort to hide the fact that words had been exchanged anong the

hi gher | evels of NASO and GSEC nanagenent. Conlon could hardly defy a
direct instruction fromhis superior, and accepted the directive with a
disinclination to further argunent that his colleagues inside NASO found
surpri sing.

That same afternoon, Conlon gave Allan Brady a draft of a press bulletin
for i mediate rel ease, stating that Massey was to be dropped fromthe Mars
m ssion and spelling out the reasons why: The proposed inclusion of a
conpetent stage magi ci an was considered threatening to a psychic supermnman
bei ng sponsored by a nmultibillion dollar corporation. Brady bal ked; Conl on
demanded to sign the rel ease note hinself, and Brady retreated to seek

hi gher counsel. Eventually the decision came back down the |ine that

cl earance was denied. At that point Conlon went back to Taylor to protest
the unconstitutional and illegal suppression of infornmation not relating to
national security, and threatened to resign with full public disclosure.

And, suddenly, the heat was off. The order to drop Massey was rescinded,
Conlon tore up his press bulletin, and everybody stopped tal king about the
law, the Constitution, and threats of resignation

Not |long afterward, Massey received an invitation to give a private
performance". . . for the further entertai nnment of our guests . at a
banquet to be held in the residence of M. and Ms. Burton Ranel son in

Del aware. Al expenses would be paid, naturally, and the fee was | eft open,
effectively giving Massey a bl ank check. It just so happened that the

Ranel son fam |y were controlling stockholders in a diversity of nutually
enriching industrial enterprises, which, anong other things, included
General Space Enterprises Corporation and the najority of its bondhol ding
banks.

7

"AVAZI NG " ONE OF THE LADIES I N THE ENTHUSI ASTI C THRONG cr owdi ng ar ound
Massey at the end of the dining hall in the Ramel sons' mansi on excl ai med.
"Truly amazing! Are you sure you're not deceiving us just a little when you
insist that you don't possess genui ne psychic powers, M. Mssey?"

Massey, resplendent, his full beard flow ng above tuxedo and bl ack tie,
shook his head firmy. "I did all the deceiving earlier. I'mhere purely to
entertain. | don't pretend to be anything I'mnot."
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"Could | have an autograph, possibly?" a buxom woman, festooned with jewels

and wearing a lilac evening dress, asked. "Here on this nmenu card woul d be
fine."
"Certainly." Massey took the card and seenmed about to open it when another

voi ce caused himto turn away.

"I"'mnot sure | believe it," a tall, distinguished-Iooking man with
thinning hair and a clipped nustache declared. "You're genuine all right,
Massey, but you haven't realized it yourself yet. It's happened before, you
know-pl enty of reliable, authenticated stories."

In an apparently absentm nded way, Massey handed what | ooked |ike the sane
menu card back to the woman in the lilac dress. It was al ways a safe bet
that sonmeone woul d want a nenu card aut ographed at an occasion |ike that,
and Massey made a point of beginning such evenings with a few prepared
cards conceal ed about his person. "I would be nbst surprised,” he told the
di stingui shed-1 ooki ng man sincerely.

"I sinmply must know how you did that thing with the envel ope," an
attractive girl somewhere in her twenties said. "Can't you give us just a
hint, even? | mean ... it was so inpossible.”

"Ch, you should know better than to ask things like that,'
reproachful ly.

Massey said

"But you never touched it."

"Didn't |?"

“Well, no. W all know what we saw. "
"No—you just know what you think you saw. "

"I's Karl Zanbendorf genuine?" a tubby man with a ruddy face asked. He was
swayi ng slightly and looked a little the worse for drink.

"How could | know?" Massey replied. "But | do know that | can duplicate
everything he's done so far."

"But that doesn't prove anything, does it," the tubby man said. "You're all
the sane, you fellows ... |If Zanbendorf wal ked across the Chesapeake Bay
fromhere to Washi ngton, you'd just say, 'Ch yes—that's the old

wal ki ng-on-the-water trick.' Just because you can initate sonething, it
doesn't nmean it had to be done the sane way first tinme, does it?"

"When he wal ks across the bay, |I'Il give you ny coment," Massey prom sed.

"Er, M. Mssey, you did say you'd autograph ny nenu card," the wonman in
the lilac evening dress rem nded himhesitantly.

"That's right. | did."

"I still have it here, and-—=

"No, you m sunderstood nme. | have."

"I don't think | quite—=

"Look inside it."

"What? Oh, but ... Ch, ny God, look at this! How did that get in here?"

At that nmoment Burton Ranel son appeared behind Massey, sniling and hol di ng
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a brandy glass. He was snmall in stature, alnost bald, and even his
exquisitely cut dinner jacket failed to hide conpletely the sparseness of
his frame; but his sharp eyes and tight, determined jaw instilled enough
instant respect to open a small circle in the guests before him "A

spl endid exhibition!" he declared. "My conplinents, M. Massey, and |'m
sure | speak for everyone when | add-—way thanks for turning our evening into
a sparkling occasion." Murnmurs and appl ause endorsed his words. He turned

his head to address the guests. "I know you would all like to talk to M.
Massey forever, but after his exertions | think we owe himthe courtesy of
a fewmnutes' rest in relative peace and quiet. | promise I'll do my best

to persuade himto rejoin you later." Turning once nore toward Massey, he
said, "Perhaps you'd care to join a few friends and nyself for a brandy in
the library."

As they proceeded out of the dining roomand across a hall of panel ed
walls, gilt-framed portraits, and heavy drapes, Ranelson chatted about the
house and its grounds, which had been built for a railroad magnate in the
1920s and acquired by Ramel son's father toward the end of the twentieth
century. The Ramel son famly, Massey had | earned from Conl on, conmanded
hundreds of millions spread anbng its many nmenbers, heirs, foundations, and
trusts in such a way as to avoi d excessively conspi cuous concentrati ons of
assets. Mst of their wealth had cone fromthe energy hoax and coal boom
foll owi ng the antinucl ear propaganda canpai gn and political sabotage of

hi gh-t echnol ogy i nnovation in the seventies and eighties, which while
achieving its imedi ate objective of maxim zing the returns on existing
capital investnents, had contributed to the formulation of U S. policies
appropriate to the nineteenth century while the devel opi ng nati ons were
thrusting vigorously forward into the twenty-first. The subsequent decline
in conmpetitiveness of Anerican industries and their increasing dependence
on selling to their own domestic market to maintain solvency was partly the
result of it.

The group waiting in the library conprised a half dozen or so people, and
Ranel son introduced the ones whom Massey had not net already. They incl uded
Robert Fairley, a nephew of Ranel son, who sat on the board of a New York
mer chant bank affiliated to GSEC, Sylvia Fenton, in charge of corporate
media relations; Gegory Buhl, GSEC s chief executive, and Caspar Lang,
Buhl ' s second-i n-command.

Ranel son filled a glass at an open cabinet near the fireplace, added a dash
of soda, and passed the glass to Massey. He proffered a cigar box; Massey

declined. "I"'mso glad you were able to cone," Ranel son said. "You possess
sone extraordinary skills. | particularly adnire the insight into human
t hi nking that your profession nmust cultivate. That's a rare, and very

val uable, talent." After the briefest of hesitations he added, "I do hope
you find it adequately rewarded in this world of ours."

"It was a good act," Buhl said, clapping Massey on the shoulder. "I've
al ways been about as cynical as a man can get, but | don't mnd saying it
strai ght —you came cl ose to converting ne."

Massey grinned faintly and sipped his drink. "I don't believe that, but
it's nice to hear you say it all the same." Sonebody | aughed; everyone
sm | ed.

"But it's only your hobby, isn't that right?" Robert Fairley said. "Mst of
the tine you're a professor of human behavi or or sonmething..."

"Cognitive psychol ogy," Mssey supplied. "I study what kinds of things
peopl e believe, and why they believe them Deception and delusion play a
big part init. So, you see, the hobby is really an extension of ny job,
but in disguise."
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"It sounds a fascinating field to be associated with," Sylvia Fenton
conment ed.

"Button's right—+t's valuable," Buhl said. "Not enough people know how to
begin telling sense fromnonsense. Mst of our nmanagers don't know where to
start . . . nobody to show 'em how. Financial nechanics are all you get
fromthe business schools these days."

"An interesting point," Ranelson said. He went through the notions of
thinking to hinself for a few seconds. "Have you, er . . . have you ever
wonder ed what your know edge mi ght be worth to you outside of the acadenic
community, M. Massey?" Massey nmade no i medi ate response, and after a
pause Ramel son went on, "lI'msure | don't have to spell out at great |ength
what it might mean to have the resources of an organization |ike GSEC at
your disposal. And as we all know, such an organization is able, if it so
chooses, to reward the services that it considers particularly val uable
with . . . well, shall we say, extrene generosity."

The rest of the conpany had fallen quiet. Massey wal ked slowy away toward
the center of the room stopped to sip some nmore of his drink, and then
turned back to face them "Let's come right to the point," he suggested.
"You want to buy ne off of the Mars mission."

Ranel son seened to have been hal f expecting the sudden directness, and
remai ned affable. "If you wish to put it that way," he agreed. "W all have
our price—+t's a worn and tired phrase, but | believe it neverthel ess. So
what's yours, Massey? Nane it—research facilities and equi pnent? Staff?
Effectively unlimted funding? Publicity? . . . Someone |ike you doesn't
need the details elaborated. But everything is negotiable."

Massey frowned at the glass in his hand, and, perplexed, exhaled a |ong
breath, then answered obliquely. "I don't understand all this. | know that
you know Zanbendorf is a fake. Okay, so the stunt on Mars coul d be good for
busi ness—but | can't see what makes it so essential. The |ogical thing
woul d be to drop Zanbendorf now since it |ooks |ike nore trouble than it's
worth. But that's not what's happeni ng. What do people in your positions
care whet her he keeps his inmage clean or not? So what's the real story?"

"You just said it," Buhl replied, shrugging and follow ng Ranel son's candid
lead. "It's good for business. The nore the idea of colonies is
popul ari zed, the sooner they'll becone financially viable and potentially
profitable. Yes, we |like naking noney. Who doesn't?"

The answer sounded nore like a rationalization than a reason and | eft
Massey feeling dissatisfied. But his instincts told himthat any attenpt at
del vi ng deeper would be futile. "I've nothing against trying to popul arize
the colonies,” he said. "But if you're going to do it, why can't you do it
through rational education and reason? Wiy resort to spreadi ng m seducation
and unreason?"

"Because it works," Sylvia Fenton said sinply. "It's the only thing that
has ever worked. W have to be realistic, not idealistic. W didn't nake
peopl e the way they are. What benefit has rational education ever had,
except on a snmall minority of any population, anytine in history? Nobody
wants to hear it."

"Some people do," Massey replied. "There are a | ot of people on this planet

who used to starve by the mllions, and while their children w thered away
and died like flies, they prayed to cows that wandered the streets. Now
they're building their own fusion plants and | aunchi ng noonships. 1'd say

they got quite a bit out of it."
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"But that kind of thing takes centuries to trickle down," Fairley pointed
out. "W don't have centuries. No popular mass novenent was ever started in
a |l aboratory or a lecture theater. Thinking things through takes too nuch
time for nmost people. Sylvia nade a valid point —+ook at anybody from Jesus
Christ to Karl Marx who got results fast, and see how they did it."

"And what were the results worth?" Massey asked. "Generations of people
wasting their |ives away buying crutches because they'd been brai nwashed
into thinking they were cripples.”

Buhl studied his glass for a nonent, then | ooked up. "That's a noble
sentinment, M. Massey, but who's to blanme for people being conditionable in
the first place?"

"A society that fails to teach themto think for themselves, trust in their
own judgrment, and rely on their own abilities,"” Massey said.

"But that's not what npst people want," Sylvia Fenton insisted. "They want

to believe that sonething smarter and stronger than they are knows all the

answers and will take care of thema God, the governnent, a cult |eader, or
some nmagic power . . . anything. If they're going to change, they'll change
intheir own tine. All you can do until then is take the world as you find

it and nake the nost of your opportunities.”

"Qpportunities for what?" Massey said. "To persuade ordi nary peopl e that
wanting a better living is really a trivial distraction fromthe higher
things that really matter, and fob themoff with superstitions that tel
themthey'Il get theirs later, in sone hereafter, sone other dinmension, or
what ever —+f they'll only believe, and work harder. |Is that what |'m
supposed to do?"

"Wy do you owe them anything el se?" Buhl asked. He shrugged. "The ones who
can make it will nmake it anyway. Are the rest worth the effort?"

"Fromthe way a lot of themend up, no," Massey agreed frankly. "But the
potential they start out with is sonething else. The npst squandered
resource on this planet is the potential of human minds—especially the
m nds of young people. Yes, | believe the effort to realize some of that
potential is worth it."

The conversation continued for a while longer, but the positions renained
essentially unaltered. Each side had heard the other's viewpoint before,

and neither was about to be converted. Eventually Ms. Ranel son appeared

with a request fromthe guests for a further, inpronmptu, perfornmance, and
after a few closing pleasantries Massey |left with her to return to the

di ni ng room

Sil ence descended for a while after their departure. At |ast Ramel son

comrented genially, "Wll, at |east we know where we stand: If we fly our
flag on the good ship Zanbendorf, Massey will be out to torpedo it. |I can't
say |'mentirely surprised, but we all agreed it had to be tried. . . ." He

| ooked across at the saturnine figure of Caspar Lang, the deputy chi ef
executive of GSEC, who had said little since Massey's arrival and was
brooding in one of the | eather arncthairs opposite the door. Lang raised his
ruggedl y chiseled, crewcut head and returned a hard-eyed inquiring | ook as
he caught the notion. "So if we're sending our ship into hostile waters,
we'd better make sure it has a strong escort squadron,” Ranel son went on

He cl osed his eyes and brought a hand to his brow. "You could find yourself
with a tough job on your hands at the end of your voyage, ny powers tel

me, Caspar. . . . We'd better make sure you take plenty of amrunition

al ong. "
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"Don't give nme any of that crap, you little tramp!"

"Who the hell do you think you are to call ne a tranp? You—you of all
peopl e!"

"Just stop screaming for two seconds and listen to yourself for chrissakes!
What sort of a woman screans |ike that? Wat do you—

"Me? Me? | am not screaning!"
"Goddami t!"

The exchange ended with a shout and the crash of breaking china as Joe
Fel | burg nipped a switch to cut off the sound. He sat back and cocked an
inquiring eye at Zanbendorf. "Wat do you think?" he asked.

Zanmbendorf nodded and | ooked inpressed as he ran his eye once nore over the
conpact assenbly of electronics and optical gadgetry that Fellburg had set
up on a snall table in an upper roomin Zanbendorf's villa. The equi pnent
had "fallen off' a CIA truck and found its way to Fellburg via a devious
route that involved one of his former military-intelligence buddies and a
communi cati ons technician with a ganbling problem It contained a mniature
infrared | aser whose needl e-fine beamwas at that noment trained on the

wi ndowpane of a house alnost a nile away. Soundwaves in the room caused the
wi ndow gl ass of the distant house to vibrate; the vibrations of the gl ass
were inpressed upon the reflected |aser light; and a denodul ator system
extracted the audio frequencies fromthe returned signal and fed themto a
| oudspeaker whi ch reproduced the original sound. The device had all kinds
of uses.

"I't's astonishing," Zanbendorf said. "Do you know, Joe, this world wll
never cease to amaze me. There are silly people everywhere runni ng around
in circles looking for mracles, and all the time they're blind to the
mracles right under their noses.” He notioned with a hand. "I could never
produce sonething like that in a hundred years."

Fel | burg shrugged and tipped his chair back to rest a heel on the w ndow
sill. "I was talking to Drew about this the other day. He had an idea that
maybe the noisture variations that cause skin resistance to change night
alter the way the beamis reflected off a person. If they do, then naybe you
could detect it with this thing."

Zanmbendorf | ooked at himfor a few seconds. "What are you getting at—you
mean it could nonitor skin resistance changes renotel y?"

"l don't know, but maybe . . . kinda like a renote-acting polygraph. It
m ght be possible to pick out the stress reaction of, say, one person in a
group fromacross the street or wherever. It could have all kinds of

potential ."
Zanbendorf was | ooking intrigued. "It certainly could . . . Wen do you
think you'll know sonething definite?"

"Ch, give ne, say, a couple of weeks to fool around with it some nore. |

ought a be—=

The call tone fromthe comet term nal across the roominterrupted him
Zambendorf sauntered across to take the call. It was Thel ma, speaking from
downstairs. "l've got Caspar Lang from GSEC on the line. He wants to talk

to you," she told him
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"Put himthrough, Thelnma." Zanmbendorf turned and sent Fellburg a satisfied
grin. "Do you think it's what | think it is?" he asked.

Fel | burg raised his eyebrows. "I'd guess so. Anyhow, we'll soon find out."

The flap inside NASO a few weeks previously had told Zanbendorf and his
teamall they wanted to know about why Gerol d Massey was being sent to Mars
and NASO s determination to send him It was strange, therefore, that after
the dust had settled, Burton Ranel son should invite Massey to the banquet
at his hone in Delaware. The only reason Zanbendorf or any of the others
could think of for this was that GSEC had deci ded upon a last-ditch bid to
buy Massey off although it seened as obvious as anything could be that any
such attenpt would be a waste of tine and effort. Zanmbendorf had guessed
that, predictably and true to form the GSEC executives woul d pl od
unwaveringly along their predeterni ned course neverthel ess, and he had laid
a bet with Gto Abaquaan that Lang would call within two days of the
banquet to inform Zanbendorf of the neeting with Massey that Zanmbendorf
wasn't supposed to know about already.

"Caspar, good evening," Zanbendorf greeted as the screen cane to life.
"What time is it back East for goodness' sake—don't you people ever sleep?
And what can | do for you?"

"Hell o, Karl," Lang acknow edged. As always he remmi ned serious and cane
straight to the point. "Look, there's been a further devel opment concerning
Massey that you ought to know about."

Zanmbendorf | ooked pai ned. "Ch dear, Caspar, sonetines | really do think you
don't believe in ne. Do you imgine that | don't know al ready?"

Lang's face twitched in nonentary irritation. "Karl, please, this is
busi ness. Let's be serious about it."

"But |I'm being perfectly serious. You and your colleagues tried to buy
Massey off the mission with offers of plenty of funding for his research
and all that kind of thing, and he wasn't interested. |Is that about it, or
did you have sonething el se to add?" The guesses were the kind that
Zanbendorf felt confortable with. For just an instant Lang seened genui nely
taken aback. "But ny inpressions can be vague at tines," Zanbendorf went

on, smling. "So yes, please, Caspar, do go ahead and tell ne what
happened. "

As Lang sumari zed the conversation with Massey, Zanbendorf's eyes
narrowed, and he listened nore intently. He remai ned quiet, absorbed in his
own t houghts for several ninutes after Lang had cl eared down. Fellburg said
not hi ng and occupied hinself with jotting down notes concerning the buggi ng
devi ce, eventually | ooking up and cocking an eyebrow when he sensed t hat
Zambendorf was ready to say sonething.

"Joe, are we that inportant on this mssion ... | nmean as far as GSEC is
concer ned?" Zanbendorf asked.

Fel | burg frowned down over his hand while he stroked his nouth with the

side of a finger. "Well, | guess it's still the way we tal ked about
bef ore—+f | ots of people get hyped up on space, it has to be good for
busi ness. "

"Yes, but isn't the main purpose of the mssion to accunmul ate data for the
future design of col oni es?" Zanmbendorf asked.

Fel | burg nodded. "Yeah ... | guess so."
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"And nobody coul d argue that our being there is vital to that purpose,
could they ... or even really that inportant?"

"Nope ... | guess not."

Zanbendorf nodded, frowned to hinself, and paced away to face the far wall.
Silence fell again for a while. Then Zanbendorf wheel ed back. "It doesn't
add up, Joe. Wiy woul d people |ike Burton Ranmel son and G egory Buhl involve
thensel ves personally in something like this? It should have been left to
the regul ar GSEC managenent minions. And if NASO woul dn't back down and the
regul ar managenent couldn't handle it, then the whol e idea should have been
dropped. In fact that's probably what NASO expected. But it didn't work out
that way. What do you make of it?"

Fel | burg stared hard at the table, but in the end shook his head with a
heavy sigh. "Got me beat," he conceded.

"It's this mssion," Zanmbendorf said, noving slowy back toward the w ndow.
"There's sonething very strange about the whole situation . . . You knhow,
I'"m begi nning to suspect there's a lot nore behind it than anybody's been
tal king about. In fact, it's nore than just a suspicion, Joe—t's a dead
certainty."

Fel | burg pursed his lips while he considered the proposition. "Any ideas?"
he asked at | ast.

Zanmbendorf frowned. "Not at this stage. But if something' s being hushed up
and it concerns the purpose of the mssion, it has to be sonething pretty
big. Just think what a bonanza it could be for us if we called it before
the public or anyone el se knew anything." Zanbendorf's eyes gl eanmed as he
pictured it. "My nose tells me there's sonmething to be found out that we
could turn to our advantage sonehow. | want to get the whole team working
on it right away."

8

I N COWPARI NG THE EFFECTI VENESS COF VARI QUS WAYS OF | MPARTI NG nonentumto a
projectile, physicists enploy the concept of "inpulse,"” which is given by
the product of the force acting on the projectile and the tine for which it
acts. In the case of a spacecraft, a key indicator of performance is the

i mpul se per unit vehicle mass, or "specific inmpulse,” which is neasured in
units of tinme and usually expressed as seconds. High specific inpulses

ari se from propul sion systens that generate high-velocity exhaust products.
The exhaust nol ecul es from a hydrogen-oxygen rocket are ejected with
velocities of the order of three kil oneters per second, corresponding to a
specific inpul se of 450 seconds at best, with the result that
interplanetary travel based on chem cal propulsion is reckoned in years. A
fusion reaction, by contrast, ejects plasma products over three hundred
times faster and nmamkes attainable specific inmpulses as high as 100, 000
seconds. That was why a fusion drive had been consi dered essential to

mai ntai ning a base on Mars, and why the Orion's projected flight-tine was
only fifty days.

The Orion was built in tw najor parts—a forward section and an aft

secti on—onnected by a quarter-mile-long structural boom Its tail end was
open to space, and consisted of a framework of girders, struts, and tiebars
form ng four unenclosed, cylindrical thrust-chanbers strapped together in a
cluster like a bundle of squirrel cages. Frozen pellets of a
deuteriumtritiummix were fired into the chanbers in pairs twi ce every
second and i npl oded on the fly by focused beans of accelerated ions to
produce a succession of fusion mcroexpl osi ons—ri ni ature H bonbs. The
electrically charged, high-velocity particles released in the process
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generated forward thrust by reacting on a configuration of concave magnetic
fields, while the uncharged neutrons and x-rays, to which the magnetic
mrrors were transparent, could escape harm essly into space.
Magnet ohydr odynam ¢ wi ndi ngs at the stem converted part of the outgoing
exhaust energy into electrical power for driving the ion accelerators and
the superconducting field-generators. The remai nder of the aft section,
forward of the radiation shield screening the drive chanbers, contained the
rest of the propul sion system berthing facilities for the Oion's

conpl enent of reconnai ssance craft and surface |anders, and storage
conmpartments for ground vehicles, construction materials, and heavy

equi prent .

The forward end of the connecting boomtermnated in a | arge, vaguely
spherical housing, referred to in typically colorless NASO parl ance as the
Servi ce Modul e, which contained the main air-generating plant and ot her
systens essential to supporting life, plus an independent chem cal notor
and associ ated fuel tanks; in the event of an emergency the ship's entire
tail could be ditched and the backup propul sion systemused to get the

m ssi on home agai n.

Accommpdation for the vessel's occupants was distributed anong four small er
spheres—d obes | through |IV—+ocated ahead of the Service Mdul e and onset
symmetrically fromthe centerline to forma square lying in a plane
perpendicular to the main axis. Rotation of the entire ship about this
axi s, coupled with an arrangenent for pivoting the spheres, enabl ed
centrifugal and linear conponents of force to be conbined into a resultant
simulation of unit gravity nornal to the floors, irrespective of the ship's
acceleration. Afifth sphere—the Conmand G obe, containing the control and
communi cations center—forned the Orion's nose, and was interconnected with
the others and with the nmain structure by a web of supporting boons and
commruni cati ons tubes.

"The god-awful ugliest thing |'ve ever seen in ny lifel" Carissa Eidstadt
said as the NASO European Division's shuttle closed in upon the Oion ten
thousand m | es above Earth. "Wat did they do—eopy an eggbeater?" The team
had been scheduled to shuttle up fromE Paso, Texas, but was flown to
Kourou, Guiana, at the |ast nonent, because NASO officials had deci ded not
to antagoni ze a protest rally that was besieging the El Paso facility. A
chemical present in rocket exhaust had been found to cause cancer in mce
when admini stered for six nonths in ten thousand tinmes the concentration
measured at the pad i mediately after a | aunch

"Ch, I'mnot so sure, Carissa," Thelm said, |eaning back in her seat and
tilting her head to one side as she contenpl ated the image bei ng shown on
the cabin viewscreen. "In a way, | think it's quite beautiful."

"You do? Then I'I|l know never to buy you an eggbeater as a present. You
mght frame it and hang it on the wall."

"I'"'mnot tal king about how it |ooks," Thelma said. "I'mtal king about what
it represents. . . . One day people will probably go to the stars in
sonet hing evolved fromit."

"How wonderful ." Clarissa stared fish-eyed again at the screen through her
butterfly spectacles. "Say, know what-—y kitchen will never |ook the same
again now you' ve said that."

GCsnond Periera, who was sitting a row ahead of them turned his head. "I
wonder if, when that happens, we'll have learned howto imtate the alien
star travelers who visited Earth during the m d-Hol ocene period. It appears
extrenely likely that they navigated by neans of reactive,
psychosynpat heti c beacons tuned to their nental energy spectra. The
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geonetri c spaci ngs of nunmerous ancient nonoliths can be interpreted as
yielding a mathenmatical series that reflects the correspondi ng psychic
resonances. "

"Now | can sleep,"” Carissa murmured dryly in Thelma's ear. "I've al ways
wonder ed about those geonetric nonolith spacings."”

"That's really fascinating," Thelma said to Periera in a |ouder voice. "Is
that why pyram ds everywhere are the sane shape?"

Bef ore Periera could answer, Joe Fellburg sat forward in the row behind,
where he was sitting with Zanbendorf and Gtto Abaquaan, and frowned at the
view of the Orion as it continued to enlarge on the screen. "Wat is it,
Joe?" Drew West asked from his seat next to Thel ma.

Fel I burg stared for a few seconds | onger at the huge ship, surrounded by
shuttles, service craft, and supply ships, and the | oose cloud of
cont ai ners, pipes, tubes, tanks, and assorted engi neering that would
gradual |y be absorbed inside during the remaining three days before liftout
fromEarth orbit. "See those three shuttles docked at the stem cargo
section . . . and the other one standing off, waiting to nove in?" he said
at |ast.

"What about then?" Thel nma asked.

"Those aren't standard NASO nodels. Two of themare military transports out
of Vandenberg or Travis, and one of the others looks |ike a British air
force troop carrier. Wiat the hell are they doi ng here?"

In the seat beside him Zanbendorf turned his head and gave Abaquaan an

i nquiring | ook. Abaquaan raised his eyebrows om nously. The anomaly of
Ranel son and his coll eagues' getting nore involved in the nission than
seenmed reasonabl e had been foll owed by that of the training course at the
NASO center at Charlotte, North Carolina, intended to provide the basic
skills and know edge needed by anyone flying with a space m ssi on—how to
put on and operate a spacesuit, the safety regul ati ons enforced aboard
spacecraft and in extraterrestrial habitats, enmergency procedures, and so
on. But the nission personnel whomthey had met there had been of
relatively junior status, such as engineers, scientists, maintenance
techni ci ans, nedics, and adnministrators. The nission's senior managenent,
of ficer corps, or whoever would constitute the upper |levels of the

organi zational tree, had been conspicuous not only by their absence but by
their not even having been nentioned. And as Drew West had observed, the
m x of people encountered at the course and reflected in the personne
lists had seemed unrepresentative of the popul ati ons envi saged for space
colonies. There were too many scientists and academ c specialists:
bacteriol ogists, virologists, biologists, physicists, chenists,
soci ol ogi sts, and psychologists . . . even sone |inguists and a

crimnol ogist. Oobviously the mssion offered many opportunities for diverse
studies that the academi c community couldn't be expected to mi ss—buses
didn't | eave for Mars every day of the week —but so many? And where were
the agricultural technicians, the industrial workers, the clerks, and the
servi ce people who woul d be expected to make up a | arge percentage of any
proj ected col ony? Hardly any had been net. That seened strange too.

And now, apparently, a previously unannounced, and by all the signs not
insignificant, mlitary force would be conming too. It was in keeping with
everything el se he had been able to ascertain, Zanbendorf reflected as he
sat gazing at the screen. Although he was still not in a position to fit
the pieces into a coherent pattern, there hadn't really been any doubt in
his mnd for a long tinme now Sonething very unusual indeed was behind it
all.
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As the last in a series of prototypes, the Orion was intended primarily to
prove the feasibility of its scaled-up fusion drive and to test various
engi neering concepts relating to | ong-range, |arge-capacity space m ssions;
like the experinental Victorian steanships that had preceded the gracious
ocean liners of later years, its design took little account of |uxuries or
spaci ousness of accomodation for its occupants. Its warren of cabins,
cranped day rooms, nmachinery conpartments, stairwells, and | abyrinthine
passageways rem nded himnore of a submarine than anything el se, Massey

t hought as he I ounged on his bunk and contenpl ated the view of Earth's disk
bei ng presented on the screen built into the cabin's end bul khead. He and
Vernon woul d share the cabin with two others, both of whomthey knew from
the training course: G aham Spearman, an evol utionary biol ogist fromthe
University of California at Los Angel es, and Mal com Wade, a Canadi an
psychol ogi st. Spearman and Vernon had left to explore the ship and Wade
hadn't arrived yet; Massey, therefore, was making the nost of the
opportunity to relax for a few mnutes after arriving on board, checking
in, and unpacki ng his gear.

From his perspective in Gobe Il, the entire planetary surface of

Eart h—eontinents, oceans, and atnobsphere—+evealed itself as a single,

sel f-sustai ni ng biological organismin which the arbitrary boundari es and
di fferences of shading that divided the nmaps of nen were no nore neani ngfu
than they were visible. It was a truth that astronauts and other venturers
into space had affirned repeatedly for over half a century, but it had to
be experienced to be understood, Massey realized. Only two days earlier he
had paid a final visit to Walter Conlon in Washi ngton, where on every side
the world of human affairs scurried and bustled about its urgent business
and consuned the output fromthousands of lives. But already the whol e of
it had shrunk to a speck of no particular significance, barely discernible
agai nst the background that had renmi ned essentially unchanged since before
Washi ngt on had existed, and which m ght persist for long after Washi ngton
was forgotten.

The sound of the door being opened interrupted Massey's thoughts, and a
monent | ater Mal com Wade pushed his way in, holding two bags and a
briefcase in his hands and using a foot to shove a suitcase along on the
floor. "Well, | guess | nust have found the right place," he said as he
closed the door with his back. "H, Gerry. | gather the other two are

al ready here."

"Hel l o, Mal com Yes—they' ve gone exploring. That top bunk's yours. How was
the flight?"

Wade took off his topcoat and hung it in the closet space by the door. "On,
fine—apart fromtaking half a day longer than it was supposed to. W had to
divert to the European base in Guiana." He sank down with a grateful sigh
on the bunk opposite Massey. He was a tall, thin-bodied man, with lank hair
and pal e eyes that always seened to be glinting with sone inner fervor

"I heard about it," Massey said. "Hey, | think Grahanis got a bottle of
sonet hi ng stowed away over there. Could you use a drink while you're
getting your breath back?"

"Mm . . . later maybe, thanks all the same."

"Ckay. So who el se was on the shuttle?"

"Let me see ... Susan Coulter, the geologist, and that electronics guy from
Denver that we had breakfast with one norning at Charlotte . . . Dave
Cr ookes. "
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" Uh- huh. "

"Karl Zanmbendorf and his people were on it too." Wade cocked an eyebrow at
Massey in a way that was partly expectant, partly curious.

"Ch." Massey did his best to keep his voice neutral. He didn't want to get
into a |long debate just then. Although he hadn't advertised his prine
interest in the mission, the question of Zanbendorf's being included had
been a regul ar conversation topic at the training center, and Massey had
found hinself obliged on occasion to express his opinions. Wade descri bed
hinsel f as a scientist and was apparently an advisor of sonme kind to a
nunber of governnent conmmittees, but he took Zanbendorf quite seriously.
Massey wondered exactly what he advi sed the governnment on.

"I think I know why he's here," Wade said after a short silence. He paused
to wait for Massey to ask himwhy Zanbendorf was there. Massey didn't. Wade
went on anyway, "It's well known that the Soviets have been conducting

ext ensi ve research into paranormal phenonena for years—and getting
successful results too." Mssey swall owed hard but said nothing. There were
al ways anecdotes of anecdotes about things that people were supposed to
have done, but never anything verifiable. Wade took a pipe fromhis jacket
pocket and gestured with the stem "It's been suspected for a while now
that they've achieved sone kind of significant breakthrough, and a | ot of
experts have been saying that the main Soviet center for that kind of work
is their Mars Base at Solis Lacus—well away fromterrestrial interference,
you see." Wade paused and began packi ng tobacco into his pipe froma pouch

"Well, | guess you know how | feel about all that," Massey said vaguely,
whi | e wondering unconfortably to hinself if the conversation was an
i ndi cation of what to expect for the next fifty days.

"But it all fits," Wade said. "I know you're a bit of a skeptic and so on,
Massey, but | believe in being scientific about things, which neans being
open-m nded—n other words, willing to accept that there are things we
can't explain. Whether we can explain it or not, we have to accept that
Zanbendorf is gifted with sonme abnornal abilities." He eyed Massey for a
monent as if the rest should have been too obvious to require spelling out.
"Well, | think Zanbendorf is part of a classified Wstern research program
to match the Soviets in harnessing paranornmal phenonmena ... or nmaybe even
to counter the Soviets. That could be why they're sendi ng Zanbendorf to
Mars." Massey stared at him gl assy-eyed, but before he coul d say anything,
Wade added triunmphantly, "And that would explain why the mlitary is
here—to secure the project frompossible interference fromthe Soviets at
Solis Lacus. Have you heard about that yet?"

Massey nodded. "We were told they're coning with us to do sone training
under extraterrestrial conditions . . . that the Pentagon bought sone
pl aces on the ship at the | ast nonent or sonething."

Wade shook his head. "Cover story. Do you know how many there are of thenf
There were three shuttl e-Ioads di senbarki ng when | cane aboard-U. S. Specia
Forces, a British commando unit, French paratroopers. That's not a few
seats bought at the last nminute. That was scheduled a long tine ago

And they're docked at the stem which means they're unl oadi ng heavy

equi prent . " He produced a lighter and watched Massey over his pipe while he
puffed it into life. "In fact it wouldn't surprise ne if the idea was to
provoke a confrontation with the Soviets at Lacus in order to take their
base out. Maybe our people are onto things that you and | haven't even
dreaned about."

Massey sl unped back and | ooked away nunbly. Surely nobody at the Pentagon
or wherever was taking the nonsense about the Soviets that seriously .
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But then again, large sectors of the government and private bureaucracies
were dominated by political and econom c ideol ogi sts incapabl e of

di stingui shing sound scientific reasoning from pseudo-scientific twaddl e,
yet conmandi ng authority out of all proportion to their conpetence. |f they
listened to kooks |ike Wade, they could end up believing anything. Surely
the insane rivalry that had paral yzed neani ngful progress over nuch of
Earth for generations wasn't about to be exported to another world over
sonet hing as ridicul ous as the "paranornmal."

Massey stared again at the blue-green inage of Earth with its stirred
curdling of clouds. Sonehow the human race had to get it into its
collective head that it couldn't rely on magi cal forces or omi potent
guardians to protect it fromits own stupidity. Man would have to trust in
his own intelligence, reason, and ability to | ook after himself. The
decision was in his own hands. If he chose to eradicate hinself, the rest
of Earth's biosphere—far nore resilient than popul ar nythol ogy

acknow edged—woul d hardly notice the difference, and then not for very
long. And as for the rest of the cosnpbs, stretching away for billions of
light-years behind Earth's rim the event of man's extinction would be no
more newsworthy than the demi se of a community of microbes caused by the
drying up of a puddl e sonmewhere in Quter Mongoli a.

9

"AH, LET ME SEE NOW. . . VWHEN | WAS A BOY OF ABOUT SI XTEEN, it nust have
been. 'Pat,' nme father says to hinself. 'Wth them Americans wal ki ng around
on the Moon itself and flying themhotels up in the sky, that's the place
you shoul d be for your sons to grow up in.' So we ups and noves the whol e
famly to Brooklyn where ne uncle Seanus and all was already |iving, and
that's where the rest of themstill are today." Sgt. Mchael O Flynn of the
NASO Surface Vehicle Mintenance Unit reversed his feet, which were propped
up on the littered netal desk in his cubbyhole at the rear of a cavernous
cargo bay, and raised his paper cup for another sip of the brandy that
Zanmbendorf had produced froma hip flask. He had a solid, stocky body that
seened as broad as it was |ong beneath the stai ned NASO fatigues, and his
face was fiery pink and beefy, with clear blue eyes half-hidden beneath
wiry, unruly eyebrows, and a shock of rebellious hair in which yell ow and
red struggled for dom nance, each managing to get the better of the other
in different places. O Flynn spoke through pearly white teeth cl anped
around a wooden toothpick, in a husky whisper that had retained nore than a
hint of its original brogue for what must have been thirty or so years.

"VWhat part of Ireland did you nove fron?" Zambendorf inquired fromhis
cranped perch on a netal seat that folded out fromthe wall between a too
rack and an equi pnent cabi net—ore confortable than it |ooked since his
wei ght near the ship's axis was barely sufficient to keep himin place.

"County Cork, in the south, not far froma little place called danmre."

Zanmbendorf rubbed his beard and | ooked thoughtful for a few seconds. "That
woul d be roughly over in the direction of Watergrasshill, wouldn't it, if |
remenber rightly?" he said.

O Flynn | ooked surprised. "You know it?"

"I was there a few years ago. W toured all around that area for a few days
and up to Linerick, back down around Killanmey and the | akes."
Zanbendorf | aughed as the nenories fl ooded back. "W had a wonderful tine."

"Well I'lIl be damed," O Flynn said. "And you |like the place, eh?"

"The villages are as pretty and as friendly as any you'll find in Austria,
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and | found Gui nness remarkably good once |'d gotten used to it. Those
mount ai ns, though, what do you call then? Mcgilly-sonmething..."

"Macgi |l | ycuddy' s Reeks."

"Yes—how i s anybody supposed to renenber sonething like that? Well they're
not really nountains at all, are they? You really could use a genuine Al p
or two, you know. But apart fromthat " Zanbendorf shrugged and si pped
hi s own drink.

"What are your Al ps but nore of the sane?" O Flynn said. "Qurs have
everything a nountain needs to be called a nmountain, except a nan doesn't
have to waste nore of the breath he could be using for better things
getting to the top."

"The higher a man rises, the farther he sees," Zanbendorf said, throw ng
out a remark that was open for O Flynn to take any way he pleased. "It's as
true of life as it is of mountains, wouldn't you agree?"

O Flynn's eyes narrowed a fraction further for a nonent, and he chewed on
his toothpick. "Yes, and the farther away he gets, the | ess he sees, unti
he can make out no part of any of it," he replied. "The world's full of
peopl e paradi ng their high-and-m ghtiness, who think they can see
everything, but they know nothing." It sounded |like a general observation
and not a veiled reference to Zanbendorf.

"I take it that the noble and the worthy don't exactly inspire you to any
great feelings of awe and reverence."

"Ah, and who el se would they be but those who make it their affair to mind
the rest of the world' s business when the rest of the world is quite able
to look after itself? It's people whose own business isn't worth m nding
who m nd ot her people's business, I'mafter thinking. A man has work enough
in one lifetime trying to inprove hinself wi thout thinking that he's fit to
be out inproving the world,"

A strange garb to find a phil osopher in, Zanbendorf thought to hinself.
"Well, that's certainly been the old way," he said, stretching and | ooking
around, as if for a way of changing the subject. "Wio knows? Perhaps Mars
will be the beginning of something different."

O Flynn remuained silent for a few seconds and rubbed his nose with a pink,
meaty knuckle, as if weighing sonmething in his mnd. "So, it's convinced
you are that it's Mars we're going to, is it?" he said at |ast.

Al t hough not hi ng changed on Zanmbendorf's face, he was instantly alert. "O
course," he said, keeping his voice nonchal ant. "Wat are you saying, M ke?
Where el se could we be goi ng?"

"Well now, aren't you the great clairvoyant who sees into the future?"
O Flynn's smle twi nkled nockingly for just an instant. "I was hoping that
maybe you were going to tell ne,"

Zanbendorf had ridden out worse in his tine. "Wat are you saying?" he
asked agai n. "What makes you think we m ght be going anywhere el se?"

O Flynn chewed on his toothpick and wat ched Zanbendorf curiously for a
second or two, then crunpled the cup and dropped it into a trash disposa
inlet. He stood and inclined his head to indicate the doorway. "Conme on
1"l show you sonmething." He cleared the distance to the bay area outside
in one of the long, slownotion bounds that was the nmpbst econonical way to
move around in al nost zero-gravity surroundi ngs. Zanbendorf unfol ded
himself fromhis seat and foll owed.

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20C0de%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (56 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:02 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20T he%20L ifemaker. txt

O Flynn | ed between rows of packing cases and halted at a | arger area where
three surface vehicles were stacked one above the other in their stowage
franes to just below the ceiling. At the bottom of the next stack, a couple
of NASO nmechani cs working at the open hatch of a tracked vehicle, and

anot her who was inspecting something froma novabl e work pl atform hi gher

up, carried on without paying much attention. O Flynn gestured toward the

| onermost vehicle in front of them—a personnel carrier about fifteen feet

hi gh, painted mainly yellow, with six huge wheels. An enclosed cabin with

|l ots of antennas and protrusions nmade up its forward two-thirds, and a
clutter of girderwork, pipes, and tanks forned its rear.

"See them wheels," O Flynn said, pointing. "Them s high-traction,
lowfriction treads—not what you'd need if you wanted to go joy-riding off
across a place like Mars." He ducked forward and indicated a pair of short,
fat nozzles projecting frombel ow the vehicle's front end. "Know what they
are? Plasna torches and bl owers—ot the best thing in the world if you get
bogged down in a sand drift now, is it?"

"What woul d things |like that be better for?" Zanbendorf asked, peering nore
cl osel y.

"lce," OFlynn told him "Lots of ice." He jerked his thunb stenmward. "And
the equi prent hol ds back there are full of things |ike steam hoses and
super heated suction tubes, which are also the kinds of things you'd want to
take along with you if you expected to be bothered by ice. Now, where would
all that ice be on a place |like Mars?" He straightened out from under the
vehicl e and rapped his knuckle on the outside wall of the cab. "Themwalls
will withstand four atnospheres—eutside, not inside. Mars has a

| ow pressure atnosphere.”

Zanbendorf searched O Flynn's face for a second or two and then | ooked back
at the personnel carrier. O Flynn stepped back a pace and pointed up at the
fuselage of a lowaltitude, fifteen-man airbus secured in the top franme of
the stack. "And do you see that flyer up there? Its wings are detached so
you can't see themfor now, but they're too short and small to be any use
at all in thin air. Now Mars rmust have changed quite a bit since | |ast
read anything about it, unless |I'mvery nuch m staken."

"But . . . this is incredible!" Zanmbendorf injected an appropriate note of
astoni shnment into his voice while his mnd raced through possible
expl anations. "Have you asked anyone in authority about it?"

O Flynn shrugged. "What business is it of mine to be asking peopl e about
somet hing they'd already have told ne if they wanted ne to know?" He hooked
his thunbs in his belt and stood back. "Anyhow, we've al nost got everyone
aboard now. Soon they'll all be talking, and then the questions will start
getting asked. 1I'mnot much of a clairvoyant nmeself, you understand, but
I'"ve a sneaky feeling it won't be nmuch | onger before we get the answers
too."

"Ww Two hydrogen bonbs every second? You're really not joking?" Thel ma
stared w de-eyed across the table at the young NASO captain smartly attired
in his flight-officer's uniform Around them with only two days to go
before the Orion's departure, the atnosphere in the crowded bar on the
Recreation Deck of G obe IV was getting quite partylike.

Larry Canpbell, proud of his recent pronotion to the staff of Genera
Vant z, commander of the Orion, sipped his gin and tonic and grinned
reassuringly. "Well, they're really only small ones, and conpl etely under
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control. There's nothing to be concerned about. W'Ill take good care of
you. "
"But it sounds so scary. | nean, how can anybody understand how to contro

somet hing |ike that? You nust be very clever. Wat sign were you born
under?" Beneath the table, Thel ma had pushed Campbell's briefcase back
along the wall and within reach of the fingertips of one arm which was
draped casually over the chair next to her. She shifted slightly and lifted
her glass to taste her martini while surreptitiously nudging the briefcase
under the back of the booth behind her.

Canpbel | frowned at his glass for a second, then sighed and smiled
condescendingly. "Well, let's put it this way—ay training in understanding
the physics of thernonucl ear processes doesn't have anything to do with
when | was born, I'mafraid. You don't get these— he gestured at the
captain's tracks on his epaul ets "—for know ng about birth-signs, you
know. "

"You don't?" Thel na said wonderingly. "But you have to know whi ch way to
steer the ship. How can you do that w thout knowi ng all about stars and
pl anets?" At the booth behind, Drew West finished his drink, got up, and
sauntered out of the bar, carrying his jacket |oosely over his armto
conceal the briefcase he was hol di ng.

Canpbel | bit his lip awkwardly. "Look, I, er . . . | don't want to sound
i ke a school teacher or anything, but astrology and astronony aren't really
the sane thing."

"No, of course they're not—everyone knows that," Thel ma agreed brightly.
"Astronony is restricted to what you can see through tel escopes, but
astrol ogy covers a |ot nore because it's revealed directly to the m nd,
right? | read all about it in Thinking Wonan's Monthly Digest."

"Er, not quite ... If you want, I'Il tell you what the differences really
are. But | should warn you, you nmay find you have to change sone ideas you
m ght have grown pretty fond of."

"Ch, would you, Larry! Just imagine—a real starship officer taking all this
trouble just for me! My sister will be so nad when | tell her."

In the nmen's roomoutside the bar, Drew West had picked the | ock of the
bri ef case and begun selecting interesting papers which he passed over the
partition for Joe Fellburg to photograph in the next cubicle. Five m nutes
| ater, when Fellburg entered the bar carrying Canpbell's briefcase inside a
fal se-bottoned | eat her portnanteau, the booth at which West had been
sitting was taken. So Fell burg edged his way through the throng and stopped
partway to the bar to count change fromhis pocket for the cigarette
machine, in the process putting down the portmanteau next to Thel ma's seat.
The briefcase stayed behind as Fell burg noved on, but the novenent of his
foot to slide it behind the chair toward Thelma's waiting hand was so
snmoot h that Canpbell, on the far side of the table, didn't even register
anyone's being nearby as he extolled the wonders of the heavens and
expounded on their nysteries.

Clarissa Eidstadt rapped the end of her pen sharply on the top of Herman
Thoring's desk in the adm nistrative section of 3 obe | to enphasize her
point. "Look, mister, I've got nmy job to do too. I'mthe teanmis publicity
manager, okay? That neans | need to get information to the public. How am |
supposed to get information out w thout proper comruni cations? So do

sonet hing about it."
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Thoring held up his hands protectively. "Okay, Carissa, | hear what you're
telling nme, and I'll do what | can. But you have to understand |'ve got a

|l ot of other responsibilities and obligations to think about. This mission
is inportant to all kinds of other people too." Thoring | ooked like a
person born to carry responsibilities and bear obligations. The tanned dome
of his head reflected the light inside a semcircle of black, frizzy hair,
and his eyes | ooked |ike poached eggs behind thick, heavy-rimed spectacles
wedged above his fleshy nose. He was in shirt-sleeves with cuffs rolled
back, vest unbuttoned, and tie-knot slipped a couple of inches bel ow his
opened col |l ar.

Clarissa tossed up a hand in a curt gesture of finality. "Well, if you
don't have the authority to change anything, |I'mwasting nmy tinme. | thought
you were in charge around here. Who do | talk to?"

As it was supposed to, the remark hit a sensitive spot. Thoring' s knuckles
whitened and a vein stood out on his tenple. "You're already in the right

office," he managed indignantly. "I'mthe Senior Program Director from
d obal Conmuni cations Networking and have full responsibility for media
liaison. It's a very inportant position, and |'ve told you I'll do

everything | can.”

"Yeah? Phooey. I|nmportant? Wio says so? What's 'nmedia |iaison' anyway? |
wanna talk to the captain.”

"What captai n?"

"Vent? Vant? . . . whatever. What's the driver called?"
"You mean General Vantz?" Thoring | ooked appall ed.
"That's him Were do | go?"

Thori ng shook his head and npaned despairingly. "Look, Carissa, believe
me—-you can't go raising sonething like this with General Vantz. He woul dn't
know anyt hi ng about it anyway. This would come under the mssion's

Conmruni cations Director, and | report directly to him Okay?"

"Then | wanna tal k to the Communi cations Director."

Thoring raised a hand to his brow, closed his eyes and fiddled with the
bridge of his spectacles for a few seconds, then shook his head again and
| ooked back at C arissa. Before he could say anything, one of the wonen
fromthe secretarial pool in the outer office called, "I'mthrough to New
York, M. Thoring. They're sorry, but Hepperstein is in conference at the
monent. Can he call you tonorrow?"

Thoring sighed, stood, and wal ked round the desk to the open doorway. "No,
it can't wait until tonorrow," he said, sounding agitated. "He has to get
back to nme today. Make sure they get a nmessage to him and that he knows
it's fromme personally."

"Ckay. "

"Who are you trying to kid?" Carissa asked as Thoring came back to his
desk and sat down. At the sanme time she allowed a hint of doubt into her
voi ce, and narshal ed an expression that was a shade nore respectful. "I bet
you don't even know who the Communications Director is. Wiy would your job
i nvol ve dealing with soneone |ike that?"

Thoring lifted his chin and all owed hinself a quick smrk of satisfaction.
"Well, you'd be surprised, |lady. For your information, ny |level of
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responsibility on this nission requires a working fanmliarity with al

ki nds of confidential material that you don't know about. That's why you
have to trust me when | say I'll do as nuch to help your interests as
can. But that's all | can say. Just accept for nowthat | have a |lot nore
to worry about than you think."

Clarissa's belligerence evaporated. She | eaned forward, glanced furtively
across at the open doorway, and hissed in a conspiratorial whisper. "Wat?"

Thoring's voice lowered itself instinctively. "Conme on, Carissa—you know
better than that," he nuttered, tapping the side of his nose.

"But | wanna know," Cl arissa insisted, her eyes wide with excitenent. "Is
it gonna be a group-sex experinent in space? O maybe we're going into
anot her di mension. You can tell nme. Do | look |ike sonebody who' d go

spreadi ng things around—especially sonething said in confidence by a Media
Li aison Director."

Thoring frowned, bunched his lips perplexedly for a second, and then
whi spered, "l can't do that ... but if |I told youit's big, would you stay
off ny back and let me get on with ny job?"

"But of course. | wouldn't wanna interfere with sonething that m ght
endanger the national interests or sonething.”

"Well, you're pretty close to the mark," Thoring said, nodding sonberly.
"That's just what it is. You could help us a lot by backing off a little."

"How big is it?" Carissa asked, covering the side of her face with a hand
and nmurmuring out of the corner other nmouth. "Have they found cosm c energy
pyram ds on Mars? Are we gonna fight the KGB for then"

"Nothing like that. But I'Il tell you this—the Mssion Director is Daniel
Leaherney, deputy head of the U S. National Security Council. His
second-in-command wi Il be Charles Graud, who's connected with the French
governnent. They and their senior staff are on board now, shuttled up
yesterday without any publicity. That should tell you enough."

"Never heard of them but they sound inportant,” Carissa said. "This is
exciting. Wat else?"

Thoring sat back in his chair suddenly and shook his head. "That's nore
than | should have nentioned. | can't say any nore, Clarissa . . . but wll
you stay outta nmy hair fromnow on, please?"

"I never realized . . . You nmust have a | ot on your mind.

"That's what |'mtrying to tell you."

"Ckay, | get it. Don't worry—the secret is safe. You can count on nme. You
know, | always wanted to be an espi onage agent with the Cl A or somet hing.
figure 1'd be good at it. Do you, er . . . do you have people like that
wor ki ng for you?" darissa | ooked at Thoring hopefully.

"Un? Ch no, I"'mafraid not."

"Too bad. Oh well, maybe if you want a secret nessage taken to the

Comuni cations Director, or sonething |like that, you could I et ne know. "
"VWhat ? Oh yes, sure. If anything like that comes up, I'Il give you a call."”

"Ckay, well, | guess |I'd better let you get on." Carissa got up and crept
furtively over to the door. She opened it a fraction, peered out, and then
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| ooked back over her shoulder at Thoring. "I'msorry | bothered you over
sonmet hing so trivial."

"Ch, think nothing of it. We get it all the tine ... but we have to keep up
our cover, you understand."

"That's what | thought." Carissa nodded a final, solemm reassurance, nade
an Oin the air with her thunb and forefinger, and di sappeared. Thoring
stared dishelievingly at the door for a long tinme after she had gone. Then
he blinked hinself back to reality, shook his head, and returned his
attention to the papers on his desk.

"The figures for on-board fuel -pellet manufacturing capacity, emergency
reserves of chemical propellants, and the range corrections factored into
the radar calibration procedures all point to a distance nmuch greater than
that of Mars," Theuna said to the rest of the team who were holding a
cranped afterdi nner conference in the cabin that Zam bendorf shared with
Abaquaan, West, and Fell burg. She gestured at the photo prints |ying anong
ot her papers on the bunk beside her. "And the flight-profile from
Canpbel | 's duty roster gives a voyage of sonething nearer three nonths than
fifty days."

"I still think the Asteroids is a possibility," Drew Wst said, |ounging on
one of the upper bunks. "There's been a lot of talk in recent years about
our vulnerability in strategic minerals—n fact, right back to the | ast
century. There's no end of just about everything out there."

Silence reigned for a few seconds. Joe Fellburg made a face. "Too many
things don't fit," he said. "Way all the secrecy? Wiy the mlitary?"

"Protecting our eternal interests,
with his back to the door

Abaquaan answered, sitting on the fl oor

"Who fron"
"Well, it could only be the Soviets," Wst said.

"Qut at the Asteroids?" Carissa | ooked inquiringly at Theuna and Fel | burg.
"Do they have anything that could match the Orion at that range?"

Fel | burg shook his head. "Not yet. They've been concentrating on near-Earth
applications. The Japanese are nore interested in Venus and Mercury."

"The Soviets did develop a series of fusion drives as part of their
Mar s- base program" Theuna said. "But if they'd gone a long way in scaling
themup to anything like the Orion, we'd know about it."

Clarissa nodded as if that confirned what she already thought. "And

besi des, Leaherney and Graud don't fit into that either," she said.
Leaherney used to be chairnan of the House Conmittee on Foreign Econonic
Affairs and is a onetime U. S. anbassador in Brussels; Graud was a nenber
of the French cabinet. You wouldn't pick guys like that to head up a
prospecting expedition."

The cabin fell quiet again for a while. Everybody | ooked at everybody el se.
There were no new suggestions. At |ast Zanmbendorf stood up, stepped over
Abaquaan's legs to get to the coffee pot by the washbasin, and poured
hinself a fresh cup. He stirred in a spoon of sugar and turned to face the
others again. "Then it has to be as |'ve been saying," he told them "No
ot her hypothesis explains all of the facts nearly as well. A lowgravity,

| ow-tenperature, icy environment ... It has to be a noon of the outer
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pl anets."

"Wth not only an atnosphere, but a high-pressure one at that," Thel ma

agreed, noddi ng.

Fel | burg rubbed his nose between thunb and forefinger for a few seconds,
and at | ast nodded slowly. "I can't fault it ... And you know
sonet hi ng?—the European probe that arrived there two years ago and sent
down those surface |anders that were all supposed to have failed soon after
they reached the surface—that story has al ways sounded strange to ne too."

Abaquaan | ooked up and turned his head fromside to side. "So what are we
sayi ng, then—t has to be Titan? W' re agreed?"

"It appears extrenely probable at |east," Zanmbendorf said. "But the nore
interesting question, by far, is why."

Way woul d the Western powers equip an el aborate mission, heavy with
scientists fromevery discipline and experts frommany fields, to such a
destination, provide it with mlitary protection, and go to great pains to
conceal its true purpose fromas in all probability it had to be —the

Sovi ets? Way woul d they place such a mission in the charge of senior
political figures experienced in international negotiation and di pl omacy?
And why—per haps nost significant of all—aere there |linguists and so nmany
psychol ogi sts anbng the professionals being taken al ong, specialists at
under st andi ng and communi cating with thinking intelligences? In short, just
what had the | anders fromthe European probe found under the nurky,

i npenetrabl e cl oud canopy of Titan, Saturn's mnysterious noon, equal in size
to the planet Mercury?

And, of particular interest to the people gathered in Zanmbendorf's cabin,
why was it considered highly desirable for soneone |ike Zanbendorf to be
t here?

10

IN THE HEART OF THE ORION'S COMWAND GLOBE OVERLOOKI NG t he Central Control
Deck—the ship's control and operational nerve center—bon Connel, the senior
reporter on the GCN news team assigned to acconpany the m ssion, watched on
his nmonitor the view being transmtted |live into Earth's comunications net
fromcanera 1. The canera panned slowy across the activity at the crew
stations, the colors and formats of the data displays changing and fl ashing
to report condition changes and status updates, and the conputers silently
mar chi ng regi ments of bits through their registers, and then cane to rest
on the imge of Earth being presented on the main display screen above the
floor. Connel nodded to acknow edge his "ready" cue fromthe director on
the far side of the raised tier of consoles fromwhich General Vantz and a
trio of senior officers were nonitoring the final-phase countdown
operations, and turned to face canera 2. A nonent later its light cane on
to indicate that he was on the air again.

"Well, you've just been |l ooking at the view of Earth that we're getting
here on the Orion, and seeing what you look |ike fromten thousand mles
up, right at this nmonent," he resunmed. "You know, even | have to admt it's
a real problemfinding the right words to tell you folks just what it feels

like to be up here at a monent like this. Personally I'mstill having
troubl e convincing nyself that the inmage you just sawis real this
time—eally out there. I'mnot |ooking at sonething being relayed froma

renote space operation that involves other people thousands of miles away,
or a recording slipped into a space-fiction novie. If the walls and
structures around ne here were made of glass and | could | ook out right
through them 1'd be able to see, first-hand with my own eyes, exactly
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what's on the screen here. You know, it nakes those walls and structures
seemvery flinmsy all of a sudden, and the Orion very tiny conpared to
everything el se around, which fromwhere |'mseeing it is enough to swallow
up even the whole of Earth itself. Wll, you can take it fromne— sure
hope those NASO engi neers and all the other people who designed and built
this ship are as good as everyone tells nme they are."

From a position just below Vantz's console, a flight engineer notioned to
attract Connel's attention and raised five fingers and a thumb, signaling
that the countdown was entering its final sixty seconds. Connel's face
becane serious, and he injected a note of rising tension into his voice.
"The countdown is into the last mnute now Back in the tail of this huge
ship, the field generators that Captain Matthews tal ked about are up to
power, and those i mrense accelerators are ready to fire. Here are the fina
monent s now on the Control Deck of the Orion as this historic voyage to
Mars begins." Connel waited for canera 2's light to go out as transm ssion
switched back to camera 1, then sat back in his seat to follow the

pr oceedi ngs.

"Mast er Sequencer is Go; Backup Sequencer is Go," the Chief Engineer
reported from beside Vantz. "Checkpoint zero-m nus-two, positive function
Ground Control acknow edgnent checks positive, and GC override veto

st andi ng down."

"PSX status?" Vantz queri ed.

"GCV di sconnects one through five confirned," another voice answered. "PSX
integration reads positive function. SSX confirms."

"Tracking two seconds into exit wi ndow," another called out.

"Main fields: six-eight, green; seven-seven, green; nine-five on synch."
"Alignnent good."

"Focus fields good."

"Injectors prined. Ten-ten, all beans."

" Checkpoi nt zero-nm nus-one—hol di ng now. "

Stillness descended for a second as General Vantz cast a final eye over the
information displays in front of him He nodded and spoke into his consol e
m ke. "Fire for exit phase one."

"Phase one fire sequence activated. Zero-zero at GPZ plus seven point-three
seconds. "

Connel felt his seat nudge himgently in the back. The Oion was novi ng out
of freefall; the journey that would shrink the globe on the screen to a

pi npoi nt and replace it with another world had begun. Fromthe gestures and
grins being exchanged among the crew, everything seemed to be going well.
Connel relaxed back in his seat and finished his coffee while a sequence of
vi ews went out showi ng Earth, scenes from around the Control Deck, and
shots being picked up fromthe service vessels standing ten nmiles off in
space. He checked the schedule to confirmthe next item which was tined to
relieve tenseness after the launch by providing a contrast of subject and
mood, then got up and noved down to a space over to one side, where
Zambendorf was talking to a production assistant while he waited. Wth them
were Dr. Periera, who Connel privately considered to be crazy, and
Zambendorf's m ddl e-aged, equally zany publicity matron, who had bullied
Herman Thoring into allocating Zanbendorf sone valuable air-tine at a
monent when the world would be watching. In front of them a couple of
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techni ci ans were repositioning canera 2.

"Al'l set?" Connel inquired as he joined them "There are some commrercial s
starting just about now W'Il be going on imrediately after.”

"Fi ne," Zanbendorf said.

Connel gestured at the sheet of paper in Zanbendorf's hand. "Are those
questions okay? Are there any you want nme to m ss?"

"No, these are fine. Wre they otherwise, | would have saved you the
trouble of typing themby telling you beforehand."” Connel wasn't sure

whet her Zanmbendorf's expression neant he was joking or not. Connel was
skeptical toward clainms of paranormal abilities, although he usually had a
tough tine defending his views with his friends. He grinned and then made a
face, |eaving Zanbendorf free to interpret the response either way. "You
are not convi nced?" Zanbendorf asked, watching himkeenly and soundi ng
surprised.

Connel shrugged in an easygoing way. "Well ... | guess | can't help
renenbering that the Orion is driven by fusion power, not ESP power. |
figure that has to say sonething.'

"True,
power . "

Zanbendorf agreed. "And the first ocean vessels were driven by w nd

"Twenty seconds," a technician advised. The others noved back whil e Conne
and Zanbendorf took up their positions; the camera |ight came on, and they
were live.

"Don Connel talking to you again, this time on ny way to Mars. Well, before
all the excitenent of liftout, we talked to General Vantz and a coupl e of
his officers, and to sone of the scientists we have with us. Now |I'd |ike
to say hello to sonebody el se also with the mssion, who's standing next to
me right nowHello, Karl Zanbendorf."

"Hel | o, Don."

"Karl, this is a first-tinme experience for you too, | believe. Is that
right?"

"Well, in nmy material body, anyway . . . yes."

"You' re supposed to be able to nmake sone uncanny predictions about future
events. What about Mars? Do you have anything you'd like to say in advance
about the mission, any mmjor happenings in store for us on the Red Pl anet,
big surprises, anything like that?"

" Mars?"

Connel | ooked surprised. "Well, yes—sure. |Is there anything you'd like to
predi ct about events follow ng our arrival there?"

"Mm ... If you don't mnd, Don, |I'd prefer not to nake any coment in
response to that question ... for reasons which will beconme apparent in due
course. "

"Hey, that sounds kind of sinister. What are you trying to tell us, Karl?"

"Ch, nothing to be alarned about. Let's just say that | would not wish to
|l ay nyself open to charges of indiscretion by the authorities. As | say,
the reason will soon becone clear. There really is no need for

al ar m—eauti on, maybe, but not alarm"”
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"Now, | wonder what that could mean. | guess we'll just have to wait and
see, huh? | hope all you people back there are taking notes of this. Karl,
another thing | wanted to ask you concerns all the scientists and other
specialists that we've got with us on the ship. Do they worry you at all?"

"Certainly not. Wiy should they? Aren't we all scientists in sonme way or
anot her ?"

"Well, maybe, but it is a fact that a ot of people fromthe nore, shall we
say, orthodox branches of science tend to express skepticismtoward your
particul ar branch of —ef exploration. Being shut up in a spaceship with so
many unbelievers doesn't bother you?"

"Facts are not changed by the intensity of human beliefs or the nunber of
peopl e who hold them " Zanbendorf replied. He was about to say sonething
more when the production assistant off-canera nodded to someone behind a
door situated to one side, and beckoned. Monents |later, Gerold Massey
appear ed. Zanbendorf jerked his head round sharply and gave Connel a
puzzl ed | ook. Massey and Zanbendorf had so far tended to avoid a direct
confrontation, confining their acknow edgnment of each other's presence to
stiff nods exchanged in passing or froma distance.

Connel had set up the surprise on direct instructions from Patrick
Whi ttaker at GCN headquarters. "Karl, people are always trying to spring

things on you, aren't they," he said amably. "I have taken the |iberty of
aski ng one of those skeptics to join us because I'mtold he has a chall enge
that he'd like to put to you hinself. I'"'msure the viewers would all I|ike

to hear it too." Before Zambendorf coul d answer, the assistant ushered
Massey forward, and Connel brought himon-canera with a gesture. "Fol ks,
I"d like to introduce Gerry Massey. Now, Gerry is one of the psychol ogists
with us here on the Orion, but in addition to that he's also a pretty good
stage conjuror, I'mtold. Is that right, Gerry?"

"It is an area of interest of mine," Massey replied as he noved forward to
join them

"And you're not a believer in the existence of forces or powers beyond
those that are famliar to orthodox science," Connel said. "In particular,
you cl ai myou can reproduce any effect by ordinary stage magi c, which Karl
attributes to paranormal abilities. Is that so, Gerry?"

Massey took a long breath. To say all the things he'd have |liked to say
woul d have taken hours. "That is correct. For a long tinme now | have been
attenpting to persuade Herr Zanbendorf to agree to denobnstrate his alleged
powers under conditions which | amable to specify and control. That, after
all, is no nore than woul d be expected in any other branch of science. But
he has persistently evaded giving a direct answer. My suggestion is quite
sinmply that the voyage ahead of us, and the period we will be spending on
Mars, offer an ideal opportunity and anple time for this to be settled once
and for all. | have a schedule of sone initial tests with ne right now, but
I"mopen to further suggestions."”

Connel turned and | ooked at Zambendorf questioningly. Al though he

mai ntai ned his outward calm inside Zanbendorf was thinking frantically. He
shoul d have guessed Massey woul d do sonething like this, should have

wat ched hi m nore closely. The team had been too busy, with too little tine.
"Ch, we've heard this kind of thing before," he replied w thout hesitation
"Just because a stage nmgician can duplicate an effect, it doesn't prove at
all that what's being inmtated was achieved in the sane way. After all, I'm
sure M. Massey can produce a rabbit froma hat very convincingly, but he
could hardly argue on that basis that all rabbits nmust therefore cone from
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hats, could he?"

"I never claimed it proved anything," Massey answered. "But if a sinple
expl anation can account for the facts, then there's no need for a nore
complicated one, or indeed any logical justification for accepting one."

"The sinplest explanation for the planets and the stars would be that they
revol ve above the Earth," Zanbendorf pointed out. "But neverthel ess we all
accept a nore conplicated one." Wth luck Massey would all ow hinself to be
diverted into the realns of philosophical logic, totally confusing ninety
percent of the viewers, who would then dismss himas a hair-splitting
acadenmic waffler.

"Yes—because it explains nore facts," Massey replied. "But all that's
irrelevant for now You said that the presence of conpetent scientists is
of no concern to you. Very well, then what |'m proposing will denobnstrate
the fact adnirably. You said facts aren't altered by beliefs. | agree with
you. So let's find out what the facts are."

Clearly Massey was not about to be shaken off. Half the world was watching
and waiting for Zanbendorf's answer. If he conmtted hinself, Massey woul d
never let himoff the hook. "Well, Karl," Connel said after a few seconds
of dragging silence. "Wat do you say? WIIl you accept Gerry Massey's
chal | enge?"

Zanbendorf | ooked around hi m desperately. Across the Orion's Control Deck,
many of the officers and crew nenbers were watching curiously. |If those
damn GSEC peopl e had done their jobs, Massey wouldn't have been able to get
near him It was infuriating. Massey had folded his arns and was waiting

i npassi vel y. Zanbendorf hesitated. Then, as their eyes net, he saw the
triunph already lighting up Massey's face. That did it.

Zanmbendorf turned away for a nmonment, braced his shoul ders and breat hed
heavily a few tines, and then | ooked up to the ceiling as if summoning
strength from above. When he turned back again, his face seened to have
darkened with anger, and his eyes burned with patriarchal indignation
Connel | ooked suddenly apprehensive. Even Massey seened taken by surprise.
"At atime like this? ... At such a nonent of historic events about to
unfold? . . . You would have nme play ganmes? Wat chil dishness is this?"
Zanbendorf thundered. Dramatic, sure, but it was an all-or-nothing
situation. "We, the human race, are about to go forth and neet the destiny
for which fate has been shaping us for nmillions of years, and instead of
rising to fulfillnment, your minds are distracted by trivia." Connel and
Massey | ooked at each ot her nonplussed. Zanbendorf whirled round upon
Massey and pointed a finger accusingly. "I challenge you! Do you see any
hint of where this journey will lead us, or what it will reveal ? I ndeed, do
you see anything at .all? O are you like the rest of the blind who believe
only in the part of the universe that lies w thin groping distance of their
fingers?"

A bluff to throw himon the defensive, Massey decided. He had to hold the
initiative. "Theatricals," he retorted. "Just theatricals. You re not
sayi ng anything. Are you supposed to be predicting sonething? If so, what?
Let's have sonething specific for once, nownot after the event and with
hi ndsi ght, after we arrive at Mars."

"Mars?" Zanbendorf sounded pitying. "You believe we're going to Mars? You
live your life in blindness. It is no wonder you cannot believe."

"OfF course we're going to Mars," Massey said inpatiently.

"Pah, fool!" Zanmbendorf expl oded.
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Suddenly Massey was | ess certain of hinself. He could feel the situation
starting to slip. It was all wong. Zanbendorf couldn't be turning it
around. Massey had had all the aces, surely. Connel was gapi ng
i ncredul ously. "Wat are you saying, Karl," he denmanded. "Are you saying
we're not going to Mars? So where do you think we are going? . . . Wy?
VWhat are you telling us?" Mst of the viewers had already forgotten
Massey had ever issued a challenge. They wanted to know i f Zanbendorf had
seen somnet hi ng.

Zanbendorf was back in his natural el enent—the showran in control of the
show. He extended his arnms wi de and appeal ed upward toward the roof. Beside
him Massey and Connel seened to fade away on a hundred mllion screens. He
brought his fists down to the sides of his head, held the pose for severa
seconds, and then | ooked at Connel with a strange, distant light in his
eyes. "l have not the nanes that astrononers use, but | see us traveling
over a great distance to a place that is not Mars . . . nmuch farther from
Earth than Mars."

"Where?" Connel gasped. "What's it |ike?"

"A child of the hal oed giant who shepherds a fl ock of seventeen,"
Zambendorf pronounced in ringing tones. "I know not where | am... but it
is cold and dark bel ow t he unbroken cl ouds of red and brown that float upon
air that is not air. There are nountains made of ice, and vast

wi |l dernesses. And . . ." H s voice trailed away. H s jaw dropped, and his
eyes opened wi der.

"What ?" Connel whispered, awed.

"Living beings! . . . They are not human, but neither are they from any
part of Earth. They have minds! | amfeeling out to them even now, and

"Get himoff," General Vantz snapped on the far side of the Control Deck

"Kill it! Get himoff." the Conmunications Director ordered. An engi neer
ni pped a switch on his console. Voices were jabbering excitedly on every
si de.

"I don't care! Tell them anything,"” Herman Thoring yelled over an auxiliary
channel to the Production Director in the GCN studio back in New York. "Say

we've got a technical hitch. No, | don't know what it's about either, but
we've got all hell |oose up here."
Back in dobe I, Vernon Price was staring dunmbstruck at the cabin

wal | screen, which had just switched back to a view of Earth. "Well?" Ml com
Wade chal | enged smugly as he puffed his pipe on the bunk opposite. "So he's
a fake, is he? How do you explain that, then, eh?"

In his home in a Washi ngton suburb, Walter Conlon pounded the table by his
chair furiously with a fist. "He can't get away with it! He can't! Massey
had him for chrissakes—he had himcol d!'"

"Warren Taylor is on the line for you," his wife, Martha, said.

Conl on got up and stanped over to the comet term nal across the room The
face of the NASO North Anerican Division Director was purple with anger
"What happened?" he denanded. "I thought you were supposed to have an
expert up there who could handle that turkey."
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In the study of his mansion in Del aware, Burton Ranel son was staring at a
screen showi ng the stunned face of Gregory Buhl, who had just been put
through from GSEC s head office. "My God!" Ranel son excl ai med

i ncredul ously. "Do you think we night have been wrong about this whole
thing? Could there really be sonething to Zanbendorf after all?"

In the Mssion Director's executive offices in Aobe | of the Orion, Caspar
Lang was shaking his head at a grimfaced Dani el Leaherney. "Of course it's
not genuine," Lang insisted. "W underestimated Zanbendorf and his people.
We took themfor sinple tricksters, but they' re obviously far nore
sophisticated. It was a clever piece of espionage—nothing nore, and

not hing | ess. ™

"We'll have to tell the mission," Leaherney said. "It doesn't matter how
Zanbendorf did it—the result's still the sane. W'll have to tell everyone
on the ship the real story now."

"But we would have had to tell them before nuch | onger anyway," Lang
reminded him "At least we're on our way, which is the main thing. It's a
pity that the Soviets will find out now, instead of |ater when the Oion
fails to show up at Mars, | know, but you have to agree, Dan, that with the
nunber of people who've been involved, security has been a hell of a |ot
better than we dared hope."

Leaherney frowned for a while, but eventually nodded with a heavy sigh. "I
guess you're right. Okay, put a clanp on all unofficial comrunications to

Earth, effective inmediately, and announce that |1'Il be addressing all
personnel within a few hours. And get that psychic over here right away,
woul d you. | reckon it's about time he and | had a little talk."

In Moscow an official fromthe Soviet Foreign Mnistry, who was aware that
the Anericans had been conducting top-secret research into paranornal
phenonmena for many years, protested to the U S. and European anbassadors
that if the Oion was being sent to nmake first contact with an alien
intelligence, none of Earth's major powers could be excluded. He denanded
that the ship be recalled. The allegation was denied, and in their reply
the representatives of the Western states suggested that perhaps the Soviet
governnent was allowing itself to be unduly influenced by runor and
overreacting to sensationalismand unscientific specul ation

That same day aboard the Orion, Daniel Leaherney broadcast to the ship's
occupants to informthemthat, as had been generally concluded al ready, the
ship's destination was i ndeed Saturn's noon, Titan. Pictures were replayed
of the last views transmtted fromthe European probes that had | anded on
Titan two years previously, which showed strange nmachi nes approachi ng, and
t hen not hi ng—the | anders havi ng presunably been destroyed. Nothing had been
seen of whoever or whatever had built the machines. The orbiter that had

| aunched the | anders was still over Titan, but little nore had been | earned
of the surface because of the noon's thick, brownish red clouds of nitrogen
conpounds and hydrocar bons.

The departments of the U S. and European governnents responsible for
initiating the mssion had never intended forcing anyone to face such
unknowns against their will. Since the first reaction of many people to
such a prospect would naturally be fear and nervousness, the original plan
had been to announce the true story when the Orion was a few weeks out from
Eart h, which woul d have given everyone nore than a nonth to di scuss the
situation and reflect upon its inplications. Arrangements had been nade for
a NASO transporter fromMars to rendezvous with the Orion to take off
anyone choosing not to stay on after that time. Expectations had been that
after due consideration the mgjority of personnel would elect to continue
the voyage and place their services at the disposal of the mission, and
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Leaher ney expressed the hope that this would still be the case. The secrecy
had been regrettabl e but necessary to ". . . safeguard the interests and
security of the North American denocracies and their European allies," he
sai d.

Seven weeks later only a few faint souls dropped out when the NASO
transporter rendezvoused with the m ssion ship. The Orion then accel erated
away once nmore, its course now set for the outer regions of the Sol ar
System

11

TH RG ASKER- OF- FORBI DDEN- QUESTI ONS, LIVED IN THE H GHER reaches of the
forests south of the city of Pergassos in the |Iand of the Kroaxians, where
the foothills rose toward the nmountains bounding the Great Meracasine

W | der ness.

He lived in something that was nore than a hut but |less than a house, in
keeping with the not quite hermtic but certainly |l ess than sociable life
that he preferred to lead. His home was situated in a small clearing amd
pl easant forest groves of copper and al um num wi re-draw ng nachi nes,
injection nolders, transfer presses, and stately pylons bearing their
canopy of power lines and data cabl es, anong which scurrying sheet

riveters, gracefully moving spot wel ders, and occasi onal sl ow pl oddi ng pipe
benders supplied a soot hing background of chattering, hissing, whirring,
and clunking to insulate himfromthe world of nortals and their nundane
affairs and | eave him al one and in peace with his thoughts. Alowice cliff
stood at the back of the clearing to prop up the hillside rising away
toward the nountains beyond, its |line broken on one side by the valley of a
liquid nethane stream which tunbled cheerfully down over cataracts and ice
boul ders between cl ear pools where zinc-separating el ectrolyzers and

pot assi um preci pitating evaporators cane to wall ow and wade and dip their

sl ender intake nozzles and funnel - shaped scoops at the height of the bright
peri od.

Thirg had grown the actual dwelling hinself, having | earned the craft from
an old friend who was a builder in Pergassos. After laboring to clear the
area of dead steel latticewdrks and structural franes, the carcass of a
transformer that had clung obstinately to its concrete base, and assorted
scrap-netal undergrowth, he had prepared an area of the hydrocarbon soi
below the cliff with nitrogenous |oans collected fromthe stream bed, and
pl anted the seed culture for the outside wall in a line ten paces out from
the cliff base, curving inward at its ends to close off the frontage of a
dry cave. Then he had laid out the baselines of the interior walls to
provide a living and dining area, a workroom and a library, and while
carefully nurturing with nethane solutions gathered fromthe forest, and
pruni ng and shapi ng of the wi ndows and doorways while the walls grew upward
and nerged into a hal f-done overhead, he had enlarged the cave at the rear
into a second workroom and a storeroom The doors and wi ndow fittings had
grown from secondary cultures grafted inio the structure when the franes
had stabilized at their correct shapes and sizes, and the |arger

furni shings fromprenol ded mni atures purchased in the city, A conduit of
forest piping diverted running nethane fromthe stream and a power |ine
strung froma nearby distribution mast provided all the conforts of hone
recharging. To provide the rustic finish that suited his taste, Thirg had
lined the walls with polished alloy sheets obtained fromthe rolling mll a
mle farther downstream and laid the floors with ceranic bricks and

|l engths of girder froma partly deconposed foundry that he had come across
whi | e wal ki ng near the stacking neadows just bel ow the cabi net assenbly
line on the sl opes overlooking the north side of the river

One norning Thirg was sitting outside his house on a stunp of steel
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forging, pondering the nysteries of life while he watched a phosphor-bronze
bearing collector buzzing and chattering to itself as it poked and rummaged
anong a pile of undergrowth on the far side of the clearing. It was a
species of a general famly of collector animals that a naturalist friend
had spent a lifetine catal oguing and cl assi fyi ng—di screetly since such

i nquisitiveness could lead to trouble with the authorities if it was
brought to the attention of the priests. Like all its related species, it
sel ected just one type of netal conposition by sniffing the em ssions from
a tiny spot that it vaporized with a needle laser, and then only from
sanpl es of a particular size and shape, and delivered its trophies to the
nearest conveyor to be carried off to other parts of the forest. Thirg's
friend had spent many hours follow ng conponents through mles of form ng,
processing, and finishing stations to the assenbly pl aces where ani nals
came to life, and observing the furnaces that devoured reject conponents
and excreted pure nmaterials from which new conponents were nanufactured; he
had drawn el aborate charts depicting the nerging and branchi ng patterns by
whi ch conponents and sub-assenblies flowed through the forest; and he had
di smant| ed hundreds of dead aninmals and other machines in an attenpt to
trace where their organs and constituent parts had come from via what
routes, and where the raw materials had originated. But even with the
findings of generations of earlier naturalists to build on, the work was
barely begun. The intricate, interlocking, nutually interdependent pathways
by which Nature recycled its materials as it constantly renewed the living
worl d were so bewi ldering that Thirg soneti mes suspected that, despite al
the effort, hardly a fraction of the whole had been glinpsed yet, |et alone
conprehended. It was fascinating to think that one of the scraps of netal
bei ng sorted by the collector that he was wat chi ng now m ght be found

twel ve-brights later inside the rotor nounting of a centrifuge |ocated

m | es away, or perhaps in the wheel bearings of a dead plastics-browser on
the other side of Kroaxia.

Al t hough Tbirg had never elected to start a famly of his own, his natura
curiosity had led himat tines to the places where subassenblies of

r obei ngs—the uni que, self-aware species to which he bel onged—cane toget her
for final assenbly. He had watched in awed fascination as the enbryos grew
to their final forms and shapes whil e anxi ous parents scurried back and
forth to nake sure all the parts were available and all the requirenents of
the assenbly nmachi nes satisfied, and he had shared their el ation when the
new robei ng was at |ast activated and departed trustingly with the proud
couple to its new honme to begin the process of |earning | anguage, behavi or,
custons, and all the other things that characterized an adult nenber of
soci ety.

The assenbly process was essentially identical to the ways in which animals
and other life forms grew. Thirg's naturalist friend had assured himthat
all forms, including robeings, were supplied fromthe sane sources of
components, and it seened remarkabl e that one speci es shoul d exhibit
thinking abilities sufficient to distinguish it so sharply fromall the
others. On the face of it, the difference seened to support the orthodox
teachi ng that robeings were uni que in possessing souls which would
eventually either return to the Lifemaker after undergoing worldly

qual i ty-assurance testing, or else be consigned to the Great Reduction
Furnace bel ow, fromwhich the liquid ice vol canoes originated. But the
physi ci ans who had carefully dismantl ed and studi ed bodi es of dead robeings
had been able to find nothing nore than was found in any other machi ne: the
same ki nds of perplexing arrangenents of tubes, fibers, brackets, and
bearings, and baffling arrays of intricate patterns etched into countless
slivers of crystal that descended to levels of detail way beyond the power
of the most powerful protein lenses to resolve. So where was the soul ? If
it existed, why was there no sign of anything different to say that it

exi sted? True, nobody coul d explain how robeings were able to think, but on
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the ot her hand nobody coul d explain how animals cane to act the way they
did or to know what they seenmed to know either. So did the existence of
robei ngs require anything fundanmentally "different" to be explained? Thirg
wasn't at all sure that it did. To himthe "fact" of the soul sounded
suspiciously as if it had been invented to suit the answer; the answer
hadn't been deduced fromthe facts in the way that was required by the
system of rules he had constructed for answering questions reliably. And in
all of the tests that he had subjected themto, the rules had never failed
hi m

A sudden grinding sound fromthe edge of the clearing interrupted his
thoughts. Moments later the grinding changed to sharp cl acking as Rex began
gnhashing his cutters and runni ng backward and forward excitedly in front of
the trail leading fromthe forest. Thirg stood up just as a tall figure
clad in a woven-wire tunic and a dark cloak of carbon fiber cane into view
He was wearing a hat of ice-dozer wheel skin and carrying a stout staff of
dural um n tubing. "Down, Rex," Thirg said. "lIt's only Groork com ng to pay
us a rare visit. You should know himby now. " And then, |ouder, "Well,
hel | o, brother, Hearer-of-Voices. Have your voices led you up into these
parts, or do you bring us tidings fromthe world?"

Groork cane into the clearing and approached between the netallic-salt
deposition baths on one side of Thirg's garden and a decorative row of
sub-miniature laser drilling and mlling heads busily carving delicate
aesthetic patterns in an arrangenent of used gas cylinders and old punp
housings. Hi s radi ator vanes were glowing visibly after his exertions, and
he was puffing cool ant vapors. "There are nany strange voices in the sky of
|late, the Iike of which | have never heard before," he replied. He didn't
smle in response to Thirg's greeting; but then he was a nystic, and so
never smled at anything. "Surely it is an omen of great things that will
soon conme to pass. | amcalled to go out into the WIderness of Meracasine,
and there | will find the Revelation that many have sought. For it is
witten that—

"Yes, yes, | know all about that," Thirg said, holding up an arm of silver
alloy, jointed by intricately overlapping, sliding scales. "Conme in and
rest. You look thirsty. A drink of invigorating nmountain nmethane is what
you need. | don't know how you stand that polluted nmuck that they run into
the city at all."

Thirg led the way inside, and Groork sat down gratefully on the couch by
the wall in the dining area. Wile Thirg was pouring a cup of cool ant,

G oork selected one of the array of power sockets sprouting fromthe
transforner unit, each of which designhated a particular strength and
flavor, drew it out on the end of its extension cord, and connected it to a
plug inside a flap below his chin. "Ah, that does feel a lot better," he
agreed after a few seconds.

Thirg passed Groork the cup, then glanced at his hands and down at his feet
in their wheel skin sandals. He gestured toward the el ectroplating
attachnent. "If you're wearing hungry anywhere, help yourself."

"You' ve eaten already?"

"Yes, I've had a plate. | can recommend a new conposition of chrom um and
vanadi um that you ought to try. Delicious—honme-regul ated, fresh fromthe
garden. O a top-up of |ube, perhaps?”

Groork shook his head, and the fervent glint returned to his inaging
matrixes. "My purpose is not to trifle over pleasantries, Thirg. | have a
hi gher calling to answer, and | do i ndeed bear thee news—grave news, O
brot her who forsakes his soul for Black Arts. Thy heresy hath betrayed

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20C0de%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (71 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:02 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20T he%20L ifemaker. txt

thee! A wit has been issued by the King's Chancellor for you to be brought
before the Hi gh Council of Priests by the time of the next west-bright, to
recant the public utterances in which you have denied the Holy Scri bings.
Sol diers of the Royal Guard have already departed the city and will arrive
hither this bright. Flee now and save thy wetched body while it |ives, for
its spirit is surely lost already to the Dark Master thou wilt never
renounce!"”

"Ch . . . And what am | supposed to have said now?" Thirg asked. Despite
the tone of Groork's words, the thermal patterns playing on the surfaces of
his face painted expressions of a concern that was genui ne.

"Does thy nmenory ail?" Goork said. "Is that not the first synptom of the
madness that afflicts all blaspheners and drives theminto the deserts to
peri sh seeking covenant with the accursed in the | ands of the Unbelievers?"

"I'"d have said they did it nore to get away fromthe priests and avoid
being dipped in acid baths,"” Thirg replied, and asked again, "Wat am |
supposed to have sai d?"

"Didst thou not, in the hearing of many who were in the nmarketpl ace, deny
the Sacred Doctrine of the Divine and Unknowabl e Essence of the Mker of
Al Life?"'' Goork whispered, as if fearful of uttering the words too

| oudl y.

"Hardly. What | said was that sone of the sacred logic strikes ne as
precarious. For is not the existence of Life cited as proof that the

Li femaker nmust have made it ... at |east when one troubles to penetrate the
confusing tangl es of words?" Thirg shrugged and took a short draught from
anot her cord to be sociable. "But we would never pernit such a form of
argunent in our nore nmundane world of everyday affairs. For exanple, if |
decided to invent an Unknowabl e W ndownaker, | could hardly clai mthat
because wi ndows exi st the Wndowraker nust have made them could I? It is
known that w ndows grow fromcultures that are engineered by builders. Like
the first, the argunent is circular: It begins by assumng that which it
sets out to prove."

Groork, who had raised his hands in an attenpt to block his ears, |owered
them again with an angui shed noan. "Bl aspheny!" he excl ai ned. "What false
creed of faith is this?"

"It's not a creed of faith at all, but a process by which truths can be
shown to follow necessarily from sinple observations,” Thirg told him "M
task has been the reduction of this process to a series of rules which can
be witten down in a formof |anguage and used by anyone. Truly the results
astoni sh ne. Shall | dempnstrate sone exanpl es?"

Groork | ooked aghast. "Do you presune to inpose rules upon the Lifenaker
Hi nsel f? You woul d dare constrain how He m ght choose to nanifest H's
desi gn? You would confine H's works to the understanding of nere nortal s?
What arrogance has taken possession of thee? What manner of —

"Ch, shut up," Thirg said wearily. "I inpose no rules of my own invention
on anyone. | merely observe the world as it is, and attenpt to understand
the rules that are witten into it already. It seens to ne that if the

Li femaker saw fit to endow us with intelligence at all, He would have neant
us to use it. Well, what use woul d be better fitting than discovering
reliable nethods of acquiring know edge?”

"Know ye of the things that the wi se shall not seek after, and the
mysteries that the holy shall not question," Goork recited shrilly. "There
are sone things that we were not neant to know, Thirg."
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"Ch, and how do you know?"
"It is witten in the Scribings."
"Who wote them and how did they know?"

"Those who were inspired to know. Truth cannot be found by follow ng fal se
paths. Al of the true know edge that was nmeant to be divulged is divul ged
in the Scribings."

"And who says that?" Thirg challenged. "The Scribings. Again we see an
argunent that leads itself into a circle."

Groork | ooked away despairingly and his eyes canme to rest on an orb covered
with unfam |iar markings and notations, standing at one end of Thirg's
wor kt abl e. "Thou art bewitched by circles," he said. "The sane nadness that
has dammed Lof bayel is afflicting thee. | have heard of the insanity that
deranges his mind with belief the world is round."

"l have studied his evidence closely, and it is persuasive," Thirg replied.
"Since his trial before the Council, he has entrusted his charts and his
records to nme for safekeeping." He gestured toward a | arge nmap hangi ng on
the wall above the worktable—a map unlike any that G oork had seen before.
"Behold, the world upon which you wal k. Mich remains to be filled in, as
you can see, but Lofbayel has convinced nme that in its nmain features it is
reasonably accurate. See how tiny the whole of Kroaxia is upon it."

"I't has straight edges," G oork objected after staring in nute protest for
a while. "It is taught that the world is as a platter, bounded by the
unscal abl e Peripheral Barrier of nountains that support the sky. You talk
of rules of reason, but no fool in his wldest ravings would concei ve of
reason such as this."

"The edges of the sheet upon which the map is drawn can no nore influence
what the map represents than the edge of a portrait can cause its subject
to be beheaded," Thirg pointed out.

"And so the world is beheaded on all four sides," Goork replied. "The
Barri er does not appear anywhere. Thus this nmap cannot represent the entire
worl d. Your words are belied."

"I'n all his searchings Lofbayel was unable to find a single authenticated
account of anyone ever finding the Barrier," Thirg said. "H gh nountains,
yes; inmmense chai ns whose very passes are higher than the hi ghest peaks in
al | Kroaxia, yes; nountains whose sunmmits are sonetinmes lost fromsight in
vapors no nore substantial than the msts that rise fromthe stream outside
at early bright, yes. But nountains upon which there rests a solid roof of
sky? Never. Always there is another side beyond the nountains, and al ways
anot her shore beyond the ocean."”

"Now you woul d presune to dictate limts to the Lifenmaker again," G oork
accused. "This tine you tell himhow large He is pernmitted to make Hi s
worl d. The distance to the Barrier is not witten. It is unknown and

t her ef ore unknowabl e. "

"Anot her reason for its being unwitten and unknown m ght be that it
doesn't exist," Thirg coment ed.

"It is witten that it exists!”

"How could it be witten about if no one's ever seen it?"
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"How could it not exist? The world nust be bounded."

"Because your imagination is bounded and unabl e to conceive of any
alternative?" Thirg asked. "Now who is inposing his linmts upon the

Li femaker? But this map covers the whole world, and no Barrier appears on
it. Were, then, is the Barrier if it exists?"

"The map cannot cover the whole world," G oork answered

"But it leaves no direction open for any nore of the world to exist in."
Thirg picked up the sphere and showed it. "There is the world, G oork! For
just one minute forget your dusty texts, witten long ago by clerks in

t heir dungeons, who never saw an ocean, |et alone crossed one, and who
never | ooked beyond any nountain. This form and only this form is
consistent with all the facts that have been recorded; no formof platter
can be contrived of which the sane can be said. Wiich form therefore,
shoul d we accept as representing nore closely the reality that exists?"

Groork unplugged hinmself fromthe transformer unit and shook his head in
protest. "Your facts are in error, for did you not claimthey were amassed
fromtravel ers who have seen the farthest linmts of north, south, east, and
west? But it is obvious that no traveler could venture beyond a snal

region at the top of that. " He pointed at the globe. "Qtherw se they
woul d fall off, as indeed would the nmethanes of the oceans. But the oceans
persist. There is a fact, Brother Thirg, which you woul d appear to have
chosen conveniently to ignore."

"That was a source of vexation to nme too for a while," Thirg admtted. "But
a possi bl e answer suggested itself to me one bright when | was strolling in
the forest. | stopped to rest for a while by a gl ade where spectroneters
are assenbl ed, and picked a magnet fromone of the storage bins to savor
its scent. The iron grains that it attracted fromthe debris around where
was sitting pronpted ne to wonder if perhaps the world-sphere might draw
all things to itself in the sane way that a nagnet draws iron grains to
itself—fromany direction. Just as every line toward the magnet is
uniformy "down' for the grain, so 'down' at every place on the

wor | d- sphere woul d be toward the ground. The net hanes of the oceans woul d
thus seek a level nearest to the center and renmain in the | owest regions,
which is as we know to be true. Hence, you see, the fact is explained."

Thirg paused, but Groork nmade no response. Thirg held up the sphere to
study it for a nmoment or two, and then continued in a nore distant voice,
"The fact that nobody has ever found a Barrier holding up a solid sky |eads
me to wonder if the sky is really solid at all. Could it be nothing nore
than vapors? And if so, how far do they extend? Forever? If not, what lies
beyond then®? Could there be other worlds? The question intrigues ne. Ever
since it occurred to nme after | began fam liarizing nyself with Lofbayel's
work, | have been studying the cycles of full-brights and hal f-brights as
they follow one another across the world. On the basis that the world is

i ndeed a sphere and the sky nothing nore than vapors, the bright and

hal f-bri ght periods could be accounted for by two brilliant objects noving
beyond the sky in a conplicated but repeating notion. Were would you | ook
in your Scribings for the know edge to answer questions |ike these,

Groor k?"

G oork stood up suddenly and di sm ssed the whole matter with a gesture. "I
did not come here to listen to you conpoundi ng your folly by adding nore
heresies to those you are guilty of already," he said. "The Hi gh Counci

will not | ook Ieniently upon you one nore time. Their patience is
exhausted. My the Lifemaker forgive nme for nmy weakness, but | cannot
abandon ny brother though the nadness boils within him Collect together
the possessions you would carry with you, Thirg, and for this bright we can
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travel together. But on the far side of the nmountains | nust |ead a | one
path to the destiny that has been witten but which is yet to be reveal ed.
Hurry. There may be little tinme."

Thirg stared back sadly. "I doubt if you could ever understand, G oork,
even if | had all the rest of tinme to try and explain it. Your beliefs are
taught wi thout a question's being tolerated, while mne are | earned only
after posing every question. What does it say for the worth of beliefs if
they cannot survive critical scrutiny and dare not permt a word of dissent
to be voiced? Wwuld truth or untruth be the first to trenble in the
presence of the other? It seems—

At that norment the sound of Rex's agitation again came fromoutside. G oork
rushed to the doorway. "Too late!" he npaned, turning a fearful face as
Thirg strode across the living area after him "They're here. The King's
sol diers have arrived." Thirg reached the door and | ooked out past G oork
Mounted figures in single file were approaching on the trail leading to the
cl eari ng.

12

TH RG STARED FOR SOVE SECONDS, AND THEN THE LOUVER VANES covering his
ventilation inlets bristled into a puzzled frowm. "Those are not soldiers,"
he said to Goork as the new arrivals energed fromthe trail and came fully
into view. He went out and stood before the door; Goork followed warily.

Al though the riders carried weapons, they were clad in rough nountain garb,
wi th heavy cl oaks of flexible laminate mail, body arnor of acid-resistant
and heat - absorbi ng organi cs, and knee-length boots of heavy polyner. The
one who appeared to be the | eader, a large, broad-shoul dered robeing with
rugged, weather-worn features and a heavy bl ack beard of accunul at ed
carbon-inmpregnated plating about his |lower face, crossed the clearing and
brought his exhaust-snorting steellion to a halt before Thirg and G oork
The others fanned out into a semcircle behind.

"Qutlaws, unless | amnuch m staken,"” Thirg nmuttered to G- oork. He raised
his head to |l ook up at the | eader and asked in a | ouder voice, "Aml
honored with guests, or nmerely treated to the rare pleasure of wel con ng
passer shy?"

"Ch, you are indeed honored," the |eader replied. H s voice was deep and
firm but his tone nore jovial than harsh. "I take it you are Thirg, who
asks forbidden questions. And do you find many answers?"

"As to the first, | am And this is nmy brother Goork—a hearer. As to the
second, each new answer cones inseparably joined to a new question of

whet her or not the answer is true. Thus the nunber of questions to be
answered can never dimnish, however many answers may be found." Thirg cast
an eye over the conpany. "But who is it that honors us with his visit, and
what woul d bring such as you to the dwelling of a thinker and a

seeker-of -truth? If you have cone in search of plunder or of a body that
woul d command a high ransom | fear you will be disappointed. If, on the
ot her hand, your desire is to rest awhile and conjecture upon the riddles
of Nature while engaging in philosophical discourse, then | have nore to
offer. But | would not advise it; the King's soldiers have departed hither
from Pergassos, | amtold, and have been riding since early bright."

"W know all about them" the | eader said. "The King's generals would
better spend the royal funds buying intelligence fromus than paying their
own officers. But the soldiers will have found the bridge over the
cabl e- spi nning ravi ne bl ocked, which will slow them down awhile." He paused
and | ooked fromone to the other of the two figures standing in front of
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him "I am Dornval d, called by nmany Freer-of-Bondsl aves, by others,
Subverter-of - Rebel s, dependi ng on whether you pay the King's living or he
pays yours. W present ourselves here as trusty escorts for your journey

t hrough the mountai ns and across the Wlderness to the city of Menassimin
the country of the Carthogians."

"What nmakes you think that | wish to travel to Carthogi a?" Thirg asked.
"l didn't say you did," Dornvald told him "I just said you were going."
"To preserve the |ikes of one such as | frompriests?"

"If you choose not to preserve yourself."

"Why should that be a natter of concern to outl aws?"

"It isn't. But we enjoy freedom of passage through the borders of Carthogia
and other immnities, in return for which we render certain services to

Kl ei ppur, the ruler of Carthogia. It appears that Kleippur val ues your
casing nore highly than you do yourself. | do not make it ny business to
question his reasons, but word is that other sorcerers who have fled to his
real m have spoken well of your magic, Thirg. Thus it is that we have been
entrusted for many six-brights nowto watch over you for danger of the kind
that now threatens."

Thirg rubbed his power inlet housing thoughtfully while he considered the
situation. Carthogia had once been a part of neighboring Serethgin, a

| arger country than Kroaxia. It was now ruled by a forner general called

Kl ei ppur, who had | ed a successful uprising against the incunbent
Seret hgi ni an prince, ousted the traditional nobility and clergy, and
establi shed an oppressive military tyranny. Various alliances between the
remai nder of Serethgin, Kroaxia, and a nunber of other kingdons had waged a
series of wars to free the hapl ess people of Carthogia fromtheir yoke, but
so far they had been unable to prevail against the Carthogi an arny, which
though small in nunmbers fought fanatically because of the ruthless

di scipline inposed upon its soldiers, and with the advantage of innovative
weaponry created by enslaved craftsmen who lived chained to their

wor kbenches.

At least, that was the official story told by the priests and teachers of
Kroaxia. But Thirg had heard runors of a different kind—unors of a

Cart hogi an society that tolerated inquirers such as hinself and pernitted
themto ask their questions openly; of a slaveless society in which even
the serfs were free to own property and keep the mmjor portion of the

weal th earned by their |abors; and of an arny of free robeings who fought
to defend thensel ves agai nst what they saw as a return to the very form of
sl avery that Kroaxians were conditioned to believe was normal and

natural —all of which the priests and teachers insisted were |ies spread by
Cart hogi an agents to undermne the faith and trust of the people.

Thirg had never known what to believe. But he did know that many of his
friends had departed for Carthogia, and though fromtinme to tinme he heard
scraps of news of them none had returned; on the other hand, he had never
met nor heard tell of a Carthogian who had fled the other way. Did that
mean they had found freedom and tol erance as Thirg soneti nes suspected? O
had they been ki dnapped and forced to remain in captivity as the Kroaxian
t eachers maintai ned?

For some reason, running away fromthe priests of his own volition would
have been, in his own nmind, a betrayal of all that he felt he stood for.
But, if forced to | eave by a band of arned brigands . . . well, that wasn't
the sane thing at all, was it? He | ooked up again at Dornval d and asked, so
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as to be able to justify everything to hinself later, "Have | a choi ce,
Ki dnapper - of - Thi nker s?"

"Most certainly, for have | not presented nyself as an agent of the
Land- That - G ves- Freedon?" Dornval d answered heartily. "You can mount a
steed and ride with us freely, or you can be placed on a steed and ride
with us bound—a perfectly free choice to decide how you get there."

"In that case I'll conme with you," Thirg said.

"Wsest, without a doubt," Dornvald agreed sol emmly.

Thirg gl anced at Goork for a nonent, then | ooked back at Dornvald. "M
brother is passing by on his way to the WI derness, where he goes in search
of his voices," he said. "Qur roads will run together for a while. Besides,
we could not in good consci ence abandon himto the mercies of King's
servants unlikely to find the di sappearance of their quarry a source of any
great amusenent."

"W have spare steeds," Dornvald said, |ooking at Goork. "Wuld you trave
in conpany as far as the village of Xerxeon, Hearer, though |I should warn
you | have no ear for holy words?"

"Arghhh!" G oork shrank back into the doorway of the house and covered his
i mgers protectively with an arm "Wuldst thou defile me with the stain of
thy followers, Henchman-of - Unbehevers? | will travel ny road in solitude,
for thine |l eads not upward to the Lifenmaker, but downward to the precipice
of doom"

Dornval d shrugged his shoul der cowings. "As you will. But | doubt that
your voices will afford you the sane safety on your journey." He | ooked
back at Thirg. "There is one pack-mount for the possessions you would bring
with you. Kleippur has given particular instructions for the charts and
records belonging to the mapnaker, Lofbayel, to be preserved. If you have a
safe hiding place, | suggest you use it for anything el se of value. Who can
foretell when the strange workings of fate mght bring you this way again?"

"Kl ei ppur knows of the charts?" Thirg sounded anmzed.

"Kl ei ppur nmakes it his business to know nmany things," Dornvald replied.

Thirg spent a short while selecting personal bel ongi ngs and sonme of his
more highly prized books and journals. Wile a couple of Dornval d' s outl aws
wer e packing these itens into bundles with Lof bayel's charts and securing
them Thirg covered the remai nder of his books, his study sanples, and his
finer nmeasuring instruments in oiled wappings and | ocked themin chests
which two nore outlaws carried to a conceal ed hole, sealed by a boul der, at
the base of the cliff a short distance fromthe house.

Then Thirg stood to take a | ast | ook around his garden while the outlaws
who had been hel pi ng hi mrenmounted. Another led forward a sl eek,
power ful -1 ooki ng nount with a dark, copper-tinted sheen and titaniumwhite
flashes around its head and neck. Thirg eyed it apprehensively as he

st epped cl oser—+iding was not one of his greatest skills —and then cocked
an i mager-shade curiously as he noticed the royal crest etched into its
rear flank. Dornvald followed Thirg's gaze and | aughed. "Until recently the
swift carrier of one of His Majesty's nmessengers, who has departed for a
pl ace to which that steed could not take him W nust nake haste now,

Col | ect or - of - Books- and- Obj ect s- That - Mystify-Me, or H's Majesty's servants
will be here to take his property back for him"

Thirg nounted carefully while one of the outlaws held the animal's harness
to steady it. Then the riders formed up with Dornval d at the head, Thirg
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next with Rex waiting suspiciously but faithfully al ongside, and the
remai ni ng dozen or so falling into a columm behind. G oork crept out from
the shadows at the back of the house and watched. They had | eft behind one
steed, which Dornvald had ordered to be tethered to a pillar at the edge of
the clearing.

"Which officer is it who | eads the soldiers?" Dornvald inquired casually to
Geynor, his lieutenant, as the riders noved off. "Do we know of him from
encounters past, or by repute, perchance?"

"Ch indeed," CGeynor replied, speaking just as loudly. "Captain Horazzorgio,
no | ess, whose rage causes even his own soldiers to trenmble, or so | have
heard tell."

"Not the Horazzorgi o whose inventions of tortures and tornments are beyond
the ability of even the keepers of the King's dungeons to bring thensel ves
to speak?"

"The same. Tis said heretics have been slowy nelted, starting at the
toes. "

"Real | y? How awful!"

The colum filed out of the clearing into the gully of the stream and
began following the narrow trail that |ed upward toward the H gh Country.
They had covered only a short di stance when Fenyig, the rearguard, called
to attract Dornvald' s attention. A lone nounted figure, holding well back
to keep its distance, had cone into view |l ower down the trail. It halted
when it saw that the columm had stopped to wait. Groork's voice cane
floating up hollowy frombelow. "Thy denons have damed thee, Thirg. Even
now doest thou go willingly with the servants of Darkness to deliver thy
soul into eternal bondage. Heed ny words, for surely wilt thou nelt in the
G eat Furnace."

Thirg smiled to hinself as he turned back, and Dornvald ordered the col um
to resunme noving. Fromthere on he kept his eyes on the peaks of

met hane-capped ice looming in the distance ahead. Hi s future |lay beyond the
nmount ai ns now, and that was where he shoul d | ook

13

TI TAN, SECOND I N SI ZE AMONG THE MOONS OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM only to Jupiter's
Ganynede and then by just the barest of margins, had been a constant source
of enigmas for astrononers and planetary physicists virtually since its

di scovery by Christiaan Huyghens in 1655. One of the first questions to be
asked was whether it possessed an atnosphere, thus naking it uni que anobng
the planetary satellites. Wien that was at | ast resolved affirmatively in
the early 1940s, other questions arose: Wat did the atnosphere consist of,
and what were its physical conditions at various depths? For nore than
thirty years attenpts at neasuring the body's optical, infrared, and radio
spectra yielded inconsistent and sonetines contradictory results. Then the
close flyby of the American Voyager | probe in 1980 resolved sone of the
basi c issues:

Titan's atnosphere was nostly nitrogen, with significant proportions of
argon, methane, and hydrogen, plus trace amobunts of numerous hydrocarbons
and nitrogenous conpounds. Surface pressure was around 1.5 tines that of
Earth's atnosphere, which at the estinmated tenperature of ninus 179 degrees
Celsius and with Titan's surface gravity of 0.14 suggested about ten tines
as nmuch gas per unit area as on Earth. As had been suspected by nmany
theorists, the dense, reddish clouds blanketing the surface turned out to
be an aerosol suspension at an altitude of two hundred kil oneters,
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consi sting of nolecular fragments formed by ultraviol et dissociation of the
gases in the upper atnosphere. According to nost nodels, the aeroso
particles would gradual ly reconbine into heavier polynmers and precipitate
out of the atnosphere to form surface deposits of considerable depth, but
this hadn't been verified since the clouds were everywhere opaque. Because
of the cloud blanket and Titan's renmoteness fromthe Sun, daylight on the
surface woul d be about as bright, it was estimated, as a nmoonlit night on
Eart h.

The returned data were consistent with surface conditions close to the
triple-point of the solid, Iiquid, and gaseous phases of methane, which
raised the intriguing possibility that methane could well exist as a gas in
the | ower atnmosphere and a liquid on the surface, thus playing a role
simlar to that of water on Earth. Conceivably, therefore, the surface of
Titan coul d consi st of methane oceans and water-ice continents covered by
ni t rogenous- hydrocarbon soil, above which methane rain precipitated from
met hane cl ouds formed bel ow t he aerosol blanket. It was even possible that
the rel ease of radioactive heat in the interior nmight maintain reservoirs
of water that could escape to the surface as "ice lava," and perhaps
provide a fluid substrate for nountain-building and other tectonic
processes. But with the diversion of funding from planetary expl oration
progranms to feed the ongoing insanity of the arnms race, little nore was

| earned until the arrival of the European probe at Saturn, |less than three
years before the Oion

Radar mappi ng by the Dauphin orbiter had i ndeed reveal ed the existence of
vast oceans, islands, continents, and nountains below Titan's all-obscuring
clouds, and details of the natural geography had been published wi dely.
However, as the Orion's occupants had |l earned only after |eaving Earth, the
orbiter had al so sent back radar images of highly reflective objects
suggestive of artificial nmetallic constructions, which in many pl aces
covered huge areas too densely to be resolved individually. Al mention of
that had been censored fromthe published information, along with any
reference to the machi nes glinpsed by the Dauphin's short-lived surface

| anders and the advanced culture that had originated them At |east, the
inferred sizes of the constructions and the areas which they covered on
sone parts of the surface had seened indicative of an advanced cul ture. But
in alnost three years the orbiter's instrunents had failed to observe any
activity in space around Titan, or even to detect any sign of aircraft in
the | ower atnosphere; and except for intermttent transm ssions emanating
froma few sources pinpointed on the surface, the radi o spectrum had been
strangely silent.

No nore was |earned until the Orion went into orbit above Titan and began
sendi ng reconnai ssance drones down through the aerosol |ayer and the

| ower-altitude nethane clouds to scan the surface. The views sent back had
been at first perplexing, then bew ldering, and finally staggering as the
m ssion's scientists gradually unravel ed what they inplied. The views had
shown what appeared to be alien towns consisting of unusual buildings that
resenbl ed enornmous, intricately shaped hollow plants nore than anything
fabricated according to recogni zabl e net hods, which was difficult to
explain since there were also plenty of exanples of immense and el aborate
engi neering constructions. If the aliens had the technology to build
factories, why didn't they build cities to live in? Perhaps because of
their notions of values and aesthetics, sonebody had suggest ed.

Then had cone the first indications that maybe the aliens weren't so

prof essi onal at managi ng their technology after all. View after view showed
chaotic situations where entire industrial conplexes seened to have
overflowed their boundaries, spilling plant and nachi nery out across the

surroundi ng country with outgromhs fromdifferent centers invading each
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other's territories and mxing thensel ves up in hopel ess confusion. In sone
areas the nmess of working and broken-down machinery, all buried anmid piles
of scrap and assorted parts, stretched for nmles, yet nmuch of it managed,
sonehow, to continue functioning. If the alien engineers were capabl e of
efficient and purposeful design at all—and sone of the designs seened

ast oni shi ngly advanced-how coul d they have | et things get into such a
state? It nade no sense.

As the drones were sent |ower to obtain tel escopic close-ups both in
infrared and at normal wavel engths using flares and searchlights, the
scientists nmonitoring the views back in the Oion had waited breathlessly
for their first glinpse of an alien. But they never found any. There were
t housands of ingeniously conceived, freely mobile nmachines, to be sure,
some of them displaying extraordi nary degrees of versatility and behaviora
adaptability, with all manner of types apparently specialized for just
about every task imaginable . . . but never once was there a trace of the
al i ens whose needs all the activity was presumably intended to serve. Sone
of the scientists had specul ated that the aliens were too tiny to show up
on the pictures. But if so, why would they nmake nachi nes that were so nuch
larger? It didn't add up. Maybe the aliens lived bel ow the surface and
never came out, |eaving the nmachines to manage everything on the surface.
Maybe they just stayed in their vegetable houses all the time. Mybe .

but nobody found such suggestions very sati sfying.

And then, as the scientists continued to study replays fromall over Titan,
they began noticing sonet hing renarkabl e about a particular "species" of
erect, bipedal, vaguely humanoi d robot that seened to be represented
everywhere to a greater or |esser extent: Everything they seened to do was
unremarkably famliar. Their patterns of com ng and going in and out of the
houses and about the towns, sonetines al one and sonetines in groups,

st oppi ng occasionally upon neeting others, were the sanme as could be seen
in communities anywhere; they tended plantations of odd-|ooking growths
that in some ways resenbl ed their peculiar organic houses; they wore what

| ooked |ike clothes; they herded fl ocks of nmechanical "aninals," and—wore
amazing still—were frequently seen to ride them they gathered in crowds,
and there was an instance of two groups of themfighting each other; and
once or twi ce when the drones went too low, their reactions showed every
characteristic of fear, and occasionally, panic. In short, as far as could
be ascertained frompictures, they acted exactly as people did.

Whi ch expl ai ned, of course, why nobody was having any luck in finding
aliens—at |east, not the flesh-and-bl ood or whatever-and-what-ever kinds of
"conventional" aliens that planetary biol ogists had specul ated about for
years.

Titan was i nhabited by machines. It possessed an el ectronechani ca

bi osphere whi ch included, apparently, a dom nant species of culturally
devel oped, intelligent, and presumably self-aware robot. The scientists
christened themthe Tal oids, after Tal os, the bronze nan created by
Hephaestus, the blacksmith son of Hera and Zeus. But clearly Titan could
never have evol ved such a system from nothing. So how had the machi nes come
to be there? They had to be products of an alien civilization that had
either brought themto Titan or sent themthere. Wen? Wiat for? Wiy Titan?
VWhere were the aliens? Nobody had any answers. As always, Titan had thrown
up a new batch of nysteries as soon as the earlier ones were resol ved.
Evidently it would be far fromrunning low on its supply of themfor a
while to cone.

"Not only aliens; not only intelligent aliens; but intelligent, alien
machi nes—pl us undr eaned-of technology in virtually unlimted abundance, and
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a whol e new, geologically active world!" Gerold Massey turned back from
facing a wall of cable-runs and sw tchboxes in the generator bay inside the
Orion's Service Mdul e and spread his hands enphatically. "Probably the
nmost staggering discoveries within a century, and quite possibly within the
entire history of science. Now, that's worth sone tinme and effort . . . But
Mars never happened. There isn't any place now for psychic paranonsense,
surely."

Zambendorf, leaning with arns fol ded agai nst a stator housing, sent back a
scornful |ook. "You' re being presunptuous, Massey. And besides, you're

tal ki ng about how I make ny living, which |I happen to find stimulating,
entertaining, and anply rewarding. | would say that's worth a consi derabl e
amount of tinme and effort.”

"And how about all the people who waste their mnds and their lives
thinking they're going to beconme supernmen—have you asked themif they think
so too?"

"l don't have to," Zanbendorf said. "They've already shown what they

t hi nk—by how they choose to spend their own tinme and their own noney.
They're free-acting individuals in a free society. Wiy do you insist on
maki ng their well-being your business?"

"When | have to live surrounded by nass-produced nmorons, it is ny

busi ness,"” Massey retorted. "We' ve got scientists emigrating in droves.
Japanese power plants are driving half of what's left of our industries.
This ship wouldn't be here if it weren't for the Europeans ... | nean,
Christ!—don't you care what you're doi ng?"

"Why single nme out?" Zanbendorf demanded, straightening up and soundi ng
angry suddenly. "Do you think | nade people the way they are? | nerely
accept themas | find them and if they have failed to devel op the sense
that would serve thembetter, or if society has failed to educate themin
the use of it, why am | supposed to be the one to blame? Wiy don't you
conpl ain at our so-called educators, or the nedia m nd-puppeteers, or the
political dumm es who read opinion polls |ike horoscopes instead of doing
sonething to influence then? Protecting fools fromtheir own stupidity will
not make them wi ser, Massey. It nerely spares them any need even to be
aware of the fact that they're fools, which is hardly the best way to begin
curing anything. When | find | amunable to nake a living, that is when

people will have | earned sonething. In the neantine, don't expect apol ogies
fromne."
"Ah . . . you're admtting you' re a fake at |ast, are you?" Massey

i nquired, looking mldly anused.

Zambendorf cal ned down at once and sniffed disdainfully. "Don't be absurd
I admit no such thing."

"So why did GSEC send you here? | wonder," Massey said, ignoring the

deni al. "Because | know, and | know you know, that Ranel son and the other
GSEC people who nmatter aren't interested in any paranornmal claptrap. So
their real purpose can't have anything to do with your supposed powers, can
it?" He waited for a few seconds but Zanbendorf nmade no reply; either
Zanbendorf wasn't certain of the real answer hinself, or he wasn't saying
anything. "Want to know what | think?" Massey asked.

"Very well, since you are obviously determned to tell nme anyway."

Massey nmoved a pace forward and made an openhanded gesture. "Under our
system of nom nal denocracy, He Who Wul d Shape Public Opinion doesn't need
to be King. Society can be controlled indirectly through mani pul ati on of
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the mass vote. So nobst people are conditioned practically frombirth to
have their opinions on anything dispensed to themin the same way they get
their deodorants and prescription drugs —secondhand from TV rol e-nodel s and
celebrity imges that have been carefully engineered to be easy to relate
to."

"Hmph . Zambendorf snorted and paced away across the steel floorplates
to halt in front of a | adder |eading up to a catwal k overhead. \Wat Mssey

was saying was unconfortably close to his own readi ng between the |ines of

some of the things Caspar Lang had been saying since the Orion's departure

from Earth.

Massey went on, "That's what | figure you are—a general - purpose bl udgeon to
mold a | arge sector of public thinking, and therefore to hel p shape
official U S policies in a direction calculated to best serve GSEC s
interests.”

"l see. Very interesting," Zanbendorf commented.

"Think about it," Massey urged. "They knew fromthe Dauphin pictures that
there was an alien civilization here, but nobody knew what ki nd of
civilization. GSEC has a tough competitive situation globally; the West is

still stalemated after grappling with the Cold War for decades. . . . Just
thi nk what the chance of exclusive access to advanced alien technol ogy nust
have neant—and very probably still does! In other words, the response of

the U. S. and maj or European governnents to what happens here at Titan coul d
turn out to be some of the nost inportant |egislation ever passed in
history . . . and we're well on our way to seeing it being decided by a
kookocracy. "

"You're being neurotic," Zanbendorf said inpatiently. "Every generation has
been convinced that it's seeing the beginning of the end. Tablets dug up in
Irag from 3,000 B.C. say the sane thing."

"I't's not just me," Massey answered. "A |l ot of people at NASO feel the sane
way. Wiy el se do you think they sent ne al ong? They knew enough to arrive
at the sane concl usions.”

Zambendorf turned back again and nmade a di scarding notion. "ldeol ogists,
all of you. Al of the world's troubles have been caused by nobl e and
ri ghteous ideas of how other people ought to live. | |ook after ny own

interests, and | allowthe world to ook after its in whatever way it
chooses. That's ny only ideology, and it serves ne well."

Massey | ooked at hi m dubiously for a nonent. "Really?" he said. "I wonder."
"What is that supposed to nean?" Zanbendorf asked.
"Whose interests are you serving here—your own, or GSEC s?"

"I's there any reason why the two shouldn't coincide? In a good business
rel ati onship, both parties benefit."

"When they're allowed to enter into it of their own free choice, sure. But
you weren't even told what the deal was."

"How do you know what | was or wasn't told?" Zanmbendorf asked.

Massey snorted. "It was pretty obvious fromthe reactions to that stunt you
pul led just after liftout what you were and weren't supposed to know.
They' ve been keeping you on a pretty tight rein since, | bet. How does it

feel to be sinply another owned asset on the corporate bal ance sheet, for
use when expedi ent? So whose interests do you think will count first?"
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"l don't know what you're tal king about," Zambendorf maintained stiffly.

But Massey had a point, neverthel ess, he conceded inwardly. Wth nothing to
gain fromalienating GSEC needl essly, and being a strong believer in
keepi ng open the doors of opportunity whenever possible, Zanbendorf had
general |y behaved hinsel f through nost of the voyage and avoi ded further
spectacul ars. Now that the voyage had ended, perhaps it was time he began
reasserting hinself, he decided.

"That's not possible—not in the imediate future, anyway," Caspar Lang said
across his desk in the executive offices in @obe |I. "The personne
schedul es have al ready been worked out. Besides, you wouldn't have any
defined function at this stage."

"I want a trip down to the surface," Zanbendorf said again, firmy
"Parties have started going down, and I want a slot on one of the shuttles.
I didn't come eight hundred million mles to take snapshots through a
porthole fromup here."

"Smal |l scientific teanms are being sent down to renpote areas to investigate
surface conditions and collect sanples,” Lang replied. "That's all. You
wouldn't fit into something like that."

"There's a | arger expedition being organized to go down sonetine in the
next few days, to attenpt a first contact with the Tal oids once a suitable
site has been sel ected,” Zanbendorf replied evenly.

Lang | ooked shaken. "How do you know about that?"

Zambendorf spread his hands and nade a face in a way that said Lang shoul d
know better than to ask. "It doesn't matter . . . But the opportunity would
be ideal. It would be good publicity for ne, and therefore also for GSEC. "

Lang enmitted a |long breath and shook his head. "It's not ny prerogative to
decide," he said. Inwardly he was still seething at Zanbendorf's

di scovering and revealing the nmission's true destination before it left
Earth, which Lang felt reflected on him personally.

"Conme on, don't give ne that, Caspar," Zanbendorf said. "Even if that were
true, you could go talk to Leaherney. So fix sonething. | don't care how .
but just fix it."

Lang shook his head again. "I'msorry, but there's no way at present. Mybe
later . . . I'lIl keep it in mnd."

Zanbendorf | ooked at himfor a few seconds |onger, and then hoisted hinself

to his feet with a sigh. "Well, 1"mnot going to get into an argunent over
it," he said. "Since it's a publicity matter, 1'll leave it with ny
publicity manager to handle. She'll probably be giving you a call later."

Wth that, he turned for the door

Lang groaned beneath his breath. "It won't nake any difference," he called
after Zanmbendorf. "I've already told you the answer, and it's final —+there's
no way you're going down there, and nothing that C arissa Ei dstadt says
will change it."

14

"I T HAS LONG BEEN My CUSTOM TO TRUST NO ONE' S ACCOUNT OF anot her's words,
and it has served ne well,"” Dornvald said to Thirg, who was riding
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al ongside him "Whether any Lifenmnaker speaks to priests and hearers, | know
not—that is Hs affair and theirs. But it seens to ne that any services of
m ne that He would lay clai mupon, He woul d be abl e enough to nake known to
me Hinself." The party was noving just below the skyline along a ridge that
woul d bring themto a high pass through the nountains. The main colum had
doubl ed up on the barren, open terrain, and scouts were riding a short

di stance ahead and on the flanks. The forests of southern Kroaxia now | ay
far bel ow and behi nd.

Thirg had been surprised and i npressed. Although for nost of the time
Dornval d affected a sinple and direct manner, his conversation reveal ed
glinpses of an acuity of thinking and a perspicacity of observation that
Thirg rarely encountered. The outlaw seened to display intuitively the same
disinclination to take anything for granted that Thirg had taught hinself
only after extensive labors. Did the outlaw way of |ife breed suspicion of
appear ances and assurances as a habit, Thirg wondered, or did outlaws
becone outl aws because they were doubters already? At any rate the

di scourse was providing a wel come distraction fromthe nonotony of the
ride.

"A proposition which | would not desire to contest," Thirg agreed. "So does
the possibility not suggest itself that Nature is no nore obliged to
contrive an explanation of Life that is sinply conprehended by the m nds of
robeings than it is to construct the world in a shape that is sinply
perceived? Did Lifermaker indeed create robeing, therefore, or, nore likely
I am begi nning to suspect, did robeing create Lifemaker as the nore
convenient alternative to w dening his own powers of conprehension?"

"l have no answer to that," Dornvald said. "But it seens to nme that you are
substituting a worse unknown for one that is nystery enough already. Round
wor | ds and worl ds beyond the sky are strange notions to contenpl ate, yet
not beyond the bounds to which inmaginati on could accommpdate itself. But is
not the riddle of Life of a different complexity? For is not all Life in
the formof machines that were assenbl ed by machi nes, which in turn were
assenbl ed by machi nes, and so for as far back as we care to permt our

i magi nati ons to postul ate? But however far that be, nmust we not arrive
inevitably at the bound which requires the first machine to have been
assenbl ed by that which was not a nachine? Even if your round world of

di stances di spenses with need of any Barrier, this barrier nore surely
bounds the world of imagination. O would you nake a circle out of tine
itsel f?"

"Again | amunable to quarrel with your reasoning,” Thirg replied. "Nor
with that of priests, for that matter, for this is their logic also. That
that which was not machi ne assenbled the first machine | would not argue,
since were it nmachine, then that which it assenbl ed coul d not have been the
first machine by our own premise. Nor do | take exception to himwho woul d
name this nonmachi ne nmachi ne-assenbler 'Lifemaker,' since it is as well
descri bed by such a nane as by any other. But that the one concl usion
shoul d conpel us also to construct of necessity a real mbeyond reach of
reason and unknowable to inquiry, | cannot accept. That is the barrier
which | would dispute.”

The colum closed up again to pick its way in single file along a narrow
track crossing an icefall, with a steep drop bel ow on one side and a sheer
cliff extending upward to the crestline on the other. Beyond the icefal
the ground becane open again and resuned its rise; the riders took up open
order once nore, and Thirg noved al ongsi de Dornval d.

"The question is no nore answered than before, Questioner-of-Barriers,"
Dornval d observed, evidently having turned the matter over in his nind.
"For now we nust ask what nade the Lifemaker and the Miker of Lifenakers.
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It seens to nme that you have nerely noved your barrier to another place. It
stands as high as ever, but now you nust travel farther to cross it. The
gai n woul d appear poor conpensation for the exertion, for what does it
amount to but tired feet?"

"I'f the barrier has been noved back, then the world of know edge that it
enconpasses is so nmuch the greater," Thirg replied. "And if that world does
not close back upon itself but extends indefinitely, then the gain can be
without limt even though the barrier is never crossed. Therefore does this
barrier in the nmind have any nore effective substance to it than the
Barrier which is supposed to encl ose the physical worl d?"

Dornval d considered the proposition for a while. "But what is there in the
knowabl e uni verse, apart from machi nes, that could assenbl e machi nes?" he
asked at | ast.

"Not hing of which | amaware ... in this world," Thirg replied. "But if
there should i ndeed exist other worlds beyond the sky, and if they are
knowabl e, then are we not obliged to include themin the total knowable
uni verse of which you speak? And does not the renoval of a barrier to
di stances so vast |eave room enough within to harbor an unknown but
knowabl e Life which, though not machi ne, might create nachi ne?"

"Now your words becone the riddle," Dornvald said. "How could Life exist
wi t hout nachi ne when both are one?"

"Is Life constrained to take no other formthan that famliar to us?" Thirg
asked. "If so, by what |law? Certainly none that presents itself to me with
credentials sufficient to place its authority above all question."

"Wl |, now you must answer your own riddle," Dornvald said. "For truly we
have arrived at ny barrier now, and its faces are unscal able. What formis
both Life and not Life, for it is not nmachine, yet machine is Life?"

"l can conceive of none such, Retuner-of-Riddles,"” Thirg answered. "But
then | have never clainmed that the borders which bound the tiny country of
nmy conprehension, and the barrier which confines the universe of the
knowabl e nust coincide. The greater territory contains vast regions outside
the smaller, with room enough to acconmmbdate whol e nati ons of answers both
to this riddle and others that | know not even how to ask."

They fell silent, and thoughtful patterns came and went slowy across
Dornval d's face for a while. At |ast he | ooked sideways at Thirg and said,
"Per haps your thoughts are not so strange after all

Wonder er - about - Li f emakers. There have been tales of flying beasts that
descended fromthe sky."

"I have heard them" Thirg replied. Allegedly a nysterious creature had
come down fromthe sky in a renpbte area of northern Kroaxi a about twelve
twel ve-brights previously and been devoured by swanp-dwel | ing saber
cutters. Runors told of simlar events in nore distant places at about the
same time too, but always it was a case of sonebody who knew sonebody who
had actually seen them "But all through the ages there have been nyt hs of
wondr ous things. One nyth anong nany will not be nmade any the less a nmyth
by nere conjecturings of mne that would have it be otherw se."

"If it is a nyth," Dornvald said

"l cannot show that it is," Thirg replied. "And neither can | show
conclusively that the fairy beings with which children would inhabit the
forests are a nmyth, for both propositions rest equally on negatives. But
the inpossibility of proving falsity is no nmore grounds for asserting the
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truth of one than of the other. Just as no Lifenmaker speaks to you, so no
flying beast has nmade itself visible to me. And neither do | know of

Wi t nesses whose testinony forces nme to discount all possibility of other
expl anations for their clains."

Anot her silence ensued. Then Dornvald said, "I have seen one."

Thirg forced a tone that was neither too credul ous nor openly disbelieving.
"You saw a creature flying? It actually descended fromthe sky?"

"So | was assured by one who was there before ne," Dornvald replied. "But |
did see its renmains, and it was the likes of no beast that | have ever seen
before in all ny travels far and wi de across this world. That | can vouch."

Thirg sighed. Always it was the same. He had seen that much hinself —a
partially dismantl ed subassenbly that his naturalist friend had shown him
many twel ve-brights before, taken, it was said, fromsuch remains as
Dornval d had nentioned. It had been unlike anything that Thirg had ever
seen fromthe innards of any famliar kind of animal, with tissues of
crude, coarse construction, and conponents clunsy and ungainly. A strange
sampl e of workmanship for a Lifemaker to have sent down fromthe sky as
proof of Hi s existence, Thirg had commented. And of course, the naturalist
hadn't actually seen the descent with his own eyes . . . but the traveler
that he had obtained the trophy from had bought it froma hunter who had
been present. Thirg had never known what to make of the whol e business. He
still didn't.

By | ate-bright, weary and hungry, the party had crossed through the pass
and descended into the valley on the far side, which after a long trek
through barren, hilly terrain brought themto Xerxeon, the |last inhabited
pl ace before entering the Wlderness. It was a small farm ng settl enent of
crude dwel lings fabricated fromtitani umand steel crop-pings, centered
upon a few rudi nentary servicing nmachi nes and generators which supported a
few score famlies and their aninmals. The scrubland around the village had
been cleared to make roomfor a few neager fields of domesticated parts and
body-fluid manufacturing facilities which the peasants toiled | ong hours to
keep supplied with materials and conponents.

Dornval d, whomthe villagers evidently knew from previous visits, paid for
provisions with a "tax refund,” and as dark cane over the sky the outl aws
commenced taking rest and refurbishnment in turns while the others stayed
awake to keep watch. After seeing to his steed and Rex at a feed shop

near by, Thirg was al nbst dropping by the tine his turn came to lie down in
a robei ng-service bay and plug hinself into the socket that would
deactivate his circuits and send himfor a while into blissful oblivion. He
awoke refreshed and recharged, with new bearing liners, filters, electrica
contacts, and fluids; fresh plating gleaned on his abraded surfaces. Wth
feelings of well-being, Thirg was ready to face the new bright that |ay
ahead. There would be no rest on the next dark, for apart frominfrequent
top-ups taken fromthe wild-grown hydride cells which they would carry with
them the riders would not find food again until they reached the far side
of the W derness.

Before Thirg was even fully awake, CGeynor rushed in fromthe street. "Good,
you're up. W have to get out fast. Cone on!"

"What ? Are the soldiers here?"
"No tine to explain."

Thirg foll owed Geynor outside and found the whole village in panic. Mst of
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the doors and wi ndows were heavily barred. A few fearful faces peered out
here and there; in the central square between the houses, the vill age

Headr obei ng and a group of elders were harangui ng Dornvald and his outl aws,
who were | oading up their nmounts and obviously preparing to nove out in a
hurry. On the far side of the square nore robeings were down on their knees
chanting hymms. Groork stood in front of them his arns spread wide in
supplication, gazing up at the sky. Everything was bathed in a radi ance of
ghostly violet that seened to be conming from overhead.

Thirg had taken three paces across the square when he stopped dead, his
head tilted back and his body frozen into imobility with disbelief. A
snoot h, slender, elongated creature, with rigid, tapering |linmbs and plunes
of light streaming fromits underside, was hovering notionless in the sky
to the east, as if watching the village. There was no way to judge its size
or distance with any certainty, but Thirg's imredi ate inpression was that
it couldn't be all that far away. He stood, and he gaped.

"The Lifenmaker has sent Hi s angel of wath down upon us!" the village
Headr obei ng nmoaned, winging his hands. "Begone from our m dst, Dornvald,
Bri nger - of - Wes and Deal er-wi t h-the- Accursed. See what retribution awaits
even now us who accepted your treacherous bribes."

"Take your followers fromthis place," another cried. "Truly you are but
living dead, risen fromthe disnmantling tonbs."

"I shall carry no fear of Hs wath within ne,
Nor shall | trenble at H s com ng,
Nor harbor terrors of the beasts of darkness,

For ny feet have trod the path of righteousness.

I have not strayed ..." Goork's voice recited fromacross the square.

"Mount up!" One of the outlaws reined to a halt with Thirg's steed held
stanpi ng and snorting al ongsi de his own.

Thirg shook hinself fromhis trance and nounted hurriedly. "But what of
G oork?" he called to Dornval d, who was turning to join the rest of the
band as they grouped in the square.

"He hears only his voices and speaks only to the sky-dragon," Dornvald
shouted back. "W nust |eave.”

Then a body of villagers brandishing staffs and bl ades advanced round the
corner ahead, followi ng a huge, grimfaced robeing who was carrying a club
of | ead-wei ghted pipe. "You shall not escape, Accursed Ones!" the | eader
shouted. "The angel calls for a sacrifice in atonenment. Let it take you who
brought it here, not us!"

"Ri de!" Dornvald drew his sword and urged his nount into a gallop, and the
others closed in solidly behind with weapons al ready unsheathed. Thirg had
bl urred inpressions of bodies reeling back in confusion on both sides as
the ground raced by bel ow, of shouting coining fromall around himfor a
moment and then falling away behind . .". and then the road out of the
village was opening up ahead with the | ast houses slipping out of view The
riders remained at full gallop while they passed through the outlying
fields and sl owed their pace only when they had energed into the wild
scrubl and beyond.

When t hey | ooked back, they saw that the flying beast had noved fromits
station and was follow ng them-nearer the ground than before, and off to
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one side. Then it noved forward rapidly to circle ahead of them stil
keeping its distance and directing a cone of pale, violet light at the
riders as if to study themfromall angles. The colum slowed to a cautious
pace, and the dragon stayed ahead of themfor a while. Finally it noved
fully round to conme behind them once again, then clinbed higher once nore
and di sappeared from sight noving back in the direction of the village.
Time passed, and it failed to reappear. Gradually the fear that had gripped
Thirg and his conpani ons began to abate.

"What have you to say now about nyths of sky-creatures, Seeker-of-Answers?”
Dornval d asked Thirg when the latter | ooked as if he had recovered
sufficiently to be capabl e of speech. "Have you an answer to offer for

t hi s?"

"l have none," Thirg replied nunbly. He thought back to G oork's recent

i nsistence that voices fromthe sky warned of the imm nence of great
events. Had he been m staken about G oork's voices all along? Thirg said
little nore as the bright Iightened. Slowy the hills flanking the nouth of
the last valley flattened out and receded away on either side, and the
scene ahead opened out into vast wastes of dunes, scattered boul ders, and
undul ating desert as far as the eye coul d see.

15

BEH ND A SHALLOW RI SE AT THE FOOT OF SOME ROCK QUTCROPS near the fringe of
one of Titan's deserts, the surface |ander stood in an oasis of |ight cast
by its perimeter arc lanps. Smaller lights flashing and noving on the

sl opes below and to either side of the rise marked the positions of the

| anding party's U.S. Special Forces and British marine contingents

depl oying i nto conceal ed positions to cover the approaches.

I nside the | ander, Zanbendorf and Abaquaan, carrying hel nets under their
arnms and noving slowy in their ungainly extravehicular suits, picked their
way forward anong the simlarly attired figures sitting and standing in the
cranped confines of the aft nmess cabin, and stopped at the doorway that |ed
into the mdships control room Amd the clutter of crew stations and
conmmuni cati ons consol es ahead, Charles G raud, Leaherney's deputy, was
talking to an i mage of Leaherney, who was follow ng the proceedings from
the Orion, while other screens showed the surroundi ngs outside. One display
presented the view froma highflying drone, and showed as a tiny pattern of
slowy noving dots on the conputer-generated, false-color |andscape the
group of approaching Taloid riders, nowless than two mles away, that had
been selected as first contacts—partly because of their small nunber, and
partly because of the isolated surroundings, which it was felt would

m nimze possible conplications.

"Ah, the psychol ogists are out in force, | see," Zanbendorf remnarked,
| ooki ng down at Massey, Vernon Price, and Mal com Wade, who were sitting
near by.

"At | east we've got a good reason,’
doi ng down here?"

Vernon said. "Wat the hell are you two

Zanbendorf shook his head reproachfully. "Just because you have
successful ly exposed sone rather amateurish frauds, you shouldn't nmake the
m st ake of concluding that therefore nothing genuine can exist," he
cautioned. "Mustn't rely too nuch on generalizations fromone's own
experiences. That's not being scientific, you know. "

"A good point,"'
al ong. "

Wade commented. "That's just what |'ve been saying al
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"Are the Tal oids believed to be tel epathic?" sonebody el se asked curiously.

Zambendorf permtted himnmself the condescending smle of one unable to say
as much as he would have liked to. "Shall we just say that | amhere at the
personal request of the mission's Chief Scientist?" They could say it if
they liked; it wasn't true. Massey turned his head away i n exasperation

Meanwhi | e Abaquaan was followi ng events in the control cabin through the
door ahead of themand talking in a | ow voice with one of the ship's

of ficers who was standing just inside. Zanbendorf noved a pace forward and
peered past Abaquaan's shoulder just in tinme to hear Dani el Leaherney ask
fromthe nonitor, "Does it change the situation in your estimation,
Charles? If you want to reenbark your people down there and wait for a nore
opportune occasion, you have ny approval."

G raud shook his head. "The arned drones will provide anple reserve
firepower if there are any hostilities. Let's get on with it now that we're
here. Colonel Wallis agrees. W've decided to |leave the arc lights on to
gi ve some warni ng of our presence." Reactions observed previously had
confirmed that the Tal oi ds possessed at | east sone sensitivity to ordinary
Vi si bl e wavel engt hs.

"What ' s happeni ng?" Zanbendorf whi spered.

Abaquaan gestured at the screen showing the terrain across which the
Tal oi ds were approaching. "A second group of Taloids is followi ng the first
group and catching up fast," he said. "About thirty of them. . . and
they' ve sonme of those crazy wal king carts.” The Tal oids were known to
possess, incongruously, |egged vehicles that were drawn by nmachi nes running
on wheel s.

"I's the second group chasing the others or trying to join then?"

Abaquaan shook his head. "Nobody knows, Karl. But the ones in front are
taking their time. Either they're not bothered, or they don't know that the
other guys are there."

"The | ead group of Tal oi ds has stopped noving," an operator announced. On
the screen, the pattern of dots had reached the far side of a broad,

fl at-bottonmed depression that | ay beyond the rise. "They should be able to
see our lights fromwhere they are now. "

Graud studied the display for a nonment, and then turned to face the ship's
captain, who was standing next to him "Better get the rest of the surface
party outside," he murnured.

The captain nipped a switch and spoke into a m crophone. "Attention
Remai ni ng personnel for surface, helnet up and assenbl e at m dships | ock
Al'l remaining surface personnel to nidships |ock."

Five mnutes |ater, Zanbendorf and Abaquaan energed onto the platform
outside the | ock and stood gazing out at the wall of inpenetrable gl oom
beyond the arc lanps. Ignoring the | adder extendi ng downward on one side,
Abaquaan stepped off the platformand allowed his twenty-two pounds of
weight to float to the ground six feet bel ow. Zanbendorf followed as nore
figures appeared in the | ock hatchway behind, and an instant |ater his feet
made contact with the soil of an alien world. For a nonent he and Abaquaan
| ooked at each other through the faceplates of their hel nets, but neither
spoke. Then they turned and noved forward to join the reception party
assenbl i ng ahead, fifty yards inside the edge of the circle of light.

16
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"IN ALL MY JOURNEYS ACROSS THESE DESERTS, | HAVE SEEN NOTHI NG to conpare
with it," Dornvald said. "It is as unknown as the dragons that have
appeared in the sky. What advice have you to offer, Ri ddle-Seeker, for no
experience of mne can gui de us now?"

"Nor any of mine," Thirg replied. "But it would seem possible that the
dragons and this latest conundrum are rel ated one to another, for have they
not chosen to announce thensel ves in quick successi on? And do we not see
again the radiance that comes with heat hotter than the heat that nelts
ice? W have seen the dragons, and now, nethinks, we have found the
dragons' lair."

The col um had halted anong rock and ice boul ders on the edge of a | ow
scarp, below which the ground fell for a distance into a w de depression
and then clinbed again toward a shal |l ow saddl e-shaped rise flanked on
either side by steeper, broken slopes and crags. The obvi ous way ahead | ay
over the rise, but a strange violet radiance, simlar to the sl ender cones
thrown by the flying creatures earlier but |ess sharply defined, lit the
skyl i ne above and seened to cone from sonething just out of sight. The

wel ders and | aser cutters in the forest produced the sane kind of |ight at
their working points, as did sone of the forns ejected by furnaces and
other beings that lived at great heat.

"What nmanner of greeting woul d dragons reserve for strangers venturing upon
their land?" Dornval d asked. "Do they show their |light as a beacon of

wel come to weary travelers or as a warning of trespass? Are we therefore to
ignore their hospitality with disdain or ignore their warning with
contenpt, for we know not which course risks giving the | esser offense?"

Thirg stared at the strange glow for a while. "My recoll ecti ons of Xerxeon
are that we feared nmore for our lives fromthose of our own kind than from
any dragons,"” he said. "And it seens to ne that any dragon with power to

command the light that melts steel could have rid itself of us all |ong
before nowif its inclinations so directed. But words will not suffice to
resolve this. | would propose therefore, with your approval,

W sher-Not -t o- O f end- Dragons, that | ride on ahead to conduct the

exam nation which alone will set the matter finally to rest."”

"Ahah!" Dornval d excl ai mred. "So does your conpul sion to seek answers drive
you irresistibly even now, when dismantling at the hands of enraged dragons
m ght well be the price if your judgnent is nistaken?"

"I would know sinply which path we are to take," Thirg replied. "M ght we
not all face dismantling anyway as a consequence of choosing blindly? The
risk is none the greater and nore likely less, for what dragon of any

sel f-respect woul d deign prey upon one lone rider when it spurns to nol est
a whol e conpany as unbeconing of its dignity?"

"Hrém " Dornval d t hought the proposition over. "Such is not any duty that
you owe, Dignifier-of-Dragons, for was it not | who brought you to this

pl ace? Any self-respecting | eader of outlaws has his dignity too. | wll
go."

"You woul d be nore needed here than I, if nmy judgnment shoul d i ndeed prove
m staken,"” Thirg pointed out. "For what is of nore worth to the robeings

behi nd us—the | eader they have followed faithfully, or a dabbler-in-riddles
who knows not even the direction that would | ead them out of the
Meracasine? | say | will go."

"A plague of oxidization on the both of you!" Geynor said as he drew up
al ongside them "The one is needed to answer riddles, and the other is
needed to lead. | will go."
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Bef ore they could argue further, the poundi ng of hooves sounded from

behi nd. Seconds | ater Fenyig, who had been riding well back fromthe main
body as | ookout, canme into view and gall oped by the waiting riders to cone
to a halt at the head of the colum. "King's soldiers!" he announced.
"Flying the pennant of Horazzorgi o—+wo dozen or nore, with chariots."”

"How far?" Dornval d snapped.

"Amle or less, and closing rapidly. They nust have stayed on the nove all
t hrough dark."

"How are they armed?"
"Heavil y—three fireball-throwers at |east."

"The villagers of Xerxeon are determined to have their sacrifice, it
seens, " Dornvald said. "They nmust have told of our direction." He | ooked
qui ckly once nore over the terrain ahead. There woul d be no escape on the
flat, open area stretching away to right and | eft since the wheel ed
tractors that pulled the chariots and fireball-throwers woul d outrun
mount ed robei ngs, and there was anple space for the King's soldiery to
maneuver their superior force freely. The only chance was to nmake the
rugged, broken country beyond the rise, where the going would be slow for
vehi cl es and where riders venturing ahead coul d be picked off from anbush.
"Qur choi ces have becone Horazzorgi o on the one hand, or dragons on the
other," Dornval d declared. "One denon | have net and know wel|; the other |
know not. On what | know, | would have us cast our lot with the latter."

"Met hi nks we woul d be well advised," CGeynor agreed.

"Then our dispute is resolved," Dornvald said, |ooking from Geynor to
Thirg. "W all shall go." And louder, to the rear, "Forward to yonder rise,
and at speed! He who fears light in the sky has no place behind ne, but
anong the groveling farners of Xerxeon. If dragons would contest our way
then so be it, but let it not be us who show their weapons first. Forward!"

"Al'l units standing by, ready to fire," a British subaltern's voice
reported to Colonel Wallis on the radio. "A. P. missiles | ocked and
tracking."

"Status of renote-controlled gunships?" Wallis inquired crisply.

"Standing by for launch, sir," another voice confirned.

"Def enses ready," Wallis advised Graud, who was now outsi de and standi ng
at the center of the waiting reception party.

A nmonment of silence dragged by. Then the captain's voice cane frominside
the ship. "Ship One to Surface One. It doesn't seemto be an attack. In
fact |1'mnot convinced they even know we're here at all. They started off
fast just after their tail-end-Charlie arrived up front. It |ooks nore |like
they're trying to |l ose that other bunch behind them"

"Surface Two to forward observation post. Do you see evidence of weapons or
hostil e intent?"

"Negative, sir.
"We'll sit tight and see," Graud' s voice said. "Hold it for now "

"Al'l units, hold your fire," Wallis instructed.

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20C0de%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (91 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:03 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20T he%20L ifemaker. txt

On the screen of his wistset, Zanbendorf followed the progress of the
Tal oids coming up the far side of the rise. It was unbelievabl e—cl ot hed
robots sitting astride four-Iegged, gall oping nachi nes, now only a few
hundred yards away.

"Do you see then?" Thirg called as Dornval d gl anced back. Thirg was having
enough trouble clinging to the madly heavi ng nount beneath himas it
tackl ed the steepening rise, without daring to turn his own head.

"Just coming out onto the flat," Dornvald shouted back. "At |east we're on"
the open ground. W should gain nore di stance now. "

"There are heat lights shining fromplaces above us on both sides,
called from Dornval d' s ot her side

Geynor

"l see them"™
"What manner of thing shines thus in the desert?”
"Who knows what guards the lair of dragons?"

Dornval d, Thirg, and Geynor reached the top of the rise together with Rex
whirring excitedly a few yards behind, and plunged on over its rounded
crest. An instant later they had crashed to a stunned halt, their nmounts
rearing and bucki ng. The remai ning outl aws stopped in confusion behind as
they appeared in ones and twos over the hill

Before them towering proudly inside a halo of alnobst brilliant dragon
light, was the King of Dragons, attended by servants lined up before it in
hunbl e reverence. It was snoboth and el ongated, and had tapered |inbs—uch
|i ke the dragon that had appeared over Xerxeon, but far larger. Its eyes
shone like fires of violet, but it nade no nove as it stood, watching
silently. Thirg could do nothing but stare, dunbfounded, while Dornvald and
Geynor gazed at the Dragon King in wonder. Rex was backing away slowy, and
behind them several of the outlaws had dismounted and fallen to their

knees.

Then Thirg realized that one of the dragon's servants was beckoning with
both arns in slow, deliberate nmovenments that seened to be trying to convey
reassurance. The servants were not robeings as he had first thought, he saw
now, they were of roughly sinilar shape, but constructed not of netal but
sone soft, bendable casing nore like artificial organics fromartisans
plantations . . . like children's dolls. Wat nanner, then, of artificial
bei ngs were these? Had the Dragon King nmanufactured themto attend its
needs? If so, what awesone, unimagi nable powers did it conmrand?

The servant beckoned again. For a few seconds |onger, Thirg hesitated. Then
he realized the futility of even thinking to di sobey; who could hope to
defy the wi shes of one with such powers? Wthout quite realizing what he
was doing, Thirg urged his nmount forward once nore at a slow wal k and
entered the circle of violet radiance. Nothing terrible happened, and after
exchangi ng apprehensi ve gl ances, Dornvald and Geynor followed him The
others watched from farther back, and one by one found the courage to nmove
forward. Those on the ground rose slowy. Then Fenyig, who was standing
with the rearguard on the top of the rise behind and | ooki ng back anxiously
called, "Pray to the dragon to protect us, Dornval d. The soldiers are bel ow
al ready, and al nost upon us."

No sooner had he shouted his warning when the first mssile froma
fireball-thrower sailed over the ridge and splattered itself across an ice
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boul der. The second hit one of the pack steeds squarely, and the aninal
fell screeching with its midbody engulfed in violet flanes. On the rise,
Fenyig and his conpanions scattered amd a hail of projectiles hurled from
bel ow, one of them slunping forward with a corrosive dart protruding from
his shoulder. Mire balls fell, and one of themignited sonething netallic
hal fway up one of the overl ooking sl opes.

"Number two searchlight enplacement hit!" a voice shouted over the radio.
"No casualties."

"Near m ss on Yellow Sector. W' ve got equi prent burning from spl ashes of
incendiary."

Anot her ball landed just in front of the assenbled reception party, which
broke ranks and fell back toward the lander in alarm "That one al nost got
the ship!" a voice yelled

"Col onel Wallis, engage with maxi rum force in the approach zone," G raud
or der ed.

"All forward units, fire for effect! Launch gunshi ps and engage eneny bel ow
poi nt three-seven hundred!"

Thirg whirled to | ook behind as a thundering roar erupted suddenly from
bel ow the rise, mxed with a hail of chattering, |oud sw shing sounds, and
deaf eni ng concussions. Mrre roars came from overhead. He | ooked up. Two of
the small dragons were clinbing; then violet-flam ng darts streaked down
and out of view, and an instant |later nore concussions from beyond the rise
jarred his ears. He had never in his life experienced anything like this.
Hi s senses reeled. He sat frozen, his body and his mnd paral yzed by
terror.

And then all was quiet. He | ooked around fearfully. Dornvald and Geynor
were sitting petrified where they had been before the thunder. Farther
back, Fenyig and the rearguard were notionless, staring back down the rise.
They seened bewi | dered. Thirg | ooked at Dornval d. Dornval d shook his head
unconprehendingly, and after a few nore seconds cal |l ed back, "What
terrifies you so, Fenyig? Wat has happened?”

At first Thirg thought Fenyig hadn't heard. Then Fenyig turned his head
slowy, raised an armto point back the way they had cone, and answered in
an unsteady voice, "The King' s soldiers have been destroyed, Dornval d

Every one of the soldiers is destroyed—torn to pieces and smitten by dragon
fire ... in a nonent."

"A stormof lightning bolts!" another, just before Fenyig, choked hoarsely.
"W saw it. The whole of the King's arny would have fared no better, nor
even twel ve-twel ves of arnmies.” He | ooked at Thirg. "What | eague have you
entered into, Sorcerer?"

The servants who had retreated to the dragon for protection were advancing
again, and the stunned outlaws were slowy returning to life. Mire servants
wer e appearing from conceal nent on the sl opes above—there were nore of
themthan Thirg had realized. A though still shaken, he was beginning to
feel that the worst was over, as if they had passed a kind of test. For he
had seen the awesone anger of the dragon, and the dragon had spared them
Per haps, then, only those foolish enough to provoke its anger had reason to
fear it, Thirg thought. He | ooked at it again. Still it stood watching
calmy, as if nothing had happened. Had di sposi ng of a whol e conpany of
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King's soldiers really been so effortless and insignificant as that?

The other outlaws seermed to be arriving at simlar conclusions. Dornval d
had di smounted and was cautiously |eading his nount toward the centra
group of servants, and Geynor was follow ng suit a few yards behind. The
servants seened to be encouraging themw th armnotions and gestures. Thirg
noti ced a noverment just to one side and turned his head with a start to
find a servant standing cl ose below, with another watching from nearby. A
feeling of revul sion swept over himas he glinpsed the grotesque features
gl owi ng softly behind the w ndow face of the head that was not a head—a
def ormed parody of a face, nolded into a form ess mass that withed and
quivered like the jelly in a craftsman's culture vat. Lum nous jelly held
together by flexible casing! Had the Dragon King made its servants thus as
a puni shrent? Thirg hoped that his thoughts and feelings didn't show

Zanbendorf gazed up incredulously at the silver-gray col ossus staring down
at himfromits incongruous seat. It had two oval matrixes that suggested
conmpound eyes shaded by conplicated delicate, extendable netal vanes, a
pair of protruding concave surfaces that were probably soundwave

col l ectors, and nore openings and | ouvers about its |ower face, possibly
inlet/outlet ducts for coolant gas. It had nothing conparable to a nouth,
but the region belowits head, which was supported by a neck of multiple,
sliding, overlapping joints, was recessed and contai ned an array of flaps
and covers. The robot was wearing a brown tunic of coarse material woven
fromwhat appeared to be wire, a heavy belt of black nmetallic braid, boots
of what | ooked |ike rubberized canvas, and a volum nous dull red riding

cl oak made up of thousands of interlocked, rigid platelets. Its hands
consisted of three fingers and an opposing thunb, all formed from

mul ti segnment ed concave claws connected by ball joints at the finger-bases
and wrists. A smaller nachine, suggesting in every way a ridicul ous
mechani cal dog, stayed well back, keeping the steed between itself and the
hurmans.

What kind of brain the creature contained, Zanbendorf didn't know, but he
felt it had to be sonething beyond any technol ogy even renotely imagi nabl e
on Earth. And yet, paradoxically, the culture of the Tal oids showed every
appear ance of being backward by Earth standards—sedieval, in fact. And
everyt hing that Zanbendorf saw now confirnmed that conclusion. So what woul d
a nmedi eval mind have nmade of the arny's recent performance? He exam ned the
robot's face for a hint of benusenment or terror, but saw nothing he could
interpret. The face seened incapabl e of expression

"I still don't believe this, Karl," Abaquaan's voice whispered in his
hel met, for once soundi ng genui nely stupefied. "Wat kind of machines are
they? Where could they have come fronP"

Still awestruck, Zanbendorf noved a pace forward. "It seens to want to say
sonmet hing," he murnured distantly wi thout taking his eyes off the robot.
"But it nmakes no nove. Does it fear us. Oto?"

"Wul dn't you, after what just happened to that other bunch?" Abaquaan
sai d, beginning to sound nore nornal .

To one side, in an attenpt to convey reassurance, Charles G raud and Konrad
Seltzman, a linguist, were gesticulating at two robots who had di snmount ed,
but wi thout nuch apparent success. Maybe the robots hadn't realized that
they were safe fromtheir pursuers—sone of them kept |ooking back, as if
they still thought they were likely to be attacked. Zanbendorf thought he
coul d do sonething about that. He operated the channel selector on his
wistset to display the view fromover the rise being picked up by an

i mge-intensifying camera in the arny's forward observati on post, and

rai sed his armso that the robot could see the screen. The robot | ooked at
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his armfor a second or two, noved its head to glance at his face, and then
studi ed his arm again. Zanbendorf pointed to the wistset with his other
hand.

Way did the servant wear a small vegetable on his arm and why was he
showing it? Thirg wondered. Perhaps it was an indication of rank or status.
No, that wasn't it; the servant wanted himto look at it. He | ooked. Shapes
were visible in the square of violet light, faint and difficult to
distinguish in the glare. Thirg adjusted his vision to the nearest he could
manage to dragon |light and stared for awhile before he realized what he was
seeing. It was a view | ooking out over the open ground they had crossed
back beyond the rise. Piles of debris were scattered here and there and

| ots of buckled and tw sted nachine parts spread over a wide area, with
viol et glows and obscuring patches of snoke hanging above . . . And then
Thirg gasped as he realized what it meant. Now he understood what
devastating powers Fenyig had been trying to describe. In those few brief
seconds . . . and there was nothing left. Then it came to Thirg slowy that
the servant was trying to show how t he dragon had hel ped t hem

But what form of magic vegetable was this, that could see through a
hillside? Thirg | ooked at the servant, and then turned his head severa
times to | ook back at the rise, just to be sure he was not m staken

Zanmbendorf felt a surge of elation. Sonething that they both recogni zed as

havi ng nmeani ng had passed between himand the robot. "It understands!" he
said excitedly. "Rudinmentary, but it's comunication! It's a beginning,
Gto!"

"Are you sure?"

"I showed it the scene fromover the hill. It understood. It's trying to
ask nme to confirmthat it's seeing what it thinks it's seeing."

Abaquaan notioned for the robot to clinb down fromits nount, and after a
few seconds of hesitation it conplied. Then it gestured at Zanbendorf's
wri stset sonme nmore, and held up a hand and began pointing at it repeatedly
first fromthe front and then fromthe back, and in between pointing back
at the rise. "It can't make it out," Abaquaan said. "It can't figure how
the picture could be com ng through solid ground frombehind the hill."

The robot was nystified and curious. Suddenly nuch about it seemed |ess

strange. Zanbendorf could feel hinself warming toward it already. "I'm
sorry, but how could | even begin to explain the technol ogy, ny friend?" he
said. "For now, |'mafraid, you'll just have to accept it as magic."

"Try getting the idea of a canera across,"” Abaquaan suggested. "At least it
woul d say we're not actually |ooking through the hill fromhere."

"Mm . . . maybe." Zanbendorf switched the wristset to another channel,
this time showing a view of the |ander and its imedi ate surroundi ngs from
the drone hovering above the landing site.

It took Thirg a while to conmprehend that he was | ooki ng down on the Dragon
King now. Then it came to himwith a jolt that the dots to one side of the
dragon were the dragon-servants and robeings around him in fact one of
them was hinself! He | ooked at the servant and pointed down at the ground,
then up at the sky. The servant confirmed by nmimcking him Thirg tilted
hi s head back to peer upward, and after searching for a few seconds nade
out a pinpoint of violet |ight hanging high overhead. Could the servant's
magi ¢ veget abl e see through the eyes of the flying dragons? But that neant
that a nmere servant who possessed such a vegetable could send his eyes
anywhere in the world and see all that happened w thout noving from one
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pl ace. If the dragon bestowed such powers upon its servants, what
uni magi nabl e abilities did it possess itself?

Zambendorf could sense the robot's awe as it finally nade out what the
screen was showi ng. He switched fromthe drone's tel escopic channel to a

| ower resolution, w de-angle view The screen now di spl ayed a nuch broader
area of terrain, with the | ander barely discernible as a speck in the
center. After nore pointing and gesticulating, the robot seemed to get the
i dea. Zambendorf switched to a high-altitude reconnai ssance flyer circling
just bel ow the aerosol |ayer, whose caneras covered several hundred niles
of the surrounding desert and a | arge tract of the nountai nous region
beyond its edge. Then the robot started maki ng excited gestures, pointing
upward again with its armextended as far as it would stretch. "Higher!

Hi gher!" It was inmportant. The robot seenmed to be going frantic.

Zanbendorf frowned and turned his head inside his helnmet to | ook at
Abaquaan. Abaquaan returned a puzzl ed | ook and shrugged. Zanbendorf stared
at the robot, tilted hinself back ponderously to followits pointing finger
upward for a few seconds, and then | ooked at its face again. Then,
suddenly, he understood. "O course!" he exclainmed, and changed bands to
connect the wistset through to an i mage being picked up fromorbit by the
Oion and sent down in the trunk beamto the surface |lander via a rel ay
satellite.

G raud and the others had noticed what was goi ng on and were gat hering
round to watch curiously. "Wat's happening with this guy?" one of the
group asked.

"VWhat |ies beyond the clouds has al ways been a nystery to its race,"
Zambendorf replied. "It's asking me if that is where we cone from and
whether we can tell it what's out there and what kind of world it lives on
They' ve never even seen the sky, don't forget, let alone been able to
observe the notions of stars and planets."

"You nean you could get all that fromjust a few gestures?" Konrad Seltzman
sounded i ncredul ous.

"Of course not," Zanbendorf replied airily. "I have no need of such crude
met hods. "

But beside them Thirg had al nost forgotten for the nonent that the
dragon-servants exi sted as he stood staring w thout noving. For he was
seeing his world for the first time as it |ooked from beyond the sky.

It was a sphere.

And behind it, scattered across di stances he had no way of estinmating, were
nmore shining worlds than he knew even how to count.

17

DAVE CROOKES PRESSED A KEY ON A CONSOLE IN THE ORION' S Digital Systens and
| mage Processing Laboratory, and sat back to watch as the sequence began
replaying again on the screen in front of him It showed one of the Tal oids
in the view recorded twenty-four hours previously watching a Terran figure
make a series of gestures, and then turning its head to | ook directly at
anot her Tal oid standing a few feet behind. A nonent |ater the second

Tal oid's head jerked round to ook quickly at the first Taloid and then at
the Terran.

"There!" Leon Keyhoe, one of the nmission's signals specialists, said from
where he was standi ng behi nd Crookes' chair. Crookes touched another key to
freeze the i mage. Keyhoe | ooked over his shoul der at two ot her engineers
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seated at instrunentation panels to one side. "The one in the brown hel net
has to be saying sonmething at that point right there. Check the scan one
nmore tine."

"Still no change," one of the engineers replied, nipping a series of
switches and taking in the data displays in front of him "There's nothing
from VLF and LF, right through to EHF in the mllineter band ... No

correlation on Fourier."

"Positive correlation reconfirned on acoustic," the other engineer

reported. "Short duration ultrasonic pul se bursts, averagi ng around, ah .
one hundred ten thousand per second, duration twenty to forty-eight

m croseconds. Repetition frequency is variable and consistent with

modul ation at up to thirty-seven kil ocycles. Sample profile being anal yzed

on screen three."

Keyhoe si ghed and shook his head. "Well, it seens to be definite," he
agreed. "The Tal oids communi cate via exchanges of high-frequency sound
pul ses. There's no indication of any use of radio at all. It's surprising—+

was certain that those transm ssion centers down on the surface would turn
out to be long-range relay stations or sonmething |like that." Readi ngs
obtained fromthe Oion had confirmed the Dauphin orbiter's findings that
several points on the surface of Titan emtted radio signals intermttently
and irregularly. Probes sent below the aerosol |ayer had reveal ed the
sources to lie near sone of the heavily built-up centers fromwhich the
surroundi ng industrialization and nmechani zati on appeared to have spread.
The patterns of signal activity had correlated with nothing observed on the
surface so far.

Joe Fel |l burg, who was wedged on a stool between Dave Crookes' console and a
bul khead nenber, rubbed his chin thoughtfully for a second or two. "Do you
buy this idea that Anna Vool ink came up with about alien factories?" he
asked, |ooking up at Keyhoe.

"Well, we've got to agree it's a possibility, Joe," Keyhoe said. "Wy?"

Anna Vool i nk was a Dutch NASO scientist who had been invol ved several years
before in a study of a proposal to set up a self-replicating manufacturing
facility on Mercury for supplying Earth with materials and industria
products. She had speculated that Titan's nachi ne bi osphere m ght have
originated froma simlar schene set up by an alien civilization, possibly
mllions of years previously, which had sonehow nutated and started to

evol ve. What had caused the systemto nutate, why the aliens should have
chosen Titan, and what had happened to them since were questions that
nobody had ventured to answer even tentatively.

Fel I burg | eaned forward to prop an el bow agai nst the side of the console
and gestured vaguely at the screens. "It occurred to ne that if everything
down there did evolve from sonme superadvanced version of what NASO was
tal ki ng about setting up on Mercury, then nmaybe radi o could have been the
primary met hod of communication in the early days. But if the aliens were
any kind of engineers at all, you' d expect themto have provided sonme kind
of backup, right?" He | ooked from Keyhoe to Crookes. Crookes pinched his
nose, thought for a second, and nodded.

"Makes sense, | guess," Keyhoe agreed.

Fel | burg spread his hands. "So couldn't the answer be that the primary
system went out of use—Amybe because of a rmutation error or something |ike
that -and the secondary becanme the standard? What we're picking up from
those centers could be just a remmant of sonething that doesn't serve any
pur pose any nore—oming froma few places where it hasn't quite died out
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yet.

"Mm . . . it's an interesting thought," Keyhoe said.

"I wonder if the Taloids would still be capable of receiving anything,"
Crookes nmurrured after thinking the suggestion over for a second or two.

"l suppose that woul d depend on where their blueprint information cones
from. . . their 'genetics,' " Keyhoe said.

Fel I burg rubbed his chin again. "Well, if it's not functionally rel evant
anynmore, and if their evolution is driven selectively the same as ours is,
I guess there wouldn't be any strong sel ection working either one way or
the other. So probably some of them can receive radio and sone of them
can't. Sone sensitive ones mght still be produced."

Dave Crookes snmiled to hinmself. "If that's true, | wonder what all our
radio traffic over the last few weeks m ght have been doing to them" he
sai d.

"What's your background, Joe?" Crookes inquired casually an hour later in
the transit capsule that he and Fell burg were sharing on their way back to
d obe |1

"How d'you mean?" Fel | burg asked.

"Your technical background ... | nmean, it's pretty obvious you know
somet hi ng about el ectronics and pul se techni ques."

" \My?ll
"Ch . . . just curious, | guess."
"Well, Mchigan Tech—naster's. Six years in industry, mainly computer

physics with IBM Ten years arny, finishing up as a technical specialist
with intelligence. Good enough?”

The capsul e passed a wi ndow section of the tube, giving a nonentary view of
the outside of the Orion and of Titan hanging in the background, partly
obscuring the magnificent spectacle of Saturn and its rings. Crookes eyed
Fel | burg uncertainly for a few seconds. "Can | ask you sonet hi ng personal ?"
he said at |ast.

"Sure. If | think it's none of your goddam business, |'ll say so, okay?"

Crookes hesitated, then said, "Wy are you m xed up with this Zanbendorf
t hi ng?"

"Way not ?"

Crookes frowned unconfortably. Obviously he'd cone about as close to being
direct as he was prepared to. "Well, it's ... | nean, isn't it a kind of a
wast eful way to use that kind of talent?"

"Is it? Do you know what 1'd be getting paid nowif |I'd gone back into
industry after | quit the arny?"

"Is that all that matters?" Crookes asked.

Fel I burg thrust out his chin. "No, but it's a good neasure of how society
val ues its resources. |'ve already had enough Browni e badges to stitch on
my shirt instead of anything that's worth sonething."
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Crookes shook his head. "But when the product is worthless

"The nmar ket deci des what a product is worth—through demand, which fixes the
price," Fellburg said. "If plastic imtations are selling high today
because people are too dunb to tell the difference, who's doing the

wasti ng—e, who accepts the going rate, or the guy who's out on the street
in front of his store, giving the real thing away?"

When Fel |l burg arrived back at the teamis day cabin, Thel ma and Drew West
were as he had left them hunched in front of the display console,

foll owi ng devel opnments down on the surface; Carissa Eidstadt was sitting
at a conmer table, editing a wad of scripts. "What've you been up to?"
Thel ma asked as he cane in.

"Over in the electronics section with Dave Crookes and a few of the guys,
pl ayi ng back the Taloid shots," Fellburg replied. "Things are getting
interesting. It doesn't look as if they use radio to talk after all. They
use hi gh-frequency sound pul ses. The engi neers have started
conput er - processing the patterns already. Ch, and did you know they're not
so poker-faced after all?"

"The engi neers?" West said, wthout |ooking away fromthe screen
"The Tal oids, turkey."
"How come?"

"They have facial expressions—surface heat patterns that change |ike crazy
all the time they're tal king. Crookes' people have been taping a whole
library of themin IR"

"Say, how about that," Thel na said.

"And how long will it be before anyone nmanages to decode anything from

pul se-code patterns collected in the databank?" Wst asked. He waved an arm
at the screen. "Karl and Otto are doing a much better job their own way.
They' ve practically swapped life stories with the Tal oids al ready."
Fel I burg foll owed his gaze toward the screen

Down on the surface a second | ander had appeared in the pool of |ight

al ongside the first, and the surrounding area was dotted with the |ights of
ground vehicles and EV-suited figures exploring and poking around in the
general vicinity. The first |ander's cargo bay had been depressurized and

|l eft unheated with its | oading doors open to Titan's atnmosphere to serve as
a shelter for the Tal oids. Zambendorf, having snatched a few hours rest
inside the ship a short while previously, was now back outside and tal king
to the Taloids again in his self-appointed role as Earth's ambassador-—whi ch
the Tal oi ds seenmed to have endorsed by responding to himnore readily and
freely than to anybody else. Scrawmed in white on the hull of the surface

| ander in the background, and extending back for yard after yard in what

| ooked like a mess of graffiti toward the ship's stern, was a junble of
shapes and synbols, arrows and |lines, and dozens of whinsical Tal oids

i nterspersed with bul bous, donmeheaded representations of spacesuited
Terrans. The primary comunications medi umused in the historic nonent of
first contact between civilizations fromtwo different worlds had turned
out to be chal k and bl ackboard, and the ship had of fered the handi est
witing surface avail abl e.

"l got Herman Thoring to okay a news flash to Earth to the effect that Karl
initiated communi cations with the aliens,” Cdarissa said w thout |ooking
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up.

Fel | burg | aughed and noved closer to take in the view on the screen. "So,
what's the | atest down there?" he asked.

West turned a knob to | ower the voice of the NASO officer who was |istening
in on the local surface frequencies and keeping up a commentary from i nside
the lander. "See the Taloid who's waving at Karl now —the one in the red
cloak—that's Glileo. He's curious about nearly everything. The one with
himis Sir Lancelot. He seens to be the head guy of the bunch.”

"Ckay, " Fellburg said.

"The Tal oi ds have sonme hand-drawn maps that our people managed to match up
wi th reconnai ssance pictures—so now we know where the Tal oi ds are heading, "
West said. "It's a pretty big city in the nechani zed area on the other side
of the desert. It looks as if they're on their way to the pal ace or

what ever of the king who runs that whole area. It seens that Lancel ot and
the others work for the king, but we're not sure yet exactly how Galil eo
fits in."

"You don't get three guesses," Thelna said to Fellburg.

"Huh?"
"Karl's called the king Arthur."
Fel | burg groaned.

"What el se did you expect?" West asked. "Anyhow, the bunch that the arny
wi ped out was from sone country over the nountains that's at war with
Arthur for sone reason, or sonething like that. But if these Tal oi ds we've
ended up talking to are Arthur's knights or whatever, then maybe we've
gotten ourselves an introduction."

"So what are our people ainmng at—a | andi ng sonewhere near that city you
mentioned if Arthur agrees to it?" Fellburg asked.

West nodded. "You've got it."

"How | ong would we need to wait before Lancel ot and his guys get there? Do
we know t hat ?"

"Nobody's figured out how they reckon tine yet." West nodded toward the
screen. "But if Karl gets his way, it won't matter too nmuch anyway. He's
trying to sell the Taloids on the idea of letting us airlift themthe rest
of the way. And you know sonething, Joe, |'ve got a feeling they just m ght
buy the idea."

18

A LOWV ROAR SOUNDED DI STANTLY FROM BEHI ND JUST AS THE riders reached the
crest of the saddle at the valley head, beyond which the | and dropped again
toward the river that marked the Carthogi an border. They stopped and | ooked
back to watch as the sky-dragon that had carried them high over the world
rose, slowy at first, with violet heat-wind streaming fromits underside,
and then turned its head upward as it gained speed and soared higher to
shrink rapidly to a pinpoint and eventual |y vani sh. Dornval d had needed al
of his powers of argunment to talk the rest of the outlaws into all ow ng
thensel ves to be flown the remaining distance to Carthogia in one of the
Skybei ngs' dragons. Accepting a roof as shelter out in the desert was one
thing, but being enclosed on all sides as if in a trap was another. And
after watching the Skybeings entering and energing fromtheir dragon
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furnaces unscat hed, how coul d one be sure they appreciated the linmts that
the mere steel and titanium casings of robeings could withstand?

"Those are strange dragon-tamers indeed, who reduce the King's soldiers to
scrap in a trice, and then request Kleippur's pleasure," Geynor said as the
riders resumed noving. "If they wish to nmeet with Kl ei ppur, why do they not
simply fly to the city of Menassi mand command himforth? It seens to me
they hold a considerabl e advantage i n persuasiveness, which would assure a
rapid reversal of any inclination he mght choose toward recal citrance."

"It appears to be their desire to give opportunity for the citizens of
Menassimto be forewarned,"” Dornvald replied.

Geynor shook his head in amazenent. "From such unassail able strength they
speak, yet they would invite our agreenent? Is this not true nobility of
spirit? Horazzorgi o coul d have spared hinself his not inconsiderable

i nconveni ence by attending nore to his manners and yielding less to his

i mpet uousness, it seens."

"And yet, who knows what subtleties and unsuspected protocols m ght
constitute the chivalry code of Skybeings?" Dornvald asked. "Did their
request in fact confer the freedom of answer that m ght be supposed, or was
it no nore than a conmmand couched in such formmerely through rul es of
forei gn custom whi ch we know not ?"

Geynor pondered the question for a while, and eventually answered, "If the
|atter, then our refusal m ght have been construed as no less ill-mannered
than the assault by the King's soldiers. As penalty for such error of

j udgrment, we coul d have found ourselves strewn across the desert in |ike
fashion."

"Aha!" Dornval d exclained. "Now, at last, | think you see ny reasoning, for
your words echo ny own concl usion.”

"Let us hope that Kleippur is conpelled by the same logic," Geynor said.

"You need have no fear," Dornvald assured him

Besi de them Thirg was unusually quiet. It was significant, he thought,

that the outlaws were referring to the nysterious doneheaded visitors as
Skybei ngs now, which seemed to indicate that they, like Thirg, no |onger

t hought of them as servants. The Doneheads didn't act |ike servants. They
seened to cone and go, and act freely. The two dragons, by contrast, had
just sat docilely throughout the negotiations in the desert, and after a
whi |l e had given the inpression of serving no other function than of being
bearers of the Doneheads and the strange creatures that carried them around
like living chariots and attended their every need. Presumably, therefore,
flying creatures existed in the world beyond the sky that the Doneheads
were from and the Doneheads had | earned to tame themjust as robeings had
| earned to tame steeds, power generators, load-lifters, and foodnmaki ng
machi nes. But what formof being was it that was not a machine yet was
attended by nmachi nes, and at whose bi ddi ng nagi ¢ creatures saw t hrough
mount ai ns, reported distant events, and destroyed w thout hesitation any
who aroused their masters' displeasure? Thirg brooded over the question and
said little as the band descended into the vall eyhead beyond the saddl e and
crossed the slopes belowto pick up a track leading in the direction of the
river.

Lower down, the slopes leveled out into flat banks covered by pipe-fronded
chem cal processing towers, storage tanks, and picturesque groves of
transm ssion lines and distribution transformers, beyond which the track
joined a wider road that crossed a stretch of open ground to a bridge. The
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party had just enmerged onto the road when a group of horsenmen wearing the
uni forms of Carthogi an sol di ers appeared ahead, approaching at full gallop
fromthe bridge. Thirg braced hinmself for the brutalized fanatics that
Kroaxi an teachings had |l ed himto expect; then he saw that Dornval d had
eased his nmount to a halt and was sitting relaxed and at ease with a broad
grin on his face while the colum drew up behind. "Major Vergallet, unless
I"'mmuch nistaken," Dornvald nurmured to Geynor, who was shadi ng his

i magers next to him

"It is," Geynor confirned. He glanced at Thirg and expl ai ned, "Fromthe
Cart hogi an border fort across the bridge."

Thirg nodded and turned his head back to | ook. The Carthogi ans were snartly
attired, alert, and well disciplined, and their |eader was at that nonent
smling in a way that was anything but brutally fanatical. He drew up
before Dornval d and saluted crisply. "It's good to see you back again, sir.
I trust your mission was successful."” Thirg blinked his imger shades,
jerked his head round toward Geynor for a nonent, and then stared back at
Dornvald. Sir?

"Very much so, thank you, Major," Dornvald replied. He turned and indicated
Thirg with a gesture. "This is Thirg, an inquirer, who has wearied of
Kroaxia's stifling ways and cones to enjoy fresher air anong our thinkers
and artificers in Carthogia. Thirg, nmeet Major Vergallet."

"W are honored to have the general's conpani on as our guest,'
sai d.

Ver gal | et

General ? Thirg blinked again and shook his head. "The honor is surely m ne
to be admtted into such |l eague,"” he replied lanely as the colum began to
nmove again and the soldiers formed up on both sides.

Dornval d | aughed at Thirg's benusenent. "You will find Kleippur's officers
in the nbst unexpected places and the strangest garbs," he said. "A snall
nation such as ours has to live by its wits and its ability to know nore
about its enemies than they know about each other."

"And nore by the skills and know edge of its arnmorers than by the size of
its arnmy," CGeynor added as he saw Thirg | ooking curiously at one of the
strange el ongated steel tubul ar devices which the Carthogi an sol diers were
carrying slung across their backs. "And that of course, Question-Answerer,
is one of the reasons why you are here."

The party rested and refreshed thensel ves at the border fort, and by the
end of even that brief stay Thirg had already di sm ssed nost of what he had
heard about the Carthogi ans as ignorant superstition at best, and at worst
as a canpaign of nmisinformation and |ies waged deliberately by the nore
orthodox ruling elites of other nations to protect thenselves fromthe
threat that Kleippur's social experinment represented. "The servility and
obedi ence that the Kroaxian priests teach as a duty heretical even to
question serve the nobles and princes in ways that are clear enough,"”
Dornval d remarked as he and Thirg tal ked over their neal. "But why the
whi s and fancies of nere nortals should be of such concern to an

al |l -powerful Lifenmaker is far nore difficult to conceive. And does it not
seem strange that eternal salvation for the many, in a hereafter which they
are asked to accept on nere assurances, should be attainable in no other
way than by their enduring hardships gratefully and laboring their lives in
wr et chedness for the further enrichnment of a pious few who exhibit a

suspi ciously unholy interest in the quality of their own herenow?" Neither
Dornval d nor his conpani ons nentioned the Skybeings, and Thirg fol |l owed
their exanpl e.
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When the party left to continue its journey, the garrison comrander
assigned a detachnent of troops to escort it to the city of Menassim
apparently because the Waskorians had been causing trouble again in an area
that the road passed through. The Waskorians, Dornval d explained to Thirg,
were an alliance of extrem st sects who denounced as sinful and decadent
the liberties that had come with Kleippur's rule and were comitted to
bringing down the regime in order to return the land to its old ways. The
rul ers of Kroaxia and Serethgin had been quick to exploit the resentnents
of the Waskorians, and supplied themw th weapons and fonented upri sings.
The freedomto earn their salvation in their own way if they thought they
needed to be saved from sonmething wasn't sufficient for the sects, it
seened; everyone else, willingly or otherwi se, had to be saved their way

t 0o.

The remai nder of the journey passed w thout incident, however, possibly
because of the escorts. Slowy the rugged border country fell behind and
was replaced by hills of thin pipeline, power cable, and latticework scrub,
giving way to open slopes of bare ice higher up. After leaving the hills,
the riders passed through many miles of dense forest, and the first edge of
dark was showing low in the sky before signs of robeing habitation began

i ncreasing noticeably. At first isolated hones and then vill ages appear ed;
at the sane tine the | andscape took on a tidier appearance wth

| ubricant-fractionation columms standing in well-kept rows, neatly
cultivated nut, bolt, and bearing orchards, and rich fields of electrolytic
precipitation baths. Dornval d advised Thirg that they were approaching the
outskirts of Menassim

It no |longer cane as any surprise to Thirg to see that the reactions of the
popul ace showed no signs of the fear and hatred mani fested by downtrodden
sl aves encountering their oppressors; on the contrary, the soldiers were
greeted with smles and friendly waves, and children in the villages ran to
the roadside to watch them pass. The adults seened healthy and well plated;
they were neatly and adequately dressed; and their houses were trimand in
good repair. It was a strange kind of "living in perpetual terror" that
produced such results; he thought to hinself.

The city too, though bustling and crowded, was clean and seened prosperous:
The shops and stalls of the merchants were anply stocked, and the wares
were of good quality; the streets were paved and cl eared of rubbish; and
the taverns and eating houses were noisy and busy. Other things that Thirg,
who had tended to avoid cities as nuch as possible in Kroaxia, would have
consi dered i nseparable fromthe urban scene were conspi cuous by their
absence. There were no beggars or derelicts to be seen pleading or picking
a living fromthe gutters, and neither did priests or nobles in tal
headgear ride haughtily in six-legged carriages behind burly servants

wi el di ng bl udgeons to clear the way. There were no burned or partly

di ssol ved corpses on public display as a warning to others agai nst

bl aspheny and heresy; no | esser offenders being exhibited and tormented by
mobs in the nmarketplace; no penitents in emery cloth and carbon bl ack
confessing their sins to the world fromstreet corners; no ascetic nonks
shackled to pillars for the length of a bright—no signs at all, in fact, of
the holy and the devout dreami ng up what had always struck Thirg as ever
nmore absurd ways to degrade and debase thenselves in order to prove
thensel ves worthy creations of an all-w se and all-benevol ent Lifenaker
whose judgrment and di sposition were supposed to be capabl e of being

i nfluenced by such antics.

Nearer the center of the city the buildings became |larger and taller, with
organically grown structures giving way to fabrications of wel ded bl ocks of
cut ice. Building with ice was not unknown in Kroaxia, but the scale and
ingenuity of the Carthogian architecture nade everything that Thirg had
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seen previously appear crude by conparison. Such advanced art was nade
possi bl e, he | earned, by the discovery of new nethods for actually
synthesizing artificial lifting and cutting devices fromnmetals and ot her
materials, which could minic many of the functions of natural, Iiving

machi nes. Such di scoveries al so accounted for the extraordi nary proficiency
of the Carthogian army. The strange tubes that the soldiers carried on
their backs, for exanple, were actually weapons that used expl osive gases
to hurl a projectile capable of shattering a slab of ice a finger's-breadth
thick at over a hundred paces.

Thirg was astounded. To exercise his intellect he had often specul ated on
the possibility of creating artificial machines, but he had never expected
to see anything actually conme of it. He renenbered a friend who | ong ago
had entertai ned preposterous notions of creating a device to harness
vapori zed met hane for turning wheels. The friend had vani shed abruptly
after escaping arrest on sorcery and heresy charges issued by the High
Counci | of Pergassos, and Thirg had al nost forgotten their interm nable
argunents. On impul se he asked the Carthogians if they knew of his friend' s
wher eabouts. The friend was alive and well, he was told, and in fact Iived
not far away on the outskirts of Menassim He was trying to inprove a

devi ce he had constructed whi ch used vaporized methane to turn wheels.

The news of Dornvald's arrival had gone ahead, and a nessenger net the
party to advise that Kl ei ppur would receive themat his official residence,
which turned out to be an el egant but not over-ostentatious ice-block
building inside a walled courtyard, situated not far fromthe former roya
pal ace, which now served as governnent offices. On arrival the riders were
conducted to guests' quarters and invited to bathe and change into clean
clothes, after which, refreshed and considerably nore presentable, Thirg
was taken to the warm brightly furnished and cheerfully decorated Counci
Chanber on the ground floor, overlooking the courtyard across a wi de
terrace. Inside, Kleippur, flanked by two aides, was sitting at the far end
of the large table that took up nost of the room Dornvald, Geynor, and
Fenyig were al so present, now wearing the uniforns of officers of the

Cart hogi an arny, and another figure was sitting with its back to the door
By the wall on one side of the room one of Lofbayel's nmaps was fastened to
an easel, and nore were stacked on the table in front of it.

Then Lof bayel hinmself turned in his seat, grinned delightedly at the
amazenent on Thirg's face, and stood up to punp his hand vigorously.

"Wel cone to Carthogia, Thirg! |I'mpleased to see you here safely. Have no
doubt s—you will find your true home here. | guarantee it."

"You h-here?" Thirg stammered. "Wat of Kersenia and the famly? Are they—

"Al'l here at Menassim and well. Indeed, we would have you as our guest
again if it pleases you."

"But how? | thought you were watched constantly."

"Anot her escapade of Dornvald's, of which you will no doubt hear in good
time. But come forward and neet Kleippur, and |l et us obstruct the nore
i mportant business no | onger."

Kl ei ppur, who was younger than Thirg had i magi ned, and wore a tunic of
gleanming plate gold with a short cloak of royal blue ceramc |inks, began
by wel coming Thirg to Carthogia a second tine. It had been a sonewhat
irregul ar way of extending an invitation, he said, but he hoped Thirg woul d
under stand the occasi onal necessity for such neasures. Though not of
exceptionally tall or heavy build, Kleippur carried hinself with an
unhurried dignity that Thirg found i npressive, and comanded an authority
that stemmed nore froman instinctive respect displayed by his followers
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than fromany overt exhibition of rank or assertion of status. He spoke
with a soldier's directness and singl eness of purpose, yet with an air of
detachnent and a disinclination to passion that nmarked himas a thinker. He
i ntroduced his two col |l eagues as Lyokanor, a senior officer froma part of
the Carthogian army that Kleippur described as "Intelligence," and

Pellim ades, a director of military constructions and inventions.

Thirg said he was glad to be in Carthogia; there was no need for apol ogi es.
He had been treated well and courteously despite the difficult
circunstances, and on top of that had enjoyed stimulating and

t hought - provoki ng conpany. "It had becone a nystery to ne even before the
hi gh pass above Xerxeon," he said in conclusion. "For what kind of outlaw
was this who rode ny phil osophical challenges as skillfully as he did his
st eed?"

Dornval d laughed. "I'm surprised that you coul d have been so easily
deceived. For nobst of the time it was all | could do to cling with ny
phi | osophi cal fingers to avoid falling off."

The prelimnaries over with, Kleippur turned and gestured toward the naps.
"l don't have to explain how valuable this kind of information is to us,"
he said. "Lofbayel has told ne that you too believe the world to be a
sphere, Thirg—a strange notion, and one which | adnmt causes me nore
perplexity than confort ... but nevertheless | will concede the possibility
and grant that you have considered the evidence at greater length than |

So can this claimbe tested? If so, how? If it is within my power to
furnish the prerequisites, it shall be done, for | would sooner know the
world as it is than place msguided trust in fal se appearances.”

The utterance was so unlike anything that Thirg was used to hearing from
those in authority that for a second or two he just stared in disbelief.
Then he recovered quickly and remarked, "It woul d appear that heretics have
little to walk in fear of in this land."

"Facts cannot be changed by convictions," Kleippur answered. "He who is
willing to change his convictions to suit new facts cannot be a heretic,
whil e he who persists in holding convictions that deny the facts is not a
heretic but a fool—-as would | be for fearing him Therefore the termhas no
meaning to nme."

"So is this the new faith of the nation that you woul d buil d?" Thirg asked.

"A phil osophy, not a faith," Kleippur replied. "Since it acknow edges the
exi stence of nothing unknowable to reason, it has no place for belief

wi t hout reason. | could not build such a nation, but | would help it build
itself."

"This is the land that Kroaxia has pledged to free fromits chains and
fetters?" Thirg said, sounding incredul ous and allowing his eyes to cone to
rest finally on Lof bayel

"Now you see which has the greater need to be freed," Lofbayel said.

Thirg | ooked mldly uneasy. "So does Carthogia now pledge itself to free
Kroaxi a?" he asked.

"The chains that bind the Kroaxians are in their mnds," Kleippur replied,
shaki ng his head. "Can a robeing be freed who asks it not, for is it not a
sel f-contradiction to speak of inposing freedon? The Kroaxi ans nmust conme to
see truth as you have—each by his own way and in his own tine. Only then
can a mnd be free and not nerely have cast off one set of chains for

anot her."
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"A nobl e thought," Thirg agreed dubiously. "But |let us not forget that ny
eyes were opened only after I was brought to this land forcibly."

"Not so," Dornvald said. "W nerely brought your eyes to where they could
behol d the truth. You opened themyourself, a long tine ago."

Thirg thought for a nonent |onger, and at |ast nodded, satisfied. "Then the
bui I di ng of your nation shall have the help of both of us,"” he told

Kl ei ppur. Kl ei ppur nodded and seemed unsurprised. In that brief nonent
Thirg felt a touch of the conmpul sion that Kleippur was able to radiate as a
| eader. H s sinple and unassumni ng acceptance of Thirg' s declaration had
done nore to cenment a bond of nutual respect and trust than any kind of

el abor at e speechnmaki ng ever coul d.

"And so to business," Kleippur said briskly. He | ooked at Dornvald. "Well,
what tidings do you bring from Kroaxi a? The Serethgi nians are reequi ppi ng
and recruiting mercenaries as far afield as Corbellio in preparation for a
new canpai gn agai nst us, | am advi sed, but jealousies war within their canp
whi ch | have designs to turn to our advantage. Wat is new from beyond the
Mer acasi ne?"

A short silence fell. Dornvald's two |ieutenants gl anced at each ot her
om nously. Eventually Dornvald said, "Serious though that matter may be,
Kl ei ppur, events have come to pass which render it insignificant. W do
i ndeed bring tidings—strange tidi ngs—ot from beyond the Meracasine, but
fromwithinit."

Kl ei ppur frowned from Lyokanor to Pellimi ades, and then | ooked back at
Dornval d. "Explain yourself, Dornvald," he said. "Wat new events?"

Dornval d nodded at Fenyi g, who reached down and produced a flat package of
what | ooked at first like nore charts, and put it down on the table. Wen
he renoved the w appi ngs, however, the contents were seen to be not

handpr oduced draw ngs, but thick, glossy sheets carrying pictorial
representations that contained incredible anbunts of detail. Fenyig

sel ected several sheets fromthe set and passed themto Kl eippur, who

| eaned forward to pore over themwhile his aides peered down from beside
himw th equally nystified expressions on their faces. The pictures seened
to be of patterns of shapes distributed in rows and groups about an
irregul ar network of lines. After watching in silence for a while, Dornvald
stretched out an armand traced a finger lightly along one of the |lines on
the sheet that Kleippur was hol ding. "Do you not recognize the Avenue of
Enmperors in our own city of Menassin®?" he inquired casually. "And here ..
is that not your own residence, in which we are at this very nonent

gat hered?"
Lyokanor gasped al oud suddenly. "It is Menassim See, here is the course of
the river, and the bridges. And there the palace . . . with the Courts of

Justice behind. Every street and house is here!"

"What manner of artist drew this?" Pellimades asked in an awed voice. He
| ooked across at Thirg. "Is this an exanple of the nmapnaker's trade that |
have not conme across before?"

"Not of any art or trade of mne," Thirg said. "Indeed | have never set
eyes on Menassim before this bright."

Kl ei ppur | ooked up slowy. "Wiere did these cone fron?"

Dornval d' s expressi on becane serious. "Has there been other news of |ate,
Kl ei ppur?" he asked. "Reports of strange happenings in the sky, perhaps?"
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Kl ei ppur returned a strange, puzzled |ook. "Yes

"Reports of flying creatures descendi ng, as was supposed to have happened
twel ve twel ve-brights ago?”

"Yes," Kleippur said again, and frowned. "How do you know about then®? Have
you seen one too? Wiat do they have to do with . " H's voice trailed
away as the connection suddenly becanme clear. He | ooked down at the picture
of Menassi m agai n, then disbelievingly back up at Dornval d.

Dor nval d nodded gravely. He drew another picture fromthe stack but kept it
facedown on the table. "The creatures exist, Kl eippur. W encountered them
in the Wl derness of the Meracasine. They are fromanother world that lies
beyond the sky. They carry Skybei ngs whom they serve, that are stranger
still—ef the form of robeings, but not robeings . . . nor even machines
The Skybei ngs have nastered arts unknown to us by which they are able to
preserve images and |ikenesses." Dornval d gestured at the picture in

Kl ei ppur's hand. "That is not an artist's or a naprmaker's creation. It is a
preservation of a |ikeness of the city as was actually seen through the
eyes of a creature that crossed the sky hi gh above Carthogia. And the

i kenesses can be viewed in an instant fromafar, even though the eyes that
see them mi ght be flying over distant |ands, or even beyond the oceans."

Kl ei ppur was staring at Dornval d dazedly. He shook his head as if to clear
it and rai sed a hand to nmassage the shadi ng vanes above his eyes. "Qher
worlds? . . . Creatures that serve beings who are not machines? . . . What
talk is this? If it were not you telling me this, Dornvald, one of my nost
trusted officers . "

"It is as Dornvald says," Thirg confirned. "I too was present. W flewin
one of the creatures—all of us—to the hills that |ie east of Carthogia's
border."

"It's true," Fenyig said. CGeynor nodded but remmined silent. Still staring
di sbelievingly, Kleippur brought his gaze back to Dornval d.

Dornval d flipped over the picture that he had been keeping as final proof.
Kl ei ppur and his two aides stared down at it speechlessly. It showed
Dornval d, Thirg, CGeynor, and several other robeings standing with a group
of ungainly, tubby-Iooking, doneheaded figures in front of what |ooked |ike
a huge, snoot h-ski nned beast of some kind with stiff, tapered |linbs. Fenyig
passed nore pictures. One showed Thirg and a Donehead with their arns
draped jovially around each other's shoul ders and the Donehead making a
curious gesture in the air with an extended thunb; another showed a
Donehead perched precariously on Thirg's steed, and Rex watching

suspi ciously in the background.

"W were being pursued by Kroaxi an Royal Guards," Dornvald said. "The
Skybei ngs destroyed them They talked to us through signs and brought us
here. They are friends, and wish to cone here to Menassimto neet its
ruler. That is the nessage that they asked us to convey. They wll be
wat ching fromthe sky for signs laid out on the ground as your answer."

As Thirg | ooked again at the pictures of the Skybeings and the strange
animals and other life fornms that served them he thought back to the

Cart hogi an projectile-hurling weapon and the devices constructed by the
Cart hogi an builders. Al were exanples of the sinple beginnings of new arts
that m nicked the processes of Life itself. Was it possible that the
weapons of the Skybeings and the vehicles that the Skybeings were carried
in could be products of the sane arts taken to a far nore advanced stage of
perfection?
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Coul d the Skybei ngs have created the weapons and the dragons? But the
weapons and the dragons were nachines. The first machi ne must have been
constructed by sonething that was not a machine. So could the Skybei ngs be
the Lifenmaker? No, surely not. Surely the thought was preposterous.

And then Thirg renmenbered that the idea of turning wheels with vaporized
met hane had once seened preposterous too.

19

"OH, NO QUESTION OF IT, |I'M SURE," PENELOPE RAMELSON sai d over the
breakfast table. "Burton would be happy to talk to him" She turned her
head to | ook across at her husband. "Wen do you think would be a
conveni ent time, dear?" Penel ope's cousin, Valerie, who was from
Massachusetts and staying for a | ong weekend, sniled expectantly.

Burton Ranel son realized that he had been allowi ng his nmnd to wander back
to the stormof protest that the announcenent the nmajor Western powers had
made of their intention to claimTitan unilaterally had provoked inside the
UN. "Er . . . what?" he said, blinking as he dabbed his nouth with a
napkin. "I do beg your pardon—+ don't think I can be quite awake yet."

Penel ope sighed. "Valerie was tal king about Jereny," she said, referring to
the el der of Valerie's two sons. "Now that he and Gllian will be starting

a fanmily, he feels he needs a job to ... well, you know—t's psychol ogi ca
nmore than anything, | suppose—+to feel he's doing sonething to provide for
them. . . sonething through his own efforts, as it were."

"l was hoping that perhaps GSEC m ght have sonething suitable that it could
offer him" Valerie said, coming nore directly to the point.

Ranel son frowned as he sipped the coffee that he was taking with the | adies
before joining Buhl and sonme others for a business breakfast later. "Hvm |
see ... So what would you consider 'suitable' ? What can he do? | nean, it
is true that he and G llian have been spending all their tine gallivanting
around the Far East and the Riviera practically since they got married

and he didn't do nuch nore than sail his sloop before that, did he?"

"Ch, don't be such a crusty old gripe, Burton, even if it is first thing in
the norning," Penel ope chided. "They're young, and they're making the best
of it. What's wong with that? You' re always telling us how short you are

of capabl e managers these days. Well, Jereny has always struck nme as very
tal ented and highly capable. 1'd have thought there'd be plenty of roomto
fit himin sonewhere like that . . . After all, it wouldn't have to be a

terribly responsible position to begin with, or anything like that."

"l could use a couple of good engi neering project managers and program
directors,"” Ranel son said, not quite able to keep a sharp edge out of his
voi ce. "Could Jereny handle a structural dynanicist ten years ol der than
himand with twenty years' experience? Wat does he know about Doppl er
radar or orbital nechanics? Those are the people | need.”

"Now you're being ponmpous. Al |—=

"Ch, | didn't want to suggest anything like that," Valerie interrupted

hastily. "But maybe sonething | ess denmandi ng—possibly nore in the

adm ni strative area, but not too humdrum..." She treated Ranelson to a

smle of sweet, wide-eyed reasonabl eness. "Sonething with sone life and

glamor to it would suit his tenperanent—arketing, naybe, or advertising
Isn't there a place like that where he could do sonme good? There mnust

be, surely, Burton."

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (108 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:03 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20T he%20L ifemaker. txt

Ranel son finished his coffee and made a face to hinself behind the cup. He
and Penel ope would be able to talk about it much nore freely on their own
later, without his being rushed into conmitting to anything prematurely.
And besides that, with the neeting probably waiting for himalready, he
didn't want to go into all the whys and wherefores. "I'lIl talk to G eg Buhl
about it today," he promi sed. He put down his cup and sat back with an air
of finality that said the matter was finished for the tinme being. Penel ope
gl anced at Valerie and nodded al nost inperceptibly. "So what do you two
have pl anned for today?" Ranel son asked. "Anything wild and exciting?"

"W thought we'd take the shuttle up to New York and go shopping," Penel ope
said. "l called Jenny and Paul, and they invited us to dinner with them"

"Uh-huh. Sounds like a late night back," Ranel son said.
"Probably."
"Why not stay over and get a flight back tonorrow?"

"We could, | suppose . . . Yes, why not? I'l|l give you a call and let you
know if that's what we decide to do."

Ranel son | ooked at Valeric. "You seemto be enjoying your stay. G ad to see
it." He glanced at his watch, folded his napkin and placed it in front of
him and stood up. "Well, the others will be waiting for me, so I'mafraid
I nust ask you to excuse ne, |ladies. Have a pleasant trip to New York, and
do give ny regards to Jenny and Paul ."

"Of course," Penelope said as Ranel son turned to |l eave. "Ch, and you wil|
remenber to talk to Greg about Jereny, won't you?"

"Il renmenber," Ranel son si ghed.

He had forgotten less than thirty seconds |ater as he crossed the hal
outsi de the breakfast room and his mind returned to the Titan situation
The rest of the world, especially the Soviets, had been outraged when the
true purpose of the Orion mssion was finally adnitted after the nonths of
specul ations, accusations, and denials that had foll owed Zanbendorf's
revelation at the mssion's departure. But that event was no | onger viewed
so widely as the najor catastrophe that it had seened at the tine, since at
least it had half prepared the world for the true story when it finally
energed-as it had to eventually—and had thus partly defused what woul d

ot herwi se have been a bonbshell of imrense proportions. The reactions had
been expected, of course, but apart fromnaking a |ot of noise and threats,
what could the Soviets do. True, they could have started a war, the Wstern
| eaders had conceded anong thensel ves; but the Pentagon's strategic

anal ysts had concluded that they woul dn't—for the sanme reason that nobody
had dared risk anything serious since 1945 ... or at |east, very probably
they wouldn't; better than 92.4 percent probably, the conmputers had

cal cul at ed

On the other hand, depending on exactly what Titan turned up, exclusive
access to advanced alien technol ogy m ght provide the nmeans for solving all
of the West's problens once and for all—with the Soviets mlitarily, and
with the rest of the world comrercially. So the West had taken the ganbl e,
and so far it seened to have paid off. About the only casualty that

Ranel son had seen so far was Caspar Lang, who in his |last videogramfrom
Titan had still seened to be smarting fromthe thought of a major security
breach's having taken place right under his nose. But better to have a
realistic neasure of Zanmbendorf now, rather than |ater when things start
getting serious, Ranelson thought to hinself as he trotted briskly down the
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four shall ow steps outside the entrance to the library. And Caspar woul d
get over things in tine.

I nside, Gegory Buhl and two other GSEC executives, along with Julius
Corsche of the State Departnment and Kevin Whal ey, a presidential aide, were
waiting to begin the neeting. The first itemwas a sunmary presented by
CGorsche of Daniel Leaherney's latest report fromthe Orion. The dial ogue
with the Tal oids had continued to progress since the Terran | anding at the
city of "Genoa," Gorsche said. First inpressions of the Taloid culture had
suggested it was a collection of autononously interacting, sonetines
warring, sonetimes |loosely allied, social-political entities vaguely
rem ni scent of the Italian principalities and city-states of the Mddle
Ages, which the names that the Terrans had given themreflected. No further
violent incidents of the kind necessitated agai nst the "Paduans" had
occurred, and that affair did not appear to have jeopardized the further
devel opment of constructive relationships with the Genoese. A permanent
base had been established outside Genoa, and Terrans noved about openly
inside the city itself; although apprehension and a tendency toward

avoi dance were still observabl e anmong sone of the inhabitants, the Terrans
wer e succeedi ng generally in gaining acceptance.

"At | east our main concern has proved basel ess,” Ranel son sai d when Gorsche
had finished. "W haven't found oursel ves confronting an advanced alien
race with an ability to threaten the mission or Earth itself." He | ooked
over at Buhl. "So where does that |eave us, Greg? There's a whole world of
unconventional but highly sophisticated technology out there. Is it a
potential resource that we could use? Does it look as if we mght be able
to get enough of it working for us sonehow to justify the effort? If so,
how much mi ght we stand to benefit?"

"One thing at a tinme, Burton,” Buhl nuttered, taking a nmonment to gl ance
over his notes. "The scientists there are pretty well w ped out. They're
wor ki ng round the clock, but the sheer volume of what they're starting to
uncover is staggering enough, never mind the conplexity of it. The various
specialists will be reporting separately in due course, but I'mtrying to
get a prelimnary sumrary put together for sonetime in the next few days.
kay?"

"Fine," Ranel son said.

Buhl went on, "The answer to the main question is yes—there are
technol ogi es and processes up and running on Titan that could be centuries
ahead of anything conparable on Earth, and sone of the things there are
conpl etely new conceptually. W' ve already identified bul k nucl ear
transformation of elenents; total fusion-based materials processing;

nmol ecul ar el ectronics; self-inproving |earning systens; intelligent,
optronic, holoprocessing brains . . . and there's no doubt all kinds of
other things yet that we've never even dreaned of." He threw up a hand.
"The best guess seens to be that it all began as sone kind of alien,
self-replicating industrial schene that screwed up, possibly mllions of
years ago. But whether that turns out to be the correct explanation or not,
there's little doubt that the entire systemwas conceived and origi nated as
a high-intensity extraction, processing, and manufacturing facility

dedi cated to the mass-production of industrial materials and products, and
despite what's happened to it since, it still operates to fulfill that
primary underlying purpose.”

"I'n other words, if you could unscranble the glitches and get things

wor ki ng on a nore organi zed basis, you could supply just about all of
Earth's needs for centuries froma setup like that," R chard Snell, one of
the GSEC executives, said.
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Whal ey | ooked intrigued. "You nmean it could give us a decent conpetitive
edge again . . . and maybe a respectable strategic nargi n?"

Snell smiled hunorlessly. "That could qualify as the understatenment of the
year, Kev." He shrugged. "Anyone who gets to control the Titan operation
doesn't have any conpetitors, or any strategic opposition. Those probl ens
all go away—permanently."

A short silence ensued while the full neaning sank in. Then Whal ey asked,
"What about the Taloids? Is there likely to be a probl em over

"ownership rights,' or anything like that? | nean, is all this capacity
sonet hing that they need too, or is it all pretty valueless as far as
they' re concerned?"

"Hopefully we'll be able to work out a basis for joint devel opnent," Buhl
replied. "Their experience and know edge of the environnment woul d
constitute a val uabl e asset in any case, which makes a cooperative approach
the nost desirable goal to aimat."

Frederick Methers, the other man from GSEC, commented, "Despite their
physical form the Taloids' own culture is actually pretty prinitive. They
don't have the conceptual abilities to utilize nore than a tiny fraction of
the potential they' re surrounded by. But with us giving direction and them
providing the working skills, it should be possible to get the act together
and run it for mutual benefit."

Whal ey | ooked at himcuriously for a second or two. "I can see our angle,"”
he said. "What's in it for the Tal oi ds?"

Met hers spread his hands. "What every backward race wants when it neets a
nmor e advanced cul ture—access to greater wealth and power, security,
knowl edge . . . whatever."

"That's true of the Tal oids too?" Whal ey sounded surpri sed.
"I wouldn't mnd betting on it, anyhow," Methers said

Gorsche nodded. "Genoa is also a fairly small state that's constantly being
attacked by | arger enem es, and Padua is one of them 1'd have thought
there's a good chance that the Genoese woul d be extrenely appreciative of
any help we night give themfor defending thenmselves. And that incident
with the Paduans will have provided a very conveni ent denonstration of the
ki nds of things we could offer."

Ranel son | ooked fromside to side. All the faces were watchi ng him
expectantly, waiting for his endorsement of the policy being proposed. He
sat back and drummed his fingertips absently on the arns of his chair while
he t hought over what had been said. At |ast he nodded. "It's certainly
worth exploring further, anyway. Do | take it that the other people you' ve
put this to are in agreenment al so?"

Gorsche nodded. "It's nore or |ess Dan Leaherney's own recomrendations, and
the president has approved," he said.

Ranel son | ooked satisfied and turned to Buhl. "Then let's get a
confidential policy menorandum off to Caspar, confirming our position," he
said. "The sooner he knows where he stands, the sooner we'll start seeing

sone results.”

"That's what | wanted to discuss next," Buhl said, reaching for sone papers
in his briefcase. "In fact |'ve got a draft here for you to | ook at. Mybe
we can go through it while we're all here together."
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On the other side of Washington, D.C., Walter Conlon and Patrick Wittaker

wer e having breakfast at a Howard Johnson's. "I inmagine Gerry Massey nust
be pretty pissed,” Wittaker said. "After the job that he and Vernon did
all through the voyage out ... | nmean, they've collected enough proof to

debunk just about everything that Zanbendorf has said and done since the
mssion left."

"That's right," Conlon agreed over a plate of scranbled eggs and
hashbrowns, but wi thout soundi ng especially perturbed.

Wi tt aker | ooked puzzled. "But hasn't it all been a waste of tine?"

" \My?ll
"Well . . . who cares anynore?" Whittaker shrugged. "Conpared to what's
happened on Titan now, all that's trivial, isn't it? Anyone who tried to

make a big thing now out of whether or not Zanmbendorf had pulled a few
tricks would just be naking an ass of hinself, and Massey's snmart enough to
know it. | assuned that was why Massey and Vernon haven't been announci ng
any great revelations."

Conl on shook his head. "They probably watched Zanmbendorf just to hel p pass
the tinme during the voyage," he said. "Massey's al so smart enough to have
figured out that I wouldn't have sent himall that way just to expose a
stage psychic . . . not after he | earned where the nission was really bound
for and why, anyway."

Whi ttaker frowned. "You nean his job never was to bl ow Zanbendorf out of
t he wat er?"

"Not unl ess he wanted to, anyhow," Conlon said, w thout |ooking up fromhis
meal . "No—&SEC and the rest had their cover story, so | had to have nmine.
Massey figured that out a long tinme ago. Before the mssion left | arranged
with one of the ship's senior comunications officers for Massey to have
access to a private channel direct into ny section of NASO at Washi ngton,
free fromany restrictions or censoring . . . purely as a precaution

Massey wasn't told about it until they were well into the voyage."

"So what's he really there for?" Wittaker asked, intrigued.

"I don't know," Conlon said. Whittaker |ooked totally benused. Conlon

expl ained, "I'mnot absolutely certain why GSEC sent Zanbendorf there, but
it wasn't to entertain at parties in the officers' ness. | suspect they
intend to use his ability to influence public opinion as an aid to pushing
the government in a direction that suits their interests.”

Whi tt aker | ooked horrified. "You' re joking, Walt."

"Uh-uh." Conlon shook his head. "His antics could beconme a significant
factor in the formulation of major international policy."

"But what, specifically?" Wittaker asked. "Wat exactly do they intend
doi ng wi th hinP"

"They couldn't have had any definite plans until they found out what
exactly the situation was on Titan," Conlon said. "But they've |learned a
ot by now that they didn't know then. |'ve got a feeling that soneone
shoul d be passing nore specific orders to Zanbendorf very soon now. And
when Zanbendorf finds out what he's really there for, that's when Massey
will know what his job is."
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GRAHAM SPEARVAN PEERED | NTO THE W NDOW OF THE COLD chanber in one of
Oion's biological |aboratories, where an automatic mani pul ator assenbly
was slicing test specimens froma sanple of brownish, rubbery substance
recovered fromthe weckage of the bizarre wal ki ng wagons destroyed in the
encounter with the Paduan Tal oids. The col d chanber was a necessity since
nmost Tal oi d pseudoorganic materials tended to deconpose into evil-snelling
liquids at roomtenperature. In the work area around Spearman, the displays
and data presentations were show ng sonme of the findings fromelectron and
proton m croscopes, gas and |liquid chromatographs, electrophoretic

anal yzers, isotopic imagers, x-ray imagers, ultrasonic inmagers, and just
about every kind of spectroneter ever invented. Spearnman had al ready
described the incendiary chem cal thrown by the catapults nounted on
several of the Paduan war vehicles; it had turned out to be a substance
rich in conpl ex oxygen-carbon conmpounds that would be highly inflamuable in
Titan's reduci ng at nosphere once ignition tenperature had been attai ned by
the reaction of a fast-acting outer acid |layer upon a netallic target
surface. The catapults thensel ves had been shown by video replays also to
be organi c, and suggested enornous, finely scul ptured vegetabl es that
ejected their mssions either by releasing stored nechanical strain-energy
or by conpressed gas accunul ated internally.

In his late thirties, with thick-rimed spectacles and a droopy nustache,
and wearing a tartan shirt with jeans, Spearnman was the easygoi ng ki nd of
person that Thelnma could find interesting without running the risk of
endi ng up being used as an ideol ogi cal dunping ground if she spent tine
talking to him The problemw th many scientists, she found, especially the
younger ones, was that their successful intellectual acconplishnent in one
field could sometimes | ead themto overestimate the value of their views on
anyt hi ng and everything, which tended to nmake conversation a survival skil
by turning every topic into a mnefield. Spearman provided a refreshing
contrast by holding no political opinions, having no pet econom c theory
for solving all the world's problens at a stroke, and no burning conviction
about how ot her peopl e should conduct their lives to nake it a better

pl ace.

"I've never seen anything quite like this," he said, turning back and
waving an armto indicate the sanple behind the window "It's capable of
growi ng under the direction of |arge, conplex director nol ecul es, sure
enough, but you couldn't say it's alive. It's kind of halfway in between.

It has a primitive biochem stry, but nothing approaching life at the
| evel of cellular metabolism You see, there aren't any cells."

Thel ma | ooked intrigued as she swiveled herself slowy fromside to side in
the operator's chair in front of the mcroscopy console, while Dave Crookes
listened fromwhere he was | eaning just inside the doorway. "Then what's it
made of ?" Thel ma asked. "How does it grow w thout cells?"

Spear man si ghed. "A conprehensive answer will probably take years to
unravel, but for the nmonent think of it as sonething |like an organic
crystal, but nore complicated . . . with variations in structure that you
don't get in crystals." He gestured at the sanple in the cold chanber.
"That's a part of one of the legs. It does have a rudi nentary vascul ar
systemto transport nutrients for renewing itself, an arrangenent of
contractile tissues that enable it to nobve, and a network of conductive
fibers that transmt electrical discharges in response to applied
mechani cal force. And that's about all. What it suggests is that the
conpl ete structure could respond by noving itself if sonmething pulled it—a
ki nd of passive friction-reducer.”

"An organi c wheel ," Thel ma said.
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Spearman grinned. "Sure—that's just about what it is.

"But it couldn't do anything else, like reproduce itself or something |ike
t hat ?" Crookes asked.

Spear man shook his head. "No way. As | said, it can nove and regenerate its
formparts of it anyway. But there's no way you could say it's alive."

Thel ma frowned to herself. "So how could sonething |ike that ever have
evolved in the firsi place if it can't reproduce itself?" she asked.

"It couldn't have," Spearman replied sinply.
"So where did it come fronP"
"The only thing we can suggest is that the Taloids created it."

Thel ma and Crookes exchanged puzzl ed gl ances. "But how coul d they have?"

Crookes protested. "I nean, their technology is back in the Mddl e Ages.
You' re tal ki ng about something that m ght be crude conpared to the living
cells we know, but surely it's still a pretty inpressive feat of

bi oengi neering. "

"Ast oni shing," Spearman confirned. "In fact | don't think any genetic
engi neering of ours could touch it—not w thout naturally occurring
macr onol ecul es al ready available to work with, anyhow "

"Well, that's the point," Thelna said. "How could the Tal oi ds have done
it?"

Spearman noved a few paces across the |ab, then turned and spread his
hands. "W've already found plenty of exanples of quite conpl ex

hydr ocar bons and nitrogenous conpounds in the soil, very nuch like the

mol ecul es believed to have been precursors of life on Earth. But apparently
they never progressed nmuch further on Titan, probably because of the | ow
tenperature and absence of strong ionizing radiation and other nutagenic
stimulants. Well, our best guess is that the Tal oi ds sonmehow | earned to
mani pul ate such raw materials, and over a period of tine devel oped

techni ques for manufacturing the kind of thing you see here." He waved
toward the cold chanber again. "And | mean manufacturing. That stuff didn't
grow naturally. It accounts for their peculiar houses too, as well as a |ot
of other things we've seen.”

John Webster, an English genetic engineering consultant fromthe Canbridge
Institute for Mol ecul ar Biol ogy, nodded froma stool in front of a
cluttered workbench jammed into a corner anpng shel ves of bottles and racks
of electronic equipnent. "That's the way it looks. It's our culture turned
upsi de down. We grow our food and our offspring, and make artifacts out of
metals that we extract fromrocks; the Taloids' food and offspring are
produced on assenbly lines, while they grow artifacts—devel oped from
organi ¢ substances which they discovered in their rocks and soils. That
explains all those 'plantations' that we've been wondering about: They're
Taloid factories."

"That's right—they did the same as we did, but the other way around,"
Spearman said. "Man | earned to nake nechani cal devices to nmimc the actions
of living organisms in his famliar environment—to lift weights and nove

| oads, and so on. The Tal oids found they could manufacture artificial

devi ces too—erganic ones—to nimc the only formof life they knew "

"It's a good way of looking at it," Crookes agreed. "But that still doesn't
expl ain how t he Tal oi ds coul d engi neer processes at the nol ecul ar | eve
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when their culture is centuries behind ours." He gestured to indicate the
banks of instrunentation and equi prent all around them "W had to invent
all this before we even knew what a protein was, never mind howto splice
genes into plasm ds. The Tal oids coul dn't make anything even renotely
conparable to all this stuff."

"They never needed to," Spearman said. "They're surrounded by it already."

It took Thelma a nmonent to grasp what he was saying. "You' re kidding," she
sai d i ncredul ously.

Spear man shook his head. "Man | earned how to use enzynes and bacteria to
make wi ne and cheese thousands of years ago wi thout having to know anyt hi ng
about the chemistry involved. Who's to say that the Tal oids couldn't have

| earned to donmesticate the life forns that they found all around themtoo?
We take wool off sheep to make overcoats; they take wire from w re-draw ng
machi nes." He shrugged. "It's the sane difference."

"BEverything about themis us the other way around, and taken back three or
four centuries," Webster said. "W were practical artisans first, and from
t hose begi nni ngs we devel oped engi neering and the physi cal sciences.

Bi ochemi stry cane | ater. The Tal oi ds devel oped applied biology first, but
wi t hout any real conprehension of biological science, and now they're only
just beginning to dabble in the physical sciences."

"That seens strange,"” Crookes comented. "You'd think that all the advanced
har dwar e down there woul d have given theman intuitive conprehension of it
fromearly on."

"Why should it have?" Spearnman asked. "Human bei ngs are advanced bi ol ogi ca
systens, but that doesn't give theman intuitive understanding of how their
brains and their bodi es work. That know edge could only cone |ater, when
suitabl e instruments becane available . . . and it's still far from

conpl ete. Human consci ousness operates at a |l evel way above that of the
neural hardware that supports our nental software, and the world of raw
sensory data which that hardware reacts to. W don't perceive the world as
consi sting of pressure waves, photons, forces, and so on, but as people,

pl aces, and things. Qur awareness arises fromthe interaction of abstract
synbols that are far renmoved fromthe original physical stinuli—-shut off,
as it were, fromany direct know edge of its own underlying neurol ogi ca
and physi ol ogi cal processes. So we can think about the things that matter
wi t hout know ng anything about what the trillions of nerve cells in our
brai ns are doi ng, or even being aware that we have any."

Crookes frowned for a nonment. "So what are you sayi hg—that the Tal oids are
advanced el ectronic systens, but that doesn't give themany intuitive
under st andi ng of how they work either? Their awareness operates at a

hi gher, abstract level in the same way?"

"Just that," Spearnman replied

Thel ma nodded as the inplications becane clearer. "So just because the
Tal oids are conputers, it doesn't nean necessarily that they think with

machi ne precision and possess total infornmation recall, does it? They night
not be able to renenber a conversation fromyesterday word for word, or
behave the sanme way in the sanme situation every time . . . just like us."

"That's what Grahanis getting at," Whbster said. "At its basic hardware

| evel, the human brain is every bit as nmechani cal and predictable as an

el ectronic conmputer chip: A neuron either fires or doesn't fire in response
to a given set of inputs. It doesn't go through agonies of indecision
trying to make up some mcroscopic mnd about what to do. At that |evel,
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there isn't any mind to nake up. 'Mnd'" energes as a property of

organi zation that becones nmanifest only at the higher level. ... In the
same kind of way, a single nolecule doesn't possess a property of

"el ephantness'; a sufficiently |arge nunber of them however, organized in
the correct way, do. Taloid minds are alnost certainly a result of

conmpl exity transcendi ng their underlying hardware in the sane way."

Spear man noved back to the cold chanber, stooped to | ook at what was going
on inside, and entered a conmmand into the control panel bel ow the w ndow.
"If you showed a Taloid a piece of holoptronics fromthe inside of a
comput er processor, | think it'd be about as nystified as someone in the
M ddl e Ages trying to make sense of a rabbit brain," he said over his
shoul der. "We understand machi nes because we were able to begin with the
simple and progress through to the nore conplicated—from pulleys and

| evers, through dynanbps and steam engi nes, to conmputers, nuclear plants,
and spaceshi ps. Hence we can explain every detail of our creations and its
pur pose, right down to the last nut and bolt of something like the Oion
But an under st andi ng of biol ogical processes didn't conme so easily because,
instead of being able to start with the sinple, we found ourselves
confronted by the nost conpl ex—the end-products of billions of years of
evol ution. Wth no conprehension of DNA, protein transcription, cel
differentiation, and the like, it's not easy to explain the totality of a
rabbit or account for how it canme together in the first place." Spearman
entered another conmand, waited to check its effect, and turned back to
face the others once nore. "The Tal oids had the sane problem They were
confronted by the end-products of a long history of alien technol ogy, plus
probably mllions of years of evolution after that, w thout any of the
benefit of attending the schools and technical colleges that the alien
engi neers went to. So the physical sciences remained a nystery. But
dabbling with biol ogical techniques was something they could figure out for
t hensel ves, using the resources they had."

Thel ma refl ected for a few seconds. "You nmean for a long time they never

even experinented with sinple tools as we know then? . . . They'd have had
enough raw materials |lying around down there. It seens ... oh, strange
sonehow. "

Spearman sniled faintly. "The reason's pretty obvious when you think about
it," he said.

"What ?" Thel ma asked.

"Tool s as we know them are made out of refined materials |ike netals,

gl ass, plastics, and so on," Spearman said. "In other words, the same kinds
of substances that are produced naturally all over the place on Titan. They
woul dn't | ast very long. Neither would anything you tried to make with
them "

Crookes gave a puzzled frown. "How conme?"

Webst er spread his hands. "Anything like that would probably turn out to be
'food" for something or other. And besides . . . who'd dream of making
tool s, ornanents, and houses out of candy bars and pizza?"

The crew ness hall inside the |arger of the two prefabricated dones that
constituted Genoa Base One was warm stuffy, and crowded. At the serving
wi ndow, Massey picked up a nmug of hot coffee and a donut and wal ked away
fromthe short line of bulky figures in extravehicular suits waiting to
snatch a last-m nute snack before another expedition into the city. Since
he had come down fromthe Orion thirty-six hours or so previously and just
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awakened froma rest period, it was really breakfast, he supposed. The
Tal oi ds renmi ned continuously active for a period of a little over ten
terrestrial days, centered around the tine of maxinmumtotal illum nation
that resulted fromdirect solar radiation and reflection from Satum as
Titan progressed through its sixteen-day orbit. Since Titan kept one

hem sphere permanently toward Satum one side of Titan experienced changes
in both direct radiation and reflection while the other side experienced
the direct conponent only, the areas in between receiving a mxture of both
in varying proportions; thus the light-dark cycle was a conplicated
function of orbital notion, and on top of that, varied fromplace to place.

"And how is the rationalist today?" a jovial voice inquired from behind
him "It's not a good time of year for the debunking business, | hear."

Massey had recogni zed Zanbendorf even before | ooking round. Although many
of the mssion's scientists had shown sone signs of disdain and al oof ness
toward Zanbendorf and his teamthree nonths previously at the tine of

| eaving Earth, things had changed noticeably in the course of the voyage.
Now Zanbendorf, Abaquaan, Thelrma, and the rest were sinply accepted as a
normal part of the day-to-day life of the Orion's community. Whether this
was a psychol ogi cal effect of everyone's sharing the sane, tiny, man-nade
envi ronment hundreds of millions of mles fromEarth, Massey didn't know,
but in his conversations he had detected a not-uncommon attitude anong the
scientists of amused respect toward Zanbendorf and his crew for at |east
bei ng i ndi sputable masters of their chosen profession; the scientists
contenpt was reserved nore for those who chose to adul ate Zanbendorf's

t eam

Massey turned to find Zanbendorf grinning at himover the netal-ring
hel met -seating of his EV suit. "It looks as if you might last a few nore
days yet," he conceded gruny.

"l shoul d hope so too," Zanbendorf said. "Surely it rmust be obvi ous by now,
even to you, Cerry, that there is nore inportant work to be done than
wasting time with trivia that bel ong where we should have left thema
billion mles away, back on Earth."

Massey | ooked at him curiously. Zanbendorf and his team had been showi ng a
genuine interest in the mssion's serious business—and surprising sone of
the scientists with how nuch they knew. Was it possible that Zanbendorf
coul d be undergoing a change of heart? "What's the matter Karl?" he asked.
"Are you developing a guilt conplex now that you're seeing sone rea
science for once?"

"Don't be ridiculous," Zanbendorf scoffed. "And besides, even if it were
true, do you think 1'd tell you? You're the psychol ogist. You should be
telling me."

In other words Massey coul d take Zanbendorf's attitude either way. He was
still the sanme ol d Zanbendorf—forever confusing, and always a junp ahead of
the gane. "You're doing sonmething worthwhile for once,"” Massey said.
"You've got a knack for getting through to the Tal oids, and they trust you
That has to be a better feeling than ripping people off all the tine, so
why not admit it?"

"It's not the sanme thing," Zanbendorf replied. "I'll hel p anyone who nakes
the effort to help hinself. The Tal oids m ght have sone way to go yet, but
they val ue know edge and skill. They want to |learn. They're willing to work

at it. But peopl e? Pah! They grow up surrounded by libraries, universities,
teachers who coul d show them the accunul ated di scoveries and w sdom of
mllennia and they're not interested. They'd rather live junk-lives. How
can you steal anything from soneone who has al ready thrown everything
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away ?"
"Per haps people sinply need to be shown how to think," Massey suggest ed.

Zanbendorf shook his head. "It's |like |eading horses to water. \Wen people
are ready to think, they will think. Trying to rush themis futile. Al you
can do is show them where the water is and wait for themto get thirsty."
He gestured over Massey's shoul der at Osnond Periera and Mal com Wade, who
were standing by the doorway, debating in |oud voices a specul ati on of
Periera's that the antimatter spaceship responsible for creating the North
Pol ar Sea m ght have cone from Titan. "Listen to those two idiots,"
Zanbendorf murmured in a | ower voice. "You could spend a year of your life
preparing a detailed refutation that m ght succeed in convincing themthat
what they're tal king about is nonsense. Do you think they'd | earn anything
fromthe experience? Not a bit of it. Wthin a week they'd be off into
sonet hing el se equal ly preposterous. So you could have saved your tine for
sonmet hing profitable. I'll save mne for the Tal oids."

"Careful, Karl," Massey cautioned. "You're beginning to sound as if you're
admitting you' re a fraud again."

"Don't be ridiculous," Zanbendorf said. "But even if it were true, do you
thi nk people would | earn anything fromthe experience if you proved it?" He
shook his head. "Not a bit of that either. Wthin a week they woul d have
found sonething else too ... just like friend Gsnond and that other
character behind you."

At that nonment a | oudspeaker announced that the personnel carrier that
woul d be taking the party into the city was waiting at the vehicl e-access
transfer lock. "The problemw th you is that you really are a scientist at
heart," Massey said as they began noving in the direction of the doorway.
"But you think it would be beneath your dignity to admt it."

Hal f an hour | ater they were anong the passengers watching parts of the
outskirts of Genoa slide through the headl anp beans of the carrier and its
escort of two mlitary scout cars fifty yards ahead and behind. Al along
the way, Taloids cane to stand by the roadside to watch the processi on of
strange creatures that bore within them beings from another world. Sone ran
forward to bathe thenselves in the light, which they apparently believed to
possess miracul ous and curative properties; a few shrank back as the
vehi cl es passed, or fled into the alleys and sidestreets.

One—a nmounted figure wapped in a heavy riding cloak, its face concealed in
a deep hood—wat ched i nconspi cuously fromthe shadows of a gateway near the
city wall, absorbing every detail. Wen the Terran vehicles had passed, the
rider reenmerged and noved away al ong the side of the road in the opposite
direction to resune the journey that would take it out of the city, beyond
the borders of Carthogia, and across the WI derness of Meracasine.
Skerilliane, Spy-with-a-Thousand-Eyes, woul d have much to report when he
returned to his royal master Eskenderom the King of Kroaxia.

21

"CAN YOU | MAG NE A DI STANCE TWELVE Tl MES CREATER THAN t he greatest breadth
of Carthogi a?" Thirg asked Lof bayel's son, Mrayak, who was sitting with
his back to the large table strewn with charts and sheets of cal cul ations,
in the roomthat Lofbayel had given Thirg to use as a study while Thirg was
residing with the famly.

"I think so, though | have never journeyed but a fraction of such a
di stance," Mrayak said. "Wy, it nust be greater even than the size of the
strange, spherical world of which you and ny father speak!"

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (118 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:03 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20T he%20L ifemaker. txt

"Not so, Young-Qestioner-Wo-WII-Become-W se-by-Questioning," Thirg said.
He picked up the Skybeings' globe that the Wearer-of-the- Arm Veget abl e had
presented to himas a gift, and looked at it briefly. "In fact such a

di stance would be a little less than half the dianmeter of our world, of
which | amassured this is a faithful representation.” He put the gl obe
down and | ooked back at Mrayak. "And what of a distance yet twelve tines

t hat agai n—enough to span six worlds side by side? Can your mnd grasp

t hat ?"

Morayak frowned and stared at the gl obe while he concentrated. "I'm not
sure. To visualize the breadth of Carthogia requires but a sinple extension
of faculties that are familiar to nme, but where is the experience to guide
my intuition in attenpting to judge a distance through a world rather than
across it? But even taxing ny nmind to that degree does not satisfy you
enough, it seens, for now you woul d have nme grapple with conceiving six of
them "

"Then instead of worlds whose surfaces curve in space, |let us take as our
nodel, tinme, which involves no conplications fromnultiplicity of
direction," Thirg suggested. "If the breadth of Carthogia be represented by
a single bright, then the distance to which | refer, being twelve tines
twel ve, equates to one Carthogia for every bright contained in the duration
of twelve twelve-brights. Now-ean you visualize that?"

It took Morayak a few seconds to grasp, but in the end he nodded, at the
same time frowning intently. "That is vastness indeed, but it is not
compl et el y uni nagi nabl e now you have described it thus. My mnd is
stretched, but | think it can conceive of such a distance."

"And what of twelve tines that, yet again?"

Morayak stared at Thirg with a strained | ook on his face, then grinned
hopel essly and shook his head. "Inpossible!"

Thirg paced across the room swung around, and threw his hands wi de. "Then
what of twelve times even that, and twelve tines that yet again still, and
then even twel ve tinmes—=

"Stop, Thirg!" Morayak protested. "Wat purpose is served by uttering
repetitions of words that have ceased to carry any neani ng?"

"But they do carry neaning," Thirg said. He noved forward and raised his
armto point. Mrayak turned in his seat to | ook at the |arge chart on the
wal | above the table, which Lofbayel had drawn from Thirg's records of
conversations with the Skybeings. In the center it showed the huge furnace
in the sky—arge enough to consune the whole world in an instant, the
Skybei ngs sai d—and around it the paths of the nine worlds that circled it
endl essly, sonme of them acconpanied by their own attendant worlds, which in
turn circled them 1t had conme as sonething of a shock to | earn that Robia,
as Kl ei ppur had naned the robeing world, was not even a nenber of the nine,
but just one—although, true, the |argest—ef a retinue of seventeen
servants following at the heels of a giant. Dornvald had renmarked that the
giant was surely the king of worlds, because of his ringlike crown. But
Thirg was pointing not at the giant, but at the third world out fromthe
furnace—a hunble little world, seenmingly, with just a single page in

att endance—whi ch Lof bayel had | abel ed Lumia, since its sky shone with the
heat |ight that acconpani ed the Skybei ngs, or Lumians, as they were now
nmore properly called, wherever they went. Thirg swept a finger slowy
across the chart. "That is the distance which separates our world fromthe
worl d of Lum ans, Mrayak—the di stance they have traveled to cone to
Robi a. "
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Morayak stared at himincredulously. "It cannot be!" Thirg nodded. Mbrayak
| ooked at the chart again, then back at Thirg. "But such a journey would
surely require many twel ves of twelves of lifetines."

"One twel ve-bright was sufficient, we are assured. The |arge dragon that
circles beyond the sky is swifter, seenmngly, than even the smaller ones
whi ch cross above the city in nonents."” Thirg studied Mrayak's face for a
few seconds and gave a satisfied nod. "Now, nmethinks, you understand better
t he wondrousness of the beings you are soon to neet," he said.

Morayak stared back at Thirg for a nonment |onger as if unsure of whether or
not to take his words seriously, and then | ooked slowy back at the chart,
this time with a new respect. Thirg and Lof bayel were due to | eave shortly
for Kleippur's residence to join the Carthogian | eaders in nore discussions
with the Lumi ans, and Morayak had eventually succeeded in pestering his
father into allowing himto go along too. He had been to see the strange
growt hs that the Lumians lived in just outside the city, of course-his
father said that the Lum ans had created them-and he had caught glinpses
froma distance of the cunbersone, doneheaded figures, which apparently
weren't the Lumians at all but an outer casing that they had to wear on
Robi a because they needed to be bathed in hot, highly corrosive gas all the
time; but that wasn't the same—he wouldn't be able to boast to his friends
about that. "I wonder what kind of a world it is,” he nurnmured distantly,
still staring at the chart.

"Amazi ng beyond your wildest dreanms,"” Thirg replied. "Its sky is filled
with worlds too numerous to count, extending away as far as it is possible
to see, for there is no permanent cover of cloud above Lumia to limt
vision. It is so hot that the surface is covered by oceans of liquid ice.
Met hane can exist only as a vapor. Your body woul d be rmuch heavier than it
is on Robia."

"What of the countryside?" Mrayak asked. "Does it have nountai ns and
forests? Do the Lumi ans keep herds of bearing-bush formers, and hunt
platenelters out on the flatlands? Do they have children who go
gasket-col |l ecting anong the head-assenbly transfer lines, or baiting traps
with copper wire to catch coil -w nders?”

Thirg frowned, not knowi ng quite how to explain the differences. "The
children there are assenbled in mniature form" he said. "They grow | arger
by taking in substances which are distributed internally as liquid

sol utions. "

Morayak stared at himin astoni shment. "But how could the substances know
where to be deposited?" he objected. "All formwould surely be lost."

"The process is beyond ny understanding,” Thirg admtted. "Perhaps that is
why the Lumi ans exist as jelly and nust remain inside outer casings to
preserve their shape. But natural assenbly is inpossible on Lum a because
there aren't any machines . . . save for a few which aren't alive, but were
created by the Lumi ans."

"It's true then—+the Lumians really can nmake artificial machines?"

"Ch yes—those are the only nachi nes they know. They do have animals and
forests, but they're not machines. They're made of, well . . . the best way
I can find to describe it is "naturally occurring organics'—very like the
Lumi ans thensel ves."

Mor ayak | ooked perpl exed. "But artisans mnmust exist to create organics. How
can there be 'natural organics'?"
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"I too amlearning,” Thirg rem nded him "W both have many questions that

will tax our patience for a while yet."
"But organic forests and animals ... a whole world full of such
unsi ghtliness?" Mirrayak nade a face. "It sounds so ugly, so unnatura

How coul d anyone live there? Is that why they have cone to Robi a—to escape?
But how—+

Lof bayel 's wife, Kersenia, canme in. "Ah, | thought I'd find you two here,"
she said. "Lofbayel has hitched up the cart and is waiting before the house
for you now. " Myrayak got up, and followed with Thirg behind as Kersenia
went back to the hallway inside the front door. "And renenber, don't go
getting in the way or naking a nuisance of yourself," she said as Mrayak
put on his coat. "You are a very lucky and privileged young robeing to be
invited to the residence of Kleippur. Don't |et your father down, now. "

"I won't," Mrayak proni sed.

"I"msure you have no cause to worry," Thirg said.

Thirg and Mrayak left the house and clinbed up beside Lof bayel, and
Kersenia stood in the doorway to see themoff as the cart turned onto the
roadway in the direction of the city. It was good, Thirg thought to
hinself, to see the fanmily living free and without fear, w th Lof baye
pursui ng his studies openly and able to teach at last in the way he had

al ways wanted. He wondered if what he was seeing could be an onmen of things
to conme on a larger scale for the whol e robeing race. For the Luni ans
seened to respect freedom and know edge, and to share generally the val ues
that Thirg felt Kleippur and his vision for Carthogia synbolized. Could the
Lum ans be offering a new future of opportunity for all robeings, just as
Carthogia offered a new future of opportunity for Thirg, and for Lofbaye
and his fam ly? Wuld the old ways of the whole world of Robia now fade
into the past and be forgotten, just as Kroaxia was already fading into
their personal pasts and being forgotten?

So possibly the priests and the Scribings had been right after all in a
way, Thirg thought to hinself. If the Lum ans were indeed the Lifenmaker,
then perhaps the Lifenmaker did offer salvation fromthe toil and drudgery
of worldly life ... not in some hereafter world, however, but in this
one-sinply by taking the toil and the drudgery out of it. That woul d seem
the eminently sensible and sinple way of acconplishing such an objecti ve,
after all. Why would a Lifenaker—especially one as intelligent and

all -powerful as the priests were always depicting—hoose to do things the
difficult way?

But Thirg had |l earned fromlong and bitter experience not to |let his hopes
run too high about anything. There was al ways too nmuch that could go wong,
and usually it found a way of nmanaging to. He wondered if |ifenaking

Skybei ngs had the sane probl em

"What he's doing is not conpatible with the policy objectives that have
been confirnmed fromEarth," Daniel Leaherney said to Caspar Lang, on the
Oion, "Also |'ve been getting conplaints that his style is interfering
with the ability of the personnel who are properly enpowered to handl e our
relationships with the aliens to discharge their duties in an effective
manner. Can | leave it to you to straighten the situation out?"

"What you nmean is that Graud' s devel oping an inferiority conpl ex because
the Tal oi ds take nore notice of Zanmbendorf than they do of him Seltzman
doesn't feel he's getting all the glory he should be getting, and soneone
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stuffy anmong the scientific chiefs—probably Wi nerbaum+s getting jeal ous
and thinks his dignity's being threatened,”" Lang said. He was getting just
alittle bit tired of having to stay up in the ship all the time, taking
care of everyone el se's probl ens.

Leaherney exhaled a | ong breath and snapped, "Look, that psychic is getting
in everyone's hair and taking over the show down there as if this whole

m ssion had been put together for no other reason than to boost his act.
Your corporation sent himhere, Caspar, and it's your responsibility to
keep himunder control. So read it any way you like, but | want sonething
done about it."

An hour | ater Lang, feeling even nore incensed after Leaherney's
uncharacteristic outburst, was | ooking grimfaced across his desk at Osnond
Periera. "Were's the schedul e of the experinents you were supposed to be
carrying out with Zanmbendorf?" he demanded.

Periera | ooked flummoxed. "What? Wiy, er . . . | thought that was just part
of the Mars cover story. | thought—

"The corporation isn't paying you to think; it's paying you to know," Lang
fumed. "Have you any idea how nmuch it's cost to bring you people this

di stance? My understanding was that you are here to investigate a serious
scientific phenonenon."

"Well, there's no question of that, but—=

"Then how nuch | onger do | have to wait before | see sonething happeni ng?"
Lang asked. "You're supposed to be responsible for organizing the
experinmental program okay? Well, it's about tinme you started organi zing
sonet hing. You don't expect nme to do it for you, do you?"

"No, of course not, but | ... |, that is ... He's down at Genoa Base One."

"Wl |, get himback up from Genoa Base One!" Lang yelled. "I agreed to his
going down on one trip to see the surface. Ckay—he's seen it. Now get him
back up here and nake a start on the job you were brought here to do. And
nobody—+epeat, nobody—fromthat outfit goes down there again until we start
seei ng sone results. Understood?”

Periera gul ped and nodded rapidly. "Yes, yes, of course."

"Good." Lang reached over to call his secretary on his term nal screen
"Cet this update on personnel authorizations into the systemright away,
Kat hy. Karl Zanmbendorf is recalled to the ship forthwith, and approval for
surface descent is denied himand his party until further notice."

22

ESKENDEROM KI NG OF KROAXI A AND DI VI NELY ORDAI NED PROTECTOR of the

Li femaker's True Faith, rested an el bow on an armof his throne and

gl owered down over his hand while he listened. Bowed over one knee at the
foot of the steps before him Skerilliane, the spy, made a flourish in the
air with his arm "In tane dragons as long as the palace is w de, they
fly—any twelves of themat a tine. In strange, wheel ed beasts the size of
houses, through the streets of Menassim they ride. They conspire in secret
| eague with Kleippur, and outside the city they conduct rituals anong the
machi nes of the forest with the tanme creatures and nmagi c vegetabl es. They
are formed fromburning fluids contained in soft casings, and they share

t houghts wi t hout i npedi ment of distance, though they utter no sound.”

Eskender om brooded whil e he absorbed the information, then lifted his head
and turned to | ook questioningly at Horazzorgi o, who was standing to one
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side of the steps. One of Horazzorgio's imaging natrixes was covered by a
pl astic cap, and a wel ded plate bl anked off the hole left by his nissing
arm "The beings and the creatures that serve them | have seen not,"
Horazzorgi o said. "But the dragons are the same as those of the Meracasine,
and the snaller spy-dragons are the ones that swooped upon us, spitting
lightning bolts and hurling fire. The violet radiance too is the sane."

"What is the substance of the discourse that beings such as these would
enter into with Kleippur?" Frennelech inquired fromthe High Priest's seat,
a level below the throne and to the right.

"My informants have overheard nuch tal k anmong Carthogia' s counsel ors and
of ficers of forbidden arts and the unholy powers that are sought by
heretics and accursed ones,"” Skerilliane replied. "Carthogia places itself
at the Dark Master's disposal as a sanctuary for his servants and the base
fromwhi ch he woul d ensl ave the worl d. Many worshipers of evil who have
forsaken enlightenment to serve himthrough his worldly Iieutenant,

Kl ei ppur, are being conscripted to the task—Maker-of - Maps Lof bayel and
Asker - of - For bi dden- Questi ons Thirg being anong just the npbst recent
additions." Horazzorgio's remaining i mger glowed angrily at the nmention of
the nanes. "And now, it seens, the Dark Master has provided Kleippur with
further aid as compensation for Carthogia's limted size and neans,"
Skerilliane concl uded.

The King | ooked at Frennel ech. "So—Kl ei ppur's Dark Master sends dragons
fromthe sky to aid him | see much energy expended on ponp and pageantry
by the priests of Kroaxia, Serethgin, and the other nations of the Sacred
Al'liance; | hear endless praying, chanting, and supplication. Were, then,
are your Lifermaker's dragons?”

"I'n the face of adversity, faith shall overcone," Frennelech quoted in
reply. "It is a test sent to try us. W nust not waver."

"Does the faith of the Waskorians help themto overcone in their struggle
to throw of f Kleippur's yoke? | equi pped them generously and sent our best
conbat officers to instruct them but in their |ast encounter with

Kl ei ppur's soldiers they were deci mated. The new Carthogi an weapon that can
hurl a pellet of steel fromthrice the range attainable by the strongest
dartsman woul d appear nore efficacious than a nmountain of dreary books or
an eternity of incantations."

"Dr agon- bei ngs' weapons," Horazzorgio nuttered, fingering his shoul der
unconsciously. "I know well of those too."

Frennel ech | ooked unconfortable, but before he could reply, Mixrnorel, the
Ki ng' s Seni or Counsel or, who had been pacing slowy to and fro as he
listened, turned suddenly and noved to the center of the open floor bel ow

the throne and raised his hands to draw attention. Skerilliane strai ghtened
up and noved respectfully back while the others turned their heads
curiously.

"It is possible that our alarmis premature,” Mrnorel said. "For what,
precisely, is it that substantiates the assunpti on—shi ch none of us has
quest i oned—that these dragons are indeed em ssaries of the Dark Master?
That they bear beings possessed of skills unfamliar to us, we know, that
they are fromregi ons unreported by our farthest-ranging travelers and

expl orers, we know. But nore of whence they cone and why, we suppose nuch
and know nothing. Is it not possible that, rather than having been sent
from sonme supernatural realmfor the advancenment of sinister designs upon
the world, they too could be explorers, who find it expedient to enter into
bargain with Kl ei ppur for rendering that which is of value to himin return
for that which they in turn have traveled far to seek?"
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A sil ence descended around the throne roomwhile the others digested the
implications of Mirnorel's observations. "The news that Kleippur was

recei ving powerful foreign aid could prove a strong source of inspiration
and resol ve for our people," Horazzorgi o mused. "They have | ong been
mystified by the inability of the Alliance armes to conquer tiny, stubborn
Cart hogi a. "

"What woul d bei ngs such as these seek in | ands such as ours?" Eskenderom
asked doubtfully.

"No amount of speculation will tell us that," Mrnorel replied. "But

what ever the answer, can Carthogia offer anything that cannot be obtained
in greater abundance from Kroaxia's vaster territories or produced nore
cheaply by our nore nunerous slaves and | aborers? Thus we can better not
only whatever bargain Kl ei ppur has nade with these dragon-beings, but also
any inprovenent that lies within his power to offer."

"Mm . . ." Eskenderom sat back and rubbed his chin thoughtfully. A gleam
slowy suffused his imagers. "If the dragon-beings' aid can make such a
difference to puny Carthogia, it would make a nation |ike Kroaxia

"Invincible," Frennel ech conpleted in a distant voice.

Mornmorel saw that he had made his point. He gave a slow, satisfied nod, and
| ooked fromone to another of the faces around him "lnvincible not only
against Carthogia . . . but, should the occasion arise, against Serethgin,
Cor bel li o, Munaxi os—all of them"™

Anot her short silence fell. Then Frennel ech pronounced in a voice that was
suddenly nore sure of itself, "It is divinely ordai ned! The Lifenmaker has
sent the dragon-beings frombeyond the Barrier as His instrument to carry
the True Faith to all coners of the robeing world. We are the chosen
bearers of that instrunent, which the Dark Master, through Kl eippur, is
attenpting to msdirect. The quest we are set is to initiate contact with
t he dragon-bei ngs and di scover what the Lifermaker has directed themto
seek. Thus has He chosen to reveal to us Hs will."

Eskenderom | ooked at Skerilliane. "Has anything that you saw or heard
provi ded indication of what the dragon-beings seek from Kl ei ppur?" he
asked.

"Nothing. But it was not ny purpose to | ook for such.”

"Then it shall be your purpose now," Eskenderom decl ared. "Your assignment
is toreturn to Carthogia i mediately and di scover what the dragon-bei ngs
wish in return for their aid. You are enpowered to speak on behalf of the
Kroaxian Crown to express its desire for a direct dial ogue, and to make
appropriate offers as guided by your own discretion to secure the

attai nnent of that end."”

"I shall begin preparations at once," Skerilliane said.

"One of your officers is to go too," Eskenderomtold Horazzorgio.
"Skerilliane may have need of a soldier's expertise. Also, | would like to
hear the opinion of a military professional who has observed these
dragon-bei ngs firsthand."

"l request the King's pernission to acconpany himnysel f," Horazzorgio
replied at once. Eskenderom frowned, reluctant to make an issue of his
captain's condition. Horazzorgio saw the King's gaze travel fromhis eye to
his arm "If | can return alone fromthe Meracasine, on foot and wounded,
then surely | can survive it acconpani ed, nounted, and recovered. Neither
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will Skerilliane's nission be jeopardized, for ny personal interests in
this matter will nore than nmake up spiritually for what has been | ost
physically."

Eskenderom | ooked at himfor a noment, and then at Skerilliane. "You shal
be the judge, for yours is the casing that will be at risk, not mne. Wuld

you have confidence in Horazzorgi o as your conpani on? Speak truly, spy.
This is not atime to pernit fear of personal insult to affect judgment and
prudence. "

"The spy should be never seen and never heard,"” Skerilliane answered. "Of
what inportance is the appearance of he who exists not? Indeed, such
business is nore often hanpered than assisted by a penchant for deeds of
reckl essness and daring, which Horazzorgi o has anple reason to avoid. |
have every confidence in the prospect of our association.”

The King | ooked at themfor a noment |onger, then nodded. "So be it." He
stood up fromthe throne and descended the steps before it, then stopped as
an afterthought struck him and | ooked back at the H gh Priest. "I suppose
you' d better pray for their success," he said, and with that turned and
strode away.

23

IT WAS LIKE BEING IN A TOVB, CASPAR LANG THOUGHT TO HI MSELF, or an ice cave
inside a glacier that was too deep for light to penetrate.

Wth nore roomavail able on Graud' s di plomatic del egati on now t hat
Zanbendorf and his team had been restricted to the ship, and with
activities in and around Genoa becom ng nore organi zed, Lang had taken the
opportunity to cone down to the surface and involve hinself nore directly
in the proceedings. He had seen the incredible tangles of cluttered

machi nery and derelict structures that surrounded the base and stretched
away beyond the searchlight beans playing fromthe sentry posts around the
perineter; the ghostly shapes of the city's peculiar, cultivated houses and
| arger buildings of ice along the route to Arthur's residence—whi ch had
been naned Canel ot, of course; and the strange, clothed, bipedal robots and
ot her machines that gathered to watch fromthe shadows at the fringes of
the vehicles' headl anp beans. Now he was sitting awkwardly in a large ice
chanmber inside Canel ot, which even had a sizeable table, although not a
round one. Looking like gigantic upright insects in the weak circle of
light fromthe two | ow power |anps that the NASO engi neers had installed,
Arthur and several other Taloids were sitting opposite, while to the sides
Graud, Seltzman, and the renaining Terrans | ooked just as eerie and
grotesque in their jointed, snooth-surfaced, machinelike garb. Mst of the
furni shings were of odd, Tal oid pseudovegetabl e shapes, and the walls,

i ndi stinct and shadowy in the background, were covered by thick woven-wire
hangi ngs and weird designs worked in plastic and metal. The tal ks had been
goi ng on for some hours.

"Tell themthey've got it wong, Konrad," Graud s voice said in Lang's
hel met, com ng through on | ocal frequency. "W are not planning to exploit
their people or set the value of their |abor too cheaply. Anyone who
desires economic prosperity has to work for it, just as we had to work for
it back on Earth. There aren't any free rides.”

Seltzman ni pped a switch to direct his words into another audi o channel,

whi ch was wire-connected through to the electronics box on the table in
front of him "Sorry," he said. "You still m sunderstand. Earthnen do not
wish to exploit Taloid labor. Titan nust work for prosperity, just as Earth
had to work for prosperity."”
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A coupl e of seconds went by while the control microprocessor inside the box
conferred with a larger conputer located in the comunications center at
Genoa Base One. Then the display on the screen in front of Seltznman changed
to read:

NO MATCH FOR "EXPLO T TALO D LABOR " EQUI VALENT PHRASE?

Seltzman t hought for a second. "Benefit from Taloid work that is not paid
for," he said.

"PROSPERI TY = WEALTH in this context?" the machine inquired
"Wealth for all Taloids,” Seltzman replied.
The di spl ay changed:

SORRY. YQU STILL M SUNDERSTAND. EARTHMEN DO NOT' W SH TO BENEFI T FROM TALO D
WORK THAT IS NOT PAID FOR TI TAN MUST WORK FOR WEALTH FOR ALL TALO DS JUST
AS EARTH HAD TO WORK FOR WEALTH FOR ALL TALO DS

Seltzman sighed. "Delete | ast word. Insert Earthmen.'
"Ckay, " he pronounced.

The machi ne conpli ed.

The "transnogrifier" that Dave Crookes, Leon Keyhoe, and sone of the other
signal s engi neers and pattern-recognition specialists had assenbl ed and
were still inproving did not so nuch translate | anguages as enable the two
parties in a di al ogue—whose native | anguages were not only nutually
unintelligible but also completely inaudible—to tell the machine, in
effect, to note what was said and renenber its neaning. It did this by

mat chi ng recogni zabl e sequences of human voi ce patterns against a
collection of Taloid pul se-code profiles stored in a conputerized library
that was continually being enlarged. Upon finding a Tal oid equivalent to an
identified piece of speech input, it synthesized the correspondi ng
ultrasonic Tal oid pul se-stream thus perform ng both the band-shift and

ti me-conpression needed to transfer information fromone domai n of
intelligibility to the other. Also it performed the conplete inverse
process. The matches were deterni ned not by sophisticated rules of granmmar
or el aborate program ng, but sinply by nutual agreenent through trial and
error between the parties involved. The systemwas thus very nuch an

evol utionary one, and had devel oped from extrenely crude begi nni ngs.

"Bad-sad," the tal king vegetable said. "Lumi ans no want good from buzz-buzz
clug-zzzzzi pp robeing slave for free. Bakka-bakka Robi a workum hard get

pl enty finegood thing for robeings wheeee chirrrp like Luni a workum hard
get plenty finegood thing for chi kka-walla-chug-chug-chog Lumi ans."

Thirg frowned as he concentrated. "Methinks they have m sunderstood," he
said. "They believe that we fear they have cone here to enslave us."

"It seens their vegetabl e exaggerates our concern,” Kl ei ppur comented. "My
obj ective is not that they would nmake us slaves, for clearly it is within
their power to have acconplished that end already if such was their desire,
but their inplication that our people's lives are ny property to sell or
barter as | would, instead of their owm to direct as they choose freely."

"What are these 'good things' which they woul d have us work to acquire in
our world as they have in theirs?" Lofbayel asked.

"Presumably the weapons and ot her devices of destruction which they have
enphasi zed at such great expenditure of time and zeal ous-ness," Dornval d
replied.

Kl ei ppur shook his head. "The protection of Carthogia is inportant to ne,
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"tis true, but these nmerchants of havoc would credit nmy mind with no
aspiration higher than an obsession for conquest and a hunger to possess

t he whol e of Robia. Indeed these are Lumians of a disturbingly different
breed fromthe Warer and his conmpanions." He | ooked at Thirg. "Advise the
Lum ans that the sharing of their lifemaking arts would be of far greater
value to us, for with such know edge we coul d di vide our industriousness
anong protecting our people, providing for them and educating them in
proportions of our own deciding. If the Lumians wish to enlist our help in
taming the forests to expand their |lifenaking abilities further, are we not
justified in asking their help in turn to expand our conprehension of that
whi ch they woul d have us tame?"

Thirg reached out and touched the button that opened the talking
vegetabl e's ears. The small |ight that showed when the vegetabl e was
listening cane on. "Know edge of the lifemaking arts of the Lum ans woul d
be nore val uable than quantities of weapons beyond those needed to ensure
Carthogia's protection," he said. "If the Lumi ans wi sh robeings to help
themtanme the forests, robeings wish Lum ans to hel p them conprehend the
forests.”

The transnogrifier turned the pul se-streaminto nunbers and flashed themto
the base conputer, which broke the nunbers into groups and conpared themto
stored sanples at the rate of a mllion per second. Were possible
alternative matches were indicated, a decision-tree operating on sel ected,
wei ghted attributes kept track of the best-fit score. An instant later the
conputer transmtted to the transnogrifier

"Uncl ear buzz-buzz gubba- gubba what-nean 'lifemaking arts,"
squawked. "Want-say wheeeephooonulteraa.twe."

the vegetabl e

Thirg thought for a while, but couldn't bring one to mnd. "Cbtain new
word," he said. The vegetable had | earned that this was his instruction for
it to get the Lumians' own termfor sonething fromthe Lum ans. Inside the
transmogrifier's control processor, the pul se-sequence triggered a branch
to a library-update routine.

EQUI VALENT ENGLI SH WORD- FORM BEI NG REQUESTED, the screen before Seltzman
report ed.

"Ckay," Seltzman acknow edged.

"Pray describe,"” the vegetable invited Thirg.

"Know edge, art, skill, power," Thirg told it. "Creating, inventing—naking
of machi nes. Conprehensi on of how machi nes operate. Understanding origin of
first machine. How could a first nachine be possi bl e?"

The screen responded:

FUNCTI ON SUBJECT ADDI TI ONAL DATA
Know edge Machi nes First Machine

I ngenuity Operation/ Operating —source of ?
Experti se Pri nci pl es? Machi ne ori gi ns?

Under st andi ng (Dom nation?) Design/ Manufacture | mpossi bl e?

Seltzman studied the display for a few seconds and replied, "Science and
technology." He wasn't going to go into the nmetaphysics of the second part,
he deci ded.

"Buzz-wheee Lum an word wowunpokkapokka get-good," the vegetabl e advi sed
Thirg. "Need sinmplify other better whoosh wow. "

Thirg thought back to what he had said, and replied, "Know edge of
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l'ifemaking skills is worth nore to Carthogi ans than too nmany weapons is
worth. "

"Now try maybe-read buzz-buzz bakka-bakka speak," the vegetabl e advi sed.
Seltzman read on the screen

SCI ENCE AND TECHNCOLOGY KNOW HOW BETTER DEAL FOR GENOESE THAN WEAPONS TOO
MANY/ TOO MUCH OVERKI LL(7?). | F TERRANS WANT TALO D Al D FOR MANAGE MACHI NE
COVPLEX, THEN TALO DS WANT TERRAN Al D FOR KNOW HOW MACHI NE COVPLEX

"We're back to the sanme stalemate,” Lang said. "I don't think we're going
to get much further for now At |least the translations are starting to nake
more sense, so it's not as if we had nothing to show for it. | vote we call
it a day."

"Me too," another voice said on the circuit. "Let's get back to base and
out of these things. |I'm about ready for dinner."

G raud sighed. "Okay, we'll wrap the session up there," he agreed. "Tel
them we understand their position, but it involves a |ot of conplications
that we'll have to go away and think about. And they have a |l ot of things

to think over too—without adequate defense there won't be any CGenoa, so
they have to get their priorities right. Finish up with the usual thanks
and courtesies."

VWhen the | aborious exchange was conpl eted and the Tal oi ds had added their

cl osi ng respects, everyone rose and exchanged hand-touch-ings in the nmanner
that had been adopted as conbi ni ng aspects of both Terran and Tal oid fornmns
of customary goodwi ||l salutation. As the party left, technicians collected
the el ectroni cs equi pnent and switched off the lanps until the next

session, and the French paratroopers who had been stationed outside the
conference roomfornmed up with an honorary conpl enment of Arthur's guards to
escort the Terrans and their Taloid hosts back to the vehicles. After a
final round of parting formalities the Terrans departed for their base.

"The only way to exert pressure on the population as a whole is through its
| eaders,"” Graud said, gratefully free of his hel met inside the cabin of
the personnel carrier as the party drove back through the outskirts of
Genoa. "But how do you do it when the | eader thinks he can step into the
twenty-first century overnight and becone civilized instantly? | nean,
their culture is still barbaric—enturies away, at |east, from being able
to grasp technol ogy. But how can you nake them understand that and persuade
them they have to be patient wi thout jeopardizing everything you stand to
gain? It's a problem Caspar."

"It's all a result of delusions of grandeur that they devel oped through
tal king to Zanbendorf and his crazies," Caspar Lang said sourly. "W should
never have let himnear themat all."

"l agree, but it can't be undone," Graud replied. "At least he's out of it
all now. | hope you' re keeping himbusy until we need hi menough to prevent
his getting into any nore m schief."

"Al'l taken care of," Lang said. "Gsnond Periera and that wacky Canadi an
psychol ogi st have got himtied up full-tine. It's a wonder he gets a mnute
to eat and sleep.”

"There's no chance of his interfering in our business with Arthur, then?"
G raud asked, just to be sure.

"No chance. Even if he had the time, how could he do anything? If he found
a way of getting down fromthe ship, he'd never be let through the base."
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"Wll I"'mglad to hear that, at |east, Caspar," Graud said. "The

situation's difficult enough as it is."

"Don't worry about it," Lang said confidently.

At Kl eippur's residence, Kleippur and the others returned to the Counci
Chanber and took fromits place of conceal nent inside a cabinet the seeing
vegetable that the Wearer had left as a gift before returning to the large
dragon beyond the sky. Dornvald relit the violet Lum an | antern that
enabl ed the vegetable to see, and Thirg pressed the button that woul d open
another eye within the dragon. Al in the roomwaited, their eyes fixed
expectantly on the nmagi c w ndow.

In a cabin up in the Oion, GCsnond Periera and Mal com Wade sat surrounded
by notes and papers, concentrating intently on the sentences appearing on
the conputer screen in front of them and nmeki ng occasi onal responses via
keyboard. The screen was showi ng the attenpts of Zanbendorf, who was

el sewhere in a sealed roomw th no nmeans of conmmunication to the outside
apart froma nonswitchable, hard-wired terminal, to divine the contents of
cl osed envel opes selected blind by Periera, guess random sequences of
nunbers and ESP cards, and describe drawi ngs nmade on the spur of the nonent
by both the testers. The use of only a narrow set of predefined menonic
codes to communi cate, would, Periera and Wade had agreed, effectively
elimnate the possibility of their giving hints and clues unwittingly.

Actually it made no difference because Joe Fell burg had bugged their cabin,
whi ch they hadn't thought to check, and they both tal ked too nmuch. They
al so hadn't thought to check whether the seal ed room had been unseal ed and

occupi ed by soneone pretending to be Zanbendorf . . . such as Thel ma and
Clarissa taking turns to operate the termnal while the other stayed around
for conpany. Any question of cheating was, after all, unthinkable; why

woul d Zanbendorf need to cheat if he was genui ne?

Al t hough progress had been painfully slow, the results that Periera and

Wade had been getting were tantalizingly encouragi ng—enough, in fact, to
have kept them shut away for the best part of several days. But that, of
course, was the whol e idea

In the team s day suite, Zanbendorf was pacing restlessly back and forth
while Oto Abaquaan and Joe Fell burg pored over the |latest Terran-Tal oid
transcripts fromthe duplicate transnogrifier concealed in Arthur's neeting
room The device Zanbendorf had donated to the Tal oids before returning to
the Oion was a joint effort—onstructed by Joe Fellburg with the aid of
assenbly di agranms and prograns donated by Leon Keyhoe, parts supplied by
Dave Crookes, and a term nal assenbly stolen by Abaquaan fromthe Orion's
electronics stores. It not only provided printouts of the screens that had
been presented to Graud' s linguists, but also a conplete audio record of
the comments exchanged between the Terran politicians by radio.

"The main problemw th today's hi gh-technol ogy society is that we all ow
politicians to run it instead of people equipped with the wherewithal to
understand it," Zanmbendorf nuttered irritably. "Their nentalities are stil
in the nineteenth century. How can they hope to manage conpl ex econom es
when they're not conpetent to run a yard-sale. Wat can they do that
requires even a smattering of know edge or intellect?"

Drew West shrugged froma coner. "People let themget away with it," he
said. "If people are gonna elect turkeys to tell themwhat to do, then the
peopl e are gonna have problens. You can't blane the turkeys. The
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Constitution never guaranteed smart government; it guaranteed
representative government. And it works—that's what we've got."

"The trouble with the damm systemis that it selects for the skills needed
to get elected, and nothing else . . . which requires only an ability to
fool a sufficient nunber of people for just |long enough to get the votes,"
Zambendorf grunbled. "Unfortunately the personal qualities necessary for
attaining office are practically the opposite of those demanded by the
office itself. Atest that you can only pass by cheating can't possibly
sel ect honest people, can it? You' d think that woul d be obvi ous enough,
Drew, and yet—=

"Call coming in from Canel ot now," Abaquaan said over his shoul der as
Fel | burg reached out to the touchpanel of the conmmunications ternna
besi de t hem

"It's Galileo, with Arthur and a few of the others," Fellburg said.
Zanmbendorf st opped speaki ng and noved forward to see, while behind himWst
stood and crossed the room

Thirg had becone accustoned to the sight of Lum ans w thout their outer
casings by now. How they stayed together at all and kept their shape was
mystery enough, never mnd how t hey nmanaged to nmove around. Apparently they
contai ned a second, "internal casing" of sone kind, though how a casing
could be inside that which it encased, Thirg had no idea. Perhaps it was
like the strengthening bars that builders and other artisans fashioned into
their organic creations. Dark-Headed-One was | ooking into the magic eye,
with the Wearer and Snoot h- Faced-One visible a short distance behind. After
a short exchange of greetings, Thirg began the tedi ous process of

communi cati ng the questions and concerns that the latest meeting with the
Mer chant - Lum ans had pronpt ed.

Zanbendorf's nmood becane sonber while he |istened to Abaquaan's commentary
as the nmessage slowy energed. "They did as we told themand didn't make
any concessions," Abaquaan announced. "It's | ooking very nuch the way we
figured—G raud and his people are trying to talk theminto getting | ots of
organi zed production going down there for Earth's benefit. They're trying
to set up a colony, Karl. GSEC and the governnent nust be in on it too.
Galileo says Arthur's asking for a confirmation that he's doing the right
thing and that we'll nake sure everything turns out okay."

"They're saying they still think we're straight, but | guess they need
reassuring," Fellburg said.

Zambendorf stared at the outlandish metal faces peering back at himfrom
inside an ice vault thousands of mles away. Was it just his inagination,
or could he read the trust and the pleading not to be I et down that was
witten across those strange, i mobile countenances? For some reason his
determnation not to let them down was stronger than had ever been evoked
by people. He sensed too that the others in the teamfelt the same way.
Though none of them had nentioned it directly because there was no need to,
they all sensed it. Whatever it was that had brought such an odd assort nent
of individuals together had responded as a common chord in all of them

"All | can say for nowis to tell themto have faith and believe in us,"
Zanbendorf said. "The tine is not ripe yet for us to do anything." Exactly
what he could do, he had no idea; for once in his life he was at a loss to
come up with anything nore constructive.

Fell burg talked to the ternminal and juggled with the screen for a while.
"Galileo thinks you sound too nuch |ike a priest," Abaquaan told
Zambendor f .
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Zambendorf smiled faintly. If the Taloids could crack jokes, they'd be
okay. "Tell themthey are not second-class citizens, Joe," he said. "They
shoul d be proud of what they are, believe in thenselves, and trade with
Terrans only as equal partners."”

"Glileo' s asking who's kidding who," Fellburg said, |ooking at the screen
"They want to know how they're supposed to cone across as the equal s of
guys who can work miracles.”

"W are not gods. They nust have confidence that they can |earn,"
Zanmbendorf told him

"W can teach themto work mracles too?" Fellburg interpreted as the
screen delivered the reply.

"There isn't any such thing as a mracle," Zanbendorf said. "Wen you know
how to work a miracle, it ceases to be one. Mracles exist only in the
m nds of those who believe in them™"

"Galileo wants to know how the hell you know. "
"Ch," Zanmbendorf said. "You can assure himthat |I'man expert on mracles.
24

THE PQOLI CY DI RECTI VE FROM EARTH STATED | N EFFECT THAT t he Genoese were
asking for a welfare aid programto be initiated and sustained froma

di stance of nearly a billion mles away, which woul d bankrupt the Wstern
world even if it were acceptable on principle. The suggestion was
conpletely inpractical as well as being unthinkable ideologically. Graud
and Lang returned to their negotiations and spent several nore |ong,
arduous sessions explaining to Arthur and his coll eagues that the Tal oi ds
woul d have to start thinking fromthe outset in ternms of paying their way
and earning the benefits they hoped to get.

Kl ei ppur's understanding was that if the robeings cooperated, followed

Lum an orders, and worked hard at tam ng the forests to produce the kinds
of things that were evidently valued highly on Lumi a, eventually they would
acqui re understanding. But, naturally, the benefits to the robeings could
not be expected to materialize instantly—the Lum ans had taken a long tine
to reach their current state of know edge froma | evel conparable to

Robi a's. To Kl ei ppur, the promi se of salvation in the hereafter in return
for patience, obedience, diligence, and sacrifice in the herenow sounded
suspiciously famliar. Little further progress was made, and Kl ei ppur began
to feel that the Lumi ans were grow ng inpatient.

Then Lyokanor, the chief of Carthogian intelligence, reported that
Skerilliane the Kroaxian spy, had reentered Carthogia in the conpany of a
one-arned robeing tentatively identified as Horazzorgi o, previously
presunmed killed in the Meracasine. Curious as to Kroaxian intentions,

Kl ei ppur ordered the pair to be watched but |eft unnol ested. Unfortunately,
the small group of soldiers shadowing themfromthe border |ost contact
when it was attacked by Waskorians. Later, Skerilliane was seen in the
outskirts of Menassimnot far fromthe Lum an dragon-canp, and again a
short while afterward with a party of Lumians out in the forest. Before the
Cart hogi ans could do anything to prevent it, the two Kroaxi ans were seen
bei ng brought back to the canp by Lum an vehicles and adm tted inside. The
breakdown in surveillance over the spies at such a critical nonent was

gal ling, but nothing could be done about it. In an effort to keep hinself
aware as nuch as possible of what was taking place, Kleippur inforned the
Wearer of what had happened, at the same tinme describing the differences
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bet ween Kroaxi a and Carthogia, and explaining the recent history of the two
st at es.

Zambendor f wondered why not hing was being said officially about the contact
that had been made with the two Tal oi ds—dubbed Janes Bond and Lord Nel son
by the Terrans, the team di scovered—sho had appeared from Genoa's eneny
state, Padua. Then Joe Fellburg | earned from Dave Crookes that their aid
was being enlisted at Genoa Base to programthe transnogrifier to respond
to the Paduan version of Taloid speech as well as Genoese. A junior clerk
on Graud's staff confided to Abaquaan that plans were being made to
suspend the discussions in Genoa, and that the political deputation was to
descend to another part of the surface. The clerk didn't know t he exact

| ocation of the proposed | anding site, but Thel ma found out from her
dashi ng NASO captain that Bond and Nel son were to be flown secretly to
somewhere near another Taloid city just under three hundred miles across
the desert from CGenoa, and sent to alert their rulers to the Terran
presence. Arthur and Leonardo, who seened to be the Genoese mapraki ng and
geographi c expert, confirmed via Zanbendorf's private line to Canel ot that
the city was Padua. Presumably, therefore, whatever had transpired between
Graud & Co. and the two Paduans had proved sufficiently interesting for
Graud to break off his negotiations with Arthur and begi n agai n el sewhere.

Graud and the diplomats nmade three visits to Padua, |anding each tine at a
renote spot to which the Paduan | eaders travel ed overland, presumably to
keep the fact of the neetings secret fromthe general Paduan popul ace. At
the sane tine no public announcenent of these devel opnents was nade aboard
the Orion; the bulletins and news updates continued to focus on the
activities of the scientific teanms in and around Genoa, who were left to
carry on their work with no indication being given that the politica

| eadership had, at |east tenporarily, pulled out.

Zanbendorf honored his prom se to keep Arthur fully informed despite the
further msgivings that the news he reported was bound to arouse anpbng the
Genoese. He wondered if he did it in a subconscious attenpt to conpensate
for his inability to do anything el se. Zanbendorf was di scovering that it
was inportant to himto be able to show the Tal oi ds somet hing that m ght
reassure themthat their hopes and expectations of himwere not m splaced.
For the first tine in his life he felt concerned that the powers which
others attributed to himdidn't exist; and what was so ironic was that, for
the first time, those powers should be neither supernatural nor superhunan.
Though he continued to display confidence and staunch optimsmin the
presence of the team inwardly he had never felt so hel pl ess and
frustrated.

Then he received a sumons to neet with Leaherney, Graud, and Caspar Lang
in Gobe |I. Hs cooperation in treating the subject as confidential would
be appreci ated, the nessage sai d—evidently Lang was | earning at |ast that
ordering Zanbendorf to do anything wasn't the best way to get results.
Accordi ngly, Zanmbendorf reciprocated by keeping the matter to hinsel f.

"We've decided to fill you in on sone devel opnents that happened only
recently,” Daniel Leaherney said, stirring his coffee while seated in the
private | ounge adjoining the executive offices. "The fact is we found the
Genoese to be obstinate and uncooperative, and suspended negotiations wth
them sonme time ago. We're exploring an alternative relationship with the
Paduans, which is showi ng nore promnse."

"Hm | see . Zanbendorf grunted noncommittally on the opposite side
of the table, not seeing at all. He sipped fromhis own cup and | ooked up
at Leaherney's solid, heavy-jow ed face topped by steely gray,
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strai ght-conbed hair. Since liftout fromEarth orbit Leaherney had tended
to avoi d Zanbendorf, leaving it to his subordinates, usually Caspar Lang,
to handl e comuni cations; his sudden call for a face-to-face neeting,
especially over a subject considered too sensitive to be nmade public

know edge, could only nean that he needed Zanbendorf for sonething. None of
the possibilities that had occurred to Zanbendorf as to what that sonething
m ght be had left himfeeling particularly convinced, and his responses so
far had been guarded but curious.

"The Paduan outl ook is more practical and takes better account of inmediate
realities," Leaherney said in answer to the unvoiced question witten
across Zanbendorf's face. "The problemw th the Genoese is that they insist
on clinging to a totally unrealistic ideology which not only inpedes their
own chances of maki ng any meani ngful progress in the long term but also is
i nconpatible with our own policies and interests."

In other words the Paduans m ght be persuaded to accept the deal that he
had told Arthur to reject, Zanbendorf thought to hinself. He already knew
fromhis conversations with Arthur and Galileo that the Terran goal was to
recruit Taloid assistance in bringing portions of Titan's phenonenal

i ndustrial potential under directed control, and turning the noon into an
organi zed mass-production facility capable of supplying Earth's needs on a

scale that would dwarf the existing capacity of all its nations put
together. Needl ess to say, whoever controlled such an operation would be
worth billions and nmight well cone to conmand i ncontestable political power

on a truly global scale for the first tine in history. But Zanbendorf stil
couldn't see where he fitted into it all. He shifted his eyes to G raud,
who had been the spokesman in the recent talks with the Paduans, as he had
been earlier with Arthur and the Genoese.

G raud, fair-skinned, with a high, rounded forehead, w de blue-gray eyes,
and hair that was receding in the center and thinning on top, glanced at
Leaherney for a nonent, then said, "Paduan society seens to be dom nated by
religious dogma and beliefs to a far greater degree than the Genoese. At

| east, that's the way it |ooks right now "

"By nystical notions of sonme kind, anyway," Zanbendorf suggested. He had
fornmed a similar inpression of the Paduans fromhis conversations with
Galileo. "Any interpretations we nake at this stage are bound to contain a
strong subjective elenment."

"Wel |, whatever," Graud said. "But using the anal ogy for now, power within
the Paduan state seens to be divided between the clergy and a secul ar
nobility. Qur contact has been with the leading figure of the latter
group—the king, if you will. W' ve named himHenry. He'd give a lot to be
able to ditch the priests and run the state his own way."

Zanmbendorf nodded slowy to hinself as the first of the pieces fit

together. Henry no doubt conmanded | arge segnments of the Tal oid | abor force
that the Terrans wanted access to. "But the priests aren't going to go away
so easily," Zanbendorf guessed.

G raud nodded. "They have a strong traditional hold over the popul ati on and
can nobilize w despread support by playing on insecurities, fears,
superstitions—all the usual things. They're not a force to be trifled
wth. "

"So what's the plan—to help Henry rid hinself of the priests in return for
plenty of Taloids to work the plantations?" Zanbendorf asked, stopping just
short of injecting an open sneer into his voice. Graud hesitated.
Zanbendorf shifted his gaze back to Leaherney.
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Leaherney ran the tip of his tongue along his upper lip and frowned for a
monent. "Shall we say, to assist in bringing about the replacenent of the
exi sting formof priesthood by an alternative systemthat Henry woul d have
greater control over," he replied. "It would probably be a mstake to
denmolish the clergy conpletely. After all, it does have considerable nerit
as an established instrunment of social control."

"BEr, | think Dan neans as a tenporary nechanismto preserve social order
during the transition period to a nore nodern formof state," G raud
interjected hastily.

"Of course," Leaherney said.

Now Zambendorf was beginning to see where sonebody |ike hinmself would fit
in. "Does Henry have anyone in particular in nnd to head up this new, tane
priesthood that he wants to install?" he inquired.

G raud nodded. "But not anyone we've nmet. We haven't tal ked to any of the
priests—enly to Henry and sone of his guys."

"Hm ... It wouldn't be the present Hi gh Priest, Bishop, Magician, or

what ever's equival ent," Zanbendorf said. "If soneone like that stands to
get denoted in a big way, the last thing Henry would want is to | eave him
with any power to do somrething about the grudge. Henry's best bet would be
to get rid of himconpletely and replace himw th soneone fromthe | ower
ranks—soneone who' d feel insecure after a big pronotion and woul d al ways be
Henry's man. But Henry sounds enough of a Machiavelli to know about things
like that."

"That's Henry's problem"” Graud said. "All we knowis that he's got
soneone lined up. W call him Rasputin."”

Zambendorf | eaned back in his chair, steepled his fingers below his chin,
and noved his eyes slowy fromone to another of the three faces around
him "And of course, this Rasputin would have to pull off sone pretty
spectacul ar stunts to stand a chance of discrediting the present chi ef

m racl e-wor ker and taking over the job, wouldn't he," he said, making his

voi ce casual. "He'd have to be convinci ng enough not only to inpress the
average Taloid-in-the-street, but also to convert enough of the priests
over to his side too. Now, | wonder who'd be a good person to ask if you

wanted to hel p someone work a few of the kinds of miracles that might do
all that."

Caspar Lang, who had been listening silently for sone tinme, fidgeted in his
chair and | ooked inpatient. He was tiring of Zanmbendorf's roundabout way of
tal ki ng, a nethod Zanbendorf enployed to give hinself tinme to think. Now
Zanbendorf was going to launch into nore of it by asking why he should be
interested and what was in it for him Then Graud would get into his
negotiating stride and start to spell out all the angles and benefits. Lang
could see it comng. He didn't want to hear it all

"Look," he said, raising his face toward Zanbendorf. "You' re a good
deceptionist and a top con artist—saybe the best in the business ..." He
lifted a hand to forestall any objection that Zanmbendorf mi ght have been
about to nake. "Let's not go off into any of that stuff about whether
you' re genuine or not. What we're tal king about now is serious, okay .
Lang paused for a second, then continued. "Ever since you first appeared in
Eur ope, you've been nmoving in one directi on—dpward, toward beconing the

bi ggest of the big-time operators ever—bigger sensations, bigger crowds,

bi gger fanme, bigger noney. That's al ways been the anbition." Lang spread
his hands briefly. "You' re smart enough to have figured out for yourself
that this whole business at Titan could nean—f it's handl ed properly—the
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end of the Soviet enpire and a return of Western industry and conmerce to a
position of undisputed worl dwi de | eadership, which neans a | ot of people
woul d stand to get very rich. What's in it for you, Zanbendorf, is that you
can reserve yourself a place in the club—a very special club. Watever you
were ainming at before in life doesn't matter anynore. This is it—the
bonanza; the real big tine."

"And how about the rest of the Tal oi ds?" Zanbendorf asked. "Wat happens to
themin all this?"

G raud frowned and | ooked surprised. "Their situation would be no different
fromwhat it's always been ..."

"Exploited by their own | eaders," Zanbendorf supplied. "Serfs in a feuda
order that gives themno opportunity for devel opnent. Kept in ignorance
deliberately and fed superstition because education woul d be inconpatible
wi t h unquesti oni ng obedi ence and the domi nation by fear upon which the
system depends. |s that what you wi sh to perpetuate?"

"What kind of talk is this?" Leaherney asked, sounding irritable suddenly.
"Hell, they're only machines after all. You' re making them sound al npost
human. "

Zanbendorf stared down at his cup for a long tinme. That was the whole
poi nt the Tal oi ds were human. He didn't quite know how, but he could sense
it every tinme he talked with them The phrases that appeared on the
transnogrifier screen m ght have been crude and senicoherent, but that was
a reflection of a restricted communicati ons nmedium not of the beings at
whom t he conmuni cations were directed. The clunsy strings of words did not,
and coul d not, convey the richness and depth of qualities, neanings,
feelings, and perceptions which Zanbendorf sonehow knew forned the Tal oid
worl d as seen through Tal oid eyes any nore than they could the hurman worl d

as seen through human eyes. Both worlds were illusions created fromthe raw
mat eri al of photons, pressure waves, and other forns of primary sensory
stimuli, which were processed into abstract synbols and assenbled via two

forns of nervous system one biochem cal, the other holotronic, into
consci ously experienced interactions of people, places, and things. As
external realities, the people, the places, and the things existed only as
bare frameworks onto which mnds projected covering, form warnth, color
and other attributes which the m nds thensel ves created; thus each m nd
manuf actured its own illusory world upon a mnimum of shared reality to
conformto its own set of culturally defined expectations, and in such a
way as to appear satisfyingly real in total to its creator. Zanbendorf, the
illusionist, could understand it all clearly. But, he could see just as
clearly, he would never be able to convey what he understood to the three
men sitting with himin the executive |ounge of the Oion. "Suppose

decide | don't want to get involved with it," he said at |ast, |ooking up
at them "Then what?"

"I's that a decision?" Leaherney asked him
"No. |I'mjust curious."

Lang answered. "We'd nanage anyhow, either wi th your cooperation or wthout
it. But fromyour point of viewit wouldn't be too smart. The peopl e who
sent you all this way at considerabl e expense would be pretty upset about
it. And they do have a lot of influence with the nedia . " Lang shook
his head slowy and clicked his tongue. "You could find it's the end of the
road for you, old buddy. And that'd be a shane, wouldn't it?"

25
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GOYDEROOCH, HEADROBEI NG OF THE VI LLAGE OF XERXEQN, STOOD with Casquedi n,
the village prayer and beseecher, in front of a huddl e of elders and

wat ched apprehensively as the colum of royal cavalry filed slowy into the
square. The soldiers and their nmounts were covered with dust and | ooked as
if they had ridden from Pergassos w t hout stopping, which indicated that
their nission was urgent. The colors carried by the pennant-bearer were
those of the captain, Horazzorgi o, who had passed through Xerxeon over five
brights previously in pursuit of Dornvald the outlaw,

Bri nger - of - Sky- Dragons. Horazzorgi o was m ssing an arm and had one eye
covered, Goyderooch saw as the lead riders crossed the square and drew up
before him H's synchronizing oscillator m ssed a pul se. Perhaps Dornvald's
smal | band had been the bait to lure the King's soldiers into anbush by a

| arger force out in the Meracasine. If so, had Horazzorgio interpreted
CGoyderooch's readiness to indicate the direction taken by the outlaws as
proof of the village's conplicity in the plot and returned now to deliver
his retribution? The fear that Goyderooch sensed from behind told himthat
the thoughts were not his al one.

"May the Lifermaker protect the King," Horazzorgi o pronounced.

"Let it be so," the villagers returned dutifully.

"We are truly honored to wel cone the King's Guards to our hunble village,"
CGoyder ooch sai d, extending his arns pal ns-upward. "Whatever services it is
within our power to render shall be thine. Thou hast but to name thy need
and utter thy request."

Horazzorgi o cast his eye over themw th contenpt. "Yes," he said
menaci ngly. "You would do well to renmenber ne with respect, farmers. Wth
great pleasure would | repay the debt that | owe the village of Xerxeon."

"A twel vefol d curse upon Dornvald, the betrayer!" Goyderooch excl ai ned,
trenbling. "Truly were we deceived by his cunning. Onh, had we but known of
the fate that awaited thee! Believest thou not that we woul d have warned

t hee?"

"Pah! Enough sniveling," Horazzorgio snorted. "Do you dream for one nonent
that Dornvald's rabble of tinplate riveters would be match for a King's
troop? These afflictions that you see were not the work of any nere

robei ng. "

"Then what manner of —

"The sky denons that appeared over Xerxeon," Horazzorgi o said. "They are
congregating in Carthogia, whither they cone to aid Kleippur, servant of
the Dark Master." Eskenderom the Kroaxian King, did not want it made known
to his people that he was treating with the lumnous liquid creatures who
had conme from beyond the sky. It was inportant that the nystic whom
Eskenderomintended to install as High Priest in place of Frennel ech—and
whom t he sol diers had been sent to Xerxeon to find and take back to

Per gassos—shoul d be accepted unquestioningly as bei ng possessed of

genui nel y wondr ous powers.

"Thou hast not cone hither to wreak thy vengeance upon hel pl ess villagers?"
CGoyder ooch inquired cautiously.

"W are here by the direct bidding of the King," Horazzorgio told him
"Tis well for you that | heed first ny loyalty to H s Mjesty, and second
my private inclinations. There is one, a holy nman from Pergassos, who was
also at this place five brights since—the brother of Thirg,

Asker - of - Questions. "
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"Thou speakest of Groork, the hearer, who canme hither to conmune with the
Great Wl derness and prepare hinself spiritually for the tine of great
works which is witten as his destiny to performfor the greater glory of
the Lifemaker," Casquedin said from besi de Goyderooch

"The same," Horazzorgio said. "His destiny has arrived, it appears. W are
to conduct himback to Kroaxia, to the palace of Eskenderom where onens
have been wi tnessed of great things that shall cone to pass."

Goyder ooch di spatched Casquedin with the news to the house of Meerkull a,
Tamer - of - Endcase-Drillers, on the edge of the village, where G oork was

| odgi ng. Casquedin returned alone a few mnutes later. "Merkulla asks
forgi veness, but says that the hearer is locked in his cell and attending
to his sacred devotions," he reported. "To intrude would constitute

si nful ness of the gravest kind."

"But this is the King's conmand!" Goyderooch blustered. "Return at once to
Meerkulla and tell himthat—=

Horazzorgio rai sed a hand wearily. "Qur need for haste is not so pressing
as that, Headrobeing, for we have ridden w thout respite from Pergassos. W
shall not depart until we have rested awhile and partaken of refreshnent
and charge. So prepare a repast of your finest lube and filter stations,
and | eave the hearer to conplete his neditations."”

In the roomthat he had been given for his own use at the rear of
Meerkul l a's house, Groork was frantically bundling his belongings into the
franme- backed sack that he used when traveling. Horazzorgi o could have cone
for only two reasons: Either Eskenderom had not forgotten his scheme for
renovi ng Frennel ech, the High Priest, and establishing a new priesthood
under Groork, or Horazzorgio wished to settle a personal score over
Groork's having warned Thirg when the wit had been issued for the latter's
arrest. Either way G oork wasn't interested in staying around to tal k about
it, and had received a sudden revel ation that the Lifenaker's plans
required himto be the chosen instrunent of other designs destined to
unfold at another place to which the greater powers would in due course
gui de him

After checking the rooma last tine to nmake sure he hadn't missed anyt hing,
he pushed open the wi ndow, poked his head out, and | ooked first one way,
then the other. No one was in sight. He heaved his pack over the |edge,

pi cked up his staff, and clinbed outside. One of Meerkulla's steeds was
tethered at the rear of the house, grazing on slow charge froma
donesticated forest transformer and not yet unsaddl ed. Groork | ooked at it
thoughtfully as he lifted his pack onto his back, and then glanced from
side to side and back over his shoulder. Had the animal been left as a
tenptation to test his honesty at a tinme of stress, or was it a gift from
the Lifenaker to ensure Groork's preservation for greater things? And then,
as he stood waiting for inspiration, he heard in his head the first

whi sperings of a nmessage fromthe voices that had begun speaking fromthe
sky of [|ate.

In a control roominside the Orion, a conputer display changed to read:

ORBlI TER FOUR MAPPI NG RADAR—COARSE SCAN 23-B37 COVPLETE ON SECTOR 19H
COVMMENCI NG HI GH RESCLUTI ON SCAN. SUBSECTORS 19-22 THROUGH 19-38. MODE 7.
FRAME 5. SWEEP PARAMETERS: 03, 12, 08, 23, 00, 00, 42

Groork turned his face upward and gazed rapturously at the heavens as the
meani ng of the voices becanme plain in his nmind. "Thy work in Kroaxia is
ended, G oork," they sang. "Take thee forth fromthis place now, for thy
path lies across the WI derness and unto the |ands of Carthogia."
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"Am 1, then, to find the Waskorians and join themin their struggle to
preserve the true faith in the face of the barbari smw ought upon Carthogia
by Kl ei ppur, who serves the Dark Master?" Goork asked hinself. "lIndeed the
ways of the Lifenaker are truly wise and all-seeing, for in that way al so

shall | find again ny lost brother and return his soul yet to the way of
ri ghteousness." He | ooked again at Meerkulla' s mount. "Could a mere robeing
such as | presume to argue with the will of H mwho sends thee as H s gift

to carry me across the Meracasi ne?" He unplugged the animal's cord and
swung hinmsel f up onto the creature's back. "The Lifermaker gave, and the
Li f emaker has taken away," he told the back of Meerkulla's house as he
began noving of f. Then he stopped and stared unconfortably for a few
seconds at the dwelling of the one who had given himshelter and
hospitality. Slowy and deliberately he raised his armand nmade the notions
in the air which would confer blessings upon Meerkulla, his famly, his
descendants, his crops, and his animals for many twel ve-brights to cone.
"There, ny friend, now thou hast nore than just conpensation," G oork
mur mur ed. Feeling better, he turned his nmount about again and slipped
quietly out of the village.

26

"YOU CAN T DO IT," MASSEY SAI D, SHAKING H' S HEAD AS HE turned restlessly on
his feet between the bunks in his cabin in Gobe Il. He sounded as near to
angry as Zanbendorf had ever heard him "The Taloids aren't some race of
natural inferiors put there to do all the work for free. It's taken us
centuries to get over the consequences of trying to treat groups of our own
ki nd that way back on Earth. Those days are over now. W can't go back to
them 1t would be a catastrophe."

"Any forms of |life that have evolved intelligence and begun lifting

t hensel ves above the aninmal |evel possess sonmething in comon that makes
accidental differences in biological hardware trivial by conparison,"”
Vernon Price said earnestly fromthe edge of one of the | ower bunks. "The
word human has a broader definition now It describes a whole evol utionary
phase, not just one species that happens to have entered it."

They had the cabin to thensel ves as G aham Spearnman was busy in one of the
| abs, and Mal com Wade, its fourth occupant, was busy running el aborate
statistical analyses and cross-correlations on reans of worthless data that
he and Periera had been avidly collecting fromfaked ESP tests. Zanbendorf,
who was sitting on a fold-out chair in the narrow space by the door, |ooked
from Massey to Price and back again in bew | dernent. Sonehow they had
gotten the idea into their heads that he had not only allowed hinself to be
brought into the plot to turn the Taloids into serfs, but that he had done
so with enthusiasm and they were very distressed about it. So was
Zanbendorf—to find hinmself accused of being a willing acconplice in the
very thing that had been causing himso nuch concern

"Ckay, | know how you feel about a |ot of today's people," Massey said,
tossing out his hands. "They've grown up in the twenty-first century,
surrounded by better opportunities for |earning and education than anybody
else in history, and if they're too dunb to take advantage of what they've
got, it's not your problem They had their choice. | mght not share your
view, but | can see your point." He waved a hand in front of his face. "But
keeping the Taloids in a state of deliberately inposed backwardness is
different. They never had any opportunity to know better. They don't have
the same choice. That's all |'m saying."

Zambendorf blinked up at himand shook his head. "But— he began

"You nust see that it's the beginning of the sane line that's been used to
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keep wealthy mnorities in power and the people in their place all down
through the ages," Vernon Price said. "Real know edge is strictly for the
elites; the nasses are fobbed off with superstition, nonsense, and hopes
for a better tonorrow. New technol ogi es and anything that m ght | ead toward
genui ne mass education and prosperity are to be opposed. | know how you' ve
made your living up until now, but as Gerry says, at |east those suckers
had a choi ce and shoul d have known better. But with the Taloids it would be
pure exploitation. You can't do it."

"FOR CHRI ST' S SAKE! " Zambendorf expl oded suddenly. The cabin became
instantly quiet. He gave a satisfied nod. "Thank you. Look, doesn't it
occur to either of you that | just mightn't have the faintest idea what in
hel | you're talking about ?"

"Ch, come on, don't give us that," Massey said inpatiently. "It's the rea
reason you were sent all the way to Titan. Wwo do you think you' re trying
to fool now? It's obvious."

"What is the real reason | was sent all the way to Titan?" Zanbendorf
asked, nmore baffled than ever but genuinely curious.

"Because a big-nane cult |eader like you can influence a |lot of public
thinking," Price said. "You're GSEC s |l ever into the congressiona
pol i cymaki ng machi ne." Zanbendorf shook his head and | ooked back at Massey.

Massey frowned down at him but seened | ess sure of hinself, "That's why our
society tolerates so many zany cults and crackpot religions, isn't it," he
sai d.

"Why?" Zanbendorf asked.

"A politician can net a lot of votes for a small anount of effort by saying
ni ce things about a guru who's got ten thousand disciples so brai nwashed
that they'll do anything he tells them" Massey said. "Or at least, if he's
smart he doesn't say anything that m ght get them upset about him So the
guys who run the cults continue to get away with murder, and nobody bothers
them very much. The business they're really in is selling bl ocks of
controll ed votes and nol ded public opinion in return for political favors
and protection." He gave Zanbendorf a long, penetrating ook, as if to say
that none of this should need spelling out, and then noved around the end
of the bunks to pour himself coffee fromthe pot by the sink

Vernon Price conpl eted what Massey had been saying. "To a lot of very
influential people, the political and economic inplications of Titan's
being up for grabs nmust add up to a crucial situation, which they knew | ong
before the mission left Earth . " He spread his hands briefly. "And we
all know that such people can nake very attractive offers when it suits
them "

"You think that | knew what the m ssion's purpose was all al ong?"
Zanmbendor f sai d.

"You certainly seemed to know about Titan | ong before nmobst of us did,"

Massey said. He stared down over the rimof his cup. "Wat was the

deal dnlinmted media hype and conpl ete suppression of all conpetent

reporting to make you the superstar of the century?" H s voice conveyed

di sappoi ntment rather than contenpt. "Or was it the other way round—threats
everything over for you if you refused to go along with then? But

that was a long tinme ago now, froma nuch narrower perspective—before we

left Earth and before anyone knew what we all know now. Al |'m asking you

to do is see the big picture and think about the real inplications."
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Zanmbendorf brought his hand up to his face and stared down at the floor in
silence for a while. Then at last he enmitted a |long, weary sigh and | ooked
up between his fingers. "Look," he said. "I've got a feeling |I'mwasting ny
breath saying this, but | didn't know any nore about where this ship was
going than you did, until after we enbarked in orbit. Wat | did find out,
I found out nyself by nmy own nethods. Wien | agreed to cone on this

m ssion, | thought we were going to Mars. | accepted the usual kind of
publicity deal, sure, but as far as | was concerned it was to do with the
ki nd of stunt GSEC had been tal ki ng about sponsoring on Mars—ot anyt hi ng
serious. | didn't know anythi ng about any aliens, or any of the things
you' ve been tal king about." He stood up and noved past Massey to help
hinself to coffee

Massey gl anced questioningly back at Price while Zanbendorf was filling his
cup. Price could only return a hel pl ess shrug. "It's strange," Mssey said
to Zanbendorf. He paused and tilted his head curiously to one side. "For
once | get the feeling that you're telling the truth. Either you're the
nmost acconplished liar |1've ever net—and |'ve net nore than a few-er
there's something very screwy going on. 1'd like to believe what you just
told us."

Zanbendorf tired suddenly of the feeling of being scrutinized under a

m croscope. "Well, why won't you believe it, then?" he demanded | oudly,
turni ng away and soundi ng annoyed. "What reason would | have to |ie about
sonething like this? If you nmust know, | was offered such a deal only
recently. | turned it down. There, does that satisfy you?"

"You turned it down," Massey repeated, not quite able to prevent a trace of
nmockery from creeping into his voice

Zambendor f wheel ed back again. "I turned it down." He forced the words out
slowy and deliberately, thrusting out his beard to within an inch of
Massey's face.

"Very likely the best offer you' ve ever had in your life, and maybe the

best you'll ever get," Price drawl ed sarcastically frombehind them "Wth

everything going for it, and all the right people lined up on your side
and you turned it down. Now, why would you want to do a thing |ike that?"

"My reasons are ny reasons," Zanbendorf said. "What damm business is it of
ei ther of you?"

"VWhen you' re hel pi ng people who are trying to condemm a whole race to
second-cl ass status to further their own interests and claimng that
they're acting in ny name, it is ny business," Massey retorted.

Zanbendorf colored visibly. "For God's sake, | haven't done anything to
help them " he shouted. "I turned their offer down. How nmany tinmes do
have to say it? What's the matter with the pair of you?"

"Whay woul d you turn it down?" Massey asked agai n.
"What is this? | refuse to be cross-exanined in this fashion."
"Bah! . - . just as | thought," Massey snorted.

"He's copping out,’
neck. "

Price murmured. "He has to. He's in with themup to his

"Doesn't it occur to you that you may not have a monopoly on all this
touchi ng humani tarian concern for your brother beings?" Zanbendorf raged.
"I'f you rmust know, | turned it down for the sinple reason that | care what
happens to the Tal oids just as nuch as you do ... even nore, possibly. Do
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you understand that? Is it plain enough to get through your thick skulls?"
He gl owered at Massey defiantly, then shifted his gaze to Price for a
monent. When he resuned speaking, his voice quivered with enotion. "I
probably know them better than any other person on this mssion. Wasn't it
I who exchanged the first meaningful information with then? Didn't they
continue to cone to nme for confirmati on even after they'd been told
repeatedly that G raud and those wal ki ng procedure nmanual s that he calls
aides were the mission's official spokesnen? . . . Don't ask ne how, but
can sense the Taloid world that |lies behind the words we see on screens,
and t hose unnoving netal faces."

Zambendorf's manner calmed a little. "There is a world there, you know-not
a world that we are able to experience directly, or even one that we're
capabl e of conceiving, maybe . . . but it's there—as warm and as rich, and
as col orful when perceived through Taloid senses as Earth is to us. | can
feel it when | talk to them" The other two listened silently as he went
on, now in a distant voice, "The Taloids know | can too. That's why they
trust nme. They trust ne to teach them about the worlds that exist beyond
their sky, and the new worlds of mind that exist beyond the clouds
obscuring their present horizons of know edge. They trust me to show t hem
the ways of discovery that will enable themto explore all those worlds.
That's nmore than all those fools back on Earth ever asked for, or
understood that | could have done for them" H s expression becane
contenptuous. "And you think I would have traded that for anything a bunch
of deadhead executives and bureaucrats mi ght have to offer—peopl e who' ve
never in their lives had an inspired thought or a vision of what could be?"
Zambendorf focused his gaze back on Massey and Price, and shook his head.
"No, don't you go preaching at me about the meaning of the word human, the
insignificance of accidental differences in biological hardware, or any of
that crap. Because | could give both of you a whole |lesson on it."

The cabin remained very quiet for what seened a long tine. Massey drank the
| ast of his coffee, then | ooked across at Price with his eyebrows raised
questioningly. Price | ooked unconfortable and said nothing. "I, er . . . |
guess we owe you an apol ogy," Massey mur nured.

Zanmbendorf nodded curtly and left it at that. He | ooked at Massey

curiously. "You still haven't explained what nade you think |'d accepted a
deal ," he said.
Massey | ooked over at Price again. Price made a face and shrugged. "I guess

he's got a right to know," he said. Zambendorf frowned unconprehendi ngly.

Massey drew a long breath, held it for a second or two, then exhal ed
abruptly and nodded his agreenment. "Set it up, Vernon." Massey turned to
Zanbendorf. "Cbviously what you're about to see is not intended to becone
public know edge. | don't know if you're aware that the news fromEarth is
censored before it's broadcast around the Orion. In particular, a |ot of
what goes out across the Earth newsgrid is omtted fromwhat's shown here.
However, that was anticipated before we |l eft Earth and arrangenents were
made for ne to have a private channel direct into NASO "

Zanmbendorf watched as Price unlocked a storage |ocker in the wall and took
out a small netal strongbox which in turn yielded a collection of video
cartridges. Price selected one of the cartridges and wal ked over to the
cabin's terminal to insert it, at the sanme time switching the terminal to
off-line | ocal node. Whatever was stored in the cartridges evidently was
too sensitive to be entrusted to the ship's databank. Zanbendorf gave
Massey a puzzled look. "If you were told we were going to Mars too, why
woul d anyone give you a private information |ine?" he asked. "Wy would you
be supposed to need one?"
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Massey sniled faintly. "I didn't know | had one until a tinel ocked nessage
fromthe databank told me about it after we'd left Earth. | guess you
weren't the only one who didn't find out what he was really here for unti
a while after you'd signed up."

"You mean you weren't sent to nonitor the ESP experinments on Mars?"
Zambendorf said, surprised.

"No nore than you were sent to conduct them?"
"So . . . what were you sent for?"
"l very much suspect that we're just beginning to find out."

The term nal screen cane to life to show a nan with a red, gnom sh face
topped by a mat of white, close-cropped hair saying sonething that was

i naudi bl e since the sound was still turned down. Zanbendorf stared hard for
a nonent, then said, "Isn't that Conl on from NASO?"

Massey rai sed an eyebrow in surprise. "You know hi n"
"l know his face."

"How come?"

"I make it my business to know lots of things."

The view on the screen changed to a picture of Saturn with the words Tl TAN
M SSI ON superposed in large letters along with the GCN | ogo; then foll owed
a shot of the Orion in orbit against a background of part of Titan's disk
Evidently the footage was a replay of a routine newscast fromEarth. A
worman' s voice faded in as Price turned up the sound, and the picture
changed again, this tine to a view of an area of cluttered machi nery and
scrap piled just outside Genoa Base.

said that there might be a possibility of salvagi ng sonething usefu
fromthe remmants of the defunct alien civilization discovered on Titan,
but nost of it nust be considered a total wite-off. In any case, the cost
of attenpting a full-scale cleanup operation fromEarth would nore than

of fset any benefits that coul d conceivably be obtained." A good-Iooking,
aubum- haired, smartly dressed wonman, probably in her mdforties appeared,
sitting at a desk facing the canera. She smiled out at the viewers as she
turned a sheet of paper in front of her. "A disappointnent, |I'mafraid, for
t hose peopl e who have been hoping for a new Industrial Revolution that
woul d change the lives of all of us here on Earth. But it's still the

bi ggest junkpile in the known universe, I'mtold. So who knows—t could
turn out to be good news yet for all you scrap-netal dealers. Better start
submitting your bids. You'll probably have to add a reserve tank to your

pi ckup though."

Zanmbendorf turned a stunned face toward Massey and shook his head
di sbelievingly. Massey nodded for himto keep watching.

The newscaster | ooked down and scanned qui ckly over the next sheet. "Mre
news about the Tal oi ds—the man-size, wal ki ng mai nt enance robots that have
been catching a | ot of people's inmagination. They see a conposite inage
made up of electronically intensified optical wavel engt hs—n ot her words
ordinary visible light highly anplified—and infrared wavel engths, or heat,
according to an MT professor who has been studying reports fromthe Oion
The pitviper and boid famlies of terrestrial snakes enploy a simlar
system apparently, but nothing as sensitive as the Tal oid version. W'|

be talking to Professor Mdirton G assner to hear nore about that in just a
few m nutes.
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"Anot her question that a | ot of people have been asking is, Can the Tal oids
thi nk?" The woman's face vani shed and was replaced by a shot of two U S.
soldiers in EV suits facing a Taloid. Al though the shot was from Genoa
Base, nothing of the city was visible in the background; only a junble of
derelict nmachines was visible. The view gave the inpression that the Tal oid
had just energed fromsonme habitat in a kind of jungle. One of the soldiers
was of fering something, then pulling it away as the Tal oid reached for
it—as if teasing a big netal bear-while the second soldier could be seen
grinning through his faceplate. Zanbendorf wondered how many hours of
recordings this particul ar sequence had been selected from

"Well, there's no getting away fromthe fact that they are extraordinary
machi nes," the voi ceover continued. "But then, wouldn't we expect to find
at least a fewcute tricks in machines |left behind by an alien civilization
that nost of our scientists are convinced nmust have achi eved interstellar
travel? It all depends what you nean by think, says well-known phil osopher
and social scientist, Johnathan Goodmay, in an article in this nmonth's
issue of Plato. If you nmean the ability to accept and process infornmation,
and manufacture self-inproving rules for problemsolving based on that
information, then the answer is yes, the Taloids can do that—-but so can any
of the so-called smart nmachine tools in a nodem autonobile factory, an
editor-transcri ber conmputer, or any reasonably proficient chess-playing
programthat |earns. The difference is nmerely one of degree, according to
Dr. Goodmay, and not anything fundanental. But if by think you nean the
ability to imagine, create, aspire to greater things, see the world through
enotion-tinted glasses, and all the other things we take for granted when
we apply the word to people, then the answer is no way. People can
externalize aspects of their own thinking and project theminto Taloids in
much the sanme way as children can convince thenselves that the conputers
they talk to at hone are really alive and understand what the kids are
saying."

Bef ore Zambendorf could recover fromthe shock of what he was hearing, the
pi cture changed to show hinmself with Gsnond Periera, wal king along a
corridor inside the Orion and di sappearing through a doorway. He coul dn't
remenber when the shot had been taken—t coul d have been fromany time in
the voyage. The comentary resuned, "Another person who's spending a | ot of
time looking for answers to the sane question is Karl Zanbendorf, seen here
with Dr. Gsnond Periera, the Oion's principal investigator of the

par apsychol ogi cal sciences." Zanbendorf choked over the nout hful of coffee
he had been about to swallow, the screen showed hi m apparently discussing
experinental procedures and nodding at Periera, who was holding a clipboard
in front of panels of flashing |ights and a conputer console. The voice
went on, "After the encouraging results of the experinents performed during
the voyage and after arrival at Titan to assess the effectiveness of
extrasensory conmuni cati ons away fromthe terrestrial environnent, the
Austrian psychic and other experts with the m ssion have been exam ning the
possibility of probing whatever energent Tal oid psyche mi ght exist by neans
of what are call ed psychodynam c synpathetic resonances, or what anmounts to
the sane thing, mnd reading." Now Zanbendorf was being shown with a set of
wi res and el ectrodes taped around his forehead and tenples, staring, with
an expressi on of deep concentration, at a wall of equiprment racks. That was
an old shot fromthe early part of the voyage. It was a stunt he had pulled
to denonstrate how he could alter the readings of a mass spectroneter by
changing its magnetic field profile through nmind power; in fact Thel ma had
sinply kicked the leg of the table supporting the chart recorder and
produced an abnornal trace at a nonment when everybody's attention had been
on Zanbendorf. The view switched to one of a Tal oid surrounded by

el ectroni cs equi pment and recorders, which Zanbendorf recogni zed as part of
Dave Crookes' setup for capturing Taloid speech and facial patterns at the
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first meeting in the desert. The two shots had been taken months apart, but
the continuity of the TV presentation suggested they were cl osely connected
parts of a single process.

"This is insane!" Zanmbendorf protested. "I don't know anythi ng about this.
I'"ve never tried any mind reading of Tal oids."

The commentary went on: "Prelinmnary results were negative, however.
Zanbendorf was unable to detect any trace of the energy patterns that
characterize intelligent nmental activity, a certain degree of which, he
says, he has no troubl e picking up even from hi gher animals such as

pri mates, whal es, and sone species of nobnkeys, dogs, and cats."

"Lies! Lies! Lies!" Zanbendorf shouted. "I said no such thing. They're nore
intelligent than that stupid woman!"

"But the scientists out at Titan are not about to give up yet. According to
Dr. Periera, a whole new technique might have to be devel oped for tuning
into holoptronic mnds. In any case, even if everything does turn out to be
the way it | ooks at present and there aren't any minds on Titan to tune
into, neverthel ess, Zanmbendorf thinks it m ght be possible to |ink human

m nds into Tal oid sensory systens and use them as free-noving vehicles for
renote perception." The newscaster |owered the sheet and concluded with
another smle fromthe screen, "There, wouldn't that be great—-send your own
Tal oi d wherever you'd like to go, and see the world through its eyes. Maybe

one day that will turn out to be the regular way of exploring the surface
of Titan—wai thout any need for a spacesuit . . . and maybe ot her places too
VWho knows? \What ever happens, I'msure we're in for nore exciting

devel opnents. "

She laid the paper aside. "And now, returning fromTitan, we nove to
Sydney, Australia, where a young man by the nane of Clive Drumond is
pl anning to— Price stopped the recording.

"There's nore," Massey said. "But | think you get the gist of it."

Zambendorf was nonpl ussed as he stared at the blank screen. "How | ong has
this kind of thing been happeni ng?" he whi spered.

"About three weeks," Massey told him "Before that, the nedia hadn't
started systematically devel oping any particular thematic i mnage of the
Tal oi ds. "

"So there's no question it's deliberate?"
"None. "

"What about that nan Conl on back at NASO, and whoever el se he's working
wi t h?" Zanbendorf asked. "If you've got a direct line, they nust know that
what the public are being told is garbage. You nust have told them

Can't they do anything?"

"They're trying," Massey said. He shrugged. "But you know how it is.

Zambendorf shook his head. "Leaherney, Lang, all of them. . . they knew
Even while they were tal king about oners, they knew these distortions were
bei ng made. And even though there was no question that 1'd have to find out
sooner or later."

"Perhaps they were certain they'd be able to swing you round if they sinply
cranked their oner high enough,” Price said. "That is pretty nuch the way
they operate.”
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"It fits with the way they think," Massey agreed.

Zambendorf wal ked sl owWy between the two tiers of bunks and turned when he
reached the far wall. "So what does all this nmean?" he asked. "Wat's
behind it all? Have you any theories about that?"

"Well, | don't know that it's anything especially new," Massey replied.

"But the first step toward reducing a nation to colonial status in order to
exploit it has always been to dehumanize its inhabitants in the eyes of
your own peopl e and—-

The call tone from Zanbendorf's personal conmunicator interrupted. "Excuse
me," he said, taking the unit fromhis pocket and activating it. The

m ni ature screen showed the features of Oto Abaquaan, calling fromthe
team s quarters. "Yes, Oto?" Zanbendorf acknow edged. Hi s choice of phrase
i ndi cated to Abaquaan that Zanmbendorf had conpany.

"Have you got a nonent?" Abaquaan asked.

"Go ahead."

"Um do you know where Joe is? Need to talk to him"
"I"'mafraid not."

"Got any idea where he went?"

"Sorry."

"Ch, hell. Too bad, huh? Send himback if you see him W need to talk to
him Is that okay?"

"I will if | see him"
"Ckay. "

Zambendorf frowned for a second. Abaquaan wasn't interested in |ocating Joe
Fel I burg. H s utterances had been structured according to a nagician's code
in which the mood of each phrase—nterrogative or indicative—along with its
initial letter, conveyed an al phabetical character. Wat Zanbendorf had
read fromit was CMLT URGNT, which he interpreted as "Canelot. Urgent."
Abaquaan was telling himthat sonething had come in over the line from
Arthur, and it couldn't wait. Massey and Price were | ooking at each other
suspi ci ously. They were magi ci ans t oo.

Zanbendorf stared fromone to the other and bit his lip uncertainly. Wre
Massey and he on the sane side now? Now that Massey had taken Zanbendorf
into his confidence, did he owe it to Massey to do |ikew se? His instincts
were to cenment the alliance, but a lifetine's experience urged caution.

And he saw that the same question was witten across Massey's face. Their
differences were trivial conpared to the things they now knew t hey shared.
Zanmbendorf had to give sone tangible sign that he felt the sane way.
Zanbendorf | ooked down at the screen of the conmunicator in his hand. "I'm
with Gerry Massey and Vernon Price," he said. "A lot has happened that
woul d nake too long a story to go into now. But you can speak plainly,
Qto. The team has just acquired two nore nenbers."

The surprise on Abaquaan's face lasted for just a fraction of a second. He
was used to adapting to new situations quickly w thout having to ask
questions. "We've had a call fromArthur and Galileo,"” he said. "It's bad
news—eal bad news."
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Massey gasped di sbelievingly. "Arthur—the Tal oi d? But how? \Were did you—

"Ch, we also have a private conmunication line that you don't know about,"
Zambendorf told him He | ooked back at Abaquaan. "What's happened, Oto?"

"Those fundanentalist fanatics out in the hills—the ones that Arthur's
sol diers are always having trouble with," Abaquaan said.

"The Druids. Yes, what about thenf?"

"They wi ped out a whol e Genoese patrol and then nassacred a | arger force
that was sent after them" Abaquaan said. "Putting it mldly, Arthur's
pretty upset."

Zanbendorf | ooked puzzled. "That's terrible, OQto, and of course
synpathize . - . but why is it such serious news? How does it affect us?"

"Because of how they did it," Abaquaan replied. "They did it with Terran
weapons. Soneone has started shipping Terran weapons down to Henry and the
Paduans, and the Paduans are passing themon to the Druids to stir up
trouble in Genoa. Arthur says he's had enough of prom ses and words. He
want s sonet hing he can defend hinself with. If we can't deliver, he'll take
the deal that Graud' s bunch has been pushing."

27

THE FEATURELESS RED- BROAN BALL OF TI TAN GREW LARGER AND fl attened out into
what | ooked like a solid desert surface fromthe twelve-man flyer Hornet
ski mmi ng above the aerosol |ayer, where it had |leveled out after its
descent fromorbit. Zanbendorf, clad in a helnetless EV suit, was sitting
in the rear cabin, brooding silently to hinself over the | atest events,
whi | e opposite him Vernon Price gazed spel | bound through one of the side
ports at the rainbow banded orb of Saturn beyond Titan's rim seeningly
floating hal f-subnmerged in the i nmense plane of its ring system vi ewed

al nost edge-on.

Sgt. Mchael O Flynn had reacted with a singular display of

i nperturbability and conposure when Zanbendorf asked for his advice on the
best way to go about stealing a vehicle to get down to the surface. "Now,
they're not exactly the kind of thing you' d expect people to just wal k away
fromand | eave |lying around for anyone to help thenselves to," O Flynn had
sai d. "And besides, even if you did get your hands on one, there's nothing
you could do with it. A surface |ander needs a m ni mum crew of four, al
highly trained, and it couldn't take off without a preflight preparation
routine by a regular ground team"

"I"'mnot tal king about a full-blown orbital shuttle, for God' s sake,"
Zambendorf had replied. "But what about a medi um haul personnel flyer—ene
of the small ones? Couldn't you pull one of those out of service and I|ist
it as being withdrawn for maintenance or sonethi ng?"

"But those are just surface flyers. They don't nmake descents fromorbit."

"They could here, at a pinch," Zanbendorf had insisted. "Wth Titan's | ow
gravity you could use one as a miniature lander ... if you were to ignhore
certain sections of NASO flight regulations and allowed the Internationa
Space Transportation Regul atory Conmi ssion's safety margins for wing

| oading and thermal stress to slip alittle."

"Hm . . . you seemto know what you're tal king about, | see. Now, where
woul d sonebody |ike you have found out about things like that, I"'msitting
here asking nmesel f."
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"Never mnd. The question is, can you do it, M ke?"

"Wl l, maybe | can, and then again, maybe | can't ... But supposing for the
monent that | could, it would have to be for the hardware only, you
understand. |I'mnot in the headhunting business. You'd have to find your
own pilot."

"l think I can take care of that."

O Flynn had sounded surprised. "Ch, who . . . and with what
qual i fications?"

"Fornmer combat maneuver instructor with the Air Force Suborbital Bomb W ng;
two years specializing in high-altitude attack and evasion tactics. Is that
good enough?"

"Begorrah, you're kidding! Sonmeone on your tean®?"
"Yes."

"Let me see now ... it would have to be Joe, the big black fella. Is that
who it is?"

"No. "
"Who, then?"

"Don't worry about it," Zanbendorf replied, his eyes tw nkling. "Anyway,
you wouldn't believe ne if | told you. You' d be surprised at sone of the
talent we've got between us in our little outfit."

It had taken little inmagination to see that supplying Terran weapons to the
i nherently belligerent Paduans woul d conpl etely destabilize the situation
bet ween Padua and its neighboring states, and before very nuch | onger the
nmore di stant ones too. Qther Taloid nations would seek sinilar weapons to
secure thensel ves against the threat of Paduan aggressi on—as indeed Genoa
desired to do already—and then others woul d feel threatened as those that
hadn't reequi pped their forces found thensel ves being intinmdated by the
ones that had. Eventually all the Taloid states would be forced to foll ow
suit, and in the process they would be progressively reduced to a condition
of vassal -dependency on Earth, which would thus be able to negotiate
separately with each on terns of its own choosing. It was an old, famliar
pattern, which earlier centuries on Earth had seen repeated nmany tines
over.

Massey had conposed a nessage summari zing the main points and had it
transmtted to Conlon via his private NASO channel. Eight hours later a
reply stated that Conl on had confronted sonme of the senior NASO officials
with the allegations, but their version of the facts, as advised from
GSEC s political liaison office in Washington, was very different. It said,
in effect, that Padua was a peaceful nation whose | eaders aspired toward
Western denocratic ideals, and that the limted aid being given by the

m ssion had been requested by the Paduan authorities to conbat incursions
upon their territory from Genoa—an illegally inposed rebel regi me—and to
relieve Paduan religious nminorities who were being persecuted within the
Genoese borders. The decision to grant the request was seen as a goodwi |l |
gesture that would help establish cordial and cooperative future

rel ati onshi ps. The situation back on Earth was still confused, apparently,
and woul d take a long tinme to resolve itself, especially in view of the

| ong turnaround of conmunications to Saturn. Zanbendorf had not been
prepared to wait. "W're not going to get any sense out of themfor days,"
he had told Massey. "You'd better stay on the line here and keep in touch
as things develop. I'mgoing dowmn to Titan to talk to Arthur."
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"What do you think you're going to do, even if you manage to find sone way
of getting down there?" Massey had asked.

"l have no idea, Gerry, but there's no way |I'mgoing to sit up here with
this kind of thing going on."

Zanbendorf's thoughts were interrupted by Carissa Eidstadt's sunmobns over
the intercomfromthe forward conpartnent. "Karl, can you get up here a
m nute? We've got problens.”

Price turned away fromthe port and watched uneasily as Zanbendorf stood
up, stepped carefully round the team s recently conpl eted second
transnmogrifier box, and noved forward to the open doorway at the front of
the cabin. Carissa glanced back at himfromthe captain's seat, while in
the copilot's position Oto Abaquaan was flipping switches frantically in
front of an array of data displays and readouts that were obviously
unfam liar to him "It's no good," Abaquaan said, shaking his head. "
can't get the mdrange to scale, and the nonitor recall has aborted. This
isn't making any sense."

"What' s wong?" Zambendorf asked.

"We're losing it," Clarissa said. There was a problemin fixing the flyer's
position fromthe electronic navigation grid transnmtted fromthe
satellites that the Oion had depl oyed shortly after arriving at Titan
Clarissa had warned that it m ght happen wi thout an experienced
copilot-navigator to calibrate the on-board reference systemto the
shifting satellite pattern as the flyer descended. "W know we're sonewhere
near where we need to go down through the nuck, but we don't have a
fine-tuned fix."

"No go?" Zanbendorf asked, |ooking at Abaquaan

Abaquaan spread his hands. "Sorry, Karl. | thought | had it down okay when
we went through the routine up on the ship, but | guess it needs nore
practice.”

"I't was worth a try," Carissa murnured.

"I't's not your fault there wasn't nore tine, Qto," Zanbendorf said and
turned to Clarissa. "How serious is it? Can you take care of it?"

"Sure, but not while I'mflying this thing too. The easiest thing to do
woul d be to put down someplace and reinitiate the full sequence on the
ground, without the added complication of having to compensate for being on
a moving platform Once we're locked into the grid at a fixed point, | can
update the inertial systemso that it will supply the drift onsets
automatically.”

"How | ong woul d you need?"

"To get everything right and doubl e-checked, aw . . . say, an hour. But we
need to land now, while we still know we're roughly in the right place. If
we |leave it nmuch longer, we could wind up coning through the bl anket
anywhere over Titan, in the dark, wi thout a ground datum Then the way to
Genoa woul d be anybody's guess."

"You'd better take us down, then," Zanbendorf agreed.
"Ckay. Go back, sit down, and buckle up."

Zanmbendor f ducked back into the rear cabin and | owered hinmself into the
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seat opposite Price. "W're going down."
"Tr oubl e?"

"An unschedul ed stop to synch the on-board nav systemw th the satellite
grid."

The red-brown desert outside began rising to neet them and as it cane
nearer it was transfornmed slowy from snmooth, rounded hummocks into jagged
peaks of nuddy cloud, bottom ess canyons of darkness falling away between.
Ciffs and precipices of vapor reared up ahead, then were towering above on
either side and flashing past at greater and greater speed . . . and then
the stars vani shed fromthe overhead ports as the flyer plunged into
darkness. Zanbendorf felt the seat pressing against himas Carissa
flattened the craft against Titan's thickening atnosphere to shed velocity.
The structure vibrated and pounded in protest as the stresses clinbed above
the limts it had been built to endure.

"Wng sensors reading nine-twelve, to ten-three, with orange-two on six,"
Abaquaan' s voi ce shouted through the open door up front. "Belly and
underwi ng skin tenperatures rising fast."

"Forward retros, five degrees out and down sixteen both, ranp to three
thousand and sustain," Carissa snapped. Zanbendorf was thrown forward
agai nst his seat harness; |oud juddering noises cane from sonmewhere under
the floor. Across the aisle, Price was tightlipped and sayi ng not hi ng.

"In at ten, ranp factor five,
el even over glide."

Abaquaan's voice reported. "Coming up to

"G me plus-three on dive—easy."
"Dive brake increased three degrees."
"Are we going to nake it?" Zanbendorf called out.

"What a question!" Carissa shouted back. "You have to learn not to put up
wi th any nonsense fromthese nmachines. If those guys up there can get a
flying eggbeater all the way to Titan, | can sure-as-hell get this thing
the rest of the way to the surface."

Then they were | osing height rapidly again, and the flyer banked as
Clarissa put it into a long, sustained turn that would sl ow them down
without altering their general position. They were now well|l bel ow the
aerosol layer, and the view outside was black in every direction, with a
few ghostly streaks of nmethane cloud showing faint white below. "See if you
can get a ground radar profile," Clarissa said to Abaquaan. "l don't want
to gotoo lowin that mess on visual. Try and find us sonmewhere hi gh and
flat—a plateau or sonething." Abaquaan fiddled with a console to one side
of him nuttered a few profanities beneath his breath, and tried sonething
el se. "Set the HG centerline to blue zero," Carissa said, glancing

si deways. "Then use the coarse control to |lock the scanbase and sel ect your
profile analysis fromthe menu on S-three."

"What? ... Ch yeah, okay . . . CGot it." Abaquaan took in the information

t hat appeared on one of his screens. "Looks like we're at altitude
thirty-five thousand neters, ground speed three-zero-eight-five kil oneters
per hour, reducing at twenty-eight neters per second. Muntainous terrain
wi t h hi ghest peaks approximately ei ght hundred neters above mean surface

| evel . "

"Any flat summits?" Carissa asked.
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"The higher ones all seempretty grim There are sone bel ow five hundred
that | ook better."

"G me a slave of your scope on screen two."
"You've got it."

The flyer's circling became tighter as it continued to slow and | ose
altitude. "Okay, prime a couple of seventy-FV-three flares and set themfor
proximty-triggered airbursts at fifty nmeters. Then activate the underbelly
searchlight and give nme a vertical optical scan on screen one," Carissa
instructed after studying the display for a few seconds. "I'm going to have
a look at that big flat-topped guy between the two thinner ones. See which
one | nean?"

"l see it," Abaquaan said, |ooking at his own screen. "Flares prinmed for
proximty bursts at five-zero and five-zero nmeters; belly light activated;
vertical optical scan selected and routed to pilot's screen one."

The flyer slowed to hover notionless in the gloom and a few seconds | ater
two brilliant white lights blossoned a short distance below it revealing
the squat hilltop that its radar fingers had probed invisibly. The sunmt
was reasonably snooth, free of cracks and fissures, and uncluttered by
boul ders or | oose debris. The searchlight cane on to pick out a |anding
spot and hold it in steady illumnation, and then the flyer began to sink
slowy downward once nore to conplete the final few hundred feet of its
descent.

"What manner of onen is this?" Goork whispered fearfully to hinself as he
sat petrified, staring up at two radi ant orbs of purest violet that had
appeared in the sky above the nobuntaintop nonments after the voices had gone
quiet. "By the Lifenmaker!" he gasped. A flying creature, sinilar to the one
he had seen over Xerxeon but glowing with blinding light, and nuch | arger,
was floating over the nountain, above the orbs. It was sinking slowy
toward the ground, bal anced on a columm of violet radiance. The orbs were
descending steadily too, all the tine keeping ahead of the creature as if
to clear its way-harbingers of light sent on before the heavenly beast to
conduct it fromits sacred real mbeyond the sky. The creature descended out
of sight, and shortly afterward a halo of violet |ight appeared and
continued to glow softly anong the rocks at the summt.

What did it nmean? Was it a sign for Goork to ascend the nmountain or a
warning for himto turn back? Whuld he risk being snmitten for presunptuous
arrogance if he went forward, or smitten for self-serving di sobedi ence and
cowardice if he went back? For a fleeting nonment he wi shed his brother
Thirg were present; blasphener or not, Thirg' s unholy nethods of argunent
could prove useful in situations like this. And then G oork renmenbered the
message he had been given at the tinme of his being comanded to | eave

Xer xeon: Soon he would be told of the path that it was the Lifemaker's will
for himto follow The ways of the Lifermaker were sonetines nysterious and
devi ous, but they were never m sl eading or capricious.

So now, it seened, the nonent had cone.

Wth a mixture of wonder, trepidation, and excitenent rising within him at
every step, G oork urged his mount off" the trail he had been follow ng and
began to pick his way upward. Wen the snoother terrain gave way to steeper
ice crags and broken rock, he disnbunted near sone nountain scrub grow ng
by a stream tethered his aninmal to a bar of a conduit-support trellis
beside a clunp of tubing winders, and clinbed on foot toward the nystica
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i ght beckoning to himfromthe sumit.

"So what does Gerry think he can do about it?" Zambendorf asked. Vernon
Price shrugged in his seat across the cabin. "He's not sure yet. Wat can
you do? Try and get the nessage across to as nany Tal oi ds as you can about
what's behind it all and why, maybe... Then perhaps enough of themw ||
wise up sufficiently to throw out the | eaders who'd go along with Graud's
deal. In a word, you educate them | guess."

Zambendorf shook his head. "It's no good, Vernon. It won't work."

Price shuffled his feet awkwardly, as if deep down he al ready knew that.
"How come?" he asked anyway.

"Because the Tal oids are too nuch |ike peopl e—they believe what they want
to believe and close their eyes to what they don't want to believe. They

need to think the world is the way they'd like it to be because having to
face up to the reality that it isn't would be too unconfortable. So they

carry on pretendi ng because it nmakes themfeel better."

Price frowned for a second. "lI'mnot sure | see the connection.”" <> "Wen
you | ook around at the | eaders people follow and take orders from
unquestioni ngly, what do you see? For the nost part, you can't say that the
| eaders are where they are because of any particular talent or ability, can
you—rpst of themaren't really very bright when all's said and done. In
many cases their only claimto exceptionality is their abnormal gullibility
and extraordi nary capacity for self-delusion. But the people don't see it.
The | eader-image that exists in the mnds of the followers is sonething
quite different. The person that the followers followis a fantasy that
they manufacture in their own i maginations, which they can project onto
anyone who'll stand up and play the role. Al that a | eader needs is the
gall to stand up and tell them he's got what they're |ooking for. They'l
believe it because they need to."

"They need to believe they're in capable hands," Price said, taking the
point. "Truth isn't the inportant thing. The inportant thing is to be
certain." It didn't sound as if he was hearing it for the first tine.

"To have the illusion of certainty, anyway," Zanbendorf agreed. "If they
just know their place and do as they're told, life will be very cosy and
unconplicated. To feel secure they need their authority figures. They'd be
| ost without them-hopel essly, helplessly, and traumatically. They tal k
about being free, but the thought of real freedomterrifies them They
couldn't handle it ... not until they learn howin their own time, anyhow "
He raised his head to look at Price. "And that's why trying to tell them
they're being taken doesn't do any good. Even if they do get rid of whoever
is selling themup the river today, tonorrow they'll be flocking after
sonmebody el se who's just as bad, and quite |ikely worse. They woul dn't have
| earned a thing."

A few seconds of silence passed, broken only by the voices of O arissa and
Abaquaan reciting nunbers to each other in the nose conpartment. "So what
do you do?" Price asked at |ast. "About the Taloids, | mean. W can't just
wash our hands of the whol e busi ness and do nothing."

Zanbendorf frowned down at the floor and sighed. "First we have to accept
reality as it is," hereplied slowy. "And the facts are that you can't
turn peopl e whose beliefs are based on ignorance and superstition into
rational, objective thinkers overnight. You'd be wasting your tinme. They
don't have the concepts. The only way they' Il get rid of corrupt |leaders is
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when they stop listening to them not because of any slogans that you or |
m ght have taught themto nmenorize, but because of reasons they' ve worked
out for thensel ves and understand. You're right —the answer is education,
but unfortunately there isn't any instant brand of it that you can get by
addi ng water."

Price thought for a monment. "Well, if they're going to go on being
irrational for a while anyway, maybe the best thing you can do is give them
some kind of harm ess substitute to get themby in the nmeantine," he said.
"You shoul d know what |'mtal king about. It's what you've been doing for
years, isn't it."

"Well, it took you long enough to figure that out," Zanbendorf grunted.

Price worried at a tooth with his thunbnail and eyed Zanbendorf dubiously
for a second or two |longer, then | ooked away and stared at the far wall
Suddenly he got up and crossed the cabin to peer through one of the ports.
"What is it?" Zanmbendorf asked, turning in his seat.

"I thought | saw sonething noving just outside the Iight out there.
Maybe not. | don't know. "

Zanbendorf rose to his feet and noved over to the port to | ook for hinself.
After a few seconds he called in the direction of the forward cabin door,
"Can you turn on an outside flood, Cdarissa?—port-side forward?"

n \My?ll
"W think there m ght be sonething noving out there."

A nmonent | ater a cone of light stabbed fromthe craft and etched the figure
of the Taloid clearly against the darkness. It was notionless on its knees,
its hands cl asped upon its chest and its head bowed in hunbl e reverence.

28
" ARRGH! "

Groork raised his arns to shield his eyes as the shining creature's side
opened and nore blinding violet light poured fromwithin. Cearly this
appoi nt ment had been preordai ned and marked the nonent that the Lifemaker
had chosen to nmake known to Groork the purpose for which the whole of his
life so far had been the preparation. A chorus of voices sang thunderously
froma bulge on the creature's back, rising to a crescendo as if to
announce the arrival of sone great presence, and then faded. G oork noved
his fingers froman eye to look . . . then gasped, and rai sed his head
hesitantly in awe and terror. A figure had appeared, barely visible in

sil houette against the glare fromthe shining creature's interior. Its
outline took on formand substance as it energed—a broad, round-headed
angel with a face that shone as fire, weathed in gl ow ng vapors—sent down
fromthe celestial realmas the Lifermaker's personal em ssary to G oork

"Ch, get up off your knees, you fool," Zanbendorf said irritably.

The screen of the transnogrifier that he was hol di ng di spl ayed REMOVE UP
FROM YOUR KNEES. YOU ARE JOKI NG

"Del ete," Zanbendorf told it with a sigh. "Substitute: Rise up."

"Arise," the angel booned, and advanced slowy a few paces. It held a frond
fromsone strange tree that Groork didn't recogni ze. A second angel had
appeared behind it, standing in the opening in the shining creature's side.
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"There, Vernon," Zanbendorf said into his helnmet mke. "Your first Taloid
at close quarters." The Taloid was wearing a tunic of woven wire, a thick
cl oakli ke garnment, and a dark cap of sone rubbery-looking material. As it
climbed slowy to its feet, it picked up a staff of nmetal tubing that it
had laid by its side.

"It's . . . amazing," Price's voice replied haltingly. "It's so different
fromwat ching recordings up in the ship." There was a second or two of
silence. "Wat do you think it's doing up here?"

"I've noidea . . . attracted by our lights and the flyer's thernal
radi ation, probably. Fromsone of the things Galileo said, | wouldn't be
surprised if it thinks we're gods or sonething."

"I't's uncanny," Price said, staring.

"l am Zanmbendorf," Zanmbendorf said, activating the transnogrifier again and
pointing to hinmself; then he instructed the instrument: "Get name."

"I amthe Wearer," the angel announced as the conputers returned the Taloid
pul se-sequence that had been equated to "Zanbendorf"—the Warer of the
sacred Synbol of Life, Goork decided. Then the angel asked, "Wat is your
name?"

"Groork, known as Hearer-of-Voices, son of Methgark and Coorskeria, and
brother of Thirg," G oork answered. He was surprised that the angel didn't
know.

"No, too long. Shorter please," the angel said.

The cel estial voices were rising and falling in the background again. They
seened to be saying, "Light and awe. Light and awe . O was it "Send
light and awe"? Groork frowned as he tried to nmake sense of it. The ange
was still standing and waiting. Why woul dn't the angel accept his nane?
What were the voices trying to say?

And then G oork understood. This was his nonment of spiritual rebirth, which
woul d be synbolized by his being rebaptized with a new nane. The ange

wi shed himto repeat the nane by which the Lifemker wanted himto be
known' from now on, and which the voices were telling him "Enlightener!" he
excl ainmed as the inspiration struck. "I amcalled the Enlightener!"

NAME OBTAI NED, the transmogrifier screen reported. ENG.I SH MATCH REQUI RED.
Zanbendorf thought for a nonent, and then said, "Mses. Spell MO S-E-S. "
Moses? the screen repeated.

"Ckay. "

"I shall go forth fromthis place as the Lifemaker commands and enlighten
the world," the Enlightener declared, his voice rising in fervor. "I shal
destroy the bl aspheners and smite down the unbelievers who bow t hensel ves
not before the holy words that | shall bring unto them | shall—

"Stop! Thou jabberest. Makest not sense any. Mre sinple. Shorter please."

It wasn't the angel that spoke, but the frond that the angel was hol di ng,
the Enlightener realized with a start—the angel was teaching the frond to
speak. He stared in wonder. Then he realized that it was a nmiracle to show
that the angel was truly a nmessenger fromthe Lifenaker. That explained its
questions: The frond was like a child, and obviously couldn't be expected
to conprehend all the conplexities of speech in an instant. "My task now,"
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he said to it, nmaking his phrases short and sinple. "Talk to world. Kil
all Lifermaker's enemes.”

"Talk to world means talk to robei ngs?" the frond asked.

"Yes," the Enlightener answered.

MOSES' JOB AT PRESENT—ALKI NG TO TALA DS; Kl LLI NG HERETICS, the screen
i nf ormed Zambendor f.

Zambendorf shook his head. "No! No! Killing each other is not the way. You
have to understand that!"

The screen of fered NOT Kl LLING EACH OTHER | S NOT A GOOD METHOD. HI GHLY
PROBABLE THAT YOU UNDERSTAND

"Dam, " Zanbendorf nuttered beneath his breath. "Delete. Substitute: Do not
kill each other. Inperative that you understand."

(Phrase 1) DO NOT KI LL.

(Phrase 2) | MPERATI VE THAT = conmand?

"Ch hell . . . Delete phrase two," Zanbendorf ordered.
And the frond said, "Thou shall not kill."

"Clarissa," Zanbendorf called into his radio. "How are you doing in there?"

"Nearly through. Wy?"

"I's there any chance Oto can cone out here? He's nore used to this damm
transmogrifier thing than I am”

"I"'mdone. I'lIl be out as soon as | get a hel net on,
sai d.

Abaquaan' s voice

Meanwhil e the Enlightener was standing transfixed in wonderment. He had
heard the divi ne command. But what new wi sdom was the Lifemaker revealing?
Was Hi s power so strong and invincible that His faithful need have no fear
of enem es? Were heretics, blaspheners, and unbelievers not to be puni shed?
The Enlightener stared at the frond in the angel's hand and puzzl ed over
what the utterance neant. And then, slowy, his inner eye was opened. Wat
did killing another robeing signify, apart frombrutality and ignorance,
and an inability to persuade by other neans? It required no | earning or
schooling, no discipline and devel opnent of self, no conprehensi on of
worth, or any aspiration to higher things. The | owest savages in the
farthest reaches of the swanpl ands south of Serethgin were capable of that.
They knew of no other way to settle their differences.

Truly this was a sacred nonment that woul d be recorded in the Scribings, and
this spot a holy place that would be visited by pilgrinms and penitents for
all the twelve-brights that were left to cone until the world ended. The
monent shoul d be synbolized by an act that would imortalize it, the

Enl i ght ener thought, and the spot nmarked as the selected place of the
angel s' comi ng. He | ooked around himand saw a snooth, flat rock, obviously
pl aced there to serve his purpose. He noved over to it, and with the tip of
his staff inscribed slowy and solemly near the top of the slab the words:

THOU SHALT NOT KILL.

When he had finished he | ooked up, and saw that a third angel had appeared.
"What nore of ne does the Lifenmaker conmmand?" he asked neekly.
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Abaquaan took the transnogrifier from Zanbendorf. "He seens pretty
i npressed by the nessage," he said. "Maybe it's a new idea to these guys.
He wants to know i f you've got any nore of 'em

"They nustn't believe anyone who tries to tell themthey're worthless or
inferior," Zambendorf said. "But neither nust they believe they are
superior to any of the neighboring nations. Al the nations nust accept
each other as equal partners and learn to cooperate in building a better
future for all." After some exchanges with the transnogrifier, Abaquaan had
reduced this to sonething the machi ne coul d accept.

And the frond spoke once nore. The Enlightener |istened, then added the
nuneral 1 before his previous inscription and wote underneath it:

2. THOU ART THY NEI GHBOR S EQUAL. HELP THY NEI GHBOR, AND THY NEI GHBOR SHALL
HELP THEE.

The Enli ghtener was being enlightened, as he would bring enlightennent to
others. Wth just a few sinple words, the Lifemaker had opened up a vision
of a whole new world that could come to be, a world in which all robeings
everywhere woul d prosper and hel p one another grow strong in a spirit of
compassi on, cooperation, tol erance, and understanding. Al would be
brothers, like Thirg. A new era would come to pass, in which killing and

vi ol ence woul d be renounced and universal |ove anong robei ngs woul d
prevai |l —a stronger, deeper, and nore enduring force to shape the world than
anyt hi ng ever conceived previously.

"What's he doing?" Price asked as the Taloid finished scratching a second
row below the marks that it had made on a large ice slab with its staff.

"Looks like he doesn't carry a notebook," Abaquaan replied. "I guess we
nmust be saying the right things."

Price stared at the Taloid for a few seconds longer. "I'Il be back out in a
second, " he said, and di sappeared into the open outer door of the flyer's
ai rl ock.

"I"'mall through,"” Carissa's voice informed them "How s it with
Rin-Tin-Tin out there?"

"W need a few nore minutes," Zanbendorf said. He switched back to local to
address Abaquaan. "They shouldn't blindly accept anything that others tel
themto believe. Facts are the only guide to what is true, and facts can't
be changed by wishing themto be otherw se."

The Enlightener wote finally:

3. BEWARE THE TONGUES OF DECEI VERS. LET THY WORDS BE KEEN HEEDERS OF TRUTH
FOR TRUTH IS NO HEEDER OF WORDS

It went on until the Taloid had witten several nore rows, and then Price
reappeared carrying a video canera-copier and a |ight-duty general - purpose
plasma torch fromthe flyer's tool |ocker. "Wat are you doing?" Zanbendorf
asked.

"Saving himthe trouble of having to cone all the way back up here if he
forgets any of it," Price replied. "Also |'mcollecting sanples of Taloid
handscript." He used the camera to transmt several shots of the slab into
the flyer's conputer storage system and then, satisfied that a record of
the original script had been preserved, carefully traced over the markings
with the torch to nelt a deeper, clearer inpression into the ice. After
taki ng several shots of this too, he directed one of themto the recorder's
| ocal hardcopier, and a few seconds later a sheet of Titan-duty plastic was
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ejected into his gauntlet and quickly rigidified in the | owtenperature
surroundi ngs.

"You know, Vernon, sometines | get the inpression you're too sentinental,6"”
Abaquaan renar ked.

"Maybe, " Price agreed cheerfully. He | ooked around, picked up one of the
smaller ice flakes that lay all over the sunmit, and used the torch in
fan-node to nelt its top surface all over. Then he pressed the plastic down
onto it and waited a few seconds for the flake to refreeze, welding the ice
and the plastic inseparably together. Finally, as an afterthought he nelted
sone extra slivers of ice and allowed the water to fl ow over the face of
the tablet, sealing the plastic beneath a thin protective |ayer of

gl asslike ice. The result was quite pleasing. He held it out toward the

Tal oid. "Here you are, Moses, old buddy—sonething for you to hang on the
wal | when you get hone."

"We'd better wap this up," Abaquaan said. "Tinme's getting on."
"Qto's right," Zanmbendorf agreed. "Happy now, Vernon?"
"l guess so. It just seened ... oh, like a nice thing to do."

The Enli gbtener gazed down in wonder at the holy Tablet lying in his arnms,
still glowing faintly—the Lifenaker's commandments entrusted to him the
Enli ghtener, as the Lifemaker's nmessenger chosen to carry the sacred Wrd
to the robeing race. There was nothing he could say. The enptions surging
within himwere too violent and confusing for himto be able even to think
coherently.

"Farewel |, Enlightener,"” the frond said. "Qur work awaits. Do not remain
here now. Good fortune to thee." The Enlightener | ooked up and saw t he
frond- bearing angel turn away and return into the shining creature. Then
the second angel —+he one that had caused the living plant to bring forth
the Tablet witten in fire and seal ed inside the solid rock—foll owed.
Finally the angel that had appeared first of all backed slowy to the

gl owi ng opening, raised an armin salutation, and was swall owed up by the
light. Monents later the opening closed, and the cone of radiance that the
shining creature had been enmtting froma point just above vani shed
suddenl y.

"Take thee hence fromthis place, Enlightener," the creature roared,
thou wilt surely be burned.” As if in a trance, clutching the Tabl et
securely under one armand taking his staff in the other, the Enlightener
retreated fromthe sumit

or

Only when the creature was lost to view behind the intervening rocks did
his faculties begin functioning again. Still in a daze he retraced his
steps downward to the stream "lIndeed thou wert meant to bring me to this
pl ace," he murrmured to his steed as he untethered it and renounted. "Now
may we rest easy in our minds that Meerkulla has received many bl essings in
return for his sacrifice." He turned the horse round and descended the

sl opes below. Only when he was alnpbst at the trail did he see Captain
Horazzorgi o and the conpany of Kroaxian Royal CGuard waiting for him

According to O arissa, they were between Padua and Genoa, at a point al nost
at the edge of the desert in which the first Terran-Tal oid neeting had
occurred—n fact not that far at all fromthe very spot at which it had
taken place. Therefore the cruising time to Genoa would only be about
fifteen mnutes. Things hadn't worked out too badly at all, Zanbendorf
thought to hinself as he stood in the cockpit doorway and watched the
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t akeof f routine.

"Any sign of Mdses down there?" Price asked curiously fromthe cabin
behi nd.

Abaquaan brought up a series of infrared views on the copilot's scanner
screen until one showed a bright dot on the | ower part of a broad sl ope
sone di stance bel ow the sunmit on the side of the nountain down which Mses
had di sappeared. He switched in the tel escopic viewer and produced a |arge,
clear image. "He's got a horse," Abaquaan said. "Mist have left it |ower
down somepl ace. "

"He's riding a horse back down the nountain, with the slab you gave him
under his arm" Zanbendorf said over his shoulder. "Want to cone and see?"

Price nmoved forward besi de Zanbendorf and studied the screen for a few
seconds. Mdses had stopped and seened to be staring down the hill at
sonet hi ng. Abaquaan switched back to a | owresolution inmage, which showed
nmore dots clustered together not far away bel ow. A cl ose-up reveal ed them
to be nore Tal oids, also nmounted. "I wonder who they are," Price murnured.
"Do you think Mdses mght be in sonme kind of trouble down there?"

"l don't know," Zanbendorf replied slowy. He sounded concerned. After a
second or two he turned his head toward O arissa and said, "Take it down
| ower. Let's have a closer |ook at what's going on."

"I have no fear of thee now, Horazzorgi o, Defender-of-False-Faith," the

Enl i ghtener called down the hillside, his voice loud and firmand his eyes
glinting brightly. "For verily have | clinbed the nountain and seen the
angels, and | return now to be known henceforth as the Enlightener, who has
been chosen to carry the Lifenaker's true Wrd to all coners of the world
and bring a new faith of Iove and brothership to all robeings. Heed ny
words wel |, Horazzorgio, for they are indeed H's, the Lifenmaker's." He held
high a slab of ice that he was carrying. "Swear your allegiance nowto the
true faith of which | speak, and renounce thy false creeds, and thy
transgressions shall be forgiven thee. Dost thou so swear, Horazzorgio?"

Uncertain if he could believe his ears, Horazzorgio was still too

astoni shed to reply when he saw the sky-dragon rising fromthe nountaintop
in the background. His inmagers dulled in cold fear, and his body trenbl ed.
Twi ce now he had cone to Xerxeon in pursuit of one or the other of this
pai r of accursed brothers, and twi ce they had el uded him And now, just as
before, the dragons of the sky-beings were appearing in the sky to protect
them He wasn't about to nmess with dragons a second tinme, he decided. No

way was he going through that again . . . not for anything or anybody.
Horazzorgi o junmped down fromhis saddle and fell to his knees. "I swear, O
Enli ghtener!" he shouted. "Horazzorgi o has found the true faith! | believe!

I believe! Truly thou speakest the Lifenaker's Wrd. Wat is thy w sh,
Chosen One? Thy servant awaits thy comand.”

The troopers behind were | ooking at each other in anmazenent and nmurnuring
anong thensel ves. "Wat sorcery has this hearer worked?"

"Horrazorgi o on his knees? This is surely a miracle."
"What wondrous faith is this of which the hearer speaks?"
"I see no mracle."

Then the flier swooped down | ow over the riders, released tw flares,
turned on its searchlight, and circled slowy to observe the scene. A
around Horazzorgio, metal figures were hurling thenselves to the ground and
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adding to a rising chorus of terrified voices.

"W believe! W believe!"

"Behol d the Enlightener, the Chosen One!"

"Spare us sinners, O Dragon. W repent! W repent!”

Even the Enlightener was astounded by the efficacy of his own words.

"All this, and with such econony of effort?" he nurnured to his horse as he
stared disbelievingly. "I rmust truly be inspired."

"What's goi ng on down there?" Carissa demanded, totally benused. "Karl,
what in hell did you say to that guy?"

Price was | ooking worried. "Why are they all falling off their horses?" he
asked. "Are they okay? Wat's happening to then?"

"They |l ook as if they're worshi ppi ng Mses,"
"He's wavi ng that videocopy you gave him"

Abaquaan sai d incredul ously.

Zanbendorf had gone very quiet. Hi s eyes narrowed thoughtfully as he
continued staring at the screen. At last he said in a faraway voice,
"They're all dressed very simlarly, which suggests they're soldiers. And
this is a part of Padua, isn't it."

"So?" C arissa asked.

"Galileo says that the Paduan horse-guards are anong the npost zeal ous and
fanatical soldiers anywhere on this part of Titan," Zanbendorf replied.

"Yet we've just denolished a whol e squadron of them. . . and without a
singl e one of the weapons that Arthur is yelling that he has to have—which
we' d have a hard job getting our hands on anyway, even if we thought it was
the right way for himto go."

Silence fell for a few seconds while the others absorbed what he had said.
At last Price asked him "Are you thinking what |I'mthinking?"

Zanmbendorf frowned, rubbed his beard, and | ooked back at the screen
"Believe it or not, but |I've absolutely no idea, Vernon," he replied
candidly. "I do have a strange feeling, however, that we night just have
stunbl ed on the answer to Arthur's problemw th the Druids."

29

AT ONE END OF A SPECI ALLY CLEARED AREA THAT STRETCHED THE full 1ength of
the wal |l ed grounds behind Kl ei ppur's residence, the Carthogian infantry
sergeant lay prone with a captured Waskorian projectile hurier fitted
snugly agai nst his shoul der and one armpartly extended to support its

|l ength. He sighted along its top tube at the first of the red disks al ong
the far wall, ained carefully, and squeezed the snmall firing lever with a
finger of his other hand. The hurier barked and kicked vigorously, and in
the sane instant nost of the red disk at the far end of the grounds

di sappeared. The sergeant repeated the process rapidly while Kleippur and
Dornval d watched grimy with a small group of Carthogi an officers and
mlitary advisers. In short order, a small ice boul der expl oded; a piece of
outer wall cut froman organic building disintegrated into pulp; and two
sets of standard-issue Carthogi an body arnor nounted on full-size dumies
at the end of the line were reduced to shreds. Dornvald signaled to the far
end of the grounds, and sol diers who had been standing well back fromthe
line of fire noved forward to collect the target plates.
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"There can be no protection against this," Lofbayel whispered to Thirg, who
was | ooki ng on nunbly. "Those sol diers were doonmed fromthe noment they set
out to pursue the Waskorians. The outcome was a foregone conclusion."

"Truly," Thirg agreed. "Just as Horazzorgi o and the Kroaxi ans were dooned
fromthe nmonent they chose to set foot in the Meracasine. And now t he whol e
of Carthogia is surely dooned."

Lum an weapons such as these which a Carthogian raiding party |led by
Dornval d had sei zed deep inside Waskorian territory, had been the cause of
the disasters that had befallen the Carthogians recently in rapid
succession. A routine border patrol had failed to return, and the force
sent to look for it had been alnpbst annihilated in a Waskorian anbush. Then
the Waskorians had attacked a border fort which fell after putting up a
stiff fight. A small band of survivors escaped and nmanaged to join up with
a relief colum advancing from Menassi m under the command of a Genera
Yenbl ayen. Kl ei ppur had ordered Yenbl ayen to halt and avoid further
engagenents until the reason for the sudden Waskorian invincibility was
better understood.

The nost worrisonme aspect of the unexpected Waskorian successes was that
the Luni an weapons nust have cone fromthe Kroaxians, with whomthe Lum ans
were known to have nmade contact. |f the Waskorians were taking over the
border zone as preparation for an all-out invasion fromKroaxia, and if the
whol e of the regul ar Kroaxian arny had been equi pped, with firepower as
devastating as that being denonstrated behind Kl eippur's residence, then
Carthogia woul dn't | ast another bright. Kleippur's social experinent would
be over; night would fall over an Age of Reason that had barely begun to
dawn; and everything that Thirg and Lof bayel had sought to escape woul d
ensnare them once again.

"What is your opinion, Pellimades?" Kleippur asked the technical advisor,
who was exam ni ng anot her sanpl e of WAskorian weaponry with an artisan's
keen eye.

Pel I i m ades shook his head dubiously. "Such detail and precision are only
to be found growing naturally upon this world,"” he replied. "No work of any
craftsman that | have seen, nor any of which |I have heard tell, could
renotely approach it. If this is Lum an workmanship, then the Lum ans coul d
wel | be |ifemakers indeed."

"You can offer no imtation, however crude, nor any other nmeans by which
our soldiers mght hope to conpete on equal terns?" Dornval d asked

Pel I i m ades shook his head again. "None, Ceneral."

Two soldiers arrived at a run fromthe far end of the grounds and presented
four target plates. The first had the center of its red disk conpletely

bl owmn away; the second was torn into a tight cluster of overl apping hol es
of fset to one side of the disk; the third was peppered with a pattern of
nmore widely scattered holes; and the fourth was nmuch like the first.

Kl ei ppur drew a | ong, heavy intake over his coolant vanes and shook his
head gravely. "W have no choice," he said. "Qur only chance is to accept
the terns which the Merehant-Lum ans offered us originally. If we cannot
supply conparabl e armanents of our own, then we nust obtain theirs; and if
tamng forests for Lumans is the price we nust pay, then so be it. This
has becone a matter of survival." He turned to Lyokanor, the army's senior
intelligence officer. "Assenble the Cabinet to agree what shall be the form
of our message. W will convey it to the Lumi an nerchant princes by way of
the inquirers who still occupy the Lum an canp."

"At once, sir," Lyokanor replied and hurried away.
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"W will proceed to the Council Chanber and await the others there,"

Kl ei ppur said. "Qur first task nust be to armevery abl e-bodied citizen as
best we can in case the Kroaxi ans invade, and to agree on tactics for
hol di ng out until we begin receiving Lum an aid. The tines ahead will be
hard ones, | fear."

Thirg felt dejected as he and Lof bayel followed the rest of the party
across the rear courtyard toward the house. Kleippur, with his usua
pragmati c acceptance, was devoting his efforts to nmaking the best of the
situation as it existed and not wasting tinme and energy on futile
accusations or conplaints. But it was Thirg who had persuaded himthat the
Wearer was sincere, and who had tal ked himinto heeding the Warer's
treacherous words. It was clear now that the whol e episode involving the
Wearer had been a Lumian ploy to keep Carthogia unsuspecting and inactive
whi | e negotiations were concluded with Kroaxia, the start of a process that
woul d eventually bring all the robeing nations under the Lunmian heel. The
Lum an strategy to attain that goal had been cold, calculated, ruthless,
and efficient, and its inplenmentation seenmed so practiced that Kleippur
suspected the whol e technique to have been perfected | ong ago—used,

per haps, for the enslavenent of dozens, or even dozen-dozens, of worlds.
But whatever the truth of that, there could be no stopping the process now.
Better a slave state than no state at all—+the main task now was to ensure
the survival of Carthogia.

Wirst of all, Thirg had placed all his personal trust in the Warer and had
no alternative now but to adnit that he had been betrayed cruelly. That
bewi | dered hi mthe nost. He had never been nore sure of anything in his
life than of the special relationship which he had thought he and the
Wearer shared—a rel ationship based on a nutual understandi ng of the power
of mind and reason that transcended differences in | anguage, race, form
and even world of origin. Each had recogni zed a comopn quality in the other
that reduced all their differences, striking as they seened at first

glance, to no nore than trifling superficialities, indicating—er so Thirg
had hoped—the existence of a bond that could unite all the unknown forns of
life and mind that existed across the countl ess worlds above the sky. Truly
i nqui ring mnds everywhere had nore in comon than divided them and could
wor k together regardl ess of what they were or where they cane from just as
the true inquirers from Kroaxia and Carthogia could work together wi thout
cogni zance of the borders between their nations. Lum an ways woul d spread
across Robia and bring an end to the reign of ignorance, superstition, and
fear; no | onger would beliefs be inposed by dictate or intimidation .

and instead, know edge and reason would prevail.

O so Thirg had believed.

But the Wearer had deceived himand taken advantage of his trust. Al of
the proni ses and reassurances had been as devious and as sel f-serving as
the practiced rhetoric of a trained prosecutor in the court of the High
Council of Kroaxia. It seenmed, then, that the appeal of reason was not so
universal after all; possibly it was as rare anong the worlds beyond t he
sky as was Kl ei ppur anong Robia's rulers, and the donmain of reason as snall
a portion of the universe as Carthogia was of Robia. Thirg had to concede
that he knew of no |law of nature which said it had to be otherw se.
Therefore, he told hinself, partly in consolation, perhaps it was a m stake
to feel he had been wonged, for the concept of "wongness" was surely

subj ecti ve—an expression of the limts that the najority of robeings placed
upon desirabl e behavior, within robeing society, as judged through robeing
eyes, on the basis of robeing teaching and experience. No valid basis could
exi st for extrapolating identical, or even conparable, ethical codes to

bei ngs fromother worlds. So no conpelling evidence could lead Thirg to
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conclude that the Wearer had deliberately "wonged" hi m—hirg' s behavior

m ght sinply have been consi dered hopel essly naive and infantile by Lum an
standards. But the thought didn't nmake himfeel very nuch better. He was
still bitterly di sappointed.

They clinmbed some shallow steps to the rear terrace of the main building
and were about to enter the hallway outside the Council Chanber when the
sentries at one of the courtyard' s side entrances opened the gate to adm't
a mount ed messenger. The nessenger's steed crossed the yard at a gallop and
halted bel ow the terrace. Kleippur, who had been about to enter the door,

| ooked back over his shoul der then turned and strode to the head of the
steps, followed by Dornvald, while the entourage parted to | et them
through. "Speak," Kleippur said to the messenger. "Wat is your news?"

"Tidings from General Yenblayen," the nessenger replied, his words com ng
fast with urgency. "The Waskori ans have crossed our lines and are headi ng
toward Menassim"

Al armed nmurnurs broke out anobng the others on the terrace. "How many and
how ar med?" Dornval d snapped. "Was there a battle? Were, and what were our
| osses? What is the condition of Yenblayen's force?"

The nessenger shook his head. "Your pardon, sir, but you m sunderstand.
There has been no battle. General Yenblayen opened his lines to allow the
Waskorians free passage. They have agreed willingly to travel under

Cart hogi an escort and are approachi ng Menassi m peacefully, led by their
prophet, Ezinbial."

"Ezinmbial . . . leading them peacefully?" Kleippur stared in disbelief.
"Have you been inbi bing uraniumsalts, nmessenger?"

""Tis true, '"tis true," the nmessenger insisted. "They are seized by a new
faith that renounces all war and killings. They speak of Carthogi ans as
brothers and are proceeding to the Lumian canp to return the Lum an
weapons, which the Waskorians say they no | onger have use for."

A frown darkened Dornvald's face. "They are heading toward Menassimw th
their Lum an weapons? It is a trick! Wat nadness coul d have possessed
Yenbl ayen?"

"The Waskorians have entrusted the weapons to their escorts and bear no
ot her arns."

Kl ei ppur stared for a few seconds | onger, then shook his head hel pl essly:
"New faith? . . . Renouncing war? Were did this come fron? Do you know
anyt hi ng nore?"

"The Waskorians speak of a Divine One whomthey call Enlightener, who was
brought down into their land by shining angels fromthe sky to preach the
Li femaker's commandments to the world," the nessenger answered. "He cane
wi th disciples, some of them forner Kroaxian cavalry troopers; others are
from Xerxeon, where all the villagers have been converted. Chief anobng the
disciples is a baptizer called the Renanmer, who was previously Captain
Horazzorgi o of the Kroaxi an Royal Guard."

Dornval d gasped. "Horazzorgi o, a baptizer? Wiat kind of mraclewrker is
this Enlightener?"

"Indeed the Waskorians tell of wondrous mracles that acconpanied the
Enlightener's com ng," the nmessenger said. "Of fires that burned in the
sky, rocks that nelted, streans that boiled, objects that levitated, and
hol y dragons bearing shining angels from above."
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Dornval d's eyes tw nkled suddenly at the nention of dragons. "And what of
our forward scouts and observers?" he asked. "Wat have they had to say
about all these niracles and dragons?"

The nessenger remai ned expressionless. "Nothing, sir. But many reports were
recei ved of what sounds like the same Lum an flying vehicle being very
active in the areas where the niracles were supposed to have occurred, and
at about the same tines."

"l see," Dornvald said. He stepped back fromthe balustrade and turned to
catch Kl eippur's eye. Kleippur was smling, as were the others behind him
Then Dornvald too started grinning.

And Thirg too smiled—at first faintly and disbelievingly, then broadly, and
finally he cl apped Lof bayel heartily on the back and | aughed out |oud. Who
the Enlightener might have been, he had no idea ... but he thought he knew
wel | whose the flying vehicle had been, and who the real mracle-worker was
at the back of the whol e business.

Up in the Orion, Cerold Massey wal ked angrily out of an elevator in Q obe
Il and turned to follow the corridor |eading to the day quarters used by
Zanbendorf's team He had talked to a nunber of the mission's scientists
and ot her professionals about the situation and had managed to gal vani ze
sonme of theminto crackling, dynam c action sufficient to | odge a fornal
protest with Leaherney. And that was it. The protest had been rebuffed amd
a tangl e of expertly contrived obstructions, denials, technicalities, and
bureaucratic obfuscations, and a demand for unrestricted access to the
Earth conmmunications link politely but firmy refused. Having thus done al
they could, the protesters had expressed their regrets to Massey—all in a
very decent and civilized way, naturally—and returned to their various
interests and duties. Even nore galling was the thought that while he,
Massey, was the professional psychol ogist, everything had happened exactly
as Zanbendorf had predicted. "W both understand what nakes people tick,
Gerry," Zanbendorf had said. "The difference is that | accept it but you
won't."

Massey reached the door of the suite, knocked, and waited while Thel ma
checked on a viewer inside to see who it was before letting himin. "No
good," he told her, tossing out his hands as he stanped inside. "Leaherney
was expecting it. He was all set up. Anyway, apart from Dave Crookes and
Leon Keyhoe, Graham Spearman, Wbster, and a couple of others who do seem
genui nely concerned, they weren't that interested. Nothing about all this
affects anything that's really close to them"”

Thel ma seened unsurprised. "You had to give it a try though," she said.
"Forget it for a minute and cone take a look at this." She led himinto the
suite and sat in front of the screen she had been watchi ng when he arrived.

Massey nmoved behind the chair to | ook over her shoul der. The screen | ooked
down on a procession of Taloids dressed in flowi ng white robes and wearing
garl ands of sone ki nd—probably pieces of nmetal strung on w re—around their
necks. Sone of themwere carrying banners that bore Taloid inscriptions,
and others were beating on or blowing into what | ooked |ike rnusica
instruments while the rest swayed rhythnically as they marched. Fl anking
bot h sides of the procession were unifornmed caval rynen that Massey
recogni zed as Cenoese, noving at a slow wal k and | eadi ng pack ani mal s

| oaded wi th bundl es of Terran rifles and submachi ne guns, anmunition boxes,
and grenade packs. Behind the files of cavalry, other Tal oids were gathered
along the roadside to watch. "Is this a viewfromKarl's flyer?" Mssey
asked.
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Thel ma nodded. "Uh-huh. It's coming in live."
"What ' s happeni ng? Were's it fronf"

"The road to CGenoa," Thelnma told him "It's all over with the Druids.
They're on their way to Genoa Base to give all the hardware back. Mses
went over real big."

Massey shook his head slowy as he watched, and found that he was smling.
"I don't know . . . I|'ve never heard of anything so crazy," he nmuttered. "
woul dn't have given it a snowball's chance in hell."

"Arthur and Galileo called a little while ago," Thelnma said. "They seem
pretty pleased with it all too."

"Have you got a line to the flyer?" Massey asked her

Thel ma nodded and touched a button bel ow the screen. "Hell o, Hornet.
Anybody down there?" she said.

"What's new?" C arissa's voice replied.

"Ch, Gerry Massey's just arrived. | think he wants to offer his
congratul ations," Thel na sai d.

"I wouldn't have believed it," Massey called over her shoul der.

"That's why we've al ways given you problens,"” Carissa answered. "You
underestimate your opposition.”

"Maybe | do. Anyhow, is Karl there?"
"Hang on."

A few seconds of silence went by. Then Zanbendorf's voice said, "Hello,
Gerry. Well, what do you think of our little show down here?"

"I"'minpressed. | gather Arthur and Galileo are nore than satisfied with
the service they're getting too."

"W always try to give our custoners their noney's worth," Zanbendorf
replied. "How did things go with Leaherney?"

"No good—pretty nmuch the way you predicted."

"Mm . . . a pity," Zanbendorf nurmured. Then his voice perked up. "Anyway,
never mnd. | think we've proved our secret weapon sufficiently to nobve on
to the next phase."

"What next phase? | thought this was it. The Druids won't be causing any
more trouble, and Arthur's happy with the outconme. What el se do you want ?"

"Al'l very satisfying, | agree, but | still have a | arge personal score to
settle with friend Caspar, Dan Leaherney, and the good peopl e back on Earth
who thought | was just another puppet they could buy," Zanbendorf said.
"What you' ve seen has been just the dress rehearsal, Gerry. The rea
performance is about to begin.”

"Karl." A note of suspicious dread crept into Massey's voice. "Wat are you
tal ki ng about ?"

"This is the nost devastating thing since the H bonmb," Zambendorf's voice
sai d, soundi ng exuberant. "First Mses, then a squadron of Paduan cavalry,
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after that an entire Taloid village . . . and now a whole tribe. It's
snowbal I i ng down here |ike nothing you' ve ever seen."

"So? . . "

"Next we bag the whol e Paduan arny, which is on the march toward Genoa
right now, and then we inport the conplete operation right into Padua and
dunp it in Henry's backyard!" Zanbendorf exclainmed, chortling. "lmagine if
t he whol e Paduan nation told Leaherney where to stuff his mlitary aid ..
and | ater on, maybe, the whole of Titan. What a way to screw GSEC

Ranel son, the politicians—all of them"

"But ... but you don't have enough people to do sonething like that,"
Massey obj ect ed.

"What do you mean, not enough peopl e? W' ve got Mses, and Lord Nel son with
his cavaliers down here, plus a lot nore fromthe village . . . and now I
don't know how many thousand Druids fromthis latest addition. | told you,
Gerry—the whol e thing's snowbal ling."

"Yes, | know, but what | neant is you' ve only got a twelve-nan Hornet flyer
down here. You don't have the transportation capacity to nove enough bodies
into Padua fast enough to trigger a real revolution. See what | nean? You
need the right critical mass. Gherwise it'll all just fizzle out."

"Ch, that's all under control,"

we—

Zanmbendorf said breezily. "Just as soon as

Thel ma cut himoff. "Karl, don't go into all that right now Gerry doesn't
know about it yet. | haven't had a chance to—

"Know about what ?" Massey demanded. A cold, creeping feeling deep down
i nsi de somewhere told himthat his worst fears were about to conme true

"You woul dn't want to know about it," Thelma told him "Now, why don't you
just—

"I want to know about it. What's going on? What is it that you haven't had
a chance to tell ne about yet? ..."

"Tango Baker Two to Control, |aunch sequence conpletion confirmed and BQ
checking at zero-three-five. | have fourteen on beta-seven and a cl ear
six-six. Transferring to local."

"Roger, Tango Baker Two. BQ vector confirmed and delta repeater reading
green. Orion Control standing down. Have a good trip."

"Roger. Qut." Andy Schwartz, captain of the surface |ander that had just
begun its descent fromthe Orion, checked his instrunents once nore and
settled back in his seat. Course was set on automatic to a reentry w ndow
that would bring them down onto a shall ow descent from seventy degrees
east, direct into the ground base at Padua, and trimwas adjusted for the
heavy-1 oad cargo of materials and nachi nery. No passengers were aboard this
trip—apart fromthe two Special Forces troopers who had mnissed their flight
through an admin foul -up and were hitching a ride down to rejoin their
unit.

Most of the soldiers that Schwartz and his crew had flown to the surface

| ately had been instructors being sent to train Paduans in

weapons- handl i ng. The "base" at Padua was just a couple of pads and sone

| anders parked at an isolated | ocation among some hills well away fromthe
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city, apparently because its existence had not been revealed to the genera

Paduan popul ation by their | eaders—ot at all like the situation at Genoa.
Not even the Paduan arny had been let in on the secret; the rank and file
received their weaponry training froma snall, select corps of Paduan

instructors who were the only ones who ever actually nmet Terrans. Schwartz
didn't know what to make of it all

"Have they shipped any girls down to Padua Base yet?" the copil ot asked
casually fromthe seat next to him

"No chance, Cancy."

"Maybe you coul d use the break, dancy," Mke dautzen, the flight
engi neer, suggested fromhis station behind them "I read sonmewhere that
occasi onal abstinence is good for your health."

"Baker needs to try sonething that's good for his health," Hank Frazer
muttered as he tapped commands into a touchboard bel ow the di splays at the
Conmuni cations Oficer's position across the aisle fromd autzen

"I read sonewhere that too nuch health's bad for you," Baker said.
"Causes cancer, huh?" Schwartz mnurnured.
"Doesn't too rmuch of anything al ways cause sonet hi ng?"

"How about too nuch noderation?" Frazer said

"I't causes excess-deficiency," Baker said. "That's real bad."

G autzen sniggered. "Gonna have to get used to that for a while, Cancy. No
parti es when we get to Padua—ust work, man."

Baker frowned down at his instrument for a second. "Say, |'ve had a great
i dea, guys," he said, turning his head to | ook back over the seat. "How
about the latest swingers' with-it thing, straight from Southern

Cal i forni a?"

"What's that?" d autzen asked.

"An infl atabl e-doll-swapping party! It's all the rage with—= Baker broke
off as he saw the large, black soldier, clad in Special Forces canoufl age
conmbat dress—ene of the lander's two illicit passengers—entering through
the door at the rear. "Hey, you' re not supposed to be up front here,

pardner,"” he warned. "You're supposed to stay back in your seat, belted
down till we're on the pad.”
"Get outta here, willya," Schwartz said, glancing back. "If you wanna see

the flight deck, that's fine—but not until after we touch down, okay?"

Joe Fellburg eased hinself fully inside the door and | evel ed his machi ne
carbine. H's teeth shone pearly white against his skin as he flashed an

am able grin. A nonent |ater Drew West, al so wearing conbat dress and

hol ding a .45 automatic, entered behind himand noved away fromthe door to
cover the crew froma different angle. "Now let's all be friendly and
sensi bl e about this," Fellburg suggested. "Just do |ike we say, and you'l
all be fine. Now switch the Htwenty-seven to F range and | ock onto a
surface transm ssion that you'll pick up at twenty-eight point-three
megahertz. Then reprogramthe descent profile and follow the beam down to
where it takes us, okay?"

30
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PRI VATE SALLAKAR OF THE KROAXI AN | NFANTRY | NHALED deeply fromthe effort of
clinmbing the rise and coughed as his cool ant system switched over to
reverse-flow to eject the intake of dust raised by the foot soldiers ahead
of him Minbling profanities and curses at the dust, the desert, the arny,
and the seem ngly endl ess distance to Carthogia, he noved to one side and
stopped to | ook back at the Iong colum of infantry and cavalry reginents,
fireball throwers, war chariots, and supply wagons snaking its way back and
out of sight anobng the rounded dunes and | ow scarps of the Meracasine. It
was going to be the real thing this tinme, he reflected glunmy. He had
tangl ed before with the Carthogi ans in border skirm shes, and the
experience hadn't left himrestless with inpatience and wild with
enthusiasmto neet themagain. Oh yes, the officers had sounded very
confident, as usual, and been full of assurances that the new weapons woul d
make short work of the Carthogians; but Sallakar had heard too nuch of that
kind of talk before. It was easy to tell everyone not to worry when you
knew you' d have a fast nount underneath you to get you out of trouble if it
all went wong. Oh, yes indeed, it was fine for themto tal k. But—according
to the barracks gossip, anyway—the cavalry captain, Horazzorgi o, hadn't
been doing so rmuch tal king since he'd chased after a Carthogi an under cover
unit and cone back mnus his whol e conpany, and an arm and an eye to boot.
Ch no! Now that didn't sound like opposition likely to allowitself be nmade
short work of.

He noved a hand to feel the cold, hard lines of the newy introduced
projectile hurler that was slung across his back—the product, so he and the
others had been told, of many twelve-brights of |abor carried out in secret
by some of the best artisans and craftsmen in Kroaxia. Oh yes, it was a

ni ce-1 ooki ng pi ece of workmanship, and yes, it had seened effective enough
in the hurriedly inprovised training sessions that they had been rushed
through, with everything left until the last minute as usual —probably for
security reasons—but what did that prove? Only that somebody had di scovered
how to make better weapons. The Carthogi ans had good artisans too. If the
Kroaxi ans could do it, why couldn't the Carthogians? No reason at all. In
fact, fromwhat Sallakar had seen in the past, the Carthogi ans were nore
than likely to have done it first. And that would be sonething the officers
woul dn't tell us about, he thought to hinself. Ch no, they'd never tell the
troops about something like that.

"Sal | akar, what the '"ell d'yer think yer a-doin' of? "Avin' a nice nap
there, are yer?" the voice of Sergeant Bergol od bell owed fromfarther back
down the line. "Get fell back in."

"Co fornicate with yourself," Sallakar nmuttered as he hitched his pack into
a nore confortable position and rejoined the colum at a gap next to

Moxef f .

"You rmust find your delight in serving extra watch-duty, Sallakar," Moxeff
murrmured. "ls it the tranquillity of contenplating the desert in solitude
at early bright that attracts you so? And to think, | had no idea you were

of such poetic disposition.”

"A plague of rusts and poxes upon this desert!" Sallakar spat. "Thrice have
I crossed it now, and each time its breadth doubles."

"More likely the quality of thy tenper halves."
"Your constitution is unaffected by this heat, no doubt," Sall akar said.

"Pleasantly dry and refreshing after Kroaxia's debilitatingly humd air,"
Moxef f agreed.

"Zounds! Your own admi ssion disqualifies the sole excuse |left you for your
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i nsuf ferabl e tenperanent.”

"You shoul d save such peevi shness to vent upon the Carthogi ans," Moxeff
advi sed.

"In truth | do believe you wel cone conbat as you relish the desert heat.
And do you thrive also on breathing this carborundum powder, and conserving
one bucket of nethane per bright to top up your solutions and wash off the
grinme extruded fromyour joints?"

"Ah, as always you bitch too nmuch, Sallakar."

"And the |likes of you bitch not enough. Wuld any bondsl ave tol erate abuse
such as this? Ch no! But it is | who bitch too nmuch. Ch yes! Do you have no
desire to assert your freeman's rights?"

"Must | remnd you that the arny is our |aw, Sallakar? W ever heard of
foot soldiers denanding rights?"

"And why not?" Sallakar asked. "In Carthogia, so 'tis said, authority is
conferred by majority agreenent anmong the citizens, and owes naught to any
force of arns nor nobility of birth—a npbst conmendabl e precedent. Wy not,
then, | say, in the arny al so?"

"You' re kidding!"

"Not so. This matter has occupied ny thoughts now for many brights. W will
form oursel ves a union, Mxeff, to match rank with collective strength, and
bargain our services and loyalty only in return for fair and reasonable
conditions that shall be contractually underwitten. To fight, we would
require favorable nunerical odds of two-to-one or better, at |east
noderately clement weather, and a m ni num conpensati on guarant ee agai nst
wort hl ess plunder. Rest periods would be fixed at m d- and quarter-bright,
one bright in every six declared conbat-free, and a peace-tax |evied from
the populace to maintain our rermuneration in tinmes of unenpl oynent."

"Ch, that the foot soldier's life should bring such bliss! And have you the
intention of reading this, thy proclanmation, to our King, Eskenderom and
his Court personally? Well, may good luck go with you, Sallakar. Doubtless
we shall all speak of you with fondest sentinments and renmenbrances."”

"Shane on you who can speak thus contenptibly w thout enbarrassnent. Wul d
you partake your share of the betternments we m ght secure? Ch
yes—dnquestionably! But to pledge in return your share of allegiance to our
cause? Oh no—dnthinkable! Is it not " Sal | akar stopped speaki ng and
turned his head away to | ook as a comoti on broke out somewhere up ahead. A
moment |ater the colum halted. "Wat the fom=

"The desert heaves!" Nbxeff excl ai ned.
"Is't a storn?" soneone ahead shout ed.

"No storm appears thus,"” another cried.
"I's this sonme Carthogian trickery?"
"The ground ahead boils! It is on firel"

"And around us al so—we are trapped!"

A wall of snopke and flanme had erupted across the line of march and was
clinmbing higher by the second to blot out the sky ahead, while above, on
the overl ooking slopes to left and right, curtains of shimering violet
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I'ight had appeared, heming in the front of the colum. "I AM THE

ENLI GHTENER, WHOM THE LI FEMAKER HAS SENT AMONG YQU, " a voi ce booned,
seeningly fromeverywhere at once, and echoi ng anong the surrounding hills.
"SOLDI ERS OF KROAXI A, LAY DOWN YOUR ARMS, FOR HE HATH COWVANDED, ' THOU
SHALT NOT KILL.""

"Depl oy for anmbush! Scatter the colum!" a nounted officer shouted as he
gal | oped back down the line. "Infantry under cover. Cavalry to the fl anks.
Cl ose up the wagons."

"A Conpany to those rocks. B Conpany, string out along the gully. C
Conpany, follow ne," Sergeant Bergolod called out. Oficers in front and in
the rear began to shout orders, and in nmonents the colum had disintegrated
into bodies running in all directions. Sallakar found hinself crouched with
Moxeff and a couple of others behind sone rocks. He peered up over the rock
and saw that figures dressed in white had appeared am d the wall of

swi rling radi ance hi gher up—el usive, dancing, etheric figures, apparently
devoi d of physical substance. They seemed to be approachi ng, down the

sl ope.

A sol dier nearby raised his hurler loosely to his shoulder and fired,
knocki ng hinsel f over backward with the recoil. A ragged volley cane from
anot her group behind, and in seconds firing had broken out all along the
colum. Gipped by the fear that had seized everyone, Sallakar sighted at a
pair of white-robed figures, held the hurler hard and firm against his
shoul der as he had been taught, and squeezed the finger-lever. The hurler
juddered . . . but had no effect, even though Sallakar was aim ng straight
at the advancing figures. He swept the weapon desperately fromside to side
and up and down to cover every inch of them but they kept on comi ng.

Inside the flyer hovering just at the edge of the snoke cl ouds boiling
upward from the napal mtanks and expl osives planted ahead of the Tal oi ds,
Zambendorf was wat ching the scene in close-up. It was as well that they had
all owed for the possibility of the Paduans' panicking, he reflected, and
deci ded not to expose any of the Taloids on their own side prematurely.
Stretching away fromthe lurid glow i mediately below the flyer, two
streaks of whiteness flickered eerily where recorded Tal oid i nages were
bei ng projected onto internally illum nated snokescreens from | anterns
conceal ed several hours earlier on the rock-strewn slopes overl ooking the
obvi ous route through the valley. "Let's see if we can put a stop to that
shooting," he said to C arissa.

"Pl an C?" she sai d.

"Yes—a | ow | evel bonb run at those ice crags, acconpani ed by sone
pyrotechnics."

In the copilot's seat, Abaquaan prepared to repeat another recording of a
pretransnogrified message from Moses over the flyer's bull horns, suitably
modi fied for high frequency, and fromthe ultrasonic anplifiers positioned
to conmand the area

"Ayee!" One of the soldiers dropped his weapon and stood up, pointing in
terror at the sky above the wall of fire. "A dragon descends! W have
brought the Lifenmaker's wath down upon us!" A sleek, slender-Iinbed
creature, unlike any that Sallakar had ever seen before, was swoopi ng down
at them Instinctively he turned and ainmed his hurler upward in its
direction, then realized the futility of that and |owered it again.

"W are dooned," MoxefF npaned next to him Several nearby infantry
r obei ngs dropped their weapons and began running blindly back the way they
had conme. Then a series of brilliant |ights and clouds of violet radiance
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bl ossonmed overhead, and simnultaneously nore |ights streaked down fromthe
dragon and destroyed a formation of rock outcrops and | arge boulders in a
fury of deafening concussions. Sallakar cringed and covered his ears

but he was still alive.

"DESI ST, SOLDIERS," the voice that had called itself Enlightener thundered
again from above. "THE COMVANDVENT IS, ' THOU SHALT NOT KILL'!"

And then a nuch | arger dragon energed fromthe fiery wall before them
flying slowy and majestically right above their heads with fire blasting
frombeneath it. "Angels!" Mxeff gasped, straightening up and pointing.
"Angel s are descending fromthe skies!"

"See how they shine!" another soldier shouted. "Truly this is a tine of
mracles." On every side, soldiers were running fromcover and standi ng
with their faces raised to watch. Sonme had thrown away their weapons

al ready and were clasping their hands together, and sonme had fallen to
their knees. Even the officers were sitting notionless, awed and cowed by
what was happeni ng. Above, nore heavenly figures, each borne on white,
frilly wings, were floating serenely downward behi nd the dragon

"PREPARE TO MEET THE ENLI GHTENER, " the Voi ce booned. "I COVE TO THEE I N
PEACE, BRI NG NG GOODW LL TO ALL ROBEI NGS. "

I nside the cargo bay of the NASO surface | ander naking a | ow pass at just
above stalling speed, Joe Fell burg checked Mbses' harness one | ast tine,
gave a satisfied nod, and notioned the Taloid to the edge of the deck by
the open | oadi ng-doors. Mses | eaned forward a fraction and peered down
apprehensively. "Tell himhe'll be okay if he nakes sure to junp hard and
clear, and counts five before he pulls the ring," Fellburg shouted to West,
who was standing by them holding the transnogrifier. "And | ook at the
others who've just junped—they're doing fine." Wst spoke into the

m crophone, verified the interpretation that appeared on the screen, and
the machi ne passed the nessage on to Moses. Mdses nodded trustingly,

"Great stuff, guy," Fellburg said. He stooped to ignite the fireworks lying
on the floor and attached to Mses' pack by wires | ong enough to ensure
they woul d hang a safe distance below him then stood up again, stepped
back a pace, and patted the top of the robot's head. "Geroninm!" he yelled
as the assenbl age of sputtering flares and white-robed robot | aunched
itself out into space. A searchlight fromthe flyer, which was circling
near by, picked out the figure as its parachute opened and it began to
descend slowy through Titan's dense atnosphere.

A gasp of wonder went up fromthe soldiers as at |ast the Master appeared,
descending in a lum nous hal o and bathed in a beam of heavenly brilliance.
Sal | akar didn't know what to believe, but in his own nmind he had al ready
come to a profound realization of inmense theol ogi cal significance:

Rej ecting the Enlightener's creed would mean having to fight the

Cart hogi ans; conversion to it, however, would not. "Hallelujah!" he

shout ed, throw ng his weapon aside and clinmbing up on the rock to stand
with both arnms extended. "I am saved! This sinner has seen the light! Hail
to thee, Enlightener!”

Most of the Kroaxian arny, it seenmed, was only just behind himin reaching
the sane conclusion. Al along the colum, figures were standing up, com ng
out fromcover, and throwi ng their weapons to the ground. The air rang with
hundreds of voices rejoicing:

"I see the light! | see the light!"

"The Enlightener coneth!”
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"Praise the Enlightener!”

"We are saved! W are saved!"

"No nore killing! No nore war!"

"All are ny brothers. | shall not kill!"

For many hours the Enlightener preached great words of |ove and wi sdom from
a hilltop to the soldiers assenbl ed on the sl opes bel ow. Wen he had
finished, they abandoned their weapons in the desert and turned back to
return to Kroaxia. The Enlightener was |ifted again into the sky to be
borne ahead by the angels. He prom sed he would await his converts at the
city of Pergassos, where they would join himto begin together the founding
of the new worl d.

"I't's amazing! | sinply don't believe this," Mssey said to Zanbendorf over
the link fromthe Orion as the departing flyer clinbed hi gher and
transmtted a view of the shanbles that had been the Paduan arny.

"Just the last phase left now, Gerry," Zanmbendorf told himconfidently.
"Next stop—Padua. We've rehearsed the cast, tested all the props, perfected
our technique, and everything works just fine. What coul d possibly go

wr ong?"

An hour later, a mlitary reconnai ssance aircraft flew over the deserts

bet ween Padua and Genoa, and sent a series of views up to the Oion show ng
the entire Paduan armny stream ng back the way it had cone. Caspar Lang was

given the report shortly after receiving confirmation that a surface | ander
had di sappeared on a routine descent to Padua. No signal had been received

fromany of the ship's automatic fault-nmonitoring devices, and the crew had
been highly rated for reliability and stability; the NASO experts who

i nvestigated were unani mous in concluding that the vessel had been

hi j acked.

Lang arranged with the mlitary conmander at Padua base for Janes Bond, the
spy enpl oyed by the Paduan king, Henry, to be airlifted ahead of the
retreating army in order to intercept it and | earn what had happened.
Afterward, Bond rode off into the hills to a rendezvous with the Terrans
and was flown back to Padua Base to make his report.

The news was that the planned Paduan invasion of Genoa was off. The entire
Paduan arnmy was out of its officers' control and was returning hone to
build a new society after encountering a nmessiah in the desert who had
converted all of themto a new religion of tolerance and nonvi ol ence. The
messi ah had descended fromthe sky acconpani ed by flying dragons, w nged
angel s, heavenly voices, and all kinds of mracle-workings.

Lang' s suspicions were i mredi ately aroused. "Check Zambendorf out," he
instructed his chief admnistrative assistant. "He's been too quiet for too
long. | want to know where he is, and every nove he's nade in the |ast
forty-eight hours.”

Nei t her Zanbendorf nor practically anyone on his team were anywhere to be
found.

"You were supposed to have been keepi ng hi mbusy and under observation at
all tinmes!" Lang screaned at a white-faced Gsnond Periera in the d obe |
executive offices fifteen nminutes after Lang received the news. "Well, he
isn't anywhere in the ship; he's not down at Genoa Base, and nobody's seen
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himfor two days. Were is he?"

"I, er, | thought he was with Mal com Wade," Periera replied shakily. "But
apparently Wade thought he was with me. | can't imagi ne how the nix-up was
possi bl e. Thel ma seens to have garbled all our instructions sonehow ... but
then, she is only the secretary. |I'mafraid we nust have overestimated her
abilities.™

"And |'mdam sure | overestimated yours!" Lang seethed. "Never mnd al
those excuses—just find him understand? | want himfound!"

A half hour later, Periera was confronting Thelma in the teamis quarters in
Gobe Il. "I"'msorry if we confused you, but it has now becone inperative
that the situation be resolved as speedily as possible. W have to know
where he is. Now listen to ne very carefully, Thelnma, and concentrate hard
on what |'m saying. Now, do-you-know where-Karl-is?"

Thel ma stared back at himw de-eyed. "On Earth, | think."

"Ch, come now, that's quite absurd. Please try to be sensible. How could he
have gone back to Earth?"

"He teleports there," Thelma's face was deadly serious, and her eyes burned
earnestly. "Didn't you know? He's been working at it for nmonths now. "

"Don't be silly."
"Real ly."
Periera | ooked at her uncertainly. "Really? You' re not joking?"

"Now, would | joke about sonething as serious as that—especially to you,
GCsnond?"

So Periera reported back to Lang that he was pretty sure Zanbendorf had
mastered tel eportation and returned to Earth.

When Lang bl ew up, Periera decided it was because business executives were
uni magi native, inflexible, and didn't understand science.

31

UNLI KE POPULAR | MAGES OF THE HI GH RANKI NG CORPORATI ON EXECUTI VE, Caspar
Lang was not consuned with a passion to accunul ate wealth, and he harbored
no particular lust for power over other men. GSEC s rewards for his
services, and the authority that he conmanded within the corporate

hi erarchy—second only to that of G egory Buhl —Ileft himwith no reason to
feel financially vul nerable, psychologically or enptionally insecure, or
especi al |y apprehensive about his future. This general situation resulted
in his being relatively unbribable by conpeting organi zati ons,

i ncorrupti ble by opposing ideologies, and fully notivated to the
preservation of personal interests that coincided with those of the
corporation, whose policy was to insure that he remained feeling that way.
In short, the quality that the corporation valued above all else inits
seni or managenent, and did its best to foster in every possible way, was

| oyalty. Since Zanbendorf was deliberately attenpting to prevent the
corporation's achieving the goals toward which it had elected to direct
itsel f, Zanbendorf was now the corporation's self-declared eneny, which
automatically neant Lang's eneny too. Personal feelings didn't enter the
equati on—not that Lang's feelings toward Zanbendorf had ever been nore than
| ukewarm Lang's duty was to stop Zanbendorf by any nmeans available to him
wi thin the bounds of acceptable cost —and with the ram fications of the
situation as they were, the linmt of cost acceptability was high by any
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st andard.

"As best we can reconstruct it, the whole thing was a circus act involving
| ow passes by the | ander, parachuting Taloids, tricks with optical imges
and acoustics, and lots of fireworks," Lang said to Massey across the table
in the conference cabin of Leaherney's suite in the Orion. Cpposite Massey,
Leaherney stared grimy at his knuckles, clasped in front of him while
across fromLang, Charles Graud was listening with |lips pursed and
steepl ed fingers propping the bridge of his nose. Lang went on, "The Paduan
army has disintegrated and is on its way back to Padua. The officers that
James Bond tal ked to said they were going home to neet this nessiah and
begin building the New Era. W figure that neans Zanbendorf's planning a
repeat performance in Padua city itself."

Massey rubbed his nose and frowned down at the table. He still wasn't sure
why he had been sumoned. "Well, ny feelings on the whol e busi ness of
suppl yi ng weapons to the Paduans and fonenting trouble between them and the
Genoese were plain enough before this happened. | can't pretend to be
synpat hetic now that your plan's fallen through. In fact, as far as
Zanbendorf's concerned, this one tine | have to say good luck to him™"

"\What ever personal opinions you mght hold concerning the objectives set
for this mssion and the policies of its directing institutions on Earth
are irrelevant to the purpose of this neeting," Leaherney said. H s voice
was uncharacteristically sharp. Massey shrugged but sai d nothing. Leaherney
gl anced at Lang and nodded for himto continue.

"W have no way of |ocating where they're hiding the | ander down there,"”

Lang said. "It could be anywhere in an area of hundreds of thousands of
square kiloneters. So we have to assune that the next tine we see
Zambendorf will be when he decides to nmake his appearance at Padua and

wheel in this nmessiah he's manufactured. W won't get an opportunity to
confront himagain until then."

"What we'd like is your professional opinion as one of the nission's senior
psychol ogi sts on Zanbendorf's probable reaction to the course of action
that we have in mind," Graud said.

There woul d have been no point in Massey's feigning disinterest. He raised
his head and thrust out his chin inquiringly, but renmained silent. Lang
waited for a nonent, and then resuned in a strange, curiously om nous
voice, "As I'"'msure we all know, nodeminfantry-Ilaunched homi ng missiles
for use against arnmor and lowflying aircraft are pretty devastating
weapons. They carry snmart electronics for target identification and
tracking, and are designed to be very sinple to use—wi thout requiring
specially trained personnel. The Taloids could learn to fire themvery

qui ckly." Lang tossed out his hands in a brief notion and let his nmeaning
hang for just a second. "If, ah ... if anything like that just happened to
have been included in the weapons that we shipped down to Henry, it could
be real bad news for anyone who tried a slow speed, |owlevel run over the
city in a surface lander, couldn't it?"

Massey's eyes were bl azing even before Lang had finished, and his beard
qui vered with indignation. "Wat are you saying? That woul d be nurder! You
can't—

Lang held up a hand protectively. "Hey, take it easy, Gerry. Just

take it easy. | was tal king hypothetically. But suppose that Zanbendorf
believed that the Paduans really did have weapons like that. . . . You see
my point—he's got his own people down there with him plus the crew of the
shuttle they hijacked. . . . What would he do? Whuld he back off and forget
this whol e damfool thing about going for Padua, or would he risk it, and
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to hell with the others down there? O would he do sonething el se? Wiat do
you t hi nk?"

A short silence went by. "Are you asking nme to make a prediction?" Mssey
asked guardedly.

Lang shook his head. "No—enly an opinion. As Charles said, we're interested
in what you think in your professional capacity as one of the mssion's
psychol ogi sts. W' ve sone inportant decisions to make and not nuch tine to
make themin. W just want to be sure that we don't overl ook anything that
m ght be relevant."

Massey stared down at the table again, now very thoughtful. If his opinion
was bei ng sought and respected, perhaps he had judged the situation too
hastily. "Wy shoul d Zanbendorf believe anything |ike that?" he asked,

| ooki ng up.

"W call the lander via the commet and tell him" Lang replied sinply.

"They wouldn't reply," Massey objected. "You' d be able to pinpoint their
| ocation."

"Not necessarily," Graud said. "They could route their transni ssion
through a surface relay dropped anywhere on Titan—er naybe several of them
We could locate the relays if we wanted, but it wouldn't help us get a fix
on the I ander."

Massey nodded distantly as his mnd raced to absorb the inplications of
what was being said. Surely there was sone way he could turn this situation
to advantage, he told hinself. Lang and the others woul d have deduced a
long tine ago NASO s real purpose in sending himw th the m ssion, which
woul d gi ve them no reason for supposing that he and Zanmbendorf shoul d since
have di scovered any comon interests. Al of their plans would be based on
the assunpti on—ow fal se—that he and Zanbendorf woul d have nothing to
communi cate. The possibilities were intriguing.

After another long silence, Lang said, "Cbviously the thought could cross
his mnd that we mght be bluffing—+n fact with a guy |ike Zanbendorf, it's
probably the first thing he'd think of. But on the other hand, the
international political and comercial inplications of the situation are

bi g—very big, as Zanbendorf is only too well aware. Who's to say what we

m ght do when the chips are down? Whuld he risk it with all those other
peopl e down there? You're supposed to think the sane way he does—that's why
NASO sent you here, right? Ckay—+ want to know what you think."

Woul d Zanbendorf risk it? Not if he were uncertain whether or not the
warning was a bluff, Massey was sure. But now of course, with the seeningly
i mpossi bl e alliance between Zanbendorf and Massey having so recently cone
about, and over an issue that the mission's directors were apparently

i ncapabl e of conprehending, Zanbendorf would not be left in any uncertainty
on the matter. Therefore any concl usi ons based upon his presuned i gnorance
of the true state of affairs concerning the Tal oid weapons woul d be
invalidated. If Lang was basing his strategy on a bluff, Massey had an
opportunity to undernine its entire foundation

Massey | ooked up and ran his eyes slowy over the three faces waiting
across the table for his reply. "Maybe Zambendorf is a rogue and a
scoundrel in some ways, and maybe his concept of ethics doesn't exactly
measure up to society's ideal, but basically his values are just and
humane. If he has any real doubts, he won't ganble."

"You' re sure?" Leaherney asked, soundi ng uneasy.
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"No, it's just my opinion. That is what you asked for, and it's all | can
of fer."

"But you are reasonably confident," Graud persisted.

Massey frowned and bunched his |ips for a nonent, then exhal ed suddenly and
nodded. "Reasonably," he conceded, quite truthfully.

Leaherney | ooked from Graud to Lang, then back again, and finally at
Massey. "Then if no one has anything nore to add, we need detain you no
| onger. Thanks for your time."

"Thank you," Massey said, just a trifle stiffly. He remmi ned expressionl ess
as he rose to | eave, but inwardly he was smling broadly.

After Massey |eft, Leaherney enmitted a |l ong sigh, slunped back in his
chair, and took a cigar fromthe box in the center of the table. He rolled
the cigar beneath his nose and eyed Lang curiously while he savored the
aroma of the tobacco. "Ckay, Caspar," he said. "And now would you m nd
telling us exactly what that whole stunt was supposed to nean?"

"Sorry about the nelodramatics, but | didn't want to tell you the |atest
until after we'd talked to Massey," Lang replied. "Your reactions needed to
be genuine." He paused for a second to survey the other two briefly, and
then informed them "Qur military-intelligence people are pretty certain
that, inprobable as it my seem Massey and Zanbendorf are now working

t oget her. "

A puzzled frown crossed Graud's face. "But if that's so and we send
Zanbendorf a warning, Massey will tell himit's just a bluff."

"As he's supposed to," Lang agreed.

G raud' s expression becane even nore perplexed. "So . . . what good will it
do?" he asked.

"I't will conflict with other information that will reach Zanbendorf through
the other two channels that we've identified," Lang replied. "That NASO
capt ai n—€anpbel | —has been | eaking classified information to Thelma |like a
sieve ever since we left Earth, and a nunber of the scientists are

synpat hetic to Zanbendorf's hunanitarian ideals concerning the Tal oids. |
intend to plant information that will find its way to Zanbendorf from both
those sources, indicating that the bluff story we fed Massey was intended
sinmply to put us on record as having tried to warn Zanbendorf off—thereby
exonerating us fromany blane for his actions—and that really the Paduans
do have smart missiles."

"Zambendorf won't know what to believe," Leaherney said. He stopped to
think for a second and shook his head benusedly. "In fact |I'mnot even sure
I know nysel f."

"And | agree completely with Massey's prediction that Zanbendorf won't
ganble if he's in any doubt as to the true situation," Lang said. He sniled
hunori essly, braced his hands on the edge of the table in preparation to
rise, and | ooked at Graud. "The next thing we have to do is arrange a
descent to Padua for another nmeeting with Henry. No doubt he'll be pretty
mad when Janmes Bond tells himwhat happened to his invasion, but if al

goes well and Zambendorf backs down, | don't think we'll have too nuch
troubl e persuading Henry that the whole thing was just a temporary setback
A week fromnow we'll all be back on track."

32
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THE FLYER SPED LOW OVER THE SURFACE OF Tl TAN, GU DED t hrough the darkness
by forward-scanning radars that felt the | andscape with their electronic
fingers and translated its contours into binary nunber-streans that the
flight-control computers could understand. In the right-hand side of the
cockpit, his thick nustache transformed into a gaping sl ash across a face
throwmn into eerie reverse-relief by the subdued gl ow fromthe instrunent
panel, Gtto Abaquaan stared silently out at the blackness, absorbed in his
own t houghts.

Over twenty years had passed since the serendi pitous courses that he and
Zanbendorf had been following through |ife happened to collide in
Frankfurt, West Gernmany. Abaquaan had been working a stocks-and-bonds
swindle at the time. Overconfident and carel ess after a three-nonth run of
easy pickings fromwealthy dowagers al ong the French Riviera, he hadn't

bot hered to check up on Zanmbendorf thoroughly enough before selling hima
portfolio of phony certificates, and it wasn't until his contact-nman was
arrested and Abaquaan was forced to flee the country hours ahead of the
police that he discovered Zanbendorf had paid for themw th phony noney.
Soon afterward, Zanbendorf had managed to track hi m down agai n—apparently
wi thout too nuch difficulty—not to noralize or crow over the | esson
Abaquaan had been taught, but to express interest in the schene and
conpl i ment Abaquaan on his style. A partnership had devel oped, and the rest
of the team had appeared one by one in various circunstances over the years
si nce.

During those years with Zanbendorf he had wound up in sone unexpected

pl aces, been mixed up with sonme strange people, and found hinself involved
in all kinds of bizarre affairs, including being paid a quarter of a
mllion dollars by a Chinese industrialist for conmmunicating with severa
generati ons of honorabl e ancestors; setting up an ESP-based military

espi onage system for a West African governnment; selling information from an
al manac to a fashionable Italian horoscope witer at exorbitant rates; and
prospecting for strategic nmetals over the estates of a Brazilian | andowner
And now to top it all, they were on one of Saturn's noons, of all places,
st age- managi ng a mechani cal Jesus Christ and starting a new religion anong
a race of intelligent robots. And what was strange was that nothing about
the situation really struck Abaquaan as being so strange at all. He was a
long tine past that. Nothing that involved Zanbendorf was capabl e of

seem ng strange anynore.

After consulting with Joe Fellburg and Andy Schwartz, the captain of the
surface | ander on unofficial |oan from NASO, Zanmbendorf had accepted that
parachuti ng down over the built-up area of Padua would be a risky enough
busi ness for anyone, let alone untrained Tal oids, and had therefore
abandoned his original plan to repeat the performance that had played so
successfully before Henry's arny in the desert. Instead, O arissa and
Abaquaan had fl own Moses to a point just outside the city, from which he
woul d make his way into the nmetropolis on foot and begin to preach the
Revel ation during the busiest trading period in the central narketplace. On
receipt of a radio signal from Mdses' transmitter, the | ander woul d make a
dramati c descent into the heart of the city, acconpanied by lights, voices,
and special effects, and di senmbark a specially rehearsed celestial troupe
consi sting of Lord Nelson and a supporting act of Druids. The result would
be instant conversions of Paduans by the drove, Zambendorf had predicted
confidently; Henry woul d be deposed; Genoa woul d be saved; the Tal oids
future woul d be assured; and the war agai nst unscrupul ous Terran busi ness
tycoons and politicians would be won. It was one of Zanbendorf's strengths
as a | eader—and a source of sone of the biggest problens that cane from
wor ki ng wi th hi mthat he al ways nmade everythi ng sound too easy.
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The nost recent devel opnents, however, were causing Abagquaan m sgi Vi ngs.
First, twenty-four hours or so before, Massey had called fromthe Oion to
advi se that Caspar Lang woul d probably use a ruse to warn Zanbendorf off
fromany intention he mght have of reproducing his desert spectacul ar over
Padua city.

Sure enough Lang had cone through a couple of hours later and issued a
sol ermml y worded warning containing all the points that Massey had

predi cted. Zambendorf had put on an inpressive act of trying desperately
but not quite successfully to hide his dismay as he |listened, and runbl ed
about needing time to rethink the whole situation. Then, roaring with

| aughter after Lang was off the line, he had told the teamjubilantly,
"This has to mean we're over the last hurdle! Thanks to Massey we've
bluffed the bluffers with their own bluff. Lang and the rest of themwill
just be sitting up there in the Oion, waiting for us to call back while
we're going in over the city. They won't expect a thing!"

Zanbendorf's enthusi asm had infected the | ander's NASO crew, who were
gradual |y being won over by a conbination of his nmagnetismand his

expl anations about the Orion mssion and its real purpose. The team had
effectively acquired another four nenbers and was all set to |aunch the
final phase of the operation that would nake its task conplete. The
situation could hardly have been nore favorable. In fact it was too

favorabl e. Everything was going too well, Abaquaan felt. Buried sonewhere
deep down in the whole intricate pattern was sonething that didn't quite
fit—sonething still too subtle for himto raise to the | evel of conscious

awar eness, but his instincts had detected it. Twenty years earlier Abaquaan
had | earned the dangers of overconfidence; a prenonition kept telling him
that at long | ast Zanbendorf's turn had arrived to | earn the sane | esson

An annunci ator on the instrunment panel bl eeped suddenly, and a synbol on a

di spl ay screen began to flash on and off. In the seat next to him Carissa
gl anced down, flipped a switch to reset the audi o warning, punched commuands
into the pilot's touchpanel, and took in the data that appeared on anot her

display. "We've just triggered the outer approach marker," she nurnured as

she throttled back on power and banked the flyer round to line up for

| andi ng. "Open up a channel to ground, and let's have a profile check."

Abaquaan sel ected an infrared view of the terrain ahead and used anot her
screen to conjure up inmages of a series of flight instrunents. "Steepen to
one-eight-zero, rate five-four, reduce speed to four-twenty, and come round
onto two-five-nine," he instructed. "Autol and | ock-on progranmed at ten
seconds into phase three of glidepath."

"Descent nonitor and systens?" Carissa queri ed.
"Green one, green two, and ah ... all positive function."

The flyer came round an invisible nmountaintop and straightened out onto its
final approach and descent into the narrow, sheer-sided valley where the
surface | ander was hidden. The valley floor was a sprawing mess of alien

i ndustrial constructions, tangled machinery, and derelict plants, and woul d
bl ur any radar echos to overflying reconnai ssance satellites sufficiently
to conceal the outline of the | ander, which as an extra precaution had been
copiously draped with aluminumfoil and netalized plastic. The site was
showi ng no lights, and el ectronic transmi ssions were being restricted to

| ow- power | ocal communi cations and ground beans aimed at satlink rel ays.
Abaquaan pressed a button and spoke into the nicrophone projecting fromhis
headset. "Hornet to Big Bird. Do you read? Over."

The voi ce of Hank Frazer, the lander's Conmunications Oficer, replied a
few seconds | ater: "Reading you okay, Hornet. The landing area is clear
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here. Howd it all go?"

"H, Hank. M ssion acconplished,” Abaquaan replied. "Mises is on his way.
No hitches. How have things been back there?"

The flyer slowed to hover in the darkness, and C arissa quickly scanned
graphi cs di splays presented by the flight conputers. Mnents |ater the
vehi cl e began sinking vertically. "I think we may have problens," Frazer's
voi ce answered. "Dave Crookes called down fromthe ship. It seens |ike he
overheard a couple of arny officers up there talking about infantry

m ssil es being issued to the Paduans specifically for use against the

| ander if Zanbendorf tried any nore tricks with it. Crookes didn't know
what to nake of the conversation, but it sounded serious and he figured we
ought to know. In other words it |ooks as if Henry may really have those
weapons after all."

In the senidarkness of the flyer's cockpit, Carissa and Abaquaan exchanged
om nous gl ances. "Have they tal ked to Massey about it?" Carissa nurnured,
tight-1ipped. Qutside, the tops of fractionating towers and steel pylons,

i ndistinct and ghostly in Titan's feeble light, were drifting slowy into
view frombel ow. The flyer's engine note rose as the conputers increased
thrust to absorb the |ast renmi ning nomentum of its descent.

"Has Karl tal ked to Massey about it?" Abaquaan asked.

"He couldn't locate him but he's trying again right now," Frazer answered.
"Does Karl still think Lang was bl uffing?"

"He doesn't know what to think."

The flyer gave a final lurch on its shock absorbers, and sonethi ng deep
down in Abaquaan's stonach lurched with it. The engines fell to idling
speed, and the conputer displays switched to a series of postflight test
routines. "We're down," Abaquaan said. "We'Ill be over in a few m nutes.
Talk to you then. Qut."

Clarissa |l eaned forward to scan the ground ahead of the nose, and a few
seconds later a light appeared from anong the shadows. The figure of Joe
Fell burg, clad in an EV suit and carrying a flashlanp, an M37 automatic
infantry assault cannon slung across his shoul der, noved forward and gui ded
the vehicle out of the open and into its parking area beneath the
girder-lattice roof supports of what had once been a building of some kind.
More forns took shape in the gl oom behind himas some of Myses' followers
fromthe Tal oid encanpnment nearby cane closer to watch

"What do you think?" Abaquaan asked, reaching for his helnmet as C arissa
cut the engine.

"I don't know what to think either," she said as she proceeded quickly
t hrough the systens shutdown sequence. "It doesn't sound too good."

Abaquaan unbuckl ed his harness, hoisted hinself fromhis seat, and noved
into the forward cabin to put on his helnmet. Cdarissa foll owed, and they
exited through the main | ock. Fellburg was waiting for them outside. "Good
ni ght ?"

"It went fine," Abaquaan said. "Mises is on his way into the city."
"It's a pity we can't bring himback. There m ght be problens."

"Yeah—you nean about what Dave Crookes heard. Hank told us."
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"Drew thinks we'll have to call off the whole operation."

"What about Mdses?" C arissa's voice asked, sounding clipped. Fellburg
threw out a heavily gauntleted hand. "It's tough, but what can you do?"

Just then, sonmething scurried furtively in the shadows bel ow one of the
flyer's wings. Fellburg snapped on the flashlanp, and the beam caught a
silvery, insectlike machine, about the size of a kitchen chair, with an

el ongat ed, tapering head, a body covered by sliding, overlapping plates,
and six slender, segnmented |legs, in the act of stretching one of its
sensory appendages to investigate the flyer's extended |anding pad. A piece
of metal hurtled fromthe darkness and bounced off the creature's flank,
and a nonment later two Tal oids rushed forward waving their arns wildly to
chase it away; the creature had fled before Fellburg's gun was even half
unslung. As they resuned wal king toward the black sil houette of the |ander,
Fel | burg swung the lanp fromside to side to pick out the bullet-riddled
remains of a half dozen or so simlar machi nes. Another flashlanp shone
briefly sone di stance ahead of them where Cl ancy Baker was patrolling on
the far side of the lander. "Looks |ike sone of these overgrown tin bugs
are partial to NASO specification alloy," Fellburg grunted. "But they're

| earning pretty quick that getting too close ain't all that healthy."

I nside the | ander, Zanbendorf and Drew West were standing in front of one
of the screen consoles on the flight deck, with Andy Schwartz sitting to
one side. Across the aisle, Mke dJautzen sat in the flight engineer's
seat, which was reversed to face them Hank Frazer and Vernon were watching
fromin front of the doorway |eading aft into the main cabin. "W nanaged
to get hold of Massey a few minutes ago," Frazer murnmured as C arissa and
Abaquaan arrived fromthe mdships |ock

"I"'mnot sure what to believe, Gerry," Zanmbendorf was saying to the screen
"Do you think that what Dave Crookes overheard coul d have been deli berate—a
pl ant intended to scare us of f?"

"Who knows? It's possible," Massey replied.

"But how could Lang have known that Crookes would pass the infornmation on?"
G autzen queried from behind.

"Basily," Zanbendorf said over his shoulder. "He was one of the few anong
the scientists who were solidly behind Gerry in protesting the mssion's
policies. Also Dave is a comunications specialist.”

"The other possibility is that it could have been you who was fed w ong
information," Drew West said to Massey. "Perhaps the Paduans have been
given smart nmissiles. The story that it's a bluff mght really be a double
bl uff ainmed at persuading us to persuade ourselves that there isn't any
risk."

"Yes, that's also possible," Massey adnitted. He sounded far from happy.

Andy Schwartz shook his head and tossed his hands up hel plessly. "I'm
confused," he protested. "What is all this? The nanagenment doesn't want us
doing the sanme thing at Padua that we did to Henry's arnmy—+ight? If that's
so, they'd want us to believe what Lang said, woul dn't they—whether the
Paduans really possess any missiles or not. So why would they set Gerry up
to tell us Lang was bluffing? Either way it makes no sense."”

Drew West bit his |ip for a nonent, then said, "Unless they wanted us to

get shot down." The cabin becane very still as everyone tried to tel
hi nsel f West hadn't neant what they knew he'd neant. After a pause West
went on, "It would get rid of their nunber-one problem permanently. No
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Terrans need be directly involved since the Paduans woul d have done
everyt hi ng necessary through a contrived accident . . . And Leaherney's
peopl e woul d have gone on record as having tried to do the civilized thing
and warn us, even after we hijacked their lander." He shrugged. "So how
would it ook to an investigating comittee afterward? A bunch of hot heads
insisted on flying an illegally acquired vessel into the hone territory of
heavily arned aliens of known warlike disposition despite attenpts to warn
them and got thenselves killed—a clear verdict of death by m sadventure.
Al parties in authority get exonerated. Sonme recomrendati ons woul d be
filed for tightening up security precautions against simlar seizures in
future. And that would be it. Case closed." West turned fromthe screen and
moved away to stand staring noodily down at the enpty captain's couch

Hank Frazer was shaking his head and | ooki ng appal |l ed. "You're kidding!" he
gasped. "Are you saying they'd deliberately set us up to be shot down? But
they're our own people! . . . Al over sonme |ousy robot religion? | don't
believe it. The whole thing's insane."

"This operation mght be worth mllions to thembillions, probably," Wst
said without turning his head. "And on top of that it could be curtains for
the Soviets. Wth stakes |like that, who knows what they m ght do?"

"I have to agree with Drew," Abaquaan told Zanbendorf fromthe cabin
doorway. He knew now what had been bothering him After Massey's attenpt at
organi zing a formal protest, Lang wouldn't have confided in himover
sonething like this. The | eak had been pl anned.

"They wouldn't think twice about it," Carissa declared flatly. "I've seen
‘em waste nore people over peanuts. It just depends on how nmuch sonebody
deci des he wants the peanuts.”

"They're right," Andy Schwartz agreed norosely.

A heavy sil ence descended once again. Zanbendorf brought a hand up to his
brow, enmitted a long, weary sigh, and noved a couple of paces toward the
door. There was nothing nore that any of the others could add. Zanbendorf
was goi ng through the nmotions of tussling with a difficult decision, but
Abaquaan, West, and d arissa, who had worked with himfor a long tinme, knew
al ready that there was no decision for himto nake; as bitter as it would
be for himto have to concede defeat —and to cap it all, defeat in the
final round after wi nning every round that had gone before—he woul d never
ask themto risk their lives for any cause, and wouldn't for a nonent
consider risking the crew, even if they were to volunteer. It had been a
good fight, but it was over. Al that Zanbendorf was really | ooking for now
was a way to clinb down gracefully. The lander's crew could sense it too,
and while they synpathized with his predi cament, none of them was
particularly disposed to help nake it any easier. After all, being hijacked
to help a worthy cause was one thing; going on suicide nmssions was

sonet hing el se. They renmi ned silent and avoi ded one anot her's eyes
unconfortably.

Then Massey turned his head suddenly to | ook somewhere of fscreen. "There's
somebody at the door here,"” he said. "Just a second while | see who it is.”
He | eaned away and vani shed fromsight for a few seconds, then reappeared
once nore and announced, "It's Thelma. |'ve let her in. She said something
about having inportant news."

Zanbendorf frowned and noved up to the screen. Drew West cane back fromthe
forward end of the flight deck to stand next to him In front of them
Massey noved to one side to nmake room for Thel ma. She | ooked worried. "Have
you sent Moses into Padua yet?" she asked wi thout prelimnaries.
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Zanbendorf nodded. "Yes—as schedul ed. Why? Wat's happened?"

Thel ma groaned. "You can't go through with it. Larry Canpbell got ne a copy
of the cargo manifest for the latest arnms shi pnment down to Henry. Those
mssiles are there, Karl. The list includes twenty-four Banshee Mark Fours,
hal f with training warheads and the rest of themlive. They could bl ow you
out of the sky fromup to eleven kilometers away. There's no chance that
going in there could achi eve anythi ng now except get everyone down there
killed. You have to call the whole thing off."

For a long tine nobody noved and nobody spoke. Schwartz and d autzen stared
down at the floor, while on the screen Thel ma waited pal e-faced and Massey
kept his eyes averted woodenly. At |ast, Zanbendorf gave a single curt nod,
turned away, and stunbled unsteadily forward between the pilots' stations.
He sank down heavily into the captain's seat and sat staring out through
the windshield with unseeing eyes, his frame hunched and his shoul ders
sagging as if he had just aged twenty years.

Drew West noved round to bring himself full-face to the i nage of Massey and

Thelma. "I think Karl sees the way it is,"” he told themquietly. "Look,
you' ve done all you can for now It'd probably be best if you left things
with us for a while. W'll talk to you later, okay?"

Thel ma was about to say something nore, but Massey checked her with a
war ni ng touch on the shoul der and shook his head. "Ckay, Drew, " he
murrmured. "l guess it was a good try, huh?" The screen went bl ank

Abaquaan | ooked fromone to another of the subdued faces around him "What
about Nel son and the Druids outside?" he asked in a |low voice. "They're all
ready for the grand entry into Padua. What do we tell then?"

Nobody had any answers, or seened to care all that rmuch. At |ength West
said, "Well, perhaps that's sonething we ought to talk about." As the
others | ooked at him he notioned with his head to indicate the direction
of the door. Andy Schwartz got the message and nodded silently; he got up
fromhis seat, waved a hand for dautzen to do |ikew se, and foll owed
Abaquaan, C arissa, and the others near the doorway through into the main
cabin. G autzen and West came next, closing the door quietly behind themto
| eave Zanmbendorf al one and unnpving, staring out into Titan's perpetua

ni ght.

33

FRENNELECH, THE H GH PRI EST OF KROAXI A, SAT ALONE I N H S PRI VATE chanbers
in the Pal ace of the Hi gh Holy One at Pergassos, brooding over the | atest
reports fromhis spies. He snelt a conspiracy in the air, and the evidence
poi nted to Eskenderom the King, as being very nmuch mxed up init.

Eskenderom s anbition had | ong been to sweep the other nations of the
Sacred Alliance aside and establish Kroaxia at the head of a nmighty enpire
that would stretch to the Peripheral Barrier, with hinself as its |eader

H s preparatory plans had involved political intrigues and subterfuges

ai med at underm ning the kings and rulers of neighboring states and
weakeni ng their holds over their realns; but in the case of Serethgin, the
very destabilization that Eskenderom had brought about had given Kl ei ppur
opportunity to seize control over the province of Carthogia, and the
resulting state of affairs had proved a hindrance to the further

devel opment of Eskenderom s schene ever since.

Kroaxi a's acquisition of weapons fromthe Lum ans, however, suddenly put
everything in a newlight. If the reports of decisive Waskori an successes
agai nst Kl ei ppur's forces were accurate—as the invasion of Carthogia was
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intended in part to test—the invasion would be conpleted swiftly and
devastatingly, and Kl ei ppur woul d cease to be a problem Then Eskenderom
woul d have to make his nove against the other Alliance nations just as

qui ckly and with total surprise, while his advantage was
overwhel mi ng—before the Lum ans could restore a bal ance by arm ng
Eskenderom s rivals in |like fashion, as was doubtless their longer-term
intent. For a long tinme, however, Eskenderom had been grow ng increasingly
i npatient over the traditional division of the powers of state between its
secul ar and eccl esiastical authorities; if the King were nowto find

hi nsel f commandi ng powers potent enough to build an enpire that woul d
stretch to the ends of the world, Frennelech was under no illusion that his
better nature would | ead himto share such powers graciously with the
clergy to serve the founding of a universal Church as well.

As Eskenderom woul d al ready have concl uded, the prospect of such a dramatic
decline of clerical power would put Frennel ech squarely anmong his potenti al
opposi ti on—+the kind of opposition, noreover, that Eskenderom woul d
doubt | ess prefer to do without while he was dealing with the Alliance

nati ons. The nost probabl e expl anation for Eskenderom s taking such a
secretive interest in a |aughabl e pipsqueak |ike Goork, therefore, and

di spatching the loyal captain Horazzorgio to retrieve G oork from Xerxeon,
was that Eskenderom intended replacing Frennelech with a tame puppet

appoi nted by the Crown as its obedient caretaker of all matters spiritual
As far as Frennel ech's sources had been able to ascertain, Horazzorgio
still hadn't returned although he was | ong overdue by even the nost
conservative estimtes. That was worri sone because it suggested that

per haps even more night be going on than Frennel ech knew about.

Frennel ech knew t hat Eskenderom frequently visited Gornod, the desol ate
spot in the nountains east of Pergassos where the Lumi an flying vehicles

| anded, to neet treacherously with the Lum ans behi nd Frennel ech's back,
even when Eskenderomi s servants assured himthat the King was sonewhere

el se. He also knew fromhis own private rendezvouses with the Lum ans in
the dense forests to the west of Pergassos that Eskenderomwas trying to
enlist the aid of Luman magic to present G-oork to the Kroaxian popul ation
as a genuine mracl e-worker and reveal er of Divine WII|—because the Lum ans
had admitted it. True, the Lum ans had steadfastly denied that they had
agreed to any such request, but how could Frennelech rely on the words of
those who had already betrayed Kleippur's trust? Their only interest seened
to be their obsessive desire to tane the forests, and they would reward
with wealth, power, and protection any robeing in a position of authority
or influence who was prepared to cooperate with themin achieving that end.
Eskender om conmanded t he Kroaxi an arny, but Frennel ech controlled the m nds
of the Kroaxian people. Wich process would deliver a greater quantity of
willing robeing | abor to the Lumi ans—force or persuasi on? Both Eskenderom
and Frennel ech were pressing their cases to the Lum ans, and no doubt both
were hearing reassuring responses. But ultimately, which would the Luni ans
elect to go with?

He gathered the sheets of foil together and | ocked themin a conceal ed
conmpartment in his desk, then stood up and wal ked through into the outer
chanmber where his secretary, Archdeacon Jaskillion, was copying col ums of
nunbers into an enornous, plate-bound |edger. "Over eight twelves of dozens
of six-crowns received in penitents' dues and eternity prepaynents | ast
bright, and | ess than two dozen twel ve-brights' rem ssion of Reduction
Furnace tinme paid out," Jaskillion said, sitting back and | ooking up

"Gross margin up a twelfth and a half. The Lifermaker should be well

pl eased. "

"Then |l et the Lifemaker's business be kept private to the Lifemaker, |est
Eskender om shoul d commence | evying a tax on it," Frennel ech advi sed.
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Jaskillion | ooked shocked. "But to tax the sacred revenues woul d be
tantamount to disputing the Lifenmaker's judgment of Hi s needs and
interfering in the prosecution of H's works," he protested. "What sacril ege
woul d the King be committing thus!”

"Then it is our holy duty to avoid exposing himto the tenptation,”
Frennel ech sai d.

The archdeacon studi ed Frennel ech's face for a few seconds. "But thou didst
not conme to banter such matters, | see. What troubles thee?"

"The Lum ans," Frennel ech said. "I cannot trust their assurances, but
neither am|l able to order their casings seared with flane and acid for the
trut hful ness of their words to be assessed by Inquisitors. And yet we dare
not allow this business to be decided by the whinms of these unworldly
al i ens whose notives and whose notions of truth are as unknown to us as the
sky's far side of which they speak."

Jaskillion's nood becane nore serious. "The question has been occupying ny
t houghts too," he agreed.

"And what answers have thy thoughts supplied?”

Jaskillion paused for a nonment to collect his words. "Wen a king becones
too strong, it is usually time for the Lifemaker's divine, immutable plan
to be revised," he said at last. "It would be an error to permt Carthogia

to be sacrificed just yet."

"A force aligned agai nst Eskenderomat this time is not one to be
squander ed—+ agree. But our invasion has been dispatched, and Kl ei ppur's
arnmy is about to be scattered and smashed. Wat shall save Carthogi a then?"

"The Waskorians lie interposed between our arny and Kl ei ppur, and they too
are equi pped with Lum an arns," Jaskillion pointed out. "Wre they, upon
our secret instruction, to ally themselves with Carthogia, the resulting
conbi ned strength woul d perhaps be sufficient to hold out while Serethgin
mobi | i zes agai nst Kroaxia."

"What relief could Serethgin's horde bring agai nst Lum an devil nent, which
confounds even Kl eippur's trained regi ments?" Frennel ech asked scoffingly.

"Much, if the Serethginians too were issued Lum an arns," Jaskillion

replied.

"I's this some foolish jest? W cannot confide in Serethgin's | eaders and
admit theminto our dialogue with the Lum ans."

"Of course not."
"But who el se would supply themwi th Lum an arns?"

"W would . . . discreetly. And after Eskenderom s defeat and renoval,
woul d not Serethgin's gratitude lead it to support a claimby thee in turn
to assunme the Suprene Archprelacy within the new unified state that Kroaxia
and Serethgin woul d becone?"

"Mm . . ." Frennel ech | ooked suddenly nore interested. "And Carthogi a
al so, after Serethgin regains the territory that rightfully belongs to it,"
he nused.

"Exactly . . . And if we could arrange by sone neans for all direct
dealings with the Lum ans to be conducted through oursel ves excl usively,
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the king of Serethgin would have far nore inducement than Eskenderomto
agree to a reasonabl e conpromi se on the sharing of power in any enpire that
m ght ensue."

Frennel ech smiled faintly. "Certainly our claimto being internediaries
between a higher formof mnd and the world of nortal robeings would be
i ndi sput abl e, " he mnurmnur ed.

"l ndeed so."

Frennel ech becanme nore businesslike once again. "But could Serethgin be
equi pped and nobilized in time?"

"How | ong did Kroaxia need to be equi pped and nobilized?"

"What reason could the king of Serethgin offer to his people for taking
arns agai nst Kroaxi a?" Frennel ech asked.

"To defend their Waskorian brothers, whose faith Eskenderomis sending his
armes illegally into Carthogia to persecute," Jaskillion suggested.

"Hrmm+-an appeal that woul d be rendered all the nore persuasive after the
Waskori ans had gone over to Kleippur's side.”

"Precisely so. And Kl eippur's insistence on freedomof worship for all is
wel | known. "

"Woul d Kl ei ppur accept Waskorian ai d?"

"He has been deserted by the Lumi ans; his soldiers have been defeated by
rabble for |lack of the weapons that the WAskori ans possess; and now the
survival of his entire nation is threatened. He will accept."

Just then, hurried footsteps sounded outside, and nuffl ed voi ces sounded of
a sentry at the door challenging and soneone blurting a reply. A sharp rap
sounded on the door. "Wo knocks?" Frennel ech called out.

"Kel essbayne, O Illustrious One, sent by Chroschanor to convey urgent
tidings of events in the city."

"Allow himentry," Frennelech called to the guards. Kel essbayne entered and
cl osed the door behind him He |ooked flustered. "Well?" Frennel ech
demanded.

"Groork, the hearer, has appeared again," Kel essbayne gabbled. "He calls

hi nsel f Enlightener, and has entered the city riding on a steam donkey,
preaching words of faith that he says are the Lifenmaker's. A multitude that
grows |arger by the nonent, bringing its sick, its blind, and its lane, is
following himtoward the Central Square, where he says great revel ations

wi |l be made known and wondrous niracles conme to pass."”

Jaskillion was on his feet, his face tense with alarm "Wat el se has
happened?" he snapped. "Have there been signs of dragons in the sky?"

Kel essbayne was not anong the few who knew the true nature of the Lum an
vessel s.

"Not in Pergassos. But Groork speaks of awesone happenings in the

Mer acasi ne—ef the whol e Kroaxian army renounci ng the ways of war,
abandoning its weapons in the desert, and returning hither to spread a new,
nonvi ol ent faith of universal brotherhood."

Frennel ech groaned inwardly. It could only nean that the Lum ans had chosen
to back Eskenderom and were carrying out his plan to pass G oork off as a
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mracle-worker. "Is the arnmy at the city al so?" he asked weakly.

Kel essbayne shook his head. "It is still an eighth-bright's march fromthe
gates, if Goork speaks truly."

"Was Groork present at these events that took place in the Meracasi ne?"
"Such is his assertion.”
"Then how cane he to the city so far ahead of any sol di ers?"

"He clainms that to prepare the way he was borne ahead by shining angel s who
ride in creatures that fly beyond the sky."

That was as concl usive as anything coul d be—+the Lum ans had brought G oork
to Pergassos. There could no | onger be any doubt but that they were in

| eague with Eskenderom "Is the King still away?" he asked Jaskillion
"He is," Jaskillion replied. Eskenderomwas at CGornod, talking to the
Lum ans again; Jaskillion wouldn't nmention the place in Kel essbayne's
presence.

Frennel ech thought desperately. Wth Goork's arrival at Pergassos an
eighth of a bright ahead of the arny, and Eskenderomstill away, was it
possi bl e that the Lum ans coul d have m scal cul ated sonmewhere in their
timng? If so, perhaps Frennel ech could do sonething yet to make their
victory a little nore costly. From what he had seen of the Lum ans' powers
he coul d probably do nothing to change the final outcone if they had made
up their minds . . . but, if he was goi ng down anyway, he would go down
fighting.

"Col | ect as many of the Palace Guard as you can scrape together and send
themimediately to the Central Square," he instructed Jaskillion. "Al so,
have ny carriage brought to the side entrance and i nformthe guard
commander that he will be under direct orders fromne." He went back into
his inner chanber to don his outdoor cloak

"VWhat is thy design?" Jaskillion called after him

"l have a suspicion that G oork's behind-the-scenes niracl e-nmakers ni ght
not be as prepared at this nonent as they ought to be," Frennelech's voice
replied. "If that should indeed turn out to be the case, | fear for him
that this performance may well prove to be his last."

The crowd filled the Central Square of Pergassos and had started to
overflow into the surrounding streets as word spread around the city and
onl ookers continued to arrive. Trading in the market had virtually ceased
as stallholders covered their wares and cl osed down, either to protect
their stock or to give undivided attention to what was happening. At the
focus of it all, the Enlightener, who had nounted the steps of the platform
and speaker's rostrumbuilt in the center of the square, was holding a
tabl et of ice above his head and sounding forth in a voice that rang with
fervor and conviction. "I have clinbed the nmountain and seen the angels.
have flown in the skies and seen persecutors turned into baptizers. | have
seen armes crunble at His command, for now it has been witten, 'Thou
shalt not kill." "

"Hear the Word that the Enlightener bringeth," one of the followers cried.

"Hail to the Enlightener!"
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"We shall not kill!"

"Let he who di sobeys be cast into the slave pits,"” another shouted.

"No!" the Enlightener's voice boonmed around the square. "I say to thee that
henceforth no robeing shall be a slave, one to another, for the Lifenaker's
commandment is witten, Thou art thy neighbor's equal.' Thou shalt not bow

thy head nor bend thy knee before any that would proclaimthy inferiority
to his worth, or demand the fruits of thy |abors as thy duty to his
station."

"How, then, shall we accept the Carthogi ans, Mster?" another asked.

"Accept them as the soldiers of Kroaxia, once their sworn enem es unto
deat h, have already accepted them-as conrades and brothers. No nore shal
robei ng murder robeing, but all shall work together to gain w sdom and
understanding until they are worthy to lift themselves into the skies and
soar with the angels that appeared over the Meracasine."

"What sayest thou, Master—that we too shall fly?"

"Yes! Yes! Al who have faith and believe in Hs Wrd shall fly with the
shining angels, just as | have flown with them This | promi se you." The
Enl i ghtener could feel the nmood of the crowmd, its desire to believe,
willing that it should be so. His eyes blazed, his skin shone in the |ight
of the mid-bright sky, and the expression burning fromhis face radi ated
the ecstasy that he felt as the Lifermaker's force surged through every chip
and channel of his being. He extended his arns to stand with his cl oak
spread wi de above the crowd, and the crowd roared as the waves of rapture
flowed outward fromthe center to break against the surrounding walls Iike
met hane breakers in a storm crashing against ice cliffs at the ocean's
edge.

"Al'l are equal. W shall not be slaves!"
"W will work with our neighbors! W shall not kill!"
"When will we see the angel s?"

The crowd's enotions were at a peak. The Enlightener sensed his optinmm
monent approaching. "l shall sumon angels, and then every robeing wll
know | speak truly," he told them

That was nore than any nystic had ever offered before. "Show us the
angel s!'" they shouted back. "Summon the angel s!"

"I shall command niracles that you nay know | speak truly?"
"Show us mracles! Then we will know "

"THEN BEHOLD YE H'S POAER!I " the Enlightener thundered, and with a flourish
drew the praying-box fromhis pouch and held it high over his head. The
whol e square erupted in shouts of wonder, and then quietened expectantly.
The Enlightener pressed the sacred button, and stabbing his finger upward,
threw back his head. "IN THE NAME COF THE LI FEMAKER, | COWAND THE

SKI ES-OPEN AND DELI VER THY WONDERS! "

Every face in the square tilted upward to peer at the heavens. Sone of
those present were screaning. Sone had coll apsed into unconsci ousness. The
Enl i ght ener stood poised, waiting, still pointing at the sky. The crowd
could see the irresistible conmpulsion burning in his eyes, and feel the
cosmc force streanming fromhis outstretched finger. The nonment was
crushing, terrifying, overpowering. They were inextricably a part of it
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now, and being swept along helplessly in a flood tide of rising, swrling,
passion and enotion. They watched, and waited. They how ed. They shout ed.

And then, very suddenly, a silence descended and spread to cover the square
fromone side to the other as conpletely as had the excitenent only nonments
before. Al at once, seenmingly, everyone had noticed that nothing was
happening. Al the heads tilted back down and | ooked at each ot her

qui zzically. The Enlightener's imge evaporated, and all that was |eft
where he had stood was a foolish-1ooking nystic holding a peculiar
vegetable in the air. He |l owered the vegetable and jabbed at it

frantically, still looking upward with a pl eadi ng expression on his face.
He shook his head in disbelief and tried again.

"Wel | ?" a voice asked from sonewhere

"He's just a fake," soneone el se murnured, sounding disgusted.

"He was lying. Nothing but a fraud."

"He speaks for no Lifenaker."

"Bl asphener!" anot her voi ce shouted, soundi ng angrier now.

"Where art thy angels, O Enlightener?" someone call ed out nockingly.

"They are wal king here like us, for are not all beings equal ?" a voice
answer ed, and anot her | aughed. More | aughter began to rise up from al

sides. A blob of thick, black grease flew out of the crowd and squel ched on
the Enlightener's cloak. A piece of partly deconposed fuel cell followed,
then a lunp of organic goo fromone of the stalls, and within seconds the
Enl i ght ener was being pelted down fromthe platformwhile the air filled
with hoots, boos, and shouts of derision

"Here—give this to thy angels!"

"Did Kl eippur send thee to nake nockery of Kroaxia's sol diers?"
"Cart hogi an agent! Spy!"

"Why do thy angels not rescue thee?"

"He has seen no angel s!"

"I'"ll believe it when | see our soldiers at the city gates."
"Yes—and proclaimng that the Carthogi ans are their brothers!"
"Bl aspherer! Profaner! Execute him"

The sound of heavy footsteps crashing in unison canme fromthe rear, and the
crowd parted to make way for a detachnment of the Palace Guard, led by a
maj or wearing the red sash of Frennel ech's handpi cked household elite. The
outer files fanned out to forma cordon in front of the crowd, and the
remai nder foll owed the major through to where the Enlightener was standing,
stai ned and di sheveled with a stunned expression on his face. "You are
under arrest on charges of blaspheny, heresy, incitenment to riot, sedition,
and high treason," the mmjor announced. He turned his head to address the
captain at the head of the squad behind. "Seize him"

Angry murnurs broke out and rose to a roar as the Enlightener was hustl ed
away, too bewildered to hear any of the words. At the end of the street
that led into the square fromthe direction of the Holy Pal ace, he found

hi nsel f | ooking suddenly into the face of Frennel ech, who had been wat ching
fromthe wi ndow of his carriage. The H gh Priest shook his head
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reproachfully. "Tch! Tch! You really should have given yourself nore tine
to get the hang of it," he said. "And now we'll have to drop you into an
acid vat to prove to everyone that ny Lifermaker is nore powerful than your
Li fermaker. In some ways it's such a shane because | do believe you really
were sincere. It just goes to show, ny friend—you can't trust every angel
that you neet." He nodded to the guard commander, and the Enlightener was
| ed away.

"I've been thinking," Jaskillion said fromthe seat next to Frennel ech

The High Priest turned his head away fromthe wi ndow curiously. "Onh,
real l y? Wat ?"

"Perhaps we're being unduly pessim stic about this whole matter of the
Lum ans' disposition. That nystic has clearly been deceived and betrayed.
Coul d not the Lumians' act of delivering Eskenderonis intended repl acenent
for thee into our hands in this fashion be neant as a signal to convey
their decision? Qur previous conclusion could well have been m staken."

"What an attractive notion," Frennelech agreed. "W will investigate it
further . . . But first, let us avail ourselves of the opportunity that
Eskenderom s absence presents to ensure a permanent end to all further
problenms fromthis schene of his. Sunmon Rekashoba, the Prosecutor, as soon
as we get back to the palace, and let us get rid of this 'Enlightener' now,
once and for all, while we still have the chance to do so without

i nterference."

In the lander parked in the steep-sided valley to the north of Padua city,
the indicator Ianp on the Comunications Officer's consol e had stopped
signaling. First it had blinked once; then, after a pause of severa
seconds, it had flashed on and off in a frantic burst which had seenmed to
shriek the desperation of the robot pressing the transmt button just over
two hundred niles away. After that there had been anot her pause, then two
or three shorter sequences of flashes. Since then, nothing.

Hank Frazer reached out a hand and flipped a switch to turn off the panel
"l guess that's about it," he said in a dull voice

Nobody el se said a word. After a long stillness, Zanbendorf got up fromhis
seat and wal ked slowy into the main cabin.

34

DANI EL LEAHERNEY SPOKE FROM A SCREEN I N THE AFT COVMUNI CATI ONS cabi n of the
surface | ander parked at Padua Base, which was |located in a bare,

i ce-covered valley anong the hills east of the city. "I hope | didn't
interrupt at an inconvenient tinme, Caspar, but we have sone good news that

| wanted to give you personally."

"That's okay," Lang said, standing before the console in a hel netless EV
suit. "I was due for a coffee break anyway. What's the news?"

"Latest fromthe reconnai ssance drones over Padua city: Zanbendorf's
messi ah showed up in the niddle of town about two hours ago."

"Two hours ago!"

"Yes—we had a slight communications hitch up here. The nessage fell down a
crack on its way to me. | called you as soon as | found out."

Lang nodded. "Ckay. So ... what happened?”

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (187 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:04 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20T he%20L ifemaker. txt

"He drew a big crowd, but there were no mracles."
"Zanbendorf didn't show?"

"Uh-uh. "

" And?"

"Fl opso—even better than we hoped. The troops arrived and haul ed his
messi ah away. | guess our mmin problemjust got solved."

Lang was beginning to grin as the full neaning sank in conpletely. "Yeah
- . yeah, | guess it just did, Dan. Well, how about that! | guess
Zanmbendorf really went for the nmissile story, huh?"

"It sure looks like it. I don't mind telling you now t hough, Caspar,
thought it was a | ong shot—but | have to hand it to you: You had every one
of themfigured. Maybe we should retire Gerry Massey and make you the
psychol ogi st . "

"They don't get paid enough,” Lang said.

Leaherney grinned briefly, and then his expression becane serious again.
"So how are things going with Henry down there?"

"Pretty much as we expected,"” Lang replied. "He's still sore about what
happened to his invasion, but | don't think we'll have too nmuch trouble
straightening that out now As | said, a week fromnow we'll be back on the
right track."

"Well, | hope you're right. 1'Il let you get on, then, | guess. Sorry to
drag you away, but as | said, | just wanted to tell you the news

personal | y—especially after the delay."

"That's okay, Dan. Thanks for the thought. I'll talk to you later."

I nside the cavern of the Lumian flying vehicle, Eskenderom paced irascibly
over to the huge, opened door, and stopped for a nonent to gl ower out at
the other two vehicles and the tenporary Lum an shelters huddl ed together
agai nst a background of barren hills and stark rock. Then he turned and

st anped back to where Mnnorel, the royal counselor, was standing a short
di stance away fromthe table at which General Streyfoch and the three

Lum ans were sitting on opposite sides of the talking Lumian plant.

"Qur whole arny, disarned and vanqui shed without a fight . . . babbling
nonsense about being the Carthogians' brothers and returning to Kroaxia?"
Eskenderom funed. "Wat kind of bungling oafs of aliens are these? Wthin
two brights of promising us invincibility, they have succeeded in rendering
us inpotent beyond Kl eippur's wildest dreams. Are they in | eague with
Carthogia, therefore, or afflicted with such crass incompetence that the
only thing mracul ous about themis that any of their flying constructions
shoul d ever |eave the ground? Am | betrayed by deceivers or undone by

f ool s?"

"I't would be as nmuch an error to assune a unity of purpose anong al

Lum ans as anong all robeings, it appears,” Mnnorel replied. "Qur arny was
intercepted by a rogue band of Lum an crimnals, whose actions were not
sanctioned by the Lum an king. They have gone into hiding and are being
hunted. "

"One tiny band of criminals can confound a whole arnmy? Are these aliens
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unabl e to maintain discipline anong their own ki nd?"

"Perhaps their crimnals have access to the sane powers as their artisans,"
Monnor el suggest ed.

Eskenderom snorted, paced away a few steps, and then wheel ed back again.
"VWhat of the identity of this so-called mracle-wrker that they used?" he
demanded. "Is there news of that?"

"Not as yet," Mnnorel confessed. "But it appears he was brought from
Carthogia, where simlar events are reported to have taken place anong the
Waskori ans. "

"So now the truth begins to energe," Eskenderom said darkly. "Kroaxia has
not been favored by special considerations as we were led to believe. Wile
one faction of Lumians brings aid to ne, another is supporting Kleippur
What result can this bring but the destruction of both our realns? Is that
the goal of the strategy which these inconprehensible Lunmi ans are
unfolding? If so we should unite all the nations of Robia against them and
at | east perish honorably."

"I think not," Monnorel said. "I believe them when they say that what
happened in the Meracasine was as nuch a surprise to themas it was to us.
| say we rnust trust them"”

"l too," General Streyfoch advised fromthe table. "W cannot risk being
deprived of Lum an weapons if there is a possibility that Kleippur has
acquired them W nust hope Monnorel is right, and trust the Lum ans."

Eskenderom scow ed and noved back to the cavern door. He didn't know whom
to believe or what to make of the situation. Kleippur had trusted in the
Lum ans, and as soon as they found it expedient, they had deserted hi mand
commenced dealing with Kroaxi a—er so Eskenderom had been told. But now that
there could be no further concealing of the fact that some Lum ans had
continued to deal with Carthogia all along, the "official" Lum ans were
asking himto believe that the ones talking to Kl ei ppur were nothing nore
than a band of crimnals that nobody had known about. But the Lum ans had
eyes everywhere and knew everything. So had they been nerely distracting
Eskenderomwhile their king treated with Kleippur, and deliberately |eading
himon into | aunching the invasion so that his army could be lured out into
the Meracasi ne and destroyed?

The other possibility that Eskenderom had to consider was that the villain
behi nd everything was not Kleippur at all, but Frennel ech, who, as
Eskenderom knew from hi s spies, had been neeting secretly and treacherously
with Lumians in the forests west of Pergassos. It would not be to

Frennel ech’' s advantage to allow either Kleippur or Eskenderomto grow too
strong by inflicting a crushing defeat upon the other, and his notives
woul d be conpatible both with his original endorsenent of the decision to

i nvade Carthogi a—thus sustaining a state of tension between the two
rulers—and with plotting subsequently to nake sure the Kroaxian arny was
incapacitated to prevent its carrying out the task

But what could Frennel ech have offered the Lumians in return for their

assi stance? Presunably only the potential that his office gave himfor

i nduci ng the robeing population to tame the forests—which seened to be the
Lum ans' only objective. Surely, however, Eskenderomtold hinself, it would
be the Lumi an king who woul d want the forests tamed, not these alleged
crimnals, which again led himto the conclusion that no band of crimnals
existed and that the Lum ans aiding his rival—n this case Frennel ech—were
therefore the Lum an king's official representatives.

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (189 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:04 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20T he%20L ifemaker. txt

So either way, it seenmed to Eskenderom-whether the "Enlightener" was the
product of Lumi ans working with Kl ei ppur or with Frennel ech —the aliens
were conmitted to getting rid of him He didn't know why, for he had agreed
to everything they had asked. If he had been put to sone test of weakness
and failed, the verdict was unjust, for how could robei ngs be expected to
abi de by the intricate rules of conduct of a renote, inconprehensible,
alien world that none of them had ever seen?

At the makeshift conference table that had been set up in the lander's open
cargo bay, Sharon Beatty, the transnogrifier operator assigned from Leon
Keyhoe's staff, was using the lull to tidy up her conputer-file notes of
the proceedings to the point where Lang had excused hinmself to take a cal
from Leaherney inside the ship. During the | ast couple of hours of
Terran-Tal oi d exchanges, she had | earned that Henry was furious because his
army had been turned around and was returning to Padua instead of invading
Genoa, and G raud was denying official responsibility and bl am ng
Zambendorf and his people, who for some reason or other were hiding out
down on Titan with a stolen surface |ander.

Sharon had never been sure why Zanbendorf shoul d have been included in the
m ssion, and she found it disturbing that so many seemingly intelligent and
rati onal people should have either the tine or the inclination to take his
antics seriously. After traveling one billion nmles to Saturn in the

| argest spacecraft ever built and sharing the excitenent of her fellow
scientists at the staggering discoveries on Titan, she had had nore
interesting things to do than pay nuch attention to Gerold Massey's
concerns about the sociological inplications of the mission's purpose, or
Dave Crookes' attenpts to recruit her as a political activist. She had seen
enough of crusades and causes while she was at coll ege, and wasted too nuch
of her tine and energy on them Now she had nore worthwhile things to
attend to. If nore people only felt the same way, all the Zanbendorfs woul d
| ong ago have been put out of business.

"M ani Beach," Seltzman was saying to Graud on one of the loca
frequencies. "Just imagine it, Charles—+iquid water, all blue; a real,
full -di sk, golden sun; palmtrees; and a hundred degrees in the shade,
wi thout an EV suit. What would you give for that?"

"Hm it sounds wonderful," Graud' s voice answered. "But if it's all the
same to you, Konrad, | think I'd take Cannes or St. Tropez."

"Aw, okay. Who cares? Fromthis distance it's all the sane place anyhow. "
"What do you think the Taloids would say to it?"

"Not rmuch. Did you know that some parts of them are made fromsolid
mercury? They'd melt in your refrigerator back hone."

"No, | didn't. Would they really? That's amazing!"

Lang's voice added itself to the conversation suddenly. "Charles, this is
Caspar. |I'minside the forward-bay | ock nowbe back out there in a few
seconds. Has anythi ng new been happeni ng?"

"No. We decided to take a break too," Graud answered. "Wat did Dan want ?"

The outer door of the airlock at the front end of the bay slid open, and
Lang energed. Even in his bulky suit, his step seened brisk and jubilant as
he cane over to the table. At the sane tinme Henry, who had been standing at
the cargo doors, staring out at whatever Tal oids saw in the darkness,
turned and cane back to rejoin the group. "It's all over with Zanbendorf!"
Lang announced. "Hi s nessiah was arrested in Padua city about two hours
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ago. Zanmbendorf didn't appear anywhere." He grinned through the faceplate
of his helnet. "Maybe sonet hi ng happened that nmade hi m nervous about flying
all of a sudden.”

"Well, that's just great, Caspar!" Seltznman said enthusiastically. "So you
really did have it all figured, huh."

"Congrat ul ati ons.
t hen. "

G raud sounded pl eased. "Zanbendorf bought the story,

"Looks like it," Lang agreed, |owering hinself ponderously back onto the
seat he had been occupying earlier. "So let's give Henry and the others the
news. It should nmake things a |ot easier all round."

"Ready to go again, Sharon?" G raud asked, |ooking at her through his
facepl at e.

"Ready." She nodded and cleared the screen of the transnogrifier. Lang's
news had obviously signified sonmething to the others that was | ost on her
Per haps that was why she had been assigned this duty stint. If so, big
deal .

"Can we resune, please?" Graud said, switching his speech channel into the
transnmogrifier's input channel. Sharon verified the interpretation on her
screen, and the machi ne produced its Tal oid equivalent at the correct pitch
and speed. The Tal oids took up their previous positions opposite, with
Henry in the middle; Graud nodded at Lang to conmence.

"My apologies for having to | eave," Lang said. "I was called because we
have received inportant news." He paused while Sharon nonitored the
conversion of his phrases into Tal oid substitutions. Machiavelli, who

seenmed to be Henry's principal adviser at all the talks, indicated with a
gesture that the Tal oi ds had understood. Lang continued, "The pretender
whom you seek has been found. We have delivered himto your city and pl aced
himin the hands of your authorities to be dealt with by Taloid law. " He
paused agai n while Sharon restructured his words into shorter sentences.

"Qur crimnals have not yet been |ocated. Wen they are found, they will be
taken to our city above the sky and dealt with by Terran law. So Tal oi d
justice will have taken its course, and Terran justice will have taken its
course. W trust that this action will be accepted as proof of our good
faith."

"They have found him" Streyfoch exclained as he listened to the Lum an
pl ant's strangl ed utterances. "They have found the Enlightener, who tricked
our soldiers.”

"W shall see a public execution before this bright is through," Eskenderom
promised grimy.

"He was handed over fairly and wi thout protest to our own authorities,"”

Mor nor el observed. He | ooked at Eskenderom "Perchance we have judged these
aliens hastily, for deeds such as they have described would constitute a
most unusual form of treachery."

A new | ight of hope had cone into Eskenderom s eyes suddenly. |If the Lum an
ki ng had handed the inposter over in Pergassos, then perhaps the rout of
the Kroaxian arnmy had been the work of Lumian crimnals after all. If so,
had they been working in | eague with Frennclech or with Kl ei ppur?

"What nmanner of reception was this inposter accorded at the city?"
Eskenderom asked. In his absence, the policy would have been deci ded by
Frennel ech. Mrnorel pressed the button to activate the Lunian plant, and
repeated the question. After a brief exchange of queries and answers, the
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pl ant responded that as far as the Lumi an eyes in the sky bad been able to
ascertain, the inposter had been arrested. "Then does this not tell us that
our culprit cannot be Prennel ech?" Eskenderom said to Mornorel. "He would
hardly wel comre his own agent thus."

Mor mor el consi dered the proposition dubiously for a few seconds. "An agent
who has passed forever beyond the point of further useful ness," he pointed
out. "Readily expendabl e, perhaps, if such a sacrifice would establish
Frennel ech' s bl anel essness in Kroaxia's eyes?"

"Hrfm " Eskender om sounded di sappoi nted. "Observation of this inpostor's
treatment will therefore tell us nothing of Frennelech's complicity or
ot herwi se, " he concl uded.

"Not necessarily," Mrnorel agreed.

Eskenderom scow ed to hinself, and then slammed his open hand down on the

table angrily. "Then by the Lifemaker | will have this Enlightener's head
boiled in acid! Let both Frennel ech and Kl ei ppur read the warning,
whi chever of themwas behind him. . . and anyone el se who ni ght be

contenpl ating a conpact with Lumian crinminals to overthrow the Kroaxian
Crown. "

"Attention please. Colonel Wallis here for Anbassador Graud," a voice said
i nside the Terrans' hel nets.

"Yes, Colonel?" G raud acknow edged.

"Nurmber three perineter guardpost has intercepted a nounted Tal oi d who

i ndicates that he is known to the visitors. Qur records show himlisted as
Janmes Bond. Request identity confirmation and your further instructions,
sir."

"One second, Colonel," Graud said. Then, "Konrad, did you get that? Pass
the message to Machiavelli, would you?"

Seltzman talked to the transnogrifier, and the transnogrifier talked to the
Tal oids. Colonel Wallis sent a view of the new arrival through to a
conmuni cati ons screen on one of the portable conpacks beside the
transnogrifier, and Henry verified that the Tal oid was known and friendly.
Graud authorized Wllis to | et Bond pass.

A few nminutes later, Skerilliane was escorted into the cavern by two Lum an
sol diers. He looked as if he had ridden hard all the way from Pergassos,
where, he informed Eskenderom and the others, the Enlightener had shown

hi nsel f and been arrested by Frennel ech's Pal ace CGuards.

"We know as nmuch already fromthe Lum ans," Eskenderom said. "But who is

he? Can you tell us that?"

"I ndeed, Majesty, for he is no stranger to the city," Skeril hane replied.
"None other than thy chosen one G oork, the brother of Thirg, who departed
Kroaxia to serve the Dark Master's worldly |ieutenant, thine eneny

Kl ei ppur."

"H nP?" Eskenderom roared, leaping to his feet. "The hearer that | offered
to install in Frennelech's palace? ... He has come back from Carthogi a as
Kl ei ppur's henchman? He is the one who directed Luni an sorcery down upon ny

army?"

"The same, Mjesty," Skerilliane replied.

Eskender om ki cked asi de the chair upon which he had been sitting and strode
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to the far wall and back again, all the time pounding his fist into his
palmw th rage and shouting. "The traitor! The deceiver! Is this the
gratitude I am shown? Is this how | amrewarded for my generosity? Arghhh!
The swanp-guzzler! Corruption and corrosion upon hinl My the Reduction
Furnace take him 1'Il slownelt his casing and | each his eyes! 1'll hang
hi m from hi gh-voltage trees in the forest! I'Il boil himin acid! Mornorel
find the servants and have them bring our horses at once. Indeed there wll
be a spectacle for the citizens of Pergassos to enjoy before this bright is
t hr ough! "

"Frennel ech has al ready proclaimed a public execution to take place
one-twel fth of a bright fromnow " Skerilliane said.

"Then for once he and | have no quarrel," Eskenderom declared. "Let us
repair at once, full haste to Pergassos, for this shall be entertainnent
that | would not wish to mss."

Graud stared in astoni shnent at Henry's reaction to whatever Bond had
sai d. Machiavelli and Caesar stood up, and Machiavelli went over to the
doors and began wavi ng toward where the rest of Henry's party were waiting
with the mounts in one of the nearby ground-vehicle sheds. "Wat in hell's
goi ng on?" Lang denanded.

"It looks to me as if they're taking off,’
guess the meeting just adjourned.”

Seltzman said berusedly. "I

"Sharon, find out what's happening,” G raud instructed.

Sonehow Sharon nanaged to sustain a dial ogue of sorts while the Tal oids
paced back and forth gesticulating wildly at one another, while nechanica
steeds and nore Tal oi ds appeared outside the | oadi ng doors and Henry
continued to show all the signs of throwing a fit. "They' re going back to
Padua," she said at |ast, shaking her head dazedly. "Sonething about a
public execution that Henry doesn't want to mss."

"Execution of whon®?" Seltznan asked.
"I"'mnot sure, but | think it's the nessiah."
"Can we let that happen?' G raud said, |ooking uneasily at Lang.

Lang' s expressi on was stony behind his faceplate. "It's their business and
their custonms. Who are we to interfere?”

There was a short pause. "Are you sure you're not really aimng at
Zanbendorf?" G raud asked uneasily.

"I've given you ny decision," Lang said,

Konrad Seltzman met Graud's eye for a split second, then shifted his gaze
to Sharon. "Did they say exactly when?" he asked her.

Sharon gl anced at the conputer's conversion of the Taloid time neasurenent
that had been nentioned. "About twenty hours from now. "

35

THE OUTER DOOR OF THE M DSHI PS Al RLOCK OPENED ON THE HI JACKED surface

| ander hidden in the valley two hundred miles north of Padua city, and the
suited figures of Zanmbendorf and Andy Schwartz, the |lander's captain, cane
out onto the extended stair-head platformand descended to join Drew West
and Cl arissa, who were already waiting on the ground. Then, wal king two
abreast and gui ded by hand-hel d flashl anps in the darkness, the nel ancholy
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little procession nmade its way through the |abyrinth of steel and concrete
shapes to the crude shanty-canp that the Tal oi ds had made for thensel ves
Abaquaan, Fellburg, and Price, who had gone on ahead a while earlier, were
waiting at the canp with Lord Nel son and Abraham the |eader of the Druids,
and the rest of the Tal oi ds gathered around on all sides. The tine had cone
for Zanbendorf to tell the cast officially that the show was wound up and
they were being paid off, to wish them good |uck, and send them back hone.

"We've told themthey won't be going to Padua," Abaquaan said. The team had
agreed on the storyline that Mdses, his main task of preventing the

i nvasi on of Genoa now successfully accomplished, had been call ed el sewhere
to attend to other things. It was hardly a satisfying end to their venture,
but nobody had been able to suggest anything better.

Zanbendorf nodded inside his helnet. "How are they taking it?" he asked.

"Not as badly as we thought they night," Abaquaan replied. "They're

di sappointed all right, but not disillusioned. They seemto have
rationalized sone way of coming to terns with the situation in their own
m nds. "

"I don't know ... Atrue believer is a true believer anywhere, it seens,"
Zambendorf sighed. "Oh well, bring the transnogrifier here, would you,
Oto. I'dlike to say a few wrds to them before they go." The plan was

that the surface | ander crew, having ostensibly been rel eased fromforcible
detai nnent, would fly to the Terran base at Genoa to return thensel ves and
the vehicle to the authorities, and take the Tal oid contingent home at the
same time. As to what should happen after that, opinions were divided;
Abaquaan, Fellburg, and Carissa felt that the team had no alternative but
to followin the flyer and turn itself in, whereas Zanbendorf and Drew West
wondered if there m ght be sone way of extricating Moses fromhis

predi canent first.

I ndeed this was nodesty and graci ousness of spirit that was truly worthy of
nobl e bei ngs, the Renaner—fornerly Captain Horazzorgi o —thought to hinself
as he listened to the enchanted plant speaking the Archangel's thoughts. So
much had been acconplished in so little time —a new faith founded; a

vill age saved; the whol e sect of Waskorians at peace now with Carthogi a;
the Kroaxian tyrant checked and his arnmy scattered—and yet here the
Archangel was, expressing regret that the chosen ones who had descended
over the desert on billow w ngs would not be present to witness the Com ng
at Pergassos. For it was clear that the Enlightener had asked their
assistance in the Meracasine nerely as a precaution while he tested the
powers that the Lifenmaker had bestowed upon him The powers had proved so
awesone that he had elected to go on al one and conpl ete the conversi on of
Per gassos si ngl e-handed, leaving his followers free to attend to other
matters back in Carthogia.

"Wsh them good luck, and tell them|'msure we'll meet again sonetine, |
hope in happi er circunstances," Zanbendorf said to Abaquaan

"Hear how the Archangel prom seth that he will return!" Ezinbial, the Druid
prophet, told the assenbled foll owers. As a prophet Ezinbial had al ways
been holy and therefore hadn't needed renaming. "And let it be witten that
the time will be one of great rejoicing. Thus hath it been prophesied.”

"I't has been a privilege to work with them Their help will never be
forgotten," Zanbendorf said.

"This collaboration with angels hath brought great blessings. Qur place in
eternity is assured," Ezinbial interpreted.
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"They nust return to Genoa now, and help Arthur to found institutions of
true learning. That is the way to acquire the know edge that will allow
themto fly beyond the sky. Then—who knows?—perhaps one day we'll be able
to wel cone themat our world."

"It is revealed that Carthogia is the Land pronised in the Scribings. There
shall the Enlightener's followers erect a G eat Tenple, and Kl ei ppur shal
direct them And they who heed no fal se teachings before those that shal

be preached in the Temple will be redeened, and then will they arise and
rejoin the angels in the shining | and that floats beyond the sky."

"l guess that's it, Oto."
"And here endeth the |esson."”

"Andy, you'd better stay here and work out a schedule with themfor getting
packed up and | oaded aboard," Zanbendorf said to Schwartz. "Oto will stay
with you to handle the translating. W' |l see you both back in the ship
when you're through."

"Sure," Schwartz answered.

Ver non wat ched Zanbendorf and the others turn to | eave, and then wheel ed
hinsel f around in his suit to look at Nel son and Abraham "I'd like to stay
back too," he said, " for the last few mnutes.” He couldn't help
feeling guilty about what had happened to Mbdses—he had started the whol e
thing with the ice slab he'd given Mdses on the mountain. Now he
instinctively put off what he felt subconsciously woul d anount to desertion
of the remaining Tal oids as well.

"As you wi sh," Zanbendorf said. "We'll see you later, Vernon." His party
began to wal k back to the ship, the probing, flitting beanms of their
flashl anps growing fainter and nore distant in the darkness.

Schwartz turned back toward Abaquaan. "Tell themI'd like to be ready for
takeoi f not later than three hours fromnow, but it'd help alot if they
could get all their personal stuff |oaded right away. W can take all the
animals they brought with them but they'll have to let go the ones they've
been collecting since . . . the big rock-crushers with the caterpillar
tracks, anyhow. "

Abaquaan conveyed the message, and Abraham responded with a question that
appeared on the screen as DESTI NATI ON | N GENQOA?

"The Terran base just outside the city," Abaquaan repli ed.
DRUI DS' ASSI GNVENT AFTER THAT? the screen asked.

And Abaquaan answered, "W have no specific instructions to give. You'll be
on your own then. Talk to Arthur's scientists at Camelot. That's where the
nmost useful work is being done."

Ezi nmbi al puzzled over the plant's reply for a monment. "Kleippur's

inquirers?" he said to the Renaner. "The Lifemaker will make known His
wi shes through thenf? But knowest thou which anong then? Whom are we to
appr oach?"

The Renaner stared thoughtfully at the trees in the background. "Perhaps,"
he answered slowy. "There is a one called Thirg, whose steps the Lifenaker
directed out of Kroaxia to enter the service of Kleippur. The workings of
the Lifenmaker's plan are clearer to ne now. It was | who in blindness woul d
have frustrated the Maker's design, and for that it has been ny penance to
bear the afflictions that you see."
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"How knowest thou it is this Thirg whom we shoul d seek?" Ezi nbial asked.
"Does he carry sone special qualification of eni nence anong Kl ei ppur's
inquirers that sets himapart as the object of our quest?"

"None | ess than that of being the Enlightener's brother," the Renaner
replied.

"The Enlightener has a brother in Carthogia!" Ezinbial's eyes w dened.
"I'ndeed Kl eippur's realmis the Prom sed Land of the Scribings, and

arti sans have been congregating thither fromthe corners of the world to
build the Tenple that was prophesied."

Just to be sure, the Renamer activated the enchanted plant and said into
it, "ls it our quest to seek Thirg, Asker-of-Questions, who was born
brother to the holy Enlightener?"

The plant replied, "Unclear hiss-buzz what-nean 'brother.' Want-say
al ternative hoo-whoo-bonk-bonk. Else obtain new word."

The Renaner couldn't bring an alternative to mind i nmediately, and
instructed, "Qotain new word."

"EQUI VALENT ENGLI SH WORD- FORM BEI NG REQUESTED, " the screen advi sed
Abaquaan.

"Ch hell, can't we wap this up?" Andy Schwartz said. "l've gotta get the
ship up to flight readiness. There's a lot to do."

"Gve thema few nore mnutes," Vernon said. "How often do you get a chance
to talk to people like these?"

Abaquaan eyed Vernon through his faceplate, nodded with a sigh, and
instructed the transnogrifier, "Okay."

"Pray describe,” the plant invited the Renaner.

"Mal e child bom of common parenthood,” the Renaner said after a few
seconds' thought. "The relationship thereof to either another male child,
or to a female child."

The screen presented:

FUNCTI ON SUBJECT ADDI TI ONAL DATA
Personal relationship Mile child, sanme To another nale/fermale child
parents

Abaquaan told the machine sinply, "Brother."

Back at the ship, the others had just arrived bel ow the stair-head platform
outside the mdships lock. "I've got a hunch that Caspar still doesn't
realize we've got the flyer too," Zanbendorf was saying. "Certainly there's
no question that the | ander woul d have been a sitting duck over Padua, but
the flyer's a lot snaller and nore maneuverabl e. Wien the | ander's picked
peopl e on radar up flying back to Genoa, everyone will be off their guard
and not expecting us to show up anywhere else. | think there's an excellent
chance we'd be able to pull off a quick dash in and out at rooftop level in
the flyer."

"I go along with Karl," Drew West said as he began clinbing up to the
platform "W sent Mses in there. Trying to get himout again is the |east
we can do. It's worth a try."
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"Sure, but it's not the sentinment I'marguing with, it's the practicality."
Clarissa answered. "It's all right to talk about excellent chances, but

you' ve never tried dodging those missiles, and | have. I'mtelling you it's
not a piece of cake."

"W don't know what's happeni ng i n Padua—f anything is, or when, or even
where Moses is," Joe Fellburg pointed out. "Exactly what would we be
supposed to do—at what place, and at what time?"

"I don't know either, but we can find out," Zanbendorf said. "There has to
have been a | ot of tal king going on between Leaherney's people and Henry.
There m ght be records of the dialogues stored in the files where Dave
Crookes or sonmebody could get at them Maybe we'd pick up sone clues that
way. O possibly we could find out who the transnogrifier operators are at
Padua. They m ght have heard sonething. | don't know-All |I'msaying is that
we should give it a try rather than just quit."

"Mm nmaybe ..." Fellburg murrmured. He didn't sound wldly enthusiastic.
He' d had some experience with smart mssiles too.

At that noment there was a click on the circuit as sonebody sw tched
through to a nedi umrange channel, and Vernon's voice canme through
excitedly fromback at the Taloid camp. "Hey, Karl, everybody, don't go
away—isten to this. W' ve just |earned something from Nel son that maybe
changes everything. He assuned we al ready knew about it because these guys
thi nk we know everything. Anyway ... it seems that Mdses is Glileo's
brother!"

Fifteen minutes later, back inside the ship, Zanbendorf called Thelm in
the Orion and asked her to beamthe call back down to the surface to
connect to the comunications set hidden in Arthur's conference room at
Canel ot. One of Arthur's knights answered, and went to fetch Arthur.
Zambendorf transmitted sone stills over the link fromrecordi ngs show ng
Moses, but Arthur was unable either to confirmor deny that the figure
shown was Galileo's brother. Galileo hinmself was el sewhere, but Arthur
prom sed to send for himat once. Galileo called back over an hour |ater,
after Arthur's staff eventually found himlocked away in a workroom where
he was constructing a nodel of the Satumi an system of planet, rings, and
moons frominformation that Massey and Thel ma had sent him several days
previ ously. Zambendorf showed Galileo the pictures and asked if the Taloid
shown in them was his brother.

Thirg, utterly bewildered at seeing for the first tinme the face of the
fabul ous Enlightener that the whole country was tal ki ng about —-who had
paci fi ed the Waskorians, saved Carthogia frominvasion, and now, allegedly,
departed to put a permanent end to further Kroaxian m schief—onfirmed to
the Wearer that it was.

"He is the brother of whom you spoke?" Kl ei ppur asked incredul ously as
Thirg gaped at the Lumi an | ong-di stance seeing device. "The hearer who cane
to warn you when the Kroaxian Council ordered your arrest?"

"It is he!" Dornvald exclai ned, having also just arrived. "Behol d—the
mystic we last saw praying to the skies with the villagers of Xerxeon."

"He was convinced that his voices had led himthere to see the fulfillnent
of sonme nmonentous destiny," Thirg said weakly, still staring at the view ng
wi ndow. "It appears his inspiration was nore substantially founded than I
had credited. "

"How comes Thirg's brother, Goork, to this exalted station in which we now
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find hinP" Kleippur inquired, pressing the button that woul d open the
Vi ewi ng vegetable's ears.

Several hundred niles away across darkened deserts of rock-strewn

hydr ocar bon sands and nountai ns of naked ice, Zanbendorf read the words
that appeared on the screen in front of him "I'I|l explain it all later. W
may not have a lot of tinme," he said gruffly, and cut the connecti on.

At one of the consoles across the aisle behind Zanbendorf in the Lander's
aft communi cati ons cabin, Hank Frazer was taking a return call from Dave

Crookes. "1 found out which operator had the nost recent slot down there,"
Crookes said. "It was Sharon Beatty—ene of our people from Leon Keyhoe's
section. | talked to her about ten m nutes ago. She said that the Tal oi ds

are staging a big public execution in Padua, and Henry got all excited and

went galloping off to be sure not to miss it. Al she knew apart fromthat,
she said, was that it concerned a mracl e-worker who's been causing Henry a
lot of trouble lately. Is that enough for you to figure out the rest?"

"It sure is," Frazer said. "Oh, and Dave, one nore thing—did she have any
i dea when this was supposed to happen? Did you ask her that?"

"Yes | did. She said about twenty hours from when Henry heard about
it—that's sonething |ike ten hours from now. "

Back at the Tal oid canp, Zambendorf, Vernon, and Abaquaan told Nel son that
they had received word fromthe sky that a public execution was being
arranged in Padua city, and it was Mses' desire that the intended victim
shoul d be saved—which they felt safe in presuming to be the case. They
didn't say who the intended victimwas, and Nel son assunmed they were
referring to soneone that Moses had | earned about after his arrival at the
city. In response to their further questioning Nel son inforned themthat
the customary place for conducting executions of major crimnals and
heretics was a high cliff located just outside the city. Here, before a

nat ural public anphitheater, the victins were pushed froma w de rock | edge
hal fway up the face at the top of a |long, cerenonial staircase, to fall two
hundred feet into an open tank containing sone kind of corrosive |iquid.
This was the usual nethod of executing heretics, Nelson explained, because
the procedure al so enbodied the elements of a trial, permtting a higher
justice the opportunity to intervene in the event of wongful conviction
According to doctrine, any innocent cast fromthe | edge woul d be snatched
fromdeath by the Tal oid god before completing the fall. Apparently nobody
had ever been snatched yet, which the Taloid priests contended was proof
that they'd never issued a wong verdict.

Clarissa located the cliff on a series of reconnai ssance pictures of Padua
and its vicinity which she retrieved fromthe Oion's databank. It formed
the end face of a ridge of craggy hills that descended alnost to the city
froma nore distant range of higher nountains. Even nore interesting was
that the geography of the area seened to make its own weat her; Every set of
pictures taken since the Orion's arrival, along with the acconpanying sets
of neteorol ogical data, had shown a fornmation of apparently pernmanent

| owal titude met hane clouds only a thousand feet or so above the clifftop
That changed O arissa' s assessnent of the odds considerably. "W could cone
inlowalong the ridgeline fromthe nountains in the rear, and probably get
up inside those clouds right over the cliff w thout even the Tal oids
knowi ng we were there," she said. "They'd obviously be restricted to visua
sighting since they don't have anything like radar. If the chance presented
itself, yeah—amybe we could pull a quick grab and be back up again before
they could react. Ckay, you've sold nme, Karl. I'Il give it atry."

"But no stunts or mracles, right?" Abaquaan said. "W just go straight
down and straight up again."
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"Too right," Carissa agreed. Her tone left no roomfor dissent. "Just a
qui ck grab—o tricks and no cl owning."

"l agree, | agree," Zanbendorf said, nodding. "All I"'minterested inis
getting Mdses out if we can. |I'mnot asking for anything else to be
changed. The operation is still scrubbed, and the | ander goes back to Genoa
with its crew and the Druids as agreed . . . except that we tinme it to

coincide with our going in at Padua. Ckay?" He cast his eyes anxiously over
the faces around him

"Ckay, boss—'Il buy it," Fellburg said resignedly.
"I"'malready in," Drew West rem nded them

Abaquaan nodded his assent. "Aw, what the hell . . . W've scraped through
everything else so far. Ckay, let's do it."

"Let's do it," Vernon repeated.

Zanmbendorf | ooked at Vernon uncertainly for a second. "You don't have to
get involved, you know There's still plenty of roomin the |ander going
back to Genoa."

"l gave Moses his tablet, so it's ny fault as nuch as anyone's that he's
where he is." Vernon shook his head. "No, if there's a chance we m ght be
able to get himout again, that's where | want to be."

Zanbendorf, apparently having half expected it, nodded briefly, and left
the matter at that. "Fine. So let's get our things noved into the flyer and
|l et Andy and his crew get on with whatever needs doing in the | ander. Then
|l et's get together again one hour fromnow and have another | ook at the

| ayout around that cliff. There won't be any chance for an actual rehearsa
for this performance, I'mafraid, so we'll have to make do with the next
best thing—a | ot of inmmginary ones."

36

WEARI NG A LONG, HOODED CLCAK THAT HE HAD BARTERED FROM a peasant for his
hel met and body arnor, forner private Sall akar pushed his handcart into the
city's Central Square and selected a spot for hinself in one of the
normal |y busy conmers of the market area, between a plating-salt vendor's
stall and a wheel skin deal er. The square, however, was quiet for this tine
of late-bright, and many of the nerchants had al ready cl osed down. Never

m nd, Sallakar thought—all the nore business for those |like hinself who
were still on the street to trade. And besides, his reason for hurrying to
arrive ahead of the main body of the arny was to enjoy a few hours of
profitabl e nonopoly before the conpetition appeared and drove down the
prices. He threw back the cover of the cart to reveal a collection of rock
and ice fragnents, pieces of parachute silk, burned-out firework

canni sters, and other oddnents, and unfurled a sign which read:

GENUI NE MERACASI NE HOLY RELI CS
GET YOUR ENLI GHTENER M RACLE SOUVEN R HERE

"Cenuine relics, direct fromthe scene of the Meracasine nmiracles," he
shouted. "Here is a rock that was nelted by the Enlightener's

t hunderbol ts—enly five duodecs. Om your own niracle rock. Mracul ously
preserved cuttings of discarded angels' wi ngs, guaranteed to keep denons

fromthe house—seven duodecs. Angel -light pots, conplete with sacred
inscriptions; lengths of holy cords; pieces of heavenly flying-vestnents;
stones fromthe sernon hill, and lots nore. Every item guaranteed to have
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been brought direct fromthe scene of the Enlightener's coning."

A smal |l group of unkenpt, rough-looking idlers had stopped in front of the
cart and was watching himcuriously. Behind thema few people were | ooking
on, apparently apprehensively, but nost were continuing on their way, their
eyes fixed solidly in front of them or turning their backs to hurry away.
Sal | akar frowned. This wasn't at all the kind of reception that he'd
antici pated. "Conme on then, how about you, sir?" he said to the nearest of
the ruffians in front of himan ugly-looking character with a | ot of
unsnoot hed, red-tinted facial plating, a soiled and torn jerkin, and a
navi gator's hat pushed jauntily to the back of his head. "A special price
for this one only—three duodecs for this piece of Meracasine rock. An
excel lent talisman and warder-away of evil influences, oh yes. Brings good
luck and protects your health. Do | hear an offer?"

"You're outta your mnd," the sailor comented sourly.

"What are you trying to do—get yourself fizzed too?" one of the others
asked.

"Better lay off that kind of talk and just be grateful there aren't any
guards within earshot," another advised.

Sal | akar gave them a puzzled |l ook. "Didn't he show up here, then?" he asked
them "The whole city was supposed to have been converted by now "

"Who?" the sail or asked.

"The Enlightener. He was supposed to come here and call mracles down from
the sky."

One of the band | aughed. "Oh, he showed up all right, but the mracles
didn't. The priests will be throwing himoff the cliff before bright's end
Where el se d'you think everybody's going?"

"Convicted as a bl asphener," anot her one said.

"And he mght not be the only one, fromthe way you're carrying on," a
third comented. "But don't mind us—you go ahead. Two fizzings for the
price of one would really make the day."

"And we'd better be on our way," the sailor said to the others. "O we'll
m ss even the one."

Sal | akar watched them wal k away nmuttering and | aughi ng anong t hensel ves,
then turned round and hastily took down his sign and pulled the cover back
over his cart. He stood thinking hard for a while and frowni ng perpl exedly
to hinmself. Then all of a sudden a glint came into his eyes. He took a

pi ece of marking stick frominside his robe,

turned the sign over, and slowy and deliberately wote on the back in
large letters:

BLASPHEMER SOUVENI RS AND RELI CS
BROUGHT BACK BY THE ARMY HE TRI ED TO CORRUPT
GET YOUR EXECUTI ON MEMENTO HERE

Noddi ng in satisfaction, he rolled the sign up again, tucked it beneath the
cover, then grasped the handles of his cart and noved away to join the
general drift of the crowd toward the southern outskirts of the city.
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In a dungeon in the | owernost |evels of the prison behind the Pal ace of the
H gh Holy One, G oork sat on his rough bed of mll-swarf and

| at he-turnings, staring forlornly at the bare ice floor. The nightmare, he
had at |ast accepted fully and finally, was really happening. After

dedi cating his life unswervingly to upholding the Lifemaker's faith,
denouncing its enem es, and taking scrupul ous care never to permt an
utterance that mght be taken as contradicting the Church's teachings or
denying its doctrines, this was the bitter end to which it had all brought
hi meonvi cted and condemmed to die the death of a heretic and bl asphener.

The injustice of his reward for ceasel ess vigilance and untiring devotion
was causing himto question seriously the whole foundation of his belief
systemfor the first tinme ever. He had believed, and he had trusted; he had
remained faithful in the face of adversity; he had never wavered. And now
Frennel ech, the Hi gh Holy One whom he had served selflessly as the

Li femmaker's true worldly personification, had beconme the very instrunent by
which that service was repaid with betrayal and cal |l ousness. How, then,
could such a Holy One personify an all-wi se and all-knowi ng spirit, or be
representative of such a being in any way whatever? Certainly in no way
that G oork could see. And if he admitted that nmuch doubt, what further
credence could he give to any other facet of the whole system of credos and
dogmas that was derived fromthe sane suspect prem ses by nmeans of the sane
dubi ous processes? None, obviously. But it was inconceivable that the

Li femmaker's chosen met hod for communi cating true know edge coul d incl ude
suspect or dubious el enents. Therefore it seened to follow on principle
that the Lifemaker's chosen nethod for making true know edge avail abl e
couldn't depend on inspired interpretations of sacred revel ation by

sel f-procl ai ned di vi ners.

The nmental processes that had brought G oork to these conclusions seened
unconfortably like the nethods of reason by which Thirg hypothesi zed and
eval uat ed possible answers to his questions—a practice that Goork had

al ways denounced as sinful. When G oork applied this newfound skepticismto
the question of the Warer and the angels, he found only two possible
answers to explain their failure to materialize over Pergassos: Either they
had been unable to, or they had chosen not to. If they had been unable to,
then their powers were not infinite, and they could not have been sent by
the Lifemaker; if they had chosen not to, then they had lied, and that

al one was enough to force the sane conclusion. Goork felt the first
possibility to be the nore likely since the philosophy of living that the
Wearer had expounded woul d surely have been irreconcil able with any form of
nmoral deficiency, but either way it neant that the angels hadn't cone from
any supernatural realm Since they were clearly not of the known world,
they could only be from sone other, unknown one—a world where, admittedly,
arts and skills that were perhaps not nistakenly described as niracul ous
seenmed to be commonpl ace—whi ch coul d exi st only above the sky. So again one
of Thirg's long-standing insistences and convictions appeared to have been
vindi cated. And if that were so, was not G-oork obliged to concede al so
that the arts and skills that the angels exhibited were not the results of
any magical abilities at all, but sinply the consequences of applying

know edge gai ned by the universally accessible, conprehensible,
nonmnyst eri ous nmethods of inquiry that Thirg had al ways propounded? He
regretted particularly that he woul d not see Thirg again; he saw the world
so differently now, and there woul d have been so nmuch for themto talk
about .

The nuffled tramp of heavy footfalls penetrated from outside. They stopped
just beyond the dungeon door. Groork could feel his coolant recircul ator
poundi ng, and a sudden tightness wenched his insides. He rose to his feet
as the heavy, organic-fibroid door curled itself aside, and the jailer
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entered, acconpanied by a guard captain, two priests, Vornozel, the prison
governor, and Poskattyn, Frennel ech's Judicial Chancellor fromthe Holy
Pal ace. An escort of Palace Guards renmined outside in the passageway.

Poskattyn produced a scroll and read, "G oork, of the city of Pergassos,
thou hast been tried and found guilty of the crimes of heresy, blaspheny,
and high treason against the State, and sentenced to suffer death in the
manner prescribed by ecclesiastical aw. Hast thou any final words to speak
before thou art taken to the place of execution?' G oork could only shake
hi s head nunmbly, "Hast thou prepared thyself and made thy peace with the

Li femaker, may He have nercy on thy soul ?" Goork made no reply. Poskattyn
rerolled his scroll, stepped back, and | ooked at Vormnozel. "Proceed,
CGovernor." Vornozel nodded to the guard captain, and Groork was led into
the passageway and pl aced between the two priests, with the captain in
front, the governor and chancell or behind, and the guards fornming a file on
either side with torch-bearers at front and rear. Their footsteps echoed
hollowly fromthe gaunt walls as the procession wal ked slowy toward the
damp stone stairs at the far end of the passageway. Faces appeared and

wat ched grimy fromthe wi ndows of sone of the other cell doors along the
way, but none of them made a sound.

Groork's inpressions were confused and fragnented—ef drab, torchlit stairs;
massi ve doors bei ng opened and gratings being raised; and the priests on
either side of himchanting nonotonously as they ascended to ground | eve
and cane out into the prison yard. There a | egged wagon pulled by two

bl ack-draped, wheeled tractors was waiting before a cordon of guards, while
several carriages full of dignitaries were lined up with a nounted escort
just inside the main gate. Still dazed, Groork clinbed up into the wagon
with the priests, the chancellor, two of the guards, and the guard captain,
while the rest of the detail and the governor watched from behind. The cart
moved away to formup with the other vehicles and the riders, the gates
wer e opened, and the caval cade energed to be greeted by the roars of the
crowd that had been waiting outside.

Past the Courts of the H gh Council they went, across Penitents' Square,
and over the Bridge of Eskenderomthe-El der to the Thieves' Quarter on the
south side of the city, while the crowd cl osed and surged behind. G oork
gripped the handrail in front of himand took in his last glinpses of the
city he had lived in for nost of his life. He was bew | dered and unable to
under st and what he had done that could suddenly turn fellow citizens and
old schoolfriends into a crazed nob whose only interest was to see himdie.
For the first time he sawthe reality of the savage m ndl essness that could
be engendered in a people who had been conditioned to believe wthout
questioning, to accept w thout understanding, and to hate upon command. He
remenbered the few tinmes he had glinpsed the calm dignified bearing of the
citizens of Menassim and in that noment he understood how t he tol erance
and wi sdom of Kl eippur's realmwere products of the philosophy that Thirg
stood for as inevitably as the ignorance and brutality seen in Kroaxia were
of the repression that he hinmself, until so very recently, had helped to
per petuate. Indeed his conversion had cone |late, he reflected sadly.

The city's buildings fell behind, and now he could see the diff of
Judgment | oom ng ahead, above the Spectators' Hill, its face black and
menaci ng agai nst a setting of broken crags behind, sullen gray nountains in
the nmore di stant background, and unsettled storm cl ouds overhead. The grim
procession followed the road around the hill, and on the far side the
terraces facing the cliff were crowded to capacity, with many nore figures
standi ng on the open ground above. On a rock platformat the base of the
cliff, the huge vat of acid funed white w spy vapors and bubbled in
cackling anticipation. Goork found hinself trenbling suddenly. He | ooked
up, and hi gh above, on the |ledge at the top of the |ong, tapering stairway,
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he coul d see the scarlet-robed figures of Hi gh Council priests grouped
before an unnmoving line of Palace Guards, and in front of themall, dressed
conpletely in black and hooded, the Executioner, standing with arms fol ded
whi | e he gazed inpassively down over the scene bel ow.

Both the King and the High Priest were present with their respective
retinues in the raised, canopied enclosure occupying the center at the
bottom of the anphitheater. G oork and those with himdescended fromthe
wagon and stood in front of the enclosure while the spokesnen of the Head
of State and of the Head of Church delivered formal addresses. G oork was
too petrified by the scene and the nmood of the waiting crowd to hear the
words. Had he really caused such turnoil that the nation's two nost

power ful hol ders of office should take such personal interest in the
proceedi ngs? Apparently so, but Goork couldn't think why. He was incapable
of thinking anything anynore. Everything was disintegrating into a junble
of disconnected and i ncoherent sights and sounds, colors and noi ses, words
and faces. What was the point in trying to understand any of it now? \Wat
difference would it make? A few m nutes nore, and nothing woul d nake any
difference to anything ever again. He thought of his brother, he thought of
their parents, and he tried to conpose a prayer to the Lifemaker. And then
he realized that the group was noving again and had begun to ascend the
broad steps below the stairway that led to the | edge high above. He could
hear the crowd growi ng noisier and sense its rising excitenent.

In the dignitaries' enclosure, Eskenderom was watching Frennel ech intently
froma distance. "Indeed, if this Enlightener is a product of the High
Priest's working in league with the aliens to hinder ny expansion, then
Frennel ech is displaying a nost renarkabl e conposure at his inpending

| oss," he whispered to Mornorel. "I amtenpted to conclude that the
architect of the nachinations whose consequences it has been our m sfortune
to suffer was none | ess than Kl ei ppur as we suspected."”

"I too," Mornorel replied. "And now Kl ei ppur shall learn of the fate that
awai ts those who all ow thensel ves to be enticed into conspiracy with alien
crimnals."”

"Thus has the Lum an king chosen to denonstrate the folly of opposing his
rule," Eskenderom said. "An illumnating | esson, the study of which wll
not be restricted to Kl eippur, | trust, or confined within nerely the
boundari es of Carthogia."

"The news will be repeated rapidly far and wi de," Mrnorel assured him
"Al'l nations shall know that the powers of the gods have aligned thensel ves
with thee."

Groork's universe had narrowed to the silver-shod heels of the guards
ascendi ng the steps ahead of himand the incessant chanting of the priests
on either side. He had lost all estimate of how high they had clinbed or
how far was still to go. He didn't dare | ook up. Endl ess steps; endl ess
steps; endl ess steps

"The King's disposition seens strangely agreeable if this Enlightener was

i ndeed his chosen repl acenent for you," Jaskillion nmurnured in Frennel ech's
ear. "I must confess ny expectation was that Eskenderom would intervene to
protect his protege when | heard of his return posthaste from Gornod."

"A protege who has exhausted his potential useful ness,” Frennel ech replied.
"And what surer way coul d Eskenderomfind than this to conceal all trace of
his involvenment in the plot so recently frustrated and, at the sane tine,
elimnate all risk of enbarrassing indiscretions and exposures in the
future? The snugness so evident upon the royal visage is not as deeply
seated as it appears, | feel, for it was agai nst Eskenderom s plan that the
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Lum ans elected to direct their magic, not ours. If these aliens are indeed
the god of which the Scribings speak, then | think we can feel safe in
claiming that He is with us."

Groork and his escorts had reached the I edge. A line of trunpeters al ong
the rear wall blasted a fanfare, and then everyone stood silently for what
seenmed an eternity while nore speeches were delivered inaudibly far

bel ow—del i berately intended, Groork was certain, to prolong his anguish. A
hush fell, and the Executioner advanced onto the narrow, tapering platform
that projected outward fromthe | edge and held up a full-size effigy of a
robeing. It was customary to comrence the proceedings with a dutmmy to test
the quality of the acids; it also added to the victinms' terror and
therefore hel ped excite the crowd. An expectant stillness descended over
the sea of upturned faces on the hill opposite. Very slowy, the

Executi oner pushed the dumy forward to the edge of the platform held it
steady for a few seconds, and then allowed it to tunble forward into space
A thunderous roar came up fromthe spectators and sustained itself for a
long tine. From where G oork was standing, he was unable to see what
happened. But he didn't have to; he'd seen executions before. After the
dummy, a succession of sacrificial animals was | ed forward and di spat ched,
one by one, fromthe platform Wth each the crowd grew wi | der.

And then the last of the animals was gone. Groork stared in horror at the
platform and felt hinself freeze. The priests had forned a solid wall

i medi ately behind, and to the rear the line of guards was cl osing up and
movi ng forward. The Executioner left the platformand renoved his |ong
|lance fromits stand beside an altar bearing fire, while behind G oork the
line of priests drewinto a semicircle that drove himoutward toward the
end of the tapering platform Then he was standing on a tiny island of ice
that seened to float high in the air, nothingness yawned in front of him
and on both sides. Goork's senses reeled. He recoiled instinctively from
the drop, but sonething sharp prodded himin the back. He | ooked back
desperately. The Executioner had | eveled his | ance, and behind himthe
stone-faced priests had closed ranks to the very edge of the platform
There was no way back.

CGoaded by another jab with the Iance, G oork tottered a step forward and
for the first tine found hinself |ooking straight down the sheer cliff

face. Far below, the acid vat was foam ng and boiling, with the last of the
animals still withing and convulsing in their death agonies. G oork shook
his head wildly in protest. This would serve no purpose. It would achieve
not hi ng. There was no point, no reason. |If he was going to die, he pleaded
inwardly, let it not be for no reason. "No!" he shouted. "This is not the
Lifemaker's will. This is savagery! This—=

"Know all ye here that in this way shall all heretics and bl aspheners
perish!" the Executioner shouted, and |unged hard with the | ance. The
| andscape wheel ed around himas G oork pitched forward i nto enptiness.
Brilliant violet lights flared in the sky above, but G oork didn't see
them A roar of voices rose to neet him He felt hinself scream but
couldn't hear. Land and sky spun together.

And in the sane instant, sonething pointed and streanl i ned swooped down
fromthe clouds above the clifftop

"Four-zero-zero on vertical boost. Gme nore flaps!"
"That's one through four at full. Take it down! Take it down!"
"Harder to starboard! Faster with that |ine, Joe!"

"I't's at max now."
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"You've got it. Easy, easy! Coming round fine. Hold that turn, Carissa
Hold that turn!”

As the flyer dived out of the blackness and banked into the full glare of
the light fromthe flares, the net trailing on a line fromits rear
portside door swung out in a wide arc and scooped the tunbling figure of
Moses fromthe air. The tangle of robot and net dipped | ow to sw ng past
the base of the cliff, rose again |ike a pendulum and then swng back in a
wide, rising curve as the flyer began to lift again. The return trajectory
carried back up to the | edge, where robots were running to and fro in
confusion and waving things in the air, with a fewpresunably the

radi osensitive types that Dave Crookes had specul ated about—withing
around on the fl oor under the close-range influence of the flyer's mapping
radar. Lower down, visible at the edge of the gl ow being generated by the
flares, the hillside opposite the cliff seemed to be alive with deranged
figures waving, running hither and thither, and throw ng thenselves to the
ground in all manner of agitation and conmotion

Then the sw nging net caught on a construction of steel girders standing at
one end of the | edge, and the line tightened. Joe Fellburg, who was with
Drew West in the flyer's opened aft conpartnment—both of themsuited up, as
were all the flyer's occupants—rashed the w ndi ng mechanisminto neutral,
and the power wi nch whined in protest as it was jerked abruptly into
reverse. "We're caught!" Fellburg yelled. "Level out and slacken it off for
chri ssakes!"

"Back it off, Carissal" Wst shouted, and Cl arissa slamed into reverse
thrust, throw ng everyone violently forward against their restraining
harnesses. The line went taut, yanking the winch off its nounting and
trapping the line in a mess of crushed supports, buckled floorplates, and a
sei zed wi nding drum "The winch is wecked!" Fellburg shouted.
"Bverything's screwed up!"

In the copilot's seat, Abaquaan increased vertical boost to provide lift
while Clarissa slowed frantically and banked into a tight turn to take the
strain off the line. "Christ, those missiles!" Abaquaan yelled. "W can't

hang around here. You'll have to cut the line."

Zambendorf fought his way uphill across the tilted floor and pulled hinself
into the aft conpartnent. "W can't give up now," he bellowed. "W've got
him Drew, give ne the end of that auxiliary Iine and then reel nme out. |I'm

goi ng down there to attach a magnetic grab."
"You can't go down there, Karl," Fellburg protested.
"There isn't time to argue. Gve ne that line."

Fell burg clipped the auxiliary line to Zanbendorf's harness, then took a
rigger's tool belt fromthe doorway | ocker and attached it over his own
suit. "You're crazy, but you'll still need sone help," he said. "I'm com ng
too. "

"Get right above the net and steady up, Carissa,"” Wst called over the
intercom "Karl and Joe are going down with a magnet."

Bel ow, the Kroaxian crowd was in pandenonium All had seen the mracle of
the heavenly beast descending to preserve the Enlightener as the diff of
Judgnent delivered its verdict, and the fal se priests who had condemmed him
being smtten to the ground by the Lifemaker's wath. Once before had the
Enl i ght ener preached the true Wrd to the people in the marketpl ace, and
the people had ridiculed him but such was his wi sdom and forebearance that
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in place of anger or retribution, he had chosen this way to open their eyes
to the light, and to denonstrate the powerl essness of the priests before
him This tine the people would listen and be grateful for the mercy that
had been shown them

"Indeed the Enlightener teaches the true Word of the Lifemaker!" they
cried. "W shall not kill. W shall not enslave. W shall not be enslaved."

"Down with the false priests who teach hatred!"
"Down with the King and his ministers who wage war!"

The roaring of the voices was swollen even | ouder as the first contingent
of the returning Kroaxian army cane round the hill and joined in.

"W have returned to unseat the tyrant! W shall not kill!"
"Al'l Carthogi ans are our brothers!"

"See, the Enlightener awaits us and has converted the citizens of Pergassos
as he prom sed! Praise the Enlightener!"”

The citizens how ed | ouder, and the crowd began closing in around the
dignitaries' enclosure.

"Qur soldiers have returned fromthe Meracasi ne. Indeed has the Enlightener
spoken truly!"

"Qut with Eskenderom "

"Qut with Frennel ech!”

"No nore shall we cringe beneath the heels of tyrants!"
"No nore shall we trenble at the words of charlatans!”
"Qut with them Qut with them™”

In the canopied enclosure, all was chaos as priests and courtiers,
officials and dignitaries, counselors and mnisters dashed backward,
forward, and in circles shouting for guards to close ranks and for servants
to fetch mounts. In the niddle of the panic, Eskenderom and Frennel ech
collided. "Traitor!" Eskenderom screaned into the High Priest's face. "Thou
holy vernin! Sunp sludge! Wat bargain didst thou conclude with thy aliens
that they should cheat nme thus?"

"1?" Frennel ech how ed, outraged. "I?—thou royal enetic! Thou pox-blistered
di scharge vent! It is through thy contract with the sky-devils that they
have defrauded net"

"What sayest thou? Is this spectacle not thy final triunph that shall take
away nmy crown and renove nme fromny real n?"

"Nay. What gi bberish dost thou prattle? Is it not the fruitful consummation
of thy design to pronpbte this inposter, thy creation, before the people and
thence to subordinate to royal conmmand all authority hitherto invested in
my office?"

Eskender om shook his head. "Wyuld I, by nmy orders to ny handpi cked agent,
command the disintegration of ny own arnmy? What kind of priest's babbling
is this?"

Eskender om st ared at Frennel ech; Frennel ech stared at Eskenderom Both
arrived at the sane conclusion at the sanme instant.
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"Zounds! Egad! Forsooth!" Eskenderom shrieked. "I see it nowthe aliens
have outwitted us both! W have been betrayed!" He raised his fists high in
the air. "Arghh! The | eaching-tank scum The drain-filter dregs! I'Il have
at them 1'Il smear their jelly bodies across the valley of Gornod.

Mornmorel, rally the guard and let us ride nowto the canp of the alien
deceivers. Al who value honor and dignity, follow nme! And if we be bl asted
to rivets and strewn across the deserts, then at least it will be said that
we were dismantled gloriously. To Gornod!"

"Have the equerry fetch the nounts," Frennelech called to Jaskillion
"Muster the Palace Guard and tell themwe will ride with the King to the
val l ey of Gornod to avenge this alien treachery. If the nation of Kroaxia
is to be rent asunder by outworlders' stratagem its final episode of glory
shal | not be Eskenderomis al one. To Gornod!"

Then the voices of the crowmd rose to a crescendo. "Angels! See, angels are
descendi ng! Shining angel s descend fromthe heavens!"

Above, two figures were |owering toward the Enlightener, who had returned
to the execution | edge after casting himself forth and allowing his fall to
be miracul ously intercepted, and was now gi vi ng thanks at the sacred tree
opposite the top of the stairway. The creature from heaven was wat chi ng
down over themprotectively, and at the far end of the | edge, the guard
commander seemed to be trying to reorganize his cringing soldiers.

"How i s he?" Zanmbendorf barked, struggling to maintain equilibriumon the
wildly swinging |line. The Taloids on the | edge had scattered fromthe
falling cable when Drew West cut the line to the net from above, and seened
to be keeping their distance.

"Can't tell," Fellburg answered. "He seens out of it. The net's all caught
up in this junk. W'll have to cut himout."

Zambendorf worked frantically to draw in the magnetic clanmp on another line
whil e Fel |l burg hacked into the net with a pair of |ong-handled cutters.
"What's the score?" West's voice said over the intercomfromthe flyer.

"All a mess—Joe's cutting Mses out,'
the generator hooked up yet, Drew?"

Zanbendorf answered breathlessly. "Is

"Ready when you are."

"Hurry it up down there,"” Abaquaan's voice said on the circuit.

"Wat ch out behind you," d arissa warned.

Zanmbendorf | ooked round and saw that sone of the Tal oids seened to have
recovered and were coming across the | edge, brandishing objects that | ooked
i ke weapons. "Get a nove on, Joe," he shouted, and braced hinself agai nst
the girders with his | egs and one armwhile helping to pull pieces of
netting away with the other

"That's it," Fellburg call ed.

"Ht the switch, Drew" Zanbendorf shouted. "C arissa, take it up! Take it
up!" Current flowed through the cable, and the flyer rose to take up the
slack. At the sane tinme Zanbendorf and Fellburg were lifted away as West
began to haul in the lines. Just as Mses swung clear of the girders, the
other Tal oi ds rushed forward and were instantly caught by the magnetic
field to forma dai sy-chain of six or seven figures joined head-to-toe,
head-to-toe in a string extending to the ground. They hung convul sing

hel pl essly as the field passing through their skins played havoc with their
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internal circuitry.
"Ch shit," Fellburg nmoaned m serably.

"Hold it, hold it!" Zanbendorf shouted in his helnet, "They're stuck."

"l can't cut the current,"” Wst called down. "W'd | ose Mdses. Jeez, what a

screw up!"

"Let us down again. Drew, about ten feet," Zanbendorf ordered. "Joe, we'll
have to grab hi mand hope we can hold on."

They came back down, and a few seconds later Fellburg's voice said, "I've
got one arm Are you okay there on the other side, Karl?"

"Ckay, " Zanmbendorf yelled. "We've got him Cut it now, Drew. " West threw a
switch to deactivate the magnet, and the chain of Taloids fell apart into
bodi es dropping all over the | edge anong their terrified coll eagues.

"We've got him" Fellburg shouted. "Clarissa, let's get the hell outta
here." As the flyer at last lifted away, a wench that had al nost been

di sl odged froma loop in Fellburg's tool belt fell away into the darkness
beneat h.

Far bel ow, the crowd had seen the High Priest's Pal ace Guards snatched up
into the air and scattered |ike playthings, and the Enlightener being borne
away triunphantly by the angels. As he departed to join the Lifenaker, he
sent something tunbling dowmn to the nmultitude gathered at the bottom of the
cliff. Figures rushed forward frenziedly to pick up the sacred synbol and
hold it high for all the faithful to see. "A sign! A sign! W have been
given a sign! Behold the formthat has been given us to mark the Day of
Mracles!"

"Behol d the sign! Behold the sign!"
"W are saved! W are saved!"

From one side of the dignitaries' enclosure, nost of which had by now been
overrun, a ragged body of riders conprising the King, the H gh Priest, and
a couple of hundred or so of their loyal followers and guards broke through
the crowmd and departed at full gallop amid jeers, catcalls, and a barrage
of rocks and assorted other m ssiles.

Meanwhi | e, hi gh above the craggy ridge rising behind the cliff, the flyer
cane out of the top of the cloudbank and streaked for the safety of the
di stant nount ai ns.

37

A TENSE ATMOSPHERE HUNG OVER THE EMERGENCY MEETI NG THAT had been called in
the Directors' Conference Roomon the top floor of the NASO Building in
Washi ngton, D.C. Sanuel Dul aney, the NASO president, was sitting in the
center on one side of the |long, polished-mahogany table, with Walter Conl on
and Warren Taylor fromthe North American Division on one side of him and
two European representatives on the other; facing themwere Burton Ranel son
and Gregory Buhl from GSEC, Robert Fairl ey—Ranel son's nephew fromthe GSEC
affiliate New York Merchant Bank, and two of the consultants who had been
involved in negotiating the funding for the Orion mssion. Phillip Berness,
the U S. secretary of state and Julius Gorsche fromhis department were
sitting clustered around one end of the table with Kevin Waley, the
presidential aide, and an advisor on international relations fromthe

Eur opean Parli anent.
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Wal ter Conlon held up the sheet of paper that constituted one of his npst

dammi ng pi eces of evidence, copies of which he had already circul ated, and
stabbed at it with a finger of his other hand. It was a reproduction of a
docunent that had been faked on instructions from Caspar Lang for Thelma's
benefit; but Gerold Massey hadn't known it was a fake when he prepared an

urgent comuni cation for transm ssion fromthe Oion, and neither did

Conlon. "It says right here in black and white, itemfive—Antiaircraft
m ssile, short-range, actively guided, infantry-launched. Mdel |LAAM 27
[F, Mark 4, "Banshee." Quantity: 24 . . .' And itens six and seven call for

twel ve dummy war heads, normally used for training, and twelve |live ones."
Conl on | owered the paper and sent a challenging | ook round the table. "Wat
could be clearer than that? Those weapons were shi pped down to the Paduans
at a time when it was known full well that Earthpeople were at large in a
purl oi ned surface | ander, and likely to show up in the very area where

t hose weapons woul d be depl oyed. The inplications don't have to be spelled
out. This amounts to nothing |less than attenpted nurder."

Buhl | ooked along the table at Berness. "Something like this couldn't have
been agreed wi thout Dan Leaherney know ng about it," he insisted. "Wat in
CGod' s name coul d have possessed hin? | can't afford to see GSEC s name
linked to this kind of thing if it ever becomes public know edge." In other
words, the mission was technically under political direction, and the
corporation nmen were already preparing thenselves fireproof boxes to junp

i nto.

Ber ness shook his head. "I can't explainit, Geg. It goes beyond all the
gui delines. | don't know what in hell's been going on out there."
"You, er . . . you still haven't told us how you conme to have this document

in your possession," Robert Fairley said, hoping to ease the strain by
si det r acki ng.

"How | got it doesn't nake any difference," Conlon replied tightly. "It's a
reproduction of part of a | oading manifest for one of the shuttles sent
down to Padua base fromthe Oion. Wiy we should be shippi ng weapons down

there to enable the Taloids to kill each other nore effectively is a big
enough question in itself, but the only purpose of the particular ones |'ve
just indicated can be to kill peopl e—eur people."”

Dul aney, the NASO chi ef, gnawed at his knuckle for a few seconds | onger,
straightened up in his chair, then pushed hinself back, |ooked up at the

ot hers, and shook his head decisively. "I thought we were just giving token
support to the ruler of a small country that's having insurgency problens."
He shook his head again and pointed at the sheet of paper still in Conlon's
hand. "But that?—Fhat's enough to start a war! | nean, what in hell are our
people there playing at? | can't | et NASO even be suspected of condoning
anything like that. Qur involvenent covers getting the Orion to Saturn and
back, and the scientific research prograns that we're comnitted to. We're
not responsible for the mssion's diplomtic and econom ¢ policies, and
can't pronmise to be supportive of themin any official capacity or public
statenment." What he neant was that if he didn't back Conlon on this one,
Conl on would go straight to the nmedia and to hell with the consequences.

One of the European NASO representatives next to Dul aney nodded. " That
woul d have to be our position also."

"But what kind of policy are Leaherney's people trying to carry out?"

anot her European asked fromthe far end. "Fromwhat Conlon said it sounded
as if they were equipping a full-scale Taloid invasion. That's not token
support. It's blatant power-politicking—eddling in alien affairs. Wo
sanctioned anything |ike that?"
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"Does it matter?" Julius Gorsche asked. "It seens they managed to turn the
whol e thing into a fiasco anyway."

"It matters to me that the name of our government stands to be associ ated
wi th whatever their next antic mght be," the European replied coldly.

Beness spread his hands. "I don't know. Maybe the strain of being in charge
of a mission that big, for that long a tinme, that far fromEarth, is
greater than anyone thought,” he said. "But | can assure you, gentlenen,
that the events that have been described are not conpatible with any policy
of the United States governnent. They nust be a result either of sone
aberration involving the personnel del egated operational authority at

Titan, or of a msinterpretation of our instructions. It goes w thout
saying that further investigation of the matter will be initiated

i medi ately."

Li es, Burton Ranel son thought to hinself as he |istened. You knew what the
policies were, and you allowed your tacit approval to be understood, just
like the rest of us. Typically, everyone was surreptitiously sharpening the
hatchets in anticipation of a possible bloodletting, and at the sane tine
trying their rubber gloves for size to show all clean hands afterward. But
Ranel son hadn't yet been panicked into |osing sight of the magnitude of
what was at stake. He wondered if there might yet be a way of repairing the
damage done and getting everything back on course. If so, it would best
serve his purpose to see the Orion's managenent exonerated and their
reputability preserved, for despite whatever had gone wong with the plan
to assert Terran influence by aiding the Paduans—and Ranel son had
suspicions that a lot nore than net the eye could have been behind

that +they were all loyal and capable, and would not be easily repl aced.
Ranel son needed nore tine to collect the facts on what had really happened
at Titan, and was reluctant to commit hinmself to a hasty judgment. His
response for now would therefore be neutral, he decided, but the
circunstances would not allow any nore bungling. One nore mscalculation in
the handling of the Paduan situation would be enough to lead himto

concl ude that Leaherney's team was beyond redenpti on, and to enbark on

what ever course of action would best protect his own interests and keep his
reputation intact.

Having clarified his thoughts on the matter, he began, "I have to agree
that on the face of it, these are alarm ng allegations. But they are, when
all is said and done, just that and no nore—all egations. Before we allow
ourselves to be stanpeded into a witch-hunt, I would |ike to propose that—=

At that nonment a tone sounded fromthe chairnman's consol e recessed into the
tabl e before Dul aney.

"Excuse nme, Burton," Dulaney said. "Calls aren't supposed to be put through
unl ess extrenely urgent. |'d better take this." He | ooked down and touched
a button bel ow the | evel of the table. "Yes, Bob?"

"Sorry to interrupt, Sam but we've just had sonething through fromTitan
that | thought you'd want to hear about since it concerns the neeting. It
cane through from General Vantz about ten mnutes ago, via his

Comuni cations O ficer."

"What is it, Bob?" Dul aney asked. He turned a knob to increase the vol une,
and the others in the roomsat forward in their chairs to listen.

"There's been sone kind of god-awful commotion down in Padua city that
culmnated in Henry and a couple of hundred other Tal oids' getting so
screamng nmad that they went galloping off to take out the Terran base
there with their bare hands. Nobody on the ship ever saw anything like it
before. ™"
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"Christ, that's terrible!" Dul aney excl ai med. "What happened to thenf"

"Ch, they're okay," Bob's voice answered. "Qur guys at the base saw them

com ng on the recce scopes and got the hell out. The base was evacuat ed—ef
personnel, anyhow-+it seens they left a | ot of equipnent behind. Mist have
been a real panic."

"Who was in charge down there?" Dul aney asked, di smayed.

"Caspar Lang and Graud. They got away in one of the mlitary landers with
the last of the garrison, but they hadn't arrived back at the Oion when
the message was transmtted. Apparently they weren't being very

communi cative, so no one was too sure exactly what had happened. W're
standing by for an update."”

Dul aney frowned to hinself for a second or two. "If they've been kicked out
of Padua and we don't even have a base there anynore, it neans the whole
Paduan program just cane apart at the seans.”

"I know-that's why | thought you ought to hear about it," Bob said

"Any nore?" Dul aney asked.

"Not for now. Shall | call through there again when we get the next
bul I etin?"

"Yes, do that. Thanks, Bob. I'Il talk to you later." Dul aney cut the cal
and | ooked up at the nunmb faces across the table. "Well, | guess you all

heard that. It sounds as if they've really screwed up this tinme. Let's wait
and see what comes through next. " H's eyes canme back to Ranel son.
"Anyhow, in the neantine, where were we? You were just about to say
sonething, | think, Burton."

Ranel son emtted a |long, renorseful sigh. "I agree with Phil,"'
"The nost charitable view we can take is to attribute it all to
psychol ogi cal breakdown within the mssion's directorate, caused by a

combi nation of high stress, excessive demands of responsibility, and
totally unforeseen effects of the renote extraterrestrial environnent. It's
i mperative that the situation be renmedi ed i medi ately, before we run into
any further nisadventures. My proposals are therefore as follows:..."

he replied.

38

CAPTAI N MASON OF THE U.S. SPECI AL FORCES ACKNOW.EDGED THE cal |l on the
moni t or panel inside the guardroom of the mmin perineter gatehouse at Genoa
Base One.

"Tal oid riders and vehicl es approaching the gate, sir," the voice of Pfc.
Caronetti reported fromthe searchlight post on the upper level. "Some of
the passengers appear to be Terrans." At the sane nonent the screen in
front of Mason came to life to show the view being picked up by a rooftop
camera. A procession of wal ki ng wagons and nount ed Tal oi ds was approachi ng
al ong the broad avenue between steel lattices, girderwork franes, and

pi pe-draped processing tanks that led fromthe city. The pace was sl ow and
easy, giving no cause for alarm

"1 wonder what the hell this is,” Mason nuttered over his shoulder to
Petrakof f, the guard sergeant.

"Five' 11 get you ten it's Zanmbendorf and his people showing up at |ast,"
Pet r akof f sai d.
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Mason stared at the screen for a few seconds | onger, and then nodded. "Yeah

you're probably right, Jan. You'd better alert the Base Conmander.
Call three nore of the guys out front and get them hel neted up on standby.
I"mgoing outside to join Pierce and Macnally and find out what's
happeni ng. "

In the first of the open carriages behind the advance guard of Genoese
caval ry, Zanmbendorf was sitting between Abaquaan and Arthur, facing Glileo
and Moses, who had their backs to the raised platformsupporting the seats
of the two Tal oid coachmen. The rest of the teamwas in the second carriage
wi th Leonardo, the Genoese mapmaker, and Lancel ot, Arthur's knight who had
brought Galileo out of Padua. Various aides and officials fromArthur's
court followed in the train behind, which included Leonardo's famly, Lord
Nel son, and a representative contingent of Druids.

The advance guard energed into the clear area in front of the nmain gate
through the perineter fence of Genoa Base, and nonents |ater a searchlight
beam swung round to illumnate the procession in brilliant white and
transformthe surrounding structures into ghostly skel etons of stee
standi ng out vividly against the background darkness.

"I don't see Tango Baker Two anywhere," Abaquaan said, turning in his seat
to scan the i mmense, squat, stubby-w nged forns of the surface |anders,
parked amid floodlit clutters of service gantries, maintenance platforns,
cargo hoists, and access ranps on the far side of the fence. "Andy and the
boys must have gone back up to the ship already."

"Well, at least they should have cone out of it all with their noses
cl ean," Zanbendorf answered.

"Let's hope so."

After snatching Mses fromthe cliff at Padua, Zanbendorf had decided to
fly directly to Canelot, Arthur's residence, to deliver Mses safely into
the CGenoese care and reunite himwith his brother, Galileo, before the team
gave itself up to the Terran authorities at Genoa Base. The Genoese had

i nsi sted, however, on nmeking the occasion one for all Kkinds of elaborate
farewell formalities which had involved seenmingly half the Taloids in the
country, and the team had renmined there, resting and eating in the flyer,
for fully twenty-four hours. To mininize the risk of the proceedings' being
distastefully interrupted, the team had naintained a strict conmunications
bl ackout, omitting even to contact Massey and Thel ma, since a genui ne

i gnorance of the teanml s whereabouts would be less likely to conprom se
their position in the face of questioning by Leaherney's people. Finally,
to round everything off in style, Arthur had proposed a grand procession
across the city to carry the teamto the Terran base; not wishing to risk
unwittingly giving any of fense, Zanbendorf had accepted the offer, |eaving
the flyer parked in Arthur's rear courtyard to be collected later by its
rightful owners

It had been a good try, Zanbendorf thought to hinself, and even if in the
final part of it all they hadn't succeeded in rendering Padua completely
harm ess, at |east the nation of Genoa had been kept intact for the tinme
being. He could only hope that the teams gesture would attract enough
attention to cause the mssion's directors to have second thoughts about
the whol e question of Terran-Taloid relationships, and hopefully would
stimul ate a nore enlightened outl ook anbng the policymakers on Earth. And
if it turned out that he had soured his backers and pronoters sufficiently
to permanently inpair his career, then that was just too bad. He had stood
by the principles that mattered on his own scal e of values and had achi eved
somet hing that he believed worthwhile. He had done as much as anyone coul d
have, and the future could take its course. He had no regrets.
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"See how brightly the violet halos shine around the Lum an flying-ships,"
Kl ei ppur said frombeside the Wearer. "Dost thou still see themas magic
beasts sent from heaven, G oork?"

Groork shook his head. "Nor the Lum ans as angels. \What nore dismal a
prospect could be imagined than that all the universe's know edge coul d be
contained in one ancient book? Nothing new to discover? Nothing nore to be
| earned? Never again the excitenment of exploring the unknown? How pathetic
is the future that some would wi sh upon thensel ves!"

"Your future, at least, prom ses to be a busy one," Thirg said. "The
answers to the questions that | hear you asking now wi |l not spin
thensel ves into skeins of words as effortlessly as before, however, |
fear."

"Maybe so, but thou shalt see that ny energies are undimnished, and the
mystic's passion is not quenched but merely redirected,"” G oork replied
confidently.

"The application of this industriousness to the studies into which thou
hast declared intent to launch thyself will showinteresting results
i ndeed, if nmy prognostications serve ne well," Kleippur coment ed.

"l do not doubt it," Thirg said, sighing. He still hadn't recovered fully
fromthe astoni shnent with which he had | earned of Groork's escapades in
the Meracasi ne and at Pergassos, and his even greater anmazenent at
observing his brother transforned into a staunch advocate of the nethods of
impartial questioning and objective inquiry. Now that G oork had flown
through the sky, his |atest passion was to view firsthand the other worlds
that Thirg had told himabout, and he had been pestering the Warer for an
opportunity to go on one of the voyages that the Lunian flying-ships nade
to the Great Ship beyond the sky.

As for Carthogia, while the threat fromthe Kroaxi ans had been tenporarily
extingui shed, the longer-termfuture was far less certain. The issuing to
Eskender om of weapons sufficiently potent to have deterred the Warer from
honoring his pledge to G oork seemed to confirmthat the Lum an king was
firmy committed to pronoting rivalry anong the Robian nations in order to
obtain their dependency and ultimately their conplete subjugation. It was
unlikely, therefore, that Kleippur would see his realmfree to determ ne
its own destiny; the Lumi an conditions for supplying the weapons that

Cart hogi a needed woul d doubtl ess entail sacrifice of its independence just
as surely as woul d conquest by a reconstituted Kroaxian arny at sone | ater
dat e.

On the other hand, it seened that despite their arts and their skills, the
Lum ans were as divided anong thensel ves as the royal houses and the clergy
of Kroaxia and Serethgin. There were other, nore powerful kings in Lum a
than the king who ruled the Great Ship, the Warer had said, and the Lum an
system of governnment constrained the actions of its kings, making themvery
much subject to the approval of their citizens. The Wearer's many friends
who hel d positions of high office in the trades guilds of Lum an town
criers and heral ds would spread the news far and wi de of the Warer's
willingness to anger the Great Ship's king and face inprisonnent in protest
against Robia's treatnment. That the Wearer and his followers had chosen to
defy the Great Ship's king and were willing to face inprisonnent upon their
return was evidence that integrity and high noral principle were not
unknown anong Lunmi ans, and that was grounds enough for hope. Kl eippur,
therefore, characteristically conming to the conclusion that all was not
necessarily lost, had refused to allow his capacity for action to be
weakened by an unduly pessimstic outlook and braced hinself to face the
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future with fortitude and the resolve to nmake the best he could of such
opportunities for bettering his situation as m ght present thenselves. And
a better exanple than that to nodel his own attitude on, he wouldn't find
anywhere, Thirg had deci ded.

Three figures in Terran mlitary suits wal ked forward fromthe gate as the
procession drew up. "Well, | suppose this is it, Oto," Zanmbendorf said.
"Thank Arthur and his people again for their hospitality and tell themit
m ght be a while, but I"'msure we'll be back to see them agai n sonetine."
Abaquaan rel ayed the nessage via the transnogrifier, and Arthur responded
in like vein. darissa, Vernon, Wst, and Fellburg came forward fromthe
second carriage, and after a final round of handshakes and sal utati ons,
Zambendorf turned to face the three soldiers waiting patiently behind him
"Thank you for the courtesy, er . . . Captain, isn't it? Well, everyone's
accounted for. We're all yours."

"Captain Mason, Special Forces," a voice replied. The figure wearing a
captain's insignia peered at the nanetag on Zanbendorf's suit and at the
tags of the two others nearest him "You are Zanbendorf and his people, |
take it."

"OfF course we are. Wo else did you expect to cone wandering in fromthe
surface of Titan?"

"It's good to see you back. A lot of people were getting worried." Behind
Mason, several soldiers |left the guardhouse to open the gate, and anot her
group of figures was approaching fromthe base adm nistration buil ding.

"Well, aren't you supposed to arrest us or sonething?" Zanbendorf said.

"No," Mason answered. "l guess you' re naybe gonna have to answer a few
questions about stealing that |ander, but you probably had your reasons ..
I don't know. Anyhow, we don't have any orders that say anything about
arresting anybody. The Base Conmander should be on his way here now. He'l
know a | ot nore than | do."

Zambendorf blinked with surprise at the mldness of the reception. "This is
amazing," he murrmured, nmore to the others with himthan to Mason. "1'd have
t hought Leaherney woul d have been nore upset about what happened to Henry's
army. In a way | feel quite disappointed.”

"Maybe we didn't achieve as nmuch as we thought,"” Abaquaan sai d uneasily.

"Even Caspar Lang wasn't bothered? | figured he'd be apopleptic," darissa
sai d.

Mason | ooked puzzl ed behind his faceplate. "What does it have to do with
then?" he asked. "They're all out—finished. General Vantz is in charge of
the mission now. "

"Qut?" Zanbendorf repeated incredul ously. "Who? Wen? How?"

"Leaherney, Graud, Lang," Mson told them "I guess a whole heap of crud
finally hit the fan somewhere back hone. A directive canme through to the
Orion about twelve, naybe fourteen hours ago, relieving them of comand,
effective i mediately, and putting the mission under full NASO control
They upset the Tal oi ds over at Padua sonehow and got their asses kicked
outta the base there—snusta had sonething to do with that. Anyhow, here's
Mackeson, the base chief, now"

The group frominside the base arrived and began to usher Zanbendorf's
party through the gate. "Harold Mackeson, NASO-&enoa Base Commander, " the
nmost prom nent anmong them announced in an English accent. "G ad to see
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you're all safe. Welcome back again. Wen it started | ooking as if you
m ght have had an accident, O Flynn finally owed up about the flyer. Do
you know, he'd been faking the log all the tine and nobody nissed
it—extraordi nary! We've been calling you nonstop, but heard no reply. Is
the flyer okay?"

"Yes, and not far from here," Zanbendorf said as they all began to walk
toward the adm nistration building. "I gather there have been some
changes. "

"Ch, you wouldn't believe the ruckus: Graud and Lang getting thrown out of
Padua; the base there bei ng abandoned; Leaherney's whole teamout on their
ear ... There's been nore going on than in all the tine the Orion's been in
orbit."

"What happened at Padua?" Zambendorf asked.

"Well, Henry's gone, with his chief priest and just about all the others
that G raud and Conpany were dealing with," Mackeson replied. "It seens the
Paduan Tal oi ds had sone kind of revolution and got rid of the whol e bunch.
Vant z—he's in charge now-has sent down an exploratory team who have
managed to rmake contact with the new | eaders that seemto be energing from
it all."

"What started this revolution, or whatever it was?" Abaquaan asked.

"I don't know if you heard about it, but sone kind of new, nonviolent
religion broke out suddenly anong the Druids, then becane all the rage in
Henry's arny and nessed up his invasion plans . . . sonething to do with
sone Tal oi d nmessi ah who appeared out of nowhere. Well, apparently this
messiah and his religion finally found their way to Padua. Result—eut with
Henry, and out with our arns-dealers. To be honest with you, old boy, |
can't say I'mall that sorry to hear it either."

Zambendorf stopped wal ki ng abruptly. Mickeson halted a split second |ater
and | ooked back with a puzzl ed expression. "Wat was that again?"
Zambendorf said. "Wat's happened with the Paduans?"

"A newreligion is sweeping the whole country,"” Mackeson answered. "They
say everybody's equal, they won't kill, they won't fight wars, and they've
told us where to shove our weapons."

Zanmbendorf swal | owed hard. The formnmula sounded very faniliar. "If that's
true, then the Paduans aren't very likely to try attacking Genoa again," he
sai d.

Mackeson snorted. "Oh, fromwhat |'ve heard, you can put any thoughts |ike
that conpletely out of your head, old chap. The Genoese are their brothers
now. Everyone's their brother. They aren't going to be attacki ng anybody."

Gasps of surprise were audible fromthe rest of Zanbendorf's party. "MWy
God! Do you know what this nmeans? ..." Zanbendorf | ooked back toward the
gate, where the Tal oids were standing and watching, their hands lifted in a
final salute. He | ooked back at Mackeson, waved his arns excitedly, and

poi nted. "That's Arthur and his advisors. The nessiah's there too, with his
brother. They don't know about any of this yet. W have to tell them"

"What ?" Mackeson sounded bemused. "That' s absurd. How could a messiah
cause all that fuss and not know about it? Be sensible old boy, please."

"It would take too long to explain now, " Zanbendorf said. "But we have to
tell them It's inmportant. Cone on, Oto." Wthout waiting for an answer,
he turned and marched back in the direction of the gate. Abaquaan started
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after himwi th the transnogrifier

"Wait," Mackeson called over the radio. They stopped and | ooked back
"Trying to communicate it all to the Tal oids through just that box woul d be
a hell of a tedious business,” Mickeson said. He waved an armto indicate
an open extension built onto the end of the adnministration building just
ahead. "That annex is our neeting roomfor Taloid talks, and comuni cations
equiprment is installed there. W'd get along a lot faster if we brought
Arthur and his friends inside where we can show them sone pictures too."

"That sounds good," Zanbendorf agreed. Abaquaan nodded, and they started
wal ki ng back agai n.

Mackeson switched his suit radio to another channel. "Mackeson to Captain
Mason at the gate. Bring the Taloids there inside, would you, and have them
escorted to the adm n bl ock annex. Also put a call through to the duty
controller and have the lights switched on in the annex and a couple of
conmmuni cations techs suited up and sent out. It looks as if we're going to
have an i npronptu conference."

Fifteen minutes |ater, Zambendorf was standing in the center of a m xed
group of Terrans and Tal oi ds inside the annex, staring w de-eyed and
speechl ess at the scene being transmtted from a NASO reconnai ssance drone
hovering over Padua city. It was a tel escopic view of an evidently wld
procession that stretched fromone end of the city to the other. Thousands
of Tal oids were involved, festively dressed, singing, dancing, waving
pennants, bearing banners, and playing musical instruments. The ecstasy and
rejoicing could be felt fromthe pictures.

But nost astoni shing was the shape that seened to be the centerpiece of the
whol e cel ebration, which was being pulled along on a large, elaborately
decorated and draped, nobile platformby several dozen Tal oi ds fanned out
ahead and hauling lines. As best Zanbendorf could estimate fromthe size of
the Tal oids noving al ongside, it stood about ten feet high and seened to be
fashi oned fromsone netal that gave it a reddish hue. There could be no

m staking what it represented: It was a wench—an i mense, painstakingly
rendered, replica of a standard tool box wench. And i medi ately behind the
pl atform bearing the Sacred Wench, a huge banner was being carried on
which were written crudely but recognizably the nystic synbols U S
GOVERNMENT.

"CGood heavens! Did we do that?" Zanbendorf said disbelievingly.

"Those are the guys that Arthur was so worried about?" Joe Fell burg asked
in a weak voice. "He doesn't have any problens now It's all over down
there. ™

Abaquaan shook his head dazedly. "I'mnot seeing this. Sonebody tell ne it
isn't real."

"Wel |, Caspar Lang told Karl way back that he wanted himto sell Mdses in
Padua, " Drew West rem nded everybody. He shrugged and tossed out his hands.
"So he got what he want ed—Mbses went over real big. Is it our fault if
Caspar m scal cul ated the effects?"

"That sure was sone act, Karl," Vernon conplinmented. "You know, | don't
think even Gerry could top that one."

Clarissa | ooked at the screen again and winkled her nose. "And before
anyone tells the president, the answer's positively no," she told
everybody. "There's no way |'mgonna try a repeat perfornance over
Moscow—ust no way!"
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Thirg, Kleippur, and Goork exchanged awed | ooks. "Do | understand this
news correctly?" Kleippur said. "The Wearer is not to be inprisoned?

Al ready word of the injustices of the Great Ship's king have reached the
m ghtier kings of Lum a, and they have sent orders by which he and his
|i eutenants have been di smi ssed?"

Thirg nodded slowly. "Now, nethinks, we see the Wearer's plan unfolding in
its entirety,"” he said. "Carthogia saved and free fromfurther threat of

nmol est ati on; Eskenderom and Frennel ech undone; Kroaxia pacified and reduced
to harnml essness within a single bright; . . . and now within the Lum an
house itself, the woul d-be architects of havoc exposed and vanqui shed.

I ndeed these are powerful chanpions that good fortune hath appoi nted as our
allies."

"Carthogia shall be free to pursue its quest for know edge, and its borders
shal | be always open to true inquirers fromall nations," Kleippur

decl ared. "Thus shall the works of all be concerted, our resources directed
to enterprises of constructiveness, and one day robeings shall, through
their own dilligence and inventiveness, find Lunmia and the other shining
wor | ds beyond the sky."

"And the nations |ike Kroaxia, whose collective understanding will require
time yet before it is mature, have been provided with a harml ess
di straction which will predi spose them nmeanwhile in thought and deed toward

reasonabl eness and tol erance,” G oork said. "W nust be careful to ensure
that our acquiring of Lum an knowl edge is paralleled by the cultivation of
a conpar abl e nmeasure of such Lum an wi sdom "

"So it shall be," Kleippur assured him

Eventual ly the two groups repeated their farewells, this tinme anid a
lighter, nore exuberant nood than had prevail ed previously. The Terrans
entered the airlock at the rear of the annex, and Zanbendorf turned in the
outer door to send a | ast wave back to the Tal oi ds before passing through
into the adm nistration building proper, where the first thing everybody
did was get out of their EV suits in the | ock antechanber. Then, feeling
reborn, they nmoved out through the far door to return to the wonderfu
worl d of bright, airy corridors, people in shirt-sleeves and sl acks, the
snel |l of canteen food and the clatter of cutlery, the sounds of shoes on
met al stairways, and piped nusic in the restroons.

"Just think of it," Abaquaan said to Zanmbendorf as they foll owed Mackeson
and one of his officers to be officially checked into the base. "A hot
bat h, clean sheets, and as much uninterrupted sleep as you want. Wat nore
coul d anyone ask for? Who'd have ever thought we'd find a NASO base on
Titan the last word in luxury? You know, Karl, |'ve got a feeling that the
pl ace at Malibu m ght never seemthe same again.”

Zanbendorf blinked. "Malibu? Wiy, | can't even inagine it any nore. In fact
I can't inmagine anything beyond getting back up to the Orion. That's the
last word in luxury as far as |'mconcerned, Oto, the Oion—pure,
blissful, unashaned | uxury."

Meanwhi |l e Thirg was | ooking out of the presidential carriage at the head of
the stately caval cade proceedi ng through the outskirts of Menassi m al ong
the picturesque and col orful Avenue of I|ndependence. The crowds lining the
way to watch the carriages and the sol di ers pass seenmed buoyant and joyful,
as if they could sonmehow sense or read in the faces in the carriages the
good tidings that would affect the whole | and. Thirg had never seen the
city looking quite so beautiful, with the fading light of bright's-end
softening the hues of the trees along the avenue and painting a delicate
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bl ue haze over the rolling forests outside the city and the nountains
rising distantly behind. Ahead, he could see the tall, clean lines of the
new buil dings of the central city rising proudly above the intervening
suburbs as if in anticipation of the new era about to be born

A gentle breeze was blowi ng fromthe east, carrying the fragrant scents of
distilled tar-sands and fumace-gas ventings, and a fam |y of dome-backed
concrete-pourers was laying out filter beds on the far bank of the bend
where the river flanked the avenue, downstream from the ingot-soaking pits.
From somewhere off in the distance he could hear the nmuted strains of a
power hammer thuddi ng contentedly while nearer to the road a flock of
raucous coilspring wi nders was playing counterpoint with the warbling of a
hi gh-pressure relief valve, and on all sides the undergrowth chirped
happily with piezoel ectric whines and whistles. He had a true brother now,
a hone again, and a patron, and the soldiers and priests of Kroaxia would
troubl e himno nore.

Yes indeed, Thirg, Asker-of-Questions-No-Longer-Forbidden, thought to
hi nsel f as he gazed out at the scene in contentnent, it was a beauti ful
wor | d.

Epi | ogue

GEROLD MASSEY STRETCHED HI MSELF BACK I N AN ARMCHAIR I N one coner of the
team's lounge in Gobe I, finished his scotch and soda, and set the gl ass
down on a utility ledge built into the side of the comruni cati ons consol e
at which Drew West was sitting with the chair reversed to face the room
Thel ma was with Fell burg and darissa on a couch folded down fromthe
opposite wall; Zanbendorf was spraw ed in another arncthair near Vernon, who
was perched on a stool with his back to the shelf being used as a bar; and
Abaquaan was | eaning by the door. They had been back aboard the Oion for

al nost a week.

"I don't think there can be nuch doubt that the Taloids' future is assured
now, " Massey said. "The rest of the Paduan alliance is falling apart. The
Venetians threw their king out yesterday, and the last | heard the one in
Ml an had decided to clinb down gracefully and sent Mses an invitation to
visit the city. He's probably hoping to sal vage what he can by proposing
sonme system of joint managenent.”

"So there's no chance of Titan's being turned into some kind of col ony?"
Ver non sai d.

Massey shook his head. "No way that | can see. Any possibility of that has
been scuttled permanently. The Taloids will never accept second-cl ass
status now. They're the chosen ones. Their God has spoken to them and told
themthey're as good as anyone. Anybody who tries to tell themdifferently
can go junp in a nethlake. They'll trade with you, sure—their kind of know
how for your kind of know how, but only as equal partners. If you' ve got
any ideas of exploitation or screwing anyone on the deal, forget it."

Zanbendorf swirled his sherry round in his glass and watched it for a
second, then | ooked up and nodded. "And the Western world is going to have
to play it that way because if it doesn't Asia will. And what's nore, it
won't be much | onger before the Soviets arrive. Then everybody will be
conpeting agai nst everybody to give the Taloids a better deal."

The Orion would be leaving Titan in ten days since nany of the m ssion
personnel —Massey and Vernon, for exanpl e—had pressing affairs to attend to
back hone. Al remaining material and equi pment woul d be shipped to the
surface and used to expand Genoa Base One into a pernmanent installation,
where a skeleton crew of scientific researchers, Tal oidol ogists, and ot her
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speci alists woul d remain behi nd under the command of Vantz's deputy,
Commander Craig, until the arrival of the Japanese ship in five nonth's
time. They would probably rotate to Earth at sone |ater date with the
Japanese, by which tine the Orion would be returning with nore people and
equi prent. Wth the conpletion of the Soviet vessel and the others that
woul d cone after it, a regular two-way traffic would eventually evol ve

Massey picked up his glass again and passed it to Vernon for a refill. "I
don't often say things like this, but I think we can all congratul ate
ourselves on a job that worked out pretty well," he said, |ooking about the
room "I have to say that 1'll mss you all after we get back. It's strange
how t hi ngs sonetimes work out, isn't it—+ cane aboard determined to run you
out of business, and here | amcomng out of it with a whole bunch of new
friends."

"Well, 1'Il drink to a long continuation of it, Gerry," Vernon said. "I'm
amazed at how everything turned out too."

Massey accepted his glass and cast an eye curiously round the cabin again

at the others, who were being unusually quiet. "I guess what I'mtrying to
say is that 1'll stay off your backs fromnow on," he told them "I don't
suppose we'll ever see quite eye to eye on sone things, but | have to admt

I'"ve been forced to reevaluate a |l ot of what | thought | was sure of. So
it's live and let live, huh?" Despite the gallant face that he was doing
his best to maintain, there was an undertone of disappointnment that he
couldn't quite conceal. He spread his hands and concluded, with a grin and
a sigh, "I just thought you'd like to know. "

Nobody responded inmedi ately. Zambendorf raised his head and | ooked from
one to another of his colleagues. "You don't seemexactly overenthralled,"”
he remarked. "We can speak freely in front of Gerry and Vernon now. Aren't
you | ooking forward to goi ng home agai n? Think of the TV spectaculars we'l]l
be able to put together after this—w th a nuch stronger science flavor
than ever before which will appeal to younger people . . . maybe a world
tour. We could establish an Institute of Astral Parapsychol ogy, possibly,
with Osnond as the founder—there'll be other backers besides GSEC. W m ght
even be able to straighten things out with Ranel son again. Who knows?"

The at nosphere remai ned wet-weekendish. "It's a living, | guess," Abaquaan
agreed vapidly fromthe doorway. In his mnd he was copiloting the flyer
again, and conparing it to the prospect of hanging around hotel | obbies and
theater foyers, collecting snippets of gossip about gullible, witless
peopl e who had nothing to offer himand who didn't interest him He had
several ideas on inproving the transnogrifier that he woul d have liked to
di scuss with Dave Crookes, who woul d be anpbng the party staying behind. But
besides all that, he realized that he cared what happened to Arthur's

Tal oids; they were anong the few people he'd net outside of Zanbendorf's
team whom he had not sinply dism ssed as suckers. They val ued their m nds
and were willing to rely on thensel ves w thout need of magical powers or
supernatural revelations as substitutes for thinking. In Abaquaan's book
that made themworth the effort of seeing that the feeling was nutual

Clarissa hadn't had so nuch fun for years and was feeling a little

nostal gic. As the base at Genoa was expanded and nore Terran installations
began to appear across the surface, there would be nore demand for pilots
than pilots available to neet them she reflected ruefully. She could think
of nore attractive propositions than having to deal with jerks |ike Hernman
Thoring agai n, who thought the world stopped revolving for five nminutes
every time he went to the bathroom Publicity nanagenent, she had deci ded,
was the manufacture of make-believe news out of trivia when nothing
newsworthy was to be said. On Titan she had cultivated too nuch of an
appetite for the real thing to want any part of an inmitation again. "How

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20...5%20P%20-%20Code%200f%20The%20Lifemaker.txt (219 of 222) [1/19/03 5:15:04 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/James¥20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Code%6200f%20The%20L ifemaker.txt
wonderful ," she said in a flat voice. "Maybe we coul d make sonme extra bucks
by doing TV comercials for psychic-proof spoons."

Drew West thought back to the world of booking fees and box-office takes,
and then to the world of the Tal oids, ice nobuntains, nethane oceans,
vegetabl e cities, and nmechanical jungles. He had al ways had a penchant for
enriching his life through frequent changes of scenery and atnosphere and
spicing it with dashes of the unusual and the exciting whenever possible.
That was what had drawn hi mout of the domain of nore orthodox, hundrum
show busi ness affairs and resulted eventually in his gravitating into
Zanmbendorf's team where he had renmi ned for far | onger than had been the
case with any of his previous positions. But his restlessness for sonething
new had been making itself felt again for sone tine before | eaving Earth,
and he had contenpl ated noving on even before the sudden prospect of the
Orion mission to Mars had caused himto postpone any decision. Wat had
happened on Titan woul d nake the old |life seemthat nuch more uninspiring.
Al t hough he had no firm plans or prospects, in principle the decision was
made. He raised his glass, took a long sip of his drink, and said not hing.

"l guess for me it's been kinda |like the old days," Joe Fellburg said. "You
know what | mean—+ feel like | was back in the service out of retirenent,
except on reflection maybe I'd retired too early in the first place." He
frowned, as if not satisfied that the words conveyed what he had neant to
say, then shook his head with a sigh and resigned hinself to the fact that
it didn't make nuch difference anyway. "I dunno . . . Anyhow, we'll get
used to it again in the end, probably." He had enjoyed having mlitary
peopl e around himagain and the feeling of being involved in something that
mattered again instead of just playing ganes. It was his rapport with the
teamthat had held him not the business the teamwas in. Now that he saw
that clearly, he was far fromcertain that he would be able to nake the

rel ati onshi p work agai n.

Thel ma | ooked fromside to side uncertainly, and then across at Zanbendorf,
who was wat ching curiously. She spread her hands and shook her head. "Well,
I'"'mgonna say what | think everyone's feeling. Look, you know how it is
with me—+'ma Ph.D. in physics and mat hematics, but |'ve always protested a
soci ety that thinks nore of perform ng adol escent Neanderthals than the
peopl e who design the anplifiers that they screaminto. But with the
Taloids | really feel we did sonething inportant for people who were worth
it, and who genuinely appreciated it. And that was just a start. There's so
much nore to be done down there, and | think we could contribute a lot to
that too. But | guess none of us is exactly crazy about the idea of
Thel ma broke of f and gave Zanbendorf a puzzled | ook as she realized that
his eyes were twi nkling roguishly. Her expression changed to one of
suspicion. "Karl, you're up to sonmething. Wiat are you |aughing at? You
know sonething that you're not letting on about, don't you."

Clarissa | ooked up at him "Wat is it, Zanbendorf?" she denanded.
Zanmbendorf snirked back at her and remai ned silent. "Conme on, you're not
handi ng out tablets on some nountaintop now. Gve."

"Well, thanks to ny power to divine the future by supernatural = Zanbendorf
began, but Abaquaan cut him off.

"Never mnd all that crap. Wat do you know that you haven't told us?"

"I don't exactly 'know anything for sure yet, to, which is why |I didn't
want to risk raising anyone's hopes too soon," Zanbendorf replied. "But |
had a pretty good idea of your attitudes—+ feel the same way nmyself. So
took the liberty of presum ng— The call tone sounded fromthe console
behind West. "Ah, this mght even be the news |'ve been waiting for,"

Zanmbendorf said as West swiveled his chair round to accept.
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"I's Karl Zanbendorf there?" a NASO flight officer inquired fromthe screen
a couple of seconds later. "This is Captain Matthews, calling on behal f of
General Vantz."

"Here, Captain," Zanbendorf said, putting down his drink and rising to face
the screen.

"General Vantz would like to know if you and your people could be avail able
in Aobe | for an interview with himand Commander Craig i medi ately after
the current shift—say at fifteen hundred hours. Wul d that be conveni ent
for everyone?"

"Ch, | don't think we have any prior engagenents," Zanbendorf replied
airily. "Yes, thank you, Captain Matthews—that woul d be npbst convenient."

"Il put you down for then," Matthews confirmed. "Fifteen hundred hours,
in the executive office suite, Gobe I."

"Did Vantz say anything el se?" Zanbendorf asked curiously.

"Only that he didn't think there would be nuch of a problem" WMatthews

answered. "Commander Craig will need all the help he can get. | think you
can take it there'll be a slot for anyone who wants one."
"Thank you, Captain. That tells ne all | wanted to know. Thank you very

much i ndeed!"

"Fine," Matthews said. "W'||l see you later." The screen bl anked out.

Thel ma bl i nked her eyes several tinmes, shook her head, and whispered
di sbelievingly, "Did | really hear that? W' re going to stay here with
Craig's group at Genoa Base and wait for the Japanese? |s that what he

sai d?"
"Well, if you want to, anyway," Zanbendorf said. "I mean, | didn't want to
assune anything. | just thought—=

"You didn't want to assune!" Carissa exclained accusingly. "Hey, what is
it with this guy? How | ong have you known us, Karl? So what did you do—go
talk to Vantz?"

"Yesterday, " Zanbendorf said. "He wanted to discuss it with Craig before
conmmi tting himself. That was why—

"Hey, guys—t's okay!" Fellburg shouted, swi nging his head fromside to
side, looking up, and beaning. "It's okay. Everything's gonna be okay." He
burst into loud laughter and clapped C arissa heartily on the back, causing
her to slop her drink.

"Hey, Kong—tay off of that, wllyal"

Drew West started | aughing too, and so did Thel ma. Massey caught Vernon's
eye, and his face split slowy into a broad grin. Suddenly the whol e room
was full of noisy, excited, |aughing voices. Zanbendorf stood up anid a
barrage of backsl apping and rai sed a hand to acknow edge the

congratul ations conming fromevery side. "Toni ght we nust throw a party for
all our friends, especially the ones who will be staying on," he said

rai sing his voice above the commotion. "But before that, we can have a
private celebration. It's time to nove this show al ong—+o the dobe |V
Recreation Deck and the bar, | say! The first round is mne."

Everyone began noving toward the door, and at that noment Osnond Periera
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burst in with Mal com Wade cl ose behi nd. They seened excited about

sonmet hing. "l1've been studying the transcripts of sone of the conversations
with the Tal oids down in Padua," Periera said, waving sonme papers. "All

t hat busi ness about the revolution and the new religion didn't just happen,
you know, Karl. There were sone good reasons—anmazi ng things going on in the
sky at the time, all well authenticated. | don't think we're the only

bei ngs who are watchi ng devel opnents down on Titan. There are aliens here
too—alien UFGs around Titan!"

Zambendorf brought a hand up to his face and frowned down at the floor over
his knuckle. If he was going into a new |line of business, there was no
better time to start, he supposed. He drew in a long breath and | ooked up
at Periera, hesitating for a nonment as he searched for the right words. And
then he saw Massey smiling ruefully and shaking his head behind Periera's
shoul der. Massey was right—there was no point. Wth even a nillion years to
try and explain, there would have been no point.

Zanbendorf sighed and draped an arm affectionately around Periera's

shoul der as he turned hi maround and began wal ki ng hi m back toward the
door. "Really, Gsnond, ny friend?" he said. "It sounds fascinating. W're
just on our way to the bar. Wiy don't you and Mal comjoin us. You can tel
us all about the UFGCs there. It will be far nore confortable, and |'m sure
you' d agree that we all owe ourselves sone tine to rest and relax a little,
eh?"
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