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 thing, 1 have been think.
should not have been dis-

out, only a ramor but Brady could not
afford 1 ignore rumors, The gal

fact that, as yet, Barth had contacted
no natural telepaths didn't mean
there weren't any. Their value, 1o &

security-minded planet, would be in-
m;dmgwmn;ﬁdm _

bed at his eyes. “"What—?"

“Routine check, sir.” The guard
wasn't a native but a w i
ported from s high-gravity planet
Brady would have been like a doll in

- P

his grasp. “Your papers, sir.”







steps m'ptevent that verj

ne was stripped to the buff
oughly examined before be-
.rmitted to leave the planet, and
dividual was permiftted to im-
' et any item of any nature
etfo 'I'heyban included per-
clothing.
_‘::Jﬁlov%ave bands were garbled
round-the-clock inteference from
stations; only local radio and
n line-of-sight broadcasts be-
sible at ground level.
continuous watch by fast and
< patrol craft made unauthor-
ed landings and take-offs an impos-

were other safeguards, all
us and all effective. Informa-
the Ligurians admitted, could
v be stolen. But information is
s unless it can be passed to
her side.

had thought that he had
a way to break the system, now
n't so sure. An eidetic memory,
face of it, a foolproof method
not if the Ligurians had man-
wed to recruit telepaths to brain-
eck everyone leaving the planet.

] he dared assume nothing else;
s were too great for him to
the rumor.

sighed and finished his drink,
hol stinging his bitten cheek.
he thought, safe enough for
sent. It was doubtful if any
th could isolate a thought from
ong this crowd and, even if they
ild it would be impossible to iso-
thinker. Safety, for the mo-
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ment, lay in numbers, it might be his
last chance to fully concentrate on the
major problem.

How?

How to get off this planet and
carry the memorized information to
where it would do the most good?
How, in other words, to beat the
telepaths?

He was, Brady thought, like the
man in the story who was assured
that, if he saw a piebald horse, he

would receive a pot of gold—if he
didn't think of the horse’s tail. The

man, of course, didn't stand a chance.
He would remember what he mustn't
think about and that would make him
think about it,

But, thought Brady grimly, the
legendary man only stood to lose
something he hadn't got while he
stood to lose his life and Earth a lot
more. The “incentives weren't quite
the same,

Solemnly he called for another
drink, raised his glass and drank a
silent toast to the piebald horse.

He had, Brady found, discovered a
new form of torture. Last night he
had hugged the safety of the bar
drinking until the memorized infor-
mation was lost in a soggy pool of
random thoughts. The morning was
different.

He had been chosen for this as-
signment mainly because of his re-
tentive memory. He woke with every
detail of the stolen information fresh
and vivid in his conscious mind. Ha-
stily he jumped out of bed and con-
centrated on washing and shaving
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'hlf-exfiecting the arrival of the

None came. Either he had been
lucky or no telepath was on duty. He
recognized the danger of the thought
and desperately concentrated on the
~ delicate filigree of the internal deco-
rations. Nice, clean, expert carving,
he thought. You didn't see much of
that on Earth what with automation
making the individual craftsman a
thing of the past. He must find out
about costs with a view to export.

The filigree occupied him the time
it took to dress. His business, genuine
enough which was his cover, pro-
vided something to think about on
the way to breakfast. A group of
 Terrestrials, including a few obvious
 tourists, were a boon in more ways
than one. He approached them, made
himself p t, and joined them for
the meal.

“Name’s Meson.” A portly man
waved a greeting with his fork be-
fore using it to spear a portion of
fish from his plate. “Industrial Ad-

_ visor. Been here long?”

. “Not very." Brady studied the
 menu, made his choice and helped
" himself to coffee as the native waiter
' moved away. "Did I see you last
~ night?”

. "Isaw you." A crew-cut youngster,
~ an engineer by the look of him, gave
. a broad wink. “Man, were you rid-
"‘ m hiy. !n

~ "You should have joined me.”

~ "No thanks!" The youngster shook
~ his head. “I'm working on atomics
- and for that you keep your head clear,
~ oc you don't keep it for long.” He

e
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drew a finger across his throat. “Get
me?"
Brady nodded. The engincer wag 1
a contract-man which meant that he
could return to Earth in a few years
relatively wealthy—or, if he broke
his contract, could land in a Ligurian °
jail. Knowing the Ligurian-style con. g |
tract Brady didn’t envy him. Neither,
apparently, did a thin-faced, scholas.
tic looking man seated at the end of
the table. 3

“I'm Joe Hendricks,” he said
“Music is my business and fame i5
my aim.” He grinned. “Sorry, guess -
alliterative lyrics are in my blood by
now.” He gulped at his coffee and
raised his eyebrows. :

Brady introduced himself. “Export
and Import,” he explained. “Stopping
here a few days on business.”

“If your business is like my busi. &
ness, then you ain't got any business.”
Hendricks bit his lip. “"Damn it! You
must think I'm crazy!” ,

Brady gave a noncommittal smile, 4

“Sometimes 1 think I must be"
continued Hendricks., "Planet hop.
ping in search of new tonal effects
and native melodies most of which
are just a pain is a stupid way to earn
a living.” He brightened. "Still, there
are worse ways, like our young friend
there. He doesn’t know it but he's
just a price-tagged slave.” i

“Aren't most of us?”’ Brady wasn't 4
really interested in the discussion but
it filled 2 gap. "You know, work to- |
day in order to eat tomorrow. Didn't |
someone call it the acme of futility?"

“Brenheart, but that guy was sour.
ed from the cradle,” Hendricks shrug-




nyway, he was a phony. He
.‘ icism, ‘true evaluation’
led it and died in a penthouse.”
'rhc lied right along the line.
'-w’t evaluate himself; if he had
have died in the gutter where
'tisn't true!” A middle-aged
on. one of a pair of obvious
e glared at the music collector,
was a great man!”

ad. “Anything you like, just
§ argue about it.”” He looked
lly at Brady. Brady smiled

names, he found, were Lucy
y Piggot. They were sisters
ng a small legacy on a selected
the more respectable planets.
for culture, you know,” explained
Tve always said that travel

se,” said Brady smoothly.
are both very wise.”

y he thought the two wom-
have been far wiser to find
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out a little more about their own
planet before reaching out for “cul-
ture.” Being cooped up in starships
with stopovers at hotels which, aside
from their location, were almost all
alike, was hardly the best way to
broaden minds. Still. he supposed, it
would be something to talk about,
And, for him, they could be useful.

“Why thank you!” Lucy was flus-
tered. This chance meeting with the
taut-faced stranger would add spice
to an, as yet, eventless tour. "We'd
love to come. Is it far?”

"Quite near to the spaceport.”
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ived at their destination.

e break was a relief. The native
'was shrewd and knew all about
g 2 hard bargain. Brady lost his
es in mental juggling of freight
import duties, taxes, margins of
and discounts. Finally, the con-

listened patiently to the state
weather, the health of the fac-
amily, the never-ending cycle of
ised taxation and government
vision, the third-hand tattle
non to Ligurian businessmen. In
he contributed a choice item
Wentian who had managed
x past the Terran embarkation
ies and who had spored while
sit; added his own complaints
increased taxes and became
ovet the prospects of trade in
. He was feeling quite relaxed
his eye glanced at the front
a local newspaper.
our pardon.” He picked up the
ithout waiting for permission.
photograph on the cheap pulp
| gﬁ ll))ut rc'.wcwugnizat:»le.p It was
native from whom he had bought
information.
errible, isn’t it?” The factor
ade vague noises at the back of his
oat. "It's getting so that a man
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the gutter,” he said “The body was
badly battered and bore injuries con-
sistent with having fallen from a
great height, probably the top of
& nearby building” He shrugged.
“Well, perhaps, but my guess is that
a thug attacked him."

Brady knew better. It hadn’t been
suicide and it had been no thug He
hastily made his departure and re-
joined the ladies in the cart. Lucy was
annoyed, her tones sharp with im-
patience.

“Mr. Brady probably had a lot to
talk about,” she said. “Anyway, it
doesn’t matter. 1 found it most inter-
esting just sitting here watching the
people go by. I do feel that, to get
to know a planet, really know it |
mean, you have to go among the
people. Don't you agree, Mr. Brady ?"

“Certainly.” Brady looked about
him. Aside from the two women there
were no other Terrestrials about and
he had a sudden, panicky feeling of
naked helplessness. He could only
guess at the effective range of a tele.
path but, if they had any range at all,
he must be as obvious as a tree in a
desert. He had to get back in the
woods, and fast.

“Is something the matter?”" Mary,
still sympathetic, leaned towards him.
Brady managed a brave smile, his
lundsfmu'nghismm. g

"1 feel a little off-color,” he ad-

m



“Thanks.” Brady waited for the
> move. “Anything dse?u
A small thing. I have been think-
—we should not have been dis.
ered. 1 took every precaution.”
. nati hesitated. “Pednps 1
; d wam you. There is a rumor,

"S0?” Brady wasa't surprised. The
B i M new races M

vered. ““What kind ?”

ymor has it that they can read

" The native moved forward.

ood-by, Earthman. Fortune go with
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softtned hct voice. 'l mean, lf
you are ill—"

~ “It's nothing, nothing serious, that
is.” He made more play with the
hao &“d,,'gf “I've had these attacks

11 be all right if 1 just lie
clecp a little.”

&se poﬂra Thc cart jolted into
. motion and steadied into a smooth
lide. To Brady it seemed to crawl.

To be ufeL needed to be among

place they would congregate would
& MW He sat on 2 stool as close
24 of iping contract-men
onfr:dp;nhﬂ"ymd drank

T R I R AR
B G TR
i

wmtoapwhcvubooﬂl. He in-
 serted coins, adjusted the muscles of
memddulednnumber The
mdﬂudmémaledammth
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hh his features distorted |
recognition. The clerk consulted hu;
files,
“The next Terran departure jg 5
seven days, sir.’

“Seven days?”

“That is correct. There is a V
ship in two and 2 Wendian in fiye»
The clerk’s crest showed the color of
amusement. "1 doubt if you woulg
care to travel on either of those, gjo»

Brady doubted it, too. He wasnt
accustomed either to sleeping in gf
or breathing an atmosphere lozdej
with sulphureted hydrogen g

“I understood the Solar Stap wyy
leaving tomorrow,” he said, The Clcrt :
shrugged.

"No, sir. That is the vessel depag,
ing in seven days time. A slight Cﬂe
of contamination,” he explained,

"The shtp has been detained f5
deansmg |

“I see.” Brady felt himself begln-
ning to sweat,

""Was there any urgency, sir?”
"No. 1 was just asking for ,
friend.”
Brady broke the connection z4
stood, staring at the empty screen
conscious of the tautness of g
nerves. Deliberately he forced him.
self to relax, easing the muscles of
his face, taking deep breaths to g -
the pounding of his heart. Even if ps
couldn’t control the workings of hjs
mind he was still the master of hj;
body. When he left the booth he p.

ed just like any other ordinay

iness man who had just made 4y
ordinary, routine call, '




efore. Little groups of men
ced at the counter and a sprin-
g of women made lighter sounds
e hum of conversation. He recog-
d the sisters who, after one glance
pim concentrated on their fruit
e had, he knew, insulted them
g forgiveness. He dismissed
m from his mind as he reviewed
siest the contact. Somehow the sus-
L of the guards had been aroused
they had trapped the area of the
ezvous. He had escaped, the con-
obviously, hadn’t. He must have
a tortured to death and Ligurian
fligence now knew that he had
ed the information to an Earth-
That would account for the de-
vessel; obviously they didn't
just which Terrestrial was the
they wanted.
dy wasn't surprised at that. He
‘taken elementary precautions as
had when calling the spaceport,
even 0 he doubted if any native
i describe one Earthman from an-
That wasn’t the main problem.
e couldn’t consciously keep re-
ering not to think about what
wstn't; the strain was too great.
S like the man who went
 looking for a piebald horse
telling himself that he mustn’t
- of its tail. The very effort of
emembering was, in itself, a
‘the hotel he was fairly safe;
numbers would protect him if
ould slip, a telepath could hard-

T

~expected to distinguish one
exg
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Spaceport was a different :
You went singly at the s

You had to Pass emigration, embag.
kation, health, customs, examinations

and all the rest of it. For a man to
Pass through all that knowing he
must not thi

nk of a certain thing;
knowing that he must not even think
about not thinking of it, wasn't go-
ing to be easy,

In fact it was going to be impos-
sible.

Unless?

Brady felt that he could use a good
hypnotist. If he could pe conditioned
to forget until safe in space thea his
problems would be over, He thought
longingly of all the experts back on
Earth who could tweak out an un-
pleasant memory, blanket an entire
episode or implant false experiences
without any trouble at al] But this
wasn't Earth and there were no hyp-
notists on Liguria, Only a regular
doctor attached to the spaceport who
would be under constant supervision
and who couldn't help even if he
were qualified.

Brady sighed and ordered another
drink. He had the glass to his lips,
the tang of the whisky in his throat
when a hand fell on his shoulder.

It was Joe Hendricks and he had
been drinking. He sat on a stool next
to Brady and rapped the counter. He
lifted his glass and looked owlishly
over the rim,

"You,” he said, “look a worried
man,"”

“Do 1?*
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“You sure do.” Hendricks swal-
. lowed his drink and called for an-
other. "What's the matter chum? Girl
stand you up or something ?”

“Something,” agreed Brady. He
told Hendricks about the delayed
ship departure. “The trouble is it
will play heJl with my schedule.”” He
looked at Hendricks' drink, the third
in almost as many minutes. “You
look like a man with something on
his mind, too.”

“You can say that again.” Joe
made a grimace. “I've been trying to
find something worth collecting on
this planet—not a hope. Not a note,
not even a couple of chords worth 2
second hearing. Now it seems I've

to stick here for another week.”
He shook his head and signaled to
the bartender.

The native didn’t immediately re-
spond. He was busy serving a group
of men lpwer down the bar. Hend-
ricks glared at them,

“Look at them!” He snorted with
contempt. “You'd think a man would
do his drinking in a civilized man-
ner, wouldn’t you?"

Brady nodded.

“Not these guys! They've slipped
the leash for three days and are they
~ going to live it up!” Hendricks
- banged on the counter again. "I hate
those guys,” he said. “Wage-slaves
the lot of them. Scared to step over
the line in case they get hit in the
pocket. Now they're on vacation they

~ want to make up for lost time.”

“Contract men?" Brady felt the

stirring of alarm. “You mean they're
all on vacation?”

B ANALOG SCIENCE FACT & ncmrﬁ

“For three days. After that ﬂlll
place will look like a MOrgue—aside
from us genuine transients, that is"

Brady took a deep breath, held it -
let it slowly escape through his ngse
Ligurian Intelligence were clever, by
had never underestimated them, ang
now many things were clear. His syr.
mise about the telepaths not being;
able to recognize individual thoughts
from a crowd must be correct. The
hotel was crowded, abnormally g
but soon it would be almost empty of
Terrestrials. With the ship delayed ]
and devoid of his camouflage, Brady 4
wouldn’t stand a chance. i

“Cheer up!” Hendricks banged o -
the counter, swore as the fustere]
native bartender spilled whisky g
the smooth plastic. “Take it easy
can't you!" He glowered his anger,
“No appreciation,” he complained ty
Brady. "No appreciation at all”

“No.” Brady picked up his drink

“Have another.” Hendricks wa
hospitable. “Tell you what, let's gt
a bottle and have ourselves a ball”

“Take it easy.” Brady toyed with
his glass, his eyes speculative. "I've.
got a lot of thinking to do. "Re.
arrange my schedule,” he explained.q'
“Try and figure out some way m%
make up for lost time.”

“Forget it.”" Hendricks made a ges. |
ture. "'Take time out to relax.” |

“I'm liable to relax too far.”" Brady L
swirled the whisky in his glass. "Sup. |
pose they alter the departure time?
Suppose I'm too sozzled to hear about |
it? What then?” |

“Then you do the same as T did on
Fendle.” Hendricks chuckled. “Weat




send there and didn’t wake up
after ship-time. I had to sweat
.t for a month until the next
‘He chuckled again. “It paid
“thouch. I found three musical
,_,i which are still paying

. "

royalties.
e tmised his eyebrows. %
‘wr foured a system. I contact the
hxusn a yarn and mal.cc
1 promise to get me to the ship
if I'm dead. Then I bribe a
ole of natives to do the same.
i veen them I figure I'm safe.”
aeadv nodded, the music collector
sinly had things worked out. The
st be quite a heavy drinker
ave bothered about such a system.
tooked at the thin face and for
fiest time noted the tiny mottled
s the subtle air of dissipation.
Well?’ Hendricks was getting
tient, “Do we or don’t we?”

o we or don’t we what?”
‘Have ourselves a ball. You on an
ense  account?” Brady nodded.
go to town. Let's get a
uple of bottles and forget this hick

fake it four,” said Brady.

i

he steward was discreet, He
ed on the cabin door, waited,
ked again. The man with him

| no time for pleasantries, he
past the steward, opened the

. walked into the cabin. He

med shut the door and nodded
ow is he?”

He'll live.” The doctor made a

a tion, snapped shut his
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instrument case, and rose to his feet,
The other man pointedly opened the
door, waited unti] he was alone with

the man on the bed, sar beside the
bunk.

“Well 2"

Im dying!” Brady made weak,
grouping motions. His eyes opened,
focused, then, by an effort of will,
cleared. "Grimsdyke!"

“In person.”" He looked at his

wrist. “And in a hurry. Blenkin didn't
seem to want to co-operate.”

“Blenkin's old-fashioned,” said
Brady. “T guess he didn’t like being
boarded and his ship practically taken
over by a strange man with a badge
and a mysterious errand.” He winced
at the pain in his skull. “How about
letting the medic work on me?”

"He has.” Grimsdyke looked
thoughtfully at the man on the bed.
“You know,” he said quietly, “1
didn’t think you'd make it. Those
new playmates of the Ligurians are
tough customers.”

“They exist then? I'd wondered.”

“They exist all right. We got to
them just after our friends. True
neutrals, of course, they would be."

Brady nodded. He relaxed, fecling
better by the minute, partly because
of his improved physical condition
but mostly because he knew that, at
last, he was safe. In a little while,
when he felt able, he would tape the
stolen information and Grimsdyke
would take it by fast shuttle to where
it would do the most good.

Grimsdyke lit a cigarette, He look-
ed thoughtful,

"What I can't understand,” he
81



said, “is how you figured i our.” -
fou've heard of the piebald
orse?” Brady told of the story. “You
see the gimmick- You've got to re-
member what not to think about. To
‘do that you've got to remember what
it is you must forget. Follow?”
 “I think so.” Grimsdyke didn't
seem too certain, “A little compli-

B i

. “Its impossible.” Brady helped
~ himself to one of Grimsdyke's ciga-
- rettes. I thought of everything but
 nothing was any good. I thought of
?ii wearing tight shoes so that the pain
af would occupy my mind; of fixing an
. accident, something painful but not
" too serious, but I still had to strip

naked for embarkation and it would

only take one thought to give me

~ away.”

:5, ; u&)?n

. “So nothing I could think of would

" work. I was just about ready to chance
it being a bluff when I found the so-
lution.”

“You know,” he said dreamily,
~ “it's funny how we so often overlook
the obvious. It takes a real effort
. of will to remember that we're up
 against alien minds with alien con-
of conduct.” He turned on one

elbow and aimed the cigarette at
Grimsdyke. "What is the one thing
peculiar to Terrestrials that we have
never met up with in any other race?”
Grimsdyke looked blank.
“There you are!” Brady was tri-
umphant. ""You're doing it at this
~ very moment and yet you can’t recog-
- nizeit.”
;
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"This?" Grimsdyke looked at j
cigarette. "Smoking? But it's norma|

"Wrong.” Brady spoke
cloud of smoke. "Every Terresy,
does it, or almost every Tertcs?";
but we are the only race who reNr
it as normal. In fact we are “‘“‘N
in being the only race of intelligg&{"‘-
creatures who consistently w
their bodies with noxious substangé'-"
such as nicotine and,” he pau.ﬂ:
“alcohol. e

“I don’t know why they think e
do it,” he continued. “Every W
we've met must have their own zdg.j
they probably think it due to diet @
something, but that isn't the poiny
The point is that they have no M
as to the effects of alcohol—the mep.
tal effects in particular.”

“Man!” Grimsdyke looked &
Brady with something like awe,

“Seven days,” said Brady. “Seven
days in which I got drunk and stayed
drunk. Stinking, rotten, staggering
drunk. So drunk that I didn’t know
what time of day it was; too drunk
to care; too drunk to think.

“1 had luck,” he admitted "]
found just the right partner. How is
Joe, by the way?”

“"He'll live—just.”

“1 owe him a lot,” said Brady. "He
kept me so drunk that I didn't even
think of the piebald horse let alone
its tail. And her supplied a cast-iron
alibi as well as camouflage” He
sighed. “Joe is a nice guy—I hope |
he understands why I never want to |
see him again.” |




