The Wrong World
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By J. T. McINTOSH

Say “Oops, sorry’ to a planet that has been
conquered by mistake? No, find a diplomatic

formula — meaning justify conquest —or else!

lllustrated by FINLAY
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ONSOLIDATION Officer

Breeli couldn’t have had

a better first impression of
the newly conquered world. The
sun was shining brilliantly as he
stepped from the ship, and the
richness of this planet called Earth
dazzled him.

Even the clouds, white and
fleecy in an otherwise blue sky,
were beautiful. Breeli had never
seen beautiful clouds before. The
landscape, rolling in gentle swells
and curves to a shimmering gold
and blue horizon, was a dream in
green and brown.

Earth was quite a planet.

It was a pity that the Terrans
were only at the Fifteenth Level.
This wasn't a world to conquer, a
world to ravage, a world to keep in
subjection. This was a world to
welcome cordially as a full mem-
ber of the Pastan Federation.

However, only members of hu-
man races which had reached the
Eighteenth or Nineteenth Lewvels
were eligible for full membership
of the Federation, and according
to the last survey ...

Breeli's reflections were dis-
turbed as his gaze fell on two na-
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tive men painting a fence across
the spaceport. Their white over-
alls didn’t reveal much of their
physical contours, but enough to
indicate that the Terrans were a
hundred per cent human, though
the males were broader and
heavier than Pastan men.

What interrupted Breeli’s train
of thought wasn't the mere sight
of the two natives, however, but
the way they were working. They
seemed to be doing the job quick-
ly, sensibly and efhiciently, and
without supervision. Their over-
alls, too, weren’t of Pastan design,
yvet at that distance they looked
well designed and serviceable.

Breeli could have sworn he was
looking at two members of an
Eighteenth Level race.

HAT was impossible, of course.,

General Prani would never
have gone shead with the total
conquest plans if the Terrans had
turned out to be Eighteenth Level,
Anyway, the last survey had been
made only a few thousand vears
before, and the Terrans had then
been unquestionably Fifteenth
Level, having just learned the
uses of metals. They were prob-
ably Sixteenth Level now, but no
higher.

“There’s a car waiting for you,
sir,” said the lieutenant at Breeli's
elbow. “I'm to drive you to Gen-
eral Prani's headquarters.”

Breeli didn’t allow his pleasure
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at the fArst sight of Earth to lure
him into familiarity. Consolidation
Officers held rank equivalent to
field marshals, and since they
were, in effect, civilians arriving
after the shooting was over to take
matters out of the hands of the
military, they were never exact-
ly popular with them. Scrupulous
formality was best.

“Thank wou, Lieutenant,” he
said.

“And this is your shield, sir,”
said the lieutenant, holding out a
plastic belt with four small black
discs on it

Breeli raised his eyebrows. “I
thought this world was supposed
to be conquered.”

“Depends what you mean by
conquered, sir, There's no military
resistance any more. But we all
wear shields.”

The standard equipment de-
fense shield radiated around its
wearer a force field which in or-
dinary circumstances remained
completely quiescent. But if
enough energy was generated
within it quickly enough, the field
became a miniature hyperspace
drive. A bullet entering the field,
for example, was rapidly shunted
into hyperspace, its own impetus
supplying the necessary power.

Men wearing shields could be
strangled or stabbed, but they
couldn't be shot, and an explosion
wouldn’t harm them, unless it was
violent enough and big enough
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to swamp the field and topple
shield, wearer and blast into hy-
perspace. Shields even afforded
protection against too enthusias-
tic knife-thrusts. If you wanted to
kill a man wearing a shield, yvou
had to insert your knife into a
convenient vital spot and press it
home gently but firmly. And it
was no use trying to hit him on
the head with a blunt instrument,

But Breeli always felt uncom-
fortable when he wore one. “Put it
away, Lieutenant,” he said. “T’ll
take my chances.”

“General Prani’s orders, sir,” the
lieutenant persisted. “All Pastan
personnel must wear shields at all
times."”

“lI imagine my orders overrule
General Prani's,” Breeli remarked.
“Where's the car, Lieutenant?”

The lieutenant wasn’t enjoying
himself, but he stood firm. “I can’t
drive you to headquarters if you
don’t have a shield, sir.”

Lieutenants just didn't dictate
to Consolidation Officers. But
Breeli knew in his heart the lieu-
tenant was right. Instead of mak-
ing an issue of it — he could have
had him arrested on the spot —
Breeli meekly accepted the belt,
swallowed hard and buckled it on.

REELI stared at the car when
they came to it. It was long,
black and shiny, with a lot of
glittering chromium. He wanted
to ask the lieutenant who had built
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a car like that, and why, but
restrained himself. No doubt
somebody had made it to impress
the natives.

The greatest shock came when
the car turned smoothly onto a
six-lane highway. Breeli was
stunned. This roadway couldn’t
have been constructed by the oc-
cupying forces in the time at their
disposal. Besides, why would they
want a six-lane motorway? Ob-
viously, therefore, it had been
there before they came.

The Terrans had made it.

The implications were shatter-
ing. A Seventeenth Level race
could have made such a road, con-
ceivably even a Sixteenth Level
race under intelligent superwvision.
But only an Eighteenth Level civi-
lization would have any use for
such a trafficway.

It was suddenly clear that the
car he was in was of Terran origin,
made for the highway on which it
was running with such effortless
ease, speed and comfort.

“Lieutenant,” he said, controll-
ing his voice with an effort, “these
Terrans are Eighteenth Lewvel”

“Yes, sir,” said the lieutenant.
“Perhaps Nineteenth.” :

“Then why—" Breeli began, and
checked himself abruptly. Better
to see Prani first,

An error of catastrophic pro-
portions had been made. General
Prani, sent to conquer Earth, had
attacked and subdued an Eight-
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eenth — possibly Nineteenth —
Level culture.

It was a ghastly blunder. When
yvou moved in on a world peopled
by apes, what the apes thought
about it didn’t matter very much.
Even a Fifteenth Level race could
be shoveled aside without much
compunction — not exterminated,
of course, for all races had a right
to develop. A race at the Seven-
teenth Level, curiously enough,
invariably welcomed conquest.
They fought hard and sawvagely,
but they respected conguest and
learned rapidly from their con-
querors. Conquest was good for
them.

An Eighteenth Level race, how-
ever, had a great respect for the
value of human life and liberty.
It had a delicately balanced econ-
omy which could easily be ruined.
It had a highly developed social
structure. Most of all, it had pride
and a strong sense of its own im-
portance.

Moral issues aside, conquering
an Eighteenth Level civilization
didn’t pay. It wasn't good for the
conquerors or conquered.

But moral issues couldn’t be
kept aside. A capital crime had
been committed.

Heads would roll for this.

HE car slowed slightly to turn
off the motorway. There had
been nu other wvehicles on it, and
the only living creatures to be
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seen had been Pastan guards on
foot, patrolling the grass verges.
Presumably General Prani had
commandeered this whole areas,
permitting no Terrans to enter.

The exit was ingenious. The
car sped off to the right to turn to
the left, crossing the motorway by
a bridge. Silently, Breeli cursed
General Prani. Hadn't it been ob-
vious at a glance that these Ter-
rans must be wooed, not ravished?

The very much inferior road on
which they were now traveling had
footpaths on each side, and Bree-
li's eyes almost popped from his
head when he had his first glimpse
of Terran women — three of them,
on the sidewalk.

“Stop the car!”
“Those women . . ."

The lieutenant slowed the car
but didn't stop. “Sorry, sir,” he
said. His face was red with em-
barrassment at having to thwart
a Consolidation Officer for the
second time in ten minutes. “Don’t
vou think yvou'd better see Gen-
eral Prani first, sir? I mean, you
don’t know the native language,
and anyway .. . I'm very sorry,
sir,”

“You have no specific orders to
stop when 1 tell you?” Breeli
asked.

“No, sir. But . . . no, sir.”

“It's merely wyour own idea,
then, not to do what I tell you, and
make me do what I don't want
to do?™

he shouted.
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“What's your name?”

“Lieutenant Wilt, sir,” the driver
said miserably, knowing he was in
for trouble.

Breeli, his first unthinking im-
pulse to stop and take a closer
lock at the three women thwarted,
could see excellent reasons why
he should not do so. As Wilt had
said, he couldn't speak the lan-
guage. Also, he didn’t yet know
the terms of Earth's surrender. Per-
haps there were religious, racial
and social taboos of which he knew
nothing,

Once more Lieutenant Whilt was
undoubtedly right.

Wilt was a man to watch, pos-
sibly a man to have promoted.
However, there was no need to re-
assure him just at this moment.

The car turned into a drive
flanked by trees and slowed to a
crawl. So Prani's headquarters
still had to be protected by a di-
verter, Breeli mused. Natural
enough, if the Terrans really were
Nineteenth Level.

The diverter was simply a big
defense shield with a wider field
of application. Ships protected by
it could divert even atomic explo-
sions into hyperspace. When it
was used for the defense of a
town or building, it could be set
so low that only a shell or bomb-
blast would cause a reaction vio-
lent enough to trigger the shield,
or so high that even a stray dog
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blundering into it would be top-
pled into hyperspace.

The fact that the lieutenant
dropped the car’s speed to about
ten miles an hour as he ap-
proached the wyellow building
among the trees indicated that
General Prani had his diverters
at very cautious settings.

REELI did not, of course, rec-
ognize the yellow building as
a roadhouse, but he was struck
by its attractive, functional lines.
The sick feeling which had come
over him returned as he saw the
sparkling swimming pool to one
side of the building. That was
conclusive, Only a civilized race
could have the know-how and or-
ganizing ability to collect and pipe
water where they wanted it in
such quantities that a huge open-
air pool with a circulating system
was a practical proposition. A
Seventeenth Level race might col-
lect and pipe the water, but it
couldn’t circulate, purify and
aerate it.

Prani would be executed. Bree-
1i wouldn’t be held responsible for
something he had arrived too late
to prevent, but things wouldn’t
be exactly comfortable for him
either.

Breeli was a little surprised to
be ushered in by a native woman
who spoke fluent Pastan with a

tolerable accent.
“What's your name?” he asked.
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“Dorothy Green, sir. I am chief
Terran liaison officer.”

- “Appointed by the Terrans or
by General Prani?”

“By mutual agreement, sir.”

She had a pleasant voice which
didn't go with her appearance. Un-
like the three women Breeli had
seen on the way, she was frank-
ly unattractive. She was painfully
thin, colorless, and though her
drab brown-gray uniform was neat
and spotless, it did nothing for her.

As long as Terran females had
to be employved at HQ, it was very
sensible that they should be un-
attractive enough to prove no dis-
traction., If those three girls had
jobs at HQ, Breeli reflected, very
little paper work would be done.

“How do I address you?” he
asked, wondering if this would
provoke a bitter retort.

“As you wish,” she said. “Doro-
thy or Green or both.”

“Very well,” he said, not com-
mitting himself. He thought he
sensed sorrow in this girl, which
would account for some of her
drabness. He wondered if it was
sorrow on account of the Pastans
or anything they had done. “Don’t
you ever smile?”

“Not very often,” she said, not
smiling. “You'll find General
Prani in there, sir.”

RANI was middle-aged and
fat and complacent and had
the thick, moist lips of a sensual-
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ist. Everything became clear to
Breeli at first sight of him.

(General Prani wasn't wvery
bright. Somehow, through sheer
good luck, he had been saved from
ignominy time and again by the
ability and intelligence of his sub-
ordinates. Somehow he had be-
come a general and had been en-
trusted with an important mission.

And, of course, he had bungled
1t.

“Flad to see wyou, sir,” said
Prani. “I think we'll manage to
make you comfortable here. The
native women are quite . . . shall
we say cooperative? Yes, this is a
splendid. world. Modesty apart, I
think I've done a pretty good Job,
sir.”

The buffoon was
pleased with himself.

“General,” said Breeli quietly,
“the Terrans are at the Eighteenth
Level, I understand.”

“I haven't given it much
thought, sir. Nineteenth, I should
say. No detailed assessment has
been made. Modesty apart, not
every general could conquer a
Nineteenth Level world.”

“General, aren’t you aware that
it’s a serious crime under Federa-
tion law to interfere with races
above the Seventeenth Level?”

“But I was sent to conquer this
world, Naturally I obeyed my or-
ders.”

“¥You were sent to subjugate a
Fifteenth or Sixteenth Level

1

actually
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world. You found a race at the

Wineteenth Level. Didn't it even -

occur to you that your orders no
longer applied?”

“Sir,” Prani said stiffly, “I have
risen to my present position in the
Pastan Federation Army by doing
exactly as I was told. It is not
for me to question the orders of
men far abler . .. hum . .. than
myself. In this case my orders
were to conquer Earth. It was
nothing to me if the Terrans were
Fifteenth Level, or Nineteenth, or
any other level. I merely did my
duty as a soldier in the service of
the Pastan Federation.”

“Quite,” said Breeli drily.

There were two possible ways
out, neither particularly honest—
but in interstellar politics, expe-
diency had to play a large part. If
the Terran resistance had been
slight, it might be possible to pre-
tend there had been no conflict
at all, merely police action. And
if sufficient time could be gained
somehow, it might be possible to
pretend that the Terrans had been
at the Seventeenth Level when
Prani conquered the world, and
had developed rapidly afterwards,
owing to contact with the Pastans.

“Have you seen the native
women, sir?” Prani asked, mag-
nanimously forgiving Breeli for
failing to appreciate him,

H“Some of them.”

“Do you want one, sir?”

Breeli restrained himself with
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an effort. Anyone capable of the
criminal idiocy of attacking a
Nineteenth Level world was natu-
rally incapable of seeing that it
was criminal idiocy.

“There will be no difficulty
about that?” he asked.

“None, sir,” said Prani expan-
sively. “At first these Terrans bit-
terly resented what they called
the rape of their women, but there
was a sudden reversal of their at-
titude. I have not, of course, taken
it upon myself to permit mar-
riage between Pastans and native
women, but if you will be guided
by me, sir, you will give permis-
sion soon. Many Terran women
are exceedingly attractive—"

“Like Dorothy Green?”

“You're joking, sir. Certainly
not like Dorothy Green. Intelli-
gent girl, useful, but ugly. Modesty
apart, I am very attractive to
women, sir, and . . . but meantime,
shall I have half a dozen sent
in for you to choose from?”

GAIN a sharp reprimand tee-
tered on Breeli's lips. But
he wanted to know more before
committing himself. “As you wish.”
General Prani spoke into the in-
tercom. When he had finished,
Breeli said: “I take it Terran re-
sistance was slight? That's an ex-
tremely good thing. We may yet
manage to get out of this with-
out—"
“Slight?” Prani cried, affronted.
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“Sir, this has been the greatest
campaign in the entire history of
the Pastan Federation, and, mod-
esty apart, the greatest victory!”

Breeli groaned.

Prani settled himself comfort-
ably behind his desk and started
his prepared speech complacent-
ly. “I'll begin with a paradox, sir.
These people are advancing tech-
nologically at an enormous rate.
In the last fifteen of their years—
about ten of ours — they have ad-
vanced more rapidly than we ever
did in any fifty years of our his-
tory. Yet, if we had arrived fifteen
yvears ago, we'd never have con-
quered them at all”

“They have been concentrating
too much on nuclear power?”

Prani's jaw dropped. In his as-
tonishment, he was rude. “Who
told you?”

“No one. But I am not unin-
telligent, General — and this kind
of thing has happened before.”

The general was not convinced.
“I see you deserve your high po-
sition, sir. You are precisely right.
Fifteen years ago — I use the local
measure of time, of course — the
Terrans’ defenses were largely
non-nuclear. In the meantime
they have gone over almost en-
tirely to nuclear power.”

“So when vou arrived, channel-
ing all nuclear explosions into hy-
perspace, they had nothing to fight
with?”

Prani wasn’t pleased at the
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brusque interruption. “Frankly,
sir, it was an unpleasant shock to
be attacked with atomic weapons
when we believed this was a Fif-
teenth Level world. But I pride
myself on flexible command. Mod-
esty apart, few generals could have
changed their plans so ‘rapidly.
I_I‘F

“At the moment, I don’t want a
campaign report, General. You
fought the Terrans and beat them.”

The general waved a pudgy
hand deprecatingly. “I was in com-
mand, sir. Despite the fact that I
had been completely misinformed
about the people of this world, I
pressed home the attack without
fear of consequences, and won a
great victory for the Pastan Fed-
eration.”

“General,” said Breeli drily,
“consequences have caught up
with you. But before I say any
more, what were your losses in
men and materials?”

“The Terrans fought with con-
siderable military skill. Had I not
myself been resolute—"”

“Yes, General. The losses?”

“It was, of course, an expensive
campaign, sir.”

“Precisely. Let me see the fig-
ures.”

“I have them here, sir.”

He handed Breeli a single sheet
of paper.

There was a long silence. Then:

“You call this victory?” Breeli
whispered.
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“I told you it was the greatest
battle in the entire history of the
Pastan Federation, sir.”

“So you did. The Terrans, I
imagine, suffered similar losses?”

“Oh, considerably more, sir.”

HAT was that, then. The catas-

trophe was even greater than
Breeli had feared. There was
nothing for it but to place Prani
under arrest and have him sent
back to Pasta for trial.

Breeli had one last try, Almost
pleadingly he said: “When wyou
found the Terrans far more ad-
vanced than you had been led to
expect, didn’t you consider trying
to form a peaceful alliance with
them, instead of going ahead with
plans for conquest?”

“No, sir,” said Prani bluntly.
“I was ordered to conquer this

~world. I had no authority to do

anything else.”

Breeli sighed. Lieutenant Wilt
had no authority to stop the Con-
solidation Officer doing something
rash — vet Wilt had done so.
Twice,

“General, if you were ordered
to make a surprise attack on Tues-
day evening and you discovered
on Tuesday afternoon that the
enemy had not only heard about
the attack but were waiting for it
— would you still attack?”

“Certainly,” said Prani.

Breeli sighed again.

“I gather,” said Prani, “that you
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consider I have acted wrongly in
this matter?"”

“General Prani, yvour family wall
find it necessary to change their
name. Every official who had any-
thing to do with sending you on
this mission will be examined for
latent insanity — and rightly so,
for most of the blame is theirs.
You, General, will consider your-
self—"

A  welcome relief for the
shocked, incredulous Prani was af-
forded by the sudden arrival of
the six Terran girls he had re-
quested. They came in boldly and
arranged themselves against one
wall of the office, smiling and
laughing. They were neither in-
solent nor timid.

And Breeli would have rated
each one of them, individually,
the most beautiful woman he had
ever seen.

That they looked exotic was
hardly surprismg. They were
slightly paler, slightly smaller than
Pastan women. Their eyes were a
little larger, set further apart.
Their legs were longer, their arms
a little shorter. The contrasts of
their bodies were more extreme—
larger busts and hips, smaller
wailsts.

Any one of them would have
been a sensation in a Pastan street,
and it would have occurred to no
one to think of her as alien.

In dress they varied consider-
ably. T'wo wore long skirts, one a
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very short skirt. One wore loose
slacks, one tight pants, one very
brief shorts. All wore belts that
emphasized their small waists, and
all except one had tight blouses
or dress tops that plainly showed
why they had tight blouses. There
were two blondes, three brunettes,
one redhead.

“Do any of them speak Pas-
tan?” Breeli asked.

“We all do,” said the redhead.
She was the one in the shorts, All
the girls looked as if they had good
figures, but in her case there was
no possible doubt about it. Above
her tiny red shorts she wore a
white strapless suntop, and as he
looked at her Breeli felt as he
hadn’t felt since he left his con-
cupiscent teens behind him.

“That’s Margo Day,” said Prani,
who had already recovered his
usual complacency. “I'd have
taken her myself, only I already
have a woman, and those Terran
girls are very jealous.”

“Any of us would consider it an
honor to meet your requirements,
Consolidation Officer Breeli,” said
the redhead, Margo Day.

Breeli started. “You know me?”

“And your high position,” she
zaid respectfully. “You're what we
would call a governor. Please make
your choice, sire. Satisfaction is
guaranteed, sire.”

“What is "sire’?”

“It means father. A wvery re-
spectful form of address, sire.”

18

REELI was no fool and he
knew irony when he heard it.
Margo Day was laughing up her
non-existent sleeve at him. Only a
fool complains about something
he can’t prove, however.

Until this moment he had mere-
ly been playing along with the
situation, without any real inten-
tion of taking a Terran mistress.
But why not take one? If Terran
women were as compliant as this,
nothing he did was going to make
the position any worse than it was
already. Indeed, it seemed as if
the Terrans had fully accepted the
situation, and in that case the ef-
fects of General Prani's colossal
blunder might not be so bad.

Every instinct in Breeli but
one screamed at him to choose
Margo Day. She headed the group
in looks, personality and brains.

The dissenting instinct, how-
ever, was a very important one. If
the enemy — and these women
were the enemy, after what Prani
had done — wanted him to do
something, he preferred to do
something else.

“What's yvour name?” he asked
the blonde beside Margo.

“Helen Krauss,” the girl in the
tight pants said, and Breel1 sensed
with satisfaction that she and Mar-
go Day and all the others were
in some way disconcerted. He
hadn’t been expected to pick
Helen Krauss,

“Wait for me outside,” he told
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Helen Krauss, and turned back to

Prani.

The six girls filed out.

“Tell me,” said Breeli sharply,
when the door had closed behind
them, “are these people really
conquered? Is their resistance
over?”

“I would not have given the sig-
nal for your arrival otherwise,”
Prani said loftily.

“You mean there’s no sabotage?
No assassination? Can I trust that
woman Helen Krauss with my
Iife?”

“Oh, I wouldnt suggest that,
gir,” said Prani. “You'll have a
guard, naturally. You have your
shield. She’ll be searched frequent-
ly. She mustn’t be given the slight-
est chance to—-"

“Then there is sabotage? As-
sassination?”

“Occasionally, when officers and
men are careless, sir. But—"

“Why don’t you stop it by re-
prisals?”

“There’s a clause in the sur-
render terms, sir. They wouldn't
sign without it. No reprisals for
acts by individuals. A conspiracy
has to be proved. After all, sir,
we're the conquerors. For years
individual rebels will commat
what subversive acts they can.
Modesty apart, sir, I consider it
a triumph to arrange such an early
armistice. Without that clause
they'd have gone on fighting un-
til—"
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So it was neither a peaceful al-
liance with the Terrans nor a
proper conquest. The sooner Breeli
found out exactly what it was, the
better.

“I'm going on a tour of inspec-
tion of the district,” Breegly said,
postponing the question of what to
do about General Prani. “Can I
have Lieutenant Wilt as guide?”

‘“Who's Lieutenant Wilt, sir?”

“He drove me from the space-
port.”

“Then he must have gone back
there, sit.' I’ll detail Captain Bar-
vel.”

“I'd rather have Lieutenant
Wilt. Oh, well, never mind.”

ILT, as Prani thought, had

been sent, back to the space-
port after delivering his impor-
tant passenger.

The girl Helen Krauss was wait-
ing outside, Breeli particularly
wanted to have her along, being
sure that he could find out a great
deal from her — not necessarily
believing what she said. What she
talked freely and truthfully about
would be what the Terrans didn’t
mind his knowing. When she
seemed to be lying, or refused to
answer, or pretended not to know,
he would have a few lines to in-
vestigate.

He had no idea what he was
going to dé. He couldn’t very well
tell the Terrans the attack on
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them had been a mistake. The con-
quest of Earth was an accom-
plished fact, and Breeli could see
no way of making a tactical with-
drawal and pretending that ump-
teen thousand dead Pastans and
Terrans were still alive, Yet the
subjection of a Nineteenth Level
world couldn’t go on.

It wasn’t a moral question any
more. It was a political one. The
moral crime had already been
committed; now the problem was
to minimize its effects. Since Earth
was still struggling under the voke,
perhaps the Pastan Army could
allow itself to be driven from the
planet, allegedly by a Seventeenth
Level race’ on the threshold of the
Eighteenth Level. Then, a few
centuries later, Earth, now an ack-
nowledged Nineteenth Level civi-
lization, could be offered peaceful
affiliation to the Federation.

That would get around most of
the awkward points. But too many
Pastan Army officers and men
knew that the Terrans were al-
ready far beyond the Seventeenth
Level, and when they got home
the explosive truth would be out.

No, that wouldn't work. But
what would?

Breeli became aware that Doro-
thy Green was carefully instruct-
ing Captain Barvel on the itiner-
ary to be followed. Although Bree-
li said nothing, he thought a lot.
This Terran female seemed to
have a lot of responsibility, and

20

she knew exactly where he was
going to be all afternoon at any
moment. Why was she trusted to
such an extent?

“Please stick to this route, Cap-
tan Barvel,” she was saying ear-
nestly, “or I can’'t be responsible
for what might happen.” _

Breeli took another good look
at Dorothy Green. She was a
small, slim, restless, energetic crea-
ture, with tiny, sharp features and
short dark hair. Her body was
stringy and bony, and he couldn’t
imagine anyone of any race finding
her desirable.

It was a pleasure after looking
at Dorothy Green to watch Helen
climbing into the car assigned to
him. He climbed in after her. He
found it interesting that she re-
coiled involuntarily at first as his
hip touched hers, and then leaned
against him provocatively.

“What do you think of Dorothy
Green?” he asked abruptly.

HE unexpected question baf-

fled her, and it was some sec-
onds before she could think of
anything to say. “Why, what
should I think of her?”

“That’s what I'm asking you,”
said Breeli, “Do you despise her
as a traitor?”

“Her husband is a hostage. She'’s
got to work for you.”

“T didn't know there were any
hostages.”

“General Prani wouldn't accept
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Terran liaison officers unless he
had hostages.”

That was sensible of Prani, in
the circumstances, Although it had
been criminal idiocy to attack and
defeat the Terrans, it wouldn’t im-
prove matters to be so weak and in-
gratiating that the occupation was
ineffective.

Perhaps the fact that Dorothy
Green’s husband was a hostage ex-
plained her somber manner.

“So you have a ceremony of
marriage?” asked Breeli,

“Of course,” Helen said, sur-
prised.

“Are yvou married?”

“Me? No.”

“Don’t vou want to be mar-
ried?”

“Every girl does.”

“Then why aren’t you?r”

“Nobody ever asked me.”

“And somebody asked Dorothy
Green?”

“Yes.” She clearly had no idea
what he was getting at.

Apparently Terran men mar-
ried girls with brains rather than
beauty. It was logical, but Breeli
knew of no other race which was
logical in that particular way.

If it was true that Terran men
married women for their intelli-
gence rather than their looks, that
might explain why six girls like
those he had seen in Prani’s office
had nothing better to do with them-
gselves than become the mistresses
of Pastan officers.

THE WRONG WORLD

Yet Margo Day had seemed in-
telligent . ..

The car was returning to the
six-lane highway. Captain Barvel
was in the back with a couple of
guards. Breeli would have pre-
ferred to be alone with Helen, but
recognized the need for guards. He
was the most important man in
many light-years. INo doubt the
Terrans, who seemed to know all
about him, would kill him if they
could. He remembered Dorothy's
earnest warning to Barvel: “Please
stick to this route, or I can’t be
responsible for what might hap-
pen.”

The car reached the feed-in to
the motorway. Again it was neces-
sary to cross the wvast trafficway
by a bridge, since they were going
in the opposite direction from the
spaceport. The six lanes looked
naked without cars flashing along
them.

“Where's all the traffic now?”
Breeli asked.

Barvel started to answer, but
Breeli cut him off. He was inter-
ested in Helen's answers, not Bar-
vel's.

“None of us are allowed in this
area except liaison personnel,” she
said.

“How about wyou and Margo
and the other girls?”

“We're liaison personnel.”

So the Terrans officially pro-
vided mistresses for high-ranking
Pastan officers.
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“How do you feel about us,
Helen?"” :

“Dwoes it matter?”

“¥es. Do you hate us?”

S HE struggled to find an answer.

Apparently she didn’t want to
say ves, but felt the impossibility
of saying no.

“Why are you here with me?”
Breeli asked pointedly.

“Because you told me to—"

“You know what I mean.”

“It's an honor . . .” Helen said
without conviction.

“Nonsense. Margo Day was be-
ing sarcastic when she said that.
What are you doing it for?
Money?. Prestige? A chance to
slip a knife between my ribs?”

She said nothing, which was
sensible of her.

Helen Krauss wasn't bright for
a Terran. There was no character,
no personality, no humor in her
answers. She was like a beautiful
robot which made the right
responses when the right buttons
were pushed.

A beautiful robot. Breeli con-
sidered it seriously for a moment.
" Possibly the Terrans were suffi-
ciently advanced to make lifelike
robots . . . no, that was absurd.
However, to make absolutely sure,
he resolved to have Helen Krauss
¥ -rayed when they got back.

Still considering the possibility,
he was a little too late in noticing
something which would normally
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have put him on his guard at once.
The driver had asked Barvel a
question, Barvel had replied, and
Helen had said:

“Say, are we going to Heron-
ville? Why didn’t you tell me?
Turn off right here and we'll save
fourteen miles.”

Suppose she were a robot. Prani
had a Terran mistress too. Sup-
pose some night, when practically
every high-ranking Pastan officer
had a beautiful Terran robot with
him, a button was pushed and all
the beautiful robots blew up ...

The car had turned off the
highway and was traveling more
slowly along a narrow feed road.
“Wait a minute,” said Breeli
“Didn't Dorothy Green say—"

The mine tripped by the car's
front wheels exploded under the
rear left wheel. The car and its
contents flew in many directions
in many pieces. Their shields en-
tirely enveloped in the explosion,
Barvel, the driver and the two
guards were victims of blowback
and disappeared into hyperspace.
And Helen Krauss had no shield.

Breeli, farthest from the explo-
sion, was saved by his shield. But
he was blown twenty feet in the
air, and as he approached the
ground extremely rapidly, the
shield, faced with the task of
shunting a world eight thousand
miles in diameter into hyperspace,
prudently gave up.

Breeli landed in a bush and
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found to his dazed astonishment
that he was able to scramble out
of it. He staggered a short distance
and tripped over something. Look-
ing down, he felt sick,

Helen Krauss had been no
robot.
REELI regained conscious-

_ ness in bed. For a few sec-
onds he lay bringing himself up
to date, reliving the explosion.
Then he opened his eyes.

Lieutenant Wilt was with him,
young, solid, reassuring. Breeli was
puzzled. Why Wilt?

Breeli could hardly guess that
Prani, distracted and terrified
after the incident, jolted out of his
usual state of self-satisfaction,
hadn’t dared to face Breeli. After
dredging his mind for someone to
whom he could delegate the task,
he had remembered that Breeli
had asked for Wilt as his driver.

“What shape am I in?” Breeli
asked.

“You're fine, sir,” Wilt said.
“Not even concussion. Bruises, of
course. You'll be able to walk out
of here tomorrow.”

“The others?”

“All dead or going into hyper-
space, sir.”

Wilt was bewildered. He had
expected a strong reprimand once
Breeli had seen General Prani,
and when he’d been called back
from the spaceport, he had ex-
pected to get it. Instead he found
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that Consolidation Officer Breeli
had had a miraculous escape from
death and that he, Wilt, was ex-
pected to sit and wait for him to
regain consciousness. Why he had
been chosen for this, Wilt couldn’t
begin to guess. He assumed some
mistake had been made in the
transmission of orders.

Breeli wasn’t thinking about
Wilt at the moment, nor of his es-
cape, nor of the people who had
been with him. He was wonder-
ing how the explosion had been
arranged.

Dorothy Green had sent him on
the route he had taken, but the al-
teration in the route had been
Helen’s. How had that dumb Ter-
ran blonde fixed things so “that
four Pastan officers and very near-
ly the Consolidation Officer as
well had been killed?

“What are you doing here?” he
asked abruptly.

“T doun’t know, sir,” said Wilt
“] was told to =it with you. I'm
Lieutenant Wilt, sir, the driver
who—" :

“I know. You nearly died in
that car, Wilt. I asked for you as
driver.”

“YVou did; sir?” Wilt was as-
tonished.

“Perhaps wyou wouldn’t have
died. Perhaps yvou'd have had the
sense not to follow that girl's di-
rections.”

“It was her then, sir?”

“I don’t know. I'm going to find

GALAXY




Sr—T—

P =l e —— e mes mas Tt

out. Bring Dorothy Green here.”

“Yes, sir.” He hesitated. “Are
you . .. can you handle this affair,
sir?”

“If I can’t,” said Breeli, closing
his eyes, “I'll have the benefit of
your wisdom and experience, Lieu-
tenant.”

Wilt loocked at him doubtfully.
“Yes, sir.,”

OROTHY Green was white-
faced but resolute. “I gave
your driver a route entirely on
roads which are constantly
guarded,” she said. “He should
have known not to turn off them
at any point, for any reason.”

“But wvou're not heartbroken
that four Pastan officers died.”

“Governor Breeli, I-"

“If I cut a hole in yvou,” Breeli
said thoughtfully, “would vou
bleed?”

“Naturally.”

“We'll try it and see.”

She went even whiter. But her
voice was steady. “Governor, yvour
people so far have at least been
just. You know I couldn’t have
been directly concerned in the at-
tempt on your life.”

“Not directly — but indirectly?”

“In no way. Most of the roads
in this country are mined. I know
that. Your men know that. Ask
anyone. Ask the lieutenant here.
Anyone who turned off the high-
way was a fool. I couldn’t have
made him do it even if I wanted
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to. If I had given your driver a
route involving side roads, I'd
have been questioned at once”

“Give me your hand.”

She did so, wonderingly. He
grasped her thin wrist. Her heart
was beating rapidly but strongly.
It was inconceivable that she was
anything but a human female. He
would have to abandon the robot
idea. 3

“You can go,” he said. Then,
when she was relieved and off her
guard, he asked: “Do wou still
love your husband, Dorothy?"

=he recoiled from him. “Until
you said that,” she whispered, “I
thought yvou were quite human,
Governor.”

Breeli was at a loss. “I’'m not
threatening to have him killed. I
merely asked if you love him.”

“The answer is yes, I do.” And
for the first time he saw fierce
warmth in her brown eyes as she
stared back defiantly at him. Her
fierceness couldn’t make her pret-
ty — but it could, and did, make
her suddenly intensely alive.

“Where 1z he?” Breeli asked.

“At an internment camp a hun-
dred miles from here. I see him
every Sunday.”

“You could wvisit him oftener
than that if you like. Shall I ar-
range 1it?"

“It wouldn’t be any good,” she
said, the fierceness fading.

She puzzled him. No doubt the
separation from the man she loved
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explained her unhappiness. But
in his experience intelligent, ef-
ficient, energetic people usually
managed to get what they wanted,
even if they didn’t have beauty to
help them. Surely, if all she wanted
was to be with her husband, she
could get out of serving as a
liaison officer and have him re-
stored to her.

“When were you married?” he
asked.

“Six wyears ago, when I was
twenty.”

“Were you pretty then?”

“No more than I am now.”

“It doesn’t bother you, not be-
ing pretty?”

“I'm quite happy the way I am.”

He made a gesture, and she
went.

“Is it true that most of the roads
are mined?” Breeli asked Wilt.

“¥Yes, sir. Your driver was very
careless.”

“Well, he paid for it.”

Wilt looked at him curiously.
This Consolidation Officer re-
vealed a humanity rare in the lieu-
tenant’s experience of high-rank-
ing officers.

M ARGO Day sauntered in.
She had changed her al-
ready scanty costume for an even
scantier one. Now she wore white
striped shorts and a completely—
and deliberately—inadequate black
halter, Lying in bed, Breeli sud-
denly felt uncomfortably warm,
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“Do you always dress like
that?” he asked.
“No, sire,” she said, “but I

thought that if I gave you a bet-
ter lock at the merchandise, I
might make a sale”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“Maybe I should have played
hard to get. Shall I go and put on
a long black cloak instead?”

“You mean you want to take
Helen’s place? . You think I'd be
fool enough to let another Terran
girl try to kill me?”

“Well, that’s the snag,” Margo
said frankly. “That’s why I have
to use good salesmanship.”

She was actually admitting that
she was prepared to be his mis-
tress just for a chance to kill him.

“Were you in on the plan?”

“No, that must have been
Helen’s and nobody else’s.”

“How do you think she man-
aged it?”

“Oh, she was just lucky there
was a mine there, and unlucky
that she was killed and wyou
weren’t. Still, it was a good bar-
gain — her life for four Pastans™

“¥Your attitude seems different
from what it was earlier.”

“How? I said it would be an
honor to be your mistress. Which,
in this crazy situation, it is. It
would be an even greater honor
to kill you, sire.”

“Dorothy Green’s been trying
hard to convince me she wouldn't
kill me.”
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“She’s different. Her husband is
a hostage. Anyway, she's a rene-
gade. If you don’t stay in control,
she'll get half a dozen bullets in
the guts anyway. I'm not a rene-
gade. I've got nothing to fear from
my own people.”

“Despite collaboration?”

“What collaboration? Every-
body knows I'll stick a knife in
your back if I get the chance.”

Her honesty was startling. Yet
everything she said made sense.
Conguerors on a human planet
umpteen light-years from their
own had to have women, even
women who would kill them if
they could.

“Suppose you gave me your
word not to make any attempt on
my life?”

“Suppose anything wyou like.

. You'd be stupid to take my word,

sire.”

“Would vou give it?”

She laughed. “This is a very
theoretical conversation, isn't it?
Sure, I'll promise not to try to
kill vou. I've already told you that
I'll do it if I get the chance. That
makes me a liar anyway.”

“I think I'll take you up on your
offer, all the same,”

“That's great, sire. Want me to
get into bed with yvou now?”

Wilt choked.

“No. I'll send for yvou when I
want you.”

“Mean yvou want me to go?”

“Yes”
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HEN the door had closed

behind her, Breeli said

thoughtfully: “Have you got an
Earth girl, Wilt?

“Yes, gir.”

“Doesn’t it bother you to know
she’d stick a knife in wyou if she
could?”

“She wouldn't, sir. Not Nancy.”

“Don’t be too sure, Lieutenant,
These people seem to have a re-
markable passion for freedom.”

“Yes, sir. ‘Give me lhiberty or
give me death’ A Terran saying,
sir.”

“Said by a man or a woman?”

Wilt looked surprised. “A man,
sir. Terran society isn’'t a matri-
archy.”

“No? That makes the present
situation wvery hard to under-
stand.”

“Si.l_?”

“Never mind. It looks as if the
attempt on my life and the deaths
of my guards will have to be
passed off as a regrettable acci-
dent. Wilt, was the war really
savage?”

“Yes, sir”

“¥Yet yvou don't think your little
friend would kill you?”

“I'm sure of it. She — she loves
me, sir.”

“Whjl’?”

iiSir?ﬂ

“Why? Is she pretty?”

“Yes, sir. Very.”

“How does that make sense,
Wilt? Earth’s far beyvond the stage
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of respecting conquerors. Why do
their most beautiful women throw
themselves at our heads? Qutside
of fiction, girls like Margo Day
don’t have to be heroines. They
can leave that to plain girls. Why,

Wilt, why?”
“I don’t quite understand, sir.”
“Well, think about it, Lieu-

tenant. Meanwhile, bring me some
publications to read. Terran pub-
lications, with pictures.”

“¥es, sir. Some came in, today.”

“T want old ones too. Publica-
tions printed before the occupa-
tion.”

“There aren’t any, sir.”

“Then find some.”

“I mean there are none left, sir.
They've all been destroyed.”

“Get some from a waste dis-
posal organmzation.”

“You still don’t understand, sir.
A lot of us wanted to see old Ter-
ran publications, to get some kind
of picture of what Earth was like
before we came. But we've never
been able to find any. The Ter-
rans have destroyed them all.”

“Deliberately, so that we can’t
see them?”

“It would appear so, sir.”

“That’'s strange,” Breeli mused.
“What would there be in publica-
tions that they wouldn’t want us
to see?”

“We don't know,
often wondered.”

“¥et current publications are
freely available?”

gir. We'lve
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“Yes, sir.”
“All right, Lieutenant, bring me
some.”

REELI was left with his
thoughts. There were many
things about which he was puz-
zled. But very soon he would
have to take some sort of action.
The present situation couldn’t
be allowed to continue, that was
certain. The Pastan Federation
would never ratify any solution
to the Earth problem based on a
military occupation of a Nine-
teenth Level world. Already Bree-
11 had once been on the point of
ordering Prani to consider him-
self under arrest.

Yet how could he go to the
Terran leaders, whoever and
wherever they were, and say: “I'm
sorry General Prani conquered
Earth. It was a stupid mistake.
Now can we please be friends?”

He might say: “The Pastan
Federation is just. We will with-
draw under certain conditions,”
and give them all they asked. But
the Terrans were intelligent
enough to realize that that came
to the same thing,

Damn General Prani!

Breeli glanced moodily through
the publications that Wilt had
brought. Unable to understand a
single word of the text, all he
could do was look at the pictures.

There were newspapers, books,
technical journals, women’s maga-

GALAXY




—

e

e I I

zines, weeklies and monthlies de-
voted to current events, fashion,
sport, finance, hobbies of wvarious
kinds, music, films, agriculture,
television, radio, education . ..

“Wilt!” he shouted.

The lieutenant, who had been
on guard outside the door, came
in at once.

“Get hold of some Terran films
made before the occupation force
arrived. Any kind of films”

Wilt shook his head. “Sorry, sir.
There aren’t any of those either.”

“Destroyed like the old publica-
tions?”

“Yes, sir. They didn't destroy
their art treasures, though, if that's
any help, sir.”

“Well, is it?"

“MWot that I could see, sir. Lots
of nudes. Very beautiful females.
The males are pretty bulky, how-
ever-ﬂ :

“True to life, at least. Terran
men are mostly overbuilt.”

Breeli waved him away and
stared at the publications that lit-
tered his bed. In what way were
these different from the ones which
had appeared before the occupa-
tion? In their occasional reference
to the Pastans, certainly. But that
was no reason to hide or destroy
pre-conquest publications.

One of the magazines had a
color picture of Margo Day on
the ' cover, wearing panties and
folded arms. In one of the others
was a picture of Helen Krauss,
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not wearing anything at all. He
wished he could read what was
said about them..

Still staring at ‘the beautiful pic-
ture of Margo, he found sleep
closing in on him. Not unnaturally,
he had lurid dreams in which Mar-
go was much more to him than a
sister.

THE ‘next day he was able to
walk out of the hospital, as
Wilt had promised, stiff and sore
but otherwise in good working or-
der. Wilt wanted to take his arm;
Breeli refused help.

“T am not old encugh to be
your father, Lieutenant,” he said,
annoyed.

“No, sir.
were.”

“Send Margo Day to me.”

“Is that wise, sir?”

Breeli stifled the impulse to
snap at him. Having chosen Wilt
because Wilt would answer back,
he wouldn’t be acting very logical-
ly to snap at Wilt for doing so.

“Are you sure Nancy wouldn’
kill vou?” Breeli asked instead.

“Quite sure, sir, But that's dif-
ferent. I've known her for weeks.
We’ll be martried whenever mar-
riages between Terrans and Pas-
tans are permitted. This girl Mar-
EG DEF_F? -

“Nancy’s prepared to go and
live in Pasta?”

“Yes, sir. She loves me. But
Margo Day—"

I didn’t think you
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“It is inconceivable that any
woman could ever love me, Lieu-
tenant?”

“No, sir. But not in five min-
utes, Next month Margo Day
might not want to assassinate youw.
Even next week. But today she
means what she says.”

There was a lot of sense in what
Wilt said, and Breeli made due al-
lowance for i1t. Normal women
with normal instincts, whatever
their race, found cold hate diffi-
cult to preserve along with grow-
ing affection. Wilt's Nancy had
probably started out with the at-
titude which Margo had forcefully
expressed, but now . . . yes, Wilt
was probably right. About Nancy
and about Margo.

“Send Margo Day to me,” Bree-
li said.

“Yes, sir,” said Wilt disapprov-
ingly.

It was very pleasant.

It gave Breeli no answers.

Nor, in the days that passed,
did Breeli find any simple solu-
tion to his problem,

In a military sense, Earth was
submissive. There weren't even
riots. The countries of the world
went about their business, for the
most part ignoring the Pastan con-
quest. Earth’s economic, social and
political systems hadn’t been as
easily upset as Breeli had feared.

But every day, somewhere,
despite their shields, four or five
Pastan soldiers died. Usually four
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or five Terrans died with them.
But Earth could afford it, not be-
ing at the end of a light-years-
long supply and reinforcements
line,

The plain fact was, Earth didn’t
want to be occupied. ;

Once Breeli said to Dorothy
Green: “If I wanted to have a con-
ference with Earth’s leaders, could
you arrange 1i1t? How long would
yvou need?”

“You can tell me anything vou
want communicated to the Terran
governments, sir.”

“Yes, but I might want to seé
them myself.”

“I'm chief liaison officer, sir.”
There was mild reproof in her
tone, -

“I know that. But what if I have
an offer to make?”

“You can make it to me, sir”

And with that Breeli had to-be
content. He made no offer. He
didn’t know what to offer.

EEING no harm in it, he is-
sued an order permitting in-
termarriage. One of the first to
take advantage of this was Lieu-
tenant Wilt, who married his Nan-
cy. Breeli attended the wedding
and kissed the bride. Wilt was
right — INancy was a pretty girl.
Not a Margo Day, but pretty.
Seeing them together, Breeli
didn’t think Nancy could possibly
be playing a part.
As far as he could, Breeli kept
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out of Prani's way because he
knew that whatever happened he
was Prani’s executioner. Breeli
had no choice about that — only
about the manner and date of
Prani's trial.

He made a lot of visits to wvari-
ous parts of the world, accom-
panied by Margo and a suitable
number of guards.

In Hawaii Margo said: “Come
for a swim, sire. I'll find out where
you're most likely to be eaten by
a shark.)”

In the Swiss Alps she said:
“Iet's climb a mountain, sire, and
I'll push you off.”

In Brazil she stopped calling
him “sire.” Knowing she used the
title as an insult, Breeli had
steadfastly refused to comment
on it one way or the other. But
when she started calling him Breel
— the “I"” on the end of his name
was titular — he began to suspect
that even if she got the chance to
assassinate him, she wouldn’t.’

In Australia she said: “Do yvou
really need all these guards, Breel?
I'm getting tired of sleeping six
in a bed.”

This was exaggeration. Breeli
never slept in the same room as
she did, but apart from refusing to
let her near him when he was
asleep, he took no special pre-
cautions against her.

In England he gave her a
chance to kill him and she didn’t
take it.
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In Florida she said: “¥Yes, Breel,
I'll marry you.”

She insisted on fixing the date
of the wedding, which for a mo-
ment made him suspicious again,
Assassinations had tailed off late-
ly. Intuitively, when she picked
the following Friday, he suspected
that something was due to happen
on Friday.

Suppose a Terran coup of some
kind had been planned. Surprise
would be essential, for the Pastans
had decisively overcome all
Earth's resistance once, and
could do it again. And if such a
coup had been planned, Margo,
given the chance to assassinate
the Consolidation Officer, might
very well refrain.

“¥You're up to something,” he
said.

“Look, Breel,” she said. “We'd
better get one thing straight. If I
marry yvou, I'll mean it. I'll go any-
where with you. I'll become as
Pastan as you are. There’s noth-
ing new in that. Lots of girls have
married former. enemies. Once
we're married, you can trust me.”

“I believe all that. But you
make me more certain than ever
that something’s going to happen
between now and Friday.”

She laughed in the old mock-
ing way and said nothing.

N the night he tossed and
turned uneasily, and at last
opened his eyes and looked at
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Margo, sleeping peacefully be-
side him. The moonlight which
shone through the uncurtained
window rimlit the lovely satin
skin of cheek, shoulder and breast.
For a week now he had trusted
her to the extent of sleeping with
her.

He loved her and he was all but
certain she loved him. Yet he knew
his duty was to find out whatever
it was she knew, however he had
to do it.

She knew something and had
hardly bothered to deny it. When
they had talked hours ago, things
had been easy, comfortable be-
tween them, and it had been more
or less a joke that Margo wouldn't
tell him what was on her mind.

In the stillness of the night, it
was clear that it was no joke. He
ought to turn her over to the psy-
chologists to have whatever she
knew pried out of her.

He got up and paced about the
bedroom restlessly. Aside from
the time when the car he was in
had been blown to pieces, his stay
on Earth had been too pleasant,
too easy, too spuriously comfort-
able, He hadn’t seen any shooting,
fighting, dying. Any killing he
heard of, except that one incident,
had been offstage.

Yet he knew that the Terrans
had a passionate love of liberty
and would do anything to drive
the invaders from their world.
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The only reason for their present
comparative passiveness was that
there was nothing they could do
against the diverter, and they
knew it. They could attack every
one of the Pastan Army's bases
and installations from all direc-
tions at once, but if they did so,
they’d simply be shut out until
the Pastans were ready to strike
back, and then get beaten as de-
cisively as before. They knew it.
That was why the occupation was
apparently peaceful.

There remained the fact that
Prani had immorally and illegal-
ly attacked and conquered a Nine-
teenth Level world, and Breeli
still hadn’'t the ghost of an idea
what to do about it

He had never had a survey
made to establish bevond doubt
what the Terrans’' cultural level
actually was. The reason was
that it was still possible to pretend
that Earth was Seventeenth Level,
although the pretense was pretty
thin.

After a survey, it would no longer
be possible, X

“Come back to bed, darling,”
Margo muttered sleepily.

“What's going to happen on Fri-
day?” he demsdanded.

“Friday?” She smiled without
opening her eyes. “I'm going to get
married.”

Long after she was asleep, Bree-
li stared at her. Finally he told
himself he was imagining things.
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LTHOUGH marriage hadn’t

long been permitted between
Pastans and Terrans, already near-
ly half the occupying forces had
married Terran girls, It wasn't
really surprising — only single
men were sent on occupation du-
ties, except for top brass like
General Prani.

‘The strange thing was that the
Terrans seemed to regard Pastan-
Terran marriage as a joke,

When it was announced that
Governor Breeli was to marry
Margo Day, cartoons depicting
him and Margo in improbable atti-
tudes appeared in most Terran
newspapers. They were never ac-
tually obscene or libelous. But
Breeli learned how astute Terran
newspapermen could be in estab-
lishing just how far they could
go, and then go there with barely
a millimeter to spare.

Breeli found Margo at the pool
chuckling over a cartoon in one of
the New York papers. It depicted
a very glamorous Margo with an
unglamorous Breeli at her feet
and the Earth at Breeli's.

“Is that funny?"” he asked.

“I think so. You wouldn't.”

“I'm supposed to have a sense
of humor.”

“The man who gets a custard
pie in his face never thinks it's
funny.”

“Is marrying you like getting
a custard pie in my face?”

She sobered. “You don't really
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mind, Breel? I didn't think it
would bother you.”

“It doesn’t. But I didn't expect
to find you laughing at a thing
like that.”

“Well, vou at my feet, and the
Earth at yours . . . Every girl
wants to marry a prince, especial-
ly Americans, who sneer at
princes, and you’re a sort of prince.
Tell me, is the wedding off?”

He loocked at her. She wore a
deep green swimsuit which
brought out all her wvivid color-
ing. He had had plenty of oppor-
tunity to tire of her, but the re-
sult had been quite the opposite,
He reached for her.

Feeling her stiffen, he cast a
glance over his shoulder. He
blinked incredulously. Dorothy
Green, most unexpectedly clad in
a white two-piece swimsuit, and
smiling, was coming to join them.
She looked more like a bean-pole
than usual.

“Mind if I talk to you?” she
asked Breeli.

“Go. right ahead,” said Margo
viciously, and jumped to her feet
and walked away.

Breeli stared after her.

“What got into Margo?” he
asked.

Dorothy sat by the edge of the
pool where Margo had been.
“She’s a patriot,” she said indif-
ferently. “Patriots can't be ex-
pected to like me.”

‘“But she’s marrying me. I'm a
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Pastan. Why should she hate you
for working with Pastans?”

Dorothy shrugged., “I thought
you understood people, Governor.
Does anyone like a traitor — even
the people who wuse the traitor?”

“But you're not . . . well, never
mind. What do vou want to talk
about?”

It was the wedding, of course.
Dorothy was in charge of security
arrangements. For ten minutes
they discussed the matter as im-
personally as if it were a cattle
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show. Breeli agreed that a Ter-
ran church wedding would be
best, with a Pastan ceremony
back on Pasta later.

At the end of ten minutes, find-
ing Dorothy brighter and more

sympathetic than usual, Breeli
asked: “What kind of wedding did
you have?"

A spasm crossed her face.
“Please. We're concerned only
with you and Margo Day.”

“We could arrange to have
your husband present if you like.”
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INCE more passion flamed in
her eyes. She jumped to her
feet exactly as Margo had done,
and was going to hurry away like-
wise. But Breeli caught her around
the waist and pulled her down
again. It was like handling an un-
dernourished child.

“Dorothy,” he said, “is there
something I don’t know about
yvour husband? Was he wounded
in the fighting? Has he been bad-
ly treated? Or what?”

Her passion died, and her small
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breasts stopped heaving. “You
don't know?"” she whispered. “I
thought yvou did, I thought . . .
I apologize, Governor. No, it
wasn't anything to do with the
fighting. Long before that, Jack
was . . . sick.”

“What do vou mean, sick?”

“His mind , . . if you must have
it in plain language, Governor,
he’s out of his mind. No, he isn’'t
badly treated. In fact, one of the
reasons I took this job was be-
cause he'd be treated better as a
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hostage, better looked after, than
I could afford otherwise.”

“But why hasn't he been cured?”

“Incurable, Gowvernor.” There
was a world of grief in her voice,

“Brain damage?”

“No. I'm not a psychologist,
Governor, and anyway, I'd rather
not talk about it. There’s a Pastan
doctor at the internment camp, a
Dr. Morn. Ask him.”

Breeli stood up. “I will. Dor-
othy, if I've said anything that
hurt you, I'm sorry. I didn’t know
about this.”

He had himself driven to the
camp and saw Jack Green through
one-way glass. Dorothy’s husband
was a tall, massive young man
who sat wvery still and stared at
the floor.

“Manic-depressive,” Dr. Morn
explained, turning away. “A very
sad case. I've requested permis-
sion to treat him, but so far I've
had no reply. I presume my re-
quest is shuttling back and forth
along a series of muddy ruts
known as the usual channels.”

“Could you cure him?"

“Within a week.”

“Then go ahead. You have per-
mission now.”

“Thank wyou. These ‘Terrans
have a wry saying: Better late
than never.”

“Have wyou any idea, Doctor,
why the Terrans left him like
that? Is he some kind of criminal
or outcasty”
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Dr. Morn raised his eyvebrows
quizzically, “Do you mean you
don’t know? Haven’t you seen my
report?”

“It, too, is probably shuttling
through the usual channels,” said
Breeli drily. “What was it about?”

“The Terrans haven’t cured him
because they can’t. Though a very
advanced people in many ways,
they’re backward in psychologi-
cal medicine.”

Breeli stared at him. “¥You mean
they can't cure neuroses? But I
haven’t seen an uncompensated
neurotic yet.”

“¥ou wouldn’t. They're really
a remarkably stable race — which,
perhaps, is why psychological
medicine has lagged among them.
Really serious neurosis is com-
paratively rare. But when it does
occur, they can't do a thing about
it.”

“So, unless you took a hand,
Jack Green would be like that
for the rest of his life?”

HYE'E..”

“His wife, Doctor — have wyou
met his wife?”

“Yes.” The doctor sighed. “A
remarkably plain girl, in a world
of such feminine pulchritude. How-
ever, she's gone through a lot of
unnecessary misery.,”

“Didn’t you tell her he could
be cured?”

“Until I was permitted to do so,
I hardly thought it humane to
tell her I could.”
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“INo, of course not. And by the
same token, I won’t tell her what's
going on until he is cured. Will
you send him to HQ when the
cure is complete, Dr. Morn? I'll
take the responsibility.”

The doctor looked puzzled.
“But why not tell her now?”

“And get her so hopeful that

_ she has no thought for — collabo-

ration? That's not practical poli-
tics, Doctor.”

T wasn't until he was almost
back at HQ that the signifi-
cance of Dr. Morn's explanation
detonated under Breeli like the
bomb which had nearly killed him.
The Eighteenth Level was the
level of stability. It was the level
of culture at which a race learned
to repair its own mental disorders.
The Terrans were an exception-
ally stable race, though quite pos-
sibly they themselves didn’t think
s0. Neurotics among them gen-
erally managed to compensate
without treatment. Though they
remained neurotics, they seldom
reached the state at which treat-
ment, in a Pastan world, would
have been compulsory.
Consequently the Terrans had,
in effect, reached the Nineteenth
Level by a different route from
the usual one, From the standard
point of wview, they were Nine-
teenth Level; there was no doubt
about that.
But part of the definition of the
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rise from Seventeenth to Eigh-
teenth Level was the development
::-f practical psychological medi-
cine.

Techrucally, the Terrans were
Seventeenth Level and the con-
quest of Earth had been quite in
order.

It was a technicality, of course,
Put on the right track, Terran psy-
chologists could develop the neces-
sary techniques in a matter of
months. Then, by any standards,
they would be INineteenth Level.

But it was all Breeli needed.
Now he could whitewash Prani and
the conquest of Earth and anything
else he liked. There would be no
need to mention that he’d spent
weeks on Earth before learning
about the gap.

He almost danced into HQ.

“General,” he said with more
cordiality then he had shown since
the moment he met Prani, “you're
saved. The Terrans are Seven-
teenth Level”

Prani was affronted. “Sir, you
know very well they're Nineteenth.
No Seventeenth Level race could
have fought such battles, Modesty
apart, I may say —”

“General,” said Breeli with only
mild exasperation, “if you follow
that line, you're dead. Your only
hope is to let me show that the
Terrans are Seventeenth Level.
Now are you going to do as I say,
or do I have to relieve you of your
command?”
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“Sir!” The general went white,
then red, then mottled.

“I can do it, you know.”

“Yes, sir, I know, but —”

“All right, then. I have reason to
believe that something's brewing.
I don't know what, but it doesn’t
matter, As of ten minutes from
now, all bases will be closed until
further notice. Recall all person-
nel. Set diverters to exclude bombs,
cshells, gas, men, women, children
and all animals, insects and bac-
teria. Transmit these orders
through Pastan personnel, not
through Dorothy Green, or any
other Green or Dorothy. The only
contact between Pastans and Ter-
rans in the next few days will be
the marriage of myself and Margo.”

“But that's the first thing to can-
cel, sir! If there’s really going to
be a revolt, there must be plans for
your assassination at the cere-
mony!”

“I don’t think so. But I'll warn
Dorothy and Margo that if there
are, it'll be the worst mistake Earth
ever made.”

ITH some difficulty Breeli

found Dr. Morn’s report,
stuck fast in a bottleneck. He read
it with interest.

‘The Terrans, like all races which
didn’'t have psychotherapy that
really worked, were all more or less
off balance. That didn’t make them
much different from any other
highly developed race, or the Pas-
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tans themselves, for every ad-
vanced civilization permitted a lot
of personal liberty, which meant
that only dangerous psychotics
could be compulsorily treated.
Earth achieved much the same
practical result by shutting dang-
erous psychotics away in asylums
Oor prisons.

But the Terrans were conscious
of the deficiency and uneasy about
it. There were experiments in re-
habilitation — idealistic, danger-
ous experiments when no practical
psychotherapeutic techniques ex-
1sted.

The Terrans would be very glad
to have a psychotherapy which
worked.

Seeing all his troubles dissolving,
Breeli once more felt like dancing.
When he met Margo in one of the
corridors, he did Iliterally dance
into his office with her.

“What's got into wvou, Breel?”
she asked breathlessly.

“I've just found the kev!” he
cried.

“What key?”

“The key to Terran-Pastan co-
operation. Friendship. Peace. Alli-
ance.”

“Isn’t that a bit optimistic?”

“No. After we're married, I'll tell
vou about it.”

“I think wyou'd better tell me
now."”

He grinned at her. “Margo, I
don’t care what you've got up yvour
sleeve, I've got something bigger.*
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She looked at him thoughtfully.
“You've got something that’s going
to put you in a strong position?”™

il EB‘TJ

“Then maybe it had better wait.
You're going to need it.”

He sobered. “Margo, I'm trust-
ing yvou. If there’s anything funny
about the ceremony, your world
will regret it for generations. That’s
not a threat. It's a friendly warn-
ing.”

“Didn’t I promise it would go
off according to plan?”

“¥Yes, but long ago you told me
you'd promise anything I liked, and
I'd be a fool to believe you. Didn’t
your”

She was hurt. “Why are you
marrying me if you don't trust
me?r”

“Because yvou're beautiful and I
love you.”

“Is that the right order of im-
portance?”

“No. Honestly, Margo, I don’t
think you'd betray me.”

She looked at him with troubled

. eyes,

T HE wedding of Margo Day and
Consolidation Officer Breeli —
or Governor Breeli, as he was
known to the Terrans — was a big
propaganda occasion.

It took place in St. Clement’s
Church in a small town near Prani’s
headquarters. Film and television
cameras were there in force. Margo
and Breeli were attended by near-
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ly all the Pastans who had married
Terrans, and Terrans who had mar-
ried Pastans — a large congrega-
tion. That had been Dorothy
Green’s inspiration.

Margo looked ravishing in pink.
Breeli wore a Terran suit. Dorothy
Green was matron of honor.

The Reverend Thaddeus White
had refused to perform the cere-
mony until he had a chat with
Breeli about religion. Finding that
the Pastan view of a Divine Pur-
pose was not so different, he had
withdrawn his objections and
agreed to officiate.

Nothing untoward happened un-
tili Margo and Breeli left the
church, Then Breeli was rather sur-
prised to find Dorothy coming into
their car with them.

“Do we need a chaperon?” he
asked Margo.

“Mr. Breely,” said Dorothy, as
the car started, “yvou are no longer
governor. You and Margo are
being deported at once.”

Breeli smiled. “Tell me more.”

“I'm sorry about this, Breel,”
Margo said, “but I did want to
marry you, and I also wanted to
free Earth. That's why it was timed
this way. I'm coming with you to
the spaceport.”

“And what are you going to do
about the Pastan bases all over
Earth?”

“We're ndbt going to do any-
thing,” said Dorothy calmly.
“We've done it."”
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For the first time Breeli became
anxious. “What are you trying to
tell me?” -

“Well, it's been a fairly blood-
less victory,” Dorothy Green said.
“We don't want another war. But
you're reasonable people. Now
that we have the diverter, I don’t
think you’ll want to —"

“¥You have the diverter?”

Dorothy shrugged. “Well, how
long did you think it would take
us to crack it? An hour ago, we
cancelled all diverter fields, and
thousands of men walked into
every Pastan base and took over.
There were hardly any casualties,
I'm sorry to report that General
Prani is dead—he wasn’t very good
with weapons, I'm afraid. We're
sending you and every Pastan
officer or soldier who married a
Terran girl back to Pasta, and
keeping everybody else prisoner. I
-. think we should be able to reach
agreement after you've reported
the facts to your government and
come back to arrange terms.”

Breeli began to laugh silently.
Prani's death was unfortunate, but
it would simplify matters. It was
ironic that as soon as Breeli had
discovered Earth was technically
a Seventeenth Level world, and
the conquest was therefore justi-
fied, they should pull something
like this,

Margo was laughing too, puzzled
but prepared to share the joke.
Dorothy was merely puzzled.
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“Tell the driver to take us to
HQ,” Breeli said.

“We're taking you to the space-
port. You're to be—"

“I know. Let's go to HQ all the
same. I'm expecting somebody
there.”

“Youre not Governor Breeli
any more,” Dorothy said again.
“You don’t give the orders —"

“I'm expecting Jack Green,”
Breeli said.

That passion in her eyes again,
she grabbed Breeli’s shoulders.
“What have you done to him?”

“Tell the driver,” Breeli said.

She did so.

EADQUARTERS looked the

same, except that there were
no Pastans about, only Terrans,
mostly men, none of whom Breeli
had ever seen before. A tall, broad
Terran colonel called Armstrong
seemed to be in charge.

“Well done,” Breeli congratu-
lated him. “A very well-planned
operation.”

“Thank wyou,” said the colonel,
surprised but courteous. “What are
vou doing here?”

Breeli had Margo on one arm
and Dorothy on the other, “Frank-
ly, this maneuver of yours comes
at a very convenient time. I'm glad
it was comparatively bloodless,
though. T couldn’t have condoned
a massacre, Now that this has hap-
pened, I think we should withdraw
in force. Only don’t you think it
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would be better if the Pastans who
have married Terran women re-
main here, and all the others go
home?”

“¥You don't seem to understand
the situation,” said Armstrong.
“We're in command now.”

“Perhaps,” Breeli admitted.
“But the Pastans with Terran sym-
pathies are the obvious ones to
stay here while the agreements are
arranged. Margo and I will go, but
not for long. We’ll be back.”

The colonel’s courtesy was wear-
ing thin. “Mr. Breeli, we don’t want
a state of perpetual warfare be-
tween Earth and Pasta. That's why
we planned a coup with as few
casualties as possible on either side.
But 7

“But we still have something to
offer,” Breeli said, “a high card to
play.” His gaze rose over Dorothy’s
head. She turned and gasped.

Jack Green strode to her and
took her in his arms. There was
something in his appearance, his
bearing, that showed he was a
whole man again,

Suddenly the unfeminine Doro-
thy Green became very feminine.

“Was that your key?” Margo
demanded.

“Yes, Won't Earth be grateful
for sanity? No more psychopaths.
You'll be able to get by with al-
most no prisons and much smaller
asylums. We can’t do anything for
congenital defects, I'm afraid, but
aside from that, only physical brain
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damage 15 bevond our skill.”

The colonel was out of his depth.
Dorothy, however, once she had
recovered from the altogether
pleasant shock, became chief liai-
son officer very strongly biased in
Breeli's favor.

“Shall we go into your office, Mr.
Breeli?” she asked, still in Jack
Green’s arms.

N the end, as Breeli had sug-

gested, it was the Pastans who
had not married Terran women
who returned immediately to their
own world, Some of them were
very reluctant to go.

Margo and Nancy were the only
Terrans to leave with them. Breeli
was not unaware of the effect they
were going to have on Pastan TV.

The arrangements had been
easy because Earth had prudently
decided not to be difficult, realiz-
ing that if Pasta’s tail were tweaked
too violently, Earth might still be
reconquered.

“You seem happy,” Margo said
as the Pastan ship prepared to
make the first hyperspace jump.

“I am,” said Breeli. “I'm going
on my honeymoon. And you should
see my bride!”

“¥ou don't care that we won
in the end?”

He wondered whether to tell her
the truth, and decided against it.
It wouldn't make any Terran any
happier to know that the brief war
had been unnecessary, that those
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who had died shouldn’t have died.
Let Mauargo believe, as Breeli's su-
perior's would believe, that Earth
had been a paradox, a Seventeenth
Level world that went straight to
Nineteenth when Pastan psychol-
ogists told them a few things they
ought to have seen for themselves
long ago.
He kissed her instead.

HE released herself. “Breel,

I've got a confession to make.”

“¥You needn’t bother,” he said.
“I figured it out long ago.”

She gasped.

“And I don’t mind,” he added.
“Why should I?”

“TI didn’t think yvou would, be-
cause it's what you think that
-matters. But how did you know?”

“¥ou went too far trying to hide
it. Destroying all old publications
and films...”

“Yes, but if any Pastan had seen
one, he'd have known —"

“Perhaps. But girls like you and
Helen Krauss and the others were
brave, and you were necessary to
Earth’s plans. We had to take Ter-
ran mistresses or you'd never have
been able to find out the things you
did. Only somebody thought we'd
better not know that the Terran
girls we happened to admire were-

* *
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n't the ones Terrans regarded as
glamor girls. It wouldnt have
made any difference, Margo. You
— and the Rubens and Greek nudes
— would still have appealed to us.”

“That's what's so wonderful,” she
said. “You'd never believe how
nice it is to find people who think
you're beautiful after knowing all
your life that —"

Breeli shook his head. “You're
perfect.”

“Glad you think so.” And she
meant it

“They must have found out very
early,” Breeli said, “that we were
attracted to the Rubens type. And
they thought something might be
made of the fact. So they carefully
prevented us from finding out the
kind of girls they were attracted to.
They needn’t have bothered. We
must have seen some of the girls
they think are beautiful, and didn't
give them a second glance.”

“¥ou did,” said Margo,

“Who, for instance?”

“Dorothy Green.” :

“You're not going to tell me
she’s the Terran idea of a glamor
girlt”

“Six years ago,” said Margo,
“she was Miss America — just be-
fore she married Jack Green.”

— J. T. McINTOSH

* *
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