FIGTlON

r——

SCIENCE FACT

| DRAGONRIDER
e - Anne McCaffrey

"“&'
W§
{

e

S —_ P4 )

DECEMBER 1967 60 CENTS G1)

.
*
s - -
Wty s
41\'? :
N,
B
S
."‘; t
;i
& {
g
!
i
i
-
#
§




To people who have always meant to own

THE WORLD OF MATHEMATICS

The famous four-volume library edited, with commentaries, by James
R. Newman (over 100,000 copies have been sold in the original hard-
bound edition currently priced at $25) is available complete and
unabridged in paperback — four volumes, boxed, at only $9.95.

Partial Contents

GENERAL SURVEY — Jourdain: The
Nature of Mathematics.

HISTORICAL AND BIOGRAPHICAL —
Turnbull: The Great Mathematicians;
Newman: The Rhind Papyrus; Plu-
tarch: Archimedes; 12 others.
ARITHMETIC, NUMBERS AND THE ART
OF COUNTING — Archimedes: Poppy
Seeds and The Universe; Ball: Calcu-
lating Prodigies; Newton: The Binomial
Theorem; 6 others.

MATHEMATICS OF SPACE AND MO-
TION - Clifford: The Science of Space,
The Space Theory of Matter; Euler:
The Seven Bridges of Konigsberg: A
Famous Problem. Kline: Projective Ge-
ometry; 7 others.

MATHEMATICS AND THE PHYSICAL
WORLD — Galileo: Mathematics of Mo-
tion; Moseley: Atomic Numbers; Boys:
The Soap Bubble; Mendel: Mathemat-
ics of Heredity; 18 others.
MATHEMATICS AND THE SOCIAL SCI-
ENCES — Malthus: Mathematics of
W ealth; Richardson: Statistics of Dead-
ly Quarrels; Hurwicz: On the Theory
of Games; 7 cthers.

THE LAWS OF CHANCE — De LaPlace:
Concerning Probability; Peirce: The
Red and The Black; 5 others.

THE MATHEMATICAL WAY OF THINK-
ING — Peirce: The Essense of Mathe-
matics; Mach: The Economy of Sci.
ence; 3 others.

MATHEMATICS AND LOGIC — Boole:
The Mathematical Analysis of Logic;
Nagel: Symbolic Notation; 3 others.
THE UNREASONABLENESS OF MATHE-
MATICS — Kasner and Newman: Para.
dox Lost and Paradox Regained; Hahn:
The Crisis in Intuition.

BECOMING ONE'S OWN MATHEMA-
TICIAN — G. Polya: How to Solve It
(excerpt).

THE VOCABULARY OF MATHEMATICS
—Kasner and Newman: New Names for
old

MATHEMATICS AS AN ART — Sullivan:
Mathematics as an Art.

VARIOUS CLEVER MACHINES — Von
N : Theory of Automata; Tur-
ing: Can a Machine Think? Shannon:
A Chess-Playing Machine.

THE UNGENTLE USES OF MATHEMAT-
ICS — Lanchester: Mathematics in War-
fare; Morse and Kimball: How to Hunt
a Submarine.

A MATHEMATICAL THEORY OF ART —
Birkhoff: Mathematics of Aesthetics.
MATHEMATICS IN LITERATURE —Swift:
Cycloid Pudding; Huxley: Young Ar.
chimedes; 3 others.

MATHEMATICS AND MUSIC — Jeans:
The Mathematics of Music.
MATHEMATICAL DIVERSIONS, PUZ-
ZLES, AND FANCIES — selections by:
Stephen Leacock, Lewis Carroll, W. W.
Rouse Ball, 7 others.

THE MATHEMATICIAN EXPLAINS HIM-
SELF—Hardy: A Mathematician’s Apol.
ogy; Poincare: Mathematical Creation;
How Ldeas Are Born; Von Neumann:
The Mathematician.

MATHEMATICS AND MORALITY —
G. D. Birkhoff: 4 Mathematical Ap-
proach to Ethics.

The most extensive collection ever published, for layman and expert,
of the great literature of Mathematics from the Rhind Papyrus of

Egypt to Einstein’s theories. Pr

1 in four

d illustrated

volumes with 500 drawings, halftones and facsimile reproductions.

HE WORLD OF MATHEMAT-

1cs, published in 1956, be-
came an instantaneous and
spectacular bestseller. Since
then this superb collection has
found its way into more than
112,000 homes in the original
higher priced, hard-bound edi-
tions.

Over the years it has become
apparent that, for many thou-
sands for whom the collection
would be most rewarding, the
$25 price has been too high.
So we explored every possible
way of producing a handsome,
readable, durable set at far
less. The result is the four-
volume paperback WoRLD OF
MaTuemaTics. Not a word has
been cut. The type page is
exactly the same as in the
original edition. The paper,
while of lighter weight, is of
excellent quality. The princi-
pal cost difference is in the
binding and in our savings on
substantial printings. We are
extremely pleased with the
handsome paper-cover bind-
ing. The result, at $9.95 for the
boxed set, is surely one of the
great book bargains of all time.

From Vajda on Matching
Pennies to the Theories
of Einstein

From Archimedes on Poppy
Seeds and the Universe to
Shaw’s The Vice of Gambling
and the Virtue of Insurance —
here are 133 great books, es-
says, articles and stories —
more than a million words. All
are woven together with a clear

and brilliant 130,000 word
commentary by James R. New-
man, member of the Board of
Editors of Scientific American
Magazine.

Every Field of
Mathematical Thought
Do you know what the small-

est thing in the Universe is?
The biggest? The fastest?
Read D’Arcy Thompson’s essay
on Magnitude. From Von Neu-
mann’s classic Theory of
Games to the mathematics of
music—even of metaphysicsand
golf—every field of mathemat-
ical thought is represented.

Two basic books are in-
cluded in full: Jourdain’s The
Nature of Mathematics- and
Turnbull’s The Great Mathe-
maticians.

Only a very small fraction
of the authors and titles can
be included in the partial con-
tents listed here. In their en-
tirety they are irresistible to
all who respond to the miracle
of the human mind that dares
to chart the galaxies, weigh
earth and atom, outguess

chance, invent. the straight
line, add irrational numbers,
and describe infinity.

How to Take Advantage

of This Offer

In"order to make this great
library of books more easily
available, your set not only
will be sent for a 10-day trial
examination but, if desired, it
may be purchased on the easy
terms offered below.

To examine it in your home
for 10 days, simply fill out the
order form and mail it today.
A set will be sent to you at
once. If you are not absolutely
sure that you and your family
will place the value of Tue
WoRrLD oF MATHEMATICS at
much greater than its cost, re-
turn it to us and owe nothing.
Otherwise, you may (if you
wish) remit only $1.95 in 10
days and $4 monthly for two
months, plus postage, as pay-
ment in full. At all bookstores,
or mail coupon to: SiMoN AND
ScuusTer, Publishers, Dept.
100, 630 Fifth Avenue, New
York, N. Y. 10020.

10-DAY TRIAL EXAMINATION

MATHEMATICS ;

SIMON and SCHUSTER, Publishers, Dept. 100

630 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10020
Please send me.....ccovvuueneis sets of Tur WorLp oF

in four soft-bound volumes, boxed, over

==

2500 pages, illustrated. If after browsing through it leisurely
for 10 days I am not completely delighted. I will return the
set(s) and owe nothing. Otherwise I will remit only £9.95
per set — in three payments consisting of $1.95 within 10
days, and $4.00 per month for two months (plus postage)
for each set.

CHECK HERE if you prefer to examine the De Luxe Edi-

tion — four handsome, hard-bound volumes, gold-
stamped, boxed. Same 10-day examination offer. If you decide
to keep the De Luxe set(s), remit only $5 per set within 10
days, then $5 per month for each set for four months, plus
full postage charges with the last payment.

: Check here if you are enclosing $9.95

per soft-bound set ($25 per De Luxe hard-bound set)
as payment in full. Then we will pay all postage. Same 10-
day privilege of return for full refund applies.
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MAIL
ORDER

EXCELLENT
SHOPPING MART &
GIFTS!

A selection of products available by mail for readers of Analog.
All merchandise sold on a money-back guarantee. Order Direct by Stock No. Send check or M.O.

414" Astronomical Telescope

e craters on the moon, rings of Sat-
urn, double stars. Up to 225x. Now
vibration-free equatorial mount Mirror
f/11, finished to better than Y; wave-
length. Gives theoretical limit of reso-
lution. Rack-and-pinion focusing. Alu-
minum tube, 6x finder telescope. 2
standard ecyepieces and Barlow lens
give powers up to 225x. Free with

scope: ‘‘Star Chart.”” 272-page “Hand-
book of the Heavens,” plus ‘“‘How To
Pb? Your Telescope.” Shipping wt. 25

SCIENCE TREASURE CHEST
Hundreds of thrilling experiments plus
a Ten Lens Kit to make telescopes,
microscopes, ete. Incl.: extra powerful

Giant Weather Balloons

“Balls of fun” for kids, traffic stoppers
for stores, terrific for amateur meteorol-
ogists. Create a neighborhood sensation.
Great backyard fun. Exciting beach at-
traction. Amateur meteorologists use to
measure cloud heights, wind speed, and
temp. Made of heavy duty neoprene.
Inflate with vacuum cleaner or auto air
hose; or locally available helium for
high rise.

AMAZING NEW HOLOGRAMS

Nav evalulte tremendous impact of al-
ost new 3-D photo-tech-

magnets, polarizing filters,
one-way mirror-film, diﬂmtfun grating,
many other items. $5.50 Ppd. Order

342Q. Deluxe Chest: Alnvo plus
cryxtll growing Kkit, electric  motor,
molecular set. and lots

Car of the Future Here Now!
One of most impressive science toys
we've seen. Low 'rl:tlon air car rides a
fraction of an inch over any surface,
including water. anhiea"y demon-
strates same principles that apply to
Fprd'l and curtlu erlht's new wheel-
less airc: Sturdy red Illd yalov
plastic. 8” vldo 9” dun hl|
4” propeller. Onntu on 2 ht
batteries (not inel.). 48" control Ilnu,

battery case.
Stock #70,307A ...

..$2.98 Ppd.

nique for small cost. Simple transmis-
sion-type holoram result of splitting
laser beam. Dimension appears carved
in stone. Cut in half repeatediy—
parts still contain full scene. Fantastic
future potential. Use slide projector
light source or flashlight bulb filament.
Filter incl.

GIANT NEW SPACE-BIRD KITES
Terrifie fun for kids of all ages. Kites
climb, zoom, glide. Wings flutter in
bird-ike fulnlon. Will tow ice & roller
skaters, small boats & rafts. tails.
No running to launch. 3-D nm snacu
design. Made of bright red, el
blue tear-proof acetate cloth. wmg lnan
47”, length approx. 33”. Easl as-
sembled. 250 ft. ecord & instr. Inel.

Wff'n Proof—Games of Logic

Practice abstract thinking and math
logic. Developed by Yale prof. If you
think learning should be fun, try
WFF'N PROOF brain-to-brain com-
bat! 21 games of progressive difficulty.
Starts with simple games mastered by
6 year-olds. ends 'nh subtle Iocie lnr

5%" case ennhm: logic cubes, nla;mn
mats, timer & 224-p. book.

= e
WOODEN SOLID PUZZLES
Here’s a fascinating assortment of 12
different puzzles to provide hours of
pleasure and stimulate ability to think
and reason. Animals and geometric
forms. Take them apart and reassemble
them. Lots of fun for the whole family
—young and old. Will test skill, pa-
tience and ability to solve problems.

GET FREE CATALOG

SEND FORFREE |
CATALOG ‘A’

Completely

1968 Catalog.
pages packed with
nearly 4,000 un-
usual bargains. Ex-
citing ne\v catego-
ries. any new

100'

items.
charts, illustrations. Many hard-to-
get war surplus bargains. Enor-
mous selection of telutones. mi-

new
148

nents, ete. For hobbyists, experi-
menters, workshops. Shop by mail.
No salesman will call. Write for
Catalog ‘‘A’’ to Edmund Selenm\c
Co., Barrington, N.J. 0

NAME
ADDRESS
cITYy
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ORDER BY STOCK NUMBER * SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER + MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

300 EDSCORP BUILDING

EDMUND SCIENTIFIC CO.

BARRINGTON, NEW JERSEY 08007
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Our trees and our forests provide your family Smokey Bear’s ABC's: Always hold

with many happy hours of recreation. matches till cold. Be sure to drown all camp-
That's why it’s so important to protect them fires, stir the ashes and drown them again.
from forest fires. Nine out of ten forest fires Coustiill Smblkes dead.on.
arc caused by careless people who forget

mmt_ please!
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LIBERAL CRUELTY

AN EDITORIAL BY JOHN W. CAMPBELL

Men always—and inescapably al-
ways must—act on the basis of what
they believe is true. The actual cor-
relation between a man’s beliefs and
actual reality is not predictable:
but, by definition, if it is his belief,
then he thinks the correlation is
one-to-one.

What a man believes “is, and of a
right ought to be” justice, he desires
passionately. Since we, like most
other higher animals, are “territorial
animals,” we have very powerful
and very ancient instincts that drive
us to demand and to defend our
“territory,” “our rights” and what
we believe ought to be. That, in es-
sence, is the motivation of the Dec-
laration of Independence.

It is, equally, the motivation of
the paranoid psychotic who one day
takes his gun and shoots down a
dozen neighbors in the street.

As I say, there is no predictable
correlation between a man’s passion-

ate convictions (“Give me liberty, or
give me death!”) and Truth. (“They
were all plotting to kill me! I had
to stop them!”)

Now if a Jew, in Germany in
1940 said: “They’re all plotting to
kill me and my whole family!” he
was not necessarily psychotic; it was
the Jew who said: “Oh, they won’t
bother me!” who was psychotic, un-
able to accept the deadly reality of
the situation.

These things make it extremely
difficult to distinguish between un-
reality and sanity. It requires a wide
assortment of data about the real
world, a broad education, a consider-
able degree of intellectual self-hon-
esty and practice and experience in
rational thinking and analysis of
data. It’s not something the illiterate
and uneducated can carry out.

If the undereducated and illiter-
ates fail in their assessment. of real-
ity, it’s understandable in a world as
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complex and rapidly evolving as
ours today.

But it is also their own “fault”; it
is their own choice that they remain
uneducated and illiterate. Anyone in
our modern world who is not literate
and reasonably well educated has
chosen not to be. My daughter
teaches Remedial Reading in a ma-
jor urban public school system; the
fourteen-year-old boy who is func-
tionally illiterate and says outright,
“Whadda I wanna learn to read for?
I got better things to do with my
time!” is expressing a sincerely and
passionately held belief that liter-
acy and education are things people
are trying to impose on him. He is,
in his own belief-system, rejecting
their efforts to enslave him, to drive
him to unwanted goals they have
selected for him.

Anyone think that ‘“better
schools” would improve his educa-
tional attainments?

Well . . . maybe, if we had
Christopher Anvil’s “want genera-
tor” and could willy-nilly impose on
his mind, by an electronic gadget
backed up by an adequate number
of kilowatts, a want-to-learn-what-
we-want-to-teach. It’s been done in
the past by using whips backed up
with swords and spears.

The individual so compelled to
choose to learn will have a deep
conviction of violent injustice.

You can lead a horse to water
and make him drink; all you have
to do is arrange to shove him under
water, and he’ll imbibe water if you

Liberal Cruelty

just keep him there a while. In an
equivalent way you can make some-
one who rejects learning absorb
knowledge.

The essential point is what men
believe to be justice they will pas-
sionately seek to achieve. However
insane that belief may be.

The basic cause of the urban riots
is that deep sense of injustice among
a number of Negroes, spurred on by
the Black Power extremists—who
are motivated in an entirely differ-
ent way.

First, recognize that what the
Black Power leaders mean when
they say “Black Power” is “my
Power.” A clear-cut example of a
white individual who had the same
type of compulsive power-craving
was Lee Oswald. He had to get
fame, importance-which-is-acknowl-
edgment. He craved the dignity and
influence of commanding followers,
of being a Recognized Leader. The
same deep, compulsive passion
drove John Wilkes Booth, fading ac-
tor, steadily being rejected by the
theater and the public.

This psychopathic type is driven
to achieve notoriety, public atten-
tion, at any cost whatever. Hitler
was a fairly successful member of
that type; he happened to combine
that psychopathic drive for ac-
knowledgment with a genuine gen-
ius talent for swaying people. The
psychopathic personality with an
equal compulsion for Power who
lacks any talent whatever, is frus-

continued on page 174
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DRAGONRIDER

First of Two Parts.

The Time of the Threads was coming to Pern—

with all the blind, deadly voraciousness of vegetable life.

And Pern and the Dragons, the Weyrs and the Holds ==
were unready after a four-century respite.

For people had forgotten the reality of the Threads. . .

ANNE McCAFFREY
lllustrated by John Schoenherr
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The Finger Points

At an Eye blood red.

Alert the Weyrs

To sear the Thread.
“You still doubt, R’gul?” Flar
asked, appearing slightly amused by
the older bronze rider’s perversity.

R’gul, his handsome features
stubbornly set, made no reply to the
Weyrleader’s taunt. He ground his
teeth together as if he could grind
away F’lar’s authority over him.

“There have been no Threads in
Pern’s skies for over four hundred
Turns. There are no more!”

“There is always that possibility,”
F’lar conceded amiably. There was
not, however, the slightest trace of
tolerance in his amber eyes. Nor the
slightest hint of compromise in his
manner.

He was more like F’lon, his sire,
R’gul decided, than a son had any
right to be. Always so sure of him-
self, always slightly contemptuous
of what others did and thought. Ar-
rogant, that’s what F’lar was. Im-
pertinent, too, and underhanded in
the matter of that young Weyrwom-
an. Why, R’gul had trained her up
to be one of the finest Weyrwomen
in many Turns. Before he’d finished
her instruction, she knew all the
teaching ballads and sagas letter
perfect. And then the silly child had
turned to F’lar. Didn’t have sense
enough to appreciate the merits of
an older, more experienced man.
Undoubtedly she felt a first obliga-
tion to F’lar, he having discovered
her at Ruath Hold during Search.

“You do, however,” F’lar was
saying, “admit that when the sun
hits the Finger Rock at the moment
of dawn, winter solstice has been
reached?”

“Any fool knows that’s what Fin-
ger Rock is for,” R’gul grunted.

“Then why don’t you, you old
fool, admit that the Eye Rock was
placed on Star Stone to bracket the
Red Star when it’s about to make a
Pass?” burst out K’net, the youngest
of the dragonriders.

R’gul flushed, half-starting out of
his chair, ready to take the young
sprout to task for such insolence.

“K’net,” F’lar’s voice cracked au-
thoritatively, “do you really like fly-
ing the Igen Patrol so much you
want another few weeks at it?”

K’net hurriedly seated himself,
flushing at the reprimand and the
threat.

“There is, you know, R’gul, in-
controvertible evidence to support
my conclusions,” F’lar went on with
deceptive mildness. “ ‘The Finger
points/ At an Eye blood red . . .)”

“Don’t quote me verses I taught
you as a weyrling,” R’gul exclaimed,
heatedly.

“Then have faith in what you
taught,” F’lar snapped back, his
amber eyes flashing dangerously.

R’gul, stunned by the unexpected
forcefulness, sank back into his
chair.

“You cannot deny, R’gul,” F’lar
continued quietly, “that no less than
half an hour ago, the sun balanced
on the Finger’s tip at dawn and the
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Red Star was squarely framed by the
Eye Rock.”

The other dragonriders, bronze as
well as brown, murmured and nod-
ded their agreement to that phe-
nomenon. There was also an under-
current of resentment for R’gul’s
continual contest of F’lar’s policies
as the new Weyrleader. Even old
S’lel, once R’gul’s avowed support-
er, was following the majority.

“There have been no Threads in
four hundred years. There are no
Threads,” R’gul muttered.

“Then, my fellow dragonman,”
F’lar said cheerfully, “all you have
taught is, falsehood. The dragons
are, as the Lords of the Holds wish
to believe, parasites on the economy
of Pern, anachronisms. And so are
we.

“Therefore, far be it from me to
hold you here against the dictates of
your conscience. You have my per-
mission to leave the Weyr and take
up residence where you will.”

R’gul was too stunned by F’lar’s
ultimatum to take offense at the rid-
icule. Leave the Weyr? Was the man
mad? Where would he go? The
Weyr had been his life. He had been
bred up to it for generations. All his
male ancestors had been dragon-
riders. Not all bronze, true, but a
decent percentage. His own dam’s
sire had been a Weyrleader just as
he, R’gul, had been until F’lar’s
Mnementh had flown the new queen
and that young upstart had taken
over as traditional Weyrleader.

Dragonrider

But dragonmen never left the
Weyr. Well, they did if they were
negligent enough to lose their drag-
ons, like that Lytol fellow who was
now Warden at Ruath Hold. And
how could he leave the Weyr with a
dragon?

What did F’lar want of him? Was
it not enough that the young one
was Weyrleader now in R’gul’s
stead? Wasn’t F’lar’s pride suffi-
ciently swollen by having bluffed the
lords of Pern into disbanding their
army when they were all set to co-
erce the Weyr and dragonmen?
Must F’lar dominate every dragon-
man, body and will, too? He stared a
long moment, incredulous.

“I do not believe we are para-
sites,” F’lar said, breaking the si-
lence with his soft, persuasive voice.
“Nor anachronistic. There have
been long Intervals before. The Red
Star does not always pass close
enough to drop Threads on Pern.
Which is why our ingenious ances-
tors thought to position the Eye
Rock and the Finger Rock as they
did . . . to confirm when a Pass will
be made. And another thing,” his
face turned grave, “there have been
other times when dragonkind has all
but died out . . . and Pern with it
because of skeptics like you.” F’lar
smiled and relaxed indolently in his
chair. “I prefer not to be record-
ed as a skeptic. How shall we record
you, R’gul?”

The Council Chamber was tense.
R’gul was aware of someone breath-
ing harshly and realized it was him-
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self. He looked at the adamant face
of the young Weyrleader and knew
that the threat was not empty. He
would either concede to F’lar’s au-
thority, completely, though conces-
sion rankled deeply, or leave the
Weyr.

And where could he go, unless to
one of the other Weyrs, deserted for
hundreds of Turns? And, R’gul’s
thoughts were savage, wasn’t that
indication enough of the cessation
of the Threads? Five empty Weyrs?
No, by the Egg of Faranth, he would
practice some of F’lar’s own brand
of deceit and bide his time. When
all Pern turned on the arrogant fool,
he, R’gul, would be there to salvage
something from the ruins.

“A dragonman stays in his Weyr,”
R’gul said - with what dignity he
could muster from the remains of
his pride.

“And accepts the policies of the
current Weyrleader?” The tone of
F’lar’s voice made it less of a ques-
tion and more of an order.

Relieved he would not have to
perjure himself, R’gul gave a curt
nod of his head. F’lar continued to
stare at him until R’gul wondered if
the man could read his thoughts as
his dragon might. He managed to
return the gaze calmly. His turn
would come. He’d wait.

Apparently accepting the capitu-
lation, F’lar stood up and crisply
delegated patrol assignments for the
day.

“T’bor, you’re weather-watch.

Keep an eye on those tithe trains as
you do. What’s the morning’s re-
port?”’

“Weather is fair at dawning . . .
all across Telgar and Keroon . . .
if all too cold,” T’bor said with a
wry grin. “Tithing trains have good
hard roads, though, so they ought
to be here soon.” His eyes twinkled
with anticipation of the feasting
that would follow the supplies’ ar-
rival; a mood shared by all, to judge
by the expressions around the table.

F’lar nodded. “S’lan and D’nol,
you are to continue an adroit Search
for likely boys. They should be strip-
lings, if possible, but do not pass
over anyone suspected of talent.
It’s all well and good to present, for
Impression, boys reared up in the
Weyr traditions.” F’lar gave a one-
sided smile.

“But there are not enough in the
lower caverns. We, too, have been
behind in begetting. Anyway, drag-
ons reach full growth faster than
their riders. We must have more
young men to Impress when Ramoth
hatches. Take the southern holds, Is-
ta, Nerat, Fort, and south Boll
where maturity comes earlier. You
can use the guise of inspecting holds
for greenery to talk to the boys.
And, take along firestone. Run a
few flaming passes on those heights
that haven’t been scoured in oh
... dragon’s years. A flaming beast
impresses the young and rouses en-
vy.”

F’lar deliberately looked at R’gul
to see the ex-Weyrleader’s reaction
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to the order. R’gul had been dead
set against going outside the Weyr
for more candidates. In the first
place, R’gul had argued that there
were eighteen youngsters in the
Lower Caverns, some quite young,
to be sure, but R’gul would not ad-
mit that Ramoth would lay more
than the dozen Nemorth had al-
ways dropped. In the second place,
R’gul persisted in wanting to avoid
any action that might antagonize
the Lords.

R’gul made no overt protest and
F’lar went on.

“K’net, back to the mines. I want
the dispositions of each firestone
dump checked and quantities avail-
able. R’gul, continue drilling recog-
nition points with the weyrlings.
They must be positive about their
references. They may be sent out
quickly and with no time to ask
questions, if they’re used as messen-
gers and suppliers.

“F’nor, T'sum,” and F’lar turned
to his own brown riders, “you’re
clean-up squad today.” He allowed
himself a grin at their dismay.
“Try Ista Weyr. Clear the Hatching
Cavern and enough weyrs for a
double wing. And, F’nor, don’t leave
a single record behind. They'’re
worth preserving.

“That will be all, dragonmen.
Good flying.” And with that, F’lar
rose and strode from the Council
Room up to the queen’s weyr.

Ramoth still slept, her hide
gleaming with health, its color deep-
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ening to a shade of gold closer to
bronze, indicating her pregnancy.
As he passed her, the tip of her long
tail twitched slightly.

All the dragons were restless
these days, F’lar reflected. Yet when
he asked Mnementh, the bronze
dragon could give no reason. He
woke, he went back to sleep. That
was all. F’lar couldn’t ask a leading
question for that would defeat his
purpose. He had to remain discon-
tented with the vague fact that the
restlessness was some kind of in-
stinctive reaction.

Lessa was not in the sleeping
room nor was she still bathing. F’lar
snorted. That girl was going to
scrub her hide off with this con-
stant bathing. She’d had to live
grimy to protect herself in Ruath
Hold but bathing twice a day? He
was beginning to wonder if this
might be a subtle, Lessa-variety in-
sult to him personally. F’lar sighed.
That girl. Would she never turn to
him of her own accord? Would he
ever touch that elusive inner core of
Lessa? She had more warmth for
his half brother, F’'nor, and K’net,
the youngest of the bronze riders,
than she had for F’lar who shared
her bed. '

He pulled the curtain back into
place, irritated. Where had she got
to today when, for the first time in
weeks, he had been able to get all
the wings out of the Weyr just so he
could teach her to fly between?

Ramoth would soon be too egg-
heavy for such activity. He had
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promised the Weyrwoman and he
meant to keep that promise. She
had taken to wearing the wher-hide
riding gear as a flagrant reminder of
his unfulfilled pledge. From certain
remarks she had dropped, he knew
she would not wait much longer for
his aid. That she should try it on
her own didn’t suit him at all.

He crossed the queen’s weyr
again and peered down the passage
that led to the Records Room. She
was often to be found there, poring
over the musty skins. And that was
one more matter that needed urgent
consideration. Those records were
deteriorating past legibility. Curi-
ously enough, earlier ones were still
in good condition and readable. An-
other technique forgotten.

That girl! He brushed his thick
forelock of hair back from his brow
in a gesture habitual to him when he
was annoyed or worried. The pas-
sage was dark which meant she
could not be below in the Records
Room.

Mnementh, he called silently to
his bronze dragon, sunning on the
ledge outside the queen’s weyr.
W hat is that girl doing?

Lessa, the dragon replied, stress-
ing the Weyrwoman’s name with
pointed courtesy, is talking to Ma-
nora. She’s dressed for riding, he
added after a slight pause.

F’lar thanked the bronze sarcas-
tically and strode down the passage
to the entrance. As he turned the
last bend, he all but ran Lessa down.

You hadn’t asked me where she

was, Mnementh answered plaintive-
ly to F’lar’s blistering reprimand.

Lessa rocked back on her heels
from the force of their encounter.
She glared up at him, her lips thin
with displeasure, her eyes flashing.

“Why didn’t I have the opportu-
nity of seeing the Red Star through
the Eye Rock?” she demanded in a
hard, angry voice.

F’lar pulled at his hair. Lessa at
her most difficult would complete
the list of this morning’s trials.

“Too many to accommodate as
it was on the Peak,” he muttered,
determined not to let her irritate
him today. “And you already be-
lieve.”

“I'd’ve liked to see it,” she
snapped and pushed past him to-
wards the weyr. “If only in my ca-
pacity of Weyrwoman and Record-
€L’

He caught her arm and felt her
body tense. He set his teeth, wishing
as he had a hundred times since Ra-
moth rose in her first mating flight
that Lessa had not been virgin, too.
He had not thought to control his
dragon-incited emotions and Lessa’s
first sexual experience had been vi-
olent. It had surprised him to be
first, considering her adolescent
years had been spent drudging for
lascivious warders and soldier-
types. Evidently no one had both-
ered to penetrate the curtain of rags
and the coat of filth she had care-
fully maintained as a disguise. He
had been a considerate and gentle
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bedmate ever since but, unless Ra-
moth and Mnementh were involved,
he might as well call it rape.

Yet he knew someday, somehow,
he would coax her into responding
wholeheartedly to his love-making.
He had a certain pride in his skill
and he was in a position to perse-
vere.

Now he took a deep breath and
released her arm slowly.

“How fortunate you’re wearing
riding gear. As soon as the wings
have cleared out and Ramoth
wakes, I shall teach you to fly be-
tween.”

The gleam of excitement in her
eyes was evident even in the dimly
lit passageway. He heard her inhale
sharply.

“Can’t put it off too much longer
or Ramoth’ll be in no shape to fly
at all,” he continued amiably.

“You do mean it?” Her voice was
low and breathless, its usual acid
edge missing. “You will teach us to-
day?” He wished he could see her
face clearly.

Once or twice, he had caught an
unguarded expression on her face,
loving and tender. He would give
much to have that look turned on
him. However, he admitted wryly
to himself, he ought to be glad that
melting regard was directed only at
Ramoth and not at another human.

“Yes, my dear Weyrwoman, I
mean it. I will teach you to fly be-
tween today. If only to keep you
from trying it yourself.”
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Her low chuckle informed him
his taunt was well-aimed.

“Right now, however,” he said,
indicating for her to lead the way
back to the weyr, “I could do with
some food. We were up before the
kitchen.”

They had entered the well-lighted
weyr so he did not miss the tren-
chant look she shot him over her
shoulder. She would not so easily
forgive being left out of the group
at the Star Stone this morning; cer-
tainly not with the bribe of flying
between.

How different this inner room
was now Lessa was Weyrwoman,
F’lar mused as Lessa called down
the service shaft for food. During
Jora’s incompetent tenure as Weyr-
woman, the sleeping quarters had
been crowded with junk, unwashed
apparel, uncleared dishes. The state
of the Weyr and the reduced num-
ber of dragons were as much Jora’s
fault as R’gul’s for she had indirect-
ly encouraged sloth, negligence and
gluttony.

Had he, F’lar, been just a few
years older when F’lon, his father,
had died . . . Jora had been dis-
gusting but when dragons rose in
mating flight, the condition of your
partner counted for nothing.

Lessa took a tray of bread and
cheese, and mugs of the stimulating
klah from the platform. She served
him deftly.

“You've not eaten either?” he
asked.

She shook her head vigorously,
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the braid into which she had plaited
her thick, fine dark hair bobbing
across her shoulders. The hairdress-
ing was too severe for her narrow
face but it did not, if that were her
intention, disguise her femininity
nor the curious beauty of her deli-
cate features. Again F’lar wondered
that such a slight body contained so
much shrewd intelligence and re-
sourceful . . . cunning, yes, that
was the word, cunning. F’lar did not
make the mistake, as others had, of
underestimating her abilities.

“Manora called me to witness
the birth of Kylara’s child.”

F’lar maintained an expression of
polite interest. He knew perfectly
well that Lessa suspected the child
was his and it could have been, he
admitted privately, but he doubted
it. Kylara had been one of the ten
candidates from the same Search
three years ago which had discov-
ered Lessa. Like others who sur-
vived Impression, Kylara had found
certain aspects of Weyr life exactly
suited to her temperament. She had
gone from one rider’s weyr to an-
other’s. She had even seduced F’lar,
not at all against his will, to be sure.
Now that he was Weyrleader, he
found it wiser to ignore her efforts
to continue the relationship. T’bor
had taken her in hand and had his
hands full until he retired her to the
Lower Caverns, well-advanced in
pregnancy.

Aside from having the amorous
tendencies of a green dragon, Kyl-
ara was quick and ambitious. She

would make a strong Weyrwoman
so F’lar had charged Manora and
Lessa with the job of planting the
notion in Kylara’s mind. In the ca-
pacity of Weyrwoman . . . of an-
other Weyr . . . her intense drives
would be used to Pern’s advantage.
She had not learned the severe les-
sons of restraint and patience that
Lessa had and she didn’t have Les-
sa’s devious mind. Fortunately she
was in considerable awe of Lessa
and, F’lar suspected, that Lessa was
subtly influencing this attitude. In
Kylara’s case, F’lar preferred not to
object to Lessa’s meddling.

“A fine son,” Lessa was saying.

F’lar sipped his klah. She was not
going to get him to admit any re-
sponsibility.

After a long pause, Lessa added,
“She has named him T’kil.”

F’lar suppressed a grin at Lessa’s
failure to get a rise from him.

“Discreet of her.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” F’lar replied blandly.
“T’lar might be confusing if she
took the second half of her name as
is customary. ‘T’kil’, however, still
indicates sire as well as dam.”

“While I was waiting for Council
to end,” Lessa said, after clearing
her throat, “Manora and I checked
the supply caverns. The tithing
trains, which the Holds have been
so gracious as to send us,” her voice
was sharp, “are due within the week.
There shortly will be bread fit to
eat,” she added, wrinkling her nose
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at the crumbling gray pastry she
was attempting to spread with
cheese.

“A nice change,” F’lar agreed.

She paused.

“The Red Star performed its
scheduled antic?”

He nodded.

“And R’gul’s doubts have been
wiped away in the enlightening red
glow?” _

“Not at all,” F’lar grinned back
at her, ignoring her sarcasm. “Not
at all, but he will not be so vocal in
his criticism.”

She swallowed quickly so she
could speak. “You’d do well to cut
out his criticism,” she said ruthless-
ly, gesturing with her knife as if
plunging it into a man’s heart. “He
is never going to accept your au-
thority with good grace.”

“We need every bronze rider

. there are only seven, you
know,” he reminded her pointedly.
“R’gul’s a good wingleader. He’ll
settle down when the Threads fall.
He needs proof to lay his doubts
aside.”

“And the Red Star in the Eye
Rock is not proof?” Lessa’s expres-
sive eyes were wide.

F’lar was privately of Lessa’s
opinion, that it might be wiser to
remove R’gul’s stubborn conten-
tiousness. But he could not sacrifice
a wingleader, needing every dragon
and rider as badly as he did.

“I don’t trust him,” she added,
darkly. She sipped at her hot drink,
her gray eyes dark over the rim of
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her mug. As if, F’lar mused, she
didn’t trust him either.

And she didn’t, past a certain
point. She had made that plain and,
in honesty, he couldn’t blame her.
She did recognize that every action
F’lar took was towards one end

. . the safety and preservation of
dragonkind and weyrfolk, and, con-
sequently, the safety and preserva-
tion of Pern. To effect that end, he
needed her full cooperation. When
weyr business or dragonlore were
discussed, she suspended the antip-
athy he knew she felt for him. In
conferences, she supported him
wholeheartedly and persuasively but
always he suspected the double edge
to her comments and saw a specu-
lative, suspicious look in her eyes.
He needed not only her tolerance
but her empathy.

“Tell me,” she said after a long
silence, “did the sun touch the Fin-
ger Rock before the Red Star was
bracketed in the Eye Rock or af-
ter?”

“Matter of fact, ’'m not sure as I
did not see it myself . . . the con-
currence lasts only a few moments
. . . but the two are supposed to be
simultaneous.”

She frowned at him sourly.
“Whom did you waste it on? R’gul?”
She was provoked; her angry eyes
looked everywhere but at him.

“I am Weyrleader,” he informed
her curtly. She was unreasonable.

She awarded him one long, hard
look before she bent to finish her
meal. She ate very little, quickly and
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neatly. Compared to Jora, she did-
n’t eat enough in the course of an
entire day to nourish a sick child.
But then, there was no point in ever
comparing Lessa to Jora.

He finished his own breakfast,
absently piling the mugs together on
the empty tray. She rose silently
and removed the dishes.

“As soon as the Weyr is free,
we’ll go,” he told her.

“So you said,” and she nodded
towards the sleeping queen, visi-
ble through the open arch. “We still
must wait upon Ramoth.”

“Isn’t she rousing? Her tail’s been
twitching an hour.”

“She always does that about this
time of day.”

F’lar leaned across the table, his
brows drawn together thoughtfully
as he watched the golden forked tip
of the queen’s tail jerk spasmodi-
cally from side to side.

“Mnementh, too. And always at
dawn and early morning. As if
somehow they associate that time of
day with trouble . . .”

“. . . Or the Red Star’s rising?”

Some subtle difference in her
tone caused F’lar to glance quickly
at her. It wasn’t anger, now, for
missing the morning’s phenomenon.
Her eyes were fixed on nothing; her
face, smooth at first, was soon wrin-
kled with a vaguely anxious frown
as tiny lines formed between her
arching, well-defined brows.

“Dawn . . . that’'s when all
warnings come,” she murmured.

“What kind of warnings?”’ he
asked with quiet encouragement.

“There was that morning . . . a
few days before . . . before you
and Fax descended on Ruath Hold.
Something woke me . . . a feel-
ing, like a very heavy pressure . . .
the sensation of some terrible dan-
ger threatening.” She was silent.
“The Red Star was just rising.” The
fingers of her left hand opened and
closed. She gave a convulsive shud-
der. Her eyes refocused on him.

“You and Fax did come out of the
northeast from Crom,” she said
sharply, ignoring the fact, F’lar no-
ticed, that the Red Star also rises
north of true east.

“Indeed we did,” he grinned at
her, remembering that morning
vividly. He remembered, too, how
certain he had been as Fax’s proces-
sion wound down the long valley to
Ruath Hold that he and Fax would
find some excuse for a mortal duel.
And that he had somehow con-
vinced himself that Ruatha Valley
held a woman who had the unusual
talents it would take to become the
Weyrwoman Pern needed to im-
press the unhatched queen. “Indeed
we did,” he chuckled. “Although,”
he added, gesturing around the
great cavern to emphasize, “I pre-
fer to believe I served you well that
day. You remember it with displea-
sure?”’

The look she gave him was coldly
inscrutable.

“Danger comes in many guises.”

“T agree,” he replied amiably, de-
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termined not to rise to her bait.
“Had any other rude awakenings?”’
he inquired conversationally.

The absolute stillness in the room
brought his attention back to her.
Her face had drained of all color.

“The day Fax invaded Ruath
Hold.” Her voice was a barely ar-
ticulated whisper. Her eyes were
wide and staring. Her hands
clenched the edge of the table. She
said nothing for such a long interval
F’lar became concerned. This was
an unexpectedly violent reaction to
a casual question.

“Tell me,” he suggested softly.

She spoke in unemotional, imper-
sonal tones, as if she were reciting a
Traditional Ballad or something that
had happened to an entirely differ-
ent person.

“I was a child—just eleven. I
woke at dawn . . .” her voice
trailed off. Her eyes remained fo-
cused on nothing, staring at a scene
that had happened long ago.

F’lar was stirred by an irresistible
desire to comfort her. It struck him
forcibly, even as he was stirred by
this unusual compassion, that he
had never thought that Lessa, of all
people, would be troubled by so old
a terror.

Mnementh sharply informed his
rider that Lessa was obviously both-
ered a good deal. Enough so that
her mental anguish was rousing Ra-
moth from sleep. In less accusing
tones, Mnementh informed F’lar
that R’gul had finally taken off with
his weyrling pupils. His dragon,
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Hath, however, was in a fine state of
disorientation due to R’gul’s state
of mind. Must F’lar unsettle every-
one in the Weyr . . .

“Oh, be quiet,” F’lar retorted un-
der his breath.

“Why?” Lessa demanded in her
normal voice.

“l didn’t mean you, my dear
Weyrwoman,” he assured her, smil-
ing pleasantly, as if the entranced
interlude had never occurred.
“Mnementh is full of advice these
days.”

“Like rider, like dragon,” she re-
plied tartly. :

Ramoth yawned mightily. Lessa
was instantly on her feet, running
to her dragon’s side, her slight fig-
ure dwarfed by the six-foot dragon
head.

A tender, adoring expression
flooded her face as she gazed into
Ramoth’s gleaming opalescent eyes.
F’lar clenched his teeth, envious, by
the Egg, of a rider’s affection for
her dragon.

In his mind, he heard Mnementh’s
dragon equivalent of laughter.

“She’s hungry,” Lessa informed
F’lar, an echo of her love for Ra-
moth lingering in the soft line of her
mouth, in the kindness in her gray
eyes.

“She’s always hungry,” he ob-
served and followed them out of the
WeyT.

Mnementh hovered courteously
just beyond the ledge until Lessa
and Ramoth had taken off. They
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glided down the Weyr Bowl, over
the misty bathing lake, towards the
feeding ground at the opposite end
of the long oval that comprised the
floor of Benden Weyr. The striated,
precipitous walls were pierced with
the black mouths of single weyr en-
trances, deserted at this time of day
by the few dragons who might oth-
erwise doze on their ledges in the
wintry sun. Benden Weyr, that could
house five hundred beasts, accom-
modated a scant two hundred these
days.

As F’lar vaulted to Mnementh’s
smooth bronze neck, he hoped that
Ramoth’s clutch would be spectacu-
lar, erasing the ignominy of the pal-
try dozen Nemorth had laid in each
of her last few clutches.

He had no serious doubts of the
improvement after Ramoth’s re-
markable mating flight with his
Mnementh. The bronze dragon
smugly echoed his rider’s certainty
and both looked on the queen pos-
sessively as she curved her wings to
land. She was twice Nemorth’s size,
for one thing; her wings half-a-wing
again longer than Mnementh’s who
was the biggest of the seven male
bronzes. F’lar looked to Ramoth to
repopulate the five empty Weyrs,
even as he looked to himself, and
Lessa, to rejuvenate the pride and
faith of dragonriders and of Pern
itself. He only hoped time enough
remained to him to do what was
necessary. The Red Star had been
bracketed by the Eye Rock. The
Threads would soon be falling.

Somewhere, in one of the other
Weyrs’ records, must be the infor-
mation he needed to ascertain
when, exactly, Threads would fall.

Mnementh landed. F’lar jumped
down from the curving neck to
stand beside Lessa. The three
watched as Ramoth, a buck grasped
in each of her forefeet, rose to a
feeding ledge.

“Will her appetite never taper
off?” Lessa asked with affectionate
dismay.

As a dragonet, Ramoth had been
eating to grow. Her full stature at-
tained, she was, of course, now eat-
ing for her young and she applied
herself conscientiously.

Flar chuckled and squatted,
hunter fashion. He picked up shale
flakes, skating them across the flat
dry ground, counting the dust puffs
boyishly.

“The time will come when she
won’t eat everything in sight,” he

assured Lessa. “But she’s still
young . ..”
“ . . And needs her strength,”

Lessa interrupted, her voice a fair
imitation of R’gul’s pedantic tones.

F’lar looked up at her, squinting
against the wintry sun that slanted
down at them.

“She’s a finely grown beast, es-
pecially compared to Nemorth.”
He gave a contemptuous snort. “In
fact, there is no comparison. How-
ever, look here,” he ordered pe-
remptorily.

He tapped the smoothed sand in
front of him and she saw that his
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apparently idle gestures had been to
a purpose. With a sliver of stone,
he drew a design in quick strokes.

“In order to fly a dragon between,
he has to know where to go. And
so do you.” He grinned at the aston-
ished and infuriated look of com-
prehension on her face. “Ah, but
there are certain consequences to an
ill-considered jump. Badly visual-
ized reference points often result in
staying  between.” His voice
dropped ominously. Her face
cleared of its resentment. “So, there
are certain reference, or recognition
points, arbitrarily taught all weyr-
lings. That,” he pointed first to his
facsimile and then to the actual
Star Stone with its Finger and Eye
Rock companions, on Benden Peak,
“that is the first recognition point
a weyrling learns. When I take you
aloft, you will reach an altitude
just above the Star Stone, near
enough for you to be able to see the
hole in the Eye Rock clearly. Fix
that picture sharply in your mind’s
eye, relay it to Ramoth. That will
always get you home.”

“Understood. But how do I learn
recognition points of places I've
never seen?”

He grinned up at her. “You're
drilled in them. First by your in-
structor,” and he pointed the sliver
at his chest, “and then by going
there, having directed your dragon
to get the visualization from her in-
structor,” and he indicated Mne-
menth. The bronze dragon lowered
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his wedge-shaped head until one eye
was focused on his rider and his
mate’s rider. He made a pleased
noise deep in his chest.

Lessa laughed up at the gleaming
eye and, with unexpected affection,
patted the soft nose.

F’lar cleared his throat in sur-
prise. He was aware that Mnementh
showed an unusual affection for the
Weyrwoman but he had had
no idea Lessa was fond of the
bronze. Perversely, he was irritated.

“However,” he said, and his voice
sounded unnatural to himself, “we
take the young riders constantly to
and from the main reference points
all across Pern, to all the Holds so
that they have eyewitness impres-
sions on which to rely. As a rider
becomes adept in picking out land-
marks, he gets additional references
from other riders. Therefore, to go
between, there is actually only one
requirement: a clear picture of
where you want to go. And a drag-
on!” He grinned at her. “Also, you
should always plan to arrive above
your reference point in clear air.”

Lessa frowned.

“It is better to arrive in open air,”
F’lar waved a hand above his head,
“rather than underground,” and he
slapped his open hand into the dirt.
A puff of dust rose warningly.

“But the wings took off within
the Bowl itself the day the Lords of
the Hold arrived,” Lessa reminded
him.

F’lar chuckled at her uptake.
“True, but only the most seasoned
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riders. Once we came across a drag-
on and a rider entombed together
in solid rock. They . . . were . . .
very young.” His eyes were bleak.

“I take the point,” she assured
him gravely. “That’s her fifth,” she
added, pointing towards Ramoth
who was carrying her latest kill up
to the bloody ledge.

“She’ll work them off today, I as-
sure you,” F’lar remarked. He rose,
brushing off his knees with sharp
slaps of his riding gloves. “Test her
temper.”

Lessa did so with a silent, Had
enough? She grimaced at Ramoth’s
indignant rejection of the thought.

The queen went swooping down
for a huge fowl, rising in a flurry of
gray, brown and white feathers.

“She’s not as hungry as she’s mak-
ing you think, the deceitful crea-
ture,” F’lar chuckled and saw that
Lessa had reached the same conclu-
sion. Her eyes were snapping with
vexation.

“When you’ve finished the bird,
Ramoth, do let us learn how to fly
between,” Lessa said aloud for
F’lar’s benefit, “before our good
Weyrleader changes his mind.”

Ramoth looked up from her
gorging, turned her head towards
the two riders at the edge of the
feeding ground. Her eyes gleamed.
She bent her head again to her
kill but Lessa could sense the drag-
on would obey.

It was cold aloft. Lessa was glad
of the fur lining in her riding gear,

and the warmth of the great golden
neck which she bestrode. She decid-
ed not to think of the absolute cold
of between which she had experi-
enced only once, coming from
Ruath Hold to Benden Weyr three
Turns before. She glanced below on
her right where bronze Mnementh
hovered and caught his amused
thought.

F’lar tells me to tell Ramoth to
tell you to fix the alignment of the
Star Stone firmly in your mind as a
homing. Then, Mnementh went on
amiably, we shall fly down to the
lake. You will return from between
to this exact point. Do you under-
stand?

Lessa found herself grinning fool-
ishly with anticipation and nodded
vigorously. How much time was
saved because she could speak di-
rectly to the dragons! Ramoth made
a disgruntled noise deep in her
throat. Lessa patted her reassuring-
ly.

“Have you got the picture in your
mind, dear one?” she asked and
Ramoth again rumbled, less annoyed
because she was catching Lessa’s
excitement.

Mnementh stroked the cold air
with his wings, greenish brown in
the sunlight, and curved down
gracefully towards the lake on the
plateau below Benden Weyr. His
flight line took him very low over
the rim of the Weyr. From Lessa’s
angle, it looked like a collision
course. Ramoth followed closely in
his wake. Lessa caught her breath
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at the sight of the jagged boulders
just below Ramoth’s wing tips.

It was exhilarating, Lessa crowed
to herself, doubly stimulated by the
elation that flowed back to her from
Ramoth.

Mnementh halted above the far-
thest shore of the lake and there,
too, Ramoth came to hover.

Mnementh flashed the thought to
Lessa that she was to place the pic-
ture of where she wished to go firm-
ly in her mind and direct Ramoth
to get there.

Lessa complied. The next instant
the awesome, bone-penetrating cold
of black between enveloped them.
Before either she or Ramoth was
aware of more than that invidious
touch of cold and impregnable
darkness, they were above the Star
Stone.

Lessa let out a cry of triumph.

It is extremely simple. Ramoth
seemed disappointed.

Mnementh reappeared beside
and slightly below them.

You are to return by the same
route to the Lake, he ordered and
before the thought had finished, Ra-
moth took off.

Mnementh was beside them
above the lake, fuming with his own
and F’lar’s anger. You did not visu-
alize before transferring. Don’t
think a first successful trip makes
you perfect. You have no concep-
tion of the dangers inherent in be-
tween. Never fail to picture your
arrival point again.

Lessa glanced down at F’lar.
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Even two wingspans apart, she
could see the vivid anger on his face,
almost feel the fury flashing from his
eyes. And laced through the wrath,
a terrible sinking fearfulness for her
safety that was a more effective rep-
rimand than his wrath. Lessa’s safe-
ty, she wondered bitterly, or Ra-
moth’s?

You are to follow us, Mnementh
was saying in a calmer tone, re-
hearsing in your mind the two ref-
erence points you have already
learned. We shall jump to and from
them this morning, gradually learn-
ing other points around Benden.

They did. Flying as far away as
Benden Hold itself, nestled against
the foothills above Benden Valley,
the Weyr Peak a far point against
the noonday sky, Lessa did not ne-
glect to visualize a clearly detailed
impression, each time.

This was as marvelously exciting
as she had hoped it would be, Lessa
confided to Ramoth. Ramoth re-
plied: Yes, it was certainly prefer-
able to the time-consuming methods
others had to use but she didn’t think
it was exciting, at all, to jump be-
tween from Benden Weyr to Benden
Hold and back to Benden Weyr
again. It was dull.

They had met with Mnementh
above the Star Stone again. The
bronze dragon sent Lessa the mes-
sage that this was a very satisfac-
tory initial session. They would
practice some distant jumping to-
MOITOW.
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Tomorrow, thought Lessa glum-
ly, some emergency will occur or
our hardworking Weyrleader will
decide today’s session constitutes
keeping his promise and that will
be that.

There was one jump she could
make between, from anywhere on
Pern, and not miss her mark.

She visualized Ruatha for Ra-
moth, as seen from the heights
above the Hold . . . to satisfy that

requirement. To be scrupulously
clear, Lessa projected the pattern
of the firepits. Before Fax invaded
and she had had to manipulate its
decline, Ruatha had been such a
lovely prosperous valley. She told
Ramoth to jump berween.

The cold was intense and seemed
to last for many heartbeats. Just as
Lessa began to fear she had some-
how lost them between, they explod-
ed into the air above the Hold. Ela-

Dragonrider

23



tion filled her. That for F’lar and
his excessive caution. With Ramoth
she could jump anywhere! For there
was the distinctive pattern of Ru-
atha’s fire-guttered heights. It was
just before dawn, the Breast Pass be-
tween Crom and Ruatha, black
cones against the lightening gray
sky. Fleetingly she noticed the ab-
sence of the Red Star that now
blazed in the dawn sky. And fleet-
ingly she noticed a difference in the
air. Chill, yes, but not wintry . . .
the air held that moist coolness of
early spring.

Startled she glanced downward,
wondering if she could have, for all
her assurance, erred in some fash-
ion. But no, this was Ruath Hold.
The Tower, the inner Court, the as-
pect of the broad avenue leading
down to the crafthold were just as
they should be. Wisps of smoke
from distant chimneys indicated
people were making ready for the
day.

Ramoth caught the tenor of her
insecurity and began to press for an
explanation.

This is Ruatha, Lessa replied
stoutly. It can be no other. Circle
the heights. See, there are the fire-
pit lines I gave you . . .

Lessa gasped, the coldness in her
stomach freezing her muscles.

Below her in the slowly lifting
pre-dawn gloom, she saw the figures
of many men toiling over the breast
of the cliff from the hills beyond
Ruatha: men moving with quiet
stealth like criminals.

She ordered Ramoth to keep as
still as possible in the air so as not to
direct their attention upward. The
dragon was curious but obedient.

Who would be attacking Ruatha?
It seemed incredible. The present
Warder, Lytol, was a former drag-
onman and had savagely repelled
one attack already. Was there
thought of aggression among the
Holds now that F’lar was Weyrlead-
er? What Hold Lord would be
mounting a territorial war in the
winter?

No, not winter. The air here was
spring-like.

The men crept on, over the fire-
pits to the edge of the heights.
Suddenly Lessa realized they were
lowering rope ladders over the face
of the cliff, down towards the open
shutters of the Inner Hold.

Wildly she clutched at Ramoth’s
neck, certain of what she saw.

This was the invader Fax, now
dead nearly three Turns—Fax and
his men as they began their attack
on Ruatha nearly thirteen Turns
ago.

Yes, there was the Tower guard,
his face a white blot turned towards
the cliff itself, watching. He had
been paid his bribe to stand silent
this morning.

But the watch-wher, trained to
give alarm for any intrusion, why
was it not trumpeting its warning?
Why was it silent?

Because, Ramoth informed her
rider with calm logic, it senses your
presence as well as mine so how
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could the Hold possibly be in danger?

No. No! Lessa moaned. What
can 1 do now? How can I wake
them? Where is the girl I was? I was-
asleep and then I woke. I remem-
ber. I dashed from my room. I was
so scared. 1 went down the steps
and nearly fell. I knew I had to get
to the watch-wher’s kennel . . . I
knew . . .

Lessa clutched at Ramoth’s neck
for support as past acts and myster-
ies became devastatingly clear.

She herself had warned herself,
just as it was her presence on the
queen dragon that had kept the
watch-wher from giving alarm. For
as she watched, stunned and speech-
less, she saw the small, gray-robed
figure that could only be herself as
a youngster, burst from the Hold
hall door, race down the cold stone
steps into the Court and disappear
into the watch-wher’s stinking den.
Faintly she heard it lurring in pite-
ous confusion.

Just as Lessa-the-girl reached that
doubtful sanctuary, Fax’s invaders
swooped into the open window em-
brasures and began the slaughter of
her sleeping family.

Back—back to the Star Stone!
Lessa cried. In her wide and staring
eyes she held the image of the guid-
ing rocks like a rudder for her sanity
as well as Ramoth’s direction.

The intense cold acted as a restor-
ative. And then they were above the
quiet, peaceful wintry Weyr as if
they had never paradoxically visited
Ruatha.
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F’lar and Mnementh were no-
where to be seen.

Ramoth, however, was unshaken
by the experience. She had only
gone where she had been told and
had not quite understood that going
when she had been told had shocked
Lessa. She suggested to her rider
that Mnementh had probably fol-
lowed them to Ruatha so if Lessa
would give her the proper referenc-
es, she’d take her there. Ramoth’s
sensible attitude was comforting.

Lessa carefully drew for Ra-
moth, not the child’s memory of a
long-vanished, idyllic Ruatha, but
her more recent recollection of the
Hold, gray, sullen, at dawning, with
a Red Star pulsing on the horizon.

And there they were again, hov-
ering over the Valley, the Hold be-
low them on the right. The grasses
grew untended on the heights, clog-
ging firepit and brickwork; the
scene showed all the deterioration
she had encouraged in her effort to
thwart Fax of any profit from con-
quering Ruath Hold.

But, as she watched, vaguely dis-
turbed, she saw a figure emerge
from the kitchen, saw the watch-
wher creep from its lair and follow
the raggedly dressed figure as far
across the Court as the chain per-
mitted. She saw the figure ascend
the Tower, gaze first eastward, then
northeastward. This was still not
Ruatha of today and now! Lessa’s
mind reeled, disoriented. This time
she had come back to visit herself
of three Turns ago, to see the filthy
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drudge plotting revenge on Fax.

She felt the absolute cold of be-
tween as Ramoth snatched them
back, emerging once more above
the Star Stone. Lessa was shudder-
ing, her eyes frantically raking the
reassuring sight of the Weyr Bowl,
hoping she had not somehow
shifted backwards in time yet again.
Mnementh suddenly erupted into
the air a few lengths below and be-
yond Ramoth. Lessa greeted him
with a cry of intense relief.

Back to your weyr! There was no
disguising the white fury in Mne-
menth’s tone. Lessa was too un-
nerved to respond in any way other
than instant compliance. -Ramoth
glided swiftly to their ledge, quickly
clearing the perch for Mnementh
to land.

The rage on F’lar’s face as he
leaped from Mnementh and ad-
vanced on Lessa brought her wits
back abruptly. She made no move
to evade him as he grabbed her
shoulders and shook her violently.

“How dare you risk yourself and
Ramoth? Why must you defy me at
every opportunity? Do you realize
what would haopen to all Pern if we
lost Ramoth? Where did you go?”
he was spitting with anger, punc-
tuating each question that tumbled
from his lips by shaking her.

“Ruatha,” she managed to say,
trying- to keep herself erect. She
reached out to catch at his arms but
he shook her again.

“Ruatha? We were there. You
weren’t. Where did you go?”

“Ruatha!” Lessa cried louder,
clutching at him distractedly be-
cause he kept jerking her off bal-
ance. She couldn’t organize her
thoughts with him jolting her.

She was at Ruatha, Mnementh
said firmly.

We were there twice, Ramoth
added.

As the dragons’ calmer words
penetrated F’lar’s fury, he stopped
shaking Lessa. She hung limply in
his grasp, her hands weakly pluck-
ing at his arms, her eyes closed, her
face gray. He picked her up and
strode rapidly into the queen’s weyr,
the dragons following. He placed
her upon the couch, wrapping her
tightly in the fur cover. He called
down the service shaft for the duty
cook to send up hot klah.

“All right, what happened?” he
demanded. :

She didn’t look at him but he got
a glimpse of her haunted eyes. She
blinked constantly as if she longed
to erase something she had recently
seen.

Finally she got herself somewhat
under control and said in a low tired
voice. “I did go to Ruatha. Only
. . . I went back to Ruatha.”

“Back to Ruatha?” F’lar repeated
the words stupidly. The significance
momentarily eluded him.

Certainly, Mnementh agreed, and
flashed to F’lar the two scenes he
had picked out of Ramoth’s mind.

Staggered by the import of the vis-
ualization, F’lar found himself slow-
ly sinking to the edge of the bed.
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“You . .
times?”

Lessa nodded slowly. The terror
was beginning to leave her eyes.

“Between times,” F’lar mur-
mured. “I wonder . . .”

His mind raced through the pos-
sibilities. It might well tip the scales
of survival in the Weyr’s favor. He
couldn’t think exactly how to use
this extraordinary ability but there
must be an advantage in it for drag-
onfolk.

. you went between

The service shaft rumbled. He
took the pitcher from the platform
and poured two cups.

Lessa’s hands were shaking so
much she couldn’t get hers to her
lips. He steadied it for her, wonder-
ing if going between times would
cause this kind of shock regularly.
If so, it wouldn’t be any advantage
at all. He wondered if she’d had
enough of a scare this day so she
might not be so contemptuous of his
orders the next time.

Outside in the weyr, Mnementh
snorted his opinion on that. F’lar
ignored him.

Lessa was trembling violently
now. He put an arm around her,
pressing the fur against her slender
body. He held the mug to her lips,
forcing her to drink. He could feel
the tremors ease off. She finally held
the cup and took long, slow, deep
breaths between swallows, equally
determined to get herself under con-
trol. The moment he felt her stiffen
under his arm, he released her. He
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wondered if Lessa had ever had
someone to turn to. Certainly not
after Fax invaded her family Hold.
She had been only eleven; a child.
Had hate and revenge been the only
emotions the growing girl had prac-
ticed?

She lowered the cup, cradling it
in her hands carefully as if it had
assumed some undefinable impor-
tance to her.

“Now. Tell me,” he ordered.

After a long deep breath she be-
gan to speak, her hands tightening
around the mug. Her inner turmoil
had not lessened; it was merely un-
der control now.

“Ramoth and I were bored with
the weyrling exercises,” she admit-
ted candidly.

Grimly F’lar recognized that,
while the adventure might have
taught her to be more circumspect,
it had not scared her into obedience.
He doubted that anything would.

“T gave her the picture of Ruatha
so we could go between there.” She
did not look at him but her profile
was outlined against the dark fur of
the rug. “The Ruatha I knew so well:
I accidentally sent myself backward
in time to the day Fax invaded.”

Her shock was now comprehensi-
ble to him.

“And . . .” he prompted her, his
voice carefully neutral.

“And T saw myself . . .” her
voice broke off. With an effort she
continued. “I had visualized for Ra-
moth the designs of the firepits and
the angle of the Hold if one looked
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down from the pits into the Inner
Court. That was where we emerged.
It was just dawn”—she lifted her
chin with a nervous jerk—‘“and
there was no Red Star in the sky.”
She gave him a quick defensive look
as if she expected him to contest
this detail. “And I saw men creeping
over the firepits, lowering rope lad-
ders to the top windows of the Hold.
I saw the Tower guard watching.
Just watching.” She clenched her
teeth at such treachery and her eyes
gleamed malevolently. “And I saw
myself run from the Hall into the
watch-wher’s lair. And do you know
why,” her voice lowered to a bitter
whisper, “the watch-wher did not
alarm the Hold?”

L‘why?79

“Because there was a dragon in
the sky and I, Lessa of Ruatha, was
on her.” She flung the mug from her
as if she wished she could reject the
knowledge, too. “Because I was
there, the watch-wher did not alarm
the Hold, thinking the intrusion le-
gitimate, with one of the Blood on a
dragon in the sky. So I,” her body
grew rigid, her hands clasped so
tightly the knuckles were white, ““I
was the cause of my family’s massa-
cre. Not Fax! If I had not acted
the captious fool today, I would not
have been there with Ramoth and
the watch-wher would . . .”

Her voice had risen to an hys-
terical pitch of recrimination. He
slapped her sharply across the
cheeks, grabbing her, robe and all,
to shake her.

The stunned look in her eyes and
the tragedy in her face alarmed him.
His indignation over her willfulness
disappeared. Her unruly independ-
ence of mind and spirit attracted
him as much as her curious dark
beauty. Infuriating as her fractious
ways might be, they were too vital a
part of her integrity to be exorcised.
Her indomitable will had taken a
grievous shock today and her self-
confidence had better be restored
quickly.

“On the contrary, Lessa,” he said
sternly, “Fax would still have mur-
dered your family. He had planned
it very carefully, even to scheduling
his attack on the morning when the
Tower guard was one who could be
bribed. Remember, too, it was dawn
and the watch-wher, being a noctur-
nal beast, blind by daylight, is re-
lieved of responsibility at dawn and
knows it. Your presence, damnable
as it may appear to you, was not the
deciding factor by any means. It
did, and I draw your attention to
this very important fact, it did cause
you to save yourself, by warning
Lessa-the-child. Don’t you see that?”

“I could have called out,” she
murmured but the frantic look had
left her eyes and there was a faint
hint of normal color in her lips.

“If you wish to flail around in
guilt, go right ahead,” he said with
deliberate callousness.

Ramoth interjected a thought
that, since they, too, had been there
that previous time as Fax’s men had
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prepared to invade, it had already
happened, so how could it be
changed? The act was inevitable
both that day and today. For how
else could Lessa have lived to come
to the Weyr and impress Ramoth at
the hatching?

Mnementh relayed Ramoth’s
message scrupulously, even to imi-
tating Ramoth’s egocentric nuances.
F’lar looked sharply at Lessa to see
the effect of Ramoth’s astringent ob-
servation.

“Just like Ramoth to have the
final word,” she said with a hint of
her former droll humor.

F’lar felt the muscles along his
neck and shoulders begin to relax.
She’d be all right, he decided, but it
might be wiser to make her talk it
all out now, to put the whole experi-
ence into proper perspective.

“You said you were there twice?”
He leaned back on the couch,
watching her closely. “When was
the second time?”

“Can’t you guess?” she asked sar-
castically.

“No,” he lied.

“When else but the dawn I wak-
ened, feeling the Red Star was a
menace to me. Three days before
you and Fax came out of the north-
east.”

“It would seem,” he remarked
drily, “that you were your own
premonition both times.”

She nodded.

“Have you had any more of
these presentiments . . . or should
I say, reinforced warnings?”

Dragonrider

She shuddered but answered him
with more of her old spirit.

“No, but if I should, you go. I
don’t want to.”

F’lar grinned maliciously.

“I would, however,” she added,
“like to know why and how it could
happen.”

“I’ve never run across a mention
of it anywhere,” he told her candid-
ly. “Of course, if you have done it,
and you undeniably have,” he as-
sured her hastily at her indignant
protest, “it obviously can be done.
You say you thought of Ruatha,
but you thought of it as it was on
that particular day. Certainly a day
to be remembered. You thought of
spring, before dawn, no Red Star
. . . yes I remember you mention-
ing that . . . so one would have to
remember references peculiar to a
significant day to return between
times to the past.”

She nodded slowly, thoughtfully.

“You used the same method the
second time, to get to the Ruatha
of three Turns ago. Again, of
course, it was spring.”

He rubbed his palms together,
then brought his hands down on his
knees with an emphatic slap and
rose to his feet.

“T’ll be back,” he said and strode
from the room, ignoring her half-
articulated cry of warning.

Ramoth was curling up in the
weyr as he passed her. He noticed
that her color remained good in
spite of the drain of her energies by
the morning’s exercises. She glanced
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at him, her many-faceted eye al-
ready covered by the inner, protec-
tive lid.

Mnementh awaited his rider on
the ledge, and the moment F’lar
leaped to his neck, took off. He cir-
cled upward, hovering above the
Star Stone.

You wish to try Lessa’s trick,
Mnementh said, unperturbed by the
prospective experiment.

F’lar stroked the great curved
neck affectionately. You under-
stand how it worked for Ramoth
and Lessa?

As well as anyone can, Mne-
menth replied with the approxima-
tion of a shrug. When did you have
in mind?

At that moment, F’lar had had
no idea. Now, unerringly, his
thoughts drew him backwards to
the summer day R’gul’s bronze
Hath had flown to mate the gro-
tesque Nemorth, and R’gul had be-
come Weyrleader in place of his
dead father, F’lon.

Only the cold of between gave
them any indication they had trans-
ferred; they were still hovering
above the Star Stone. F’lar won-
dered if they had missed some es-
sential part of the transfer. Then he
realized that the sun was in another
quarter of the sky, and the air was
warm and sweet with summer. The
Weyr below was empty, there were
no dragons sunning themselves on
the ledges, no women busy at tasks
in the Bowl. Noises impinged on his

senses; raucous laughter, yells,
shrieks, and a soft crooning noise
that dominated the bedlam.

Then, from the direction of the
weyrling barracks in the lower
Caverns, two figures emerged; a
stripling and a young bronze drag-
on. The boy’s arm lay limply along
the beast’s neck. The impression
that reached the hovering observers
was one of utter dejection. The two
halted by the lake, the boy peering
into the unruffled blue waters, then
glancing upward towards the
queen’s weyr.

F’lar knew the boy for himself,
and compassion for that younger
self filled him. If only he could re-
assure that boy, so torn by grief, so
filled with resentment, that he
would one day become Weyrlead-
ef iini
Abruptly, startled by his own
thoughts, he ordered Mnementh to
transfer back. The utter cold of
between was like a slap in his face,
replaced almost instantly as they
broke out of between into the cold
of normal winter.

Slowly, Mnementh flew back
down to the queen’s weyr, as sob-
ered as F’lar by what they had
seen.

Rise high in glory,
Bronze and gold.
Dive entwined,
Enhance the Hold.

Count three months and more,
And five heated weeks,
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A day of glory and
In a month, who seeks?

A strand of silver

In the sky . . .

With heat, all quickens
And all times fly.

“I don’t know why you insisted
Fnor unearth these ridiculous
things from Ista Weyr,” Lessa ex-
claimed in a tone of exasperation.
“They consist of nothing but trivial
notes on how many measures of
grain were used to bake daily
bread.”

F’lar glanced up at her from the
records he was studying. He sighed,
leaned back in his chair in a bone-
popping stretch.

“And I used to think,” Lessa
said with a rueful expression on her
vivid, narrow face, “that those ven-
erable Records would hold the total
sum of all dragonlore and human
wisdom. Or so I was led to be-
lieve,” she added pointedly.

Fllar chuckled. “They do, but
you have to disinter it.”

Lessa wrinkled her nose. “Phew.
They smell as if we had . . . and
the only decent thing to do would
be to rebury them.”

“Which is another item I’'m hop-
ing to find . . . the old preserva-
tive technique that kept the skins
from hardening and smelling.”

“It’s stupid, anyhow, to use skins
for recording. There ought to be
something better. We have become,
dear Weyrleader, entirely too hide-
bound.”
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While F’lar roared with appre-
ciation of her pun, she regarded
him impatiently. Suddenly she
jumped up, fired by another of her
mercurial moods.

“Well, you won’t find it. You
won’t find the facts you’re looking
for. Because I know what you’re
really after and it isn’t recorded!”

“Explain yourself.”

“Which is?”

“It’s time we stopped hiding a
rather brutal truth from ourselves.”

“Which is?”

“Our mutual feeling that the Red
Star is a menace and that the
Threads will come! We decided
that out of pure conceit and then
went back between times to par-
ticularly crucial points in our lives
and strengthened that notion, in
our earlier selves. And for you, it
was when you decided you were
destined,” her voice mocked the
word, “to become “Veyrleader one
day.

“Could it be,” she went on scorn-
fully, “that our ultraconservative
R’gul has the right of it? That there
have been no Threads for four hun-
dred Turns because - there are no
more? And that the reason we have
so few dragons is because the drag-
ons sense they are no longer essen-
tial to Pern? That we are anachro-
nisms as well as parasites?”

F’lar did not know how long he
sat looking at her bitter face, nor
how long it took him to find an-
swers for her probing questions.

“Anything is possible, Weyrwom-
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an,” he heard his voice replying
calmly. “Including the unlikely fact
that an eleven-year-old child, scared
stiff, could plot revenge on her fam-
ily’s murderer and—against all
odds, succeed.”

She took an involuntary step for-
ward, struck by his unexpected re-
buttal. She listened intently.

“I prefer to believe,” he went on
inexorably, “that there is more to
life than raising dragons and play-
ing spring games. That is not
enough for me. And I have made
others look further, beyond self-
interest and comfort. I have given
them a purpose, a discipline. Ev-
eryone, dragonfolk and Holder
alike, profits.

“I am not looking in these Rec-
ords for reassurance. I'm looking
for solid facts.

“I can prove, Weyrwoman, that
there have been Threads. I can
prove that there have been Inter-
vals during which the Weyrs have
declined. I can prove that if you
sight the Red Star directly brack-
eted by the Eye Rock at the mo-
ment of winter solstice, the Red
Star will pass close enough to Pern
to throw off Threads. Since I can
prove those facts, I believe Pern is
in danger. I believe . . . not the
youngster of fifteen Turns ago.
F’lar, the bronze rider, the Weyr-
leader, believes it!”

He saw her eyes reflecting shad-
owy doubts but he sensed his argu-
ments were beginning to reassure
her.

“You felt constrained to believe
in me once before,” he went on in a
milder voice, “when I suggested
that you could be Weyrwoman.
You believed me and .. .” he
made a gesture around the weyr as
substantiation.

She gave him a weak, humorless
smile.

“That was because I had never
planned what to do with my life
once I did have Fax lying dead at
my feet. Of course, being Ramoth’s
weyrmate is wonderful but”—and
she frowned slightly—"“it isn’t
enough anymore either. That’s why
I wanted so to learn to fly and
then ..

“. . . that’s how this argument
started in the first place,” F’lar fin-
ished for her with a sardonic smile.

He leaned across the table, ur-
gently.

“Believe with me, Lessa, until
you have cause not to. I respect
your doubts. There’s nothing wrong
in doubting. It sometimes leads to
greater faith. But believe in me un-
til spring. If the Threads have not
fallen by then . . .” He shrugged
fatalistically.
~ She looked at him for a long mo-
ment and then inclined her head
slowly, in agreement.

He tried to suppress the relief he
felt at her decision. Lessa, .as Fax
had discovered, was a ruthless ad-
versary and a canny advocate. Be-
sides these, she was Weyrwoman:
essential to his plans.
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“Now, let’s get back to the con-
templation of trivia. They do tell
me, you know: time, place and
duration of Thread incursions,” he
grinned up at her reassuringly.
“And those are facts I must have to
make up my timetable.”

“Timetable? But you said you
didn’t know the time.”

“Not the day to the second when
the Threads may spin down. For
one thing, while the weather holds
so unusually cold for this time of
year, the Threads simply turn brit-
tle and blow away like dust. They’re
harmless. However, when the air is
warm, they are viable and . . .
deadly.” He made fists of both
hands, placing one above and to

- one side of the other. “The Red
Star is my right hand, my left is
Pern. The Red Star turns very fast
and in the opposite direction to us.
It also wobbles erratically.”

“How do you know that?”

“Diagram on the walls of the
Fort Weyr Hatching Ground. That
was the very first Weyr. So, when
the Star makes a pass, the Threads
spin off, down towards us, in at-
tacks that last six hours and occur
about fourteen hours apart.”

“Attacks last six hours?”

He nodded gravely. “When the
Red Star is closest to us. Right now,
it is just beginning its Pass.”

She frowned.

He rummaged among the skin
sheets on the table and an object
dropped to the stone floor with a
metallic clatter.
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Curious, Lessa bent to pick it up,
turning the thin sheet over in her
hands, “What’s this?” She ran an
exploratory finger lightly across the
irregular design on one side.

“I don’t know. F’nor brought it
back from Fort Weyr. It was nailed
to one of the chests in which Re-
cords had been stored. He brought
it along, thinking it might be im-
portant. Said there was a plate like
it just under the Red Star diagram
on the wall of the Hatching
Ground.

“This first part is plain enough:
‘Mother’s father’s father, who de-
parted for all time between, said
this was the key to the mystery, and
it came to him while doodling. He
said that he said: ARRHENIUS?
EUREKA! MYCORRHIZA . .’
Of course that part doesn’t make
any sense at all. It isn’t even Per-
nese; just babbling, the last three
words.

“I have studied it, Lessa. The
only way to depart for all time be-
tween is to die, right? People can’t
just fly away on their own, obvious-
ly. So it is a death vision, dutifully
recorded by a grandchild, who
couldn’t spell very well. ‘Doodling’
as the precent tense of dying!” He
smiled indulgently. “And as for the
rest of it, after the nonsense; like
most death-visions, it ‘explains’
what everyone has always known.
The second part says simply: “. . .
flame-throwing fire-lizards to wipe
out the spores. Q. E. D.” No, this is
no help in our researches, just a
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primitive rejoicing that he is a drag-
onman, who didn’t even know the
right word for Threads.”

Lessa wet one fingertip to see if
the patterns were inked on. The
metal was shiny enough to be a
good mirror. However, the pat-
terns remained smooth and precise.
“Primitive or no, they had a more
permanent way of recording their
visions than well-preserved skins.”

“Well-preserved babblings,” said
F’lar, turning back to the skins he
was checking for understandable
data.

“A  badly-scored ballad, per-
haps,” said Lessa, dismissing it.
“The design isn’t even pretty.”

F’lar pulled forward a chart that
showed overlapping horizontal
bands imposed on the projection of
Pern’s continental mass.

“Here,” he said, “this represents
waves of attack and this one,” he
pulled forward the second map with
vertical bands, “shows time bands.
So you can see, that with a four-
teen-hour break, only certain parts
of Pern are affected in each attack.
One reason for the spacing of the
weyrs.”

“Six full weyrs,” she murmured,
“close to three thousand dragons.”

“I'm aware of the statistics,” he
replied in a voice devoid of expres-
sion. “It meant no one weyr was
overburdened during the height of
the attacks, not that three thousand
beasts must be available. However,
with these timetables, we can man-

age until Ramoth’s first clutches
have matured.”

She turned a cynical look on
him. “You’ve a lot of faith in one
queen’s capacity.”

He waved that remark aside im-
patiently. “I’ve more faith, no mat-
ter what your opinion is, in the
startling repetitions of events in
these Records.”

“Ha!”

“I don’t mean how many mea-
sures for daily bread, Lessa,” he re-
torted, his voice rising. “I mean
such things as the time such and
such a wing was sent out on patrol,
how long the patrol lasted, how
many riders were hurt. The brood-
ing capacities of queens, during the
fifty years a Pass lasts and the In-
tervals between such passes. Yes, it
tells that. By all I've studied here,”
and he pounded emphatically on
the nearest stack of dusty, smelly
skins, “Nemorth should have been
mating twice a Turn for the last
ten. Had she even kept to her paltry
twelve a clutch, we’d have two hun-
dred and forty more beasts . . .
Don’t interrupt. But we had Jora as
Weyrwoman and R’gul as Weyr-
leader and we had fallen into plan-
et-wide disfavor during a four hun-
dred Turn interval. Well, Ramoth
will brood over no measly dozen
and she’ll lay a queen egg, mark my
words. She will rise often to mate
and lay generously. By the time the
Red Star is passing closest to us and
the attacks become frequent, we’ll
be ready.”
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She stared at him, her eyes wide
with incredulity. “Out of Ramoth?”

“Out of Ramoth and out of the
queens she’ll lay. Remember, there
are Records of Faranth laying sixty
eggs at a time, including several
queen eggs.”

Lessa could only shake her head
slowly in wonder.

“‘A Strand of silver

In the sky.

With heat, all quickens,

All times fly!” ” F’lar quoted to
her.

“She’s got weeks more to go be-
fore laying and then the eggs must
hatchs =32

“Been on the Hatching Ground
recently? Wear your boots. You’ll
be burned through sandals.”

She dismissed that with a gut-
tural noise. He sat back, outwardly
amused by her disbelief.

“. .. And then you have to
make Impression and wait till the
riders . . .” she went on.

“. . . Why do you think I've in-
sisted on older boys? The dragons
are mature long before their rid-
ers.”

“Then the system is faulty.”

He narrowed his eyes slightly,
shaking the stylus at her.

“Dragon tradition started out as
a guide . . . but there comes a
time when man becomes too tradi-
tional . . . too—what was it you
said the other day—too hidebound.
Yes, it’s traditional to use the weyr-
bred, because it’s been convenient.
And because this sensitivity to
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dragons strengthens when both sire
and dam are weyrbred. That does-
n’t mean weyrbred is best. You, for
example . . .”

“There’s Weyrblood in the Ru-
athan Line,” she said proudly.

“Granted. Take young Naton;
he’s craftbred from Nabol, yet
F’nor tells me he can make Canth
understand him.”

“Oh, that’s not hard to do,” she
interjected.

“What do you mean?”
jumped on her statement.

F’lar

They were both interrupted by a
high-pitched, penetrating whine.
F’lar listened intently for a mo-
ment and then shrugged, grinning,

“Some green’s getting herself
chased again.”

“And that’s another item these
so-called all-knowing records of
yours never mention. Why is it only
the gold dragon can reproduce?”’

F’lar did not suppress a lascivious
chuckle.

“Well, for one thing, firestone in-
hibits reproduction. If they never
chewed stone, a green could lay
but, at best, they produce small
beasts and we need big ones. And,
for another thing,” his chuckle
rolled out as he went on deliberate-
ly, grinning mischievously, “if the
greens could reproduce, consider-
ing their amorousness, and the
numbers we have of them, we’d be
up to our ears in dragons in next to
no time.”

The first whine was joined by an-
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other and then a low hum throbbed
as if carried by the stones of the
Weyr itself.

F’lar, his face changing rapidly
from surprise to triumphant aston-
ishment, dashed up the passage be-
fore Lessa could open her mouth.

“What’s the matter?” she de-
manded, picking up her skirts to
run after him. “What does that
mean?”’

The hum, resonating everywhere,
was deafening in the echo-chamber
of the queen’s weyr. Lessa regis-
tered the fact that Ramoth was
gone. She heard F’lar’s boots
pounding down the passage to the
ledge, a sharp ta-ta-tat over the
kettledrum booming hum. The
whine was so high-pitched now it
was inaudible, but nerve-wracking.

Disturbed, frightened, Lessa fol-

lowed F’lar out.

By the time she reached the
ledge, the Bowl was a-whir with
dragons on the wing, making for
the high entrance to the Hatching
Ground. Weyrfolk, riders, women,
children, all screaming with excite-
ment, were pouring across the Bowl
to the lower entrance to the
Ground.

She caught sight of F’lar, charg-
ing across to the tunnel entrance
and she shrieked at him to wait. He
couldn’t have heard her across the
bedlam.

Fuming because she had the long
stairs to descend, then must double
back as the stairs faced the feeding
grounds at the opposite end of the

Bowl from the Hatching Ground,
Lessa realized that she, the Weyr-
woman, would be the last one there.

Why had Ramoth decided to be
secretive about laying? Wasn’t she
close enough to her own weyrmate
to want her with her?

A dragon knows what to do,
Ramoth calmly informed Lessa.

“You could have told me,” Lessa
wailed, feeling much abused.

Why, at the time F’lar had been
going on largely about huge
clutches and three thousand beasts,
that infuriating dragon-child had
been doing it!

It didn’t improve Lessa’s temper
to have to recall another remark of
F’lar’s—on the state of the Hatch-
ing Grounds. The moment she
stepped into the mountain-high cav-
ern, she felt the heat through the
soles of her sandals. Everyone was
crowded in a loose circle around
the far end of the cavern. And ev-
eryone was swaying from foot to
foot. As Lessa was short to begin
with, this only decreased the likeli-
hood of her ever seeing what Ra-
moth had done.

“Let me through!” she demanded
imperiously, pounding on the wide
backs of two tall riders.

An aisle was reluctantly opened
for her and she went through, look-
ing neither to her right nor left at
the excited weyrfolk. She was furi-
ous, confused, hurt and knew she
looked ridiculous because the hot
sand made her walk a curious,
quick-step mince.
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She halted, stunned and wide-
eyed at the mass of eggs, and for-
got such trivial things as hot feet.

Ramoth was curled around the
clutch, looking enormously pleased
with herself. She, too, kept shifting,
closing and opening a protective
wing over her eggs so it was diffi-
cult to count them.

“No one will steal them, silly, so
stop fluttering,” Lessa exclaimed as
she tried to make a tally.

Obediently, Ramoth folded her
wings. To relieve her maternal anx-
iety, however, she snaked her head
out across the circle of mottled,
glowing eggs, looking all around
the cavern, flicking her forked
tongue in and out.

An immense sigh, like a gust of
wind, swept through the cavern.
For there, now Ramoth’s wings
were furled, gleamed an egg of
glowing gold among the tan, the
green and the blue ones. A queen
egg!

“A queen egg!” The cry went up
simultaneously from half a hun-
dred throats. The Hatching Ground
rang with cheers, yells, screams
and howls of exultation.

Someone seized Lessa and
swung her around in an excess of
feeling. A kiss landed in the vicinity
of her mouth. No sooner did she re-
cover her footing than she was
hugged by someone else, she
thought it was Manora, and then
pounded and buffeted around in
congratulation until she was reeling
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in a kind of dance between avoid-
ing the celebrants and easing the
growing discomfort of her feet.

She broke from the milling revel-
ers and ran across the Ground to
Ramoth. She came to a sudden stop
before the eggs. They seemed to be
pulsing. The shells looked flaccid.
She could have sworn they were
hard the day she Impressed Ramoth.
She wanted to touch one, just to
make sure, and dared not.

You may, Ramoth assured her
condescendingly. She touched Les-
sa’s shoulder gently with her
tongue.

The egg was soft to touch and
Lessa drew her hand back quickly,
afraid of doing injury.

The heat will harden it, Ramoth
said.

“Ramoth, I'm so proud of you,”
Lessa sighed, looking adoringly up
at the great eyes which shone in
rainbows of pride. “You are the
most marvelous queen ever. I do
believe you will redragon all the
Weyrs. I do believe you will.”

Ramoth inclined her head regally,
then began to sway it from side to
side over the eggs, protectingly. She
began to hiss suddenly, raising up
from her crouch, beating the air
with her wings, before settling back
into the sands to lay yet another
egg.

The weyrfolk, uncomfortable on
the hot sands, were beginning to
leave the Hatching Ground, now
they had paid tribute to the arrival
of the golden egg. A queen took
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several days to complete her clutch
so there was no point to waiting.
Seven eggs already lay beside the
important golden one and if there
were seven already, this augured
well for the eventual total. Wagers
were being made and taken even as
Ramoth produced her ninth mot-
tled egg.

“A queen egg, by the mother of
us all,” F’lar’s voice said in Lessa’s
ear. “And I'll wager there’ll be ten
bronzes at least.”

She looked up at him, complete-
ly in harmony with the Weyrleader
at this moment. She was conscious,
now, of Mnementh, -crouching
proudly on a ledge, gazing fondly
at his mate. Impulsively, Lessa
laid her hand on F’lar’s arm.

“F’lar, I do believe you.”

“Only now?” F’lar teased her,
but his smile was wide and his eyes
proud.

Weyrman, watch; Weyrman, learn
Something new in every Turn.
Oldest may be coldest, too.

Sense the right; find the true!

If F’lar’s orders over the next
months caused no end of discussion
and muttering among the weyrfolk,
they seemed, to Lessa, to be only
the logical outcomes of their discus-
sion after Ramoth had finished lay-
ing her gratifying total of forty-one
eggs.

F’lar discarded tradition right
and left, treading on more than
R’gul’s conservative toes.

Out of perverse distaste for out-

worn doctrines against which she
herself had chafed during R’gul’s
leadership, and out of respect for
F’lar’s intelligence, Lessa backed
him completely. She might not have
respected her earlier promise to
him that she would believe in his
ways until spring if she had not seen
his predictions come true one after
another. These were based, how-
ever, not on the premonitions she
no longer trusted after her experi-
ence between times, but on record-
ed facts.

As soon as the eggshells hard-
ened and Ramoth had rolled her
special queen egg to one side of the
mottled clutch for attentive brood-
ing, F’lar brought the prospective
riders into the Hatching Ground.
Traditionally the candidates saw
the eggs for the first time on the
day of Impression. To this prece-
dent, F’lar added others: Very few
of the sixty-odd were weyrbred and
most of them were in their late
teens. The candidates were to get
used to the eggs, touch them, caress
them, be comfortable with the no-
tion that out of these eggs, young
dragons wou!d hatch, eager and
waiting to be Impressed. F’lar felt
that such a practice might cut down
on casualties during Impression
when the boys were simply too
scared to move out of the way of
the awkward dragonets.

Flar also had Lessa persuade
Ramoth to let Kylara near her
precious golden egg. Kylara readily
enough weaned her son and spent
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hours, with Lessa acting as her tu-
tor, beside the golden egg. Despite
Kylara’s loose attachment to T’bor,
she showed an open preference for
F’lar’s company. Therefore, Lessa
took great pains to foster F’lar’s
plan for Kylara since it meant her
removal, with the new-hatched
queen, to Fort Weyr.

F’lar’s use of the Hold-born as
riders served an additional purpose.
Shortly before the actual Hatching
and Impression, Lytol, the Warder
appointed at Ruath Hold, sent an-
other message.

“The man positively delights in
sending bad news,” Lessa remarked
as F’lar passed the message skin to
her.

“He’s gloomy,” F’nor agreed.
He had brought the message. “I feel
sorry for that youngster cooped up
with such a pessimist.”

Lessa frowned at the brown rid-
er. She still found distasteful any
mention of Gemma’s son, now
Lord of her ancestral Hold. Yet

. she had inadvertently caused
his mother’s death. As she could not
be Weyrwoman and Lady Holder
at the same time, it was fitting that
Gemma’s Gaxom be Lord at
Ruatha.

“I, however,” F’lar said, “am
grateful to his warnings. I suspect-
ed. Meron would cause trouble
again.”

“He’s got shifty eyes, like Fax,”
Lessa remarked.

“Shifty-eyed or not, he’s danger-
ous,” F’lar answered. “And I can-
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not have him spreading rumors
that we are deliberately choosing
men of the Blood to weaken Fam-
ily Lines.”

“There are more craftsmen’s
sons than Holders’ boys in any
case,” F’nor snorted.

“I don’t like him questioning
that the Threads have not ap-
peared,” Lessa said gloomily.

F’lar shrugged. “They’ll appear
in due time. Be thankful the weath-
er has continued cold. When the

‘weather warms up and still no

Threads, then I will worry.” He
grinned at Lessa in an intimate re-
minder of her promise.

F’nor cleared his throat hastily
and looked away.

“However,” the Weyrleader
went on briskly, “I can do some-
thing about the other accusation.”

So, when it was apparent the
eggs were about to hatch, he broke
another long-standing tradition and
sent riders to fetch the fathers of
the young candidates from craft
and Hold.

The great Hatching cavern gave
the appearance of being almost full
as Holder and Weyrfolk watched
from the tiers above the heated
Ground. This time, Lessa observed,
there was no aura of fear. The
youthful candidates were tense,
yes, but not frightened out of their
wits by the rocking, shattering eggs.
When the ill-coordinated dragonets
awkwardly stumbled—it seemed to
Lessa they deliberately looked
around at the eager faces as though
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pre-Impressed—the youths either
stepped to one side, or eagerly ad-
vanced as a crooning dragonet
made his choice. The Impressions
were made quickly and with no ac-
cidents. All too soon, Lessa
thought, the triumphant procession
of stumbling dragons and proud
new riders moved erratically out of
the Hatching Ground to the bar-
racks.

The young queen burst from her
shell and moved unerringly for
Kylara, standing confidently on the
hot sands. The watching beasts
hummed their approval.

“It was over too soon,” Lessa
said in a disappointed voice that
evening to F’lar.

He laughed indulgently, allowing
himself a rare evening of relaxa-
tion now that another step had
gone as planned. The Holder folk
had been ridden home, stunned,
dazed and themselves impressed by
the Weyr and the Weyrleader.

“That’s because you were watch-
ing this time,” he remarked, brush-
ing a lock of her hair back. It ob-
scured his view of her profile. He
chuckled again. “You’ll notice Na-
ton ;4. 22

EioaeNiton =
him.

“ . . All right, N’ton . . .
pressed a bronze.”

“Just as you predicted,” she said
with some asperity.

“And Kylara is Weyrwoman for
Pridith.”

Lessa did not comment on that

11}

.” she corrected

Im-

and she did her best to ignore his
laughter.

“I wonder which bronze will fly
her,” he murmured softly.

“It had better be T’bor’s Orth,”
Lessa said, bridling.

He answered her the only way a
wise man could.

Crack dust, blackdust,
Turn in freezing air,
Waste dust, spacedust,
From Red Star bare.

Lessa woke abruptly, her head
aching, her eyes blurred, her mouth
dry. She had the immediate mem-
ory of a terrible nightmare which,
just as quickly, escaped recall. She
brushed her hair out of her face
and was surprised to find she had
been sweating heavily.

“F’lar?” she called in an uncer-
tain voice. He had evidently risen
early. “F’lar,” she called again,
louder.

He’'s coming, Mnementh in-
formed her. Lessa sensed that the
dragon was just landing on. the
ledge. She touched Ramoth and
found that the queen, too, had been
bothered by formless, frightening
dreams. The dragon roused briefly
and then fell back into deeper
sleep.

Disturbed by her vague fears,
Lessa rose and dressed, foregoing a
bath for the first time since she had
arrived at the Weyr.

She called down the shaft for
breakfast, plaiting her hair with
deft fingers as she waited.
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The tray appeared on the shaft
platform just as F’lar entered. He
kept looking back over his shoulder
at- Ramoth.

“What'’s got into her?”

“Echoing my nightmare. I woke
in a cold sweat.”

“You were sleeping quietly
enough when I left to assign pa-
trols. You know, at the rate those
dragonets are growing, they’re al-
ready capable of limited flight. All
they do is eat and sleep and that
a8

“. .. What makes a dragon
grow . . .” Lessa finished for him
and sipped thoughtfully at her
steaming hot klah. “You are going
to be extra careful about their drill
procedures, aren’t you?”

“You mean to prevent an inad-
vertent flight between times? I cer-
tainly am,” he assured her. “I don’t
want bored dragonriders irrespon-
sibly popping in and out.” He gave
her a long, stern look.

“Well, it wasn’t my fault no one
taught me to fly early enough,” she
replied in the sweet tone she used
when she was being especially ma-
licious. “If I'd been drilled from
the day of Impression to the day of
my first flight, I'd never have dis-
covered that trick.”

“True enough,” he said solemnly.

“You know, F’lar, if I discovered
it, someone else must have and
someone else may. If they haven’t
already.”

F’lar drank, making a face as the
klah scalded his tongue. “I don’t
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know how to find out discreetly.
We would be foolish to think we
were the first. It is, after all, an in-
herent ability in dragons or you
would never have been able to do
2

She frowned, took a quick breath
and then let it go, shrugging.

“Go on,” he encouraged her.

“Well, isn’t it possible that our
conviction about the imminence of
the Threads could stem from one
of us coming back when the
Threads are actually falling . . . I
mean . . .”

“My dear girl, we have both an-
alyzed every stray thought and ac-
tion—even your dream this morn-
ing upset you although it was no
doubt due to all the wine you drank
last night—until we wouldn’t know
an honest presentiment if it walked
up and slapped us in the face.”

“I can’t dismiss the thought that
this between times ability is of cru-
cial value,” she said emphatically.

“That, my dear Weyrwoman, is
an honest presentiment.”

“But why?”

“Not ‘why’,” he corrected her
cryptically, “when.” An idea stirred
vaguely in the back of his mind. He
tried to nudge it out where he could
mull it over. Mnementh announced
that F'nor was entering the weyr.

“What’s the matter with you?”
F’lar demanded of his half brother
for F’'nor was choking and sputter-
ing, his face red with the paroxysm.

“Dust . . .” he coughed, slap-
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ping at his sleeves and chest with
his riding gloves. “Plenty of dust,
but no Threads,” he said, describing
a wide arc with one arm as he flut-
tered his fingers suggestively. He
brushed his tight, wher-hide pants,
scowling as a fine black dust drifted
off.

F’lar felt every muscle in his
body tense as he watched the dust
float to the floor.

“Where did you get so dusty?”
he demanded.

F’nor regarded him with mild
surprise. “Weather patrol in Tillek.
Entire north has been plagued with
dust storms lately. But what I came
in for . . .” He broke off, alarmed
by F’lar’s taut immobility. “What’s
the matter with dust?” he asked in
a baffled voice.

F’lar pivoted on his heel and
raced for the stairs to the Record
Room. Lessa was right behind him,
F’nor belatedly trailing after.

“Tillek, you said?” F’lar barked
at his wingsecond. He was clearing
the table of stacks for the four
charts he then laid out. “How long
have these storms been going on?
Why didn’t you report them?”

“Report dust storms? You
wanted to know about warm air
masses.”

“How long have these storms
been going on?” F’lar’s voice crack-
led.

“Close to a week.”

“How close?”

“Six days ago, the first storm was
noticed in upper Tillek. They have

been reported in Bitra, upper Tel-
gar, Crom and the High Reaches,”
F’nor reported tersely.

He glanced hopefully at Lessa
but saw she, too, was staring at the
four unusual charts. He tried to
see why the horizontal and vertical
strips had been superimposed on
Pern’s land mass, but the reason was
beyond him.

F’lar was making hurried nota-
tions, pushing first one map and
then another away from him.

“Too involved to think straight,
to see clearly, to understand,”
the Weyrleader snarled to himself,
throwing down the stylus angrily.

“You did say only warm air
masses,” F'nor heard himself saying
humbly, aware that he had some-
how failed his Weyrleader.

F’lar shook his head impatiently.

“Not your fault, F’'nor. Mine. I
should have asked. I knew it was
good luck that the weather held so
cold.” He put both hands on F’nor’s
shoulders, looking directly in his
eyes. “The Threads have been
falling,” he announced gravely.
“Falling into cold air, freezing into
bits to drift on the wind,” and F’lar
imitated F’nor’s finger-fluttering,
“as specks of black dust.”

“‘Crack dust, blackdust,” ” Lessa
quoted. “In the Ballad of Moreta’s
Ride, the chorus is all about black
dust.”

“I don’t need to be reminded of
Moreta right now,” F’lar growled,
bending to the maps. “She could
talk to any dragon in the Weyrs.”
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“But I can do that!” Lessa pro-
tested.

Slowly, as if he didn’t quite credit
his ears, F’lar turned back to Lessa.
“What did you just say?”

“I said, I can talk to any dragon
in the Weyr.”

Still staring at her, blinking in ut-
ter astonishment, F’lar sank down
to the table top.

“How long,” he managed to say,
“have you had this particular skill?”

Something in his tone, in his man-
ner, caused Lessa to flush and stam-
mer like an erring weyrling.

“I...]I always could. Beginning
with the watch-wher at Ruatha . ..”
and she gestured indecisively in Ru-
atha’s westerly direction, “and I
talked to Mnementh at Ruatha. And

. when I got here, I could—"
her voice faltered at the accusing
look in F’lar’s cold, hard eyes. Ac-
cusing and worse, contemptuous.

“I thought you had agreed to
help me, to believe in me.”

“I'm truly sorry, F’lar. It never
occurred to me it was any use to
anyone but—"

F’lar exploded onto both feet, his
eyes blazing with aggravation.

“The one thing I could not figure
out was how to direct the wings and
keep in contact with the Weyr dur-
ing an attack. How was I going to
get reinforcements and firestone in
time. And you . . . you have been
sitting there, spitefully hiding the—"

“I am NOT spiteful,” she
screamed at him. “I said I was
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sorry. I am. But you’ve a nasty
smug habit of keeping your own
council. How was I to know you
didn’t have the same trick? You’re
F’lar, the Weyrleader. You can do
anything. Only you’re just as bad as
R’gul because you never tell me half
the things I ought to know.”

F’lar reached out and shook her
until her angry voice was stopped.

“Enough. We can’t waste time ar-
guing like children.” Then his eyes
widened, his jaw dropped. “Waste
time? That’s it.”

“Go between times?”’ Lessa
gasped.

“Between times!”

Fnor was totally confused.

“What are you two talking about?”

“The Threads started falling at
dawn in Nerat,” F’lar said, his eyes
bright, his manner decisive.

F’nor could feel his guts congeal-
ing with apprehension. At dawn in
Nerat? Why, the rainforests would
be demolished. He could feel a
surge of adrenalin charging through
his body at the thought of danger.

“So we're going back there, be-
tween times, and be there when the
Threads started falling, two hours
ago. F’'nor, the dragons can go not
only where we direct them, but
when.”

“Where? When?”’ F’nor repeated,
bewildered. “That could be danger-
ous.”

“Yes, but today it will save Nerat.
Now, Lessa,” and F’lar gave her an-
other shake, compounded of pride
and affection, “order out all the
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dragons, young, old—any that can
fly. Tell them to load themselves
down with firestone sacks. I don’t
know if you can talk across
Hmes v

“My dream this morning . . .

“Perhaps. But right now, rouse
the Weyr.” He pivoted to F’nor. “If
Threads are falling . . . were fall-
ing . . . at Nerat at dawn, they’ll
be falling on Keroon and Ista right
now, because they are in that time
pattern. Take two wings to Keroon.
Arouse the plains. Get them to start
the firepits blazing. Take some
weyrlings with you and send them
on to Igen and Ista. Those Holds are
not in as immediate danger as Ke-
roon. I'll reinforce you as soon as I
can. And . . . keep Canth in touch
with Lessa.”

F’lar clapped his brother on the
shoulder and sent him off, the
brown rider too used to taking or-
ders to argue.

2

“Mnementh says R’gul is duty of-
ficer and R’gul wants to know . . .”
Lessa began.

“C’mon, girl,” F’lar said, his
eyes brilliant with excitement. He
grabbed up his maps and propelled
her up the stairs.

They arrived in the weyr just as
R’gul entered with T’sum. R’gul was
muttering about this unusual sum-
mons.

“Hath told me to report,” he com-
plained. “Fine thing when your own
dragon . . .”

“R’gul, T’sum, mount your wings.

Arm them with all the firestone they
can carry and assemble above Star
Stone. I'll join you in a few minutes.
We go to Nerat at dawn.”

“Nerat? I'm watch officer, not
patrol . . .” :

“This is no patrol,” F’lar cut him
off.

“But sir,” T’sum interrupted, his
eyes wide, “Nerat’s dawn was two
hours ago, same as ours.”

“And that is when we are going
to, brown rider. The dragons, we
have discovered, can go between
places temporally as well as geo-
graphically. At dawn, Threads fell
at Nerat. Were going back, be-
tween times, to sear them from the
sky.”

F’lar paid no attention to R’gul’s
stammered demand for explana-
tion. T’sum, however, grabbed up
firestone sacks and raced back to
the ledge and his waiting Munth.

“Go on, you old fool,” Lessa told
R’gul irascibly. “The Threads are
here. You were wrong. Now be a
dragonman! Or go between and
stay there!”

Ramoth, awakened by the
alarms, poked at R’gul with her
man-sized head and the ex-Weyr-
leader came out of his momentary
shock. Without a word, he fol-
lowed T’sum down the passageway.

F’lar had thrown on his heavy
wher-hide tunic and shoved on his
riding boots.

“Lessa, be sure to send messages
to all the Holds. Now, this attack
will stop about four hours from
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now. So the farthest west it can
reach will be Ista. But I want every
Hold and craft warned.”

She nodded, her eyes intent on
his face lest she miss a word.

“Fortunately the Star is just be-
ginning its Pass so we won’t have to
worry about another attack for a
few days. I'll figure out the next one
when I get back.

“Now, get Manora to organize
her women. We’ll need pails of
ointment. The dragons are going to
be laced and that hurts. Most im-
portant, if something goes wrong,
you’ll have to wait till a bronze is
at least a year old to fly Ra-
moth . . .” Suddenly F’lar crushed
her against him, his mouth bruising
hers as if all her sweetness and
strength must come with him. He
released her so abruptly she stag-
gered back against Ramoth’s low-
ered head. She clung for a mo-
ment to her dragon, as much for
support as for reassurance.

Wheel and turn
Or bleed and burn.
Fly between,

Blue and green.

Soar, dive down,

Bronze and brown

Dragonmen must fly

When Threads are in the sky.

As F’lar raced down the passage-
way to the ledge, firesacks bump-
ing against his thighs, he was sud-
denly grateful for the tedious
sweeping patrols over every Hold
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and hollow of Pern. He could see
Nerat clearly in his mind’s eye. He
could see the many petaled vine-
flowers which were the distinguish-
ing feature of the rainforests at this
time of year. Their ivory blossoms
would be glowing in the first beams
of sunlight like dragon-eyes among
the tall, wide-leaved plants.

Mnementh, his eyes flashing with
excitement, hovered skittishly at the
ledge. F’lar vaulted to the bronze
neck.

The Weyr was seething with
wings of all colors, noisy with
shouts and countercommands. The
atmosphere was electric but F’lar
could sense no panic in that or-
dered confusion. Dragon and hu-
man bodies oozed out of openings
around the Bowl walls. Women
scurried across the floor from one
lower cavern to another. The chil-
dren playing by the lake were sent
to gather wood for a fire. The
weyrlings, supervised by old C’gan,
were forming outside their bar-
racks. F’lar looked up to the Peak
and approved the tight formation
of the wings assembled there in
close flying order. Another wing
formed up as he watched. He rec-
ognized brown Canth, F’nor on his
neck, just as the entire wing van-
ished.

He ordered Mnementh aloft.
The wind was cold and carried a
hint of moisture. A late snow?
This was the time for it, if ever.

R’gul’s wing and T’bor’s fanned
out on his left, T’sum and D’nol on
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his right. He noted each dragon
was well-laden with sacks. Then he
gave Mnementh the visualization
of the early spring rainforest in
Nerat, just before dawn, the vine-
flowers gleaming, the sea breaking
against the rocks of the High
Shoal . . .

He felt the searing cold of be-
tween. And he felt a stab of doubt.
Was he injudicious, sending them
all, possibly to their deaths between
times, in this effort to out-time the
Threads at Nerat?

Then, they were all there, in the
crepuscular light that promises day.
The lush, fruity smells of the rain-
forest drifting up to them. Warm,
too, and that was frightening. He
looked up and slightly to the north.
Pulsing with menace, the Red Star
shone down.

The men had realized what had
happened, their voices raised in
astonishment. Mnementh told F’lar
that the dragons were mildly sur-
prised at their riders’ fuss.

“Listen to me, dragonriders,”
F’lar called, his voice harsh and
distorted in an effort to be heard by
all. He waited till the men had
moved as close as possible. He told
Mnementh to pass the information
on to each dragon. Then he ex-
plained what they had done and
why. No one spoke but there were
many nervous looks exchanged
across bright wings.

Crisply he ordered the wings to
fan out in a staggered formation,
keeping a distance of five-wings’

spread up or down between them.
The sun came up.

Slanting across the sea, like an
ever-thickening mist, Threads were
falling; silent, beautiful, treacher-
ous. Silvery gray were those space-
traversing spores, spinning from
hard frozen ovals into coarse fila-
ments as they penetrated the warm
atmospheric envelope of Pern.
Less than mindless, they had been
ejected from their barren planet
towards Pern, a hideous rain that
sought organic matter to nourish it
into growth. The southern conti-
nent of Pern had already been
sucked dry. One Thread sinking
into fertile soil would burrow deep,
propagating thousands in the warm
earth, rendering it into a black-
dusted wasteland.

A stifled roar from the throats of
eighty men and dragons broke the
dawn air above Nerat’s green
heights—as if the Threads might
hear this challenge, F’lar mused.

As one, dragons swiveled their
wedge-shaped heads to their riders
for firestone. Great jaws macerated
the hunks. The fragments were
swallowed and more firestone was
demanded. Inside the beasts, acids
churned and the poisonous phos-
phenes were readied. When the
dragons belched forth the gas, it
would ignite in the air, into raven-
ing flame to sear the Threads from
the sky. And burn them from the
soil.

Dragon instinct took over the
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moment the Threads began to fall
above Nerat’s shores.

As much admiration as F’lar had
always held for his bronze compan-
ion, it achieved newer heights in
the next hours. Beating the air in
great strokes, Mnementh soared
with flaming breath to meet the
down-rushing menace. The fumes,
swept back by the wind, choked
F’lar until he thought to crouch
low on the lea side of the bronze
neck. The dragon squealed as
Threads flicked the tip of one wing.
Instantly F’lar and he ducked into
between, cold, calm, black. In the
flicker of an eye, they were back
to face the reality of Threads.

Around him, F’lar saw dragons
winking in and out of between,
flaming as they returned, diving,
soaring. As the attack continued,
and they drifted across Nerat, F’lar
began to recognize the pattern in
the dragons’ instinctive evasion-
attack movements—and in the
Threads. For, contrary to what he
had gathered from his study of the
Records, the Threads fell in patch-
es. Not as rain will, in steady un-
broken sheets, but like flurries of
snow; here, above, there, whipped
to one side suddenly. Never fluidly,
despite the continuity their name
implied.

You could see a patch above
you. Flaming, your dragon would
rise. You'd have the intense joy of
seeing the clump shrivel from bot-
tom to top. Sometimes, a patch
would fall between riders. One
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dragon would signal he would fol-
low and, spouting flame, would
dive and sear.

Gradually the  dragonriders
worked their way over the rainfor-
ests, so densely, so invitingly green.
F’lar refused to dwell on what just
one live Thread burrow would do
to ‘that lush land. He would send
back a low-flying patrol to quarter
every foot. One Thread! Just one
Thread could put out the ivory eyes
of every luminous vineflower.

A dragon screamed somewhere
to his left. Before he could identify
the beast, it had ducked between.
F’lar heard other cries of pain,
from men as well as dragons. He
shut his ears and concentrated, as
dragons did, on the here-and-now.
Would Mnementh remember those
piercing cries later? F’lar wished he
could forget them now.

He, F’lar, the bronze rider, felt
suddenly superfluous. It was the
dragons who were fighting this en-
gagement. You encouraged your
beast, comforted him when the
Threads burned, but you depended
on his instinct and speed.

Hot fire dripped across F’lar’s
cheek, burrowing like acid into his
shoulder . . . a cry of surprised
agony burst from F’lar’s lips. Mne-
menth took them to merciful be-
tween. The dragonman batted with
frantic hands at the Threads, felt
them crumble in the intense cold of
between and break off. Revolted, he
slapped at injuries still afire. Back
in Nerat’s humid air, the sting
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seemed to ease. Mnementh crooned
comfortingly and then dove at a
patch, breathing fire.

Shocked at self-consideration,
Flar hurriedly examined his
mount’s shoulder for telltale score
marks.

I duck very quickly, Mnementh
told him and veered away from a

dangerously close clump of
Threads. A brown dragon followed
them down and burned them to ash.

It might have been moments, it
might have been a hundred hours
later when F’lar looked down in
surprise at the sunlit sea. Threads
now dropped harmlessly into the
salty waters. Nerat was to the east
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of him on his fright, the rocky tip
curling westward.

F’lar felt weariness in every mus-
cle. In the excitement of frenzied
battle, he had forgotten the bloody
scores on cheek and shoulder. Now,
as he and Mnementh glided slowly,
the injuries ached and stung.

He flew Mnementh high and

when they had achieved sufficient
altitude, they hovered. He could
see no Threads falling landward.
Below him, the dragons ranged,
high and low, searching for any
sign of a burrow, alert for any sud-
denly toppling trees or disturbed
vegetation.

“Back to the Weyr,” he ordered
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Mnementh in a heavy sigh. He
heard the bronze relay the com-
mand even as he himself was taken
between. He was so tired he did
not even visualize where—much
less, when—relying on Mnementh’s
instinct to bring him safely home
through time and space.

Honor those the dragons heed,
In thought and favor, word and

deed.

Worlds are lost or worlds are
saved.

From those dangers dragon-

braved.

Craning her neck towards the
Star Stone at Benden Peak, Lessa
watched from the ledge until she
saw the four wings disappear from
view.

Sighing deeply to quiet her inner
fears, Lessa raced down the stairs
to the floor of Benden Weyr. She
noticed someone was building a fire
by the lake and that Manora was
already ordering her women
around, her voice clear but calm.

Old Cgan had the weyrlings
lined up. She caught the envious
eyes of the newest dragonriders at
the barracks’ windows. They’d have
time enough to fly a flaming drag-
on. From what F’lar had intimated,
they’d have years.

She shuddered as she stepped up
to the weyrlings but managed to
smile at them. She gave them their
orders and sent them off, checking
quickly with each dragon to be sure
the riders had given clear refer-

ences. The Holds would shortly lee
stirred up to a froth.

Canth told her that there were
Threads at Keroon, falling on the
Keroon side of Nerat Bay. He told
her that F’nor did not think two
wings were enough to protect the
meadowlands.

Lessa stopped in her tracks, try-
ing to think how many wings were
already out.

K’net’s wing is still here, Ramoth
informed her. On the Peak.

Lessa glanced up and saw bronze
Piyanth spread his wings in an-
swer. She told him to get between
to Keroon, close to Nerat Bay.
Obediently the entire wing rose and
then disappeared.

She turned with a sigh to say
something to Manora when a rush
of wind and a vile stench almost
overpowered her. The air above the
Weyr was full of dragons. She was
about to demand of Piyanth why he
hadn’t gone to Keroon when she
realized there were far more beasts
a-wing than K’net’s twenty.

But you just left, she cried as she
recognized the unmistakable bulk
of bronze Mnementh.

That was two hours ago for us,
Mnementh said with such weari-
ness in his tone, Lessa closed her
eyes in sympathy.

Some dragons were gliding in,
fast. From their awkwardness it
was evident they were hurt.

As one, the weyrwomen grabbed
salve pots and clean rags, and beck-
oned the injured down. The numb-

32 Analog Science Fiction / Science Fact



ing ointment was smeared on score
marks where wings resembled black
and red etched lace.

No matter how badly injured
they might be, every rider tended
his beast first.

Lessa kept one eye on Mne-
menth, sure that F’lar would not
keep the huge bronze hovering
like that if he’d been hurt. She was
helping T’sum with Munth’s cruelly
pierced right wing when she re-
alized the sky above the Star Stone
was empty.

She forced herself to finish with
Munth before she went to find the
bronze and his rider. When she did
locate them, she also saw Kylara
smearing salve on F’lar’s cheek
and shoulder. She was advancing
purposefully across the sands to-
wards the pair when Canth’s urgent
plea reached her. She saw Mne-
menth’s head swing upwards as he,
too, caught the brown’s thought.

“F’lar, Canth says they need
help,” Lessa cried. She didn’t even
notice, then, that Kylara slipped
away into the busy crowd.

F’lar wasn’t badly hurt. She re-
assured herself about that. Kylara
had treated the wicked burns which
looked to be shallow. Someone had
found him another fur to replace
the tatters of the threadbare one.
He frowned, and winced because
the frown creased his burned
cheek. He gulped hurriedly at his
klah.

“Mnementh, what’s the tally of
able-bodied? Oh, never mind, just
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get ’em aloft with a full load of
firestone.”

“You’re all right?” Lessa asked, a
detaining hand on his arm. He
couldn’t just go off like this, could
he?

He smiled tiredly down at her,
pressed his empty mug into her
hands, giving them a quick squeeze.
Then he vaulted to Mnementh’s
neck. Someone handed him a heavy
load of sacks.

Blue, green, brown and bronze
dragons lifted from the Weyr Bowl
in quick order. A trifle more than
sixty dragons hovered briefly above
the Weyr where eighty had lin-
gered so few minutes before.

So few dragons. So few riders.
How long could they take such
toll?

Canth said F'nor needed more
firestone.

She looked about anxiously.
None of the weyrlings were back
yet from their messenger rounds. A
dragon was crooning plaintively
and she wheeled, but it was only
young Pridith, stumbling across the
Weyr to the feeding grounds, but-
ting playfully at Kylara as they
walked. The only other dragons
were injured or . . . her eyes fell
on C’gan, emerging from the weyr-
ling barracks.

“C’gan, can you and Tagath get
more firestone to F'nmor at Ke-
roon?”

“Of course,” the old blue rider
assured her, his chest lifting with

53



pride, his eyes flashing. She hadn’t
thought to send him anywhere yet
he had lived his life in training for
this emergency. He shouldn’t be
deprived of a chance at it.

She smiled her approval at his
eagerness as they piled heavy sacks
on Tagath’s neck. The old blue
dragon snorted and danced as if he
were young and strong again. She
gave them the references Canth
had visualized to her.

She watched as the two blinked
out above the Star Stone.

It isn’t fair. They have all the
fun, said Ramoth peevishly. Lessa
saw her sunning herself on the weyr
ledge, preening her enormous
wings.

“You chew firestone and you’re
reduced to a silly green,” Lessa told
her weyrmate sharply. She was in-
wardly amused by the queen’s dis-
gruntled complaint.

She passed among the injured
then. B’fol’s dainty green beauty
moaned and tossed her head, un-
able to bend one wing which had
been threaded to bare cartilage.
She’d be out for weeks but she had
the worst injury among the drag-
ons. Lessa looked quickly away
from the misery in B’fol’s worried
eyes.

As she did the rounds, she re-
alized more men were injured than
beasts. Two in R’gul’s wing had
serious head damages. One man
might lose an eye completely. Ma-
nora had dosed him unconscious
with numb-weed. Another man’s

arm had been burned clear to the
bone. Minor though most of the
wounds were, the tally dismayed
Lessa. How many more would be
disabled at Keroon?

Out of one hundred and seventy-
two dragons, fifteen already were
out of action; some only for a day
or two, to be sure.

A thought struck Lessa. If N’'ton
had actually ridden Canth, maybe
he could ride out on the next drag-
onade on an injured man’s beast,
since there were more injured rid-
ers than dragons. F’lar broke tradi-
tions as he chose. Here was another
one to set aside—if the dragon was
agreeable.

Presuming N’ton was not the
only new rider able to transfer to
another beast, what good would
such flexibility do in the long run?
F’lar had definitely said the incur-
sions would not be so frequent at
first, when the Red Star was just
beginning its fifty-turn long circling
pass of Pern. How frequent was
frequent? He would know but he
wasn'’t here.

Well, he had been right this
morning about the appearance of
Threads at Nerat so his exhaustive
study of those old Records had
been worth while.

No, that wasn’t quite accurate.
He had forgotten to have the men
alert for signs of black dust as well
as warming weather. As he had put
the matter right by going between
times, she would graciously allow
him that minor error. But he did
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have an infuriating habit of guess-
ing correctly. Lessa corrected her-
self again. He didn't guess. He
studied. He planned. He thought
and then he used common good
sense. Like figuring out where and
when Threads would strike accord-
ing to entries in those smelly Rec-
ords. Lessa began to feel better
about their future.

Now, if he would just make the
riders learn to trust their dragons’
sure instinct in battle, they would
keep casualties down, too.

A shriek pierced air and ear as a
blue dragon emerged above the
Star Stone.

“Ramoth!” Lessa screamed in an
instinctive reaction, hardly know-
ing why. The queen was a-wing
before the echo of her command
had died. For the careening blue
was obviously in grave trouble. He
was trying to brake his forward
speed, yet one wing would not
function. His rider had slipped for-
ward over the great shoulder, pre-
cariously clinging to his dragon’s
neck with one hand.

Lessa, her hands clapped over
her mouth,
There wasn’t a sound in the Bowl
but the flapping of Ramoth’s im-
mense wings. The queen rose swift-
ly to position herself against the
desperate blue, lending him wing
support on the crippled side.

The watchers gasped as the rider
slipped, lost his hold and fell—
landing on Ramoth’s shoulders.
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watched fearfully.

The blue dropped like a stone.
Ramoth came to a gentle stop near
him, crouching low to allow the
weyrfolk to remove her passenger.

It was old C’gan.

Lessa felt her stomach heave as
she saw the ruin the Threads had
made of the old harper’s face. She
dropped beside him, pillowing his
head in her lap. The weyrfolk
gathered in a respectful, silent
circle.

Manora, her face as always se-
rene, had tears in her eyes. She
knelt and placed her hand on the
old rider’s heart. Concern flickered
in her eyes as she looked up at
Lessa. Slowly she shook her head.
Then, setting her lips in a thin line,
she began to apply the numbing
salve.

“Too toothless old to flame and
too slow to get between,” C’gan
mumbled, rolling his head from
side to side. “Too old. ‘But dragon-
men must fly/ When Threads are in
the sky . . .’” His voice trailed off
into a sigh. His eyes closed.

Lessa and Manora looked at
each other in anguish. A terrible,
ear-shattering note cut the silence.
Tagath sprang aloft in a tremen-
dous leap. C’gan’s eyes rolled slow-
ly open, sightless. Lessa, breath
suspended, watched the blue drag-
on, trying to deny the inevitable as
Tagath disappeared in midair.

A low moan sprang up around
the weyr, like the torn, lonely cry
of a keening wind. The dragons
were uttering tribute.

55



“Is he . . . gone?” Lessa asked,
although she knew.

Manora nodded slowly, tears
streaming down her cheeks as she
reached over to close C’gan’s dead
eyes.

Lessa rose slowly to her feet,
motioning to some of the women to
remove the old rider’s body. Ab-
sently she rubbed her bloody hands
dry on her skirts, trying to concen-
trate on what might be needed
next.

Yet her mind turned back to
what had just happened. A drag-
onrider had died. His dragon, too.
The Threads had claimed one pair
already. How many more would
die this cruel Turn? How long
could this one Weyr survive? Even
after Ramoth’s forty had matured,
and the ones she soon would con-
ceive, and her queen-daughters,
too?

Lessa walked apart to quiet her
uncertainties and ease her grief.
She saw Ramoth wheel and glide
aloft, to land on the Peak. One day
soon, would Lessa see those golden
wings laced red and black from
Thread marks? Would Ramoth . . .
disappear?

No, Ramoth would not.
while Lessa lived.

F’lar had told her long ago that
she must learn to look beyond the
narrow confines of Hold Ruatha
and mere revenge. He was, as usual,
right. As Weyrwoman under his
tutelage, she had further learned
that living was more than raising

Not

dragons and spring games. Living
was struggling to do something im-
possible—to succeed, or die, know-
ing you had tried!

Lessa realized that she had, at
last, fully accepted her role: as
Weyrwoman and mate, to help
F’lar shape men and events for
many Turns to come—to secure
Pern against the Threads.

Lessa threw her shoulders back
and lifted her chin high.

Old C’gan had had the right of it.

Dragonmen must fly

When Threads are in the sky!
And yet—how long would there be
dragonmen?

Worlds are lost or worlds are

saved

By those dangers dragon-braved.

As F’lar had predicted, the at-
tack ended by high noon, and weary
dragons and riders were welcomed
by Ramoth’s high-pitched trumpet-
ing from the Peak.

Once Lessa assured herself that
F’lar had no serious injury, that
F’nor’s were superficial and that
Manora was keeping Kylara busy
in the kitchens, she applied herself
to organizing the care of the in-
jured and the comfort of the wor-
ried.

As dusk fell, an uneasy peace
settled on the Weyr: the quiet of
minds and bodies too tired, or too
hurtful, to talk. Lessa’s own words
mocked her as she made out the list
of wounded men and beasts.
Twenty-eight men or dragons were
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out of the air for the next Thread
battle. C’gan was the only fatality
but there had been four more seri-
ously injured dragons at Keroon
and seven badly scored men, out of
action entirely for months to come.

Lessa crossed the Bowl to her
weyr, reluctant but resigned to giv-
ing F’lar this unsettling news.

She expected to find him in the
sleeping room but it was vacant.
Ramoth was asleep already as
Lessa passed her on the way to the
Council Room, also empty. Puzzled
and a little alarmed, Lessa half-ran
down the steps to the Records
Room, to find F’lar, haggard of
face, poring over musty skins.

“What are you doing here?” she
demanded, angrily. “You ought to
be asleep.”

“So should you,” he drawled,
amused.

“I was helping Manora settle the
wounded—"

“Each to his own craft,” F’lar
drawled. But he did lean back from
the table, rubbing his neck and ro-
tating the uninjured shoulder to
ease stiffened muscles.

“I couldn’t sleep,” he admitted.
“So I thought I'd see what answers
I might turn up in the Records.”

“More answers? To what?” Les-
sa cried, exasperated with him. As
if the Records ever answered any-
thing. Obviously the tremendous
responsibilities of Pern’s defense
against the Threads were beginning
to tell on the Weyrleader. After
all, there had been the stress of the

Dragonrider

first battle; not to mention the
drain of the traveling between times
itself to get to Nerat to forestall
the Threads.

F’lar grinned and beckoned Les-
sa to sit beside him on the wall
bench.

“I need the answer to the very
pressing question of how one un-
derstrength Weyr can do the fight-
ing of six.”

Lessa fought the panic that rose.

“Oh, your time schedules will
take care of that,” she replied gal-
lantly. “You’ll be able to conserve
the dragon power until the new
forty can join the ranks.”

F’lar raised a mocking eyebrow.

“Let us be honest between our-
selves, Lessa.”

“But there have been Long Inter-
vals before,” she argued, “and since
Pern survived them, Pern can
again.”

“Before there were always six
Weyrs. And twenty or so Turns
before the Red Star was due to be-
gin its Pass, the queens would start
to produce enormous clutches. All
the queens, not just one faithful
golden Ramoth. Oh, how I curse
Jora!” He slammed to his feet and
started pacing, irritably brushing
the lock of black hair that fell
across his eyes.

Lessa was torn with the desire to
comfort him and the sinking, chok-
ing fear that made it difficult to
think at all.

“You were not so doubtful . . .

He whirled back to her, “. . . Not

¢
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until I had actually had an encoun-
ter with the Threads and reckoned
up the numbers of injuries. That
sets the odds against us. Even sup-
posing we can mount other riders
to uninjured dragons, we will be
hard put to keep a continuously
effective force in the air, and still
maintain a ground guard.” He
caught her puzzled frown. “There’s
Nerat to be gone over on foot to-
morrow. I'd be a fool indeed if I
thought we’d caught and seared
every Thread midair.”

“Get the Holders to do that.
They can’t just immure themselves
safely in their inner Holds and let
us do all. If they hadn’t been so
miserly and stupid . . .”

He cut off her complaint with an
abrupt gesture. “They’ll do their
part all right,” he assured her. “I’'m
sending for a full Council tomor-
row, all Hold Lords and all Craft-
masters. But there’s more to it
than just marking where Threads
fall. How do you destroy a burrow
that’s gone deep under the surface?
A dragon’s breath is fine for the
air and surface work but no good
three feet down.”

“Oh, I hadn’t thought of that
aspect. But the fire pits . . .”

“. . . Are only on the heights
and around human habitations, not
on the meadowlands of Keroon or
on Nerat’s so green rainforests.”

This consideration was daunting
indeed. She gave a rueful little
laugh.

“Shortsighted of me to suppose
our dragons are all poor Pern needs
to dispatch the Threads. Yet . . .”
she shrugged expressively.

“There are other methods,”
F’lar said, “or there were. There
must have been. I have run across
frequent mention of the Holds

~ organizing ground groups and that

they were armed with fire. What
kind is never mentioned because it
was so well known.” He threw up
his hands in disgust and sagged
back down on the bench. “Not even
five hundred dragons could have
seared all the Threads that fell to-
day. Yet they managed to keep
Pern Thread-free.”

“Pern, yes, but wasn’t the south-
ern continent lost? Or did they just
have their hands too full with Pern
itself?”

“No one’s bothered with the
southern continent in a hundred
thousand Turns,” F’lar snorted.

“It’'s on the maps,” Lessa re-
minded him.

He scowled, disgustedly, at the
Records, piled in uncommunicative
stacks on the long table.

“The answer must be there.
Somewhere.”

There was an edge of despera-
tion in his voice, the hint that he
held himself to blame for not
having discovered those elusive
facts.

“Half those things couldn’t be
read by the man who wrote them,”
Lessa said tartly. “Besides that, it’s
been your own ideas that have
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helped us the most so far. You
compiled the timemaps and look
how valuable they are already.”

“I'm getting too hidebound
again, huh?” he asked, a half-smile
tugging at one corner of his mouth.

“Undoubtedly,” she assured him
with more confidence than she felt.
“We both know the Records are
guilty of the most ridiculous omis-
sions.”

“Well said, Lessa. So, let us for-
get these misguiding and antiquated
precepts and think up our own
guides. First, we need more drag-
ons. Second, we need them now.
Third, we need something as effec-
tive as a flaming dragon to destroy
Threads which have burrowed.”

“Fourth, we need sleep, or we
won’t be able to think of anything,”
she added with a touch of her usual
asperity.

F’lar laughed outright, hugging
her.

“You’ve got your mind on one
thing, haven’t you?” he teased.

She pushed ineffectually at him,
trying to escape. For a wounded,
tired man, he was remarkably
amorous. One with that Kylara. Im-
agine that woman’s presumption,
dressing his wounds.

“My responsibility as Weyr-
woman includes care of you, the
Weyrleader.”

“But you spend hours with blue
dragonriders and leave me to Kyl-
ara’s tender ministrations.”

“You didn’t look as if you ob-
jected.”

Dragonrider

F’lar threw back his head and
roared. “Should I open Fort Weyr
and send Kylara on?” he taunted
her.

“I'd as soon Kylara were Turns
as well as miles away from here,”
Lessa snapped, thoroughly irri-
tated.

F’lar’s jaw dropped, his eyes
widened. He leaped to his feet with
an astonished cry.

“You’ve said it!”

“Said what?”

“Turns away! That’s it. We'll
send Kylara back, between times,
with her queen and the new drag-
onets.” F’lar excitedly paced the
room while Lessa tried to follow his
reasoning. “No, I'd better send at
least one of the older bronzes.
F’nor, too . .. I'd rather have
F’nor in charge . . . Discreetly,
of course.”

“Send Kylara back . . . where
to? When to?” Lessa interrupted
him.

“Good point,” and F’lar dragged
out the ubiquitous charts. “Very
good point. Where can we send
them around here without causing
anomalies by being present at one
of the other Weyrs? The High
Reaches are remote. No, we've
found remains of fires there, you
know, still warm, and no inkling as
to who built them or why. And if
we had already sent them back,
they’d’ve been ready for today and
they weren’t. So they can’t have
been in two places already . . .” He
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shook his head, dazed by the para-
doxes.

Lessa’s eyes were drawn to the
blank outline of the neglected
southern continent.

“Send them there,” she suggest-
ed sweetly, pointing.

“There’s nothing there.”

“They bring in what they need.
There must be water for Threads
can’t devour that. We fly in what-
ever else is needed, fodder for the
herdbeasts, grain . . .”

F’lar drew his brows together in
concentration, his eyes sparkling
with thought, the depression and
defeat of a few moments ago for-
gotten.

“Threads wouldn’t be there ten
Turns ago. And haven’t been there
for close to four hundred. Ten
Turns would give Pridith time to
mature and have several clutches.
Maybe more queens.”

Then he frowned and shook his
head. “No, there’s no Weyr there.
No Hatching Ground, no . . .”

“How do we know that?” Lessa
caught him up sharply, too delight-
ed with many aspects of this pro-
ject to give it up easily. “The Rec-
ords don’t mention the southern
continent, true, but they omit a
great deal. How do we know it isn’t
green again in the four hundred
Turns since the Threads last spun?
We do know that Threads can’t last
long unless there is something or-
ganic on which to feed and that
once they’ve devoured all, they dry
up and blow away.”

F’lar looked at her admiringly.
“Now, why hasn’t someone won-
dered about that before?”

“Too hidebound,” Lessa wagged
her finger at him, dedicated com-
pletely to this venture. “And there’s
been no need to bother with it.”

“Necessity . . . or is it jealousy

. hatches many a tough shell.”
There was a smile of pure malice
on his face and Lessa whirled away
as he reached for her.

“The good of the Weyr,” she re-
torted.

“Furthermore, I'll send you
along with F’'nor tomorrow to look.
Only fair, since it is your idea.”

Lessa stood still. “You’re not go-
ing?”

“I feel confident I can leave this
project in your very capable, in-
terested hands,” he laughed and
caught her against his uninjured
side, smiling down at her, his eyes
glowing. “I must play ruthless
Weyrleader and keep the Hold
Lords from slamming shut their In-
ner Doors. And I’'m hoping,” he
raised his head, frowning slightly,
“one of the Craftmasters may
know the solution to the third prob-

lem . . . getting rid of Thread bur-
rows.”
SBut .= Y

“The trip will give Ramoth some-
thing to stop her fuming.” He
pressed the girl’s slender body more
closely to him, his full attention at
last on her odd, delicate face. “Les-
sa, you are my fourth problem.”
He bent to Kkiss her.
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At the sound of hurried steps in
the passageway, F’lar scowled irri-
tably, releasing her.

“At this hour?” he muttered,
ready to reprove the intruder scath-
ingly. “Who goes there?”

“F’lar?” It was F’nor’s voice,
anxious, hoarse.

The look on F’lar’s face told
Lessa that not even his half brother
would" be spared a reprimand and
it pleased her irrationally. But the
moment F’nor burst into the room,
both Weyrleader and Weyrwoman
were stunned silent. There was
something subtly wrong with the
brown rider. And, as the man blurt-
ed out his incoherent message, the
difference suddenly registered in
Lessa’s mind. He was tanned! He
wore no bandages and hadn’t the
slightest trace of the Thread mark
a ong his cheek that she had tended
this evening!

“F’lar, it’s not working out! You
can’t be alive in two times at once!”
F’nor was exclaiming distractedly.
He staggered against the wall, grab-
bing the sheer rock to hold himself
upright. There were deep circles
under his eyes, visible despite the
tan. “I don’t know how much

longer we can last like this. We’re
all affected. Some days not as badly
as others.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Your dragons are all right,”
F’nor assured the Weyrleader with
a bitter laugh. “It doesn’t bother
them. They keep all their wits
about them. But their riders . . .
all the weyrfolk. We’re shadows,
half-alive, like dragonless men, part
of us gone forever. Except Kylara.”
His face contorted with intense dis-
like. “All she wants to do is go back
and watch herself. The woman’s
egomania will destroy us all, I'm
afraid.”

His eyes suddenly lost focus and
he swayed wildly. His eyes widened
and his mouth fell open. “I can’t
stay. I’'m here already. Too close.
Makes it twice as bad. But I had to
warn you. I promise, F’lar, we’ll
stay as long as we can but it won’t
be much longer . . . so it won’t be
long enough, but we tried. We
tried!”

Before F’lar could move, the
brown rider whirled and ran, half-
crouched, from the room.

“But he hasn’t gone yet!” Lessa
gasped. “He hasn’t even gone yet!”

To be concluded
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THE DESTINY
OF MILTON GOMRATH

Maybe it isn’t necessary to be in your Proper Place
to achieve what you Properly Deserve.

ALEXE!I PANSHIN

Milton Gomrath spent his days in
dreams of a better life. More obvi-
ously, he spent his days as a garbage
collector. He would empty a barrel
of garbage into the back of the City
truck and then lose himself in rev-
eric as the machine went clomp,
grunch, grunch, grunch. He hated
the truck, he hated his drab little
room, and he hated the endless
serial procession of gray days. His
dreams were the sum of the might-
have-beens of his life, and because
there was so much that he was not,
his dreams were beautiful.

Milton’s favorite dream was one
denied those of us who know who
our parents are. Milton had been

found in a strangely fashioned
wicker basket on the steps of an
orphanage and this left him free as

_a boy to imagine an infinity of mag-

nificent destinies that could and
would be fulfilled by the appearance
of a mother, uncle, or cousin come
to claim him and take him to the
perpetual June where he of right
belonged. He grew up, managed to
graduate from high school by the
grace of an egalitarian school board
that believed everyone should grad-
uate from high school regardless of
qualification, and then went to work
for the city, all the while holding
onto the same well-polished dream.

Then one day he was standing by
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the garbage truck when a thin,
harassed-looking fellow dressed in
simple black materialized in front
of him. There was no bang, hiss, or
pop about it—it was a very busi-
nesslike materialization.

“Milton Gomrath?” the man
asked, and Milton nodded. “I'm a
Field Agent from Probability Cen-
tral. May I speak with you?”

Milton nodded again. The man
wasn’t exactly the mother, or cou-
sin, he had imagined, but the man
apparently knew by heart the lines
that Milton had mumbled daily as
long as he could remember.

“I'm here to rectify an error in
the probability fabric,” the man
said. “As an infant you were inad-
vertently switched out of your own
dimension and into this one. As a
result there has been a severe strain
on Things-As-They-Are. 1 can't
compel you to accompany me, but,
if you will, I've come to restore you
to your Proper Place.”

“Well, what sort of world is it?”
Milton asked. “Is it like this?” He
waved at the street and truck.

“Oh, not at all,” the man said.
“It is a world of magic, dragons,
knights, castles, and that sort of
thing. But it won’t be hard for you
to grow accustomed to it. First, it
is the place where you rightfully
belong and your mind will be at-
tuned to it. Second, to make things
easy for you, I have someone ready
to show you your place and explain
things to you.” ;

“I'll go,” said Milton.

The Destiny of Milton Gomrath

The world grew black before his
eyes the instant the words were out
of his mouth and when he could see
again, he and the man were stand-
ing in the courtyard of a great stone
castle. At one side were gray stone
buildings; at the other a rose garden
with blooms of red, and white, and
yellow. Facing them was a heavily-
bearded middle-aged man.

“Here we are,” said the man in

‘black. “Evan, this is your charge.

Milton Gomrath, this is Evan As-
perito. He’ll explain everything you
need to know.”

Then the man saluted them both.
“Gentlemen, Probability Central
thanks you most heartily. You have

done a service. You have set things

in their Proper Place.” And then he
disappeared.

Evan, the bearded man, said,
“Follow me,” and turned. He went
inside the nearest building, which
appeared to be a barn filled with
horses.

He pointed at a pile of straw in
one corner, “You can sleep over
there.”

Then he pointed at a pile of ma-
nure, a long-handled fork and a
wheelbarrow. “Put that in that, and
take it out and spread it on the rose
bushes in the garden. After that,
I'll find something else for you to
do.”

He patted Milton on the back. “I
realize it’s going to be hard for you
at first, boy, but if you have any
questions at any time, just ask
me.” W
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WHOSA WHATSA?

It seems there was a certain
(enormous!) amount of confusion,
because of a secret agent’s disguise.
When one considers what

technical advance candoto law...!

JACK WODHAMS
lllustrated by Kelly Freas

He had the gun in his two hands,
the muzzle aimed between his eyes,
when his manservant came back in-
to the room.

“Sir, I'm sorry to bother you, but
. . . Oh, good heavens!”

W hosawhatsa?

Judge Forsett stared at him
woodenly. “What is it, Sorff? What
do you want? I told you I didn’t
want to be disturbed.”

“But, sir,” Sorff said, shocked,
“what are you doing? You’re not . . .
You’re not thinking of . . .?”

“Of blowing my brains out? I was
considering it.” The judge still held
the gun to his head. “Why have you
interrupted me? What is it you
wanted?”

“We’ve had this communication
from the Security Branch and . . .
Oh, sir, please put that gun down.”
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“Put it on the desk,” the judge
said gruffly. “I’ll see to it later.”

Sorff slowly placed the report on
the desk. “Sir?” He seemed dis-
tressed. “Sir, don’t let it get you
down. There’s...ah...T’ll get Miss
Anderson to make some tea. It’s not
as bad as all that, sir, really it isn’t.”

The judge stared at him and be-
gan to blink. His lower lip started to
work. “Why don’t you just leave me,
Sorff? Leave me, there’s a good fel-
low.”

“No, sir, no. You mustn’t. Think
of the adverse publicity, sir,” Sorff
pleaded. “The . . . the dishonor, sir.
Your noble name . . . ”

Judge Forsett’s aloofness crum-
bled. He even seemed slightly an-
noyed. He sagged, and his gun
reluctantly descended to rest on the
blotter. “Sorff, I can’t take it. I’'m too
old, Sorff.”

“You need a rest, sir. That’s all.”

“I should have retired at seventy-
five. I laughed at them, Sorff. But
I’'m too old.”

“A nice long holiday, sir. You’'ve
been working too hard.” Sorft
moved around the desk. “I'll send
for Dr. Matthews, sir.”

“Too old. The law’s not what it
was, Sorff. The law’s not what it
was.” The judge gazed distantly at
nothing. “I can’t handle it. What an-
swer can there be?”

Sorff gently removed the gun
from under the now-relaxed hands.
He breathed a little easier. “The
case has got you down, sir. A vaca-
tion. A little fishing, perhaps.”

“Straightforward. It used to be
reasonably straightforward. But
now. I can’t handle it any more,
Sorft.” '

“Tut-tut,” Sorff said. “You
mustn’t get so concerned, sir. It is
only a case after all. Here, why not
forget about it for a while? Go
home, sir, and have a good night’s
rest.”

“Court in the morning, eighteen
holes in the afternoon, and an eve-
ning at the club or the theater. I
thought I could do it, Sorff, but I
can’t.”

“There, there, sir, you’'ve just hit
a bad patch, that’s all. Take a few
days off and you’ll be all right.”

The judge sat gloomily at his desk.
He did not answer.

“Come, now, sir,” Sorff said
anxiously cheerful, “don’t despond.
It’s spring, sir. Things will look bet-
ter in the morning.”

“I'm too old,” the judge said
bleakly. “I should retire. I can’t keep
up.”

“Nonsense, sir.” Sorff put a hand
under the judge’s elbow. “You're
just under a strain at present. Come,
sir, we’ll get you home where you
can relax and take it easy.”

“I’ll never relax again,” the judge
predicted morbidly, but he respond-
ed to the pressure on his arm and
stood up. “I'm past it, Sorff. Too old.
Ican’t cope.”

“Now, now, sir,” Sorff chided,
“you’re just being defeatist. You're
a little depressed, sir. That’s all. We
all get that way sometimes.”

66 Analog Science Fiction / Science Fact



“Hm-m-m.” The judge was not
convinced.

“Come, sir, I'll help you on with
your coat.”

The judge allowed himself to be
led to the coatstand where he co-
operated listlessly as Sorff struggled
to clothe him protectively against
the nip in the outside air.

“That’s it, sir, that’s it. There you
are, sir. There.” Panting somewhat,
Sorff said, “Oh, don’t forget your
hat, sir. I'll put it on for you, shall
I? You’ll feel a lot better in a day or
two. There.”

Sorff opened the door and poked
his head out. “Miss Anderson! Judge
Forsett is going home. Tell them to
bring the car round, will you? And
get Dr. Matthews. We’d like him to
meet us at Judge Forsett’s house.
Judge Forsett is not feeling very
well.”

“Very good, Mr. Sorff.”

Sorff turned back to the judge.
“There you are, sir. You’ll soon be
feeling better. First home, then
maybe a few days away from it all.”

Without enthusiasm, the judge
permitted himself to be guided
through his outer chambers. “Too
old,” he muttered. “I’m too old.”

“No youre not, sir. Youre
younger than a lot of us,” Sorff
soothed. “You’ll get over it, sir. This
Way i

The doctor rested his bag upon a
chair. “I've left him a couple of
tranquilizers and a couple of sleep-
ing pills.”

W hosawhatsa?

“Did he take them?” Sorff asked.

Dr. Matthews sighed. “No. You
know how he feels about doctors
who administer drugs without the
patient’s consent.”

“He still has some of his old life,
then,” Sorff said.

The doctor shook his head. “Re-
sidual pigheadedness. His spirits are
very low.”

“Will he be all right do you
think?”

“Well, he should be. I checked
the medicine cabinet. I'll check the
kitchen and garage on my way out.
Any other guns about the place?”

“Only his shotguns, and I've hid-
den them away. There was nothing
else I could find.”

The doctor picked up his bag, “I
don’t think you have too much to
worry about. I don’t think that he’s
determined to do away with himself.
I think rather that there was a coin-
cidence of dispiritedness and a con-
venience of means. You are going
to stay the night?”

“Yes, I think I'd better. His
housekeeper left yesterday morn-
ing.”

“Ah. That could be a contributing
factor. Do you know why she left?”

“Tsizs v et 2o No, :not really.
She,ah . . presumably . . .”

“Yes. Quite.” The doctor swung
his bag and turned for the door. “A
handsome woman, wasn’t she?”

“Oh, hell.” The judge turned onto
his back and opened his eyes. His
lips moved. “Gregg versus Helds-
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worth. Gregg versus Gregg. Helds-
worth versus Gregg, Heldsworth
versus Heldsworth.” He groaned.
“Decisions, decisions, decisions.”

He rolled his head on his pillow.
“Mr. Heldsworth and Mrs. Gregg.
Mr. Gregg and Mrs. Heldsworth.
Mrs. Gregg and Mrs. Gregg. Mr.
Gregg and Mr. Gregg. Mr. Helds-
worth and Mrs. Heldsworth. Oh,
God.”

He felt hot and sticky. A three-
quarter moon gave enough light to
turn the room into an underdevel-
oped print. His eyes fell on the twin
bed alongside his own. It was Em-
ma’s bed. Emma had been his wife
for forty years and more. How long
was- it since she had passed away?
Three years last month.

Three years. His eyes grew moist.
Emma had been gone for three
years. They had been the three hap-
piest years of his life.

At seventy-four it had been good
to be free again. With experience
and wisdom, and with the aid of
modern medicines, three good
years. “Modern medicine. God
curse it. Mrs. Heldsworth and Mr.
Heldsworth. Mrs. Gregg and Mr.
Heldsworth.”

He closed his eyes and opened his
mouth to moan, his mind again go-
ing back to the courtroom scene . . .

. . . “You, Mr. Carver, are rep-
resenting Mrs. Heldsworth, and Mr.
Gracey is here on behalf of Mr.
Heldsworth, is that right?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“lI see that we also have Mr.
Jarvis and two other colleagues of
yours that I do not know. Are these
gentlemen here to assist you in this
matter?”

“Ah, no, my lord.” Mr. Jarvis
cleared his throat. “I am here to pro-
tect the interests of the Right Hon-
orable Clive Muswell Heldsworth,
Viscount Brastmanston.”

“Oh.” The judge looked at him.
“He’s not the petitioner?”

“No, my lord.”

The judge waved a finger at the
remaining pair. “And you two gen-
tlemen. You have an interest in this
case, or are you just being nosey?”

One smiled. “Yes and no respec-
tively, my lord. I am David Dimat-
tio. I am holding a watching brief
for Miss Gayel Olover, who is, ah,
intimately connected with this
case.”

“Oh, I see.” The judge raised a
querying eyebrow. “And you?”

“Borcoss. Adam Borcoss, my
lord.” The voice was deep and
matched the grave Borcoss features.

“And who do you represent?” the
judge asked.

“The Government, my lord.”

“Oh.” The judge sat back. “That
explains the secrecy,” he said,
somewhat irritably. “Was the
screening really necessary? Was it
necessary for me to be kept in ig-
norance? This is merely a divorce
case after all, isn’t it?”

“There are certain aspects, my
lord . . .” Borcoss began.

“Yes, yes, yes. Well, let’s get on
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with it. The petitioner is Mr. Helds-
worth, isn’t it? On what grounds is
he seeking a divorce, Mr. Gracey?”

“On the recently admitted
grounds of mental cruelty, my lord.”

“Mental cruelty, hey? Unusual
for a man.”

“And adultery, my lord.”

“Ah. That’s where you come in,
ISitMr-ias o erin sl

“Dimattio, my lord.”

“Yes, yes, of course, Dimattio.
Very good. Now, with so many ad-
vocates, and a strong inference that
this case has special features, I
would be pleased to receive some
enlightenment.” The judge surveyed
the five lawyers. “In other words,”
he said with a touch of irascibility,
“would someone mind acquainting
me with the problem, whatever it
is.”

“Yes, my lord, gladly,” Mr. Car-
ver said quickly. “My client con-
tends that, ah, she at no time has
caused, ah, Mr. Heldsworth any
great degree of mental anguish.
She =%

“Deprivation,” Mr. Gracey cut
in. “Deprivation of conjugal rights.
This is not mental cruelty?”

“In the true sense, no,” Mr. Car-
ver said. “Under the circumstances,
my client feels that an adjustment
period is called for. After all, a few
months is not much to ask, to enable
a wife to become, ah, familiar with
her role.”

“Am I to understand, Mr. Carver,
they have been wed but a short
time?” Judge Forsett inquired?

”
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“In a manner of speaking, my
lords o

“And the marriage has not been
consummated, is that it?”

Carver looked uncomfortable.
“Well, not exactly, my lord. You
see, Mrs. Heldsworth has only been
Mr. Heldsworth’s wife for nine
months . . .”

“This is enough time to get ad-
justed in, surely,” the judge said.
“It is not enough time to permit the
filing of a.divorce action. They’re
not film stars, are they?”

“No, my lord, but . . .”

“If they’ve only been married

“nine months they probably need a

guidance counselor more than a
lawyer.”

“There’s the custody of the chil-
dren for one thing,” Gracey put in
drily.

“Children? @ What children?”
Judge Forsett turned belligerently
to Carver. “I thought you implied
that their relationship was unsatis-
factory?”

“Oh, it is, my lord, but . . .”

“And children did you say? Chil-
dren? More than one? What are
they, twins?”’

“No, my lord,” Mr. Carver said.
“One is ten, one is eight, and the lit-
tle one is four.”

Judge Forsett stared blankly.

“My lord,” Mr. Gracey said
smoothly, “you have been uninten-
tionally misled. The Heldsworths
have been married for twelve
years.”

“What?” The judge glared sharp-
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ly at Carver. “But Mr. Carver dis-
tinctly told me that they had been
married only nine months!”

“No, no, my lord,” Carver pro-
tested, “I didn’tsay that . . .”

“Are you calling me a liar?” the
judge pop-eyed.

“Oh, no, my lord, heaven forbid,”
Carver said hastily. “But what I
said, my lord, was that Mrs. Helds-
worth had only been Mr. Helds-
worth’s wife for nine months.”

“Well?” The judge shook his head
testily. “That’s the same thing, isn’t
it? Do you mean that she was his
mistress before that? That they
married at last and couldn’t adjust
to one another?”

“No, no, my lord,” Carver said.
“They’ve been married for twelve
years, only, when they were mar-
ried, Mrs. Heldsworth was known
as Mr. Gregg, my lord.”

“Mr. Gregg?” The judge looked
at Gracey. “Who’s Mr. Gregg?”’

“Mrs. Heldsworth was Mr.
Gregg,” Gracey said. “He changed
his sex nearly a year ago.”

“Do you mean to say that he was
married to Mr. Heldsworth for . . .
for eleven years?”

“Er, yes and no, my lord. Per-
haps my colleague, Mr. Bor-
e0ss: - 02

The judge turned his attention to
Borcoss.

“My lord,” Borcoss said heavily,
“Mr. Gregg works for a certain
government agency. He is skilled
and highly trained.” He paused.

“Well?”

“My lord, you must understand
that the nature of his employment is
such that it demands the utmost
vigilance and circumspection. His
work holds a high element of dan-
ger.”

“You mean that he is a secret
agent?”

“Something of that kind, my
lord,” Borcoss said non-commit-
tally.

“And going
changed his sex?”’

“My lord, specialists such as Mr.
Gregg are rarely come by. The
training they receive is both expen-
sive and time-consuming. Becoming
too well known to certain persons it
was thought desirable to extend his
service by making use of the fem-
inizing strategem.”

“I see,” the judge said. His nos-
trils flared. “I know that such gov-
ernment departments tolerate some
peculiar people, but if Mr. Gregg
was married to Mr. Heldsworth for
eleven years, I'd say that they were
carrying toleration too far.”

“Er, no, my lord,” Gracey said.
“Mr. Gregg was then married to
Mrs. Gregg. Yousee . . .”

“Wait a minute,” Judge Forsett
said. “There was a Mrs. Gregg?”’

“Of course, my lord. She . . .”

“There’s no ‘of course’ about it,”
Judge Forsett snapped. “Are you
deliberately trying to confuse me?”

“Oh, no, my lord. It’s like this . . .”

“Let me get this straight,” the
judge interrupted. “Mr. Gregg was
married to Mrs. Gregg. Then Mr.

into hiding, he
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Gregg changed his sex. That would
make two Mrs. Greggs, wouldn’t
it?”

“Well, yes, my lord, but . . .”

“Don’t distract me. Now then,
obviously such a family arrange-
ment would be unsatisfactory, and
the marriage would automatically
be annulled. I suppose, then, that
the former Mr. Gregg met and mar-
ried Mr. Heldsworth, who probably
wondered at the shyness of a bride
who already had the custody of
three children, hey?”

Judge Forsett smiled. “Does Mr.
Heldsworth know the full story?”

“He should my lord,” Mr.
Gracey said. “He was formerly Mrs.
Gregg.”

The judge’s smile vanished. He
snorted. “Why didn’t you tell me
that in the first place?” He picked
up a pencil, and then threw it down
again. “Heldsworth. Hah! Gregg!
What was the point of changing
their names? They’re Mr. and Mrs.
Gregg, aren’t they? Is this some
more cloak-and-dagger stuff to drop
us in the smog, Mr. Borcoss?”

“No, my lord,” Borcoss said
gruffly. “It is customary for the fe-
male party to assume the name of
her spouse. Thus, when they
changed places, as it were, Mr.
Heldsworth took his maiden name.
Mr. Gregg, of course, lost his. It is
common practice, my lord.”

Judge Forsett glowered at him.
He began restlessly to twist his gavel
in his hands. “I have some knowl-
edge of wedding procedure,” he

W hosawhatsa?

said tartly. “Why did Mrs. Gregg
have to change her sex?”

“She thought that the children
needed a father, my lord. That is, a
father of their own, a proper fa-
ther.”

“Commendable,” the judge said
briefly. “Tell me, this . . . this sex-
changing business. Is it a simple
matter? I've heard of the odd inci-
dence, biological adjustment, cor-
recting nature, and so on, but then

this married couple were both . . .
I mean, surely they both weren’t
that way?”

“My lord, they both underwent
highly sophisticated treatment. In
the case of Mrs. Gregg, the govern-
ment acted in good faith and sought
only to correct the Gregg family
balance.”

“Quite so. This treatment is not
generally available then?”

“No, my lord.”

“But if the need, or desire, is
great enough, anybody can have his
or her sex changed, is that right?”

Misinterpreting the shine in the
judge’s eye, Borcoss said, “Aged
persons would not benefit from the
treatment, my lord. In your case,
for instance, it would be inadvis-
ableto . . .”

“My case?” the judge yelped.
“What do you mean, my case? I
don’t want to be a woman, do 1?”

“Idon’tknow, mylord . . .”

“Well, I don’t,” Judge Forsett
rasped. “I can’t stand bald-headed
women, and if the bald-headed
woman was I, I'd shoot myself.”
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Dimattio laughed indiscreetly.

“Did I say something funny?” the
judge demanded.

Dimattio changed the laugh to a
choking fit of near lethal propor-
tions. He gasped and spluttered.
“Sorry, my lord,” he said hoarsely.
“I swallowed and it went the wrong

”

way.

The judge looked at him suspi-
ciously. “Hm-m-m.” He returned
his regard to the government attor-
ney. “You were telling us about the
treatment, Mr. Borcoss.”

“Ah. Yes, my lord.” He took a
piece of paper from his pocket.
“The concept is not startling, but
the technicalities are precise. As you
know, my lord, we all evolved from
uni-sex creatures. At one time there
was only one sex. Evidence to this
fact still exists. For example, males
have female hormones, and vice
versa, and males with too much fe-
male hormone tend toward effem-
inacy, and females with too much
male hormone are inclined to grow
moustaches. Not long ago experi-
ments with rats revealed that emas-
culated male embryos developed
into females. However, female em-
bryos showed no development to-
ward masculinity when a similar
operation . . .”

“What are you talking about, Mr.
Borcoss? Do rat embryos have
anything to do with this case?”

“Indirectly, my lord,” Borcoss
said, unruffled. “The sex change in
humans is effected by a combination

of refined surgical attention, and
hormonal and enzymatic retarda-
tion and stimulation by chemico-
glandular excitation and inhibition.
Selective, of course.”

“Of course,” the judge said. He
sniffed. “And it works?”

“Works, my lord?”

“Yes, works. Mr. Gregg is now
truly a woman, is that right?”

“Oh, yes,” my lord. Very defi-
nitely.”

“And Mrs.
positively a man?”’

“Yes, my lord.”

Judge Forsett threw up his hands.
“What’s all the fuss about then?
Can’t they divorce each other in a
normal manner without going
through all this rigmarole?”

“Ah, my lord,” old Jarvis en-
tered the fray, “certain difficulties
arise. We must establish beyond
doubt the legal sex of the partici-
pants. We must establish in law
whether Mr. Heldsworth is legally
a man, my lord, and discover her
motives for changing into a man,
for changing, not to resolve a sexual
doubt, but to make a complete
transition from undisputed femi-
ninity to radical masculinity.”

“Mr. Heldsworth is a man,”
Gracey said. “We have retained
medical opinion of the highest au-
thority . . .”

“Ah, yes,” old Jarvis said, “but
the fact remains that she was born
a female, and was registered as
such, and while she might choose
to become a man, she cannot do so

Gregg is now
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in the expectancy of usurping a posi-
tion that rightfully belongs to one
who is a male by birth.”

“That’s not so,” Gracey said
hotly. “The fact that he has become
a man, that he is now beyond doubt
a male, gives him an unqualified en-
titlement to the estates and station
of a male family member.”

“Gentlemen, pardon me,” Judge
Forsett interposed with some asper-
ity, “but does it make any difference
whether she was born a boy or a
girl? She is evidently very much a
man now.”

“My lord,” old Jarvis said, “it is
a matter of great personal concern
to my client. There is no question
that Mr. Heldsworth is in fact Mrs.
Gregg. It is our contention that,
technically and legally, Mr. Helds-
worth is still Mrs. Gregg, and that,
for the purposes of this divorce ac-
tion, should so be regarded.”

“Mr. Jarvis, are you losing your
wig?” the judge said techily. “You
want me to divorce Mrs. Gregg
from Mrs. Heldsworth?”

“No, no, my lord. But, so that the
procedure should be carried for-
ward correctly, the parties involved
should seek separation under the
original name that they bore. That
is to say, the case should be regard-
ed as Gregg versus Gregg and not
Heldsworth versus Heldsworth.”

“They are the same people, my
lord,” Gracey said. “My elderly
learned friend is, I feel, unnecessar-
ily laboring a finer point.”

Sensitive as to age, the judge
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said, “I have known Mr. Jarvis a
number of years, and I am sure that
if he wishes to make a point, fine or
not, it is not without a valid reason.”

Old Jarvis smirked. “Thank you,
my lord. The point is not so fine. I
represent the Honorable Clive Mus-
well Heldsworth, the Viscount
Brastmanston. Mrs. Gregg and the
Viscount Brastmanston are cousins,
my lord, and should she establish,
in law, that she is a male Helds-
worth, her slight seniority in years
may be used in an attempt to disin-
herit the present rightful holder of
that title.”

“The rightful holder of that title
is the eldest male Heldsworth,”
Gracey objected. “Mr. Heldsworth
is a Heldsworth and has always
been a Heldsworth. The fact that he
was once Mrs. Gregg is immaterial.
He is now Mr. Heldsworth, and as
such is, by virtue of age, now the
true heir to the Heldsworth estate.”

“My lord,” wily Jarvis appealed,
“we cannot here establish such a
precedent. If a female can, by
changing her sex, demand and as-
sume the role of heir to a title, the
very foundations of the nobility
will be threatened. Why, even the
Queen herself could be replaced by
her younger sister.”

“Each case should be weighed on
its merits,” Gracey said firmly. “In
this instance there was no prior in-
tent to obtain the title. The claim
to the title is incidental to the desire
by Mr. Heldsworth to give his chil-
dren a true father.”
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“He’s not the true father,” Mr.
Carver said, “Mrs. Heldsworth is.”

“He is blood kin and a male,”
Gracey said loudly, “and further-
more he had government sanction
and support. It is the government
in fact who encouraged Mr. Helds-
worth in his course of action.”

“The government cannot be held
responsible for the actions of citi-
zens in their private lives,” Borcoss
said portentiously. “This is purely a
domestic family matter. The gov-
ernment in no manner forced or
coerced Mrs. Gregg to make the de-
cision that she did.”

Gracey was shocked. “Are you
trying to say that the government
did not influence Mr. Heldsworth at
all?” ;

Stolidly Borcoss said, “It was
Mrs. Gregg’s idea and the move was
condoned by her husband. When
consulted, the government depart-
ment concerned raised no objection,
that’s all.”

“They actively assisted,” Gracey
asserted. “Without the active help
and cooperation of the °‘depart-
ment concerned” Mr. Heldsworth
could never have realized his mascu-
line potential.”

“Oh-ho?” old Jarvis perked in.
“Masculine what? Potential? Mrs.
Gregg never had masculine poten-
tial. She was a woman, clearly des-
ignated so by her long, ah, career as
a wife and a mother.”

“That Mr. Heldsworth once be-
haved as a female he does not

deny,” Mr. Gracey said, “but it must
be admitted that his assumption to
manhood was readily effected and
highly suggestive of latent pre-dis-
position to masculinity.”

Stung, Jarvis cried, “She was a
woman, unmistakably and undeni-
ably. Any tendency she may have
had toward masculinity was infini-
tesimal and irrelevant. She was a
woman, the changing of sex for
ulterior reasons being no more
legitimate than the changing of a
name with intent to defraud.”

“My client had no ulterior mo-
tive,” Gracey said vehemently.
“Events occurred in a perfectly
comprehensible sequence, with re-
sults being surprisingly efficacious.
So much so that my client feels con-
strained to question the accuracy of
former interpretations of his sex.”

“A mother, a mother,” old Jarvis
wagged his finger at Gracey. “She
was a mother. Three times she was
a mother. Do you want more evi-
dence of femininity than that?
Hey?”

Judge Forsett’s head swiveled
from side to side like a ping pong
addict at a championship meet. He
lost track of the play. “Wait, wait,
wait,” he said, “what’s going on
here?” He looked questioningly at
Mr. Gracey. “Am I to understand,
Mr. Gracey, that you are trying to
establish that Mr. Heldsworth was
more masculine than feminine even
before his sex was changed?”

“It is a contingency to be consid-
ered, my lord.”
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“But it is clear that he was a
woman, surely? I mean, if he had
three children . . . ?”

“My lord, an accurate definition
of femininity is not available at this
time. As my learned friend, Mr.
Borcoss, has said, males have a cer-
tain amount of female in their make-
up, and females, to a greater or
lesser degree, have masculine char-
acteristics. To this moment medical
analysis is not employed to deter-
mine the truly dominant sexual
personality.”

“Rubbish,” old Jarvis said. “You
mean to say that medical analysis is
required to tell the difference be-
tween a boy and a girl?”

“Certainly,” Gracey replied. “The
outer physique can be markedly at
variance with the inner metabolism.
The superficial appearance might
not at all be in accord with the inner
chemistry.”

Old Jarvis raised his voice. “Mrs.
Gregg had children. She had three
children. Her chemistry must have
been suited to childbearing. It is
women who bear children. Mrs.
Gregg is a woman!”

“Mr. Heldsworth is a man!”
Gracey yelled back. “Mr. Helds-
worth has always had a high male
secretion! Before his operation his
hormone count showed an abnormal
preponderance of male chromo-
somes!”

“Oh, did it?” old Jarvis crackled.
“And we can guess how . . .”

“Gentlemen, please!” Judge For-
sett intervened.
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“Hah!” old Jarvis scoffed. He
brushed his lapels with his hands.
“Sorry, my lord.” His chin came up.
“It just seems that a deliberate at-
tempt is being made to repudiate
even the most obvious facts, my
lord.”

“I am sure,” Gracey said with icy
heat, “that His Lordship is well
aware that in law the so-called ‘ob-
vious’ facts are the very ones that
need to be re-assessed from time to
time.”

Old Jarvis grunted.

“I might find the matter less con-
fusing,” Judge Forsett said irritably,
“if you gentlemen would agree to
refer to the principals by a common
name. I understood that this case
was Heldsworth versus Heldsworth.
Yet you, Mr. Jarvis, persist in using
the name ‘Gregg.’ When you are
speaking of Mrs. Gregg, you are, in
fact, referring to Mr. Heldsworth,
is that correct?”’

“She started life as Miss Olga
Virginia Heldsworth, my lord. She
married Mr. Gregg and, for eleven
years or so, was known and ac-
cepted as Mrs. Gregg.” Revealing
another defensive angle, Jarvis said,
“As the time she has been a woman
far exceeds the short period she has
been a man, my lord, I feel it more
appropriate to refer to her in a man-
ner to which, in her thirty-four
years as a woman, she has grown
accustomed.”

“My learned colleague is merely
closing his eyes to the facts, my
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lord,” Gracey said stiffly. “It is an
obvious fact that Mr. Heldsworth
is, positively, a man.”

“It is the °‘obvious’ facts, my
lord,” old Jarvis said slyly, “that
need.to be re-assessed from time to
time.”

“A full medical report is available
on Mr. Heldsworth, my lord,”
Gracey said. “This clearly reveals
that his is a case of dormant hyper-
adrenia . . .”

“Please, please, Mr. Gracey,” the
judge said hurriedly. “I, at least, am
willing to accept that Mr. Helds-
worth is now a man.” He wiped his
forehead with a handkerchief. “For
the moment, anyway.”

The judge gazed for a while at
Dimattio. Without relish he said, “I
suppose it is you, Mr. . . .”

“Dimattio, my lord.”

“Yes, yes, Dimattio. I suppose it
is you, Mr. Dimattio, who, through
your client, has direct evidence as to
the masculinity of Mr. Helds-
worth?”

“Oh, no, my lord.”

“Uh? Don’t you represent Miss
Somebody-or-other in this case?
Presumably she is the corespond-
ent?”

“Ah, yes, my lord. She is bringing
a paternity suit, my lord.”

“Paternity suit? Well, then,” the
judge said crossly, “that’s what I
said. That’s proof of Mr. Helds-
worth’s virility, isn’t it?”

“No, my lord. The paternity suit
is not being brought against Mr.
Heldsworth.”

“Oh?” The judge was baffled.
“Who is it being brought against
then?”

“Against Mr. Gregg, my lord.”

“Mr. Gregg? Do you mean Mrs.
Heldsworth?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“But Mrs. Heldsworth”—the
judge’s hands fluttered—"is a
woman!”

" “Not at the time when he was Mr.
Gregg, my lord,” Dimattio said
succinctly.

“Oh, good heavens.”

It was here that the dike began to
spring more leaks than Judge For-
sett had fingers, and a young whirl-
pool formed and started to spin his
mind- 5w

The memory was vivid. The
judge tumbled restlessly onto his
back. He kicked back the blankets
to allow his body heat to escape with
greater facility. He panted.

“Mrs. Gregg versus Mrs. Helds-
worth. Mr. Heldsworth versus Mr.
Gregg. Miss Gayel Olover versus
Heldsworth . . .”

“Does Mr. Gregg deny the
charge?”

Mr. Carver got off his seat on the
table. “Most definitely, my lord.
Apart from the fact that she was
somewhere else at the time of the
alleged incident, Mrs. Heldsworth,
by reason of the imprecise knowl-
edge of her physical condition,
would have found it impossible to
father the child, my lord.”

“You mean that she . . . ah
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. . that is he . . . ah, was then
Mr. Gregg, but was in a state of
... of ... oftransition?”

“Yes, my lord,” Carver said con-
fidently. “For reasons not dissimilar
to those given by my learned friend,
Mr. Gracey, in regard to Mr. Helds-
worth, I might say that the female
content ‘of Mrs. Heldsworth, even
when she was known as Mr. Gregg,
was exceptionally high, my lord,
and-==. 2

“Nonsense,” Dimattio interjected.
“Mr. Gregg was masculine in every
respect. He was rugged, virile,
shaved twice a day and engaged in
every manly sport, from boxing and
wrestling through to rowing and
shooting. And he chased women at
any and every opportunity.”

“Exactly,” Mr. Carver said,
blithely undismayed. “She had a dis-
satisfied libido. She was searching
for expression. Unaware that she
was more woman than man, she des-
perately tried to adapt herself to the
ways of a man. Naturally she chased
after other women. She could see
that it was the way other men be-
haved. But did she find reward or
fulfillment? Of course not. And so
she went on, poor unhappy creature,
not knowing where she really be-
longed.”

“He fathered three children of
his own,” Dimattio said pertinently,
“and at least one other.”

“Ah yes, Nature in her wondrous
bounty. Three children of her own,
the last four years ago,” Mr. Carver
acknowledged. “A miracle.”
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“My lord,” Dimattio said sardon-
ically, “it is patently clear that an
effort is being made to cloud the is-
sue. By taking any normal standard,
Mr. Gregg was, up until nearly a
year ago, the very epitome of man-
hood:He .2

“No, no,” Mr. Carver said, “in-
describable nervous tension helped
cause a physiological . . .”

Dimattio overrode him. “He was
masculinity personified. He was
tough and strong, handsome and
intelligent. His behavior was stan-
dardly male. He misused my client,
made promises since repudiated,
and has caused my client great emo-
tional distress.”

“Your client must be mistaken,”
Carver said stoutly. “As a member
of Society circles, she is obviously
seeking a certain notoriety, perhaps,
and is endeavoring to shield the true
father of her child.”

“Not so,” Dimattio said. “Abun-
dant photographs are available to
show that Mr. Gregg and my client
at one time had a very close attach-
ment.”

“News photographs, or even pri-
vate photographs, do not prove that
an improper relationship- existed,”
Carver pointed out. “Mrs. Helds-
worth was, and is, a member of a
certain government agency, and in
the course of her duties plays her
role with skill and dedication.”

“He played the role of a man re-
markably well,” Dimattio agreed.

Carver turned to the government
lawyer. “Mr. Borcoss, maybe you
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can explain to Mr. Dimattio that
Mrs. Heldsworth was at this time
merely playing a part, was doing a
job under orders?”

Borcoss coughed. “I am not at
liberty to divulge details,” he said
ponderously, “but I can admit that
Mr. Gregg, in the course of his em-
ployment, may have resorted to the
means most expedient to the mo-
ment.”

“The means employed in this case
have had the most disturbing results
upon my client,” Dimattio said
bluntly. “The health of my client has
been impaired, and her social stand-
ing stigmatized.”

“It is unfortunate,” Borcoss
said, “but the dictates of circum-
stances’ = 2%

“The dictates of circumstances
do not mean that any irresponsible
conduct should be condoned, or that
an innocent young woman should
be thoughtlessly despoiled.”

“Hardly innocent, old boy,”
Gracey said.

“The government can take no re-
sponsibility for Mr. Gregg’s private
actions, or be held responsible for
the development of side issues stem-
ming from Mr. Gregg’s work. Mr.
Gregg is, in effect, his own master,
and is free to pursue his, ah, busi-
ness as he thinks fit.”

“The ‘business’ in this case con-
cerned a high-ranking diplomat of
a hitherto friendly power,” Dimat-
tio needled. “This diplomat is very
naturally concerned at the decep-
tion practiced upon his daughter.”

Judge Forsett valiantly tried to
wrest gist from the mist. “His
daughter?” he broke in. “Mr.
Dimattio, what was the name of
your client again?”

“Miss Gayel Olover, my lord.”

“She’s not the daughter of Under
Secretary Amory Hardfinch Olover,
is she?” he asked without hope.

“Yes, my lord.”

The judge nodded, assimilating
the news. “Oh.”

“The young lady’s honor is at
stake, my lord. Promises made to
her were broken, and now, it seems,
her seducer hopes to escape scot-
free from the consequences of his
philandering.”

Borcoss frowned. “We have tried
to appease the young lady, my lord,
even supplying James Boniface, our
second-best, ah, man, but we have
been finding ourselves persona non
grata in that vicinity. It has been
most awkward.”

“Didn’t the young lady realize
that, ah, Mr. Gregg was already
married?” the judge asked.

“Mr. Gregg intimated that he was
soon to become free of his wife, my
lord,” Dimattio said.

“Harumph,” Borcoss cleared his
throat. “A rather unusual and intri-
cate assignment calling for the most
capable talent brought Mr. Gregg
to adopt his present condition, my
lord. A faultless disguise, Mr.
Gregg, who is a meticulous perfec-
tionist, undertook to become a fe-
male to accomplish his, ah, mission,
my lord.”
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“Am I to understand, Mr. Bor-
coss, that his changing into a female
was meant to be only temporary?”

“Ah, originally yes, my lord.”

“It would have saved a lot of
trouble had it been so,” Judge For-
sett said with feeling.

“Ah, circumstances, my lord.
Unexpected circumstances. His, ah,
temperament has changed some-
what. His outlook is less, ah, predic-
table, my lord. A certain feminine
reasonipg pervades his thinking, and
this, rd, is not always compre-
hensible to a male.”

“Mrs. Heldsworth is a woman,

my lord,” Carver said triumphantly..

“She thinks, acts, and behaves like
a woman.”

“He is Mr. Gregg, and if he can
be changed back, he should be
changed back,” Dimattio said.

“She doesn’t want to be changed
back,” Carver stated. “She is con-
tent to have discovered her true
body at last.”

“His true body is the one he was
born with,” Dimattio said in exas-
peration. “It has been said that the
change-over was intended only as a
temporary measure. There is no
reason now why he cannot revert
to being a man.”

Gracey and Borcoss exchanged
glances.

“His, ah, present duty has not
been, ah, completed,” Borcoss said.
“The, ah, success of the venture has
somewhat delayed . . . This, and
the rather changed attitude, is what
persuaded Mrs. Greggto . . .”

W hosawhatsa?

Gracey addressed the judge. “His
life was not satisfactory, my lord.
His natural inclination toward mas-
culinity was aggravated.”

“Whose? Mr. Gregg’s?”

“No, Mr. Heldsworth’s, my lord.
To make life more bearable, to end
the inner turmoil and frustration, to
realize his innate masculinity, and
to save their marriage, Mr. Helds-
worth made the simple, for him,
transfer to full manhood.”

“Mrs. Gregg, Mrs. Heldsworth,
I wish you’d make up your mind,
Mr. Gracey.” The judge chewed the
end of his gavel handle.

Old Jarvis, who had been keeping
shrewd watch on the sidelines, said,
“That she tried to save her marriage
is not a valid excuse. The attempt
was manifestly a failure, and her
continued imitation of manliness is
no longer necessary.”

“The fault does not lie with my
client,” Mr. Gracey said emphati-
cally. “My client has done his best
to make Mrs. Heldsworth happy,
has gone out of his way to give Mrs.
Heldsworth love, consideration, and
thoughtful understanding.”

The late ally, once again an en-
emy, Carver declared, “Mrs. Helds-
worth has been unduly harassed and
pestered by her husband over these
last months. However, she is willing
to try further to make the marriage
work, partly for the sake of her
children, my lord, and partly on re-
ligious grounds.”

“What  religious  grounds?”
Gracey asked, taken aback.
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“Mrs. Heldsworth is a Roman
Catholic,” Carver said piously.

“Up till recently she was a Mu-
hammadan,” Gracey accused.

“And he acted like one, too,”
Dimattio said.

“She has been converted,” Carver
said, as though he personally had
been responsible.

“My client has been converted,
too,” Gracey said nastily. “He is now
a Mormon. Whatever the religion,
incompatability and a persistent re-
fusal by one partner to acknowledge
the other’s conjugal rights is
sufficient grounds for divorce.”

“Your Mr. Heldsworth is being
thwarted in his efforts to do as he
was done by,” old Jarvis said
craftily.

“Precisely,” Gracey said. He
stopped. “No. In a manner of speak-
ing . . . Mr. Jarvis, sir, I think
that that remark was uncalled for.”

OIld Jarvis ignored his hurt ex-
pression. “I could think that there
might be some lack of potency in
Mrs. Gregg’s amorous advances,”
he hinted to Carver. “The adjust-
ment cannot be all one-sided.”

Carver blinked. “No,” he said.
“Very true, very true. My client did
refer to Mr. Heldsworth as a hulk-
ing ape.”

Gracey seized the statement.
“There, you see, my lord? A hulking
ape, truly descriptive of a male, and
a voiced opinion of acute distaste
for my client.”

“There are female apes as well,”
old Jarvis said tartly, “and I believe

our colleague, Mr. Borcoss, made
the point that even the most mascu-
line men have female hormones,
and that the most feminine women
have male hormones.”

“To a degree,” Gracey said. “In
Mr. Heldsworth’s case, from as far
back as he can remember, he has
been conscious of somehow not
‘fittingin.”He . . .”

“Your Mr. Heldsworth still pro-
duces female hormones, does he
not?” old Jarvis persisted. “He has
female hormones in his makeup,
much as all males have female hor-
mones in their makeup?”

“Ah, well, yes. But Mr. Helds-
worth’s count is very low. His sys-
tem is overwhelmingly . . .”

“Yes, yes,” old Jarvis was curt,
“but just exactly how much of Mrs.
Gregg is male? You have made it
quite clear with your postulations
upon physiology that we are not to
believe the evidence of our eyes.
Apparently we cannot tell just by
looking whether a man is really a
man or a woman. The normal crite-
rion of unmistakable physical at-
tributes is no longer valid, correct?”

“Commonly a useful guide,”
Gracey said carefully, “physical at-
tributes are, in the main, reliable
indications. However, in a percent-
ageof cases . . .”

“Bah!” old Jarvis said in disgust.
He turned to Adam Borcoss. “Mr.
Borcoss, you have stated that Mr.
Gregg’s change-over was made so
he could better conceal his identity
for a short while. The intention was
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not to effect a permanent change,
right?”

“Ah, that is so. At the time, he
was very insistent . . .”

“Yes, quite. And Mrs. Gregg, if
she underwent treatment, could be
fully restored to her proper female
form?”

“I object, my lord,” Gracey dep-
recated. “There is no desire by
either party to resume a sex to
which they have never been suited.”

“Poppycock,” old Jarvis fluted.
“The unnatural treatment by hor-
mones has upset their mental activi-
ties. Restored to their God-given
shapes they would be what they
properly are, Mr. and Mrs. Gregg.”

“They are Mr. and Mrs. Helds-
worth,” Gracey’s voice rose, “and
that fact is indisputable!”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen, control
yourselves,” Judge Forsett said. His
tone did not carry its customary
ring of authority, though. He passed
a hand across his eyes. He was still
struggling to imagine Mrs. Helds-
worth as the father of Gayel
Olover’s child.

Gracey turned to him. “My lord,
this is fundamentally a divorce case.
When all is said and done, the real
issue is that one jealously possessive,
but frigid female is causing her hus-
band great mental anguish and
suffering.”

“My client is neither jealous nor
possessive,” Carver protested. “She
is sweet, and kind, and gentle. She
just will not be bullied, my lord.
After all, she is approaching that

W hosawhatsa?

time of life when a woman needs to
be shown a little thought . . .”

“Along with mental cruelty there
is physical cruelty, my lord. As Mrs.
Heldsworth is a mistress of karate,
judo, and many other rough forms
of aggressive expression, my lord,
she is, in fact, very difficult to live
with,” Gracey said.

“Mrs. Heldsworth knows how to
defend herself,” Carver replied. “Is
this bad? Every woman should have
such knowledge. I can truly say that
Mrs. Heldsworth would not employ
her defensive skill unless she was
extremely provoked.”

“Mr. Heldsworth has behaved in
an exemplary manner at all times,”
Gracey answered. “It is he who has
been provoked. Conciliatory at all
times, he has been repudiated as a
husband. His wife is incapable of
running the household, and makes
no provision for his welfare and
comfort. Much of the time his wife
is not even at home.”

“Mrs. Heldsworth is a very busy
woman,” Carver said. “She is doing
important work for the govern-
ment, and we fcel that at this time,
when she is under great strain, that
it is extremely unfair that she should
be asked to bear the additional
burden of a divorce action.”

“She cannot get a divorce as Mr.
Heldsworth,” old Jarvis said stub-
bornly. “They were married as Mr.
and Mrs. Gregg, and it is as Mr.
and Mrs. Gregg that they must seek
a divorce. Anything else would be
misrepresentation.”
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“There must be some question as
to whether they are legally married
at all. For convenience I can accept
that the couple are married,”
Gracey said generously, “for they
are still the same two people. A
legal decision here will settle the
matter, and also decide who is to
have custody of the children.”

“Children need the care and pro-
tection that only a woman can give,”
Carver said. “Mrs. Heldsworth’s
main reason for wishing to save her
marriage is to save her children
from the fate of a broken home.”

“Here, my lord, I would like to
say that, owing to Mrs. Helds-
worth’s misconduct, the custody of
the children should go to Mr. Helds-
worth,” Gracey observed. “They are
his children, after all, and he feels
that he is best fitted io give them
the love and care which they need.”

“Misconduct has not been
proved!” Carver disclaimed. “The
affair suggested between Miss Olo-
ver and my client can in no way be
decisively proved.”

“I was not referring to Miss
Olover,” Gracey said smugly. “I...”

Dimattio spoke up. “Circumstan-
tial evidence should be sufficient,
my lord. I can produce evidence
that will reveal that Mr. Gregg de-
ceived my client in the most painful
way that a man can deceive a
woman.”

“An impossibility, my lord,”
Carver deposed. “Mrs. Heldsworth
at that time . . .”

Judge Forsett was holding his

head in his hands. “Tell me, Mr. . ..
ah, Dimattio, what . . . what does
your client hope to gain from this
action? She cannot be hoping to
marry Mrs. Heldsworth, can she?”

“My lord, my client is a young
lady of rare princip’e. Her desire is
to expose Mr. Gregg for what he is,
a liar and a cheat and a seducer.”

Carver’s eyes popped. “That’s
vindictive slander, my lord!”

“My client feels,” Dimattio con-
tinued, “that it would be a grave
disservice not to warn other young
women against the cruel selfishness
of this man, and to reveal him as a
shallow libertine.”

“Vicious, my lord,” Carver
hissed. “Vindictive. This is nothing
but spite, my lord.”

“A degree of justifiable ven-
geance is admitted, my lord,” Di-
mattio said calmly. “My client has
been treated heartlessly and cannot
be expected to be overly charitable,
especially when Mr. Gregg ‘tempo-
rarily’ became a woman, and then
refused to resume his male capac-
1ty

“Feminine spite,” Carver said,
“nothing but feminine spite.”

Gracey moved in. “The charac-
ter of Mrs. Heldsworth is not of the
best, my lord. Enough has been
said to clearly support a request for
a formal decree. It is only right that
Mr. Heldsworth should be free to
seek a . . . a better home life for
himself and for his children.”

“At the Brastmanston County
seat in Cholmesdowne, I suppose?”’
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old Jarvis said acidly. “If that is Mrs.
Gregg’s hope then she is wasting her
time. The viscountcy is a birthright,
a birthright, Mr. Gracey.”

“Gentlemen, don’t start that
again, please,” Judge Forsett plead-
ed. “It...it...” his eye caught the
courtroom clock, “It’s four o’clock.”
He banged his gavel several times.
“Case is adjourned,” he said. “Case
is adjourned till tomorrow morning,
ten o’clock.”

The judge stood up abruptly,
clutched his few notes and, with al-
most indecent haste, brought the
session to a close.

The judge’s hands beat the mat-
tress. The courtroom had been bad
enough, but the limitations of his
brain box had been worse.

A thought ricocheted from in-
side his skull to travel endlessly as
another pinged in a different direc-
tion, followed by another, followed
by another, followed by another.

Peeyow. Heldsworth  versus
Heldsworth. Were they legally mar-
ried? If not, when not? No pre-
vious legal definition. Marriage had
not been formally dissolved. Cus-
tody of the children, zing, whose
children were they? Were they
Gregg’s or Heldsworth’s? If Helds-
worth’s, how would that affect the
viscountcy even if their father failed
to gain the inheritance personally?
Their father? Tee-yoing. How male
was the maternal father? How fe-
male was the paternal mother? Was
there really no real difference be-

W hosawhatsa?

tween the sexes? Wasn’t that taking
equality a bit too far?

Kapow. How to reconcile the
child of a willful young socialite
female, with Mrs. Heldsworth? Was
the child a Heldsworth or a Gregg?
If the child was a Gregg, then the
misconduct was misconduct by Mr.
Gregg. Which brought the action
back to Gregg versus Gregg.
Spang. This would ensure that the
Gregg-Olover child would have no
possible claim to the Brastmanston
estate. But the Gregg-Heldsworth
children would be robbed also. Was
a female Heldsworth genetically
less relevant than a male? Biologi-
cally no. But then what happens to
the established custom of male suc-
cession?

Ting-aaah. If the sexes could be
changed with such ease, an early
stand had to be taken to curb ir-
responsible changeovers. This was
an early stand.

The judge shivered.

Zow. What constituted an irre-
sponsible changeover? To allow the
case to pass as Heldsworth versus
Heldsworth would be to open the
floodgates to matrimonial chaos.
Yet forms of hormone treatment
were already being widely em-
ployed. Where did medical advis-
ability end and personal desire be-

gin?
Kerzooee. Freedom of choice.
Improved technique. Bound to

come. Pressure and force. Altered
at birth. Before birth. Succession.
More men. Women are envious,
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aren’t they? Men to women profit-
able. System shot. Gregg versus
Heldsworth untenable. Man to man
marriage was illegal, not recog-
nized, unacceptable, could not le-
gitimately exist. Woman to woman
likewise. But how many couples

exchange medical reports? And
how could borderline cases be de-
fined? What is the positive identifi-
cation of male if not the apparent
physical characteristics? What use
physical characteristics in law
when these could be so readily
altered?
Tszing. Mr. Heldsworth had ob-
viously been Mrs. Gregg. She had
had three children. And Mr. Gregg
had been the father. Their sex-
change had not been legally regis-
tered, the couple had not re-mar-
ried under the Heldsworth name.
Therefore, they were still legally
Mr. and Mrs. Gregg. Or Mrs. and
Mr. Gregg. Or Mr. Heldsworth and
Miss Gregg. Which would make
their children illegitimate.
I'm too old, the judge thought
wretchedly.
Spreeow. But they could be
proven Mr. and Mrs. Gregg when
they first married. Couldn’t they?
The children, then, were Gregg’s.
But their mother was now Mr.
Heldsworth. Mr. Heldsworth could
possibly claim the viscountcy. But
her children, as Gregg’s, could not.
Zippeeeee. Mr. Gregg became
female for occupational reasons.
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The marriage became null and void
right then. But whose, then, were
the children? Were they Mrs.
Gregg’s or Mrs. Heldsworth’s?

Pingpow. The judge licked his
lips and gasped for air. Great areas
of civil law were threatened. “I
leave everything to my nephew,
Archibald Nunally Gregg” for in-
stance. Just try to prove that Mrs.
Archibald Nunally Heldsworth was
the nephew in question.

It was so easy to imagine hypo-
thetical cases. Supposing a man put
his business in his wife’s name and
then she became her husband? Or
suppose a wife deserted her hus-
band and married Miss Violet
Green?

Sweat rolled off the judge, and
he tore open his pajama jacket.
He whimpered.

Teeyooo. The Gregg marriage
had obviously broken down. Or
was it the Heldsworth marriage?
The Heldsworths had only been
married for a year, if they had been
married at all. This was too short a
period to qualify for divorce peti-
tioning. Gregg versus Gregg then.
Back to the start again. Spooeee.
Who gets the children? Mother?

W hosawhatsa?

Who is mother? Mr. Heldsworth?
And what if Gracey or Carver asks
for alimony? ?

I should have retired.

Dangsping. Put the kids in the
care of the Chancery Division. But
the problem must be solved. The
effect on crime, for example. Three
weeks and murdered woman still
unidentified. Of course not, if she
was a man ... This kind of
thing: “. . . his previous record,
my lord. As Fanny Wills, three
months for shoplifting. As Frank
Wilson, six months for burglary.
As Fanny Wilcox, three months for
soliciting. As Frank Wilmore, two
years for housebreaking, and as
Fanny Willing, twelve months for
her part in a mugging racket.”
“And what is his real name?”
“Gertrude Fusbaum, my lord.”

Buboyoying. The judge writhed
and moaned. What was that con-
troversy a few years ago about
masculine female athletes?

Gah! Mrs. Gregg does not want
to change back. Mr. Gregg does not
want a divorce. Why? The children
are important. Poor, poor chil-
dren. “You smell nice, Mummy.”
“It’s after-shave lotion, honey.”
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“Where’s Daddy gone, Mummy?”
“She’s gone to the beauty parlor,
honey, for a rinse and set.”

Aaaaaah! The judge began to
twitch all over.

Tackoweee. Give Mr. Helds-
worth a divorce and let Mr. Gregg
stay married. Turn Miss Olover
into a man and let her marry Mrs.
Heldsworth. Judo, karate, Yoga.
Mr. Gregg is a Catholic? Mental
cruelty now allowable. Deprivation
not allowable. Physical -cruelty,
yes. But Mrs. Heldsworth beats up
Mr. Heldsworth? To Olover and
Mrs. Heldsworth, and Heldsworth
versus Gregg, and the Viscount
Brastmanston, and the children,
(“Why do you pluck your eye-
brows, Daddy?”), and hormones,
and males are partly females, and
rat embryos, and co-ed prisons,
and Mr. Olover versus Miss Gregg,
and rat embryos, (again?), and
Arabs, and doctors, and harems,
and new millions of self-made girls
dodging the draft, and who can
tell? and “Aren’t your arms hairy,
Mummy?” and divorce actions, and
Mrs. Gregg and adultery, or Miss
Heldsworth and infidelity, or Mr.
Gregg and Mr. Olover, and kazz-
ing, speeowee, spingeeooo, Zzooo-
W00, sprow, zoyoying, doowowee,
stangooee, pingzing, deesrooowan-
garoooee, KAPOW!

“What?! What?! What?!”

“Sir! Sir! Are you all right, sir?”

“What?” The judge looked at
Sorff. “What?”

“Sir, please, sir! Take it easy, sir.
Please take it easy!”

The judge became aware that he
was on his feet. He also became
aware that Sorff was gripping his
arms with painful tenacity, “Uh?
What is it, Sorff? Why have you
put the light on?”

“Oh, sir, you were screaming,
sir,” the worried Sorff said. “How
do you feel now, sir? Please say
you feel all right, sir.”

“Screaming? Me? Surely not,
Sorff!”

“Sir, you’ve been under a strain.
Why not take the pills Dr. Mat-
thews left, sir? I'll call Dr. Mat-
thews right away.”

The judge shook his arms to free
himself of Sorff’s clutch. “Let go of
me, Sorff,” he said, with a touch of
his old asperity. “I'm perfectly all
right.” :

Sorff was reluctant to relinquish
his hold. “Are you sure, sir?” There
was unbelief in his voice. “Won’t
you sit down, sir? I'll get you a
brandy and soda. I’ll . . .”

“Let go, Sorff,” the judge said
impatiently. “I'm all right. I'm
quite all right. I'm not going to fall
over, man.”

“Are you sure, sir? I mean . .

“Sorff, I'm all right I tell you.”
He jerked himself free and he
pulled his pajama coat together. He
squinted at his man. “Are you sure
you are feeling well yourself,
Sorff?”

“What, sir? Me, sir? I...1
feel fine, sir.”

”
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“Hm-m-m. You don’t look it,”
the judge said skeptically. “Running
around at night without a dressing
gown, switching lights on, hanging
on to people.”

“But . . . but you were scream-
ing, sir! And when I came in . . .”

“Screaming? Me? Nonsense!”
The judge walked to the bureau to
collect his teeth and thereby im-
prove his articulation. He turned
back to Sorff. “You must have
been dreaming yourself, Sorff. I
may have cried out in my sleep,”
he admitted, “but then a lot of peo-
ple do.”

“But, Sir .. .

“Exaggeration, Sorff. Nighttime.
Often happens.”

“But after what happened this
afternoon, sir . . .”

“What? This afternoon? Oh, you
mean when I was fooling with the
gun? Surely you didn’t take that
seriously, Sorff?”

“I ... Well, sir,” Sorff was
nonplussed. “I thought . . .”

“Come now, Sorff, do you really
think that I'm the type to shoot
myself? Of course not. I was, ah,
just privately reconstructing the
+ . thez<Euller--Case.-. Ha:' ~The
judge was pleased with this. “Yes,
the Fuller Case.”

He took Sorff by the arm and
began to walk him to the door.
“Your trouble is that you’re over-
imaginative, Sorff. Now go to bed,
there’s a good fellow, and try to
get some sleep. We have a busy
day ahead of us tomorrow.”

’
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M o315+ Sorfl protested:

“You’ll be all right now,” the
judge said pleasantly. “Good night,
Sorff.”

And Sorff found himself gazing
blankly at a closed bedroom door.

The accidental self-induced ab-
reaction had cleared Judge For-
sett’s mind. He popped his den-
tures back into their glass, and he
smiled as he climbed back into bed
and recomposed himself to slum-
ber. He had the answer, and the
answer was simple.

Judge Forsett surveyed the four
advocates who formed a half-circle
before him.

“Mr. Borcoss is absent, I see.
Has he sent a message?”

“No, my lord,” old Jarvis said.

“Hm-m-m. Well I feel disinclined
to hold up the proceedings. He'll
have to catch up when he gets
here.”

Judge Forsett looked them over.
“Gentlemen, I have reached a de-
cision.” What younger man, he
thought, would have had the knowl-
edge, the experience, the intuitive
feel for equity? What other man
would have so quickly grasped the
essentials? That's why I was chosen
for the job. I must have been mad
to even have thought of retiring.

“Gentlemen, this peculiar case
has many distressing features. The
case, in fact, is unprecedented, and
is a good example of what can hap-
pen when people take the law into
their own hands, and carelessly fail
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to study beforehand the moral,
ethical and material implications of
a novel scientific venture.”

The judge took a sip of water.
He was in no hurry. The lawyers
waited respectfully.

“These sex-changes were carried
out without legal authority. If the
judiciary was consulted at all, it
was only in the most superficial
manner, and the formality of the
agreement of the parties directly
concerned is not sufficient to legally
warrant the act. Before any such
thing as drastic as a deliberate sex-
change can be authorized, all par-
ties likely to be concerned, no mat-
ter how indirectly, must be made
aware, be made fully cognizant of
the proposed, ah, change, and be
allowed to dispute, and to arrange
protective legal modifications.”

Dimattio raised a finger. “Uh,
my lord, how much, uh, indirectly
do you mean by indirectly?”

“Huh?” The judge’s expression
held disapproval of the interrup-
tion. “By indirectly I mean indirect-
ly. Anyway indirectly. Vision.
There must be vision. We cannot
have people changing sex on a
whim. What if a great many women
change into men? What will happen
to those industries that cater to
women, hey? Lipsticks and . . .
and high heels, and such. Have you
thought of that, hey? Ha. Same with
men. Razor blades. Indirectly.
Can’t have it. The law is to protect
the community as a whole, and the
individual in particular . . .”

The judge held up his hand to
forestall protest. “A person has a
right to change sex, but not for
ulterior motives, and not without
first giving public notice of inten-
tion, and certainly not without first
satisfactorily attending to all de-
tails that will make such a transi-
tion legally acceptable. It is clear
that such changes are, at the same
time, both a private and a public
matter.”

“But in this case, my lord,”
Gracey said, “we . . .”

Judge Forsett silenced him with
a gesture. “I haven’t finished.”

For a moment Gracey hung,
then he closed his mouth and sub-
sided.

“Ahumph.” The judge sniffed.
“In this case, clearly, little fore-
thought was applied. What fore-
thought was applied was at best of
a doubtful nature. Small considera-
tion was given to the children of
the marriage, and their confusion
could be very damaging, their
young minds gravely disturbed by
the breakup of their home, and ad-
ditionally so by the condition of
their parents at this breakup. Their
sense of security will be shattered.”

The judge shook his head. “This
fact alone points up the necessity
for a strict control to be placed
upon this artificially created phe-
nomenon.

“The parents in their gross self-
interest have devised a solution
that is in no wise satisfactory, and
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this facet alone is enough to reveal
the criminally short-sighted atti-
tude of those involved in the un-
dertaking.”

The judge settled himself more
comfortably in his seat. He felt on
top of the job. With a faint air of
challenge, he said, “This is a pre-
liminary closed hearing. I have
heard enough evidence to conclude
beyond doubt that the two princi-
pals in the case have, by their ac-
tions, been extremely neglectful of
their familial responsibilities, and
have shown great disregard for
their duty to the community and to
society as a whole.

“In my report to the Judicial
Council I will strongly urge that
this form of medical manipulation
come under immediate notice for
investigation, with a view that nec-
essary legislation may be promptly
instigated. And I will strongly rec-
ommend that Mr. and Mrs. Helds-
worth, be converted back to Mr.
and Mrs. Gregg with the greatest
possible facility.”

Old Jarvis cracked a smile and
Dimattio looked pleased. Carver
stood stricken, and Gracey was the
first to get his breath back. “But
. . . but, my lord, you can’t do
that. You can’t change them now!”

Judge Forsett frowned. “And
why not, Mr. Gracey?” He raised
his eyebrows. “I am under the im-
pression that changing from one
sex to another presents only tech-
nical difficulty. That is right, isn’t
it?”

W hosawhatsa?

“Br, yes, my lord,”
owned, “but . . .”

“Well, then, what’s the prob-
lem?”

2 [
my lord.”

“Mr. Gregg? What about Mr.
Gregg?”

“We cannot change him back,
my lord.”

Teeeshooo. “Can’t change him
back? Why can’t you change him
back? I was given most clearly to
understand . . .”

“Er, yes, my lord, but you see,”
Mr. Gracey was uncommonly dif-
fident, “there’s the adultery charge,
my lord. The grounds of the adul-
tery by Mrs. Heldsworth.”

“With the Olover woman? So?
We’ve had all that.”

“No, my lord,” Gracey said
quickly. “What I am endeavoring
to draw to your lordship’s atten-
tion is the fact that, during the
course of his employment, Mr.
Gregg found it necessary to get
more than a little familiar with a
certain influentially-placed Russian
gentleman, my lord.”

“Good heavens! You don’t mean
that=woa 7%

“Exactly, my lord.”

Tazingoowow.

“I object, my lord,” Carver said
indignantly. “The allegation is total-
ly without foundation. Mrs. Helds-
worth’s, ah, delicate condition is,
without a doubt, due entirely to Mr.
Heldsworth . . .”

“The important point is that his
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condition is delicate,” the judge
said doggedly. “This is indisputably
so?”

“Yes, my lord.”

SHe- . ccan - not-—be::
changed . . . back . . . then?”

“Not just yet, my lord.”

Judge Forsett suddenly felt like
bursting into tears. He gripped his
gavel and rested his forehead upon
his free palm.

A Gregg, a Heldsworth, or a
Tovarich? What nationality would
it be? Would it be a boy or a girl?
Would a child ever be a boy or a
girl again? Would the child be reg-
istered as Heldsworth? But Mr.
and Mrs. Heldsworth were not of-
ficially married. And Mr. Gregg
could not be registered as the
child’s mother. Nor as the child’s
father.

What about Russian inheritance?
Did Russians have inheritance?
Would the Russian want to take his
child back to Russia? No, no, no.
As an unmarried mother, Miss
Gregg was allowed to keep her
child.

Now let’s get this straight. The
Gregg marriage was automatically
nullified as soon as Mr. Gregg be-
came Miss Gregg. Any court of
law would have invalidated such a
union. At this stage Mrs. Gregg
would undoubtedly have won cus-
tody of the children. But Mr.
Gregg, in his perversity, refused to
change back and, rather than have
her children maternally over-sup-

plied, Mrs. Gregg had herself
changed into a man. Her motives
might be suspect, but it was Mr.
Gregg who . . .

“My lord,” Carver said, seeking
the judge’s attention.

Judge Forsett raised his head
only long enough to say, “Shut up.
I'm thinking.” And down went his
head again.

With Mrs. Gregg as Mrs. Gregg,
she could win a divorce with com-
parative ease. But as a woman,
could she provide for her children?
Could she claim maintenance, or
alimony, from Miss Gregg? Miss
Gregg, who was herself about to
become a mother? And what about
Miss Olover’s entitlement? Could
Mrs. Gregg better provide for her
children if she was Mr. Helds-
worth?

Just how strong would her claim
to the Brastmanston estate be?
Weak. No. He should revert to be-
ing Mrs. Gregg. For the sake of her
children. Overlook her change.
Make the case more straightfor-
ward.

Mr. Gregg? The judge clenched
his teeth. As the initiator of the
whole sequence, Mr. Gregg was
primarily answerable for fathering
the complete mess. Fathering? Judge
Forsett snorted. Definitely and pos-

-itively the legal position would have

to be elaborated and clarified and
entered into the statutes.

Judge Forsett lifted his head.
“Ah.”

Darkly he gazed at the quartet.
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“Well, Mr. Gracey, it is going to be
my strong recommendation that
Mr. Heldsworth be changed back
to Mrs. Gregg at the earliest pos-
sible time.” He fixed Gracey with a
forbidding eye. “There is no pa-
ternity carelessness on your client’s
side, I trust?”

“Oh, no, my lord, but . . .

“Good,” Judge Forsett cut him
short. “Changed back to Mrs.
Gregg she may readily obtain a di-
vorce from the female Mr. Gregg
and retain custody of the children.
Thereafter, if she wishes to be-
come a man, she may apply through
legal channels, which by then I
should imagine will contain specific
qualifications upon the subject.”

“But, my lord, my client is in
Joye

“You have assured me that your
client’s relationship, if any, is an
honorable one.”

“Yes, my lord, but . . .”

“Then make sure that it stays
that way. To the moment we have
been dealing with matters as yet
not adequately covered by the law,
but now, if your client deliberately
attempts to become a male parent,
she, or rather he, can be charged
with a misdemeanor. This case is
confused enough already.”

]

There was sound of altercation
outside the courtroom door, which
was presently opened by a guard to
admit Adam Borcoss.

Borcoss strode forward to con-
front the judge.

W hosawhatsa?

“I'm sorry to be late, my lord,”
the Borcoss bass was subdued, “but
certain events have taken place
relevant to this case and I was un-
avoidably delayed.”

“Hm-m-m.” Judge Forsett
viewed him with wary calculation.
“What is it this time?” he asked, in-
wardly bracing himself.

“It’s, ah, Mr. Gregg, my lord.
He . . . ah . . . In the course of
his duties he made an error, my
lord.”

“Another one?”

“A serious one,” Borcoss said
gravely. “Last night he, ah,” Bor-
coss sighed, “he was shot, my lord.”

“Shot?”

“Mortally, my lord.”

Judge Forsett sat back. “Oh.”

Carver was stunned. “My client?
My client dead?”

“Ah,” Judge Forsett said.

“An occupational hazard, my
lord,” Borcoss said fatalistically.
“In an affair of some delicacy
. . .” He shrugged.

Judge Forsett nodded. “I under-
stand.” He pondered, then
frowned. “I must admit that my
opinion of Mr. Gregg has not been
high, but that he has forfeited his
life presumably in the service of his
country . . . I take it that his iden-
tity was discovered and he was sum-
marily disposed of by the other
side?”

Borcoss coughed. “Ah, not ex-
actly, my lord. The, ah, Russian
personage involved has a wife, a
very jealous woman apparently,
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and she, ah, appeared on the scene
rather unexpectedly, my lord.”
=Oh.%

“It was what the French call a
‘crime passionel,” my lord,” Bor-
coss further explained, “not a fac-
tor normally given great considera-
tion by Mr. Gregg’s, ah, frater-
nity.”

“No.” Judge Forsett discarded a
mitigating sadness he had begun to
feel for a brave person who had
given his/her life in the line of
duty.

“Well, then.” The judge paused
for a moment. “This reveals that
Mr. Gregg, despite his chosen pro-
fession, was still a person and could
not, with impunity, flout the stan-
dards and mores of society. Natural-
ly I am sorry that he has been
killed, but it must be admitted that
his conduct has been such as to rob
the occurrence of much of its sur-
prise value.”

“My lord, how will this affect my
client now?” Gracey asked.

“Hm-m-m? Well, your client will
become a widow just as soon as she
resumes her female condition. Ob-
viously she cannot be the widower
of Mr. Gregg and, from the way
Mr. Borcoss speaks, I am sure that
in government circles he is still re-
ferred to as Mr. Gregg. Am I cor-
rect?”

“Yes, my lord,” Borcoss said.

“With the scant forethought that
the Greggs have shown, I can sup-
pose that they may have been
equally careless in correcting their

insurance commitments, and other
compensation and testatory ar-
rangements. What do you think,
Mr. Gracey?”

Mr. Gracey was thinking fast. ‘I
cannot say, my lord. This is a con-
tingency . . .”

“Mrs. Heldsworth made out a
new will only two months ago,”
Carver announced baldly. “It was
made in favor of Miss Gayel
Olover.”

“What?” Gracey and Judge For-
sett cried together. Gracey shook
his head and supplicated heaven.
The judge clapped his hands to his
temples and sank moaning onto his
bench.

“No, no, no. No, no, no, no, no,
no, no, no. I'm too old.” The judge
rested blankly for a full two min-
utes.

At last the judge’s hands fell, and
very tiredly he raised his eyes. “Not
content with being troublesome in
life, Mr. Gregg has to be equally
troublesome in death. The legality
of his will, made in the name of
Mrs. Heldsworth, is questionable.
The Heldsworth marriage is not the
Gregg marriage. To make any
claim at all, Mrs. Gregg will have
to be Mrs. Gregg. The soundness of
the testator’s mind might well be
taken into consideration.”

The judge scratched an eyebrow.
“Miss, ah, Olover, perhaps, may be
privately compensated, Mr. . . .
abha 5

“Dimattio, my lord. Some suit-
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able arrangement could possibly be
made, my lord.”

“And, ah, Mr. Borcoss, the fu-
neral’ arrangements . . . I don’t
suppose . . . that is, will Mr.
Gregg be interred as Mr. Gregg?”

Borcoss pursed his lips. “I dare
say that such accommodation could
be devised, my lord. There are fac-
tors,Jaht:, 5%

The judge switched his focus to
the younger trio. “Mr. Carver, I
suggest that you and Mr. . . . ah
. . . Dimattio, and Mr. Gracey,
all get together and thrash the will
business out between you. Remem-
ber your client’s wishes, Mr. Car-
ver, but remember that with Mr.
Gregg buried as Mr. Gregg, the will
‘of Mrs. Heldsworth will become
meaningless. The onus will be upon
you to provide a degree of equity
between Mr. Gracey and Mr. Di-
mattio.”

“But, my lord, that cannot be ac-
ceptable,” Carver protested. “My
client’s wishes . . .”

“Your client’s wishes threaten to
demolish our whole legal system,”
Judge Forsett said, with a return to
his old acidity, “and, under the cir-
cumstances, I feel we are justified
in considering his wishes just about
as much as he considered ours.”

“My lord,” Borcoss said, ‘“there
is a matter that perhaps has es-
caped your lordship’s notice? I, ah,
am referring, of course, to the kill-
ing of, ah, Mr. Gregg.” Apologeti-
cally he elucidated. “A Mrs. Inara
Roskalnya is, at this moment, being

W hosawhatsa?

held on a charge of murdering Mrs.
Heldsworth.”

The judge licked his lips. He
stared at Borcoss. “The affair can-
not be hushed up, eh? No, no, of
course not. It would be in the Press
already, wouldn’t it? Yes. Yes, it
would. A civil matter.”

“It would be extremely difficult at
this late stage, my lord.”

“Yes. So Mr. Gregg is officially
on the record as a woman, hey? Yes,
he would be. The morgue, post-
mortem, how else?”

The hunted light in the judge’s
eye turned to one of cunning. “But
he’s not really Mrs. Heldsworth, not
legally. At best he is Miss Gregg. In
the family way. Mistress of a Rus-
sian diplomat. Leave Heldsworth
out of it. Get Mrs. Gregg back to
Mrs. Gregg. Husband missing in ac-
tion, believed killed. How’s that?”

“But what about my client, Miss
Olover?” Dimattio objected.

“Her inamorato dies on active
service. Leaves her a token of his
regard through Mr. Carver. What
more can she want? What more can
she hope to get?”

“My lord,” Carver said un-
happily, “my client expressly de-
sired-z o 2

“I don’t give a damn what your
client expressly desired. He was in
no position to expressly desire any-
thing. Seeking no truly authoritative
sanction, he still is, in the legal
sense, Mr. Gregg.” He had another
thought, puppow. “There will be no
need to call upon Mrs. Gregg as a
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witness in the, ah, the trial of Mr.,
ah, Miss Gregg’s killer, will there?”

“I don’t think so, my lord,” Bor-
coss said.

“He can be the mysterious Miss
Gregg, can’t she? There is no need
to confuse the issue with extrane-
ous facts, is there?”

“It could perhaps be dealt with
in that way, my lord,” Borcoss as-
sented. “That side may not need to
be touched upon at all.”

“Good, good, good. A death cer-
tificate then for Mr. Gregg, and an
amicable arrangement over his will.
I'm sure that the parties concerned
have no relish for publicity, eh, Mr.
Gracey? No . .. Good. All that
remains then is for Mrs. Gregg to
again physically represent a wife
and a mother. Mr. Borcoss, you will
assist Mr. Gracey in this matter?”

“If you wish, my lord.”

“I do wish,” Judge Forsett said
fervently, and he took out a hand-
kerchief to dab the sweat from his
brow.

The judge scanned their faces.
“That is all then, gentlemen. There
are no other points that you would
like to raise?” He paused a fearful
moment, his eyes flickering from
one to another of them. “Good,” he
said.

Thankfully he banged his bench
with the gavel. “This case is condi-
tionally closed, then.” He stood, and
swayed a little. “I shall submit my
report to the Full Council, and there
is no doubt that they will take steps
to ensure that the likes of this case

will never occur again. Good day,
gentlemen.”

Judge Forsett gathered his gown
about him and stepped down from
his bench to make an exit where
only slight wobblings gave the lie to
his hardly preserved composure.

“Well, John, I must say you're
looking remarkably well. How was
the fishing?”

“Quite good, quite good,” Judge
John Baldwin Forsett replied.
“Caught a fourteen pounder and a
twelve, and a few smaller.”

“Did you now? Sounds like the
wrist has not lost its cunning, eh?
Water or soda?”

“Ah, water, please. Just a little.”

The Lord Chief Justice handed
Judge Forsett his glass. “I must say,
John, how pleased we all were with
your report. Very pertinent and
concise. On the basis of your obser-
vations, we have been able to outline
broad protective measures, and the
Bill is expected to pass through
Parliament with very little trouble.”
~ Judge Forsett sipped. “Ah,” he
said.

“We're getting more and more of
this kind of thing lately,” the Lord
Chief Justice continued. “The law
is lagging behind, has been slow to
get off the mark.” He rolled his glass
in his hands. “The Gregg Case was
an experiment. It was an attempt to
speed up the anticipation of the law.
And thanks to you, John, it worked
out very well.”

“Oh,” Judge Forsett said.
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“You have a good brain, John.
You have experience, grasp, and
common sense. You are capable of
assessing in an hour or two what
could take tedious days, weeks, or
even months, through the normal
processes of litigation.”

“Yes,Isee,but . . .”

“We are thinking of creating a
Special Cases Adjudicator, John,”
the Lord Chief Justice went on
blandly, “someone with the insight
and the know-how to handle the in-
creasing traffic in cases arising from
unprecedented scientific develop-
ment.”

SBut 722

“John, you’re an obvious choice.”
It would seem incongruous for a
fifty-nine-year-old to be fatherly in
his manner toward a seventy-seven-
year-old, but the Lord Chief Justice
managed it very well. “Now, you
have intimated a wish to retire.
This I can’t bring myself to believe.
Surely not, John? The law is your

life. You are fit and healthy, and the
law needs you.”

“l am too old,” Judge Forsett
said, but weakening.

“Nonsense!” the Lord Chief Jus-
tice said. “You're letting yourself be
a victim to the old idea of automatic
redundancy. With you an age limit
does not apply.”

“I am not sure,” Judge Forsett
demurred. “I am slower . . .”

“John you must be joking,” the
Lord Chief Justice said, refusing to
take him seriously. “You have per-
ception and knowledge. Surely
you're not going to let these talents
go to waste? Youre not going to
pretend that you’d prefer to rusti-
cate in some backwoods retreat, are
you?”

“Well,no, I . . .”

“Of course, not. Face it, John,
you’re not the type. You enjoy your
work too much, and this Special
Cases Adjudicator is a position just
made for you.”

W hosawhatsa?
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“Well, if you really think I . . .”

“The best man. The only man.
Here, let me top up your glass.”
Clink, gug. “The post is yours, John.
You’ll get a forty percent hike in
salary, and that should let you af-
ford a decent housekeeper, eh? Is
that enough water?”

“Oh, yes. Plenty.”

“Good. Now there’s an odd case
we’'d like you to handle, probate.
Right up your street. Set down for
next Wednesday. Involves the use of
a new drug called ‘Senicil’ . . .”

“I notice that my pistol is no
longer in the drawer, Sorff.”

Sorff helped Judge Forsett on
with his robe. “Ah, no, sir. I've, ah,
put it away for safe keeping, sir. I
thought if we ever had burglars . . .”

“Hm-m-m.” The judge turned to
look at him. “Yes, I see.” He nod-

-ded. “Very wise, Sorff.”

The judge pulled back his thin
shoulders. “However, I am resign-
ing from the pistol club. Hand’s not
as steady as it was. You, ah . . .
You may wrap the weapon and pre-
sent it to the club, Sorff. On my be-
half. Get Miss Anderson to type up
a suitable letter. Ah, we don’t want
useless armaments cluttering up our
working space, do we?”

“Very true, sir, very true,” Sorff
said gladly.

“Yes.” The judge frowned. “Ha.”
He pulled his gown closer to him.
“Senicil, eh?” he muttered. “Right,
then,” and he walked firmly to the
door, “I'd better go and find out
whatit’sall about . . .” ®
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BEAK BY BEAK

PIERS ANTHONY
Illustrated by Kelly Freas

There’s always the possibility, when
you send a lone scout down to in-
vestigate a world, that he may meet
and fall for a native girl and forget
his important mission. . .

The red bird was perched fetching-
ly on the mailbox as Humbert am-
bled out in slippers and tousled iron
hair to pick up the morning news-
paper. A gust of wind blew the
front door open behind him, and a
squawk came from inside.

The red visitor perked up. It
fluttered across the lawn to cling
precariously to the front hedge.

Humbert stopped, the banded pa-
per in one hand. “Lost, little fel-
low?” he inquired. “Why . . .
you’re no cardinal. You’re a parra-
keet!”

Beak by Beak
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He peered at it more closely. “A
beautiful, blood-red, male parra-
keet. I never saw your like before.”

There was another angry chirp
inside. “My pets don’t like the
draft,” Humbert explained. “T’ll
have to shut this door.”

The red bird hopped to the door-
step and up to the closed screen,
fluttering against it and falling back.

“You are a tame bird!” he said.
He squatted down and held out his
hand, but the bird skittered ner-
vously away. He laughed. “Not that
tame, I see!”

As he opened the screen the bird
hopped forward again. “You want
to come in? Where’s your home?”
But he held the door open and al-
lowed it to fly into the living room.

His wife bustled in from the
kitchen holding a jar of instant cof-
fee. “Humbert, did you forget the
door again? You know Blue does-
n’t . . .” She froze. “Humbert—
there’s a bird in here!”

“Several, Meta,” he said, gently
closing the door.

“I mean a wild bird. Look at that
color!”

The red parrakeet flew up to the
tall decorative lamp and perched
on the shade, looking at her.

“He seemed to want to come in,”
Humbert said. “He’s a remarkable
specimen, and half tame.”

Her attitude changed immediate-
ly. “What a beautiful bird! I've
never seen a parrakeet that color.”

The bird spied the large cage and
flew over to it. The three parrakeets

inside spooked, plastering them-
selves against the sides in mad re-
treat.

Humbert approached and put his
hand to the stranger again. “Let me
have a look at you, Red. I can’t put
you in with our family without good
references. You might have the
mites.” But it jumped away from
him.

“Check the newspaper,” Meta
said. “Maybe there’s an ad for a lost
pet. Such a distinctive bird must be
valuable.” She disappeared into the
bedroom with her coffee.

Humbert eased himself into the
easy chair. He had made it a point,
since his heart attack, to move slow-
ly and remain unexcited. He spread
the paper.

The black headline leaped at him.
ALIEN SPACESHIP ORBITS
EARTH.

“Meta!” he called.

“Dear, I have to hurry down to
the office,” her muffled protestation
came back. She was active in nu-
merous volunteer capacities as well
as holding a part-time clerical posi-
tion. She preferred to keep herself
occupied, now that their children
were married and on their own,
even though money was no problem.

Humbert shrugged and did not
push the matter. Probably the head-
line would only upset her. He read
through the article, finding the in-
formation too scant. The newspaper
really knew little more than the
fact: a strange ship had appeared a
thousand miles above Earth, and
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now hung in an oblique orbit. There
were statistics: how many minutes
it took to circle the earth, at what
times it would pass over which cit-
ies, and so on, but nothing essential.
There had been no communications,
no threats. Just—observation?

Meta bustled through. She al-
ways bustled, never walked. “Is
there any notice?”

He’d forgotten the bird! “I have-
n’t seen it,” he said.

She was already through the door,
and soon he heard the car start up.
She would be gone for several hours.
He glanced at the red parrakeet,
who was on top of the cage again,
searching for some way to enter.

“Oh, all right, Red,” he said,
smiling. “I’ll introduce you.” He
opened the cage door and reached
in to catch a bird. There was the
usual panicked flutter; for the birds,
tame as they were, did not really
like to be handled.

He snared one and brought it out.
“Take it easy, Yellow,” he said. Yel-
low was the youngest and most en-
ergetic of their family: a spectacu-
lar yellow harlequin with a green
underside. He set the bird on top of
the cage. “Yellow, this is our visitor
from Outside. Red, this is Yellow.”

Yellow shook out his feathers,

stretched one wing, and sneezed.

Having suitably expressed his indig-
nation at being handled, he eyed
the other bird warily. It was always
this way; parrakeets took time to
become acquainted.

Beak by Beak

Humbert reached in for Blue.
She was a timid, retiring bird given
to nervous starts and loose drop-
pings, but of very pretty hue. In the
right light, a green overcast could be
seen above the deep blue breast, as
though the yellow of her head had
diluted the blue. She bit his finger,
not hard, and did not struggle as his
hand closed over her wings. Some-
times the birds would perch on his
finger, but he hadn’t really tried to
train them. He set Blue down beside
Yellow, but she took flight immedi-
ately, afraid of the stranger, and
came to rest on top of the front cur-
tains. She settled down to preen her
wingfeathers.

“Well, that was Blue,” he said
apologetically.

He did not try to catch Green,
but shooed her out with a wave of
his hand. Green was the eldest of
the brood and had had more than
one owner before. She was a con-
ventional  green-bodied,  dark-
winged female with a neat yellow
bib sporting four to six black dots
—they kept changing—and she bit
viciously when handled. She would
come quickly to eat some treat from
the hand, however.

“And that’s Green,” Humbert
said as she flew to displace Blue from
the curtain. “You’ll get to know
them all in due course.” Green was
contentedly chewing the edge of the
curtain.

Yellow, seldom cowed very long
by anything, was already making
the first overture. He strode over
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to Red and pecked at him. Red
sidled away.

“That’s the way it is, Red,” Hum-
bert said as he reached into the cage
to remove the fouled newspaper on
its floor. “Very important to estab-
lish the pecking order—not that
much attention is paid to it here.”
Yellow was chasing the disgruntled
visitor more boldly now. “Just give
him a sharp rap on the beak,” he
advised Red. “You have to assert
yourself sometime.”

He put in new paper and filled
the treat-cups with oats, installing a
fourth cup for the newcomer. He
stepped back. “Soup’s on!”

Green, always alert, arrowed
across the room, the beat of her
wings washing a breeze past his face.
She hopped into the cage and
mounted to the row of cups. Seed
scattered noisily upon the fresh
newspaper as she scraped energet-
ically.

Yellow heard the sound and
scrambled across the top and down
the side of the cage, using both feet
and his beak to hold on. Blue, re-
alizing what she was missing, flew
in at the same time. They collided
at the door, fluttering for balance,
and fell inside. In a moment both
were upon the feeding perch, while
Green chattered angrily in an effort
to protect her claim.

“This is what we call ‘King of the
Perch,” or maybe ‘Musical Treat-
Cups,” Humbert explained to Red,
who peered through the wire in
some alarm. “The object is to get a
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cropful of seed without letting any-
body else eat in peace. You’ll get the
hang of it soon enough.”

He returned to his chair and
watched while Green and Yellow,
owners of the two end cups, con-
verged on Blue in the middle. None
of the three went near the new cup.
While Blue’s attention was taken up
by Yellow, Green pecked her neck
from the other side. Blue squawked
and flew across the cage.

“They don’t mean anything,” he
said reassuringly. “It’s just a meal-
time game, and there’s plenty of or-
dinary seed available in the main
dish in case anyone does go hun-
gry. Watch.”

Sure enough, Blue flew back im-
mediately to the row of cups, the
whir of her wings startling Green
into flight. Now Yellow and Blue
forgot their differences long enough
to do some serious seed-scattering,
picking up the hard grains and hull-
ing them adeptly in their beaks.

. Green scrambled up the side of the

cage, using both feet and bill as
Yellow had done, and recovered
her place before her end cup. All
three ate contentedly.

“You’ll catch on, Red,” he said.
“T’ll let you be, now.” The bird did-
n’t seem to hear him.

Humbert went into his study,
turned on the radio, and settled
down to work on his toothpick mod-
els. The artistic constructions he
had fashioned from the simplest ma-
terials were all around the house:
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boats and statues and geometric
shapes made from slender wooden
splinters and drops of cement.

The whir of wings made him
look up. “That you, Yellow?” But
it was the newcomer. “Not ready to
mix yet, huh, Red?”

The bird perched upon his tooth-
pick sculpture of Meta. “Oh . . .
you want to know what I’'m doing?
Well, I make things like that bust
of my wife you're sitting on. Don’t
worry—it’s strong enough to hold a
hundred of your kind. Well, fifty,
maybe. But don’t mess on it, if you
don’t mind. Personal dignity, you
know.”

He studied the bird more care-
fully. Its breast and tail feathers
were lighter than the back and
wings, but still red. Four dark-red
dots showed up against the pink
throat plumage; otherwise its color-
ation was nearly uniform. The cere,
above the vertical parrakeet bill, was
blue, the signal for the male of the
species, and this was the only devi-
ation.

“You’re a strange one,” he said.
“Not just your color, but your
manner. You aren’t tame enough to
be handled, yet you’re more inter-
ested in what I’'m doing than in oth-
ers of your kind. It’s almost as if
you—"

He stopped as he became aware
of the radio news broadcast. “. .
In orbit ten hours without acknowl-
edgment of signals or any apparent
effort to communicate with us. Ex-
perts are divided on whether it

Beak by Beak

should be considered friendly, indif-
ferent, or hostile. The present as-
sumption is that its purpose is mere-
ly observational. However—"

Humbert tuned the words out of
his mind. “It’s so hard to trust each
other, let alone an unknown quan-
tity. We don’t know what that ship
is doing in our skies, and probably it
doesn’t know what to make of us.
But I'll bet it isn’t much different
from any meeting between strang-
ers. You and me, for instance: I've
never seen a bird quite like you, and
you could be a dangerous alien from
some other system for all I know.
And you can’t afford to trust me,
either, because my hand could
crush you in a moment. But you see,
we get along. In a little while we’ll
really get to know each other, and
then mutual @ust will come. Some
things just can’t be pushed.”

He spread a group of picks on
the table and heated his cement.
“You know, Red, I think I'll make
a ship—a spaceship like the one in
the sky. There’s a picture of it in
the . . . no! Stay clear of that glue.
It’s hot, and it gets awfully hard
when it isn’t hot, and they say the
fumes can make hallucinations. You
dip your bill in that and I'd have to
scrape it off with a file. Believe me,
Red, you wouldn’t like that.”

He rose to fetch the newspaper,
and the bird, startled, flew ahead of
him into the living room. The three
local residents were still inside the
cage, though its door was open.
Green was braced on one of the
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ladders, pecking industriously at its
plastic rungs, while Yellow was
reaching forward surreptitiously to
tweak Blue’s unguarded tail.

“That’s another thing you’ll have
to learn, Red,” he said, smiling.
“Feather-tweaking. Keep your
wings and tail out of range, or you’ll
wind up with a bent feather. It just
isn’t parrakeet nature to pass up a
good tweak.” He thought about
that a moment. “I hope they don’t
try to tweak that spaceship before
they get to know it well.”

Red did not accompany him to
the study this time. [he radio had
lapsed into popular music. The mel-
ody of “Sipping Cider” was on.

“Hey . .. I remember that
one!” Humbert said, pleased. He
matched the words with his own
off-key accompaniment:

“So cheek by cheek and jaw by

jaw,

We both sipped cider through a

straw.”
For a little while the years rolled
back.

Later he emerged to discover
Red inside the cage with the others.
Yellow was friendly, but Blue still
kept her distance and Green was
sleeping on an upper swing, one foot
tucked up and head behind a wing.
According to the handbook, a sleep-
ing bird never raised a foot and
folded back the head simultaneous-
ly, but Green evidently didn’t read
much.

Red cocked an eye at him.
“Right,” Humbert said. “ ‘Stone
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walls do not a prison make, nor
iron bars a cage.” That’s the way
Mr. Lovelace put it. Our birds
have the run of the house—but a
familiar cage is more comfortable
than a strange world. I only lock
things up at night so nobody can get
hurt in the dark.”

Red had been largely accepted by
the time Meta came home. Less hur-
ried now, she admired him again.
“He’s just what we needed to fill out
the set. Four birds, four distinctive
colors. But are you sure he doesn’t
belong to anybody?”

Humbert admitted he’d forgotten
to check the paper. It made no dif-
ference, as it turned out; there was
no notice about any missing red
parrakeet, that day or in the ones
following. Red was theirs, as long
as he chose to stay.

Weeks passed. While Humbert’s
elaborate spaceship model grew,
Red learned every facet of parra-
keet existence as locally practiced.
He splashed seed industriously from
both the main feeder and the treat-
cups, then descended to the floor of
the cage to search out the fallen
morsels and swallow bits of gravel.
He banged at the plastic toys and
threw them about as though they
were enemies. He raced up and
down the ladders and took flying
leaps at the dangling length of
clothesline. He tweaked tail feath-
ers, and played tug-of-war with
stems of millet. When ushered from
the cage during cleaning time, he
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flew merrily over to Meta’s cur-
tains to peck at stray threads.

There were three unusual things
about him. The first was his color;
the second his almost-intelligent in-
terest in human affairs; and he was
mute. Humbert never heard him
chirp or warble. But since Red
seemed to be perfectly healthy oth-
erwise, it was not a matter for con-
cern. He was one of the family.

The spaceship remained in orbit,
uncommunicative. Humbert re-
membered that it had appeared the
same day Red came, so it was easy
to keep track. After a while the
matter ceased to make headlines.
Humbert wasn’t certain why no
Earth ship was sent to link with the
interstellar visitor and attempt di-
rect contact; something about a
deadlocked UN session. It was eas-
ier to do nothing, in a democracy,
than to agree on any positive course
of action. Yet this did not explain
why the spaceship made no effort
to communicate, either. Surely it
had not come all this way just to or-
bit silently?

Red became friendly with shy
Blue. They groomed each other’s
neck feathers and shared a treat-
cup. “Do you think they would
mate, if we set up a nesting box for
them?” Meta inquired. “If that mu-
tation bred true—"’

Humbert agreed it was worth a
try. He read up on parrakeet nest-
ing procedures, for they had never
bred their birds before, and bought
a suitable enclosed box. “Beak by

Beak by Beak

beak,” he sang to the melody of
“Sipping Cider.”

But tragedy struck before the ar-
rangements were complete.

The birds scrambled in normal
fashion for their preferred roosts on
the highest swinging perches as
Humbert turned out the light. They
went everywhere in the daytime,
but always sought the heights at
night.

There was a bump. Alarmed,
Humbert turned on the light—and
found Blue beating her wings on the
floor. Something was wrong: she
was unable to fly!

Red came down solicitously, but
Blue was not aware of him. She got
to her feet and climbed to the low-
est perch and clung there, her little
body quivering.

Meta came to watch. “What’s the
matter with Blue?”

“I'm afraid it’sa . . . a heart at-
tack,” he said. He knew the symp-
toms too well, and knew that parra-
keets, along with men, were subject
to such things.

Blue tried to fly back up to the
swinging perch, but fell to the floor
again. Humbert opened the cage
and reached in to pick her up. She
struggled, afraid of him, but had no
strength to fight. He held her and
stroked her neck with a finger,
knowing he could not help her.

After a while she became quiet,
and he returned her to the cage. He
set her on a lower perch, afraid she
might fall again, but her feet
grasped it securely. He turned out
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the living-room light, but as an af-
terthought left the hall light on so
that she could see enough to find the
top perch, just in case. It would be
better if she remained put, but—

There was a flutter. He and Meta
could not resist checking—but Blue
remained where she was. Red had
come down to join her. “Isn’t that
sweet,” Meta said.

In the morning Blue was dead.
She lay on her back on the bottom
of the cage, and her eyes were open
and already shrunken. The two oth-
ers seemed not to notice, but Red
hopped about nervously.

“You don’t know what to make
of it, do you?” Humbert said. He
felt unaccustomed tears sting his
eyes as he picked up the fragile
body.

He inspected Blue carefully, but
there was no way to bring her back.
He wrapped her tenderly in his
handkerchief and took the body in-
to the back yard for burial.

Red came with him. “We all
have to go sometime,” Humbert
said as he dug a shallow grave be-
side a rose bush,

He laid the body in the ground
and covered it over. “I know how
you must feel,” he said to Red on
the bush. “But you did what you
could to give her comfort. I'm sure
you made her life brighter, right up
to the end. I think she died knowing
she was loved.”

Red flew to the fence and looked
at him. Humbert knew even before
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the bird took flight again that this
was the end of their acquaintance.

Meta was too upset to go to
work that day. She looked at the
cage, suddenly too large for the two
birds within, and turned away, only
to look again, perversely hopeful, -a
moment later. Humbert turned on
the radio and sat before his tooth-
pick spaceship, the model almost
complete, but could not work.

“We interrupt this program for a
special news bulletin,” the radio
said urgently. “The alien spaceship
is gone. Just a few minutes ago—"’

Humbert listened, surprised. Just
like that? It had left without ever
making contact with Man. All that
effort to come, then a departure as
mysterious as the arrival.

He smiled. Perhaps they had been
wise to avoid contact with Earth’s
officialdom, for that was representa-
tive in name only. Still, in their place
he would at least have sent down a
representative, perhaps incognito, in
an attempt to come to know the
temper of the common man of the
planet. That was where the truth
inevitably lay—in the attitudes of
the common individual. Once that
was known, little else was required
for decision.

Yes—he would have gone down
quietly, and not for any overnight
stand. He would have observed for
a reasonable length of time, and if
the standards of the world differed
somewhat from his own—well,
there were still ways to judge, given
sufficient time.
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His hand halted before the mod-
el. A representative—perhaps a
creature very like a native animal,
neither wild nor tame. Something
like a parrakeet, free to enter cer-
tain homes without being chal-
lenged or held; free to observe in-
timately . . .

Free also to love a native girl,
who might not be as intelligent, but
still was beautiful and affectionate.
Free to love her—and lose her?

Free to run from grief—but nev-
er to escape it entirely, though a
world be forgotten, and its other in-
habitants never contacted at all. ®

Statement Required by the Act of October 23, 1962; Section 4369, Title 39, United States Code
showing the Ownership, Management and Circulation of Analog Science Fiction—Science
Fact, published monthly, for October 1, 1967.

1. Location of known office of Publication is 420 Lexington Avenue, New York, New York
10017.

2. Location of the Headquarters or General Business Offices of the Publishers is 420 Lex-
ington Avenue, New York, New York, 10017.

3. The names and addresses of the publisher, editor, and managing editor are: Publisher,
None; Editor, John W. Campbell, 420 Lexington Avenue, New York, New York, 10017; Man-
aging Editor, None. 2

4. The owner is: The Condé Nast Publications Inc., 420 Lexington Avenue, New York, New
York, 10017. Stockholders: The Patriot-News Co., Harrisburg, Pennsylvania; Iva S. V.-
Patcévitch, 420 Lexington Avenue, New York, New York, 10017.

5. Known Bondholders, Mortgagees, and other security holders, owning or holding 1 percent
or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages or other securities are: None.

6. Paragraphs 4 and 5 include, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears
upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of the
person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, also the statements in the two para-
graphs show the affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions
under which stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the books of the
company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that of a bona fide
owner. Names and addresses of individuals who are stockholders of a corporation which
itself is a stockholder or holder of bonds, mortgages or other securities of the publishing
corporation have been included in paragraphs 4 and 5 when the interests of such individuals
are equivalent to 1 percent or more of the total amount of the stock or securities of the pub-
lishing corportion.

T Average No. Copies Single issue
each issue during nearest to
preceding 12 months filing date
A. Total No. copies printed 151,373 154,236
B. Paid Circulation
1. Sales through Dealers and Carriers, Street Vendors and
Counter Sales 63,041 65,000
2. Mail Subscriptions 31.745 32,911
C. Total Paid Circulation 94,786 97,911
D. Free Distribution (including samples) By Mail, Carrier or
Other Means 990 1,009
E. Total Distribution (Sum of C and D) 95,776 98,920
F. Office use, left-over, unaccounted, spoiled after printing 55,597 55,316
G. Total (Sum of E and F) 151,373 154,236

I certify that the statements made by me above are correct and complete.
(Signed) Robert E. Park, Business Manager

Beak by Beak 105



VENUS AND MERCURY
— LOCKED PLANETS?

Once upon a time, astronomers
were sure that Mercury was locked,
by the immense solar gravity, so that one side
always faced the Sun. And that Venus
rotated very, very slowly— Now
about all they can be sure of is that neither
belief was correct!

ROBERT S. RICHARDSON
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Venus photographed in ultraviolet light shows transient -
markings in perpetual cloud cover. Planet’s axial rotation

is too slow to be detected by the spectrograph. Radar measures
give sidereal rotation period of 245.1 days, retrograde.
(Photograph by F. E. Ross with 60-inch telescope of Mount Wilson
and Palomar Observatories. Reproduction from original negative
by Paul Roques, Griffith Observatory, Los Angeles.)



Figure 1. North pole of Earth i’dentiﬁed bf diéecf »(codﬁtetcloékwise) mo-
tion of markings. Figure 2. South pole of

(clockwise) motion of markings.

The carnivals that used to visit
small country towns held more fas-
cination for the juvenile mind than
anything TV producers ever
dreamed of today. I recall one ex-
hibit in particular. The sign said
“See The Horse With Its Tail Where
Its Head Ought To Be.” The sight
of such a remarkable animal, I de-
cided, should surely be worth the
price of a dime. Inside the tent I
found a perfectly normal represen-
tative of Equus caballus, only it was
standing in its stall the wrong way
around, with its tail toward the
feedbox. Well . . . it was some-
what of a disappointment. Yet I
didn’t feel exactly cheated either.
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Earth identified by retmgradg. -

Neither do I feel so today. Rather
I look back upon it as one of the

most thought-provoking experi-
ences of my early career.

The present situation with regard
to the axial rotation of Venus re-
minds me of that “Horse With Its
Tail Where Its Head Ought To Be.”
Recent radar observations of Ve-
nus have shown that her south pole
is where we would expect her north
pole to be. There is this difference:
Whereas you could never possibly
be mistaken as to which end of a
horse is which, how do you know
which end of a planet is which?
How do you distinguish the north
end of a planet’s axis of rotation
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from its south end? Especially a
perpetually cloud-covered planet
like Venus that looks the same all
over.

Radar has also yielded puzzling
data on the rotation of Mercury
which are of great theoretical in-
terest. Let us see how we proceed
to keep our facts straight in the case
of such little known bodies.

Forward Around the Backway

Imagine yourself a hundred mil-
lion miles, say, above one of the
poles of the sun, watching Earth,
Venus, and Mercury revolving in
their orbits. Observations over a
few days would show that all three
are revolving around the sun in the
same direction. Additional observa-
tions would show the orbits of Ve-
nus and Earth to be nearly circular,
but the orbit of Mercury definitely
elliptical. Also, that the orbit planes
in which Venus and Mercury re-
volve lie close to the orbital plane
of Earth. We decide to adopt
Earth’s orbit plane as our standard
of reference.

Now the question arises: How do
we tell somebody else where we are
relative to our standard reference
plane? How do we determine which
is the “north” side and which the
“south” side?

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?

Nothing kills interest in a subject
quicker than that phrase “by defini-
tion.” When it comes to planetary
revolution and rotation, however,
I'm afraid we can’t avoid it. We
have to define what we mean and
then hold on tight to our definition.
Otherwise the result would be
chaos.

Sometime long ago astronomers
agreed that in the solar system revo-
lution and rotation opposite or
“counter” to the motion of the
hands of a watch shall be called
direct. Furthermore, if you see a
body revolving or rotating in a
counterclockwise direction you are
looking at its north side. Converse-
ly, revolution and rotation in the
same direction as the hands of a
watch shall be called retrograde.
And if you see a body revolving or
rotating clockwise you are looking
at its south side. You probably are
thinking it would seem more rea-
sonable to make it the other way
around. But the system is now firm-
ly entrenched in astronomy and we
have no choice but to stick with it.
(My wife never has been able to
get it straight.)

If you could view the solar sys-
tem from the constellation of
Draco, the planets would all be
seen revolving counterclockwise.
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This would tell you immediately
that you were looking at them from
the north side. Viewed from the
constellation of Doradiis you would
see the planets revolving around the
sun clockwise, and you would know
you were looking at them from the
south side.

We can apply the same scheme
to fixing the poles of a planet. We
spend some time navigating around
the watery world called “Earth” in
the guidebook, inspecting the mark-
ings on its surface. Eventually we
locate a region covered with snow
which evidently is one of its poles.
But which pole? We follow the
markings turning around the white  North Pole
spot as a center. They are turning
counterclockwise, so that this must
be the north pole. A check on the
opposite end of Earth’s axis shows
it turning clockwise, confirming our
identification.

For bodies that show easily identi-
fiable markings such as Earth, moon,
Mars, and Jupiter, only a few ob-
servations will give us a fairly good
value for their periods of rotation,
and axial directions in space. Plan-
ets that do not show markings give
more trouble, forcing us to resort to
other lines of evidence. In some
cases the direction of the rotation
axis is obvious from the planet’s
equatorial bulge. The axial tilt of
Uranus was established from obser-
vations of its four large moons.
Their orbits are all circular and lie
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Figure 3. Satellites of Uranus
revolve in plane of planet’s equator.

110 Analog Science Fiction / Science Fact



in the same plane. This plane was
presumed to lie in the plane of the
planet’s equator, otherwise it would
have undergone slow changes
caused by the oblateness of Uranus.

One side of a rotating body must
be approaching us and the opposite
side receding. (Unless we happen to
be looking at it pole-on!) Lines in
the spectrum of the planet on the
side approaching should show a
Doppler shift to the violet relative
to the center of the disk, and a cor-
responding shift to the red on the
side receding. Observations with the

spectrograph gave measurable line
shifts for Uranus and Neptune,
showing them to be in rapid rota-
tion. But when applied to Venus
the line shifts were so small that
nothing definite could be said about
the rotation, except that it must be
very slow. It is perhaps significant
that everyone who has tried to de-
tect the rotation of Venus spectro-
graphically, beginning with V. M.
Siipher in 1903, has gotten results
indicating a retrograde rotation.
(Slipher also discovered the red
shift of the extragalactic nebulae.)

Table 1

Polar Stars of the Sun and Planets*

OBJECT NORTH POLE NORTH STAR SOUTH STAR**
RA  DEC.
Sun 19"2 4+ 63°.7 Delta Draconis Alpha Pictoris
Venus 6.0 — 66.7 Canopus Zeta Draconis
Earth -+ 90.0  Alpha Ursae Minoris ?
Moon 18.0 + 65.0  Zeta Draconis Canopus
Mars 21.2 + 54.7  Alpha Cephei Kappa Velorum
Jupiter 17.9 + 64.6  Zeta Draconis Canopus
Saturn 2.8 4+ 824  Alpha Ursae Minoris  Delta Apodis
Uranus 5.1 4+ 150 Aldebaran Eta Ophiuchi
Neptune 19.7 4+ 41.7 Deneb Zeta Puppis

*The orientation of the axes of Mercury and Pluto are still uncertain.

**To get position of a planet’s south celestial pole, add or subtract 12" to the
position of north celestial pole and change sign of declination. Thus the position
of Saturn’s south celestial pole is 14*.8, — 82° 4.

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?
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Where the Poles Point

Suppose the planets were balls
with long pins stuck through them
to mark their axes of rotation. The
north ends of the axes are colored
red. A quick survey of the solar sys-
tem would show that in almost
every case the red end was on the
north side of the planet’s orbit
plane. The red end does not project
vertically upward, however, but is
aimed in various directions over the
celestial sphere. The best way to
show this is by prolonging the axes
north and south until they pierce the
celestial sphere. When we plot these
positions on a star map we find that
they do not fall at random over the
sky, but show a preference for the
northern constellation of Draco,
and for Mensa and Volans in the
south.

Table 1 gives the positions of the
north poles of all the planets that
are accurately known. We still know
practically nothing about the axis of
Pluto. The orientation of the axis of
Mercury is also uncertain, except
that the north end is on the north
side of its orbit plane, and “seems to
be inclined to the normal to the or-
bital plane by less than 28 degrees.”
Locate these positions on some
large-scale star charts such as those
in Norton’s “Star Atlas.” Then pick
out the North Star and South Star
for the planets. You probably will
not agree with some of our selec-

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?

tions. The difficulty generally comes
in trying to decide whether to
choose a bright star rather distant
from a planet’s pole position, or a
star that is fainter but much closer.

Axial Tilts

We said that the planets’ north
poles are on the north side of their
orbits in “almost every case.” The
two exceptions are Uranus and
Venus.

Figure 4 shows the axial tilt of
the planets from the vertical to their
orbits. For convenience of illustra-
tion the axes are shown as if all lay
in the plane of the paper, and were
inclined toward the same longitude.
We see that Jupiter revolves around
the sun with its axis almost vertical
to its orbit plane, reminding us of a
soldier marching very erect on pa-
rade. Earth, Mars, Saturn, and
Neptune are bent over by about 25
degrees, like soldiers almost ready
to fall from exhaustion. Uranus is a
soldier sprawled on the ground with
his head slightly lower than his feet.
And Venus . . . well, Venus is a
Wac knocked upside down who is
spinning on her head. But the meta-
phor is becoming a bit strained.

Pro Bono Publico

Anyone trying to write a story
with Venus or Mercury for its lo-
cale must perforce insert some de-
scription of the phenomena attend-
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ing night and day on these bodies,
occasional references to the “piti-
less rays from the brazen disk of the
sun beating down on the baked
Mercurian plain” or the “crepuscu-
lar glow that passes for Day on
Hesperia,” et cetera. Radar has
drastically altered the duration of

these phenomena. It is highly desir-
able that this new knowledge be
available in the literature of science
fiction for reference purposes.
Purely as a public service we here-
with present this information with-
out obligation, or reservation, on
our part, since it is unlikely anyone
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else will be so foolish as to go
through the considerable amount of
numerical computation involved.
The stars are so distant that we
can assume them to be virtually at
infinity for all practical purposes.
This means that regardless of where
we view a star in the solar system

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?

s

RETROGRADE ROTATION
Period of Revolution . . . 6 days

Sidereal Period of Rotation . . . 2 days
Solar Period of Rotation . . . 1% days

CLOCKWISE
To Regulus
To Regulus
(End of one Sidereal day)
(D) 2d

we always see it in the same direc-
tion. Thus in Figures 5a and 5b the
direction of the bright star Regulus
lies along parallel lines wherever we
happen to view it. By the sidereal
day we mean the time required for
a planet to complete one rotation
relative to the stars. The sidereal
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VENUS

Appar en
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Figure 6. Revolution of both Earth
and Venus around sun is direct or
counterclockwise. Rotation of Ve-
_nus is opposite to direction of revo-
lution or retrograde. The retro-
grade rotation and direct revolu-
tion of Venus combine to give
solar rotation period of 117 days,
retrograde.
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225 days period

t motion
among sta e

day is what we generally have in
mind when we speak of the “real”
rotation period of a planet, or “how
long it takes to turn clear around.”

 In Figure 5a we are looking down
on the north pole of a hypothetical
planet revolving around the sun in a
period of 6 days, or at the rate of 60
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North Pole
of Venus

degrees per day. The planet’s side-
real rotation period is 2 days direct,
so that relative to the stars its rate
of rotation is 180 degrees per day.
We wish to find its rotation period
with respect to the sun or the length
of its solar day. The observer is at
the subsolar point and hence sees

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?

the sun directly overhead in his
zenith. If the sun were not in the
way, he would see the bright star
Regulus in the same direction. We
start counting time at noon of 0°.

In 1 day, revolution carries the
planet 60 degrees onward in its
orbit to B. Rotation carries the ob-
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server 180 degrees, or half a turn
counterclockwise from his original
position relative to Regulus. Since he
is in darkness the sun is out of sight.

At 2% revolution has advanced
the planet 120 degrees to C. Rota-
tion has carried the observer
counterclockwise through another
half turn, bringing Regulus into his
zenith again. The planet’s sidereal
rotation period is therefore 2 days.
But since the observer is in darkness
the planet still has not completed a
rotation relative to the sun.

After 3 days, revolution has
brought the planet to D. The side-
real rotation has brought the sun
into the observer’s zenith again, al-
though now he sees the sun in the
opposite direction from where he
was looking at it originally. Hence
the solar rotation period is 3 days
direct.

In Figure 5b the planet as before
is revolving counterclockwise in its
orbit at the rate of 60 degrees per
day. The planet has the same side-
real rotation rate as before of 180
degrees per day, but retrograde in-
stead of direct. We start again with
the sun at noon in the observer’s
zenith. But now we see that revolu-
tion and rotation combine to return
the sun to his zenith at C in the solar
period of 1Y% days. The planet then
has to rotate clockwise through an
additional quarter turn to complete
the sidereal period of 2 days with re-
spect to Regulus, at D.
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The Confused Situation on Venus

We take 245.1 == 2 days, retro-
grade, for the sidereal rotation
period of Venus. This value will un-
doubtedly be improved in the future
but no changes of significance are
anticipated. We emphasize again
that this is the time required for
Venus to complete a rotation rela-
tive to the sidereal universe, or the
extragalactic nebulae if you want to
go still more fundamental.

Now the practical man of affairs
who contemplates staking out a
claim on Venus is not interested in
the length of the day relative to
Regulus, or the Dog Star, or even
the Virgo Cluster. His concern is
with the length of the solar day. But
this has to wait on the determina-
tion of the sidereal day. Then by
combining the sidereal rotation of
245.1 days retrograde with Venus’s
revolution around the sun of 224.7
days, direct, one obtains the solar
rotation period of 117.2 days, retro-
grade.

Figure 6 shows Earth and Venus
from the north side, so that they
are revolving counterclockwise in
their orbits as we are used to seeing
them in illustrations. Earth is shown
rotating counterclockwise around
its north pole, displaced 2312 de-
grees from the, vertical to its orbit.
Notice that Venus is rotating clock-
wise or opposite to its direction of
revolution. Therefore we are look-
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ing—not at its north pole—but at
its south pole.

Imagine yourself on the equator
of Venus at the subsolar point (Fig-
ure 6). You are standing with your
back to the reader facing north.
Axial rotation is carrying you to-
ward your right. Hence the sun
would seem to be moving in the sky
to the left or east. Readers may ob-
ject that under the circumstances
this is “west.” But east “by defini-
tion” is the direction of the sun’s
apparent yearly motion relative to
the stars due to Earth’s orbital revo-
lution.* (Not the sun’s apparent
daily motion due to Earth’s axial
rotation.) Venus revolves around
the sun in the same direction as
Earth. So on Venus the sun would
appear to move in the same direc-
tion among the stars as seen from
Earth, only faster. (The fact that on
Venus we couldn’t see the stars ow-
ing to clouds is beside the point.)

Since the orbit of Venus is the
most nearly circular of the planets,
its velocity of revolution changes
scarcely at all. The sun’s apparent
motion among the stars is corre-
spondingly steady. The apparent
motion of the sun due to rotation
would therefore not be affected by
irregularities produced by the orbit-
al motion. The sun would move

*Explanatory Supplement to the Ephemeris,
prepared jointly by the Nautical Almanac Of-
fices of the United Kingdom and the United
States of America, 1961, p. 24.

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?

uniformly across the sky toward
your left where it would sink below
the eastern horizon after 29 days.
The Venerian night would then en-
sue of nearly two months duration.
Probably a murky glow on your
right would be the first indication
that the sun was rising over in the
west. The sun slowly gains altitude
until it attains the zenith again at
Hesperian noon after 117 days.

(We have adopted the adjectival
forms for Venus recommended by
Philip N. Bridges in “Space Age
Terminology.” “Venusian” is as ab-
surd as would be “Sunian” or
“Moonian.” “Cytherean” is also in-

. correct since it refers not to Venus

but to the isle where Venus was
worshiped. Preferred forms are
Venerian, Venustian, and Hesper-
ian.)

What if the sidereal rotation were
245.1 days direct?

The resulting motion is shown in
Figure 7. We start counting time at
noon of 0 with the sun in the ob-
server’s zenith. In 45 days the
planet has advanced in its orbit 72
degrees  counterclockwise. The
planet has also rotated counter-
clockwise by 66 degrees bringing
the observer to (. Thus rotation has
fallen behind revolution so that the
sun appears to have retrograded in
the sky by 6 degrees. This is an ap-
parent solar motion of only 0.133
degrees per day which is scarcely
any motion at all. At this rate the
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sun would take 2,707 days or nearly
7Y% years to complete a circuit of
the sky. Obviously the present retro-
grade rotation is a much more satis-
factory arrangement.

Venus Controlled by Earth?

Here is something to think about
on nights when you can’t go to sleep.
Does Earth control the axial rota-
tion of Venus?

Suppose the Venerian surface
feature discovered June 1964, desig-
nated Alpha, is on the side of the
planet facing Earth. The two planets
move at such rates that every 584
days we see Venus at the same
position relative to the sun. If we
see Venus in line with the sun now
on the near side, then 584 days
iater we will see Venus in line with
the sun again, in a different part of
its orbit. Venus when directly be-
tween us and the sun is said to be at
“inferior conjunction.” (If in line
with the sun on the far side, it is at
“superior” conjunction.)

The interesting thing about the
situation is that the same side of
the planet facing us originally
would be turned our way again.
That is, if Alpha is facing us at in-
ferior conjunction this time, it will
be facing us at inferior conjunction
next time, and the next and the next.
In fact, like some evil spirit return-
ing to haunt us, Alpha will always
be facing us every time Venus
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comes to inferior conjunction (Fig-
ure 8).

To work perfectly the sidereal ro-
tation would have to be slightly
shorter than the one found, 243.16
days instead of 245.1 days, which
does not seem unreasonable consid-
ering the uncertainties in the meas-
ures. Such close synchronization
suggests that the axial rotation of
Venus is somehow controlled by
Earth. How this rotational state
could have been attained, and once
attained how it remained dynami-
cally stable, is a mystery. Yet it is
hard to believe that such a “lock”
with Earth is mere coincidence. Sev-
eral groups are at work on this
problem.

Latest results announced indicate
that trapping of Venus in the ob-
served resonant rotation state can
be understood if Venus possesses a
fluid core similar to Earth’s. If Venus
is in the resonant rotation state,
mapping of its gravitational field
could be used to determine the di-
rection of its primordial rotation
and might also permit an estimate
of its magnitude. Although an ac-
curate determination of the gravity
field will have to await the orbiting
of Venus by an artificial satellite,
preliminary results might be ob-
tained from radar experiments.

Eccentric Mercury

The surface of Venus is always
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hidden by clouds, a fact that has
never deterred us from talking
about its surface. In the last century
we have had Venus dripping wet,
bone dry, completely covered by
ocean, and red hot in spots. Mer-
cury, on the other hand, has its bare
surface exposed to our view. Yet
we know little more about surface
conditions on Mercury than we do
on Venus. Even when seen through
a large telescope under fairly favor-
able circumstances Mercury is a dis-
couraging object, only a blank gray
disk resembling the crescent moon.
On occasions I have suspected faint
markings, but never anything I
could be sure about.

Schroeter seems to have been the
first person with the patience to ob-
serve Mercury systematically. Early
in the last century he made draw-
ings of the planet that showed the
tip of the southern horn slightly
blunted, an effect which he attrib-
uted to a mountain twelve miles
high. Bessel, using Schroeter’s draw-
ings, deduced a sidereal rotation
period for Mercury of 24 hours 00
minutes 35 seconds, direct. So great
was Bessel’s reputation that his 24-
hour period was accepted without
question for more than half a cen-
tury. It was first challenged in 1889,
when Schiaparelli published his
long series of observations of Mer-
cury, indicating a sidereal period of
rotation of 88 days, the same as the
planet’s orbital period of revolu-

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets

tion. Schiaparelli’s long period re-
ceived some support from other ob-
servers, and the controversy over
the optical results was still going on
as late as 1953. The first radar
measures made in 1963 apparently
confirmed the 88-day period. Meas-
ures made at the inferior conjunc-
tions of April and August, 1965,
however, using an improved tech-
nique, indicate a sidereal rotation
period of 59 = 3 days, direct. The
corresponding solar rotation period
averages 176 == 9 days, direct.

Mercury’s orbit, except for
Pluto’s, is the most eccentric in the
solar system. The orbital velocity of
Venus has a total range of 0.3 miles
per second. By contrast, the orbital
velocity of Mercury ranges from
24.14 miles per second when far-
thest from the sun at aphelion, to
36.63 miles per second when near-
est the sun at perihelion. As a con-
sequence, the apparent eastward
motion of the sun viewed from
Mercury is highly variable.

What are the light and dark phe-
nomena attending the Mercurian
day?

In Figure 9a we have resisted the
compulsion toward symmetry by
starting to count time 8 days before
Mercury reaches aphelion. Since the
direction of the axis is still uncer-
tain, we have assumed it vertical to
the orbit plane. Again it is con-
venient to put the observer on the
equator at the subsolar point, where
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Figures 9a and 9b. Eccentric orbit of Mercury causes wide o

the western horizon after 31.5 days.
If the horizon were irregular as is
probably the case, this interval
could be shorter by several hours,
should the sun go down behind a
crater or mountain peak.

he is standing with his back to the
reader facing south.

The sun would descend on his
right at the rate of about 3 degrees
per day, which here would corre-
spond to a distance in the sky

roughly three times the width of the
solar disk. The sun would set below

Mercury is approaching perihe-
lion rapidly and its orbital velocity
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variations in apparent motion of sun durmg the Mercunan day

increasing. Its rate of rotation, of
course, remains constant. Revolu-
tion gains on rotation to such an ex-
tent that for about 8 days before
and after perihelion the sun hangs
practically motionless in the sky. Al-
though our man on Mercury would
not be able to see the sun, the effect

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?

on his time would be the same. Fin-
ally at about 64 days the sun begins
to show signs of life, but the slow-
down at perihelion would drag out
the interval from sunset to midnight
to 57.5 days.

Midnight occurs near aphelion
when the sun is moving rapidly.
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chariot across the heavens, although
its irregular motion would necessi-
tate some changes in the script. The
slow-down could mean that his
horses were getting tired. He stops
to hitch on a new team. Then
charges forth gathering speed as he
nears aphelion.

Mercury Locked

Mercury’s sidereal rotation and
revolution are in the ratio 59/88 =
0.6705, or almost exactly 2/3. In
view of the == 3 days uncertainty in
the sidereal period, it is tempting to
assume it is 2/3, or 58.65 days.
Mercury then would be unique in
the solar system in having its axial
rotation related in a definite way to
its orbital motion.

We can assume such a lock. But
can we account for it?

If we start with Mercury orbiting
around the sun and rotating direct
in 10 hours, the solar system is
scarcely old enough for tidal dissi-
pation to have reduced the rotation
to its present value. And, if Mer-
cury’s rotation is now stable, why
were its earlier states unstable?

Another possibility is that origi-
nally Mercury was moving in a
retrograde orbit about Venus. Tidal
interaction eventually resulted in
Mercury and Venus always present-
ing the same face to each other. Al-
though the hypothesis has the ad-
vantage of accounting for Venus’s

Venus and Mercury—Locked Planets?

retrograde rotation, it puts us under
the necessity of devising a scheme
by which the sun could have cap-
tured- Mercury in the first place, as
well as Mercury’s evolution into its
present orbit.

In scarcely five years radar has
not only given us long-sought infor-
mation on Venus and Mercury, but
given it with a degree of accuracy
we would have declared impossible
of attainment a few decades ago.
Planetary radar data have also
yielded values for basic astronomi-
cal constants which exceed the best
obtainable from standard optical
methods by several orders of mag-
nitude.

All of which raises a most de-
pressing question: Should we work
our heads off today trying to meas-
ure something barely on the limit of
observation? Or just sit tight until a
new technique is developed that
makes it easy?
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A QUESTION OF ATTITUDE

Simulated danger situations are a great way

of testing a man to—and beyond!—the verge of Death.
Yeah—and who was it said a brave man dies but once?
Not in those tests!

CHRISTOPHER ANVIL
Illustrated by Harry Bennett

128 Analog Science Fiction / Science Fact



Dan Bergen lay motionless on his
narrow limb amongst the big green
leaves, and wished he had never
heard of the Interstellar Patrol.

A yard from Bergen’s nose, the
constrictor glided ahead, then
stopped. A small bump on its back
bulged up and an eye looked out.
The eye swiveled around like a ro-
tating radar antenna, then came to
a stop with its gaze fixed on Ber-
gen.

Bergen didn’t move. He looked
at the eye. The eye looked at him.

A long moment passed.

The eye swung away again. Ber-
gen instantly looked away. The eye
swung back, its gaze again fixed on
Bergen. Bergen didn’t move. The
eye swung around, then pulled in-
side. The bulge on the constrictor’s
back diminished to a small bump.
The snake glided ahead.

Bergen allowed himself the lux-
ury of a breath of air. He relaxed.

The snake continued to glide
ahead.

Before, the constrictor had
moved, at most, a few feet at a
time. Now, yards of it were slid-
ing past.

Frowning,
around.

About three feet above the level
of his head, and perhaps eight feet
away, the big leaves thrust aside. A
pair of large opaque green eyes
looked at Bergen over a blunt
green-and-brown snout.

Bergen for a split-second bal-
anced the question whether he

Bergen looked

A Question of Attitude

should roll off the limb. That would
send him in a headlong plunge
through wide-spaced branches to-
ward the forest floor a hundred and
eight feet below. Or should he—

The snake’s head blurred. Its
jaws clamped, in a burst of pain,
on his left shoulder.

Bergen struck at it with his right
fist.

The head twisted and wrenched,
sinking its fangs deep into his shoul-
der. There was a steady hiss as the
rest of the snake slid forward. A
thick coil looped around him.

Bergen sucked in a deep breath,
and stabbed at the snake’s eyes
with his extended forefingers.

A thick skin blurred down over
its eyes. Another loop passed over
Bergen’s body. The muscular coils
tightened. . There was a crushing
pressure at his ribs.

Through a red haze, Bergen’s
right hand found the snake’s eyes.
The head moved, something
gripped his hand, mashed and
snapped and ground it, then crushed
it at the wrist.

Somewhere within Bergen, a cool
sense of calculation told him the
fight was all over. But at the same
time, he knew he had to get free.

For one white-hot instant, this
urgent need took control of his body.
For this instant, the contractions
of the constrictor’s huge muscles
were blocked, and Bergen struck
savagely at its head with his man-
gled right arm. His left hand,
caught in the loops of the snake’s
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body, nevertheless contracted in a
grip that tore a section of tough
hide from the underlying muscles.

A savage yell of defiance burst
from Bergen, and for just a fleeting
instant the snake’s gaze held a look
of blankness—such as might ap-
pear in the eyes of a constrictor in
the jungles of Earth, when the vic-
tim it has selected turns out to be an
adult male gorilla.

The instant passed. The energy
was gone, and in place of defiance,
Bergen felt a wave of exhaustion.
There was a final, horrible, in-
creasingly-distant sense of crushing
pressure, and then dizziness. For an
instant something took place that
Bergen could not quite recall after-
ward.

And then he was lying on his
back, looking at a gray ceiling over-
head.

Very cautiously, Bergen drew up
his right hand and looked at it. It
was unharmed. He felt of his left
shoulder. His left shoulder was un-
harmed. He sat up. A slight dizzi-
ness passed as he swung his feet to
the floor.

The memory of the past few in-
stants came back, and Bergen
could vividly see the head of the
constrictor twist and wrench as the
big loops settled around him—

Bergen sprang to his feet and
swore savagely. Full consciousness
had now returned.

“Damn it,” he said, forcing the
mental picture of the constrictor
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out of his mind by focusing his at-
tention on the immediate cause of
the trouble—the people who
gave these tests.

A buzzer sounded its peremptory
warning. Bergen again became con-
scious of his surroundings. He not-
ed the gray bulkheads, gray steel
deck, and gray ceiling overhead.
There were three short rows of steel
cots in the room, and above each
cot was a long wide bulge in the
ceiling. With a sense of relief, Ber-
gen noted that the other cots were
empty—had been empty when he’d
gained consciousness. That meant
that, though he had failed at the
end, he had at least outlasted the
other candidates.

A small speaker nearby said,
“Bergen to Evaluation. Candidate
Daniel Bergen report to Test Eval-
uation Office.”

“Coming,” said Bergen. He
braced himself for the walk through
the Special Effects storeroom. He
drew a deep breath, opened the air-
tight hatch, and stepped into a
shadowy space jammed with apes,
alligators, imitation dead trees,
grizzly bears, hollow lichened boul-
ders, simulated rotten logs covered
with moss, rolled-up bolts of spider
web with spiders attached, one
dozen wharf rats packed head-to-
tail in a crate, and other unattrac-
tive odds and ends that loomed,
half-recognizable, through the
gloom. Bergen was grumbling to
himself as he reached the hatch
leading to the corridor. Then he
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straightened up, assumed an alert,
resolute look, and stepped out into
the corridor.

A brisk walk brought Bergen to
a hatch marked: “Test Evaluation.
Colonel Sanders.” Bergen knocked,
heard the colonel’s crisp “Come
in,” and stepped inside. He was in
a small compartment lined with fil-
ing cabinets and electronic equip-
ment, and with wires and odd
headsets dangling from the ceiling.
A spare athletic individual with
colonel’s leaves, a shock of crew-
cut hair and a look of cool objec-
tivity eyed Bergen from behind a
bare-topped desk. Bergen reported
his presence. The colonel motioned
him to an olive-colored drum that
doubled as a chair.

Bergen thoughtfully eyed the
drum, which was labeled: “RAT-
TLESNAKES, 1 doz. (assorted).”
He made sure the lid was on tight,
and gingerly sat down. He looked
at the colonel. The colonel looked
back coolly. A period of time
passed. Bergen forced himself to
wait.

The colonel cleared his throat,
clasped his hands behind the back
of his neck and leaned back in his
chair. His eyes came to a sharp fo-
cus. He said accusingly, “That was
a stupid stunt, Bergen.”

“Sir?” said Bergen, pathetically
uncertain which particular stunt the
colonel had in mind.

“Why didn’t you just put both
hands out in front and dive straight
down his throat?”

A Question of Attitude

Bergen cast around mentally,
then said, “Oh, you mean the con-
strictor, sir?”

The colonel snorted, and Bergen
felt an overpowering sense of stupid-
ity. Whenever he entered this room
his I. Q. seemed to drop off twenty
or thirty points. He would recover
his lost intelligence when he re-
turned to the corridor, and then he
would really see how dull he had
been.

“Well?” snapped the colonel.

“Sir?”

“Sir?” ” mimicked the colonel.
His face reddened, and he roared,
“Answer the question!”

Bergen looked at him blankly.

The colonel sat up and leaned
forward on the desk. “Why,” he
said, “didn’t you just put your
hands over your head and jump
down the constrictor’s throat?
You’d have accomplished exactly
the same thing, and with a great
saving of energy.” The colonel had
the air of a person putting forth a
reasonable suggestion.

“Well,” said Bergen, trying dully
to synchronize his reactions with
those of the colonel, “my purpose,
sir, wasn’t to get killed.”

The colonel nodded, and leaned
back. “But so far as the simulation
was concerned, that’s exactly what
you accomplished, isn’t it?”

Bergen could now see he had
walked into a trap. Gloomily he
said, “Yes, sir.”

‘Gwhy?1’

#Sir22
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“Tell me, why did you get killed?”
- “I guess I did the wrong thing.”

“What wrong thing?”

Bergen hesitated.

The colonel waited. :

Bergen shook his head. “If I'd
dropped off that limb, sir, I'd have
smashed right to the bottom of the
forest floor. That was certain death.
I don’t see that I had much choice.”

The colonel shook his head. “You
made a series of mistakes. To begin
with, you looked directly into the
constrictor’s dorsal eye. That was
the first error, and a serious one.
When you stand at attention dur-
ing an inspection, do you look into
the eyes of the inspecting officer?”

“No, sir.”

“What do you do?”

“I look straight ahead.”

“Why?”

“Well . . . it’s regulations.”

The colonel nodded. “It’s regula-
tions. But there’s a reason why it’s
regulations. If you look into the
eyes of the inspecting officer, you
make, as it were, personal contact
with him. He will notice it, and of
necessity he will have to respond.
An inspection is an impersonal mat-
ter, and he will reprimand you. And
yet, you had no hesitancy about
looking into the dorsal eye of that
constrictor. Did you think that be-
cause the constrictor came from
another planet, it wouldn’t sense
you were looking at it?”

“Well, I—” Bergen paused.

“Yes?” prompted the colonel.
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Bergen finished lamely, “I guess
I just didn’t think about it at the
time, sir.”

The colonel nodded. “That was
your basic error, underlying all the
other errors. You didn’t think about
it. The next thing you didn’t think
about was looking away. The con-
strictor looked away, you looked
away; then the constrictor looked
back, and promptly noticed the
change in the position of your eyes.
Next,. you didn’t think about the
snake’s motion. You saw it glide
forward, knew it was moving a lot
farther than it had before, knew it
had seen you, and yet you didn’t
change your position.”

Bergen stared at him, blinked,
and shook his head in weary dis-
gust. “Yes, sir. Now I see it.”

“You’ve been talking,” said the
colonel, “as if your only alterna-
tive was to jump off the limb. Not
so. The snake had to get into posi-
tion to strike. While it was doing
that, you could have moved, and at
least gained time.”

“I see it now, sir.”

“But you didn’t see it when it
counted.”

“No, sir. I didn’t.”

“All right. You made a number
of mistakes. First, you stared the
snake in the eye, then when it
looked away, you looked away;
both of these things the snake no-
ticed and correctly interpreted.
Next, you stayed where you were
till it was all set to get you. Then,
in addition, you still stayed where
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you were when there was just an
instant left to act.”

“Well, sir, I admit I was wrong
before. But there was still some
chance the snake wouldn’t do any-
thing. Whereas, if I dropped off
the limb—"

“You’d have caught a vine about
nine feet below,” said the colonel.

Bergen slowly brought his jaw
shut.

“Pretty stupid, wasn’t it?” said
the colonel.

Bergen drew a deep breath.
“Yes, sir, I guess it was, at that.”

The colonel sat back. “Most of
us are accustomed to think of our-
selves as intelligent people. We
move through life in our accus-
tomed orbits, expect things always
to remain basically as they are
now, have repeated opportunities to
rehearse our behavior patterns for
the few standard situations we
meet, and nevertheless we fall into
one mess after another—because
we don’t really think. If things turn
out badly for us, our reaction is to
complain that the situation wasn’t
set up right in the first place.”

The colonel looked at Bergen in-
tently, and Bergen sensed that this
comment had a personal applica-
tion. “Yes, sir,” he said.

The colonel leaned back, and
said thoughtfully. “There are two
basic attitudes, or ways of looking
at things. The human race uses
these two attitudes to move for-
ward, much as a man uses his legs
to walk. And it’s just as catastrophic

A Question of Attitude

for a member of the human race to
misplace these two attitudes as it is
for him to cross his left leg in front
of his right leg, and then try to take
a step with his right leg.

“The first attitude is that of rec-
ognizing the defect. In one form,
this is pure gripe, the attitude of
‘headquarters is too stupid to get
their head out of their boot.” But
it’s also the attitude of the man who
looks around, and asks himself if
things couldn’t be improved. From
this attitude arises a lot of noise,
but, properly used, it’s also one of
the main driving forces for prog-
ress. If men had always been satis-
fied, who would ever have tried
anything new?

“So, you see, it’s useful to see im-
perfections. But it’s useless to keep
our minds focused on imperfec-
tions. Having seen the imperfec-
tions, next we shift our attention to
look for some means of improve-
ment. We see the obstacle, then
look for the way through or
around. And that is what you did-
n’t do. Right?”

“Yes, sir,” said Bergen miser-
ably.

“Don’t worry about it,” said the
colonel. “It takes time to develop
the right attitude. But you have to
show strong enough signs of it or
you can’t pass this last test. You’ve
got to be alert. Never be dismayed
at the most stunning examples of
basically unfair mechanisms and
situations. Assume that somewhere
in the mess there is something you
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can use, an opening you can get
through, and set yourself to find it.
Remember, mountain climbers reg-
ularly go up vertical rock faces
that the average man wouldn’t
think a fly could climb. It is obvi-
ously unfair to expect a man to
climb a thing like that. And yet,
the holds are there, if you can find
them, and if you have the few
pieces of fairly simple equipment
that will help you get a grip.”

“And if you slip,” said Bergen
drily, “you’re finished.”

The colonel shrugged. “You
could also say, ‘Why climb?’ That’s
beside the point. The object is to
show what people can accomplish
if they look for the handholds, in-
stead of deciding at a glance that
the slope is too steep, so it’s im-
possible.”

This was a longer lecture than
Bergen had got any of the other
times, and he was starting to feel
uneasy. The colonel was watching
him intently, and seemed to be
waiting for the significance to sink
in. .

“Yes, sir,” said Bergen dutifully.

“Now,” said the colonel, “I
wouldn’t bother to say all this if you
hadn’t gotten up into a respectable
category for a candidate. You start-
ed off with a class of fifty, distrib-
uted to various testing facilities.
This fifty has so far been given a to-
tal of four tests. About half of you
flunked the first test, and roughly
the same proportion have flunked

134

each test since. One candidate died
of heart failure. One candidate blew
up and quit. That leaves exactly
three of you coming up for the fifth
test.” :

Bergen blinked. “Forty-seven
out of fifty are washed out already?”

“That’s right.”

“How many more tests after this
one?”

“The fifth test is the last, unless
there are special circumstances.”

“And only one of us can pass this
test?”

“No. All or none of you may
pass the fifth test. We’ve had both
things happen.”

“Suppose I flunk it? Is there any
second chance?”

The colonel shrugged. “You can
take the tests as often as we offer
them. Moreover, taking these tests
isn’t the only way to get in. But
it’s the only way open to you right
now, and even if we should offer
them again, you have to take the
full series each time. We’d advise
you to put everything you’ve got
into passing this one test you’ve still
got in front of you.”

Bergen thought of the miserable
spot he’d been in and to which he’d
return if he failed this test. Bergen,
a natural hater of authority, had had
the poor luck, when called up for
military training, to find himself
under a natural martinet. The fel-
low tore beds open to inspect the
mattresses, then sent the recruits on
K.P. because their beds were un-
made. Accompanied by a few toad-
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ies, he would snap on the barracks
lights at 2:00 on stormy nights, and
order everyone outside into the
rain, while he and his sycophants
searched the barracks for con-
cealed liquor. Returning to the out-
side steps of the barracks he would
note angrily that these men were up
after taps, and would order them
marched through the soaking
downpour all night for punishment.
On the following day, he would
harass them for their sluggish unsol-
dierly bearing, and, to correct their
attitude, would give them close-
order drill till they were dead on
their feet.

One day, following a lengthy lec-
ture on soldierly behavior, some
worn strand of Bergen’s self-con-
trol snapped.

The officer and an admiring
toady strolled past in front of Ber-
gen as he stood in ranks. Bergen’s
right hand reached out as if of its
own accord, gripped the officer by
the uniform jacket and jerked him
around. The hand released him,
then came up again, to strike him
full in the face. As Bergen stepped
out of ranks, several companions
came to life and grabbed him. Ber-
gen was about to bash the officer’s
head against a post when they fi-
nally got him stopped. On the re-
sulting court-martial, the officer’s
numerous and flagrant misdeeds
came to light, but Bergen never-
theless was still in the stockade
when Sergeant Hale of the Inter-
stellar Patrol came through search-
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ing for recruits, with his talk of
good pay, forgiveness of past sins,
and a splendid future—if he could
pass the tests.

“Now,” said the colonel, his cool
voice snapping Bergen back to the
present, “we might as well get on
with this final test.”

Bergen once again found himself
lying flat on his back. This time, the
cots to either side were empty, as
no other candidate on the ship had
got this far. Bergen closed his eyes,
and was conscious of a drifting sen-
sation such as he had felt before the
previous tests. Then a voice was
speaking to him, saying, “You
have passed each of the first four
tests. Each was designed to test cer-
tain elements of your physical or
mental make-up, and of your basic
character. The test which follows is
intended to examine one particular
personal trait. This trait has been
tested only incidentally in previous
tests. But it is a trait especially im-
portant to a member of the Inter-
stellar Patrol.

- “History shows that in any given
situation, certain individuals tend to
survive. In a group of gunfighters,
for instance, certain men stand out
over a period of time. Is this a mat-
ter only of reflexive speed, or
is there also something else?
Amongst politicians, some rise rap-
idly to prominence, then fade into
insignificance. Others remain stead-
ily in office. Some businessmen
maintain a high position while oth-
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ers rise and sink around them.
Why? Is it a matter only of luck,
friends, special skills, or inherited
wealth? Men have had all of these
and failed. Others have begun with
none of them, and succeeded.
Why? Is there some special skill—
or perhaps some higher skill that
enables a man to use other skills
and advantages, combining them to
gain his ends? If there is, you will
need it badly as a member of the
Interstellar Patrol. You have al-
ready been given some idea of what
we consider this special skill or at-
titude to be. We will give you just
one more hint:

“Julius Caesar, like many other
great leaders of the past, had this
quality in good measure. Caesar
was once confronted by a walled
town on a steep rocky hill. To at-
tack it, he must advance uphill. The
enemy could hurl their missile
weapons down at him, while his
troops had to throw theirs uphill.
The enemy was sheltered. Caesar’s
troops were exposed. The walls
were strong. The enemy had an
abundance of food stored inside,
and, for water, had built close to
the site of a spring. To besiege the
place would be a long slow time-
consuming process. To try to over-
whelm it suddenly was likely to re-
sult in heavy losses.

“What should Caesar do? Should
he attack with all his troops? Or
should he carry out a slow, me-
thodical siege?

“Answer: Caesar cut the under-
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ground channel that fed the enemy’s
spring. With the spring dried up,
there was no water, and the enemy
quickly surrendered.

“The test will now begin.”

The drifting, floating sensation
ended. Bergen opened his eyes to
find himself lying on a sloppily
made-up cot. He was in one corner
of a cabin, with a window-opening
sawed through the log wall near the
head of the cot. The log at the bot-
tom of this window had been
smoothed to form a rough sill, and
on this sill sat a crude earthenware
jug with a corncob in it for a cork.
As Bergen watched, a dirty hand
reached up from outside, and took
the jug off the sill. There was a pop!
followed by a gurgling sound. Then
there was a long sigh. The jug re-
appeared on the sill.

Bergen frowned, and looked
around. The situation seemed to
make no sense. But the apparent
senselessness might itself be part of
the test.

Bergen carefully sat up and
looked around the room. A double-
bitted ax with broken handle lay on
the rough plank floor across the
room. A long-barreled gun had
been slammed against a corner of
the stone fireplace with enough
force to chip the stone and knock
the gun barrel out of line. The gun
lay on the floor near the ax. A num-
ber of smashed handmade tables,
chairs and benches made several
heaps of wreckage that cluttered
the room. Large chunks had been
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chopped out of the log wall, and
chips were strewn around on the
floor amidst the wrecked furniture,
ax, and gun. The general effect was
as if someone had gone into a ma-
niacal rage, and wrecked every-
thing in sight. As Bergen’s eyes
adjusted to the gloom, he could see
the remains of a smashed earthen-
ware bowl, and bits of pieces of
what had evidently once been a
rough window glazed with a cheap
transparent plastic.

Evidently, he was on a colony
planet of the most primitive kind.
And, somewhere nearby, was who-
ever had been driven half-crazy by
the conditions that just naturally
existed on such a colony planet.

Bergen cautiously put one hand
on the foot of the cot, and leaned
on it to step across a pile of debris.
The cot teetered and collapsed.
Bergen was struggling to regain his
balance when a billet of wood
came through the open window and
struck him in the back of the neck,
knocking him into a pile of broken
furniture with jutting legs and
braces. One of these caught him in
the middle of the forehead. He saw
a dazzling burst of sparks.

Outside, someone spat.

Bergen dizzily picked himself up.
His head was throbbing painfully.
In the previous tests, he’d at least
had a definite purpose. Now, he was
told to manifest some obscure qual-
ity that was supposed to distinguish
successful gunmen, politicians, busi-
nessmen, and generals. Bergen
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snorted. He wasn’t even sure there
was any such quality.

From outside came a deep male
voice, “Coming out? Or do I drag
you out?”’

A burst of laughter followed, as
if two or more men were outside,
enjoying the situation.

Bergen was now sure that he
must be on a colony planet in an
early stage of development. Only on
such a planet would he be likely to
find a roughly-built log cabin, with
ax and gun used as tools, and with
a light plastic, flown in by the sup-
ply ship, to serve the function of
glass.

As he was thinking this, the cabin
door flew open, and an individual
whose shoulders spanned the door-
frame came in, glanced around and
slung a billet of wood at him.

Bergen ducked. His opponent
sprang across a pile of trash,
gripped him by the shirt and
slammed him against the log wall.
There was a burst of lights, then
blackness and dizziness.

The colonel’s voice was saying,
“You’re very close to failing this
test, Bergen. If your total score had
been a little lower in the other tests,
we’d flunk you now. Do you hear
me?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Anyone with a brain in his head
could have made better use of his
time than you have. The room was
filled with potential weapons. You
had more than enough time to se-
lect one. Instead, you did your
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meditating on the situation before
you were armed, even though that
block of wood in the back of the
neck should have shown you had
enemies. When your opponent
came in, his vision was momentar-
ily dim because of the bright light
outside. But he found you in full
view and empty-handed. Your per-
formance so far is pathetic.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Thanks to this pitiful start, the
simulator has you on a track where
you’ll find yourself completely at
the mercy of petty opponents. This
is going to be an unpleasant experi-
ence. If your performance is no
better than it’s been so far, you'd
be better off to stop now. If you
want, we’ll end the test.”

“No, sir. I want to go on.”

“You’re warned, Bergen.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you.”

“All right.”

Bergen felt dizzy.

A voice was saying, “Tickle him
again, Con.”

“Happy to, Milt.”

A white-hot pincers took hold of
the calf of Bergen’s right leg and
tore out a piece of flesh.

The pain snapped Bergen wide-
awake. He found himself sitting up,
his back toward the outer edge of
the cabin’s porch, with two men
bent over him, one of them holding
in a leather glove what looked like
a large insect. Bergen tried to spring
to his feet, but his hands, tied be-
hind his back, jerked him off bal-
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ance, so that his head banged back
against a badly weathered post that
supported the porch roof.

A familiar voice said, “Let him
see how they taste, Con.”

The nearer man leaned toward
him, forced open Bergen’s mouth
and shoved something in. A multi-
tude of sharp claws scraped at his
tongue, teeth, and the inside of his
mouth.

Bergen was wide-awake again.
For an instant, he felt an uprush of
rage. But then a sense of cold cal-
culation told him that, in this spot,
the rage wouldn’t work. Bergen con-
centrated on this cool inner
thought, nearly lost it, then brought
it into full awareness, and sudden-
ly he was perfectly cool himself, his
mind concentrated on finding some
opening. After a moment’s intense
thought, he saw one possibility—
then an instant later he saw anoth-
er. And then his thoughts moved
from point to point like a light-
ning bolt seeking the line of least
resistance, and suddenly he had a
plan.

Bergen shifted his position to
test his wrists and ankles. His wrists
were tightly tied. His legs were free.
No one was in sight save the two
men bent over him. One of these
was the broad-shouldered man, ap-
parently named Milt, who had
knocked him out. The other was an
older man, called “Con,” who now
jammed the large struggling many-
clawed insect further into Bergen’s
mouth.
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Bergen turned slightly, his left
foot hooking behind the left ankle
of the broad-shouldered Milt, his
right leg drawing back as if he
would try to roll to his left to get
up. At the same time, he expelled
the air in his mouth, closing his lips
without clenching his teeth.

He slammed his right foot for-
ward, to hit the broad-shouldered
Milt at the left knee. Bergen’s left
foot was already hooked behind
Milt’s left ankle. Milt slammed
back against the wall of the cabin.

But this was only one part of his
problem. Meanwhile, the big insect
squirmed violently in his mouth, its
light and air cut off. Bergen opened
his mouth slightly. The insect ur-
gently thrust out into the light and
Bergen spat it towards the other
of the two men, who sprang back
out of the way.

Bergen got his feet under him
and stood up, his hands, still tied
together behind him, around the
post of the porch. This post felt
about five inches thick, was smooth
to the touch, and soft enough so
that his fingernails could dig into
the surface.

Meanwhile, the older of the two
men, Con, was just reaching to pick
up a billet of wood from a stack at
the corner of the cabin. His large
friend, Milt, was starting to get to
his feet, a savage light in his eyes.
To either side were tumbled-down
cabins, with no one else in sight but
a woman who now leaned against
the front wall of the nearest cabin,
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impassively watching the fight. Ber-
gen cast a glance over his shoulder.
Behind him was a large furrowed
weedy field dotted with mounds
from three to fifteen feet across,
and from two to ten feet high. The
whole place had a desolate, de-
serted look.

At the corner of the porch, Con
had now selected his bolt of wood,
and Milt was on his feet.

Bergen was facing Milt, with the
post at the center of his back. He
glanced at Con. “What’s the mat-
ter? Milt too yellow to fight his own
fight?”

Con glanced at Milt. Milt hurled
himself at Bergen. Bergen dropped.

Milt hit the post solidly.

With a splintering crack, the post
gave way.

Bergen, twisting as he fell, landed
heavily on his side, his hands still
tied around the post, the dazed Milt
on top of him.

Bergen wormed his way along
the post, and got his still-tied hands
over the end.

Con was now coming toward
him, holding a billet of wood ready
to throw. Bergen rolled to his feet,
and jumped onto the porch.

The earthenware jug with the
corncob cork still sat there on the
window sill. Bergen remembered
the sigh of pleasure he’d heard
earlier.

“Throw that, and I smash the
jug.”

Con hesitated. Bergen climbed in
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the window, twisted, and closed his
fingers around the neck of the jug.
“Start trouble and I smash it.”

Milt now struggled to his feet.
Con spoke to him in a low voice.
Bergen picked his way over the
wreckage to the corner of the room,
dropped to a sitting position, let go
of the jug, and found the broken
double-bitted ax.

His eyes were becoming accus-
tomed to the relative dimness of the
cabin. Holding the ax head by the
remnant of its splintered handle, he
crossed the room to a still dimmer
corner behind a clutter of wreck-
age. He crouched behind an over-
turned table, took a fresh grip on
the ax head, and carefully worked
it back and forth as the blade cut
through the rope.

At the window, Milt, swaying
slightly, looked into the room. Ber-
gen massaged his wrists, quietly
picked up a solid round table leg.

The door opened, and Con eased
in, blinking and holding a billet of
wood in either hand.

Bergen tossed a small broken
stool across the room at the jug.
The jug smashed. Con slung a billet
of wood toward the noise. Bergen
sprang past the pile of wreckage,
and rammed the end of the table leg
into Con’s stomach. The rush car-
ried him out the door. He caught a
glimpse of Milt climbing in the win-
dow, smashed him on the back of
the neck, knocking him all the way
in, followed him inside, hit him over
the head, and looked around.

140

Con was stretched out by the
door. Milt was stretched out by the
window. Bergen glanced outside.
The woman was leaning against the
porch post of the next cabin, watch-
ing him.

From one of the tall circular
mounds in the field, a column of
marching insects was winding out
across the field, its far end nowhere
in sight. Bergen stepped out on the
porch, and looked all around.

When he glanced” back, the
woman was standing about six feet
away, smiling. Her eyes had a
glazed look.

“Honey,” she
swayed toward him.

Bergen uneasily stepped back.

From somewhere came a pecu-
liar rustling. He looked around, to
see that the ribbon of insects issuing
from the mound in the field had
changed direction, and was ap-
proaching the cabins in a wide lane.
As he watched, the insects burst out
of the grass onto the porch.

The woman looked
screamed, and fainted.

Bergen swore, heaved her onto
his shoulder, and stumbled toward
the next cabin. The rustling con-
tinued, apparently all around him,
and he saw another wide line of
insects pour onto the porch of the
cabin in front of him.

A faint shadow swung across the
side of the cabin in front of him.

Bergen whirled and strode to-
ward the edge of the field. For a
moment, his thinking processes

breathed, and

around,
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were almost blotted out by the re-
alization of what must be happen-
ing to the unconscious men in the
cabin. But there was nothing he
could do about it.

Meanwhile, as his thoughts dwelt
on this, the shadow he’d briefly
noticed streaked fast across the
field, there was a rush of wind,
sharp talons sank in at the base of
his neck and left shoulder, there
was an agonizing wrench, and then
the ground was falling away, the
woman lying on the ground looking
blankly up at him, huge leathery
wings creaking around him, and he
was carried up, and up, to hover
high over a large stained boulder,
and then he was let go.

There was a terrific concussion.

Bergen dazedly opened his eyes.

The colonel was standing by the
cot. He beamed. “I had my doubts
for a while there. But you made it.”

Bergen sat up dizzily. He took a
deep breath. “Your mind has to be
always on the problem, doesn’t it?
You have to keep looking for a
chance, an opening, and be poised
to take advantage of it.”

“Let’s say,” said the colonel,
“that there’s a certain hard-to-
define attitude you have to attain, a
certain frame of mind. In the other
tests, it was incidental, though lack
of it would finish you in time. In
this test, it was central. Self-pity,
complaining, prolonged indecision,
fear, dread, any of a number of dis-
tractions would finish you in short
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order. The test was programmed to
keep the crises coming at you faster
and faster. You bungled the first
part, but once you straightened out
you did well. We’re proud of you.”

Bergen felt the heady flush of
victory. He had succeeded. He had
outwitted the stockade.

The colonel gripped his hand,
then turned toward the hatch. “Fol-
low me, my boy, and we’ll get you
your outfit. Then you can begin
training immediately.” He led the
way out through a storeroom filled
with temporarily paralyzed gorillas,
alligators, grizzly bears, and other
assorted tools-of-the-trade.

To make conversation as he
passed through this place, Bergen
remarked, “It’ll be a relief to get to
work. That’s the roughest entrance
exam I've ever heard of.”

“Oh, sure,” said the colonel,
brushing aside a sack full of coral
snakes. “But we have to make the
process of selection tough, so you
can survive the training.” He gave
Bergen a look of fatherly pride.
“The time will come, my boy, when
you’ll look back on these admission
tests and smile.”

The colonel stepped out into the
corridor.

A chill passed through Bergen
as he followed.

As he trailed the colonel down
the hall, now a full-fledged recruit
in the Interstellar Patrol, a little
question occurred to Bergen:

“Just what was so bad about the
stockade?” ®
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Supervisor Lee Chang Chu said,
“But Sid, are you sure? I have never
approved of personal assassina-
tion.”

Sidney Jakes, of Section G, Bu-
reau of Investigation, Department
of Justice, Commissariat of Inter-
planetary Affairs, of United Plan-
ets, was less than his exuberant self.
His face was as unhappy as his col-
league’s. “There’s no alternative,
Lee Chang. This is the third troupe
we’ve had swallowed up in the maw
of El Primero’s goonies. He’s built
a police state unknown since Adolf
the Aryan’s under Himmler. We’ve
got to get rid of him.”

She was less than convinced.
“Why the immediacy? Suppose it
came out? The reputation of Sec-
tion G is already so high that if
something like this . . .”

Sid Jakes was making negative
motions with a forefinger to inter-
rupt her. “That’s the point. This
Michael Ortega, El Primero of the
planet Doria, has our number and is
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The trouble with launching an
assassin is that the situation
may change between the time
your deadly missile is launched
and its arrival. Then the assas-
sin may be as hard to recall as
an ICBM!
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using it in an attempt to club us
over the head. Commissioner Me-
taxa made a big mistake when he
revealed to so many chiefs of state
the true nature of United Planets.
That the basic raison d’étre of our
organization is to push scientific, in-
dustrial, and socioeconomic prog-
ress, no matter what institutions
might stand in the way. Too many
were allowed into the secret. Some,
evidently leaked it.”

The diminutive Chinese woman
—more a girl, in physical appear-
ance—shifted her slight, cheong-
sam clad figure in her chair. “But
what is he doing?”

Sid Jakes grunted disgust. “Seem-
ingly not much. He invokes Article
One of the United Planets. The
United Planets organization shall
take no steps to interfere with the
internal political, socioeconomic or
religious institutions of its member
planets. And he threatens, if we
persist in opposing his policies, to
pull out of UP, and, further, to re-
veal to the total membership of the
confederation the fact that Section
G, in particular, has been subvert-
ing the institutions of the more
backward worlds.”

“I'm not up on Doria. What are
the particular institutions stymieing
progress there?”

“A personal dictatorship inter-
ested in maintaining the status quo
at any price.”

Lee Chang said, in protest, “We
have many tyrannies in UP. Reli-
gious hierarchies, industrial feu-
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dalism, matriarchies, patriarchies
andsoon...”

Sid Jakes was waggling his finger
at her again. “Not like this. He’s
comparable to Russia’s Stalin, to
the Dominican Republic’s Trujillo,
back in the twentieth century.”

A frown on Lee Chang’s face was
a gentle thing. She said, “I've heard
of Stalin, of course.”

“Trujillo. Rafael Trujillo,” Sid
Jakes said impatiently. “Trained by
the U.S. Marines in the days when
at the drop of a sombrero, the ma-
rines landed in any Latin American
country that didn’t toe the United
States mark. Back in the 1920s
when the marines were making the
world safe for those who had them.”
He snorted amusement, the usual
Sid Jakes showing face for a mo-
ment. “With American backing, he
seized power in 1930 and held onto
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it until he was shot in 1961. During
those thirty years he ruled abso-
lutely for himself, his family, and a
small circle of associates. He milked
his little country dry. Finally, even
the American elements that had
originally supported him, got fed
up. But he lasted more than a gen-
eration, Lee Chang. We can’t afford
to have Ortega do the same.”

Lee Chang Chu looked unhappily
and unseeingly about the Octagon
office in which they sat. She said,
at last, “But assassination. My ex-
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perience has been that it seldom ac-
complishes the desired. Take the
Grand Duke Ferdinand. The South
Slavonian patriots who shot him,
there on the streets of Sarajevo,
hardly expected his death to pre-
cipitate the First World War. Take
Philip of Macedon, an extremely
capable organizer, cut down in his
capital. The result? Alexander, his
son, evidently a god in physical ap-
pearance but no great brain, ram-
paged through the civilized world
with Philip’s army, butchering mil-
lions in building his empire. And
what happened to it on his drunken
death? It fell apart, and for genera-
tions his generals and their sons,
and their sons, fought it out, de-
stroying Greece and the Near East
to the point that the stolid Romans
were able to take over.”

“Two examples,” Sid Jakes gri-
maced.

Lee Chang said softly, “The most
famous lynching of all time didn’t
accomplish that which was desired.
That is the silencing of the teach-
ings of the Rebel.”

Sid Jakes looked at her in specula-
tion. His own voice was impatient.
“Are you so sure? I assume you re-
fer to the troubles in Jerusalem.
True enough, His name went on,
but did His teachings? Assuming He
had original teachings, which has
been debated.”

Lee Chang frowned. “The Ser-
mon on. the Mount went on, even
though He died.”

“There is nothing original in that
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sermon. It is all to be found in the
writings of the latter prophets in the
Old Testament. I was referring to
original teachings. If He had any,
they were soon forgotten, or’—he
twisted his mouth cynically—*“de-
liberately suppressed by those who
called themselves followers, but
who had their own axes to grind.”

“But. . . the Golden Rule.”

“Ye Gods, you babe in the
woods,” Jake snorted. “The Golden
Rule hardly originated with Joshua
of Nazareth. There hasn’t been a
religion, a holy man or even a phi-
losopher, who hasn’t stated that bit
of truth, down through the ages.”
He turned grimly serious. “There’s
no use arguing, Lee Chang. El
Primero must go. We can’t allow
him to hang on for a generation or
two. Doria is crucial in the eco-
nomic development of United Plan-
ets. We can’t have this ruling hier-
archy, headed by Ortega, continue
to drag their heels. We need an as-
sassin. You say we have one in this
Special Talents group of yours?”

“Yes, we have one,” Lee Chang
Chu said lowly. She came to her
feet, preparatory to leaving.

Sid said, “Send him in. We've
lost too many good operatives on
Doria. El Primero has got to go.”

She hesitated before turning to
leave. “Any word from Ronald?”

Again his face was empty. “No.
We can’t raise him. Ronny Bron-
ston, nor any of his troupe. We can
only assume the secret police got to
him, Lee Chang.”
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Her words were so low as hardly
to be heard. “I see. I'll send Sam in,
Citizen Jakes.”

“Sam?”

“The assassin you wanted.”

At the knock on his partly ajar
door, Sid Jakes called, “Come in,
come in! It’s open. It’s always
open!” He looked up expectantly.

And frowned.

The little man said, hesitantly,
“Citizen Jakes?”

Sid Jakes said: “Ah, come in.
Take a chair. Excuse me for a
minute.”

While the colorless newcomer
found himself a seat and settled
down, hands in lap, Sid Jakes flicked
on his orderbox.

“Irene,” he complained. “Didn’t
I tell you I was expecting a top
priority . . .”

The box squawked and Sid Jakes
flinched. He grinned. “All right, all
right, I love you, too. But the thing
is, I'm sure this”—he looked over
at the newcomer—*"“ah, gentleman,
has something very important. If he
got past you, it must be something
important. However, I'm momen-
tarily expecting one of Lee Chang’s
new Special Talents agents and . . .”

The orderbox squawked.

Sid Jakes did a double take.

He switched off the .interoffice
communicator and said accusingly,
“You’re Sam?”

The other flushed embarrassment
and nodded.

Sid Jakes closed his eyes for a
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long moment. His face worked
slightly. He shook his head. Finally,
it was as though something new had
occurred to him. He opened his eyes
again, hopefully.

He said, “Cosmetics and Ward-
robe have certainly done a fine job
on you, ah Citizen . . .”

“Goodboy,” the other squeaked.
He cleared his throat apologetically.

“I beg your pardon?” Sid Jakes
said.

“Goodboy,” the
“Samuel Goodboy.”

“Oh.” Sid Jakes said, forcing
heartiness into his voice. “Well, they
certainly did do a good job on you.
You’ll snake past the Dorian immi-
gration and police like . . .”

“Who?” the little man said.

other said.

Jakes looked at him. “Who
what?”
“Who did a good job on me?”

“The Wardrobe and Plastic Sur-
gery people over in the Department
of Dirty Tricks.”

Sam Goodboy looked at him
blankly.

Sid Jakes said, “Oh, no.”

It was the newcomer’s turn to
say, “I beg your pardon?”

“Never mind,” Jakes said pain-
fully. “Lee Chang is our most stute
recruiter. She’s never pulled a bad
fling yet.” He took in the other
again and repeated his last word.
“Yet.?

“Yes, sir,” Goodboy said apolo-
getically.

Jakes looked at him for a long
time, an element of bafflement
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there. Finally, he took a deep breath

and said, “All right, here’s the as-

signment.” Something came to him

and he said, “This is your first?”
$¥es.

“You’ve never even been on a
minor assignment, along with a
troupe of operatives? Something to,
well, kind of blood you?”’

“No, sir.” The little man swal-
lowed. “Supervisor Chu just signed
me up last week.”

“Last week! What kind of train-
ing’ve you been through?”

“Training?”

Sid Jakes counted down for a mo-
ment. Then, “Look, ah, Goodboy.
In the old days, it would take up to
five years to turn out a Section G
agent. A couple of years to locate a
potential with the required men-
tal and physical elements and espe-
cially the dedication.”

“Oh,” the other said in a wistful
sort of way. “I've got the dream.
The United Planets dream.”

The Section G higher-up ignored
him. “Then another three years of
training and apprentice level work.
Most didn’t make it. It took a lot to
become a full fledged agent, com-
plete with silver badge.”

“Oh, I've got a badge,” the other
said proudly. His hand fumbled
over his pockets. He frowned apolo-
getically. “I'm sure I had it right
here, somewhere.”

Sid Jakes closed his eyes again.
When he opened them the little fel-
low was displaying a bronze badge,
lettered simply Samuel Goodboy,
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Section G, Bureau of Investigation,
United Planets. It seemed to glow
in the small, inoffensive man’s hand.

“Who gave you that!”

“Why, Supervisor Chu.”

“Oh, she did. After recruiting
you only last week?”

The other nodded.

“Well, you can tell Supervi-
sor . ..” Sid Jakes broke it off. “No,
sir,” he said. “I won’t do it. She’s
sucked me in on others in this Spe-
cial Talents gang of hers. If Lee
Chang says you’re an assassin, I’ll
ride along with her until she takes a
Brody. She’s issued you a communi-
cator and a Model H gun?”

“No, I’'m afraid of guns.”

There was another lengthy si-
lence. Sid Jakes said, after a while,
“I get the feeling that I came into
this conversation half an hour too
late.”

Sam Goodboy said, “She didn’t
think I ought to take a Section G
communicator with me. Or any-
thing else they might detect. There’s
only one spaceport on Doria and
the police are ever so sharp about
detecting anything like a weapon,
or a cloak and dagger device such
as a Section G communicator.”

Sid grunted. “She’s right.” His
built-in optimism fought its way to
the surface. “Undoubtedly, that’s
where your special talent comes in.
You’ve got a better way of assassi-
nating El Primero than with a gun.
But we’ll get to that later. First, let
me give you a rundown on the as-
signment.” :
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He settled back in his chair.
“Down through the ages, we’ve al-
ways had assassins. In the past, no
man in power could adequately de-
fend himself against a really dedi-
cated assassin. The very term comes
from an organization which, high
on Indian hemp, pulled off some of
the most notable political killings
on record.” Jakes was warming to
his tale. “The story is told that Rich-
ard the Lion Heart was first in-
clined to give Hasan Ben Sabbah,
the Old Man of the Mountain, and
head of the assassin sect, a hard
time. But when he awoke one
morning, there was a knife on the
pillow next to him. He doubled his
guard, but the next morning, there
was another knife. In a rage, he
again doubled his security. And the
next morning, another knife. Rich-
ard made his peace with Hasan Ben
Sabbah.”

“Yes, sir,” the other said, as
though encouragingly.

“Then there were the Nihilists of
Russia; at least, some of them, one
wing of the organization. They
were convinced they could scare the
aristocracy into granting reforms.
They were wrong, for various rea-
sons, but they tried. They thought

that individuals were at the root of
Russia’s evils. They pulled off some
noteworthy assassinations, some-
times blowing up whole trains to
get a Czar or a Grand Duke.”

Sid Jakes shook his head. “No. In
the past, a political figure had no
chance against a determined, or-

Ps? Assassin

ganized group which wished to
assassinate him. Even individuals
could pull it off, given determina-
tion, since a political figure could
not avoid the public. To maintain
himself, he had to show. Take the
American presidents, for example.
Lincoln, at a theatre, killed by a
single man—Booth. McKinley,
again in public, shaking hands with
a long lire of people. The anarchist,
Czolgosz, approached with his hand
supposedly in a bandage, actually
concealinig a gun. The first Ken-
nedy, driving in a procession; once
again, killed by an individual.”

Sam (Goodboy said, “Yes, sir.
You make your point.” He cleared
his throat. “Ah, what is your point?”’

Sid Jalces scowled at him. How in
the nam: of Holy Jumping Zen
could Lez Chang have ever turned
up this yoke in the name of recruit-
ing Section G operatives?

However, he went on. “The point
is that almost invariably, before, the
ruler, the victim of assassination,
was got to by the assassin while ap-
pearing in public, a thing he could
not avoid.” He paused. “Today, it is
no longer necessary. Since the ad-
vent of radio and especially televi-
sion, centuries ago, and now Tri-Di,
the public figure no longer need ap-
pear in person to the people. And
politicians, and those in power in
general, soon found it out. Until,
today, such potential victims of the
assassin as El Primero, never, but
never, leave the security of their
quarters.”
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Sam Goodboy nodded, and tried
to project earnest intelligence, fail-
ing miserably.

Sid Jakes said, “El Primero’s de-
fense is as strong as any the human
race has ever seen. If our informa-
tion is correct, he has a method,
utilizing brain surgery and psyche-
dilic drugs, of insuring the faithful-
ness of his bodyguard and those
connected with his security. They
are incapable of being seduced by
his enemies, incapable of betraying
him. The first troupe we sent to un-
dermine his regime, made that mis-
take.”

Sam swallowed. “He had them
shot?”

“No. He had them treated. After
spilling everything they knew about
Section G and the workings of
United Planets, they became mem-
bers of his bodyguard and hold that
position now.”

HOh2

“So we sent in another troupe.
This one with orders to bring El
Primero down, whatever. They de-
cided to get him from a distance
and set up some special weapons
from the Department of Dirty
Tricks.”

“And?”

“The first troupe, now faithful
members of Michael Ortega’s body-
guard, knew all about such special
weapons. The second group was
captured by the first and became
part of his bodyguard, too.”

Sam winced. “You said that three
troupes preceded me.”
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“Yes. We finally went the whole
hog and sent three of our top men,
headed by Ronny Bronston, our
best field man. We lost communica-
tion with them last week.”

“And?”

“And assume they’re either dead
or now part of El Primero’s body-
guard, completely devoted to him.”
Sid Jakes let a flash of his charac-
teristic humor, albeit a bit on the
sour side, come through. “So now,
after the expenditure of ten of our
veteran agents, we have you, Sam.
With one week of seniority to your
credit.”

“Yes, sir,” Sam said, coopera-
tively.

“And now, would you mind tell-
ing me just what this neat trick of
yours is? Why it was that Lee Chang
made you an agent after only one
week of, uh, training?”

“Yes, sir. My special talent is I
can kill people.” He cleared his
throat. “People, or anything else.”

“How?” Sid Jakes blurted.

“I think them to death.”

Lee Chang Chu, her small feet
twinkling in the ages old shuffle of
the Chinese woman, burst into the
office of Irene Kasansky, secretary
extraordinary of Ross Metaxa,
Commissioner of Section G.

Irene looked up from her banks
of orderboxes, her switches and
buttons. The dourness faded from
her harried face. Supervisor Chu
was one of the very few in the de-
partment who was immune from
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the acid of Irene Kasansky. She be-
gan a greeting but Lee Chang, her
face pale, snapped, “I've got to see
the Commissioner.”

The other had never heard that
particular tone of voice from: the
Chinese operative before. She said
into one of her orderboxes, “Shut
up, I'll call you back.” She looked
up at Lee Chang again. “The Com-
missioner is in conference but . . .”

The feminine supervisor was
sweeping past. “With Jakes?”

“Yes, but .. .” Irene’s voice
rose. “You can’t go in there now. I
had definite orders that . . .”

But Lee Chang was past her and
through the door to the sanctum
sanctorum. Irene Kasansky stared
after her. She caught herself, flicked
a switch and bit out, “Commission-
er, I told you. You’ve put too much
on poor Lee Chang. She’s obviously
gone drivel-happy and . . .”

Ross Metaxa looked up, taken
aback as his only female supervisor
darted in the door, unannounced.
He was a middle-aged man, sloppy
of dress, weary of expression—but
he was a disciplinarian,

Across from him, Sid Jakes
lounged, hands in trouser pockets.
His eyebrows went up as well. He
grinned. “That’s what I like about
this department,” he chortled. “In-
formality.”

“Shut up, you laughing hyena,”
Metaxa growled. He glowered at
Lee Chang. “What’d you think this
is, the ladies’ room? What’s the idea
of bursting in . . .”

Psi Assassin

She ignored him, snapped at Sid
Jakes, “Where’s Sam?”

“Easy, easy,” Sid said soothingly.
“I took your word for it. Well, not
exactly. I made him demonstrate.
You know, he killed that fern I had
in my office at twenty paces.” He
grinned and looked over at his supe-
rior. “Just by concentrating on it.
How’s that for a secret weapon?
Neat trick, eh?”

Ross Metaxa looked from one of
them to the other. “What are you
two yokes blithering about?”

Lee Chang still ignored the Com-
missioner of Section G. She said,
her voice in agony, to Sid Jakes,
“Where’s Sam Goodboy?”

Sid Jakes didn’t understand as
yet. “I tested him still further, with
a chimp from the zoo. A chimpan-
zee at half a mile distance. One min-
ute he was as chipper as . . .”

“Where’s Sam Goodboy!”

Jakes broke it off. Both he and
Ross Metaxa stared at the diminu-
tive Section G supervisor.

Sid said, “Why, he’s on his as-
signment to Doria. He’s on his way.
I had him shuttle over to Nuevo
Albuquerque yesterday. By now,
he’s on his way.”

“Get in contact,
Order him back!”

“Order him back?” Jakes said
plaintively. “You’re the one recom-
mended him. He’s gone to crisp old
El Primero. Couldn’t happen to a
nicer cloddy. I can’t get in touch
with him. He has no communica-
tor. If he had one, the secret po-

immediately!
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lice’d detect it. He’s on his own.”

Metaxa roared, “What is going
on here?”

Lee Chang sank into a chair, thin
shoulders slumped. She said, “Ron-
ny Bronston broke silence.”

“Broke silence,” Metaxa said.
“We haven’t heard from him for
atleast . . .” :

She looked up wearily, “Don’t
you see what must have happened?
The agents who were captured and
treated by Ortega’s police—they
had communicators. Doria’s scien-
tists aren’t cloddies. They’ve obvi-
ously been able to analyze the sub-
space band utilized. In other words,
tune in on our communications.
Ronny must have found out and
discontinued calling us.”

Sid Jakes said, “He could have
used code.”

“Any code is breakable, especial-
ly by the stutes on police state
worlds. They devote any given
amount of time to such items.”

Ross Metaxa was scowling again.
He reached into a desk drawer and
brought forth a squat brown bottle
and a glass. He didn’t offer any of
the clear liquid the bottle contained
to his subordinates, knowing better.
He knocked a jolt back over his
palate, then growled, “Then why’d
he break silence now?”

There was an embarrassed ele-
ment in Lee Chang’s voice. She
said, “We . . . that is, in our, uh,
personal relationship. Well, for
amusement, I taught him a few
words of Mandarin.”
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“Mandarin?” Sid Jakes queried.

She looked at him. “Chinese. It’s
a dead language everywhere except
on Han, the planet of my birth.”

“Oh,” Sid said. Then the meaning
came home to him. He laughed.
“Chinese. Their cryptograph people
would have their work cut out de-
ciphering that. What’d Ronny say?”

“He only has a few words. A
very few.” She looked down at a
note she held in a small hand. “He
said . . .” for a moment her voice
broke. She took a deep breath and
started again. “He said, ‘Me take
Number One . . . Me change face
... Me Number One.””

They bug-eyed her, speechlessly.

Her eyes went from one to the
other, in desperation. “Don’t you
see? Somehow, somehow, Ronny
has pulled off the biggest romp of
his career. He’s kidnapped Michael
Ortega. Somehow, somehow. He’s
evidently undergone plastic surgery.
Somehow, somehow, he’s taken El
Primero’s place.”

Metaxa said hoarsely, “Did he
say anything else?”

“Yes. The rest of the message
was, ‘Me make big talk . . . No
more Number One.””

Sid Jakes who had been sitting
erect in unwonted fashion, said ex-
citedly, “He’s going to address the
whole planet. All of Doria. Make
some sort of announcement. Free
elections or something.”

“Impossible,” Metaxa rumbled.
“Fantastic.” He glared at Lee
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Chang. “How do you know it was
really Ronny?” :

“Who else on Doria would know
Mandarin, or, even if they did,
know enough to beam a message to
Section G in that tongue?”

“Kidnap El Primero?” Sid Jakes
said in second thought. “What kind
of curd is that? We all know he’s
the most security conscious dictator
in United Planets. How could you
ever kidnap the funker, not to speak
of substituting someone else in his
place?”

Lee Chang looked at him
strangely. “I can think of only one
possibility. According to our dossier
on Michael Ortega, he has one
Achilles’ heel. Remember Svetlana
Alliluyeva? Or, better, Svetlana Sta-
lin?”

Sid Jakes bothered to shake his
head. Metaxa poured himself an-
other drink of Denebian tequila and
waited for her to go on.

“The only person Joseph Stalin
evidently ever really cared for,”
Lee Chang said. “His daughter and
one of the very few relatives, friends
and associates that long survived
him. Well, from what I hear, Mi-
chael Ortega has the equivalent in
Concha Ortega.”

Metaxa growled, “What’s this got
to do with Bronston and his taking
over the position of El Primero?”

Lee Chang made a feminine
move. “It wouldn’t be the first time
~our quiet, unassuming Ronald has
made his mark with the ladies. Re-
member Amazonia?”’

Psi Assassin

Sid laughed suddenly. “So one of
our teams tried to bribe El Pri-
mero’s guards. The second troupe
tried to blow him up from a dis-
tance. But Ronny turns on the
Bronston charm and .. .” Sid
Jakes ground to a halt. “Holy jump-
ing Zen,” he yelped. “Sam Good-
boy. He’s zeroing-in on Ronny!”

Ross Metaxa spun in his chair
and blurted into his orderbox,
“Irene! Sam Goodboy, a new agent.
On assignment to Doria. What'’s his
cover?”

Lee Chang and Sid Jakes failed
to make out the answer.

Metaxa snapped, “Find out, soon-
est. A mistake has been made. He’s
on assignment to kill Ronny Brons-
ton.”

FAnd-w2. =he 5. mever i
fails . . .” Lee Chang added lowly.

“And he never fails,” Metaxa re-
peated into the interoffice com-
municator.

For a moment, Irene Kasansky
held silence, then she said, the rasp
gone from her voice, “I didn’t han-
dle Goodboy’s cover. I'll check im-
mediately.”

Metaxa looked back at his two
top supervisors.

Sid Jakes chortled, “Get that sud-
den change in voice. Irene’s sugar
on our Ronny.”

Metaxa glared at him, but then
turned his eyes to Lee Chang.
“What'd you mean he never fails?”
he demanded sourly. “Anybody can
fail, no matter how proficient. Cer-
tainly, professional killers can.”
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Lee Chang was shaking her head.
“Ross . . . this one doesn’t use
weapons. He’s one of my Special
Talent recruits.”

Her superior looked at her blank-
ly. “You mean judo or one of those
other-old":". .”

She was still shaking her head.
“He doesn’t know how he does it.”
She added, as though that ex-
plained everything, “He comes from
the planet Rubata.”

“Rubata!” Jakes snorted. “Those
crackpots.”

She turned to him, frowning
again. “If you will.” She went back
to Metaxa. “You’ll recall the planet
originally colonized by would-be
witches, spiritualists, psi adepts, or
would-be adepts, so forth and so
on?”

“Vaguely,” Metaxa growled. “As
Sid says, crackpots.”

Lee Chang shrugged prettily. “T
would have said the same, until I
began my search for special talents
to recruit for Section G. Quite a
few of them have come from Ru-
bata. I don’t pretend to explain;
however, few would deny that down
through the ages the human race
has thrown some, well, out of the
ordinary persons. Do you deny, for
instance, that occasionally a human
turns up with total recall? That oth-
ers have the ability to do mathe-
matical problems in their heads that
put computers to shame? I am not
mentioning such oft recorded phe-
nomena as telepathy, clairvoyance
and even precognition.”
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“All right,” Metaxa growled. “So
from time to time offbeat talents
have shown. I'll accept that, in a
limited way. What’s it got to do
with this Sam Goodboy?”

“The original colonists of Rubata
numbered but a few thousands,”
Lee Chang pursued. “However,
they bred—with each other.” She
shrugged again. “Not only did the
posterity continue and strengthen
the as-you-say, offbeat talents, but
evolved some new ones. Among the
original colonists were witch doctors
and libans, sorcerers and wizards,
hex doctors and shamanists, practi-
tioners of black magic, of voodoo,
of the left hand path. Admittedly,
as Sid has put it, largely crackpots.
But you can’t explain away, with
that term alone, all the evidence
that has come down to us through
the ages of such items as bantu
witchmen, voodoo priests and hex
doctors killing persons through their

. special talents. At any rate,
Sam’s own belief is that he numbers
at least several of these among his
ancestors, not to speak of telepaths,
clairvoyants and so forth. The thing
is, this talent of his works.”

The orderbox spoke up. Irene
said, “Commissioner, I've tracked
down Goodboy’s cover. He’s going
in as a tourist. Doria makes a play
for tourism, it’s supposed to be very
scenic.”

“All right, all right. How’s he get-
ting there? We’ll have to contact
him on his ship.”

“He’s on the Space Passenger
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Freighter Mola.” She hesitated,
then added, “Commissioner, it’s a
Dorian spacecraft.”

“That doesn’t make any differ-
ence. We’ll contact him in our own
code.”

Lee Chang said emptily, “He
isn’t checked out on Section G code,
Commissioner. Even if he was,
Dorian security is familiar with our
codes. Remember, they number two
of our former troupes in their se-
cret police.”

Sid Jakes was on his feet. He bent
over the orderbox. “Irene,” he
snapped. “Get a move on. Arrange-
ments for Supervisor Chu and me
to depart soonest for Doria. If nec-
essary, requisition a Space Forces
four-manner.”

Ross Metaxa scowled at him.
“We can’t risk your neck on a drivel-
happy romp like this.”

Jakes looked at him bleakly.
“Ronny Bronston is my best field
man, Ross. On top of that, Doria is
the biggest sore thumb in United
Planets right now. If that planet
spills all it knows about the inner
workings of Section G, then the
member planets will drop out of UP
like dandruff.”

Lee Chang was standing as well.
“I'll get ready,” she said.

The trip was an agony.

They were lobbed over to Nuevo
Albuquerque to the spaceport. And
jittered while waiting for the small
Space Forces craft which had to be
recalled from Calisto.

Psi Assassin

“Isn’t there any way this could be
speeded up?”’ Lee Chang mur-
mured, knowing as well as her col-
league that there wasn’t.

Sid Jakes looked at her in under-
standing. “There is no speed in un-
derspace, Lee Chang. Before enter-
ing it, yes; after leaving it, yes. But
in underspace, there is no speed.
The most sluggish freighter gets
there as fast as the nattiest Space
Forces one-man scout.”

“Sam’ll be on Doria two days be-
fore we arrive, then.”

He didn’t bother to answer that.

They spent most of their time on
the Gremlin in the tiny mess. They
tried to play battle chess to kill the
time, but couldn’t concentrate.
They sought out the ship’s small li-
brary and played tapes, but only the
lightest fictional things would come
through. And even then they were
hard put to follow the story line.

They must have been halfway
when Lee Chang blurted, “Why?
Why is it that after all these cen-
turies of supposed civilization we
wind up with such worlds as Doria?
Why should there be a need for a
Section G, to try and contain such
planets? How did they ever evolve?
How can man be so stupid?”

Sid Jakes grinned sourly. “You
know the answer as well as I.
Weren’t you born in a commune, on
the planet Han, settled by disgrun-
tled followers of . . . what was his
name?”

“Mao,” Lee Chang murmured
unhappily.
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Sid Jakes grunted amusement.
“The pioneers in space travel must
never have dreamed of the method
by which the suitable worlds even-
tually would be colonized. Once the
basic breakthroughs were made, we
took to space like an eruption of
lemmings. Every religious sect, ev-
ery socioeconomic system group,
every race that thought it wasn’t
getting a fair shake on Mother
Earth, took off seeking its own ver-
sion of Utopia.” He chortled. “It
was bad enough when outfits such
as the anarchists settled their own
planet, but you know one that I ran
into the other day?”

She looked at him. Anything to
divert her mind.

He laughed ruefully. “A couple
of thousand colonists with 1.Q.’s of
less than one hundred. They figured
they were a minority, had to take
too much jetsam. So they’ve found
their own world. Refuse to join
United Planets, by the way.”

Lee Chang’s face mirrored the
nearest thing to a scowl of which it
was capable. “But, Sid, what will
happen to them?”

He shrugged. “Who knows? Per-
haps they’ll go back to the Nean-
derthal. Or, who knows? Perhaps
the ruggedness of existence will be
such that they’ll breed up their
I.Q.’s. The fit will survive, the too
stupid go under. It’s the way the
race started.”

She returned to her point. “But
what I meant was, now that human-
ity is faced with a common danger,
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the intelligent alien life form that
we’ve finally come in contact with.
Why don’t we meet it together?”

Sid chuckled ruefully, and gave
up trying to look at the historical
fiction Tri-Di show they’d been
projecting. “Lee Chang, Lee Chang,
you dreamer. Man stops being a
thinking animal when you deal with
his institutions, his subconscious be-
liefs, his religion. The Christians
were willing to die in the arena be-
fore giving up their creed. The Az-
tecs fought it out, almost to the last
man, although Cortez daily offered
them surprisingly good terms, in
view of the fact they didn’t have a
chance. Hitler tried to the very last
to bring down the whole Third
Reich in flames, rather than surren-
der. Earlier in that same war, the
Russian communists slugged it out,
long, long after. the world thought
that the Wehrmacht had defeated
them.

“No, it’s a fallacy to think man
will give up his beliefs to meet a
danger. When the H-Bomb first
threatened universal destruction,
did man patch up his politico-eco-
nomic difficulties? Better dead than
red, was one slogan, and the other
side had just as strong ones. When
the population explosion threatened
to lead to complete chaos, did the
old religions, the old institutions, in
such lands as Europe and India
change? Not by a long shot. Man is
at his most stubborn when his re-
ligious, political or socioeconomic
beliefs need change.”
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She sighed deeply and her eyes
went back to the Tri-Di stage.

They were met at the Doria
spaceport by what would have been
described as an honor guard of
twenty men. They hardly had any
illusions. Before landing, the ensign
who skippered the four-man crew
of the little Gremlin had been re-
quired to state the purpose of the
set down, and to enumerate the
passengers who expected to disem-
bark. They had made no effort to
disguise their identities, if for no
other reason than that there had
been no time to improvise a cover,
had that been possible, considering
the craft in which they had arrived.

The guard snapped to attention,
presented arms, as Lee Chang Chu
and Sid Jakes emerged from the
United Planets Space Forces ship.

A nattily uniformed officer ap-
proached and came to the salute.
“Supervisor Jakes, Supervisor Chu,”
he clipped out. “Welcome to Doria.”

Sid Jakes grinned at him, rueful-
ly. “Hi, Desmond.” He held out a
hand.

The other hesitated, then shook.
“It’s been a long time, Sid.”

Sid Jakes turned to Lee Chang.
“You know each other?”

Desmond bowed over her hand.
“We operated in different sections,
but I have heard a great deal of
Supervisor Chu.”

Lee Chang
“Thank you.”

Sid Jakes chuckled. “We hardly

said demurely,

Psi Assassin

expected quite this reception, Des-
mond. How are the rest of the
boys?”

The other was a man in his mid-
thirties. Healthy; at least on the sur-
face, adjusted and at ease. His eyes
were as clear as those of his former
superior. He smiled, a faint mock-
ing quality in the background. “Like
myself. For the first time in life,
really happy and at peace with
themselves. Doria is a great planet,
Sid.”

The smile on Sid Jakes’s face
faded. He said, his voice slightly
tight. “Nothing like being coked up
to make the world rosy.”

But the now Dorian security of-
ficer only laughed. “If you don’t un-
derstand it, Sid, don’t knock it.
Somebody wrote once that censors
were mostly illiterates. Suffice to
say, that we former Section G
agents, now serving El Primero, are
considerably happier than we were
taking orders from Ross Metaxa
and trying to live up to the way he
thought things ought to be.”

Sid said snappishly, “And does El
Primero needle himself with the
same happy dust he gives you?”

There was the most distant of
glints in the other’s eye, but he said,
still pleasantly, “Sid, you remind me
of those fat old ladies I saw de-
picted on a historical fiction Tri-Di
show not so long ago. They be-
longed to an outfit called the
WCTU, an anti-alcohol organiza-
tion. They’d beat the drums against
drinking guzzle and then after the
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meeting serve refreshments of
cakes, cookies, pies, candy and well
sweetened lemonade or tea. I
imagine nobody ever got around to
telling them that alcohol and sugar
do much the same thing in the hu-
man body. After the meeting, they’d
go home and lie around, eating
chocolates and fouling up their
health by going to lard.”

Lee Chang said mildly, “There
are some small differences between
guzzle and candy.”

Desmond looked at her. If he had
lost any of his composure, he had
regained it now. He said, “Either,
taken moderately, won’t hurt you.
Either taken in access, can jetsam
up your health, irreparably.” He
switched the subject. “May I ask
that you accompany me to Inter-
rogation? Formality, upon landing
on Doria.”

They followed. A noncommis-
sioned officer bit out a command
and the guard very briskly wheeled
and fell in behind.

At the edge of the field, they en-
tered an attractive administration
building and, now followed only by
the noncom and two of his men,
proceeded down a short hall to a
door lettered, in small, simple gold
type, Interrogation.

The room beyond was most com-
fortably furnished. A desk, several
comfortable chairs, a small bar in a
corner.

The ex-Section G agent went
through the formalities, held a
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chair for Lee Chang, offered them
both a drink, which they refused in
view of the morning hour. He finally
took his place behind the desk. The
two soldiers had remained outside
the door. The noncom had entered
behind them and stood to one side,
his face expressionless; however, his
side arm was in a quick-draw
holster.

Sid Jakes said testily, “You had
the last word on that WCTU thing,
that, ‘if you don’t comprehend it,
don’t knock it,” routine, Would you
mind elaborating?”

“Not- at all,” Desmond smiled.
“You’ve got the United Planets
dream, Jakes. I've got the Dorian
dream. It’s an easier dream. All we
want on Doria is to be left alone,
and leave others alone, including
any bogeyman alien life forms.
You're patriotic—the old term. You
come from Earth, the mother planet.
You bleed for Earth and want to im-
pose on all the rest of the humanity
settled planets, the things that Earth
stands for. To accomplish this, you
beat the drums about the need to
unite against an alien foe. It’s a new
takeoff on the old Roman adage, if
you have trouble at home, stir up
war abroad.”

“You think patriotism is stupid?”

Desmond smiled still once again.
“It’s according to what epoch you’re
living in. In early society, it was a
necessity if the tribe—or later the
city-state—was to survive. But in
late society, if indulged in, it meant
suicide for the whole race.”
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Lee Chang said hesitantly, “I
don’t believe I follow that.”

The Dorian security officer
looked at her and nodded. “In the
old days, before man left his home
world, you had a multitude of na-
tions. A man would say, I'm proud
to be an Englishman. God save the
king. I'm patriotic. I'd die for Eng-
land.” And he often did. Why was
he proud to be an Englishman? He
hadn’t done anything to achieve
that status. By an accident of fate,
he had parents who were living in
England at the time of his birth. Had
he been born in India, he could
then have been proud of being an
Indian, and willing to kill other na-
tionalities—including English—in
the name of patriotism. It particu-
larly became nonsense, after the ad-
vent of nuclear fission.”

He waved a hand negatively.
“Patriotism belongs to the child-
hood of the species. But let us get to
the point. The purpose of your
landing on Doria. In view of your
offices 5

Sid Jakes said, “I’ll be glad to tell
you all about it.”

Desmond nodded. “Do you mind
if I put a truth beam on you?”

Sid Jakes hesitated only momen-
tarily. “Of course not.”

A light, centered on the desk, lit
up, white.

Desmond said, “In the way of
test: Are you opposed to the gov-
ernment of El Primero?”

“Yes,” Sid said.

The light burned green.

Psi Assassin

“Do you think Supervisor Lee
Chang Chu an ugly woman?”

Sid grinned. “Yes,” he said. “Very
ugly.”

The light burned red. Both Des-
mond and Lee Chang smiled.

Desmond said, “Have you
stopped beating your mother?”

Sid chuckled. “Well, yes and no,”
he said.

The light remained white.

Desmond said, his voice sharper
now, “What is the purpose of your
visit to Doria?”

“To apprehend a killer and re-
turn with him to Earth.”

The Dorian security officer’s eyes
widened infinitesimally, and he
darted a glance at the light which
turned green.

“Where did the killer come
from?”

“Earth.” The light was green.

“Did he come here to kill some-
one?”

“Yes.” The light was green.

“Who?”

Sid Jakes said, very slowly, “El
Primero. Michael Ortega.”

The other was suddenly on his
feet, his face chalk, his voice shrill.
“That is impossible!”

Sid Jakes shook his head. “Do
you think that I, assistant to Com-
missioner Metaxa, would be here on
a mission less important?”

The other, his eyes bugging,
leaned over the desk, his fists sup-
porting him. “Section G has been
trying to destroy El Primero and
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his government. Do you contend
that now you are trying to prevent
him from being assassinated?”

Sid Jakes answered evenly. “Su-
pervisor Chu and I have come from
Earth to save the life of the present
El Primero.”

The light burned green.

The other stared at it, momen-
tarily, then brought his eyes back to
the Section G second-in-command.
“It is impossible to assassinate EIl
Primero. His security is impregna-
ble. Even now he is preparing to
address the entire population on a
matter of the utmost importance,
but he will never leave the palace
grounds.”

Lee Chang spoke softly. “Do you
think we are not familiar with all
this, Citizen? But no security can
thwart this killer.”

The light burned green, acknowl-
edging the truth of her statement.

The other slumped back in his
chair, his mouth working, a trickle
of saliva at its side.

“Sir!” the noncom said anxiously.

“Shut up!” his superior rasped.
Then to Jakes, “Who?”

Sid Jakes shook his head. “I must
have assurance that if and when we
apprehend him, we will be allowed
to return with him to Earth.”

“No! We of the Dorian police
will see to him!”

Sid Jakes shook his head again.
“This is not an ordinary assassin,
Desmond. You have not the time to
put pressure to bear on us. He may
strike momentarily. Your guaran-
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tee, sent in a subspace cable to the
Octagon, on Earth, that he will be
put in our custody, or we do not re-
veal his identity. Otherwise, I guar-
antee the present El Primero will
die shortly.”

The light burned green, and the
security officer, once again stared
unbelievingly at it.

Psycho-altered he might be, but
his reflexes were still the same as
those required, years before, when
his application as a Section G
trainee had been accepted. He
flicked on an orderbox.

“Crash priority! Clear channels
to Generalissimo Chavez!”

At the door of the room in the
tourist hotel, Sid Jakes turned to
the three security officers who were
escorting him and Lee Chang.

He said, “I suggest you remain
here, until we have dealt with him.
This is the most dangerous man in
all United Planets.”

Desmond said, “Our orders are
to cooperate with you to the ut-
most.”

Sid Jakes knocked and, without
waiting for an answer, flung open
the door. Lee Chang entered first.
They didn’t want to startle the oth-
er, and were aware that Sam Good-
boy knew her the best.

The drab little man was in the
process of seating himself before
the room’s Tri-Di stage. He looked
up in surprise. “Why, Supervisor
Chu!” he said. He blinked and his
eyes went in turn to Sid Jakes. Sid
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closed the door behind him, block-
ing the view of the security men
beyond.

Lee Chang blurted, “Sam! Ev-
erything has been changed! You
mustn’t kill El Primero.”

He looked at her blankly, and
then at Sid Jakes. He was aghast.
“But . . . butI have already killed
him.”

Lee Chang collapsed into a chair.
“Oh, no.”

For the briefest of moments, Sid
Jakes closed his eyes in pain. But
then he brought himself back to the
immediate reality. He snapped,
“The fat’s in the fire now. We’ve
got to rescue what we can. We've
got to get out of here, someway;
and back to the Gremlin. Ronny’s
gone, and there’s nothing we can do
about it.”

Sam Goodboy was looking back
and forth between them, his face in
dismay, ineffectual appearing as
never before. “I . . . I don’t under-
stand. I . . . I followed orders ex-
actly. I've never done this sort of
thing before. On my home planet, I
used to work occasionally for the
police. Some escaped killer, or
something like that.”

Sid’s eyes had been darting about
the room, looking for another exit.
There was none. He went to the
window and stared down. Four sto-
ries of smooth wall.

. “You killed the wrong man,” he
bit out.

“But .
man.”

. . I never kill the wrong

Psi Assassin

“One of our agents, Ronny
Bronston, somehow infiltrated the
palace and took Ortega’s place.”

“Oh, that,” Sam Goodboy said,
in relief.

“Oh that,” Lee Chang echoed.
“You’re talking about . . .”

“Oh, I didn’t kill Ronny,” Sam
explained seriously. “My orders
were to kill El Primero, not some-

body disguised as him. And just in

time, too. He had managed to es-
cape from where Ronny had him
locked up and was about to reor-
ganize his men to recapture the
palace. Oh, he’s very dead.”

The Tri-Di stage lit up, and there,
standing simply alone, garbed in a
Dorian enlisted man’s uniform,
without decoration, stood a strong
faced, domineering personality.

The three-dimension figure, life-
like, save in size, stared out at them
for a moment, then spoke. “Citizens
of Doria!” he began. “I have a most
important message.”

“There’s Ronny now,” Sam Good-
boy said in satisfaction.

Sid Jakes and Lee Chang stared
at him, turned and stared at the
Tri-Di figure, now fully launched
into its epic speech.

“How did you know!” Sid de-
manded.

The little man squirmed. “I don’t
know,” he said in apology. “It all
just kind of comes to me. But
I never make mistakes. I never kill
the wrong person. That would be
awful.” H
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THE ROAD TO “1984”

.

Another of those books that “isn’t
science fiction” slipped quietly by
most people early in the year. To
compound the confusion, most
bookstores and libraries considered
it a murder mystery, though the
murder is off-stage and implied—
until you look deeper, and discover
that the theme is the murder of hu-
man society in a country that is pre-
sumably Sweden, some time be-
tween now and the total regimenta-
tion of Orwell’s “1984.”

“The Thirty-First Floor,” by Pe-
ter Wahloo (Alfred A. Knopf, New
York; 1967; 207 pp.; $4.95) was
published in Sweden in 1964 and in
England last year; it has been trans-
lated from the Swedish by Joan
Tate, presumably for the English
edition. The author is a journalist,
radio and TV scriptwriter, novelist
and editor of a Swedish literary
magazine. Like other “mainstream”
writers before him, he is using the
mechanisms of science fiction to pro-
ject trends in our society a little way
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into the future. Because the time of
the story is closer to us than Orwell’s
1984, it is easier to see the shift to
merciless regimentation taking
place.

As the book begins, the managers
of a great publishing empire have
received a bomb threat. In retalia-
tion for a murder allegedly commit-
ted by the Company, their building
is to be destroyed. The police are
called in; they find no bomb, but
Chief Inspector Jensen is given a
week to find and arrest whoever
made the threat. For his own satis-
faction, he intends to find out wheth-
er there was indeed a hushed-up
murder.

As he prowls through the offices
of the publishing monarch, trailed
by a shadow, as he finds and talks
with one suspect after another, the
author paints the portrait of an al-
most totally homogenized society—
one in which “Marxism has been
fused with plutocracy” with deadly
results. There is no juvenile delin-
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quency, almost no adult crime ex-
cept drunkenness . . . and if there
were, it would not be mentioned
lest the people be stirred out of their
comfortable and convenient leth-
argy. Yet it is by no means com-
fortable by our standards; it is sim-
ply what they have become used to
—the dull, drab, decaying norm
from which no one dares or cares
to deviate. The public housing and
the high-rise apartments and town
house complexes which we are rais-
ing in our time have been allowed
to decay—and no one cares, or no-
tices.

Little by little Jensen discovers
the techniques by which bureau-
cracy and plutocracy have joined
forces to submerge dissidence and
keep society trundling quietly down-
hill into the hog-wallow. The key is
not government’s seizing the right of
censorship, but a publishing em-
pire’s building the ability to censor
what the people know, want and
think . . . indeed, to blot out the
power of independent thought by
steady, ruthless conditioning.

“Everywhere, points of view were
being pulled nearer and nearer to-
ward each other. . . . The prob-
- lems were lied away. They were
smothered by the constantly rising
material standard of living, or
clouded by meaningless talk which
was pumped out via the radio and
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television. The cover word for this
was . . . ‘harmless entertainment.’
The idea was, of course, that the
sealed-in infections would mean-
while heal themselves. . . . The in-
dividual felt himself cared for phys-
ically, but spiritually he felt inca-
pacitated, politics and society be-
came something diffuse and incom-
prehensible, everything was accept-
able but uninteresting. Reaction in
the individual was first confusion
and then gradually indifference.”

Sound like a conservative attack
on the “Great Society”? On the
“credibility gap”? This, remember,
is a book that Sweden found be-
lievable three years ago, England
last year? These are charges leveled
against Western society, and per-
haps against human society. And the
deadly clincher, which makes all
the rest possible, is the Thirty-First
Floor, the sealed-off “Special De-
partment” whose secret Jensen
learns when he finds his bomber.

“Thriller”? Certainly not. “Sci-
ence fiction”? Not if you insist on
gadgets, intricately intertwined plot
gimmicks, a deus ex machina—the
things by which readers and pub-
lishers like to identify the genre.
But extrapolation the book certain-
ly is, and of a deadly and frighten-
ing kind. This is how we can get
from 1967 to 1984, right on sched-
ule.
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THE PRODUCTIONS OF TIME

By John Brunner ° Signet Books,
New York » No. P-3113 « 139 pp.
* 60¢

First, a word from the author:

“I’d be obliged if you would in-
clude . . . an apology from me to
the prospective readers for the fol-
lowing unpalatable fact. . . . the
text of this novel has been—one
cannot say edited, but—mutilated.
I have neither the heart nor the pa-
tience to count all the changes, but
there are fifty-five in the first chap-
ter alone. Not one is an improve-
ment over what I originally wrote,
and a great many errors not merely
of usage and punctuation but even
of story detail have been intro-
duced which were not there be-
fore.”

American readers, in this case,
have not the option of a hardbound
edition which English readers may
have, and which they have had in
the case of other massive editorial
changes that I've mentioned here
from time to time when authors
complained. Ethically, maybe you
should refuse to buy the mangled
book. Practically, you’ll be missing
a very good story if you do. “The
Squares of the City” could prob-
ably have stood by itself without
the chess gimmick and the science-
fictional aspects. This time they’re
essential, but bowdlerized or not,
the book shows that John Brunner
is approaching the point where it will
profit him more to write “straight”
novels than science fiction.
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This is the story of a strange
author-producer who assembles a
collection of neurotic has-beens
from the world of the English thea-
ter, locks them up in a country
mansion, and embarks on a far-out
extension of Method acting in
which they improvise the play as
they go along. It works—and the
author persuades you that it is
working—but something else is
working at the same time. The real
meaning of Delgado’s production
—one of a series of “productions of
time” which have driven other un-
balanced actors to murder, suicide
and insanity—is the problem the
protagonist, the formerly suicidal
drunkard Murray Douglas, must
solve.

Why is liquor slipped into his
room? Why is a drug addict liber-
ally supplied with uncut heroin?
What is the meaning of the pattern
of fine wire woven into the mat-
tress of every bed, directly under
the sleeper’s head? Why is a tape
recorder built into the bed, and a
maze of extra circuits into each
room’s television set? Why is the
set always on? What is in Room 13?
Who are the very unservantlike
servants?

I don’t know what John Brun-
ner’s experience in the theater may
have been, but he makes it every bit
as convincing as he did the city
planning in “Squares of the City.”
Maybe, in time, some other pub-
lisher will bring out the intact novel
and you can see for yourself what
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damage has been done to an intri-
cately constructed and profession-
ally polished book.

* * *

P.S. I'm told that the forthcom-
ing English (not U.S.) Penguin pa-
perback edition will have Brunner’s
own version. You’ll have to get this
through a British bookseller; the
Signet copyright on the bowdlerized
edition prevents the English Pen-
guin from being sold in the United
States.

BERSERKER
By Fred Saberhagen e+ Ballantine
Books, New York « No. U-5063
190 pp. ° 60¢

The “berserker” stories have
been appearing off and on in the
Galaxy magazines for the last four
or five years. They are a series, de-
tailing episodes in an all-out galac-
tic war of humanity against a swarm
of planetoid-sized cybernetic jug-
gernauts, launched into space mil-
lennia—or even millions of years—
before by an unknown race, and
programmed to exterminate any
living thing except their makers.
The original war and the races that
fought it have long since vanished,
but the berserkers hunt on and at
last they encounter the fringes of ex-
panding humanity.

Some of the stories are simply
vignettes in the ensuing struggle of
man against machine, looking at
the concept from various angles to
round it out and give it reality. Oth-
ers are fuller-bodied stories which
show what the berserker wars do to
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human relations. The best of the
stories fall into this last group, and
some key characters appear more
than once. By far the best of the
eleven episodes is “Stone Place,” a
novelette long enough to allow the
author room to build both charac-
ters and situations among his hu-
man personnel: Johann Karlsen,
the High Commander; his ruthless
brother, High Lord Felipe Nogara;
the interworld rivalries and enmities
that become more important than
the struggle for survival; the poet-
fighter, Mitchell Spain, who stands
for the individualist amid conform-
ists. If more stories in the series
were on a par with this one, it would
be memorable; as it is, it misses the
mark.
BABEL-17

By Samuel R. Delaney * Ace Books,
New York * No. F-388 » 173 pp. ®
40¢

This is one of the best original
books Ace has had in a long time. It
is a candidate for the best novel
“Nebula” award of the Science Fic-
tion Writers of America, and it
should certainly be a “Hugo” con-
tender—both issues settled long be-
fore you read this, I feel sure.

Delaney’s “Lord of the Flames”
trilogy demonstrated this young au-
thor’s striking ability to create com-
plex worlds and societies and to
handle the ramifications of the most
intricate of plots. In this book he
has entered the preserve that “Cord-
wainer Smith” explored so well,
creating a universe almost as bi-
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zarre, almost as complex, almost
as richly imagined—yet totally his
own. He has also, by making the
strangely powerful language of the
title the key that unlocks the doors
leading into the heart of his cosmos,
made painfully clear how trivial and
superficial a use of semantics A. E.
van Vogt really made in his classic
of Astounding’s great years, “World
of Null A.”

I suspect this is also a book that
will reveal more and more each
time it is reread . . . or perhaps
Delaney, as “Smith” has done, will
place other stories in his universe of
galactic warfare, of decadent pock-
ets of humanity, of cyborg naviga-
tors and disembodied crewmen, and
of Rydra Wong, poet, linguist, tele-
path, single-minded, many-faceted,
and totally fascinating. There are
stupendous tapestry-like set pieces
and violent action, there are some
of the strangest characters ever en-
countered in science fiction. Don’t
miss them.

STARSHINE

By Theodore Sturgeon ¢ Pyramid
Books, New York ¢ No. X-1543 »
174 pp. » 60¢

You wonder why the paperback
publishers haven’t been keeping
Theodore Sturgeon’s older books in
print? Me, too. You wonder why
they haven’t at least put together
new collections of his older stories
in place of some of the stuff they
have been publishing? Maybe he
won’t let ’em reprint anything that
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falls below his current standards. At
any rate, here is a new collection for
which we can be duly thankful—six
stories, of which only one has been
anthologized before.

The stories may have been re-
vised for this collection; at any rate,
the publisher does not credit previ-
ous publication, which the Day and
MIT indexes pinpoint as ranging
from Unknown and Astounding of
1940 and 1941 to Galaxy and Uni-
verse in the 1950s. (One I failed to
locate: it may be too recent for the
MIT index, or new, or appearing
under a new name.)

What the collection does most
effectively is illustrate the tremen-
dous range and variety of which
Sturgeon is capable, not very ap-
parent to readers who know only
his later, psychologically oriented
stories. The two stories from Un-
known, “Derm Fool” and “The
Haunt,” also demonstrate that that
lamented magazine was by no means
limited to “kooky” stories—had the
term been invented then?—though
“Derm Fool”—once reprinted in
Groff Conklin’s “Crossroads in
Time”—does have the humorous
tone that was characteristic of some
of the best Unknown stories and
wouldn’t have been out of place if
the story had been signed “Lewis
Padgett.” Its hero, infected by an
“Indian devil” of a snake, sloughs
off portions of his skin like a grow-
ing reptile. Being a pragmatic soul,
he converts his misfortune into a
thriving business—then has to pro-
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tect it from the suspicious Law.
“The Haunt” is just that—a nothing
plot: hero fakes haunted house but
encounters real spooks—saved by
sheer story-telling ability.

With “Artnan Process,” here in
Astounding in June 1941, we have a
nice scientific problem story which
pretty obviously has been updated
to make the scientific puzzle tena-
ble. Nobody was writing quite so
glibly about a process for making
Uranium 235 back a year before
Pearl Harbor. Again, Sturgeon is
wearing the Padgett mantle that
really belonged to Henry Kuttner—
the humor of the method that a pair
of Earthlings use to swindle a team
of Martian spies is an important in-
gredient.

“World Well Lost” and “The Pod
and the Barrier” bring us to the
modern Sturgeon, the Sturgeon pre-
occupied with exploring the varie-
ties of human relationships against
the background of a science-fic-
tional structure. The “Baby Is
Three” portion of his novel, “More
Than Human,” is still the greatest
of these, but these two stories are
good. The theme of “World Well
Lost” can’t be explained without
giving away a kind of trick ending;
suffice it to say that a pair of fugi-
tive extraterrestrial lovers are being
returned for execution, but their hu-
man captors slowly come to un-
derstand the true nature of their
“crime.” In “The Pod and the
Barrier” another scientific problem
story is solved by psychology rather
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than physics. The author had
changed a lot since the rather simi-
lar “Artnan Process” was published
sixteen years before.

“How to Kill Aunty,” which
closes the book, probably isn’t in-
dexed because it isn’t science fiction
and didn’t appear in a science-fic-
tion magazine. Alternatively, it may
be new. It is a black-humor yarn
about a crippled old woman trying
to egg her nephew on to the point
of murdering her, but never quite
letting him succeed. I’d really rather
have seen one of Sturgeon’s other
unreprinted SF stories.

GETTING ACQUAINTED
WITH COMETS

By Robert S. Richardson * McGraw-
Hill Book Company, New York/
Toronto/London/Sydney * 1967 °
306 pages ° $7.50 * Reviewed by
R. A.Hall

In the author’s foreword he
states that no - attempt has been
made to discuss comets and meteors
in detail or to explore the numerous
controversial questions connected
with them. This is the fact of the
matter. The book is straightfor-
ward in its discussion of comets and
their relation to meteors and aster-
oids. It gives practical suggestions
for anyone short on money but long
on night time who wishes to get
started in a hobby of looking for
comets. This is a great occupation
for people who need self-aggrandize-
ment. If you are so lucky as to be
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the first to report it—follow the de-
tailed instructions in the book for
reporting—the comet will be named
after you and will be forever so
designated. Dr. Richardson points
out with humor characteristic of the
whole book that if you have an un-
pronounceable name like Pajdusi-
kova, Tcherepashtshuk, Skjellerup,
and Viisidld you may have better
luck judging from past records.
There are also cash awards for the
lucky ones.

The book is well illustrated and
easy reading. An imagined collision
of Earth with comet is dramatized
wherein an astronomer reports a
newly discovered comet then dis-
appears on a vacation in Mexico
leaving the rest of the world of
astrophysicists, and astronomers to
wrestle with the mathematics of an
inevitable smash-up. The story un-
ravels with double-takes, second
looks, and confusion that smacks of
authenticity. As a matter of fact it is
probably a paraphrase of several
actual experiences, of lesser conse-
quence, of course. You may get the
feeling of déja vu when Dr. Richard-
son gives his personal account of
the discovery of Icarus by Dr.
Baade.

With the first-person experience
of an amateur trying to compile
meaningful tables on periodic
comets, it can be unequivocally said
that this book is a treasure. This
book is recommended to all who
wish to have a talking acquaintance
with comets and meteors.
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Dear Mr. Campbell:

I have just finished reading Poul
Anderson’s remarkable yarn, “Star-
fog” and I am now sitting here
with Mr. Bonestell’s splendid cover
illustration beside me on the desk as
I write this to you. I have not fin-
ished the rest of the magazine yet
and will have to send in my Analy-
tical Laboratory ratings later,
but right now I know that this story
has to rate number one with me. I
hope that this one will in the future
turn up in an Anderson hardcover
collection because I would like to
have it in more permanent form.
And I would hope that some very
bright publisher would have the
sense to include with it your fine
editorial or an introduction by you

Brass Tacks

concerning the red-and-blue giant
sun pictured on the cover. My
word, how I hope there are some
more Anderson-Bonestell-Campbell
collaborations in the offing in the
not too distant future.

Besides being a just plain fine
piece of science fiction, this story
had a great deal of food for thought
in it and, if an attorney who hap-
pens to be interested in astronomy
like myself may be permitted to do
so, I would here briefly comment on
a couple of them:

First, I'm sure you are right
about that blue dwarf core at the
heart of the red giant sun, provided,
of course, that a red giant is what
we now believe it to be. As you
pointed out, when the star has used
up all of the hydrogen in its core
the core begins to shrink and finally
reaches a temperature something
like ten times that at the center of
Sol as it presently exists, then he-
lium fusion begins with a “skin” of
fusing hydrogen around a core of
fusing helium. So on upward
through more and more expansion
of the outer layers to form the red
giant as we know it, while the core
gets denser and hotter and carbon
and nitrogen fusion come into play.
Cores within cores form until the
star reaches a stage where iron
composes the inner core and then
friend star as we say has “had it”
because it can obtain no energy
from iron whether it fuses it into
higher elements or breaks it down
by fission. So we have, as you sug-
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gest and the artist has painted it, a
nebulous outer star which is the red
giant we see—that monster which
has engulfed its own planets—and
inside it a super dense blue dwarf
being the core of the star. It is in-
teresting to note that the central
stars of such objects as the Crab
Nebula, probably the remains of a
fairly recent supernova, are blue
dwarfs with extremely hot temper-
atures. It is quite possible that after
the red giant has passed through a
shrinking stage or had a portion of
its mass blown off in a nova or su-
pernova outburst, the blue, super
dense core remains to become later
a white dwarf and then a red one
heading slowly toward eternal
blackness and that state of matter
described in another story by Poul
Anderson which appeared in As-
tounding-Analog some years ago,
the title of which completely es-
capes me at the moment. So it
would seem quite natural that you
are right and that there really is a
terribly glowing blue diamond in
the center of that stellar red cherry
we see as Betelgeuse, Myra or An-
tares. It is an interesting thought.
Thanks for pointing it out to us,
Mr. Campbell. Oh, incidentally, the
idea of the swelling red giant va-
porizing the hydrohelium gas en-
velopes of the outer jovian and sub-
jovian planets is something to think
about in itself. Something that man
may someday watch, from a re-
spectful distance I would think.
There was much to contemplate
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in this yarn, not the least of which
was the idea of a globular cluster
passing through the galactic dust
clouds and, without doubt, coming
out of the encounter about as Mr.
Anderson pictured it. But the story
conjured up in my mind once again
something that has been in the back
of my mind for some time. Appar-
ently the heavier elements are
created in the hearts of stars and
spewed into the interstellar medium
in the nova and supernova cata-
clysms of prior generations. Now,
as Mr. Anderson points out, suc-
ceeding generations of suns will
produce more such materials and
slowly but unquestionably their per-
centage in the interstellar medium
must rise. Now being but an ama-
teur I could not possibly guess how
much pollution can be tolerated be-
fore the condensing suns start to feel
the effect, but it would seem that
the universe has a sort of time clock
built into it for a time must come
when the interstellar medium will
become too rich in heavy materials
to produce stable hydrogen fusing
stars. An abnormally high percent-
age of heavy materials would tend
to make the core of a star unstable
and one wonders how many gener-
ations of stars can be made from the
dust and gas of space before this
point is reached. Perhaps, if some
other force does not intervene first,
in hundreds of billions or even
trillions of years the end may come
when there is just too much heavy
stuff around to allow the making
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of any more proper stars and plane-
tary bodies. Then might come a
darkness filled with super-dense
bodies composed of very heavy
elements and then . . . Well, for-
get it, this whole thing is making me
feel cold already.

Anyway, thanks for the story and
for the continuingly high quality of
Analog. And thanks to Poul Ander-
son for this and so many other fine
stories and for bringing to science
fiction something it needs and lacks
so much, intelligent astronomical
speculation.

JAMES S. VELDMAN
910 Elgin Avenue
Forest Park, Illinois 60130
It’s not superheavy elements that
mean the end of stars—those ele-
ments yield energy by fission. Iron
means the end of stars—it cannot
yield energy either by fission or
fusion. It is indeed “cold iron”!

Dear Mr. Campbell:

In reply to the Reverend C. Cal-
laway IIl’s letter concerning “Star
Trek,” I, too, feel that there is a
need for good science fiction on TV.
However I do not think “Star Trek”
fills the bill. To put it bluntly I have
never seen a commander as stupid
and ignorant as Captain Kirk.

Space limits my examples, but
captains just aren’t supposed to be
the first ones to make planet-falls
especially with the executive officer,
the ship’s doctor and a few other
top-ranking officers. Meanwhile

~ who is minding the ship?

Brass Tacks

Also when a crew member goes
berserk the good old captain is after
him, leaving minor problems like
running the ship to someone else.

Other problems with the series
included where are the fuses, who
are the structural engineers, and
why can’t the ship get into a stable
orbit when coming in from outer
space?

Anyway, it’s the best we've got,
and let’s hope for better luck next
time.

STEPHEN F. RYNAS
7319 Maple Avenue
Chevy Chase, Maryland 20015
This is known as “artistic license”!
You can’t have a story if nothing
unexpected or unusual happens.

Dear Mr. Campbell:

In Analog for July 1967 (p. 170)
L. Sprague de Camp suggests that
the authors of the articles on Veli-
kovsky in The American Behav-
ioral Scientist (September 1963)
and the book “The Velikovsky Af-
fair” (1966), “instead of trying to
psychoanalyze Velikovsky’s critics
in absentia, might do better to learn
a little physics and astronomy.” As
one of those authors, I feel com-
pelled to reply.

De Camp states that his writings
in connection with Velikovsky com-
prise a review of “Worlds in Colli-
sion” (1950) and a paraphrase of
this review in a book, “Lost Conti-
nents” (1954). His writings on this
subject also include remarks in an
article on “Orthodoxy in Science” in
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Astounding Science Fiction for May
1954, and it is from this essay that
he is quoted in ABS:

“Thus when Velikovsky quotes
Herodotos about a battle between
Zeus and Typhon . . . and Isaiah
on the destruction of Sennacherib’s
army by fire, you have only to turn
to the books cited to learn that
Herodotos . . . and Isaiah said
nothing of the sort.” (This passage,
as quoted in ABS, was faulty, in
that the first ellipsis was inadver-
tently omitted and the name Hero-
dotos appeared in its more widely
accepted form—Herodotus.)

Now de Camp reports that he not
only read “Worlds in Collision” but
still owns a copy. This is admirable,
especially since so many of Velikov-
sky’s detractors wrote scathing de-
nunciations without ever having
seen the book. It is singular, how-
ever, that de Camp’s criticism
should so closely parallel that of-
fered earlier by astronomer Cecilia
Payne-Gaposchkin, and particularly
when both criticisms are entirely
baseless. Not only do both Ga-
poschkin and de Camp cite three
identical “examples” of alleged mis-
representation of sources by Veli-
kovsky, but they base their identi-
cally false accusations upon identi-
cal extractions from context and
identical misreadings of the ex-
tracted material (see “The Veli-
kovsky Affair,” Appendix II). The
odds against such a coincidence
must be astronomical—the more so
since the “examples” are supposed
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to be drawn from a work charac-
terized by one astronomer, who had
not read it, as “nothing but lies.”

If de Camp is so certain that his
remarks are original, let him share
Mrs. Gaposchkin’s guilt in a type of
behavior branded “outrageous” by
the late classicist, Moses Hadas of
Columbia University.

In reading his personal copy of
“Worlds in Collision,” perhaps de
Camp scanned too hastily. In a let-
ter to the editor of ABS (January
1964) he ascribes to Velikovsky the
idea of a ‘“grazing collision” be-
tween the earth and Venus; now he
writes that “in any collision . . .
they would behave like spheres of
liquid and simply splash.” Another,
more careful, reading of Velikov-
sky’s book—for example, the sec-
tion “The Battle in the Sky’—
should clear up de Camp’s confu-
sion on this point; the collisions al-
luded to in the book’s title were
close passages, not bodily contacts.

Both de Camp and you, Mr.
Campbell, in your remarks at the
end of de Camp’s letter, offer some
rather meaningless arguments: De
Camp claims that “no -comet [is]
known to have a mass greater than
one-millionth that of the earth”; you
remind us—as does Velikovsky,
“Worlds In Collision,” p. 384—that
“Venus has an almost perfectly cir-
cular orbit—anything but a come-
tary one!” It is interesting, there-
fore, to note that astronomer Fred
Whipple recently suggested that
Pluto once was a comet and that
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astronomer Lloyd Motz just lately
had occasion to insist—Yale Scien-
tific Magazine, April 1967—that
“the orbit of a comet differs only in
degree and not in kind from that of
a planet.” This last comment, by
Professor Motz, is found in the con-
text of a discussion of Velikovsky’s
theories, so one must concede that
what’s sauce for the goose . . . et
cetera.

As the editors of ABS pointed
out in reply to de Camp—January
1964—“time has provided signifi-
cant evidence in support of Velikov-
sky’s claims, and this evidence has
convinced a growing number of
scientists, if not of the validity of
his hypotheses, then of their right to
be examined seriously.” De Camp,
who would do well to reread his
own article on “Orthodoxy in Sci-
ence,” misses the whole point of the
ABS Velikovsky issue. The point is
neither that “Velikovsky has the
right to publish all the absurdities
he likes” nor that “his critics do not
have an equal right to call them
absurd,” but that an honest scholar
should be entitled to an honest ap-
praisal of his work instead of a
frantic and emotional outburst of
personal abuse, such as continues to
be heaped upon Velikovsky by poor
losers.

As for physics and astronomy, I
think we all might take to heart
your own remarks about the “Ar-
rogance of Ignorance”—Analog,
June, p. 6. A great many “facts” of
science, besides those you point out,
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are still “utterly without proof.”
RALPH E. JUERGENS
416 South Main Street
Hightstown, N.J. 08520
I'd prefer to drop the whole Veli-
kovsky affair; in this business I've
come to be reasonably acquainted
with assorted honest crackpots, sin-
cere fanatics, and True Believers.

The entire essence of the Velikov-
sky Affair can be summarized in the
following terms:

1. Velikovsky claims that careful-
ly garnered reports from certain
multi-millennia-old reports can be
interpreted as evidence that Venus
originated somehow—manner not
specified—from Jupiter, as an in-
candescent body, flying off in a
cometary orbit, passing very close
to Earth, Mars and Jupiter on suc-
cessive orbits around the Sun, caus-
ing enormous disruptions on Earth
—upsetting the entire planet, caus-
ing its rotation to cease—Joshua
made the Sun stand still—and vari-
ous other immensely spectacular
items. His evidence derives entirely
from documents of some three
thousand years ago, from some
areas of the world.

2. The opposition centers about
the present empirically observed
behavior of celestial mechanics,
basically the conservation of mo-
mentum and of energy.

True, a cometary orbit differs
only in degree of ellipticity from a
planetary orbit. It’s also true that
the reaction in an atomic bomb
differs from that in a power plant
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not in kind but only in rate.

Pluto may have been a comet; we
know practically nothing about it
because of the extreme observa-
tional difficulties—but we do know
that it now has an orbit so highly
elliptical that it, unlike any other
planet, crosses inside the orbit of
another planet—Neptune.

Venus’s orbit is spectacularly cir-
cular.

Observe the immense difficulty
space scientists have getting one of
the synchronous satellites into an
exactly circular orbit—and con-
sider the probability that Venus
could have gone from a cometary
ellipse to a planetary circle in only a
few score revolutions by sheer acci-
dent.

3. In other words, basically it
comes down to “Should we abandon
the belief in the Laws of Motion in
favor of the Velikovsky readings of
multi-millennia-old fragments, or
should we put Velikovsky’s readings
into the Myths and Fantasies de-
partment at the library?

Now, if Velikovsky wants to say
“These things happened in this
manner because the Lord God Je-
hovah decreed it,” then I have no
objection to his claims. But, if he
says “These things happened by the
operation of natural laws,” then
he’d better explain how all the ob-
servational phenomena of celestial
mechanics broke down.

4. On another angle—V elikovsky
has used highly selected ancient re-
ports—and ignored the absence of
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otherwise to be expected reports.
The events he described were im-
mense, catastrophic, and worldwide.
Now, if someone collects reports
from a weekly newspaper in central
Kansas, and one from a Mexican
newspaper from central Chihuahua,
and a report from a steamer stop
on the upper Amazon, to the effect
that the Moon left its orbit, swooped
down near the Earth and made tides
so violent the oceans swept into the
towns on July 23, 1958—but news-
papers of July and August such as
the New York Times, the London
Times, and principal papers of
Mexico City, Rio de Janeiro, Tokyo
and San Francisco don’t report it—
1 get suspicious.

The events Velikovsky is dis-
cussing are of a class no one on
Earth could have ignored.

They were alleged to have hap-
pened at a period when there were
a number of highly developed civi-
lizations with written records. The
effects of those stupendous events
would have upset every culture on
the planet.

There wouldn’t be merely scat-
tered records here and there to be
discovered by patient, persistent,
careful digging—there would be
laments and reports and records
and statements of what was done
here, and how the course of life was
woven together again there from
every culture then extant.

The Great Calamity would cer-
tainly be better known than the love
affairs of the Greek Gods—today!
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If the Homeric tales survived—do
you think tales of the clashing of
worlds would be lost?

Yet according to Velikovsky, the
whole stupendous affair was little
noted nor long remembered. So little
noted that only the most diligent
search among the most obscure
sources found any trace of the oc-
currence.

How could people who had ex-
perienced the Earth suddenly stop-
ping its rotation, fail to make ex-
tensive records of it? I'd like very
much to know what happened when
the Earth stopped turning—and
how it was restarted. Did a magical
zone of force grip the total planet
in a penetrating network of rigid
forces so that the hydrosphere and
atmosphere as well as the total im-
mense mass of the lithosphere sud-
denly stopped all of a piece, so
that some people could survive?
How long did this stupendous brak-
ing action take? Surely if there were
no rigid force-net gripping the
planet as a whole, the hydrosphere
would have scoured around the sud-
denly stopped planet at one thou-
sand miles an hour, the crust would
have skidded around on the deep
magma, and the entire biosphere
would have been tumbled out of
existence.

Gravitational, electrostatic and/
or magnetic forces couldn’t do that.

I think it would take the com-
mand of God Almighty—not natu-
ral laws.

I suggest that Dr. Velikovsky
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might take up the study of Pyra-
midology with equally interesting
results.

Dear Mr. Campbell:

In the Brass Tacks section of the
August issue, on page 171, you
state “Spanish is also a highly
evolved language—but it’s very
easy to learn, and has a nearly
faultless orthography.”

I think that you have erred here.
Spanish is certainly a highly evolved
language—it is still evolving; and it
has a nearly faultless orthography.
The ease with which it may be
learned, however, depends upon the
level used. The simpler part, such
as “Se van a Dios mi bateria. Quiero
comprar uno de nuevo. ;Cuanto me
cuesta?” is, as you say, easy to
learn. If, however, you try to write
a radar operations manual in Span-
ish, you will have a most difficult
time making definite and unambig-
uous statements, pinning down the
antecedent of o, and trying to find
the correct rendering of amplifica-
cion de boosh bool. Before you get
through, you will probably lament
“Se van a Dios mi mente.”

RonNALD L. IVEs
2075 Harvard St.
Palo Alto, Calif. 94306
Yes—and there are a number of
things for which English has to use
phrases from other languages be-
cause they can’t be translated—
from weltschmerz through gemiit-
lichkeit fo naive and com si com
sa!
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LIBERAL CRUELTY
continued from page 7

trated unbearably—and has a tend-
ency to demonstrate that he does
have power by destructive acts,
since he’s incapable of constructive
acts.

Such people thrive best when-
where there are massive tensions di-
viding groups of people. Hitler had
post-war Germany, which had gone
through revolutions so rapidly you
could talk about R.P.Year. They
hadn’t quite reached R.P.M. His
Nazi party throve in that milieu. Os-
wald had tried to excite a Commu-
nist movement into functioning in
the United States. Wrong approach,
of course, and he lacked any talent
anyway. Even if he’d been right,
even if it had been the time-place
when-where a Communist move-
ment could be started, he didn’t
have any ability. So—he proved his
Power by a vast destructive act.

His plan was thwarted by another
weak soul—Jack Ruby, who killed
him before Oswald had the satisfac-
tion of basking in the glory of world-
wide acknowledgment of his Power.

The current Black Power lead-
ers specialize in destruction and
threats of destruction. (Shades of
“Heil Hitler” and racial murder
camps.) They do have a background
to work against—the massive un-
rest of the urban Negroes. Their

174

principal difficulty is that they’re
more in the Oswald and John Wilkes
Booth class—they lack any personal
talent for leadership, and can at-
tract attention only through destruc-
tive tactics.

The Negro leaders who are really
accomplishing—who do have abil-
ity, talent for leadership, and high
intelligence—are most unfortunate-
ly generally neglected by the news
media. They don’t make headlines;
they simply solve problems, smooth
over rough spots so that Whites and
Negroes can cooperate and make
sense. This doesn’t make newspaper
headlines, the way H. Rap Brown’s
Hitleresque mouthings do. H. Rap
Brown and the late (and not very
widely lamented) Leader of the
American Nazis, George Rockwell,
make a sort of well-matched pair.
Each was a personal-Power seeker;
the only major difference was that
Brown, being Negro, talked about
Black Power, while Rockwell, who
couldn’t, because of skin color,‘grab
onto that movement, had to yam-
mer about White Power. And nei-
ther one had a constructive pro-
gram; just a violent program for de-
struction.

Since destruction is usually vastly
simpler to understand, the motto
“Kill! Kill!” is much easier to put
over than “Build Work! Learn!” To
carry out the “Kill!” motto is sim-
ple, definitive, quick, and releases
sudden passion in a sudden fulfill-
ment.

To build involves continuing slow
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effort, while results come only slow-
ly, after a period of time. It’s all the
difference between going on a
spending spree, and saving up a
bank account to be able to afford
the spree.

But the compulsive power-hun-
ger of the individual is wholly frus-
trated so it gnaws at his vitals, if he
can’t find or arouse a group of fol-
lowers who will give him that Power
he aches for—the Oswald and
Booth syndrome. You can’t be-
come a Leader if you can’t find peo-
ple who will admire, respect, and
follow your brilliant, your ingenious
and wonderful plans.

And here is where the cruel ac-
tivities of the Liberals come in. It’s
the Intellectual Liberals who are re-
sponsible for the violence in our cit-
ies—and for building the disorgan-
ized masses of discontent that the
Black (personal!) Power would-be
leaders are building on.

If you tell a thirteen-year-old boy
that he has just as much right to
drive the family car as his older
brother does, you’re telling him
something that he already kind of
feels is true, and that he very much
wants to believe. It’s quite easy to
argue him into believing that.

But for his parents and eighteen-
year-old brother to argue him out of
it is not going to be so easy. They’re
trying to get him to believe some-
thing he does not want to believe—
which is orders-of-magnitude more
difficult than arguing him into be-
lieving what he wants.

Liberal Cruelty

Or maybe it’s his eighteen-year-
old sister, who doesn’t know any-
thing about what makes a car run,
while he can give a really knowl-
edgeable dissertation on compres-
sion ratios, gear ratios, the advan-
tages of fuel injection, and why dies-
els are no good in automobiles. It’s
perfectly obvious to him that he’s a
lot better qualified to drive the car
than she is.

Is it possible to make one who
lacks judgment, recognize he hasn’t
yet developed wise judgment? No,
it is not—because he lacks the judg-
ment necessary to judge that truth.
Can you induce such a one to see
that while his position is logically
perfect, it isn’t rational because of
false postulates? No, because he
judges that your postulates are
“opinions” and believes deeply that
his postulates are “self-evident
facts.”

The Congolese were encouraged
into battles, during the various rev-
olutions, by being assured by their
witch doctors that the juju charms
they were given would make bullets
turn to water, and not harm them.
So knowing their invulnerability,
they took their spears and charged
the heavy machine guns. Those that
got perforated obviously had lacked
the faith that was required; those
that weren’t killed knew that their
juju, and their faith, were strong
and kept them safe.

Real cute way for the witch doc-
tors to get men who lacked educa-
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tion and understanding to attempt
the impossible. When you lack judg-
ment, and would like to be invulner-
able, it’s easy to be assured that you
are invulnerable—that what you
want you can have.

The intellectual Liberals in Amer-
ica have been teaching the Negroes
ideas that are on a par with the in-
vulnerability jujus. They have been
insisting that the incompetent, un-
educated, illiterate and unskilled
have a right—simply by being born
—to all the things they want and
see that other people have.

It’s easy to convince a man that
he should have just what he wants—
that his “right” to it should not be
dependent on his earning it, but on
his having been born. That’s the way
he wants it; it’s, therefore, exceed-
ingly easy to convince him.

It’s easy to convince him that the
world owes him a living—called
Welfare and that he should have
all the good things he wants that he
sees other people have. New cars—
color television—fine, spacious,
well-kept homes. And that he not be
enslaved, driven under threat of
starvation, to learn things he’s not
interested in learning. That he not be
forced to give up his personal ideas
of How Life Should Be.

An uneducated, illiterate and
poor-judgment group can be con-
vinced of anything they’d like to be-
lieve, with a mere suggestion from
others that it’s true. The combined
efforts of every philosopher from
Moses to Ayn Rand couldn’t show
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him the idea was wrong, once he’s
had it offered him. Ages of human
experience have shown that for that
you need not a philosopher, but an
army. The philosophy of the Roman
population, that they had a right to
be fed and amused—‘bread and
games”—was not changed by phi-
losophers. It was removed by Van-
dals and the collapse of Rome.

The intellectual Liberals have the
knowledge and intelligence to know
that it is physically impossible for
everyone to have the high standard
of living everyone wants—but they
have passionate convictions. Like
Carrie Nation and her famed hatch-
et, they “know” what people should
have, and what’s good for them, and
they’re going to carry out their high-
ideals beliefs.

It is physically impossible for ev-
eryone to have everything.

The population explosion is mak-
ing the physically possible standard
of living drop steadily. But the in-
tellectual Liberals assure the Wel-
fare recipient additional income for-
every child born—which assures the
non-welfare family higher taxes for
every state-supported unlimited
breeder born.

This is, perfectly obviously, an ab-
solutely assured way of increasing
the proportion of nonproductive
individuals while inhibiting the re-
production of competent, produc-
tive individuals. This is perfectly
obvious cultural suicide. It's a
positive-feedback genetic selective
mechanism for producing collapse.
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It assures a rapid reproduction of
the high-birth-rate nonproducers,
and a suppressed birth rate for the
productive-and-heavily-taxed pro-
ducers.

The system is insane, on a long-
term basis.

And on a short-term basis, the
Welfare group is being frustrated,
deprived of their rights, and made
more and more angry that the prom-
ises of the intellectual Liberals aren’t
being fulfilled. They aren’t getting
the new cars, color television, and
fine homes properly maintained for
them that they have been told they
had a right to.

What these people believe they
should have, like any other human
being, they will hold to be “only
Justice—our natural rights.” “Jus-
tice,” in any man’s opinion, is what
he believes he should have.

The urban Negro ghettos are un-
questionably rat- and louse-infested,
garbage strewn, disgraceful slums.

Many of the Negroes of the ghetto
are on relief and Welfare in one
form or another—largely because
so many of them were Southern
rural Negroes who moved to the
cities for promised Welfare. They
are uneducated, untrained and un-
skilled—and there are, today,
mighty few jobs for such people.
The one class of jobs unskilled peo-
ple can handle, and earn high wages
these days, is as domestic servants—
which they so strongly refuse to
take that hundreds of girls from Eu-
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rope are moving over here, taking
such jobs, and making small for-
tunes doing it. It’s beneath the “dig-
nity” of most Negro people who
can, of course, be supported on re-
lief; only Swedish, Finnish, and
Scotch-English girls can accept such
“undignified” jobs.

Now please note and remember a
simple observable fact. The Negro
ghettos are filthy because they are
Negro ghettos, not because they are
ghettos. In any major United States
city you can also find another ghetto
—a compact area of high popula-
tion density, inhabited by a racial _
minority, marked by physical dis-
tinguishing characteristics—which is
usually an old, rather worn section
of the city, but which is clean, well
maintained, and has a conspicuously
low crime rate. Chinatown. There is
absolutely nothing whatever about
ghetto conditions that compels the
inhabitants to be slovenly, undisci-
plined, or poorly educated. The
term “ghetto” came from the Euro-
pean cities which forced the Jews to
live in a section apart. Those ghettos
were really under pressure, and
their inhabitants really rejected.
They weren’t allowed to go to the
great schools at all.

Ghettos don’t force people to be
uneducated; the Jews managed to
develop their own schools—schools
so good that the Jews were, for cen-
turies, recognized as the most highly
educated group in Europe.

That those slums need to be
cleaned up is obvious; a major, all-
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out, constructive campaign to clean
up, repair, paint, and sweep, to de-
rat and de-louse, is clearly absolute-
ly necessary.

But how about employing all
those unemployed people in the
ghetto, who are on relief and/or one
form of Welfare or another, to do it?
There are thousands of able-bodied
people, unemployed because un-
skilled, who could do that job. The
cities are already paying them mon-
ey to live on; why shouldn’t they
be employed by the city to do the
essential job of cleanup?

The intellectual Liberals raised a
most horrendous howl of anguish
and cries of “Inhuman—slavery!”
when the City of Newburgh, New
York, started doing just that sort of
thing. These poor Welfare recipi-
ents were being enslaved—forced to
work at irksome chores under
threat of having their food, rent,
spending and clothing money cut
off. They’d lose their TV sets and
their cars! They were being forced
to work! Slavery! Wickedness!

How many of you readers are be-
ing ruthlessly compelled to do some-
thing useful under threat of having
your supply of money cut off?

Resign! Quit! Go on Welfare,
take a looooong vacation! Then ev-
erybody can live on Welfare, and
nobody will have to work anymore,
and the government can print mon-
ey for all of us.

The intellectual Liberal’s Utopia
will have arrived, and they can all
live happily ever after.
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Make a promise like that to peo-
ple who can’t appreciate—because
of lack of education—it’s insanity,
and you will presently have a dis-
organized mass of frustrated people
who know their Rights and Justice
are being denied them.

Even a quite incompetent Per-
sonal Power compulsive can stir up
violence in such a ready-made mass.
The power-hungry wouldn’t have
the patience to organize themselves
to work steadily and persistently to
produce such a mass of discontent
—but they’re just the ones to use it
when the unworldly, unrealistic,
idealists of the intellectual Liberals
have cruelly deluded masses of peo-
ple.

There is almost nothing quite so
cruel as promising a trusting man
something you know is absolutely
impossible.

That he believes the impossible is
understandable; the man lacks the
wide data necessary to appreciate
that the government is not a source
of money—that only working, cre-
ative human beings produce wealth.
But the intellectual Liberal who
promises unlimited everything with-
out working—

He’s on precisely the same level
with the witch doctor who sends his
people into battle against machine
guns armed with a spear and a
“magic juju.” To promise the impos-
sible to someone who trusts you—

Know any more vicious way to
trick a human being?

The Editor.

Analog Science Fiction / Science Fact
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Buy Bonds where you work. They do.
Over 90% of the 101st Airborne Division’s 1st Brigade-has signed up for U.S.
Savings Bonds through the Payroll Savings Plan. That’s what their Minute Man
flag signifies. These men, now in Vietnam, deserve your support. When you pur-
chase Savings Bonds regularly, you show the men of the 1st Brigade you’re with

Buy U. S. Savings Bonds

them. And you walk a bit taller.
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A TREASURY OF GREAT SCIENCE FICTION
Edited by Anthony Boucher

Two giant volumes. Over 1000 pages of excit-
ing fiction. A handsome addition to your
library. Includes John Wyndham's classic Re-
Birth . . . Heinlein’s Waldo . . . Anderson’s
Brain Wave ... a total of 4 full- Iength novels,
12 novelets, 3 short stories by such masters
as Bradbury, Arthur Clarke, Judith Merril, Al-
fred Bester, A. E. Van Vogt, C. M. Kornbluth
Theodore Sturgeon — and more.
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SCIENCE FICTION BOOK CLUB
Dept. 7D-AEX, Garden City, N.Y. 11530
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Great Science Flcthn
foronly (v;g
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10¢.

when you join the Science Fictlon
Book Club and agree to accept only
4 books during the coming year.'

AKE this 2-volume Treasury of Great Sci-
Tence Fiction — a “must” for any S-F fan
— for only 10¢ ... with a short trial member-
ship in the Science Fiction Book Club.

How to Get This Unusual Value
Because you enjoy Science thrillers, the Sci-
ence Fiction Book Club would like to ac-
quaint you with the most imaginative, inform-
ative, entertaining new science fiction books
as they are written. That is why we have ar-
ranged to send you this 1000-page Treasury of
Great Science Fiction for only 10¢, plus ship-
ping and handling, with a Trial Membership
in the Club.

Here’s how the Club works: each month it
offers a really superb new science fact or fic-
tion book at a fraction of its regular price.
Even though these books sell for $4.95, $5.95
and more in their original editions, Club mem-
bers get them FOR ONLY $1.49 EACH —
in special full-length, hard-cover editions.
Extra-value books cost more. And the Club
tells you in advance what each monthly selec-
tion will be. During your Trial Subscription
you agree to take as few as four
1 books in the next twelve months.
After that you may take as few
or as many books as you want,

Please enroll me* as a trial member in the Science Fiction Book Club and
rush me The Treasury of Great Science Fiction. I enclose 10¢ to help
cover shipping and handling. Then, every month, send me the Club’s free
bulletin, ““Things to Come,’’ which describes coming selections. For each
book I accept, 1 will pay only $1.49, plus shipping and handling, unless
I take an extra-value selection at a higher price. I need take only four
books within a year and may resign at any time thereafter.

NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted with my introductory pack-
age, I may return it in 10 days, pay nothing, owe nothing, and my
membership will be canceled.

Name

Address

City State

Zip

If under 18, parent must sign here (Offer good in U.S.A. onl

y.):
*Membership applications are subject to acceptance by the Club, 23573

BB

and you may cancel at any time.
Money Back Guarantee

Send for your big introductory
package today. After ten days, if
you are NOT delighted, return
the books and your membership
will be canceled. Otherwise you
will be enrolled in the Club as a
Trial Member, and you need take
only four books in the next twelve
months. Mail the coupon today
to: Science. Fiction Book Club,
Garden City, New York 11530.
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