


TO THEM, THE UNIVERSE WAS AN OPEN BOOK 

"Whatever your question, the Borg will answer it. 

They will teach you anything you want to know." 

Here was an opportunity the four space-farers from 

Earth could not afford to pass up. Hadn't they just failed 

in their attempt to quell the Horta-a race of paranoid 

telepaths so destructive that they were a menace to 

other planets. Now, at last, they might know how the 

homicidal, energy of the Horta could be harnessed. 

Yet the Borg themselves might be dangerous-after 

all, they were an unknown race on an uncharted planet. 

Still, the two men and two women from Earth would 

not have been exploring the stars if they had lacked 

courage. Besides, now they had to know how the Borg 

could answer any question, and why they bothered. 
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FOREWORD 

I came to writ thi book b cau I d ju t fini h · d 
year of grnppling, unsu wi h a n 1 out 
·oung p opl , trug ling with th pr I ms f l v nd 

marring and I th ught it might b fun to it a ook 
wh r th r as pl nty of s, p and e cit m nt with 
prohl ms th t could b ttl d ph , ic l a tion-in 

htrgeon1s phrn a book a out a man g ttin int a 
paces hip to go , om wh r and d om thing. I lik 

ad ntur scienc -fiction when it' w 11 d n -Th Dra -
on la t i for xampl -and I f 1 ther s al a s 
a n d for stori that will tak th reader · om pl c 
strang . giv him a new slant on the uni rse. and let 
him engng in ome vicarious violenc and excitement 

But I think it h.. to b , ell don , and that mean 
abov all that it ha to b b li able. For one thin if 
th charact r ar futur peopl then the should be 
different from pre nt da p ple. An their social cus
tom and p litic should be different t o. I can t b lie e 
in-, ·hich me n I can't nj -space adventure in 
,·hich th charact r all eem to people ju t like 

T, nti th entu m rican fr m a s ciety just like 
Twenti th Century America, and in which the technical 
detail ar n ·t \\ ell v. orked out. 

For the b nefit of those v ho sneer at adventure stori 
I mi ht add, th t ju t by trying to tell an exciting story 
I think I\· nded up saying more ab ut nuclear weap
ons love death, the meaning of life, and "\: ·hat it is to be 
human than if I had sat down and tried to write about 
all thos things. 

-THOMAS PtmooM 
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RocKETING at twice the speed of sound, holding 
a course so close to the water the spray misted its windows, 
the winged orbit-to-ground vehicle shot across the oceans of 
a world sixty thousand light years from Earth. Dangerous, 
unpredictable mountains of water rose and fell beneath the 
vehicle's hull, but the woman in the pilot's seat flew without 
looking at the waves or the controls. Her dark, serious eyes 
were locked on the horizon. The battle would begin the in
stant she saw the Horta ship . 

Behind the pilot two women and a man sat in the reclining 
chairs of the passenger cabin. The women had been gazing at 
each other since the vehicle entered the atmosphere; now, 
knowing the battle could begin any moment, they settled 
back in their chairs and watched the horizon over the pilot's 
shoulder. The man, Jenorden A'Ley went on staring at the 
ocean through the misted window by his seat. There were no 
continents on this world, only a few hundred islands, and the 
waves were titanic. 
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I WANT THE STARS 

H was a slight. dark mnn with silv r hair and sharp fea
htr . Ev n ·1s h r d into danger he was br odin about 
th pa ·sion which had s nt him to the st rs ., nd whi h was 
no\ driving him toward the i 1 nd of the Hort . It was a 
pas ion as titanic us the waves, it dominat d his Jife and 
could be driving him to his d nth, nnd y t h had n v r 
found the words to d scribe it. In n time v h n linguisti 
and p y ·hology were so ndvanc d th members of the human 
community could ommunicate th ir thought and feeling 
with almost no distortion, no one he knew quite understood 
wh t he wanted. 

"There it isl" 
Th woman's voice ended his reverie. His hand tightened 

on the nnn re ·ts. Through the front window he s w tl1e tall 
Horta ship and the edge of the island. Now h was undoubt
edly in range of whatever weapons the Horta possessed. 

The pilot pressed a button on the control panel. Somewhere 
in tl1 vehicle, a circuit closed. The mass-energy converter, 
which had b en turning water into energy and using the 
nerg to propel the vehicle now sent a fraction of its energy 

Bowing toward the cannon in the nose. High explosive shells 
screamed toward the island. 

The Horta ship grew taller and blacker, rising out of the 
ocean until it towered above the mosquito darting toward it 
a ros the waves. He could see the gun turrets, and the 
crude seams in the metal, and the one porthole in the nose. 
They skimmed over the breakers and he saw white shapes 
running across the beach. Once every half second a shell 
screamed out of the cannon. Veering away from their target, 
they soared across the island. The vehicle banked and the 
ground dropped away and for a brief instant he saw ilie wall 
which cut the island in half, on one side the .Bat beach the 
Horta used for a landing site, on the other side the stone 
buildings t11ey had erected with ilie labor of their slaves. 
Then he was shooting across the waves again, fleeing toward 
the horizon, and Roseka was leaning out of her chair and 
staring through the rear window. 

" fake another run!" Roseka shouted. 
"Did I get it?" Elinee asked. 
u ,, 

o. 
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I W T THE STA S 

•1 was aiming ri ht nt it." 
"You w r hitting to th 1 ft," J n rd n s, i . 
Elin e swun th m into wid turn. Th y nll n w th y 

hnd to strik f st b for th Horta could r ady th ir w po 
or t th ir ship off th ground. Th hip 1 ok d primiliv , but 
they were rtnin it was b tt r arm d than th ir v hicl . If 
the Horta ev r got off the ground, th y wouJd hnv to give 
up and run for space. 

"Is everybody all right?" Elin asked. 
Ros ka turned to Th lia My, th woman sitting besid h r, 

and they regarded each oth r gravely. "'We'r doing v ry 
well," Thelia said. 

For a moment he envi d them. Ro ka and Thelia were 
lovers and had been ever since the last decade of th ir scho l
ing. Everything they experienced, their thoughts, th ir wor , 
their affairs with men, every love and hate and pleasure, was 
shared and communicated. They had created a psychological 
relationship which impressed everyone who knew them. H 
had never felt the need for such a relationship, but now, con
scious he was riding toward the Horta guns-and this time 
the Horta were prepared-he knew he was more alone than 
any human should be. 

The raid had been Roseka's idea. She had been determined 
to contact the Horta since the moment the changing colors on 
tha Sordini's forehead had first told them what the Horta 
were. 

"They do things to your mind," the Sordini said. "Once 
they've had time to work on you, you do what they want." 

"'Telepathsl" Veneleo whispered. 
Roseka gasped. She was a psychologist and no group of 

humans had ever encountered a telepathic race. Most psy
chologfats bad come to believe telepathy was impossible. In 
all the records of all the thousands of races mankind had 
contacted, there was no evidence that any being in the galaxy 
had ever encountered a telepath. 

"What do they do?" Roseka asked. "'What do they do to 
your mind?" 

Veneleo bent over his machine and tapped out her question 
on the keyboard. On top of the machine a yellow and gr en 
light flickered and changed shade while the Sorclini watched 
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I WANT THE STARS 

it intently. The Sordini were amphibians who sp nt most of 
their time und .. r wnt r and communi at d y m dubting th 
<.'o)or of a fl shy organ in th ir for head. en 1 o had e tab
lished communication with th m by first t a bing th m n 
simple col r langung whi h had be n d lop d by th n
tact experts of the human ommunity; on e th nmphibinn. 
had learned th . simple languag , it had taken him l ss than 
a day to l arn the ordinj language. 

"We don't know what the do," th Sordini j mo] d. 
"Some of us h. ve felt their tou h and s ap d but no one has 
felt them long enough to 1 arn what th y do." 

"How long do sit tak th m?" Ro ka sked. 
"W think it tnkes several minutes." 
"Are th y spreading their inHu n e?" Jenord n ask d. 
"Y s. We try to fight th m, but th y send our own people 

against us. Until you came it was hop less." 
"Mncrella's theory;> Ros ka said. 
"Which th ory is Macrella's?" Jenorden asked. 
"Mncrella thought telepathy would t nd to ca 1s paranoia. 

If it wer a mutation, if some race acquired it suddenly, fter 
they·d always be n ab] to think and feel in privat , Mncr Ila 
demonstrated th mo t likely r ction was hate. The t lepath 
would have other people's emotions pourin into his p yche 
and most of the emotions would b repulsive to him. In many 
cas s th yd be emotions the telepath had driven into his un
cons fous. H ·a have to try to make the oth r mind repress 
them, too. A t lepath would probably have a compulsion to 
dominate every mind around him, to make every mind have 
feelings he could tolerate." 

"That could ev n drive them off their own world," Jenorden 
said. "They couldn't live with each other." 

"Possibly. It sounds lo ·cal.' 
"It sounds t rrible, ' Elinee said. 
"It's the most xciting thing we've run into," Roseka said. 

"This ould revolutionize ev ry cultur in the galaxy. The 
Horta hn e a tool which could solve every psychological 
m stery.'' 

Ven leo smiled. "All we have to do is talk them into co
operating. ' 

8 



I WANT THE STARS 

J nord n point d at th Sordini. Th amphibian's f r h ad 
was pulsing lik a b a ·on. 

"What's h a in 1?' R s ka ask d. 
V n 1 ·tudi d th swiftly hanging col rs. Th m ssag 

w nt on for a ) ng tim . 'H wants us to h lp th m . H 's ask
ing us to fight th Horta. B e thinks w 've t th qui m nt 
to do it." 

'"You sound lik y u thfok w don't," Ros kn s. id. 
"You kn w what kind of w L p ns w 'v got. Ev n if th y 

w r n't t I paths, it would b foolish. W 'r arn d for s lf
d f n ." 

'Tm thinking about hit ing th m f. st and takjng on pris
on ' r. could stu l it and w might 1 am h w to r " h 
th m. Th y'r insan but that d sn't m an th y're b y nd 
h lp." 

"Whnt mak s you think we can g t that close without b -
coming lnv s? ' 

"H nid it tuk s th m a f w minut s to g t ntrol. If we 
hit th m b surprise and work fast , w may be able to do it." 

"And what if w foil?' 
'Tm illing to take the risk.' 
"I' n1 not." 
"Th n don 't do it. I'm sugg sting it so everyone can think 

about it. fayb the oth r ar int r sted . ' 
"What will w cl with a prison r if we g t on ?" J nord n 

ask d. "How do you think we can k p him from working on 
u ?" 

"We can put him in a robot vehicle and s nd him out past 
the fifth pl net. W 'Jl keep a f w million miles b twe n our 
ship and the v hicle and I'll study him a few minutes at a 
time." . 

"You'll be taking som tenible risks, Roseka." 
"I kn w ifs dang r us. I wouldn't d it for anything th at 

wasn't tlus imp rtant." 
"Th y' r de troying the Sordini,'' Elin said. "Th y 

enslavin an n tir rac . hould do som thin ." 
"It's non of our busin ss," Venel o aid. " ou'll t kill d 

for nothing." 
"It's n thin to ou, ' R ek said, "but that d sn't m an 

it's nothing to ev rybody el " 
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I WANT THE STARS 

They returned to their star ship and made a reconaissance 
from orbit, and the argument went on. Veneleo was definitely 
against it and Thelia would go wherever Roseka went, but 
Elinee and Jenorden couldn't make up their minds. And Ro
seka felt she needed four people, three to make the landing 
and one to pilot the vehicle. 

Jenorden was tempted. He would have said yes right away 
if he hadn't been afraid. When he lay with Roseka that night, 
they spent hours discussing his emotions and only a few min
utes enjoying their bodies. He was afraid to die, and he was 
afraid of what the Horta could do to his mind, but he was 
driven by a need to experience everything a human being 
could experience. 

He had grown up in a time when war was as obsolete as 
sickness and poverty. It had been almost a century since men 
had last pointed weapons at their own kind. He was glad of 
that, every member of the human community considered it 
mankind's greatest victory, and yet he knew he had missed 
an experience which had once been a common part of human 
life. Men had been warriors since they first inhabited the 
Earth. How could he feel he bad known the full range of hu
man experience if he lived out his three centuries without 
once going into battle? 

He would probably never have another chance like this one. 
Humans never had to fight advanced races, and if they were 
attacked on primitive worlds they retreated as fast as they 
could. Here, uniquely, was a situation in which attack could 
be moraJly justified. The passion which had sent him to the 
stars was now demanding he go with Roseka against the 
Horta. 

All through his education, the forty-seven years when ev
erything you did was planned by the community so you 
would grow to full human stature, he had been obsessed with 
the size of the universe. He had grown up knowing the galaxy 
was inhabited by thousands of races, each one unique and 
with a history and culture as complicated as the history and 
culture of mankind. Every year since his twelfth birthday 
ships had returned from the stars with news of inhabited 
worlds. Life flowered everywhere. A man could live a million 
centuries and never know it all. 
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He had roamed the stars for eight years now and he knew 
his hunger could never be satisfied. He couldn't forget a11 the 
places he had never seen, and the knowledge he hadn't 
learned, and the intelligent beings he had never met. He 
wanted to experience the whole universe, every star, every 
life, every world, and the knowledge that it was impossible 
tormented every hour of his days. He col,.lld cross the Milky 
Way in months an~ yet, when he compared the limits of his 
mortal consciousness to the infinite size of the universe, he 
felt as confined and as angry as a prisoner in a six foot square 
cell. 

He had to have this. He had to know how combat felt. It 
was part of life and he didn't want to miss anything. 

E]inee was just as tormented. He slept with her the next 
night and once again he spent most of the time talking. Her 
needs were very similar to his. She, too, wanted to experience 
everything. She had come on this voyage because she thought 
she was an artist. She thought there was some work growing 
in her imagination and she was feeding whatever it was with 
everything she experienced. Someday, if she was an artist, 
it would bloom. She was a human being and this was the 
first century of the first human civilization. No member of the 
human community had to work or do anything else he didn't 
want to do. Every member of the human community could 
have anything he wanted, including a ship which could cross 
the galaxy in months, simply by asking for it. She could do as 
she pleased with three centuries of life. 

'Tm not just afraid of death, Jenorden. I'm afraid this 
wiJl do something to me." 

"We have to decide something. We've been thinking about 
this for two days now. We haven't had a good moment since 
we got here.'' 

"I know. Even Veneleo's getting moody." 
"I don't fe 1 like I'm deciding something. I feel like I'm 

trying to accept my fate. I know what I'm going to do. All 
I'm d ing now is hesitating." 

"Then Jet's wake them up and tell them we're going to do 
it." 

He stiffened. "You've d cided?" 
'Tm as decided as I'll ever be." 
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I WANT THE STARS 

They woke up the others. As he had expected, the news 
didn't start a celebration. VeneJeo looked stunned. Rooeka 
nodded soberly and suggested they make the attack right 
after breakfast. 

Elinee was still undecided. Speeding toward the island~ 
making their second attack, Jenorden saw the tracers passing 
to the right of the ship and he knew her lack of skiJl wasn't 
the only reason she was missing. Even an inexperienced gun
ner should be able to put at least one shell on a target that 
big. They veered to the right and he cringed when he heard 
bullets clanging on the vehicle's armor. 

"What's wrong?" Roseka demanded. "What are you doing, 
Elinee?" 

Elinee didn't answer. The horizon came between them and 
the ship and she banked into another turn. In a moment 
they would be heading back toward the island. 

Jenorden unbuckled his seat belt, and made his way to 
the front of the cabin. By now the Horta probably had their 
big guns ready. 

"Let me take it, Elinee." 
"111 hit it this time." 
"You don't want to hit it." 
She had .answered him without looking up. Now she raised 

her head, and her eyes looked so tortured they pleaded with 
him. Humans could hide very - little from themselves. Re
pressed desire, the cause of so much mental illness, was al
most a thing of the past. One sentence from another human 
had made her accept the truth she had been evading. 

"This will be our last chance," he said. "It isn't your fault 
you aren't a destroyer." 

She turned them away from the island. Switching on the 
robot pilot, she slid out of her seat. 

He sat down and strapped himself in. As soon as Elinee 
was safe in a passenger seat, he turned toward the island. 
The ship appeared on the horizon and something wild leaped 
in his psyche. The vehicle fitted him like a shell. The cannon 
was a natural extension of his mind. Mankind had abolished 
war, and he could roam the stars as a member of an ad
vanced race, but at that moment he knew men were still 
barbarians. His hand tightened on the wheel. 
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I WANT THE STARS . 
Three puffs of smoke appeared on the ship's back sides. He 

cringed, but this time rus fear drove him forward. His thumb 
pressed the trigger button and a shell screamed out of the 
cannon. 

A Horta shell exploded on his right. The wheel fought his 
hands as the sudden pressure on the right wing made the 
vehicle bank. His arm muscles strained and he felt the vehicle 
tum left and climb. For a moment he saw the sun and a big 
yellow cloud. He turned his head and spied the ship over 
the leading edge of the right wing. Far below, a tracer 
bullet shot across the waves. 

He rolJed out of the climb. Pressing the trigger button in 
until it locked, he drove toward the srup. The cannon growled 
rhythmically. More puffs appeared on the ship's side. He 
couldn't see the ammunition speeding toward him, but he 
knew it was there and he knew what it could do to him. 
Clenching his teeth, taking pride in the strength of his will, 
he held the verucle on a long incline which ended in the mid
dle of the srup' s hull. The barbarian was all the way out 
now. He was enjoying this. 

A shell rammed the base of the ship and exploded. The 
ship rocked and a ring of smoke surrounded its tail. He 
veered away from his target, banked, and dove again. The 
first shell out of the cannon exploded just above the ship's 
middle. A second explosion went off next to the first and then 
a series of explosions hammered the entire vessel. The ship 
tilted and began to fall. He climbed and dove again, this time 
on a wrecked, toppling hull, and two more explosions sent 
the Horta vessel crashing to the beach. 

He circled the island, inspecting the wreckage. The nose 
dropped and he dove again. Coming in low over the beach, 
he · sent two shells screaming toward the wall and climbed 
above the stone buildings. When he looked back, he saw 
smoke drifting away from a breach in the wall. He climbed 
to twenty-thousand feet, leveled off, and turned on the robot 
pilot. 

Elinee came forward and took his place. He felt exhausted. 
As he returned to his seat, all his taut muscles and nerves 
suddenly relaxed. He became aware of an ache in his jaw 
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and he reaHzed he had been clenching his teeth ever since 
he took over the pilot's seat. 

They came in over the breakers and made a smooth land
ing on the beach. Elinee turned the vehicle until the cannon 
pointed at the breach in the wall. 

Jenorden and the other two women stood up and started 
putting on their equipment. They were all wearing the light, 
transparent pressure suits humans wore on alien planets at 
aJl times; pulling the rolled collars over their heads, they 
zipped themselves in. From a rack in the rear of the cabin, 
they each took a mass-energy converter and a pistol and 
holster. 

Elinee started the airlock cyc1e. The inner door opened 
and they entered the lock and waited for the signal to open 
the outer door. Jenorden drew his pistol and Roseka and 
Thelia unsnapped their holsters. 

They lived in the dawn of human freedom. Masters of the 
star drive, citizens of a world community so wealthy it could 
satisfy every material desire without human labor, men went 
where they wanted and did what they pleased. They fol
lowed their hearts and nothing else. Waiting for the signal, 
he stared at his gun and wondered why he should have the 
bad luck to be the slave of a heart which needed more than 
life could possibly give it, a heart which drove him from folly 
to folly . 

The outer door glowed. He opened it and one by one they 
went down the ladder to the beach. 

II 

THEY SPREAD out and started walking toward the wall with 
drawn guns. The waves thundered on the beach and the 
ocean and the sky seemed immense. 

Elinee turned the vehicle around and took off over the 
ocean. She would circle at thirty-thousand feet and return 
when they called lier. 

They were beautiful people and they walked with the 
grace of creatures who have perfect control of their bodies. 
There were no awkward, ugly humans anymore. Roseka was 
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blonde and voluptuous, with a rolling stride which made men 
feel with their eyes the soft flesh of her body, and Thelia was 
a slender girl with long black hair and an oval face. They 
would be as youthful and healthy as they were now until 
the moment they died. 

"You really messed things up," Roseka said. "They should 
be stunned." · 

Jenorden kept his left hand near his belt. The third button 
on the left activated a force shield which repel1ed all missiles 
weighing less than six ounces and moving at Jess than eight
een hundred feet per second. The shield had to be used 
sparingly, only when needed, because it used up so much 
energy the converter on his back could only keep it activated 
for a few minutes . 

Their pistols used the same mechanism as the cannon on 
the nose of their vehicle. A unit of energy from the converter 
moved a piston which propelled the bullet. Various weapons 
had been designed for self defense on alien worlds and this 
system had proved to be the best. Radiation weapons were 
too dangerous to the user, and weapons which used an ex
plosion to propel a bullet were hard to adopt to atmospheres 
with varying percentages of oxygen. The system was ideal for 
self-defense, which was all it had been designed for, but Jen
orden knew they would probably be outgunned when they 
clashed with the Horta. 

The ocean and the beach reminded him of all the pleasures 
he had enjoyed on Earth. If this were Earth, he could take 
off his suit and feel the air and the sun on his flesh. He 
could even bathe in the ocean. Earth was a garden. Every 
place on it was a source of pleasure. There were forests and 
mountains and pretty little places where you drank wine next 
to carefully arranged scenery. He had gone on parties which 
lasted for weeks and which circled the world several times, 
dining at the North Pole singing and playing instruments in 
African jungles, dancing on top of Mount Everest, riding 
camels over deserts .. .. 

For eight years he had spent every minute of his life in 
the arti£cial atmosphere of a suit or the artilicial atmo ph re 
of the ship. For eight years he had lived without the tang 
and variety of natural air, air which could he hot and cold, 
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dense and thin,. and without the water of the ocean, and rain, 
and without those wonderful days when two and three hun
dred thousand members of his species gathered in one place 
for the joy of being human together. He had been separated 
from everything he loved, and now he was risking all of it for 
an experience men had once tried to avoid. 

"What are you feeling?" Roseka asked. "Do you notice any
thin~. strange?" 

"Im thinking about Earth,', Jenorden said. "I think rm 
getting homesick." 

.. How about you, Thelia?" 
"Just apprehension. I expected that. What are you feel

. ?" mg. 
"I feel very cahn. I haven't felt this cahn in months. I 

think yeu' d better watch me, both of you. I don't like it. Are 
you still thinking about Earth, Jenorden?" 

"We've been away a long time, haven't we? If we die, we1l 
never ... .. 

He stopped. He choked and then he threw up his hands as 
if he were warding off a blow. 

"What's the matter?" Roseka said. "Keep talldng. Keep 
talking.'' 

He was looking at the universe. He was standing on the 
edge of space and the galaxies were turning before him. The 
whole creation had suddenly appeared in his mind. Stars 
burst into flame and flickered out. Millions of intelligent life 
forms struggled to survive, built star ships, wandered and 
.fought and created, and died, and were as if they had never 
existed. It was more than consciousness could bear. He 
cringed in terror. Before the juggernaut, the universe rolling 
through time, he was nothing. His entire life would only be 
an instant. Already the cold was creeping through his veins. 

"What is it, Jenorden?" 
He couldn't answer. His anns dangled at his sides, the gun 

completely forgotten. He had seen this vision before, but 
never so intensely. He 'knew what it meant to be mortal. He 
was moving toward death, and death negated everything an 
intelligent being could achieve. He was dying. E verything 
was dying. He had been dying since the moment he took root 
in the womb. 
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A white head rose above the wall. Ros ka screamed and 
both women turned on the white, strangely f nnl s sh p 
and brought their pistols up to eye level. Hate twit d heir 
fac.-es. 

Activating his shield, he stood there and wa ch d th m 
shoot. Three more shapes appeared at the far nd of th wall 
and be watched as they aimed their rifi s. He kn w he should 
protect the women, who were still firing at th Jon Horta in 
front of them, but he was paralyzed by the vi ion of his own 
futility. He felt as if he were already dead. He was a stiff, 
ghostly spectator at a drama which had no effect on his emo
tions. 

Three Horta rifles cracked at once. Thelia spun and her 
pistol Hew from her hand and dangled from the wires which 
attached it to her converter. He watched her crumple, the 
first violent death he had ever witnessed, and his should rs 
drooped. 

Roseka screamed and turned on the three Horta wi bout 
activating her shield. She was outgunned but she was tryjng 
to fight without protecting herself. She has to die sometime. 
Li/ e is painful. Death is the absence af pain. Death is just like 
swep. 

He felt the alien mind fucker in his consciousness and ·he 
understood what was happening. The Horta had found his 
weakness seconds after he landed on the island. They bad 
detected his underlying sense of futility and they were using 
it to pararyze him. 

He stared at Thelia's body. That is death. That is what 
you are becoming. That is the goal of your life. 

The Horta were the loveliest music he bad ever heard. 
They sang to him from the deepest regions of his psyche. He 
felt as peaceful and sleepy as he had the month he had slept 
every night in a yacht in the middle of the South Atlantic. He 
closed his eyes and yawned. 

More Horta appeared on the wall. Roseka turned on them, 
screamfog every time she fired, and they all took aim. She 
still didn't have her shield on. 

Two Horta slid behind the wall with mangled heads. The 
carnage was disgusting. Roseka was a killer, too. They were 
only defending themselves and look what she was doing to 
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them. She had come here to capture an intelligent being and 
experiment with it as if it were some kind of laboratory ani
mal. This was an immoral, foolish expedition and she had 
talked them into it. She deserved to die. 

His muscles quivered as if they were struggling against 
chains. The Horta had found his weakness. His personal
ity had been shaped by forty-seven years of education 
designed to create a conscience which would make him fit 
to control the immense powers of his species. In spite of ev
erything they were doing to him, a segment of his personality 
knew he couldn't let another human being die. They had hit 
him by surprise, before he even knew he was being attacked, 
but now that tiny, warring segment was trying to marshal 
psychological forces which would liberate him from the Horta. 

Visions of the pleasant world of Earth floated in his 
consciousness. He swam and danced and hiked. He kissed a 
slender young redhead-he was only seventeen-in the lovely 
waterfront streets of a city where great unmanned ships came 
up the river from the ocean. He listened to a hundred thou
sand voices sing a hymn to Earth composed by a great mu
sician who had been a founder of the human community. 
Memories crowded through his skull until he was so enrap
tured he could hardly see the battle going on in front of him. 

A bullet kicked up the dust at Roseka's feet. The Horta 
were bad shots but they exposed themselves to Roseka's fire 
as if they didn't know what death was. 

They're undefeatable. They can't be beaten. 
Again he detected an alien thought. They were using 

every psychological persuasion possible-you can't win, the 
enemy is undefeatable, your side is in the wrong, the fight 
isn't worth it, go home and have a good time. 

Earth sang in his brain. He knew what they were doing, 
but the knowledge wasn't enough. He was still chained. He 
still didn't have the weapon to fight them. Perhaps there 
wasn't any weapon. Perhaps he should lie on the sand and 
enjoy his dying moments dreaming about Earth. The Horta 
couldn't be fought. Roseka was going to die, and after that 
bis shield would use up all the energy in bis converter, and 
he would lie there unprotected while the Horta filled him 
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with bu11ets. If he did with his brain full of dreams, he 
wouldn't even know they were killing him. 

He would never see his own lovely world. He would never 
breathe natural air. He would never again experience the 
happiness of living in unity with the members of his own race. 

The sudden attack jolted him so hard he doubled over. The 
rush of emotion nauseated him. The unconquered, struggling 
portion of his ego had seized its first opportunity. The Horta 
bad been using his memories of Earth to paralyze him with 
a longing which made him unable to risk his life. Now that 
little piece of human will took his natural desire to live and 
used the memories evoked by the Horta to intensify it. Two 
sets of emotions clashed in his psyche. 

He opened his mouth and one foot shuffled forward. Lean
ing into a frozen half step, he stood there and strangled on 
what he wanted to say. 

"Elinee ... land." 
His radio was on and his mike was attached to his throat. 

His voice sounded strange and choked, but he knew she 
could hear him. 

"Ro . .. se ... ka ... " 
A bullet knocked Roseka's legs out from under her. She 

screamed and fell on her face and as soon as she hit the sand 
she raised her head and started shooting. Her anger was 
stronger than her pain. Two Horta fell away from the wall 
without a sound of pain. 

Her suit had automatically sealed the bullet hole, pro
tecting her from alien bacteria, but he could see the blood 
spurting from her wound. The bullet had punctured an ar
tery. Even if they didn't wound her again, she would bleed 
to death in a few minutes. 

He stared at her wound. The Horta visions were powerful 
and confusing. Only by looking at her blood could he remain 
aware she was hurt and dying and needed his help. 

He was on Earth. He was home. He was standing on a 
beach and a girl was waiting for him in the breakers. When 
he entered the water, he would taste the salt on his bare lip . 

A fountain of blood spurted through his vision. He stared 
at the blood, at the wound, at another member of his own 
species, and he took a full step forward. A bullet cracked on 
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his shield. He moved clumsfly, like some monster creat d 
by a blund rin 1 genetics engineer. He had to fight his o, n 
emotions aJl the way. He wanted to look at th sky aud the 
oc an-this is Earth, lie down, lie down-but he had to look 
at her wound. He would bleed like that, too. Her blood and 
his blood were the same color and the same chemistry. Wh n 
they shot their .final volley, he would bl ed like that from 
half a dozen boles at once. 

He st pped. It was like walking in a three-g gravity field. 
His legs felt numb. He wanted to lie down and rest and let 
the Horta sing him to his death. Staring at Roseka's woWld, 
he raised his hand and yawned. He couldn't move. 

He gathered what Lttle drive he had. Dropping to his 
knees, he threw hhnself forward . 

His hand found her waist. When he raised his eyes, she 
was still screaming and shooting. He pushed in the button 
and a bullet ricocheted off her shield. 

Something was roaring in the sky. He twisted his head and 
saw Elinee skim across the waves and land on the beach. 

"Lk t t ff" 00 • .•• OU .•• ge US O .•• • 

"Whats wrong, J enorden?" 
"In . . . our mind . . . careful . . • " 
"Can you walk to the airlock?" 
"Roseka ... shot .. .'' 
"Thelial Is Thelia dead?" 
". . . ahhhhh . . . " 
"Hold onl" 
Her voice cracked. As the vehicle rolled up the beach, the 

sobs in his earphones were louder than the roar of the en
gines. 

Waves of apathy and bleal-ness rolled through his mind. 
Life was pain without a purpose. He was tired of feeling. 
Emotion was a torn1ent. He could sink, he was sinking, into a 
peace as oft and gentle as the ocean. This is the peace of 
the Horta. Take the gift of the Horta. 

The vehicle stopped between him and the wall. "Can you 
move her?" Elinee asked. 

"H 1 " ep ... me .... 
"'\,Vhy did we do this? Roseka, what are you doing?'' 
Roseka was shooting at the Horta through the space be-
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tween the sand and the bottom of the v hicl . She had 
stopped scr aming, but the muscl s of her fa w re froz n 
in the same expression of int nse hat they had assumed wh n 
the Horta first appear d on the wall. Jenord n pushed her 
waist, unlocking his paralysis that much, and sudd nly sh 
wiggled forward, under the vehicJe, and crawl d toward the 
wall. 

"Stop her, Jenordenl" 
" » . .. peace ... 
"I can feel them!" 
Blackness was creeping through his bones. His Jegs were 

growing stiff. He could feel the cells of his brain shutting off. 
It was like faJ}jng asleep. He knew Roseka had been shooting 
so much her shield was almost ready to collapse, leaving her 
unarmed and unprotected, but he could hardly keep his eyes 
open. 

A spasm shook his entire body. His fingers clawed the 
sand. He looked at Thelia's body and he knew what it meant 
to die. 

The Horta had gone too far. They had brought him so 
dose to death even his numbed, exhausted mind bad to feel 
the terror of non-existence. At the edge of extinction, he re
coiled. 

He put his hands under his shoulders and lifted himself 
to his knees. His muscles trembled as he pushed against the 
weight of his despair. A hail of bullets rattled on his shield. 
The Horta struggled to retain control, but they had pro
voked .an emotion so powerful it couldn't be restrained. He 
stared at Roseka with the dumb, brutal eyes of an intelligent 
being who has lost every feeling but the need to live. 

"Jenorden, they're inside my mind!" 
He grunted. One human urge remained from all those 

years of education. He couldn't leave Roseka. She was hu
man. 

He stood up and shuHled around the vehicle. The Horta 
could still slow him down, but they had aroused something so 
basiG it would take them a long time to dominate it. He 
didn't want to be dead like Thelia. He would kill every living 
thing on this planet before he would let them kill him. 

Roseka' s shield collapsed just before he stepped in front 
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of h r. Putting his foot on her hand, he C'rnshed _her ~ngers 
until she r leased the gun. She looked up, snarling like an 
anim ), and he b nt down and grabbed her shoulders. 

"Km them! Kill them! Kill them!" 
He hH her in the jaw wjth the edge of his palm. Keeping 

his shield b tween her and the Horta rifles, he picked her 
up and carried her toward the vehicle. The bone had cut 
through her leg but the important thing right now was speed. 
Th ship's hospital could repair nny damage he was doing. 
Alr ady he ould feel the Horta eroding his drive. They had 
discovered th sensitive humnn was revolted by this upsurge 
of the animnl, and they were bringing the sensitive human 
b ck to power. They could be surprised, but they weren't 
stupid. 

'Open the airlock, Elineel" 
"Th 're getting me." 
"Open it!" 
He had never heard a human voice growl like that. The 

sound would have terrified him if he hadn't been driven by 
th animal need which produced it. 

The airlock opened. He lifted Roseka and shoved her 
through the door. The ladder came up and he went up it in 
one motion pushing the button which closed the door at the 
same time be stepped over Roseka. 

"Go!" 
"I can't," Elinee moaned. 
The outer door closed behind him and he immediately 

pushed the button which unlocked the inner door. He didn't 
have time to unsuit and go through the' sterilizing process. 
The cabin was already infected Mth something worse than 
disease. 

Elinee was staring out the front window. She was hum
ming to herself and her fingers were scratching the control 
panel. 

She didn't resist him when he unstrapped her and pu1led 
her out of the seat. He pushed her into a passenger chair 
fastening the belt for her, and she stared at him wjth eye~ 
which re.fleeted the struggle going on in her mind. 

He slid behind the controls. The Horta were singjng about 
Earth again. He was leaving Earth, not an island on a planet 
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sixty-thousand light years from Earth. He was leaving peace 
and fresh air and forests where people could hike for weeks 
in perfect solitude. 

He fastened his seat belt and turned the vehicle toward 
the ocean. When the landing gear :finally left the beach, he 
was crying. 

III 

HE TURNED on the robot pilot and returned to the airlock. 
Roseka was moaning in pain. She had recovered from what
ever madness the Horta had given her, but she was still inco
herent. He gave her first aid, applying a tourniquet and 
splinting her leg, and shot an anaesthetic drug into her thigh. 

When they reached the star ship, he and Veneleo put her 
in the hospital and the hospital immediately sent her into 
therapeutic shock and began repairing the damage. In a few 
days her body would be exactly as it had been. Everywhere 
the members of the human community traveled, the best of 
their medical techniques traveled with them. 

Healing the mind was a different matter. As soon as Roseka 
was settled in the hospital, the three who were physically 
unharmed retired to their quarters . 

Jenorden felt drained of all emotion. When he slumped 
into his arm chair, he pressed the emergency therapy button 
only because he had been trained to, not because he cared 
what happened to him. 

"What happened?" a voice asked. 
"We landed on the island." 
"Why?" 
"How should I know?" 
A moment passed while his answer was analyzed by the 

computer which occupied half the ship's volume. Impulses 
Bowed along circuits, choices were made according to a 
program designed by the best therapists in the community, 
and again the voice asked a question. 

"Why do you think you don't know?" 
Something hissed in a corner of the room. Sniffing the air 

he realized the computer had released a psycho-active gas: 
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He must ound pr tty recalcjtrant. It didn't matt r. He was 
too tired to care. . 

His limbs r !axed. He closed his eyes and for th n xt hour 
the computer asked him questfon which mad him examine 
his emotions. Th process wasn't as efficient as analysis with 
a human therapist, but Roseka wasn't available and in the 
end it did the same job. The goal was comple te self-aware
ness. AU r pr d emotions had to be brought to conscious
ness. Every human subjected ltis emotions to this kind of 
objective questioning at lea t on e a week. 

.. Is this helping?" the machine asked. 
"'Some. It can't help much." 
~y not?" 
"I'm not hiding from anything. I can't. I want to but I 

can't. I've seen what death is. This is what r ve been fighting 
all my life and now it's more real than it's ever been. Therapy 
can keep me from running away from it, but it can't tell me 
what the answer is." 

'"No more questions." 
He sat there a few minutes longer and then he got up and 

took his musical instrum nt off the wall. That session had 
been necessary for his health, but it had added nothing to 
his happiness. Someday somewhere in the universe, before 
his despair paralyzed rum and turned him into a walking 
dead man he had to find an answer to what the Horta had 
taught him. As he carried his instrument to the common area, 
he felt the heavy weight on his shoulders, and the weariness 
in his limbs, and he knew that moment of living death was 
onJy a few years away. 

fusic was as much a part of human communication as 
speech, Every human played at least one instrument, and 
most played several. He played only one, the third instru
ment in the modem violin family, an instrument with a range 
hiiber than the old violonceJlo, but lower than the old viola. 
He had fallen in love with its somber, lyrical voice when he 
was a boy of eleven, and fifty years of playing had only 
made him love it more. 

When he reached the common, Veneleo and Elinee were 
already playing a duet. Behind them, as the ship acceler
ated away from the sun, the ,tars were marching acroH a tall 
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window. Th y were both pt ying th s cond instrum nt in 
th vi Jin family, a significant choi for V n 1 o, who usually 
played th But or th trump t. 

H sat down . Van l o and Elin e had b gun a oda and 
w re \ rking th ir way tow, rd a limax. They w r good 
improvisers, and he wasn't, so th y usually I t him hoose 
the basic pi e. He waited until th duet fad d out in a ell
max of und rstated grj f, and th n he began a long, qui t 
solo from a sonata a friend of his had written many years be
fore, wh n th y were both hopelessly in love with a gr at 
beauty. The music used all the power of the instrum nt's 
middle range, and he played it with the passion of an artist 
who bas such control of his medium he can forget his hands 
and his tools and let his emotions run wild. 

There were no words. There never would be words. Thelia 
was dead. Roseka was hurt. Jenorden had seen too much. 

The ship accelerated beyond the speed of light. Shutters 
automatically slid across the windows, blocking out the 
strange, milky whiteness few humans could tolerate for Ion . 
Hours passed as they streaked across the light years toward 
a new sun. Inside the ship, the music shook and groaned and 
soared. Jenorden played as if he wanted to fill the universe 
with sound. 

They approached a star four light years from the system 
they had just left and the ship decelerated below the speed 
of light. Talcing over the controls, Veneleo put them in an 
orbit around the new star, and told the computer to open the 
dome over the common. 

The shutters slid back. Sunlight exactly like the sunlight 
of home flooded the big room. The ship was now a small 
planet in an orbit calculated to give them the same heat and 
light they would have enjoyed on Earth. 

Elinee arranged some furniture around the pool and Ven
eleo and Jenorden brought trees and flowers from the hydro
ponics farm. None of them said much. They all knew what 
they needed. They lay in the sun and they napped, they 
swam, and whenever their feelings got too painful for comfort, 
they picked up their instruments and turned their grief into 
music. 

Roseka returned to consciousness on the second day. The 
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hospital let them visit her for half an hour. When she ask c1 
about Thelin, they all hesitated. She burst into sobs before 
they could tel1 her, and the hospital immediately put her to 
sleep. 

The hospital kept her unconscious for three more days. 
The next time they saw her, she was standing in the door of 
the common room. She started to tallc, and then she shook 
her head and ran to her quarters. 

That night, and for the next week, she s1ept with Veneleo. 
She had always insisted they change sex partners frequently, 
to avoid the troubles caused by strong attachments in a small 
group, but they all knew Veneleo was the kind of man she 
needed at this moment. Veneleo was gay and comforting 
and sympathetic. Jenorden gave women pleasure and excite
ment, but he had never yet given one rest. 

Soon there were four of them lounging around the swim
ming pool. For once even Jenorden didn't want to move on. 
Another week passed before he and Roseka discussed what 
had happened on the island. 

As he had guessed, the Horta had simply aroused her 
hatred. She was very ashamed of this. She had made love the 
central theme of her life, and she had trouble, though it was 
necessary therapy, admitting she was a person with many 
strong dislikes . 

.. They went right into me," she said. "They flooded me 
with hate. I wanted to kill them so bad I couldn't think." 

'1 didn't think they'd be so fast," Jenorden said. 
"They found your weakness and mine in less than a min-

ut 
.. e. 

"I think they did some permanent damage, Roseka." 
"It's too early to tell." 
"Don't you think they did something permanent to you?" 
"Please." 
"You have to talk about it. You may as well talk about it 

with somebody who was there." 
She was responsible for their psychic health, .but they were 

all collectively responsible for hers. Now she did something 
he had seen her do be.fore when he was acting as her thera
pist and she had to say something difficult; she looked at a 
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point in space just above his shoulder and then sh threw her 
heud back and 1 ok d hjm in the eye. 

"I can't give up," she said. "I have to reach the Horta. I 
can't let Th lia die for nothing." 

"Do you still think it's possible?" 
"I have to try." 
H put his hand on her shoulder. He wanted to comfort 

her, but he didn t know how to do it. 
"If you ever go back there, Roseka, I'll have to go with ,, 

you. 
"If I could leave them alone, I'd do it. I'm not sure the 

human race has evolved to a point where we can face what 
they make us face." 

"Do you have any idea how it can be done?'' 
She shook her head. "It's obvious we can't do it by force. 

Even jf we'd taken one prisoner, I think they showed us we 
couldn't have handled him. We have to learn how to open 
our mjnds to them without being manipulat d.' The words 
Oowed out of her mouth. She had obviously been giving this 
a lot of thought. "We have to learn how to manipulate them. 
That won't be easy, either. This will take the best we've got. 
I'm going to go on educating myself, traveling and learning 
just as I have been, and when we get home I'll set up a re
search project. Every advanced race in the galaxy should 
be interested in this. With all that intellect to draw on, we 
should be able to find a way." 

She had found her career. His own sanity, and everything 
that mattered to him of his life, could depend on her success. 

More days drifted by. Little by little he felt his restlessness 
returning. It wasn't as sharp as it had been before he met 
the Horta, but he found himseli pacing the edge of the pool 
and thinking about all the unexplored stars he could see 
through the windows. 

"Jenorden's ready to go," Elinee said. 
"How can you tell?" Veneleo asked. 
He took off his shirt and dove into the pool. He was too 

tense to engage in banter. He swam the length of the pool 
four times, ttying to use up his extra energy, and then he 
climbed out and stretched himself on a reclining chair. Five 
minutes after he sat down, he was pacing the deck again. 
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•r think we're ready to move," Veneleo said. He strolled 
across the common to the control room. 

A few minutes later the shutters slid across the dome. Ven
eleo returned to the pool and dove in without a word. No 
one bothered to ask where they were going. They swam, and 
then ate lunch, and all the while the giant, battered sphere 
accelerated past the speed of light and sped toward the near
est star. 

They were in a cluster no human had ever explored. Men 
had been wandering the stars for over fifty years, and the 
libraries of Earth had tapes describing the language and cus
toms and history of thousands of worlds, but there were still 
immense regions of the galaxy which had never been visited 
by man or by any race known to man. They had come here 
because eight years of visiting planets already known to the 
human community had bored them with being mere tourists. 
This was far more exciting. They were surrounded by mys
tery. Anything could be waiting for them out there. 

The first system they entered was a double star. As they 
had expected, it had no planets. They moved on, crossing 
five more light years, and entered .a system wHh two planets, 
one of them a giant and one abou t half the size of Earth. On 
the smaJJer planet they found the remains of a civilization 
which had been totally destroyed. 

The surface radiation was so intense they had to survey 
the ruined world from orbit. The continents were pitted nnd 
scarred. The ship's eight-inch telescope brought the surface 
so close they were practically walking through the empty 
streets of wrecked cities. To members of a race which had 
nearly met a similar fate, the sight was chilling. 

"Some of this reminds me of the Horta," Jenorden said. 
Roseka nodded. 'Tve been thinking the same thing." 
"I think we taped some pictures of skeletons. Why don't 

we look th m over and see if they look like the Horta? Maybe 
we can prove Macrella's theory." 

"That ship the Horta had was pr tty crude. Fifteen Jjght 
years from where we found them is just about where I'd 
expect to find their horn planet." 

The evidence of the photographs wasn't conclusive, but 
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Jenorden and Roseka agreed the skeletons would fit what they 
had seen of the Horta. 

They moved on. As the months passed they discovered 
several inhabited worlds. Some they visited, and others they 
decided to leave alone. -

Everything they learned was recorded in the ship's com
puter. Eventually all that knowledge more than any single 
mind could hope to assimilate, would be added to the stag
gering load already in mankind's libraries. 

Eight months after their encounter with the Horta, they 
entered a system near the center of the cluster. Veneleo gave 
an order and the ship began its contact program. Tracer 
beams swept the system in search of planets. Messages in 
every language in the computer, every language known to the 
hwnan community and to every star-faring race the commu
nity had met, went out over hundreds of beams. All incoming 
radiation was analyzed by the computer for a pattern, and if 
it seemed to have one the pattern was compared in seconds, 
with the entire language file. If any inhabitant of this system 
was broadcasting any language known to mankind, the com
puter would know before they came within ten million miles 
of a planet. 

"Attention. Attention. We are receiving a message from the 
fourth planet." 

The voi e caught them all by surprise. They turned toward 
the wa1l speaker with renewed excitement. 

"Star-farersl" Elinee said. 
"Translation follows," the computer said. "Welcome from 

the Eb. Who are you? Please reply. End of message." 
'What language?" Veneleo asked. 
"Ungveerd." 
"What part of the galaxy?" 
"Se tor Forty-nine." 
Jenorden made a calculation. "About five thousand light 

years from h re." 
"D s rib th race and the language " Veneleo aid. 
"Un rd. ne langua of n ra f small. , i.ng d b ing 

who liv in th upp r atmosph r f a gi< nt as u world. 
A so md Ian ung . R . mb] whistlin ." Th mput r mad 
som low whistling ounds to illustrate. " t : this t ngua 
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is lacking in political concepts. Use as a common language 
with caution." 

"Send the standard contact message," Veneleo said. "Pre
pare a learning program for Ungveerd." 

They waited whiJe the computer acknowledged the mes
sage it had received and whistled greetings and words of 
friendship from the visitors and from the human community. 
They aJl knew this could be the major discovery of their 
voyage. Since the computer had detected no message in 
Communal, the language of the human community, this had 
to be a star-faring race unknown to mankind. 

"Message sent," the computer said. "Receiving message, 
Translation foJlows. Welcome from the Eb. Welcome from the 
three-next words precise translation impossible. Some kind 
of political division. Continuing message. Welcome from 
their-next word precise translation impossible. Citizens? 
Inhabitants? Continuing message. Please excuse our linguistic 
crudities. Translation to Ungveerd difficult. Will you receive 
visual contact? End of message." 

"Answer yes," Veneleo said. 
Jenorden examined a group of instruments on the left side 

of the front waJl. Detector beams were searching space for 
incoming missiles. Hatches had swung open and cannon had 
slid into firing posjtion. The Horfa were the only hostile star
farers mankind had ever encountered, and they were a special 
case, but in every meeting with technologically advanced 
races, reasonable precautions were taken. 

The big screen in the center of the front wall Bickered. The 
picture danced between sharp and blurry and then settled 
into focus. The four humans stood up. 

Three beings appeared on the screen. They were roughly 
humanoid, with two arms, two legs, and a head which looked 
like it housed a brain and sense organs, but they were cov
ered with thick fur. Their eyes were several times larger than 
human eyes, and they had small horns growing from their 
skulls. Two were covered with shiny brown fur, and one was 
white with black and white horns. 

The brown Eb on the left touched his horns and said some
thing in his own language. As he spoke, the computer pro
vided a translation on a luminated strip under the screen. 
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-r am Nolten, Mentob of the Togme of Bel. Please cull 
me Nolten ." 

That was the standard formula used by all star-faring 
people. A being gave his full name and title and then sug
gested a single name for the convenience of the aliens. 

Question marks on the strip indicated· the computer could 
not translate Mentob or Togme. The greetings of the other 
two Eb gave it a similar trouble. "I am Enrarkal," the second 
brown Eb said, "of the (nation? republic? democracy?) of 
Kroon. Please call me Enrarkal." "I am Emcasa Mefala," the 
white one said, "of the (union? country? federation?) of Em
canes. Please call me Emcasa." 

Veneleo bowed. "I am Veneleo Lenn, citizen of the human 
community. Please call me Veneleo." 

One by one the other humans bowed and introduced them
selves. 

"Why do you come here?" Emcasa asked. 
"To visit," Veneleo said. "To learn. To exchange knowl

edge with you, if you will. We are peaceful explorers. We 
will stay only if invited." 

"Your ship is heavily armed." 
"Only for defense. The weapons on this ship have never 

been used against any living creature. We will run before we 
will fight." 

"We have powerful weapons," Nolten said. "If you attack 
us, we'll destroy you." 

"He's making a threat!" Roseka said. 
Jenorden glanced at the weapon board. From a star-faring 

race, threats, even defensive threats, were dangerously primi
tive behavior. 

And the threats weren't the only evidence they had en
countered something d angerous. If the computer had trans
lated correctly, the Eb were still divided into political groups, 
something unheard of in a race which had advanced to inter
stellar travel. His stomach turned cold when he thought of a 
race equipped with the powerful technology faster than light 
travel required, and so savage it was still divided against it
self. 

"They aren't attacking," he said. "Keep up the diplomacy. 
I'll let you know if anything happens." He and Roseka both 
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had their throat mikes off, so the computer wouldn't transbte 
what they said. 

"We will stay only if invited," Veneleo repeat d. "You may 
take any precautions you wish." 

"What did the others say?" Nolten asked. "Why wasn't 
that translated? I teU you we have weapons which can d stroy 
planets. If we die, you'll die with us." 

"Another threat," Elinee whispered. 
"We are happy to meet such a powerful race," Ven leo 

said. "\Ve \vjsh to know you better. Tell us how we can satisfy . . ,, 
your susp1c10ns. 

"You can't," Emcasa said. "Don't listen to him. All his peo
ple know is-,, 

"Silence!" Nolten said. 
The screen blanked. Shocked by the same idea, the four 

humans stared at each other and then at the weapon board. 
"They can't be star-farers," Roseka said. "By now they would 
have blown themselves to bits." 

"What do we do?" Veneleo asked. "Run or wait?" 
For a moment no one spoke. They stared at the weapon 

board and thought the situation over, their powerful, disci
plined brains examining every ramification before they made 
a decision. 

"Wait," Jenorden said. 
The other three nodded, one after the other. 
The screen flickered. They watched it, Jenorden keeping 

one eye on the weapon board, and again it jiggled into focus. 
The being who appeared on the screen was not an Eb. 

N ither was he humanoid. He had a lumpy body, with eyes, 
or something which looked like eyes, growing from it on top 
of Jong stalks; he had no bands, and, in fact, apparently had 
no grasping organs of any kind and he stood on three legs. 
A striped skirt hung from lrls body to just above his knees. 
As soon as the screen came into focus, he bent his knees and 
spoke in a high, fast voice, the sound coming from a part of 
his body they couldn't see. Again a translation appeared on a 
luminated strip. 

"I am Revliken Ziv, of the race of the Ivel, the Servants of 
the Borg. Please call me Revliken." 
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The hum:rns w r start] d, but th y went thr ugh th for
mula with th ir usual politen ss and wait d for the n w b ing 
to continue. 

"I am happy to m t you," R vlik n said. 
" an you tell us what's happ ning?" Ven 1 o ask d. 
"This station on th fourth planet of this syst m belongs 

to the Borg. It was put h r so th Borg ould ( announc ? 
advertise? offer?) th m elves to all visitors . How v r, since 
this is the system of the Eb, and since thr Eb w r pr s nt 
on this planet, I ask d them to gr et you. Th y have now 
asked me to gr t you for them." 

"Are th Eb a star-faring race?' 
"The Eb ::ire on th verge of trav I within their own system. 

The group call d the ( nation? republic? d mocracy?) of 
Kroon-I think th translation wi11 be crud , but I assur you 
it do sn't matter-that group recently orbited the Eb planet." 

"T11en your people ar the star-far rs?" 
"The Ivel are the servants of the Borg." 
"Who are the Borg?" 
"The Borg inhabit a world in this cluster of stars. They 

invite all people to visit them. They will tea h you anything 
you wish to know. Whatever your question, the Borg wilJ 
answer it. My people travel the stars inviting every rac to 
learn from the Borg. We build stations such as this on to in
form all travelers of the existenc of the Borg. I am about to 
take thr e representatives of the Eb to the world of the Borg. 
One of them Emcasa M fala, wants to learn how his race can 
avoid a world d straying war." 

"The Borg will t ach him that?" 
"If the student wants. to learn, the Borg will teach him 

anything." 
Jenorden was shocked. He glanced at Roseka and Elinee 

and their faces told him they were just as shocked. Only V n
eleo, because he was engaged in diploma y, ace pted the 
lvel's words with a calm fac . 

Jenord n turn d on his microphone. "Are you telling us 
you give advanc d knowledg to primitives?" 

"We are going to teach th m how to make peace with 
themselves." 

33 



I WANT THE STARS 

"Then you•re going to teach them advanced social tech
niquesf" The idea was so horrifying he had completely for. 
gotten his manners. "That's worse than teaching them ad
vanced technology." 

"The Borg are teachers. All who wish to learn, may learn 
from the Borg." 

"This disturbs us," Veneleo said. "Our race nearly died 
during a period of four hundred years in which new ideas 
and new technology were introduced faster than our society 
could adjust to them." 

"Anyone may visit the Borg. I invite you to join the Eb 
and all the other people who are learning from the Borg." 

"Why do the Borg do this?" Jenorden asked. 
"The Borg wiU answer all questions." 
"Can't you answer that one yourself?" 
"The Borg have much to offer. Whatever troubles you, the 

Borg can help you. The Borg are the teachers. The Ivel are 
the servants of the Borg." 

"But don't you know what advanced knowledge could do 
to a race like the Eb? How can you know how some piece of 
knowledge will affect a whole culture?" 

"The Borg will answer all questions. Anything you wish to 
learn, come to the Borg, and the Borg will teach you." 

"Where is this world?" Roseka asked. 
"Tell me your system for giving directions in space." 
"We'd better discuss this," Jenorden said. "Why don't we 

call him back?" 
Veneleo glanced from face to face and took the consensus 

of the group. "Revliken, we want to discuss this. We'll call 
you back." 

"I will wait for your call." 
Veneleo turned off the transmission. They returned to 

their seats and spent several minutes thinking. 
"I don't like it," Jenorden said. "The Eb can't even greet 

us without getting into a fight, and yet the Borg seem to think 
they can give them advanced knowledge without destroying 
them." 

1 .. I thfok we should visit the Borg," Roseka said. "If they 
can teach us something, we ought to learn it." 
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"But why wou]d any race go to a]l thi trouble?" 
No one an w red him. Th y were us d t strang b havior 

and strang motivations, but thjs was something so alien they 
cou]dn't even speculate about it. 

IV 

THEY DID 
1

T ]ike feeling suspicious. The emotion was so 
primitive it made them feel ashamed. But this was on n
counter with an ad anced race in \ hich suspicion cou ldn't 
be dispelled. Any race which seemed to be tampering with 
the affairs of other cultures had to be approached with cau
tion. 

They had been discussing the situation for half an hour, 
when the computer announced they were receiving a broad
cast from the fourth planet. Elinee switched on the screen 
and they saw the white Eb, Emcasa, standing by him elf. 

He started talking before they had time to bow. The words 
sped along the illuminated strip so fast they had trouble keep
ing up with them. 

'Tm embarrassed by what happened. I know you must 
think we're sa ages but don't think all Eb are like olten. 
The Togme of Bel and the (republic? democracy? nation?) of 
Kroon are going to destroy the world if they aren't stopped. 
For the last twenty years they've been engaged in an anns 
race. They've developed terrible bombs and they re heading 
toward a war which will destroy us. The Borg are our onl 
hope. The other two are going only because they're afraid the 
Borg will gi e us a new weapon. If they hadn't been allowed 
to come, the war would have started already. They threat
ened to destroy us if we didn't let them come." 

They listened with blank faces and increasing horror. The 
situation on the Eb world was e en worse than they had sus
pected. If it was really that bad everything th said bad to 
be preceded by careful thinking. E ery word the spoke 
would be exarnjned and pondered by the ri al Eb faction . A 
few words from them which gave a wrong irnpres i n or acci
dentally re ealed some minor bit of information could upset 
the delicate balance of power and trigger a catastrophe. 
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"We do not think you're savages," Roseka said. 
"You're being kind, but I thank you. I hope I will see you 

on the Borg world. Now I have to-" 
Somewhere behind Emcasa an Eb voice shouted. Nolten 

charged onto the screen and Emcasa whirled to meet him. 
They faced each other with their heads lowered and their 
horns pointed forward, a gesture which probably went back 
to the beginning of their race's history, and then Nolten put 
his hand in hfa fur and jerked out a two-pronged object which 
was undoubtedly a weapon. 

"What's going on here?'' Nolten demanded. 
Emcasa stepped back. His head dropped even lower, point

ing his horns at Nolten's stomach. The humans glanced at 
each other. J enorden got a vivid picture of tl1ose sharp little 
horns stabbing upward into the belly of an enemy. 

"I ought to kill you right here," Nolten said. 
A door opened and shut and Revliken hopped into the 

camera's field of vision. "Stop him!" Emcasa said. "He's try
ing to kill me." 

Revliken halted and faced the camera. His eye stalks moved 
slowly from No1ten to Emcasa. 

"Take his weapon," Emcasa urged. "Hurry!" 
"He was violating the treaty," Nolten said. "He was talking 

to the humans in secret. For all I know, he's already learned 
how to destroy us." 

"You suspicious primitive! Why would they teach me any
thing? Can't you see how advanced they are? To them we're 
like children." 

"We must return home at once," Nolten said. "You have 
broken the treaty. Revliken, you must return us to our planet." 

Emcasa turned on Revliken and gestured with both his 
hands. "He's been against this journey from the start. His 
people want me to fail." 

"I insist we return," Nolten said. 
Revliken bent his knees. "I will return you at once." 
"You can't," Emcasa said. "You're our last hope. We're 

doomed. You can't let us die." 
"Do you wish to return, Emcasa?" Revliken asked. 
"Didn't you hear what I just said?" 
"Do you wish to return, Emcasa?" 
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"Nol" 
Revliken bent his knees. 'We will do what you wish." 
"You just said you'd take us back," Nolten said. 
"If you wish to go on, we will take you to the Borg. If you 

wish to return to your own world, we will return you." 
"What about Emcasa?" 
"We will do what he wishes." 
"If he doesn't reh.1rn with me, I'll kill .him.', 
"He'll do it," Emcasa said. "Disarm him! Hurry!', 
Revliken didn't answer. His lumpy body was as motionless 

as a rock. 
"What are you waiting for?" Emcasa said. "What's wrong 

with you?" 
"We cannot interfere," Revliken said. 
Jenorden switched off his throat mike. "He can't interfere! 

What does he think he's doing?" 
"Are you coming?" Nolten repeated. 
"What's wrong with you?" Emcasa said. "You're destroying 

our last hope. You're dooming our entire race." 
Again a door opened and shut off-screen. Enrarkal strode 

into the picture and his big Eb eyes passed slowly from the 
Ivel to the other two Eb and then to the humans. 

"He was talking to the humans," Nolten said. "I caught 
him while he was doing it. He's violated the treaty." 

"I see." Enrarkal gestured at the camera with his horns. 
"Have you asked the humans if they told him anything?" 

"It doesn't matter. We're returning home." 
"Emcasa has agreed?" 
"If he doesn't go, I'll kill him." 
"The Togme will be proud of you.', Enrarkal touched horns 

at the humans. "Has Nolten asked you what happened?" 
"Emcasa called us to apologize," Roseka said. "He told 

us about the situation on your world, and when he said we 
must think you're savages, I told him we don't. That's all any 
of us said to him." · 

"Do you still think we aren't savages?" 
"Yes." 
Enrnrkal turned to Nolten. "Is there a record of the con

versation?" 
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·ng to g t fro h rg." 
Th in their swi chairs. one of them look d 

comfortable. The.it yes kept glancing from the screen to the 
clock. 

"This obli ates us•• Ros ka said. "'We have to investigate 
th Bor ,. I won't judge th m in ndvance, and I don't s e how 
any t chnolo ic 11y advanced race could be that stupid, but 
judging by what we've just seen, the Borg could be a menace 
to v ry r, ce in the g laxy." 

An hour p s ed. One by one, they drifted out of the control 
room. They were worried but they were too alive not to grow 
bored waiting in front of a blank screen. Veneleo nibbled a 
buHet in the dining area; Rose.lea studied some of her obser
vations on the last planet they bad visited, and Elinee and 
JPnorden practiced an ancient duet they had uncovered in 
the ship's musical records. All the while a smaU part of each 
brain thought about the situation on the fourth planet and 
waited for news. 

"Attention," the computer said. "Attention. We are receiv
ing a message from the fourth planet." 

In a moment they were all standing in the control room. 
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"I'll have the computer broad ast that, too." 
Revliken b nt his knees. Th scr n blank d and th y re

turned to the ommon. Roseka join d Venel at th ff t 
and Jenorden and Elin e continued pr cticing th du t. A ain 
the shutters sud across the tall windows. Eating cak and 
white meat, ipping delicate bev ra s and struggling with 
the complicated patterns of a shallow but interesting com
po er, they sped in minut over distan light cros ed. in 
years. 

They strolled to the control room as soon as the hip began 
to decelerate. 

"Attention," the computer said. "Attenti n. We are r ·v-
ing a message from the fourth plan t" 

"What Janguage?" Veneleo asked . 
.. Communal." 
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"'The Borg learn fast," Roseka said. 
"Repeat the message," Vene]eo ordered. 
"Welcome from the Borg and from the Ivel, the servants of 

the Borg. Will you accept visual transmission?" 
"An ,. swer yes. 
Jenorden switched on the screen. An Ivel appeared at once. 
"Welcome." The Ive] bent his knees. "I am Zi]v Klenev, of 

the race of the Ivel, the servants of the Borg. Please call me 
Zilv." 

Jenorden bowed. "I am Jenorden A 'Ley, a citizen of the 
human community. Please call me Jenorden." 

The others bowed and introduced themselves. "I am happy 
to meet you," Zilv said. "I will be your host and your guide 
as long as you are guests of the Borg. Quarters have already 
been prepared for you. We hope you will £nd them pleasant." 

"We appreciate your courtesy," Venelo said. 
"Thank you. The Borg wish to give you as much of their 

knowledge as you desire. If you will tell me now what your 
questions are, we can begin preparing a learning program for ,. 
you. 

"The Borg answer all questions?" Roseka asked. 
"V .. 1es. 
"How can I establish friendly relations with the Horta?" 
"Who are the Horta?" 
"A race we discovered several months ago. They're tele

paths." She paused, but Zilv said nothing, and of course there 
was no way they could interpret his expression. "They use 
their powers to enslave other beings. When we tried to con
tact them, they nearly destroyed us." 

"Can you give us a complete account of your encounter 
with the telepaths?" 

"Certainly." 
"111 have our ship broadcast it right away," Veneleo said . 
"We will prepare a learning program for you. Are there 

any other questions?" 
.. Is this the fust time you've heard anything about the 

Horta?" Jenorden asked. 
"Yes." 
"Then how can you teach us how to deal with themr• 
"'Whatever you wish to learn, the Borg will teach you." 
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Veneleo grinned. "How can I live forever and enjoy every 
punute of it?" 

vVe will prepare a learning program for you. Are there 
any other questions?" 

"Tell me how I can save the Sordini," Elinee said. 
"We will prepare a learning program for you. Do you have 

a question, Jenorden?" 
He had expected to encounter many strange things when 

he had left Earth to explore the stars, but this-this calm, 
almost mechanical voice promising to teach the answer to all 
of life's problems-was so incomprehensible he wasn't sure it 
was real. "Only one," he said. "It isn't very profound, but 
since the Borg answer all questions, I'm certain they won't 
mind answering mine." 

"Whatever you wish to learn, the Borg will teach you.'~ 
•Then tell me why the Borg are doing this." 
"'That is what you wish to learn?'' 
"'This is what I wish to learn." 
"'We will prepare a learning program for you ... 

V 

Sm.L CAUTIOUS, they made a reconaissance orbit of the Borg 
world. The planet was about half the diameter of Earth and 
about five light minutes from a small sun. The surface was 
an airless desert covered with large domes. 

"The domes are quarters for our guests," Zilv Klenev in
fonned them. "Yours is just south of the Borg dome. You'll 
see it in a moment. The Borg dome is the largest on the 
planet." 

Jenorden checked the board. The domes were at least 
seventy miles in diameter and a mile high. The Borg dome, 
when it came over the horizon, was about three times the 
diameter of the other domes. The board said it was twelve 
miles high. To the naked eye it seemed to be filled with a 
yellow and green atmosphere. 

The covenant of the human community made it immoral 
to leave the ship unattended. They could not risk having such 
power fall into the hands of beings who might not be quali-
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fled to control it. Leaving Elinee to be the fust guard, they 
descended in two orbit-to-ground vehicles. 

Zilv Klenev met them with a few courteous words and led 
them across the airless, dune-covered waste to the airlock 
The surface of the dome was opaque and unrevealing. Tak. 
ing no chances, Jenorden kept his left hand close to the but. 
ton which activated his shield. 

The outer door closed behind them. They waited, pre. 
pared for anything, and the inner door swung open. J enorden 
started forward and then the hospitality of the Borg over. 
whelmed his senses and he halted with one foot inside the 
door. Beside him Roseka and Veneleo froze, too. 

There was a broad, swift stream, and there was a lake, 
and there were woods and hills and fields . The gravity was 
Earth normal and the sky was Earth blue. In front of them, 
on the side of a hill, there was a rambling stone house. 

Jenorden looked up. For the first time in eight years he 
saw white clouds sailing majestically across the sky. 

"Do you like it?" Zilv asked. "If you want it modified, tell 
us." 

"It's fine," Veneleo whispered. 
"You can take your suits off if you wish. You don't have to 

fear disease." 
Jenorden was so overcome his hand was on his zipper be

fore he remembered the covenant. "We can't." 
"Even if weve overlooked something and you get a disease, 

we can cure you. " 
"It would be immoral. We can't endanger the community. 

When you're dealing with disease there are too many un
known factors." 

"How long did you have to prepare this?" Roseka asked. 
"Six of your hours and nineteen of your minutes." 
Jenorden was awed. No engineers known to mankind could 1 

equal the feat. The Borg might well be the most powerful 
race in the galaxy. 

That night the scene looked more alien. The close, bright 
stars of the cluster filled the sky and the Borg dome domi
nated the horizon. Every time they looked out the rear win
dows of the house, they saw the giant yellow and green 
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dome just over the top of the hill. Occasionally they glimpsed 
titanic black shapes, the Borg themselves. 

Jenorden spent most of the hours after dinner staring at 
that lurid dome and brooding about what it meant. Even after 
he went to bed, he got up several times and went to the 
window. 

They began their studies the next afternoon. Their class
rooms, which Zilv had taken them through as soon as they 
were settled, were in a one-story building on the side of the 
hill. For each of them there was a room the size of an audi
torium with a big spherical screen in the center and a variety 
of equipment grouped around a swivel arm chair. 

A Borg appeared in the sphere as soon as J enorden sat 
down. "Welcome, Jenorden A'Ley, citizen of the human 
community. Welcome. Welcome from all the Borg." 

Peering through the thin yellow and green mist which sur
rounded the Borg, he could detect no exterior organs. The 
black shape seemed featureless. Judging by what he had seen 
the night before, the image was about a third actual size. 

"Your hospitality is overwhelming," he said. 
"Thank you. We hope you profit from your studies.'' 
"Can you tell me how long they'll take?" 
"That question will be answered during your program." 
"Why can't you answer it now?" 
"That question, too, will be answered during your pro-

" gram. 
"I can't understand why you have to set up a complete 

program for a question every being who comes here must 
ask." 

"You ask a great many questions, Jenorden." 
"You present a great many mysteries." 
"We ~ant to teach you everything you wish to learn."' 
"Then when do you start giving me answers?" 
"Now. May you profit from your studies." 
The Borg disappeared. The lights went out and the screen 

darkened. In perfect Communal, a voice began describing 
the beginning of the universe. Light Bickered through the 
black sphere. Clouds of radiant dust appeared and then the 
dust condensed into stars. Hosts of galaxies wheeled before 
his eyes. 
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The lecture was elementary, but it awed him even more 
than it had when he first studied the subject. As the specta. 
cle unfolded, as the planets acquired life, and life acquired 
intelligence, and the first ships probed in each galaxy-and 
there were more galaxies in the universe than there were 
stars in any galaxy-the immensity of the drama evoked emo
tions so strong he sometimes forgot he was watching a screen. 
He was present at the actual creation of the cosmos. 

A single galaxy filled the screen. The focus narrowed to a 
small yellow star and then to one planet. The calm, undra. 
matic narrator listed the planet's major characteristics. 

"Now we will study the history of the race which inhabits 
this world." 

Again he was present at an awesome beginning, the birth 
of a world. Each stage in the planet's geological development 
was pictured and described. By the end of the second hour, 
the lecture had just arrived at the period in which intelligent 
life first appeared. 

Jenorden pressed a button marked Question. An Ivel ap
peared and bent his knees. 

"Why are you giving me this lecture?" Jenorden asked. 
"That is a new question," the Ivel said. "We will have to 

prepare a new program." 
"Why can't you just tell me?" 
"That is a new question also." 
"Would the new course be any shorter than this on.e?" 
"I don' t know." 
"What are you people trying to do?" 
"We are trying to serve the Borg." 
"What are the Borg trying to do?" 
"Jenorden, that is the question you originally asked." 
He closed his eyes. "Continue the lecture." 
Two hours later, having watched a race of blood sucking 

parasites begin to discover its newly mutated brain could be ' 
useful, he wandered into the next classroom and found Roseka 
was also watching the early history of an intelligent race. 
When she finally noticed him, she nodded and immediately 
returned her attention to the lecture. 

In the next room Veneleo was watching a discussion be
tween two beings so far &om human in shape they made 
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Jenorden feel visual1y disoriented. It was several minutes be
fore he could see them clearly. They seemed to be arguing 
about the relationship between social organization and ocean
shaping. The discussion made little sense to him, but Veneleo 
was smiling and nodding his head. He tiptoed out of the 
room and went for a walk. 

"Whatever the Borg are," Roseka said that evening, 
"they're master teachers. I don't think I could forget if I tried. 
And they did al1 this, setting up a program in our own lan
guage, in less than two days! I don't think any other race in 
the galaxy could do that." 

"It's impressive," Jenorden said. "I'll be even more im
pressed when I start getting some answers. We've given them 
quite a list, haven't we? They're going to teach us how to 
deal with the Horta-even though they bad to ask us who 
the Horta are-and Veneleo wants immortality, and they're 
going to tell Emcasa how to make peace .... " 

"It's hard to believe," Roseka said. "And yet, why go to all 
this trouble if they can't do it?" 

"Why go to all this trouble if they can do it?" 
"Maybe it's some form of amusement," Veneleo said. "It 

makes as much sense as exploring the galaxy, or writing . ,, 
music. 

"Then why be so secretive about it?" 

VI 

EVERY DAY, he spent at least nine hours in the lecture room. 
U the Borg really intended to answer his question, he wanted 
to hear the answer soon. 

He sat through the entire history of the blood sucking para
sites, who died of disease only a few millenia after they ac
quired intelligence, and after that he again witnessed the 
birth of a world and the slow evolution of its life forms. This 
time the lecture on evolution went on several hours longer 
than the previous one had, and still no intelligent life form 
had appeared on the screen. Every minute detail, even the 
mating habits of obscure insects, was being included in the 
lecture. Exasperated, he pressed the question button and 
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again demanded they tell him how long the program was 
supposed to last. 

"How do I know this program has an end? How do I know 
you aren't trying to avoid answering me?" 

"You don't," the Ivel said. 
"Am I supposed to trust your' 
"If you wish to learn the answer to your question, you 

have to." 
At the end of the ninth of the planet's twenty-seven hour 

days, he used the orbit-to-ground vehicle to travel to the 
Borg dome. Standing with his chin resting on his hand, he 
watched the giant black shapes appear and disappear among 
the shifting gases. He stayed there a long time, thinking and 
staring, and then he returned to his imitation Earth and sat 
in his sleeping room playing a group of harsh, passionate 
songs. 

When he put down his bow, he left the house and walked 
down the hill to the dome Zilv lived in just inside the airlock. 
"I want to visit the other domes," he said. "Is that permitted?" 

"Yes," Zilv said. 
"Will you come with me and make the introductionsr• 
"I can come with you but I cannot interfere." 
"What can you do?" 
"I can answer questions." 
'T d like to start with the Eb. Can you tell me how I can 

contact them?" 
"You can use the screen in your dome. You have to call the 

Ivel dome first and tell them what you want." 
"If we go places where I don't know the language, can 

you act as interpreter?" 
"Yes." 
He used the next day, his turn to guard the ship, to learn 

all three Eb languages. It was hard work, even with drugs 
and the learning programs the computer prepared for him, 
but it was relief to get out of his suit. He did most of his 
learn ing while swimming naked in the pool. 

He caJled the Eb the next morning. Emcasa and N. Rar
kal- from his language studies he had 1 arned Enrarkal was 
an incorrect rend ring-both sounded pleas d to h ar from 
him. Nolten was courteous. When he sugge ted a visit, Em-
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casa told him he could come that afternoon. After a hurried 
conference the other two agreed. 

The Eb dome was near the north pole and the trip took 
about two hours. Elinee and Zilv accompanied him. 

The Eb greeting ceremonies were simple and brief. As 
they wallced from the airlock to the Eb dwelling, making po
lite conversation, Jenorden learned something else about N. 
Rarkal. The emissary from the Republic of Kroon was a fe
male, or at least of the child bearing sex. 

The Eb dwelling was a circular metal wall. Inside the wall, 
each inhabitant seemed to have a small covered dwelling of 
bis own. Their hosts Jed them to a shallow pit in the center 
of the ring and as soon as they were all seated around the 
edges of the pit, Jenorden and Emcasa began exchanging 
information. 

Emcasa had been spending ten to twelve hours a day in 
the lecture room, with Nolten and N. Rarkal keeping watch 
on him, and he was obviously growing impatient. His com
plaints were vehement. He, too, had asked the Borg how long 
his program was going to take, and received no answer. Since 
his arrival, he had been watching a lecture on the evolution 
of a race with a history very similar to the history of the Eb. 
Then, just this morning, as the lecture reached the mo
ment when the race developed weapons of mass destruction, 
the subject had changed. He was now watching the evolution 
of a race so unlike the Eb it had seventeen sexes and the 
entire planet was one consciousness. 

"Did you ever think of asking them my question?" Jenorden 
asked. 

"Many times," N. Rarkal said. 
"You can't understand how I feel," Emcasa said. "When 

they came to us it was a gift from the sky. All I could think 
of was saving my people." 

"Do you still think the Borg can help you?" 
"I have to." 
"What do you think, N. Rarkal?" 
"I don't think anything," N. Rarkal said. "How can I? 

We're dealing with th unknown. The Bor ma gi e us in
formation we can u e and th n again they may not. E en if 
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they tell us something, it will probably do more harm than 
good." 

He turned to Nolten. "What do you think?" 
"Evaluation isn't my job," Nolten said. 
"That's the attitude," Emcasa said. "His people all think 

like that. That's why their precious Togme is leading them 
straight into suicide. I can imagine how stupid we must seem 
to beings like you." 

Embarrassed, Jenorden returned to discussing what the 
Borg had been teaching Emcasa. The world consciousness on 
the planet Emcasa was currently studying sounded fascina
ting. He tried to get more details, but after a few minutes the 
conversation suddenly turned into a tirade by Emcasa on the 
follies of the Eb. 

N. Rarkal interrupted with an impatient-looking gesture 
with her horns. "Perhaps our guests would like some enter
tainment." 

"Thank you," Jehorden said. 'That's very thoughtful of you. 
It sounds to me like we've discussed everything we can." 

"Do you enjoy the hunt?" 
Emcasa made a strange sound. "The humans are civilized 

people! I'm sorry, Jenorden. I'm sorry she offended you. On 
her part of our world, they still kill animals for amusement." 

N. Rarkal jumped to her feet. "You insulting boor!" 
Her head lowered and her horns pointed straight at Em

casa's chest. Jenorden and Elinee glanced at each other. 
Jenorden's calves and thighs tensed slightly and he primed 
himself to jump backward out of the pit. 

"The treaty,' Nolten shouted. "N. Rarkall" 
N. Rarkal didn't move. Emcasa stood up and the two of 

them faced each other across the diameter of the pit. 
"Emcasa Mefala," N. Rarkal said, "if it weren't for the 

treaty I'd kill you here and now." 
Emcasa turned to Jenorden. "That's our basic problem. 

The two most primitive countries have the strongest weap
ons. No other country wanted to make such things." 

"What do you hunt?" Jenorden asked N. Rarkal. 
N. Rarkal raised her head. "An animal called the herkan. 

We breed it so it will be as dangerous as possible." 
"What's it like?'' 
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"Would you like to look at one?'' 
"Certainly." 
"I'll have to drive us there. They're a few miles down the 

road." 
"If we hunt them, can I use my own weapon?'' 
"Of course. You can decide for yourself if it's good 

enough." 
He bowed. "Thank you." 
"Do you hunt on your world?'' 
"We do whatever we please." 
"You sound like you've been lucky." 
"We have been. I'm sorry I can't tell you more." 
•111 get a car. I'll meet you outside in a minute." 
"Are you really going to hunt this animal?" Elinee asked in 

Communal. · 
"I may. I'll decide after I've looked at it." 
"You can't resist a new experience, can you?'' 
"I won't do it if it looks too dangerous." 
She smiled. "I can't believe you." 
He turned to Emcasa and Nolten. "Are you coming with 

us, honored gentlemen?'' 
"I have to," Nolten said. 
"Of course," Emcasa said. "Certainly." 
N. Rarkal drnve them to the herkan in a noisy open car. 

The dome was as spacious as the dome the Borg had provided 
the humans but it was much colder and the vegetation was 
a darker green. Jenorden had to raise the temperature of his 
suit twice before they reached a long, flat building several 
minutes drive from the Eb dwelling. 

He wondered if he was really going to hunt with N. Rar
kal. It wasn't as obvious as Elinee thought. Already he could 
feel an odd numbness in his anns and legs and a strange sen
sation in the pit of his stomach, the fear he had learned about 
but had never felt very strongly until the day he fought the 
Horta. 

When they entered the building they were greeting by 
wild shrieks th noise of huge bodies thrashing against m tal 
bars, and the whir of many wings . The clamor oked primi
tive, disturbing emotions in Jenorden's ps che but he and 
Elinee looked around them with their usual air of · hn. They 
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were standing at one end of a bare, well lighted corridor. On 
each side of the corridor were big cages with thick, iron bars, 
and in each cage, shrieking at them and angrily beating 
several pairs of stubby wings, was a long, many legged animal. 

The animal closest to the door had pulled itself up the 
front of its cage and was holding itself erect by gripping the 
bars with its foremost pairs of legs. Looking down on them 
it shrieked and tried to push its blunt, primitive face be
tween the bars. 

- The teeth were bad enough. They looked as vicious as any 
teeth Jenorden had seen on any living creature in the galaxy. 
But even worse than the teeth were the two sets of claws, 
mounted on short arms, which grew from the fur on each side 
of the face. As they watched, the animal turned its head and 
got one set of claws between the bars. The long nails moved 
up and down and it was unpleasantly easy to imagine them 
raking living flesh. 

"They certainly look deadly," Jenorden said. 
N. Rarkal led them down the corridor. "They are deadly. 

They're the best opponents a brave man can have." She 
paused in front of a cage. You can't see them until they leap. 
When they charge, they're faster than a car, and when they 
leap, the wings add to their speed. We added the wings and 
the face claws by breeding." 

"'That's quite a feat." 
"Thank you. We also increased their intelligence. By the 

best measure we've got, they're twice as intelligent as any 
other animal on our planet. When they hunt together, they 
cooperate. Only suicides ever hunt more than two or three at 
once." 

Jenorden's hand kept straying to his pistol. Elinee was 
right. He couldn't resist a new experience. 

"The hunting ground is right outside," N. Rarkal said. "In
side that stone wall. The Borg built us a big one. To hunt 
them all you do is walk through it. Sooner or later you see a 
ripple in the grass. That's the herkan hunting you. You get 
one shot when it leaps." 

"Are you going to hunt with her?" Elinee asked Jenorden 
in Communal. 
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"She hasn't repeated her invitation." He smiled. "That's 
the most considerate trung she's done so far. " 

"It's unbelievable," Emcasa said. "Visit their country and 
this is all you hear: who's the best hunter, who breeds the 
most vicious animals, when the next public hunt ·will be. It's 
hard to understand, isn't it? I suppose it's been thousands of 
years since your people behaved like that." 

Jenorden stared at the row of cages. He wondered how 
Emcasa would react if he told him it had only been four 
hundred years since the period when sober observers had , 
been afraid the human race was going to destroy itself in a 
thermonuclear war. 

He stared at the row of cages. One shot . . . His reflexes 
were good and so was his coordination. He was probably a 
better, faster shot than any Eb now living. He had the ad
vantage of all the improvements two centuries of genetic en
gineering had made in the human physique, plus a life span 
so long he had been able to spend leisurely decades training 
his body. 

The herkan shrieked and pushed against the bars. Its eyes 
glared at him with angry cunning. 

"Are you ready for the hunt?" he asked N. Rarkal. 
"'You'll join me?" 
-Yes." 
She stared at him. "I wonder what you're feeling right 

now. Forgive my bad manners, but that expressionless ac
cent of your conceals the biggest mystery I've ever encoun
tered. What kind of being has all the powers you have and 
can still enjoy the hunt?" 

•Tm sorry I'm a mystery to you. I'd like to be your friend." 
"In my country when two people hunt the herkan together, 

they're friends for life, no matter what else comes between 
them." 

He bowed. "Thank you. I'm honored." 
"We'd better go now. It's getting late." 
She started walking toward the door. As they passed 

each cage, the animal inside shrieked and threw itself against 
the bars. 

"I let a herkan loose in the field two days ago," N. Rarkal 
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said. "By now it should be ready for us, hungry but not 
weak." 

She led him to the high wall behind the bui]ding. Together 
they ]iftcd a ladder and placed it against the chi1ly stone. 
She drew a double barreled pistol from under her fur and 
examined it, and Jenorden drew bis own weapon and had 
E)jnee make sure his converter was all right. 

They went up the ladder. For a moment he stood on the 
walJ and looked around, tiling in the open sky and the long 
sweep of grns ·y field in front of him. The sun was to their left 
and behind them and the clouds were slowly changing color, 
from light orange to deep red. 

"I always stop, too," N. Rarkal said. 
"Can Elinee stand here while we're hunting?" 
"Certainly. She'll be safe." 
He waved to Elinee and she came up the ladder with 

No]ten behind her. Zilv and Emcasa looked like they were 
going to stay on the ground and then Emcasa made a gesture 
Jenorden couldn't interpret and he came up the ladder, too. 

N. Rarka] shaded her eyes with her hand. "Look for ripples 
in the grass. If you don't see any, our adversary is at the other 
end. They never stop moving." 

They pulled up the ladder and Jet it cfown the inner face 
of the wall. N. RarkaJ went down first, while J enorden 
watched the field for her. Gun ready, she crouched at the 
foot of the ladder. Jenorden turned to Elinee and let his face 
reveal all his complex feelings, including his awareness he 
might never be this dose to Elinee or any other woman, again. 

"Jenorden ... " She tried to show him what she felt and 
then she shook her head hopelessly. "I'd have to make a 
speech to tell you how I feel." 

"I know." He squeezed her hand. "Tonight. We'll go back 
to the ship." 

"Yes." She Jocked at him with a tenderness he had seen 
only a few times before, and then only when they were alone 
together. 

He c1imbed down the ladder and he and N. Rarkal moved 
forward. Waist-high grass rustled against the fabric of his 
suit. 

"Don't relax your guard for a moment," N. Rarkal said. 
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"This isn't a game. The herkan was bred to be a fit adversary 
for warriors." Her yes traversed the field as she talk d. "Did 
I teJl you to aim for the head? That's the only place you can 
kill them." 

He and Roseka had a big job waiting for them. He did not 
know a single normal, healthy human who risked his life sim
ply for the excitment of it. Anything so unusual had to be 
analyzed until every suspicion of sickness had been allayed. 

He froze. With his left hand he pointed at a far off move
ment in the grass. 

N. Rarkal lowered her head. "Let's spread apart." She 
edged away from him and he moved the other way until 
they were several yards apart. They crouched above the grass 
and watched the oncoming ripple. The grass moved so vio
lently it was easy to imagine the huge body running along 
the ground. As N. Rarkal had told him, it moved quite a bit 
faster than her car. 

"He's attacking you, Jenorden.', 
He nodded. His legs wanted to tremble, but his brain 

had them under control. 
The ripple stopped. Confused, he tried to look where it 

bad been. 
"This one's a coward," N. Rarkal called. "Stay alert. He 

may not charge until he's almost on us." 
"What if he's circling us?" 
"Move this way. We'd better stand back to back." 
He edged toward her, making a complete turn every step. 

His back felt naked. No matter which way he looked, he felt 
certain the animal was coming at him from another direction. 

For several minutes they stood back to back in the middle 
of the field. Somewhere, moving so slowly and gently not a 
blade of grass was disturbed, the herkan was creeping along 
on its belly. The wall, with Elinee and the others silhouetted 
on top of it, looked like something in a far off dream. 

"Do they do this often?" he asked. 
"We've drawn a bad one. Now and then we get one like 

this." 
"Is he trying to wear us down?" 
"He could be. They can be very intelligent.'' 
"How many have you killedr' 
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"'Fourteen. I've been on more hunts, but on the others 'the 
people I was with did the killing." 

"How often does the herkan kill the hunter?" 
"Often enough to make it dangerous." 
Two hundred yards away, perhaps three hundred, the 

grass moved. It could have been the wind or a trick of his 
eyes. He tried to focus on the place where he had seen it. 

The herkan leaped from the grass. Shrieking with all the 
power of its lungs, it hurtled toward him with its wings beat
ing and its claws fully extended. 

He brought his gun up. N. Rarkal had been right. He 
would have one shot. And he couldn't fire hastily, either. He 
had to aim. In less than three seconds he had to get the head 
and eyes between the sights, and he had to calculate the 
proper lead and step out of the way the moment he fired. 
Even the dead animal could kill him. 

The head disappeared. He fell . to one side and the body 
hurled past him and crashed into the ground. 

N. Rarkal was yelling at him. ,.Good! Good! Wonderful! 
You didn't have any warning at all! Magni.ficentl" 

He was lying .Bat on the grass. His fingers felt so numb be 
couldn't grip the butt of his pistol. He raised his head and 
Jooked thankfully at the sky. 

He stood up and shoved his gun into its holster. A furred 
hand touched his wrist. Two big eyes studied his face. 

He squeezed her band. He was too full of emotion to worry 
about what the gesture might mean to her. 

He walked to the body and stared at it. This wasn't the 
first time he had killed an animal. Du.ring his education be 
had been required to slaughter several meat animals with his 
own hands, and he had also had to watch the painless slaugh
ter machines do the job. It was unhealthy to eat meat and 
repress the knowledge it was the flesh of killed animals. 

It would have been equally unhealthy to have killed and 
not contemplated the consequences of his act. Squatting in 
the grass flattened by the huge carcass, he examined the 
mangled head, and ran his eyes along the length of the body. 
There had been something terrible and magnificent in the 
universe and now it was gone. 

"What are you doing?" N. Rarkal said. 
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•1t•s a ritual my p ople have." 
"You cont mplate your victory? You think about your 

courage?" 
"Something like that." 
'Tm sorry. I think I'm prying." 
"I'm· sorry I can't be more open. What do you do with the 

herkan after you kill it?" 
"We clear the ground and burn the body wh re it lies." 
"I'll help you." 
They labored together, uprooting the grass for several 

yards around the body so the fire wouldn't spread. They 
burned the animal until its bones were bare of flesh and then 
they kicked dirt and cold ashes on the skeleton and returned 
to the wall. 

As he stepped onto the wall Elinee gave him her hand. 
Her face expressed emotions even more complex and varied 
than they had been when he left her. 

"Roseka and I have a lot to talk about," Jenorden said. 
"Do you feel guilty?" 
"I don't think so. I'll have to talk to Roseka." 
N. Rarkal drove them to the airlock. As they were saying 

goodbye, Emcasa suddenly asked Jenorden if he could ac
company the humans when they visited the other domes. 

"My government sent a pressurized tractor with me but 
it's too slow. Will there be room in your craft?" 

"Won't Nolten and N. Rarkal object?" 
"We certainly will," Nolten said. "If he leaves the dome, 

we have to go with him." 
"I can't take all of you, Emcasa. Our vehicle only holds 

six, and there'll be two or three of us and you'll be wearing 
bulky suits." 

"Will you do it if the others let me go alone?" 
Jenorden thought. He was certain Nolten and N. Rarkal 

would veto the idea. 
"All right. If the others don't object, we'll take you with 

us." 
"We'll talk it over," Emcasa said. "I'll call you when we 

decide." 
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VII 

"1 TIIINX we've discovered why you're doing this," Roseka 
said. "Now we have to determine if it's healthy." 

Jenorden slumped onto his spine. The struggle to under
stand his emotions had always been hard for him and these 
last two hoUis had been even harder than usual. 

"What do you think?" Roseka asked. "Do you think it's 
healthy?" She was pacing the floor, as she often did when 
she questioned them. 

"I wouldn't if I were doing it out of cruelty or because I 
want to die. But I'm not. And the animal isn't a substitute for 
something I hate and cnn't admit I hate, either." 

"We've eliminated all those motivations, all right. But still, 
do you think it's unhealthy?'' 

He shook his bead slowly. 
"Are you sure?" Roseka asked. 
"No, and neither are you." 
"Do you want to go hunting again?'' 
"Not now. In a few days I may want to." 
"You've got a complex group of emotions this thing satis

fies. Excitement. Pleasure in your own competence. That 
other feeling, that intensifying of sensory impressions. And of 
course there's the conflict that's probably the basis of most 
of your personality-your hunger for life versus your feeling 
that life is futile. You want to face death partly because 
you're afraid your idea that life is pointless will someday 
make you an unfeeling robot. You want to confront that fear 
and struggle with it. Are there any emotions there you're 
ashamed of?" 

"I'm not exactly proud of what you call my sense of fu
tility. But that isn't a motivation. I'm going.. hunting so I can 
fight that. I have a feeling I shoul.d be ashamed, and yet 
every time I face danger I feel as if I'm learning something. 
Thfa is an experience very few humans have anymore. Who 
knows what the standards are?'' 

"Are you willing to be analyzed every time you do it?'' 
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He thought for a moment. •rm not sure I think it's worth 
ft." 

"I don't think you should hunt if you aren't willing to be 
analyzed every time you come back from it." 

She was right. He hated analysis but he knew this was 
something they had to observe carefully. Any behavior this 
unusual was as potentially dangerous to the community as a 
new virus. 

"It looks like I have to," he said. 
He was glad the next day was Roseka's turn to guard the 

ship. After two restless hours in the lecture room, he went for 
a long hike. He stayed out all day. When it rained in the late 
afternoon, he stood in a meadow and tried to pretend the 
water was running down his skin instead of his suit. 

When he returned from the hike Elinee told him Emcasa 
had called. Nolten and N. Rarkal had agreed he could ac
company the bum~ns on their travels. 

"I wonder how he did that," Jenorden said. 
"I couldn't tell. When are you going to start?" 
"I was thinking about tomorrow. Do you mind if I start 

without you? Tomorrow's your day on the ship, isn't it?" 
"You'll have to do some of your exploring without me any

way." 
N. Rnrkal called shortly after sundown. "We hunted to

gether," she said, "and therefore I trust you in spite of the gulf 
between us . If Emcasa does anything or learns anything which 
may be dangerous, will you tell us at once?" 

"Certainly," Jenorden said. "I'll call you after every trip 
and tell you everything that happened." 

"He made such a fuss about it I finally said he could do it 
if you agreed to watch him for us. He said he'd go exploring 
in his tractor without us, and of course if he did that Nolten 
would insist we return to our own world." 

"Don't you want to return to your own world?" 
"Not yet. I come from an adventurous people. I don't know 

if the Borg will teach us how to make peace, but if I had to 
leave now I'd be very disappointed." 

"Suppose Emcasa learns something that will be dangerous 
even if you know he knows it?" 

"We can always kill him. He knows the risk he's talcing." 
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didn't, his xplorntions might eventually force the Borg to try 
and stop him, and thus reveal som hing of th ir m tives. 

During the next few we ks they visited sev ral domes. Jen
orden soon ohserv d an obvious pattern. Most of the beings 
living in the dom s had asked for pow r, or for s me knowl
edge whJ h would give them p w r, and the B r 1 had beg n 
their educ tion by teaching them hist ry and phil sophy. 

There was, for example, a group of beings who called 
themselv s th Ersar~Aswero crar. They represented the domi
ant political division of their race and th y . had ask d the 
Borg how th ir gov rnment could conqu r the rest f th ir 
world. For three ye rs th y bad be n studying philosophy 
and history. They were g tting impatient, but their rul rs 
had told them to go to the Borg planet and do what the B rg 
told them until they were ordered to return, and their rul rs 
were never disobeyed. A primitive race, armed with oss 
bows and swords and w aring armor, th ir social system ap
parently used the most primitive techniques for getting people 
to cooperate. 

For awhile Jcnorden was fascinated by th m. Th y seemed 
to have some kind of herd instinct, wruch was rare in in lli
gent races. They r pr duced in groups of sixteen males or 
sixteen femal s, and each group remain d together aJl it-; life, 
uniting with a group of th pposite sex to produce a mature 
crar. When they talked to their visitors, th y talked as a 
group and re ·ted as a group. Swiftly, witho t any r gard 
for manners, one w u]d speak, and then another would om
ment, r even interrupt, and the pr cess of hfoking would 
flow through th group as if it were traveling along on nerv
ous system, until finally a consensus was stat d. Th fr t
ing ccrem ni s were precise, complicated drills which were 
executed without any,me brivin rd rs. 

Roughly humanoi~ th y were thick sl<lnn d and about 
five feet tall. B au e th ir br in was locat d in h ir torso, 
wher it was prot ct d by th ir thick, arm r d ch sts, th ir 
head was just a tiny l mp on top of their body, a lump wjth 
a mouth, a br athing organ in th re r, ars n th sid , 
and two tiny y · s covered with a h rd, transpar n substan e. 
Their mu:;clcs looked powerful. They mov d in l ng b und , 
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covering so much ground with each stride that they were 
several times faster than a running human. 

Their world was dark and rugged, with winds so strong 
there was a constant flow of grit and small rocks occasionally 
Bew through the air. They had just started using windmills 
to generate electricity. · 

In the dome next to the Ersar-Aswero lived a lone being 
who belonged to a race which appeared to be at least as ad
vanced as the hwnan community. "Please call me Rotrudo," 
he greeted them. "I have a few other names, but that's good 
enough." He was almost three times the height of a human. 
His arms and legs were long and skinny and his head seemed 
ridiculously small on such a large body. 

According to his own words, he had been on the planet 
more than fifty years. He was so gentle and courteous Jenor
den was amazed to learn he had asked the Borg how he 
could become the ruler of the galaxy. 

"Repeat my question, Zilvl Are you sure you translated 
correctly?" 

"My translation is correct. Your language and his are very 
similar. Your word ruler and the word I translated ruler have 
almost the same semantic content." 

"Ask him if he really expects the . Borg to teach him that" 
"What kind of madness is this?" Emcasa asked. 
"I used to doubt the Borg," Rotrudo answered, "but I don't 

any more. Thirty local years ago I asked them how long it 
was going to take and they told me another hundred and 
sixty local years. I consider an answer that discouraging evi
dence of their sincerity. If they had been trying to encourage 
me to stay here, they would have told me it would take much 
less." 

"Don't you think they may have known you would think 
that way?'' 

"Perhaps. But how can the members of one race under
stand a single member of another race that well? I can't be
lieve it." 

"Do you think you've learned anything about their mo-
tiv s?" · 

"For many years now they have been teaching me the cus
toms, history and philosophy of many racei. I am certain 

60 



I WANT THE STARS 

they are giving me a moral preparation before they give me 
the power to establish my rule. If I succeed, I will be a wise 
ruler." 

They talked for a long time. Long before they finished, 
Jenorden decided Rotrudo's question wasn't as insane as it 
had first appeared. Rotrudo had contemplated the chaos of 
the galaxy during many years of wandering, and he had de
cided one consciousness must eventually establish its rule and 
bring order to the pointless flowering of intelligent life. 

"The galaxy must have a purpose," he said, "and only a 
single consciousness can give it a purpose. And no group of 
races could ever determine a single purpose. Only one con
sciousness completely devoted to this single aspect of life, can 
hope to be successful. The need is great! All over the galaxy 
intelligent beings are dying of despair. Entire races lose their 
passion to live and create as soon as they leave their native 
worlds and learn how immense their environment is." 

"Agreed," Jenorden said. "But if the Borg can teach you 
what you've asked, why don't they rule the galaxy them
selves?" 

"I've wondered about that many times. Before I leave here 
I'll probably know." 

"How much of your life span are you gambling?" 
"I will have less than a century to live when I leave here." 
Emcasa made a growling sound which meant he was 

startled. Both human faces showed horror at such a com
mitment of life. 

"What have you asked the Borg?" Rotrudo asked. 
"I asked them why they're doing all this." 
"And they gave you a learning program, and you grew 

impatient and decided to visit the rest of us and see if you 
could find out by yourself." 

"Yes." 
"Have you some other goal which makes you impatient to 

move on?" 
"Yes. I want to visit every star, learn everything there is to 

learn, and experience everything there is to experience." 
"And you thought I was insane." 
Jenorden laughed. "At least I'm not cooped up in a dome." 
"Sometimes this dome seems bigger than the galaxy. Give 
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the Borg a chance. Go back to your dome and study for a 
few years . See if you don't come to have faith in them." 

"The Borg bring some extremely primitive races here," 
Eli.nee said. "Doesn't that bother you? Even if they give their 
students years of moral preparation, how can they be cer
tain a particular individual has grown enough to handle the 
knowledge they can give him? How can they understand so 
many strange psychologies that well?" 

"I believe the Borg know what they're doing." 
"Why?" 
"Have you ever seen or heard of a race as powerful as the 

Borg?" 
"That doesn't mean they can do everything," Jenorden said. 
"Doesn't it make you think they can do anything they 

claim they can do?" 
"But what are they getting from all this?" 
"Why do you explore the stars?" 
"To learn. To experience. We get something every place 

we go. What are they getting?" 
Emcasa put a heavy, gauntleted hand on Jenorden's shoul

der. "Jenorden, excuse me. It's late." 
Jenorden nodded. "We have to go, Rotrudo." 
"Visit me again. I have something I'd like to show you. My 

race has a work of art-our only one, it replaced all the others 
we've created-which we think is the ultimate expression of 
our being. Would you like to see it?" 

"Yes," Elinee said. "Very much. It sounds exciting." 
Rotrudo showed them to the airlock. Emcasa looked wor

ried, but Elinee took the controls as ~oon as they were settled 
in the vehicle, and they made a perfect air less landing beside 
the Eb dome less than an hour after they left Rotrudo. 

Emcasa struggled to his feet. "Jenorden, will you walk to 
the dome with me? I'm afraid I may run out of air." 

"Certainly." 
He followed Emcasa into the airlock and they walked across 

the harsh wasteland to the dome. His muscles ached with the 
effort it took to move as slowly as the bulky spacesuit made ' 
Emcasa walk. 

"I want to ask you something," Emcasa radioed. "I have a 
favor to ask. We can talk in private here. You know 
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what the situation is on my wo~ld. You know a race is about 
to die. A whole race! A thousand million intelligent be
ings! Does our fate arouse your pity?" 

"More than you1l ever know. What do you want? You 
don't have to make speeches, Emcasa." 

"I know the Borg can't help us in time. Our race may be 
extinct already. Believe me, we were on the verge of extinc
tion when we left home." 

"Go on." Jenorden tried to keep his voice flat and noncom
mital. 

"You have to help us. Only you can help us.'~ 
"You don't understand. Anything we give you will do more 

hann than what you already have." 
"I do understand. I don't want you to give us weapons. I 

have as little faith in my people as you do." 
"Then what do you want?" 
"Come and rule us. Make us stop fighting. Make us unify. 

I saw how powerful the Borg ship is and I know your ship is 
just as powerful. You can do it. No weapon we have can stop 
you. You could orbit our planet and train your weapons on us. 
If any country did anything which would lead to war, you 
could destroy them. And once we'd disarmed and were living 
in peace-it would only take a few years-then you could 
leave us." 

J enorden felt sick. Killing in self defense was tolerable, but 
mass slaughter, even thinking about threatening mass slaugh
ter, was revolting. In the first years of his education he had 
been taught a moral principle which he couldn't forget. He 
could kill one or two . or even ten in self defense, but at some 
point there was a limit to the price he could set on his own 
life. The Eb hadn't learned that yet, and therefore they were 
in danger, but it was up to them to. prove their competence. 
If they failed, they weren't fit to continue evolving. There was 
no room in the universe for people who could build powerful 
weapons and then couldn't control themselves enough to sur~ 
vive their own ingenuity. 

"We can't." He put a hand on the spacesuited shoulder. 
''I'm sorry. Don't ask me to explain why. We can't." 

"Don't you care what happens to us?" 
"Goodbye, Emcasa." 
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He turned on his_ heel. A gauntleted hand reached for his 
shoulder but he evaded it and strode toward· the ship. 

"J enordenf I beg you!" 
There was nothing he could do. He couldn't even tell them 

the terrible truth that in this test they were alone and success 
was not guaranteed. Learning that was part of the test. 

"Monster! Insect! You have the passions of an insect!" 
He trudged up the ladder. He radioed Elinee to take off 

while he was still inside the airlock. 
That evening he called the Eb dome and told Emcasa he 

couldn't accompany them anymore. That should have been 
clear already, but Emcasa made a long oration, growing more 
and more emotional, until he had to cut him off to preserve 
his sanity. A little later N. Rarkal called and said she hoped 
they were still friends. 

"We are," Jenorden said. "I'm surprised you asked. We 
hunted the herkan together. Your people are right-that 
makes you friends for life." 

"Things aren't as bad on our world as Emcasa likes to 
think. We'll solve our problem, and we don't need help to 
do it, either. My race isn't going to die." 

"I hope he doesn't do something that forces you to return 
to your own world. I kept on taking him with me primarily 
because you want to stay here. I don't think it did any harm, 
but I never was comfortable about it." 

"He'll cahn down. When are we going hunting again?" 
"I think I'd better wait awhile. Invite me as soon as you 

think it's all right." 
"I will. Good hunting, Jenorden." 
"Good hunting, my friend." 

VIII 

THE STONE WAS as passionate and mysterious as a human face. 
Revolving on a thick disk, in the center of a blue room where 
Rotrudo, Elinee and Jenorden sat in three niches in the wall, 
it turned with all the slow, impressive massiveness of a world 
suspended in space. Each of its hundreds of facets was a 
different color and texture, and through some trick of the ef-
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fects of moving colors no facet looked the same for more than 
an instant. The rough became shiny, and the shiny warm, and 
dark places which drew them in suddenly exploded. It was 
only color and texture blended by rotary motion-the tech
nology was so elementary even the electric motors of the 
Ersar-Aswero could have handled it-but it pulled tides of 
emotion through Jenorden's psyche. All the while he watched 
it he seemed to hear music. 

Beside him Elinee gasped. He knew what she was thinking. 
Was this the kind of work her imagination was creating? Was 
something like this, the ultimate expression of her race, to 
come from her mind? 

The last revolution ended. There was a long silence and 
then Rotrudo pushed himself out of his niche. "Thank you. 
I hope you enjoyed it." 

Elinee glanced at Jenorden. "We did," she said. "We both 
enjoyed it very much. Thank you." 

"Do you experience this often?" Jenorden asked. 
"Every few days. That's more than I'd need if I weren't 

living alone." 
"You're a strange person, Rotrudo." 
"No stranger than life itself. Have you been attending 

your lectures?" 
"Not since the last time we saw you." 
"And that was twenty local days ago, at least. By now the 

Borg might have answered your question." 
'Td like to agree with you, but I doubt it." 
Rotrudo gave an order. The wall opened and they stepped 

outdoors. A brown fog had settled around the house while 
they were inside. 

"I wish I could invite you again," Rotrudo said. ''I've en
joyed having company." 

"We may never see you again?" 
"You're the last people I intend to see from now on until I 

finish my studies." 
Overcome with emotion, Jenorden hunted for words. Fi

naJly he reached up and gripped Rotrudo's wrist. The ali n 
flesh felt hot, and to the other his suit probably felt cold and 
hard, but Rotrudo stooped a little and put a hand on his 
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shoulder, and something of what they felt passed between 
them. 

"Do you mind if I don't walk you to the airlock?" Rotrudo 
asked. 

"We can make it ourselves. You go back to work." 
They turned away. Thoughtfully they plodded through 

the mist. Just inside the airlock Zilv met them outside a small 
Ivel dome. They entered the airlock and waited patiently 
while it cycled, and then they hiked across the dunes to their 
vehicle. 

Elinee was the first to enter the cabin. Jenordep. followed 
behind her, thinking about Rotrudo and paying little atten
tion to his surroundings. Suddenly Elinee gasped. He jerked 
out of his revery and his eyes darted from her face to where 
she was looking. 

The control panel was a wreck. The instruments had all 
been sh.tttere<l and the wheel was lying on the seat with its 
shaft and control wires cut through. 

He stepped forward, and bent over the wreckage. The 
radio had been -attacked, too. The .vehicle couldn't operate 
and they couldn't possibly radio for Veneleo to bring them the 
second vehicle. 

Elinee put a hand on his back. "What does it mean?'' 
He straightened up and glanced around the cabin. Zilv 

was squatting placidly on the rear seat. Through the window 
he could see nothing but lifeless dunes, black sky, and Ro
trudo's dome. 

"Can we use Zilv's radio?'' Elinee asked. "Zilv, can you 
contact one of your people?" 

"No," Zilv said. "My radio has too short a range." 
Jenorden shrugged. They had both seen the Ivel dome 

just inside Rotrudo's dome, but of course there might not be 
an Ivel in it. 

"Let's go back to the dome," he said. "We'll use Rotrudo's 
equipment." 

He turned to go, and then a movement among the dunes 
caught his eye. A strange vehicle was approaching the two 
dunes which rose between the vehicle and Rotrudo's airlock. 
As soon as he saw it, he put the facts together and understood 
what was happening. 
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The vehicle was a rough wooden deck suspended between 
four wheels. Half a dozen Ersar-Aswero, in full armor and 
carrying crossbows, were holding onto a wooden railing. At 
the rear of the deck was an electric motor and a tall cylinder 
which had to be a device, probably a wet cell, for generat
ing electricity. 

Taking out binoculars, he studied the vehicle and its pas
sengers. The Ersar-Aswero had managed to convert their ar
mor into crude space suits. A pair of oversized air tanks bur
dened each back. Somehow they had managed to design air
tight joints which were flexible but which wouldn't let the 
internal pressure spread-eagle the suit. 

The vehicle halted and the Ersar-Aswero jumped off and 
bounded stiffiy to positions behind the dunes. They couldn't 
have run in those suits-it took them most of the time they 
were in the air to bend their knees for the landing-but with 
their long bounds they could cover the ground almost as fast 
as when they were unencumbered in their own environment. 

They couldn't reach the dome without a fight. They could 
tum on their shields and run the gauntlet, but if Rotrudo 
didn't open up the airlock soon after they reached it, they 
might be trapped in tlie open with no energy left in their 
converters. 

He lowered the binoculars and looked around. Directly in 
front of the vehicle's nose, a second group was dismounting 
from another flat car and taldng up positions. Still another 
group had been rolling up behind him while he was watching 
the group in front of the dome. They were surrounded, or 
would be in a moment. 

"They can't be planning to attack us," Elinee said. 
"Not with crossbows. And they can't be planning to outwit 

us either, not with those suits." He scanned the area. "They 
must have something else. Shall we wait here or shall we run 
for the dome? Can you open Rotrudo's airlock, Zilv?" 

"Only with Rotrudo's permission." 
"You don't have some way you can do it without him?" 
"I can enter a student's quarters only with the student's 

permission." 
"Can't you see what's happening?" 
"Yes." 
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He reprf"ss d a spurt of ang r. He had to stay rational and 
alert. The Ersar-Asw ro w re moving with d adl. , t>flii 
cient co-ordination. This had be n cnrefully plann d . Th ·y 
had to hav som plan for forcing th ir quarr out of th 
sbelt r of th vehi ·l . 

EHnee point d out th front window. H follow d h r arm 
and saw on of th flat ars disapp ar b hind a dun . t th 
rear of the d ck was u d vie h had n v r s n for . but 
whos function was obvious. Piled in front of th d ic v r 
several Jarg bou]d r . 

''Shall w go now?" he as.Iced. "Or shall we stay and s if 
it works?" 

His ability to talk and think pleased his vanity. H v ould 
h ve made a good oldier in the old days. H , as afraid of 
death but his fear didn't conquer him. 

"It may not be accurate," Elinee said. Th y had decided 
to stay. 

A bould r rose above the dune. He follow d it and for a 
mom nt it emed to hang directly above him. He put up his 
hand . Elin gasped. The boulder hit the ground just off the 
right wing and th wreckage on the control panel rattled. 

They waited for the next shot. This was a new exper.i n e, 
bombardm nt, and Jenorden quickly discovered it was hard 
to endure. He want d to bolt for the irlock. He was helple s. 
There wa nothing he could do to stop the bould rs. He 
hrrned on Zilv. "Why can't you stop this? Isn't this your 
wor]d? You've got the power. Go out there and order them 
to stop." 

"We cannot int rfere." 
Elinee moaned. He wung around in time to see another 

boulder rise above the dune. Some part of his mind tried to 
think of a way they could contact Rotrudo. There was a sig
nal be ide the airlock door, but Rotrudo might b a long way 
from a control which would open it to them. They couldn't 
radio him. either. While they were inside the dome they had 
talked to him with the loudspeakers in their belts and they 
didn't know what frequency he used. Even if they had known, 
Rotrudo trusted the Borg and didn't wear his suit insid his 
dome. If he w, s in the lecture room it might be hours before 
he heard whatever signal the airlock entrance gave off. 
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Th h uld r land d to th right an 1 ear th t. il. Tl1 
ton , or th on aft r , \ uld l md m tc p of thl'm. 

•L t's 1,!0," h sui l. ''Don't 11s ,, 0,11 . hield oo Ill ·h. , av 
until 'r at th uirJo ' . K > p tl m down w ith 011r KUn ." 
ff ran d wn th nisl . Zil was still lU ltin n 11 r "r 
t. "Ar yo 1 c ming?'' h y )) , . 

• o " Zilv s:.i id. H a 1 ing out th window. His y 
Jks w r m ving s mu h i w vio s h wa , hs rvin 
rythin . 

Th y nt r d th airlo k on 
look cl at Elin "'s w rri d f and i 
n r be n in a battl for . 

th ir w 
llT d t 

•You don't have to kill th m," h , id. «J11s k h m 
way from us. K ep th m down o th y can't ' h ot. raid, 

too." 
"It do sn't show." 
0Tve ] arn d sometMng. If you ke p it fr m sh wing, i 's 

asi r to fi ,ht it." 
The door op n . H was rtain th Ersar-A w ro want d 

to captur th m, not kHl th m-on]y an att mpt gain in
fonnation made any sense-and that m < n h y pr 1bably 
wouldn't shoot while he and Elin w r still insid v -
bide. Crouching to one side of the door, he studi th 
ground. 

The vehicle was in a ho11ow surround d by s v ra1 low 
dunes. He knew there was a group b hind th o dun , 
directly in front of hjm, b etw n th vehicle and th cl m , 
to his left, in front of the vehicl , and anoth r oup b hind 
him. There might b a group on his right, but th r wa ome 
chance they hadn't had time to comp! te the ncircl m nt. 

He pointed right, toward the rear of th v hi 1 . "W '11 
run that way. We'll capture the n ar t dun and mak h m 
come after us. We just have to hold them off until h y run 
out of air." 

•co ahead." 
He jumped out, hitting the ground in a o h, and she 

landed b side him. He turned right and start d running. 
A cros bow bo)t shot across their path. Elin e ·ri ou 

and Jenorden stopped in his tracks. Twisting, he pain ed his 
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a . · · · :ed aU three f them while the}' 
h th j ctory. 

The dropped to th ir tomach and · hed off their 
shi Ids. 'f h · ere both breathing bard. G]ancin t an indi
cator on his belt he knew h should a oid using his shield 
again. 

They tarted hollowing out a depression in the sand. "Ho 
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run~ ed too d us. 
The dome swung open. · u fla h s bot 

hom the en nee and disapp ared. b e o s 
which hid the lrrst group of Ersar-Aswero. Armored fi r 
bounded from behind the two dunes like birds scar d from 
cover. 

Jenorden y lled. His arm shot forward,. aiming at an Er ar
wero who was a · the op of his leap. an he pull <l the 

bigger twice~ A buUet made a Wide hole in the soft, primi
. live armor and the Ersar-Aswero dropped his crossbow and 

&ni&hed bis tra~ectory as a lifeless heap hich crashed o he 
ground chest first and lay sprawled and still on the sand. 

He raised his eyes from the s·ghts and tried o pick another 
target More blue Hashes shot from the airlock at the s ~ 
!ering primitives. For a vivid moment an armored figure 
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glowed bright, ruddy copper against a background of stars. 
There were targets all over the place but again he hesitated. 
This wasn't like the fight with the Horta. He knew these 
people. He had talked to them. He knew he had to fight 
them if he wanted to live, that was the reality and his brain 
couldn't evade it, but at the same time he couldn't be indif
ferent when they died. 

Crossbow bolts sped toward the airlock. Already the Ersar
Aswero had adjusted to the surprise attack and were hidden 
and returning their new adversary's fire. They seemed to have 
a maneuver for every contingency. 

Rotrudo's huge figure appeared in the entrance. He was 
dressed in a transparent space suit and he was carrying a 
weapon proportioned to his size, a metal shield half the length 
of his body with a wide, stubby barrel sticking out the mid
dle. He fired a long burst, spraying the area with blue flashes, 
and edged several steps away from the airlock. Setting the 
weapon on the ground, he crouched behind the shield. 

"He's covering the front of this dune," Jenorden said. "If 
he stays there, they can't attack us. They'll probably tum 
the catapult on him, but he's making them use up time. He 
looks like he's :figured the situation out." 

Rotrudo fired a burst. A bolt struck his shield and several 
bolts bounced off the dome. Jenorden searched for targets. 
He had never realized :finding something to shoot at was 
such an important,.,difficult part of fighting. 

A minute passed. Rotrudo remained crouched behind his 
shield and the Ersar-Aswero stopped wasting bolts. 

"They're .probably aiming the catapult at him. He could 
have stayed in the airlock, but the line of fire from the airlock 
between those two dunes doesn't cover us." 

"He's taking a terrible risk for us," Elinee said. 
Jenorden glanced at an indicator on his belt. If they ran for 

the airlock, their converters would ·be exhausted before they 
were halfway there. He decided to remain on the dune and 
wait for the Ersar-Aswero to run out of air. 

The catapult heaved another boulder into the sky. It 
started to drop and he closed his eyes again. When he opened 
them, the boulder was blocking the airlock entrance. Im
mediately another boulder rose against the stars and fell to-
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ward Rotrudo. Rotrudo watched it, calculating its trajectory, 
and then picked up his weapon and lumbered away from the 
dome. 

Suddenly Ersar-Aswero exposed themselves in every ili
rection as they bounded into new positions. Behind him 
Elinee fired shot after shot. Three Ersar-Aswero appeared on 
his left and leaped across the open space toward the dome. 
His gun arm stiffened and followed one of them up from the 
ground and fired when it was at the top of its arc. Again a 
wide hole appeared in the armor and the Ersar-Aswero 
crashed to the ground near the two he and Rotrudo had al
rea·dy killed. 

He fired at the other two as they disappeared behind a 
dune. Between the two dunes he could see Rotrudo turning 
his weapon in a wide arc and firing continuously. 

Rotrudo was trying to cover two ilirections at once. The 
Ersar-Aswero had obviously decided to eliminate him first. 
If they were willing to accept a few deaths their co-ordinated 
maneuvers could do it quickly. They could come at Rotrudo 
from either dune and still be protected from the humans. 

Rotrudo picked up his weapon and backed between the 
two dunes into the central open space. Jenorden scalnned the 
top and sides of every dune around the hollow. A new emo
tion was beginning to dominate his feelings. Rotrudo was 
risking his life for them. He had to risk his life for Rotrudo, 
if that was necessary. 

He glanced at the dune on his left. If the Ersar-Aswero 
were the tacticians they appeared to be, they had to have at 
least one bowman hidden on the far side of that dune. He 
couldn't protect Rotrudo's back if he stayed where he was. 

His hands loaded explosive shells into the chamber. Slip
ping and sliding, he ran down the face of the dune. He was 
exposed now and his only protection was his gun. Crouching, 
he fired on the run. The shell hit the far side of the dune and 
stirred up a gigantic, silent cloud of sand. He fhed again, 
stirring up a cloud almost as tall as Rotrudo, and then he 
was at the bottom of the dune and running across the open 
space. 

"What are you doing?" Elinee radioed. 
"Protecting Rotrudo. Shoot! Keep shooting!" 
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Ersar-Asw ro fir d on him frmn ull ov ~r th dun s in fr n 
of Rotrndo . .Rotn1 lo rnked 'their positi rn, vi h h1. 

ml most of th bolts fell short or miss ;d l v •nr ~. 
had tim to tak aim. Roth sid s , · r r •l. in'g · n fir 

H fir d anoth r shell nd plung d int th st. 
~nt h rmm led th dun his r iJ xe · thr w him 

ground. 
In front of him 

round th dun nd anotb r E s •A. wcr heuld r d n 
crossb w and r 1 as d th en h. Hi · fin r r con uls d on th 
trigg r. A ilent~ invi ible blow hov d h b wman bad nd 
knock d him to th ground, and th rosshow l un b d its 
bolt nt th stars. , 

He ro to crouch and s ar h d for th snip r who had 
fled. Droppin to the ound again, he ro.wled ar und the 
dnne. 

••1 ·nord n! Jcnorden! 
The sere< m jerk d his heod off the ground. H lo k d • c . 

Ersar-Asw ro w re pourin o er th two d mes and bound
ing across th op n space past the wr eked vehicle. He 
coukln•t se Rotrudo or ¥ n a single blue H~ h. 

H tood up and r n for the next dune with s ides that 
brou ht his kne s up to his stomach. R.otrudo had to be d ad. 
Even if he , as onl wounded, th re was notliing he could do 
to s , e him from so many. 

He glanced over his shoulder. The leader of the oncoming 
horde was landing beside the dun he hnd jus Hed. He fired 
several shots on the I1.lll and a bullet hit the leader square in 
the chest. Before the armored back hit the ground, a dozen 
worriors landed beside it and launched themselves into their 
next bound. 

"Are you all right~• He was shouting. He couldn't control 
his ·oice. 

"The •re attacking,., Elinee radioed. "They've killed Ro
trudot" 

H looked back. Three of the group pursuing him bad 
gotten f ahead o'f the others. Like animals pouncing on his 
back, th y v ere sailing through space and aiming their cross
bov as they came. "Shoot to kill!'' He fired at the one in 
front. «J>rotect yourselfJ" 

74 



T TH TAR 

I'm Ss.thttn th m . Th >r" 'r nf u." 
H .r ,, ·h d !l dune .111d hin l it I l'( t ' ·tin 

ftnnk. Thr <.' •cpmitt: r: of th, ·rar w r . mi1 nt hi_m ;\ ·ws 
the ground be twc •n thi: <l11n' . nd th hst n . Hall ·1 lot n 
of th m w r ~ <l st ndini; 1 n a oint ·ust in r nt of hi. hid
in plac .H ~nnl<ln"tpcssill nu.tnmth•m.lfh , -ant•<lt 
liv h had to tand h and fight. 

H t d u1 and ran. His h ·md sho d hi pistt 1 into hi · 
bot t r. H had r 'l ·h ' hi limit. H h d km as :11any a 
be ild. 

H look d ha1..:k. Th r (:omin r th " top an nr 11n 
th id f tl dun . Tv o mor jum nnd th y ~ould b 
all round hil . 

H l n d at llis b lt. If h turn on his hi ld h w nl 
be di arm d in Jes that1 mjnut . Hi d cision to di rnth r 
than fi ht " ould b irr v abl . Th y wou,Jd aptur him, 
and try to g t infonnatfon out £ him, and in o or tf r 
dn th v ould tortur him to de th or his ui would foul 
and h , ould die. 

Th n xt dune a a long way off. Alr ady bolts much be 
speeding to arcl }iis legs. Th y w re standing on th last 
dune, be didn't ha to look back to know it an now th y 
cou)d stand still 1d aim without hav ng to du k bull ts and 
bJu flashes . 

A bolt struck his shield and bounced. Bolts landed all 
around him, scattering as they bounced off his shield. He 
didn't know h n what part of him had decided to activate 
the shie]d. 

He jumped behind the dune. His shield wink d off and b 
looked back and sav c Jjne of Ersar-Asw ro standing on he 
dune he had just left. He was helpless. Panic- tricken, he 
looked down and thought about digging into th sand. 

He stood up and ran for the next dune. Harsh, sobbing 
gasps resonated in i<le his hood. 

He made himself look back. They weren't there They 
weren't pursuing him. There was no line of bowme • standing 
on the dune:' 

He stopped running. "Elinee!" 
"They're leaving! They're getting on their flat cars ... 
"Are you all right?" 
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"I killed one." 
He trudged across the route he had just run. As he passed 

each Ersar-Aswero body, he paused Jong enough to make 
himself fu]lv aware of what he had done. 

Rotrudo ~as sprawled face down in the center of the open 
space. There was a bolt in the small of his back and another 
bolt between his shoulders. 

Elinee stumbled off the dune. Her face and the way she 
walked told him everything she was feeling. She was not the 
same person she had been when they left Rotrudo' s airlock. 
With one deed, the killing of an intelligent being, she had 
changed herself for life. 

He looked from her face to Rotrudo's body. Overcome by 
the heavy sadness of irrevocable Joss, he put his arms around 
her shoulders and held her against his chest. Neither of them 
-Rotrudo, and the Elinee who had been-would ever be 
with him again. · 

He looked at the bodies scattered on the field. He wasn't 
the same, either. For the second time in his life, the third 
counting the hunt with N. Rarkal, he had been exposed to 
violence and death. 

IX 

THE VEiilCLE landed beside the Borg dome. The airlock 
opened and Jenorden climbed down the ladder and trudged 
to the microphone station and its attendant Ivel. 

"May I talk to the Borg?" 
The Ivel bent his knees. "You may, but it is rarely neces

sary. Whatever your request, usually the Ivel can help you." 
"What I have to say has to be said to the Borg." 
"Many beings think that and then they request something 

we could have arranged. The Borg should not be disturbed 
unnecessarily." 

"I don't have a request. I have something to say." 
"You can tell me." 
"Get me the Borg!" 
The eye stalks regarded him. Keeping one eye on his face, 
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the Ivel bent its other eye toward the control box it at
tended. One leg reached out and pressed a button. 

He looked up. Far above, at least a mile, several Borg 
hung near the edge of the dome. He saw them through a 
vague shimmer, a thin atmosphere or some other medjum 
for transmitting the sound from the loudspeaker, which had 
appeared as soon as the Ivel pressed the button. 

"Tell us what you want to say, Jenorden." 
Nothing he could see indicated their method of communi

cation. The black shapes were just as featureless as ever. 
"Do you know what happened outside Rotrudo's dome? 

Do you know Rotrudo's dead?" · 
"We know." 
"Why couldn't Zi]v help us? With all your power, you 

couldn't stop a little brawl Hke that one?'' 
"We do not interfere in the actions of other life forms." 
"Wasn't it interference when you took barbarians off their 

own worlds and exposed them to advanced knowledge? 
You've interfered in the life of every intelligent being here. If 
it weren't for you, Rotrudo would still be alive." 

"If you'll only study what we1re trying to do, all your ques
tions will be answered." 

"After what happened today, I'm S)lpposed to go back to 
my dome and trust you? You do something which violates 
moral principles every civilized being accepts. You bring races 
at every level together on one world-and I see people die 
because of itl-and then you expect me to trust you?" 

"What proof can we give you?" 
"Tell me why you're doing this. Explain yourselves!" 
"We're trying to. We've been trying to since you got here." 
"Why can't you tell me now?" 
"There are some things . .. if you're not prepared .•• " 
"How long will it take?" 
"We can't say yet. Can't you be patient?" 
It was hopeless. He could deduce the rest of the dialogue 

as if it were a mathematical theorem. Every time he talked 
to them he ended up running around the same circle. 

He stalked back to the vehicle. He had come here prepared 
to accept part of the blame for Rotrudo's death, but now he 
was so angry he blamed them and only them. What intelli-
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gent being at his level of the stage of the Ersar-Aswero and 
the Eb wouldn't try to steal knowledge they could exploit? 
Normally it would have been centuries, even mil1enia, before 
the Ersar-Aswero left their planet. A world like this was 
bound to cause trouble. And to set up such a world, to en
courage beings to come here and then not take reasonable 
precautions, to claim you couldn't interfere, to give every be
ing perfect freedom of the planet-that was the irresponsi
bility of madness! 

Roseka met him at the airlock of their dome. Elinee had 
been drugged and asleep for the last hour. 

"What did they say?" 
He scowled. "What they always say. They can't interfere. 

Be patient, everything will be explained. Let's go! Why 
waste our time? I'm not going to stay here for the next 
decade, hoping they'll explain themselves someday. And 
after today I'm not going to prowl around causing trouble, 
either." 

"You've been through a terrible shock. Wait awhile. You 
don't want to leave here any more than I do." 

"There are races in the galaxy no human has ever heard 
of which have just as much to teach us as the Borg, and 
don't hide themselves behind a lot of mystery." 

"I can't agree with you. The Borg could be the biggest 
discovery in human history. I've sat through lectures which 
make a few days on this world worth months of visiting 
other worlds. What I've learned about the psychology of 
intelUgent races no one on Earth has even approached." 

"Assuming what they're teaching you is true." 
"If it isn't, they have fantastically detailed imaginations." 
"How long are you willing to give them?" 
"A few more months, at least that. After that we'll have to 

decide if it's worth staying. Right now it's too early to de
cide." Strong emotions surged across her face . "I can't leave 
here now. This may be the only real chance to deal with 
the Horta I'll ever have. It would torment me the rest of my 
life if I left here now." 

That couldn't be argued with. 
The next day was his turn to guard the ship. He slept 

fitfully, and when he reached the ship he felt tired and 
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restless at the same time. He couldn't seem to do anything 
more than a few minutes. He would pick up his instrument 
and then in the middle of a song put it down and dive into 
the pool. A minute later he would climb out of the water 
and stand by the window looking at the stars. 

Sometimes while he was standing there the ship passed 
over the Borg dome. Every time he saw it, he understood 
why the founders of the human community had been pro
foundly disturbed when scientists developed the interstellar 
drive. The unknown was a source of danger. Contacts with 
unpredictably different races could arouse dangerous emo
tions. If men learned to hate again among the stars, the 
young, still developing peace created on E arth might be 
destroyed before it was a century old. 

X 

CRouc m N G BACK to back with N. Rarkal, Jenorden watched 
the grass and tried to ignore the reactions of his gland and 
nerves. There were two herkan loose in the field and N. 
Rarkal had made it vividly clear two were several times more 
dangerous than one. According to her they would probably 
attack sinrnltaneously from one direction, forcing one hunter 
to turn around and aim in the brief interval he had been 
given last time just for aiming. So far , after several wearing 
minutes, they had seen no sign of either animal. 

"We may not get any warning," N. Rarkal said. "Stay 
alert. They may crawl until they're close enough to jump." 

"Is this their worst maneuver?" 
"I think it is." 
"How often do they do it?" 
"Almost every time. W hen we hunt three, usually two 

attack together and one attacks from the oppo~i te directi n." 
Elinee was standing on the wall. She had wanted t hunt 

with them, for the experience, and then at the last minute 
she had decided she couldn't. 

She was standing by hers If. Nolt n had r tir d to his 
personal dwelling soon aft r h had h lped N. Rarkal 
welcome them. N. Rarkal said Nolten now sp nt mo t f 
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his time in ..his dwelling, enjoying some pleasure, apparently 
a story-teJling device, he had brought with him from home. 
The device was popular, even encouraged, in the culture of 
the Togme of Bel, and Nolten could use it for unlimited peri
ods for the first time in his life. Enforced idleness, and being 
Jight years from home and authority, seemed t-o be eroding 
Nolten's character. . 

As for Emcasa, he and his pressurized tractor had both 
disappeared from the dome yesterday morning. N. Rarkal 
had greeted them with her usual courtesy, but Jenorden 
knew she was shaken. She was not as nonchalant about 
kilHng a member of her own species as she had appeared 
to be. She had mentioned Emcasa's disappearance several 
times as they drove to the hunting ground, and it was ob
vious she was looking for an excuse not to kill him. 

The grass bent in the wind. The dark vegetation and the 
cold light made Jenorden think of an autumn afternoon on 
Earth. The air, if he could have breathed it, would have 
been chilly and stimulating. 

After the battle with the Ersar-Aswero, he had thought 
he would never want to face danger again. But the days 
had passed-it had now been an Earth month since Ro
trudo's death-and he had grown increasingly restless and 
dissatisfied with what he was doing. He had hiked, and 
J0afed on the ship, and even wasted a few hours a day in 
the Borg lecture room, but aU the whi le he had felt as if 
there was something he was not doing. As soon as N. Rarkal 
had called and mentioned hunting, he had known what 
he wanted. He wanted to look death in the eye again. His 
consciousness of death was slowly destroying him, and he 
had been educated to face his problems, not evade them. 

N. Rarkal ye1led. He heard the wild shriek of a herkan, 
and the rustle of a great body Jifting itself from the grass, 
and he whirled. Both animals w re hurtling through the 
air at them. N. Rarkal was already aiming, fierce, short 
noises breaking from her throat. 

She was firing at the herkan on the right. The other one 
was leapjng at him. Bending his ann at the wrist and the 
elbow, he leveled his gun. His face was a complicated 
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system of tensions. Every emotion in his body was focused on 
the oncoming danger. 

His gun roared. The herkan•s face became a mess ~f 
brains and blood and gore and the body hurled over his 
bent back and landed in the grass. 

They looked at their kill and then at each other. Relief 
and a strange affection flooded his being. She had stood 
between him and death. She and only she. The last hunt 
had been exciting, but this one had evoked a deeper 
emotion. 

He was certain her eyes were expressing a similar feel
ing. He thought he understood the function hunting had in 
her culture. 

"When your people quarrel," he said, "what do they do?" 
"They hunt_together." 
"That's what! thought." 
"Does it seem strange to you?" 
"It works. It does what it's supposed to do.', 
"Thank you." She stared at him a moment longer and 

then she gestured at the two herkan. "They're beautiful crea
tures, but we think we sacri£ce them to a good cause." 

They cleared the grass around the bodies. Together they 
Jlt the fires and watched the animals burn. 

They walked to the wall in silence. Jenorden felt pleased 
with himself. He bad acquired a piece of knowledge an in
sight into another culture, which the community would not 
have obtained if he had merely studied the Eb from the 
outside. 

This might even be an institution the community could 
use. If machines could be substituted for living creatures, 
hunting might be a useful addition to the community's peace
keeping techniques. Or would it tend to intensif the ap
petite for destruction? He wasn't sure. A culture devoted 
to the fulfillment of life might n ed the occasional shock of 
violent death. Otherwise it mi ht forg t what it was fi ht
ing and its rituals and cer moni s might b com m anin 1 s . 

"I ke p wond ring what you'i· thinkin , N. Rarknl said. 
"If I co 1ld t 11 you, you'd b pl a d." 
"Are you trying to comfort m ?" 
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"I'm telling you the truth. After what we've just done 
together, don't you believe me?" 

"After what we've just done, I have to. Thank you." 
Elinee put down the ladder and they climbed over the 

wall and walked to N. Rarkal's car. Elinee was pensive. As 
they rode back to the Eb dwe11ing, her thoughtful face told 
him she still felt disturbed because she hadn't participated 
in the hunt. He did his best to show her it was all right. 

He leaned forward, putting his head next to N. Rarkal's 
shoulder. "How can one person hunt three of those things 
alone?" 

N. Rnrkal turned her head. "Very few can. You have to 
be fast and you have to be c1ever." 

"I don't think I could watch it," Elinee said. 
"I've seen crowds of spectators drop on all fours with 

excitement." 
N. Rarkal turned back to the road. As they rounded the 

curve, he saw Emcasa' s pressurized tractor blocking the 
road, and at the same time he heard two sharp cracks. N. 
Rarkal threw up her arms, blood gushing from her skull. El
inee screamed. N. Rarkal slumped over the wheel and the 
car swerved off the road into the side of the hill. 

Jenorden lunged at the steering wheel. Without really 
knowing what was happening, reacting before his mind 
could adjust to the sudden, shocking event, he steered them 
along the side of the hill. The car lurched to a halt and 
they dove behind it and drew their weapons. An auto
matic weapon chattered at them from the trees. The back 
of the tractor had opened up and Ersar-Aswero were pour
ing out. Bullets cracked above their heads. 

They were both stunned by horror. Emcasa had killed a 
member of his own species. N. Rarkal's blood was smeared 
on J enorden' s sleeves. 

The Ersar-Aswero were bounding toward them. He 
glanced at Elinee and the two of them stood up and ran 
for the bend in the road. 

A bolt shot past his legs. He turned and snapped a pafr 
of shots as he ran. The Ersar-Aswei-o were gaining on them 
fast. Their suits encumbered them less in this environment 
than they had in the airless wasteland. 
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They rounded the tum. They were still only a short 
distance from the hunting field and the building where the 
herkan were · caged. On their left, about half a mile from the 
road, there was a small wood. 1 

"Head for the trees! We'll hide in the trees!" 
Elinee was already several feet ahead of him. She ges

tured to let him know she'd h~ard and they both turned off 
the road toward the woods. Behind them Ersar-Aswero came 
around the tum and over the -hill. Bolts shot past him at 
chest level and he realized they were willing to kill him 
after all. 

He Wt the grass. Feverishly he snapped half a dozen in
cendiaries into his pistol. He felt as if he were stuck in one 
of those recurrent dreams some people had. How long would 
it take him to reach his limit this time? Already he could 
feel an insistent urge to switch on his shield and run for the 
woods. But that would be folly. This time they not only had 
him outnumbered, they had as much time as they needed. 
If Emcasa had transported his allies between the domes in 
his tractor, he must have brought a good supply of their 
atmosphere with him. As long as he had his gun, he could 
at least shoot to scare them, even if he soon reached the 
point at which he couldn't actually kill them. 

He fired the incendiaries and the grass lit with a roar. Tall 
flames and heavy white smoke shielded him from the Ersar
Aswero onslaught. 

A group of them bounced into sight on his right, by
passing the wall ·of smoke and intent on Elinee. They held 
their crossbows diagonally across their chest and their bodies 
were perfectly motionless. Only their legs moved, bending 
as they came down and straightening the instant they hit. 

He fired at the grass in front of them and they sailed 
through a wall of fire and smoke which shot up almost the 
instant he pulled the trigger. He turned around just as a 
warrior, crossbow aimed, sailed through the first wall of 
smoke. He fired at the hard, armored chest and the in
cendiary struck home and turned the armor into an oven. 

He turued around. Through the thin mist of smoke from 
his second barrage, he could see Elinee running and the 
Ersar-Aswero dropping on her back. 
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He raised his gun and aimed at the leader. He wanted to 
foce both direc-tion!i at on e. They were probably falling n 
his back at the sam time they were falling on hers. 

"Shoot! Tt1rn nround and shoot!" 
He :fired. Elinee turned, bringing her weapon up, and 

the first waJTior to hit the ground got J enorden s bu 11et 
in his back. The others landed, crossbows ready, and there 
was a q11ick. violent scuffle. Elinee's gun was knocked from 
her hand. Two Ersar-Aswero grabbed her shoulders and 
leaped toward th hj]j and the tractor. She struggled with 
them, kickit'lg and thrashing even when they were at the top 
of their trajectory and she could have dropped several yards 
into the flames. 

Jenorden dropped. Bolts flew at him through the smoke. 
The smoke was thinning out and he could see them bound
ing back to the tra tor. 

He stood up. Switching on his shield, he ran toward 
the hj}l. . 

He ran around the b nd and jumped into the middle of 
the road . .The rear door was already shut and all the Ersar
Aswero were inside. Only a crippling explosive could keep 
them from leaving the dome with their prisoner. -

On top of the tractor the gun turret swung his way. 
Confronted with the bore of a sma11 cannon, he panicked 
and threw himself .flat in the grass. The cannon roared and 
a shell bigger than anything his shield could stop screamed 
down the road. 

He crawled behind the hill. Out on the road the gun 
roared twice. The first shell exploded close enough to shower 
dirt and shrapnel on his bnck. The second shell whistled in 
a different direction. Raising his head, he followed the 
sound and wat bed it explode in the building where the 
herkan were caged. 

XI 

STARS GLITTERED ab ve the dome. Huddling on the narrow 
branch f a tre , th rough trunk pressing his spine, he 
star d at the tho ands of glitt ring lights and struggled 
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with the vision of the Horta: In the morning he had to go 
out on the grass and fight the hungry animals who were 
prowling the dark in search of their prey. 

N. Rarkal was a thing, a lump of flesh. By now she was 
covered with vermin or her body was fueling a prowling 
herkan. Someday he would be a thing, too. It could happen 
tomorrow or it could happen in two hundred and thirty
seven years. In the time scale of the universe it didn't mat
ter. One swift, violent moment and the passion and achieve
ment of intelLJgent life were ended forever. 

He could live in his suit up to four days. If he stayed 
in the tree he would probably outlast the herkan. There 
was a good chance they would be dead, or too weak to fight, 
before his suit turned foul and poisonous. All be had to do 
was huddle here. He didn't have to struggle or defy his fate. 

By that time, of course, Elinee would be beyond help. 
Even n'ow the tractor was crawling across the planet to 
the Ersar-Aswero dome. He couldn't take on the herkan in the 
dark, but if he came down from the tree as soon as the 
first mist left the ground, there was- a chance he could fight 
his wa.y to the airlock and get to the Ersar-Aswero dome 
before Emcasa. 

His despair was overpowering. Let the galaxy turn without 
him. But this concerned someone else, another human, and 
his education had been long and successful. His concern 
for Elinee was as powerful and as irresistible as an in
stinct. 

"Jenoden. Elinee." Roseka's voice murmured in his ear
phones. He had heard her calling earlier in the evening, 
but his transmitter was too weak for him to answer. He 
was at least twenty miles from the airlock and he would 
have to be within five miles of her receiver before she could 
hear him. 'Tm still here. I guess you're too far away to 
answer-I hope that's why you didn't answer-but if you're 
still alive, I'm here. I asked Zilv to open the dome and he 
refused. I tried to blast my way in but the shells just go 
right into the dome. It absorbs them. I know I told you this 
before, but I don't know if you heard me. I'm still here. 
Don't give up. I'll be here when you come out." 

He switched off the receiver and closed his eyes. Knowing 
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h had to do it, for tom rrow he hnd to b alert, he pushed 
all th t rrifying knO\ ledg from his brafo, onsd usly r -
la. d his muscl s and f 11 into a fitful uncomf rtable sleep. 

Th :un which stirred him from his dreams was cold and 
gloomy. For almost the first time in his bfe, he didn't 
want to wake up. 

H scanned the grass with hfa binoculars. Far m,vay, al
most on the horizon. h . pott d a ripple. H was certain < t 
least si of them were lo . e in th dome. Last night h had 
reached the tree just as they started leaping from the 
building. 

His stomach felt si k. \Vhen he raised his bino ufars ngain, 
he spotted hvo more ripples. He clo ed his e es. His con
science was as real cs th f ar pounding in his temples. 
They had taught him what v as right, and t.hey had taught 
him wh it was right, and he had learned the les ·on wmingly. 
And now a11 the terror in the universe couldn't erase the 
les on from his being. 

He picked his way downward through the branches of 
the tree. On the la t thick branch, an easy hop from the 
ground, he hesitated again. His eyes took in the sky, and 
the horizon, and th cold sun shining through the dome. 
Drawing his gtrn, he stepped off the branch. 

He walked tow, rd the road. His eyes scanned the grass 
systerrrntically. He v ant d to run but he k'llew if he did he 
would be wom oot long b fore he was safe. He had to 
meet them in battle and kj)l them. That was his only chance. 

He froze. Three ripples were coming his way. Two were 
ra ing toward him side by side and the third was inter
secting their path at an angle. 

Wben they were all within six hundred yards, two of 
them started circling and the third disappeared. He turned 
with th two circler , his back tingling and his eyes search
ing for ome sign of the other one. His hands were steady 
but inside he felt sick and trembling. The circlers were get
ting urther apart. Already the front one was almost half a 
turn ahe, d of the other. 

They made one full turn and then a second. He hnd trouble 
keeping both of them in sight at once. He had to keep 

86 



I WANT THE ST AHS 

turning his head to make sure the third one wasn't at
tacking him from behind. 

He wondered if they were itr1tellig nt enough to know 
they were wearing down his n rves. They had done some
thing Jike this both the times he had hunt d with N. Rarkal. 
Or were they just afraid, as he was afraid, and hesitatin~ 
until the needs of their bodies drove th m toward food? 
They were doing what they had been bred to do, and he 
was doing what he had been educated to do. 

He looked behind him and saw the ripple streaking at 
his back. He whirled and the other two broke from their 
cirde and charged. 

He didn't wait for it to leap. As it reached the point 
where it would normally spring, his gun roared and an ex
plosive shell smashed into the oncoming ripple. The ground 
shook. Dirt and grass and flesh fountained into the air 
and he turned just as the other two leaped. His first 
shell grazed a winged side, exploding and knocking the 
wounded body off course, and he turned on the third ani
mal and shot it in the face when it was only a few feet 
from his own fear-contorted features. The shell penetrated 
the body before it went off, and the rnuffied explosion 
shoved him to the ground as he tried to back away. 

He picked up his gun and stood up. In the grass the 
herkan he had wounded was screaming and thrashing as it 
died. The other two had been blown to pieces. Drained of 
emotion, exhausted by an instant of fear and action, he 
'stared dully at the tortured body. He wanted to end its 
pain, but he didn't want to use up an explosive shell and 
he didn't want to stop long enough to switch to regular 
ammunition. He tried to think, · and then he turned his back 
on the wounded animal and trudged toward the road. 

A berkan leaped from the grass. There was no ripple, no 
warning of any kind except the· rush of a massive body 
lifting itself off the ground. He screamed and brought up 
his gun and his finger convulsed on the trigger. Wings 
beat and claws and teeth sped toward his face. The gun 
roared in his hand. A strange swelling appeared in the 
middle of the animal's body. He dropped to one knee, 
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throwing up his left hand. The front half of the body sailed 
over his head and the gory mess of the rear half crashed to 
the ground beside him. 

He stood up and stumbled away from the carcass. In 
the open, a good quarter mile from the bodies and the torn 
up ground, he stopped and waited for the next attack. The 
herkan he had wounded was stilJ screaming. 

From the far end of the dome three ripples converged on 
him as relentlessly as if they were missiles placed in a 
trajectory and lacked any will of their own. Under the grass, 
only inches from the ground, their heads were raised to 
catch the scent and their claws were sheathing and un
sheathing with excitement. 

Crouching, he held his gun with relaxed fingers and 
awaited their attack. They had passed the wall and were 
moving parallel to the road less than a mile away. They 
would break from the grass in a few seconds . 

They split apart. One turned right and the other left and 
the middle one charged him head on. He sighted on the 
middle one and the ripple on the left slid out of his peri
pheral vision. 

Almost simultaneously herkan sprang at him from the 
front and from the right. He pressed the trigger and shot 
the first one as it cleared the grass and then he turned on 
the second and fired again. The hasty shot hit it near the 
tail and knocked it off course. As it flew past him its wings 
struck his shoulders and knocked him to the ground. He 
landed on all fours, scrambling for balance, and the third 
herkan leaped at him at close range. 

He snapped a shot. The thing kept coming. The bullet 
had hit but it had missed the face and it hadn't been an 
explosive. He fired again and threw himself forward, under 
the oncoming body and away from the head. The heavy 
stomach landed on bis ribs. Legs kicked his chest and 
wings beat on his face through his suit. He fired twice, 
directly into the belly, as the herkan thrashed and tded to 
reach him with its fangs . Blood gushed from the bullet holes. 
The animal screamed and bucked and he kicked himself out 
from under and fired at its head. His arms and the lower 
half of his body were covered with blood. 
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He stood up. Two clouded eyes stared at him, and then 
the herkan dropped its head and died. 

The herkan he had wounded in the tail sprang from the 
grass. He screamed and a rush of surprise and horror 
made him throw up his left hand and stumble back. 

His right hand did what it was trained to do. The bullet 
hit the herkan square in the head and he threw himself 
down. Long after the body hit the ground, he lay on the 
grass and stared at his hands. 

XII 

RosEKA FOLLOWED Emcasa' s tracks all the way to the Ersar
Aswero dome. She didn't admit she was too late until he 
saw the tracks ending at the closed airlock. 

She returned to the Eb dome and picked up Jenorden. 
As they Bew to their dome, they radioed the ship and told 
Veneleo what had happened. 

Vene]eo was stunned. "As soon as we get to our dome" 
Roseka said, "we're going to call Emcasa. If that doesn't 
work, we'll talk to the Borg." 

"Do you think th_ey'll help?" Veneleo asked. 
"They have to." 
"They don't interfere." 
"Even they can't be that indifferent." 
"Don't make me wait for news. Tell me as s on as some-

thing happens." 
"We'll call you as often as we can," Roseka said. 
"If she dies . .. " The words trailed off. 
They called Emcasa as soon as they reached th ir dom . 
"You're alive, Jenorden. I'm glad. I was afraid tho e b a ts 

might ki11 you. I'm sorry I had to delay you that\ a . ' 
"Elinee can't give yol'.1 any information, Em a a. 

us can. When something is this imm rnl t us. it' imp 
"What is it immoral? You can't mak thin s an 

for us than they are . Do ou think Id do what J'v d n 
if that wa n't true? Do you think Im a mw-d r r b aus 
I like it?" 
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"The prohibition is absolute. I can't do what you want me 
to do." 
_ "I don't believe you." 

"You'll kill her-you'll murder someone else-and you'll 
learn nothing." 

"You can be the saviors of a world. Doesn't that mean 
anything to you? Is our fate so petty to you you can't CJlre?" 

"We do care," Roseka said. "That's why our teachers 
taught us so well nothing that happens can change us. 
They knew we'd be tempted." 

Emcasa's big eyes studied them. "How can I know 
you're telling the truth? I have to test you. If you're lying, 
you'll give me what I want before she dies. I'm sorry. What 
else can I do?" Jenorden had learned enough about Eb ex
pressions to know he was truly in agony. "Jenorden, I'm 
sorry! U you're telling the truth, forgive me! I've done too 
much. I can't stop now.'' 

"She'll die, Emcasa. We aren't lying." 
"I almost believe you. Call me if you decide you can 

save her." 
The screen blanked. "She's going to die!" Roseka whis

pered. 
He stalked toward the door. Roseka watched him go and 

then she started after him. He piloted the vehicle a short 
distance from the Borg dome and this time the attendant 
didn't argue with him. The Borg appeared as soon as he 
demanded their presence. 

"You know what's happened," he said. "You must. Will 
you help us?" 

"We can't," the loudspeaker said. "We want to, Jenorden, 
but we can't. We have our morality, too." 

He stared at the high dome and the black shapes a mile 
above his head. They were telling him the same thing he had , 
told Emcasa, and he didn't believe them any more than Em
casa had believ_ed him. How could he believe Elinee was 
doomed? 

"At least Jet us into that dome so we can fight for her!" 
"We can't. Once we give any being a dome, only he can 

open it." 
He c1enched his fists.:.. If he had been a little less rational, 
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he wou]d have drawn his gun and vent d his anger by 
shooting at the dome. What kind of beings were th y? 

"W 're sorry. We didn't want this to happen." 
He turned away. Two hours later he dove on the Ersar

Aswero dome. 
Shel] after shell poured out of the cannon at the airlock. 

Most of them were direct hits. A few hit the side of the 
dome. All were absorbed exactly as Roseka had said they 
wou]d be. 

He turned around and Bew back to their dome. Neither 
of them had the strength to radio Veneleo. 

When they entered the hou e, he went straight to the 
screen and called Emcasa. This time the Eb took his time 
coming. 

"What are you going to do?" Roseka asked. 
"Talk. Just talk. What else can I do? At least as long as 

we're ta]king, I can hope." 
Emcasa appeared on the screen. "Have you decided to 

help us, Jenorden?" 
"What can we do to convince you we can't?" 
"You can Jet Elinee die." 
"Is that all you have to say?" 
"Can you think of anything else?" 
"If we give you any information, will the Ersar-Aswero 

get it, too?" 
"You're bargaining?" 
"I'm asking for information. The more I know the more 

chance there is I can think of a way out of this." 
"We'll discuss it when you're ready to bargain. When 

you have something to say, call me." 
The screen blanked and Jenorden shut it off with a blow. 

Roseka couldn't look at him. His anguish looked like some
thing no human nervous system could endure. 

He turned away from the screen. Then his face softened. 
He felt the first stirring of the same fear he had felt that 
morning, the terror of doing something he wa afraid to do 
and yet was forced to do by his own irr sistibl driv s. 
He turned back to the screen and watch d his hands 
manipulate the controls. 

Three Ersar-Aswero appeared on the screen and began 
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their elaborate greeting ceremonies. Deliberately, insultingly, 
he interrupted them. 

"You're all cowards." Haltingly, choosing his words care
fully, he spoke as well as he could in their language. All 
primitives were different, but the Ersar-Aswero were war
riors, and warrior primi~ives usually had a strong sense of 
honor. "You took Elinee by ambush. You're afraid to meet 
us in open combat. You learned to fear me the first time we . 
fought. When I leave this world, I'm going to spread your 
shame to every planet in the galaxy. Your race will be 
ashamed to leave its native world. You aren't a crar. A crar 
has morals. You're a pack of unorganized, nameless animals." 

He turned off the screen. When he glanced at Roseka, 
she nodded her approval. "Good thinking, Jenorden." 

"You know what this means if it works? If I could have 
kept myself from doing it, I would have." 

"I know." 
"It may not work." 
"Do you think you can fight them? After this morning, 

after what you went through in the Eb dome ... " 
"I don't know what I can do. I'll find out when the 

time comes." 

A long time passed. Outside the sun set and insects and 
small animals began making night noises. The house was 
silent. Roseka lay on her bed and he lay on his. Neither 
of them felt like talking. 

The Ersar-Aswero would be fighting in their own environ
ment and Emcasa would have the heavy weapons mounted 
on his tractor. It would be worse than anything he had 
endured that morning. 

Until he had made the call he had been moral and high
minded and suffering for Elinee. Now he was once again 
faced with the possibility he might die. Worry about others 
and worry about oneself were not the same emotion. 

The screen buzzed. He rolled out of bed and walked to 
the common room. 

Roseka got to the screen before him. She turned it on 
and Emcasa appeared and touched horns. 

'"I've been talking to my coUeagues. They think you should 
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come here if you want to talk. We've decided face-to-face 
discussions might be useful." 

Jenorden's heart jumped. Concealing his excitement, he 
looked at Emcasa scornfully. "So you can take another 
prisoner?" 

"I already have the only prisoner I need. You may come 
with your usual weapons·. The Ersar-Aswero will meet you 
at the airlock." Emcasa paused. "They're the ones that want 
thi " s. 

· "Why can't we talk now?" 
"The Ersar-Aswero feel uncomfortable negotiating over long 

distances. They aren't used to modern communications. This 
doesn't seem real to them." 

"Suppose we come tomorrow morning? Does that suit you?" 
"I'll tell the Ersar-Aswero you're coming. Elinee isn't 

hurt, by the way. She's guarded, but we aren't torturing her." 
Jenorden bowed. "Thank you. I'm certain you aren't cruel." 
"I have my morality, too." 
The screen blanked and he turned to Roseka. Her emo

tions were just as mixed as his. He put his arms around her 
and they took what comfort they could from the touch of 
bodies encased in suits. 

"He still pretended we're coming for a conference," Ro
seka said. 

"He's probably leaving it up I to us. They'll be ready for 
a fight but we can back down if we want to. Let's call 
Veneleo." 

Veneleo had his moment of jubilation when they told 
him µie news, and then he, too, began to think about the 
danger. "Do you have any clever strategies, Jenorden? You've 
done more fighting than any of us." 

''I've got a few ideas, , but nothing we can do will make 
it easy. Whatever we do, it's going to be bloody." 

"It's Roseka's turn to guard the ship, isn't it?" 
They both turned to Roseka. For a brief instant her face 

betrayed her relief, and then she regained her composure. 
"I'm going with Jenorden," she said. 

"You're saying that," Veneleo said, "because you think 
you have to." 

"I didn't say I want to go. I said I'm going." 
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"Why should you go with him?" 
"Because the decision has to be made as impersonally as 

possible. The one who stays will feel guilty and the one who 
_ goes-his emotions won't be pleasant either. We set up the 

schedule for watching the ship when we first got here. It's 
as impersonal as any system." 

"Tomorrow is Jenorden's day." 
Jenoden felt irritated. They were indulging in a luxury. 

Veneleo was right. They both felt -obliged to offer and, 
neither of them could afford to withdraw. Withdrawal 
would be psychologically damaging. 

He glanced around the room. In the pre-community days 
humans had rolled dice and flipped coins. Money and 
ga01es of chance were both obsolete, but there must be some
thing he could use. 

He took a bullet from his belt. "Let this. settle it." Squat
ting he laid the bullet on the floor and flipped it with his 
finger. Veneleo and Roseka watched it spin with fascinated 
eyes. It slowed, and then it stopped, and after awhile he 
lifted his head and looked at the screen. 

Veneleo nodded. He didn't try to pretend he was un
concerned. 

Roseka looked relieved and then she looked at Veneleo 
and her eyes grew sad. 'Tm not happy either." 

"I believe you," Veneleo said. 
The carefree look had left Veneleo's face. His love of life 

and happiness, an emotion all humans honored and re
spected~ was too great for him to face death stoically. 

'Tm sorry," Jenorden said. 'Tm sorry, Veneleo. If I could 
do this by myself, I would." 

"Don't blame yourself. You've only done what you had 
to do. You're right, if anybody's to blame, it's the Borg." 

Roseka touched Jenorden's arm. He turned to her and 
she looked at him questioningly. "I'm going to the ship now," 
she said. "Veneleo can come down in the morning." 

He nodded. He wanted her, too, but they both knew 
Veneleo needed her more. 
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XIII 

IT HAD TO BE a battle of attrition. J enorden thought about 
it, brooding as he stared out the window at the Borg dome, 
and then he discussed it with Veneleo and Roseka and 
they both reluctantly agreed he was right . From the moment 
they entered the dome, they would have to concentrate on 
equalizing the odds by killing the Ersar-Aswero. · 

Neither of them asked how many they could kill. There 
would be two of them, and they were fighting for the life 
of another human, and they djdn't feel responsible, so there 
was no way they could know when their revulsion would 
overcome their instinct to survive. They could only hope that 
sometime before that, the Ersar-Aswero and Emcasa would 
stop fighting. Surely even primitives would be revolted by 
so much slaughter. 

For the second night in a row he was waiting for a 
morning which might be his last. He wondered what would 
happen to him tomorrow if he survived. He knew he was 
still functioning only because another human needed him. 
He had looked at death, and every day the vision planted 
in his psyche by the Horta grew more powerful, and to
morrow more deaths would be embedded in his conscious
ness. 

In the morning Veneleo arrived with a fresh converter and 
a double supply of ammunition for him. They Bew toward 
the north with him piloting and Veneleo sitting behind him. 

He landed them several hundred yards from the Ersar-As
wero airlock, behind a dune which would protect them 
from any sudden attacks. Switching on the radio, he con
tacted Emcasa. 

"Welcome, Jenorden. Welcome, Veneleo." 
"Good morning, Emcasa. We'll be outside your airlock 

in a few minutes." 
"It will open as soon as you get there. The Ersar-Asw ro 

are waiting for you." 
They stood up. Veneleo stared gloomily at the dome and 
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then he struggled and made his face look a little like his 
old self . 

.. Are you ready?" Jenorden asked. 
"Let's go." 
The airlock door opened when they were still several 

paces from the dome. They stopped, and their fingers closed 
around their weapons, but the air.lock was empty. 

"We have to go in," Jenorden muttered. "We shouldn't 
take too long." 

Tbey entered the airlock and the heavy door closed be
hind them. Machinery hummed. Radiation sterilized their 
suits and the lighting dimmed to the twilight of the Ersar
Aswero environment. 

They drew their weapons. In the dimness a pink light 
blinked three times. The inner door swung open. 

They didn't stop to look things over. They had picked 
their strategy and ruthless as it was they had to go through 
with it. Jenorden fired twice, the noise of the gun re
verberating in the lock and creating new pressures on his 
ear drums, and two explosive shells tore up the ground in 
front of the door. Veneleo fired an instant later and two 
incendiaries combined with the sparse vegetation and the 
powerful, constant wind of the Ersar-Aswero world to create 
a sheet of flame which flared toward the sky and collapsed 
at once. 

Bolts clattered on the walls of the airlock. Jenorden threw 
himself flat and again two explosive shells rocked the ground. 
Rising, he sprinted through the dust and smoke, firing 
blindly and trying to create enough havoc to keep the Er
sar-Aswero down. Veneleo followed on his heels. 

The Ersar-Aswero had formed a semi-circle around the 
airlock and were shooting at them from behind the rocks and 
hills and out of the gullies of their rugged environment. 
Several warriors, incredibly, were drawn up in formation on 
his left and taking careful, formal aim with their crossbows. 
Hitting the ground as a flock of bolts flew over his back, he 
shot an explosive at them. The wind diverted the bullet and 
it exploded on their right Hank and scattered the formation. 
In their own environment they moved even faster than 
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they had in the Eb dome. Here they could e n rid on 
the, ind. 

He st od up and ran on. Hurdling a fall n warrior, he 
swit h d on his shield. Together h and n J o harg d 
up a hi11 into a shower of bolts. They reach d th top and 
went down th other sid firing at the fleeing warriors. Jenor
den swjtch d off his shield as he ran. 

They jumped into a gully, a natural chest-high trench. 
Veneleo blasted the top of the hill they h d just left and 
they looked around for their adv rsaries. on w re in sight. 
Remembering the first time he had fought them, J norden 
shuddered and peered into every shadow. 

"This light," Veneleo muttered . 
The wind pressure pushing on Jenorden's cheek increased 

drastically. Automatically he glanced down the gully. 
"Duck!" 
They squatted and a rock half the size of a man's fist 

shot over their heads. Jenorden stared sickly at the side 
of the gully. He could have been brained. 

Veneleo fired and the sound jerked him erect. Several 
Ersar-Aswero were bounding over the top of the hill. He 
snapped a shot and then ducked as a vol1ey of bolts sp d 
toward the gully. When he raised his head the Ersar-Aswero 
were bouncing off the side of the hill and aiming a second 
volley as they descended on him. He snapped another shot 
and ducked again. In a second they would be over the 
trench. 

The gully made a ragged semi-circle around the base of 
the hill. They both came to the same conclusion and ran 
for cover in opposite directions. Crouching behind the bend, 
he fired at the first Ersar-Aswero to cross the h·ench. The 
shot hit the annored warrior square in the chest. Another 
warrior sailed across the trench right behind the first one and 
Jenorden ducked a bolt and looked around the bend just 
in time to duck another bolt. 

He looked again. They had all disappeared. Raising his 
head and eyes above the top of the trench, he scanned the 
darkness. 

"Are you all right?" Veneleo radioed. 
"I killed another one. I think we've killed four." The cal-
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lousness of his language disgust d him, but he refused to 
use euphemism . 

"Watch th hill!'' Veneleo yelled. 
Another group, as big as the last bun h, pomed over the 

side of the hill. Bo1ts flew and he caught them on his shield 
and then switched the shield off and shot back. Explosives tore 
up the hjl]side. YeUing battle cries and ignoring · their dead, 
the warriors leap d toward him through the wreckage. 

Turning on his shield he surrendered the position and 
bolted around the hi11 and up another gully. He switched 
off his shield and turned around. They weren't following 
him. Trying to look up, back and ahead at th same time, 
he felt rus way backward. His eyes ached with the effort 
to see in this light. 

''They've disappeared," Veneleo said. 
"Where are you? I'm backing up a gulley in front of 

the hill." 
'Tm in some boulders to your left. I had to turn my 

shield on." 
"So did I. We'd better watch our indicators." 
"What do you think they'll do now?" 
"Look out for ambushes. They've probably been trying 

to separate us. Now that they've done it, I don't think they'll 
make any frontal attacks. Try to keep moving further into 
the dome." 

Through the twilight and the craggy land, they stalked 
the Ersar-Aswero and the Ersar-Aswero stalked them. Jenor
den butchered them as methodically as if he were a slaughter 
machine. Only during lulls, lying in hiding while he waited 
for them, did he feel bitter misery. 

When Veneleo shot their eighth victim, they had been 
inside the dome almost an hour. He had no idea where 
Veneleo was, except that he was far away, and he guessed 
he himself had moved a couple of miles into the dome. He 
was lying behind a boulder, resting as he worked his way 
up a ridge. It had been several minutes since an Ersar
Aswero had shot at him. He knew there were several of 
them spread ut below, stalking him up the ridge, but 
they seemed to be resting, too. 

A faint sound attracted his attention. He strained his ears. 
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The sound was a Jong way off and would have been in
audibl if th wind hadn't c~ rri d it. 

" n 1 o! I think I h ar the tractor!"' 
"Can u s e it?" 
"Wait:" H list n d again. She had to be on it. Emcasa 

wouldn't Jet h r out of his custody. "H 's n th other 
sid of this ridge. He's coming this way. The Ersar-Aswero 
must hav ca11ed for help." 

A sere m pi reed Jenorden's ear drums. "Venel of" Shock 
blurred hi vision. He almost stood up and exp sed himself 
to the Ersar-Aswero crossbows. 

"Ven wo!" 
Ven leo groaned. 'Tm hit. Jenorden, I'm hit!" 
Jenord n closed his eyes. He didn't even know where 

Veneleo was. 
"Where? Where are you hit?" 
Veneleo groaned . "My thigh ... my forearm ... I think 

my leg· . . . brok n . . . . " He groaned again. Jenorden 
tried to think. The tractor sounded closer. 

"Can you hold them off? Are you in a good position?" 
"Go after Elinee." 
"Can you hold them off?" 
Veneleo gasped. Jenorden listened to Veneleo's quick, 

panting breaths dse to a crescendo of agony and he felt 
as if the pain were his. 

"It'll take .. . two of ... you to move me." 
"Hold on. Hold them off. Don't give in." 
In a sitting position, kicking himself backward with his 

legs, he backed away from the boulder and up the side of 
the ridge. Between Veneleo's groans and the sound of the 
oncoming tractor, he was almost in a state of panic himself. 
Veneleo must not die. No person so alive should die. 

He sent two shells down the slope. They exploded and 
threw up a screen of dirt and he stood up and ran for the 
top of the ridge. As he went down the other sid , the Ersar
Aswero leaped from their hiding places and bounded after 
him. 

The ridge sloped downward a couple of hundr d yards 
and then the ground sloped upward again to th back of a 
higher ridge. On his left, about half a mile away, there was 
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a U-shaped opening in the opposite ridge. Emcasa's tractor 
was just creeping through the opening. 

The automatic weapon on the tractor opened up on him 
and he dropped into a narrow gully, turning sideways so 
he could squeeze in and slipping on a floor of loose rocks. 
Adrenalin Hooded his body. Again his fear was driving him 
forward. 

Up the slope of the val1ey the tractor halted next to a 
group of spear-shaped rocks. Runrung from boulder to 
boulder and gully to gu1ly, crawling on the grou·nd with 
some minor upheaval in the landscape for protection and 
then sprinting from a place where he hoped Emcasa didn't 
expect him to appear, he fought his way toward it. Some
times Emcasa fired on him with the automatic weapon and 
sometimes the cannon turned bis way and explosive she1ls 
screamed down the valley. Behind him the Ersar-Aswero 
sniped at his back and drew the noose tighter. In spite of 
his fears he kept his shield turned off. There was plenty of 
cover and the light was as hard on Emcasa's marksman-
ship as it was on his. · 

He squatted in a shallow gully as close to the tractor as 
he wanted to get. Nervously he raised his head. The gun 
turret swung on him and he dropped to all fours and 
crawled along the gully. 

"Elineel If you're in the tractor, tell me what part. Say 
front or rear. One word. They won't kill you. You're too 
valuable." 

He waited. He couldn't shoot until he knew. He couldn't 
see the Ersar-Aswero but he knew they were moving in on 
three sides. "Hurry! Hurry! It's our only chance." Even as 
he crouched here, pinned below ground level by the trac
tor's guns, they might be making their final assault. 

"Front." 
The sound was only a mumble, hardly a word at all, but 

he was certain he had heard it. "Front! I heard you. Keep 
sti]J. Get ready to run." 

He rose as far out of the gu]Jy as he dared. His gun 
came up and he sighted on the rear half of the tractor. 
Ersar-Aswero battle cries rang in his ears. The turret turned 
on him, the automatic chattering. 
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He squeezed the trigger and dropped. Bullets cracked 
above his back. An explosion shook the ground. 

He raised his head. There was a gaping hole in the rear 
of the tractor. Ersar-Aswero were leaping toward him across 
the rocks. A figure in a human spacesuit was stumbling out 
the back of the wrecked vehicle. 

He switched on his shield and stood up. In one swift, 
chaotic glance he saw the Ersar-Aswero charging him from 
three directions, Elinee stumbling across the treacherous 
ground with her hands tied behind her back, and the turret 
edging the cannon his way. Bolts ricocheted off his shield. 
He fired at the turret, directly at the cannon, and then he 
turned on the Ersar-Aswero. 

He fired a barrage at the oncoming warriors. Behind him, 
one more sound in the din, the shell he had fired at the 
turret exploded against metal. Shells tore up and ground 
smashed into armor. Battle cries turned into death yells in 
midbreath. 

The charge broke. The Ersar-Aswero leaped for cover and 
he turned on the _tractor again. Emcasa was stumbling 
toward the rocks in his cumbersome space suit. Elinee had 
reached a gully and was dropping into hiding. 

Switching off his shield, he dropped and crawled along 
his own gully. He jumped up and sprinted toward Elinee. 
As he ran, a line of bullets kicked up the dust behind his 
heels. Emcasa had another weapon. 

He dropped into the gully and yelled when he realized 
how deep it was. Elinee was crouching at the bottom rub
bing her bonds against the rocks. He broke his fall and 
came up ready to shoot whoever looked over the rim. 

"She's free! Hold on. We're coming!" 
"Is she all right?" Veneleo whispered. 
He looked at her. Her eyes were filled with tears. "You 

c~e," she said. "You came::, She ~tood up and he truggled 
with the knots on her bonds. Whats wrong with Veneleo?' 

He glanced at the rim of the gully. 'He's hit. We'll 
have to carry him out." 

"Where is he?" 
He unti d the last knot. Emcasa and th Ersar-Aswero 

would be on them in seconds. If they went do\ n th all y, 
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toward Vene1eo, they would col1ide with the Ersar-Asw ro. 
EJin e didn't have a gun and ccording to his indicator 
he couldn't fire one more shot than he h d to. They would 
have to run , not fight. 

He started backing up the gully, away from the Ersar
Aswero. He waved his gun impatiently. ''Come on. Hurry! 
I'll tell you later." 

XIV 

EMCASA MANEUVERED into a position on a hill in the center 
of the valley an<l the Ersnr-Aswero started driving th~m 
toward the automatic we pon. Every way they went a cross
bow or a burst from Emcasa brought them to a halt. 
Emcasa commanded the valley and the slopes of the ridges 
and the crar still had enough warders to patrol whatever 
the terrain hid from his view. Little by little the Ersar
As\.vero pushed them toward the rull. 

Veneleo's groans were unnerving. Every time he talked 
to them his whispers seemed noticeably weaker. They kept 
te11ing him they would soon be with him, but their voices 
betrayed their le ck of conRdence. 

Crouching in a twisted jumble of rocks near the base of 
Emcasa's hill, Jenorden peered up the slope through a 
crack between two boulders. They had been driven here 
through a system of gullies and he was certain the Ersar
Aswero were now creeping toward them throngh those same 
gullies. Uphi11 was the only direction open to them, but if 
he tri d to rush it his shield would collapse Jong before he 
reached the top. There was enough cover-a gully, rocks, 
an overhang at the bottom-so that he could hope to get 
part way up. But the final rush would kill him. 

"Jenordenf EJineel" From the top of the hill Emcasa 
blared at them with aJI the power of the loudspeaker in his 

, space suit. "We have you surrounded. Don't make us take 
you by force. We might kill you in the struggle. I don't 
want to kilI youl Surrender! I beg you to surrender. Your 
position j hope]ess." 

Jenorden picked up a crossbow bolt he had plucked from 
102 



I WANT THE STARS 

th dirt the last time an Ersar-Asw ro had shot at them. 
A plan had b n taking shape in his mind sin h had first 
r a1iz d th y couldn't break through the Ersar-Asw ro ring. 

"We have to get dd of Emcasa," he said. "Eliminate 
that gun and the Er ar-Aswero will be reduced to something 
we an handle." 

She glanced at the bolt. "With that? And one of us stays 
here with the gun?" She couldn't conceal h r distaste. 

He nodded. She avoided his ey s and then she looked at 
rum with a face full of sympathy. He unsnapped ms pistol 
from the wires which connected it to his converter and 
she took it and hooked it to he1 own converter. 

He put his hand on her shoulder and they came together 
and embraced. His lips tingled to kiss her. He wanted to 
return to the ship and satiate himself with her. 

Elinee felt the change in the way he held her. She stepped 
back and their eyes said more than any touch could. 

He looked away, returning to reality as he automatically 
checked the approaches the Ersar-Aswero might use any 
moment. The entire profound, intense exchange had lasted 
only a few seconds. 

What difference did it make? His shoulders drooped and 
the sudden unexpected rush of passion drained from his body. 
His awakening emotions only made him more aware of the 
truth that violence and death of the last months had im
pressed on his consciousness. He was about to die. Even if 
he lived, it would only be to die some other day. 

He had known that when he left Earth, but he had only 
known it with his brain. Now he knew it with his emotions. 
He had gone forth, hungry and curious, to possess the 
stars, and he had learned the only truth the stars could teach. 

Even as he began to desire Elinee, he knew he would 
never again desire anything very much. It would always be 
like this . The desire would begin to stir and then his 
knowledge would deaden it. And in his world a world 
without necessity, a man was only as alive as his d ~jres. 

Elinee responded to the change in his mood. "Jenorden ... " 
"Do you want to live, Elinee?" 
"Don't you?" 
"I'll have to kill him.'' 
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"He's almost our own kind." 
His fingers gripped the iron bolt. He turned up the loud-

speaker on his suit. 
"Emcasal" 
.. Are you ready to surrender, Jenorden?" 
.. Let us go free. I don't want to kill you." 
"I don't want to kill you!" 
''Then let us go free." 
"If you want to live throw out your weapons and 

come out in the open." He sounded excited. He probably 
thought they were ready to give in. 

'Tm going to kill you," Jenorden yelled. "Don't make me 
kill you." 

"Don't threaten me! I can't be threatened!" 
Jenorden turned to Elinee. "You know what to do." His 

voice sounded listless. "Don't let the Ersar-Aswero get you 
while you're covering me." He gestured with the bolt. "Put 
two shells on top of the hill." 

She raised the pistol and shot between the crack. Two 
explosions raised the dirt just below Emcasa' s position, and 
the wind blew the dust up the slope and obscured the hilltop. 

He sprinted across the open ground between the rocks and 
the bottom of the hill. Emcasa' s weapon chattered, Bring 
blindly through the dust and the smoke. He reached the 
overhang at the base of the hill. Keeping his balance by 
digging his hands into the Hat face of the overhang, be 
moved around the hill toward a gully. 

He dropped into the gully. Holding the savage weapon in 
his hand, he crawled up the hill. The gully narrowed 
and he climbed out of it behind a twisted rock. He took 
his bearings and then he broke from cover and ran toward 
another rock. Surprised, Emcasa, reacted too late and Bred 
a short, angry burst. , 

"Go back, Jenordenf Surrender! You can't fight me un-
d

,. 
arme . 

He crept up the hillside from cover to cover until he 
reached a protecting rock face just below the final cover
less expanse of hill. He was reasonably certain Emcasa didn't 
know exactly where he was. There had been no firing the last 

104 



· I WANT THE STARS 

time h broke from hidin . H e star d bleakly at the sharp
en d m t.--.1 and si nal d Elince with hj hand. 

She fired six shots, ne aft r th oth r. A barrag tor up 
the hillsid . H unted the explosions. As soon as number 
six hit he stood up and ·h. rged through th d11st. 

The nutom, tic weapon sw pt the hillside. Again th wi d 
blew the dust upward and cover d the hilJtop with a thi ·k 
cloud. Guessing which direction Emcasa was fa ing from 
the sound of the gunfire, Jenorden circled left and leaped 
through the dust. 

Emcasa was firing from a hollow he had dug in th hill
top. He tried to roll onto his back and bring the gun around 
and Jenord n fell on him, pushing the gun away with his 
free hand. Through their dust streaked suits they glared 
at each other like animals. Emcasa saw the bolt and a hor
rible sound, amplified by the loudspeaker, burst from his 
mouth. He grabbed Jenorden's forearm and the two of them 
struggled and kicked in the dirt. Jenorden fought Emcasa's 
legs with his own longer legs. His free hand held Emcasa's 
right arm pinned to the ground. He jerked his right arm 
up, pulling it free of Emcasa's grip . 

"Surrender! Surrender!" He was pleading. 
Emcasa grabbed his forearm again. His short legs thrashed 

as he tried to break the grip of the stronger, heavier human. 
Jenorden forced the point toward the breast of his suit. 

"Surrender!" 
"Murderer! Savage!" 
"Don't make me kill you.'~ 
Emcasa answered with an insult. Jerking the hand which 

was pinned to the ground, he tried to pull J enorden off bal
ance. Jenorden shifted his weight and pressed the point a 
little closer. 

"You're beaten. You can't survive. Surrender." 
Emcasa glared at him. The point hovered an inch above 

the thick material of the space suit. Revolted by the savagery 
of the weapon, he hesitated. His own muscles would drive 
the weapon through flesh and bone. He would have to keep 
pushing even after Emcasa's face registered the first shock 
and pain. 

He looked away from Emcasa's face and saw the gun 
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lying just beyond his reach. He jumped up. Dropping the 
bolt, he picked up the gun and leaped backward. Emcasa 
came up roaring with fight . Jenorden pointed the gun at 
him and he froze. 

"Raise your arms," Jenorden panted. "I couldn't use the 
bolt, but I can use this." 

Emcasa lowered his head. · Inside the helmet his horns 
pointed at J enorden' s chest. 

"Raise your arms," Jenorden repeated. 
Emcasa raised his arms. "You're still surrounded. You 

aren't out of here yet." 
Three explosions, soft, mushy sounds borne on the wind, 

went off down below. Jenorden glanced down the hill. Em
casa bent and hurled his heavily encumbered body at 
Jenorden's knees. 

The automatic weapon hammered against Jenorden's hands. 
Bullets tore up the back of Emcasa' s helmet. The gun 
climbed and more bullets pierced Emcasa' s back and legs. 

Jenorden stared at the body. Crouching, he searched for 
some sign of life. 

He looked up. "Did you like that?" he asked the Borg. 
"Did you learn anything? Did it amuse you?" 

Another explosion made him stand up. Eli.nee was running 
up the hill with the Ersar-Aswero bounding after her. Two 
armored bodies were sprawled near the jumble of rocks. 

He raised the automatic weapon to his shoulder. He didn't 
shoot to kill, but the bullets swept the hillside and the 
Ersar-Aswero bounded for cover. He followed them with 
short, choppy bursts. Eli.nee struggled up the hill and threw 
herself :flat in the hollow. 

She stared at the body. "I killed him," Jenorden said. 
"'At least you did it with the gun." 
"He wouldn't surrender." 
She fired down the hillside. Realizing he was exposed to 

the Ersar-Aswero crossbows, he crouched beside her. 
"Don't give in now/' she said. "We still have to help 

Veneleo. I think I know how you feel, but try to force 
yourself." She frowned. "We haven't heard from him in 
a long time." 
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"I'm here," Veneleo whispered. "I've had my transmitter 
turned off." 

"Emcasa's dead," Elinee said. "Now it's just us and the 
Ersar-Aswero. Can you sent up a flare?" 

"Not yet," Jenorden said. His voice sounded hoarse an~ 
listless but his brain was still functioning. "The Ersar-Aswero 
here probably don't know where he is either. I don't think 
they have radios. We'll send up a flare and you can guide 
us, Veneleo." 

"You're still thinking," Veneleo said. "I'm glad it's you 
I'm with." 

"If it weren't for me, you wouldn't be here." 
"Is the pain any worse?" Elinee asked. 
"I feel numb. I think I went over the pain threshold 

awhile ago." 
They sent up the flare and then they sneaked down the 

back of the hiJl and started working their way down the 
valley. They did as little shooting as they could. Jenorden 
carried the automatic weapon and some ammunition he had 
taken from Emcasa, but he only shot to frighten and, when 
he had to, to wound. Whenever they thought it was safe, 
they sent up another flare and Veneleo gave them a new 
fix on his position. 

They had been in the dome a long time. To their eyes 
the twilight was now almost total darkness. About half the 
stars in the sky were already visible. 

Veneleo was sprawled on a ledge near the bottom of a 
steep cliff. They reached him just before nightfall. They 
ran across the open with a Bare from Veneleo's pistol light
ing the ground, and behind them the Ersar-Aswero gave up 
the chase and took cover. 

Veneleo collapsed as soon as they arrived. E1inee watched 
the open ground and Jenorden uncoiled the ultra-thin wire 
splint in his .first-aid kit and used it to immobilize the 
broken leg as soon as contact with human body warmth 
hardened the metal. The bolts were still inside Vene1eo's 
limbs, but the holes in his suit had sealed without a flaw 
~nd his indicators said the suit's antibiotic system was fight
mg off infection. If they could get him to the ship ju a few 
hours, the hospital might not have to replace anything. 
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Jenorden studied their position. "We'll have to carry 
him and we can't do that and fight them at the same time." 

''We can't leave," Elinee said, "and they can't get at us. 
Of course now that it's night ... " 

"Maybe I can reason with them." He turned up the vol
ume of his loudspeaker. Again he struggled to express 
himself in a language he had studied very briefly. "Warriors 
of the Ersar-Aswero crar! You have fought well. You are 
brave and ruthless opponents. I apologize for my insult. If 
we weren't better armed then you, we'd be dead now. Look 
at the position here. We can't leave unless you let us. We have 
to carry our wounded friend. You, on the other hand, can
not attack us across the open ground. Why not let us go? 
Why continue a useless fight? Let us go now and we'll give 
medical aid to your wounded. We can save many who 
are now dying." 

He waited. Far above him the wind howled along the 
face of the cliff. Veneleo groaped and moved his free hand 
fretfully toward his wounded forearm. 

"Noble enemies! Honored warriors!" The voice came 
from their left. "Our crar is dead. You have destroyed our 
crar. The crar has died and you must die with it." 

The words fell on his consciousness as if they were blows. 
"You'll all die! You'll die for nothing! Listen to reason!" 

Only the wind answered him. 
"I was afraid of that," Elinee said. 
"Why don't the Borg stop this? How can they watch and let 

this happen? What kind of things are they?" 
She put her hand on his shoulder. "Keep thinking, Jen

orden. Don't fall apart. I need you. As far as the Ersar-Aswero 
are concerned, they're already dead. When we killed so 
many of their crar; it was as if we'd mortally wounded an 
individual. They want to die. Dying honorably is all they 
have left. We aren't killing thirty of them to save three of 
us-we're killing one individual." 

He took Veneleo' s pistol and attached it to his converter. 
He stood up and once again he turned up the volume of 
his loudspeaker. 

"Warriors of the Ersar-Aswero crar! Attack with all your 
skill and comage. Do your best. If we live, your crar will 
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be a legend on every world in the galaxy. Do your best. 
We are not afraid." He crouched and his voice dropped to 
a whisper. "We are not afraid .... " 

xv 

SOMETIMES THEY CAME alone, creeping through the dark 
and landing on the ledge with their iron swords swinging. 
Sometimes they came by twos and threes and Jenorden and 
Elinee shot them under the light of the flares. Every time 
Jenorden pulled a trigger, his rage swelled. Every time an 
Ersar-Aswero died, something in him died. They had robbed 
him of every passion except anger. He was a killer animal 
standing _alone beneath the stars and the only claim to 
humanity he still possessed was his outrage against the 
beings who had done this to him. Take that away and he 
would be a thing, too. " 

In the morning they looked across a battleground strewn 
with armored corpses. The crar was dead. 

He hurled his pistol across the field . He kicked a flock of 
expended cartridges off the ledge and then he picked up 
Emcasa's automatic weapon and swung it against the face 
of the cliff. 

"Jenordenl" 
Chips of rock spattered on his suit. Little by little the 

tough metal bent. The firing machanism sprang apart and 
he kicked it off the ledge. It bounced and slid into ·i gu1ly 
and he lowered his .eyes and saw the dead Ersar-Aswero. 
He moaned and covered his face with his hands. 

"Veneleo," Elinee said. "We have to get Veneleo to the 
hospital." 

He wasn't insane. His life seemed lilce a prison in which 
he would be tortured by knowledge until he died; his 
disgust with himself and with a universe where such things 
could happen was a passion he had to release; but he wasn't 
insane. He knew what he was supposed to do and he could 
stiU go thrnugh the motions. 

He uncovered his eyes. He looked angry and defeated at 
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the same time. Elinee looked away from him and blanked 
her face. 

They bent over Vene1eo, who was mumbling in his sleep. 
Jenorden picked up his shoulders and Elinee picked up his 
boots. It wasn't the best way to carry him, but they didn't 
have a stretcher and the hospital would repair any dam~ge 
they did. Silently they lugged their burden across the 
dark landscape. They were both physically exhausted. They 
had to stop and rest every few minutes. 

"Is this how our ancestors lived?" E1inee asked. "I thought 
I understood history, but now I wonder how they managed 
to get so far. How did they keep their desire to do 
anything?" 

When they arrived at the ship a wheeled stretcher was 
waiting in the airlock. He helped Elinee and Roseka transfer 
Veneleo, and then he watched the stretcher roll away from 
the airlock with the two women walking beside it. Pushing 
himself back into the zero gravity of the orbiting vehicle, he 
floated through the cabin to the pilot seat. 

Once again he trudged across the wasteland from the 
vehicle to the Borg dome. This time the Borg were already 
waiting for him. There seemed to be more of them than 
usual and they were spread out along the curve of the 
dome at several levels. 

He glared upward at the black shapes and the shifting 
gas s. 

"Have you counted the dead in that dome? What kind of 
beasts are you? You made this world. You made it and you 
brought us aJI here and then you let that slaughter happen. 
Did you like it? Did you learn anything?" 

"Jenorden, Jenorden. Control yourself. We know how you 
feel. \Ve're as miserable as you are." 

"If you watched that and didn't stop it, you aren't even 
alive. You're dead and you're trying to kill everything else 
in the universe." 

"\Ve watched it all and we suffered. We're suffering now. 
If we could have stopped it, we would have. Believe us
we wanted to stop it." 

"Then why didn't you?'' 
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"We almost did. It's been a long time since we were 
that tempted." 

"Why didn't you? Justify yourselves! Answer me!" 
"You didn't have to leave your dome. We didn't make 

you leave your dome." 
"If you don't justify now what you're doing, I'l1 leave 

this world today and I'll spend the rest of my life telling the 
galaxy to shun you. 1'11 tell them everything that's happened 
here. I'H tell them of all the brave, intelligent beings who 
died because of your fo1ly. Everywhere you send the Ivel, 
they'll be met with suspicion and hatred . As far as I'm 
concerned, you're some kind of disease trying to spread itself 
through the galaxy." 

"You'H ruin everything we're trying to do. You don't know 
what you're doing." 

"What you're trying to do has already ruined too many 
good lives. Tell me why every being in the galaxy shouldn't 
be warned to avoid you. Tell me something that outweighs 
all the evidence I can give them." 

"We want to. We want to tell you everything. Go back 
to your dome, follow the lectures, and you'll understand. 
Can't you be patient?" 

"As patient as Rotrudo? How many years will it take? 
Ten? Fifty? Why should I waste my life span?" 

"You have to be prepared. What we're doing . . . if 
we told you now, you wouldn't understand. You probably 
couldn't accept it. It might even disgust you." 

''I'll take the risk. What have I got to lose?'' 
There was a long silence. Random noise crackled on the 

loudspeaker. He stared at them and tried to discover some 
clue to what they were doing, but they remained featureless 
and motionless as ever . 

"You've given us no choice," the loudspeaker said. "You'll 
ruin everything. We have to tell you." 
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XVI 

THE smP DRIFTED away from the Borg sun. The metal shut
ters slid across the windows and the four humans strolled 
out of the control room and selected drinks and food from 
the buffet. 

They were full of emotion but they savored the food 
without speaking. No words could possibly express what 
they were feeling. This was a day they had struggled to
ward for many years. Even their movements and the swift 
looks they exchanged revealed only a part of their tension 
and their buoyant excitement. 

J enorden walked to the pool, where his instrument was 
lying in the bottom of a chair. His emotions were too big 
to hold. He had to have music. Putting down his glass, . he 
sat down and started a song they all knew. Elinee and 
Roseka picked up first and second violins and Veneleo put 
a metal wind instrument to his lips. 

The music got louder and wilder. Roseka put down her 
instrument and started dancing. Veneleo and Elinee clapped 
their hands and shouted. J enorden strummed and bowed 
as loud as he could and Roseka' s soft hips and driving legs 
responded as if the music were originating inside her 
own nervous system. She danced with the uninhibited grace 
of a being that wasn't ashamed of anything it felt. 

Veneleo stepped forward and started dancing with her. 
Soon they were all dancing, sometimes one of them alone, 
sometimes three of them and one playing, sometimes all 
of them together with no accompaniment except their own 
voices. The light years were speeding by, and they knew i~ 
and they knew dangers and unknown terrors waited for 
them ahead, but they were riding to their fate with live 
bodies and full hearts. 

"Attention," the computer said. "Attention. We are ap· 
proaching our destination." 

The shutters slid back. They returned to the control room 
and Veneleo gave the computer instructions. The instru• 
ment board lit up. Screens began projecting views of the 
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ocean-covered world below. Detector beams probed down 
through the abnosphere and under the turbuJent surface 
of the ocean. Traversing an orbit which crossed the equator 
at a forty-five degree angle, they reconnoitered the planet. 

The results were as bad as they had feared . The Horta 
bad established complete control over the Sordini and every 
other native life form. Under the paranoid repressions of the 
invaders, the drives and hungers of an entire v orld ,., ere 
clamoring for release. They were about to descend on a 
planet crawling with madness. 

They stood up. For a moment they joined bands in a ring. 
Jenorden looked at them, his friends , his comrade , and he 
swelled with joy. Where in all the uni erse would he discover 
finer creatures? Who could have known that life could 
achieve so much? Whatever happened to them down below, 
no one here would falter . They would overcome the sickness 
of the Horta, or they would die in the attempt. 

They went to the airlock and put on their suits. One b 
one they boarded the orbit-to-ground ehicle. J enorden took 
the controls and the others strapped themselves into the 
passenger seats. 

They were unarmed. They didn't even ha e their shields . 
When they landed on the suffering "'orld belO\ and opened 
their minds to the Horta, their onl weapons vould be 
what they were and the way their differing pers nalities , ere 
organized. They were not the same people th had been 
when they had first landed on this world and th were n , · 
organized in the same way the Borg were or anized nd 
for the same purpose. No other ra e in thi al ~ had 
ever been organized for that purpo e. In this va t lm 1 r -
volving island of stars the r m thing n , . The 
were probably the next step in the elution nf th ir p i s. 

Jenorden manipulated th ntr l . hind him Elin 
start d a song they had I ct d b £ r th 1 ft the r 
world. The rock ts flared int Ii£ and th drift d awa 
from the ship . Singing with all th p , r of th ir 
ahnost gay v i th b g n th ir d s~nt. 

The Borg wer fr m < noth r alax •. Th 
in this galax 1 s than a ntur f re the 
wanderers hnd landed ou th ir plan t- hip. 
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ing tl1e four million years of their history, they had r ached 
the limit of their development, they had becom all th y 
were capable of being, and they had acquir d a new need, 
a passion which had sent groups of them across the widest 
gulfs in the universe. They had stopped s eking power and 
knowledge and immortality and they had found themselves 
driven by an emotion grander than any passion any human 
had ever known-a passion for the development and ful
fillment of all life. They could not keep what they had 
achieved to themselves. They thought of life springing 
into being all over the universe, races evolving which needed 
their knowledge, and even the gulfs between the galaxies 
couldn't hold them back Where men and other intelligent 
life forms wandered the stars seeking what they could get, 
pleasures, and knowledge, and new powers, the Borg, hav
ing acquired all they were capable of absorbing, wandering the 
universe driven by an urgent need to give. 

He had been stunned when he had first learned the im
mensity of life's potential. The Borg were not the ultimate in 
evolution. Indeed, on the cosmic scale their intelligence 
might be for below average. Even as he would seem like a 
god to the men of only three or four centuries ago, so 
his descendants would seem like gods to the Borg. But 
they would grow on what the Borg had given them, which 
was all the Borg asked, and when they reached their limit, 
they would do what the Borg had done. They would give all 
they hod to other races, races which would eventually sur
pass them. 

All life was growing. There was no limit to what life 
could be. Individuals and races had their limits, but life 
itself was unJimjted, and every living creature could con
tribute to its growth. Individuals and races died and were 
forgotten but what they had done and what they had been 
could never be extinguished, for it became part of the 
evolution of all life. 

In aJI that fofinity of possibilities, there was only one 
restriction. No race could know the potential of another race. 
Races could Jea_rn and they could borrow, but notMng of 
value could be forced on them. The older races could 
only offer and help. Hard as it sometimes was, they had to 
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let the younger races mak th ir rnistak s. For could 
d stro nnd subdue but it could n t dev I p. 

Th org had giv n him a isi n of th univ rs men 
might not have achi ved for mill nia if v r. It was a vision 
he had liv d with for ten y ars now and it still 'cit d and 
disturbed him. But it was no mor disturbing than th mo
m nt wh n he had first h ard th B rg onf ss th ir passion. 
If h liv d a thousand y :1rs, as h might, h would never 
forg t his surprise, even his horror and dis ust, when he 
heard th soft Borg voic s t lling him th ir s r t. 

"J norden A'Ley, we love you." 
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