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police headquarters said. “No one is to sing on the police

frequency.”

The voice roared on.
hey lo di lo di oh. .
light, light, lo, 1o, lo. . .

“Retune your car radios to frequency no. 86, police band,”
the coordinator said. “That is a general order for all citi-
zens under mobile detention who are listening to this broad-
cast. Obey it at once.”

Migel retuned his receiver. A new voice came on at
once. “I have spotted a moving armored car like the ar-
mored cars our police . . .”

Radar beams leaped out. The turret locked on a moving
object and he fired without looking at the target.

Jammet’s face bounced onto the public screen. “What
are you trying to do, Migel? Is your computer out of order?
By the time you cross our lines the probability of your
gotting through will be less than two-to-one. You can’t
escape. You're behaving like a lunatic.”

Most of the Peddler-built cars had joined the circle of
green dots. Only three red dots were left. He was the center
of a moving circle which was shrinking steadily as it moved
south. Already the nearest Peddler-built car was only fifty
to sixty kilometers away.

A new sound grabbed at his attention: on the police radio
a voice was repeating a single gagging, strangling noise
every few seconds.

“Argh...argh...argh...”
He lmew what it was as soon as he heard it. Anata had

told him her father had made a noise like that every time
he had tried to speak during the first few hours after he
had come home with his brain control. Jammet gave all his
controllees a permanent command which froze their tongues
in their mouths if they tried to say anything disloyal or
disobedient. The controllee’s mind had shattered but his
rebellious words were still trapped in his skull.

“Argh . . . argh .

Migel covered his ears with his hands. By now they all
knew they were going to die as soon as they carried out

“The night is dark, is dark, is dark,
Nack and back and boom and bang,
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Peddler-built cars to two kilometers before Migel went

through, the odds he could get through undetected would
be only two-to-one. And when the enemy was firing guns

which mever missed—for all practical purposes—detection
and death were almost synonomous. The best he could hope
for if they spotted him was a hit which only knocked out

his front or rear fan.
He put his hands on his knees and leaned forward in the

safety harness. A command shot down the wires and the
trees hurtled at him twenty kilometers per hour faster. The
trunks were only three or four car lengths apart and he
was covering seven car lengths per second.

A pair of headlights raced toward the car out of the
darkness behind him. “I have spotted a moving armored
car like . . .”

The radar sights locked on the car behind the head-
lights. The loft rific fired and the glare of the explosion
disappeared in the darkness. The green dots moved closer

together.
He had lived through some choice nightmares but this

was the worst. A new controllee came out of the darkness
every three or four minutes and the tempo speeded up as
he raced southward. Women, young men, scientists, dream-
ers, lovers, mothers and fathors, husbands and wives—they
were the best people on the planet, the ones who would
probably have stood up to Jammet even if they were faced
with death, and he was their executioner.

The green circle tightened kilometer by lilometer. One
by one the red dots which represented the actual posi-
tions of the Peddler-built cars moved into position and
became green dots. In the square on the bottom of the
screen the odds dropped to twenty-to-one.

A bass voice broke into the silence on the police radio.
Somewhere in the forest a controllee was singing as he
drove. “The night is dark and the race is fast, la la di Ia
di oh. . . . Heads are light and the day is past, hey la di
la di oh. . .~

“Stop singing,” the controllee coordinating the chase at
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slowed the car down. Branches scraped against the win-
dow and the controllee followed him into the trees.

“He’s slowing down,” the controllee said. “I'm staying
with him.”

“You can still surrender if you want to, Migel,” Jam-
met said. “We wont hurt you if you give us a chance.”

He pulled his emergency bag off the rack as he gave
the car its final orders. It stopped with the fans turning
and he ripped off the brain-machine link and jammed a
head turret on his head.

He could imagine every word Zach was going to shout
at him. This was going to haunt him from now until they
killed Jammet—if they killed Jammet.

“He’s stopped,” the controllee said. “I'm stopping, too.”

He shoved the door open and jumped out. Bullets
streaked out of the head turret as he ran across the soggy
ground. When he got to the car the controllee was sprawled
over the front seat with blood all over his body. His face
was covered with blood and the back of his skull was a

big, bloody mess.
He dragged the body out and climbed in. On the tele-

vision a police controllee was asking questions. He swung
the car around and drove morth with Zach’s face staring
at him accusingly.

v

HeapLIGHTs Passep him in the distance. A southbound car
came within twenty meters of him but no one reported him
to headquarters. He had been driving north for at least
Bve minutes before a female controllee found the parked
car and police headquarters made her walk up to it and
look in the window.

A police controllee started barking orders on the tele-
vision. Every civilian car in the forest was ordered to halt.
Every controllee was to watch for a moving civilian vehicle.
The police cars which had been closing in around him
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Jammet’s orders and pulled up behind him. Jammet was
lucky more of them hadn’t cracked.

“Retune your radios to frequency 78, police band,” the
coordinator said. “That is a general order. Retune your
radios to frequency 78, police band.”

He jumped to frequency 78 as if it were a bomb shelter.
His hands dropped to his knees and he stared numbly at
the trees rushing at him and tried to get his thoughts or-
ganized.

The time had come to make some decisions. They weren’t
going to be easy but it couldn’t be helped. The odds were
definitely going to be less than ten-to-one when he broke
through the circle. They were probably going to be less
than three-to-one. There had been a chance he could keep
them up above ten-to-one by knocking out the controllees as
soon as they saw him but he had obviously failed to do it.
If he tried to break through that circle, he would be
gambling his life and the lives of four other people on
the biggest risk he had ever taken. If he didn’t crack up
himself, it would be a miracle, and he had stopped believing
in miracles the first time he had rushed an enemy position
under fire and his cringing skin and the men dying on each
side of him had told him he could die, too.

Headlights came toward him out of the south. The police
radio picked up another flat voice reporting his position and
a small open car shot past him going the other way. The
headlights turned around far behind him and the car raced
back and hooked onto his tail.

“I'm following him,” the controllee said. “I'm only about
two meters behind him.”

He studied his emotions as coldly as he could. He couldn’t
be sure but he thought he was evaluating the situation as
objectively as any human could hope to. He was scared
but he didn’t think his fear was dominating his thinking.

“I'm still following him,” the controllee said. “I'm still
following him.”

He crossed a creek at the bottom of the ridge and his
headlights picked up a patch of bushy trees on his right.
He turned and his body pushed against the harness as he
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teers could defeat Jammet if they stayed behind after the

Peddler left . . . the look on her face when Zach volun-
teered and they knew they had the minimum number
they needed . . . the first time he touched her naked body. . . .

She had clutched at him with an intensity that had
made up for whatever she had lacked in knowledge and
experience. She had been cut off from all human warmth
and sympathy for three standard years, and he had been
the one person in the three thousand people on board the
Peddler who had dared to think about risking his life to
kil Jammet. Even Zach and Rolando couldn’t take her
away from him. Zach had better motives, but none of them
would have volunteered if he hadn’t made the first move.

They both knew how it felt to feel life pressing in on
them: they had both been pounding on the walls of a
prison since they were old enough to feel. She had been
twelve standard years old when Jammet had come to power
on Arlane, and he had been only one standard year older
when his part of Rinaldisworld had been conquered by a
city-state of fanatic democrats out to “liberate” the rest of
the planet, and he had been drafted into the city-state’s
military schools and sent out to fight in three wars. They
both knew how it felt to be trapped in somebody else’s
dream.

He snapped out of his reverie. Jammet’s face had ap-
peared on the television screen he was using to monitor the
planetary television network and Migel realized the message
was for him.

“. . . Citizens under mobile detention are speeding toward
you, Migel. You have simulated the situation and you know
the results as well as I do. If you have any mercy in your
personality, now is the time to show it. Surrender. Let the
people who are risking their lives for the rest of us go on. .

He glanced at the dot on the map which told him his
position. He was two minutes away from the area in which
he was supposed to make first contact with the controllees.

He said goodbye to Anata and switched off his memories
for good. A moving light glowed in the woods three hun-
dred meters on his right. It shot toward him on a due
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fair, she had walked onto the fair grounds and told the
first important looking person she saw everything she knew
about Jammet's government. She had known every Arlanean
who visited the fair was to be questioned afterward under
drugs; every human on the planet had been told the Ped-
dler’s Board of Directors had promised Jammet that no citi-
zen of Arlane would be granted asylum; and she had taken
the risk anyway and exposed Jammet to the only people
who could destroy him. Out of all the millions of people on
Arlane, only she had hated Jammet more than she feared
death.

Until then the Board of Directors had been trading with
Jammet on the assumption he was just one more tyrant. No
one had guessed Jammet was trying to eliminate war and
violence from human life by modifying the physico-chemi-
cal-genetic structure which determined the basic nature of
human emotions. Six other men had tried the same thing
during the last seven standard centuries, but in every case
the results had been so horrible that people had assumed
no one would ever try it again. If Anata hadn’t risked
her life, the Peddler would have left Arlane in a few more
tendays and no one on board would have known that the
dream which had haunted mankind since the late twentieth
century was disturbing the peace once again. And back on
Arlane, safe for all the years that might pass before another
starship orbited the planet, Jammet would have continued
his experiments and consolidated his control.

Memories flashed across his consciousness at several hun-
dred times the speed at which they had actually taken place.
Like a time-sharing computer working on two problems at
once, his attention flipped back and forth at micro-second
intervals between the hurtling car and the memories he
was reliving: the day the Board of Directors decided it
wasn’t going to finance a hundred-man volunteer expedi-
tion which could have toppled Jammet in one assault, and
he spoke to her for the first time, not knowing what he was
going to say—and knew he wasn’t going to let the Board
return her to Jammet . . . the day he told her he had
rented time on a computer and proved that a dozen volun-
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A map with his position circled in red had replaced
Jammet’s face on the public television. On his right a pair
of headlights was already coming toward him through the
woods. “Lassamba has already fired on an unarmed civilian
mounted on a one-man platform,” Jammet was saying. “The
man is probably dead. We think he was hit with the full
force of a nuclear shell.”

“I have sighted an armored .car like the cars our police
bought from the starship,” a girl's voice said. “It is moving
southeast at approximately . . .”

The headlights crept up behind him and took the plat-
form’s place. He fired a useless burst from the rear machine
guns and they kept on coming. The girl’s car wasn’t armored
but it had been built to take her through head-on collisions
at two hundred kilometers per hour.

He couldn’t knock out their cars and he couldn’t run
away from them, either. The girl would stick with him if he
doubled his speed and started bouncing off the trees. No
normal human could take bigger risks than a controllee
who had been told to rank her own life nothing.

“You can still surrender, Migel,” Jammet said. “Stop your
car and get out and we won’t hurt you. We won’t burt
you unless you make us do it in self-defense.”

The light on the instrument panel blinked again as another
explosion glared behind him. For a split second he thought
he heard the beginning of a scream on the police radio.

He slammed his fst against the side of the cockpit.
Anguish twisted his face. There was no way in the universe
he could knock out an unarmored car without killing the
driver. He was firing armor-piercing shells with focused
charges, but even with sixty percent of the blast focused
forward, a seventy mm shell could still kill a man at one
hundred meters.

The dots on the map rearranged themselves. Most of
the Peddlerbuilt cars were still racing toward the wilder-
ness, but the final circle predicted by the computer was
now less than five hundred kilometers in circumference.
The gaps between the green dots were now less than twenty
kilometers. If Jammet could narrow the gaps between the
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east course and he added two kilometers an hour to his
speed and switched on a television camera mounted on the
rear of the car.

Another ten centimeter television screen lit up on the
instrument panel. The headlight crossed his path fifty me-
ters behind him and turned.

He tuned one of his radio receivers to the frequency the
police had been using and watched the headlight grow.
“I have sighted a moving armored car like the cars our
police bought from the starship,” a flat controllee voice said.
‘}t is moving southeast approximately ten meters in front
of me.”

His eyes darted between the control panel and the front
window. On the screen he could see the blurred shadow of
a one-man air cushion platform behind the headlight.

He thought an order at the computer and the lights on
the map made the optimum moves. The circle of green
dots tightened. The distance between Peddler-built cars
would not be twenty-eight kilometers when he broke out
of the circle. The probability he could get through the
line without being spotted was now between twenty-five-to-
one and thirty-five-to-one.

He added ten kilometers to his speed. The car swung in
and out between the trees with centimeters to spare and
the platform followed him like a trailer. On the radio the
flat voice went on reporting his position. The platform was
as maneuverable as a man on foot. He was averaging 140
kilometers per hour but in the forest the platform could easily
do two hundred.

Commands sped along the wires linked to his brain. The
turret spun around. The radar sight on the left nuclear
rifle lJocked on the platform and the radar sight on the
right rifle locked on a moving spot 110 meters behind it.

A light on the instrument panel advised him the right
rifle had fired. A bright explosion lit up the darkness be-
hind him. On the screen a silhouetted figure threw up its
arms and fell off the platform. The shell had exploded far
enough behind him so the controllee might survive with a
few broken bones, if Jammet sent him medical care.
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Anata, he could at least relive the best memories stored in
his nervous system.

This was the first time in his life he had been so ob-
sessed with a girl that he was willing to believe the relation-
ship might last several decades. He and Sylvia Alexopou-
los had studied the sexual arts together during the eight
months’ voyage between Arlane and Conalia, and there had
been dozens of girls in his life before that, but nothing had
stired him the way his relationship with Anata had. He
had never felt so bound to another person; she pervaded
every moment of the last few months.

She was a soft, pillowy blonde but she was one of the
toughest people he had ever met. He had been im-
pressed by her ever since she had told him how she had
managed to survive on Arlane. Her hatred for Jammet had
dominated her emotions for three standard years but she
had managed to stay alive and free even though the police
interrogated every student under drugs at least once every
Arlane year.

Her father was a bio-engineer Jammet had put in charge
of one of his special research projects—a study of the way
human behavior could be altered by modifications in the
hormones secreted by the parathyroid gland. He had tried
to hold up the project by pretending he was having techni-
cal difficulties and one day Jammet had sent him home
from work with a brain control on his neck.

From that day on Anata had survived by an incredible
act of will. Every time her hatred had risen to the surface
of her consciousness, she had deliberately tormented her-
self by thinking about the punishments Jammet inflicted on
rebels. She had created a conditioned reflex in her own mind
and she had maintained it in spite of everything Jammet
was doing to keep people her age under control. Her hatred
had appeared to be completely repressed and she had been
classed with all the other students who hated Jammet and
were too frightened to even think about rebellion.

She had been confident her hatred would break to the
surface when she saw her chance and she had been right.
Two tendays after the Peddler had opened up its trading

38





39_0.png
FIVE AGAINST ARLANE

circle undetected? Assume no further sighting by police. As-
sume four hundred meters visibility.

A square appeared on the screen in the lower left hand
comner. As he could see from the map, if the police received
no further information about his whereabouts, the green
circle would have to be at least twelve hundred kilometers
in circumference when he broke through it. The gaps be-
tween Peddler-built cars would have to average forty-eight
Kilometers. The odds he could slip through the circle with-
out being spotted would therefore be between ffty-to-one

and seventy-to-one in his favor.
There were several unknowns in the calculation but the

upper and lower limits had to be correct. If the civilian
cars hadn’t been plunging into the forest, he would have
had nothing to worry about. Even a helicopter patrol would
have had trouble spotting him in the darkness in such a
vast area. The odds would have been uncomfortably low
by the time he reached the border—fifteen-to-one in his
favor, perhaps—but not so low he couldnt have made the
attempt by gathering all his courage for a supreme effort.

Trees swung back and forth before his eyes. The ridges
rose and fell in a steady, monotonous rhythm. He gulped
down a full liter of the water supply stored in the car and
broke a big chunk off a square of solid, tasteless emergency
food stored in a compartment under the seat. For the first
time in hours he was completely relaxed. Controlling a car
with a brain-machine link was as effortless and unconscious
as walking and he could be reasonably certain he had an
hour before the fighting started.

He turned on his memories of Anata as if they were
tapes projected om a screen. He had perfect five-sense re-
call, like everyone else born after the improvements in hu-
man intelligence which had been made during the last few
centuries, and he could ignore the part of his mind that
was controlling the car in exactly the same way a man
who was out for a walk could lose himself in a reverie
without bumping into every obstacle. This might be the last
hour he would ever have; if he couldn’t spend it with
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trollees were going to pursue him through the forest like
beaters driving a wild animal toward the hunters. Every
time a controllee pulled up behind him and tried to follow
him, he would have to fire on a helpless unarmed human
who probably hated Jammet as much as he did.

He had assumed Jammet would try to locate him in the
wilderness with police cars and helicopters. Instead Jam-
met had decided to make an all-out effort and use a surer
method. Jammet was a cautious tyrant but he knew Anata
was out of combat and he knew one more casualty would
destroy them; he wouldn’t provoke the anger of the families
and friends of all those controllees normally—there were still
limits to the abuse people would take—but he would do it
to deliver the blow that would crush his only serious oppo-
sition forever.

It was going to be the worst slaughter he had ever par-
ticipated in _and there was no way he could avoid it ex-
cept surrender. The gaps between the cars in the police
line would narrow with every report of his position; the
probability he could break through the line without being
spotted would decrease with every second they had him
under surveillance.

“Citizens have been cooperating with the police with-
out reservation,” Jammet said. “We know exactly where
Lassamba was a few minutes ago and we think we now
know his intentions. If any citizen under mobile detention
asks you for your vehicle, please give it to him at once.
Time is very important. If your car is damaged by Lassam-
ba, I will personally see that the damage is repaired. This
is no time to quibble over expenses. We are dealing with a
ruthless man who is willing to shoot medics and threaten
innocent citizens with death and the quicker we rid our
world of these savages, the safer we will all be. There is
no room on Arlane for people who treat life with contempt.”

Migel listened with his fists clenched. Dead men and
controllees marched across his mind—all the people Jammet
had killed to make himself master of Arlane. With every
move he made Jammet hammered at his conscience. Jam-
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the slope. His headlights were as dim as he could get them,
but if nobody in that house spotted him before he reached
the top of the next ridge, they were either blind or they
were braver than anyone he had passed since he had left
the lake. To someone looking down on the valley from up
there, any moving source of light would stand out in the
darkness.

The evergreens thinned out at the bottom of the ridge.
He hummed across the valley through an ecological bor-
derland—a silent struggle to the death between native and
Earth-type vegetation—and started up the next slope.

The native trees loomed above him at the top of the
ridge like guards welcoming him back to his own territory.
Their huge limbs arched above his head in the darkness
and he raised his speed to 110 and drove south with eyes
aching with fatigue.

Jammet’s face appeared on the television screen. He
glanced at it wearily and Jammet smiled back at him as
if they had just been introduced at a party.

“My apologies once again, citizens,” Jammet said. “I have
orders for every citizen under mobile detention. I repeat—
I have orders for every citizen under mobile detention. If you
are now within two hundred kilometers of Lake Takakema,
drive into the southern wildermess at once and drive south
until you get further orders. Keep your communications
equipment on at all times. If you see a green civilian car
which is moving—or an armored car similar to the ar-
mored cars our police purchased from the Peddler of Con-
alia—report to the police at once. Approach the car as close-
ly as you can once you have reported, and follow it as
Iong as you can. Turn on your emergency position indica-
tor and report continuously as long as you have it in sight.
If you do not have a car, find one at once and ask the
owner to give it to you. Rank sighting Lassamba’s car and
keeping it in sight as Priority One. End of orders.”

Migel stopped the car with its fans tumning. He stared
at the darkness at the end of his headlights as if he were
looking at his own grave. The police were going to form
their armored cars into a skirmish line and the civilian con-
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been for Zach he would still have been a low-ranking, no-
status guard on the Peddler. Of the five of them, Zach was
the only one who had been able to contribute real money
to the project. His father had been a major stockholder
on the Peddler and his savings had paid for most of their
equipment. He could have lived out his life in luxury on
the Peddler but instead he had left his family and his home
and set out to fight in a war in which he couldn’t hope to
gain half the wealth he had sacrificed. “I couldnt live
with myself if I left here without doing anything,” he had
said when they asked him why he wanted to join them.
“I wouldn’t do it if it were more dangerous, but when
you've studied a situation and you know the risks are this
low. . . . It would bother me the rest of my life.”

The rest of them had started out with nothing. What-
ever their other motives, if they won they planned to use
their status as heroes and liberators to accumulate more
wealth and power than they could have won any other
way. Only Zach had set out to fight Jammet solely be-
cause he thought it was his duty.

Migel parked the stolen car a kilometer from the thicket
in which he had hidden the armored car and crept through
the forest on foot. Fifty meters from the hiding place he
dropped to the ground and worked his way forward on his
stomach. The car was hidden under a mass of quick grow-
ing vines and bushes which had been growing on it since
he had turned on the camouflage mechanism, but there
was still a small possibility the police had stumbled on it
by accident and set up an ambush.

He pushed his hand through a thick clump of leaves
and groped until he found the lock. The door swung
open above him and he flowed inside like a snake sliding
into its hole.

He put on the helmet which linked his brain with the
car and slid into the molded contours of the driver’s seat.
Orders flowed out of his brain. The straps of the safety
harness wrapped themselves around his body; quick acting
poison disintegrated the camouflage; radar and infra-red
lights reached into the darkness and he shot away from the
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met had made the situation, not him. Let Jammet take the
responsibility.

He pushed in the power pedal. The trees rushed at him
out of the darkness like charging soldiers. He had heard
the police radio broadcast Priority One orders before and
he knew what the phrase meant: Rank your own life zero,
Jammet was telling his controllees. Rank the objective infinite.
Die if you have to, but carry out your orders.

v

TwE cAR waiting for him in the forest was a combat car
exactly like the fifty-five cars Jammet had bought from the
Peddler of Conalia. The finest weapon system the technicians
on the Peddler could manufacture, it was equipped with the
optimum hardware a seventh century armorer could pack
into a light combat vehicle: brain-linked controls (an unneces-
sary frill on civilian cars); a turret with two radar-aimed
seventy mm nuclear rifles; a high speed, brain-linked tactical
computer; transparent armor around the cockpit which could
withstand anything except a direct hit by a nuclear shell
as powerful as the shell its own rifles fired; opaque armor
over the front and rear fans which was just as tough, radar-
aimed machine guns fore and aft; and all the first aid and
communications gadgetry a seventh century human took for
granted. It had a range of four thousand kilometers without
recharging its batteries; its top speed was six hundred kil-
ometers per hour; and all its firepower, armor and equipment
had been crammed into a chassis which was only a little
over a meter wide at its widest point—narrow enough to
cruise through the Arlanean wilderness as fast as many civil-
ian cars cruised over open roads. In an even battle it was
a match for any surface vehicle on the planet except one of
the mammoth, atomic-powered mobile fortresses Jammet
used for headquarters.

He couldn’t look at it without thinking about Zach Kopel.
He didn’t want to be grateful to anyone who had been
born with everything he had never had, but if it hadn’t
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with us. Lassamba has been seen twice now driving east-
ward from the lake. The police are getting one hundred
percent cooperation. Every car in the area has stopped mov-
ing. Every citizen seems to be on the lookout.”

Migel shook his head wearily. This was the first time he
or any of the others had done anything which required a
little help from Jammet’s subjects. He had been hoping the
driver he had stolen the car from wasn’t a typical Arlanean,
but it looked like he was.

The house at the top of the ridge and the farm house
he had passed before that were the only houses he had
seen since he had left the lake. If he had already been
reported twice, Jammet really was getting one hundred
percent cooperation. Everyone knew the police would work
out the fugitive’s route when this was over and visit
most of the houses he had passed; anyone who had failed
to keep watch would be forced to admit it under drugs
and would soon find himself looking at the front end of a
gun.

Every pair of eyes on Arlane was against him. Jammet
had no popular support but he could still command active
obedience. Not one person on the planet, apparently, would
defy him and his computers and drugs and look the other
way for a split second.

Once a modern tyrant had disarmed the populace and
organized a few controllees, nothing could stop him. No one
wanted to endanger a lifespan which might last forever.
Sooner or later something might happen—and when it did,
wouldn’t it be nice to be alive? It wasn’t hard to be patient
when you had eternity ahead of you.

He couldn’t even be angry about it. He had been hop-
ing they would at least give him a little passive support,
but if he had been in their place he would probably have
followed Jammet's orders, too. He was a product of his
time, like everyone else, and the traditions and the social
mechanisms that had once driven men to face the guns of
an enemy had been falling apart for seven centuries. Men
still fought and killed, but only when the computers told
them the odds were at least twenty-to-one in their favor, or
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door locked. Please do not cooperate with Lassamba in
any way. Inform the police at once if you see him. And
please be careful. He is armed and he has been very liberal
With his threats. Let the police deal with him.”

Migel turned out of the traffic and drove toward a dark
wall of trees on the shore. All around him cars were slowing
down and splashing into the water. By the time he reached
the shore, every car he could see was bobbing on the water
on its emergency pontoons.

He drove off the lake between two trees and raced
across the fields and pastures of a lakeside farm at the fast-
est speed he dared to make. Stupid, heavy meat animals
lumbered out of his headlights and he drove past a farm-
house and slowed down as he approached a ridge covered
with Earth-type trees. On the television his own face re-
placed Jammet’s and a recording began a repeat of Jam-
met’s announcement.

Evergreens appeared in his headlights and he slowed
down to forty kilometers an hour and began to pick his
way up the ridge. Branches and underbrush scraped against
the sides of the car and he hunched over the wheel and
slowed down to thirty. This far south the land near the
lake was thinly populated once you got away from the shore,
From here to his own car most of it was going to be rough
and wild.

The flat voice of a controllee interrupted the repeat of
Jammet’s announcement. “Attention. Attention. Migel Lassam-
ba has stolen a car. If you are within eighty kilometers of
Lake Takakema, report any moving vehicle at once. Failure
to report 2 moving vehicle will constitute cooperation with
a murderer.”

The trees opened up suddenly at the top of the ridge.
He shot across a landscaped yard only a few meters from
a house and started working his way down the other side.
Once again evergreens closed in around him. He was still
at least a hundred kilometers from his car and he was aver-
aging less than forty kilometers per hour.

David Jammet reappeared on the screen. “My apologies for
interrupting you once again, citizens. Please be patient
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screen once again and a green circle marked his precise
position.

“He’s doing exactly what the police assumed he would
do,” the woman announcer said. “If he does everything they
assume, the latest prediction is that the odds he can escape
will be almost zero by the time he makes contact with the
police.”

Chewed up underbrush rattled against his fans. The min-
ute hand slid around the clock on the instrument panel and
he hunched over the wheel and picked out a route meter
by meter. Every time he tried to pick up speed his front
fan got tangled in a thicket and he had to pour on the
juice and back out on his rear fan.

He probably would have done just as well if he had
used the roads. He was being spotted as often as they
needed to spot him and he was hardly moving.

He pushed through the evergreens at the top of the
ridge and stopped to rest. On top of the next ridge, silhouetted
against the stars, he could see the huge, leafless trees of
the area he was heading for—a thumb-shaped patch of na-
tive vegetation which still extended into the habitable zone.
His average speed would almost triple when he reached
it. It was an ancient forest, not the new growth of the
areas that had been planted with Earth-type vegetation,
and the tree trunks were several car lengths apart. There
were no low branches to hold him up, and now that it
was winter the native underbrush was too thin to even be
a nuisance. Plugged into his own armored car, he would
probably average at least 120 kilometers per hour.

On his left the lights of another isolated house glowed
on a hill which commanded the entire valley. It was too
far away for him to see any heads silhouetted against the
v‘rlinduws, but he didn’t have to see them to know they were
there.

Fifty minutes had passed since he had left the medical
center. By the time he reached the border of the habitable
zone Jammet would have had four hours in which to close
the net—two hours more than the computer said he needed.

He rubbed the sweat off his hands and started down

31





32_0.png
FIVE AGAINST ARLANE

when a brain control made them take the risk for some-
body else. Only outcasts and lunatics would challenge a
tyrant like Jammet—and they fell apart as soon as some-
thing unexpected happened and they had to take a risk
which wasn’t on the original program.

Ten minutes slipped away from him as he worked his
way down the ridge. A map appeared ‘on the television
screen and a moving circle indicated his probable position.
A quick shot of the police control center showed the police
at work—without lingering on the brain controls on every
neck—and a woman announcer stepped in front of the cam-
era and read off the probability he would be captured.

“Police cars are moving in from all over the planet,” the
‘woman said. “We still don’t know Lassamba’s intentions, so
the probabilities are still just educated guesses. If he is
planning to drive south, however, as the police assume,
the odds are now four hundred-to-one in his favor. But the
odds will drop, of course, as the police get more sightings
and the chase goes on. The First Citizen is watching the
progress of the chase from his private office. He thinks
there is an excellent chance Lassamba will be arrested be-
fore the next few hours are over. A member of his staff
says he looks cautiously optimistic.”

The evergreens opened up again at the bottom of the
ridge. Floodlights hung from big, carefully spaced trees
lit up the rolling lawns of a landscaped park.

He pushed in the power pedal and hummed across the
park at 120. Trees and hedges flew at him at random
and his face twisted with concentration as he swung in
and out between them. It had been years since he had
driven a car with his hands and the effort was wearing
him out already.

Through the trees on his right he glimpsed a house and
an arched bridge decorated with colored lights. Another
house and bridge caught his eye on the left and he shot
across a small stream and raced across five more kilometers
of park.

He slowed down and started pushing up another ridge
covered with evergreens. A map appeared on the television
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hiding place at the fastest speed he could make in ‘the for-
est. He had lost two hours running away from the hospital
and he was still two hours from the border of the habitable
zone.

More orders flowed along the wires leading out of his
helmet. A map appeared on the computer read-cut screen
and he glanced at it as he guided the car.

Computer warfare was a lot like chess. You always as-
sumed your opponent would make the optimum move, and
vou usually knew where all the major pieces were all
through the battle. There were situations in which you could
trick the computer by picking the second best move, but a
hunter-hunted situation in which the hunter had plenty of
time to close in wasn’t one of them. There was only one
strategy which could give Jammet the maximum probability
he would destroy his quarry. Give two computers the same
data and they would both come up with the same answer.

Red dots scattered over the map showed him the ap-
proximate position of the thirty-five Peddler-built cars Jam-
met had left. Green dots scattered in a rough circle showed
him where the Peddler-built cars would be located when
he broke through the line if the police received no further
information about his position and Jammet made all the op-
timum moves. Twenty-five cars would be used against
him, the computer had decided; the other ten had be be
scattered over the habitable zonme as insurance against an
attack by Rolando, Sylvia, and Zach.

Symbols and’ half-conscious, wordless thoughts flashed
across his mind. Three civilian controllees (approximately)
per ten thousand Arlaneans. Check memory for population
distribution two hundred kilometers Lake Takakema. Esti-
mate controllee distribution, location. Weight three for people
in entertainment centers. What course will delay first sight-
ing longest timeP

A white line curving south and east crawled across the
map. First contact with the civilian controllees would take
place in about one hour, in an area circled in yellow.

What is current probability 1 will break through green
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He drove down the bank past startled faces and eased
into the traffic on the lake. In a minute the entertainment
center was three kilometers behind and he was just one more
pair of headlights driving south at the prevailing speed.

He settled back in the seat and relaxed muscle by muscle.
The driver had taken him by surprise but his brain was
still clicking and he still had himself under control. Jam-
met’s control over the people was even tighter than he and
the others had thought it was. The driver had known he
wasn’t going to be killed, but he had been willing to en-
dure a lot of pain just to look good when the police ques-
tioned him.

‘The loudspeaker on his instrument panel hummed. Some-
where on the planet a computer had broadcast the signal
which activated the government channels on the car’s com-
munication equipment. “Please stand by for an emergency
announcement,” a woman’s voice said. “Please stand by
for an emergency announcement.”

The television screen next to the loudspeaker flickered in
the darkness. David Jammet’s thin, disciplined face appeared
inside the oval frame.

Jammet smiled politely. In public he was always courte-
ous, soft-spoken and intimate. “My apologies for interrupting
your pleasures, citizens. An emergency has come up and
I'm afraid the police need your help. Migel Lassamba has
attacked the Takakema medical center. Some important
equipment has been sabotaged and a medic has been serious-
1y wounded.”

As usual, he looked more like a scholar giving a lecture
than a tyrant giving orders. Nothing in his manner in-
dicated the excitement he must be feeling. “Please listen
carefully to the following requests,” he said. “Please give us
all the cooperation you can. If you are within two hundred
kilometers of the Takakema medical center, and near your
home, please go inside at once and lock up completely. If
you are driving a vehicle on land within that area, please
stop, lock your vehicle, and take shelter in a safe place as
far from your vehicle as you can get. If you are driving
over water, stop on the water and stay in place with your
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The entertainment center was his only real hope. Every
house on the street probably had a car parked in the
garage, but it would take him at least twenty minutes to
steal one. First he would have to fight his way through the
watch animals and then he would have to break into the
house and drag one of the car’s owners out to the garage.
With locks activated by thumbprints, it had been centuries
since anyone had stolen a parked car without the conscious
or unconscious body of the owner. If he wanted to get out
of the habitable zone alive, he had to take over a car
while the motor was running.

A watchcat ran out of the trees on his left and trotted
after him along the edge of the street until he reached the
border of its owner’s land. A burst of laughter from a
porch made him cringe with loneliness. He was cut off from
every human in the habitable zone and he had cut himself
off from the other four, too; he had gambled their lives
as well as his own. If he died, they would die, too, sooner
or later. Cut off from every major medical facility on the
planet, they would succumb to diseases and accidents one
by one and either die or go morth and submit to a brain
control.

Three faces danced in front of his eyes—Zach Kopel, Ro-
lando Kiang, Sylvia Alexopoulos. You took our lives in your
hands, they said. You gambled our lives without our per-
mission. Who gave you the right to do that?

Right now they were probably watching their television
sets in their camp in the mountains below the habitable
zone. In a few minutes Jammet would broadcast the alarm
and they would know he had failed and the net was clos-
ing in on him. Inside the first aid unit Anata would hear
them talking and would know something was going on. Had
they told her he was gone yet? Did she know he was doing
thisP

He could see Zach shake his big head. He’s too young, he
said. He’s been pushed around and caged-in all his life and
he’s still so angry at the universe he can’t think straight.
The first time he can’t have his own way he starts acting
like a wildman.
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smooth, relaxed strides of a trained long distance runner
but his muscles were heavy with defeat. This was exactly
the kind of situation the others had been afraid of: the safety
margin had been too thin. A single accident, one controllee
standing by the elevator at the wrong time, had been enough
to ruin him. Even if he managed to work fast and steal a
car, by the time he got to his own car Jammet’s police would
be forming a line between his last reported position and the
edge of the habitable zone. He would have to drive south-
‘ward with the net drawing tighter every moment.

The habitable zone was a huge trap. Jammet couldn’t
keep them out of it, but overwhelming forces closed in
around them every time they entered it. Jammet had bought
fifty-five armored cars from the Peddler of Conalia—the same
starship four of them had come from—and according to all
the war games they had simulated on their computers, they
weren't supposed to penetrate the habitable zone for extended
periods of time until thirty of the armored cars had been
destroyed. If Jammet distributed his weapons properly, there
was a thirty pexcent probability one of them would be
killed if they spent more than two hours in the habitable
zone. He had gambled his life. and everything they were
trying to do on the assumption he could reach his own
car balf an hour after the alarm went out and get across
the southern border of the habitable zone a few minutes
before the net closed in.

The stimulant hit his nervous system and he picked up
his pace. He was running down a long lane of grass, a
deserted residential street which ended about five hundred
meters ahead in a park on top of a low rise. The lights of
an entertainment center glowed on the other side of the
park and on both sides of the street rambling houses sat
under big Earth-type trees which had been genetically
adapted to the daylight and darkness cycle of the polar
region. Arlane still had at least half a million square kilometers
of unclaimed land, but wherever you found a medical center
on any planet inhabited by humans, you always found
people crowding together to get as close to it as they could
get.
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a mistake was just a lengthy way to commit suicide. If
they tried to fight Jammet with only four combatants,
they would run into police detachments as strong as they
were almost every time they attacked the police; and the
campaign would take twice as long as it would have, they
would have to be twice as careful as they had been, and
they would have twice as many opportunities to die. A
single mistake would reduce them to three combatants and
doom them to a lingering death on the edge of the habitable
zone.

“The computer can tell us what the situation requires,”
Zach had said, “but it can’t tell us if we've got it. It won’t
be the first time people have fought against the odds and
won, We've got to fight twice as long and we've got to
fight twice as well, but we aren’t defeated until we're
all dead.” And Sylvia’s eyes had gleamed, and even Ro-
lando had been stirred, but Migel Lassamba had heard
speeches like that before—usually from inexperienced com-
manders who were about to lose half their men.

He trudged across the park at the end of the street with
his head down. They could argue with him in person or
in his imagination from now until the universe collapsed.
He had done the right thing. It hadn’t turmed out right, but
it had still been the right thing. Four people couldn’t fight
without a blunder for 120 standard days, but one man
could act above his norm for short periods now and then.
His luck had been bad but so far he had made the optimum
move every time. If he could keep on like this a few more
hours, he might make it yet. This was no time to reduce his
efficiency by worrying about the past. He bad left one
person dying and sentenced at least two other people to
death. If he started fumbling now, he didn’t deserve to
live.

He stopped on top of the rise and locked down on the
entertainment center through the trees. For a moment he
felt slightly unreal. A landscaped bank covered with build-
ings and open-air pavilions sloped away from him toward
the shores of Lake Takakema. Fountains were dancing
under colored lights, transparent elevators were crawling up
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How can he do this to usP Sylvia said. Don’t our lives
mean anything to himp

Don’t give up too soon, Rolando said. I wouldn’t bet
on him if I didn’t have to, but don’t sell him short.

It doesn’t matter, Zach said. Nobody has the right to
take chances with other people’s lives. Even if he wins, it’s
still wrong.

He knew them well enough to know all the things they
thought about each other and never said. If they werent
saying things like that, they were thinking them. And if he
got back alive, they would probably say them.

But what else could he have done? One of them had
to act sooner or later. They had been paralyzed ever since
Anata had been wounded. For ten Arlane days they had
been sitting in the mountains going over and over the
same arguments until his head ached and he’d had to take
a tranquilizer to keep himself from screaming. Zach, Sylvia
and Rolando had wanted to keep on fighting without Anata
and he had insisted they should go north and get Anata a
new heart. They were afraid to change the program and he
was afraid to attack the police with only four combatants—
and they couldn’t do what they wanted to do without him
and he couldn’t do what he wanted to do without them.

He had known he was right and he still knew he was
right. The war games had come out the same every time they
had run them through the computer: with five combatants,
victory was possible; with three, impossible; with four, in-
calculable. And when a computer told you a situation was
“incalculable” it meant you could win only if you made
fewer mistakes than any normal human could be expected
to make. He had learned that the hard way in the three
wars he had fought in on Rinaldisworld. He might be sixty-
seven years younger than Zach, fifty years younger than
Rolando and sixty years younger than Sylvia, but of them
all he was the only one who had ever fought in a war
before. An intelligent commander always assumed some-
body would panic or do something stupid sooner or later.
Any plan which assumed that four human beings could
fight for one hundred and twenty standard days without
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and he staggered backward with two bullets in his skull
and crumpled as if he had been clubbed.

The watchcats shot across the reception room and launched
themselves at the table with the silent viciousness five stand-
ard centuries of genetic engineering had imprinted on their
nervous systems. Behind them the female medic watched
with wide, terrified eyes. He could shoot one of the cats
before they hit but not both.

He hopped off the side of the table. One cat soared
past him before he could bring the pistol up and the
other one landed on the table with all four paws bunched
together and pivoted toward him as it crouched to spring.

He held the pistol at arms length and lined up the
sights on the cat on the table. There was nothing he could
do about the other one. His body had reacted instinctively
but he had known he didnt have any choice before he
hit the floor. Armed with a turret he could have sprayed
both of them with bullets merely by turning his head;
armed with the pistol he could only shoot one before the
second cat hit him.

Two carefully aimed bullets ploughed into the cat's skull
and he raised his left hand to his throat and turned on
the other one just before it hit. Two hundred kilos of fangs
and claws smashed into his upper body and he went down
pumping bullets into the animal’s chest and stomach. Claws
sharp as steel ripped through hs pants and raked his
legs. Pain burned the arm protecting his throat and he
jerked his eyes away from the claws scraping on his mask.

‘The cat shuddered. Its head dropped onto the side of
his mask and he crawled out from under and stood up.
His legs were on fire and his hands were covered with
blood.

He checked the refrigerator in his breast pocket and
reloaded the pistol. The cat he had shot on the table
had fallen to the floor and died. The other cat's eyes
were already glazed.

He pushed the table out of the way and stepped into
the reception room. The woman medic was standing in
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“Put me behind the console,” Alexi said. “Don’t leave
‘me out in the open.”

Migel clubbed him on the back of the neck with the
edge of his hand and clipped him behind the ear with the
gun barrel as he dropped. He kicked the surgeon in the
shins to make sure she was out and then he dragged the
two of them behind the console. It took an extra minute
but a life was a life.

He stuck the heart in the breast pocket of his jacket—
if a bullet damaged it, it would be a bullet that would
have killed him anyway—and looked around for something
he could use to even the odds. They were probably waiting
outside to question him when he came out. He would have
a few seconds before they started shooting.

Controllees were still human. They had to do what they
were told, but unless they had definite orders to the con-
trary, they would do it the safest way they could.

The surgeon had arranged some woooden carvings and
some potted plants on a high table near her console. He
knocked the carvings and potted plants onto the fHoor and
dragged the table in front of the door. When he stood
on top of it, his feet were about waist high and he had
to stoop 2 little to keep his head below the top of the door.

He crossed his fingers and passed his hand through the
beam.

The door slid open. Four steps beyond it, in the middle
of the reception room, a hospital guard with a brain con:
trol on his neck was standing with his hands behind his
back. He had a standard brain-linked miniaturized turret
on his head and the sightings glasses were already lowered
over his eyes. The instant his brain gave the word, the
two barrels mounted in the turret would spit death at
anything he was looking at.

Behind the guard, the medic who had spotted them in
the elevator was crouching in front of the door to the
corridor. Her face was a study in disgust and her hands
were gripping the collars of two muscular watcheats.

The guard started to raise his head. Migel fired twice
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square kilometers inhabited by nine million people—there
were only three hundred armed policemen.

A medic yelled at him as he started down the corridor.
He cut off the pain in his legs and ran toward the stairs.
When he looked back the medics were standing in the
door to the surgeon’s office.

The alarm started hammering as he ran down the steps.
All over the medical center people with brain controls on
their necks poured out of offices. By the time he reached
the bottom of the stairs, half a dozen controllees were
standing in the hall.

They started toward him as soon as they saw him. If
be tried to get back to the garage they’d pull him down
by sheer numbers. He could kill two or three of them but
the rest would keep coming, and more would come down
the stairs as they got the word.

He jerked open a side door and ran into the night.
Two controllees followed him out the door only ten steps
behind and he wounded them enough to send them to the
ground, and then he disappeared around a corer.

The building covered the hill like an octopus but the
arms had odd twists in them and the grounds had been
landscaped with trees and bushes. He slipped from cover
to cover with the skill of an expert. Loudspeakers blared
orders and controllees ran outside but he had learned
how to use the landscape in one of the best military schools
in human history.

The first police car screamed to a halt in front of the
hospital as he splashed across a creek at the bottom of the
hill and trotted past a long row of houses. Above him the
red and blue aurora flickered in the sky. He was 130
kilometers from the place in the forest where he had hidden
his own car.

paig

He Toox an antibiotic and a stimulant out of his pillbox
and swallowed both of them dry. He was running with the
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front of the outer door with her hands raised in a stan-

dard unarmed on-guard.

“I have been ordered to fight if you attack us and get
past them,” her mouth said. “I am a controllee. I will fight
until I die.”

He couldn’t look at her eyes. Like Alexi and Walter Eban,
she was old enough to have studied the unarmed arts. If
he tried to fight his way past her, they would probably
cripple each other.

“I'll kill you if you don’t step aside,” he said. “Do your
masters want a medic like you to die?”

“I have been ordered to fight until I die.”

He aimed the pistol at her legs. She slipped out of the
sights and danced toward him, bobbing and dodging with
the speed of an expert. Before he could pick up her
legs again, she was coming at him from the side and

Jaunching a kick at his hand.
He pulled the pistol away from her foot and shot her in
the stomach. Her legs flew out from under her and she

hit the floor flat on her back.
He looked down at her and shook his head. If he ever

got his hands on David Jammet, he would put a brain
control on his neck and make him walk unarmed into a

cage full of watchcats.
“I'm sorry,” he said. “One of the medics inside will wake

up any minute. I think youll be all right if they get to you
in time. If we win, someday I'll come back and take that
thing off you personally.”

She took her hands off her stomach and tried to raise
her head. She was gasping with pain but she would have
crawled down the hall to stop him.

He opened the door and looked out. There were two
or three medics in the corridor but no guards. There had
been no general alarm apparently and they had probably
used the cats because they only had one armed guard at
the hospital. Jammet gave out the minimum number of weap-
ons his computers told him he needed. In the entire habita-
ble zone around the north pole—one and a half million
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second chance. He had put himself in a certain situation
and there were only so many choices on the board.

Heads jerked up as he jumped over the fence and
ran between the lounge chairs; startled faces gaped at him.
The man who had gotten out of the car turned around and
the driver rose in his seat and stared at the café.

He pushed open the front gate and ran toward the car
waving the pistol. The driver and the two women stared
at him with puzzled expressions and the man who had
gotten out of the car slipped into an unarmed on-guard.

Migel stopped in front of them and aimed the pistol
before they could move. Two bullets ploughed into the
right leg of the man standing in front of the car and the
man screamed and dropped to one knee with his hand
gripping his calf and his face twisted with agony. The driver’s
mouth dropped open. One of the women gasped and the
otber woman’s hands snapped to her temples.

He ran around the wounded man and jumped into the
car. “Don’t make me shoot you, t00,” he said to the driver.
“Leave the motor running and get out.”

The driver stared at the gun pointed at his chest. His
hands tightened on the wheel and he glanced over Migel's
shoulder at the uproar in the café. He was a solid, burly
man and his hands looked big and competent.

“It's Migel Lassambal!” one of the women screamed. “He's
shot my husband!”

The driver loosened his grip on the wheel. He leaned
back in the seat, away from the gun, and the edge of
his right hand swung toward Migel’s gun arm.

Migel jerked the gun back. It cracked twice and two
little spots appeared on the driver’s chest.

The driver gasped. His body slumped onto the seat. One
of the women screamed again and Migel shoved the stunned
man out the door and slid behind the wheel.

He eased the car forward and swung it around. All over
the entertainment center people were staring at him. The
driver was lying on his side on the ground, clutching at his
wounds. The other wounded man was still down on one
knee and the two women were staring at him.
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a five hundred meter observation tower, and people were
sitting in outdoor cafés and wandering in and out of stores
and amusement places as if violence and tyranny had been
defeated and forgotten before they were born.

He picked out a busy outdoor café on the edge of the
park and circled toward it through the trees. There was still
plenty of traffic on the lake and every minute or two a
car turned onto the bank and cruised through the crowd
at a few kilometers per hour. If the café was as popular as
it looked, he shouldn’t have to wait more than a few minutes.

He slumped under a tree a few steps from the café and
tried to look like a man enjoying a little fresh air in privacy.
He would wait five minutes. If a car didn’t stop in front
of the café by then, he would dash through the crowd in
the center of the grounds and try to board one of the cars
moving around out there.

On the other side of the fence around the café, serving
carts were rolling between the lounge chairs, and bright-
eyed people were nibbling on a buffet and drinking out of
big glasses loaded with a white happy-drink that seemed
designed to keep everybody just cheerful enough to make
the night as pleasant as a night on Arlane was supposed to
be. Nobody noticed the dark figure sitting in the shadows
in the park and he did his best to ignore them. It had
been a long time since he had been in a place like that and
he didn’t want to think about the future any more than
he had to.

A car driven by a lone woman stopped in front of the
café. The woman looked the place over and he started to
get up.

The car pulled away and he settled back again. On the
other side of the fence a woman glanced at him and took
another sip of her drink.

An open car with two couples in it eased out of the
crowd and stopped in front of the café. The driver turned
around and said something and the man in the back seat
climbed out and offered his hand to the two women.

Migel stood up. He would have been happier if it had
been one couple instead of two but he couldn’t wait for a
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The woman stepped back and looked them over. “Where
are you going?” her mouth said.

They turned away from her. Ahead of them a green
carpet of live Earth-type grass glistened in the light from
the ceiling. The walls of the corridor had been decorated
with a therapeutic mural of a park full of happy people and
there was a live ornamental tree in front of every door.

“I can’t stop,” Alexi muttered. “Emergency.”

“What's wrong with your patient?”

They trudged down the hall without answering. The
elevator door slid shut and Migel glanced back. The woman
was still standing there watching them.

“She’ll call the police,” Alexi muttered. “She’s one of
the best supers in the place. She knew we were phony as
soon as she looked at us.”

Migel gestured with the pistol under his jecket. “Keep
going.”

“They’ll be waiting for us when we come out. All the
controllees in this place have permanent orders to question
anything unusual and call the police if they don’t like the
answers.”

“We’'ll worry about that later. Keep going.”

They stopped in front of a gnarled, waist-high tree.
Two smiling children mounted on a miniature Earth-type
elephant waved at them from the mural.

Alexi shook his head and passed his hand through an
invisible beam. A panel slid back and they stepped into
a reception room crowded with wooden furniture and enor-
mous potted plants.

“This is the Chief Surgeon’s office,” a loudspeaker said.
“Please state your business.”

The door slid shut behind them. Migel leaned his back
against the wall and hunched over.

“Emergency—Class One,” Alexi said. “I have to see the
Chief Surgeon at once.”

The central computer matched the image on the television
camera pointed at them against the list of employees auth-
orized to interrupt the Chief Surgeon with a Class One emer-
gency. The door to the inner office slid open. On the far
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“Shoot to killl” Fortado yelled. “We don’t have time!l”

The other platform glided out of the trees three hundred
meters in front of him. It paused so the men in the cars
could see it coming and Migel squinted, trying to see who
it was.

“The cancer’s doing everything he can to drag this
out,” the specialist said.

Migel picked up the rifle and loaded another shell in
the breech. The platform started forward and he locked
the sights on another tree and watched it come.

The gun rocked on his shoulder, the shell thundered,
a voice screamed and he looked up.

The platform was skidding through the trees on its side.
A Sgure was lying on the ground.

He reloaded the rifle and ran toward the body. His
eyes strained as he searched for blonde hair and any sign
of movement. If she was still conscious and he had to shoot
her with his head turret . . .

He stopped several paces away. The figure lying on the
ground was Zach. His eyes were closed and one arm was
twisted under his body but he was still breathing.

Migel put his riflc down and moved forward cautiously.
e stepped behind Zach's head and pulled off his turret.
His practiced eyes skimmed Zach’s body.

A motor hummed in the trees. A voice yelled a warning.

He turned around. The other controllee was bearing down
on them. Fortado was standing between the cars with his rifle
on his shoulder.

He threw up his hands. “Don’t! Nol”

A nuclear explosion glared in front of him. His head
snapped away from it and lights danced in front of his
eyes. He twisted away from the thunder as if he had
been struck, stumbling over the ground.

‘When he turned around there was nothing there. The
sights had been locked on the front of the platform: Anata
and the flimsy vehicle had both been vaporized.

He tipped back his head and moaned. Time pushed him
away from her. Eternity stretched away from him like the
cold, black, lonely space between the stars.
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saw of him, the less they would be reminded of the picture
they saw on television ten times a day.

Alexi parked as close to the elevator as he could get.
Migel got out first and Alexi climbed out the same door
after him. In a glass booth set in the wall an armed guard
stared at them with the dull eyes of a man who had wom
a brain control on his neck so long he was only half alive.
Some medics loafing in a corridor next to the garage looked
at them noncommittally and went back to their conversa-
tion. If anyone wondered why an ambulatory patient needed
a full-face respiratory mask, no one seemed inclined to do
anything about it. The terror Jammet had imposed on the
populace had had some side effects an infiltrator could use:
no one noticed anything which might involve him with the
authorities if he could help it.

The elevator closed as soon as they stepped inside. Alexi
stuck his hands in his pockets and glared at the lights
over the door. He glanced at the concealed gun and Migel
stepped away from him and shook his head warningly.

A woman medic was standing in ‘front of the door when
it opened. She was wearing a sterile suit which covered
her from head to foot like a space suit, but Migel knew
she was a controllee as soon as he saw her eyes behind
the faceplate. Unlike the guard in the garage she hadn’t
been dulled; he didn’t have to see her neck to know the
back of it was covered from her shoulders to the bottom
of her skull with a hard lump of artificial flesh. She was
staring at him with the eyes he had seen on most of the
hundreds of controllees he had been forced to look at in
his life—the tormented eyes of an intelligent being forced
to sit in her head and watch while her own body did
things she detested.

Jammet never killed rebellious medics if he could stick
a brain control on them first—he needed medics to keep
the population content. A modern ruler could do almost
anything, apparently, if he didn’t tamper with the medical
care his subjects were used to.

Alexi stiffened. Migel gestured with his shoulder and
they shuffied out of the elevator with their heads lowered.
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lowered their windows. “Get back in your car,” Fortado
said. “We can’t afford another casualty.”

“We've got to get rid of them,” the other teacher said.
“We can’t outrun those things in the wilderness and we
can’t shake off the police with them following us.”

Migel stared at Sylvia’s body. Their voices came to him
through a haze. They would have to bury her in the for-
est. Little by little everything she was would disintegrate
“You could have killed them a dozen times already with-
out knowing it,” the specialist said. “You told us to for-
get we’re killing controllees. If he’s throwing them away like
this just to delay us, we must be far enough ahead to get
away.”

“Get in the car,” Fortado said. “Ill take care of them.”

The other teacher yelled. A motor hummed in the dis-
tance and a speeding platform appeared in the woods ahead
of them.

Migel turned around. His rifle was propped in the front
seat of his car. He grabbed it and stepped behind the
car.

He couldn’t control his emotions. Anata was racing to-
ward him—the puppet master was pushing Anata toward
her death.

The visual sights lined up in front of his eyes. He picked
out a tree 150 meters on his right and turmed on the radar
sights. The platform was going to pass by the tree a hundred
meters on the left. If the shell hit the tree at the right time,
he could knock the platform over and throw the driver to
the ground without blowing her to bits.

The gun rocked on his shoulder. He lowered his head
and a shell thundered in front of him.

A head turret rattled and bullets ricocheted off the car.
He looked up and saw the platform speeding toward him.

He dropped to his hands and knees on the left side of
the car; the platform hummed by on the other side. For-
tado’s head turret rattled and Migel jumped up to see the
platform disappearing into the trees.

“Give me a chancel” he screamed. “Leave them alonel”
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you,” the surgeon said. “What good are your threats if
Jammet’s going to kill us anyway?”

“They won’t kill you,” Migel said. “Medics like you are
too valuable. The worst you'll get is a brain control.”

“Would you like a brain control on your neck?”

“It’s better than dying.”

She looked thoughtful. She was still smiling—probably
to unnerve him—but he could almost see the circuits switch-
ing on and off in her brain. The longer he looked at her
the more he wanted to get away from her as fast as he
could. She was short, which probably meant she was fast,
and she moved with the easy grace of a person who'd
had many decades in which to learn how to control her
body. If she was as old as he thought she was, she was
as dangerous as an unknown wild animal cornered on an
unexplored world. She had the physical ability of a woman
in the prime of life, and the cupning and skill which could
only be acquired after decades of experience and practice.

“You're the first person to enter this medical center with
a weapon in one hundred Arlane years,” she said. “Does
that make you feel important? In all the troubles we've
had on this planet, no one has ever violated this center.”

“Don’t try to distract me by chattering,” Migel said. “This
is a primitive weapon but I know how to use it. I'll wound
both of you enough to stop you as soon as you start
moving and Il kill you afterward. Alexi knows how I feel.
If I can’t make you give me the heart, I'll kill you as an
example for the next medic I have to approach.”

He used the word kill deliberately, to heighten the
effect. Like many people who have actually done it, he
preferred to use euphemisms.

“I don’t have to do anything,” the surgeon said. “That
light flashing on my console means they’re trying to call
me. Poor Teresa’s probably told the police already. They'll
be standing outside the door in five minutes.”

He resisted the impulse to glance at the console. “Then
you may as well give me the heart,” he said. “Even Jam-
met wouldnt expect you to commit suicide when you can
give me what I want and send me out to die.”
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peared totally irrational. Medics were freeing controllees
in the medical centers during regular working hours with
the full cooperation of their colleagues and there was noth-
ing he could do about it. Every day more people fled to the
bases the rebels had set up in the wilderness with the air-
conditioning equipment they had captured in the battle of
Marston. Even in the habitable zone itsclf there were places
where the rebels could give frightened citizens a safe place
to hide. With every victory the rebels won, more people
suddenly discovered they could interfere with the govern-
ment without risking certain death.

Jammet couldn’t even reverse the process by putting brain
controls on more people. The medics would take the brain
controls off almost as fast as he made them put them on;
or they would be killed by the rebels; or somebody would
warn the people he wanted to put in bondage and they
would flee. The rebels had destroyed the one weapon he
really needed. They had killed an unthinkable number of
people while they were doing it, but there seemed to be
no limit to the ruthlessness and savagery of the human
species. Men were even worse than David Jammet had be-
lieved.

He was a man of his time, just as #mmortal as everyone
else. He believed in his dream, and he knew there was
still @ small chance he could win, but only e big chance
would do. He fled the habitable zone and crossed the planet
in his mobile fortress. In the shallow oceans and the scat-
tered islands that surround the mnorth pole of Arlane, he
settled into a comfortable, though restricted, life. He had
a few “citizens under mobile detention” as hostages and he
was reasonably certain the rest of the people on the planet
would leave him alone. . . .

For thirty-five years David Jammet haunted the conscience
of every Arlanean. Every year some member of the Assembly
arose to demand his death. In his quiet estate on the eastern
coast, Migel Lassamba found himself staring south every time
old ghosts returned to haunt him. Why should such a man
live when so many had died?

No one wanted to risk the lives of the hostages, however.
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side of a large room a woman looked up from a console
outfitted with all the standard office equipment.

Alexi lowered his head. His right toe smashed into Migel's
loft ankle and he charged across the miniature jungle toward
the open door.

Migel winced. Two long, flowing strides carried him
across the room as he pulled the pistol out of his jacket.
He jumped up as he stepped over the doorsill and his
left foot slammed into Alexi’s buttocks. The door closed
behind Migel as Alexi stumbled across the carpet and rolled
onto his back.

Migel crouched in the middle of the room with the pistol
pointed at the surgeon, his lips curled over his teeth. On
the floor Alexi lay perfectly still on his back.

“Please raise your hands above your head,” Migel said.
“And please stand up and get away from the console.”

The surgeon’s hands froze above a keyboard. She looked
up at him calmly and he realized she had the intelligent,
disciplined face of a person well into her second century.

“Get away from your console,” he repeated. “Don’t make
me kill you. Give yourself a chance.”

The surgeon’s hands moved toward the ceiling. She stood
up and walked around the console and he pointed at the
place where he wanted her to stand.

“Get up, Alexi,” he said. “Stand beside her with an arms
length between you.”

Alexi stood up and backed into place with his eyes on
the gun. “He’s had that thing pointed at me since I first
saw him,” he told the surgeon. “That was the first chance

I've had to get rid of him.”

“What does he wantP” the surgeon asked.

“An authorization to get a heart out of the freezer,” Migel
said. “Give it to me and we'll go peacefully.”

She studied him carefully, a little smile playing around
her lips. “Did anybody see you come in here?”

“Karvonen saw us get off the elevator,” Alexi said. “She
was still watching us when we opened your door.”

“That means the police will know who cooperated with
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The specialist pushed himself across the front seat of the
car. He started the motor and pulled up beside Migel with
the door open.

“Get your friend in the car,” the specialist said. “You
did the best you could. Don’t make us all die for nothing.
You may be burying me in a few hours, t00.”

He opened his eyes. In the other two cars Fortado and
the other teachers looked at him impatiently.

“Don’t waste it,” the specialist said. “Do what they’d
want you to do. 'm speaking for the dead.”

Grief turned into rage. Migel’s eyes fastened on the ugly
thing on Zach’s neck. He slid his arms around Zach’s
shoulders and dragged him to the car.

“We aren’t going to kill him,” he said. “We're going to
keep him alive.”

He arranged Zach in the back seat and put him to sleep
with the injector. The specialist slid away from the driver’s
seat and he climbed in and started the motor.

The specialist leaned against the window and closed his
eyes. “Don’t tell him,” he rumbled. “Put a brain control
on him. Make him think every day’s the day you're going
to make him kill himself.”

Migel nodded. The car shot forward. The landscape
flew past him like a frenzied dream.

The wilderness closed in on them thirty minutes later.
One hour before the specialist died, they reached another
medical center and freed another medic.

XVIIL

Jammet knew he had lost when ordinary citizens started
sabotaging the factories in which he was trying to make
new weapons. It had taken one Arlane year of heroic effort
but the rebels had finally freed a critical number of con-
trollees. Jammet could no longer keep a close watch on
everything that was happening.

It was a typical example of an irreversible social process
begun by an act so apparently useless that it had ap-
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The medic’s voice rose. “What difference does it makeP
I cant do it without giving myself away. If you don’t
kill me, Jammet will.”

“How many guards do they have on the freezer?”

“They don’t need any. You give the computer an authori-
zation and it brings what you want up from the freezer.
Nobody goes into the freezer unless there’s something wrong
with it. It’s been years since anyone. did.”

“Who gives out the authorizations?”

“What difference does it make? Do you think I'm going
to walk in there and point a gun at him? You may as well
kill me now.”

“Who gives out the authorizations?”

Walter Eban shivered. Migel glanced at him and be
lowered his head and shivered again. “The Chief Surgeon
does it,” he said.

“How do you know?”

“My wife was wounded during the last war.”

“That was eight standard years ago,” Migel said. He
glanced at the medic. “Is it still done that way?”

The medic stared at the gun. His eyes flicked up and
he glanced at Migel’s face. “I don’t know,” he said.

“You're no use to me if you don’t cooperate,” Migel said.

“I'm no use to you dead, either.”

Migel hesitated. He had the answer to that one all
worked out but it still wasn’t easy to say it. He had been
killing innocent people for seventy standard days but he
still wasn’t as ruthless as he wanted to look. He had stuck
to the morality he had been raised in, refusing to numb
himself and dull the knowledge that he was killing living,
conscious, potentially immortal creatures like himself.

“That isn’t true,” he said. “If I cant get what I want
here, I'll use you for an example. Sooner or later I'll find a
medic who wants to live.”

They stared at him in horror. They were ordinary men
who had probably spent most of their hours on the bat-
tlefleld trying to stay alive. They had shot at far-off figures
now and then, or at closer figures if the enemy happened
to corner them, but they had never killed simply to enforce
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Fortado was shaking his new rifle at the hill. The other
teacher still looked hard and savage.

Migel ran up the line and collected weapons and ammu-
nition while the two teachers ran after the cars. The
other three men were definitely dead. Two of them had
been hit by machine gun bullets and one of them had ap-
parently been killed by shrapnel from his own bomb.

The two teachers drove out of the woods through the
smoke. Migel helped them lift the medic into the car and
they drove back to the trees where they transferred pow-
er to the three cars that were all they were going to need
now. Then they started south with the specialist sitting be-
side Migel, slumped against the side of the car with his
hands over his bandages. He rested his head against the win-
dow and stared dully at the landscape. On the television
screen the female announcer was still assuring her viewers
that an overwhelming force was about to close in on the
gangsters.

“He never gives up,” Migel said. “Youd think every-
body on the planet was hoping he’d be on top forever.”

“How many cars do you think he’s got after us?”

Migel’s eyes darted back and forth. He swerved around
an artificial pool and they skimmed across the park that
swrounded some kind of factory. “There’s no telling what
he’s doing. If he split his forces fifty-fifty between us and
Teresa’s group, he shouldnt have more than six to twelve
cars after us. If the group we ran into was part of a circle,
the rest of the group may be a long way behind. It de-
pends on what kind of strategy the computer gave him.”

Jammet’s face suddenly appeared on the television. He
smiled and Migel's heart jumped. “I have good news, citi
znes. One group of the gansters terrorizing us has been
wiped out completely. The struggle may be almost over.
We have a direct broadcast coming in now from the scene
of the battle.”

The camera focused on a group of cars seen from the
air. It closed in and Teresa Karvonen looked up at the
screen over a brain control.
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and waved a rifle and then a man with a head turret
stood up behind him. The man with the rifle was Hector
Fortado. The other was a teacher, too.

Fear stabbed at Migel's heart. Fortado raised the rifle
above his head.

“I shot two of them!” Fortado yelled. “I picked up the
rifle when he died and I got one in the woods and one
in the field.”

“Don’t we have any medicsP” the teacher with the head
turret said. “Did they kill all the medics?”

Migel's eyes darted up and down the line. The only
medic he could see was sprawled on his back a few feet
away with half his head shot off.

A bush shook near Fortado. “Give me a hand,” a voice
said. “Over here.”

Migel broke into a run. The bone specialist was lying in
the brush on his side. He was bent over at the waist and
he was holding on to a wound in his stomach with both
hands.

His eyes rolled toward them as they bent over him. His
face was already white under' his whiskers. “Get some
bandages on me,” he whispered. “They don’t have to be
clean. Just give me something to hold the stuff in place.”

Migel ran back to the medic who had been killed near
bis position. He pulled the medic’s shirt off and they
cut it up with their knives and wrapped it around the wound
the way the specialist told them to. Their eyes kept dart-
ing toward the hill as they worked—the helicopter was
still overhead and they didn’t know how close another force
was.

“We knocked out all six cars,” Migel said. “We’ll head for
a medical center as soon as we get out of the wilderness.
Can you still take off a brain control?”

The specialist nodded. “Don’t take too long. I'll be too
weak to stand in a few hours.”

Migel glanced at his face. If the medic thinking about
the death that was waiting for him, nothing there showed
it.

1927





11_0.png
FIVE AGAINST ARLANEK

and cars. The polar region was in the middle of its eight
hundred hour night and it was now the fourteenth hour of
the arbitrary twenty-four hour living cycle. The normal work-
ing period was over and people were outdoors enjoying the
semi-tropical climate which made the north pole of Arlane
one of the pleasantest regions men had inhabited. Arlane
had always been a good place to enjoy life, in spite of its
long history of warfare, and Jammet had been intelligent
enough not to interfere with the pleasures of his subjects
any more than he had to. In some ways he had even given
them a better government than most of them had ever lived
under: the wars between the big landowners had been
squelched forever, and as long as there was peace and
quiet, there was always something to enjoy on Arlane.
Even a man with a brain control on his neck could sit out-
doors and watch the aurora.

Alexi turned off the lake a hundred kilometers from Wal-
ter Eban’s house. Ahead of them, Takakema medical center
sprawled across the top of the largest hill in the area as
if it were a small city instead of a single, two story plastic
and steel building. Arlane had a mature economy but there
were stll only two buildings on the planet bigger than the
regional medical centers: the central medical center in Sar-
tonis, the capital city, and the special laboratories Jammet
had built near his fortified headquarters on the outskirts of
Sartonis. Men would endure fantastic hardships to escape
the restrictions of civilization and make homes for them-
selves on new worlds, but no human on any inhabited
world was ever more than a few hours from a fully equipped
medical center.

They drove into a garage near the top of the hill and
Migel hunched over as if he were holding his right hand
inside his jacket to ease a pain in his stomach. His face
was hidden behind a respiratory mask which covered
his whole head, and his left hand was hidden inside a
mechanical glove which was normally used to repair cer-
tain kinds of nerve damage. Black skin was just as common
on Arlane as it was on most worlds, but the less people
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ment and entered a big estate. On their right, near the
river, three isolated skyscrapers towered above the trees.

Jammet leaped onto the television screen. “I have a mes-
sage for Migel Lassamba. Three old friends are coming to
see you—Zach Kopel, Sylvia Alexopoulos, and Anata Na-
varre.

‘Three one-man platforms shot over a rise behind him.
Bullets clattered on the windows. Two of the platforms
flashed by the car on his left and the third flashed by on
his right. He caught a brief glimpse of a blonde female
figure standing on a platform with her hands on the steer-
ing bar and her face hidden behind her sighting glasses.

A head turret rattled behind him. The controllee on the
left threw up his hands, then his body slumped against the
windshield of the platform. It swerved and crashed into a
tree.

Migel pushed in the emergency reverse. The car slowed
down with a jerk and he pulled up beside the overturned
platform and jumped out. Ahead of him the other two plat-
forms had disappeared in the trees.

“Get back in your carl” Fortado yelled. “Youre doing
what he wants you to do.”

Sylvia was lying on the ground five meters from the
platform. Her body was arched over a leg which had been
bent back under her as she fell. The blood cozing out of
her chest had already made a big dark stain on her cover-
all.

He knew she was dead but he dropped to his hands
and knees and checked her pulse and her breath anyway.
He had known she was dead the moment she threw up
her hands. Jammet had mounted them on platforms that
protected them from the waist down in back and from head
to toe in front. Any bullet that had touched her had  hit
something vital.

His bellow of rage frightened the birds for a hundred
meters. He raised his fists above his head and howled
Jammet’s name at the sky.

Fortado and the other teacher pulled up beside him and
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their will. They lived on a world dominated by men who
did it all the time, but they had never looked one in the
face at close range and heard him say that his desires
meant more to him than several human lives.

“I want the heart for Anata Navarre,” he said. “I don’t
know what the custom is on your planet, but where I
come from, when a man is in love two lives count and the
rest of the universe can rot. So, are you going to cooperate
or do I start the massacre here?”

‘Walter Eban shivered again. The medic lowered his head
and stared at the mouth of the pistol.

“Is it the Chief Surgeon?” Migel repeated.

“Who else could it be?” the medic said.

“What if the Chief Surgeon’s out?”

“The assistant surgeon on duty does it.”

“I want you to take me there and get me into the office
with him—just the two of us and him, alone.”

“Youll be recognized as soon as we step inside the center,”
the medic said. “Don’t you know your picture’s on television
ten times a day?”

“Figure out some way you can disguise me,” Migel said.
“Put some bandages on my face or something. You've been
a medic a long time—if you can’t work out something that’ll
look convincing by now, youre in the wrong profession.”

“They’ll kill me. Don’t you have any feelings? Jammet said
he’d kill anybody that cooperated with you. Hell kill Wal-
ter and me both and hell probably kill Rea and Mina,
too. He doesn’t lie when be says things like that.”

“That’s your problem,” Migel said. “Do you want to die
now or do you want to take your chances with Jammet
later?”

i
Trey DROVE NORTH on Lake Takakema. All around them
air-cushion cars raced up and down the lake with their
headlights shining on the dark water. On the shore, all the

entertainment centers were lit up and crowded with people
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Migel snarled. The specialist raised his hand as if he was
warding off 2 blow.

“She’ll go crazy,” the specialist said. “Look at her.”

One by one the bodies of the people who had been in
the second group were displayed on the screen. Back-
ground music crashed triumphantly. Jammet reappeared on
the screen and started another appeal for surrender.

Migel snarled again. Teresa Karvonen’s face stabbed at
his emotions. Everywhere he turned, Jammet frustrated him.
Would he ever get his hands on the man’s throat?

“Don’t let him live,” the specialist said. “Don’t lot him
live.”

They drove down a hill past a group of houses, the heli-
copter still following above them. Jammet finished his plea
for surrender and the woman announcer returned to the
screen.

“Most of the people in the second group of criminals
have been apprehended in a battle with the police,” the
woman said. “Only three are left. At the present moment
the First Citizen thinks the last of the rebels may be in
our hands in a few hours.”

Migel's eyes darted across the landscape. Tree-covered
slopes boxed him in on all sides—the police could be two
kilometers away and he wouldnt know they were there.

“How far have we got to goP” the specialist said.

“We're still about an hour from the wilderness. How
do you feel?”

“No change.”

Twenty minutes slid by. The three cars skimmed across
the hills spread out in a long line. Migel switched on the
police radio but nothing he picked up told him the only
thing he wanted to know. Most of the cars closing in on him
seemed to be moving southwest but they could have been
a hundred kilometers behind or only ten.

A helicopter buzzed over them at trectop level as they
raced along the shore of a lake. Migel and the specialist
glanced up anxiously. The motor died away in the distance
and the specialist closed his eyes and relaxed.

More minutes passed. They sped through a small settle-
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isn’t just a phrase to me. I came to Arlane from Conalia
twenty standard years ago because I had heard about the
wars here and I knew they needed the best medics they
could get. I came here to save lives, not to take sides in a
political struggle. People always have governments and most
of the time they're bad. At least I can help them stay
alive until things improve a little.”

Migel nodded. It was a good speech. Tt would do her a
Jot of good when the police made her repeat her memories
under drugs. “Reverence for life isn’t just a phrase to me,
either,” he said. “If I didnt care about human life, I
wouldnt be here trying to stop a man whos trying to
twist it into the shapes he happens to like.”

She glanced at Alexi. “How many people like Alexi are
you going to kill while you’re at it?”

“If people like you had taken the risks we’re taking now
when Jammet first came to power, people like Alexi wouldn’t
be gettirig caught in the crossfire now.”

“Will that make Alexi feel any better when he diesP”

He stiffied a yawn. He had been standing guard over
people for twelve hours now and the tension was be-
ginning to wear him out. “If you're trying to goad Alexi
into attacking me,” he said, “you arent doing him any
favor. I didn’t come here to talk about ethics. Do I get the
heart or don’t IP”

“What kind of person is it for?”

“It’s for Anata Navarre. She’s nineteen, she weighs about
sixty-five kilos, and she’s about one hundred seventy-five cen-
timeteres tall.”

“I'll have to go back to my console,”

“Go right ahead.”

She crossed the room and sat down. Behind the mask
Migel's eyes flicked back and forth anxiously. Alexi was
looking around the room like a trapped animal. He had
looked like a tough, cynical professional man when he had
first entered Walter Eban’s living room, but now he was
just a quivering, unpredictable mass of flesh looking doom
in the face.
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all his holdings on Arlane and became a stockholder on
the starship.

The ex-controllees who had survived the rebellion watched
him go with mixed feclings. Many of them wanted to
forget the emotions which had troubled them during that
mad, hazy time.

Most of them feel a secret satisfaction, however, when-
ever they look at the stars. In the years which have passed
since they left us, two survivors of the rebellion have
written dramas based on speculation about the final clash
between Lassamba and Jammet. It will probably be cen-
turies before we hear the true outcome—assuming Jammet
ever leaves his confinement—but the subject excites the
imagination as much as the story of the rebellion itself.

The Tyranny of David Jammet by Hector Fortado,
translated by Victor Kajeduski. Copyright Earth 920.
First published Arlane, 684; Conalia, 693; Rinaldis-
world, 699; Devaworld, 712.
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“If you really need a heart,” the surgeon said, “you
didn’t have to come here with a weapon. We’ve never
refused medical aid to anyone. We would have given you
anything you needed.”

He jerked his gloved hand impatiently and let her look
at the gun in silence for a moment. Should he kill her now
and try somebody else later or should he give her a few
more minutesP If she was stalling just long enough to let
the police line up outside the office door, he could wait
until she gave him the heart and then take his chances
with the police. If she was going to stall him and refuse
to give him the heart, too, he might as well kill her and
get out before the police came.

He shrugged mentally. If she was a normal, cautious,
seventh century human she would give him the heart. He
didn’t want to fight the police but there was nothing he
could do about it. He had fought in three wars on his native
planet, Rinaldisworld, and he had learned to accept un-
pleasant realities without wasting energy complaining about
them or looking for an impossible way out.

“I'm certain you would have given me anything I wanted,”
he said. “All T had to do was bow my head and let you
slap a brain control on my neck.”

“That's between you and the government,” the surgeon
said. “T'm a medic, not a politician.”

Alexi shifted restlessly. His hands dropped to the level
of his shoulders and he stared at the floor and closed his
eyes. The surgeon would probably get out of this alive but
he had been headed for the grave since the medic with the
brain control had seen them come out of the elevator.

“That’s a very old attitude,” Migel said. “I assume you're
so engrossed in your specialty you don’t know what David
Jammet is doing in those special labs he’s set up in Sartonis.”

“I know exactly what Jammet is doing,” the surgeon said.
“He knows what I think about it, too. Sooner or later
someone will knock him down. In the meantime, I'm here
to see the people in this area get the medical care they
need; if I die, or if I have my efficiency reduced by a
brain control, they aren’t going to get it. Reverence for life
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They all had families and friends and there had been enough
killing already.

Jammet radioed his offer shortly after the starship orbited
Arlane. He would release his hostages in return for a safe
conduct off the planet. Since they were still under his
control, he could arrange a transfer which would keep at
least one controllee on the point of death until he was
safely on board.

The starmen and the Assembly debated for several ten-
days. In the end, however, the families of the hostages
won. No one wanted to leave half a dozen human beings
with a dying man who had already said he would kill at
least one of them if his offer was refused. The starmen
would give him comfortable quarters on the ship and they
would agree not to harm him in any way. Special arrange-
ments would be made for medical care. He could keep his
last hostage until he was completely satisfied that he was
safe.

“Let him live,” Zach Kopel told the Assembly. “Every-
where that ship goes people are going to hear about him.
He has two choices—he can spend eternity in solitary con-
finement on the ship, or he can ask them to put him down
on some world where everyone he meets will know who
he is.”

Jammet radioed his acceptance. The terms made him
shudder but he had no choice. He was dying of cancer
and he needed medical care. . . .

The girl who was lving with Migel Lassamba at the
time says he brooded for a whole tenday after the Assembly
announced its decision. Sometimes, when she looked down
on him from a balcony as he walked along the sea, she
caught him waving his arms as if he were talking to some-
one.

Lassamba was living a life of luxury and idleness on
a world he liked. He had become popular with the girls
and men in the younger set and he was treated with
deference wherever he went. If Jammet ever left his prison,
however, he wanted to be there when it happened. He sold

135





18_0.png
FIVE AGAINST ARLANE
“Alexi told me the exact procedure,” Migel said. “Tll
shoot as soon as you deviate from it.”

“Youre very liberal with your threats, aren’t youP Rin-
aldisworld must be a wonderful place to spend your child-
hood. Or are you one of the adults in your group?”

He was sensitive about his age but he ignored the gibe
and concentrated on the job at hand. The procedure was
just complicated enough to have kept him from taking the
easy way out. The computer checked speech patterns as
well as finger prints and if he had made Alexi dose her
with a hypno-drug it would have noted the subtle changes
that always accompanied hypnosis. Jammet had tightened
up on the controls on medical supplies; he was trying to
finance his special laboratories without raising taxes and he
was cutting costs in every department.

The portable refrigerator containing the heart dropped
into a pickup in the wall. The surgeon backed away from
the console with her hands in the air and he pulled the
refrigerator out of the pickup himself and glanced at the
label.

“Lie down on the floor,” he told the surgeon. “Alexi’s
going to put you out and we’re going to drag you behind
the console. Youll be safe when the shooting starts.”

Some of the calm left her face. She stretched out on the
floor and Alexi toock out of his jacket pocket and got out
the same injection he had given the Eban family. His
hands didn’t stop shaking until he had the injector pressed
against her arm.

The surgeon sighed and relaxed. Alexi looked up. “How
do you want itP” Migel said. “Shall I leave you here or
would you rather come with me?”

Alexi scowled bitterly. “What am I supposed to do with
my family?”

“Stand up and tum around. Ill try to make it quick.”

Migel crossed the room wondering if he would have to
shoot at the last minute. He would have preferred the in-
jection, which Alexi could have given himself, but he was
afraid Alexi might fake it. If the surgeon was faking, too,
he wouldn’t stand a chance.
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four rows of student consoles that occupied most of the room.
They closed in on the barricade from two sides and the con-
trollee threw another box and ran into a cubicle in the back
of the room. She pulled an equipment drawer out of a
cabinet and threw it at them with both hands. Migel and
another man came at her from opposite sides and put her
on the floor with a flying kick in the legs and a three-
fingered jab in the solar plexus. One of the medics pounced
on her and pressed an injector against her thigh and they
ran outside, shoving the door closed behind them.

One by one they forced open the doors in the corridor
and overpowered the controllees hiding inside the classrooms,
the children dragging at them every step of the way. Every
controllee they found fought them with his bare hands and
improvised weapons until he was unconscious. Forty min-
utes after they entered the school, they had only taken five
controllees. Migel called a halt and they spent another
twenty minutes dragging the bodies into the school clinic.

The lights went out just as the bone specialist and one
of the medics from the second medical center were ready
to start working. More minutes slipped away from them
while Migel and the third medic fought their way down-
stairs through the children to twn on the emergency genera-
tor. They could still free the controllees, but they couldn’t
use the school's power outlets to recharge their cars so
they were going to lose more time later when they had
to stop for power.

Migel and the third medic ran outside. They threw all
the nuclear shells they had stolen from the police car into
one of the enclosed cars, then drove it through the front
door of the school and parked it in the corridor. The children
who were still conscious and uninjured ran down the hall
and surrounded the car; they worked on the bombs wil
children climbing all over the car and a steady rain of mis-
siles falling on the crashproof windows.

The nuclear shells were the standard chemical type. In-
side an armor casing a critical mass of a radioactive iso-
tope was suspended in a super-saturated solution with an
impurity which kept it from exploding. When the shell col-

191





1_0.png
X

“ HUE_
AGAINST
ARLANE

. TOM PURDOM






122_0.png
FIVE AGAINST ARLANE

of bullet holes appeared in the ceiling. “Stay where you
are,” he yelled. “You won’t be harmed if you don’t inter-
fere.” -

Childish voices yelled insults. “Fight for the future of
humanity,” Jammet boomed from the television screen on the
wall. “Save the future. Hold the gangsters as long as you
can. Delay them every step of the way.”

The children yelled and ran forward. A knife landed
on the floor in front of Migel, a rock bounced off his
shoulder. One of the men crowding in behind him grunted.

He picked out a door three doors down the hall and
ran toward it with the other men behind him. Small bodies
threw themselves at his legs and he danced out of their way,
guiding them past him with gentle shoves that sent them
sprawling against the walls. Small hands stabbed at him
with knives, scissors, and pins; he chopped at thin arms
with the edges of his hands and hooked his feet around bony
ankles and pulled them out from under featherweight bodies.
Behind him, each of the other men was dragging a circle
of shrieking, excited children down the hall. One man was
already bleeding from a wound in the arm.

“Youre doing fine,” Jammet yelled. “Keep it up. Every
minute counts. Tomorrow there’ll be a party for everybody.”

Migel slapped an adhesive bomb on the door he had
picked out. He jumped back with a yell and sent the child-
ren leaping away from him with a slashing, arm waving
attack. The door rocked on its bearings and he turned
around before they could recover from the blast, shoved
it open, and squeezed through.

Red hair moved behind a barricade of swivel chairs piled
on two student consoles in the middle of the room. A wo-
man controllee stuck up her head and threw something.
He twisted out of the way and a container shattered on a
computer console in front of the room and spattered liquid
on the floor.

The controllee raised her head again. A plastic box flew
at him through the air. He ducked behind a console and
yelled for help. The other men squeezed into the classroom
through the door and charged the barricade down the
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slashed half a wall with a scalpel as he waited for the
last two teachers to be liberated. His hand was moving
back and forth across the wall like a pendulum when Migel
entered the operating room. Every few strokes he dug the
knife into the plastic and whispered Jammet’s name. He
had been a controllee since the day Jammet first came to
power, he claimed, and one of the other teachers said he
Wwas telling the truth.

“His name’s Hector Fortado,” the bone specialist said.
“He used to be the best known history teacher on Arlane.
X used to buy all his lectures as soon as they came out.”

“Is he sane enough to fight?” Migel whispered.

“He looked all right when he woke up. He didn’t start
this until I left him alone.”

Fortado turned around, his eyes locked on Migel. “When
do we kill Jammet? How long will it take?”

“As soon as we can,” Migel said. “Save the scalpel. You
can have the first cut.”

They left the school and concealed themselves in a small
wood where Migel distributed the weapons. The new men
listened intently as he showed them how to aim and fre
the nuclear rifles and described the tactics he thought they
should use. Fortado was still playing with the scalpel but
e listened as closely as the rest and he repeated the drill
without a mistake when Migel handed him a rifle.

“I won’t give you any false hopes,” Migel said. “We've
been one jump ahead of them so far but now they’re clos-
ing in. I think we can move southwest, lose them in the
wilderness, and make another run along the border and
pop up somewhere else. We arent going to do it without
a fight, however. If were going to get two or three armed
men through alive, we've got to blast a hole in his line so
big we can make it to the wilderness before he can head
us off. Sometime in the mext hour or two we've got to
stand our zround somewhere near here and knock out
everything he sends against us. If we can get three or four
armed men through the ring alive, we'll have done every-
thing I think we can do.”
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David Jammet ruled Arlane with fear, drugs, and con-
trollees—people whose wills were subverted to Jammet’s
wishes. The slightest opposition to him received a brain
control and the loss of psychological freedom. Jammet’s
world was constructed for the laboratory creation of a
new race. The day of determinism was near—yet no one

on Arlane could oppose him.

It was up to four out-worlders, Migel, Rolando, Zach,
and Sylvia, to feel the hatred of universal oppression, to
fear the threat of a machine-man world, to befriend
Anata, the only Arlanean willing to give up her chance at
eternity for her ideals.

These four and Anata would fight, no matter what the
cost, knowing the stakes were too high not to. They
stood alone, but they stood up to an entire world’s arma-
ment, these FIVE AGAINST ARLANE.
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lided with its target, a spring-loaded detonator pin in the
nose broke open a compartment containing another chemi-
cal. The impurity then separated out of the solution and a
high speed chain reaction started. The armor casing held
the mass together for a thousandth of a second while the
chain reaction built up to maximum, and then the whole
thing exploded.

The mechanism wasn’t as simple as the charge which
became a critical mass when it was compressed between
the shell and the target, but it had advantages which had
made it the standard nuclear warhead: it could be stored
indefinitely; the radioactive material was shielded and neu-
tralized until the instant the warhead hit the target; and
the same mechanism could be installed in a variety of
weapons—rifle shells, slow moving rockets with extra power-
ful focused charges, and hand-thrown bombs. It was also
the easiest type of charge to manufacture, a consideration
which had been very important on Arlane in the days
when the big landowners had been fighting each other and
the other classes had been plotting revolution and arming
themselves at home. Given the isotope, which could be
manufactured in any small nuclear reactor, the shells could
be manufactured by anybody who could get hold of the
other materials.

To turn the shells into hand bombs, they separated the
warheads from the propulsive charges and carefully stuck
an adhesive bomb over each detonator pin. The man throw-
ing the bomb would merely pull the detonator on the ad-
hesive bomb and heave. The explosion of the adhesive
lbon:nb would drive the pin home and the rest would fol-
low.

Half an hour after they finished the last bomb, one of
the medics stuck his head out of the operating room door
and waved to them. The red-haired woman teacher had
been too damaged mentally to understand anything they
had said to her but the other four were in good shape and
just as eager to fight as the other controllees who had been
liberated.

One of the teachers who was supposed to be sane had
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He drove southwest with the wind roaring in his ears.
The cars on the road ahead of him pulled out of his way
as soon as their drivers saw him coming. Ninety minutes
after they started out, they turned onto the grounds of
another medical center and attacked it with the same ruth-
less, angry efficiency with which they had attacked the
first one. The medics had been given more waming but
they couldn’t hide behind locked doors too far in advance
without disrupting too many procedures. They managed to
overpower three more controllees before Migel decided they
had done as much as they could. One of the controllees
died on the operating table but the other two came out of
the anesthetic alive and full of hate. They picked up two
more cars and the head turret which had belonged to the
medical center’s guard. Then Migel led them down the
highway toward their next objective—a school half an hour’s
drive away. According to everything Anata had told him,
there were even more controllees in the schools than there
were in the medical centers. Jammet was determined to in-
doctrinate the next generation and the techniques of in-
doctrination were so complex that an uncontrolled expert
could sabotage the job without anyone knowing it until it
‘was too late.

Two Arlane-built police cars appeared in front of them as
they drove away from the medical center. Migel twisted
the steering wheel and the three cars behind him followed
off the road and disappeared over a low hill before the
police could open fire. When they topped another rise Migel
stopped his car and waved the others to him.

‘They followed his orders without a word of comment.
The woman drove over the mnext rise with a rifle and two
of the medics and he drove into a clump of trees with
the other medic and hid the car behind an oversized bush.

They jumped out of the car and ran in opposite direc-
tions. Migel threw himself down on his stomach at the
edge of the trees as the lead police car poked its nose over
the rise. It stopped long enough to look things over and
then it raced past him and charged over the next rise.

The second car shot over the hill seconds later. His
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up and down. His skin looked pale and clammy; his face
and hands had been cut by shrapnel.

Migel stack his head inside the shell hole. Two thirds
of the turret had been blown away. Most of the electronic
equipment had been destroyed but many of the ammuni-
tion boxes jammed in the drawer under the console looked
like they had survived the explosion intact. The shell had
hit high and, as usual, the armor had absorbed most of
its force.

Migel wrestled four boxes of shells out of the drawer
and they carried them back to their cars. “We can tum
them into hand bombs as soon as we get a chance,” he
said. “We're going to need every weapon we can get. I've
broken through a ring of armored cars twice without getting
scratched but that can’t last forever. The next time he
closes in on us some more of us aren’t going to make it.
An extra bomb in the right hands could make all the dif-
ference in the universe.”

“They’re powerful weapons to use for hand bombs,” one
of the medics said.

“They’re better than nothing,” the bone specialist said.
“If they get you comnered and youre going to die any-
way, you may as well take some of Jammet's weapons with
you.”

They climbed into their cars and Migel led them toward
the school. They had about two hours before the force
racing toward them from the east closed in on them.

XVI

Tre scCHOOL DOoOmrs were closed when they drove onto the
grounds. They blasted them open with three adhesive bombs
and Migel popped his head around the edge of the door
frame and took a quick look inside.

Twenty or thirty children were standing at the far end
of a long hall. They were drawn up in four loose rows and
they all seemed to have something in their hands.

He stepped inside. His head turret chattered and a row.
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sights leaped out, the gun rocked on his shoulder, and a
nuclear explosion thundered in front of him. He raised his
head—he had hit the front fan but the twrret was al-
ready turning his way.

The turret flashed and a shell exploded on his right.
Machine gun bullets swept the edge of the trees. Huddled
on the ground, Migel held on to his rifle as if it were a
lifeline while bullets cracked centimeters above his head.
For the first time since he had kidnapped the surgeon he
was too scared to move.

He pushed himself toward the right on his belly. He
slid another shell into the breech and rose to a crouch a
few meters from where he had been. The gun rocked again.
‘When he looked up the trret was a mangled wreck. A thin
cloud of smoke was spreading across the ground and he
could hear the controllee moaning.

An explosion thudded on the other side of the hill and
Migel dropped to the ground to wait. A few moments
later a civilian car appeared on top of the rise. He stood
up and waved and the two cars came over the top toward
him. The bone specialist was driving the front car and the
other medic was driving the second. Neither one had a pas-
senger.

The two cars pulled up beside him. The medic who had
been riding in Migel's car stepped out of the trees and
trudged toward them.

“Her first shot missed the turret,” the bone specialist said.
“She tried to fire another one and they got her with the
machine guns. I had to pick up the gun and finish the
job.”

Migel turned toward the north. His hands opened and
closed around an invisible neck.

“Let’s have a look at this police car,” he said. “there
may be something in it we can use. I think the controllee’s
still alive.”

They advanced on the police car. When they looked in-
side, the controllee was lying in the wreckage with half
the console lying on his legs and stomach. He was uncon-
scious and short, shallow breaths were heaving his chest
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the family car and raced off. Above them, a helicopter
followed high in the sky. On the television screen Jammet’s
pet female announcer reminded citizens of their duties.

“She doesn’t have a brain control!” Fortado said.

“She’s probably got a family,” Migel said.

Fortado tapped the bomb with his fist, his eyes glassy.
“We’ll put a brain control on him. We'll sentence him to
death and wel let him spend years waiting for it. Every
day well make him walk through fire. We'll give him new
skin and nerves every night and every day we'll burn them
off. We'll make him stand in front of the television cameras
every day and lie about everything he believes in.”

They swept along the flank of a landscaped hill. Below
them the sun glistened on the surface of a lake. The door
of a bathhouse opened and closed and Migel glimpsed a
woman in a bathing suit.

A nuclear explosion thundered behind him. The third
car in the line rose on a fountain of smoke and dirt and
turned over.

Shells crashed into the hillside and guns banged in the
woods on the other side of the lake. The ground shook as
if they had been caught in an earthquake. Fortado raised
his fist and screamed incoherently.

Migel pushed in the power pedal, raced around the hill
after the two one man platforms, and pulled to a stop.
The other cars came around the bend at top speed and
he waved them on. Only one had been hit. The trees had
given them enough cover to force the hidden guoners to
lay down a blind barrage.

The helicopter hung above them as they hummed down
the side of the hill. Migel pulled into the lead and they
raced across a farm toward a wood where the trees closed
in around them. Migel yelled at the men closest to him and
they drove their cars into thickets and hid them behind
trees. They ran back to the edge of the woods with their
weapons and he yelled more orders, forming them into
a wide skirmish line in front of the trees.

“Don’t lie down until they see us! It's them or us! If
we keep on running they’ll pick us off one by one.”
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Seven faces looked back at him with one expression.
They climbed into their vehicles and moved out.

XVII

Tre scroor was located on a hill overlooking a river which
had been a main highway since the first settlers had come
to Arlane. The region around the river was heavily built
up by Arlanean standards: every piece of land for a hundred
kilometers on either side of the river was being used for
some human purpose and the region was even more park-
like than Omaru’s valley on the east coast. The trees were
close enough together so they had some cover against aerial
attack, and far enough apart so they could make a hundred
kilometers per hour without using the roads. A farm exposed
them to the sky now and then, and they had to slow
down every few kilometers and work their way through a
dense patch of woods or around a tree wall or a hedge,
but basically they couldn’t have picked a better region.

‘Two of the teachers had driven to work that morning
on one-man platforms. Migel had them lead the way and
the rest of the group followed in a scattered formation
with him in the lead. On the seat beside him, Hector For-
tado rode with a bomb in his lap.

The one-man platforms bore down on a house near the
siver. The watchcats ran out to meet them and the drivers
shot them as they jumped off. They ran across the lawn
and blasted in the front door with an adhesive bomb
and the other cars pulled in behind them and parked in
a wide circle in the trees.

They came out dragging an unconscious man two min-
utes after they went in but they were already too late.
When they connected one of the cars to the outdoor power
outlet, the line was dead. The head of the house had
reported their attack to Jammet as they were running across
the lawn and the house had been disconnected from the
power grid.

‘They recharged one of their cars with the power left in
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‘Walter Eban’s eyes rolled toward the medic. He was a tall
man who probably looked dignified and self-assured normal-
ly but now his shoulders were stooped and he was ob-
viously fighting for self-control. He had been living with a
death sentence since Migel had roused him out of bed
ten hours ago and told him he was going to choose be-
tween himself and his family. “I'm sorry, Alexi,” he said.
“He’s got Rea and Mina unconscious in the bedroom.”

‘The medic’s forearms bulged as he tightened his grip on
the arms of the chair. Ho was short and paunchy and the
puffy flesh around his eyes gave him a mean, calculating
look. “Did you ever think about calling the police?” he
asked bitterly.

“I was afraid they’d blow the house up.”

The medic looked disgusted.

“He didnt have any choice,” Migel said. ~Jammet would
Lill him and his whole family to get one of us.”

“Youre different, of course,” the medic said. “You'd kLill
them to get Jammet.”

“I don’t like this any more than you do.”

The medic snorted.

Migel shrugged mentally. “You can think anything you
want to—I didnt come here to convert you. I want you
to get me a heart.”

The medic started. “A heart?”

“It’s for Anata Navarre,” Migel said. “She’s nineteen and
right now she weighs about sixty-five kilos and she’s about
one hundred seventy-five centimeters tall. Can you do it?”

The medic looked disgusted again. “You've got the wrong
man, I'm a diagnostician. I haven’t owned a heart since
I was a student.”

“I want you to steal one for me from your medical
center.”

“I haven’t been near the freezer where they keep the
hearts since they took me around the center on my orien-
tation tour. If you think I can just walk in and ask for a
heart, you dont know much about medical procedures.”

“How you do it is up to you,” Migel said. “Do you want
to live or don’t you?”
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| o e e age on Arlane, the
medic had lived through thirty standard years of civil war
and seven standard years of dictatorship. He jumped a little
when Migel Lassamba stepped out of Walter Eban’s bed-
room with the antique pistol in his hand, but he didn’t
‘waste time making foolish comments. He knew who Migel
was and he knew that people who pointed weapons at
other people usually explained what they wanted without
being asked. He raised his hands without being told and
he kept them carefully exposed as he followed Migel’s or-
ders and settled into the armchair with Walter Eban stand-
ing beside him.

Crouched over the tiny, second century weapon Migel
looked like a black, cat-like wild animal. He settled the
pistol on the medic’s stomach and decided be would shoot
the medic first if either of them moved. They were both
old enough to have been students before the schools on
Arlane stopped teaching the unarmed arts and a second
century pistol was no match for two trained men. He was
using it only because it could be concealed.

“If anybody moves,” Migel said, “I'll assume I've got
just enough time to pull the trigger.”
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Six police cars skimmed over the top of the hill and
Migel jumped up and down to draw their attention.
They turned toward the wood and charged across the open
felds of the farm with their machine guns spitting. Bul-
lets hurtled through the underbrush on the edge of the
wood and the men standing next to Migel threw them-
selves down. His sights locked on the car bearing down on
him and he dropped to one knee and fired.

Two shells thundered in front of him, a car flashed by
on his left. Migel saw one of the teachers stand up, heave
a bomb toward an oncoming car, then fall, doubled over as
machine gun bullets knocked him off his feet. The bomb
exploded as the car passed between it and Migel.

The car rose on one side and crashed into a tree. He
loaded the rifle before he could think and fired a shell
at- the turret. The shell glared and thundered, the shock
wave pushed on his back, and he looked up and saw
the car lying on its side with a big ragged hole where the
turret had been. The tree was on fire from top to bot-
tom and smoke was billowing out of the underbrush.

‘The teacher with the other rifle yelled a warning. A
shell exploded in the open field and he rose to his knees
and turned around. The car he had fired at was also lying
on its side with its turret wrecked. The other car had
skidded to the left with one fan knocked out and the teach-
er had destroyed the turret with his second shot.

Machine guns rattled in the woods. The three cars that
had survived the attack charged toward them out of the
trees.

Migel threw himself flat and clutched at his shell box
as a shell exploded in front of him. Two cars raced past
him on his right. A human scream rose above the racket.

He lifted his head to make sure the explosion he’d heard
had destroyed the turret of the car it hit. He turned back
to the farm and his sights locked on one of the cars as it
turned around. Two shells thundered in front of him. He
looked up and saw two more totally wrecked cars smoking
in the field.

He stood out looked down the line. A man stood up
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mum equipment that he would probably have in the future—
and they watched anxiously as the anesthetic wore off.

Her hands jumped to her neck as soon as her eyes opened.
She looked around the room with an expression that made
Omaru gasp, but Migel leaned across the foot of the oper-
ating table and asked her the only questions on his mind.
“Do you want to kill Jammet? Will you help me fight
Jammet?”

He knew she was with him the moment she looked his
way. Omaru and the surgeon both tried to argue with
her but she brushed them aside and listened to him as
if he were telling her the only thing in the universe she
wanted to hear.

“Why didn’t you do this when you first started out?”
she said. “Couldn’t you see how we felt? Every time I've
watched you Sghting on television I've sat there dreaming
about the day.you'd take that thing off me and hand me a
weapon. I'd probably tell you yes if you told me I had to
fight him with my bare hands.”

“He's asking you to die,” the surgeon said. “He's taking
advantage of the way the brain control made you feel. He
didn’t even wait for you to get yourself oriented. Give
yourself time to get adjusted—you aren’t really sane right
now.”

“We never thought about it,” Migel said. “We thought
it could be done the other way. If we’d thought about
doing it this way, we'd have added up the people who'd
get killed and we’d have been horrified. You and I may
die right at the start. If we have a string of bad lick we
can all die and leave Jammet exactly where he is now. I
can only promise you one thing—it's the only way you
can be sure helll never put that thing on your neck again.
Omaru thinks the people on the next starship will be more
interested in fighting than the people on the Peddler were
but I think you’d be a fool if you waited to find out. If
he’s wrong, or you get sick before then, soonmer or later
youll have to go north and get a brain control or die here.
X'd rather take my chances now.”

Karvonen’s hand tightened around an invisible club. Migel
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xv

He DROVE BACKE across the continent through the forest,
sleeping in the car for twelve hours when he was two
hundred kilometers from the mountains. He recharged his
batteries at an isolated farmhouse a hundred kilometers north
of the border and then be ducked back into the forest again
and continued east.

On the outskirts of the habitable zone he plugged into
one of the public emergency phone stations scattered through
the wilderness. and made two phone calls spaced six hours
apart to a name for which the computer gave him an
address. The second time he called, the phone rang with-
out an answer for more than two minutes.

The house was in the center of a park with five or six
other houses near it but he managed to stop on a wooded
rise overlooking the front yard without attracting attention.
She drove home from her shift at the medical center a
few minutes later. Migel waited until she got out of the car,
to make sure the Teresa Karvonen the computer had given
him was the medic he had wounded when he stole the
heart from the medical center.

He drove down on her from the rise, killing the watch-
cats with a burst from his head turret, and stopped between
her and ‘the house and jumped out. They faced each other
for a moment with their eyes wide with fear and then
their bodies reacted like the automatic fighting machines
they had trained them to be. A spasm of violent action
ended with a well placed kick which put her on the ground,
a blow in the solar plexus which knocked her out, and a
sedative that finished the job. By the time the alarm reached
Sartonis Migel was almost over the border and she was
sound asleep in the back seat with her wrists and ankles
tied together.

The surgeon removed the brain control in fifteen minutes.
Migel had her cover the bloody mess in the back of the med-
ic’s meck with a bandage instead of skin—he wanted to
make sure the operation could be performed with the mini-
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Nothing on the public television indicated that Jammet
wanted people to watch for an ex-controllee and her kid-
napper. Jammet could have realized Migel was freeing
controllees but there was a good chance he would think
it was only an aimless gesture.

They drove out of the wilderness in the middle of a
leisure period. When they reached a shopping center near
the eastern mountains, Migel tummed onto the grounds and
cruised across it. Teresa spotted two controllees on a walk
in front of a line of stores and Migel spotted two more—a
controllee siting in a café and a controllee standing in line
in front of an observation tower. One of the controllees
on the walk was a petite woman but the other three were
all healthy-looking males.

They pulled up beside the controllee in front of the
observation tower and Migel jumped out of the car. He
clubbed the controllee across the stomach with a stick he
had picked up in the wilderness and the controllee bent
over with a grunt. Migel jabbed him in the arm with a
syrette and lowered him to the ground while all around
him stunned people were coming to life and stumbling away
from him yelling warnings.

The other three controllees ran across the grounds and
plunged into the battle. Teresa jumped out of the car and
laid one of the men out with a kick from behind; Migel
stood over the controllee he had clubbed and let the other
two come at him. The man threw a clumsy, openhanded
blow at him and he led him around in a circle by the wrist
and threw him into the woman’s stomach hard enough to
knock her down. Teresa stunned her with a blow in the
lidney as she struggled to get up and put her out with a
blow in the solar plexus. Migel fell on the man and pinned
him to the ground. Five minutes after Migel had left the
car they were driving away from the shopping center with
four unconscious bodies bouncing in the back seat.

They headed for the mountains without trying to con-
ceal their position. By the time they were hidden in a shal-
low cave, the sky was full of helicopters and the moun-
tains were infested with police cars.
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had never seen a free, uncontrolled human being look so
intensely savage. “What difference does it make? I can’t
sit here and do nothing while he’s still alive. I can see his
face laughing at me everywhere I look. I can still feel that
thing buming on my neck. He’s been growing inside me
like a cancer. He turned my own body into a prison. I want
him dead. I want him dead.”

Migel’s fingers closed around her wrist. He nodded with
satisfaction. The surgeon moaned and Omaru put his arms
around her shoulders and shook his head.

Migel let Teresa rest until nightfall and then they hiked
out of the mountains to his car. They drove through the
wilderness to the camouflaged chest he had dumped 150
kilometers below the habitable zone and he picked up
five ninety mm nuclear rifles, four head turrets, and several
boxes of ammunition—everything they could put in the car
without attracting the attention of anyone who looked at it
casually.

He had Teresa tell him everything she could about her
experiences as a controllee while they were driving north.
She kept launching into incoherent tirades but he picked up
one piece of useful information: Jammet had issued standing
orders that every controllee was to attack and restrain any-
one who committed an act of violence in the controllee’s
presence.

“We'll find a place where there’s more than one,” Migel
said. “We’ll attack one and pull the others in.”

“The medical centers are full of them,” Teresa said.
“Medics hate what he’s doing more than any group on the
planet. A lot of us tried to overthrow him when he first
came to power. We were too cautious but at least we
tried. If we'd known what a brain control really felt like . . .”

They stripped off their heat suits a few kilometers north
of the border. Migel obscured his face with sunglasses and
a hat he had never worn before and Teresa wrapped her
head in a scarf and put on some makeup which made ber
look slightly darker. They wouldn’t escape detection if any-
one stopped them but they looked commonplace enough,
Migel thought, not to attract attention in the first place.
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cave. “Take off your head turret,” Migel repeated. “I'm not
going to shut myself up in another prison. Don’t leave your
wife without a caretaker.”

Omaru’s hands rose toward his head as if they were
independent animals, took off his head turret and laid it on
the floor. Migel stood up and stepped away from the sur-
geon.

“You're insane,” the surgeon said. “If there’s any definition
of the word that makes any sense, you're insane. You've
admitted it yourself. Rinaldisworld warped you and now
youre a menace to every human being on this planet. If
there’s any part of you that can still be reached by sanity,
let me take care of you. I'll even stay here with you. We
can give you a sedative now and later on I can either give
you happy pills or I can probably use hypnosis. You'll feel
better than you've ever felt in your life. The time will slide
by. It will be just like a long . . . slow . . . dreamy . .

Migel stepped away from her. He had heard medics slip
into that kind of speech pattern before. “That’s enough,”
he said. “I didn’t bring you here to give me psychotherap:
I brought you here to take a brain control off the next medic
1 bring back.”

The surgeon glanced at his head turret. The emotion
that could have been fear flickered across her face again.
She settled back in her chair and Omaru held out his
hands.

“It's worse than anything Jammet's done himself,” Omaru
said. “If you're right about the way they feel, he’s driven
them mad and you’re going to take advantage of it.”

Migel pointed at the first aid unit. “Get out the stuff
we need to fix her leg,” he said. “I want to get it done
before I leave. You can’t argue with a madman.”

He had said everything he could say. He had tried to
explain it to them and he had failed. They were standing
on opposite sides of a wall. Omaru wouldnt understand
him if he talked at him for the rest of eternity.
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“Youre grabbing at a theory just because you can’t
accept defeat,” Omaru said. “You dont knmow .if they'll
act that way or mot. I saw a few controllees who were
liberated during the wars before Jammet took over. They
were bitter but they didn’t act like that.”

“It was a different situation,” Migel said. “If they don’t
fight now, hell slap a brain control on them again. This
is the only way they can stay free.”

“How do you know how a controllee feels? For all you
know they’re so cowed theyll come running as soon as
Jammet snaps his fingers. You're building a big, flimsy
intellectual super-structure out of your own hopes.”

Migel leaned forward, his eyes blazing a little brighter
“I know how they feel,” he said. “I knew they were the key
to the whole situation as soon as I knew I wasn’t going
to give up. If youd lived the way I've lived you'd know
what I'm talking about. I've been living in a prison all my
life. I've been banging on the bars since I was twelve
years old and you're looking at the results. The thing that
made me set out to fight Jammet is stronger than any emo-
tion I've got. I didn’t know that when we set out but I
knew it before I'd been running one day. I cant give up.
I went along with the others as long as it looked like
we could win by playing it safe but now that I've been
pushed this far Ill grab any stick you give me. And if I
feel that way how do you think a controllee feels? How
do you think your wife would feel?”

The surgeon stared at him as if he had just crawled out
of a swamp. Omaru looked shocked.

“He’s insane,” the surgeon said. “He’s been insane since
he got here. Rinaldisworld tumed him into a monster.”

Omaru stared at her and the shock left his face. His
head turned toward Migel who quickly stepped behind the
surgeon’s chair. He crouched until his shoulders were lower
than her head. “Don’t try to stop me with a wound,” he
said. “Hit me anywhere except the head and I'll kill you
while I'm going down. Take off your head turret and put

it on the floor.”
The surgeon stiffened. Omaru’s eyes darted around the
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somebody else a chance to enjoy a temperature which would
have been considered tolerable on a hot summer day on
Earth. The three who were temporarily exposed to the
heat stripped themselves naked and tried to stay as motion-
less as reptiles basking in the sun. They got out to wet
their bodies down every time they crossed water, but the
rest of the time they sprawled on the sweat-covered seats
and stared at the forest through dazed, cloudy eyes. The
only indication that anyone in the car could talk was an
occasional whispered curse at Jammet.

No one cursed the sun or the heat; Jammet was re-
sponsible for everything. Jammet had put them there and
Jammet would pay the price.

‘They reentered the babitable zone in the middle of the
continent. They rested and cleaned themselves up in the
wilderness a hundred kilometers north of the border and
then they found a main road and moved north.

There was a medical center three hundred kilometers
northeast of them, according to the map filed in Teresa’s
memory, but Migel vetoed it and picked a center seven
hundred kilometers above the border. “We’ll hit them where
he doesnt expect us,” he said. “We can’t leave the habita-
ble zone anyway and it’s in a heavily populated area. We'll
have two other medical centers only three hundred kilometers
away.”

The others nodded assent. On the public television an
announcer was describing the hunt in the eastern mountains
and assuring his audience that the fugitives couldn’t es-
cape from the net. Their car was described and every
citizen was urged to report it if he saw it, but Jammet ap-
parently still thought he was dealing with cautious fugitives
who would try to hide out in the mountains until he got
tired of looking for them.

Nothing seemed difficult once you decided to take the
necessary risks. They would have been spotted as soon as
they crossed the border if they had been driving armored
cars but now they cruised north up a main highway as
if they were driving for pleasure. Jammet could stop the
traffic in limited areas but he couldn’t stop it all over the
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Migel stood guard with a nuclear rifle while Teresa re-
moved the brain controls as carefully as if she had been
operating in a medical center with all the time in the
world. She kept them unconscious until the last control had
been removed and then Migel came inside to tell them what
he wanted.

The woman and two of the men listened to him with
their faces twisted with hate. “You should have done this
when you first got here,” the woman said. “He put that
thing on me because I tried to talk one of my friends into
helping me free a_controllee. He’s marked every potential
rebel on the planet.”

“I've worn that thing four standard years,” one of the
men rumbled. “I couldn’t leave him alone if you took me
away from here and put me down on Conalia,”

The third man had only been a controllee a fow days.
He wanted to stay free but he didn’t want to fight. They
let him stay in the mountains and they set out again.

They crept south from overhang to overhang. They had
plenty of cover but the daylight was merciless. Sometimes
they had to spend thirty minutes huddling under a cliff
while a helicopter circled overhead. Minutes slipped away
from them while Migel crawled ahead of the car with a
ninety mm rifle to make sure no police cars were waiting
for them around the next bend or the other side of the
next rocky hump. By the time they reached the southern
border, Jammet had begun to understand the threat. He had
appeared on the public television network and personally
given special orders to every controllee on the planet: no
controllee was to visit a public place until further notice,
controllees were to stay in their homes and their places of
work and they were to take the shortest route possible
when traveling between them; if any violence took place
in their presence, they were to get under cover as fast as
they could.

They turned west thirty kilometers south of the line which
was usually considered the limit of human habitation with-
out a heat suit. Once every half hour the two people who
had been wearing the heat suits took them off and gave
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ought to know they’re going to be surrounded by an over-
whelming force in a few hours. What hope can you have?”

One of the men made an obscene gesture. The woman
looked up and spat at the loudspeaker.

They bent over the map and picked their next objectives.
If one of the medics in the operating room knew how to
remove brain controls, they could split up and hit two
places at once. Two groups could grow twice as fast and a
single piece of bad luck wouldn’t wipe them all out.

Both medics came up from the operating table sane and
ready to fght. One of them was only a technician but
the other one was a specialist in bone repairs and enough
of a surgeon that he and Teresa were both sure he could
remove a brain control if she explained the procedure to
him.

Migel hesitated. “How many more than you do you
think hell lose?”

“I don’t know,” Teresa said. “It's an easy operation but
TI've done 2 lot more nerve surgery than he has.”

Migel looked around the room. Five intense, angry faces
looked back at him.

“How many controllees have you killed already?” the bone
specialist said. “What difference will a few more make?”

“It can’t be helped,” the woman said. “If we don’t split
up now, we’re fools.” =

Migel turned around. They trotted down the hall and
one of the men he and Teresa had liberated at the shopping
center helped him carry the wounded guard into the gar-
age. They found the car the guard bad driven to work
and Migel drove it into the open. The two medics parked
their cars beside it and they divided up the weapons and
the ammunition while Teresa and the bone specialist talked
about the operation.

They split up on the road outside the medical center.
One of the men with Teresa raised a clenched fist and
Migel raised his own fist in reply. The bone specialist was
riding behind him and the woman from the shopping cen-
ter was sitting beside him on the front seat with a loaded
rifle strapped on her shoulder.
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planet without disrupting too many important activities.
Three hours after they started out, Migel was further north
than he had been since he had first set out to free Arlane.

They put on their head turrets and raised the nineties
to their shoulders as they approached the medical center.
The car hummed onto the grounds at a hundred kilometers
per hour. The patients and medics lounging on the lawns
gaped at them as they sped past.

They pulled to a stop in front of the main wing. Migel
and two of the ex-controllees leaped out and overpowered a
controllee who was running toward the door. An armed
guard stepped outside with his head turret blazing and two
of the ex-controllees caught him in a cross fire and shot
him until he fell down bleeding and unconscious. They
ran inside and Migel and the three ex-controllees grabbed
a controllee who was running down the hall in the gen-
eral stampede and pulled him to the ground. Migel blasted
open an operating room on the second floor with a bomb
and sent Teresa inside to remove the brain controls as
he and two of the ex-controllees: went looking for more
recruits.

The alarm had already reached Sartonis and Jammet's
voice was blaring orders over the loudspeaker system. Every
medic and controllee in the place was taking shelter be-
hind locked doors. “Resist to the death if they attack
you,” Jammet was yelling. “Die before you let them cap-
ture you.”

They turned back to the operating room. Migel plugged
into a computer outlet and ordered a map of the medical
centers and schools in the region. He and the three ex-
controllees planned their next move while they stood guard
in the corridor.

“Lassamba,” Jammet’s voice boomed. “The force which
has been hunting you in the mountains is now regrouping
and moving toward you down the main highways at five
hundred kilometers per hour. I don’t know if anyone can
reach you, but I'm not going to let you take the peple
with you into death and pain if I can help it. 1 don’t
know what delusions you've been giving them but they
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story with a steady stream of questions and Migel answered
every one of them consistently. He had spent three Arlane
days in a house fifty kilometers from the shopping center
but he could account for every minute he had spent in
the place and he had an explanation for everything that
looked inconsistent. He could describe, without hesitation,
the hair color and the clothing of every person he claimed
he had met.

They stopped the car a hundred kilometers from the ren-
dezvous point and Migel slept on the ground while Omaru
sat in the car wide awake. Migel slept the rest of the
day and most of the night. When he woke up they drove
some more and Omaru asked him more questions, little
by little relaxing his guard. If they had given Migel a lie,
it had been the most carefully constructed lie in human
history.

They parked the car thirty kilometers from the cave and
hiked in as soon as night fell. Omaru threw a quick meal
together and Migel ate it listlessly, then dropped on the
cot Omaru had set up for him.

‘When he woke up Omaru led him around the cave and
showed off his preparations. Once again Omaru could feel
himself slipping into the warmth and comfort of complete
brainless idleness.

“We've still got one weapon left in our arsenal,” Omaru
said, “patience. We've been visited by a starship at least
once every thirty standard years since I first came to Arlane.
By the time the next one gets here, Jammet's first supermen
will probably be walking around in public. It was a long-
range, hypothetical danger when the Peddler was here, but
they’ll have it staring them in the face. We'll send out a
call and have them pick us up and theyll probably give
us a full scale expedition as soon as they see we're telling
the truth. Either that or we’ll recruit a few more people
like you and start all over again.”

Migel listened with a blank face. He had gotten his strength
back and he looked just as light and cat-like as he had
looked the day Omaru had first seen him on television. He
was obviously brooding but Omaru wasn’t disturbed—you
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take risks again. He had everything Migel needed to stay
alive. If he didn’t go to the rendezvous, Migel would die.

Migel repeated the message five minutes later. He lis-
tened to it to make sure he had it right and his hand tightened
on the top of the first aid unit as if he were squeezing his
wife’s arm. According to the coordinate system and the
arbitrary zero time he and Migel were supposed to use, he
was to meet Migel at a point forty-five kilometers south-
west of the cave at approximately two hours after dawn.

He left the cave an hour after dark. His heat suit and
his survival equipment weighed him down but he reached
the rendezvous ten minutes early. He stretched out on the

forest floor and waited.
A car hummed in the distance. It came out of the trees

and the driver parked it and got out.

“You can ride in the back,” Migel's voice blared over
his loudspeaker. “I don’t even have my head turret on.
Tl be the first one you can kill if it’s a trap.”

Omaru switched on his loudspeaker. “Turn around and
face the car.”

Migel turned around. Omaru stood up and walked for-
ward with his sighting glasses trained on Migel's back.

Migel's chin was resting on his chest and he was sway-
ing back and forth on his feet. Without the loudspeaker
his voice was a listless whisper. “I don’t think theyre fol-
lowing me,” he said. “m glad you came. We shouldn’t
stay here any longer than we have to.”

Omaru checked the back of his neck. “I'm glad you made
it. Il ride in the back. Get in front and keep your hands
over your head until you start driving. Tell me everything
you've done since they hit you.”

They drove off with Omaru sittng directly behind the
driver’s seat. He told Migel which way to turn and they
twisted back and forth through the forest until nobody pursu-
ing them could have known where they were within thirty
kilometers.

Migel had been getting by on battle sleep for eleven
Arlane days but Omaru didn’t let him sleep until they had
been driving for more than two hours. He interrupted Migel's
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alone. Migel knew how it would end, too, but that didn’t
make it easier.

Omaru checked the alarms and went to bed two hours
after nightfall. When he woke up the next morning, Migel

‘was gone.

XIv

THE Nose OF the car turned into the main street of the
‘Takakema medical center. Migel drove up the hill past the
patients and medics lounging on the lawn and stopped in
front of the main administrative wing. e pulled his head
turret out of the plastic bag sitting on the seat beside him
and settled it on his head. The sighting glasses dropped
over his eyes as he jumped out and ran up the walk with
the plastic bag in his hand.

The door swung open in front of him. The medics stand-
ing in the first floor corridor turned around as he charged
inside and voices yelled as he ran up the stairs. He gal-
loped down the second floor corridor, his sighting glasses
turned left and right, and stunned medics stared at him
and scrambled out of his way.

His hand dipped into the bag. He slapped a small brown
blob on the chief surgeon’s door and jerked a strip of metal
off the surface as he dropped to his hands and knees. An
explosion banged above his head, the door shook on its
bearings, and he jumped up and heaved it open.

He ran across the outer office and slapped another bomb
on the inner door. Outside in the hall somebody was yell-
ing his name. People were running up and down and the
alarms had started hammering.

The door rocked on its frame and he shoved it open
and stepped into the inner office. The chief surgeon he
had met on his first visit was standing up behind her con-
sole. Her hand moved away from the intercom and she
raised her eyebrows and looked at him as if he had just
committed a mild social indiscretion.

He ran across the room before she could talk or back away.
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couldn’t expect him to greet thirty standard years in a cave
with shouts of joy. Young men always found it hard to
accept defeat but sooner or later he would see it was the
only move on the board.

“Thirty standard years isn’t as long as it looks,” Omaru
said. “Ifs just like money in the bank. Jammet's piling it
up and we're going to collect the interest.”

Migel squatted beside the first aid unit and inspected some
of the equipment. He looked around the cave and clenched
his fists; Omaru leaned over the first aid unit and pretended
he was looking at his wife's face.

It was just like mourning, Omaru thought. Some people
yelled and beat their chests; some people sank inside them-
selves and brooded. The result was the same either way:
little by little you built up a new picture of the universe
and accepted the mew reality. He had done it many times
himself and Migel would do it many times in the future.
Marriage, love affairs, business deals, politics—you lost at
least as often as you won. It was harder when you were
young and you still didn’t have any victories behind you,
though. Migel had been knocked around more than most
people his age and this was the first time he had set out
to win something for himself.

Omaru tumed on the public television network as soon
as he could find a good excuse. For most of the day he
sat in front of the screen watching one of the long docu-
mentaries Jammet had bought from the Peddler. Migel
stretched out on his cot, alone with his thoughts, and Omaru
pretended he was absorbed in the events a camera crew
from the Peddler had photographed decades ago on worlds
forty and fifty light years from Arlane.

He knew what Migel was going through. He had reacted
the same way when Jammet had put the brain control on
Nagako. It had been months before he had come out of
that one. And before that there had been the period after
Jammet first came to power, the days in which they had
gotten used to the idea that one clever, scheming fanatic
had destroyed the democracy they had dreamed about
for thirty Arlane years. Migel was probably glad to be left
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minded his own business, though, he didnt think Jammet
‘would bother him.

It wasn’t the way of life he would have chosen, but he
could keep himself alive indefinitely in relative comfort.
Most of the battery powered equipment could be modi-
fied to work on solar power units which looked like or-
dinary lichen growing on the mountainside, and in the
artificial light he could maintain in the cave he could grow
all the protein mold one sleeping woman and one idle
man would need. With a little luck it might be decades
before he got cancer or heart disease again. If another
starship orbited the planet before then, and the people
in it had more fighting spirit than the universe had given the
people on the Peddler, he could even come out of this alive.
He could always submit to a brain control later if he got
sick before a ship came.

It wouldn’t be the first time a man had lived alone in
the wildemness for decades. He even had the public tele-
vision network for entertainment and companionship.

He was hooking up an emergency power supply for the
first aid unit when Migel's voice hissed at him through the
silence in the cave. He froze in his tracks and turned toward
the radio he had kept tuned to the frequency he was
supposed to use in communicating with Migel if the others
got captured. For each of them, when he had first joined
the group, he had been given a code and a frequency
none of the others knew. The days when a man could
die without betraying his friends had ended five standard
centuries ago when Galliardi had invented the brain con-
trol.

Migel hissed again. “I'm approaching the mountains in
a civilian car,” he whispered hoarsely. “I'm not being pur-
sued. They know I'm in the forest but they don’t know
where. Meet me at coordinate X2500, Y150, at Zero plus
Ten One Two.”

Omaru laid the equipment he had been working with
on the floor. He stood over the first aid unit and looked down
at his wife’s peaceful face. He had been slipping into sloth-
fulness and semiconsciousness; now he had to think and
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people he can’t kill us faster than we can get new re-
cruits—we can keep a dozen people operating in the field
indefinitely. We can take away his controllees, destroy his
weapons, and leave him sitting in his mobile fortress with-
out a single thing he can use to enforce his will.”

They stared at him in horror. They were both stunned.

“Youl lose half the people you free,” Omaru said. “What
have you got to arm them with? You'll lose half the people
you free the first time you make a move.”

“We've got all the weapons we need,” Migel said. “We
split them up and put them in separate hiding places
when we first started out—I've still got my cache. All we
need is people to man them.”

“What difference does that make? You can’t fight armor
‘with head turrets and rifles.”

“Youre thinking like a child,” the surgeon said. “You
can’t have what you want but you're going to go on kick-
ing anyway. Ten percent of the people you freed would
be ruined for life. Even if they regained their normal con-
trol over their bodies, their memories would be totally wiped
out, their whole personalities would be changed. You’d have
the same body and the same brain but youd destroy the
continuity.”

“I know what the risks are,” Migel said. “I thought about
this all the time I was running. I'll be right in there with
them. I may be one of the first people killed. It can’t be
helped—it's the only way Jammet can be destroyed. We
tried doing it the cautious way and we lost. You can’t des-
troy a man in his position by playing it safe, you've got to
fight him the way people fought in the old days. They
didn’t wait until the computer told them the odds were
twenty-to-one nobody would get killed. Tell them eight peo-
ple had to attack and two were certain to die and they
went in anyway. They knew they had to die sooner or later
and they took the risks they had to take to win. And if you
take normal human beings. and put brain controls on them,
theyll act the same way when you free them. There’s still
a limit to what you can do to people. Jammet’s sitting on a
bomb and we’ve got the detonator.”
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the police radio: “Shoot on sight . . . believed to be beserk
suicidal daylight attack with minimum weaponry. . . .
He hurtled across the entertainment center south of the
medical center and drove southwest across Lake Takakema
at the top speed the car he was driving would make until
the trees closed in on him on the opposite shore. Then he
turned south and drove down a main highway past parked
cars and people who watched him with wondering faces.

He Jeaned over the wheel and listened to Jammet telling
him he didnt have a chance: half the police cars and
helicopters on the planet were closing in on him; one
machine gun bullet could kill him; the odds he could break
through the line would be less than one to one by the time
he made contact. If he was still sane enough to listen. . . .

He swerved off the road fifty kilometers from the place
where he had crossed the lake and skimmed over an open
area he had noted on the way in, a big estate covered
with rolling fields of grain and pasture land. A helicopter
had been following him since he had been balfway across
the lake but he could make better time in the open and he
didn’t think it was going to drop a bomb on him. They
couldn’t even put him out of action with a psycho gas with-
out wrecking the car and endangering the medic. They
wouldn’t let a valuable person like her die when all their cal-
culations based on his normal speed would tell them they
could probably get him later without killing her.

He pushed the part of him that wanted to scream out of
his consciousness and drove like a controllee. Minutes passed
in a dream. He skimmed across hills and down roads and
plunged into the southern wilderness at 130 kilometers per
hour. The massive tree trunks flowed toward him as if they
were pieces of paper riding on the wind. Reality was a long
way off. His mind had been stripped of every thought and
emotion except the trees and the hills, the movements of
his hands, and a rough calculation now and then of the
course which would give him the best chance. He was a
brain, a nervous system, and a set of muscles driven by a

single overwhelming need.
Orders crackled on the police radio. All around him con-
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He leaned across the console and his head turret barked
once. Her leg jerked back and a red spot appeared on
her calf; she gasped and grabbed at her chair.

The bag dropped out of his hand. He pulled an in-
jector out of his pocket, reached across the console and
drove it into her arm. Her body went limp and he jumped
across the console and threw her over his shoulder.

Two controllees came at him as he ran out the door. His
head turret chattered and they went down with blood
spurting out of their legs. They crawled toward him moaning
with pain and he stepped around them and staggered to-

ward the stairs.

Doors were sliding shut up and down the hall. “Leave
him alone,” a voice blared over the loudspeaker. “That is
an order. Leave him alone. Clear the corridors.”

He stopped at the top of the stairs and bent over to
look down. Two watchcats leaped at him as if they had been
shot out of catapults. His head turret chattered. He slid
the surgeon off his back and charged down the stairs while
the cats were still thrashing.

He jumped across the two dying animals and vaulted
over the railing onto the grass-covered floor of the corridor.
At the other end of the corridor, twenty meters out of head
turret range, the guard had turned around and was rush-
ing toward him.

He threw himself on his stomach and raised his head.
Two turrets fired simultaneously; flame spurted out of the
guard’s forechead. A spent bullet landed on Migel's back
and warmed his skin through the bulletproof vest he was
wearing under his jacket, but the guard threw up his hand
and went down with blood covering his face.

Migel jumped to his feet and ran back up the stairs.
He lifted the unconscious surgeon and staggered down the
stairs and out the door.

He dropped the surgeon on the back seat of the car and
drove down the hill at 150, his hands twisting the wheel
as if he were wrestling with a mortal enemy. The car
shot across a park and turned down a main street on which
all the traffic had been stopped. Phrases came to him on
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food and water. She could wait a few more minutes be-
fore they took the bullet out; he had shot her full of an-
tibiotics in the car and she still had the pain under control.

“Can you remove a brain control?” he said.

The surgeon glanced at the first aid unit. “Is that his
wife in there?”

“Is that what you went for?” Omaru said. “What dif-
ference does it make if she’s a surgeon? If we’d wanted to
do it in the field, Sylvia could have done it. If that’s why
you did this, you have gone beserk.”

The surgeon nodded. “If that’s what you brought me
here for, you may as well take me home. It would be
criminal to do it under these conditions. If anything went
wrong the brain damage would be irreparable.”

“I know what the risks are,” Migel said. “I'm not think-
ing about her and you don’t have to give me a medical
lecture. I asked you if you-could remove a brain control—
under these conditions, right here, with the equipment you've
got. Can you do it and be reasonably certain most of the
people you liberate will come out of the operation undam-
aged?”

The surgeon stared at her hands. He bent over her with
his eyes blazing behind his sighting glasses and she looked
up to see the barrels of his head turret an arms length
from her eyes. Something that could have been fear flickered
across her blank, disciplined face.

“What are you thinking about?” she said.

Migel stepped back. He swung toward Omaru and pointed
toward the north. “Jammet has three thousand controllees in
the habitable zone. Some of them have been living inside
those portable prisons ever since he took over. They've
been brooding about the day they’ll be free every minute
they’ve been controllees and by now they’ve piled up so
much hatred and anger theyre ready to explode. They’ll
fight like wild animals. All we need is one medic who’s
been a controllee—after that he’ll help us free the rest and
she can go home. Welll keep on freeing controllees until
Jammet doesn’t have a human being on his side. All we need
is enough people to start with. If we can free enough
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trollees were altering course and fighting to keep up. Jam-
met had plotted his strategy on the assumption that his
quarry would stay under a safe speed and now everything
was changed.

A girl's voice called his name on the television. Music
came in behind her and the girl yelled something incoherent.
He startled and then he realized what had happened.
Jammet had decided he was insane and they were trying
to stop him with the long range persuasions which were
supposed to work on his type of case. Somewhere his known
history had been fed into a computer and a pscyh techni-
cian had worked out an appeal which was supposed
to lull him into abandoning his car.

The girl’s voice flowed across a half-conscious part of
his mind. The sky above the trees darkened. Night closed
in around him and he turned on his lights and slowed
down. He had been bathed in sweat for the last fifteen
minutes and the air coming into his lungs was warm enough
to make him feel nauseated.

He drove south at the fastest speed he dared to make
for another twenty minutes before he stopped to put heat
suits on himself and the surgeon. For the rest of the night
and all of the next day, he drove east across the continent.

Twenty kilometers from the cave he parked the car and
gave the surgeon the antidote to the sedative. She woke up
with a start, wincing as the pain from her wound hit her
consciousness, and he motioned her out of the car.

“You can walk if you cut off the pain,” he said. “I didn’t
hit the bone. We'll give you all the treatment you need
when we get where we're going.”

Omaru let him in without a fuss. If they had been sent
by Jammet, then Jammet knew the location of the camp
and there wasn’t much he could do to defend himself. He
kept his head turret on, however, and he watched Migel
warily. “I thought they were right and you'd gone insane,”
he said. “You must be a little rational, because you man-
aged to drive back here. What kind of wild scheme have
you gotten obsessed with now?”

Migel motioned the surgeon to a seat and brought her
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were under the trees but there were enough open spaces
for it to keep track of their general position.

Sixty kilometers from the shopping center the three ar-
mored cars spread out across a ridge covered with ever-
greens and Zach, Sylvia, and Rolando settled down to wait.
Anata waved at Migel across the space between their cars
and Migel waved back and started down the north side of
the ridge.

They found the closest road and drove up it at two
hundred kilometers per hour. They had their rifles strapped
on their shoulders in firing position and they stayed five
hundred meters apart with Migel in the lead. Two south-
bound cars flashed past them but most of the time the
road was quiet and deserted.

The half dozen people standing around the shopping
center scattered as soon as they drove onto the grounds.
Anata blew open the front door of the largest store with a
small bomb and two bursts from their head turrets killed the
watchcats. Pink psycho gas rushed out of vents in the floor
and they stuck membranes in their nostrils and stepped in-
side.

Anata found the air-conditioners arranged in an advertis-
ing display in the rear of the store. She yelled and Migel
came back. Half the units were out in the open, stacked
in a pyramid, and the rest were in boxes behind a coun-
ter. Buy now, a sign said. Ten percent cheaper than in-
dividually produced units. Don’t let summer take you by
surprise.

Migel picked up a unit. It was about thirty centimeters
square and fifteen centimeters high and it weighed about
eight kilos. Altogether there were about sixty.

He got an air cushion pushcart out of an office in the
back of the store and they stacked thirty of the units on it.
He guided it outside and started piling the load in the
back seat of his car. On his television screen a controllee
was alerting the people in the area. The grounds of the
shopping center were as empty as a desert; there was a black
dot in the sky which could have been a helicopter but he
couldn’t be sure.
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with you,” Sylvia said. “That’s the best I can do. Don't
ask me to volunteer myself.”

“That's how I feel, too,” Rolando said. “I won’t stop
you but dont ask me to go with you. I'd rather play it
safe and look for another contact.”

Zach nodded. On the sidelines Omaru was watching
from a camp chair.

Anata was still studying the screen. He hesitated and
then he turned toward her. “How about you?” he said.
“How do you feel?”

She raised her head. “I think I'd rather take a risk like
this now,” she said. “I don’t think we would be playing it
safe if we had to waste time looking for that other con-
tact.”

Migel swallowed, The other three all looked unhappy.
There was a certain justice in it, but he still wished he
had kept his mouth shut.

X1

TrEY ENTeERED the habitable zone in the middle of a sleep-
ing period. A hundred kilometers from the shopping center
they broke out of the southern wilderness and drove north
across a thinly settled landscape. Earth-type evergreens had
driven out most of the native vegetation in the area and
most of the houses were surrounded by small parks. There
were a few farms, and one of the parks they crossed sur-
rounded a building that looked like some kind of factory,
but most of the people living in the area were people who
wanted a place to live on the outskirts of civilization.
There was good cover most of the way to the shopping
center.

A helicopter picked them up a few minutes after they
came out of the wilderness. On the police radio the co-
ordinator ordered the standard defensive moves and they
spread out to give themselves some protection against bombs.
The helicopter climbed out of rifle range and stayed with
them. They couldn’t be seen from the air when they
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open space they stopped and took tums going frst. If
there was an ambush, they could at least make sure the po-
lice only had one target when they fired their first shot.

Thirty kilometers from the shopping center they stopped
on the edge of a rolling feld covered with wheat. Anata
went first and Migel watched from the trees.

A gun crashed in the woods on the other side of the
field when she was halfway across. Migel lowered his
head automatically; the artificial sunlight of a nuclear ex-
plosion beat on his eyelids. Something horrible thundered
in the field. He raised his eyes and saw Anata’s car lying
on its side beside a wall of smoke and buming wheat.

He threw back his head and screamed as if someone
had just stabbed him in the side with a knife. His hand
jumped to the dial on his instrument panel which switched
on his long-range radio.

Two Peddler-built cars charged out of the woods, speed-
ing across the feld just to the right of the burning wheat.
Shells crashed into the trees on his left and machine gun
bullets ripped through the wheat beside Anata’s car. Migel's
brain noted the shape of the cloud rising above the smoke
and methodically advised him that the controllee had used
a non-focused, anti-personnel warhead.

His finger jumped to the firing button of his rifle, his
sights locked on the car to the left. A strange, wild voice
yelled 2 message at his radio: “If's an ambush. They've
got Anatal”

The rifle rocked on his shoulder. He lowered his head
and pulled another shell out of the box with his eyes closed.
The shell thundered in front of him and he raised his
head and slid the second shell into the breech.

A third car raced out of the smoke on his left and the
car_on his right turned, charging straight toward him.

He fired and lowered his head again. Then his hand
slammed the box shut and he jumped out of the car. There
wasn’t time to reload—the third car knew where he was
and it was almost on top of him.

He stumbled away from his car with the weight of his
riffie bearing him down. He dropped into a gully and

90





91_0.png
FIVE AGAINST ARLANK

The silence was eerie. He had never been on a planet
on which the inhabited areas could be this deserted while
the sun was still banging in the sky. It reminded him of
a city on Rinaldisworld which he had entered for a last
quick check just after the inhabitants had yielded to an
ultimatum and evacuated it. Any minute now the hydrogen
bombs would come screaming out of the sky.

Anata came out of the store guiding a cart with the second
load. She parked the cart beside her car and he finished
transferring his load and ran down the walk to help her.

“I thought you Arlaneans liked to live it up all night
long,” he said.

“I don’t know if this is normal or not,” Anata said. “It
wouldn’t be normal further north but they don’t have so
many people in this area.”

“Police are now speeding toward the shopping center,”
the controllee on the television said. “I have a special re-
quest from the First Citizen for every citizen within one hun-
dred Idlometers of the Green Wilderness Shopping Center:
if you are now driving a vehicle in that area, please stop it
at once and stay parked until further orders. If you are now
inside a building, please go to your windows and watch
for moving vehicles. The First Citizen is sorry we have to in-
convenience you during a sleeping period, but . . .”

They put the last three units in the front seat. Anata
hopped in and their eyes met across the pile. They both knew
the real danger was just beginning, for now Jammet knew
he could only kill two of them. He could have been waiting
this long just to be sure.

She kissed at him through the air. He kissed back at
her and she tossed her head and pressed down on the
power pedal. He ran back to his car and followed five
hundred meters behind her out of the shopping center.

A helicopter dropped on them out of the twilight. When
they ducked into a park to stay under cover it followed
them just out of rifle range. He would have given half his
future income to skim down a main road at full speed but
they had to stay under the trees and creep along at ninety
kilometers an hour or less. Every time they came to an
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pulled Sylvia to the ground.

A shell screamed out of the woods behind Rolando. The
ground thundered underneath him and the back of his
car rose in the air. A cloud of smoke and dust shot up
around the cockpit and he ripped off his brain-machine link
and dove toward the door as it swung open.

The next shell landed directly in the cockpit. He died
instantly.

XIIL

Ten ARLANE DAYs after the catastrophe, Omaru Wells
stopped waiting for Migel and started preparing himself
for a long stay in the wildemess. The pills which cor-
rected his intelligence were going to be used up in about
three hundred hours. Before that happened—before the
darkuess put out half his awareness—he had to modify
the survival equipment so it could be operated and main-
tained by a man with a pre-space LQ.

He had moved the camp as soon as the others had left
—a routine precaution they had decided he should take in
case Jammet captured somebody alive—and he had moved
it again as soon as the special announcements on the public
television network had made it clear that they had been
betrayed. He had assembled the air cushion handcart, the
only vehicle he had left, and in seventy hours of almost
continuous work he had moved his wife and all the equip-
ment into a cave higher in the mountains. A helicopter
had flown over the area on the third Arlane day, and he
had heard motors overhead at least twice every Arlane day
since then, but he had picked a cave which was well hid-
den behind a jumble of rocks and the land was rugged
enough so he didn’t think Jammet could find him without
a major expedition mounted in surface vehicles. Anata, Syl-
via, and Zach had all appeared on television with brain
controls on their necks, so he had to assume Jammet knew
his approximate location; if he stayed inside the cave and
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“You don’t know what you're saying. You're talking with
your brain full of drugs. Let me do the thinking.”

“What about Migel? What if he gets away? This is the
only car we've got left.”

“Migel's dead. Stop the car.”

A light flashed in front of them. They jumped and a
muflled boom came to them through the armor. Rolando
swung the car to the right and they crashed through a
line of evergreen branches.

“Two police cars have their guns trained on you,”
Jommet said. “We could have destroyed you with our first
shell but we're giving you a chance. Stop your car and get
out and you won’t be killed.”

Zach squeezed his eyes shut. Rolando stopped the car
and he forced them open and stared at the forest through
the dots dancing in front of them. “There’s a car on the
left,” Sylvia said. “Four hundred meters. I can just see it.”

“We won’t give you another warning,” Jammet said. “Get
out at once.”

Rolando swung the turret around until the sights locked
on the car Sylvia had spotted.

“Don’t be a fool,” Zach said. “He wouldn’t have let
the frst one give itself away if he wasn’t telling the truth.”

Rolando unhooked the spare ninety mm rifle strapped
across the roof of the cockpit. He pulled it down with
both hands and pushed it at Zach. “There’s only one
way to find out,” he said. “Fll start shooting as soon as
you get out of blast range.”

Zach stared at him. Sylvia opened her mouth.

“Get out,” Rolando said. “I don’t have time to argue.”

Zach grabbed the ninety. The door swung open in front
of him and he and Sylvia jumped out and started running.
Rolando waited until they were a good hundred meters
from the car—long enough for the controllees to report that
they didn’t seem to be swrendering—and then both his
guns crashed.

Two shells crashed into the police car they had spotted.
The double explosion hammered on their ears and Zach
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Zach settled back in the hammess. The world was far
away. He wasn’t really experiencing this. “I've been at-
tacked by two children with brain controls on their necks,
throwing bombs,” he said mechanically. “They’ve knocked
out both my fans. My rifles are still operational but I can’t
move.

An army had been lining up behind them while they
had been sitting on top of the ridge. Jammet had put brain
controls on as many people as he needed and posted foot
soldiers further south of the shopping center than he could
post his ring of cars. Once again he had been more ruth-
less than they had thought any human could be. Half a
dozen children were going to die by their own bombs and
a few others were going to be damaged for life when
they had their brain controls removed, but Jammet’s enemies
were going to be wiped out for good. He probably wouldnt
even have any trouble explaining the deaths of the children:
there would be an accident at some school and the parents
would swallow the story the way they swallowed every
excuse which kept them alive.

‘What had ever made them think they could win? Jam-
met let them drive into traps thinking there were things
nobody could do and then he threw everything he had at
them. They had been fighting uphill all the way and now it
was over. If he stayed in the car they would pry him out
and put a brain control on his neck; if he got out and
ran they would hunt him through the woods like an ani-
mal. He was dead. They were all dead. They had been
dead the day they left the Peddler. He had wanted to
save the human race and mow he was going to spend the
rest of his life doing everything David Jammet wanted him
to do.

“Get out!” Rolando yelled. “Use -your head turrets on
them. Tl pick you up at the top of the ridge.”

“They’re only children,” Sylvia moaned.

“Do you want a brain control on your neck? I'm on my
way up the ridge mow. Shoot up the ground around you
and start running. If you aren’t there, I'll leave you.”

Zach stared at the area he had blasted. Even if Jam-
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threw himself on the ground. Thunder shook the earth be-
hind him; shrapnel dropped all around him. He slammed
another shell into the breech and rose to bis knees.

XIL

ZacH TURNED AROUND and started down the ridge as soon
as he heard Migel yell. His brain guided the car auto-
matically. On the intercom Sylvia was crying and Rolando
was swearing steadily.

Trees and underbrush scraped against his sides as he
crept down the ridge. Overhead, the helicopter was still
tacking back and forth. In a moment most of the cars
from the shopping center would be heading their way so
they could cry all they wanted but they couldnt stop
moving. If they dawdled and the police got close enough
to land a shell on one car, they were through. They could
replace Anata and Migel but they couldn’t replace the cars.

A child with a brain control on his neck stepped out from
behind a tree. Thin arms swung something heavy above an
excited face and hurled it under Zach’s front fan.

The front of the car rose as an explosion boomed out-
side the cockpit. Zach pitched forward in his harness and
the front of the car dropped and slammed into the ground.
The back of the car bounced up and down on the rear
fan and he skidded around the front fan as if he were riding
on a centrifuge and banged into a tree.

Another child stepped out of hiding. The car rocked in-
side a thundering volcano of dirt and debris. Sylvia screamed.
Rolando yelled a question.

Shells roared out of his turret, nuclear explosions ripped
up the trees on all sides, and a wall of dirt climbed into
the sky. Zach watched it rise, his face contorted with rage.

“What’s going on?” Rolando yelled.

“They’re throwing bombs,” Sylvia yelled. “They’ve Imocked
out my fans—I can’t move.”

“Who?P”

“Children! He’s using children!”
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He was surrounded by electronic equipment and people
were moving around behind him. “I have a message for
the three criminals who are mow trying to escape. We've
matched your present course and speed against the speed
our police cars are now making and our computers have
already given us the victory. The arithmetic is simple and
I don’t think I have to explain the situation to you. Our
police will have you in their sights in half an hour at the
most. If you won’t surrender we'll be forced to fire on_you
while you’re in your car. The choice is yours but we don’t
want you to have any illusions about what it is. There’s
been enough killing already. If we can save your lives, we
want to.”

Rolando leaned forward in his harness with his hands on
his knees. He was getting every kilometer he could get
without bouncing off the trees every ten seconds.

Sylvia raised her head. “Whatll we do if we make itP
‘What have we got left?”

Rolando peered at the landscape rushing toward them.
The readout screen on the computer was blank. “We'll
get you pregnant every ten standard months,” he said. “In
twenty standard years we'll have a whole army.”

Sylvias eyes widened. Zach cursed himself for a coward
—he couldnt face the inevitable. They had a choice be-
tween a brain control and death and he was letting a
drugged lunatic drive them into death.

“We can’t win,” Sylvia said. “We're risking our lives for
nothing.”

‘They shot out of the trees into a clearing. Rolando ac-
celerated and Sylvia’s body pressed against Zach. The wall
of trees on the other side of the field raced toward them.

Sylvia looked down at Zach. Their eyes met and he looked
away.

“Tell me what to do,” Sylvia said. “Don’t leave me now.”

Zach stared at Rolando’s brain-machine link. He had never
pulled one off a man’s skull before. “Stop the car,” he
said. “Its the only choice. We can’t outrun them.”

“Do you want a brain control?” Rolando said.
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met had felded several hundred troops, the ridge was
long enough so there couldn’t be more than one every
hundred meters. He had known they were on the ridge
but he hadn’t known their exact positions.

“I'm coming,” Sylvia said. “I'm firing now.”

“Are you there, Zach?”

He pulled his brain-machine link off his head and reached
for his head turret. He knew it was useless but the instinct
to survive was stronger than logic. “I'll be there,” he said.

He ran up the hill. A boy appeared in the trees ahead
of him and his head twret chattered. The boy crumpled
and he ran around the body without looking at it.

He dropped on his belly on top of the ridge. The car
came toward him through the trees and he stood up and
yelled into the intercom. Rolando swerved toward him and
the door swung open.

Sylvia was already sitting in the passenger seat. She stood
up and he sat down and pulled her onto his lap. She put
her arm around his neck and he pulled her against him and
buried his face in her shoulder.

On the police radio Jammet was ordering all the Peddler-
built police cars near the shopping center to head for the
ridge. The nearest police car couldn’t be more than thirty
kilometers away.

“At least we're pulling them away from Migel,” Rolando
said. “Jammet still hasn’t said they’ve got him. They've
picked up Anata and he says they’re taking her to the
nearest medical center.”

Zach pulled his head away from Sylvia’s body and stared
dully at the instrument panel. Rolando was the only one
functioning. If it hadn’t been for his tranquilizers they would
all be dead.

The helicopter was still overhead and there was a good
chance it had been joined by a couple more. They had to
stay under the trees if they wanted to avoid a bomb. The
controllees were coming at them down the roads and the
rivers and they couldn’t make more than 180 kilometers
per hour,

Jammet’s face jumped onto the public television screen.
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“Fifty. According to the war games that’s ten more than
we need to start capturing weapons_intact. That means
we’ll probably need housing for a couple of hundred people.
Primarily we'd like you to put us in touch with somebody
who can supply us with air-conditioning equipment. We knew
weapons would be the one thing we couldnt steal until
we had plenty of men so we took all the weapons we could
and gave ourselves the minimum of everything else. Ideally
we need somebody who can supply us the stuff and then
join us when he delivers it.”

‘Wells nodded. They all knew their biggest problem would
be getting the equipment manufactured without attract-
ing Jammet’s attention. Air-conditioning in the quantities in
which they wanted it wasnt a standard item on Arlane
and they could assume the police computers in Sartonis
were monitoring the transactions flowing through the com-
puters which linked the private sector of the economy. Any
‘equipment which could be used to help refugees survive in
the south would start alarms ringing in police headquarters
as soon as the manufacturer had his computer order the
components.

“What kind of power plant are you counting onP” Wells
asked. “Theyl stand out like they've got a red flag on them
if they’re solar powered.”

“That's why we need somebody who knows the local
economy,” Zach said. “It has to be somebody who can
think up a plausible reason why they're solar powered.”

‘Wells chewed his lip. “I've got an old friend who owns
a factory in the northern part of the valley. We've never
talked about Jammet but if he doesnt hate every day
we've lived under that animal I don’t know much about
human beings. I don’t know how much you know about the
wars we fought against the big landowners, but we spent
thirty Arlane years scheming and fighting and he was one
of the best men we had.”

“How close does he live to the mountainsP” Zach asked.

“He’s right on the ocean. I think the valley’s about a
hundred and fifty kilometers wide at that point.”

Migel glanced at Zach over his shoulder. Zach would
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The announcement ended. A commercial took its place
and Migel got up and switched off the screen.

“I'm sorry,” Sylvia said. “We should have known.”

“He doesn’t even know if I'm cooperating with you or
not,” Omaru said. “For all he knows you wounded me and
dragged me away by force.”

“It’s a warning to other people,” Migel said. “He won't
Kill your family if he isn’t sure youre helping us but theyll
at least get a brain control.”

“We should have known,” Rolando said. “The cancerl
The stinking, dead, murderous . . .”

Omaru shuddered. Anata kmelt behind him with both
hands on his shoulders. He stared at the ground and
the rest of them watched him helplessly.

“Don’t let Valkenberg know I'm cooperating with you,”
he said when he looked up. “Tell him I'm submitting to
force. He'll understand.”

po.q

ZAcH m> THE civilian car in a strip of Earth-type coastal
forest sixty lilometers from Alan Valkenberg’s house and
hiked north with the smell of the sea on his right. He
stayed on back roads and large estates but the trip was
still a bad dream all the way. His heart jumped every time
Be heard a sound which could have been a car or a heli-
copter; everywhere he looked eyes seemed to be watching
him; every time he came to the end of a gully or a shelter-
ing patch of trees he had to. force himself into the open.

He walked up to Valkenberg’s house with the watcheat
trotting at his heels. There was a car parked in the garage
but no one greeted him over the loudspeaker.

“I think you know who I am,” he told the door. “No one
knows I'm anywhere near here—I walked here cross-coun-
try. Nobody will ever know you've talked to me and you
don’t have to commit yourself when you open the door.
We just want you to listen to us.”
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have to cross the entire distance by himself without an
armored car.

“He sounds h‘kc the kind of man we need,” Zach said.
“Tell me more. ...

They made camp a hundred kilometers below the habita-
ble zone. Zach introduced Omaru to Sylvia and Rolando,
and Sylvia immediately examined Nagako Lenart and queried
the computer about the technique for removing brain con-
trols. After a little discussion she and Omaru both decided
it would be a mistake. No one should ever remove a brain
control, the records indicated, unless she was supported
by all the resources of a fully equipped medical center.
The thing could be removed in a few minutes with rela-
tively crude equipment but there was a high probability the
controllee would suffer irreparable brain damage. To be per-
fectly safe, the surgeon had to spend days, if necessary,
removing the fine network of nmerves which grew from the
brain control into the controllee’s brain; in a significant
number of cases, the nerves of the control were so much
a part of the brain they would take brain tissue with them
when they died.

Wells looked disappointed but then he pulled himself
together. “She’ll be better off in the long run,” he said.
“I hope she has nice dreams. They can’t be any worse
than what she’s been living through.”

They sat down to eat buoyed up by the pleasant feeling
they were no longer alone on Arlane. Omaru soon had them
talking as if they had been working with him all their
lives. Migel stretched out on the ground after dinner and
put his head on Anata’s lap feeling comfortably drowsy
for the first time in more days than he could remember.

Their elation faded as soon as they turned on the public
television network. Jammet was repeating another announce-
ment: Omaru’s two sons had been arrested. Being security
risks, both of them now had brain controls.

Omaru stared at the screen as if he’d been clubbed.
Anata got up and put her hand on his shoulder and he
put his own hand on top of it and stared at the calm,
unreachable face on the screen with bulging eyes.
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the rest of their lives. It's the only move on the board.
If we don’t make it, we may as well quit.”

Migel sent more commands flowing into the computer.
More neatly tabulated results appeared on the screen.

“Jammet can always assume were going to betray- Val-
kenberg,” he said. “They’ll bave hundreds of kilometers to
guard but theyll still know we’re coming.”

The results on the screen were exactly the results he had
expected. Given a betrayal, an attack on the truck would
be as dangerous as an attack on the shopping center. Choos-
ing one or the other would be like flipping a coin. Which-
ever one they chose, they would die if it was the one Jam-
met had decided to ambush.

“That’s wonderful,” Zach said. “What are we going to
do? Sit here and rotf”

“I cant find you anybody else,” Omaru said. “Every-
body I can think of has at least one living relative. Didn’t
you think about this before you started out?”

Migel drew himself up. They were paralyzing again. He
had been backing away from the inevitable ever since
Zach had given his report but now it couldn’t be avoided.
Somebody had to act before they fell apart again. He
had gone after the heart and now he had to take the con-
sequences.

“Why dont we send two people in civilian cars?” he
said. “We can steal another civilian car and I can go with
somebody else. The armored cars will be safe and if we
play it right one of the people we send in may even come
out of an ambush alive.”

Sylvia started. “What good will that doP” Zach said.
“What if he doesn’t betray us? You'll still be attacked by
the local police, Without an armored car you won’t stand
a chance.”

“We can have the three armored cars stand nearby,”
Migel said. “If there’s no ambush, they can come in and
help us. If there is an ambush, they can stay away.”

“Theyl! have us spotted as soon as we enter the habitable
}z::;.e,: Rolando said. “We'll have to stay too far away to

elp.
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near Jammet’s headquarters, three major power stations—
and the results appeared on the screen one by one. They
were the same every time. With two cars, the risks would
be too high. Jammet could put half his Peddler-built cars
in the ambush and still guard everything important in the
habitable zone. The armored cars couldn’t damage anything
important unless the drivers took the kind of risks Jammet’s
controllees took.

Migel wiped the screen clean. For a moment he felt
guilty. Some of the probabilities had been good enough
that one more car could have made a significant difference.
If he hadn’t lost his car, they could probably have threatened
the entire habitable zone and kept most of Jammet's forces
pinned down.

“How are we going to find somebody with no family?”
Sylvia said. “It'll take us weeks.”

“It's impossible,” Omaru said. “On a planet with this
small a population everybody has somebody he’s related to.
We haven’t had any immigrants in forty Arlane years and
people feel free to have all the children they want. We'd
have to get people who didn’t care if a single one of their
relatives lived or died.”

“That didn’t stop you,” Rolando said.

Omaru looked pained. “I didn’t think Jammet would do
anything. Now that they know he will . . .”

“There’s only one solution,” Zach said. “We have to rob
the truck the equipment’s on. It’s the only way out.”

Migel looked shocked. Rolando, Sylvia and Omaru gasped
simultaneously.

“We've killed too many people to be squeamish now,”
Zach said. “Theyll know why we did it. Jammetll play
it up big but well still get volunteers. Theyll all know
they’d have done the same thing.”

Rolando shook his head. “Now I know how your family
got rich.”

“I haven’t come this far to let one life stand in my way,”
Zach said. “Is Valkenberg worth more than Omaru’s sonsP
If we don’t win, they’ll have brain controls on their necks
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Migel turned back to the computer. Once again results
appeared on the screen.

If Jammet did ambush them, the computer calculated,
the circle of Peddler-built cars around the shopping cen-
ter would have to be less than thirty kilometers in radius.
Now that Jammet only had twenty-five Peddler-built cars, the
ambush wouldnt be worth the effort if the circle was any
bigger. If the three armored cars stayed sixty kilometers
away from the shopping center, therefore, they would be
safe from ambush. And at the same time they would be
close enough to come to the rescue if the only opposition
came from the local police. Since the nearest police outpost
was sixty kilometers from the shopping center, Migel and
the other -volunteers would be at least fifty kilometers from
the shopping center by the time the police got close enough
t0 cause them any trouble.

“I can only see one flaw in it,” Migel said. “Jammet can
always put everything he’s got eighty or ninety kilometers
south of the shopping center and hit us with an overwhelm-
ing force while we drive south. That doesn’t sound like
his style, however. So far he’s been too cautious to do that.
If he sets up a full circle, he knows he’ll get at least one
of us. I can’t believe he’ll leave one side of the circle open
and risk losing everything.”

“They’ll get one of you with the first shot,” Sylvia said.
“You won’t stand a chance.”

“It’s the safest thing we can do,” Migel said. “The cars
will be safe and the rest of you will be safe, too. You'll
have enough people and equipment to keep on going and
you'll only need two more recruits to get you right back
where we are now. It's the only way we can find out if
he’s betrayed us. I'd rather take a risk like this now
than lose all the time we'll use up looking for another con-
tact. If we didn’t need two cars to carry the stuff, I'd go
by myself.”

Sylvia shook her head. Anata and Rolando stared at the
screen. Zach looked back at him with his usual steady

gaze.
“Ill go along with it if somebody else volunteers to go
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“We want you to work out a scheme which will be safe
for us, too. If it doesn’t look safe well turn it down.”

Valkenberg barked the code word at the computer again.

“P've got to meet two requirements if I'm going to pro-
tect myself,” he said. “If you don’t like them, we’ll just have
to call the whole deal off: I've got to set up a transaction
the police computer won’t bring to the attention of the po-
lice, and there has to be no evidence that the equipment
was made especially for you. If youre captured, Jammet
will trace its origins and I'll need a cover story so good the
police won’t even think about questioning me. I've got to
have a legitimate, natural reason for manufacturing the
equipment and a legitimate place to ship it.”

“Do whatever you think you bave to do,” Zach said.
“If we don’t like it, we’ll just leave the equipment alone.”

Valkenberg strode down the stairs into the living room
and dropped into a chair. He pulled a computer brain-
machine link out of a drawer and put it on. His eyes
glazed for a moment as he gave the computer its instruc-
tions. “I'm telling it to find me an area where people are
building new homes and may not have air-conditioners yet.
We're approaching the middle of the summer and I can
make a quick profit if 1 can have some units on the spot
when people want them. We have a temperate climate most
of the year and people tend to put off buying air-condition-
ing until they need it.”

Zach nodded. Valkenberg didn’t have to explain the de-
tails to him. Normally a home owner who wanted an air-
conditioner would simply plug into the computer network
and give an order which would be picked up by some
manufacturer’s computer. There were economies in building
units in quantity, however, when you knew you had a good
market, and shrewd businessmen were always looking for
a chance to take advantage of them. “That’ll mean home
sized units,” he said. “That’ll fit our needs perfectly.”

Valkenberg’s eyes glazed again. The computer bad ad-
vised him it had found a newly settled region in the middle
of the continent where hundreds of new homes were being
built. He had it broadcast an advertisement for a retailer
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The door stayed closed. The watchcat sat down an
easy leap from his back away and Zack stuck his hands in
his pockets and waited. Now that someone was watching
him he had himself under control again.

The door slid open. A tall, red-haired man gestured at
him and he stepped across the porch and slipped inside.

“You've got three minutes,” Valkenberg said. “If 1 don’t
give my computer a countermanding order, itll put through
a call to police headquarters.”

Zach pulled a typed sheet of paper out of his pocket
and handed it over. In front of him three steps led into a
sunken living room lined with office equipment and paint-
ings.

Valkenberg read the paper in ninety seconds and handed
it back. Zach pulled a tab on it and it disintegrated in his
hands. They had explained their needs and argued their
cause in two thousand carefully chosen words.

Valkenberg barked a code word at the computer. “You've
got a few more minutes. Are you sure nobody saw you
come here?”

“I haven’t seen a human being in the last eight hours,”
Zach said. “I heard a few cars but nobody came near
me.”

Valkenberg folded his arms across his chest and thought.
Zach leaned his tired back against the door and waited.

“I can’t join you when you get the stuff,” Valkenberg
said. “I've got a daughter who lives in Sartonis. If I do it,
it's got to be set up so Jammet won’t know I'm involved.
I haven't seen her much recently but I can’t sentence her to
a brain control.”

Zach kept his face blank. They had all agreed they
couldn’t guarantee their own safety unless Valkenberg joined
them when he delivered the equipment. He was supposed
to assume Valkenberg would betray them and set up a
scheme which would work anyway.

“It’s up to you,” he said. “We thought it would be safer
for you.”

“Aren’t you afraid I'll betray you?”
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tion company on the public phone system would tell them
which truck the shipment was on. The police would have
to guard several hundred kilometers of road instead of one
shopping center and the odds they would be trapped would
go down radically.

The police would realize, of course, that they had been
told someone was shipping air-conditioners. Valkenberg would
be telling the whole story under drugs five hours after the
robbery.

“It’s the best I can do,” Valkenberg said. “Do you want
it or not? You're lucky I let you in the door.”

“Go ahead with it,” Zach said. “I'll leave it up to the
others. If they don't like it, you'll still haul in a little money.”

He rode back to his car crouching in the back seat of
Valkenberg’s car. If the police had found his car, Valken-
berg wanted to know it before they put a brain control on
Zach’s neck and he told them what he had been doing.

X

“HE’s MaxaNG vs take all the risks,” Rolando said. “All they
have to do is stick one needle in his arm and we're all
dead.”

“He’s the best person I could think of,” Omaru said.
“I don’t know one other person with the nerve to help us
who can manufacture the equipment without attracting at-
tention. If he won't help us, there’s nothing else I can do
for you.”

Migel unlocked Anata’s car. He unsealed the top of his
heat suit and stuck a brain-machine link on his head. “Sup-
pose we set up a diversionary action,” he said. “We'll have
to put one car in the shopping center to protect us against
the local police. If the other two can threaten something
important someplace else, Jammet may be too weak to
set up an ambush.”

He pulled out the computer screen and set it up so they
could all see. The computer ran through every possible
major target—the special labs near Sartonis, the big arsenal
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who would be interested in handling the equipment and
a computer near the region under consideration worked
out the implications of the proposition and committed its
company to the transaction. The retailer would handle the
units on a commission basis—the retailer’s computer would
gamble the cost of the warehouse space but not the cost of
the equipment—but the whole operation locked like a sound,
quick-profit operation which would appeal to any man
with capital.

Five minutes after Valkenberg had put the brain-machine
Iink on his head, the deal was all wrapped up. His computer
had ordered materials and scheduled factory time and the
transportation company which held the habitable zone to-
gether had reserved space for the air-conditioners on one of
its automated air cushion trucks. The equipment would be
prominently displayed in a shopping center in the newly
settled region and an advertising program was already being
scheduled.

“Well bave it sitting in the store in ninety-six hours,”
Valkenberg said. “All you have to do is stage a raid on the
shopping center which looks like you were trying to get
other supplies and came across the air-conditioners by acci:
dent. The store that took up the offer sells just about every-
thing you people could need. It's just the kind of place
you'd pick if you wanted a lot of different things in a
hurry.”

Zach tried to think without hesitating. If Valkenberg be-
trayed them, Jammet would know exactly where they were
going to be and he would have ninety-six hours in which
to set up a trap. “Have you thought about asking your
daughter to join usP Once we get the air-conditioners well
be able to give anybody you name sanctuary.”

“I can’t even suggest it to her,” Valkenberg said. “She’s
got two children to worry about and her husband works
for the government. She might think she had to turn me in
to protect herself.”

Zach stared at the floor. If they had to, they could
attack the truck which would be carrying the air-condition-
ers to the shopping center. A single call to the transporta-
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tion. He didn’t completely believe they were right, but what
else could he do?P

He wasn’t the only one who was succumbing to the strain,
either. Every night Migel caught himself fighting sleep be-
cause he wanted to stay awake and alive a few minutes
longer. When he did fall asleep, nuclear explosions flickered
in front of his eyes half the night. When he woke, up in
the moming, he usually came up to full consciousness
from a semi-conscious state in which he had been counting
their kills all over again.

Once, as they were driving away from their twenty-sixth
kill, he even -got into an argument with Zach about the
number of cars they had destroyed. When they checked
the records stored in their computers, all three machines
agreed Migel had overcounted by one.

For hours afterward he felt angry and moody. Something
had been taken away from him. Somebody had failed to
record a kill and he was going to have to spend an extra
ten or twelve Arlane days risking his life.

He was still angry the next night when they went after
their twenty-seventh Idill—their twenty-eighth, his emotions
stubbornly insisted. A Peddler-built car came within fifty
meters of his ambush and instead of letting it go past—
as he should have—and going home empty-handed, he fired
at it and got a piece of shrapnel in his neck. Zach had to
fight off two Arlane-built cars with his rifle and Anata bad
to drive toward him with the recklessness of a controllee to
pick up his unconscious body and drop it into her first
aid unit by herself.

‘When he came to hours later, an organic patch was
growing on the artery which had been severed by the
shrapnel, and Anata was staring down at him as he had
once stared down at her, the bond between them strength-
ened once again. They had both sunk into a coma which
would have been the beginning of death throughout most of
human history and they had both come out of it alive be-
cause the other had made an extraordinary effort.

Day after day they threw themselves on the fortress Jam-
met had built around the habitable zone. Every time Migel
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served in every war men had fought since the beginning
of truly scientific medicine in the nineteenth century. They
all had trouble accepting the diagnosis, however. Rolando
had spent most of his leisure time in games designed to
put every player under tension; tension and suspense had
been his major pleasures.

“It was one of the easiest nights we’ve had,” Rolando
objected. “I wasn’t even worried. There must be something
wrong with the tests. Why can’t I have something too subtle
for the equipment you've got?”

Sylvia shook her head. “Not with a heart attack like
that. If anything physical hit you that hard, every needle
on the dials would be over in the red.”

“You were under more tension than you realized,” Migel
said. “I got nervous just looking at that lake. It’s probably
been building up since we got here and that little strain was
just enough to set it off.”

“You aren’t medics,” Rolando said. “What happens if it’s
something you don’t know anything about and it isn’t in
the computers either? If it hits me again in the middle of
a fight, we're all dead.”

“Program your car so itll take you out right away if
you start to get an attack,” Zach said. “We'll get you in
a first aid unit before there’s any brain damage. You can
even set up an automatic oxygen rig in your car.”

Rolando stared at the ground. He could program his
car so it would pick out the best escape route but what if
he didn’t have a safe route when the heart attack hit himP
They couldn’t plan an attack so he would have a good
escape route every minute.

“We can’t ask you to do it,” Anata said. “Is up to you.
I think they're right but if they're wrong we may not know
it until it’s too late.”

Rolando shrugged. “It's your funeral, too. Bring out
the tranquilizers, Sylvia. At least I'll die smiling.”

He took a tranquilizer the next night and they went
back to the lake to finish recharging their batteries. After
that he took a tranquilizer every time they went into ac-
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and went in the house. Zach sent out the one word code
which meant he had probably recruited more than one
volunteer and little gasps of surprise came back over the
intercom.

Anata came in from the perimeter and parked beside the
house according to the plan they had worked out in ad-
vance for any situation involving two or more recruits. Zach
and Migel picked up the sleeping woman and carried her
toward the armored car and Anata extended the first aid
unit when Migel told her to. She looked puzzled and then
her face darkened when she saw the brain control.

“No wonder they're coming.”

“There’s only one of them,” Zach said. “He didn’t exactly
jump at the chance, either.”

They laid the woman in the first aid unit and connected
her right leg to an automatic injector which would moni-
tor her blood stream and keep the sedative oozing through
her skin as she needed it. If necessary she could be kept
alive almost indefinitely. There would be some deterioration
after a few months but it wouldnt be anything a good
medical center couldn’t repair.

Wells stepped onto the porch just as they were fnishing
the job. He was guiding an air cushion cart which he had
loaded with a suitcase and a stack of boxes and electronic
equipment a meter high. “I thought you’d do that,” he
said. “What are you going to do when we get wherever it is
you're going?”

“We always have somebody standing guard,” Zach said.
“You can’t kill us while we’re sleeping and if you try some-
thing while we're awake ¥m pretty certain one of us will
sarvive long enough to take you with us.”

Wells nodded approvingly. He pushed the cart down
the walk, loaded his stuff into the car, and climbed in. Anata
pulled in the first aid unit and drove away. They sped
south with the three armored cars screening them.

Two Peddler-built police cars joined their shadowers
but nobody made a move to attack them. The information
they could pick up from the police radio indicated that
Jammet was conserving his strength. Even if he sent both
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the brain control off her or not. If we can’, we can prob-
ably put her to sleep until we can.”

“How much chance do you have? How have you done
so far?”

Zach shrugged. “We've destroyed half the weapon sys-
tems Jammet bought from the Peddler. He can keep us from
staying in this valley for a few hours but he can’t keep us
out of it. We've had some bad luck, but if somebody on
Arlane will give us a little help, we may be done by next
‘winter.”

The man nodded. “I've got an LQ. which has to be
corrected with drugs. Can you keep me supplied?”

“How often do you need them?”

“I usually get a new supply every thousand hours. They
give it to me in litde pills and I have to take one every
cight hours. Right now I've got about half a supply left.”

Migel made a quick calculation. They would have to
steal the pills from a medical center—they would probably
have to force somebody to make up the prescription—but
with a little luck they wouldn't have to do it until after
they’d finished the next stage of the program. The man would
be in serious trouble if anything held them up, however.

“We can do it,” Zach said. “It]l complicate things a little
but not much.”

The man looked down at his wife. His fists clenched again.
Zach and Migel waited.

“I can’t fight with you,” the man said. “I'll go with you,
but I can’t fight. I was in two of the wars before Jammet
took over and I promised myself 1 was never going to fight
again. I've done all the fighting I can do.”

“That's up to you,” Zach said. “That’s all we need.”

The man held up his hand. “Im Omaru Wells. This is
my wife, Nagako Lenart. I don’t know if I'm glad to see
you or not but let’s observe the traditional courtesies and
say I am. How long can you give me to pack?”

Zach smiled. “We can give you half an hour. Bring
some clothes you can wear in the south. We've got two
heat suits in the car.”

Wells looked around his land. He shook his head wryly
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always had at least one person with a brain control stationed
at such strategic locations at all times.

“Apparently he just picked her at random,” Wells said
bitterly. “She hadn’t said a word he could have used
against her—neither of us had. We'd only been living
together three standard years and we were too engrossed
in each other to take any chances on losing what we had.
We thought we could hide in our own little world and
enjoy ourselves.”

He was obviously a man who preferred strong, lasting
relationships with women: Nagako Lenart was only the
second woman he bad lived with in his life. He had
lived with the first for seventy standard years and raised
two children before he and the woman both decided it was
time for a change.

They crossed the southern border and drove south along
the edge of the mountain country with Wells pointing out
details in the vegetation and animal life as if they were
tourists. “I took a lot of trips down here before Jammet
took over,” he said. “I've always maintained the southern
region is going to be the primary source of wealth once
the population starts booming. The pole makes a nice base
but in the long run, if youre looking for a place to in-
vest...”

He was talking so steadily that he sounded a little hys-
terical. He had been living with all his fear and anger
bottled up inside him ever since his wife had started wear-
ing the brain control. Jammet had made it very clear be
liked people who kept their hostility to themselves. People
who couldn’t talk couldn’t conspire.

Zach edged a word in as soon as he could. “We may
be able to put your experience in this part of the planet
to good use. We're planning to set up bases three or four
hundred kilometers south of the habitable zone. We're
ready to start recruiting an army but we don’t want to
start until we can offer every volunteer and his family 2
safe hiding place.”

“You won’t get many recruits if you don’t,” Wells said.
“How many people do you have weapons for?”
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Peddler-built cars after the civilian car, the war games in-
dicated he could lose both of them without making a kill
He couldn’t launch a decisive attack with less than four or
five cars and with his weakened forces he couldn’t have that
many cars near them unless he knew where they were go-
ing to be in advance. To keep the habitable zone guarded
with only twenty-five cars, he had to group his cars in
four outposts separated by hundreds of kilometers.

Zach had Wells tell them about himself as they drove
and they soon realized they had been luckier than they
had dared to hope. Wells was going to be a walking com-
puter loaded with Iknowledge about techmical matters and
the business life and geography of Arlane. He had lived
on the planet more than a century, first as a small landowner
and then as an applied industrial chemist. He knew most of
the older, more influential citizens and his work had taken
him into every important section of the planet’s economy.
He had even attempted a mining project in the uninhabita-
ble zone once but failed when he ran out of capital to
keep it going.

Currently, he was employed in a large chemistry plant
which produced medicines and artificial foods, doing re-
search on ways in which the chemical structure of the na-
tive vegetation could be modified for human use. For years
he had been living with the fear that Jammet was going to
make him work in one of his special labs. His concern for
his wife had made him bitter and angry when he came out
of the house but he had been cheering them on ever since
they had first started fighting. He had seen too many years
not to be cynical but he didn’t think they would be a
menace to the community if they overthrew Jammet. “You
can’t win unless you rearm at least a few of us before you
take over,” he said. “And once we get our hands on some
weapons again, it'’s going to be a long time before we
let anybody disarm us again.”

His wife had been wearing a brain control ever since
ammet had come to power. She was one of the five tech-
nicians responsible for the thermonuclear power plant which
supplied the valley with most of its power and Jammet

75





72_0.png
FIVE AGAINST ARLANE

camp hidden in the lower foothills until the last half of the
leisure period of a twenty-four hour cycle, and then they
drove out of hiding into a pleasant, wooded valley between
the mountains and the ocean.

They drove openly through the Earth-type landscape,
Zach and Migel in the civilian car and the others spread
out around them in a circle two kilometers in diameter. In
front of the first house they came to three children watched
openmouthed as they glided by. A watchcat ran after them
and Migel glimpsed a man staring at them from a first floor
window. He was reminded, nostalgically, of the fertile, al-
most identical valley on Rinaldisworld in which he had
been born. The houses were two or three kilometers apart and
even some of the estates of the big landowners hadn’t been
broken up by the democracy which had preceded Jammet.

They had about two hours before Jammet could get
enough cars on this side of the continent to close up the
southern end of the valley, and about five or six hours
before he could get the rest of his cars over the mountains
to box them in. There were minor variations in the calcu-
lations, but they knew the minimum time was correct.

The first few houses were definitely- family dwellings.
Either there were children playing on the lawns or toys
had been left lying around when the children had been
called in. They stopped just long enough to look each place
over and then they drove on.

“I've got a shadow on my radar,” Anata said. “It Jooks like
it's Arlane-built. It’s staying about three kilometers cast.”

“They just picked me up, t0o,” Rolando said. “It’s stay-
ing about the same distance behind.”

Zach stopped the car in front of a house. Migel stood
up in the front seat with his rifle strapped on his shoulder
and they looked over the grounds. The house was too big
to be inhabited by only one person but there was no sign of
children.

“It looks like we've- got a place,” Zach said. “Hold on
and I'll give it a try.”

Two watchcats ran toward the car across the grounds.

Zach got out of the car and they followed him up the
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looked at the others, he could see the pressure they were
living under shaping their faces as if it was a physical force
like wind or sand. Only Zach stayed calm, and sometimes he
wondered if that didn’t mean Zach might be more disturbed
than any of them. How much of this could human ner-
vous systems take? Even if they destroyed the thirtieth car
and survived, would they have anything left to fight with?

And then, suddenly, it was over. One hundred and fifty-
two Arlane days after Anata got her new heart, Sylvia des-
troyed the thirtieth Peddler-built car with a long, unexpected
shot and they flew south like prisoners escaping from jail.
It had taken them twenty Arlane days longer than it should
have, but they had finished the first stage. They had reached
the point in the program at which they could absorb a

casualty and still win.

VIIL

TeE POLAR REGION approached the beginning of the long
day. Along the northern sea people could lie on the beaches
under the twilight sky through most of the might; in the
entertainment centers they could sit in cafés and read and
talk by natural light until an hour or two before the be-
ginning of the next day. There was fighting on the southem
border, men and women with brain controls on their
necks were still walking the street and driving the highways
—and going to their graves doing Jammet’s will-but the
long day was coming again and something was stirring in
everyone who lived on Arlane. Even Anata felt it when she
realized what time of year it was in the habitable zone and
remembered the first years of her childhood. Come war, tyr-
anny, pain and sorrow, the body had its rhythms. The
emotions could be subdued but they were still there.
‘They tapped the cable on Lake Takakema once more.
Then they returned to the east coast and drove north
into the habitable zone up the one road which could give
them any cover: the mountains which extended almost to the
northern tip of the continent. They waited nervously in a
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and solid. He had the unmistakable presence of a man

well into his second century.
“We didn’t know you had a controllee in here,” Zach
said. “We’d have left you alone if we had. I'm sorry. I

don’t think I hurt her.” N
‘The man glanced down the walk. “What difference would

one more makeP Your friend in the car would've shot her,

‘wouldn’t heP”
* The woman stirred. She raised her head and Zach took

a syrette out of a pocket in his sleeve and knelt down
beside her. He slid the needle into her arm and she
lowered her head and stretched out.

“That'll keep her out about an hour,” Zach said. “Its
a therapeutic sedative. She shouldn’t even have a head-
ache.”

“That’s very kind of you,” the man said.

Zach stood up and backed off the porch. “We aren’t
butchers,” he said. “We bave as much reverence for life
as you do. Why don’t you talk to the man who sent her out
here to dieP If somebody put a brain control on somebody
in'my family, I'd greet the first people that locked like they
could beat him with open arms.” He turned his back on
the house and started up the walk.

The man watched him go. Suddenly he shivered. His
hands dropped to his side and he looked down at the wo-
man with his fists clenched. “Where are you going?” he
said. “What kind of help do you need?”

Zach turned around. He studied the man’s face. “Be
careful,” he said. “This isn’t a game.”

“I know what the risks are just as well as you do. What
kind of help do you need?”

“We're looking for somebody who knows something about
Arlane—somebody old enough to help us make contacts
and tell us where the things we need are. You don’t
have to do any fighting if you don’t want to. All we need
is information.”

“What will you do with my wife?”

Zach looked thoughtful. “I dont know if we can take
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walk, Behind him Migel trained his sighting glasses on a
broad, tawny back.

Zach stopped in front of the house and rang an old-
fashioned clapper bell hanging on the porch. He waited
two or three minutes and then he tumned on the six cen-
timeter loudspeaker hooked on his belt. “This is a peaceful
visit,” he bawled at the house. “We’ll move on without harm-
ing you if you donm’t want to talk to us. We want your
help., We can offer you asylum if yowll help us—Jammet
‘won’t be able to hurt you.”

A window slid open on the second floor. Migel yelled
a warning. A stream of water flowed out of a pot and
Zach jumped onto the porch.

The two watchcats sprang and bullets streamed out of
Migel's head turret. Zach turned around as he landed on
the porch and opened fire. One of the watchcats stiffened
in midair and the other one crashed into Zach and bore
him to the ground with bullets ploughing into its body.

Zach rolled out from under the dying cat and stood up.
He looked around with his hands raised and the front
door slid open. A woman with a brain control on her neck
jumped out and leaped at him with a knife.

Zach grabbed the woman’s wrist and guided her past
him. She stumbled two or three steps and turned around
and came back again. Zach chopped at her arm with the
edge of his hand as she stabbed and they backed around the
porch with the woman stabbing like a machine and Zach
chopping at her knife arm. After the fifth or sixth hack the
knife finally dropped out of the woman’s numb hand. She
threw a kick at Zach’s ankle and he stepped inside it and
hit her in the chin with the heel of his hand. She crumpled
to the floor and Migel relaxed.

The door opened again and a bald man stepped outside,
his hands raised above his shoulders. He looked down at
the cats and the unconscious woman and shook his head.
“Why don’t you shoot her, tooP” he said. “Isn’t that what
you usually do to controllees?”

Zach stepped back and looked at the man through his
sighting glasses. He was short but his body looked hard
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A scream pierced Migel's eardrums. He and Sylvia both
jumped up at once. Lungs pulled in 2 deep, gasping breath
in his earphones.

He looked back at the armored car. Anata was standing
up in the cockpit looking at him.

“It's Rolando or Zach,” he said. “Whats the matter?”

“It’s Rolandol” Zach said. “What’s wrongP”

Rolando gasped again. He made a small strangling sound
and then he screamed again.

“He’s leaving the lake!” Zach yelled. “He’s running down
the shorel”

Sylvia started ripping the taps off the cable. Migel bent
over to help her and they packed up and moved out with
Zach’s voice keeping them informed. Rolando was running
down the lake like a frightened animal and Zach was fol-
lowing him. They could still hear Rolando gasping for
breath but he wouldn’t answer when they called him.

Ten minutes from the end of the lake Rolando suddenly
came out of his blackout. He answered Zach’s calls and
the two of them turned into the forest and drove around
the end of the lake with their radios silent.

They rendezvoused an hour from the lake. Rolando climbed
out of his car looking pale and frightened and they listened
to his story. Huge pains had suddenly stabbed through his
chest; he had struggled for air against an enormous hand
pushing on his lungs. He'd started the car moving just
before he blacked out and he had been unconscious most
of the time his car had been speeding down the lake.

Sylvia studied the appropriate medical instructions and
gave him all the tests for heart disease. Every test came out
negative. His heart was just as healthy as Migel's or Zach’s
and she proved it by giving both of them the same tests.
He was the vicim of a condition Migel had seen before,
developing all the symptoms of heart disease in reaction to
the tension they were living under.

It was a common reaction. The medical records filed in
their computers described it in detail and even prescribed
the best tranquilizers to give the victim if he couldn’t be
removed from the source of the tension. It had been ob-
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oldest member of a family could be two or three centuries
older than the youngest. Zach had hundreds of stories about
his family’s adventures trading on a score of worlds; Syl-
via could charm them endlessly with the songs she had
learned during her childhood in the northern forests of
Conalia; Rolando knew the history and the whistled
chants of the agorans who shared his native Devaworld with
humans; and Migel could entertain a crowd for hours by
telling them about a family history which he could trace
back to Earth itself, and an African military officer of the
twenty-first century who had helped unify the African con-
tinent. The history of the human race hadn’t been as peace-
ful as it could have been, but it had definitely been interest-
ing.

By the time the sun went down they were ready for
more sensual pleasures. Rolando and Zach played a board
game with Sylvia as the prize and when Rolando won they
set up another hut and put the victor and his winnings to
bed with all the ribaldry customarily associated with pre-
space peasants at a village wedding. Zach stretched out on
the ground with his suit at the same luxurious temperature
he had been enjoying all aftemoon and Migel took the
antidote to the bappy pill and mounted guard in Rolando’s
car.

Reality confronted him as soon as he started monitoring
the public television network. Jammet had announced the
punishments for the people who had cooperated with Migel
and the decree was being broadcast every few hours. Alexi
Ilia and Walter Eban were to be publicly executed, the
Chief Surgeon at the medical center was being heavily fined,
and Walter Eban’s wife and daughter now had brain con-
trols on their necks.

“The man who helps a murderer is a murderer himself,”
Jammet's recorded face proclaimed. “There is no room on
Arlane for the servants of death.”

The face faded out as the background music struck up
one of the great dirges of human music. A camera mounted
on a helicopter focused on a site near the edge of the wilder-
ness where a line of slow moving cars was coming out of
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it into the breech while he looked up. The car had been
hit dead center; the turret looked like it was smashed be-
yond repair.

Another shell screamed out of his rifle. He lowered his
head and the heat of a nuclear explosion warmed his eye-
lids again. When he looked up, the middle of the car
looked like it had been atomized.

Zach stood up and they started retreating toward their
car. On the police radio voices were trying to find out what
happened. Having received no orders for this kind of event,
the controllees were surprised by the shot.

A Peddler-built car raced toward Migel and Zach and
they hit the ground and watched it sweep by—the infra-
red signal light flashing on the sides told them it was one
of theirs. The three armored cars were supposed to sweep
through the outpost in a pattern which was devised to
make at least one of them look like a perfect target.

An Arlane-built car raced toward them out of the woods
with its machine-guns chattering. Zach’s gun fired. Migel
turned away from the target, the shell thundering behind
him.

They turned around and ran. Around them cars beat
back and forth through the woods and there was still
enough confusion on the intercom to keep their spirits up.

They knocked out a nuclear mine which came at them
suddenly from the right and piled into the car. In the rest
of the habitable zone the net was closing: Arlane-built cars
were being alerted and police headquarters were ordering
the controllees to concentrate on the civilian car.

A Peddler-built car came at them flashing the recognition
signal. Sylvia pulled up behind them and they raced away
with her covering their retreat. The other cars joined them
and they raced toward the border of the habitable zone.

The next night an Arlane-built car discovered Zach and
Migel as they were entering the outpost and they were forced
to destroy it and retreat. The night after that a rain storm
came up just as they were about to move in on another
outpost and the ground became a muddy mess which would
have slowed them down and made them easy targets. And
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left the wilderness but Zach had looked like a statue all
through the trip.

They stopped a kilometer and a half inside the outpost.
Zach crawled into a thicket and Migel felt his way into a
shallow gully ffty meters away from him and stretched
out flat.

The three armored cars broke out of the wildemess and
raced across the inhabited territory. Civilians spotted them
at once and Migel listened to controllees relaying their re-
ports over the police radio. Headquarters radioed its orders
and the four Peddler-built police cars moved into a pre-
programmed defense position and waited for the attack.

The two ambushers lay in their holes and stared at the
night through their infrared glasses. An Arlane-built police
car swept past them only a few meters from the thicket
Zach was hiding in. A mobile nuclear mine hummed past
Migel on a random course which would end in a blaze of
light if it collided with anything that matched the pattern
it was set for. Somewhere in the ten kilometer circle four
controllees sat in Peddler-built cars and stared at the doom
taking shape on their screens.

The three armored cars charged in from the east in a
closely packed bunch. An Arlane-built police car picked
them up on its radar and the controllees got their orders
from headquarters and moved out. Once again they were
to rank the destruction of their opponents above any value
they might put on their own life. They were to attack the
first car which looked vulnerable in their usual suicidal
manner; if one controllee had to die so another controllee
could close in while it was drawing fire, then that was the
way it had to be.

A motor hummed on Migel's right. He swung the rifle
around and the sights locked on the target. His finger
pressed the firing button the instant his brain confirmed that
the car bearing down on him was a Peddler-built police
car. The gun rocked on his shoulder. He lowered his head
and closed his eyes as a nuclear explosion thundered
in front of him.

He pulled a shell out of the ammunition box and shoved
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major power source they could tap without entering the ha-
bitable zone, however. It ran up the lake on low floating tow-
ers and it connected a solar power installation three bundred
kilometers below the habitable zone with a city at the
northern end of the lake. The police had to come down the
lake from the outpost at the border of the habitable zone
and they could spot them when they were at least ten
minutes away. Even if Jammet fired a thermonuclear missile
at them, they would have at least half an hour before it
hit.

They had used the same reasoning before, however, and
they had driven into a disaster. None of them looked hap-
py when the decided the cable was the logical target.
When they approached the lake the next night, Migel felt
like he was driving toward doom.

It was an irrational reaction but he thought he understood
it. Anata had been wounded because of an engineered life
form Jammet had placed in the lake, and there was some-
thing basic and primitive about the fear of things coming up
out of dark water. Of all the moments of fear he had
lnown, there was something especially terrifying about the
moment when that huge black shape had suddenly ap-
peared on his radar screen and moved toward the girl
floating helplessly on the water. He had done the right
thing when he had killed it instead of the controllee who
was trying to machine-gun her, but he knew he hadn’t
made the decision rationally. The monster had risen out
of the depths and he had gunned it down because things
like that should stay on the bottom.

This time police cars started down the lake as soon as
their cars sped onto the water. Sylvia and Migel started
applying the taps and Anata sat in Sylvia’s car to watch
the radar screen for any sign that the lake was still inhabited.
A hundred kilometers up the lake Zach and Rolando watched
the police on their radar screens.

“Theyre coming down right on schedule,” Zach said.
“Take your time.”

“We're doing fine,” Sylvia said. “Give me ten more min-
utes and we’ll be set for another twentyday.”
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the night after that they were discovered and forced to re-
treat once again.

For every successful attack they had to make several
tries. Every day they had to wake up knowing they had
to drive out of their camp and risk their lives exactly as they
had risked them only a few hours before; every morning
they had to drag their exhausted brains to their compu-
ters and spend most of their leisure hours planning the next
attack. Jammet knew what they were doing now and he
could concentrate on the two men on foot. He didn’t have
enough weapons to make every outpost invulnerable, but he
could triple and quadruple the probability of the infiltrators
being detected before they set up an ambush so every at-
tack had to be carefully planned. The optimum sequence
had to be chosen from all the thousands of possibilities; the
incoming cars had to be as big a threat to the police as the
men on foot—and at the same time at least one car had to
be close enough to the men to give them extra protection
against Arlane-built cars.

The thirtieth car hung in Migel’s brain like a fever dream.
Everything he hoped to win by defeating Jammet disa-
peared behind the mountain he was climbing right now.
If he could live through this without cracking up, he
could stand up to anything.

Twelve Arlane days after their first attack—with one
more Peddler-built car destroyed—they interrupted the raids
on the police outposts for a raid on the planetary electrical
grid. Now that they only had three cars, they had to steal
power more often. Police cars started rushing toward them
the moment they touched the grid and with only three cars
they couldn’t set up an effective ambush to hold the police
off while Sylvia tapped enough power to keep them going
for several tendays. They had to keep the taps on for much
shorter periods and run away before the police got near
them.

They were operating out of a camp only a few hours
from Lake Takakema but they all paused when Rolando
suggested they tap the cable on the lake—they had been
tapping the cable when Anata got wounded. It was the only
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Unable to accept a universe in which men fought with
each other throughout eternity, he had constructed an elab-
orate theory which proved that the records concerning pre-
vious experiments had been falsified. Men had killed the
“morally superior” creatures who came out of the laboratories,
he insisted, because they had been ashamed and envious
when they stood before their betters. The truth had been
concealed, he claimed, and succeeding generations had been
deluded by lies.

Anata had sat in his classrooms and listened to the pro-
paganda with which he hammered at the generation he
wanted to convert into willing servants of his dream. “The
history of mankind is a history of war and violence,” his re-
corded speeches kept repeating. “Even now, as far as we
Jnow, humans are fighting humans on Rinaldisworld, humans
are fighting agorans on Devaworld, and even Earth itself may
be shaken by one of its periodic upheavals. Man cannot
exist as he now is. The medical and genetic skills which have
doubled our intelligence and given us an indefinite lifespan
must be turned against the human personality itself. How
long can we expand through the galaxy before some morally
and technologically superior species learns we are killers
who threaten every intelligent species in the galaxy—and
eliminates us as if we were cancerous viruses? Growth is
the price of survival. Man as he now is is a disgrace
to the universe.”

A man that disgusted with his own species would stop
at nothing. Someday the creatures he was creating in his
laboratories were going to march into Arlane by the thou-
sands—and what would happen to the normal humans
then? Jammet was trying to create a species that would
live in peace with its own kind, but would it live in peace
with the “inferior beings” it was supposed to replace? One
species or the other would have to be dominant on Arlane.
And how long would it be before the new species took to
the stars and started looking for living space on Conalia and
Rinaldisworld and all the other planets men inhabited?

But what did all that matter when you were the one
who had to do the killing? When the bullets which shat-
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the trees. The closed cars all had coffins strapped on the roofs
and the open cars all had coffins laid across the back seats.

“These are Lassamba’s victims,” Jammet's voice murmured
above the music. “Men like Lassamba have dominated human
history from the beginning of the record. We evolved in the
jungle, butchering and eating our own kind, and we're still
crippled by the personality we evolved with. If we refuse
to modify our heritage, men will die like this from now
until the end of time.”

Migel stiffened. This was the first time he had heard
Jammet talk about his great attempt to modify human
psychology: he indoctrinated the students in his schools,
but he never mentioned it in public. Was he getting con-
fident? Did he think a significant number of adult Arlaneans
were so repelled by the deaths in the wilderness that he
could finally win them over?

He switched on a recorder and turned off the screen.
©One by one the controllees he had killed died before his
eyes once again. His brain-machine link pressed on his skull
as if it weighed a ton.

But what could they doP The had talked about the
morality of what they were doing a hundred times; they had
the experience of seven standard centuries to justify every shot
they fired. Every adult human in the explored universe knew
the creatures who had been created by Jammet's predeces-
sors had been half-alive emotional cripples who had disgusted
everybody who saw them. Everyone had a daydream about
what the universe would be like if only people were just
what he thought they should be, but when the daydream
came true only a lunatic could loock at it without throwing
up. No one man could ever have the intelligence or the wis-
dom to decide what men should be—a man who was
psychologically incapable of uncivilized behavior was some-
thing less than human.

Jammet was a perfect example of a man so obsessed
by one evil that he refused to see the obvious. He had
spent thirty Arlane years studying human political history
in a scholarly community by the northern sea and in the
end he had simply refused to believe what he had learned.
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shells which would be stopped dead by the forty mm armor
built on the Peddler. If Jammet wanted to build duplicates,
he had two choices: either he could take men away from the
experiments which were the purpose of his tyranny, or he
could make other men work longer hours and risk arousing
more resentment than he seemed to think he could survive.
They had to destroy the thirtieth Peddler-built police car,
and start the next phase of the program, before he decided
that he had to make the choice.

They couldn’t forget the long day, either. In 160 Arlane
days the polar region would enter its period of continuous
daylight. If they didn’t make their thirtieth kill before then,
they would have to spend eight hundred hours sitting in
the wilderness doing nothing. All their calculations had
been based on the assumption that they would make all
their attacks in the dark during the first stage of the program.

The three armored cars moved into position on the edge
of the southern wilderness and Zach and Migel slipped onto
a back road and drove north across sixty kilometers of in-
habited territory. As usual, they had picked an outpost
which was only a few kilometers from a natural center’ of
population—a medical center and a thermonuclear power
plant. If Jammet tried to smash them with a thermonuclear
missile big enough to kill everything on the battlefield, he
would kill several hundred people outright and wreck two
vital installations.

They hid the car east of the outpost. Migel got two ninety
mm nuclear rifles and two five-shell ammunition boxes out
of the back seat and they moved in on foot with their
rifles strapped on their shoulders in firing position. The out-
post was about ten kilometers wide and from past experience
they knew there would be four Peddler-built cars grouped
in the center and an unknown number of Arlane-built cars,
detector devices, and mobile nuclear mines hidden around
them.

Migel tried not to think of all the times he was going to
have to do this in the future. Every time he looked at Zach
he wondered how any normal human could be so calm. Every
nerve end in his body had been tingling ever since they had
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tered the other man’s body came from your weapons?
‘When you were the one who fired the shots which ended a
life which could have lasted forever?

He stared at the darkness with the haunted eyes of a
savage surrounded by evil spirits. He could still see them.
He could argue with himself all night and in the end they
would still be there. He couldn’t exorcise them with logic.
They were going to be with him the rest of his life—cen-
tury after century to the end of eternity.

viI

‘THaEY SET oUT on their first operation three Arlane days after
the new heart started beating in Anata’s body. Zach and
Migel retrieved the civilian car Migel had abandoned in
the wilderness and they drove north toward a police out-
post two hundred kilometers north of the border.

Anata could have used a little more rest but time was
on Jammet's side. Their entire strategy had been based on
the  assumption that Jammet wouldnt try to replace the
Peddler-built cars they were destroying until it was too
late. He didn’t need the cars to keep the native Arlaneans
under control—he had apparently bought them just to give
himself an extra safety margin—and he couldnt manufac-
ture copies without disrupting his economy. When an
economy only had twelve million members, something had to
be left undone when extra manpower was assigned to war or
research. Even with working models to study, Jammet would
have to divert several teams of his best technicians and en-
gineers if he wanted to start building advanced weapons.
He had kept weapons technology on Arlane at a standstill
for seven standard years and the Peddler-built cars were
equipped with dozens of major and minor improvements no
one on Arlane could understand without elaborate study and
experimentation. No five kilogram warhead built on Arlane
had the armor-piercing punch of the five kilogram warheads
mounted on the seventy mm shells built on the Peddler.
No sixty mm armor built on Arlane could stand up to
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vent to the organic bandages growing over the wound and
stripped them off. Her quick hands disconnected the heart-
lung machine and she reached inside the wound and started
trimming the mangled ends of frozen arteries and veins as
if the girl in the first aid unit was only one more of the
many complex machines shé had repaired in her lifetime.

For a specialized surgeon working in a fully equipped
medical center after years of training the operation would
bhave been routine. For a maintenance technician who had
never done it before—working in a cramped field hut with
no spares and without an experienced surgeon to back her
up—it was an ordeal as grueling as anything any of them
had faced in combat. Migel wanted fo cover ber intent
face with kisses every time he looked at her.

She trimmed the last vein and made some minor re-
pairs on the left lung. Migel handed her the refrigerator
again and she took the heart out according to the instruc-
tions and spent a long, tedious hour attaching it to the arter-
jes with thin, almost transparent shoots of flesh which had to
be put on layer by layer until the joints were strong enough
to stand the pressure of the blood. Anyone could make
an adequate patch which would last for a while but she
was obviously determined to do a job which would be as
g00d as anything a regular medic could have done.

She attached a pacemaker to the heart and stepped
back. Rolando twisted some dials on the side of the first
aid unit and they watched tensely as the automatic control
brought Anata out of deep freeze step-by-step.

The surface of the heart pulsated rhythmically. Color
flowed into Anata’s cheeks and she moved restlessly. Sylvia
stepped forward and started covering the wound with sheets
of carefully placed skin. When she smoothed the last sheet
into place an hour later, Anata’s chest was as smooth and
white as it had been the day Migel first met her.

Migel looked down on the sleeping girl and for a moment
some of the pressure on him seemed to lift. The cool air
inside the hut felt like a spring breeze. Whatever else had
happened, they had won a temporary, limited victory.
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Migel nodded. “That's fine with me. I'm ready to start
work right now.”

It was a sad moment. The quarrel was over but they
both knew ‘something special had ended. Before, they had
been friends and comrades bound together by the heady
knowledge that they were fighting side by side in an ad-
venture which would be remembered as long as the human
race survived. Now they were merely allies bound by neces-
sity—each one watching the other with alert, suspicious eyes,
each one wondering when the other was going to do some-
thing which would kill them all.

VI

TreEY PpUT UP an inflatable air-conditioned hut and Sylvia
took a drug which improved her learning ability and started
studying the learning program stored in the molecules of
their computers. She watched a two hour movie which took
her through the operation step-by-step and then she started
practicing the operation on a life-like organic practice
dummy. Special gloves reported every move she made to
the computer; every time she made a mistake a pleasant
voice corrected her and made her repeat the action until
the movements of her hands matched the program stored
in the computer. She had memorized the operation while she
was watching the movie but only supervised practice could
make her hands perform every action within the required tol-
erances. She repeated the operation six times without a mis-
take before they wheeled the first aid unit into the hut.

Migel handed her the portable refrigerator and Sylvia
opened up an outside chamber to remove an injector loaded
with lymphoid cells matched to the proteins of the new heart.
The cells would modify Anata’s immunization system so that
her body would accept the new organ without destroying
it as if it were a dangerous invader.

They waited half an hour while the injection took effect
and then Sylvia administered the anesthetic. They put Ana-
ta’s entire body into deep freeze and she applied a sol-
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“You did a beautiful job,” he said. “Nobody on the planet
could have done it better.”

Sylvia dropped into the only chair in the hut. Her
body looked limp and wilted but she was smiling with
pleasure.

Zach was standing guard inside his car. Rolando called
him on' the intercom and he switched on the alarms and
squeezed inside the hut. He was obviously just as impresed
as they were. “I feel like a barbarian standing inside a
temple,” he said. “Does she look all right inside?”

“She Iooks fine,” Rolando said. “Sylvia did a first-rate job.
I think this calls for a party.”

Zach glanced at Migel. He hesitated a moment and then
he gave Rolando and Sylvia the big, toothy smile that
had been part of his charm on the Peddler. “I never turn
down an invitation,” he said. “What do we have to do with
our patient?”

“She’ll be all right,” Sylvia said. “We’ll have to look in
on her now and then but she’s supposed to stay asleep for
a few hours.”

Zach and Rolando did some special tricks with their stan-
dard food, a protein mold they grew in beds on top of
their cars, and they broke out the happy pills and lounged
in the shade with their heat suits set at whatever tempera-
ture they wanted. They had to keep their ears perked for
the alarms but their camp had only been detected once and
if something came up they could always swallow the anti-
dote to the happy pill and be sober in a few seconds.

All afternoon they nibbled lazily on the spicy foods
Zach and Rolando had prepared. They talked and sang as
if they were stretched out on couches at a banquet on the
Peddler and death and violence were light-years away.
The happy pill they had selected made them feel cool and
relaxed and they had never had any trouble entertaining
each other when they had an idle hour. Their brains were
crowded with all the things four wanderers could learn
about the fantastic polyglot of human and non-human cul-
tures in explored interstellar space; they could all draw on
the anecdotes people could hear in a society in which the
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each other. Sylvia stepped out of the other car and watched.

“I don’t think I have to tell you what I'm thinking,” Zach
said. “If we didn’t need each other, one of us wouldn’t
be walking in a few minutes.”

Migel's temper flared. For a moment Zach was the son
©of a rich stockholder again and he was a low-status employee
snubbed by all the stockholder’s daughters and forced to
stand guard over the other people’s luxuries. They were all
alike. They came into the world surrounded by employees
and they thought they could say anything they wanted
to anybody who didnt do everything just the way they
thought it should be done.

“Anytime you want to fight, I'm ready,” he said. “If I
hadn’t done this we'd still be sitting here yapping like a
bunch of politicians.”

“You ran off like a crazy, spoiled child,” Zach yelled.
“You've dragged every one of us into the worst danger
we’ve ever been in whether we wanted to go into it or not.
If there’s any moral difference between a stunt like this and
experimenting on humans without their permission, I'd like
to know what it is. How many people did you kill getting
here? How would you feel i you had to choose between
Jammet and us after thisP”

Migel swore. He couldn’t control himself. He wanted to
smash out with both hands. “If you'd seen as much war
as I have you'd keep your mouth shut. I didn’t spend my
life sitting in a rich man’s house with a bunch of hired
guards to protect me. I made the best move on the board
and if you'd ever been in anything worse than a judo match
youw'd know it. If we’d done what you wanted to do we'd all
be dead by now.”

Zach’s hands writhed. Sylvia and Rolando stepped toward
them. If they ever tangled they would both end up with
broken bones.

Zach stepped back. He turned around and stalked into
the forest. Migel glanced at Sylvia and she shook her head
wearily and followed him.

“He’ll calm down,” Rolando said. “He just had to get
it out of his system.”
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forest. If Rolando was this mad, how was Zach going to
act? Maybe they couldn’t work together anymore.

Rolando leaned forward in his barmess. He put his hands
on his knees and stared intently out the window.

“It was a good run, Migel. 1 was cheering for you all
the way.”

Migel swallowed. His eyes blurred. “Thanks. I'm sorry it
didn’t work out. It looked good but it may have been the
stupidest thing I've every done.”

“You did what you had to do,” Rolando said. *It1l be
nice to see Anta walking around again, If she’d stayed in
that box any longer, I might have gone crazy.”

Migel's eyes blurred again. “It may not be as bad as
it looks,” he said. “We've still got the portable rifles. We'll
only have three cars but well have five guns. Have you
worked out the possibilities on the computer yet?”

“I got out of there as soon as you radioed. I don’t
know what Zach’s doing.”

They crept across the continent. Migel took his tumn in the
driver’s seat and Rolando stretched out inside the first aid
unit and slept for a few hours. They were far enough
south that they didnt have to worry too much about
patrols: Jammet sent out long range helicopters now and
then but most of the time they were safe once they got a
hundred kilometers below the habitable zone. The forest
hid them from helicopters .and Jammet couldn’t send out
armored cars without weakening his defense of the habit-
able zone.

They had moved their camp to the foothills of the eastern
mountains while he had been away. Zach and Sylvia picked
them up on the radar as they approached it and Rolando
flashed the recognition signal and steered them through the
automatic traps.

Zach climbed out of his camouflaged car as they drove
up and stood in the middle of the camp site with his hands
on his hips. He was a square, stocky man with big shoulders
and an enormous head and he had been one of the leading
practitioners of the unarmed arts on the Peddler.

Migel slid out of the car and he and Zach confronted
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he could to spend alone with Anata, and he hadn’ looked
over the packing lists himself and found her mistake. Sylvia
couldn’t believe any responsible person could make such an
obvious blunder, however, and she blamed herself for every-
thing that had gone wrong.

She stopped at the foot of the first aid unit. A slender,
black haired girl with exceptionally white skin and big
black eyes, she had come with them primarily because of
Migel. She wanted the rewards of victory as much as any
of them, but her affection for him had been the deciding
factor. She had been the best maintenance technician on
the Peddler and she had refused to let him isolate him-
self on a hostile world without someone who knew how
to keep people and machines operating at peak efficiencey.

“Rolando’s talking to him,” she said. “He’ll get over it.
He knows we still have to work together.”

“Do you think we still can?”

She bit her lip. “I don’t know what to think.”

“Tm sorry it turned out this way, Sylvia. Youre the
person I worry about the most.”

“You don’t have to apologize, Mig. I came here of my
own free will. 1 don’t know if you did the right thing

or not. If I hadn’t—"
He held up his hand. “Have you simulated the new

situation on the computers yet? It may not be as bad as it
looks. We've still got the portable rifies and now we'll have

Anata.”
She shook her head. “We’ve been sitting in front of our

television screens ever since you left.”

They both kept glancing at the forest. Inside the frst aid
unit, Anata was twisting her face into reassuring expressions.

Zach and Rolando stayed in the forest a full hour. Then
Zach marched up to the first aid unit three steps ahead
of Rolando and Migel waited for him with his muscles re-
laxed.

“I've said everything I'm ever going to say about this,”
Zach said. “I suggest we both forget everything we said
and start planning our next move.”
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Migel stared at the ground. “I should have kept my

mouth shut.”
Rolando clapped him on the shoulder. “Go talk to Anata.

Tl see you later.”

Rolando trudged after Zach and Sylvia. Migel watched
him go and then he walked over to Sylvia’s car and stopped
beside the first aid unit. They had pulled the box out from
under the seat on its telescoping rails so Anata could look
at the daylight.

She smiled up at him through the glass over her face.
“I got the heart,” he said. “Did they tell you what hap-
pened?”

Anata nodded. He badn’t heard her speak since she had
been wounded. Her blood was flowing through the tubes
of a portable heart-lung machine and Sylvia had followed
the instructions stored in the computer and anesthetized her
lungs.

“I didn’t do it just for you,” he said. “I did it because I
didn’t think we could do without you. I'd have left you in
there for another standard century if I hadn’t thought we
needed you.”

She nodded again. Her eyes were moist. She loved him
but he was telling her what she wanted to hear.

He put his hand on the box. “I can’t wait to touch you
again.

She smiled. HMer lips made a soundless kiss. He kissed
her back and they stared at each other through the glass.

Sylvia came toward him through the trees. She had
her eyes on the ground and her shoulders were slumped;
she had been very quiet all through their arguments. She
had packed their medical equipment when they left the
Peddler and it was her mistake which had caused all
their trouble: she had packed both their spare hearts in
one car. A direct hit from an Arlane-built rifle had disrupted
the car’s refrigeration system temporarily and both hearts
had been ruined before she could repair the damage.

It was the kind of mistake people always made if they
have never been in combat. If anybody was to blame it
was him, not her. He had been grabbing every moment
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plunged into the forest and started executing the best search
pattern police headquarters could compute.

He drove north with his headlights turned off. He dldnt
have a computer to help him but he knew the odds were
on his side again. Now that the police cars had to search
the entire area by themselves, the gaps between them were
comfortably wide. In half an hour he had passed through
their search pattern and the odds they could spot him
again had increased to several hundred-to-one.

The controllee’s car had just enough power left in its
batteries to get him a few kilometers south of the habitable
zone. Instead of heading due south, he turned southeast
and raced toward an installation they had filed in their
memories when they had first reconnoitered the wilder-
ness—a one-man biological research station on the edge of
the habitable zone. Two bullets in the legs put the man in
charge on the ground before he could run away. A blow on
the back of the neck finished the job and he dragged the
body outside and unlocked the electrical outlet.

He put on his heat suit and plunged into the twilight
along the edge of the habitable zone. Thirty minutes after
he left the research station, the full light of day S£ltered
down on him through the big leaves of the native trees.

He stopped the car three hundred kilometers below the
habitable zone and radioed a brief, coded message. He had
to wait fifteen minutes for an answer and they didn’t waste
any time on the amenities. He would be picked up as soon
as an armored car could cross the continent.

He plugged his heat suit and the refrigerator into the
car’s power supply and put himself into a state called
“battle sleep”™a technique which had been a standard
human skill ever since men first learned to control their in-
voluntary actions. Every ten seconds he sank into a deep
sleep and popped back up to full consciousness, fully pre-
pared to fight if he was being attacked by a long range
patrol.

He woke and slept as regularly as a clock. Every half
hour he opened up the reprocessing unit on his back and
drank some of the reprocessed water the unit collected
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“I didnt have any trouble getting the heart,” Migel said.
“It would have come off just like I'd hoped if I hadnt run
into a controllee just before I went into the Chief Sur-
geon’s office at the medical center. They moved in the
guards while 1 was arguing with the surgeon and by the
time I got to the garage they’d cut me off from the' car I
was using.”

“If that hadn’t happened, something else would have,
Rolando said. “If you wanted to buck the odds, why didn’t
you go along with usP What makes you think five people
and three cars are better than four people and four cars?”

Migel’s fists clenched. “You can’t tell me one thing I haven’t
thought about. Somebody had to do something. If I'd gone
along with you we’d all be dead by now.”

“You've got more confidence in your ability to predict
the future than I've got.”

“Somebody had to make a decision. We couldn’t just
sit there.”

“You put four people in danger without their consent.
How do you think we're going to work together from now
on?P If you hadn’t come back with the heart I think Zach
would have killed you.”

Migel made himself relax. He trudged through the for-
est with Rolando lecturing him. His temper was flaring but
he knew he shouldnt defend himself. He had seen Ro-
lando get mad at people before. Once he got the anger
out of his system he would start seeing the other side.

The lecture ran down just before they got to the car.
Rolando unlocked the door and gestured him inside with
a grunt and Migel squeezed in between the computer and
the back of the cockpit and perched on a passenger seat
which unfolded from the wall. The sighting glasses and the
heat suit hid Rolando’s face but he could imagine what it
looked like. Rolando was brooding about what he had said
and listening to his brain point out the flaws in his own
thinking.

Rolando took off his turret and put on his brain-machine
link. The car started forward and Migel stared out at the
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from the river of sweat sliding down his body. The tem-
perature outside the suit was forty degrees centigrade and the
temperature inside was in the high twenties. To preserve
power they always kept their suits at the highest tempera-
ture they could endure.

Rolando Kiang called him on his intercom suit twelve
hours after he had radioed for help. They exchanged the
password they had agreed on and he got out of the car
and zigzagged back and forth through the forest according
to the orders Rolando gave him as he walked. Rolando
was close enough to see him all the time, but he didn’t see
a sign of him until Rolando stepped out of the woods
behind him, several kilometers from the civilian car, and
examined the back of his neck for a brain control. The
transparent necks on their heat suits had been one of the
many little precautions he had thought of before they left
the Peddler.

“The car’s straight ahead,” Rolando said. “You go first.”

Migel stepped out without tuming around. Rolando had
been his friend since he had first joined the guard on the
Peddler but he still wondered if he was going to get a
bullet in the back before he reached the car.

“Is the heart all right?” Rolando said.

He pulled the refrigerator out of his emergency bag and
checked the dials. “It looks fine.”

“You didn’t mention it when you radioed,” Rolando said.
“They didn’t mention it on the broadcasts, either. If you'd
lost that, too . . .”

Migel glanced back. He had been hoping Rolando was
going to make this easier for him. He had seen Rolando
watch everything he owned slide away from him across
the gambling table and every time Rolando’s shrewd, pinched
face had looked just as tough and cheerful as it looked
when Rolando walked into a party full of girls with his
credit card backed up by a win that would buy every
girl in the place a new wardrobe. There was a big difference
between gambling money and gambling your life, but if
anybody could look death and defeat in the eye with-
out losing his nerve, it was Rolando.
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