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STARVAN JONES

1

THE TOVAHAVWK

Max liked this time of day, this tine of year. Wth the crops in, he
could finish his evening chores early and be [azy. Wen he had sl opped the
hogs and fed the chickens, instead of getting supper he followed a path to a
rise west of the barn and lay down in the grass, unnindful of chiggers. He had
a book with himthat he had drawn fromthe county library |ast Saturday,
Bonforte's _Sky Beasts: A Guide to Exotic Zoology_ , but he tucked it under his
head as a pillow. A blue jay nade remarks about his honesty, then shut up when
he failed to nove. Ared squirrel sat on a stunp and stared at him then went
on buryi ng nuts.

Max kept his eyes to the northwest. He favored this spot because fromit
he coul d see the steel stilts and guide rings of the Chicago, Springfield, &
Eart hport Ring Road energe froma slash in the ridge to his right. There was a
guide ring at the mouth of the cut, a great steel hoop twenty feet high. A
pair of stilt-like tripods supported another ring a hundred feet out fromthe
cut. Athird and last ring, its stilts nore than a hundred feet high to keep
it level with the others, lay west of himwhere the ground dropped still nore
sharply into the valley below. Half way up it he could see the power-1link
ant enna poi nting across the gap

On his left the guides of the C. S &. picked up again on the far side of
the gap. The entering ring was larger to allow for maxi nrum w ndage devi ati on
on its stilts was the receptor antenna for the power |ink. That ridge was
steeper; there was only one nore ring before the road di sappeared into a
tunnel. He had read that, on the Mon, entrance rings were no |arger than
pass-al ong rings, since there was never any wind to cause variation in
ballistic. Wien he was a child this entrance ring had been slightly snaller
and, during an unprecedented windstorm a train had struck the ring and
produced an unbelievable weck, with nore than four hundred people killed. He
had not seen it and his father had not allowed himto poke around afterwards
because of the carnage, but the scar of it could still be seen on the I|efthand
ridge, a darker green than the rest.

He watched the trains go by whenever possible, not w shing the
passengers any bad luck--but still, if there should happen to be a
catastrophe, he didn't want to miss it.

Max kept his eyes fixed on the cut; the _Tomahawk_ was due any instant.
Suddenly there was a silver gleam a shining cylinder with needl e nose burst
out of the cut, flashed through the last ring and for a breathl ess nmonent was
in free trajectory between the ridges. Al nost before he could swing his eyes
the projectile entered the ring across the gap and di sappeared into the
hillside--just as the sound hit him

It was a thunderclap that bounced around the hills. Max gasped for air.
"Boy!" he said softly. "Boy, oh boy!" The incredible sight and the inpact on



his ears always affected himthe same way. He had heard that for the
passengers the train was silent, with the sound trailing them but he did not
know, he had never ridden a train and it seenmed unlikely, with Maw and the
farmto take care of, that he ever woul d.

He shifted to a sitting position and opened his book, holding it so that
he woul d be aware of the southwestern sky. Seven minutes after the passing of
the _Tomahawk _he should be able to see, on a clear evening, the |aunching
orbit of the daily Mwonship. Al though nmuch father away and much | ess dramatic
than the nearby junp of the ring train it was this that he had cone to see.
Ring trains were all right, but spaceships were his |ove--even a dinky |like
the nmoon shuttle.

But he had just found his place, a description of the intelligent but
phl egmati ¢ crustaceans of Epsilon Ceti |V, when he was interrupted by a cal

behind him "Ch, Maxie! Maximlian! Max . . . ml . . . _yan! "
He held still and said not hing.
" _Max! | can see you, Mx--you cone at once, hear ne?"

He nuttered to hinmself and got to his feet. He nmoved slowy down the
pat h, watching the sky over his shoulder until the barn cut off his view Mw
was back and that was that--she'd nake his Iife mserable if he didn't come in
and hel p. When she had | eft that norning he had had the inpression that she
woul d be gone overnight--not that she had said so; she never did--but he had
| earned to read the signs. Now he would have to listen to her conplaints and
her petty gossip when he wanted to read, or just as bad, be disturbed by the
sl obbering stereovision serials she favored. He had often been tenpted to
sabot age the pesky SV set--by rights with an ax! He hardly ever got to see the
progranms he I|iked.

When he got in sight of the house he stopped suddenly. He had supposed
that Maw had ridden the bus fromthe Corners and wal ked up the draw as usual
But there was a sporty little unicycle standing near the stoop--and there was
soneone with her.

He had thought at first it was a "foreigner"--but when he got closer he
recogni zed the man. Max woul d rat her have seen a foreigner, any foreigner
Biff Montgonery was a hillman but he didn't work a farny Max coul dn't renmenber
havi ng seen himdo any honest work. He had heard it said that Montgonery
sometines hired out as a guard when one of the noonshine stills back in the
hills was operating and it mght be so--Mntgonmery was a big, beefy man and
the part might fit him

Max had known Montgomery as | ong as he could remenber, seen himloafing
around Clyde's Corners. But he had ordinarily given him"wagon roont and had
had nothing to do with him-until lately: Maw had started being seen with him
even gone to barn dances and huskings with him Max had tried to tell her that
Dad woul dn't have liked it. But you couldn't argue with Maw -what she didn't
like she just didn't hear

But this was the first tinme she had ever brought himto the house. Max
felt a slow burn of anger starting in him

"Hurry up, Maxie!" Maw called out. "Don't stand there like a dummy." Max
reluctantly nmoved al ong and joined them Mw said, "Mxie, shake hands with
your new father," then | ooked roguish, as if she had said something witty. Max
stared and his nouth sagged open

Mont gonery grinned and stuck out a hand. "Yep, Max, you're Max
Mont gonery now--1'm your new pop. But you can call ne Mnty."

Max stared at the hand, took it briefly. "My name is Jones,’
flatly.

"Maxi e!" protested Maw.

Mont gonery | aughed jovially. "Don't rush him Nellie ny love. Let Max
get used to it. Live and let live; that's ny notto." He turned to his wfe
"Half a mo', while | get the baggage." From one saddl ebag of the unicycle he
extracted a wad of nussed clothing; fromthe other, two flat pint bottles.
Seei ng Max wat ching hi mhe wi nked and said, "A toast for the bride."

H s bride was standing by the door; he started to brush on past her. She

he said



protested, "But Mnty darling, aren't you going to--"

Mont gonery stopped. "Ch. | haven't nuch experience in these things.
Sure." He turned to Max--"Here, take the baggage"--and shoved bottles and
clothes at him Then he swung her up in his arms, grunting a bit, and carried
her over the threshold, put her down and ki ssed her while she squeal ed and
bl ushed. Max silently followed them put the itens on the table and turned to
the stove. It was cold, he had not used it since breakfast. There was an
electric range but it had burned out before his father had died and there had
never been money to repair it. He took out his pocket knife, nade shavings,
added kindling and touched the heap with an Everlite. Wen it flared up he
went out to fetch a pail of water.

When he came back Montgomery said, "Wndered where you'd gone. Doesn't
this dunp even have runni ng water?"

"No." Max set the pail down, then added a couple of chunks of cord wood
tothe fire.

H s Maw said, "Maxie, you should have had di nner ready."

Mont gonery interceded pleasantly with, "Now, my dear, he didn't know we
were coming. And it leaves time for a toast." Max kept his back to them
giving his full attention to slicing side neat. The change was so overwhel ni ng
that he had not had tine to take it in.

Mont gonery called to him "Here, son! Drink your toast to the bride."

"I'"ve got to get supper.”

"Nonsense! Here's your glass. Hurry up."

Mont gonery had poured a finger of anber liquid into the glass; his own
glass was half full and that of his bride at least a third. Max accepted it
and went to the pail, thinned it with a di pper of water

"You'll ruinit."

"I"'mnot used to it."

"Ch, well. Here's to the blushing bride--and our happy famly! Bottomns
up! "

Max took a cautious sip and put it down. It tasted to himlike the
bitter tonic the district nurse had given himone spring. He turned back to
his work, only to be interrupted again. "Hey, you didn't finishit."

"Look, | got to cook. You don't want me to burn supper, do you?"

Mont gonery shrugged. "Ch, well--the nore for the rest of us. W'Ill use
yours for a chaser. Sonny boy, when | was your age | could enpty a tunbler
neat and then stand on my hands."

Max had intended to sup on side neat and warned-over biscuits, but there
was only half a pan left of the biscuits. He scranbled eggs in the grease of
the side neat, brewed coffee, and let it go at that. Wen they sat down
Mont gonery | ooked at it and announced, "My dear, starting tomorrow I'll expect
you to live up to what you told ne about your cooking. Your boy isn't nuch of
a cook." Nevertheless he ate heartily. Max decided not to tell himthat he was
a better cook than Maw-he'd find out soon enough

Presently Montgonery sat back and wi ped his nmouth, then poured hinself
nore coffee and lighted a cigar. Maw said, "Maxie, dear, what's the dessert?"

"Dessert? Well--there's that ice creamin the freezer, |eft over from
Sol ar Uni on Day."

She | ooked vexed. "Oh, dear! |'mafraid it's not there."

"Huh?"

"Well, I"'mafraid | sort of ate it one afternoon when you were out in

the south field. It was an awfully hot day."

Max did not say anything, he was unsurprised. But she was not content to
leave it. "You didn't fix any dessert, Max? But this is a _special _ occasion.”

Mont gonery took his cigar out of his mouth. "Stow it, ny dear," he said
kindly. "lI'"'mnot rmuch for sweets, |I'm a neat-and-potatoes man--sticks to the
ribs. Let's talk of pleasanter things." He turned to Max. "Max, what can you
do besides farn®"

Max was startled. "Huh? |I've never done anything el se. Wy?"

Mont gonery touched the ash of the cigar to his plate. "Because you are



all through farmng."

For the second time in two hours Max had nore change than he could
grasp. "Wiy? What do you nean?"

"Because we've sold the farm"

Max felt as if he had had a rug jerked out fromunder him But he could
tell fromMaw s face that it was true. She | ooked the way she always did when
she had put one over on him-triunphant and slightly apprehensive.

"Dad woul dn't like that," he said to her harshly. "This | and has been in
our famly for four hundred years."

"Now, Maxie! |'ve told you | don't know how many times that | wasn't cut
out for a farm | was city raised."

"Clyde's Corners! Some city!"

"It wasn't a farm And | was just a young girl when your father brought
me here--you were already a big boy. I've still got nmy life before ne. | can't
live it buried on a farm"

Max raised his voice. "But you promni sed Dad you'd

"Stow it," Mntgonery said firmy. "And keep a civil tongue in your head
when you speak to your nother--and to ne."

Max shut up.

"The land is sold and that's that. How nuch do you figure this parcel is

wort h?"

"Wy, |'ve never thought about it."

"\What ever you thought, | got nore." He gave Max a wink. "Yes, sir! It
was a lucky day for your nother and you when she set her cap for ne. |'ma man
with his ear to the ground. | knew why an agent was around buying up these

wor n-out, worthless pieces of property. | . . ."

"I use governnent fertilizers."

"Wirthless | said and worthless | neant. For farming, that is." He put
his finger along his nose, |ooked sly, and explained. It seemed that some big
governrent power project was afoot for which this area had been
sel ect ed- - Mont gomery was nysterious about it, fromwhich Max concluded that he
didn't know very nuch. A syndicate was quietly buying up land in anticipation
of governnent purchase. "So we held '"emup for five times what they expected
to pay. Pretty good, huh?"

Maw put in, "You see, Maxie? If your father had known that we would ever
get Lot
"Quiet, Nelliel™
"But | was just going to tell himhow nuch
""Quiet!" | said."

She shut up. Montgonery pushed his chair back, stuck his cigar in his
nmout h, and got up. Max put water on to heat for the dishes, scraped the plates
and took the leavings out to the chickens. He stayed out quite a spell,

| ooking at the stars and trying to think. The idea of having Biff Mntgonery
inthe famly shook himto his bones. He wondered just what rights a
stepfather had, or, rather a step-stepfather, a man who had nmarried his
stepnother. He didn't know.

Presently he decided that he had to go back inside, nmuch as he hated to.
He found Mont gonery standi ng at the bookshelf he had built over the stereo
recei ver; the man was pawi ng at the books and had piled several on the
recei ver. He | ooked around. "You back? Stick around, | want you to tell ne
about the live stock."

Maw appeared in the doorway. "Darling," she said to Montgomery, "can't
that wait till norning?"

"Don't be in a hurry, nmy dear," he answered. "That auctioneer fellow
will be here early. |I've got to have the inventory ready." He continued to
pul | books down. "Say, these are pretty things." He held in his hands half a
dozen volunes, printed on the finest of thin paper and bound in linp plastic.
"I wonder what they're worth? Nellie, hand ne my specs."

Max advanced hastily, reached for them "Those are mne!"

"Huh?" Montgomery glanced at him then held the books high in the air.



"You're too young to own anything. No, everything goes. A clean sweep and a
fresh start."

"They're mne! My uncle gave themto ne." He appealed to his nother
"Tell him Maw. "

Montgonery said quietly, "Yes, Nellie, set this youngster
straight--before I have to correct him"

Nellie | ooked worried. "Well, | don't rightly know. They did belong to
Chet . "

"And Chet was your brother? Then you're Chet's heir, not this young
cub.”

"He wasn't her brother, he was her brother-in-law"

"So? No matter. Your father was your uncle's heir, then, and your nother
is your father's heir. Not you, you're a mnor. That's the law, son. Sorry."
He put the books on the shelf but remmined standing in front of them

Max felt his right upper lip begin to twitch uncontrollably; he knew
that he would not be able to talk coherently. Hi s eyes filled with tears of

rage so that he could hardly see. "You . . . you _thief! "

Nellie let out a squawk. "Max!"

Mont gonery's face becane coldly malignant. "Now you've gone too far. |I'm
afraid you've earned a taste of the strap." His fingers started unbuckling his

heavy belt.

Max took a step backward. Montgonery got the belt |oose and took a step
forward. Nellie squealed, "Mnty! _Please! "

"Keep out of this, Nellie." To Max he said, "W mght as well get it
settled once and for all who is boss around here. Apol ogi ze!"

Max did not answer. Montgomery repeated, "Apologize, and we'll say no
nore about it." He twitched the belt like a cat lashing its tail. Mux took
anot her step back; Montgonmery stepped forward and grabbed at him

Max ducked and ran out the open door into darkness. He did not stop
until he was sure that Montgonery was not follow ng. Then he caught his
breath, still raging. He was al nost sorry that Mntgonery had not chased him
he didn't think that anyone could match himon his hone grounds in the dark
He knew where the wood pile was; Mntgonery didn't. He knew where the hog
wal | ow was. Yes, he knew where the well was--even _that .

It was a long tine before he qui eted down enough to think rationally.
When he did, he was glad it had ended so easily, Mntgonery outwei ghed hima
ot and was reputed to be a nmean one in a fight.

If it _had_ ended, he corrected. He wondered if Montgonery woul d deci de
to forget it by nmorning. The light was still on in the living room he took
shelter in the barn and waited, sitting down on the dirt floor and | eaning
agai nst the planks. After a while he felt terribly tired. He considered
sleeping in the barn but there was no fit place to lie down, even though the
old nmul e was dead. |Instead he got up and | ooked at the house.

The light was out in the living room but he could see a light in the
bedroom they were still awake, surely. Soneone had cl osed the outer door
after his flight; it did not lock so there was no difficulty getting in, but
he was afraid that Montgomery mght hear him H's own roomwas a shed added at
the kitchen end of the main room opposite the bedroom but it had no outside
door.

No matter--he had sol ved that problemwhen he had first grown ol d enough
to wish to get in and out at night without consulting his elders. He crept
around the house, found the saw horse, placed it under his w ndow, got on and
wi ggl ed | oose the nail that held the wi ndow. A nonent |ater he stepped
silently down into his own room The door to the main part of the house was
cl osed but he decided not to risk switching on the light; Mntgomery m ght
take it into his head to come out into the living roomand see a crack of
[ight under his door. He slipped quietly out of his clothes and crawled into
his cot.

Sl eep woul dn't cone. Once he began to feel that warm drowsi ness, then
some tiny noise had brought himw de, stiff awake. Probably just a nmouse--but



for an instant he had thought that Montgonery was standing over his bed. Wth
his heart poundi ng, he sat up on the edge of his cot, still in his skin.

Presently he faced up to the problem of what he was to do--not just for
t he next hour, not just tomorrow norning, but the follow ng norning and al
the nornings after that. Mntgomery al one presented no problem he would not
voluntarily stay in the same county with the man. But how about Maw?

H s father had told him when he had known that he was dying, "Take care
of your mother, son.” Well, he had done so. He had made a crop every
year--food in the house and a little noney, even if things had been cl ose.
When the nul e di ed, he had made do, borrowing McAllister's teamand working it
out in |abor.

But had Dad meant that he had to take care of his stepnother even if she
remarried? It had never occurred to himto consider it. Dad had told himto
| ook out for her and he had done so, even though it had put a stop to schoo
and did not seemto have any end to it.

But she was no longer Ms. Jones but Ms. Mntgonmery. Had Dad neant for
himto support Ms. Montgonery?

O course not! When a woman narri ed, her husband supported her.
Everybody knew that. And Dad woul dn't expect himto put up with Montgonery. He
stood up, his mnd suddenly made up

The only question was what to take with him

There was little to take. Goping in the dark he found the rucksack he
used for hunting hikes and stuffed into it his other shirt and his socks. He
added Uncle Chet's circular astrogation slide rule and the piece of vol canic
gl ass his uncle had brought back for himfromthe Moon. Hs citizen's
identification card, his toothbrush, and his father's razor--not that he
needed _that_ very often--about conpleted the plunder

There was a | oose board back of his cot. He felt for it, pulled it out
and groped between the studs--found nothing. He had been hiding a little noney
fromtime to time against a rainy day, as Maw couldn't or wouldn't save. But

apparently she had found it on one of her snooping tours. Well, he still had
to leave; it just made it a little nmore difficult.

He took a deep breath. There was sonething he _nmust_get . . . Uncle
Chet's books . . . and they were still (presumably) on the shelf against the

wal | common with the bedroom But he _had_to get them even at the risk of
neeti ng Mont gonery.

Cautiously, nost slowy, he opened the door into the living room stood
there with sweat pouring down him There was still a crack of light under the
bedr oom door and he hesitated, al mbst unable to force hinself to go on. He
heard Montgonery muttering sonething and Maw gi ggl e.

As his eyes adjusted he could see by the faint |ight |eaking out under
t he bedroom door sonething piled at the outer door. It was a deadfall al arm of
pots and pans, sure to make a dreadful clatter if the door were opened.
Apparently Mntgonmery had counted on himcom ng back and expected to be ready
to take care of him He was very glad that he had sneaked in the w ndow.

No use putting it off--he crept across the floor, mndful of the squeaky
board near the table. He could not see but he could feel and the vol unmes were
known to his fingers. Carefully he slid themout, being sure not to knock over
t he ot hers.

He was all the way back to his own door when he remenbered the library
book. He stopped in sudden panic.

He couldn't go back. They might hear himthis tine--or Mntgomery m ght
get up for a drink of water or something.

But in his limted horizon, the theft of a public library book--or
failure to return it, which was the sane thing--was, if not a nortal sin, at
| east high on the list of shaneful crimes. He stood there, sweating and
t hi nki ng about it.

Then he went back, the whole long trek, around the squeaky board and
tragically onto one he had not renenbered. He froze after he hit it, but
apparently it had not alarned the couple in the room beyond. At |ast he was



| eani ng over the SV receiver and groping at the shelf.

Mont gonery, in pawi ng the books, had changed their arrangenent. One
after another he had to take them down and try to identify it by touch
openi ng each and feeling for the perforations on the title page.

It was the fourth one he handl ed. He got back to his room hurrying
slow y, unbearably anxious but afraid to nove fast. There at |ast, he began to
shake and had to wait until it wore off. He didn't chance cl osing his door but
got into his clothes in the dark. Mnents |ater he crept through his w ndow,
found the saw horse with his toe, and stepped quietly to the ground.

H s shoes were stuffed on top of the books in his rucksack; he decided
to |l eave themthere until he was well clear of the house, rather than chance
t he noi se he mght make with his feet shod. He swung w de around the house and
| ooked back. The bedroomlight was still on; he started to angle down toward
the road when he noticed Montgonery's unicycle. He stopped.

If he continued he would cone to the road the bus passed al ong. Whet her
he turned right or left there, Montgonery would have a fifty-fifty chance of
cat ching himon the unicycle. Having no noney he was dependent on Shank's
poni es to put distance under him he could not take the bus.

Shucks! Montgonmery wouldn't try to fetch him back. He would say good
ri ddance and forget him

But the thought fretted him Suppose Maw urged hi n? Suppose Mont gomery
woul dn't forget an insult and would go to any trouble to "get even"?

He headed back, still sw nging w de of the house, and cut across the
sl opes toward the right of way of the C S. &E.

2

G00D SAVARI TAN

He wi shed for a light, but its lack did not bother himmnuch. He knew
this country, every slope, alnost every tree. He stayed high, working al ong
the hillside, until he reached the exit ring where the trains junped the gap
and there he cane out on the road used by the ring road' s maintenance crews.
He sat down and put on his shoes.

The mai ntenance road was no nore than a track cut through trees; it was
suited to tractor treads but not to wheels. But it |ed down across the gap and
up to where the ring road di sappeared in the tunnel through the far ridge. He
followed it, making good time in the born nmountaineer's easy, |oose-jointed
wal k.

Seventy minutes |later he was across the gap and passi ng under the
entrance ring. He went on until he was near the ring that narked the bl ack
entrance to the tunnel. He stopped at what he judged to be a safe distance and
consi dered his chances.

The ridge was high, else the rings would have been built in a cut rather
than a tunnel. He had often hunted on it and knew that it would take two hours
toclinb it--in daylight. But the maintenance road ran right through the hill,
under the rings. If he followed it, he could go through in ten or fifteen
m nut es.

Max had never been through the ridge. Legally it was trespass--not that
that bothered him he was trespassing now Cccasionally a hog or a wild ani mal



woul d wander into the tunnel and be trapped there when a train hurtled

t hrough. They died, instantly and wi thout a scratch. Once Max had spotted the
carcass of a fox just inside the tunnel and had ducked in and sal vaged it.
There were no nmarks on it, but when he skinned it he found that it was a nass
of tiny henorrhages. Several years earlier a man had been caught inside; the
mai nt enance crew brought out the body.

The tunnel was | arger than the rings but no | arger than necessary to
permt the projectile to ride ahead of its own refl ected shock wave. Anythi ng
alive in the tunnel could not avoid the wave; that unbearabl e thunderclap
pai nful at a distance, was so | oaded with energy as to be quick death cl ose
up.

But Max did not want to clinb the ridge; he went over the evening
schedul e of trains in his nind. The Tomahawk was the one he had watched at
sundown; the _Javelin_ he had heard while he was hiding in the barn. The
_Assegai _ nust have gone by quite a while ago though he didn't remenber
hearing it; that left only the mdnight _Ceaver . He then | ooked at the sky.

Venus had set, of course, but he was surprised to see Mars still in the
west. The Moon had not risen. Let's see--full npbon was |ast Wednesday. Surely

The answer he got seemed w ong, so he checked hinmself by taking a
careful eyesight of Vega and conpared it with what the Big D pper told him
Then he whistled softly--despite everything that had happened it was only ten
o' clock, give or take five mnutes; the stars could not be wong. In which
case the _Assegai _ was not due for another three-quarters of an hour. Except
for the faint chance of a special train he had plenty of tine.

He headed into the tunnel. He had not gone fifty yards before he began
to be sorry and a bit panicky; it was as dark as a sealed coffin. But the
goi ng was nmuch easier as the bore was lined to pernit snooth shockwave
reflections. He had been on his way several minutes, feeling each step but
hurrying, when his eyes, adjusting to conplete darkness, made out a faint grey
circle far ahead. He broke into a trot and then into a dead run as his fear of
the place piled up

He reached the far end with throat burned dry and heart |aboring; there
he plunged downhill regardl ess of the sudden roughening of his path as he left
the tunnel and hit the maintenance track. He did not slow up until he stood
under stilt supports so high that the ring above | ooked small. There he stood
still and fought to catch his breath.

He was sl ammed forward and knocked off his feet.

He picked himself up groggily, eventually remenbered where he was and
real i zed that he had been knocked cold. There was bl ood on one cheek and his
hands and el bows were raw. It was not until he noticed these that he realized
what had happened; a train had passed right over him

It had not been close enough to kill, but it had been cl ose enough to
bl ast himoff his feet. It could not have been the _Assegai ; he | ooked again
at the stars and confirned it. No, it nust have been a special-- and he had

beaten it out of the tunnel by about a m nute.

He began to shake and it was mnutes before he pulled hinself together
after which he started down the maintenance road as fast as his bruised body
could manage. Presently he becane aware of an odd fact; the night was silent.

But night is never silent. H's ears, tuned from babyhood to the sounds
and signs of his hills, should have heard an endl ess pattern of little night
noi ses--wind in the | eaves, the scurrying of his small cousins, tree frogs,
calls of insects, ows.

By brutal |ogic he concluded correctly that he could not hear--"deef as
a post"--the shock wave had |l eft himdeaf. But there was no way to help it, so
he went on; it did not occur to himto return home. At the bottomof this
draw, where the stilts were nearly three hundred feet high, the maintenance
road crossed a farmroad. He turned down hill onto it, having acconplished his
first purpose of getting into territory where Montgonery would be less likely
to look for him He was in another watershed now, although still only a few



mles fromhone, neverthel ess by going through the ridge he had put hinself
into a different nei ghborhood.

He continued downhill for a couple of hours. The road was hardly nore
than a cart track but it was easier than the maintenance road. Sonewhere
bel ow, when the hills gave way to the valley where the "foreigners" lived, he

woul d find the freight highway that paralleled the ring road on the route to
Eart hport-- Earthport being his destination although he had only foggy plans
as to what he would do when he got there

The Moon was behi nd hi m now and he made good tinme. A rabbit hopped onto
the road ahead, sat up and stared, then skittered away. Seeing it, he
regretted not having brought along his squirrel gun. Sure, it was worn out and
not worth nuch and lately it had gotten harder and harder to buy the slugs
thrown by the obsolete little weapon--but rabbit in the pot right now would go
m ghty nice, mghty nice! He realized that he was not only weary but terribly
hungry. He had just picked at his supper and it |ooked like he'd breakfast on
his upper lip.

Shortly his attention was distracted from hunger to a ringing in his
ears, a ringing that got distressingly worse. He shook his head and pounded
his ears but it did not help; he had to make up his mnd to ignore it. After
another half mle or so he suddenly noticed that he could hear hinself
wal ki ng. He stopped dead, then cl apped his hands together. He could hear them
smack, cutting through the phantomringing. Wth a lighter heart he went on

At | ast he cane out on a shoul der that overl ooked the broad valley. In
t he nmoonl i ght he could make out the sweep of the freight highway | eading
sout hwest and coul d detect, he thought, its fluorescent traffic guide lines.
He hurried on down.

He was nearing the hi ghway and coul d hear the rush of passing freighters
when he spotted a |light ahead. He approached it cautiously, determ ned that it
was neither vehicle nor farm house. C oser approach showed it to be a small
open fire, visible fromuphill but shielded fromthe highway by a shoul der of
linestone. A nman was squatting over it, stirring the contents of a can resting
on rocks over the fire.

Max crept nearer until he was | ooking down into the hobo jungle. He got
a whiff of the stew and his nouth watered. Caught between hunger and a

hillman's ingrown distrust of "foreigners" he lay still and stared. Presently
the man set the can off the fire and called out, "Wll, don't hide there! Cone
on down."

Max was too startled to answer. The man added, "Cone on down into the
light. | won't fetch it up to you."

Max got to his feet and shuffled down into the circle of firelight. The
man | ooked up. "Howdy. Draw up a chair."

"Howdy." Max sat down across the fire fromthe tranp. He was not even as
wel | dressed as Max and he needed a shave. Neverthel ess he wore his rags with
a jaunty air and handled hinmself with a sparrow s cocki ness.

The man continued to stir the ness in the can then spooned out a sanple,
blewon it, and tasted it. "About right," he announced. "Four-day mulligan
just getting ripe. Find yourself a dish." He got up and picked over a pile of
smal | er cans behind him selected one. Max hesitated, then did the sane,
settling on one that had once contained coffee and appeared not to have been
used since. Hi s host served hima liberal portion of stew, then handed him a
spoon. Max | ooked at it.

"I'f you don't trust the last man who used it," the man said reasonably,
"hold it in the fire, then wipe it. Me, | don't worry. If a bug bites me, he
dies horribly." Max took the advice, holding the spoon in the flames until the
handl e becanme too hot, then wiped it on his shirt.

The stew was good and his hunger nmade it superlative. The gravy was
thick, there were vegetables and unidentified neat. Max didn't bother his head
about the pedigrees of the materials; he sinply enjoyed it. After a while his
host said, "Seconds?"

"Huh? Sure. Thanks!"



The second can of stew filled himup and spread through his tissues a
warm gl ow of well-being. He stretched lazily, enjoying his fatigue. "Fee
better?" the nan asked.

"Cee, yes. Thanks."

"By the way, you can call me Sam™

"Ch, ny nane is Mx."

"dad to know you, Max."

Max waited before raising a point that had been bothering him "Uh, Sanf
How did you know | was there? Did you hear ne?"

Sam grinned. "No. But you were sil houetted agai nst the sky. Don't ever
do that, kid, or it my be the last thing you do."

Max twi sted around and | ooked up at where he had | urked. Sure enough,
Samwas right. He'd be dogged!

Sam added, "Traveled far?"

"Huh? Yeah, quite a piece."

"Coing far?"

"Uh, pretty far, | guess."

Sam wai ted, then said, "Think your folks'll mss you?"

"Huh? How di d you know?"

"That you had run away from hone? Well, you have, haven't you?"

"Yeah. Yeah, | guess | have."

"You | ooked beat when you dragged in here. Maybe it's not too late to
kill the goose before your bridges are burned. Think about it, kid. It's rough
on the road. | know "

"Go back? | won't ever go back!"

"As bad as that?"

Max stared into the fire. He needed badly to get his thoughts straight,
even if it meant telling a foreigner his private affairs--and this soft-spoken
stranger was easy to talk to. "See here, Sam did you ever have a stepnother?"

"Eh? Can't remenber that | ever had any. The Central Jersey Devel opnment
Center for State Children used to kiss nme good night."

"Ch." Max blurted out his story with an occasi onal synpathetic question

fromSamto straighten out its confusion. "So I lit out," he concluded. "There
wasn't anything else to do. Was there?"
Sam pursed his lips. "I reckon not. This double stepfather of yours--he

sounds |ike a nouse studying to be a rat. You're well shut of him™"

"You don't think they'll try to find me and haul me back, do you?"

Sam st opped to put a piece of wood on the fire. "I amnot sure about
that."

"Huh? Why not? I'mno use to him He doesn't |ike ne. And Maw won't
care, not really. She may whine a bit, but she won't turn her hand."

"Well, there's the farm"

"The farn? | don't care about that, not with Dad gone. Truthfully, it
ain't much. You break your back trying to nake a crop. If the Food
Conservation Act hadn't forbidden owners to let farmland fall out of use, Dad
woul d have quit farming long ago. It would take something like this government
condemation to make it possible to find anybody to take it off your hands."

"That's what | nean. This joker got your nmother to sell it. Now my brand
of law may not be nuch good, but it looks as if that nobney ought to come to
you. "

"What? Ch, | don't care about the nobney. | just want to get away from
them™

"Don't talk that way about noney; the powers-that-be will have you shut
up for blasphemy. But it probably doesn't matter how you feel, as | think
Citizen Montgonmery is going to want to see you awful bad."

" \Npy 2"

"Did your father leave a will?"

"No. Why? He didn't have anything to | eave but the farm™

"I don't know the ins and outs of your state laws, but it's a sure thing
that at least half of that farm bel ongs to you. Possibly your stepnother has



only lifetime tenure in her half, with reversion to you when she dies. But
it's a certainty that she can't grant a good deed without your signature.
Al ong about time your county courthouse opens up tonorrow norning the buyers
are going to find that out. Then they'll come high-tailing up, |ooking for
her--and you. And ten minutes |later this Mntgomery honbre will start | ooking
for you, if he hasn't already."

"Ch, me! If they find me, can they make ne go back?"

"Don't let themfind you. You' ve made a good start."

Max picked up his rucksack. "I guess | had better get noving. Thanks a
lot, Sam Maybe | can hel p you soneday."

"Sit down."

"Look, | had better get as far away as | can."

"Kid, you're tired out and your judgnent has slipped. How far can you
wal k tonight, the shape you're in? Tonmorrow norning, bright and early, we'll
go down to the highway, follow it about a nile to the freighters' restaurant
south of here and catch the haulers as they cone out from breakfast, feeling
good. W'll pronote a ride and you'll go farther in ten mnutes than you could
make all night."

Max had to admit that he was tired, exhausted really, and Sam certainly
knew nore about these winkles than he did. Sam added, "Got a bl anket in your
bi ndl e?"

"No. Just a shirt . . . and some books."

"Books, eh? Read quite a bit nyself, when | get a chance. May | see

t hen®?"

Sonmewhat reluctantly Max got themout. Sam held themclose to the fire
and exam ned them "Well, 1'll be a three-eyed Martian! Kid, do you know what
you' ve got here?"

"Sure."

"But you ought not to have these. You're not a nenber of the
Astrogators' @uild."

"No, but ny uncle was. He was on the first trip to Beta Hydrae," he
added proudly.

"No foolin!"

"Sure as taxes."

"But you've never been in space yourself? No, of course not."

"But 1'mgoing to bel"™ Max adnmitted sonething that he had never told
anyone, his ambition to emulate his uncle and go out to the stars. Sam
listened thoughtfully. When Max stopped, he said slowy, "So you want to be an
astrogat or ?"

"I certainly do."

Sam scratched his nose. "Look, kid, |I don't want to throw cold water,
but you know how the world wags. Getting to be an astrogator is al nost as
difficult as getting into the Plunbers' Guild. The soup is thin these days and
there isn't enough to go around. The guild won't wel cone you just because you
are anxious to be apprenticed. Menbership is hereditary, just like all the
ot her hi gh-pay guilds."

"But ny uncle was a menber."

"Your uncle isn't your father."

"No, but a nmenmber who hasn't any sons gets to nonmi nate soneone el se.
Uncl e Chet explained it to me. He always told me he was going to register ny
nom nation. "

"And did he?"

Max was silent. At the tinme his uncle had died he had been too young to
know how to go about finding out. When his father had foll owed his uncle
events had closed in on him-he had never checked up, subconsciously

preferring to nurse the dreamrather than test it. "I don't know, " he said at
last. "I"mgoing to the Mother Chapter at Earthport and find out."

"Hrmm -1 wish you luck, kid." He stared into the fire, sadly it seened
to Max. "Well, I'mgoing to grab sonme shut-eye, and you had better do the

same. If you're chilly, you'll find sone truck back under that rock



shel f--burlap and packing materials and such. It'll keep you warm if you
don't mnd risking a flea or two."

Max crawl ed into the dark hole indicated, found a half-way cave in the
linmestone. Groping, he located the primtive bedding. He had expected to be
wakeful, but he was asleep before Sam fini shed covering the fire.

He was awakened by sunlight bl azing outside. He crawl ed out, stood up
and stretched the stiffness out of his linbs. By the sun he judged it to be
about seven o'clock in the norning. Samwas not in sight. He | ooked around and
shout ed, not too |oudly, and guessed that Sam had gone down to the creek for a
drink and a cold wash. Max went back into the shelter and haul ed out his
rucksack, intending to change his socks.

H s uncl e's books were m ssing.

There was a note on top of his spare shirt: "Dear Max," it said, "There
is more stewin the can. You can warmit up for breakfast. So | ong--SamP.S
Sorry."

Furt her search disclosed that his identification card was m ssing, but
Sam had not bothered with his other pitiful possessions. Max did not touch the
stew but set out down the road, his mind filled with bitter thoughts.

EARTHPORT

The farmroad crossed under the freight highway; Max cane up on the far
si de and headed south beside the hi ghway. The route was marked by "NO
TRESPASS" signs but the path was well worn. The hi ghway wi dened to rmake room
for a deceleration strip. At the end of its snmooth reach, a mle away, Max
coul d see the restaurant Sam had nentioned.

He shinnied over the fence enclosing the restaurant and parking grounds
and went to the parking stalls where a dozen of the big | and ships were |ined
up. One was quivering for departure, its flat bottoma few inches clear of the
metallic pavenent. Max went to its front end and | ooked up at the driver's
conpartnent. The door was open and he could see the driver at his instrunment
board. Max called out, "Hey, Mster!™

The driver stuck his head out. "Wat's itching you?"

"How are the chances of a lift south?"

"Beat it, kid." The door slammed.

None of the other freighters was raised off the pavement; their control
conpartnents were enpty. Max was about to turn away when anot her giant scooted
down the braking strip, reached the parking space, cramed slowmy into a
stall, and settled to the ground. He considered approaching its driver, but
decided to wait until the man had eaten. He went back toward the restaurant
bui | di ng and was | ooki ng through the door, watching hungry nmen denolish food
while his mouth watered, when he heard a pl easant voice at his shoul der

"Excuse me, but you're blocking the door."

Max junped aside. "Ch! Sorry."

"Go ahead. You were first." The speaker was a man about ten years ol der
than Max. He was profusely freckled and had a one-sided grin. Max saw on his
cap the pin of the Teansters' @uild. "Go on in," the man repeated, "before you
get tranpled in the rush."



Max had been telling hinself that he might catch Saminside--and, after
all, they couldn't charge himjust for coming in, if he didn't actually _eat_
anyt hi ng. Underlying was the thought of asking to work for a neal, if the
manager | ooked friendly. The freckl ed-faced man's urging tipped the scales; he
foll owed his nose toward the source of the heavenly odors pouring out the
door.

The restaurant was crowded; there was one vacant table, for twd. The nman
slid into a chair and said, "Sit down." Wen Max hesitated, he added, "Co
ahead, put it down. Never like to eat alone.” Max could feel the manager's
eyes on him he sat down. A waitress handed them each a nmenu and the haul er
| ooked her over appreciatively. Wen she left he said, "This dunp used to have
automatic service--and it went broke. The trade went to the _Tivoli_, eighty
mles down the stretch. Then the new owner threw away the machi nery and hired
girls and business picked up. Nothing makes food taste better than having a
pretty girl put it in front of you. R ght?"

"Uh, | guess so. Sure." Max had not heard what was said. He had sel dom
been in a restaurant and then only in the lunch counter at C yde's Corners.
The prices he read frightened him he wanted to craw under the table.

H s conpani on | ooked at him "Wat's the trouble, chunf"

"Troubl e? Uh, nothing."

"You broke?" Max's mi serabl e expression answered him "Shucks, |'ve been
there nyself. Relax." The man waggled his fingers at the waitress. "Cone here,
honey chile. My partner and | will each have a breakfast steak with a fried
egg sitting on top and this and that on the side. | want that egg to be just
barely dead. If it is cooked solid, I'll nail it to the wall as a warning to
ot hers. Understand ne?"

"I doubt if you'll be able to get a nail through it," she retorted and
wal ked away, swaying gently. The haul er kept his eyes on her until she
di sappeared into the kitchen. "See what | nean? How can machi nery conpete?"

The steak was good and the egg was not congeal ed. The hauler told Max to
call him"Red" and Max gave his nane in exchange. Max was pursuing the |ast of
the yolk with a bit of toast and was considering whether it was time to broach
the subject of a ride when Red | eaned forward and spoke softly. "Max-- you got
anyt hi ng pushing you? Free to take a job?"

"What ? Wy, maybe. What is it?"

"Mnd taking a little run sout hwest?"

"Sout hwest? Matter of fact, | was headin' that way."
"Good. Here's the deal. The Man says we have to have two teansters to
each rig--or else break for eight hours after driving eight. | can't; |'ve got

a penalty tine to neet--and ny partner washed out. The fl athead got taken
drunk and | had to put himdown to cool. Now |I've got a check point to pass a

hundred thirty mles down the stretch. They'll make me lay over if | can't
show anot her driver."

"Cee!l But | don't know how to drive, Red. |I'mawful sorry."

Red gestured with his cup. "You won't have to. You'll always be the
of f-watch driver. | wouldn't trust little _Mlly Ml one_ to sonebody who
didn't know her ways. |'ll keep myself awake with Pep pills and catch up on

sl eep at Earthport."
"You're going all the way to _Earthport?_"

"Ri ght."

"It's a deal!"

"Ckay, here's the lash up. Every time we hit a check point you're in the
bunk, asleep. You help me |oad and unload--1've got a partial and a pick-up at
ke City-- and I'lIl feed you. Right?"

"Right!"

"Then let's go. | want to scoot before these other dust junpers get
underway. Never can tell, there nmight be a spotter."” Red flipped a bill down

and did not wait for change.
The _Mdlly Ml one_ was two hundred feet long and streamlined such that
she had negative lift when cruising. This cane to Max's attention from



wat chi ng the instrunents; when she first quivered and rai sed, the dial marked
ROAD CLEARANCE showed ni ne inches, but as they gathered speed down the
acceleration strip it decreased to six.

"The repul sion works by an inverse-cube |law," Red expl ained. "The nore
the wi nd pushes us down the harder the road pushes us up. Keeps us from
junpi ng over the skyline. The faster we go the steadier we are."

"Suppose you went so fast that the wind pressure forced the bottom down
to the road? Could you stop soon enough to keep from wecking it?"

"Use your head. The nore we squat the harder we are pushed
up--inverse-cube, | said."

"Ch." Max got out his uncle's slide rule. "If she just supports her own
wei ght at nine inches clearance, then at three inches the repul sion would be
twenty-seven tinmes her weight and at an inch it would be seven hundred and
twenty-nine, and at a quarter of an inch--"

"Don't even think about it. At top speed | can't get her down to five
i nches. "

"But what nakes her go?"

"It's a phase relationship. The field craws forward and Mlly tries to
catch up--only she can't. Don't ask nme the theory, | just push the buttons."
Red struck a cigarette and | ounged back, one hand on the tiller. "Better get
in the bunk, kid. Check point in forty mles."

The bunk was thwartshi ps abaft the control compartnent, a shelf above
the seat. Max clinbed in and wapped a bl anket around hinmsel f. Red handed him
a cap. "Pull this down over your eyes. Let the button show. " The button was a
teanster's shield, Max did as he was told.

Presently he heard the sound of wi nd change froma soft roar to a sigh
and then stop. The freighter settled to the pavenent and the door opened. He
lay still, unable to see what was going on. A strange voice said, "How | ong
you been herding it?"

"Since breakfast at Tony's."

"So? How did your eyes get so bl oodshot ?"

"It's the evil life | lead. Want to see ny tongue?"

The inspector ignored this, saying instead, "Your partner didn't sign
his trick."

"\What ever you say. Want me to wake the dunb geek?"

"Um . . . don't bother. You sign for him Tell himto be nore careful."

"Ri ght."

The _Mdlly Ml one_ pulled out and picked up speed. Max craw ed down. "I
t hought we were sunk when he asked for ny signature.”

"That was on purpose,” Red said scornfully. "You have to give them
something to yap about, or they'll dig for it."

Max |iked the freighter. The trenendous speed so close to the ground
exhilarated him he decided that if he could not be a spaceman, this life
woul d not be bad--he'd find out how high the application fee was and start
saving. He liked the easy way Red picked out on the pavenment ahead the speed
line that matched the _Mlly's_speed and then laid the big craft into a
curve. It was usually the outernost line, with the Mlly_on her side and the
horizon tilted up at a crazy angle.

Near Okl ahoma City they swooped under the ring guides of the C S. &
just as a train went over--the _Razor_, by Max's calculations. "I used to herd
those things," Red remarked, glancing up

"You _did?_"

"Yep. But they got to worrying ne. | hated it every time | nmade a junp
and felt the weight sag out fromunder ne. Then | got a notion that the train
had a mind of its own and was just waiting to turn aside instead of entering
the next guide ring. That sort of thing is no good. So | found a teanster who
wanted to better hinself and paid the fine to both guilds to let us swap.
Never regretted it. Two hundred mles an hour when you' re close to the ground
i s enough."

"Uh, how about space ships?"



"That's another matter. El bow roomout there. Say, kid, while you're at
Eart hport you should take a | ook at the big babies. They're quite sonething."

The library book had been burning a hole in his rucksack; at Okl ahoma
City he noticed a postal box at the freight depot and, on inpul se, dropped the
book into it. After he had mailed it he had a twi nge of worry that he m ght
have given a clue to his whereabouts which woul d get back to Mntgonery, but
he suppressed the worry--the book _had_to be returned. Vagrancy in the eyes
of the law had not worried him nor trespass, nor inpersonating a |licensed
teanster--but filching a book was a sin.

Max was asleep in the bunk when they arrived. Red shook him "End of the
line, kid."

Max sat up, yawni ng. "\Were are we?"

"Earthport. Let's shake a leg and get this baby unl oaded."

It was two hours past sunrise and growi ng desert hot by the tine they
got the Mlly_ disgorged. Red stood himto a last neal. Red finished first,
paid, then laid a bill down by Max's plate. "Thanks, kid. That's for luck. So
long." He was gone while Max still had his mouth hangi ng open. He had never
| earned his friend' s nanme, did not even know his shield nunber.

Eart hport was nuch the biggest settlenment Max had ever seen and
everything about it confused him-the hurrying self-centered crowds, the
enornous buil dings, the slidewal ks in place of streets, the noise, the desert
sun beating down, the flatness--why, there wasn't anything you could call a
hill closer than the skyline!

He saw his first extra-terrestrial, an eight-foot native of Epsilon
Gemni V, striding out of a shop with a package under his left arms--as
casual ly, Max thought, as a farner doing his week's shopping at the Corners.
Max stared. He knew what the creature was from pictures and SV shows, but
seei ng one was another matter. Its multiple eyes, like a weath of yell ow
grapes around the head, gave it a grotesque facel ess appearance. Max let his
own head swivel to followit.

The creature approached a policeman, tapped the top of his cap, and
sai d, "Excuse ne, sahr, but can you tirect me to the Tesert Palns Athletic
Cl ub?" Max could not tell where the noise cane out.

Max finally noticed that he seemed to be the only one staring, so he
wal ked sl ow y on, while sneaking | ooks over his shoul der--which resulted in
his bunmping into a stranger. "Oh, excuse ne!" Max blurted. The stranger | ooked
at him "Take it easy, cousin. You're in the big city now" After that he
tried to be careful

He had intended to seek out the Guild Hall of the Mdther Chapter of
Astrogators at once in the forlorn hope that even w thout his books and
identification card he mght still identify himself and find that Uncle Chet
had provided for his future. But there was so much to see that he loitered. He
found hinmself presently in front of Inperial House, the hotel that guaranteed
to supply any conbi nation of pressure, tenperature, |ighting, atnosphere,
pseudogravitation, and diet favored by any known race of intelligent
creatures. He hung around hoping to see sone of the guests, but the only one
who cane out while he was there was wheel ed out in a pressurized travel tank
and he could not see into it.

He noticed the police guard at the door eyeing himand started to nove
on--then decided to ask directions, reasoning that if it was all right for a
Geminian to question a policeman it certainly nmust be all right for a human
bei ng. He found hinself quoting the extra-terrestrial. "Excuse me, sir, but
could you direct me to the Astrogators' @uild Hall?"

The officer |ooked himover. "At the foot of the Avenue of Pl anets, just
bef ore you reach the port."

"Uh, which way do . . ."

"New i n town?"

"Yeah. Yes, sir."

"Where are you staying?"

"Stayi ng? Why, nowhere yet. | just got here. I . . ."



"What's your business at the Astrogators' Hall?"

"I't's on account of nmy uncle,” Max answered m serably.

"Your uncle?"

"He . . . he's an astrogator.'
t ense.

The policeman i nspected again. "Take this slide to the next
i ntersection, change and slide west. Big building with the guild sunburst over
the door--can't miss it. Stay out of restricted areas.” Max |left wi thout
waiting to find out how he was to know a restricted area. The Guild Hall did
prove easy to find; the slidewalk to the west ducked underground and when it
energed at its sw ng-around Max was deposited in front of it.

But he had not eyes for it. To the west where avenue and buil di ngs ended
was the field and on it space ships, stretching away for nmiles--fast little
mlitary darts, stubby Mon shuttles, w nged ships that served the satellite
stations, robot freighters, graceless and powerful. But directly in front of
the gate hardly half a mle away was a great ship that he knew at once, the
starship _Asgard_. He knew her history, Uncle Chet had served in her. A
hundred years earlier she had been built out in space as a space-to-space
rocket ship; she was then the _Prince of Wales_. Years passed, her tubes were
ri pped out and a mass-conversion torch was kindled in her; she becane the
_Einstein_. Mre years passed, for nearly twenty she swng enpty around Luna,
a lifeless, outnoded hul k. Now in place of the torch she had Horst-Conrad
i npel l ers that clutched at the fabric of space itself; thanks to them she was
now able to touch Mother Terra. To conmenorate her rebirth she had been dubbed
_Asgard_, heavenly hone of the gods.

Her massive, pear-shaped body was poised on its snaller end, steadied by
an invisible scaffol ding of thrust beans. Max knew where they nust be, for
there was a ring of barricades spotted around her to keep the careless from
wandering into the deadly |oci

He pressed his nose against the gate to the field and tried to see nore
of her, until a voice called out, "Away fromthere, Jack! Don't you see that
sign?"

He mentally crossed his fingers over the

Max | ooked up. Above his head was a sign: RESTRI CTED AREA. Rel uctantly
he moved away and wal ked back to the Guild Hall.

4

THE ASTROGATORS' GUI LD

Everyt hi ng about the hall of the Mother Chapter was to Max's eyes
| avi sh, churchlike, and frightening. The great doors opened silently as he
approached, dilating away into the walls. His feet made no sound on the
tesselated floor. He started down the |ong, high foyer, wondering where he
shoul d go, when a firmvoice stopped him "My | help you, please?"

He turned. A beautiful young lady with a severe manner held himwth her
eye. She was seated behind a desk. Max went up to her. "Uh, maybe you coul d
tell me, Ma'am who | ought to see. | don't rightly know just "

"One monent. Your nane, please?" Several minutes |ater she had worned
out of himthe basic facts of his quest. "So far as | can see, you haven't any
status here and no excuse for appealing to the Guild."



"But | told you

"Never mind. I'mgoing to put it up to the legal office." She touched a
button and a screen raised up on her desk; she spoke to it. "M. Hanson, can
you spare a nonment ?"

"Yes, G ace?"

"There is a young man here who clainms to be a |legacy of the Guild. WII
you talk with hin"

The voi ce answered, "Look, Grace, you know the procedures. Get his
address, send himon his way, and send his papers up for consideration.”

She frowned and touched another control. Although Max coul d see that she
continued to talk, no sound reached him Then she nodded and the screen slid
back into the desk. She touched another button and said, "Skeeter!"

A page boy popped out of a door behind her and | ooked Max over with cold
eyes. "Skeeter," she went on, "take this visitor to M. Hanson."

The page sniffed. "Hi nP"

"Hm And fasten your collar and spit out that gum™

M. Hanson listened to Max's story and passed himon to his boss, the
chief legal counsel, who listened to a third telling. That official then
drummed his desk and made a call, using the silencing device the girl had
used.

He then said to Max, "You're in luck, son. The Most Wrthy High
Secretary will grant you a few mnutes of his time. Now when you go in, don't
sit down, renenber to speak only when spoken to, and get out quickly when he
i ndi cates that the audience is ended."

The High Secretary's office nmade the |avishness that had thus far filled
Max's eyes seem|i ke austerity. The rug al one could have been swapped for the
farm on which Max grew up. There was no communi cati on equi prent in evidence,
no files, not even a desk. The Hi gh Secretary | ounged back in a mammoth easy
chair while a servant massaged his scalp. He raised his head as Max appeared
and said, "Conme in, son. Sit down there. What is your nane?"

"Maximlian Jones, sir."

They | ooked at each other. The Secretary saw a | anky youth who needed a
haircut, a bath, and a change of clothes; Max saw a short, fat little man in a
wrinkl ed uniform Hi s head seened too big for himand Max coul d not make up
his mnd whether the eyes were kindly or cold.

"And you are a nephew of Chester Arthur Jones?"

"Yes, sir."
"I knew Brother Jones well. A fine mathematician." The H gh Secretary
went on, "l understand that you have had the msfortune to | ose your

government Citizen's ldentification. Carl."

He had not raised his voice but a young man appeared with the speed of a
genie. "Yes, sir?"

"Take this young man's thunb print, call the Bureau of
I dentification--not here, but the main office at New Washi ngton. M
conpliments to the Chief of Bureau and tell himthat | would be pleased to
have i medi ate identification while you hold the circuit."

The print was taken speedily; the man called Carl left. The High
Secretary went on, "What was your purpose in comng here?" Diffidently Mx
expl ained that his uncle had told himthat he intended to nomi nate himfor
apprenticeship in the guild.

The man nodded. "So | understand. | amsorry to tell you, young fellow,
t hat Brother Jones nmade no nomnination."”

Max had difficulty in taking in the sinple statement. So nuch was his
inner pride tied to his pride in his uncle's profession, so nmuch had he
depended on his hope that his uncle had naned him his professional heir, that
he coul d not accept at once the verdict that he was nobody and nothing. He
blurted out, "You're _sure?_ Did you |ook?"

The masseur | ooked shocked but the Hi gh Secretary answered calmy, "The
archi ves have been searched, not once, but twi ce. There is no possible doubt."
The High Secretary sat up, gestured slightly, and the servant disappeared.



"I"'msorry."

"But he _told_ ne," Max said stubbornly. "He said he was going to."

"Neverthel ess he did not." The nman who had taken the thumb print came in
and offered a menorandumto the Hi gh Secretary, who glanced at it and waved it
away. "l've no doubt that he considered you. Nom nation to our brotherhood
i nvol ves a grave responsibility; it is not unusual for a childless brother to
have his eye on a likely lad for a long tine before deciding whether or not he
nmeasures up. For sone reason your uncle did not name you."

Max was appalled by the humiliating theory that his bel oved uncle m ght
have found himunworthy. It could not be true--why, just the day before he

di ed, he had said--he interrupted his thoughts to say, "Sir-- | think | know
what happened. "
" Eh?"

"Uncl e Chester died suddenly. He nmeant to name ne, but he didn't get a
chance. I'msure of it."

"Possi bly. Men have been known to fail to get their affairs in order
before the last orbit. But | nust assume that he knew what he was doing."

"But--"

"That's all, young man. No, don't go away. |'ve been thinking about you
today." Max | ooked startled, the H gh Secretary smled and continued, "You
see, you are the second 'Maximlian Jones' who has come to us with this
story."

" Huh?"

"Huh i ndeed." The guild executive reached into a pocket of his chair,
pul | ed out sone books and a card, handed themto Max, who stared
unbel i evi ngl y.

"Uncl e Chet's books!"

"Yes. Another man, ol der than yourself, cane here yesterday with your
identification card and these books. He was |ess anbitious than you are," he
added dryly. "He was willing to settle for a rating less lofty than
astrogator."

"What happened?"

"He |l eft suddenly when we attenpted to take his finger prints. | did not
see him But when you showed up today | began to wonder how | ong a procession
of "Maximlian Jones's' would favor us. Better guard that card in the
future--1 fancy we have saved you a fine."

Max placed it in an inner pocket. "Thanks a lot, sir." He started to put
t he books in his rucksack. The Hi gh Secretary gestured in denial

"No, no! Return the books, please."

"But Uncle Chet gave themto ne."

"Sorry. At nost he | oaned themto you--and he should not have done even
that. The tools of our profession are never owned individually; they are
| oaned to each brother. Your uncle should have turned themin when he retired,
but some of the brothers have a sentinental fondness for having themin their
possession. Gve themto nme, please.”

Max still hesitated. "Cone now," the guildsman said reasonably. "It
woul d not do for our professional secrets to be floating around | oose,
avai |l abl e to anyone. Even the hairdressers do not pernmit that. W have a high
responsibility to the public. Only a nenber of this guild, trained, tested,
sworn, and accepted, may lawfully be custodi an of those manuals."

Max's answer was barely audible. "I don't see the harm |I'mnot going to
get to use them it looks like."

"You don't believe in anarchy, surely? Qur whole society is founded on
entrusting grave secrets only to those who are worthy. But don't feel sad.
Each brother, when he is issued his tools, deposits an earnest with the
bursar. In my opinion, since you are the nearest relative of Brother Jones, we
may properly repay the earnest to you for their return. Carl."

The young man appeared again. "The deposit nonies, please."” Carl had the
money with him-he seemed to earn his living by knowi ng what the Hi gh
Secretary was about to want. Max found hinsel f accepting an inpressive sheaf



of nmoney, nore than he had ever touched before, and the books were taken from
hi m bef ore he coul d think of another objection

It seemed tinme to | eave, but he was notioned back to his chair.
"Personally, | amsorry to disappoint you, but | amnerely the servant of ny
brothers; | have no choice. However . . ." The High Secretary fitted his
finger tips together. "Qur brotherhood takes care of its own. There are funds
at ny disposal for such cases. How would you like to go into training?"

"For the @uild?_ "

"No, no! We don't grant brotherhood as charity. But for sone respectable
trade, metal smith, or chef, or tailor--what you wi sh. Any occupation not
hereditary. The brotherhood will sponsor you, pay your 'prentice fee and, if
you make good, |end you your contribution when you are sworn in."

Max knew he shoul d accept gratefully. He was being offered an
opportunity free that nost of the swarm ng nmasses never got on any terns. But
the cross-grained quirk in himthat had caused himto spurn the stew that Sam
had | eft behind made this generous offer stick in his craw. "Thanks just the
same," he answered in tones alnost surly, "but | don't rightly think I can
take it."

The Hi gh Secretary | ooked bleak. "So? It's your life." He snapped his
fingers, a page appeared, and Max was | ed quickly out of the Hall

He stood on the steps of the Guild Hall and wondered dejectedly what he
shoul d do next. Even the space ships on the field at the foot of the street
did not attract; he could not have | ooked at one without feeling like crying.
He | ooked to the east instead.

A short distance away a jaunty figure | eaned against a trash receptacle.
As Max's eyes rested on the man he straightened up, flipped a cigarette to the
pavenent, and started toward him

Max | ooked at himagain. "Sam" It was undoubtedly the wayfarer who had
robbed him-well dressed, clean shaved--but Sam nonet hel ess. Max hurried
toward him

"Howdy, Max," Sam greeted himw th an unenbarrassed grin, "how did you
make out ?"

"I ought to have you arrested!"

"Now, now -keep your voice down. You're making yourself conspicuous."

Max took a breath and | owered his voice. "You stole nmy books."

" _Your _ books? They weren't yours--and | returned themto their owners.
You want to arrest nme for that?"

"But you . . . Well, anyhow you

A voice, civil, firm and official, spoke at Max's elbow. "Is this
person annoyi ng you, sir?" Max turned and found a policeman standi ng behind
him He started to speak, then bit off the words as he realized the question
had been addressed to Sam

Sam t ook hold of Max's upper armin a gesture that was protective and
paternal, but quite firm "Not at all, officer, thank you."

"Are you sure? | received word that this chico was headed this way and
I've had ny eye on him"

"He's a friend of mine. | was waiting for himhere."

"As you say. We have a lot of trouble with vagrants. They all seemto
head for Earthport."

"He's not a vagrant. He's a young friend of mne fromthe country and

I"'mafraid he's gotten a bit confused. 1'Il be responsible.”
"Very well, sir."
"Not at all." Max let himself be led away. Wien they were out of earshot

Sam said, "That was cl ose. That nosy cl own woul d have had us both in the bul
pen. You did all right, kid--kept your lip zipped at the right tinme."

They were around the corner into a less inportant street before Sam | et
go his grip. He stopped and faced Max, grinning. "Well, kid?"

"I should a' told that cop about you!"

"Way didn't you? He was right there."

Max found hinmsel f caught by contradictory feelings. He was angry with



Sam no doubt about it, but his first unstudi ed reaction at seeing hi mhad
been the warm pl easure one gets fromrecognizing a fam liar face anong
strangers--the anger had cone a split second later. Now Sam | ooked at himwth

easy cynicism a quizzical smle on his face. "Wll, kid?" he repeated. "If
you want to turn me in, let's go back and get it over with. I won't run."
Max | ooked back at hi m peevishly. "Ch, forget it!"
"Thanks. |'msorry about it, kid. I really am™

"Then why did you do it?"

Sam s face changed suddenly to a sad, far-away | ook, then resuned its
cheerful cynicism "I was tenpted by an idea, old son--every nan has his
l[imts. Sone day I'Il tell you. Now, how about a bit to eat and a gab? There's
a joint near here where we can tal k wi thout having the nosies |eaning over our
shoul ders. "

"l don't know as | want to."

"Ch, cone now The food isn't rmuch but it's better than mulligan."

Max had been ready with a stiff speech about how he woul d not turn Sam
in, but he certainly did not want to eat with hinmy the nmention of mulligan
brought himup short. He remenbered uneasily that Sam had not inquired as to
_his_norals, but had shared his food.

"wWell . . . okay."

"That's my boy!" They went on down the street. The nei ghborhood was a
sort to be found near the port in any port city; once off the ponpous Avenue
of the Planets it becanme nore crowded, noisier, nore alive, and somehow war nmer
and nore friendly despite a strong air of "keep your hand on your purse.”

Hol e-in-the-wall tailor shops, little restaurants none too clean, cheap
hotel s, honky-tonks, fun arcades, exhibits both "educational" and
"scientific," street vendors, small theaters with gaudy posters and sounds of
nmusi ¢ | eaking out, shops fronting for betting parlors, tattoo parlors fronting
for astrologers, and the inevitable Salvation Army m ssion gave the street
flavor its stylish cousins |lacked. Martians in trefoil sunglasses and
respirators, humanoids fromBeta Corvi IIl, things w th exoskel etons from

Al'l ah knew where, all jostled with humans of all shades and all blended in
easy canaraderi e.

Sam st opped at a shop with the age-old synmbol of three gol den spheres.
"Wait here. Be right out."

Max waited and wat ched the throng. Sam cane out shortly without his
coat. "Now we eat."

"Saml Did you pawn your coat?"

"Gve the man a cigar! How did you guess?"

"But . . . Look, | didn't know you were broke; you | ooked prosperous.
Get it back, 1'll . . . 1'"ll pay for our lunch."

"Say, that's sweet of you, kid. But forget it. |I don't need a coat this
weat her. Truth is, | was dressed up just to make a good inpression at--well, a
little matter of business.”

Max blurted out, "But how did you . . .", then shut up. Sam grinned
"Did | steal the fancy rags? No. | encountered a citizen who believed in

percent ages and engaged himin a friendly game. Never bet on percentages, Kkid;
skill is nmore fundanental. Here we are.”

The room facing the street was a bar, beyond was a restaurant. Sam | ed
hi m on through the restaurant, through the kitchen, down a passage off which
there were card roons, and ended in a smaller, | ess pretentious dining room
Sam pi cked a table in a corner. An enornous Sanmpan shuffled up, draggi ng one
| eg. Sam nodded, "Howdy, Percy." He turned to Max. "A drink first?"

"Uh, | guess not."

"Smart |ad. Lay off the stuff. Irish for me, Percy, and we'll both have
what ever you had for lunch." The Sanpan waited silently. Sam shrugged and | aid
noney on the table, Percy scooped it up

Max objected, "But | was going to pay."

"You can pay for the lunch. Percy owns the place," he added. "He's
of fensively rich, but he didn't get that way by trusting the Iikes of nme. Now



tell me about yourself, old son. How you got here? How you rmade out with the
astrogators . . . everything. Did they kill the fatted cal f?"

"Well, no." There seenmed to be no reason not to tell Sam and he found
that he wanted to tal k. Sam nodded at the end.

"About what | had guessed. Any plans now?"

"No. | don't know what to do now, Sam"

"Hmm . . . it's an ill wind that has no turning. Eat your |lunch and |et
me think."

Later he added, "Max, what do you _want_ to do?"

"Well . . . | wanted to be an astrogator "

"That's out."

"I know. "

"Tell me, did you want to be an astrogator and nothing else, or did you
simply want to go into space?"

"Why, | guess | never thought about it any other way."
"Well, think about it."
Max did so. "I want to space. If | can't go as an astrogator, | want to

go anyhow. But | don't see how. The Astrogators' Quild is the only one |I stood
a chance for."

"There are ways."

"Huh? Do you nean put in for emgration?"

Sam shook his head. "It costs nore than you could save to go to one of
t he desirable col onies--and the ones they give you free rides to | wouldn't
wi sh on ny worst enenies.”

"Then what do you nean?"

Sam hesitated. "There are ways to wangle it, old son--if you do what |
say. This uncle of yours--you were around hima |ot?"

"Wy, sure."

"Tal ked about space with you?"

"Certainly. That's all we tal ked about."

"Hm . . . how well do you know t he patter?"

". . . YOUR MONEY AND MY KNOW HOW . . ."

"The patter?" Max | ooked puzzled. "I suppose | know what everybody
knows. "
"Where's the worry hol e?"
"Huh? That's the control room"
"If the cheater wants a corpse, where does he find it?"
Max | ooked amused. "That's just stuff from SV serials, nobody talks Iike
t hat aboard ship. The cook is the cook, and if he wanted a side of beef, he'd
go to the reefer for it."
"How do you tell a 'beast' from an aninmal ?"
"Why, a 'beast' is a passenger, but an aninmal is just an animal, |
guess. "

"Suppose you were on a ship for Mars and they announced that the power
pl ant had gone bl ooie and the ship was going to spiral into the Sun? \Wat

woul d you t hi nk?"



"I'"d think somebody was trying to scare ne. In the first place, you

woul dn't be 'on' a ship--'in" is the right word. Second, a spiral isn't one of
the possible orbits. And third, if a ship was headed for Mars fromEarth, it
couldn't fall into the Sun; the orbit would be inconpatible."

"Suppose you were part of a ship's crewin a strange port and you want ed
to go out and | ook the place over. How woul d you go about asking the captain
for perm ssion?"

"Way, | wouldn't."

"You'd just junmp ship?"

"Let me finish. If | wanted to hit dirt, 1'd ask the first officer; the
captain doesn't bother with such things. If the ship was big enough, 1'd have
to ask my departnment head first." Max sat up and held Sami s eye. "Sam -you've
been spacesi de. Haven't you?"

"\What gave you that notion, kid?"

"What's your qguil d?"

"Stow it, Max. Ask me no questions and I'll sell you no pigs in a poke.
Maybe |1've studied up on the jive just as you have."

"I don't believe it," Max said bluntly.

Sam | ooked pai ned. Max went on, "What's this all about? You ask ne a
bunch of silly questions--sure, | know quite a bit about spaceside; |'ve been
readi ng about it all ny Iife and Uncle Chet would talk by the hour. But what
of it?"

Sam | ooked at him and said softly, "Max--the _Asgard_ is raising next
Thur sday--for starside. Wuld you like to be in her?"

Max thought about it. To be in the fabul ous _Asgard_, to be headi ng out
to the stars, to be--he brushed the vision aside. "Don't talk that way, Sam
You know |'d give ny right arm Wy needl e ne?"

"How much noney have you?"

"Huh? Why?"

"How much?"

"l haven't even had tinme to count it." Max started to haul out the wad
of bills he had been given; Sam hastily and unobtrusively stopped him

"Psst!" he protested. "Don't flash a roll in here. Do you want to eat
through a slit in your throat? Keep it down!"
Startled, Max took the advice. He was still nore startled when he

finished the tally; he had known that he had been given quite a |ot of nobney
but this was nore than he had dreaned. "How nuch?" Sam persisted. Max told

him Sam swore softly. "Well, it will just have to do."

"Do for what?"

"You'll see. Put it away."

As Max did so he said wonderingly, "Sam | had no idea those books were
so val uable."

"They aren't."

" Huh?"

"It's mal arkey. Lots of guilds do it. They want to make it appear that
their professional secrets are precious, so they nake the candi date put up a
wad of dough for his reference books. If those things were published in the
ordinary way, they'd sell at a reasonable price."

"But that's right, isn't it? As the Wrthy H gh Secretary explained, it
woul dn't do for just anybody to have that know edge."

Sam nmade a rude noise and pretended to spit. "Wat difference would it

make? Suppose you still had them-you don't have a ship to conn.”
"But . . ." Max stopped and grinned. "l can't see that it did any good
to take them away from nme anyhow. |'ve read them so | know what's in them"

"Sure you know. Maybe you even renenber sone of the nethods. But you
don't have all those colums of figures so you can | ook up the one you need
when you need it. That's what they care about."

"But | do! | read them 1| tell you." Max winkled his forehead, then
began to recite: "'Page 272, Calcul ated Sol utions of the Differential Equation
of Mbtion by the Ricardo Assunption--" He began to reel off a series of



seven-pl ace figures. Samlistened in grow ng surprise, then stopped him
"Kid, you really remenber that? You weren't making it up?"

"Of course not, I _read_ it."

"Well, 1'll be a beat up . . . Look, you're a page-at-a-glance reader?
Is that it?"

"No, not exactly. I'ma pretty fast reader, but | do have to read it.
But | don't forget. | never have been able to see how people forget. | can't
forget anything."

Sam shook his head wonderingly. "lI've been able to forget a | ot of
t hi ngs, thank Heaven." He thought for a noment. "Maybe we should forget the
ot her caper and exploit this talent of yours. | can think of angles."

"What do you nean? And what other caper?”

"Hmm . . . no, | was right the first tine. The idea is to get away from
here. And with your funny nenory the chances are a whole | ot better. Even
t hough you sling the slang pretty well | was worried. Now |I'm not."

"Sam stop talking riddles. What are you figuring on?

"Ckay, kid, I'lIl lay it on the table." He glanced around, |eaned

forward, and spoke even nore quietly. "W take the noney and | spread it
around carefully. Wen the _Asgard_ raises, we're signed on as crewren."”
"As apprentices? W wouldn't even have time for ground school. And
besi des you're too old to 'prentice.”
"Use your head! We don't have enough to pay one apprentice fee, |et
al one two, in any space guild--and the _Asgard_ isn't signing 'prentices

anyhow. We'll be experienced journeynmen in one of the guilds, with records to
prove it."

When the idea soaked in, Max was shocked. "But they put you in jail for
that!"

"Where do you think you are now?"

"Wll, I"'mnot in jail. And | don't want to be."

"This whole planet is one big jail, and a crowded one at that. \Wat

chance have you got? If you aren't born rich, or born into one of the
hereditary guilds, what can you do? Sign up with one of the |abor conpanies."

"But there are non-hereditary guilds.”

"Can you pay the fee? You' ve got a year, maybe two until you're too old
to 'prentice. If you were sharp with cards you night manage it--but can you
earn it? You should live so long! Your old man shoul d have saved it; he left
you a farminstead." Sam stopped suddenly, bit his thunb. "Max, "Il play
fair. Your old man did | eave you a fair start inlife. Wth the noney you' ve
got you can go hone, hire a shyster, and maybe squeeze that Mntgonery item
out of the noney he swindled for your farm Then you can buy your
apprenticeship in sone guild. Do it, kid. I won't stand in your way." He
wat ched Max narrowy.

Max reflected that he had just refused a chance to pick a trade and be
given a free start. Maybe he should reconsider. Maybe . . . "No! That's not
what | want. This . . . this, uh, schene of yours; how do we do it?"

Sam rel axed and grinned. "My boy!"

Sam got them a room over Percy's restaurant. There he coached him Sam
went out several tines and Max's nmoney went with him Wen Max protested Sam
said wearily, "Wat do you want? To hold ny heart as security? Do you want to
cone along and scare 'emout of the dicker? The people | have to reason wth
wi Il be taking chances. O do you think you can arrange matters yourself? It's
your noney and nmy knowhow . . . that's the partnership."

Max wat ched him | eave the first time with gnawi ng doubts, but Sam cane
back. Once he brought with himan elderly, gross wonan who | ooked Max over as
if he were an animal up for auction. Samdid not introduce her but said, "How
about it? | thought a rustache would hel p."

She | ooked at Max from one side, then the other. "No," she deci ded,
"that would just make himl ook nade up for amateur theatricals." She touched
Max's head with noist, cold fingers; when he drew back, she adnoni shed, "Don't
flinch, honey duck. Aunt Becky has to work on you. No, we'll move back his



hair |ine above his tenples, thin it out on top, and kill its gloss. Somne
faint winkles tattooed around his eyes. Mim . . . that's all. Mistn't overdo
it."

When this fat artist was through Max | ooked ten years ol der. Becky asked
if he wanted his hair roots killed, or would he prefer to have his scalp
return to normal in time? Samstarted to insist on permanence, but she brushed
himaside. "I'Il give hima bottle of "Mracle Go'--no extra charge, it's
just rubbing al cohol --and he can make a big thing of using it. How about it,
| over? You're too pretty to age you permanently.”

Max accepted the "Mracle Go"--hair restored or your noney back

Sam t ook away his citizen's identification card, returned with anot her
one. It had his right name, a wong age, his right serial number, a wong
occupation, his own thunb print, and a wong address. Max | ooked at it
curiously. "It looks real."

"It should. The man who nade it nakes thousands of real ones--but he
charges extra for this." That night Sam brought hima book titled _Ship
Econony_ and enbossed with the seal of the Guild of Space Stewards, Cooks, and
Purser's Clerks. "Better stay up all night and see how rmuch you can soak up
The man it belongs to won't sleep nore than ten hours even with the jolt Percy
slipped into his nightcap. Want a pill to keep you awake?"

"I don't think so." Max examined it. It was in fine print and quite
thick. But by five in the norning he had finished it. He woke Sam and gave it
back, then went to sleep, his head buzzing with stowage and dunnage, noment
arnms and mass cal cul ati ons, hydroponi cs techni ques, cargo records, tax forns,
diets, food preservation and preparation, daily, weekly, and quarterly
accounts, and how to get rats out of a conpartment which nust not be
evacuated. Sinmple stuff, he decided--he wondered why such things were
consi dered too esoteric for |aynen.

On the fourth day of his incarceration Samfitted himout wth spaceside
cl ot hes, none of them new, and gave hima worn plastil eather personal record
book. The first page stated that he was an accepted brother of the Stewards,
Cooks, and Purser's d erks, having honorably conpleted his apprenticeship. It
listed his skills and it appeared that his dues had been paid each quarter for
seven years. Wiat appeared to be his own signature appeared above that of the
H gh Steward, with the seal of the guild enbossed through both. The other
pages recorded his trips, his efficiency ratings, and other permanent data,
each properly signed by the first officers and pursers concerned. He noted
with interest that he had been fined three days pay in the _Cygnus_ for
snoki ng in an unaut hori zed place and that he had once for six weeks been
allowed to strike for chartsman, having paid the penalty to the Chartsnmen &
Conputers Guild for the chance.

"See anyt hing odd?" asked Sam

"It all looks funny to ne."

"It says you' ve been to Luna. Everybody's been to Luna. But the ships
you served in are nostly out of comm ssion and none of the pursers happens to
be in Earthport now. The only starship you ever junped in was |l ost on the trip
i medi ately after the one you took. Get ne?"

"I think so."

"When you tal k to another spacenman, no matter what ship he served in,
it's not one you served in--you won't be showing this record to anybody but
t he purser and your boss anyhow. "

"But suppose _they_ served in one of these?"

"Not in the _Asgard_. W made darn sure. Now |I'm going to take you out

on an evening of gaiety. You'll drink warmm |k on account of your ulcer and
you'll compl ain when you can't get it. And that's just about all you'll talk
about - -your synptons. You'll start a reputation right now for being

unt al kative; you can't make many mi stakes with your nmouth shut. Watch
yoursel f, kid, there will be spacenmen around you all evening. If you ness it
up, I'Il leave you dirtside and raise without you. Let me see you wal k again."

Max wal ked for him Sam cursed gently. "Cripes, you still walk like a



farmer. Get your feet out of those furrows, boy."

"No good?"

"I't'"ll have to do. Grab your bonnet. We'll strike while the iron's in
the fire and let the bridges fall where they may."

6

" SPACEMAN' JONES

The _Asgard_ was to raise the next day. Max woke early and tried to wake
Sam but this proved difficult. At last the older man sat up. "Ch, what a
head! What tine is it?"

"About six."

"And you woke me? Only ny feeble condition keeps me from causing you to
join your ancestors. Go back to sleep.”

"But today's the day!"

"Who cares? She raises at noon. We'll sign on at the last mnute; that
way you won't have time to nmake a slip.”

"Sanf? _How do you know they'll take us?_ "

"Ch, for Pete's sake! It's all arranged. Now shut up. O go downstairs
and get breakfast--but don't talk to anybody. If you're a pal, you'll bring ne
a pot of coffee at ten o' clock."

"And breakf ast ?"

"Don't nention food in ny presence. Show sone respect." Sam pull ed the
covers up over his head.

It was nearly eleven thirty when they presented thensel ves at the gate
of the port; ten mnutes |ater before the bus deposited them at the base of
the ship. Max | ooked up at its great, bulging sides but was cut short by a
crewman standing at the lift and holding a list. "Nanes."

" Ander son. "

"Jones. "

He checked themoff. "Get in the ship. You should have been here an hour
ago." The three clinbed into the cage; it swing clear of the ground and was
reeled in, swaying, |like a bucket on a well rope.

Sam | ooked down and shuddered. "Never start a trip feeling good," he
advi sed Max. "It mght nake you sorry to be |leaving." The cage was drawn up
i nside the ship; the lock closed after themand they stepped out into the
_Asgard_. Max was trenbling with stage fright.

He had expected to be sworn into the ship's conpany by the first
officer, as called for by law. But his reception was depressingly
uncer emoni ous. The crewran who had checked theminto the ship told themto
follow him he led themto the Purser's office. There the Chief Cerk had them
sign and thunbprint the book, yawning the while and tapping his buck teeth.
Max surrendered his forged personal record book, while feeling as if the
deception were stanped on it in bold letters. But M. Kuiper nerely chucked it
into a file basket. He then turned to them "This is a taut ship. You' ve
started by very nearly mssing it. That's a poor start.”

Sam sai d nothing. Max said, "Yessir."

The Chief Cerk went on, "Stow your gear, get your chow, and report
back." He glanced at a wall chart. "One of you in D112, the other in E-009."



Max started to ask how to get there, but Samtook his el bow and eased
himout of the office. Qutside he said, "Don't ask any questions you can
avoid. We're on Baker deck, that's all we need to know. " Presently they cane
to a compani onway and started back down. Max felt a sudden change in pressure,
Sam grinned. "She's sealed. Wn't be | ong now. "

They were in D112, an eight-man bunkroom and Sam was show ng hi m how
to set the lock on the one enpty | ocker when there was a distant call on a
| oudspeaker. Max felt nmonentarily dizzy and his weight seened to pul se. Then
it stopped. Samrenmarked, "They were a little slow synchronizing the field--or
el se this bucket of bolts has an unbal anced phaser." He cl apped Max on the
back. "W made it, kid."

They were in space.

E- 009 was down one nore deck and on the far side; they left Saml s gear
there and started to |l ook for lunch. Sam stopped a passing engi neer's mate.
"Hey, shipmate--we're fresh caught. \Where's the crew s nmess?"

"d ockwi se about eighty and inboard, this deck." He | ooked them over.
"Fresh caught, eh? Well, you'll find out."

"Li ke that, huh?"

"Wirse. A madhouse squared. If | wasn't married, I'd 'a' stayed
dirtside." He went on his way.
Sam said, "lgnore it, kid. All the oldtinmers in a ship claimits the

wor st madhouse in space. A matter of pride." But their next experience seened
to confirmit; the serving window in the ness roomhad cl osed at noon, when
the ship lifted; Max nmournfully resigned hinself to living with a tight belt
until supper. But Sam pushed on into the galley and came out presently with
two | oaded trays. They found enpty places and sat down.

"How did you do it?"

"Any cook will feed you if you let himexplain first what a | ouse you
are and how by rights he doesn't have to."

The food was good--real beef patties, vegetables fromthe ship's
gardens, wheat bread, a pudding, and coffee. Max polished his platter and
wondered if he dared ask for seconds. He decided against it. The talk fl owed
around himand only once was there danger that his tyro status m ght show up
t hat bei ng when a conput erman asked hima direct question as to his last trip.

Samstalled it off. "lInperial survey," he answered briefly. "W're both
still covered."

The conputerman grinned knowi ngly. "Wich jail were you in? The |nperial
Council hasn't ordered a secret survey in years."

"This one was so secret they forgot to tell you about it. Wite "ema
letter and burn them out about it," Sam stood up. "Finished, Mx?"

On the way back to the Purser's Ofice Max worried as to his probable
assi gnment, checking over in his mnd the skills and experience he was all eged
to have. He need not have worried; M. Kuiper, with a fine disregard for such
factors, assigned himas stabl eman.

The _Asgard_ was a conbi ned passenger liner and freighter. She carried
this trip Hereford breeding stock, two bulls and two dozen cows, and an
assortrnent of other animals consigned for ecol ogic and econonic reasons to
col oni es--pigs, chickens, sheep, a pair of Angora goats, a famly of Il amss.
It was contrary to Inperial policy to plant nost terrestrial fauna on other
pl anets; the colonials were expected to establish econony with indi genous
flora and fauna--but sonme animals have been bred for so many generations for
the use of man that they are not easily replaced by exotic creatures. On Gama
Leonis VI (b), New Mars, the saurians known | ocally as "chuckl eheads" or
"chucks" could and did replace Percherons as draft animals with greater
efficiency and econony--but nen disliked them There was never the famli al
trust that exists between horses and nen; unless a strain of chucks should
devel op a degree of rapport with men (which seened unlikely) they would
eventual ly die out and be replaced by the horse, for the unforgivable sin of



failing to establish a firmtreaty with the nost ravenous, intol erant, deadly,
and successful of the animals in the expl ored universe, Mn

There was al so a cage of English sparrows. Max never did find out where
these noisy little scavengers were believed to be necessary, nor was he
acquai nted with the conpl ex mat hemati cal anal ysis by which such concl usi ons
were reached. He sinply fed themand tried to keep their quarters clean

There were cats in the _Asgard_, too, but nost of these were free
citizens and crewren, charged with holding down the rats and nice that had
gone into space along with manki nd. One of Max's duties was to change the sand
boxes on each deck and take the soiled ones to the oxydi zer for processing.
The other cats were pets, property of passengers, unhappy prisoners in the
kennel off the stables. The passengers' dogs lived there, too; no dogs were
allowed to run free

Max wanted to | ook back at Earth and see it as a shrinking globe in the
sky, but that was a privilege reserved for passengers. He spent the short
peri od when it woul d have been possible in hauling (by hand) green tinothy hay
fromthe hydroponics airconditioning plant to the stables and in cleaning said
stables. It was a task he neither |iked nor disliked; by accident he had been
assigned to work that he understood.

H s i mmedi ate boss was the Chief Ship's Steward, M. G ordano. M. "Gee"
split the ship's housekeeping with M. Dunont, Chief Passengers' Steward;
their domai ns divided at Charlie deck. Thus M. Dunmont had passengers
quarters, officers' country, offices, and the control and conmmuni cation
stations, while G ordano was responsible for everything down (or aft) to but
not including the engineering space--crew s quarters, ness, and galley,
stores, stables and kennel, hydroponics deck, and cargo spaces. Both worked
for the Purser, who in turn was responsible to the First Oficer

The organi zation of starships derived in part fromthat of mlitary
vessels, in part fromocean liners of earlier days, and in part fromthe
circunmstances of interstellar travel. The first officer was boss of the ship
and a wise captain did not interfere with him The captain, although by | aw
nmonarch of his mniature world, turned his eyes outward; the first officer
turned his inward. As long as all went well the captain concerned hinself only
with the control roomand with astrogation; the first officer bossed
everything el se. Even astrogators, communi cators, conputernen, and chartsnen
were under the first officer, although in practice he had nothing to do with
t hem when they were on duty since they worked in the "worry hol e" under the
capt ai n.

The chi ef engi neer was under the first officer, too, but he was nearly
an aut ononous satrap. In a taut, well-run ship he kept his bailiw ck in such
shape that the first officer did not need to worry about it. The chief
engi neer was responsi ble not only for the power plant and the Horst- Conrad
i mpel lers but for all auxiliary engineering equi pment wherever |ocated--for
exanpl e the punps and fans of the hydroponics installations, even though the
purser, through his chief ship's steward, took care of the farm ng thereof.

Such was the usual organization of starship liner-freighters and such
was the _Asgard_. It was not identical with the organization of a man-of-war
and very different fromthat of the cheerless transports used to ship convicts
and paupers out to colonies that were being forced--in _those_ ships, the
purser's departnent was stripped to a clerk or two and the transportees did
all the work, cooking, cleaning, handling cargo, everything. But the _Asgard_
carried paid passengers, sone of whom neasured their wealth in negabucks; they
expected luxury hotel service even light-years out in space. OF the three main
departments of the _Asgard_, astrogation, engineering, and housekeeping, the
Purser's was by far the |argest.

A first officer could reach that high status fromchief astrogator, from
chi ef engineer, or frompurser, but only if he were originally an astrogator
could he go on to captain. The three officer types were essentially
mat hemat i ci ans, busi ness managers, or physicists; a captain necessarily had to
be able to practice the mathematical skill of astrogation. First Oficer



Wal ther, as was usually the case with a liner, had fornerly been a purser

The _Asgard_ was a little world, a tiny nobile planet. It had its
nmonarch the captain, its useless nobility the passengers, its technical and
governing class, and its hewers of wood and drawers of water. It contained
flora and fauna in ecol ogical balance; it carried its mniature sun inits
power plant. Although its schedule contenplated only nonths in space, it was
capabl e of staying in space indefinitely. The chef m ght run out of caviar
but there would be no | ack of food, nor of air, nor of heat and |ight.

Max deci ded that he was |lucky to be assigned to M. G ordano rather than
to Chief Cerk Kuiper. M. Kuiper supervised his clerks mnutely, but M. Gee
did not often stir his fat frame out of his office-stateroom He was a jovial
boss--provided everything ran to suit him M. Cee found it an effort to go
all the way down to the stables; once he becanme convinced that Max was giVving
the ani mal s proper care and keeping the place clean he gave up inspecting,
nmerely requiring Max to report daily. This gave G ordano nore tine for his
principal avocation, which was distilling a sort of vodka in a cubby in his
stateroom using materials grown in the hydroponds--also in his charge. He
carried on a clandestine trade in his product with the crew. By keeping his
mout h shut and his ears open Max | earned that this was a usual prerogative of
a chief ship's steward, ignored as long as the steward had the judgnment to
l[imt his operations. The ship, of course, had a wine nmess and bar, but that
was for the "beasts"--crewren could not patronize it.

"I was once in a ship," Samtold Max, "where the First clanped
down--busted up the still, busted the steward to cleani ng decks, and generally
threw the book." He stopped to puff on his cigar, a gift fromthe passenger
steward; they were hiding out in Max's stables, enjoying a rest and a gab
"Didn't work out."

"Why not ?"
"Use your head. Forces nust bal ance, old son. For every market there is
a supplier. That's the key to the nutshell. In a nonth there was a still in

durn near every out-of-the-way conpartnment in the ship and the crew was so
denoralized it wasn't fit to stuff vacuum So the Captain had a talk with the
First and things went back to normal."

Max thought it over. "Sanf Were you that ship' s steward?"

"Huh? What gave you that idea?"

"Well . . . you've been in space before; you no | onger nake any bones
about it. | just thought--well, you' ve never told ne what your guild was, nor
why you were on dirt, or why you had to fake it to get back to space again. |
suppose it's none of my business."

Sam s habitual cynical snmile gave way to an expressi on of sadness. "Max,
a lot of things can happen to a man when he thinks he has the world by the
tail. Take the case of a friend of mine, name of Roberts. A sergeant in the
| mperial Marines, good record, half a dozen star junps, a conbat decoration or
two. A smart lad, boning to make warrant officer. But he m ssed his ship
once--hadn't been on Terra for some tinme and cel ebrated too nuch. Shoul d have
turned hinself in right away, of course, taken his reduction in rank and |ived
it down. Trouble was he still had noney in his pocket. By the tine he was
broke and sober it was too |late. He never quite had the guts to go back and
take his court martial and serve his sentence. Every man has his limts."

Max said presently, "You trying to say you used to be a marine?"

"Me? O course not, | was speaking of this guy Richards, just to
illustrate what can happen to a man when he's not |ooking. Let's talk of nore
pl easant things. Kid, what do you plan to do next?"

"What do you nean?"

"Well, what do you figure on doing after this junp?

"Ch. More of the same, | guess. | like spacing. | suppose I'll try to
keep ny nose clean and work up to chief steward or chief clerk."

Sam shook his head. "Think it through, kid. What happens when your



record in this shipis miiled to the guild? And another copy is mailed to the
Departnent of Guilds and Labor?"

" _What?_"

"Il tell you. Maybe nothing happens at first, maybe you can space for
anot her cruise. But eventually the red tape unw nds, they conpare notes and
see that while your ship lists you as an experienced steward' s mate, there
isn't any Max Jones in their files. Comes the day you ground at Terra and a
couple of clowns with sidearns are waiting at the foot of the lift to drag you
off to the cal abozo."

"But Saml | thought it was all fixed?"

"Don't blow a gasket. Look at me, |I'mrelaxed--and it applies to ne,
too. Mdre so, for | have other reasons we needn't go into to want to |et
sl eepi ng dogs bury their own dead. As for it being '"all fixed,' it
is--everything | promised. You're here, aren't you? But as for the files: old
son, it would have taken ten tinmes the noney to tanmper with guild files, and
as for locating a particular mcrofilmin New Washi ngton and substituting a
fake that would show the record you are supposed to have--well, | woul dn't
know how to start, though no doubt it could be done, with enough tine, noney,
and finesse."

Max felt sensations al nost identical with those he had experienced when
Mont gonery had announced that the farmwas sold. Despite his nmenial position
he liked it aboard ship, he had had no intention of ever doing anything el se.
He got along with his boss, he was naking friends, he was as cozy as a bird in
its nest. Now the nest was suddenly torn down. Wrse, he was in a trap

He turned white. Sam put a hand on his shoul der. "Stop spinning, kid!
You're not in ajam"

“Jail--"

"Jail my aunt's Sunday hat! You're safe as dirt until we get back. You
can wal k away fromthe _Asgard_ at Earthport with your wages in your pocket

and have days at |east, maybe weeks or nonths, before anyone will notice,
either at the guild nother hall or at New Washi ngton. You can | ose yourself
anong four billion people. You won't be any worse off than you were when you

first ran into me--you were trying to get |ost then, renenber?--and you'l

have one star trip under your belt to tell your kids about. O they may never

| ook for you; sonme clerk may chuck your trip record into the file basket and
leave it there until it gets lost rather than bother. O you m ght be able to
persuade a clerk in M. Kuiper's office to | ose the duplicates, not mail them
in. Nelson, for exanple; he's got a hungry | ook." Sameyed himcarefully, then
added, "O you m ght do what |1'mgoing to do."

Only part of what Sam had said had sunk in. Max let the record play back
and gradually cal med down as he began to understand that his situation was not
entirely desperate. He was inclined to agree about Nel son, as Nel son had
al ready suggested indirectly that sonetimes the efficiency marks on the ship's
books were not necessarily the ones that found their way into the pernanent
records--under certain circunmstances. He put the idea aside, not liking it and
havi ng no notion anyhow of how to go about offering a bribe.

When he came, in his nmental play back, to Samis last remark, it brought
himto attention. "Wat are _you_ going to do?"

Sam eyed the end of his cigar stub. "I'mnot going back."

This required no diagramto be understood. But, under Inperial decrees,

t he suggested offense carried even heavier punishnent than faking nmenbership
in a guild. Deserting was al nost treason. "Keep tal king," Max said gruffly.

"Let's run over where we touch this cruise. Garson's Pl anet--donmed

colonies, like Luna and Mars. In a donmed col ony you do exactly what the
power s-t hat-be say, or you stop breathing. You mght hide out and have a new
identity grafted on, but you would still be in the dones. No good, there's
nore freedom even back on Terra. Nu Pegasi VI, Hal cyon--not bad though pretty
cold at aphelion. But it is still inmporting nore than it exports whi ch neans
that the Inperials run the show and the locals will help dig out a wanted man.

Now we come to Nova Terra, Beta Aquarii X-- and that, old son, is what the



doctor ordered and why the preacher danced.™

"You' ve been there?"

"Once. | should have stayed. Max, imagine a place |ike Earth, but
sweeter than Terra ever was. Better weather, broader richer |ands
forests aching to be cut, gane that practically junps into the stew pot. If
you don't like settlenents, you nove on until you've got no neighbors, poke a
seed in the ground, then junp back before it sprouts. No obnoxi ous insects.
Practically no terrestrial diseases and no native di seases that like the
flavor of our breed. Gushing rivers. Placid oceans. Man, I'mtelling you!"

"But woul dn't they haul us back fromthere?"

"Too big. The colonists _want_ nore people and they won't help the
I mperials. The Inperial Council has a deuce of a tine just collecting taxes.
They don't even try to arrest a deserter outside the bigger towns." Sam
gri nned. "You know why?"

"\Why 2"

"Because it didn't pay. An Inperial would be sent to Back-and-Beyond to
pi ck up soneone; while he was | ooking he would find some gol den- haired
daughter of a rancher eyeing him-they run to eight or nine kids, per famly
and there are always lots of eligible fillies, husband-hi gh and eager. So
pretty quick he is a rancher with a beard and a new nane and a wife. He was a
bachel or and he hasn't been home |l ately--or maybe he's married back on Terra
and doesn't want to go home. Either way, even the Inperial Council can't fight
human nature."

"I don't want to get married."

"That's your problem But best of all, the place still has a confortable
| ooseness about it. No property taxes, outside the towns. Nobody woul d pay
one; they'd just nove on, if they didn't shoot the tax collector instead. No
gui l ds--you can plow a furrow, saw a board, drive a truck, or thread a pipe,
all the sane day and never ask pernission. A man can do anything and there's
no one to stop him no one to tell himhe wasn't born into the trade, or
didn't start young enough, or hasn't paid his contribution. There's nore work
than there are men to do it and the colonists just don't care."

Max tried to imagi ne such anarchy and could not, he had never
experienced it. "But don't the guilds object?"

"What guilds? Ch, the nother | odges back earthside squawked when t hey
heard, but not even the Inperial Council backed them up. They're not
fool s--and you don't shovel back the ocean with a fork."

"And that's where you mean to go. It sounds |ovely,

Max said wistfully.

"I do. It is. There was a girl--oh, she'll be married now, they marry
young- - but she had sisters. Now here is what | figure on--and you, too, if you
want to tag along. First tine | hit dirt 1'll make contacts. The last tine

rate liberty, which will be the night before the ship raises if possible, 'l
go dirtside, then in a front door and out the back and over the horizon so
fast | won't even be a speck. By the time I"'mmarked 'late returning' |I'Ill be
hundreds of miles away, |ying beside a chuckling streamin a virgin
wi | derness, letting my beard grow and nenorizing ny new nanme. Say the word and
you'll be on the bank, fishing."

Max stirred uneasily. The picture aroused in hima hillbilly
honesi ckness he had hardly been aware of. But he could not shuffle off his
proud _persona_ as a spaceman so quickly. "I'll think about it."

"Do that. It's a good many weeks yet, anyhow." Samgot to his feet. "1'd
better hurry back before O e Massa Dunont wonders what's keeping me. Be seeing
you, kid--and renenber: it's an ill wind that has no turning.



ELDRETH

Max's duties did not take himabove "C' deck except to service the cats'
sand boxes and he usually did that before the passengers were up. He wanted to
visit the control roombut he had no opportunity, it being still higher than
passengers' quarters. Oten an owner of one of the seven dogs and three cats
in Max's custody would come down to visit his pet. This sonetimes resulted in
atip. At first his cross-grained hillbilly pride caused himto refuse, but
when Sam heard about it, he swore at himdi spassionately. "Don't be a fool
They can afford it. Wat's the sense?"

"But | would exercise their nutts anyhow It's ny job." He might have
remai ned unconvi nced had it not been that M. Gee asked himabout it at the
end of his first week, seenmed to have a shrewd idea of the usual take, and
expected a percentage--"for the welfare fund."

Max asked Sam about the fund, was |aughed at. "That's a very interesting
guestion. Are there any nore questions?"

"l suppose not."

"Max, | like you. But you haven't |earned yet that when in Rone, you
shoot Roman candl es. Every tribe has its custons and what is noral one place
is imoral sonewhere else. There are races where a son's first duty is to kil
off his old man and serve himup as a feast as soon as he is old enough to
swing it--civilized races, too. Races the Council recognizes di pl omatically.
What's your noral judgnment on that?"

Max had read of such cultures--the gentle and unwarli ke Bnathors, or the
weal t hy el ephanti ne anphi bi ans of Pal dron who were anythi ng but gentle,
probably others. He did not feel disposed to pass judgment on nonhumans. Sam
went on, "I've known stewards who woul d make Jelly Belly |l ook like a
phil anthropist. Look at it fromhis point of view He regards these things as
prerogatives of his position, as rightful a part of his income as his wages.
Custom says so. It's taken himyears to get to where he is; he expects his
reward. "

Sam Max reflected, could always out-talk him

But he could not concede that Samis thesis was valid; there were things
that were right and others that were wong and it was not just a matter of
where you were. He felt this with an inner conviction too deep to be
i nfluenced by Sam's cheerful cynicism It worried Max that he was where he was
as the result of chicanery, he sonmetinmes |lay awake and fretted about it.

But it worried himstill nmore that his deception night cone to |ight.
What to do about Sam s proposal was a problem always on his nind

The only extra-terrestrial anbng Max's charges was a spider puppy from
the terrestrian planet Hespera. On beginning his duties in the _Asgard_ Max
found the creature in one of the cages intended for cats; Max | ooked into it
and a sad, little, rather siman face | ooked back at him "Hello, Mun."

Max knew that sone spider puppies had been taught human speech, after a
fashion, but it startled him he junped back. He then recovered and | ooked
nore closely. "Hello yourself,"” he answered. "My, but you are a fancy little
fellow " The creature's fur was a deep, rich green on its back, giving way to
orange on the sides and bl ending to warm creamcolor on its little round
bel | y.

"Want out," stated the spider puppy.

"I can't let you out. |I've got work to do." He read the card affixed to
the cage: "M. Chips" it stated, _Pseudocani s hexapoda hesperae_, Oaner: M ss



E. Coburn, A-092; there followed a detailed instruction as to diet and care.
M. Chips ate grubs, a supply of which was to be found in freezer conpartnent
H 118, fresh fruits and veget abl es, cooked or uncooked, and should receive
iodine if neither seaweed nor artichokes was avail able. Max thunbed through
his m nd, went over what he had read about the creatures, decided the

i nstructions were reasonabl e.

" Please_ out!" M. Chips insisted.

It was an appeal hard to resist. No maiden fayre crying froma dungeon
tower had ever put it nore nmovingly. The conpartnment in which the cats were
| ocated was snmall and the door could be fastened; possibly M. Chips could be
allowed a little run--but later; just now he had to take care of other
ani nal s.

When Max left, M. Chips was holding onto the bars and sobbing gently.
Max | ooked back and saw that it was crying real tears; a drop trenbled on the
tip of its ridiculous little nose; it was hard to walk out on it. He had
finished with the stables before tackling the kennel; once the dogs and cats
were fed and their cages policed he was free to give attention to his new
friend. He had fed it first off, which had stopped the crying. \Wen he
returned, however, the denmand to be |let out resuned

"I'f I let you out, will you get back in later?"

The spider puppy considered this. A conditional proposition seened
beyond its semantic attainnents, for it repeated, "Want out." Max took a
chance.

M. Chips |anded on his shoul der and started goi ng through his pockets.
"Candy," it demanded. " Candy?"

Max stroked it. "Sorry, chum | didn't know "

" Candy?"

"No candy." M. Chips investigated personally, then settled in the crook
of Max's arm prepared to spend a week or nore. It wasn't, Max decided, much
like a puppy and certainly not like a spider, except that six |egs seened
excessive. The two front ones had little hands; the mddle | egs served double
duty. It was nmore like a nonkey, but felt like a cat. It had a slightly spicy
fragrance and seened quite clean.

Max tried talking to it, but found its intellectual attainments quite
l[limted. Certainly it used human words meaningfully but its vocabul ary was not
richer than that which mght be expected of a not-too-bright toddler

When Max tried to return it to its cage there ensued twenty ninutes of
bri sk exercise, broken by stalemates. M. Chips swarnmed over the cages,
causi ng hysterics anong the cats. Wen at | ast the spider puppy allowed itself
to be caught it still resisted inprisonnent, clinging to Max and sobbi ng. He
ended by walking it like a baby until it fell asleep

This was a m stake. A precedent had been set and thereafter Max was not
permtted to | eave the kennel wi thout wal ki ng the baby.

He wondered about the "M ss Coburn" described on the tag as M. Chips
owner. All of the owners of cats and dogs had shown up to visit their pets,
but M. Chips remained unvisited. He visualized her as a sour and
hat chet - faced spinster who had received the pet as a goi ng-away present and
did not appreciate it. As his friendship with the spider puppy grew his nental
picture of Mss E. Coburn became even |l ess attractive.

The _Asgard_ was over a week out and only days fromits first spatial
transition before Max had a chance to conpare conception with fact. He was
cleaning the stables, with M. Chips riding his shoul der and of fering advice,
when Max heard a shrill voice fromthe kennel conpartment. "M. _Chips!_

Chi psi el Where are you?"

The spider puppy sat up suddenly and turned its head. Al nost inmediately
a young femal e appeared in the door; M. Chips squealed, "Ellie!" and junped
to her arns. Wiile they were nuzzling each other Max | ooked her over. Sixteen
he judged, or seventeen. O maybe even ei ght een--shucks, how was a fellow to
tell when wonenfol k did such funny things to their faces? Anyhow she was no
beauty and the expression on her face didn't help it any.



She | ooked up at him and scowl ed. "Wat were you doing with Chipsie?
Answer me that!"
It got his back fur up. "Nothing," he said stiffly. "If you will excuse

me, ma'am |'Il get on with my work." He turned his back and bent over his
broom

She grabbed his arm and swung hi maround. "Answer ne! O . . . or--1"Il
tell the Captain, that's what I'I1l do!"

Max counted ten, then just to be sure, recalled the first dozen 7-pl ace
natural logarithnms. "That's your privilege, ma'am"” he said with studied
cal mess, "but first, what's your nane and what is your business here? I'min
charge of these conpartnents and responsible for these animal s--as the
Captain's representative." This he knew to be good space |aw, although the
concat enati on was | ong.

She | ooked startled. "Wy, |'mEl dreth Coburn," she blurted as if anyone
shoul d know.

"And your business?"

"I came to see M. Chips--of course!"

"Very well, ma'am You nmay visit your pet for a reasonable period," he
added, quoting verbatimfromhis station instruction sheet. "Then he goes back
in his cage. Don't disturb the other animals and don't feed them That's
orders.”

She started to speak, decided not to and bit her lip. The spider puppy
had been | ooking fromface to face and listening to a conversation far beyond
its powers, although it may have sensed the enotions involved. Now it reached
out and plucked Max's sleeve. "Max," M. Chips announced brightly. "Mx!"

M ss Coburn again | ooked startled. "Is that your nane?"

"Yes, ma'am Max Jones. | guess he was trying to introduce nme. Is that
it, old fell ow?"

"Max," M. Chips repeated firmy. "Ellie."

El dreth Coburn | ooked down, then | ooked up at Max with a sheepish smle
"You two seemto be friends. | guess | spoke out of turn. Me and ny mouth.”

"No offense neant |'msure, na'am"

Max had continued to speak stiffly; she answered quickly, "Ch, but | was
rude! I'msorry--1'm always sorry afterwards. But | got panicky when |I saw the
cage open and enpty and | thought | had | ost Chipsie."

Max grinned grudgingly. "Sure. Don't blanme you a bit. You were scared.”

"That's it--1 was scared.” She glanced at him "Chipsie calls you Max.
May | call you Max?"

"Why not ? Everybody does--and it's my nane."

"And you call me Eldreth, Max. Or Elie."

She stayed on, playing with the spider puppy, until Max had fini shed
with the cattle. She then said reluctantly, "I guess | had better go, or
they'll be missing ne."

"Are you coning back?"

"Ch, of course!”

"Umm. . . Mss Eldreth . . ."

"Ellie."

"--May | ask a question?" He hurried on, "Maybe it's none of ny
busi ness, but what took you so long? That little fell ow has been awf ul
| onesome. He thought you had deserted him"

"Not 'he'--'she'."

" Huh?"

"M. Chips is agirl," she said apologetically. "It was a m stake anyone
could make. Then it was too |ate, because it would confuse her to change her
name. "

The spider puppy | ooked up brightly and repeated, "'"M. Chips is a
girl." Candy, Ellie?"

"Next time, honey bun."

Max doubted if the name was inportant, with the nearest other spider
puppy light-years away. "You didn't answer ny question?"



"Ch. | was so mad about that | wanted to bite. They wouldn't let ne."

"Who's 'they' ? Your fol ks?"

"Ch, no! The Captain and Ms. Dumont." Max decided that it was al nost as
hard to extract information fromher as it was from M. Chips. "You see,
cane aboard in a stretcher--sonme silly fever, food poisoning probably. It
couldn't be nuch because |'mtough. But they kept ne in bed and when the
Surgeon did let me get up, Ms. Dunont said | rmustn't go below'C deck. She
had some insipid notion that it wasn't proper."”

Max understood the stewardess's objection; he had al ready di scovered
that some of his shipmates were a rough |ot--though he doubted that any of
them woul d risk annoying a girl passenger. Wiy, Captain Bl ai ne would probably
space a man for that.

"So | had to sneak out. They're probably searching for ne right now 1'd
better scoot."

This did not fit in with M. Chips' plans; the spider puppy clung to her
and sobbed, stopping occasionally to wipe tears away with little fists. "Oh,
dear!"

Max | ooked perturbed. "I guess |'ve spoiled him- her. M. Chips, |
nmean." He expl ai ned how t he cerenony of wal ki ng the baby had arisen

El dreth protested, "But | nust go. What'll | do?"

"Here, let's see if he--she--will cone to ne." M. Chips would and did.

El dreth gave her a pat and ran out, whereupon M. Chips took even |onger than
usual to doze off. Max wondered if spider puppies could be hypnotized; the
ritual was getting nonotonous.

El dreth showed up next day under the stern eye of Ms. Dunont. Max was
respectful to the stewardess and careful to call Eldreth "M ss Coburn." She
returned al one the next day. He | ooked past her and raised his eyebrows.
"\Where's your chaperone?”

El dreth giggled. "La Dunont consulted her husband and he called in your
boss--the fat one. They agreed that you were a perfect little gentleman,
utterly harm ess. How do you like that?"

Max considered it. "Well, |I'man ax murderer by profession, but I'mon
vacation."

"That's nice. Wiat have you got there?"

It was a three-di mensi onal chess set. Max had played the gane with his
uncle, it being one that all astrogators played. Finding that sone of the
chartsmen and conputermen played it, he had invested his tips in a set from
the ship's slop chest. It was a cheap set, having no attention lights and no
arrangenents for renote-control mnoving, being nerely stacked transparent trays
and pi eces nol ded instead of carved, but it sufficed.

"It's solid chess. Ever seen it?"

"Yes. But | didn't know you played it."

"Why not? Ever play flat chess?"

" Sone. "

"The principles are the sane, but there are nore pieces and one nore
direction to nove. Here, |I'll show you.

She sat tailor-fashion opposite himand he ran over the nmoves. "These
are robot freighters . . . pawns. They can be comm ssioned anything else if
they reach the far rim These four are starships; they are the only ones with
funny noves, they correspond with knights. They have to make interspace
transitions, always off the level they're on to some other level and the
transition has to be related a certain way, like this--or this. And this is
the Inperial flagship; it's the one that has to be checkmated. Then there is .

" They ran through a practice game, with the help of M. Chips, who |liked
to nove the pieces and did not care whose nove it was.

Presently he said, "You catch on pretty fast."

"Thanks. "

"OfF course, the _real _ players play four-dinmensional chess."

"Do you?"

"Well, no. But | hope to learn sone day. It's just a matter of hol ding



in your nmind one nore spatial relationship. My uncle used to play it. He was
going to teach ne, but he died." He found hinself explaining about his uncle.
He trailed off w thout mentioning his own di sappoi ntnent.

El dreth picked up one of the starship pieces froma tray. "Say, Mx,
we're pretty near our first transition, aren't we?"

"What tine is it?"

"Uh, sixteen twenty-one--say, |'d better get upstairs.™

"Then it's, uh, about thirty-seven hours and seven m nutes, according to
t he conputer crew "

"Mm . . . you seemto know about such things. Could you tell e just
what it is we do? | heard the Astrogator tal king about it at the table but I
couldn't make head nor tail. We sort of duck into a space warp; isn't that
ri ght?"

"Ch no, not a space warp. That's a silly term-space doesn't 'warp'
except in places where _pi_ isn't exactly three point one four one five nine
two six five three five eight nine seven nine three two three eight four six
two six four three three eight three two seven, and so forth--like inside a

nucl eus. But we're heading out to a place where space is _really_ flat, not
just mldly curved the way it is near a star. Anomalies are always flat,
otherwi se they couldn't fit together--be congruent."

She | ooked puzzl ed. "Come agai n?"

"Look, Eldreth, how far did you go in mathematics?"

"Me? | flunked inproper fractions. Mss Mnsey was very vexed with nme."

"M ss M nsey?"

"Mss Mnmsey's School for Young Ladies, so you see | can listen with an
open mnd." She made a face. "But you told nme that all you went to was a
country high school and didn't get to finish at that. Huh?"

"Yes, but | learned fromny uncle. He was a great mathematician. Well,
he didn't have any theorens named after him-but a great one just the sane,
I _think." He paused. "l don't know exactly howto tell you; it takes

equations. Say! Could you lend ne that scarf you're wearing for a m nute?"

"Huh? Why, sure." She renoved it from her neck

It was a photoprint showing a stylized picture of the solar system a
souvenir of Solar Union Day. In the niddl e of the square of cloth was the
conventional sunburst surrounded by circles representing orbits of solar
pl anets, with a few conmets thrown in. The scale was badly distorted and it was
usel ess as a structural picture of the home system but it sufficed. Max took
it and said, "Here's Mars."

Eldreth said, "You read it. That's cheating."

"Hush a nmonent. Here's Jupiter. To go fromMars to Jupiter you have to
go fromhere to here, don't you?"

"Cbvi ously."

"But suppose | fold it so that Mars is on top of Jupiter? What's to
prevent just stepping across?"

"Not hi ng, | guess. Except that what works for that scarf wouldn't work
very well in practice. Wuld it?"

"No, not that near to a star. But it works fine after you back away from
a star quite a distance. You see, that's just what an anomaly is, a place
where space is folded back on itself, turning a | ong distance into no distance
at all."”

"Then space _is_ warped.”

"No, no, no! Look, | just folded your scarf. | didn't stretch it out of
shape! | didn't even winide it. Space is the same way; it's crunpled like a
pi ece of waste paper--but it's not warped, just crunpled. Through sonme extra
di mensi ons, of course.”

"I don't see any 'of course' about it."

"The math of it is sinple, but it's hard to talk about because you can't
see it. Space--_our_ space--may be crunpled up small enough to stuff into a
coffee cup, all hundreds of thousands of light-years of it. A four-dinensiona
cof fee cup, of course.”



She sighed. "I don't see how a four-dimensional coffee cup could even
hol d cof fee, nmuch | ess a whol e gal axy."

"No trouble at all. You could stuff this sheer scarf into a thinble.
Sanme principle. But let me finish. They used to think that nothing could go
faster than light. Well, that was both right and wong. It . . ."

"How can it be both?"

"That's one of the Horst anomalies. You can't go faster than light, not
in our space. If you do, you burst out of it. But if you do it where space is
fol ded back and congruent, you pop right back into our own space again--but a
long way off. How far off depends on howit's folded. And that depends on the
mass in the space, in a conplicated fashion that can't be described in words
but can be cal cul ated.”

"But suppose you do it just anywhere?"

"That's what happened to the first ones who tried it. They didn't cone
back. And that's why surveys are dangerous; survey ships go poking through
anomal i es that have been cal cul ated but never tried. That's al so why
astrogators get paid so nmuch. They have to head the ship for a place you can't
see and they have to put the ship there just under the speed of light and they
have to give it the gun at just the right world point. Drop a deci mal point or
use a short cut that covers up an indetermnancy and it's just too bad. Now
we' ve been gunning at twenty-four gee ever since we left the atnosphere. W
don't feel it of course because we are carried inside a discontinuity field at
an artificial one gravity--that's another of the anonalies. But we're getting
up close to the speed of light, up against the Einstein Wall; pretty soon
we' |l be squeezed through like a waternel on seed between your finger and thunb
and we'll cone out near Theta Centauri fifty-eight |ight-years away. Sinple,
if you look at it right."

She shivered. "_If_ we come out, you nean."

"Well . . . | suppose so. But it's not as dangerous as helicopters. And
ook at it this way: if it weren't for the anomalies, there never would have
been any way for us to reach the stars; the distances are too great. But
| ooki ng back, it is obvious that all that enptiness couldn't be real--there
_had_ to be the anomalies. That's what ny uncle used to say."

"l suppose he rmust have been right, even if | don't understand it." She
scranbled to her feet. "But | do know that | had better hoof it back upstairs,
or Ms. Dunont may change her mind." She hugged M. Chips and shoved the
little creature into Max's arns. "Wal k the baby--that's a pal."

8

THREE WAYS TO CGET AHEAD

Max i ntended to stay awake during the first transition, but he slept
through it. It took place shortly after five in the norning, ship's tine. Wen
he was awakened by idlers' reveille at six it was all over. He jerked on his
cl ot hes, fuming at not having awakened earlier, and hurried to the upper
decks. The passageways above Charlie deck were silent and enpty; even the
early risers anong the passengers would not be up for another hour. He went at
once to the Bifrost Lounge and crossed it to the view port, placed there for
t he pl easure of passengers.



The stars | ooked normal but the famliar, age-old constellations were
gone. Only the MIky Way, our own gal axy, seened as usual --to that enornous
spiral of stars, sone hundred thousand |ight-years across, a tiny displacenment
of less than sixty |light-years was inconsequenti al

One extrenely bright yellowwhite star was visible; Max decided that it
nmust be Theta Centauri, sun of Garson's Planet, their first stop. He left
shortly, not wanting to chance being found | oafing in passengers' country. The
sand boxes which constituted his excuse were then replaced with greater speed
than usual and he was back in crew s quarters in time for breakfast.

The passage to Garson's Pl anet took nobst of a month even at the high
boost possible to Horst-Conrad ship. Eldreth continued to nake daily trips to
see M. Chips--and to talk with and play 3-dee chess with Max. He | earned that
whi | e she had not been born on Hespera, but in Auckland on Terra, neverthel ess
Hespera was her honme. "Daddy sent me back to have themturn me into a | ady,
but it didn't take."

"What do you nean?"

She grinned. "I'ma problem That's why |'ve been sent for. You're in
check, Max. Chipsie! Put that back. | think the little denon is playing on
your side."

He gradual |y pieced together what she neant. Mss Mnsey's school had
been the third fromwhich she had been expelled. She did not |ike Earth, she
was determ ned to go home, and she had created a reign of terror at each
institution to which she had been entrusted. Her wi dower father had been
determ ned that she nust have a "proper" education, but she had been in a
better strategic position to inmpose her will--her father's Earthside attorneys
had washed their hands of her and shi pped her hone.

Sam nade the m stake of joshing Max about Eldreth. "Have you gotten her
to set the day yet, old son?"

"Who set what day?"

"Now, now! Everybody in the ship knows about it, except possibly the
Captain. Way play dumb with your old pal ?"

"I don't know what you are tal king about!"

"I wasn't criticizing, | was admring. |I'd never have the nerve to plot
so high a trajectory nyself. But as grandpop al ways said, there are just three
ways to get ahead; sweat and genius, getting born into the right famly, or
marrying intoit. OF the three, marrying the boss's daughter is the best,
because-- Hey! Take it easy!" Sam skipped back out of range.

"Take that back!"

"I do, | do. I was wong. But ny remarks were inspired by sheer
admration. Mstaken, | adnmit. So | apol ogi ze and wi thdraw the admration."
"But . . ." Max grinned in spite of hinmself. It was inpossible to stay

angry at Sam Sure, the man was a scanp, probably a deserter, certainly a
belittler who always | ooked at things in the neanest of terms, but-- well,
there it was. Samwas his friend.
"I knew you were joking. How could | be figuring on getting married when
you and | are going to . "
"Keep your voice down." Samwent on quietly, "You ve made up your nind?"
"Yes. It's the only way out, | guess. | don't want to go back to Earth."
"Good boy! You'll never regret it." Sam | ooked thoughtful. "We'll need

noney.
"Well, I'"lIl have sonme on the books."
"Don't be silly. You try to draw nore than spendi ng noney and they'|
never let you set foot on dirt. But don't worry--save your tips, all that Fats

will let you keep, and I'Il get us a stake. It's ny turn."
" How?"
"Lots of ways. You can forget it."
"well . . . all right. Say, Sam just what did you mean when you- -
mean, well, suppose | did want to marry Ellie--1 don't of course; she's just a

kid and anyhow |'mnot the type to marry--but just supposing? Wiy shoul d
anybody care?"



Sam | ooked surprised. "You don't know?"

"Way woul d | be aski ng?"

"You don't know who she is?"

"Huh? Her nane's Eldreth Coburn and she's on her way hone to Hespera,
she's a colonial. What of it?"

"You poor boy! She didn't nention that she is the only daughter of H s
Supreme Excel |l ency, General Sir John FitzGerald Coburn, OB. E, KB, OS U
and probably X Y.Z., Inperial Anbassador to Hespera and Resi dent Conm ssi oner
Pl eni potenti ary?"

" _Huh?_ Ch ny gosh!"

"Catch on, kid? Wth the nmerest trifle of finesse you can be a
remttance man, at |east. Name your own planet, just as long as it isn't
Hespera."

"Ch, go boil your head! She's a nice kid anyhow "

Sam sni ckered. "She sure is. As grandpop used to say, 'It's an ill w nd
t hat gathers no nbss.'"

The know edge di sturbed Max. He had realized that Eldreth must be well
to do--she was a passenger, wasn't she? But he had no awe of wealth.

Achi everrent as exenplified by his uncle held much nore respect in his eyes.
But the notion that Eldreth cane from such an inpossibly high stratum -and
that he, Maximilian Jones, was considered a fortune-hunter and social clinber
on that account--was quite upsetting.

He decided to put an end to it. He started by letting his work pile up
so that he could say truthfully that he did not have tine to play three-dee
chess. So Ellie pitched in and hel ped him Wile he was playing the
unavoi dabl e game that followed he attenpted a direct approach. "See here,
Ellie, I don't think you ought to stay down here and play three-dee chess with
nme. The ot her passengers conme down to see their pets and they notice. They'l
gossip. "

"Pooh! "

"I mean it. Ch, you and | knowit's all right, but it doesn't | ook
right."

She stuck out her lower lip. "Am| going to have trouble with you? You
talk just like Mss M nsey."

"You can come down to see Chipsie, but you' d better come down with one
of the other pet owners."

She started to nake a sharp answer, then shrugged, "Ckay, this isn't the
nost confortable place anyhow. From now on we play in Bifrost Lounge,
aft ernoons when your work is done and evenings."

Max protested that M. G ordano would not let him she answered quickly,
"Don't worry about your boss. | can twist himaround ny little finger." She
illustrated by gesture.

The picture of the gross M. Gee in such a position slowed up Max's
answer, but he finally nanaged to get out, "Ellie, crew menbers can't use the
passenger |ounge. It's . . ."

"They can so. More than once, |'ve seen M. Dunont having a cup of
coffee there with Captain Blaine."

"You don't understand. M. Dunont is alnost an officer, and if the

Captain wants himas his guest, well, that's the Captain's privilege."
"You'd be ny guest.”
"No, | wouldn't be." He tried to explain to her the strict regul ation

that crew nmenbers were not to associate with passengers. "The Captain would be
angry if he could see us right now-not at you, at nme. If he caught ne in the
passengers' |ounge he'd kick ne all the way clown to 'H deck."

"I don't believe it."

"But . . ." He shrugged. "All right. 1'll come up this evening. He won't
kick ne, actually; that would be beneath him He'll just send M. Dunont over
to tell me to | eave, then he'll send for ne in the norning. | don't nind being

fined a month's pay if that is what it takes to show you the way things are.”
He could see that he had finally reached her. "Wy, | think that's



perfectly rotten! Everybody is equal. Everybody! That's the law "

"They are? Only fromon top."

She got up suddenly and left. Max again had to soothe M. Chips, but
there was no one to soothe him He decided that the day that he and Sam
di sappeared over a horizon and | ost thenselves could not conme too soon

El dreth returned next day but in conpany with a Ms. Mendoza, the
devot ed owner of a chow who | ooked nuch like her. Eldreth treated Max with the
i npersonal politeness of a lady "being nice" to servants, except for a brief
noment when M's. Mendoza was out of earshot.

" Max?"

"Yes, M ss?"

"Il 'Yes, Mss' you! Look, Max, what was your uncle's nane? Was it
_Chester_ Jones?"

"Why, yes, it was. But why . . ."

"Never mind." Ms. Mendoza rejoined them Max was forced to drop it.

The foll owi ng norning the dry-stores keeper sought himout. "Hey, Max!
The Belly wants you. Better hurry--1 think you're in sonme sort of a jam"

Max worried as he hurried. He couldn't think of anything he had done
lately; he tried to suppress the horrid fear that Ellie was invol ved.

It was clear that M. G ordano was not pleased but all that he said was,
"Report to the Purser's Ofice. Junp." Mx junped

The Purser was not there; M. Kuiper received himand | ooked hi mover
with a cold eye. "Put on a clean uniformand make it quick. Then report to the
Captain's cabin."

Max stood still and gul ped. M. Kuiper barked, "Well? Mve!"

"Sir," Max blurted, "I don't know where the Captain's cabin is.”

"What? 1'11 be switched! Able deck, radius nine oh and outboard." Max
noved.

The Captain was in his cabin. Wth himwas M. Sanuels the Purser, M.
Walther the First Oficer, and Dr. Hendrix the Astrogator. Mux concl uded that
what ever it was he was about to be tried for, it could be nothing trivial. But
he renenbered to say, "Steward's Mate Third O ass Jones reporting, sir."

Captai n Bl ai ne | ooked up. "Ch, yes. Find a chair." Max found one, sat
down on the edge of it. The Captain said to the First Oficer, "Under the
ci rcunmst ances, Dutch, | suppose it's the best thing to do-- though it seens a
little drastic. You agree, Hal?"

The Purser agreed. Max wondered just how drastic it was and whether he
woul d l'ive through it.

"W'll log it as an exception, then, Doc, and I'll wite up an
expl anation for the board. After all, regulations were nade to be broken
That's the end of it." Max decided that they were sinply going to space him
and explain it later.

The Captain turned back to his desk in a manner that signified that the
nmeeting was over. The First Officer cleared his throat. "Captain . . ." He
i ndicated Max with his eyes.

Captai n Bl ai ne | ooked up again. "Ch, yes! Young man, your nane is
Jones?"

"Yessir."

"I"ve been | ooking over your record. | see that you once tried out for
chartsman for a short tinme in the Thule? "

"Uh, yes, Captain."

"Didn't you like it?"

"Well, sir." Max asked himsel f what Sam woul d say when confronted by

such a ghost. "It was like this . . . to tell you the truth I didn't do mnuch
except enpty ash trays in the Wrry--in the control room" He held his breath.
The Captain sniled briefly. "It can sonmetinmes work out that way. Wuld

you be interested in trying it again?"
"What? Yes, _sir! "
" Dut ch?"
"Captain, ordinarily I see no point in a man striking twi ce for the sane



job. But there is this personal matter."

"Yes, indeed. You can spare him Hal ?"

"Ch, certainly, Captain. He's hardly a key man where he is.'
smled. "Bottom deck valet."

The Purser

The Captain snmiled and turned to the Astrogator. "I see no objection
Doc. It's a guild matter, of course.”

"Kelly is willing to try him He's short a man, you know. "

"Very well, then . "

"Just a nmonent, Captain." The Astrogator turned to Max. "Jones . . . you

had a relative in nmy guild?"
"My uncle, sir. Chester Jones."
"I served under him | hope you have sone of his skill with figures."
"Uh, | hope so, sir."
"We shall see. Report to Chief Computerman Kelly."
Max managed to find the control roomw thout asking directions, although
he coul d hardly see where he was goi ng.

9

CHARTSMAN JONES

The change in Max's status changed the whol e perspective of his life.
H's social relations with the other crew nmenbers changed not entirely for the
better. The control room gang consi dered thensel ves the gentry of the crew, a
status di sputed by the power technicians and resented by the stewards. Max
found that the guild he was | eaving no longer treated himquite as warmy
while the guild for which he was trying out did not as yet accept him

M. Cee sinply ignored him-would wal k right over himif Max failed to
junp aside. He seened to regard Max's trial pronotion as a personal affront.

It was necessary for himto hit the slop chest for dress uniforms. Now
that his duty station was in the control room now that he rust pass through
passengers' country to go to and fromwork, it was no | onger pernissible to
sl ouch around in dungarees. M. Kuiper let himsign for them his cash would
not cover it. He had to sign as well for the cost of perm ssion to work out of
his guild, with the prospect of going further in debt to both guilds should he
be finally accepted. He signed cheerfully.

The control department of the _Asgard_ consisted of two officers and
five men--Dr. Hendrix the Astrogator, his assistant astrogator M. Sines,

Chi ef Computerman Kelly, Chartsman First O ass Kovak, Chtsmm 2/C Snythe, and
conput er men Noguchi and Lundy, both second class. There was al so "Sack"
Bennett, conmunicator first class, but he was not really a part of the control
gang, even though his station was in the Wrry Hole; a starship was rarely
within radi o range of anything except at the very first and last parts of a
trip. Bennett doubled as Captain Blaine's secretary and factotum and owed his
ni ckname to the often-stated belief of the others that he spent nobst of his
[ife in his bunk.

Since the _Asgard_ was al ways under boost a continuous watch was kept;
not for themwere the old, easy days of rocket ships, with ten mnutes of
piloting foll owed by weeks of free fall before nore piloting was required.
Since the _Asgard_ carried no apprentice astrogator, there were only two



officers to stand watches (Captain Bl aine was necessarily an astrogator

hi nsel f, but skippers do not stand watches); this |ack was made up by Chief
Conput erman Kelly, who stood a regular watch as control officer-of-the-watch.
The other ratings stood a watch in four; the distinction between a conputerman
and a chartsman was nominal in a control room dom nated by "Deci mal Point"

Kel | y--what a man didn't know he soon |earned, or found another ship.

Easy watches for everyone but Max--he was placed on watch-and-watch for
i nstruction, four hours on followed by four hours off in which he nust eat,
keep hinself clean, relax, and--if he found tine--sleep

But he thrived on it, arriving early and sonetinmes having to be ordered
out of the Wrry Hole. Not until nuch later did he find out that this stiff
regime was Kelly's way of trying to break him discover his weakness and get
rid of himpronmptly if he failed to measure up

Not all watches were pleasant. Max's very first watch was under M.
Simes. He craw ed up the hatch into the control room and | ooked around himin
wondernment. On four sides were the wonderfully delicate parallax caneras.

Bet ween two of them Lundy sat at the saddle of the main conputer; he | ooked up
and nodded but did not speak. M. Sines sat at the control console, facing the
hat ch; he nust have seen Max but gave no sign of it.

There were other instrunents crowded around the walls, some of which Max
recogni zed fromreadi ng and from seeing pictures, sonme of which were strange--
tell-tal es and gauges from each of the ship's conpartnents, a screen to
reproduce the view aft or "below, " mcrophone and controls for the ship's
announci ng system the "tank" or vernier stereograph in which plates fromthe
paral | ax cameras could be conpared with charts, spectrostellograph
doppl erscope, multipoint skin tenmperature recorder, radar repeater for
| andi ng, too nany things to take in at once.

Overhead through the astrogati on dome was the starry universe. He stared
at it, nouth agape. Living as he had been, inside a steel cave, he had hardly
seen the stars; the firmanment had been nore with himback hone on the farm

"Hey! You!"

Max shook his head and found M. Sines |ooking at him "Conme here." Max
did so, the assistant astrogator went on, "Don't you know enough to report to
the watch of fi cer when you conme on duty?"

"Uh--sorry, sir."

"Besides that, you're late." Max slid his eyes to the chrononeter in the
console; it still lacked five mnutes of the hour. Simes continued, "A sorry
state of affairs when crewren relieve the watch later than the watch officer
What ' s your nane?"

"Jones, sir."

M. Sinmes sniffed. He was a red-faced young man with thin, carroty hair
and a sniff was his usual conversational enbellishnent, at |least with juniors.
"Make a fresh pot of coffee.”

"Aye aye, sir." Max started to ask where and how, but M. Sinmes had gone
back to his reading. Max | ooked hel plessly at Lundy, who indicated a direction
with his eyes. Behind the chart safe Max found a cof fee maker and under it
cups, saucers, sugar, and tins of cream

He burned hinmself before getting the hang of the gear's idiosyncrasies.
M. Sinmes accepted the brew w thout | ooking at him Max wondered what to do
next, decided to offer a cup to Lundy. The conputerman thanked himquietly and
Max decided to risk having one hinmself, since it seemed to be accepted. He
took it over beside the conputer to drink it.

He was still doing so when the watch officer spoke up. "What is this? A
tea party? Jones!"

"Yes, sir?"

"CGet the place policed up. Looks as if a herd of chucks had been
wallowing init."

The room seened cl ean, but Max found a few scraps of paper to pick up
and stuff down the chute, after which he w ped al ready-gl eam ng brightwork. He
had started to go over things a second time when Lundy notioned hi mover. Max



t hen hel ped Lundy change plates in the parallax caneras and watched himwhile
he adjusted the electronic tiner. M. Sines pushed the ready button hinself,
whi ch seenmed to be his sole work during the watch.

Lundy renoved the plates and set themup in the tank for chart
conpari son, took the readings and | ogged them Max gave hi m nom nal hel p and
gat hered sonme notion of howit was done, after which he again w ped
bri ght wor k.

It was a |l ong watch. He went to his bunk drained of the elation he had
felt.

But watches with Dr. Hendrix and with Chief Kelly were quite different.
The Wrry Hole was a jolly place under Kelly; he ruled as a benevol ent tyrant,
shouting, cursing, slandering the coffee, slurring his juniors and being
sassed back. Max never touched a polish rag when Kelly was at control; he was
kept too busy not nerely hel ping but systematically studying everything in the
room "We haven't a condemed thing to do," Kelly shouted at him "until we
hit Carson's Folly. Nothing to do but to ride this groove down until we hit
dirt. So you, ny |addy buck, are going to do plenty. Wien we get there you are
going to know this condemmed hol e better than your nother knew your father--or
you can spend your time there |earning what you' ve m ssed while your mates are
dirtside getting blind. Get out the instruction manual for the nmain conputer,
take of f the back plate and get lost in themwres. | don't want to see
anyt hi ng but your ugly behind the rest of this watch."

Wthin ten minutes Kelly was down on his knees with him hel ping him
trace the intricate circuits.

Max | earned, greatly assisted by his photographic menory and still nore
by the sound grounding in theory he had gotten fromhis uncle. Kelly was
pl eased. "I reckon you exaggerated a mte when you said you hadn't | earned

anything in the _Thule_.

"Well, not nuch."

"Johansen have the Wrry Hol e when you were striking?"

"Uh, yes." Max hoped frantically that Kelly would not ask other nanes.

"I thought so. That squarehead wouldn't tell his own nother how ol d he
was. "

There came a watch when Kelly trusted himto do a dry run for a
transition approach on the conputer, w th Noguchi handling the tables and
Kelly substituting for the astrogator by follow ng records of the actual
transition the ship had | ast made. The programm ng was done orally, as is the
case when the astrogator is working under extrene pressure froml atest data,
just before giving the crucial signal to boost past the speed of |ight.

Kelly took it much nore slowy than woul d happen in practice, while
Noguchi consulted tables and called out figures to Max. He was nervous at
first, his fingers trenbling so that it was hard to punch the right keys--then
he settled down and enjoyed it, feeling as if he and the machi ne had been born
for each other.

Kelly was saying, "--times the binary natural |ogarithmof zero point
ei ght seven oh nine two." Max heard Noguchi's voice call back the datum while
he thunmbed for the page--but in his mnd Max saw the page in front of his eyes
| ong before Noguchi located it; w thout conscious thought he depressed the
ri ght keys.

"Correction!" sang out Kelly. "Look, neathead, you don't put in them
figures; you wait for translation by Noggy here. How many tines | have to tel
you?"

"But | did--" Max started, then stopped. Thus far he had managed to keep
anyone aboard the _Asgard_ fromlearning of his enbarrassingly odd nmenory.

"You did what?" Kelly started to clear the last datumfromthe board,
then hesitated. "Cone to think of it, you can't possibly feed decimal figures

into that spaghetti mll. Just what _did_ you do?"
Max knew he was right and hated to appear not to know how to set up a
problem "Wy, | put in the figures Noguchi was about to give ne."

"How s that again?" Kelly stared at him "You a nind reader?"



"No. But | put in the right figures."

"Hhm . " Kelly bent over the keyboard. "Call 'em off, Noggy." The
conputerman reeled off a string of ones and zeroes, the binary equival ent of
t he deci mal expression Kelly had given hin Kelly checked the depressed keys,

his lips nmoving in concentration. He straightened up. "I once saw a man rol
thirteen sevens with honest dice. Was it fool |uck, Mx?"
"No. "

"Well! Noggy, gime that book." Kelly went through the rest of the
problem giving Max raw data and the operations to be performed, but not
translating the figures into the binary notation the conputer required. He
kept thunbing the book and gl anci ng over Max's shoul der. Max fought off stage
fright and punched the keys, while sweat poured into his eyes.

At last Kelly said, "Okay. Twist its tail." Max flipped the switch which
al l owed the computer to swallow the programand worry it for an instant; the
answer popped out in lights, off or on--the machine's equival ent of binary
figures.

Kelly transl ated the lights back into decimal notation, using the
manual . He then glanced at the recorded problem He closed the record book and
handed it to Noguchi. "I think I'Il have a cup of coffee,"” he said quietly and
wal ked away.

Noguchi reopened it, |ooked at the lights shining on the board and
consul ted the manual, after which he | ooked at Max very oddly. Max saw Kelly
staring at himover a cup with the same expression. Max reached up and cl eared
the board entirely; the lights went out. He got down out of the computerman's
saddl e. Nobody sai d anyt hi ng.

Max's next watch was with Dr. Hendrix. He enjoyed watches with the
Astrogator al nost as nmuch as those with Kelly; Dr. Hendrix was a friendly and
sof t - spoken gentl eman and gave as much attention to training Max as Kelly did.
But this tine Kelly lingered on after being relieved--in itself nothing, as
t he Chief Conputerman frequently consulted with, or sinply visited with, the
Astrogator at such tinmes. But today, after relieving the watch, Dr. Hendrix
said pleasantly, "Kelly tells ne that you are learning to use the conputer
Jones?"

"Uh, yes, sir."

"Very well, let's have a drill." Dr. Hendrix dug out an old astrogation
|l og and sel ected a transition-approach problemsinmlar to the one Max had set
up earlier. Kelly took the manual, ready to act as his "nunbers boy"--but did
not call the translations. Max waited for the first one; when it did not cone,
he read the figures fromthe page shining in his mnd and punched themin.

It continued that way. Kelly said nothing, but wet his |ips and checked
what Max did each time the doctor offered a bit of the problem Kovak watched
from nearby, his eyes noving fromactor to actor

At last Dr. Hendrix closed the book. "I see," he agreed, as if it were
an everyday occurrence. "Jones, that is an extrenmely interesting talent. |'ve
read of such cases, but you are the first |I have nmet. You' ve heard of Blind
TonP"

"No, sir."

"Perhaps the ship's library has an account of him" The Astrogator was
silent for a nmoment. "I don't nean to belittle your talent, but you are not to
use it during an actual naneuver. You understand why?"

"Yes, sir. | guess | do."

"Better say that you are not to use it unless you think an error has
been nade--in which case you will speak up at once. But the printed tables
remain the final authority.”

"Aye aye, sir."

"Good. See ne, please, in ny roomwhen you cone off watch.”

It was "day tine" by the ship's clocks when he went off watch. He went
to the passageway outside Dr. Hendrix's roomand waited; there Ellie cane
across him "Max!"

"Ch. Hello, Ellie." He realized unconfortably that he had not seen her



since his tentative pronotion

"Hell o he says!" She planted herself in front of him "You're a pretty
sight--with your bl oodshot eyes matching the piping on your shirt. Were have
you been? Too good for your old friends? You haven't even been to see
Chipsie."

He had been, once, although he had not run into Ellie. He had not
repeated the visit because the shi pmate who had replaced himhad not |iked

bei ng assigned as chanberrmaid to cows, sheep, Ilamas, _et al._; he had seened
to feel that it was Max's fault. "lI'msorry," Max said hunbly, "but | haven't
had tine."

"A feebl e excuse. Know what you are going to do now? You're going
straight to the lounge and I amgoing to trimyour ears--1've figured out a
way to box your favorite ganbit that will |eave you gasping."

Max opened his nmouth, closed it, opened it again. "No."

"Speak | ouder. You used a word | don't understand."

"Look, Ellie, be reasonable. I"'mwaiting for Dr. Hendrix and as soon as
he lets nme go |'ve got to get sone sleep. |'mabout ten hours mnus."

"You can sleep any tine."

"Not when you're standing four hours on and four off. You nap anytine
you get a chance."

She | ooked perplexed. "You don't nmean you work every ot her watch? Wy,
that's crimnal."

"Maybe so but that's how it is."

"But--1'11 fix that! 1'll speak to the Captain."
"Ellie! Don't you dare!"
"Why not? Captain Blaine is old sugar pie. Never you mind, I'Il fix it."

Max took a deep breath, then spoke carefully. "Ellie, don't say anything
to the Captain, not anything. It's a big opportunity for ne and I don't mind
If you go tampering with things you don't understand, you'll ruin nmy chances.
"Il be sent back to the stables."”

"Ch, he wouldn't do that."

"You don't understand. He nmay be an 'old sugar pie' to you; to ne he is
the Captain. So don't."

She pouted. "I was just trying to help."

"I appreciate it. But don't. And anyhow, | can't come to the |ounge,
ever. It's off limts for me."

"But | thought--1 think you're just trying to avoid ne. You run around

up here now and you dress in pretty clothes. Wiy not?"

They were interrupted by Dr. Hendrix returning to his room "NMorning,
Jones. Good norning, Mss Coburn.” He went on in.

Max sai d desperately, "Look, Ellie, 1've got to go." He turned and
knocked on the Astrogator's door

Dr. Hendrix ignored having seen himwith Ellie. "Sit down, Jones. That
was a very interesting exhibition you put on." The Astrogator went on, "I'm
curious to know how far your talent extends. Is it just to figures?"

"Why, | guess not, sir."

"Do you have to study hard to do it?"

"No, sir."

"Hm . . . We'll try sonething. Have you read--let nme see--any of the

pl ays of Shakespeare?"

"Uh, we had Haml et and _As You Like It_in school, and | read _A
Wnter's Tale_. But | didn't like it," he answered honestly.

"In that case | don't suppose you reread it. Renenber any of it?"

"Ch, certainly, sir."

"Hm-" Dr. Hendrix got down a linp vol une.

"Let me see. Act two, scene three; Leontes says, 'Nor night nor day nor
rest: it is but weakness . t

Max picked it up. ". . . it is but weakness to bear the matter thus;
nmere weakness. |f the cause were not in being . " He continued unti
st opped.



"That's enough. | don't care much for that play myself. Even the
imortal WIIl had his off days. But how did you happen to have read that book

of tables? Shakespeare at his dullest isn't that dull. I've never read them
not what one would call 'reading."'"

"Well, sir, Uncle Chet had his astrogati on manuals at honme after he
retired and he used to talk with ne a lot. So | read them"

"Do | understand that you have nenorized the entire professional library
of an astrogator?"

Max took a deep breath. "Well, sir, |1've read them"

Dr. Hendrix took fromhis shelves his own tools of his profession. He
did not bother with the binary tables, that being the one Max had shown t hat
he knew. He | eafed through them asked Max questions, finally identifying what
he wanted only by page nunber. He closed the |ast of them "Wew" he
commented, and blinked. "Wiile | amaware that there are nunmerous cases of

your talent in the history of psychology, | must admit it is disconcerting to
encounter one." He smled. "I wonder what Brother Wtherspoon woul d think of
this."

"Sir?"

"Qur High Secretary. I'mafraid he would be shocked; he has conservative
noti ons about protecting the 'secrets' of our profession.™

Max said unconfortably, "Am1 likely to get into trouble, sir? | didn't

know it was wong to read Uncle's books."

"What ? Nonsense. There are no 'secrets' to astrogation. You use these
books on watch, so does every menber of the 'Wrry' gang. The passengers can
read them for all | care. Astrogation isn't secret; it is nmerely difficult.
Few people are so endowed as to be able to follow accurately the mat hematica
reasoni ng necessary to plan a--oh, a transition, let us say. But it suits
t hose who bother with guild politics to make it appear an arcane
art--prestige, you know." Dr. Hendrix paused and tapped on his chair arm
"Jones, | want you to understand nme. Kelly thinks you may shape up."

"Uh, that's good, sir."

"But don't assune that you know more than he does just because you have
nmenori zed the books."

"Ch, no, sir!"

"Actually, your talent isn't necessary in the control room The virtues
needed are those Kelly has-- unflagging attention to duty, thorough know edge
of his tools, meticulous care for details, deep loyalty to his job and his
crew and his ship and to those placed over himprofessionally. Kelly doesn't
need ei detic nenory, ordinary good nenory conbined with intelligence and
integrity are what the job takes--and that's what | want in nmy control room"

"Yes, sir."

The Astrogator hesitated. "I don't wish to be offensive but | want to
add this. Strange talents are sometines associated with ordinary, or even
inferior, nentality--often enough so that the psychol ogists use the term
_idiot savant_.' Sorry. You obviously aren't an idiot, but you are not
necessarily a genius, even if you can menorize the Inperial Encyclopedia. MW

point is: | amnore interested in your horse sense and your attention to duty
than | amin your phenonenal nenory."

"Uh, 1'"IIl try, sir."

"I think you'll make a good chartsman, in tine." Dr. Hendrix indicated
that the interview was over; Max got up. "One nore thing."

"Yes, sir?"

"There are excellent reasons of discipline and efficiency why crew
menbers do not associate with passengers.”

Max gul ped. "1 know, sir."

"Mnd your P's and Qs. The nenbers of ny department are careful about
this point--even then it is difficult.”

Max left feeling deflated. He had gone there feeling that he was about
to be awarded sonet hi ng--even a chance to becone an astrogator. He now felt
sweated down to size
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GARSON S PLANET

Max did not see nuch of Sam during the weeks follow ng; the stiff
schedule left himlittle time for visiting. But Sam had prospered.

Like all large ships the _Asgard_ had a miniature police force
experienced ratings who acted as the First Oficer's deputies in enforcing
ship's regulations. Sam with his talent for politics and a faked
certffication as steward's mate first class, managed during the reshuffle
followng Max's transfer to be assigned as master-at-arns for the Purser's
department. He did well, treading on no toes, shutting his eyes to such
vi ol ati ons as were ancient prerogatives and enforcing those rules of
sani tation, econony, and behavi or which were actually needed for a taut, happy
ship. . . all without finding it necessary to haul offenders up before the
First Oficer for punishnent--which suited both M. Walther and the crew. Wen
Stores Clerk Maginnis partook too freely of M. Gee's product and insisted on
serenadi ng his bunk mates, Sam nerely took himto the galley and forced bl ack
coffee down him-then the foll owi ng day took himdown to 'H deck, laid his
own shield of office aside, and gave Maginnis a scientific going over that
left no scars but deeply marked his soul. In his obscure past Sam had | earned
to fight, not rough house, not in the stylized nock conmbat of boxing, but in
the skilled art in which an unarmed man becones a | ethal machine.

Sam had selected his victimcarefully. Had he reported him Magi nni s
woul d have regarded Sam as a snoop, a nere busybody to be outwitted or defied,
and had the puni shnment been severe he m ght have been turned into a pernanent
di scipline problem-not forgetting that reporting Magi nnis mght al so have
endangered a sacred cow, Chief Steward G ordano. As it was, it turned Maginnis
into Sam s strongest supporter and best publicist, as Maginnis's peculiar but
not unique pride required himto regard the man who defeated himas "the
hottest thing on two feet, sudden death in each hand, a _real_ man! No
nonsense about old Sam-try himyourself and see how _you_make out. Go on, |
want to lay a bet."

It was not necessary for Samto set up a second | esson

A senior engineer's mate was chief naster-at-arnms and Sam s nom nal
superior; these two constituted the police force of their small town. \Wen the
techni ci an asked to go back to power room watch-standi ng and was repl aced by
an engineer's mate third, it was natural that \Walther shoul d desi gnate Sam as
Chi ef Master-at - Arns.

He had had his eye on the job fromthe nonent he signed on. Any police
chi ef anywhere has powers far beyond those set forth by law. As |long as Sam
stayed well buttered up with M. Kuiper, M. Gordano, and (to a | esser
extent) with M. Dunont, as long as he was careful to avoid exerting his
authority in either the engi neering spaces or the Wrry Hol e, he was the nost
powerful man in the ship--nore powerful in all practical matters than the
First Oficer hinself since he was the First Oficer's visible presence.

Such was the situation when the ship grounded at Garson's Pl anet.

Garson's Planet appears to us to be a piece of junk left over when the
uni verse was finished. It has a surface gravity of one-and-a-quarter, too nmuch



for confort, it is cold as a nmoneyl ender's heart, and it has a nethane

at nosphere unbreat habl e by humans. Wth the sky swarming with better planets
it would be avoided were it not an indi spensable way station. There is only
one survey Horst congruency near Earth's Sun and transition of it places one
near Theta Centauri--and of the thirteen planets of that sun, Carson's Pl anet
possesses the nmeager virtue of being | east unpl easant.

But there are half a dozen plotted congruencies accessible to Theta
Centauri, which makes Carson's Planet the inevitable cross-roads for trade of
the Sol ar Uni on.

Max hit dirt there just once, once was plenty. The colony at the space
port, partly domed, partly dug in under the donmes, was ruch |like the Lunar
cities and not unlike the burrows under any major Earth city, but to Max it
was novel since he had never been on Luna and had never seen a big city on
Terra other than Earthport. He went dirtside with Sam dressed in his best and
filled with curiosity. It was not necessary to put on a pressure suit; the
port supplied each passenger liner with a pressure tube fromship's lock to
dore | ock.

Once inside Sam headed down into the | ower levels. Max protested, "Sam
let's go up and | ook around.™

"Huh? Nothing there. A hotel and sonme expensive shops and clip joints
for the pay passengers. Do you want to pay a nonth's wages for a steak?"

"No. | want to see _out_. Here | amon a strange planet and | haven't
_seen_ it at all. | couldn't see it fromthe control roomwhen we | anded and
now | haven't seen anything but the inside of a trans tube and this." He
gestured at the corridor walls.

"Nothing to see but a dirty, thick, yellow fog that never lifts. Wrse

than Venus. But suit yourself. |'ve got things to do, but if you don't want to
stick with me you certainly don't have to."
Max decided to stick. They went on down and cane out in a wide, lighted

corridor not unlike that street in Earthport where Percy's restaurant was
| ocated, save that it was roofed over. There were the sanme bars, the sane
tawdry i nducenments for the stranger to part with cash, even to the tailor shop
with the permanent "CLOSI NG OQUT" sale. Several other ships were in and the
sector was crowded. Sam | ooked around. "Now for a place for a quiet drink and
a chat."

"How about there?" Max answered, pointing to a sign reading THE BETTER
'CLE. "Looks clean and cheerful."

Sam steered himquickly past it. "It is,

"Why not ?"

"Didn't you notice the custoners? Inperial Marines."

"What of that? I've got nothing against the Inperials.”

"Mm . . . no," Sam agreed, still hurrying, "but those boys stick
toget her and they have a nasty habit of resenting a civilian who has the bad
taste to sit down in a joint they have staked out. Want to get your ribs
ki cked in?"

"Huh? That woul dn't happen if | mnded ny own business, would it?"

"Maybe. Maybe not. Suppose a hostess decides that you're 'cute' --and the
spi t-and-polish boy she was with wants to make sonething of it? Max, you're a
good boy--but there just ain't no demand for good boys. To stay out of trouble
you have to stay away fromit."

They threaded their way through the crowd for another hundred yards
bef ore Sam said, "Here we are-- provided Lippy is still running the place."
The sign read THE SAFE LANDING it was | arger but not as pleasant as THE
BETTER ' OLE

"Who' s Lippy?"

"You probably won't neet him" Samled the way in and picked out a
tabl e.

Max | ooked around. It |ooked like any other fifth-rate bar grille.
"Could | get a strawberry soda here? |'ve had a hankering for one for ages--I
used al ways to get one Saturdays when | went to the Corners."

he agreed, "but not for us."



"They can't rule you out for trying."

"Ckay. Sam sonething you said--you renmenber the story you told nme about
your friend in the Inperials? Sergeant Roberts?"

"Who?"

"Or Richards. | didn't quite catch it."

"Never heard of the guy."

"But . . ."

"Never heard of him Here's the waiter."

Nor had the humanoid Sirian waiter heard of strawberry soda. He had no
facial muscles but his back skin crawl ed and rippled with enbarrassed | ack of
conpr ehensi on. Max settled for sonmething called "Od Heidel berg" although it
had never been within fifty light-years of Germany. It tasted to Max |ike cold
soap suds, but since Sam had paid for it he nursed it along and pretended to
drink it.

Sam bounced up al nost at once. "Sit tight, kid. I won't be long." He
spoke to the barman, then di sappeared toward the back. A young wonman cane over
to Max's table.

"Lonely, spaceman?"

"Uh, not especially."

"But | _am Mnd if | sit down?" She sank into the chair that Sam had
vacat ed.

"Suit yourself. But ny friend is comng right back."

She didn't answer but turned to the waiter at her el bow. "A brown
special, Gggles."

Max made an enphatic gesture of denial. "No!"

"What's that, dear?"

"Look," Max answered, blushing, "I may | ook green as paint--1 am
probably. But | don't buy colored water at house prices. | don't have nuch
nmoney. "

She | ooked hurt. "But you have to order or | can't sit here."

"Well . . ." He glanced at the nenu. "I could manage a sandw ch,
guess. "

She turned again to the waiter. "Never mind the special, Gggles. A
cheese on rye and plenty of nustard.” She turned back to Max. "What's your
nane, honey?"

" Max. "

"Mne's Dolores. Wiere are you fronP"

"The Ozarks. That's Earthside."

"Now i sn't that a coincidence! |I'mfrom W nni peg-- we're nei ghbors!"

Max decided that it might appear so, fromthat distance. But as Dol ores
babbl ed on it becane evident that she knew neither the |ocation of the Ozarks
nor that of Wnnipeg, had probably never been on Terra in her life. She was
finishing the sandwich while telling Max that she just adored spacenen, they
were so romantic, when Sam returned

He | ooked down at her. "How much did you take himfor?"

Dol ores said indignantly, "That's no way to tal k! M. Lipski doesn't
permnit "

"Stow it, kid," Samwent on, not unkindly. "You didn't know that ny
partner is a guest of Lippy. Get me? No 'specials,' no 'pay-nme's'--you're
wasting your time. Now how nmuch?"

Max said hastily, "It's okay, Sam Al | bought her was a sandw ch."
"Well . . . all right. But you' re excused, sister. Later, naybe."
She shrugged and stood up. "Thanks, Max."

"Not at all, Dolores. I'll say hello to the folks in Wnnipeg."

"Do that."

Samdid not sit down. "Kid, | have to go out for a while."

"Ckay. "

Max started to rise, Sam notioned himback. "No, no. This |I'd better do
by myself. Wait here, will you? They won't bother you again--or if they do,
ask for Lippy."



"I won't have any trouble."

"I hope not." Sam | ooked worried. "I don't know why | should fret, but
there is sonething about you that arouses the maternal in me. Your big blue
eyes | guess."

"Huh? Ch, go sniff space! Anyway, ny eyes are brown."

"I was speaking," Sam said gently, "of the eyes of your dewy pink soul
Don't speak to strangers while |I'm gone."

Max used an expression he had picked up fromM. Gee; Sam grinned and
left.

But Samis injunction did not apply to M. Sinmes. Max saw the assi stant
astrogator appear in the doorway. His face was redder than usual and his eyes
| ooked vague. He let his body revolve slowmy as he surveyed the room
Presently his eyes lit on Max and he grinned unpl easantly.

"Well, well, well!" he said as he advanced toward Max. "If it isn't the
Smart Boy."

"Good evening, M. Sines." Max stood up.

"So it's 'good evening, M. Sinmes'! But what did you say under your
br eat h?'

"Not hing, sir."
"Hurmph! | know! But | think the sane thing about you, only worse." Max
did not answer, Sinmes went on, "Well, aren't you going to ask me to sit down?"

"Have a seat, sir," Max said wi thout expression

"Well, what do you know? The Smart Boy wants ne to sit with him" He
sat, called the waiter, ordered, and turned back to Max. "Smart Boy, do you
know why I'msitting with you?"

"No, sir."

"To put a flea in your ear, that's why. Since you pulled that
hanky-panky with the conmputer, you' ve been Kelly's
hair-faired--fair-haired--boy. Fair-haired boy," he repeated carefully. "That
gets you nowhere with me. Get this straight: you go sucking around the
Astrogator the way Kelly does and I'Il run you out of the control room
Under stand me?"

Max felt hinself losing his tenper. "What do you nean by 'hanky- panky,"
M. Sines?"

"You know. Probably nenorized the last half dozen transitions--now
you' ve got Kelly and the Professor thinking you' ve nenorized the book. A
genius in our mdst! You know what that is? That's a lot of . . ."

Fortunately for Max they were interrupted; he felt a firmhand on his
shoul der and Samls quiet voice said, "Good evening, M. Sines."

Si mes | ooked confused, then recognized Sam and brightened. "Well, if it
isn't the copper. Sit down, Constable. Have a drink."

"Don't mind if |I do." Sam pulled up another chair.

"Do you know Smart Boy here?"

"l've seen him around."

"Keep your eye on him That's an order. He's very, very clever. Too
clever. Ask hima nunber. Pick a nunber between one and ten."

"Seven. "
M. Sinmes pounded the table. "What did | tell you? He nenorized it
bef ore you got here. Someday he's going to nenorize one and they'll stencil it

across his chest. You know what, Constable? |I don't trust smart boys. They get
i deas. "

Rei nforced by Sami s cal mi ng presence Max kept quiet. G ggles had conme to
the tabl e as soon as Sam joi ned them Mx saw Samwite sonething on the back
of a menu and pass it with noney to the humanoid. But M. Sines was too busy
wi th his nmonol ogue to notice. Samlet himranble on, then suddenly
interrupted. "You seemto have a friend here, sir."

"Huh? Where?"

Sam poi nted. At the bar Dolores was sniling and gesturing at the
assistant navigator to join her. Simes focused his eyes, grinned and said,
"Way, so | do! It's ny Geat Aunt Sadie." He got up abruptly.



Sam brushed his hands together. "That disposes of that. G ve you a bad
time, kid?"

"Sort of. Thanks, Sam But | hate to see himdunped on Dol ores. She's a
nice kid."

"Don't worry about her. She'll roll himfor every thin he has on
him-and a good job, too." H's eyes becane hard. "I like an officer who acts
like an officer. If he wants to pin one on, he should do it in his own part of
town. Ch, well." Samrel axed. "Been sone changes, eh, kid? Things are
different fromthe way they were when we raised ship at Terra."

"I"ll say they are!"

"Like it in the Wrry gang?"

"It's more fun than | ever had in ny life. And I'mlearning fast--so M.
Kelly says. They're a swell bunch--except for _him." He nodded toward Sines.

"Don't let himworry you. The best soup usually has a fly in it. Just
don't let himget anything on you."

"l sure don't intend to."

Sam | ooked at him then said softly, "Ready to take the dive?"

" Huh?"

"I"'mgetting our stake together. W'Ill be all set.”

Max found it hard to answer. He had known that his transfer had not
changed anyt hi ng basic; he was still in as much danger as ever. But he had

been so busy with the joy of hard, interesting work, so dead for sleep when he
was not working, that the subject had been pushed back in his nind. Now he
drew patterns on the table in the sweat fromthe glasses and t hought about it.
"I wish,” he said slowy, "that there was some way to beat it."

"There is a way, | told you. Your record gets lost."

Max raised his eyes. "Wat good would that do? Sure, it would get ne
another trip. But | don't want just another trip; | want to stay with it." He
| ooked down at the table top and carefully sketched an hyperboloid. "I'd

better go with you. If I go back to Terra, it's the |abor conpanies for
me--even if | stay out of jail."

"Nonsense. "

"What ?"

"Understand ne, kid. 1'd like to have you with ne. Atinme like that,
having a partner at your elbowis the difference between--well, being down in

t he dunps and being on top. But you can stay in space, with a record as cl ean
as a baby's."

"Huh? How?"

"Because you are changing guilds. Now only _one_ paper has to get
| ost--your strike-out record with the stewards, cooks, and clerks. And they
will never miss it because you aren't on their books, anyhow. You start fresh
with the chartsmen and conputers, all neat and |egal ."

Max sat still and was tenpted. "How about the report to the Departnent
of Cuilds and Labor?"

"Same thing. Different forns to different offices. | checked. One form
gets lost, the other goes in--and Steward's Mate Jones vani shes into |inbo
whi |l e Apprentice Chartsman Jones starts a clean record.™

"Sam why don't _you_do it? Wth the drag you' ve got now you coul d
switch to. . . uh, well, to . "

"To what ?" Sam shook his head sadly. "No, old son, there is nothing
can switch to. Besides, there are reasons why | had better be buried deep." He

brightened. "Tell you what--1'I11 pick my new name before | take the junmp and
tell you. Then sone day, two years, ten, twenty, you'll lay over at Nova Terra
and |l ook me up. We'll split a bottle and tal k about when we were young and
gay. Eh?"

Max smiled though he did not feel happy. "W will, Sam W surely will."
Then he frowned. "But, Sam | don't know how to wangle the deal --and you'll be
gone. "

"Il fix it before I leave. |1've got Nelson eating out of nmy hand now.

Li ke this: half cash down and half on delivery--and I'll fix it so that you



have sonething on him-never m nd what; you don't need to know yet. Wen you
ground at Earthport, he asks you to mail the reports because you are goi ng
dirtside and he has work to finish. You check to see that the two reports you
want are there, then you give himhis pay off. Done."

Max said slowy, "l suppose that's best."

"Quit fretting. Everybody has a skeleton in the closet; the thing is to
keep 'emthere and not at the feast." He pushed an enpty gl ass aside. "Kid,
would you mind if we went back to the ship? O had you planned to make a ni ght
of it?"

"No, | don't mind." Max's elation at setting foot on his first strange
pl anet was gone--Garson's Hole was, he had to admit, a sorry sanple of the
Gal axy.

"Then let's get saddled up. |'ve got stuff to carry and | could use
hel p."

It turned out to be four fairly |l arge bundl es which Sam had cached in
public | ockers. "Wat are they?" Max asked curiously.

"Tea cozies, old son. Thousands of them I'mgoing to sell "emto
Procyon pi nheads as skull caps." Sonewhat affronted, Max shut up.

Everything coming into the ship was supposed to be inspected, but the
acting naster-at-arnms on watch at the lock did not insist on exan ning the
items belonging to the Chief Master-at-Arnms any nore than he woul d have
searched a ship's officer. Max hel ped Sam carry the bundles to the stateroom
whi ch was the prerogative of the ship's chief of police.

11

"THROUGH THE CARGO HATCH'

From Garson's Planet to Hal cyon around Nu Pegasi is a double dogl eg of
three transitions, of 105, 487, and 19 light-years respectively to achieve a
"straight Iine" distance of |less than 250 |ight-years. But neither
straight-line distance nor pseudo-di stance of transition is inmportant; the
_Asgard_ covered less than a |ight-year between gates. A distance "as the crow
flies" is significant only to crows.

The first transition was barely a month out from Carson's Planet. On
raising fromthere Kelly placed Max on a watch in three, assigning himto
Kelly's own watch, which gave Max nmuch nore sleep, afforded himas nuch
instruction (since the watch with Sinmes was worthl ess, instruction-w se), and
kept Max out of Sines' way, to his enormous relief. Wether Kelly had pl anned
that feature of it Max never knew -and did not dare ask

Max's watch was still an instruction watch, he had no one to relieve nor
to be relieved by. It became his habit not to | eave the control roomunti
Kelly did, unless told to do so. This resulted in himstill being thrown into
the conpany of Dr. Hendrix frequently, since the Astrogator relieved the Chief
Conput erman and Kelly woul d usual ly hang around and chat . . . during which
time the Astrogator would sonetimes inquire into Max's progress.

Cccasionally the Captain would show up on Dr. Hendrix's watch. Shortly
after leaving Garson's Planet Dr. Hendrix took advantage of one such occasion
to have Max denonstrate for Captain Blaine and First Oficer Walther his odd
talent. Max performed wi thout a m stake although the Captain's presence nmade



hi m most sel f-consci ous. The Captain watched closely with an expression of
gentle surprise. Afterwards he said, "Thank you, |ad. That was amazing. Let ne
see--what is your nanme?"

"Jones, sir."

"Jones, yes." The old man blinked thoughtfully. "It nust be terrifying
not to be able to forget--especially in the mddle of the night. Keep a clear
consci ence, son."

Twel ve hours later Dr. Hendrix said to him "Jones, don't go away.
want to see you."

"Yes, sir."

The Astrogator spoke with Kelly for a few nonents, then again spoke to
Max. "The Captain was inpressed by your vaudeville act, Jones. He is wondering
whet her you have any parallel mathematical ability."

"Well--no, sir. I"'mnot a lightning calculator, that is. | sawone in a
si deshow once. He could do things | couldn't."
Hendri x brushed it aside. "Not inportant. | believe you told ne that

your uncl e taught you sone mat hematical theory?"

"Just for astrogation, sir."

"What do you think | amtal king about? Do you know how to conpute a
transition approach?"

"Uh, | think so, sir."

"Frankly, | doubt it, no matter how nmuch theoretical drill Brother Jones
gave you. But go ahead."

" Now , sir?"

"Try it. Pretend you're the officer of the watch. Kelly will be your
assistant. |'Il just be audience. Wrk the approach we are on. | realize that
we aren't close enough for it to matter--but you are to assunme that the safety
of the ship depends on it."

Max took a deep breath. "Aye aye, sir.
pl ates for the caneras.

Hendri x said, "No!"

"Sir?"

"I'f you have the watch, where's your crew? Noguchi, help him"

"Aye aye, sir." Noguchi grinned and canme over. \Wile they were bendi ng
over the first camera, Noguchi whispered, "Don't let himrattle you, pal
W'l give hima good show Kelly will help you over the hunps.”

But Kelly did not help; he acted as "numbers boy" and nothing else, with
no hint to show whether Max was right, or wildly wong. After Max had his
sights and had taken his conpari son data between plates and charts he did not
put the problemthrough the computer himself, but |et Noguchi man the machi ne,
with Kelly translating. After a long tinme and nuch sweat the lights blinked
what he hoped was the answer.

Dr. Hendrix said nothing but took the same plates to the tank and
started to work the problemagain, with the sane crew. Very quickly the lights
bl i nked on agai n; the Astrogator took the tables fromKelly and | ooked up the
translation hinself. "We differ only in the ninth deci mal place. Not bad."

"I was wong only in the ninth place, sir?"

"I didn't say that. Perhaps | was nore in error.”

Max started to grin, but Dr. Hendrix frowned. "Wy didn't you take
doppl er spectra to check?"

Max felt a cold chill. "I guess |I forgot, sir."

"I thought you were the man who never forgot?"

Max thought intuitively--and correctly--that two kinds of nmenory were
i nvol ved, but he did not have a psychologist's jargon with which to explain.
One sort was like forgetting one's hat in a restaurant, that could happen to
anyone; the other was being unable to recall what the mnd had once known.

Hendri x went on, "A control room man nust not forget things necessary to
the safety of the ship. However as an exercise you solved it very well--except
that you have no speed. Had we been pushing close to the speed of light, ready
to cross, your ship would have been in Hades and crashed in the R ver Styx

He started to get out fresh



bef ore you got the answer. But it was a good first try."

He turned away. Kelly jerked his head toward the hatch and Max went
bel ow.

As he was falling asleep Max turned over in his mnd the notion that Dr.
Hendri x m ght even be thinking of himfor-- Oh no! He put the thought aside.

After all, Kelly could have done it; he had seen himdo early approaches nany
times, and faster, too. Probably Noguchi could have done it.
Certainly Noguchi could have done it, he corrected. After all, there

weren't any "secrets."

As they approached the first anomaly the easy watch in three for
of ficers and watch in four for the men changed to watch-and-watch, with an
astrogator, an assistant, a chartsman, and a conputerman on each watch. Max
was at |last assigned to a regular watch; the first watch was Dr. Hendri x
assisted by Chartsman 1/c Kovak, Max as chartsman of the watch and Noguchi on
the conputer; the other watch was M. Sinmes assisted by Chief Kelly, Snythe as
chartsman and Lundy as conputernman. Max noticed that Dr. Hendrix had assi gned
his "first teant to Simes and had taken the | ess experienced technicians
hi nsel f. He wondered why, but was pleased not to be working for Sines.

He | earned at last why they called it the "Wirry Hole." Dr. Hendrix
became a frozen-masked aut omat on, perforni ng approach correction after
correction and demandi ng qui ck, accurate, and silent service. During the |ast
twenty hours of the approach the Astrogator never left the control room nor
did anyone el se other than for short periods when nom nally off watch. Sinmes
continued to take his regular watch but Dr. Hendrix hung over him checking
everything that he did. Twice he required the junior astrogator to reperform
portions of his work and once el bowed himaside and did it hinself. The first
time it happened Max stared--then he noticed that the others were careful to
be busy doing sonething el se whenever Dr. Hendrix spoke privately to Sines.

The tension grew as the critical instant approached. The approach to an
anomal ous intraspatial transition can hardly be conpared to any ot her form of
piloting ever performed by human bei ngs, though it mght be conmpared to the
i npossible trick of taking off in an atnosphere plane, flying a thousand miles
bl i nd--whil e perform ng dead reckoning so perfectly as to fly through a narrow
tunnel at the far end, wthout ever seeing the tunnel. A Horst congruency
cannot be seen, it can only be cal cul ated by abstruse mathematics of effects
of mass on space; a "gateway" is nerely unmarked enpty space in vaster
enptiness. |In approaching a planet an astrogator can see his destination
directly or by radar, and his speed is just a few niles per second. But in
maki ng a Horstian approach the ship's speed approaches that of |ight--and
reaches it, at the last instant. The nearest |andmarks are many billions of
nmles away, the | andmarks thenselves are noving with stellar velocities and
appear to be crowding together in the exaggerated parallax effects possible
only when the observer is noving alnost as fast as is his single clue to
| ocation and speed--the wave fronts of the el ectromagnetic spectrum

Li ke searching at mdnight in a dark cellar for a black cat that isn't
there.

Toward the last Kelly hinmself was on the conputer with Lundy at his ear
Snyt he and Kovak were charting, passing new data to Dr. Hendrix, who was
programming orally to the computer crew, setting up the problems in his head
and feeding themto the electronic brain al nost w thout delay. The power room
was under his direct control now, he had a switch | ed out fromthe control
consol e in each hand, one to nurse the ship along just bel ow speed of |ight,
the other to give the _Asgard_ the final kick that would cause her to burst
t hr ough.

Max was pushed aside, no task remained in which there was not sonmeone
nore experienced. On a different level, Sines too had been pushed aside; there
was place for only one astrogator at the noment of truth.

O all those in the Wirry Hole only Captain Blaine seemed to be rel axed.



He sat in the chair sacred to him smoking quietly and watchi ng Hendri x. The
Astrogator's face was gray with fatigue, greasy with unwashed sweat. His

uni form was open at the collar and | ooked slept in, though he certainly had
not slept. Max | ooked at hi mand wondered why he had ever |longed to be an
astrogator, ever been foolish enough to wish to bear this undivided and
unendur abl e burden

But the doctor's crisp voice showed no fatigue; the endl ess procession
of numbers marched out, sharp as print, each spoken so that there could be no
m st ake, no need to repeat, "nine" always sounded as one syllable, "five"
al ways stretched into two. Max |istened and | earned and wonder ed.

He gl anced up through the dome, out into space itself, space shown
di storted by their unthinkable speed. The stars ahead, or above, had been
nmovi ng cl oser together for the past several watches, the huge parallax effect
di splacing themto the eye so that they seenmed to be retreating in the very
sector of the sky they were approaching. They were seeing by infra-red waves
now, ploughing into onconing wave trains so fast that doppler effect reduced
heat wave |lengths to visible light.

The flood of figures stopped. Max | ooked down, then | ooked up hastily as
he heard Dr. Hendrix say, "Stand by!"

The stars seemed to crawl together, then instantly they were gone to be
repl aced without any |apse of tine whatever by another, new and totally
different starry universe

Hendri x strai ghtened up and si ghed, then | ooked up. "There's the Al bert
Mermorial ," he said quietly. "And there is the Hexagon. Well, Captain, it seens
we nade it again." He turned to Sinmes. "Take it, Mster." He let the Captain
go first, then foll owed hi m down the hatch

The control gang went back to easy watches; the next transition was nany
days away. Max continued as chartsman-of -the-watch in place of Kovak, who
temporarily replaced Dr. Hendrix while the Astrogator got a week of rest:
There was truly not nmuch to do during the early part of a leg and the doctor's
superb skill was not needed. But Max greatly enjoyed the new arrangenents; it
made himproud to sign the rough log "M Jones, Chtsm o/W" He felt that he
had arrived--even though Sinmes found fault with himand Kelly continued to
drill himunnercifully in control roomarts.

He was surprised but not apprehensive when he was told, during an
of f-watch period, to report to the Astrogator. He put on a fresh uniform
slicked his hair clown, and went above "C' deck. "Apprentice Chartsman Jones
reporting, sir."

Kelly was there, having coffee with the Astrogator. Hendrix acknow edged
Max's salutation but |left himstanding. "Yes, Jones." He turned to Kelly.
"Suppose you break the news."

"If you say so, sir." Kelly | ooked unconfortable. "Well, Jones, it's
like this--you don't really belong in ny guild."

Max was so shocked that he could not answer. He was about to say that he
had t hought --he had understood--he hadn't known-- But he got nothing out;
Kelly continued, "The fact is, you ought to buck for astrogator. The Doctor
and | have been talking it over."

The buzzing in his head got worse. He became aware that Dr. Hendrix was
repeating, "Well, Jones? Do you want to try it? O don't you?"

Max managed to say, "Yes. Yes, sir."

"Good. Kelly and | have been watching you. He is of the opinion and so
am| that you may, just possibly, have the latent ability to devel op the skil
and speed necessary. The question is: do _you_ think so?"

"Uh . . . that is-- | hope so, sir!"
"So do I," Hendrix answered dryly. 'W shall see. If you haven't, you
can revert to your own guild and no harmis done. The experience will make you

a better chartsman." The Astrogator turned to Kelly. "I'Il quiz Jones a bit,
Kelly. Then we can make up our ninds."

"Very good, sir." Kelly stood up

When the Chi ef Conputerman had gone Hendrix turned to his desk, haul ed



out a crewman's personal record. To Max he said harshly, "Is this yours?"

Max | ooked at it and gul ped. "Yes, sir."

Dr. Hendrix held his eye. "Well? How good a picture is it of your career
thus far? Any comment you want to nake?"

The pause mi ght have been a dozen heart beats, though to Max it was an
endl ess ordeal. Then a catharsis came bursting up out of himand he heard
hi nsel f answering, "It's not a good picture at all, sir. It's phony from one
end to the other."

Even as he said it, he wondered why. He felt that he had kicked to
pi eces his one chance to achieve his ambition. Yet, instead of feeling tragic,
he felt oddly rel axed.

Hendri x put the personal record back on his desk. "Good," he answered.
"Very good. If you had given any other answer, | would have run you out of ny
control room Now, do you want to tell ne about it? Sit down."

So Max sat down and told him Al that he held back was Sam s nanme and
such details as would have identified Sam Naturally Dr Hendrix noticed the
om ssi on and asked hi m poi nt bl ank

"I won't tell you, sir."

Hendri x nodded. "Very well. Let ne add that | shall make no attenpt to
identify this, ah, friend of yours-- if by chance he is in this ship."

"Thank you, sir."

There foll owed a considerable silence. At |ast Hendrix said, "Son, what
led you to attenpt this preposterous chicanery? Didn't you realize you would
be caught ?"

Max thought about it. "l guess | knew | would be, sir--eventually. But
wanted to space and there wasn't any other way to do it." When Hendrix did not
answer Max went on. After the first relief of being able to tell the truth, he
felt defensive, anxious to justify hinself--and just a little bit irked that
Dr. Hendrix did not see that he had sinply done what he _had_to do--so it
seened to Max. "What would you have done, sir?"

"Me? How can | answer that? Wat you're really asking is: do | consider
your actions norally wong, as well as illegal ?"

"Uh, | suppose so, sir."

"Is it wong to lie and fake and bribe to get what you want? It's worse
than wong, it's undignified!"

Dr. Hendrix chewed his |lip and continued. "Perhaps that opinion is the
sin of the Pharisees . . .. ny own weakness. | don't suppose that a young,
penni | ess tranp, such as you described yourself to be, can afford the |uxury
of dignity. As for the rest, hunman personality is a conplex thing, nor aml a
judge. Admiral Lord Nelson was a liar, a libertine, and outstandingly
undi sci pl i ned. President Abraham Lincoln was a vul garian and nervously

unstable. The list is endless. No, Jones, | amnot going to pass judgnent; you
must do that yourself. The authorities having jurisdiction will reckon your

of fenses; | am concerned only with whether or not you have the qualities I
need. "

Max's enotions received anot her shock. He had al ready resigned hinself
to the idea that he had lost his chance. "Sir?"

"Don't m sunderstand nme." Hendrix tapped the forged record. "I don't
like this. | don't like it at all. But perhaps you can live down your m stake.
In the nmeantinme, | badly need another watch officer; if you measure up, | can
use you. Part of it is personal, too; your uncle taught ne, | shall try to
teach you."

"Uh, 1'll try, sir. Thank you."

"Don't thank me. I'mnot even feeling particularly friendly to you, at
the nonent. Don't talk with anyone. 1'll ask the Captain to call a guild
neeting and he and M. Sinmes and | will vote on you. W'l|l nake you a

probati onary apprentice which will permit the Captain to appoint you to the
tenmporary rank of merchant cadet. The legalities are a bit different from
those of the usual route as you no doubt know. "

Max did not know, though he was aware that officers sonetinmes came up



"through the cargo hatch"--but another point hit him "M. Sinmes, sir?"

"Certainly. By this procedure, all the astrogators you serve w th nust
pass on you."

"Uh, does it have to unani nmous, sir?"

"Yes."

"Then-- Well, sir, you mght as well forget it. | nean, | appreciate
your willingness to, uh, but . . ." Hi s voice trailed off.

Dr. Hendrix smiled mirthlessly. "Hadn't you better let me worry about
t hat ?"

"Ch. Sorry, sir."

"When it has been logged, I'll notify youu O 'when and if,"' if you
prefer.”

"Yes, sir.'
| wondered about."

Hendrix had turned back to his desk. He answered, "Well?" sonmewhat

Max stood up. "Sir? There were, uh, a couple of other things

i mpatiently.
"Wwuld you mind telling me--just for my curiosity--how you caught ne?"
"Ch, that. No doubt you've given yourself away to several people. I'm
sure Kelly knows, fromthe subjects he avoi ded. For exanple, | once heard

Lundy nmention to you Kiefer's Ritz on Luna. Your answer, though noncommittal
inplied that you did not really know what dive he was tal king about--and it is
i npossi bl e for a spaceman not to know that place, its entrance faces the east
lock to the space port."

IIO,]. "
"But the matter canme to the top of nmy mind in connection with this." He
again indicated the false record. "Jones, | deal in figures and my mind can no

nore hel p mani pul ating themfor all the information they contain than | can
hel p breathing. This record says that you went to space a year before your
uncle retired--1 remenber what year that was. But you told nme that your uncle
had trai ned you at hone and your performance bore out that statement. Two sets
of alleged facts were contradictory; need | add that | was fairly sure of the
trut h?"

"Ch. | guess | wasn't very smart?

"No, you weren't. Figures are sharp things, Jones. Don't juggle them
you'll get cut. What was the other matter?"

"Well, sir, I was kind of wondering what was going to happen to ne. |

mean about _that ."

"Ch," Hendrix answered indifferently, "that's up to the Stewards &
Clerks. My guild won't take action concerning a disciplinary matter of another
guild. Unless, of course, they call it 'nmoral turpitude' and nake it stick."

Wth that faint confort Max left, Nevertheless he felt easier than he
had at any tine since he had signed on. The prospect of punishment seened | ess
a burden than constantly worrying about getting caught. Presently he forgot it
and exulted in the opportunity--at last!--to take a crack at astrogator

He wi shed he could tell Sam. . . or Ellie.
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The probationary appoi ntment was | ogged | ater that same day. The Captain
called himin, swore himin, then congratulated himand called him"Mster"
Jones. The cerenmpbny was sinple, with no spectator but Hendrix and the
Captain's secretary.

The conmmonpl aces attendant on the change were, for a while, nore
startling to Max than the pronotion itself. They started at once. "You had
better take the rest of the day to shake down, M. Jones," the Captain said,
bl i nki ng vaguely. "GCkay, Doc?"

"Certainly, sir."

"Good. Bennett, will you ask Dunmont to step in?"

The Chi ef Passengers' Steward was unblinkingly unsurprised to find the
recent steward's mate third a ship's officer. To the Captain's query he said,
"I was planning to put M. Jones in stateroom B-014, sir. Is that
satisfactory?"

"No doubt, no doubt."

"Il have boys take care of his |uggage at once."

"Good. You trot along with Dunpont, M. Jones. No, wait a noment. W nust

find you a cap." The Captain went to his wardrobe, funbled around. "I had one
that woul d do here somewhere.”

Hendri x had been standing with his hands behind him "I fetched one,
Captain. M. Jones and | wear the sanme size, | believe."

"Good. Though perhaps his head has swelled a bit in the past few
m nutes. Eh?"

Hendri x grinned savagely. "If it has, I'll shrink it." He handed the cap
to Max. The wide gold strap and sunburst the Astrogator had renoved;
substituted was a narrow strap with tiny sunburst surrounded by the qualifying
circle of the apprentice. Max thought it nmust be old insignia saved for
sentimental reasons by Hendrix hinself. He choked up as he munbl ed his thanks,
then foll owed Dunmont out of the Captain's cabin, stunbling over his feet.

When t hey reached the conmpani onway Dunont stopped. "There is no need to

go down to the bunkroom sir. If you will tell ne the conbination of your
| ocker, we'll take care of everything."

"Ch, gee, M. Dunont! |'ve got just a snmall ampbunt of truck. | can carry
it up nyself."

Durmont's face had the inpassivity of a butler's. "If | may nake a

suggestion, sir, you mght like to see your stateroomwhile | have the matter
taken care of." It was not a question; Max interpreted it correctly to nean:

" _Look, dummy, | know the score and you don't. Do what | tell you before you
make a terrible break! "

Max let hinmself be guided. It is not easy to make the junmp from crewran
to officer while remaining in the sane ship. Dunont knew this, Max did not.
Whet her his interest was fatherly, or sinply a liking for correct protocol--or
bot h--Dunont did not intend to allow the brand-new junior officer to go | ower
than "C' deck until he had learned to carry his new dignity with grace. So Max
sought out stateroom B-014.

The bunk had a real foamnmattress and a spread. There was a tiny wash
basin with running water and a mirror. There was a bookshel f over the bunk and
a wardrobe for his unifornms. There was even a shelf desk that let down for his

conveni ence. There was a tel ephone on the wall, a buzzer whereby he could
sunmon the steward's mate on watch! There was a novable chair all his own, a
wast ebasket, and--yes!-- a little rug on the deck. And best of all, there was

a door with a | ock.

The fact that the entire roomwas about as |arge as a piano box bothered
himnot at all.

He was opening drawers and poking into things when Dunmont returned.
Dumont was not carrying Max's neager possessions hinself; that task was
del egated to one of his upper-decks staff. The steward's mate foll owed Dunont
in and said, "Were shall | put this, sir?"

Max realized with sudden enbarrassnment that the man waiting on hi mhad
eaten opposite himfor past nonths. "Oh! Hello, Jim Just dunp it on the bunk



Thanks a lot."

"Yes, sir. And congratul ations!"

"Uh, thanks!" They shook hands. Dunobnt |et that proper cerenony persist
for a mnimumtime, then said, "That's all now, Gegory. You can go back to
the pantry." He turned to Max. "Anything else, sir?"

"Ch, no, everything is fine."

"May | suggest that you probably won't want to sew insignia on these
uni forms yoursel f? Unless you are better with a needle than | am" Dunont
added with just the right chuckle.

"Well, | guess | could."

"Ms. Dumont is handy with a needle, taking care of the | ady passengers
as she does. Suppose | take this one? It can be ready and pressed in tine for
di nner. "

Max was happy to let him He was suddenly appalled by a terrifying
noti on--he was going to have to eat in the Bifrost Lounge!

But there were further disturbances before dinner. He was conpleting the
smal | task of stowi ng his possessions when there came a knock on the door
foll owed i medi ately by someone coming in. Max found hinmself nose to nose with
M. Sines.

Simes | ooked at the cap on his head and | aughed. "Take that thing off
bef ore you wear out your ears."

Max did not do so. He said, "You wanted nme, sir?"

"Yes. Just |ong enough, Smart Boy, to give you a word of advice."

"Yes?"
Simes tapped hinself on the chest. "Just this. There is only one
assistant astrogator in this ship--and I'mit. Remenber that. 1'Il still be it

| ong after you've been busted back to sweeping up after cows. Wiich is where
you bel ong. "

Max felt a flush craw up his neck and burn his cheeks. "Wy," he asked,
"if you think that, didn't you veto ny appoi nt ment ?"

Si mes | aughed again. "Do | look like a fool? The Captain says yes, the
Astrogat or says yes--should | stick my neck out? It's easier to wait and | et
you stick your neck out--which you will. | just wanted to let you know that a
di nky piece of gold braid doesn't nean a thing. You're still junior to ne by
plenty. Don't forget it."

Max cl enched his jaw and did not answer. Sines went on, "WlIl?"

""Vell' what?"

"I just gave you an order."

"Ch. Aye aye, M. Sines. | won't forget it. | certainly won't."

Si mes | ooked at himsharply, said, "See that you don't," and left. Max
was still facing his door, clenching his fists, when Gregory tapped on the

door. "Dinner, sir. Five mnutes."

Max del ayed as long as he could, wishing nmghtily that he could slide
down to Easy deck and take his usual place in the warm noisy, relaxed confort
of the crew s nmess. He hesitated in the | ounge doorway, paralyzed w th stage
fright. The beautiful roomwas blazing with Iight and | ooked unfamliar; he
had never been in it save in early norning, to change the sandbox | ocated down
the pantry passage--at which tinmes only standing |lights were burning.

He was barely in tine; sone of the | adies were seated but the Captain

was still standing. Max realized that he should be near his chair, ready to
sit down when the Captain did--or as soon as the | adies were seated, he
anended- - but where should he go? He was still jittering when he heard his nane
shouted. "Max!"

Ellie cane running up and threw her arns around his neck. "Max! | just
heard. | think it's _wonderful!_" She |ooked at him her eyes shining, then

ki ssed hi mon both cheeks.
Max bl ushed to his ears. He felt as if every eye was turned on him-and
he was right. To add to his enbarrassnent Ellie was dressed in formal evening



dress of Hesperan high style, which not only made her | ook ol der and nmuch nore
femal e, but also shocked his puritanical hillbilly standards.

She let go of him which was well but left himin danger of coll apsing
at the knees. She started to babble something, Max did not know what, when
Chi ef Steward Dunont appeared at her el bow. "The Captain is waiting, Mss," he
said firmy.

"Bother to the Captain! Onh, well--see you after dinner, Max." She headed
for the Captain's table. Dunont touched Max's sl eeve and nunnured, "This way,
sir."

H s place was at the foot of the Chief Engineer's table. Max knew M.
Conpagnon by sight but had never spoken to him The Chief glanced up and said,
"Evening, M. Jones. dad to have you with us. Ladies and gentl enen, our new
astrogation officer, M. Jones. On your right, M. Jones, is Ms. Daigler. M.
Dai gl er on her right, then--" and so on, around the table: Dr. and Ms.

Weber bauer and their daughter Rebecca, M. and Ms. Scott, a M. Arthur,
Senhor and Senhora Vargas.

Ms. Daigler thought it was _lovely , his being pronoted. And so _nice_
to have nore young people at the table. She was rmuch ol der than Max but young
enough to be handsone and aware of it. She wore nore jewels than Max had ever
seen and her hair was |acquered into a structure a foot high and studded with
pearls. She was as perfectly finished and as expensive as a precision machi ne
and she made Max unconfortabl e.

But he was not yet as unconfortable as he could be. Ms. Daigler
produced a wi sp of a handkerchi ef from her bosom noistened it and said, "Hold
still, M. Jones." She scrubbed his cheek. "Turn your head." Bl ushing, Max
conpl i ed.

"There, that's better," Ms. Daigler announced. "Mama fixed." She turned
away and said, "Don't you think, M. Conpagnon, that science, with all the
wonder ful things they do these days, could discover a lip paint that woul dn't
conme of f?"

"Stop it, Maggie," her husband interrupted. "Pay no attention, M.
Jones. She's got a streak of sadismas w de as she is."

"Ceorge, you'll pay for that. Well, Chief?"

The Chi ef Engineer patted his lips with snow linen. "I think it nust
al ready have been invented, but there was no market. Wonen like to brand nen,
even tenporarily."”

"Ch, bosh!"

"It's a woman's world, ma'am”

She turned to Max. "Eldreth is a dear, isn't she? | suppose you knew her
"dirtside' ?--as M. Conpagnon calls it."

"No, ma'am"

"Then how? | mean, after all, there isn't nuch opportunity. O is
t here?"

"Maggi e, stop pestering him Let the man eat his dinner."

Ms. Weberbauer on his other side was as easy and notherly as Ms.

Dai gl er was difficult. Under her soothing presence Max managed to start
eating. Then he noticed that the way he grasped a fork was not the way the
others did, tried to change, nmade a ness of it, became aware of his untidy
nails, and wanted to crawl under the table. He ate about three hundred
calories, nostly bread and butter.

At the end of the meal Ms. Daigler again gave her attention to him
t hough she addressed the Chief Engineer. "M . Conpagnon, isn't it customary to
toast a pronotion?"

"Yes," the Chief conceded. "But he nust pay for it. That's a
requi rement.”

Max found hinmself signing a chit presented by Dunont. The price made him
blink--his first trip mght be a professional success, but so far it had been
financi al disaster. Chanpagne, iced in a shiny bucket, acconpanied the chit
and Dunmont cut the wires and drew the cork with a flourish.

The Chi ef Engi neer stood up. "Ladies and gentlenen--1 give you



Astrogat or Jones. May he never misplace a decinmal point!"
"Cheers !"--"Bravo!"--"Speech, speech!"
Max stunbled to his feet and nmuttered, "Thank you."

Hs first watch was at eight o' clock the next norning. He ate breakfast
al one and reflected happily that as a watch stander he woul d usually eat
either before or after the passengers. He was in the control room a good
twenty minutes early.

Kel ly glanced up and said, "Good norning, sir."

Max gul ped. "Er--good norning, Chief!" He caught Smythe grinning behind
the conputer, turned his eyes hastily away.

"Fresh coffee, M. Jones. WII| you have a cup?" Max let Kelly pour for
him while they drank Kelly quietly went over the details--acceleration
schedul e, position and vector, power units in use, sights taken, no speci al
orders, etc. Noguchi relieved Snythe, and shortly before the hour Dr. Hendrix
appear ed.

"Good norning, sir."

"Good norning, Doctor."

"Morning." Hendrix accepted coffee, turned to Max. "Have you relieved
the officer of the watch?"

"Uh, why no, sir."

"Then do so. It lacks less than a minute of eight.”

Max turned to Kelly and shakily saluted. "I relieve you, sir."

"Very well, sir." Kelly went bel ow at once. Dr. Hendrix sat down, took
out a book and started to read. Max realized with a chilly feeling that he had
been pushed in, to swimor not. He took a deep breath and went over to
Noguchi . "Noggy, let's get the plates ready for the mddle o' watch sights.”

Noguchi gl anced at the chrononmeter. "As you say, sir."

"Well . . . | guess it is early. Let's take a few dopplers.™

"Aye aye, sir." Noguchi clinmbed out of the saddl e where he had been
| oaf i ng.

Max said in a |l ow voice, "Look, Noggy, you don't have to say 'sir

to
ne."

Noguchi answered just as quietly. "Kelly wouldn't like it if | didn't.
Better let it ride.”

"Ch." Max frowned. "Noggy? How does the rest of the Wrry gang fee
about it?"

Noguchi did not pretend not to understand. He answered, "Shucks, they're
all rooting for you, if you can swing it."

"You're sure?"

"Certain. Just as long as you don't try to make a big hairy thing out of
yourself like--well, like some | could nmention." The computerman added, "Maybe
Kovak isn't exactly cheering. He's been having a watch of his own, you
know-for the first tine."

"He's sore?"

"Not exactly. He couldn't expect to keep it |ong anyhow, not with a
transition comng up. He won't go out of his way to give you trouble, he'll be
fair."

Max made a nental note to see what he could do to swing Kovak over to
his side. The two nanned the doppl erscope, took readings on stars forward of
vector, checked what they found by spectrostellograph, and conpared both wth
standard plates fromthe chart safe. At first Max had to remenber that he was
in charge; then he got so interested in fussy details of measurenents that he
was no | onger self-conscious. At |ast Noguchi touched his sleeve. "Pushing ten
o' clock, sir. |I'd better get set up."

"Huh? Sure, go ahead." He rem nded hinself not to hel p Noggy; the
chartsman has his prerogatives, too. But he checked the set up just as Hendrix
always did, as Sinmes rarely did, and as Kelly sonetimes did, depending on who
had nade it.



After they had gotten the new data Max programmed the probl em on paper
(there being plenty of tinme), then called it off to Noguchi at the conputer
He t hunbed the book hinself, there being no "nunmbers boy" avail able. The
figures were as clear in his recollection as ever, but he obeyed Hendrix's
i njunction not to depend on menory.

The result worried him They were not "in the groove." Not that the
_Asgard_ was far out, but the discrepancy was neasurabl e. He checked what he
had done, then had Noguchi run the problem again, using a different
programm ng nmethod. The result came out the sane.

Si ghi ng, he conmputed the correction and started to take it to Hendrix
for approval. But the Astrogator still paid no attention; he sat at the
consol e, reading a novel fromthe ship's library.

Max made up his mnd. He went to the console and said, "Excuse nme, sir.
| need to get there for a nmoment." Hendrix got up w thout answering and found
anot her seat. Max sat down and called the power room "Control officer
speaking. | intend to increase boost at eleven o' clock. Stand by for tine
check. "

Hendri x nust have heard him he thought, but the Astrogator gave no
sign. Max fed in the correction, set the control chrononmeter to execute his
wi shes at el even pl us-or-ninus not hing.

Shortly before noon Sinmes showed up. Max had already witten his own
| og, based on Noguchi's log, and had signed it "M Jones." He had hesitated,
then added "C. O o/W" Sinmes went to Dr. Hendrix, saluted, and said, "Ready
to relieve you, sir."

Hendri x spoke his first word since eight o' clock. "He's got it."

Si mes | ooked non-plussed, then went to Max. "Ready to relieve you." Max
recited off the situation data while Sinmes read the | og and the order book
Sinmes interrupted himwhile he was still listing mnor ship's data. "Ckay, |
relieve you. Get out of ny control room Mster." Max got out. Dr. Hendrix had
al ready gone down.

Noguchi had loitered at the foot of the |adder. He caught Max's eye,
made a circle with thunmb and finger and nodded. Max grinned at him started to
ask a question; he wanted to know if that discrepancy was a booby trap
intentionally left in by Kelly. Then he decided that it would not be fitting;
he'd ask Kelly hinself, or figure it fromthe records. "Thanks, Noggy."

That watch turned out to be typical only in the one respect that Dr.
Hendri x continued to require Max to be officer of the watch hinself. He did
not again keep quiet but rode Max steadily, drilling himhour after hour
requiring himto take sights and set up problens continuously, as if the
_Asgard_ were actually close to transition. He did not permt Max to program
on paper but forced himto pretend that tine was too short and that data mnust
i mediately go into the conputer, be acted on at once. Max sweated, wth
renote controls in each fist and with Hendrix hinself acting as "nunbers boy."
The Astrogator kept pushing himfor speed, speed, and nore speed--never at the
sacrifice of accuracy, for any error was unforgivable. But the goal was al ways
greater speed.

Once Max objected. "Sir, if you would let ne put it right into the
machine, | could cut it down a lot."

Hendri x snapped, "Wen you have your own control room you can do that,
if you think it wise. Nowyou'll do it _ny_ way."

Cccasionally Kelly woul d take over as his supervisor. The Chief
Conput erman was formal, using such phrases as, "May | suggest, sir--" or "I
think 1'd do it this way, sir." But once he broke out with, "Confound it, Max!
Don't ever pull a dumb stunt like that!"

Then he started to anend his remarks. Max grinned. "Please, Chief. For a
nmonent you nmade ne feel at home. Thanks."

Kel ly | ooked sheepish. "I"'mtired, | guess. | could do with a snmoke and
some java."

While they were resting Max noted that Lundy was out of earshot and
said, "Chief? You know nore than I'll ever learn. Wiy didn't _you_ buck for



astrogator? Didn't you ever get a chance?"

Kel |y suddenly | ooked bleak. "I once did," he said stiffly. "Now | know
my limtations.” Max shut up, much enbarrassed. Thereafter Kelly reverted to
cal ling hi m Max whenever they were al one.

Max did not see Samfor nore than a week after he noved up to Baker
deck. Even then the encounter was chance; he ran across hi moutside the
Purser's office. "Sam"

"Good nmorning, sir!" Samdrew up in a snmart salute with a broad grin on
hi s face.

"Huh? ' Good norning, sir' ny foot! How s it going, SanP"

"Aren't you going to return ny salute? In ny official capacity | can
report you, you know. The Captain is very, very fussy about ship's etiquette."

Max made a rude noise. "You can hold that salute until you freeze, you
cl own.”

Samrel axed. "Kid, |'ve been neaning to get up and congratul ate you- - but
every time | find you're on watch. You nust live in the Wrry Hole."

"Pretty near. Look, I'lIl be off this evening until mdnight. Wat do you
say | stop down to see you?"

Sam shook his head. "I'll be busy."

"Busy how? You expecting a jail break? Or a riot, naybe?"

Sam answer ed soberly, "Kid, don't get me wong-- but you stick to your
end of the ship and I'lIl stick to mine. No, no, keep quiet and listen. I'm as
proud as if | had invented you. But you can't fraternize in crew s quarters,
not even with the Chief Master-at-Arnms. Not yet."

"Wio' Il know? Who's to care?"

"You know bl amed well that G ordano would love to tell Kuiper that you
didn't know how to behave Iike an officer--and A d Lady Kuiper would pass it
along to the Purser. Take ny advice. Have | ever thrown you a curve?"

Max dropped the matter, though he badly wanted a chin with Sam He
needed to tell himthat his faked record had been breached and to consult with
himas to probabl e consequences.

O course, he considered as he returned to his stateroom there wasn't a
thing to keep himfromcarrying out his orginal intention of jumping ship with
Sam at Nova Terra--except that it was now no | onger possible to imagine it. He
was an officer.

They were approaching the mddle transition; the control roomwent on
wat ch-and-watch. But still Dr. Hendrix did not take the watch; Sinmes and Jones
alternated. The Astrogator stood every watch with Max but required himto do
the work and carry the responsibility hinself. Max sweated it out and | earned
that practice problens and study of theory were nothing like having it matter
when he had no way and no time to check. You had to be _right_, every tinme--
and there was al ways doubt.

When, during the |ast twenty-four hours, the Wrry gang went on
conti nuous wat ch, Max thought that Dr. Hendrix would push him aside. But he
did not. Simes was pushed aside, yes, but Max took the worry seat, with
Hendri x bendi ng over himand watching everything he did, but not interfering.
"Great heavens!" Max thought. "Surely he isn't going to let me make this
transition? I'mnot ready for it, not yet. I'll never keep up."

But data was coming too fast for further worry; he had to keep
processing it, see the answers, and make decisions. It was not until twenty
m nutes before transition that Hendrix pushed himaside wi thout a word and
took over. Max was still recovering when they burst through into a new sky.

The | ast approach-and-transition before Hal cyon was nuch |ike the
second. There were a couple of weeks of easy watches, headed by Sines, Jones,



and Kovak, with both Kelly and Hendrix getting a little rest. Max liked it,
both on and off watch. On watch he continued to practice, trying to achieve

t he i nhuman speed of Dr. Hendrix. Of watch he slept and enjoyed hinself. The
Bi frost Lounge no longer terrified him He now played three-dee with Ellie
there, with Chipsie on his shoul der, giving advice. Ellie had | ong since waved
her eyes at Captain Blaine and convinced himthat a pet so well behaved, so
wel I house-broken, and in particular so well mannered (she had trained the

spi der puppy to say, "Good norning, Captain," whenever it saw Blaine)--in al
respects so civilized should not be forced to live in a cage.

Max had even learned to swap feeble repartee with Ms. Daigler, thinking
up remarks and waiting for a chance. Ellie was threatening to teach himto
dance, although he managed to stall her until resunption of watch-and-watch
before transition made it inpossible.

Agai n he found hinself shoved into the worry seat for the |last part of
the approach. This tinme Dr. Hendrix did not displace himuntil less than ten
m nut es before burst through

On the easy drop down to Halcyon Ellie's determ nati on won out. Max
| earned to dance. He found that he liked it. He had good rhythm did not
forget her instructions, and Ellie was a fragrant, pleasant arnful. "I've done
all 1 can,"” she announced at last. "You' re the best dancer with tw |left feet
I've ever met." She required himto dance with Rebecca Weberbauer and with
Ms. Daigler. Ms. Daigler wasn't so bad after all, as long as she kept her
nmout h shut --and Rebecca was cute. He began to | ook forward to the fleshpots of
Hal cyon, that being Ellie's stated reason for instructing him he was to be
conscripted as her escort.

Only one thing marred the final leg; Samwas in trouble. Max did not
find out about it until after the trouble broke. He got up early to go on
wat ch and found Sam cl eani ng decks in the silent passages of passenger
quarters. He was in dungarees and wearing no shield. "Sam"

Sam | ooked up. "Oh. H, kid. Keep your voice down, you'll wake people."

"But Sam what in Ned are you doi ng?"

"Me? | seemto be manicuring this deck."

"But why?"

Sam | eaned on his broom "Well, kid, it's like this. The Captain and
had a di fference of opinion. He won."

"You' ve been busted?"

"Your intuition is dazzling."

"What happened?"

"Max, the less you know about it the better. Don't fret. _Sic transit

gloria nmundi _--Tuesday is usually worse."

"But-- See here, |'ve got to grab chow and go on watch. 1'll ook you up
later."

“"Don't."

Max got the story from Noguchi. Sam it appeared, had set up a casino in
an enpty storeroom He m ght have gotten away with it indefinitely had it
remai ned a cards-and-dice set up, with a rake off for the house-- the "house"
being the Chief Master-at-Arnms. But Sam had added a roul ette wheel and that
had been his downfall; G ordano had come to suspect that the wheel had | ess of
the el ement of chance than was customary in better-run ganbling halls--and had
voi ced his suspicion to Chief Cerk Kuiper. Fromthere events took an
i nevitabl e course.

"When did he put in this wheel ?"

"Right after we raised from Garson's Planet." Max thought unconfortably
of the "tea cozies" he had hel ped Sam bri ng aboard there. Noguchi went on
"Uh, didn't you know, sir? | thought you and himwere pretty cl ose before--you
know, before you noved up decks."

Max avoi ded an answer and dug into the log. He found it under the
previ ous day, added by Bennett to Simes' |log. Samwas restricted to the ship



for the rest of the trip, final disciplinary action postponed until return to
Terra.

That | ast seermed to nean that Captain Blaine intended to give Sam a
chance to show good behavi or before making his recomrendation to the
gui l ds--the Captain was a sweet old guy, he certainly was. But "restricted"?
Then Sam woul d never get his chance to run away from whatever it was he was
runni ng away from He |ocated Sam as soon as he was of f watch, digging himout
of his bunkroom and taking himout into the corridor

Sam | ooked at himsourly. "I thought | told you not to | ook me up?"
"Never mind! Sam |'mworried about you. This 'restricted angle
it means you won't have a chance to--"
" _Shut up! " It was a whisper but Max shut up. "Now | ook here," Sam went
on, "Forget it. | got ny stake and that's the inportant point."
"But . . ."

"Do you think they can seal this ship tight enough to keep nme in when
decide to | eave? Now stay away fromne. You' re teacher's pet and | want to
keep it that way. | don't want you | ectured about bad conpani ons, neaning ne."

"But I want to help, Sam | "

"WIl you kindly get up above 'C deck where you bel ong?"

He did not see Sam again that |eg; presently he stopped worryi ng about
it. Hendrix required himto compute the planetary approach--child's play
conpared with a transition--then placed Max at the conn when they grounded.
This was a titulary responsibility since it was preconputed and done on
radar-automatic. Max sat with the controls under his hands, ready to override
t he autopil ot--and Hendrix stood behind him ready to override him-but there
was no need; the _Asgard_ came down by the plotted curve as easy as descendi ng
stairs. The thrust beans bit in and Max reported, "Gounded, sir, on
schedul e. "

"Secure."

Max spoke into the ship's announcers. "Secure power room Secure al
space details. Dirtside routine, second section."”

O the four days they were there he spent the first three nominally
supervising, and actually learning from Kovak in the routine ninety-day
i nspection and overhaul of control roominstruments. Ellie was vexed with him
as she had had different plans. But on the last day he hit dirt with her,
chaperoned by M. and Ms. Mendoza.

It was a wonderful holiday. Conpared with Terra, Halcyon is a bl eak
pl ace and Bonaparte is not much of a city. Neverthel ess Hal cyon is an
earth-type planet with breathable air, and the party fromthe _Asgard_ had not
set foot outdoors since Earthport, nmonths of time and unthinkable Iight-years
behi nd. The season was postaphelion, m dsumer, Nu Pegasi burned warm and
bright in blue sky. M. Mendoza hired a carriage and they drove out into
green, rolling countryside behind four snuffling little Hal cyon ponies. There
they visited a native pueblo, a great beehive structure of rmud, conoid on
conoi d, and bought souvenirs--two of which turned out to have "Made in Japan”
st anped i nconspi cuously on them

Their driver, Herr Eisenberg, interpreted for them The native who sold
t he souvenirs kept swiveling his eyes, one after another, at Ms. Mendoza. He
twittered sone remarks to the driver, who guffawed. "Wat does he say?" she
asked.

"He was conplinmenting you."

"So? But how?"

"Well . . . he says you are for a slowfire and no need for seasoning
you' d cook up nicely. And he'd do it, too," the colonist added, "if you stayed
here after dark."

Ms. Mendoza gave a little scream "You didn't tell us they were
_canni bals_. Josie, take ne back!"

Herr Ei senberg | ooked horrified. "Cannibals? Ch, no, |ady! They don't
eat each other, they just eat us-- when they can get us, that is. But there
hasn't been an incident in twenty years."



"But that's worse!"

"No, it isn't, lady. Look at it fromtheir viewoint. They're civilized.
This old fell ow woul d never break one of their laws. But to themwe are just
so much prime beef, unfortunately hard to catch.”

"Take us back at once! Wy, there are hundreds of them and only five of
us."

"Thousands, |ady. But you are safe as long as Gneeri is shining." He
gestured at Nu Pegasi. "It's bad juju to kill meat during daylight. The spirit
stays around to haunt."

Despite his reassurances the party started back. Max noticed that
El dreth had been unfrightened. He hinself had wondered what had kept the
natives fromtying themup until dark

They dined at the Josephi ne, Bonaparte's best (and only) hotel. But
there was a real three-piece orchestra, a dance floor, and food that was at
| east a wel cone change fromthe nenus of the Bifrost Lounge. Many ship's
passengers and several officers were there; it made a jolly party. Ellie nmade
Max dance between each course. He even got up his nerve to ask Ms. Daigler
for a dance, once she canme over and suggested it.

During the interm ssion Eldreth steered himout on the adjacent bal cony.
There she | ooked up at him "You | eave that Daigler hussy al one, hear ne?"

"Huh? | didn't do anything."

She suddenly smiled warmy. "OF course not, you big sweet ninny. But
Ellie has to take care of you." She turned and | eaned on the rail. Halcyon's
early night had fallen, her three nobons were chasing each other. The sky
bl azed with nore stars than can be seen in Terra's | onely nei ghborhood. Max
poi nted out the strange constellations and showed her the departure direction
they woul d take tonmorrow to reach transition for Nova Terra. He had | earned
four new skies so far, knew them as well as he knew the one that hung over the
Ozarks--and he would I earn many nore. He was al ready studying, fromthe
charts, other skies they would be in this trip.

"Ch, Max, isn't it _lovely! "

"Sure is. Say, there's a meteor. They're scarce here, mghty scarce."

"Make a wish! Make a wi sh quick!"

"Ckay." He wi shed that he would get off easy when it cane to the
showdown. Then he decided that wasn't right; he ought to wish old Sam out of
his jam-not that he believed in it, either way.

She turned and faced him "Wat did you wi sh?"

"Huh?" He was suddenly sel f-conscious. "Ch, nustn't tell, that spoils

"Al'l right. But 1'll bet you get your w sh," she added softly.

He thought for a nmonent that he could have kissed her, right then, if he
had played his cards right. But the noment passed and they went inside. The
feeling stayed with himon the ride back, made himelated. It was a good old
world, even if there were some tough spots. Here he was, practically a junior
astrogator on his first trip--and it hadn't been nore than weeks since he was
borrowing McAllister's nules to work the crop and going barefooted a lot to
save shoes.

And yet here he was in uniform riding beside the best-dressed girl in
four planets.

He fingered the insignia on his chest. Marrying Ellie wasn't such an
i mpossi bl e i dea now that he was an officer--if he ever decided to marry. Maybe
her old man woul dn't consider an officer--and an astrogator at
that--conmpletely ineligible. Ellie wasn't bad; she had spunk and she played a
fair game of three-dee-- nost girls wouldn't even be able to learn the rules.

He was still in a warm gl ow when they reached the ship and were hoi sted
in.

Kelly met himat the lock. "M. Jones--the Captain wants to see you."

"Huh? Ch. G night, Ellie--1"lIl have to run." He hurried after Kelly.
"What's up?"

"Dr. Hendrix is dead."
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TRANSI TI ON

Max questioned Kelly as they hurried up to the Captain's cabin.

"I don't know. | just don't know, Max." Kelly seemed close to tears. "I
saw hi m before dinner--he cane into the Hole to check what you and Kovak have
been doing. He seened all right. But the Purser found himdead in his bunk
the mddle of the evening." He added worriedly, "I don't know what is going to
happen now. "

"What do you nean?"

"well . . . if | was captain, |I'd lay over and send for a relief. But I
don't know. "

For the first tine Max realized that this change woul d make M. Sines
the astrogator. "How long would it take to get a relief?"

"Figure it out. The _Dragon_ is about three nonths behind us; she'd pick
up our mail. A year about."” In the contradictions of interstellar travel the
shi ps thenselves were the fastest method of conmmuni cation; a radi o nmessage
(had such a silly thing been attenpted) would have taken nore than two
centuries to reach Earth, a like time for a reply.

Max found the Captain's cabin open and crowded with officers, al
standi ng around, saying nothing, and | ooking solemm; he slipped inside w thout
announci ng hinmself and tried to be inconspicuous. Kelly did not go in. Captain
Bl ai ne sat at his desk with head bent. Several stragglers, nenbers of the gay
party at the Josephine, arrived after Max; First Oficer Walther checked them
off with his eyes, then said quietly to Blaine, "Ship's officers all present,
sir."

Captain Blaine raised his head and Max was shocked to see how ol d he
| ooked. "Gentlenen,"” he said in a |l ow voice, "you know the sad news. Dr.
Hendri x was found dead in his roomthis evening. Heart attack. The Surgeon
tells ne that he passed on about two hours before he was found--and that his
death was probably al nobst painless.”

H s voice broke, then he continued. "Brother Hendrix will be placed in
his last orbit two hours after we raise ship tonorrow. That is how he woul d
have wi shed it, the Gal axy was his hone. He gave unstintingly of hinself that
men should ride safely anong the stars.”

He paused so long that Max thought that the old man had forgotten that
others were present. But when he resunmed his voice was al nost brisk. "That is
all, gentlenmen. Astrogators will please remain."

Max was not sure that he counted as an astrogator but the use of the
plural decided him First Oficer Walther started to | eave; Blaine called him

back. Wen the four were alone, the Captain said, "M. Sinmes, you wll take
over head-of -departnment duties at once. M., uh . . ."; his eyes rested on
Max.

"Jones, sir."

"M. Jones will assune your routine duties, of course. This tragedy
| eaves you short-handed; for the rest of this trip | will stand a regul ar

wat ch. "
Si mes spoke up. "That isn't necessary, Captain. We'll make out."



"Perhaps. But those are ny wi shes."

"Aye aye, sir."
"Prepare to lift on schedule. Any questions?"
"No, sir."

"Goodni ght, gentlenen. Dutch, stay a nonent, please?"
Qut side the door Sines started to turn away; Max stopped him "M.
Si mes?"

"Huh? Yes?"
"Any instructions for me, sir?"
Si mes | ooked himover. "You stand your watch, Mster. |I'Il handle

everything el se.”

The next norning Max found a crepe arnband on his desk and a notice from
the First Oficer that nmourning would continue for one week. The _Asgard_
rai sed on schedule, with the Captain sitting quietly in his chair, with Sinmes
at the control console. Max stood near the Captain, with nothing to do. Aside
fromthe absence of Hendrix all was routine--except that Kelly was quite
bad-tenmpered. Sines, Max adnmitted, handl ed the maneuver smartly--but it was
preconput ed, anyone coul d have done it; shucks, Ellie could have been sitting
there. O Chipsie.

Max had the first watch. Sines left himafter enjoining himnot to
deviate from schedul e wi t hout phoning himfirst. An hour |ater Kovak relieved
Max tenporarily and Max hurried to the passenger |ock. There were five
honorary pall bearers, the Captain, M. Walther, Sines, Max, and Kelly. Behind
them crowdi ng the passageways, were officers and nost of the crew. Max saw no
passengers.

The i nner door of the |ock was opened; two steward' s mates carried the
body in and placed it against the outer door. Max was relieved to see that it
had been wapped in a shroud covering it conpletely. They closed the inner
door and wi thdrew.

The Captain stood facing the door, with Sinmes and the First Oficer
standi ng guard on one side of the door and, on the other side facing them Max
and Kelly. The Captain flung one word over his shoul der: "Pressure!"

Behi nd stood Bennett wearing a portable phone; he relayed the word to
t he power room The pressure gauge over the | ock door showed one atnosphere;
now it started to crawl upward. The Captain took a little book from his pocket
and began to read the service for the dead. Feeling that he could not stand to
listen Max watched the pressure gauge. Steadily it clinbed. Max reflected that
the ship had al ready passed escape speed for the Nu Pegasi system before he
had been relieved; the body would take an open orbit.

The gauge reached ten at nospheres; Captain Blaine closed his book. "Warn
t he passengers,” he said to Bennett.

Shortly the | oudspeakers sounded: "All hands! Al passengers! The ship
will be in free fall for thirty seconds. Anchor yourselves and do not change
position." Max reached behind him found one of the many hand hol ds al ways
present around an airlock and pulled down so that his grip would keep his feet
in contact with the deck. A warning siren how ed--then suddenly he was
wei ghtl ess as the ship's boost and the artificial anomal ous gravity field were
both cut out.

He heard the Captain say loudly and firmy, "'Ashes to ashes, dust to
dust.' Let the body be cast forth."

The pressure gauge dropped suddenly to zero and Dr. Hendrix was |aunched
into space, there to roamthe stars for all eternity.

Max felt weight again as the power room brought them back to
shi p-normal . The pressure gauge showed gradual |y buil di ng pressure. People
turned away and left, their voices murnuring low. Max went up and relieved the
wat ch.

The following norning Simes noved into Dr. Hendrix's cabin. There was
trouble with First O ficer Walther about it--Max heard only third-hand



reports-- but the Captain upheld Sines; he stayed in the Astrogator's
quarters. The Worry Hole settled into routine not nuch different fromwhat had
gone before, except that Sinmes' personality spread through everything. There
had never been a posted watch list before; Kelly had al ways assigned the
crewnen and the Doctor had sinmply inforned the top-watch standers orally of
his wi shes. Now a typed |ist appeared:

FI RST WATCH Randol ph Si nes, Astrogat or
SECOND WATCH Capt ai n Bl ai ne

(M Jones, acting apprentice, under instruction)
THI RD WATCH Kel Iy, Ch. Cmptrm.

(_signed_) Randol ph Sines, Astrogator

Bel ow was a four-watch list for crewren, also signed by Sines.

Max | ooked at it and shrugged it off. It was obvious that Sines had it
in for him though he could not figure out why. It was equally obvious that
Simes did not intend to let himdo any astrogation and that Max's chances of
bei ng accepted in time as a fullfledged brother had now, with the death of Dr.
Hendri x, sunk to zero. Unless, of course, Captain Bl aine overrode Sines and
forced a favorable report, which was extremely unlikely. Max again began to
thi nk of going along with Sam at Nova Terra.

Wll, in the nmeantime he'd stand his watches and try to stay out of
trouble. That was that.

There was only one transition to be nade between Hal cyon and Nova Terra,
a leap of ninety-seven |ight-years three weeks out from Hal cyon at a boost of
seventeen gravities--the boost always depended on the distance fromthe star
to the gateway, since the purpose was to arrive there just under the speed of
light. The Worry Hol e stayed on a watch in three for the officers and one in
four for crewren for the first two weeks. Captain Blaine showed up each watch
but seened quite willing for Max to carry out the light duties of that portion
of the leg. He gave little instruction--when he did, he was likely to wander
of f into anecdotes, anusing but not useful

Max tried to continue his own drill, carrying out the routine niddle o
wat ch conputation as if it were the frantic matter it woul d have been near
transition. Captain Blaine watched him then said nmildly, "Don't get yourself
into a state, son. Always program on paper when possi bl e--al ways. And take
time to check. Hurrying causes mi stakes." Max said nothing, thinking of Dr.
Hendrix, but carried out the orders.

At the end of his first watch under the Captain Max signed the |og as
usual . When Sinmes canme on watch four hours later, Max was dug out of bed and
required to report to the control room Sines pointed to the |log. "Wat's the
i dea, M ster?"

"OfF what, sir?"

"Signing the log. You weren't officer of the watch."

"Well, sir, the Captain seemed to expect it. |I've signed a |lot of |ogs
and he's always approved themin the past."
"Hm - |1'll speak to the Captain. Go bel ow. "

At the end of his next watch, having received no instructions, Max
prepared the log and took it to the Captain. "Sir? Do you want to sign this?
O shall 1?"

"Eh?" Blaine | ooked at it. "Ch, | suppose | had better. Always let a
head of department do things his own way if possible. Renenber that when you
are a skipper, son." He signed it.

That settled it until the Captain started a habit of not being there,
first for short periods, then for |longer. The time came when he was absent at
the end of the watch; Max phoned M. Simes. "Sir, the Captain isn't here. Wat
do you want nme to do?"

"So what? It's his privilege to | eave the control room"

"But Kelly is ready to relieve and the log isn't signed. Shall | sign
it? O shall | phone hin®"



"Phone hi n? Junping jeepers, no! Are you crazy?"

"What are your orders, sir?"

Simes was silent, then answered, "Print his nanme, then sign under it 'By
direction' --and after this use your head."

They changed to wat ch-and-watch for the |ast week. Max continued under
the Captain; Kelly assisted Sines. Once the shift was nade Bl ai ne becane
nmeti cul ous about being present in the control room and, when Max started to
make the first conputation, gently pushed himaside. "I had better take over,
lad. W're getting cl oser now "

So Max assisted him-and becane horrifyingly aware that the Captain was
not the man he nust once have been. Hi s know edge of theory was sound and he
knew all the short cuts--but his mnd tended to wander. Twice in one
conput ati on Max had to remi nd himdiplomatically of details. Yet the Ad Mn
seenmed unaware of it, was quite cheerful

It went on that way. Max began to pray that the Captain would let the
new Astrogator make the transition hinself--nmch as he despised Sinmes. He
wanted to discuss his nmisgivings with Kelly--there was no one el se with whom
it woul d have been possible--but Kelly was on the opposite watch with Sines.
There was nothing to do but worry.

When the |l ast day arrived he discovered that Captain Bl ai ne neither
i ntended to take the ship through hinself nor to let Simes do it; he had a
system of his own. When they were all in the Worry Hole the Captain said, "I
want to show you all a winkle that takes the strain out of astrogating. Wth
no reflections on our dear brother, Dr. Hendrix, while he was a great
astrogator, none better--neverthel ess he worked too hard. Now here is a nethod
taught me by ny own master. Kelly, if you will have the renmpote controls |ed
out, please.”

He had them seat thenselves in a half circle, hinmself, Sinmes, and Max,
around the saddle of the conmputer, with Kelly in the saddle. Each of them was
armed with programming forns and Captain Blaine held the renmpte-contro
switches in his lap. "Now the idea is for us each to work a sight in
succession, first me, then M. Sines, then M. Jones. That way we keep the
data flowi ng without strain. Al right, lads, start pitching. Transition
stations everyone."

They made a dry run, then the Captain stood up. "Call ne, M. Sines, two
hours before transition. | believe you and M. Jones will find that this
nmet hod gi ves you enough rest in the nmeantine."

"Yes, sir. But Captain--may | make a suggestion?"

"Eh? Certainly, sir."

"This is a fine system but | suggest that Kelly be put in the
astrogating group instead of Jones. Jones is not experienced. W can put Kovak
in the saddl e and Lundy on the book."

Bl ai ne shook his head. "No. Accuracy is everything, sir, so we nust have
our best operator at the conputer. As for M. Jones, this is how he nust get
experience--if he gets rattled, you and I can always fill in for him" He
started to | eave, then added, "But Kovak can alternate with Kelly until |
return. Mustn't have anyone getting tired, that way m stakes are made."

"Aye aye, sir."

Simes said nothing nore to Max. They started working sights,
alternately, using witten programming on printed forns. The sights were
comng in on a twenty-m nute schedul e, giving each of themforty mnutes for a
problemif he cared to take it. Max began to think that the Captain's nethod
did have its points. Certainly Dr. Hendrix had worked hinmself to death-- ships
did not wear out but nen did.

He had plenty of tine to work not only his own probl ens, but those of
Simes. The data canme out orally and there was nothing to keep Max from
programm ng Simes' sights in his head and checking on what went into the
conputer. So far as he could see Simes was doing all right--though of course
there was no real strain involved, not yet.

They ate sandw ches and drank coffee where they sat, leaving their seats



only for five minutes or so at a time. Captain Bl aine showed up twenty m nutes
early. He smiled and said cheerily, "Everyone happy and rel axed? Now we really
get down to it. | have just tinme for a cup of coffee.”

A few minutes later he sat down and took over the control switches from
Simes. The sights were comng through on a ten-m nute schedul e now, stil
anple time. Max continued to work themall, his own on paper and the others in
his head. He was always through in tine to catch the data for the next sight,
programit mentally and check translations as Lundy thunbed the book. It gave
hima running picture of how closely they were in the groove, how nuch hunting
they were having to do in approaching their invisible target. It seened to him
that Simes tended to over-correct and that the Captain was sonewhat
optim stically under-correcting, but neither was so far out as to endanger the
shi p.

Maybe he was wong about the Captain--the Ad Man seened to steady down
when it mattered. His own corrections, he was glad to see, the Captain applied
wi t hout questi on.

After nore than an hour with transition forty-five. mnutes away Captain
Bl ai ne | ooked up and said, "All right, boys, we're getting close. Slamthemto
us as fast as you can now. "

Snyt he and Kovak, w th Noguchi and Bennett running for them slipped
into high gear; data poured out in a steady stream Max continued to work
every sight, programmng his own in his head and calling off figures faster
than he wote them down. He noticed that Sines was sweating, sometines erasing
and starting over. But the figures Sinmes called out agreed with what Max
t hought they should be, fromhis own nental progranmm ng. Captain Bl aine seened
rel axed, though he had not speeded up materially and sometines was still using
t he conputer when Max was ready to pour his sight into it

At one point Sinmes spoke too rapidly, slurring his figures, Lundy
promptly said, "Repeat, sir!"

"Confound it! Cean out your ears!" But Sines repeated. The Captain
gl anced up, then bent back to his own problem As soon as the computer was
free Captain Blaine called his own figures to Lundy. Max had al ready set up
the Captain's sight in his mnd, was subconsciously |istening while watching
Si mes.

An alarmbell rang in his mnd. "Captain! | don't check you!"

Capt ai n Bl ai ne stopped. "Eh?"

"That programis wong, sir."

The Captain did not seemangry. He sinply handed his programm ng board
to Sinmes. "Check nme, sir."

Simes gl anced quickly at the figures. "I check you, sir!"
Bl ai ne said, "Drop out, Jones. M. Simes and | will finish."
"But--"

"Drop out, Mster!"

Max got out of the circle, seething inside. Sines' check of the
Captain's set up hadn't meant anything, unless Simes had |listened to and
renenbered (as Max had) the data as it canme in. The Captain had transposed an
eight and a three in the fifth and sixth decimal places--the set up would I ook
okay unl ess one knew the correct figures. If Sines had even bothered to check
it, he added bitterly.

But Max could not keep fromnoting and processing the data in his mnd
Si mes' next sight should catch the Captain's error; his correction should
repair it. It would be a big correction, Max knew, traveling just under the
speed of light the ship clipped a mllion mles in |less than six seconds.

Max could see Sines hesitate as the lights fromhis next sight popped up
on the conputer and Lundy transl ated t hem back. Wy, the man | ooked
frightened! The correction called for would push the ship extrenely close to
critical speed--Sinmes paused, then ordered |less than half the anobunt that Max
bel i eved was needed.

Bl ai ne applied it and went on with his next problem When the answer
cane out the error, nultiplied by tine and unthinkable velocity, was nore



glaring than ever. The Captain threw Sines a glance of astoni shnent, then
promptly made a correction. Max could not tell what it was, since it was done
wi t hout words by nmeans of the switch in his lap

Sinmes licked the dryness fromhis |lips. "Captain?"

"Time for just one nore sight," Blaine answered. "I1'll take it nyself,
M. Sines."

The data were passed to him he started to lay his problemout on the
form Max saw himerase, then | ook up; Max followed his gaze. The pre-set on
t he chronomet er above the conputer showed the seconds trickling away. "Stand
by!" Bl ai ne announced.

Max | ooked up. The stars were doing the crawling together that marked
the I ast nonents before transition. Captain Blaine must have pressed the
second switch, the one that would kick them over, while Max was wat chi ng, for
the stars suddenly blinked out and were repl aced instantaneously by anot her
starry firmanent, normal in appearance.

The Captain | ounged back, |ooked up. "Well," he said happily, "I see we
made it again." He got up and headed for the hatch, saying over his shoul der
"Call me when you have laid us in the groove, M. Sines." He di sappeared down
t he hatch.

Max | ooked up again, trying to recall fromthe charts he had studied
just what piece of this new sky they were facing. Kelly was |ooking up, too.
"Yes, we cane through," Max heard himnmutter. "But _where?_ "

Simes al so had been | ooking at the sky. Now he swung around angrily.
"What do you nean?"

"What | said," Kelly insisted. "That's not any sky | ever saw before."

"Nonsense, man! You just haven't oriented yourself. Everybody knows t hat
a piece of sky can | ook strange when you first glance at it. Get out the flat
charts for this area; we'll find our |andmarks quickly enough.™

"They are out, sir. Noguchi."

It took only minutes to convince everyone else in the control roomthat
Kelly was right, only a little longer to convince even Sines. He finally
| ooked up fromthe charts with a face greenish white. "Not a word to anybody,"
he said. "That's an order--and I'Il bust any nan who slips. Kelly, take the
wat ch. "

"Aye aye, sir."

"I"ll be in the Captain's cabin.”" He went belowto tell Blaine that the
_Asgard_ had come out in unknown space--was |ost.
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ANYWHERE

Two hours later Max clinbed wearily up into the Wrry Hole. He had just
had a bad half hour, telling the truth as he saw it. Captain Bl ai ne had been
di sinclined to bl ane anyone but hinself, but had seemed stunned and
bewi | dered. Simes had been nasty. Hi s unstated | ogic seened to be that, since
it could not possibly be his fault and since it was unthinkable to blame the
Captain, it nust be Max's fault. Since Max had been relieved sone ninutes
before transition, his theory seemed to be that Max had caused it by making a
di sturbance as they were approaching the critical instant--joggled their



el bows, so to speak.

M. Walther had been present, a nute judge. They spoke of matters
out side his profession; he had seened to be studying their faces. Max had
stuck doggedly to his story.

He found Kelly still on watch. Kovak and Smythe were taking
spect rograms; Noguchi and Lundy were busy with papers. "Want to be relieved?”
he said to Kelly.

Kelly | ooked troubled. "I'msorry, but you can't.”

" Huh?"

"M. Sines phoned while you were on your way up. He says you are not to
stand duty until further notice."

"He did? Well, I'mnot surprised.”
"He al so said that you were to stay out of the control room"
Max made a violent statenent about Simes. He added, "Well, it was nice

while it lasted. Be seeing you."

He turned away but Kelly stopped him "Don't be in a hurry, Max. He
won't be up for a while. I want to know what happened. Fromthe conputer |
can't tell what goes on."

Max told him drawing on his menory for the figures. Kelly nodded at
last. "That confirns what |'ve been able to dig out. The Captain flubbed wth
a transposition--easy to do. Then Sines didn't have the guts to make a big
correction when it came around to him But one nore thing you don't know.
Nei t her do they--yet."

"Huh? What ?"
"The power room recorder shows it. Guenther had the watch down there and
gave it to me over the phone. No, | didn't tell himanything was wong. | just

asked for the record; that's not unusual. By the way, any excitenment down
bel ow? Passengers blowi ng their tops?"

"Not when | cane up."

"Wn't be long. They can't keep this quiet forever. Back to ny
story--things were already sour but the Captain had one |ast chance. He
applied the correction and a whopping big one. But he applied it with the
wrong sign, just backwards."

Profanity was too weak. Al Max could say was, "Ch, ny!"

"Yeah. Well, there's the devil to pay and himout to |unch."

"Any idea where we are?"

Kelly pointed to Kovak and Smythe at the spectrostell ograph. "They're
fishing, but no bites. Bright stars first, B-types and Os. But there is
not hi ng that matches the catal ogues so far."

Noguchi and Lundy were using a hand canera. Max asked, "What are _they_
doi ng?"

"Phot ographing the records. Al of 'em-programm ng sheets, the rough
data fromthe chartsnmen, the conputer tape, everything."

"What good will that do?"

"Maybe none. But sonetines records get lost. Sonetimes they even get
changed. But not this time. I'mgoing to have a set of nmy own."

The unpl easant inplications of Kelly's conmrents were sinking into Max's
m nd when Noguchi | ooked up. "That's all, Boss."

"Good." Kelly turned to Max. "Do nme a favor. Stick those filns in your

pocket and take themw th you. | want themout of here. I'll pick themup
later."

"wWell . . . all right." Wile Noguchi was unl oadi ng the canera Max added
to Kelly, "How long do you think it will take to figure out where we are,

checki ng spectra?"

Kel ly | ooked nore troubled than ever. "Max, what nakes you think there
is anything to find?"

"I don't follow you."

"Why shoul d anyt hi ng out there
match up with any charts we've got here?"

"You mean," Max said slowy, "that we might not be in our own gal axy at

He made a sweepi ng gesture.



all? Maybe in another, |ike the Androneda Nebul a, say?"

"Maybe. But that's not all. Look, Max, I'mno theoretical physicist,
that's sure, but so far as | know all that theory says is that when you pass
t he speed of light you have to go out of your own space, somewhere el se.

You' ve becone irrelevant and it won't hold you. But _where_ you go, unless you
are set just right for a Horst congruency, that's another matter. The theory
doesn't say. Does it?"

Max's head started to ache. "Cee, | don't know. "

"Neither do I. But since we weren't set to duck back into our own space
at anot her point, we may be anywhere. And | nean _anywhere_. We may be in sone
ot her space-tinme totally unconnected with our own." He gl anced up at the
strange stars.

Max went bel ow feeling worse than ever. He passed Sinmes going up; the
Astrogator scow ed at himbut did not say anything. Wen Max reached his
stateroom he put the films in a drawer--then thought about it, renoved the
drawer and cached themin dead space behind the drawer.

Max stayed in his roomand worried. He fretted over being kept out of
the control room wanting very badly hinmself to check the sky for known stars.
B- and Otype stars--well, that was all right, but there were half a dozen
ot her ways. d obul ar star clusters, now- they'd be easy to identify; snag
four of them and you' d know where you were as clear as reading a street sign
Then it would be just a case of fining it down, because you'd know what to
| ook for and where. After which you'd high-tail it for the nearest charted
congruency, whether it took you a week or a year. The ship couldn't _really_
be | ost.

But suppose they weren't even in the right gal axy?

The t hought dismayed him If that were the case, they'd never get hone
before the end of tinme. It was chased out by another thought--suppose Kelly's
suspi ci on had been correct, that this was an entirely different universe,
anot her system of space and tinme? Wat then? He had read enough phil osophica
fancies to know that there was no theoretical reason for such to be
i mpossi bl e; the Designer might have created an infinity of universes, perhaps
all pretty rmuch alike--or perhaps as different as cheese and Wednesday.
MIlions, billions of them all side by side froma multidinensional point of
Vi ew.

Anot her universe mght have different |aws, a different speed of I|ight,
different gravitational ballistics, a different tine rate--why they m ght get
back to find that ten mllion years had passed and Earth burnt to a cinder

But the light over his desk burned steadily, his heart punped as al ways,
obeying fanmiliar |laws of hydraulics, his chair pressed up against him-if this
was a different sort of space the differences weren't obvious. And if it _was_
a different universe, there was nothing to be done about it.

A knock canme at the door, he let Kelly in and gave himthe chair,
hinself sitting on the bed. "Any news?"

"No. Golly I'mtired. CGot those pix?"

Max took out the drawer, fished around behind it, gave themto Kelly.
"Look, Chief, | got an idea."

"Spill it."

"Let's assunme that we're in the right gal axy, because--"

"Because if we ain't, there isn't any point in trying!"

"Well, yes. Al right, we're in the MIky Way. So we | ook around, nake
qui ck sanple star counts and estimte the di stance and direction of the
center. Then we try to identify spectra of stars in that direction, after
deci di ng what ones we ought to |ook for and figuring apparent magnitudes for
estimated di stance. That would . . ."

"--save a lot of tinme," Kelly finished wearily. "Don't teach your
grandpop how to suck eggs. Wiat the deuce do you think I've been doi ng?"

"Ch. Sorry."



"Don't be. It's nore than our revered boss thought of. While |I been
trying to work he's been bellyachin' around, finding fault, and trying to get
me to say that he was dead right in everything--worrying about hinself instead
of worrying about his ship. Pfui! By the way, he grabbed the records just I|ike

| thought he would--'to show the Captain.' _He says." Kelly stood up. "I'd
better go."

"Don't rush. 1'lIl ring for coffee."

"Runni ng out of my ears now." Kelly took the films fromhis pocket and
| ooked at themdutifully. "I had Noggy make two shots of everything; this is a

doubl e set. That's a good hidey-hole you've got. What say we stick one set in
there and let it cool? Never can tell."

"Kelly, you aren't really expecting trouble over those records? Seens to
me we've got trouble enough with the ship being lost."

"Huh? Max, you're going to make a good officer some day. But you're
i nnocent. Now |'m a suspenders _and_ belt man. | like to take as few chances
as possible. Doc Hendrix--rest his soul!--was the same way." Kelly waited
until Max had returned the spare set to the space back of the drawer, then
started to | eave. He paused.

"One thing | forgot to tell you, Max. We happened to cone out pretty
close to a star and a Gtype at that."

"Ch." Max considered it. "Not one we know?"

"Of course not, or I would have said so. Haven't sized it yet, but
figuring normal range in the Gs we could reach it in not |ess than four
weeks, not nore than a year, at high boost. Thought you'd like to know. "

"Well, yes. Thanks. But | can't see that it makes nuch difference."

"No? Doesn't it seemlike a good idea to have a Sol -type star, with
maybe Earth-type planets around it, not far off?"

"Wl .o

"It does to ne. The Adam and- Eve business is rugged at best--and we
mght be in for a long stay." Wth that he left.

No steward's nmate cane to tell Max it was time for dinner; when he
noticed that it was past tinme, he went to the | ounge. Mst of the passengers
were al ready seated, although sone were standing around talking. It was
i mpossible to miss the feeling of unrest in the room Max saw that the Captain
was not at his table, nor was M. Walther at his. As he headed for his own

table a M. Hornsby tried to grab his arm Mx shook himoff. "Sorry, sir. I'm
ina hurry."

"Wait a mnute! I want to ask you . "

"Sorry." He hurried on and sat down. Chief Engi neer Compaghon was not at

the tabl e, but the usual passengers were present. Max said, "Good evening,"
and reached for his soup spoon, just to keep busy.

There was no soup to be toyed with, nor were there rolls and butter on
the table, although it was ten minutes past the hour. Such things sinply did
not happen in Chief Steward Dunmont's jurisdiction. Cone to think about it,
Durmont was not in sight.

Ms. Daigler put a hand on his arm "Mux? Tell me, dear--what is this
silly runmor goi ng around?"

Max tried to maintain a poker face. "What runor, nma' anf"

"You must have heard it! After all, you're in astrogation. They say that
the Captain turned the wong corner or sonething and that we're falling into a
star."

Max tried to give a convincing chuckle. "Wo told you that? Woever it
was probably couldn't tell a star fromhis el bow "

"You woul dn't fool your Aunt Maggi e?"

"I can assure you positively that the _Asgard_is not falling into a
star. Not even a snall star." He turned in his chair. "But it does |ook |ike
something's fallen into the galley. Dinner is awfully late."

He remai ned turned, trying to avoid further questions. It did not work.



M. Arthur called out sharply, "M. Jones!"

He turned back. "Yes?"

"Why stall us? | have been informed authoritatively that the ship is
lost."

Max tried to | ook puzzlied. "I don't follow you. W seemto be init."

M. Arthur snorted. "You know what | mean! Something went wong with
t hat whatyounucal lit--transition. W're |lost."

Max put on a school -teacheri sh manner, ticking off points on his

fingers. "M. Arthur, | assure you that the ship is in absolutely no danger
As for being lost, | assure you just as firmy that if we are, the Captain
neglected to tell ne so. | was in the control roomat transition and he seened

quite satisfied with it. Wuld you mind telling me who has been spreading this
story? It's a serious thing, starting such runors. People have been known to

panic."

"Well . . . it was one of the crew. | don't know his nane."

Max nodded. "I thought so. Now in ny experience in space . . ." He went
on, quoting fromhis uncle. ". . . | have learned that the only thing faster

than light is the speed with which a story can spread through a ship. It
doesn't have to have any foundation, it spreads just the same." He | ooked
around again. "I wonder what has happened to dinner? 1'd hate to go on watch
hungry. "

Ms. Weberbauer said nervously, "Then we are all right, Mxie?"

"W're all right, ma'am?"

Ms. Daigler |eaned toward hi magain and whi spered, "Then why are you
sweat i ng, Max?"

He was saved by a steward's mate rushing up to the table and starting to
deal out plates of soup. Max stopped hi m when he canme around and said quietly,
"Jim where's Dunont?"

Qut of the corner of his mouth the waiter said, "Cooking."

"Huh? Where's the chef?"

The steward's mate | eaned down and whi spered, "Frenchy is boiled as a
judge. | guess he couldn't take it. You know. "

Max let himgo. M. Arthur said sharply, "Wat did he tell you?"

"I was trying to find out what went wong in the galley,"” Max answered.
"Seens the cook incapacitated hinmself." He spooned up a nmouthful of the soup
"Fromthe taste |'d say he had burned his thunb in this so-called chowder.
Pretty bad, isn't it?"

Max was saved from further evasions by the arrival of the First Oficer
M. Walther went to the Captain's table and banged on a glass with a spoon
"Your attention, please!"

He waited for quiet, then took a paper fromhis pocket. "I have an
announcement to make on behal f of the Captain. Those of you who are famliar
with the theory of astrogation are aware that space is changing constantly,
due to the notions of the stars, and that consequently no two trips are
exactly alike. Sonmetimes it is necessary, for this reason, to nmake certain
changes in a ship's routing. Such a circunmstance has arisen in this present

trip and the _Asgard_ will be somewhat del ayed in reaching her next
destination. We regret this, but we can't change the | aws of nature. W hope
that you will treat it as a minor inconvenience--or even as additiona

vacation, in the friendly and confortabl e atnosphere of our ship. Please
renenber, too, that the insurance policy acconpanying your ticket covers you
conpl etely agai nst | oss or damage you rmay be cost through the ship being
behi nd schedul e. "

He put away the paper; Max had the inpression that he had not actually
been reading fromit. "That is all that the Captain had to say, but | want to
add something nyself. It has cone to nmy attention that someone has been
spreading silly runmors about this mnor change in schedule. | amsorry if any
of you have been alarnmed thereby and | assure you that | will take very strict
nmeasures if the originator can be identified." He risked a dignified snile
"But you know how difficult it is to trace down a bit of gossip. In any case,



| want to assure you all that the _Asgard_is in no danger of any sort. The
old girl was plying space |ong before any of us were born, she'll still be
going strong after we all die of old age--bless her sturdy bones!" He turned
and left at once.

Max had |istened in open-nouthed adm ration. He came from country where
t he "whopper" was a respected literary art and it seemed to himthat he had
never heard a lie told with nore grace, never seen one interwoven with truth
with such skill, in his life. Piece by piece, it was inpossible to say that
anything the First Oficer had said was untrue; taken as a whole it was a flat
statenment that the _Asgard_ was not lost--a lie if he ever heard one. He
turned back toward his table mates. "WI| soneone pass the butter, please?"

M. Arthur caught his eye. "And you told us," he said sharply, "that
not hi ng was wrong!"

M. Daigler growed, "Lay off him Arthur. Max did pretty well, under
the circunstances.”

Ms. Weberbauer | ooked bewi | dered. "But M. Walther said that everything
was all right?"

Dai gl er | ooked at her with conpassion. "W're in trouble, Mana
Weber bauer. That's obvious. But all we can do is keep calmand trust the
ship's officers. Right, Mx?"

"I guess that's right, sir.

15

"THS ISN T A PICN C

Max kept to his roomthat evening and the next day, w shing neither to
be questioned by passengers nor to answer questions about why he had been
relieved of duty. In consequence he mssed the riot, having slept through it.
He first heard of it when the steward's mate who tended his room showed up
with a black eye. "Wo gave you the shiner, Garcia?"

"I"'mnot sure, sir. It happened in the ruckus |last night."

"Ruckus? What ruckus?"

"You nmean you don't know?"

"This is the first |1've heard of it. Wat happened?"

Garcia Lopez stared at the overhead. "Wll--1 wouldn't want to say too
much. You know how it is-- nobody wants to testify against a mate. No?"

"Who asked you to peach on a mate? You don't have to nention nanes--but
what happened?"

"Well, sir. Some of those chicos, they ain't got much sense.” Slowy Max
| earned that the unrest anong the crew had been greater than that anong the
passengers, possibly because they understand nore clearly the predi canent.
Sone of them had consulted with G ordano's poor-man's vodka, then had deci ded
to call on the Captain in a body and demand straight tal k. The viol ence had
t aken pl ace when the nmaster-at-arns had attenpted to turn them back at the
conpani onway to "C' deck

" Anybody hurt ?"

"Not what you'd call hurt. Cut up a little. |I picked this up . . ." He
touched his eye tenderly. " frombeing too anxi ous to see what was goi ng
on. Slats Kovak busted an ankle."



"Kovak! Wiy would _he_be in it?" It did not make sense that a nenber of
the Worry gang shoul d take part in anything so unreasonabl e.

"He was coni ng down, comi ng off watch, | guess. Maybe he was backi ng up
the constable. O maybe he just got caught in the sw nging doors. Your friend
Sam Anderson was sure in the thick of it."

Saml Max felt sick at heart--Samin trouble _again!_ "You' re sure?"

"I was there."

"Uh, he wasn't leading it, was he?"

"Ch, you got me wong, M- M. Jones. He settled it. | never see a man
who could use his hands like that. He'd grab two of "em. . . _clop!_ their

heads woul d come together. Then he would grab two nore."

Max decided to conme out of hiding and do two things; |ook up Kovak, find
out how he was and what he might need or want, and second, |ook up Sam But
before he could | eave Snythe arrived with a watch list to initial. He found
that he was assi gned wat ch-and-watch with Sines--and that he hinself was due
on watch i mredi ately. He went up, wondering what had caused Sinmes to relent.

Kelly was in the control room Max | ooked around, did not see Sines.
"You got it, Chief?"

"Until you relieve me. This is ny |last watch."

"How s that? Are you his pet peeve now?"

"You could say so. But not the way you think, Max. He drew up a watch
list with himand ne heel-and-toe. | politely pointed out the guild rules,
that | wasn't being paid to take the responsibility of top watch.”

"Ch, brother! Wat did he say?"

"What could he say? He could order me in witing and | could accept in
witing, with nmy objection to the orders entered in the log--and his neck is
out a yard. Which left himhis choice of putting you back on the list, asking
the Captain to split it with him or turning his cap around and relieving
hinsel f for the next few weeks. Wth Kovak laid up it didn't |eave himumch
choi ce. You heard about Kovak?"

"Yes. Say, what was that?" Max gl anced over where Noguchi was |oafing at
the conputer and | owered his voice. "Mitiny?"

Kelly's eyes grew round. "Wy, as | understand it, sir, Kovak slipped
and fell down a conpani onway. "

"Ch. Like that, huh?"

"That's what it says in the log."

"Hm . . . well, | guess | had better relieve you. What's the dope?"
They were in orbit under power for the nearby Gtype star; the orders
were entered in the Captain's order book . . . in Sinmes' handwiting but with

Captain Blaine's signature underneath. To Max it | ooked shaky, as if the Ad
Man had signed it under enptional stress. Kelly had already placed themin the
groove. "Have we given up trying to find out where we are?" Mx asked.

"Ch, no. Orders are to spend as much tine as routine pernmits on it. But
"Il lay you seven to two you don't find anything. Max, this is somewhere el se
entirely."”

"Don't give up. How do you know?"

"I feel it."

Nevert hel ess Max spent the watch "fishing." But with no |uck
Spectrograns, properly taken and neasured, are to stars what fingerprints are
to nen; they can be classified and conpari sons nade with those on file which
are nost nearly sinmlar. While he found many which matched fairly closely with
cat al ogued spectra, there was always the difference that makes one identica
twin not quite like his brother

Fifteen m nutes before the end of the watch he stopped, and nmade sure
that he was ready to be relieved. Wile waiting he thought about the
shenani gan Kelly had pulled to get himback on duty. Good old Kelly! He knew
Kelly well enough to know that he rmust not thank him to do so would be to
attribute to the Chief Computerman a notive which was "inproper"--just w nk
t he other eye and renenber it.

Simes stonped in five mnutes past the hour. He said nothing but |ooked



over the log and records of observations Max had nmade. Max waited severa
m nutes while growi ng nore and nore annoyed. At |ast he said, "Are you ready
torelieve ne, sir?"

"Al'l in good tine. | want to see first what you' ve loused up this tine."
Max kept his mouth shut. Sines pointed at the | og where Max had signed it
followed by "C.O o/W" "That's wong, to start with. Add 'under
instruction.'"

Max breat hed deeply. "Whose instruction, sir?"

"M ne."

Max hesitated only nomentarily before answering, "No, sir. Not unless
you are present during my watch to supervise ne."

"Are you defying me?"

"No, sir. But I'lIl take witten orders on that point . . . entered in
the | og."

Simes closed the | og book and | ooked himslowy up and down. "M ster, if
we weren't short-handed you woul dn't be on watch. You aren't ready for a top
watch--and it's ny opinion that you won't ever be."

"If that's the way you feel, sir, 1'd just as lief go back to chartsman.
O steward's mate.”

"That's where you belong!" Sinmes' voice was al nost a scream Noguchi had
hung around after Lundy had relieved him they both | ooked up, then turned
t heir heads away.

Max made no effort to keep his answer private. "Very good, sir. WIIl you
relieve me? I'1l go tell the First Oficer that | am surrendering ny tenporary
appoi ntnent and reverting to ny permanent billet."

Max expected a blast. But Simes nade a visible effort to control hinself
and said al nost quietly, "See here, Jones, you don't have the right attitude."
Max thought to hinself, "Wat have | got to | ose?" Al oud he said,

"You're the one who doesn't have the right attitude, sir."

"Eh? What's that?"

"You' ve been riding ne ever since | canme to work in the Hole. You' ve
never bothered to give me any instruction and you've found fault with
everything | did. Since my probationary appointnent it's been four tines
worse. You cane to ny roomand told me that you were opposed to ny
appoi ntnent, that you didn't want ne . "

"You can't prove that!"

"I don't have to. Now you tell ne that I"'mnot fit to stand the watch

you've just required ne to stand. You' ve made it plain that you will never
recommend ne for permanent appoi ntnent, so obviously I'mwasting nmy time. |'1]
go back to the Purser's gang and do what | can there. Now, will you relieve
me, sir?"

"You' re insubordinate."”

"No, sir, | amnot. |I have spoken respectfully, stating facts. | have

requested that | be relieved--my watch was over a good half hour ago--in order
that | may see the First Oficer and revert to my permanent billet. As all owed
by the rules of both guilds," Max added.

"I won't let you."

"It's nmy option, sir. You have no choice."

Sinmes' face showed that he indeed had no choice. He remained silent for
some time, then said nore quietly, "Forget it. You're relieved. Be back up
here at eight o' clock.”

"Not so fast, sir. You have stated publicly that I am not conpetent to
take the watch. Therefore | can't accept the responsibility.”

"Confound it! What are you trying to do? Bl ackmail ne?

Max agreed in his mnd that such was about it, but he answered, "I
woul dn't say so, sir. You can't have it both ways."

"Well--1 suppose you are conpetent to stand this sort of watch. There
isn't anything to do, actually."

"Very good, sir. WIIl you kindly log the fact?"

" Huh?"



"In view of the circunstances, sir, | insist on the letter of the rules
and ask you to log it."

Simes swore under his breath, then grabbed the stylus and wote quickly.
He swung the | og book around. There!"

Max read: "M Jones is considered qualified to stand a top watch in
space, not involving anomaly. (s) R Sines, Astrogator."

Max noted the reservation, the exception that would allow Sinmes to keep
hi m from ever reaching pernmanent status. But Sinmes had stayed within the |aw
Besi des, he adnitted to hinmself, he didn't want to | eave the Wrry gang. He
conforted hinself with the thought that since they were all |ost together it
m ght never matter what Simes recomended.

"Quite satisfactory, sir."

Si mes grabbed the book. "Now get out. See that you' re back here on

tinme."

"Aye aye, sir." Max could not refrain fromhaving the |last word,
standing up to Sines had gone to his head. "Wich remnds nme, sir: will you
pl ease relieve me on tinme after this?"

" _What?_"

"Under the law a man can't be worked nore than four hours out of eight,
except for a | ogged energency."

"Go bel ow "

Max went bel ow, feeling both exultant and sick. He had no taste for
fights, never had; they left himwith a twisted lunp inside. He burst into his
room and alnost fell over Sam

" San "

"The sane. What's eating you, boy? You look |like the goblins had been
chasi ng you."

Max fl opped on his bunk and sighed. "I feel that way, too." He told Sam
about the row with Sines.
Sam nodded approval. "That's the way to deal with a jerk like

that--insult himuntil he apol ogizes. Gve himlunps enough times and he'l
eat out of your hand."

Max shook his head dol efully. "Today was fun, but he'll find some way to
take it out on ne. Ch, well!"

"Not so, ny |ad. Keep your nose clean and wait for the breaks. If a man
is stupid and bad-tenpered-- which he is, |I sized himup |long ago--if you are
smart and keep _your_ tenper, eventually he | eaves hinself w de open. That's a
| aw of nature."

"Maybe. " Max swung around and sat up. "Sam- you're wearing your shield
again."

Sam stuck his thunb under the badge of office of Chief Mster-at-Arns.
"Didn't you notice?"

"I guess | was spinning too fast. Tell ne about it-- did the First
decide to forgive and forget?"

"Not precisely. You know about that little excitement |ast night?"

"Well, yes. But | understand that officially nothing happened?"

"Correct. M. Walther knows when to pull his punches.”

"What did happen? | heard you cracked sonme skulls together."

"Not hi ng much. And not very hard. |'ve seen ships where it would have
been regarded as healthy exercise to settle your dinner. Sone of the |ads got
scared and that made them | ap up happy water. Then a couple with big nouths
and no forehead got the inspiration that it was their right to talk to the
Captain about it. Being sheep, they had to go in a flock. If they had run into
an officer, he could have sent them back to bed with no trouble. But ny
unfortunate predecessor happened to run into themand told themto disperse.
Whi ch they didn't. He's not the diplomatic type, I'mafraid. So he hollered,
'Hey, Rube!' in his quaint idiomand the fun began."

"But where do you figure? You cane to hel p hinP"

"Hardly. | was standing at a safe distance, enjoying the festivities,
when | noticed M. Walther's bedroom slippers com ng down the | adder



Wher eupon | waded in and was prominent in the ending. The way to win a nedal
Max, is to nake sure the general is watching, then act."

Max grinned. "Sonehow | hadn't figured you for the hero type."

"Heaven forbid! But it worked out. M. Walther sent for ne, ate ne out,
told me that | was a scoundrel and a thief and a nogoodni ck--then offered ne
nmy shield back if |I could keep order bel ow decks. | |ooked himin the eye, a
sincere type look, and told himl would do nmy best. So here I am"

"I'"'mmghty pl eased, Sam™"

"Thanks. Then he | ooked me in the eye and told ne that he had reason to
suspect--as if he didn't know -- that there might be a still sonewhere in the
ship. He ordered ne to find it, and then destroy any liquor |I found."

"So? How did M. GCee take that?"

"Why, Fats and | disassenbled his still and took the pieces back to
stores, then we | ocked up his stock in trade. | pleaded with himnot to touch
it until the ship was out of its mess. | explained that | would break both his
arms if he did."

Max chuckled. "Well, I'mglad you' re back in good graces. And it was
nice of you to conme tell nme about it." He yawned. "Sorry. |'mdead for sleep.”

"Il vampose. But | didn't come to tell you, | cane to ask a question.”

"Huh? What ?"

"Have you seen the Skipper lately?"

Max t hought back. "Not since transition. Why?"

"Nor has anyone el se. | thought he might be spending his tinme in the
Wrry Hole."

"No. Cone to think, he hasn't been at his table either--at |east when
|'ve been in the | ounge."

"He's been eating in his cabin." Sam stood up. "Very, very interesting.
Mm. . . | wouldn't talk about it, Mx."

Si mes was nonosyl | abi ¢ when Max relieved him Thereafter they had no
nmore words; Simes acted as if Max did not exist except for the brief
formalities in relieving. The Captain did not show up in the control room
Several tinmes Max was on the point of asking Kelly about it, but each tine
decided not to. But there were runors around the ship--the Captain was sick
the Captain was in a coma, Walther and the Surgeon had relieved himof duty,
the Captain was constantly at his desk, working out a new and remar kabl e way
to get the ship back to where it bel onged.

By now it was accepted that the ship was lost, but the tinme for hysteria
had passed; passengers and crew were cal mand there seened to be genera
consent that the decision to put down around the solar-type star toward which
they were headed was the only reasonabl e decision. They were cl ose enough now
that it had been determ ned that the star did have planets-- no Gclass star
had ever been found to be without planets, but to pick themup on a
st ereopl ate was consol i ng.

It cane to a choice between planet #3 and pl anet #4. Bol onetric readi ngs
showed the star to have a surface tenperature slightly over 6000° Kel vin,
consistent with its spectrum it was not nmuch |arger than Father Sol
cal cul ated surface tenperatures for the third and fourth planets gave a
probability that the third m ght be unconfortably hot whereas nunber four
m ght be frigid. Both had atnobspheres.

A fast hyperbol oid swing past both settled the matter. The bol oneter
showed nunber three to be too hot and even nunmber four to be tropical. Nunber
four had a noon which the third did not--another advantage for four, for it
permtted, by examining the satellite's period, an easy calculation of its
mass; fromthat and its visible diameter its surface gravity was a matter of
substitution in classic Newonian formula . . . ninety-three percent of
Earth-normal, confortable and rather lowin view of its over ten-thousand-mle
di ameter. Absorption spectra showed oxygen and several inert gases.

Simes assisted by Kelly placed the _Asgard_ in a pole-to-pole orbit to



permt easy exam nation--Max, as usual, was left to chew his nails.

The Captain did not cone to the control roomeven to watch this
maneuver .

They hung in parking orbit while their possible future hone was exam ned
fromthe control roomand stared at endlessly fromthe lounge. It was in the
I ounge that Ellie tracked Max down. He had hardly seen her during the
approach, being too busy and too tired with a continuous heel -and-toe watch
and in the second place with much on his mnd that he did not want to have
wor ned out of him But, once the orbit was established and power was off,
under standard doctrine Sinmes could pernit the watch to be taken by
crewnen--which he did and again told Max to stay out of the control room

Max could not resist the fascination of staring at the strange pl anet;
he crowded into the lounge along with the rest. He was standi ng back and
gazi ng over heads when he felt his arm grabbed. "Where have you been?"

"Wirking." He reached out and caressed Chipsie; the spider puppy |eaped
to his shoul ders and started searching him

"Hhmmph! You don't work all the tinme. Do you know that | sent _nine_
notes to your roomthis past week?"

Max knew. He had saved them but had not answered. "Sorry."

"Sorry he says. Never mind-- Max, tell ne all about it." She turned and
| ooked out. "What have they named it? Is there anybody on it? Were are we
going to land? _Wen_ are we going to |land? Max, aren't you _excited?_ "

"Whew! They haven't named it yet--we just call it 'the planet' or
"nunmber four.' Kelly wants to name it 'Hendrix.' Simes is hedging; | think he
wants to nane it after hinmself. The Captain hasn't nade any decision that |
know of . "

"They ought to nane it 'Truth' or 'Hope' or something like that. Where
is the Captain, Max? | haven't seen the old dear for _days_ ."

"He's working. This is a busy time for him of course." Max reflected
that his evasion nmight be true. "About your other questions, we haven't seen
any signs of cities or towns or anything that |ooks like civilization."

"What do you mean by 'civilization'? Not a lot of dirty old cities
surel y?"

Max scratched his head and grinned. "You ve got ne. But | don't see how
you could have it, whatever it is, without cities."

"Why not? Bees have cities, ants have cities, challawabs have cities.
None of themis civilized. | can think of a lovely civilization that would
just sit around in trees and sing and think beautiful thoughts."

"I's that what you want?"

"No, it would bore ne to death. But |I can think about it, can't I? You
didn't say when we were going to | and?"

"I don't know. \Wen they decide it's safe.”

"I wish they would hurry. Isn't it thrilling? Just |ike Robinson
Crusoe, or Swiss Famly Robinson--1 can't keep those two straight. O the
first nen on Venus."

"They died."

"So they did. But we won't, not on--" She waved her hand at the lovely
green and bl ue and cl oudy-white globe. "--not on, uh, I'mgoing to call it
"Charity' because that's what it |ooks like."

Max said soberly, "Ellie, don't you realize this is serious?" He kept
his voice lowin order not to alarmothers. "This isn't a picnic. If this
pl ace doesn't work out, it might be pretty awful."

"\Why 2"

"Look, don't quote nme and don't talk about it. But | don't think any of
us will ever get hone again."

She sobered nonmentarily, then shrugged and smiled. "You can't frighten
me. Sure, I'd like to go home--but if | can't, well, Charity is going to be
good to us. | knowit."

Max shut up.
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"--OVER A HUNDRED YEARS--"

The _Asgard_ |l anded on Charity the follow ng day. Eldreth affixed her
choice by the statistical process of referring to the planet by that nane,
assumng that it was official, and repeating it frequently.

When word was passed that |andi ng woul d conmence at noon, ship's tineg,
Max went to the control roomand sinply assunmed that it was his right to be
present. Simes |ooked at himsourly but said nothing-- for an evident reason
Captai n Bl ai ne was present.

Max was shocked at his appearance. The Captain seenmed to have aged ten
to fifteen years since the bad transition. In place of his habitual cheerful
expression was one that Max had troubl e tagging--until he recalled that he had
seen it on horses, on horses too old to work but still working--head bent,
eyes dull, rmute and resigned against a fate both i nescapabl e and unbear abl e.
The old man's skin hung | oose, as if he had not eaten for days or weeks. He
seened hardly interested in what was going on around him

He spoke only once during the maneuver. Just before the chrononeter
showed noon Sines straightened up fromthe console and | ooked at his skipper
Blaine lifted his head and said in a hoarse whisper, "Take her down, Mster."

An Inperial mlitary ship in landing on a strange spot would normally
gui de a radar-beacon robot down first, then honme in on the beacon. But the
_Asgard_ was a nerchant liner; she expected to | and nowhere but at ports
equi pped with beans and beacons and ot her aids. Consequently the |anding was
made blind by preconputed radar-automatic and was planned for an open valley
sel ected by phot ograph. The pl anet was densely wooded in nost areas, choice
was |imted.

Simes presented a picture of the alert pilot, hands poised at the
controls, eyes on the radar screen portraying the view below them while
racked in front of himwere comparison photographs, radar and visual. The |et
down was without incident; starry black sky gave way to deep purple, then to
bl ue. There was not even a jar as the ship touched, for its private gravity
inside its Horstian field kept themfromfeeling i npressed accel erati on. Max
knew t hey were down when he saw Sines cut in the thrust beanms to cradle the
shi p upright.

Sinmes said to the microphone, "Power room start auxiliaries and secure.
Al'l hands, dirtside routine, first section.” He turned to Blaine. "G ounded,
Captain."

Bl aine's |ips shaped the words, "Very good, sir." He got up and shuffled
toward the hatch. Wien he had gone Sinmes ordered, "Lundy, take stand-by watch.
The rest of you clear the control room"

Max went down with Kelly. Wen they reached "A" deck Max said
grudgingly, "It was a smart landing I'Il have to adnmit."

"Thanks," said Kelly.

Max gl anced at him "So you cal cul ated it?"

"I didn't say that. | just said, 'Thanks."'"

"So? Well, you' re welcone." Max felt his weight pulse and suddenly he
was a trifle lighter. "They cut the field. Now we're really down."

He was about to invite Kelly into his roomfor the inevitable coffee



when the ship's speakers sounded: "All hands! All passengers! Report to
Bi frost Lounge for an inportant announcenent. Those on watch are ordered to
listen in by phone."

"What's up?" asked Max.

"Why wonder? We'll go see."

The | ounge was crowded with passengers and crew. First Oficer \Walther
stood near the Captain's table, counting the crowd with his eyes. Max saw hi m
speak to Bennett, who nodded and hurried away. The |arge view port was across
the I ounge from Max; he stretched on his toes and tried to see out. Al he
could see was hilltops and bl ue sky.

There was a | essening of the murrmur of voices; Max | ooked around to see
Bennett preceding Captain Blaine through the crowd. The Captain went to his
table and sat down; the First Oficer glanced at him then cleared his throat
loudly. "Quiet, please.™

He went on, "I've called you together because Captain Bl ai ne has
somet hing he wants to say to you." He stopped and stepped back respectfully.

Captain Blaine slowy stood up, |ooked uncertainly around. Max saw hi m
square his thin shoulders and lift his head. "Men," he said, his voice
suddenly firmand strong. "My guests and friends--" he went on, his voice
si nking. There was a hush in the | ounge, Max could hear the Captain's |abored
breat hing. He again asserted control of hinself and continued, "I have brought
you . . . | have brought you as far as | can. " Hs voice trailed off. He
| ooked at themfor a long noment, his mouth trenbling. It seened inpossible
for himto continue. The crowd started to stir.

But he did continue and they inmediately quieted. "I have sonething el se
to say," he began, then paused. This pause was | onger, when he broke it his
voi ce was a whisper. "lI'msorry. God keep you all." He turned and started for

t he door.

Bennett slipped quickly in front of him Max could hear him saying
quietly and firmy: "Gangway, please. Way for the Captain."” No one said
anything until he was gone, but a wonan passenger at Max's el bow was sobbi ng
softly.

M. Walther's sharp, clear voice rang out. "Don't go away, anyone!
have additional announcenents to make." Hi s manner ignored what they had al
just seen. "The tine has conme to sum up our present situation. As you can see,
this planet is much Iike our Mdther Earth. Tests nust be nade to be sure that
t he atnosphere is breathable, and so forth; the Surgeon and the Chief Engi neer
are making themnow But it seens likely that this new planet will prove to be
em nently suitable for human beings, probably even nore friendly than Earth.

"So far, we have seen no indications of civilized life. On the whole,
that seems a good thing. Now as to our resources-- The _Asgard_ carries a
variety of donmestic animals, they will be useful and should be conserved as
breedi ng stock. W have an even wi der variety of useful plants, both in the
shi p's hydroponi c gardens and carried as seeds. W have a linited but adequate
supply of tools. Mst inmportant of all the ship's library contains a fair
cross-section of our culture. Equally inportant, we ourselves have our skills
and traditions . "

"M. Walther!"

"Yes, M. Hornsby?"

"Are you trying to tell us that you are dunpi ng us here?"

Wal t her | ooked at himcoldly. "No. Nobody is being 'dunped as you put

it. You can stay in the ship and you will be treated as a guest as long as the
_Asgard_-- or you yourself--is alive. O until the ship reaches the
destination on your ticket. If it does. No, | have been trying to discuss

reasonably an open secret; this shipis lost."

A voi cel ess sigh went through the room Al of themknew it, but up til
now it had not been admitted officially. The flat announcenment from a
responsi bl e of ficer echoed Iike the sentence of a court.

"Let me state the legal position," M. Walther went on. "While this ship
was i n space you passengers were subject to the authority of the Captain, as



defined by law, and through himyou were subject to ne and the other ship's

of ficers. Now we have | anded. You may go freely . . . or you may stay. Legally
this is an unschedul ed stopover; if the ship ever | eaves here you may return
to it and continue as passengers. That is my responsibility to you and it wll
be carried out. But | tell you plainly that at present | have no hope to offer
that we will ever |eave here--which is why | spoke of colonizing. W are
lost."

In the rear of the rooma woman began to scream hysterically, wth
i ncoherent sounds of, " hone! | want to go hone! Take me

Wal ther's voice cut through the hubbub. "Durmont! Flanni gan! Renove her
Take her to the Surgeon.™

He continued as if nothing had happened. "The ship and the ship's crew
will give every assistance possible, consistent with nmy legal responsibility
to keep the ship in conm ssion, to aid any of you who wi sh to col oni ze.
Personally | think . "

A surly voice cut in, "Wy talk about 'law ? There is no | aw here!"

Wal ther did not even raise his voice. "But there is. As long as this
ship is in commssion, there is law, no matter how many |ight-years she may be
from her hone port. Furthernore, while | have no authority over any who choose
to |l eave the ship, | strongly advise you to make it your first act dirtside to
hold a town nmeeting, elect officers, and found a constitutional government.
doubt that you can survive otherw se."

"M. Walther."

"Yes, M. Daigler?"

"This is obviously no time for recrimnations

" Cbvi ousl y!"

Daigler grinned wyly. "So | won't indulge, though I could think of
some. But it happens that | know sonet hi ng professionally about the econom cs
of col onizing."

"CGood! We'll use your know edge."

"WIl you let me finish? A prime principle in maintaining a colony out
of touch with its supply base is to nake it |large enough. It's a statistica
matter, too small a colony can be overwhel ned by a mnor setback. It's like
going into a dice gane with too little noney: three bad rolls and you're sunk
Looki ng around nme, it's evident that we have nmuch | ess than optimal m ninum
In fact--"

"It's what we have, M. Daigler."

"I see that. I'mnot a wishful thinker. What | want to know is, can we
count on the crew as wel|?"

M. Walther shook his head. "This ship will not be decomm ssioned as
long as there are nen capable of manning it. There is always hope, no matter
how smal |, that we may find a way honme. It is even possible that an |nperial
survey ship nmight discover us. I'"'msorry--no."

"That isn't quite what | asked. | was two junps ahead of you, | figured
you wouldn't let the crew col onize. But can we count on their hel p? W seemto
have about six ferales, give or take one, who will probably help to carry on
the race. That means that the next generation of our new nation is going to be
much smaller. Such a colony would flicker and die, by statistica
probability--unless every man jack of us works ten hours a day for the rest of
his life, just to give our children a better chance of making it. That's al
right with me, if we all make an all-out try. But it will take all the
manpower we have to make sure that sone young people who aren't even born yet
get by thirty years fromnow. WII the crew hel p?"

M. Walther said quietly, "I think you can count on it."

"CGood enough."

A small, red-faced nman whose nanme Max had never |earned interrupted
"Good enough, mnmy eye!l I'mgoing to sue the conpany, |'mgoing to sue the
ship's officers individually. I"'mgoing to shout it fromthe . " Max saw

Sam sl i pping through the crowd to the man's side, the disturbance stopped
abruptly.



"Take himto the Surgeon,” M. Walther said wearily. "He can sue us
tomorrow. The neeting is adjourned.”

Max started for his room Eldreth caught up with him "Max! | want to
talk with you."

"Al'l right." He started back toward the | ounge.

"No, | want to talk privately. Let's go to your room"

"Huh? Ms. Dunmont would bl ow her top, then she'd tell M. Walther."

"Bother with all that! Those silly rules are dead. Didn't you listen at
t he neeting?"

"You're the one who didn't listen."

He took her firmly by the arm turned her toward the public room They
ran into M. and Ms. Daigler conmng the other way. Daigler said, "Max? Are
you busy?"

"Yes," answered Eldreth.

"No, " said Max.

"Hhm . . . you two had better take a vote. 1'd like to ask Max sone
guestions. |'ve no objection to your being with us, Eldreth, if you wll
forgive the intrusion.

She shrugged. "Ch, well, maybe you can handle him | can't."

They went to the Daiglers' stateroom |arger and nore | uxurious than
Max's and possessing two chairs. The two wonen perched on the bed, the nen
took the chairs. Daigler began, "Max, you inpress nme as a man who prefers to
give a straight answer. There are things | want to knowthat | didn't care to
ask out there. Maybe you can tell ne."

"I will if I can.”
"Good. I've tried to ask M. Sines, all | get is a snottily polite brush
off. I haven't been able to get in to see the Captain--after today | see that

there woul dn't have been any point anyhow. Now, can you tell me, with the
mat hematics |l eft out, what chance we have to get home? Is it one in three, or
one in a thousand--or what?"

"Uh, | couldn't answer it that way."
"Answer it your own way."
"Well, put it this way. Wiile we don't know where we are, we know

positively where we aren't. W aren't within, oh, say a hundred |ight-years of
any explored part of the Gal axy."

"How do you know? It seenms to nme that's a pretty big space to be
explored in the weeks since we got off the track."

"It sureis. It's a globe twelve hundred trillion nmiles thick. But we
didn't have to explore it, not exactly."

"Then how?"

"Well, sir, we exanmi ned the spectra of all first magnitude stars in

sight--and a lot nore. None of themis in our catal ogues. Sone are giants that
woul d be first magnitude anywhere within a hundred |ight-years of them-they'd
be certain to be in the catalogues if a survey ship had ever been that close
to them So we are absolutely certain that we are a long, |ong way from

anywhere that nmen have ever been before. Matter of fact, | spoke too
conservatively. Make it a globe twice as thick, eight times as big, and you'd
still be way over on the conservative side. We're _really_lost."

"Mm. . . I'mglad | didn't ask those questions in the lounge. Is there
any possibility that we will ever know where we are?"

"Ch, sure! There are thousands of stars left to examne. Chief Kelly is
probably shooting one this mnute."

"Well, then, what are the chances that we will eventually find
our sel ves?"
"Ch, 1'd say they were excellent--in a year or two at the outside. If

not fromsingle stars, then fromglobular star clusters. You realize that the
Gal axy is a hundred thousand |ight-years across, nore or |ess, and we can see
only stars that are fairly close. But the gl obular clusters nake good
| andmar ks, too." Max added the nmental reservation, _if we aren't in the wong
gal axy_. There seened no point in burdening themw th that di smaying



possibility.

Dai gl er rel axed and took out a cigar. "This is the last of nmy own brand,
but I'Il risk snoking it now. Well, Maggie, | guess you won't have to learn
how to make soap out of wood ashes and hog drippings after all. Wether it's
one year or five, we can sweat it out and go hone."

"I"'mglad." She patted her ornate coiffure with soft, beautifully
mani cured hands. "I'mhardly the type for it."

"But you don't understand!"

"Eh? What's that, Max?"

"I didn't say we could get back. | just said | thought it was fairly
certain we would find out where we are.”

"What's the difference? W find out, then we go hone."
"No, because we _can't_ be less than a hundred |ight-years from expl ored
space. "

"I don't see the hitch. This ship can do a hundred light-years in a
split second. What was the | ongest |leap we made this cruise? Nearly five
hundred |ight-years, wasn't it?"

"Yes, but--" Max turned to Eldreth. "You understand? Don't you?"

"Well, maybe. That fol ded-scarf thing you showed nme?"

"Yes, yes. M. Daigler, sure the _Asgard_ can transit five hundred
light-years in no time--or any other distance. But _only_at cal cul ated and
surveyed congruencies. We don't know of any within a hundred |ight-years, at
least . . . and we won't know of any even if we find out where we are because
we know where we _aren't_. Follow nme? That neans that the ship would have to
travel at top speed for sonething over a hundred years and maybe nuch | onger
just for the first leg of the trip."

M. Daigler stared thoughtfully at his cigar ash, then took out a pen
knife and cut off the burning end. "I'Il save the rest. Wll, Maggie, better
study up on that honermake soap deal. Thanks, Max. My father was a farnmer,
can learn.™

Max said inpulsively, "I'll help you, sir."

"Ch yes, you did tell us that you used to be a farner, didn't you? You
shoul d make out all right." H's eyes swng to Eldreth. "You know what | woul d
do, if | were you kids? 1'd get the Captain to marry you right away. Then

you' d be all set to tackle colonial life right."
Max bl ushed to his collar and did not |look at Ellie. "I"mafraid
can't. I'ma crew nenber, I'mnot eligible to col onize."

M. Daigler |ooked at himcuriously. "Such devotion to duty. Wll, no
doubt Ellie can take her pick anong the single nmen passengers.™

El dreth smoot hed her skirt dermurely. "No doubt."

"Come, Maggi e. Coming, Eldreth?"
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CHARI TY

"Charityville" was a going concern within a week. It had a mayor, M.
Daigler, a min street, Hendrix Avenue, even its first wedding, perforned by
the mayor in the presence of the villagers--M. Arthur and little Becky
Weber bauer. The first cottage, now building, was reserved for the new yweds.



It was a |l og cabin and a very sloppy job, for, while there were those anong
t hem who had seen pictures or had even seen | og cabins, there was no one who
had ever built one before.

There was an air of hope, of common courage, even of gaiety in the new
conmunity. The place was fragrant with new starts, forward-I|ooking thoughts.

They still slept in the ship and breakfasted there, then carried their |unches
and | abored mghtily, men and wormen alike, through the short day--Charity spun
on her axis in twenty-one-plus hours. They returned at nightfall, dined in the

shi p, and sone found energy to dance a bit before going to bed.

Charity seemed to be all that her nane inplied. The days were bal my, the
nights were mld--and beautiful beyond anything yet found in the Galaxy. Its
star (they sinply called it "the Sun") was acconpani ed by nore conets than had
yet been seen around any star. A giant with a wide tail stretched fromzenith
to western horizon, diving at their Sun. Another, not yet so grand but awesone
enough to have caused watchers for the end of the world on Earthly hilltops,
approached fromthe north, and two nore decorated the southern sky with |ace
of icy fire.

Concomtant with conmets was, necessarily, an equal abundance of neteors.
Every night was a shower of falling stars, every day ended |ike Solar Union
Day with a display of fireworks

They had seen no dangerous aninmals. Sone of the settlers reported seeing
centaurlike creatures about the size of Shetland ponies, but they seened timd
and had scurried away when di scovered. The prevalent |ife form appeared to be
mar supi al mammual s in various sizes and shapes. There were no birds, but there
was another sort of flying Iife not found el sewhere-- jellyfishlike creatures
four or five feet high with dangling tendrils, animted balloons. They
appeared to have nuscul ar control over their swollen bladders for they could
rise and fall, and could even, by sonme not evident neans, go upw nd agai nst a
gentl e breeze--in higher winds they anchored to treetops, or floated free and
let the wind carry them

They seemed curious about Charityville and would hang over a work site,
turning slowy around as if to see everything. But they never got wthin
reach. Some of the settlers wanted to shoot one down and examine it; Mayor
Dai gl er forbade it.

There was anot her animal too--or m ght be. They were called "peekers”
because all that anyone had seen was somnething that ducked quickly behind a
rock or tree when anyone tried to | ook. Between the possibly nythical peeker
and the ubi quitous balloons the colonists felt that their new nei ghbors took a
deep but not unfriendly interest in what they were doing.

Maggi e Dai gl er--she was "Maggi e" to everyone now -had put away her
jewel s, drawn dungarees from ship's stores, and chopped off her hair. Her
nails were short and usually black with grime. But she | ooked years younger
and quite happy.

In fact, everyone seemed happy but Max.

Ellie was avoiding him He cursed hinself and his big nouth thrice daily
and four times at night. Sure, Daigler had spoken out of turn--but was that
any reason for himto open his nouth and put his foot init? OF course, he had
never figured on marrying Ellie-- but shucks, maybe they were stuck here
forever. "Probably," not "maybe," he corrected. The ban on joining the col ony
would be let up in tinme--in which case, what was the sense in getting in bad
with the only eligible girl around?

An astrogator ought to be a bachelor but a farner needed a wife. Mghty
nice to have sone one cooking the turnip greens and jointing a chicken while a
man was out in the fields. He ought to know-Maw had let it slide often
enough. Ellie wouldn't be Iike Maw. She was strong and practical and with just
alittle teaching would do all right.

Besi des she was about the prettiest thing he ever saw, if you | ooked at
her right.

When M. and Ms. Dunont, by special dispensation, joined the colony it
caused himto act. Since the steward and stewardess would have no duties in a



ship without passengers no one coul d reasonably object--but it gave Max an
approach. He went to see the First Oficer

"Probationary Apprentice Jones, sir."

Wal t her glanced up. "I think 1'd say 'Assistant Astrogator Jones' if |
were you. Closer to the facts. Cone in."

"Uh, that's what | wanted to speak with you about, sir.

" So? How?"

"I want to revert to ny billet."

"Eh? Why woul d you rather be a chartsman than an astrogator? And what
di fference does it make--now?"

"No, sir. I'melecting to resume ny pernanent appointnent, steward's
mate third."

Wal t her | ooked amazed. "There nust be nore to this. Explain yourself."

Wth much stamering Max explained his trouble with Simes. He tried to
be fair and finished with the dismal feeling that he had sounded chil di sh.
Wal ther said, "You're sure about this? M. Sinmes has said nothing to nme about
you. "

"He wouldn't, sir. But it's true. You can ask Kelly."

Wal t her thought for a while. "M. Jones, | wouldn't attach too nuch
i mportance to this. At your age these conflicts of personality often seem nore
serious than they are. My advice is to forget it and do your work. |'Ill speak
to M. Sines about his keeping you out of the control room That isn't proper
and | amsurprised to hear it."

"No, sir."

"'No, sir' what?"

"I want to return to steward's mate."

"Eh? | don't understand you."

"Because, sir, | want to join the colony. Like Chief Steward Dunont."

"Ch . . . Alight begins to dawn." Walther slapped the desk
enphatically. "Absolutely no! Under no circunstances.”

"Sir?"

"Pl ease understand nme. This is not discrimnation. If you were a
steward's mate and nothing else, | would consider your request--under the
speci al circunstances which | believe pertain. But you are an astrogator. You
know our situation. Dr. Hendrix is dead. Captain Blaine--well, you have seen
him He may recover, | cannot plan on it. M. Jones, as long as there is any
faint hope that this ship will ever Iift again, as long as we have crew to
wor k her, no astrogator, no chartsman, no conmputerman will be relieved from

duty for any reason whatsoever. You see that, don't you?"

"l guess so, sir. Uh, aye aye, sir."

"Good. By the way, keep this to yourself, but as soon as the col ony can
get along without us tenporarily, | want the ship placed in a parking orbit so
that you specialists can nmaintain a search. You can't work very well through
thi s at nosphere, can you?"

"No, sir. Qur instruments were designed for open space."

"So we nust see that you get it." The First O ficer sat silent, then
added, "M . Jones--Max, isn't it? May | speak to you man to man?"

"Uh? Certainly, sir."

"Mm . . . Max, this is none of my business, but treat it as fatherly
advice. |If you have an opportunity to marry--and want to--you don't have to
join the colony to do it. If we stay, it won't matter in the |ong run whether
you are crew or a charter menber of the village. If we |eave, your wife goes
with you."

Max's ears burned. He could think of nothing to say.

"Hypot heti cal question, of course. But that's the proper solution."
Wal t her stood up. "Wy don't you take the day off? Go take a wal k or
somet hing. Fresh air will do you good. 1'll speak to M. Sines."

I nstead, Max went | ooking for Sam did not find himin the ship,

di scovered that he had gone dirtside. He foll owed hi m dowmn and wal ked the hal f
mle to Charityville.



Bef ore he reached the building that was being worked on he saw a figure
separate itself fromthe gang. He soon saw that it was Eldreth. She stopped in
front of him a sturdy little figure in dirty dungarees. She planted her feet
and set fists on her hips.

"Uh, howdy, Ellie."

"Up to your old tricks! Avoiding ne. Explain yourself."

The injustice of it left himstuttering. "But . . . Now see here, Ellie,
it's not that way at all. You' ve been . "

"Alikely story. You sound |like Chipsie caught with her hand in a candy
dish. | just wanted to tell you, you reluctant Don Juan, that you have not hing
to worry about. |I'mnot marrying anyone this season. So you can resune the
uneven tenor of your ways."

"But, Ellie . . ." he started desperately.

"Want me to put it in witing? Put up a bond?" She | ooked fiercely at
him then began to | augh, winkling her nose. "Ch, Max, you large |out, you
arouse the eternal maternal in ne. Wen you are upset your face gets as |ong
as a mule's. Look, forget it."

"But, Ellie . . . Well, all right."

" Pal s?"

"Pal s."

She sighed. "I feel better. |I don't know why, but | don't like to be on

the outs with you. Where were you goi ng?"

"Uh, nowhere. Taking a wal k."

"Fine. 1'll go too. Half a sec while | gather in Chipsie." She turned
and called, "M ster Chips! Chipsie!"

"l don't see her."

"I"ll get her." She ran off, to return quickly with the spider puppy on
her shoul der and a package in her hand. "I picked up ny lunch. W can split
it."

"Ch, we won't be gone that long. Hi, Chipsie baby."

"Hi, Max. Candy?"

He dug into a pocket, found a sugar cube that he had saved several days
ago for the purpose; the spider puppy accepted it gravely and said, "Thank
you. "

"Yes, we will," Ellie disagreed, "because sone of the nmen saw a herd of
t hose centaur ponies the other side of that ridge. It's quite a hike."

"I don't think we ought to go that far," he said doubtfully. "Wn't they
mss you?"

"I'"ve been doing ny share. See ny call ouses?" She stuck out a griny paw.
"I told M. Hornsby that | was suddenly conme down wi th never-get-overs and he
woul d have to find sonebody el se to hold while he hamrered. "

He was pleased to give in. They went up rising ground and into an arroyo
and soon were in a grove of primtive conifers. M. Chips junped down from
Ellie's shoul ders and scurried up a tree. Max stopped. "Hadn't we better catch
her ?"

"You worry too nuch. Chipsie wouldn't run away. She'd be scared to
death. Chipsie! Here, honey!"

The spi der puppy hustled through branches, got directly above them
dropped a cone on Max. Then she | aughed, a high giggle. "See? She just wants
to play."

The ridge was high and Max found that his hillbilly's wind had been | ost
somewher e anong the stars. The arroyo neandered slowy upwards. He was stil
woodsman enough to keep a sharp eye out for |andmarks and directions. At weary
| ast they topped the crest. Ellie paused. "I guess they're gone," she said
di sappoi ntedly, staring out over flatter country bel ow them "No! Look over
there. See theml About two dozen little black dots."

"Uh huh. Yeah."

"Let's go closer. | want a good |ook."

"I wonder if that's smart? We're a far piece fromthe ship and I'm not

ar ned.



"Ch, they're harnless.”

"I was thinking of what el se night be in these woods."

"But we're already in the woods, and all we've seen are the hobgoblins."
She referred to the balloonlike creatures, two of which had trailed them up
the arroyo. The humans had grown so used to their presence that they no | onger
paid them any attention

"Ellie, it's time we went back."

"No. "
"Yes. |'mresponsible for you. You've seen your centaurs."
"Max Jones, I'ma free citizen. You may be starting back; |1'mgoing to
have a close | ook at those underslung cow ponies."” She started down.
"Well-- Wait a nonent. | want to get my bearings.” He took a full [ook

around, fixed the scene forever in his mind, and foll owed her. He was not
anxious to thwart her anyhow, he had been nulling over the notion that this
was a good tine to explain why he had said what he had said to M.

Dai gl er--and perhaps | ead around to the general subject of the future. He
woul dn't go so far as to tal k about marriage-- though he might bring it up in
the abstract if he could figure out an approach

How di d you approach such a subject? You didn't just say, "There go the
hobgoblins, let's you and me get married!"

Ellie paused. "There go the hobgloblins. Looks as if they were headi ng
right for the herd."

Max frowned. "Could be. Maybe they talk to thenP"

She | aughed. "Those things?" She | ooked himover carefully. "Maxie, |'ve
just figured out why | bother with you."

Huh? Maybe she was going to lead up to it for him "Wy?"

"Because you remind ne of Putzie. You get the same puzzl ed | ook he
does. "

"' Putzie? Wio is Putzie?"

"Putzie is the man ny father shipped ne off to Earth to get me away
from-and the reason | crushed out of three schools to get back to Hespera.
Only Daddy will probably have shipped himoff, too. Daddy is tricky. Cone
here, Chipsie. Don't go so far."

She continued, "You'll love Putzie. He's nice. Stop it, Chipsie."

Max despised the man already. "I don't like to fret you," he said, "but
it's along way to Hespera."

"I know. Let's not borrow trouble." She | ooked himover again. "I m ght
keep you in reserve, if you weren't so junpy."

Before he could think of the right answer she had started down.

The centaurs--it seened the best nane, though the underparts were not
much |i ke horses and the parts that stuck up were only vaguely
hurmanoi d--cl ustered near the foot of the hill, not far out fromthe trees.
They weren't grazing, it was hard to tell what they were doing. The two
hobgobl i ns were over the group, hovering as if in interest just as they did
with humans. Ellie insisted on going to the edge of the clearing to see them
better.

They rem nded Max of clowns nmade up to | ook Iike horses. They had silly,
si mpl e expressions and apparently no roomfor a brain case. They appeared to
be marsupials, with pouches alnmost |ike bibs. Either they were all fenales or
with this species the male had a pouch too. Several little centaurs were
cavorting around, in and out the legs of their elders.

One of the babies spied them came trotting toward them sniffling and
bl eating. Behind it the largest adult pulled out of the herd to watch the
young one. The colt scanpered up and stopped about twenty feet away.

"Ch, the darling!" Ellie said and ran out a few feet, dropped to one
knee. "Come here, pet. Conme to manma."

Max started for her. "Ellie! Conme back here!™

The | arge centaur reached into its pouch, haul ed out sonething, swung it
around its head |like a gaucho's throwing rope. "Elliel™

He reached her just as it let go. The thing struck them wound around



and held them Ellie screaned and Max struggled to tear it |oose--but they
were held |ike Laocodn.
Anot her line canme flying through the air, clung to them And anot her.
M. Chips had followed Ellie. Now she skittered away, crying. She
stopped at the edge of the clearing and shrilled, "Max! Ellie! Cone _back_.
Pl ease_ back!"
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Ellie did not faint nor grow hysterical. After that involuntary scream
her next remark was sinmply, "Max, I'msorry. My fault."

The words were alnost in his ear, so tightly were they tied together by
the clinging ropes. He answered, "I'll get us loose!" and continued to strain
at their bonds.

"Don't struggle,"” she said quietly, "It just makes themtighter. W'l
have to tal k our way out of this."

What she said was true; the harder he strained the tighter the
pyt honl i ke bonds held them "Don't," Ellie pleaded. "You're making it worse.
It's hurting nme." Max desi sted.

The | argest centaur anbled up and | ooked them over. Its broad sinple
face was still more ludicrous close up and its | arge brown eyes held a | ook of
gentl e astoni shnent. The colt approached fromthe other side and sniffed
curiously, bleated in a high voice. The adult bugled Iike an elk; the colt
shi ed si deways, then rejoined the herd on a dead run

"Take it easy," Ellie whispered. "I think they were scared that we woul d
hurt the baby. Maybe they'll just |ook us over and let us go."

"Maybe. But | wish | could get at ny knife."

"I"'mglad you can't. This calls for diplomacy."

The rest of the herd came up, mlled around and | ooked them over, while
exchangi ng calls that conbi ned bugling, whinnying, and something between a
cough and a snort. Max |istened. "That's |anguage," he decided.

"OfF course. And how | wish | had studied it at Mss Mnsey's."

The | argest centaur |eaned over them snoothed at their bonds; they

becarme | ooser but still held them Max said sharply, "I think they are going
to untie us. Get ready to run."
"Yes, boss."

Anot her centaur reached into its built-in pouch, took out another of the
ropelike things. It dropped to its fore knees, flipped the end so that it
curled around Max's left ankle. The end seenmed to weld into a | oop, hobbling
Max as effectively as a bowine knot; Ellie was treated the sane way. The
bi ggest centaur then patted their bonds, which fell off and withed gently on
the ground. It picked themup and stuffed theminto its pouch

The cent aur which had hobbl ed them w apped the ends of their tethers
around its upright trunk, they nerged into a belt. After an exchange of sour
bugle calls with the | eader, it patted the | eashes, . . . which then stretched
like taffy, beconming quite twenty feet long and nuch nore slender. Max pressed
his knife on Ellie and said, "Try to cut yourself |loose. If you can, then run
for it. I'Il keep them busy."



"No, Max."

"Yes! Dawggone it, quit being a brat! You' ve nade enough trouble."

"Yes, Max." She took the knife and tried to saw through the strange rope
near her ankle. The centaurs nade no attenpt to stop her, but watched with the
same air of gentle astonishnent. It was as if they had never seen a knife, had
no noti on of what one was. Presently she gave up. "No good, Max. It's Ilike
trying to slice duraplastic."

"Way, | keep that knife like a razor. Let ne try."

He had no better luck. He was forced to stop by the herd noving
out --wal k or be dragged. He managed to cl ose the knife while hopping on one
foot to save his bal ance. The group proceeded at a slow walk for a few steps,
then the | eader bugled and the centaurs broke into a trot, exactly like
anci ent cavalry.

Ellie stunbl ed at once and was dragged. Max sat down, nanaged to grab
hi s hobbl e and hang on while shouting, "Hey! Stop!"

Their captor stopped and | ooked around al nbst apol ogetically. Mx said,
"Look, stupid. We can't keep up. W're not horses,"” while helping Ellie to her
feet. "Are you hurt, kid?"

"I guess not." She blinked back tears. "If | could |lay hands on that
hay- burni ng oaf, he'd be hurt--plenty!"

"You skinned your hand."

"It won't kill ne. Just tell himto slow down, wll you?"

Seeing themon their feet the nonster inrediately started to trot again.
Down they went again, with Max trying to drag themto a halt. This time the
| eader trotted back fromthe nmain herd and consulted their custodian. Max took
part, making up in vehemence what he | acked in semantic efficiency.

Per haps he was effective; their keeper slowed to a fast walk, letting
the others go ahead. Another centaur dropped back and became a rear guard. One
of the animated bal | oons, which had continued to hover over the herd, now
drifted back and remai ned over Max and Ellie.

The pace was just bearable, between a fast wal k and a dogtrot. The route
| ed across the open, flat floor of the valley and through knee-high grass. The
grass saved them sonmewhat, as the centaur |eading themseened to feel that a
fall or two every few hundred yards represented opti num efficiency. He never
seened inmpatient and would stop and | et them get up, but always started off
again at a clip brisk for humans. Max and Ellie ceased trying to talk, their
throats being burned dry by their panting efforts to keep up. A tiny stream
nmeander ed through the bottom of the valley; the centaur junped easily across
it. It was necessary for the humans to wade. Ellie paused in m dstream | eaned
down and started to drink. Max objected, "Ellie! Don't drink that--you don't
know that it's safe.”

"I hope it poisons nme so | can lie down and die. Max, | can't go nmuch
farther."

"Chin up, kid. We'll get out of this. |'ve been keeping track of where
we' ve gone." He hesitated, then drank also, being terribly thirsty. The
centaur let them then tugged them on

It was as far again to the rising ground and forest on the other side.
They had thought that they were as tired as they could be before they started
up hill; they were m staken. The centaur was agile as a goat and seened
surprised that they found it difficult. Finally Ellie collapsed and woul d not
get up; the centaur came back and stirred her roughly with a three-toed hoof.

Max struck himw th both fists. The centaur nmade no nove to retaliate
but | ooked at himw th that same stupid astoni shnent. Their rear guard came up
and conversed with it, after which they waited for perhaps ten m nutes. Max
sat down beside Ellie and said anxiously, "Feeling any better?"

"Don't talk."

Presently the guard edged between them and drove Max back by stepping on
hi m whereupon the other centaur tugged on Ellie's leash. It contracted and



she was forced to scranble to her feet. The centaurs let themrest tw ce after
that. After an endless tine, when the |ocal sun was dropping lowin the west,
they came out on flat table Iand, still heavily wooded. They continued through
trees for a distance which Max's count of paces told himwas under a nile but
seened |ike ten, then stopped.

They were in a seni-clearing, a space carpeted with fallen needles.
Their guard cane up to the other centaur and took fromhimthe end of Max's
| eash, flipped it around the base of a tree, to which it clung. The other
centaur did the same with Ellie's I eash to another tree about forty feet away.
Havi ng done so, they roughly urged the two together, while stopping to stroke
their bonds until they were stretched out very thin. It allowed Max and Ellie
enough sl ack that they m ght have passed each ot her

This did not seemto please the centaurs. One of themshifted Max's
| eash farther back into the surroundi ng bushes, dragging himwth it. This
time at the extrene Iimt allowed by their bonds they were about six feet
apart. "Wiat are they doing?" asked Ellie.

"Looks like they don't want us to conbine forces."

Fi ni shed, the centaurs trotted away. Ellie | ooked after them began to
sob, then cried openly, tears running down her dirty face and | eaving tracks.
"Stow it," Max said harshly. "Sniffling will get us nowhere."

"I can't help it," she bawed. "I've been brave all day--at least |'ve
tried to be. I . . ." She collapsed face down and | et herself go.

By getting down prone and stretching Max could just reach her head. He
patted her tangled hair. "Take it easy, kid," he said softly. "Cry it out, if
you'll feel better."

"Ch, Maxie! Tied up . . . like a dog."

"We' || see about that." He sat up and exam ned his tether

VWhat ever the ropelike | eash was, it was not rope. It had a snooth shiny
surface which rem nded hi mnmore of a snake, though the part that wound around
hi s ankl e showed no features; it sinply flowed around his ankl e and mnerged
back into itself.

He Iifted the bight and detected a faint throbbing. He stroked it as he
had seen the centaurs do and it responded with flowi ng pul sations, but it
neit her shrank nor grew longer, nor did it loosen its grip. "Hlie," he
announced, "This thing is _alive_."

She lifted a woebegone face. "Wat thing?"

"This rope."

"Ch, that! O course."

"At least,"” he went on, "if it isn't, it's not really dead." He tried
his knife again, there was no effect. "I'Il bet if | had a match | coul d nmake

it cry "Uncle." Got an Everlite, Ellie?"

"l don't snoke."

"Neither do I. Well, maybe | can make a fire sone other way. Rubbing two
sticks together, or something."

"Do you know how?"

"No." He continued stroking and patting the living rope, but, though he
al ways got a response in pulsations, he did not seemto have the right touch;
the bond stayed as before. He was continuing this fruitless attenpt when he
heard his nane called. "Max! Ellie!l™

Ellie sat up with a jerk. "Chipsie! Oh, Mx, she followed us. Cone here,
darling!"

The spider puppy was high above themin a tree. She | ooked carefully
around, then scurried down, naking the last ten feet a flying leap into
Ellie's arms. They cuddl ed and nmade soft noises, then Ellie straightened up
her eyes shining. "Max, | feel so much better."

"So do |I." He added, "Though |I don't know why."

The spi der puppy announced gravely, "Chipsie follow "

Max reached across and petted her. "Yes, Chipsie did. Good girl!"

El li e hugged the spider puppy. "I don't feel deserted now, Max. Maybe
everything will cone out all right."



"Look, Ellie, we're not in too bad a spot. Maybe I'Il find the

conbination to tickle these ropes or snakes or whatever so they'll give up. If
| do, we'll sneak back tonight."

"How woul d we find our way?"

"Don't worry. | watched every foot of the way, every change of

direction, every |landmark."
"Even in the dark?"

"Easier in the dark. | know these stars--1 sure ought to. But suppose we
don't get loose; we still aren't licked."

"Huh? | don't relish spending ny life tied to a tree."

"You won't. Look--1 think these things are just curious about us. They
won't eat us, that's sure--they probably live on grass. Maybe they'|ll get
bored and turn us loose. But if they don't, it'll be rough on them?"

"Huh? Why?"

"Because of M. Walther and George Daigler--and Sam Sam Anderson
that's why. They're probably beating the bushes for us right now W are |ess
than ten mles fromthe ship--five by a straight line. They'|Il find us. Then
if these silly-1ooking centaurs want to get tough, they' Il |earn about nodern
weapons. They and their fool throw ng ropes!”

"It mght take a long time to find us. Nobody knows where we went."

"Yes," he admtted. "If | had a pocket radio. Or some way to signal. O
even a way to build a fire. But | don't."

"I never thought. It just seemed |like going for a stroll in the park."

Max thought darkly that he had tried to warn her. Wiy, even the hills
around hone weren't safe if a body didn't keep his eyes peeled . . . you could
run into a nmean ol d bobcat, or even a bear. Person like Ellie never 'ud had
enough hard knocks to knock sense into her, that was her trouble.

Presently he adnmitted that he hinself hadn't |ooked for grief from
anyt hi ng as apparently chuckl ed-headed and harm ess as these centaur things.
Anyhow, as Sam woul d say, no use cryin' over spilt m |k when the horse was
al ready stol en.

"Ellie."

" Huh?"

"Do you suppose Chipsie could find her way back?"

"Way, | don't know "

"I'f she could, we could send a nmessage."

Chi psi e | ooked up. "Back?" she inquired. "Please back. Go hone."

Ellie frowmned. "I'mafraid Chipsie doesn't talk that well. She'd
probably just hiccup and get incoherent."
"I don't mean that. | know Chipsie is no nental giant. | . . ."

"Chipsie is smart!"
"Sure. But | want to send a witten nessage and a map." He funbled in a
pocket, pulled out a stylus. "Do you have any paper?"

"I"ll see." She found a folded paper in a dungaree pocket. "Ch, dear! |
was supposed to take this to M. Gordano. M. Hornsby will be so vexed with
ne."

"What is it?"

"Arequisition for nunber-ten wire."

"It doesn't matter now." He took the paper, scratched out the
menor andum turned it over and began to draw, stopping to consult the pictures
filed in his mnd for distances, which way the local sun |ay, contours, and
ot her details.

" Max?"

"Quiet, can't you?" He continued to sketch, then added: "URGENT--to
First Oficer Walther: Eldreth Coburn and self captured by centaurs. Be
careful and watch out for their throwi ng ropes. Respectfully, M Jones." He
handed it to Ellie. "That ought to do it. Is there any way to fasten it to
her? | sure don't want her to drop it."

"Mm. . . let ne see. Turn your back, Mx."

"\Why 2"



"Don't be difficult. Turn your back."

He did so, shortly she said, "All right now" He faced her and she
handed hima ribbon. "How s this?"

"Swel I'!'" They managed to tie the ribbon, with the note folded and firnmy
attached, around M. Chips' waist, anchoring it to a mddle linb . . . not too
easy as the spider puppy seened to think it was a gane and was ticklish as
wel I .

"There! Stop squirmng, Chipsie, and listen. Ellie wants you to go
horne. "

" Hone?"

"Yes, home. Go back to the ship."

"Ellie go home?"

"Ellie can't go hone."

"No. "

"Honey, you've _got_ to.

"No. "

"Look, Chipsie. You find Maggie and tell her Ellie said to give you sone
candy. You give Maggie this." She tugged at the tied note.

" Candy?"

"Go home. Find Maggie. Maggie will give you candy."

"Ellie go home."

"Pl ease, Chipsie."

"Ellie," Max said urgently, "sonething is comng."

El dreth | ooked up, saw a centaur com ng through the trees. She pointed.
"Look, Chipsie! They're com ng! They'll catch Chipsie! Go honme! Run!"

The spider puppy squealed in terror and scurried for the trees. Once on
a branch she | ooked back and whi mpered. "Go hone!" screamed Ellie. "Find
Maggi e! "

M. Chips shot a glance at the centaur, then disappeared. They had no
time to worry further, the centaur was alnost up to them He glanced at them
and went on by; it was what followed the centaur that grabbed their attention
Ellie suppressed a shriek. "Max! They've caught everybody."

"No," he corrected grimy. "Look again." The gathering gl oom had caused
himto make the sane nistake; it seemed that the entire ship's conmpany trotted
after the centaur in single file, ankle | eashed to ankle by living ropes. But
only the first glance gave such an inpression. These creatures were nore than
humanoi d- - but such degraded creatures had never sailed between the stars.

They shuffled quickly along Iike well-trained aninmals. One or two | ooked
at Ellie and Max in passing, but their stares were bovine, incurious. Snall
children not on leash trotted with their nothers, and once Max was startled to
see a winkled little head peeping out of a pouch--these man-creatures were
mar supi al s, too.

Max controlled a desire to retch and as they passed out of sight he
turned to Ellie. "CGosh!"

"Max," Eldreth said hoarsely, "do you suppose we've died and gone to our
puni shnent ?"

"Huh? Don't be silly. Things are bad enough."

"I mean it. That was sonething right out of Dante's Inferno."

Max was swal | owi ng uneasily and not feeling good-tenpered. "Look, you
can pretend you're dead if you want to. Mg, I'malive and | nean to stay so.
Those things weren't men. Don't let it throw you."

"But they _were_ men. Men and wonen and children.”

"No, they weren't. Being shaped |ike us doesn't make them nen. Being a
man is sonmething el se entirely.” He scow ed. "Maybe the centaurs are 'nmen.'"

"G], no—-"
"Don't be too sure. They seemto run things in this country."
The di scussion was cut short by another arrival. It was al nost dark and

they did not see the centaur until he entered their clearing. He was foll owed
by three of the--Max decided to call them'nen' though he resented the
necessity--followed by three nen. They were not on | eashes. Al three were



beari ng burdens. The centaur spoke to them they distributed what they
carri ed.

One of them set down a large clay bow filled with water in the space
separating Max and Ellie. It was the first artifact that any human had seen on
Charity and did not indicate a high | evel of mechanical culture, being crudely
nodel ed and clearly not thrown on a potter's wheel; it held water, no nore
could be said for it. A second porter dunped a double arnful of small fruits
besi de the bowl. Two of them splashed into the bow, he did not bother to fish
t hem out.

Max had to | ook twice to see what the third slave was carrying. It
| ooked as if he had three | arge ovoid balls slung by ropes in each of his
hands; second inspection showed themto be animals about the size of opossuns
which he carried by their tails. He went around the clearing, stopping every
few feet and lifting one of his burdens to a | ower branch. Wen he had
finished they were surrounded by six small creatures, each hanging by its

tail. The centaur followed the slave, Max saw hi m stroke each ani nmal and press
a spot on its neck. In each case the entire body of the little animal lit up
began to shine like a firefly with soft silvery light.

The clearing was softly illum nated thereby--well enough, Max thought,

to read large print. One of the hobgoblins balloons cane sailing silently
bet ween trees and anchored to a point thirty feet above thenm it seened to
settle down for the night.

The centaur cane over to Max and prodded himw th a hoof, snorting
inquiringly. Max listened carefully, then repeated the sound. The centaur
answered and again Max mim cked. This usel ess exchange continued for a few
phrases, then the centaur gave up and left, his train trotting after him

Ellie shivered. "Phew" she exclainmed, "I'mglad they're gone. | can
stand the centaurs, a little, but those men . . . ugh!"

He shared her disgust; they | ooked | ess human cl ose up, having hair
lines that started where their eyebrows should have been. They were so
flat-headed that their ears stuck up above their skulls. But it was not this
that had inpressed Max. When the centaur had spoken to him Max had gotten his
first good look into a centaur's nouth. Those teeth were never neant for
munching grain, they were nore like the teeth of a tiger--or a shark

He decided not to mention this. "Say, wasn't that the sane one that was
| eadi ng the herd that caught us?"

"How woul d I know? They all |ook alike."

"But they don't, any nore than two horses | ook alike."

"Horses all | ook alike."

"But . . ." He stopped, baffled by a city viewpoint at which
conmuni cation failed. "I think it was the sane one."

"l can't see that it natters."

"It mght. I'mtrying to learn their |anguage."

"I heard you swal |l owi ng your tonsils. How did you do that?"

"Ch, you just remenber what a sound sounds like, then do it." He threw
hi s head back and made a very plaintive sound.

"What was _that? "

"A shote stuck in a fence. Little shote by the name of Abner | had
once. "

"It sounds tragic."

"I't was, until | helped himloose. Ellie, | think they' ve bedded us down
for the night." He gestured at the bow and the fruit beside it. "Like feeding
t he hogs."

"Don't put it that way. Room service. Room service and nmaid service and
lights. Food and drink." She picked up one of the fruits. It was about the
size and shape of a cucunmber. "Do you suppose this is fit to eat?"

"I don't think you ought to try it. Ellie, it wuld be smart not to eat
or drink anything until we are rescued."

"Well, nmaybe we could go hungry but we certainly can't go w thout water.
You die of thirst in a day or two."



"But we may be rescued before norning."
"Maybe." She peeled the fruit. "It smells good. Sonething like a

banana. "
He peel ed one and sniffed it. "Mre |ike a pawpaw. "
"Wl ?"
"Mm - Look here, I'lIl eat one. If it hasn't nade ne sick in a half

hour, then you can try one."

"Yes, sir, boss man." She bit into the one she held. "M nd the seeds."

"Ellie, you're a juvenile delinquent."

She wrinkl ed her nose and smiled. "You say the sweetest things! | try to
be. "

Max bit into his. Not bad--not as nuch flavor as a pawpaw, but not bad.
Sone m nutes | ater he was saying, "Maybe we should | eave sonme for breakfast?"

"All right. I"'mfull anyway." Ellie | eaned over and drank. W thout words
t hey had each concluded that the cloying neal required themto risk the water.
"There, | feel better. At least we'll die confortably. Max? Do you think we
dare sleep? |I'mdead."

"I think they are through with us for the night. You sleep, I'll sit

up. "

"No, that's not fair. Honest, what good would it do to keep watch? W
can't get away."

"Well . . . here, take ny knife. You can sleep with it in your hand."
"Al'l right." She reached across the bow and accepted it. "Good night,
"m going to count sheep.”

"Good night." He stretched out, shifted and got a tree cone out of his
ribs, then tried to relax. Fatigue and a full stomach hel ped, the know edge of
their plight hindered--and that hobgoblin hanging up there. Maybe _it_ was
keepi ng watch--but not for their benefit.

"Max? Are you asl eep?”

"No, Ellie."

"Hold nmy hand? |'m _scared._.

"I can't reach it."”

"Yes, you can. Swi ng around the other way."

He did so, and found that he could reach over his head past the water
bow and clasp her hand. "Thanks, Max. Good ni ght some nore."

He lay on his back and stared up through the trees. Despite the half
light given by the lum niferous animals he could see stars and the nunerous
nmeteor trails crisscrossing the sky. To avoid thinking he started counting
them Presently they started exploding in his head and he was asl eep.

Max.

The Iight of the |ocal sun through the trees awakened him He raised his
head. "I wondered how | ong you woul d sl eep," Eldreth announced. "Look who's
here.”

He sat up, wincing with every nove, and turned around. M. Chips was
sitting on Ellie's mddle and peeling one of the papaya-like fruits. "Lo,
Maxi e. "

"Hell o, Chipsie." He saw that the note was still tied to her. "Bad
girlt”

M. Chips turned to Ellie for confort. Tears started to |eak out. "No,
no," corrected Ellie. "Good girl. She's pronised to go find Maggi e as soon as
she finishes breakfast. Haven't you, dear?"

"Go find Maggie," the spider puppy agreed

"Don't blame her, Max. Spider puppies aren't nocturnal back honme. She
just waited until we were quiet, then cane back. She couldn't help it. | found
her sleeping in ny arm™

The spider puppy finished eating, then drank daintily fromthe bow . Max
decided that it didn't natter, considering who had probably used it before
they had. This thought he suppressed quickly. "Find Maggie," M. Chips
announced.



"Yes, dear. Go straight back to the ship as fast as you can and find
Maggi e. Hurry."

"Find Maggie. Hurry fast. 'Bye, Maxie." The spider puppy took to the
trees and scanpered away in the right direction

"Do you think she'll get there?" asked Max.

"I think so. After all, her ancestors found their way through forests
and such for a |lot of generations. She knows it's inmportant; we had a | ong
talk."

"Do you really think she understands that nuch?"

"She understands about pleasing me and that's enough. Max, do you
suppose they can possibly reach us today? | don't want to spend anot her night
here.”

"Neither do I. If Chipsie can nove faster than we can

"Ch, she can."

"Then maybe--if they start quickly."

"I hope so. Ready for breakfast?"

"Did Chipsie | eave anyt hi ng?"

"Three apiece. |'ve had mne. Here."

"Sure you're lying? There were only five when we went to sleep." She
| ooked sheepish and allowed himto split the odd one. Wiile they were eating
he noticed a change. "Hey, what becane of the over-sized |ightning bugs?"

"Ch. One of those awful creatures cane at dawn and carried them away. |
was set to screambut he didn't come close to ne, so | let you sleep."

"Thanks. | see our chaperone is with us." The hobgoblin still hung in
the tree tops.

"Yes, and there have been peekers around all norning, too.

"Did you get a |l ook at one?"

"OfF course not." She stood up, stretched and wi nced. "Now to see what
beautiful surprises this lovely day brings forth." She made a sour face. "The
program | would pick is to sit right here and never |lay eyes on anything unti

Ceorge Daigler shows up with about a dozen arnmed men. |1'd kiss him |'d kiss
all of them"
"So would I."

Until well past noon Eldreth's chosen schedul e prevail ed, nothing
happened. They heard fromtime to time the bugling and snorting of centaurs
but saw none. They tal ked in desultory fashion, having al ready disposed of
both hopes and fears, and were dozing in the sunshine, when they suddenly cane
alert to the fact that a centaur was entering the clearing.

Max felt sure that it was the |eader of the herd, or at least that it
was the one who had fed and watered them The creature wasted no tine, making
it clear with kicks and prods that they were to allow thenmsel ves to be | eashed
for travel

Never once were they free of the living ropes. Max thought of attacking
t he centaur, perhaps |eaping on his back and cutting his throat. But it seened
nost unlikely that he could do it quietly enough; one snort mght bring the
herd down on them Besides which he knew no way to get free of their bonds
even if he killed the centaur. Better wait--especially with a messenger gone
for help.

They were led, falling and bei ng dragged occasionally, along the route
taken by the party of slaves. It becane apparent that they were entering a
| arge centaur settlenment. The path opened out into a w nding, well-tended road
with centaurs going both directions and branching off onto side roads. There
were no buil dings, none of the outward marks of a civilized race--but there
was an air of organization, of custom of stability. Little centaurs scanpered
about, got in the way, and were ordered aside. There was activity of various
sorts on both sides of the road and grotesque human sl aves were al nbst as
nunerous as centaurs, carrying burdens, working in unexplai ned fashions--sone
with living-rope bonds, some allowed to run free. They could not see much
because of the unconfortable pace they were forced to maintain.

Once Max noted an activity on his side of the road that he wi shed to see



better. He did not nmention it to Ellie, not only because tal king was difficult
but because he did not wish to worry her--but it had | ooked |ike an outdoor
but cher shop to him The hangi ng carcasses were not centaurs.

They stopped at last in a very large clearing, well filled with
centaurs. Their master patted the lines that bound them and thereby caused
themto shorten until they were fetched close to his sides. He then took his
pl ace in a centaur queue.

A large, grizzled, and presumably el derly centaur was hol ding court on
one side of the "square." He stood with quiet dignity as single centaurs or
groups cane in succession before him Mux watched with interest so great that
he al most | ost his fear. Each case woul d be the cause of nuch discussion, then
the centaur chieftain would nake a single remark and the case woul d be over.
The contestants would | eave quietly. The conclusion was inescapable that |aw
or custom was being administered, with the large centaur as arbiter

There was none of the travesties of nen in the clearing but there were
underfoot odd aninmals that | ooked |like flattened-out hogs. Their |egs were so
short that they seenmed nore like tractor treads. They were nostly nouth and
teeth and snuffling snouts, and whatever they cane to, if it was not a
centaur's hoof, they devoured. Max understood from wat ching them how t he area,
al t hough thickly inhabited, was kept so cl ean; these scavengers were ani mated
street cleaners.

Their master gradually worked up toward the head of the line. The | ast
case before theirs concerned the only centaur they had seen which did not seem
in vibrant health. He was old and skinny, his coat was dull and his bones
stuck pitifully through his hide. One eye was blind, a blank white; the other
was i nflamed and weeping a thick ichor

The judge, mayor, or top herd | eader discussed his case with two younger
heal thy centaurs who seened to be attending himal nost as nurses. Then the
boss centaur noved from his position of honor and wal ked around the sick one,
i nspecting himfromall sides. Then he spoke to him

The ol d sick one responded feebly, a single snorted word. The chief
cent aur spoke again, got what seened to Max the sane answer. The chief backed
into his former position, set up a curious whinnying cry.

Fromall sides the squatty scavengers converged on the spot. They forned
a ring around the sick one and his attendants, dozens of them snuffling and
grunting. The chief bugled once; one attendant reached into its pouch and
haul ed forth a creature curled into a knot, the centaur stroked it and it
unwound. To Max it | ooked unpleasantly like an eel

The attendant extended it toward the sick centaur. It nmade no nove to
stop him but waited, watching with his one good eye. The head of the slender
thi ng was suddenly touched to the neck of the sick centaur; he jerked in the
characteristic convul sion of electric shock and col | apsed.

The chief centaur snorted once--and the scavengers waddl ed forward with
surprising speed, swarm ng over the body and concealing it. Wen they backed

away, still snuffling, there were not even bones.
Max called out softly, "Steady, Ellie! Get a grip on yourself, kid."
She answered faintly, "I"mall right."
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For the first tine they were turned | oose. Their master tickled their
bonds, which dropped fromtheir ankles. Max said softly to Ellie, "If you want
to run for it, 1'll keep them busy."

El lie shook her head. "No good. They'd have ne before I went fifty feet.
Besides--1 can't find ny way back."

Max shut up, knowi ng that she was right but having felt obliged to
of fer. The chief centaur inspected themw th the characteristic expression of
gentl e surprise, exchanged bugling comrents with their captor. They were under
di scussion for sone time, there appeared to be some matter to be deci ded. Max
got out his knife. He had no plan, other than a determ nation that no centaur
woul d approach either one of themwi th that el ectric-shock creature, or any
ot her nmenace, w thout a fight.

The crisis faded away. Their captor flicked their |eashes about their
ankl es and dragged themoff. Fifteen mnutes later they were again staked out
in the clearing they had occupied. Ellie | ooked around her after the centaur

had gone and sighed. ""Be it ever so hunble . . .' Max, it actually feels good
to get back here."
"I know. "

The nmonotony that followed was varied by one thing only: fading hope and
mounti ng despair. They were not treated unkindly; they were sinply donestic
ani mal s--fed and watered and | argely ignored. Once a day they were given water
and plenty of the native papayas. After the first night they no | onger had the
luxury of "artificial" light, nor did the hobgoblin hang over their clearing.
But there was no way of escape, short of gnawing off a |leg and craw i ng away.

For two or three days they discussed the possibility of rescue with
nmounti ng anxi ety, then, having beaten the subject to death they dropped it; it
sinmply added to their distress. Ellie rarely smled now and she had quit her
frivolous back talk; it seemed that it had finally gotten through her arnor
that this could happen to Eldreth Coburn, only daughter of the rich and al nost
al | -powerful M. Conmm ssioner Coburn--a chattel, a barnyard ani mal of nonsters
t hensel ves suitable only for zoos.

Max took it a little more phil osophically. Never having had nuch, he did
not expect much--not that he enjoyed it. He kept his worst fear secret. Ellie
referred to their status as "aninmals in a zoo" because nmpbst of their visitors
were small centaurs who canme sniffling and bl eating around with a curiosity
that their elders seened to lack. He let her description stand because he
beli eved their status worse than that--he thought that they were being
fattened for the table.

One week after their capture Eldreth declined to eat breakfast and
stayed silent all nmorning. Al that Max could think of to say evoked only
nmonosyl | abl es. I n desperation he said, "I'lIl beat you at three-dee and spot
you two starships.”

That roused her. "You and who el se?" she said scornfully. "And with
what ?"

"Well, we could play it in our heads. You know - blindfold."

She shook her head. "No good. You'd claimyour nenmory was better than
mne and | wouldn't be able to prove you were cheating."

"Nasty little brat."

She smled suddenly. "That's better. You've been too gentle with ne
lately--it depresses ne. Max, we could rmake a set."

" How?"

"Wth these." She picked up one of many tree cones that littered the
clearing. "A big one is a flagship. W can pick various sizes and break the
t hi ngamaj i gs of f and such.”

They both got interested. The water bow was noved aside so that it no
| onger occupied the center of the space nmarked by the Iimts of their tethers
and the no-nman's-1and between them was brushed free of needl es and nmarked with
scrat ches as boards. The boards had to be side by side; they must stack them



in their mnds, but that was a common expedient for players with good
vi sual i zati on when using an unpowered set--it saved tine between noves.
Pebbl es became robots; torn bits of cloth tied to cones distingui shed
sides and hel ped to designate pieces. By m dafternoon they were ready. They
were still playing their first ganme when darkness forced themto stop. As they
lay down to sleep Max said, "I'd better not take your hand. |1'd knock over nen
in the dark."
"I won't sleep if you don't--1 won't feel safe. Besides, that gorilla
messed up one board changing the water."
"That's all right. | renenber where they were."
"Then you can just remenber where they all are, Stretch out your arm™
He groped in the darkness, found her fingers. "N ght, Max. Sleep tight."
"Good night, Elie."
Thereafter they played from sunup to sundown. Their owner cane once,
wat ched them for an hour, went away w thout a snort. Once when Ellie had
fought himto a draw Max said, "You know, Ellie, you play this gane awfully

well--for a girl."

"Thank you too much.™"

"No, | nean it. | suppose girls are probably as intelligent as nen, but
nmost of themdon't act like it. | think it's because they don't have to. If a
girl is pretty, she doesn't have to think. O course, if she can't get by on
her | ooks, then--well, take you for exanple. If you . "

" Oh!l_ So I"'mugly, M. Jones!"

"Wait a minute. | didn't say that. Let's suppose that you were the npst
beautiful woman since Helen of Troy. In that case, you would . . ." He found

that he was tal king to her back. She had swung round, grabbed her knees, and
was ignoring him

He stretched hinself to the limt of his tether, bound |l eg straight out
behi nd him and nmanaged to touch her shoul der. "Ellie?"

She shook off his hand. "Keep your distance! You snell l|ike an old
goat . "
"Well," he said reasonably, "you're no lily yourself. You haven't had a
bath lately either."
"I know it!" she snapped, and started to sob. "And | hate it. | just
h- h- hate_ it. | look _awful ."

"No, you don't. Not to. ne."

She turned a tear-wet and very dirty face. "Liar."

"Not hi ng wong that some soap and water won't fix."

"Ch, if only I had sonme." She |ooked at him "You aren't at your best
yoursel f, M. Jones. You need a haircut and the way your beard grows in
patches is ghastly."

He fingered the untidy stubble on his chin. "I can't help it."

"Neither can |I." She sighed. "Set up the boards again."

Thereafter she beat himthree strai ght ganes, one with a disgracefu
idiot's mate. He | ooked at the boards sadly when it was over. "And you are the
girl who flunked inproper fractions?"

"M. Jones, has it ever occurred to you, the world being what it is,
that women sonetines prefer not to appear too bright?" He was digesting this

when she added, "I learned this game at ny father's knee, before | learned to
read. | was junior chanpion of Hespera before | got shanghaied. Stop by
sometinme and 1'll show you my cup.”

"I's that true? Really?"
"I'd rather play than eat--when | can find conpetition. But you're
| earni ng. Sonmeday you'll be able to give me a good gane."
"I guess | don't understand wonen."
"That's an understatenent."”
Max was a long time getting to sleep that night. Long after Eldreth was
gently snoring he was still staring at the shining tail of the big conet,
wat chi ng the shooting star trails, and thinking. None of his thoughts was
pl easant .



Their position was hopel ess, he admtted. Even though Chipsie had failed
(he had never pinned nuch hope on her), searching parties should have found
them by now. There was no | onger any reason to think that they woul d be
rescued.

And now Ellie was openly contenptuous of him He had managed to hurt her
pride again--again with his big, |oose, flapping jaw Wy, he should have told
her that she was the prettiest thing this side of paradise, if it would nake
her feel good--she had mghty little to feel good about these days!

Bei ng captive had been tol erabl e because of her, he adm tted--now he had
nothing to | ook forward to but day after day of losing at three-dee while
Ellie grimy proved that girls were as good as nmen and better. At the end of
it they would wind up as an itemin the diet of a thing that shoul d never have
been born.

If only Dr. Hendrix hadn't died!

If only he had been firmwith Ellie when it mattered.

To top it off, and at the nmonent al nost the worst of all, he felt that
if he ate just one nore of those blasted pawpaws it would gag him

He was awakened by a hand on his shoul der and a whi sper in his ear
" Max! "

"What the--?"

" Quiet! Not a sound."

It was Sam crouchi ng over him - San

As he sat up, sleep jarred out of him by adrenalin shock, he saw Sam
nmove noi selessly to where Ellie slept. He squatted over her but did not touch
her. "M ss Eldreth," he said softly.

Ellie' s eyes opened and stared. She opened her mouth, Max was terrified
that she might cry out. Sam hastily signed for silence; she | ooked at him and
nodded. Sam knelt over her, seemed to study sonething in the shadow | aced
nmoonl i ght, then took out a hand gun. There was the briefest of |ow energy
di scharges, entirely silent, and Ellie stood up--free. Samreturned to Mx.
"Hold still," he whispered. "I don't want to burn you." He knelt over Max's
bound ankl e.

When the gun flared Max felt an al nost paral yzing constriction around
his ankle, then the thing fell off. The anputated nmajor part contracted and
jerked away into the shadows. Max stood up. "How -"

"Not a word. Follow nme." Samled off into the bushes with Ellie behind
hi m and Max follow ng closely. They had gone only twenty yards when there was
a whinmpering cry of "Ellie!" and the spider puppy |anded in Eldreth's arns.
Sam t urned suddenly.

"Keep her quiet," he whispered, "for your life."

Ellie nodded and started petting the little creature, crooning to it
voi cel essly. When Chipsie tried to talk, she silenced it, then stuffed it
i nside her shirt. Samwaited these few nonents, now started on w t hout
speaki ng.

They proceeded for several hundred yards as near silently as three
peopl e who believe their lives hang on it can manage. Finally Sam st opped.
"This is as far as we dare go," he said in a low voice. "Any farther in the
dark and I'd be lost. But |I"'mpretty sure we are outside their sleeping
grounds. We'll start again at the first light."

"How did you get here in the dark, then?"

"I didn't. Chips and | have been hiding in thick bushes since
m dafternoon, not fifty feet fromyou."

"Ch." Max | ooked around, |ooked up at the stars. "I can take us back in
the dark."

"You can? It 'ud be a darn good thing. These babies don't stir out at
ni ght--1 think."

"Let me get in the |lead. You get behind Ellie."

It took nore than an hour to get to the edge of the tableland. The



dar kness, the undergrowth, the need for absolute silence, and the fact that
Max had to take it slowly to keep his bearings despite his photographic nmenory
all slowed them down. The trip downhill into the valley was even sl ower.

When they reached the edge of the trees with conparatively fl at
grassland in front Sam halted them and surveyed the valley by di m noonlight.
"Mustn't get caught in the open,"” he whispered. "They can't throw those snakes
too well among trees, but out in the open--oh, brother!"

"You know about the throw ng ropes?"

"Sure."

"Sam " whispered Ellie. "M. Anderson, why did . . .’

"Sssh!" he cautioned. "Explanations later. Straight across, at a
dogtrot. Mss Eldreth, you set the pace. Mx, pick your bearings and guide us.
W'll run side by side. Al set?"

"Just a minute." Max took the spider puppy fromEl dreth, zipping it
i nside his shirt as she had done. M. Chips did not even wake up, but npaned
softly like a disturbed baby. "Ckay."

They ran and wal ked and ran again for a half hour or nmore, wasting no
breath on words, putting everything into gaining distance fromthe centaur
conmuni ty. Knee-hi gh grass and sem -darkness nade the going hard. They were
al nrost to the bottomof the valley and Max was straining to spot the stream
when Sam cal l ed out, "Down! Down flat!"

Max hit dirt, taking it on his elbows to protect Chips; Ellie flopped
besi de him Max turned his head cautiously and whi spered, "Centaurs?"

"No. Shut up."

A hobgoblin balloon, noving at night to Max's surprise, was drifting
across the valley at an altitude of about a hundred feet. Its course would
take it past them m ssing them by perhaps a hundred yards. Then it veered and
cane toward them

It lost altitude and hovered al nbst over them Max saw Sam ai m
carefully, steadying his pistol with both bands. There was monentarily a faint
violet pencil fromgun to hobgoblin; the creature burst and fell so close by
that Max could snmell burned neat. Samreturned his weapon and got to his feet.
"One less spy," he said with satisfaction. "Let's get going, kids."

"You think those things spy?"

"' Think'? We know. Those pol o poni es have this place _organized_. Pipe
down and make mles."

Ellie found the streamby falling into it. They haul ed her out and waded
across, stopping only to drink. On the other bank Sam said, "Were's your |eft
shoe, M ss Eldreth?"

"It came off in the brook."

Sam st opped to search but it was useless; the water |ooked like ink in
the faint light. "No good," he decided. "W could waste the whol e night.

You' re due for sore feet--sorry. Better throw away your other shoe."

It did not slowthemuntil they reached the far ridge beyond which | ay
Charityville and the ship. Soon after they started up Ellie cut her right foot
on a rock. She did her best, setting her jaw and not conplaining, but it
handi capped them There was a hint of dawn in the air by the time they reached
the top. Max started to |l ead them down the arroyo that he and Ellie had cone
up so many year-long days ago. Sam stopped him "Let ne get this straight.
This isn't the draw that faces the ship, is it?"

"No, that one is just north of this." Max reconstructed in his mnd how
it had | ooked fromthe ship and conpared it with his nenory of the photonmap
taken as the ship landed. "Actually a shoul der just beyond the next draw faces

the ship."

"I thought so. This is the one Chips led me up, but | want us to stay in
the trees as long as possible. It'll be light by the tine we'd be down to the
flat."

"Does it matter? There have never been any centaurs seen in the valley
the shipis in."
"You mean you never saw any. You've been away, old son. We're in danger



now -and in worse danger the closer we get to the ship. Keep your voice down--
and |l ead us to that shoul der that sticks out toward the ship. If you can."

Max coul d, though it meant going over strange terrain and keeping his
bearings fromhis nenory of a small-scale map. It involved "crossing the
furrows," too, instead of following a dry water course--which led to inpasses
such as thirty-foot drops that had to be gone painfully around. Sam grew edgy
as the light increased and urged themto greater speed and greater silence
even as Ellie's increasingly crippled condition made his demands harder to
neet .

"I really amsorry," he whispered after she had to slide and scranble
down a rock slope, checking herself with bare and bl oody feet. "But it's
better to get there on stunps than to let themcatch you."

"I know." Her face contorted but she made no sound. It was daylight by
the tine Max led themout on the shoulder. Silently he indicated the ship, a
half mle away. They were about level with its top

"Down this way, | think," he said quietly to Sam

"No. "
" Huh?"
"Chilluns, it's Uncle Sam s opinion that we had better lie doggo in
t hose bushes, holding still and letting the beggar flies bite us, until after
sundown. "

Max eyed the thousand yard gap. "We could run for it."

"And four legs run faster than two |l egs. W've |learned that lately."

The bushes sel ected by Sam grew out to the edge of the shoul der. He
craw ed through themuntil he reached a place where he could spy the valley
bel ow while still hidden. Ellie and Max wriggled after him The ground dropped
of f sharply just beyond them The ship faced them to their left and nearer
was Charityville.

"Cet confortable,” Samordered, "and we'll take turns keeping guard.
Sleep if you can, this will be a long watch."

Max tried to shift M. Chips around so that he might lie flat. Alittle
head poked out of his collar. "Good norning," the spider puppy said gravely.
" Br eakf ast ?"

"No breakfast, hon," Ellie told her. "Sam is it all right to let her
out ?"

"I guess so. But keep her quiet."
did the sane.

"San? Why don't we head for the village? It's closer."

"Nobody there. Abandoned."

"What ? Look, Sam can't you tell us now what's happened?"

Sam di d not take his eyes off the plain. "Ckay. But hold it down to
whi spers. What do you want to know?"

That was a hard one--Max wanted to know everything. "Wat happened to
the vill age?"

"Gave it up. Too dangerous."

"Huh? Anybody caught ?"

"Not permanently. Daigler had a gun. But then the fun began. W thought
that all they had were those throw ng snakes and that we had scared them of f.
But they've got lots nmore than that. Things that burrow underground, for
exanple. That's why the village had to be abandoned."

" Anybody hurt ?"

"Well . . . the newl yweds were already in residence. Becky Wberbauer is
a w dow. "

Ellie gasped and Sam whi spered sharply to be quiet. Max mulled it over
before saying, "Sam | don't see why, after they got ny nessage, they didn't

Sam was studying the plain bel ow Max

"What message?"

Max expl ai ned. Sam shook his head. "The pooch got back all right. By
then we knew you were m ssing and were searching for you--arnmed, fortunately.
But there was no nessage."



"Huh? How did you find us?"

"Chips led me, | told you. But that was all. Sonebody stuffed her into
her old cage and that's where | found her yesterday. | stopped to pet her
knowi ng you were gone, Mss Eldreth--and found the poor little thing nearly
out of her mnd. | finally got it through ny head that she knew where you two
were. So . . ." He shrugged.

"Ch. But | can't see," Max whispered, "why you risked it alone. You
al ready knew t hey were dangerous; you should have had every man in the ship
with you, arned."”

Sam shook his head. "And we woul d have | ost every man. A sneak was
possi bl e; the other wasn't. And we had to get you back."

"Thanks. | don't know how to say it, Sam Anyhow, thanks."

"Yes," added Ellie, "and stop calling nme '"Mss Eldreth." I'"'mElie to ny
friends."

"Ckay, Ellie. How are the feet?"

"1 live."

"Good." He turned his head to Max. "But | didn't say we wanted_ to get
you back, | said we _had_ to. You, Max. No offense, Ellie."

"Huh? Wy ne?"

"Well . . ." Sam seened reluctant. "You'll get the details when you get

back. But it |ooks Iike you'll be needed if they take the ship off. You're the
only astrogator left."

"Huh? What happened to Sines?"

" Quiet! He's dead."

"For Pete's sake." Max decided that, little as he |iked Sinmes, death at
t he hands of the centaurs he would not have wi shed on any hunman; he said so.

"Ch, no, it wasn't that way. You see, when Captain Blaine died. "

"The Captain, _too?_"

"Yes."

"I knew he was sick, | didn't know he was that sick."

"Well, call it a broken heart. O honorable hara-kiri. O an accident.
found an enmpty box for sleeping pills when | hel ped pack his things. Maybe he
took them or nmaybe your pal Simes slipped themin his tea. The Surgeon
certified '"natural causes' and that's how it was |ogged. What is a natura
cause when a man can't bear to |live any |onger?"

Ellie said softly, "He was a good man."

"Yes," agreed Sam "Too good, maybe."

"But how about Sines?"

"Well, now, that was another matter. Sinmes seenmed to feel that he was
crown prince, but the First wouldn't stand for it. Sonething about sone fil ns
t he Chi ef Conputerman had. Anyhow, he tried to get tough with Walther and
sort of broke his neck. There wasn't time to be gentle," Sam added hastily.
"Simes pulled a gun.”

"Saml You aren't in trouble?"

"None, except here and now. If we--quiet, kids!" He peered nore sharply
t hrough the bushes. "Not a sound, not a novenent," he whispered. "It may m ss
us."

A hobgobl I n was drifting down fromnorth, paralleling the ridge above
and out fromit, as if it were scouting the high land. Max said in Sam s ear
"Hadn't we better scrunch back?"

"Too late. Just hold still."

The ball oon drifted abreast of them stopped, then noved slowy toward
them Max saw that Sam had his gun out. He held his fire until the hobgoblin
hovered above them The shot burned needl es and branches but it brought down
t he thing.

"Saml There's anot her one!"

"\Wher e?" Sam | ooked where Max poi nted. The second hobgoblin apparently
had been covering the first, higher and farther out. Even as they watched it
veered away and gai ned altitude.

"Cet it, Sam"



Sam stood up. "Too late. Too far and too late. Well, kids, away we go.
No need to keep quiet. Sit down and slide, Ellie; it'll save your feet sone."

Down they went, scattering rocks and tearing their clothes, with M.
Chi ps on her own and enjoying it. At the bottom Sam said, "Mux, how fast can
you do a half mle?"

"l don't know. Three m nutes."

"Make it less. Get going. I'll help Ellie."
"No. "

"You get there! You're needed."

"No!

Sam si ghed. "Al ways sonme confounded hero. Take her other arm"”

They made a coupl e of hundred yards hal f carrying El dreth, when she
shook themoff. "I can go faster al one," she panted.

"Ckay, let's go!" Sam rasped.

She proved herself right. Ignoring her injured feet she punped her short
legs in a fashion which did not require Max's best speed to keep up, but
nevert hel ess kept him panting. The ship grew | arger ahead of them Max saw
that the cage was up and wondered how long it would take to attract attention
and get it |owered.

They were half way when Sam shouted, "Here conmes the cavalry! Speed it
up! "

Max gl anced over his shoulder. A herd of centaurs--a dozen, two dozen
per haps nore--was sweeping toward themfromthe hills on a diagonal plainly
intended to cut themoff. Ellie saw themtoo and did speed up, with a burst
that nmonmentarily outdi stanced Max.

They had cut the distance to a few hundred yards when the cage swung
free of the lock and sank lazily toward the ground. Max started to shout that
they were going to nmake it when he heard the drum of hooves cl ose behind. Sam
yelled, "Beat it, kids! Into the ship." He stopped.

Max stopped too, while shouting, " _Run_, Elliel

Sam snarled, "Run for it, | said! Wuat can _you_ do? Wthout a gun?"

Max hesitated, torn by an unbearable decision. He saw that Ellie had
stopped. Sam gl anced back, then backhanded Max across the mouth. "Get noving!
Get her inside!"”

Max moved, gathering Ellie in one armand urgi ng her on. Behind them Sam
Anderson turned to face his death . . . dropping to one knee and steadying his
pistol over his left forearmin precisely the form approved by the manual

20

"--ASH P IS NOTI JUST STEEL--"

The cage hit the ground, four nen swarned out as Max stunbl ed inside and
dunped Ellie on the floor. The door clanged shut behind them but not too
qui ckly for M. Chips. The spider puppy ran to Ellie, clutched her arm and
wai l ed. Eldreth tried to sit up.

"You all right?" Max demanded.

"Uh, sure. But . . ." She shut up as Max whirled around and tried to
open the cage door.

It would not open. It was not until then that he realized that the lift



was of f the ground and rising slowy. He punched the "stop" control

Not hi ng happened, the car continued upward. About ten feet off the
ground it stopped. Max | ooked up through the grille roof and shouted, "Hey! In
the lock, there! Lower away!"

He was ignored. He tried the door again--uselessly, as its safety catch
prevented it being opened when the cage was in the air. Frustrated and
hel pl ess, he grabbed the bars and | ooked out. He could see nothing of Sam The
centaurs were mlling around in the m ddle distance. He saw one stunble and go
down and then another. Then he saw the four nen who had passed him They were
on their bellies in fair skirmsh Iine not far fromthe cage, each with a
shoul der gun and each firing carefully. The range was not great, about three
hundred yards; they were taking steady toll. Each silent, alnost invisible
bolt picked off a centaur

Max counted seven nore centaur casualties--then the nonsters broke and
ran, scattering toward the hills. The firing conti nued and several nore
dropped before di stance made firing uncertain.

Sonebody shouted, "Hold your fire!" and one of the men stunbled to his
feet and ran toward the center of the battle. The others got up and foll owed
hi m

When they canme back they were carrying sonething that |ooked like a
bundl e of clothing. The cage |owered to the ground, they cane inside and laid
it gently on the floor. One of themglanced at Eldreth, then quickly renmoved
his jacket and laid it over Samis face. Not until then did Max see that it was
M. Walther.

The other three were M. Daigler, a power man whom Max knew only by
sight, and Chief Steward G ordano. The fat man was crying openly. "The filthy
verm n!" he sobbed. "He never had a chance. They just rode hi mdown and
tronpled him" He choked, then added, "But he got at least five of "em™" H's
eyes rested on Max w thout recognition. "He made 'em pay."

Eldreth said gently, "Is he dead?"

"Huh? O course. Don't talk silly." The steward turned his face away.

The car bunped to a stop. Walther | ooked in through the | ock and said
angrily, "Get those bystanders out of the way. Wiat is this? A circus?" He
turned back. "Let's get himin, nen."

As he was bending to help, Max saw Eldreth being | ed away by Ms.

Durmont. Tenderly they carried Samin and deposited himon the deck where the
Surgeon was waiting. Walther straightened up and seened to notice Max for the
first time. "M. Jones? WIIl you see nme in ny stateroomas quickly as
possi bl e, pl ease?"

"Aye aye, sir. But . . ." Max |ooked down at his friend. "I'd like to

Wal ther cut himshort. "There's nothing you can do. Cone away." He added
nore gently, "Make it fifteen mnutes. That will give you time for a wash and
a change."

Max presented hinself on tine, showered, his face hastily scraped, and
in clean clothes--although | acking a cap. H s one cap was somewhere in the far
val l ey, lost on capture. He found Chief Engineer Conpagnon and M. Samnuel s,
the Purser, with the First Oficer. They were seated around a table, having
coffee. "Cone in, M. Jones," Walther invited. "Sit down. Coffee?"

"Uh, yes, sir." Max discovered that he was terribly hungry. He | oaded
the brew with cream and sugar

They sat for a few minutes, talking of uninmportant matters, while Max
drank his coffee and steadi ed down. Presently Walther said, "Wat shape are
you in, M. Jones?"

"Why, all right, | guess, sir. Tired, maybe."

"I imagine so. I'msorry to have to disturb you. Do you know t he
situati on now?"
"Partly, sir. Samtold ne . . . Sam Anderson . " His voice broke

"We're sorry about Anderson,"” M. Walther said soberly. "In many ways he
was one of the best men | ever served with. But go on."



Max recounted what Sam had had tinme to tell him but shortened the
statements about Sinmes and Captain Blaine to the sinple fact that they were
dead. Walther nodded. "Then you know what we want of you?"

"I think so, sir. You want to raise the ship, so you want ne to

astrogate." He hesitated. "I suppose | can."
"Mm. . . yes. But that's not all."
n Si r. ?Il

"You nust be Captain."

Al three had their eyes fixed on him Mx felt |ightheaded and for a
nmonent wondered what was wong. Their faces seemed to swell and then recede.
He realized vaguely that he had had little to eat and al nost no sleep for many
hours and had been runni ng on nerve--yes, that nust be what was wong with
him Froma |long distance away he heard Walther's voice: " utterly
necessary to | eave this planet without delay. Now our |egal position is clear
In space, only an astrogation officer may command. You are being asked to
assune command responsibility while very young but you are the only qualified
person-- therefore you _nust_do it."

Max pull ed hinmsel f together, the wavering figures cane into focus. "M.
vl t her ?"

" Yes?"
"But 1'mnot an astrogator. |I'mjust a probationary apprentice.
Chi ef Engi neer Conpagnon answered him "Kelly says you're an

astrogator,"” he grow ed

"Kelly is nore of an astrogator than | am"”

Conpagnon shook his head. "You can't pass judgnment on yourself.'
nodded agreenent.

"Let's dispose of that," Walther added. "There is no question of the
Chi ef Comput er man becomi ng captain. Nor does your rank in your guild matter
Li ne of command, underway, necessarily is limted to astrogators. You are

Sanuel s

senior in that line, no matter how junior you feel. At this nonent, | hold
command--until | pass it on. But | can't take a ship into space. If you refuse

well, | don't know what we will have to do. | don't know "

Max gul ped and said, "Look, sir, I'mnot refusing duty. I'll
astrogat e--shucks, | suppose it's all right to call me the astrogator, under
the circunstances. But there is no reason to pretend that |I'm captain. You
stay in command while |I conn the ship. That's best, sir--1 wouldn't know how
to _act_ like a captain.”

Wal t her shook his head. "Not legally possible."

Conpagnon added, "I don't care about the legalities. But | know that
responsibility can't be divided. Frankly, young fellow, 1'd rather have Dutch

as ski pper than you--but he can't astrogate. 1'd be delighted to have Doc
Hendri x--but he's gone. I'd rather hold the sack nyself than load it on
you--but 1'ma physicist and | know just enough of the math of astrogation to
know that | couldn't in alifetine acquire the speed that an astrogator _has_
to have. Not ny tenperanment. Kelly says you' ve got it already. |'ve shipped
with Kelly a good many years, | trust him So it's your pidgin, son; you' ve
got to take it--and the authority that goes with it. Dutch will help--we'll
all hel p--but you can't duck out and hand himthe sack."

M. Sanmuels said quietly, "I don't agree with the Chief Engi neer about
t he uni mportance of |egal aspects; nost of these | aws have wi se reasons behi nd
them But | agree with what el se he says. M. Jones, a ship is not just steel
it is adelicate political entity. Its laws and custons cannot be disregarded
wi thout inviting disaster. It will be far easier to maintain noral e and
discipline in this ship with a young captain--with all his officers behind
him-than it would be to |l et passengers and crew suspect that the man who mnust
make the crucial decisions, those |ife-and-death matters involving the
handl i ng of the ship, that this all-powerful nan neverthel ess can't be trusted
to command the ship. No, sir, such a situation would frighten ne; that is how



nmuti ni es are born."
Max felt his heart pounding, his head was aching steadily. Walther
| ooked at himgrimy and said, "Well?"
"I'I'l take it." He added, "I don't see what else | can do."
Wal t her stood up. "What are your orders, Captain?"

Max sat still and tried to slow his heart. He pressed his fingers to
t hr obbi ng tenpl es and | ooked frightened. "Unh, continue with routine. Mke
preparations to raise ship."

"Aye aye, sir." Walther paused, then added, "May | ask when the Captain
pl ans to raise ship?"

He was having trouble focusing again. "Wen? Not before
tomorrow-tonorrow at noon. |1've got to have a night's sleep.” He thought to
hinsel f that Kelly and he could throwit into a parking orbit, which would get
them away fromthe centaurs--then stop to figure out his next nove.

"I think that's wise, sir. W need the tine."

Conpagnon stood up. "If the Captain will excuse ne, sir, |I'll get ny
departnment started.”
Samuel s joined him "Your cabin is ready, sir--1'"Il have your persona

effects noved in in a few mnutes.”

Max stared at him He had not yet assinilated the side inplications of
his new office. Use Captain Blaine's holy of holies? Sleep in his bed? "Un, |
don't think that's necessary. |'mconfortable where | am"

Samuel s gl anced at the First Oficer, then said, "If you pl ease,

Captain, this is one of the things | was tal king about when |I said that a ship
is a delicate political entity."

"Eh?" Max thought about it, then suddenly felt both the burden descend
on himand the strength to neet it. "Very well," he answered, his voice
deepening. "Do it."

"Yes, sir." Samuels | ooked at him "Also, Captain--if you wish it--1"I1
have Lopez stop in and trimyour hair."

Max pushed | ocks back of his ear. "It _is_ shaggy, isn't it? Very well.'

The Purser and the Chief Engineer left. Max stood for a nonment
uncertainly, not sure what his next cue was in this newrole. Walther said,
"Captain? Can you spare ne a few nore m nutes?"

"Ch, certainly." They sat down and Wl ther poured nore coffee. Max said,
"M. VWalther? Do you suppose we could ring the pantry and get some toast?
haven't eaten today."

"Why, surely! Sorry, sir." Instead of ringing, the First Oficer phoned
and ordered a high tea. Then he turned to Max. "Captain, | didn't give you al
the story--nor did | wish to until we were alone."

" G

"Don't m sunderstand nme. My turning over command to you did not depend
on these other matters--nor is it necessary for your officers to know
everything that the Captain knows . . . even your departnent heads."

"Uh, | suppose not."

Wal ther stared at his coffee. "Have you heard how M. Sinmes happened to

di e?"

Max told himwhat little he had | earned from Sam Walther nodded. "That
is essentially correct. Mmm. . . It is not good to speak ill of the dead,
but Simes was an unstabl e character. Wen Captain Bl ai ne passed on, he took it
for granted that he was inmediately captain of this ship."

"Well--1 suppose it |ooked that way to him fromthe | egal standpoint."”

"Not at all! Sorry to correct you, Captain, but that is one hundred
percent wrong."

Max frowned. "I guess |'mdunmb--but | thought that was the argunent that
was used on me?"

"No, sir. The ship being on the ground, conmand devol ved on me, the
senior. | amnot required to turn conmand over to an astrogator until--and



_unless_-- the ship goes into space. Even then it is not automatically a
matter of turning it over to the senior astrogating officer. | have a clearly
defined responsibility, wth nunerous adjudicated cases in point: | nust turn
conmand over only to a man | believe can handle it.

"Now | have | ong had doubts about M. Sinmes, his tenperament, | mean.
Neverthel ess, in this enmergency, | would have found it terribly hard not to
turn command over to him once it was decided to raise ship. But before we
lost the Captain | had had occasion to dig into M. Sinmes' ability as an
astrogator--partly as a result of a conversation with you. | talked with
Kel l y--as you have gathered, Kelly is very well thought of. | believe |I know
now how that last transition went sour; Kelly took pains to show nme. That and
the fact that Kelly told ne bluntly that there wasn't a nmenber of the Wirry
gang willing to go into space under M. Sinmes made ne decide that, if it ever
canme up, I'd let this ship sit here forever before | would let Sinmes be
captain. That was just thinking ahead; the Captain was sick and prudence
forced me to consider possibilities.

"Then the Captain did die--and Sinmes announced that he was captain. The

fool even noved into the cabin and sent for ne. | told himhe was not in
conmand and never would be. Then | left, got w tnesses and took my chief of
police along to eject him You know what happened. Your life isn't the only
one that Anderson saved; | owe himmne, too."

Wal t her abruptly changed the subject. "That phenonenal trick of menory
you do--computing without tables or reference books. Can you do it all the
time?"

"Uh? Wy, yes."

"Do you know all the tables? O just sone of then®?"

"I know all the standard tables and nmanual s that are what an astrogator

calls his "working tools.'" Max started to tell about his uncle, Walther
interrupted gently.
"I'f you please, sir. I'mglad to hear it. I'"'m _very_ glad to hear it.

Because the only such books in this ship are the ones in your head."

Kelly had m ssed the books, of course--not Walther. Wen he discl osed
his suspicions to Walther the two conducted a search. Wen that failed, it was
announced that one (but only one) set was m ssing; Walther had offered a
reward, and the ship had been conbed fromstern to astrodome--no manual s.

"l suppose he ditched themdirtside," Walther finished. You know where
that | eaves us--we're in a state of seige. And we'd find themonly by accident
if we weren't. So I'mvery glad you have the sane confidence in your nenory
that Kelly has."

Max was begi nning to have msgivings--it is one thing to do sonething as
a stunt, quite another to do it of necessity. "It isn't that bad," he
answered. "Perhaps Kelly never thought of it, but logarithns and binary
transl ation tabl es can probably be borrowed from engineering--with those we
could fudge up nethods for any straight hop. The others are needed nostly for
anonal ous transitions."

"Kelly thought of that, too. Tell ne, Captain, how does a survey ship go
back after it penetrates a newy | ocated congruency?"

"Huh? So _that_ is what you want me to do with the ship?"

"It is not for ne," Walther said formally, "to tell the Captain where to
take his ship."

Max said slowy, "I've thought about it. 1've had a ot of tinme to think
lately." He did not add that he had dwelt on it nights in captivity to save
his reason. "Of course, we don't have the instrunents that survey ships carry,
nor does applied astrogation go nuch into the theory of cal cul ating
congruenci es. And even some survey ships don't conme back."

"But . . ." They were interrupted by a knock on the door. A steward's
mate canme in and | oaded the table with food. Max felt hinself starting to
dr ool .



He spread a slice of toast with butter and jam and took a big bite.
"My, this is good!"

"I should have realized. Have a banana, sir? They | ook quite good--I
bel i eve hydroponics has had to thin themout lately."

Max shuddered. "I don't think I'll ever eat bananas again. O pawpaws."
"Al'l ergic, Captain?"

"Not exactly. Well . . . yes.”

He finished the toast and said, "About that possibility. I'll let you

know | ater."
"Very well, Captain."”

Shortly before the dinner hour Max stood in front of the long mrror in
the Captain's bedroom and | ooked at hinself. H's hair was short again and two
hours sl eep had killed some of his fatigue. He settled a cap on his head at
the proper angle--the name in the sweat band was "Hendrix"; he had found it
laid out with one of his own uniforns to which captain's insignia had been
added. The sunburst on his chest bothered him-that he was indeed captain he
conceded, even though it seened like a wild dream but he had felt that he was
not entitled to anything but the smaller sunburst and circle, despite his four
stripes.

Wal t her and Sanuel s had been respectful but firm wth Sanmuels citing
precedents that Max could not check on. Max had given in.

He | ooked at hinself, braced his shoul ders, and sighed. He m ght as well
go face them As he wal ked down the conpanionway to the | ounge he heard the
speakers repeating, "Al hands! Al passengers! Report to Bifrost Lounge!"

The crowd made way for himsilently. He went to the Captain's table--his
tabl e!--and sat down at its head. Walther was standing by the chair. "Good
eveni ng, Captain."”

"Evening, M. Walther."

Ellie was seated across fromhim She caught his eye and smiled. "Hello,
Ellie." He felt hinmself blushing.

"Good evening, Captain," she said firmy. She was dressed in the sane
hi gh style she had worn the first time he had ever seen her in the lounge; it
did not seem possible that this |lady could be the sane girl whose dirty face
had | ooked at himover three-dee boards scratched in dirt.

"Uh, how are your feet?"

"Bandages and bedroom slippers. But the Surgeon did a fine job. 1'll be
danci ng t onorrow. "

"Don't rush it."”

She | ooked at his stripes and his chest. "You should talk."

Before he could answer the unanswerable Walther |eaned over and said
quietly, "W're ready, Captain."

"Ch. Go ahead." Walther tapped on a water gl ass.

The First Oficer explained the situation in cal mtones that made it
seem reasonabl e, inevitable. He concluded by saying, " and so, in
accordance with |law and the custom of space, | have relinqui shed ny tenporary
conmand to your new captain. Captain Jones!"

Max stood up. He | ooked around, swallowed, tried to speak, and couldn't.
Then, as effectively as if it had been a dramatic pause and not desperation
he picked up his water tunbler and took a sip. "Guests and fell ow crewren," he
said, "we can't stay here. You know that. | have been told that our Surgeon
calls the systemwe are up against here 'synbiotic enslavenent'-- |like dog to
man, only nore so, and apparently covering the whol e ani nal ki ngdomon this
planet. Well, men aren't neant for slavery, symbiotic or any sort. But we are
too fewto win out now, so we nust |eave."

He stopped for another sip and Ellie caught his eye, encouraging him
"Per haps sonmeday other nen will cone back--better prepared. As for us, | am
going to try to take the _Asgard_ back through the . . . uh, "hole' you m ght
call it, where we cane out. It's a chancy thing. No one is forced to cone



along--but it is the only possible way to get home. Anyone who's afraid to
chance it will be Ianded on the north pole of planet nunber three--the evening
star we have been calling 'Aphrodite.' You may be able to survive there,
although it is pretty hot even at the poles. If you prefer that alternative,
turn your nanmes in this evening to the Purser. The rest of us will try to get
hone." He stopped, then said suddenly, "That's all," and sat down.

There was no appl ause and he felt glumy that he had nmuffed his first
appear ance. Conversation started up around the room crewren left, and
steward's mates quickly started serving. Ellie | ooked at himand nodded
quietly. Ms. Mendoza was on his left; she said, "Ma--1 mean 'Captain'--is it
really so dangerous? | hardly |like the thought of trying anything _risky_.
Isn't there sonething el se we can do?"

"No. "
"But surely there nust be?"

"No. |I'd rather not discuss it at the table."

"But . . ." He went on firnmly spooning soup, trying not to trenble. Wen

he | ooked up he was caught by a glittering eye across the table, a Ms.
Mont efiore, who preferred to be called "Principessa"--a dubious title.
"Dolores, don't bother him W want to hear about his adventures--don't we,
Capt ai n?"

"No. "

"Come now | hear that it was terribly _romantic_." She draw ed the word
and gave Ellie a sly, sidelong | ook. She | ooked back at Max with the eye of a
predatory bird and showed her teeth. She seened to have nore teeth than was
possible. "Tell us _all_ about it!"

"No. "

"But you sinmply _can't_ refuse!"

Eldreth smled at her and said, "Princess darling-- your nouth is
show ng. "

Ms. Montefiore shut up.

After dinner Max caught Walther alone. "M . Walther?"

"Ch--yes, Captain?"

"Am | correct in thinking that it is nmy privilege to pick the persons
who sit at ny table?"

"Yes, sir."

"In that case--that Mntefiore female. WII you have her noved, please?
Bef ore breakfast?"

Walther smiled faintly. "Aye aye, sir.

21

THE CAPTAIN OF THE ASGARD

They took Sam down and buried himwhere he had fallen. Max linmited it to
hi nsel f and Walther and G ordano, sending word to Ellie not to come. There was
a guard of honor but it was armed to kill and remmi ned spread out around the
grave, eyes on the hills. Max read the service in a voice alnost too low to be
hear d--the best he coul d nanage.

Engi neering had hurriedly prepared the marker, a pointed slab of
stainless metal. Max | ooked at it before he placed it and thought about the



inscription. "Greater |ove hath no man"?--no, he had decided that Sam woul dn't
like that, with his cynical contenpt of all sentinmentality. He had considered,
"He played the cards he was dealt"--but that didn't fit Sameither; if Sam
didn't like the cards, he sonetimes slipped in a whol e new deck. No, this was
nore Sam s style; he shoved it into the ground and read it:

I N MEMORY OF
SERGEANT SAM ANDERSON
LATE OF THE
| MPERI AL MARI NES
" He ate what was set before him."
Wal t her saw the marker for the first tine. "So that's howit was?
Sonehow | thought so."

"Yes. | never did know his right name. Richards. O maybe Roberts."
"Ch." Walther thought over the inplication. "W could get him
reinstated, sir, posthurmously. Hs prints will identify him™"

"I think Samwould l|ike that."

"I"ll see to it, sir, when we get back."

" If_ we get back."

"I'f you pl ease, Captain--when we get back."

Max went straight to the control room He had been up the evening before
and had gotten the first shock of being treated as captain in the Wrry Hol e
over with. Wen Kelly greeted himw th, "Good norning, Captain," he was able
to be al nost casual

"Morni ng, Chief. Mrning, Lundy."

"Cof fee, sir?"

"Thanks. About that parking orbit--is it set up?"

"Not yet, sir."

"Then forget it. |'ve decided to head straight back. W can plan it as
we go. CGot the filnms?"

"I picked themup earlier." They referred to the films cached in Max's
stateroom Sinmes had nmanaged to do away with the first set at the tine of
Captain Blaine's death; the reserve set was the only record of when and where
the _Asgard_ had emerged into this space, including records of routine sights
taken imredi ately after transition

"COkay. Let's get busy. Kovak can punch for ne.

The others were drifting in, well ahead of time, as was customary in
Kelly's gang. "If you wish, sir. 1'd be glad to conmpute for the Captain."

"Kovak can do it. You mght help Noguchi and Lundy with the filns."

"Aye aye, sir." Data flowed to himpresently. He had awakened twi ce in
the night in cold fright that he had |l ost his unique nmenory. But when the data
started com ng, he progranmed wi thout effort, appropriate pages opening in his
m nd. The problemwas a short departure to rid thensel ves of the planet's
i nfl uence, an adjustment of position to | eave the |ocal sun "behind" for
sinmpler treatnment of its field, then a long, straight boost for the
nei ghbor hood in which they had first appeared in this space. It need not be
precise, for transition would not be attenpted on the first pass; they nust
expl ore the area, taking many nore photographic sights and conputing from
them to establish a survey that had never been made.

Departure was conputed and i nmpressed on tape for the autopilot and the
tape placed in the console |ong before noon. The ship had been keepi ng house
on local time, about fifty-five standard mnutes to the hour; now the ship
woul d return to Greenwich, the time always kept in the control room-dinner
woul d be [ate and sone of the "beasts" would as usual reset their watches the
wrong way and blanme it on the governnent.

They synchroni zed with the power room the tape started running, there
remai ned nothing to do but press the button a few seconds before preset tine
and thereby allow the autopilot to raise ship. The phone rang, Smythe took it
and | ooked at Max. "For you, Captain. The Purser."



"Capt ai n?" Samuel s sounded worried. "I dislike to disturb you in the
control room"

"No matter. What is it?"

"Ms. Mntefiore. She wants to be | anded on Aphrodite."

Max thought a nonent. "Anybody el se change his nind?"

"No, sir."

"They were all notified to turn in their names |ast night."

"I pointed that out to her, sir. Her answers were not entirely logical."

"Not hi ng woul d pl ease me nore than to dunp her there. But after all, we
are responsible for her. Tell her no.

"Aye aye, sir. May | have a little leeway in how | express it?"

"Certainly. Just keep her out of my hair."

Max flipped off the phone, found Kelly at his el bow. "Getting close,
sir. Perhaps you will take the console now and check the set up? Before you
rai se?"

"Eh? No, you take her up, Chief. You'll have the first watch."

"Aye aye, Captain." Kelly sat down at the console, Max took the
Captain's seat, feeling self-conscious. He wi shed that he had | earned to snoke
a pipe--it looked right to have the Captain sit back, rel axed and snmoking his
pi pe, while the ship maneuvered.

He felt a slight pulsation and was pressed nore firmy into the chair
cushions; the _Asgard_ was again on her own private gravity, independent of
true accel erations. Mnents later the ship raised, but with nothing to show it
but the change out the astrodome from blue sky to star-studded ebony of space.

Max got up and found that he was still holding an inaginary pipe, he
hastily dropped it. "I'mgoing below, Chief. Call ne when the departure sights
are ready to conpute. By the way, what rotation of watches do you plan on?"

Kelly | ocked the board, got up and joined him "Well, Captain. | had
figured on Kovak and nme heel -and-toe, with the boys on one in three. W'l
double up later."

Max shook his head. "No. You and ne and Kovak. And we'll stay on one in
three as long as possible. No telling howlong we'll fiddle around out there
before we take a stab at it."

Kelly Iowered his voice. "Captain, nay | express an opinion?"

"Kelly, any time you stop being frank with me, | won't have a chance of
swi nging this. You know that."

"Thank you, sir. The Captain should not wear hinself out. You have to do
all the conputing as it is." Kelly added quietly, "The safety of your ship is
nore inmportant than--well, perhaps 'pride' is the word."

Max took a long tinme to reply. He was |earning, wthout the benefit of
i ndoctrination, that a commandi ng officer is not permtted foibles commonpl ace
in any other role; he hinself is ruled nore strongly by the powers vested in
himthan is anyone el se. The Captain's privil eges--such as chucking a tiresone
female fromhis table--were nminor, while the penalties of the inhuman job had
unexpected ramfications.

"Chief," he said slowy, "is there roomto nove the coffee nmess over
behi nd the conputer?"

Kel |y neasured the space with his eye. "Yes, sir. Wy?"

"I was thinking that woul d | eave room over here to install a cot."

"You intend to sleep up here, sir?"

"Sometines. But | was thinking of all of us--you shave up here half the
time, as it is. The watches for the next few weeks do not actually require the

OW to be awake nost of the tine, so we'll all doss off when we can. Wat do
you t hi nk?"

"It's against regulations, sir. A bad precedent . . . and a bad
exanpl e." He glanced over at Noguchi and Snyt he.

"You would wite it up formal and proper, for ny signature, citing the
regul ati on and suspending it on an energency basis 'for the safety of the
ship.'"

"I'f you say so, sir.



"You don't sound convinced, so nmaybe I'mwong. Think it over and let ne
know. "

The cot appeared and the order was posted, but Max never saw eit her
Kel ly or Kovak stretched out on the cot. As for hinself, had he not used it,
he woul d have had little sleep

He usually ate in the control roomas well. Although there was little to
do on their way out to rendezvous w th nothi ngness but take sights to
determ ne the relations of that nothingness with surroundi ng sky, Mx found
t hat when he was not computing he was worrying, or discussing his worries with
Kel ly.

How did a survey ship find its way back through a newy cal cul at ed
congruency? And what had gone wong with those that failed to come back?
Perhaps Dr. Hendrix could have figured the other side of an uncharted
congruency using only standard ship's equi prent--or perhaps not. Max deci ded
that Dr. Hendrix could have done it; the man had been a fanatic about his
profession, with a wide know edge of the theoretical physics behind the
routi ne nunerical conputations--nuch wi der, Max was sure, than nost
astrogators.

Max knew that survey ships cal cul ated congruenci es from both sides,
applying to gravitational field theory data gathered on the previously unknown
side. He nade attenpts to rough out such a cal culation, then gave up, having
no confidence in his results--he was sure of his mathematical operations but
unsure of theory and acutely aware of the roughness of his data. There was
simply no way to neasure accurately the nmasses of stars light-years away with
the instruments in the _Asgard_.

Kelly seemed relieved at his decision. After that they both gave al
their time to an attenpt to lay out a "groove" to the unmarked point in the
heavens where their photosights said that they had cone out--in order that
they m ght eventually scoot down that groove, arriving at the |locus just bel ow
the speed of light, then kick her over and hope.

A simlar maneuver on a planet's surface would be easy--but there is no
true parallel with the situation in the sky. The "fixed" stars nove at high
speeds and there are no other | andmarks; to deci de what piece of featureless
space corresponds with where one was at another time requires a conplicated
series of calculations having no "el egant" theoretical solutions. For each
charted congruency an astrogator has handed to hima table of precal cul at ed
solutions--the "Critical Tables for Charted Anomalies.” Max and Kelly had to
fudge up their own.

Max spent so much time in the control roomthat the First Oficer
finally suggested that passenger norale would be better if he could show
hinself in the | ounge occasionally. Walther did not add that Max should wear a
snmle and a | ook of quiet confidence, but he inplied it. Thereafter Max
endeavored to dine with his officers and passengers.

He had of course seen very little of Eldreth. When he saw her at the
first dinner after Walther's gentle suggestion she seened friendly but
di stant. He decided that she was treating himw th respect, which nade him
wonder if she were ill. He recalled that she had originally cone aboard in a
stretcher, perhaps she was not as rugged as she pretended to be. He nade a
mental note to ask the Surgeon--indirectly, of coursel

They were dawdl i ng over coffee and Max was beginning to fidget with a
desire to get back to the Wrry Hole. He remi nded hinself sharply that \Walther
expected himnot to show anxi ety--then | ooked around and said loudly, "This
place is like a norgue. Doesn't anyone dance here these days? Dunont!"

"Yes, Captain?"

"Let's have some dance nusic. Ms. Mendoza, would you honor ne?"

Ms. Mendoza tittered and accepted. She turned out to be a disgrace to
Argentina, no sense of rhythm But he piloted her around with only m nor
collisions and got her back to her chair, so tined that he could bow out
gracefully. He then exercised the privilege of rank by cutting in on Ms.
Daigler. Maggie's hair was still short but her splendor otherw se restored.



"W've m ssed you, Captain.”

"I'"ve been working. Short-handed, you know. "

"I suppose so. Er . . . Captain, is it pretty soon now?

"Before we transit? Not long. It has taken this | ong because we have had
to do an enornous nunber of fiddlin' calculations--to be safe, you know. "

"Are we _really_ going home?"

He gave what he hoped was a confident smile. "Absolutely. Don't start
any |l ong book fromthe ship's library; the Purser won't let you take it
dirtside."

She sighed. "I feel better.”

He thanked her for the waltz, |ooked around, saw Ms. Mntefiore and
decided that his obligation to naintain norale did not extend that far

El dreth was seated, so he went to her. "Feet still bothering you, ElIlie?"
"No, Captain. Thank you for asking."
"Then will you dance with ne?"

She opened her eyes wide. "You nean the Captain has time for po' li'l
ol e ne?"

He | eaned closer. "One nore crack like that, dirty face, and you'll be
tossed into irons."

She giggled and winkled her nose. "Aye aye, Captain, sir."

For a while they danced without talking, with Max a little overpowered
by her nearness and wonderi ng why he had not done this sooner. Finally she
sai d, "Max? Have you given up three-dee permanentl|y?"

"Huh? Not at all. After we make this transit 1'll have time to play--if
you'll spot nme two starships.”

"I"'msorry | ever told you about that. But I do wi sh you would say hello
to Chipsie sonetines. She was asking this norning, 'Were Maxie?'"

"Ch, | _am sorry. |I'd take her up to the control roomwth ne
occasi onal ly, except that she m ght push a button and |ose us a nmonth's work.
Go fetch her.'

"The crowd woul d make her nervous. We'll go see her."
He shook his head. "Not to your room™
"Huh? Don't be silly. I've got no reputation |eft anyhow, and a captain

can do as he pleases."

"That shows you've never been a captain. See that vulture watching us?"
He indicated Ms. Mntefiore with his eyes. "Now go get Chipsie and no nore of
your back talk."

"Aye aye, Captain."

He scratched Chipsie's chin, fed her sugar cubes, and assured her that
she was the finest spider puppy in that part of the sky. He then excused
hi nmsel f.

He was feeling exhilarated and oddly reassured. Seeing M. Wlther
di sappearing into his room he paused at the conpani onway and on inpul se
followed him A matter had been worrying him this was as good a tine as any.

"Dutch? Are you busy?"

The First Oficer turned. "Ch. No, Captain. Conme in."

Max waited during the cerenonial coffee, then broached it. "Sonething on
nmy mind, M. Walther--a personal matter."

"Anything I can do?"

"I don't think so. But you're a lot nore experienced than | am 1'd like
to tell you about it."

"I'f the Captain w shes."

"Look, Dutch, this is a 'Max' matter, not a 'Captain' matter."

Walther smiled. "All right. But don't ask me to change ny form of
address. | might pick up a bad habit."

"Ckay, okay." Max had intended to sound out Walther about his phony
record: had Dr. Hendrix reported it? Or hadn't he?

But he found it inpossible to follow that line; being a captain had
forced himinto a different nold. "I want to tell you how !l got into this
ship." He told it all, not suppressing Samis part now that it no | onger could



hurt Sam Walther listened gravely.

"I"ve been waiting for you to nmention this, Captain," he said at |ast.
"Dr. Hendrix reported it to ne, in less detail, when he put you up for
apprentice astrogator. W agreed that it was a natter that need not be raised
i nside the ship."

"I't's what happens after we get back that frets ne. If we get back."

"When we get back. Are you asking for advice? O hel p? O what?"

"I don't know. | just wanted to tell you."

"Mmm. . . there are two alternatives. One we could handl e here, by
altering a not very inportant report. In which . "

"No, Dutch. I won't have phony reports going out of the _Asgard_.

"I was fairly certain you would say that. | feel the sane way, except
that I would feel obligated for-- well, various reasons--to cover up for you
if you asked it."

"I once intended to arrange a phony on it. | even felt justified. But

can't do it now "
"I understand. The remmining alternative is to report it and face the

music. In which case I'll see it through with you--and so will the Chief
Engi neer and the Purser, | feel sure.”

Max sat back, feeling warm and happy. "Thanks, Dutch. | don't care what
they dotonme . . . just as long as it doesn't keep ne out of space.”

"I don't think they'll try to do that, not if you bring this ship in.
But if they do--well, they' Il know they've been in a fight. Meantinme try to
forget it."

"Il try." Max frowned. "Dutch? Tell me the truth, what do _you_ think
about the stunt | pulled?"

"That's a hard question, Captain. Mre inportant is, how do you fee
about it?"

"Me? | don't know. | know how | used to feel--1 felt belligerent."

" Eh?"

"I was always explaining--in nmy mind of course-- why | did it,
justifying myself, pointing out that the systemwas at fault, not me. Now
don't want to justify nmyself. Not that | regret it, not when | think what I
woul d have nmissed. But | don't want to duck out of paying for it, either."

Wal t her nodded. "That sounds like a healthy attitude. Captain, no code
is perfect. A man nust conformwi th judgnent and conmonsense, not with blind
obedi ence. |'ve broken rules; some violations | paid for, some |I didn't. This
nm st ake you made could have turned you into a noralistic prig, a 'Regulation
Charlie' determined to wal k the straight and narrow and to see that everyone
el se obeyed the letter of the law. O it could have made you a pernanent
i nfant who thinks rules are for everyone but him It doesn't seemto have had
either effect; | think it has matured you."

Max grinned. "Well, thanks, Dutch." He stood up. "I'Il get back up to
the Hole and nmess up a few figures."

"Captain? Are you getting enough sl eep?"

"Me? Oh, sure, | get a nap al nbst every watch."

"M nus four hours, Captain." Max sat up on the cot in the control room
rubbi ng sleep out of his eyes. The _Asgard_ was in the groove, had been
boosting along it for days, working up to that final burst that would squeeze
them out of this space and into another--one they knew or sone other
dependi ng on how well their "fudgi ng" had conformed to the true structure of
the universe.

Max blinked at Kelly. "How | ong have you been up here?"

"Not |ong, Captain.”

"Did you get _any_ sleep?"

"Well, now, Captain . . ."

"Forget it, you're incorrigible. Got one ready?"

"Yes, sir."



"Shoot." Max sat on the cot while they passed data to him eyes cl osed
whi l e he programmed the problemand translated it into the binary nunbers the
conput er understood. He had not been out of the Hole nore than a few ninutes
at atine for days. He would doze between sights, wake up and process one,
then lie down again.

He had kept Kelly and Kovak on watch-and-watch as |ong as
possi bl e--al though it was hard to get Kelly to rest. Lundy, Snythe, and
Noguchi had continued to rotate, overlappi ng when the going got faster in
order to help each other with plate changi ng and readi ngs. For Max there could
be no relief; he nmust process each sight, supplying fromhis card-file menory
the information in the m ssing nanual s.

Al the Wrry gang were there but Lundy. He cane up as Max fini shed and
ordered the correction. "Conplinents of cookie," he announced, setting down a
gall on of ice cream

"What flavor?" asked Max.

"Chocol ate chip, sir."

"My favorite. Just renmenber when you are dishing it that efficiency
marks will be comi ng up one of these days."

"Now, Captain, that's not fair. The Chief has a |ot nore mass to feed
t han you have."

"And | have a very high metabolic rate,” announced Noguchi. "I need
nore."

"Noggy, you have a built-in space warp in each leg. W'll let Kelly dish
it and hope that pride will restrain him" Max turned to Kelly. "Wat schedul e
are we on?"

"Twenty m nutes, Captain."”

"Think we need that so soon?"

"Just to be safe, sir."

"Ckay." They ran another sight and ate the ice cream after which Max
shifted themto transition stations. Kelly did not take the conputer. A key
punched by Kovak gave the same answer as one punched by Kelly, and Max want ed
Kelly on the vernier stereograph where his |ong experience could make the best
of poor data. Lundy assisted Kelly, with Snythe and Noguchi shooting and
runni ng.

At mnus two hours Max called Conpagnon, told himthat they were
narrow ng down; the Chief Engineer assured himthat he would nurse boost and
vector hinmself fromthere on. "Good hunting, Captain."

On a ten mnute schedule Max still found it easy, though he had to admit
he wasn't as fresh as a still-warmegg. But he was kept confortably busy and
the corrections were pleasantly snall--Conpagnon nust be doing a real job down

there. When the preset on the conputer said | ess than one hour to zero, he
stood up and stretched. "Everybody all set. Sonmebody wake up Noggy. Everybody
got a pepper pill in hin? And who's got one for ne?"

Kovak | eaned back and handed hi m one, Max popped it into his nouth and
downed it with a swig of coffee. "Gab a last sandwich if you're going to. All
right, gang--let's hit it!"

The data flowed in a steady stream After a while Max began to tire. He
woul d no nmore than pick one correction off the lights on the computer and feed
it to the power roomthan Kelly would have nore data ready. A correction
showed up that seenmed off the curve, as if they were "hunting" excessively. He
gl anced back at the lights before applying it--then realized that a new set of
data was bei ng of fered.

"Repeat!" he called out.

Kelly repeated. Max ran the figures over in his mnd and found that they
meant nothing to him Wat had that |ast correction inplied? Had he used a
legitimate method in surveying this anomal y? Could you even call it surveying?
Was this what a survey ship did to get out? How could they expect a nan to.

"Captain!" Kelly said sharply.
He shook his head and sat up. "Sorry. Hold the next one." Wth a feeling



of panic he reviewed the data in his mnd and tried to program He knew at
last how it felt to have the deadline bearing down fast as light-- and to | ose
conf i dence.

He told hinmself that he nust abort--slide past under the speed of |ight,
spend weeks sw ngi ng back, and try again. But he knew that if he did, his
nerve woul d never sustain himfor a second try.

At that bad nmonent a feeling came over himthat someone was standing
behi nd his chair, resting hands on his shoul ders--quieting him soothing him
He began clearly and sharply to call off figures to Kovak

He was still calling themout with the precision of an automaton twenty
mnutes later. He accepted one nore sight, digested it, sent it on to Kovak
with his eyes on the preset. He applied the correction, a tiny one, and called
out, "Stand by!" He pressed the button that allowed the chrononeter to kick it
over on the mcrosecond. Only then did he | ook around, but there was no one
behi nd hi m

"There's the Jeep!" he heard Kelly say exultantly. "And there's the Ugly
Duckling!" Max | ooked up. They were back in the famliar sky of Nu Pegasi and
Hal cyon.

Five mnutes later Kelly and Max were drinking cold coffee and cl eaning
up the remains of a plate of sandw ches while Noguchi and Snythe conpl eted the
post-transition sights. Kovak and Lundy had gone bel ow for a few m nutes
relief before taking the first watch. Max gl anced again at the astrodome. "So
we nade it. | never thought we would."

"Real |y, Captain? There was never any doubt in ny mnd after you took
comand. "

"Hmm |'mglad you didn't know how | felt."

Kelly ignored this. "You know, sir, when you are programrng your voice
sounds amazingly like the Doctor's."

Max | ooked at himsharply. "I had a bad tinme there once,’
slowy. "Shortly before zip."

"Yes, sir. | know"

"Then-- Look, this was just a feeling_, you see? | don't go for ghosts.
But | had the notion that Doc was standing over me, the way he used to,
checki ng what | did. Then everything was all right."

Kel ly nodded. "Yes. He was here. | was sure he would be."

"Huh? What do you nean?" Kelly would not explain. He turned instead to
i nspect post-transition plates, conparing themhappily with standard pl ates
fromthe chart safe--the first such opportunity since the ship was |ost.

"l suppose,"” said Max when Kelly was through, "that we had better rough
out an orbit for Nu Pegasi before we sack in." He yawned. "Brother, am|
dead!"

he said

Kelly said, "For Nu Pegasi, sir?"
"Well, we can't shoot for Halcyon itself at this distance. What did you
have in m nd?"

"Not hing, sir."
"Spill it."
"Well, sir, | guess | had assumed that we would reposition for transit

to Nova Terra. But if that is what the Captain wants--"

Max drummed on the chart safe. It had never occurred to himthat anyone
woul d expect himto do anything, after acconplishing the inpossible, but to
shape course for the easy, target-in-sight destination they had left from
there to wait for conpetent relief.

"You expected nme to take her on through? Wth no tables and no hel p?"

"I did not intend to presune, Captain. It was an unconsci ous
assunption.”

Max strai ghtened up. "Tell Kovak to hold her as she goes. Phone M.
Walther to see ne at once in my cabin."

"Aye aye, sir."



The First O ficer net himoutside his cabin. "Hello, Dutch. Come in."
They entered and Max threw his cap on his desk. "Well, we made it."

"Yes, sir. | was watching fromthe | ounge."

"You don't seem surprised.”

"Should I be, Captain?"

Max sprawl ed in his easy chair, stretching his weary back rnuscles. "You
shoul d be. Yes, sir, you should be."

"All right. I'msurprised.”

Max | ooked up and scow ed. "Dutch, where is this ship going now?"

Wal t her answered, "The Captain has not yet told ne."

"Confound it! You know what | nmean. Qur schedule calls for Nova Terra.
But there is Halcyon sitting right over there--a blind man could find it with
a cane. Wiat destination did you have in mnd when you boosted ne into
conmand? Tell me what you expected then? Before you tagged ne."

"I had in mnd," Walther answered, "getting a captain for the _Asgard._.

"That's no answer. See here, the passengers have a stake in this. Sure,
| had to take this risk for them no choice. But now there is a choice.
Shouldn't we tell themand let themvote on it?"

Wal t her shook his head enmphatically. "You don't ask passengers anyt hing,
sir. Not in a ship underway. It is not fair to themto ask them You _tell _
them™

Max junped up and strode the length of the cabin. "'Fair,' you say.
Fair! It's not fair to ne_." He swung and faced Walther. "Well? You're not a
passenger. You're ny First Oficer. Wiat do you think we should do?"

Wal ther stared himin the eye. "I can't decide that for the Captain.
That is why you are Captain."

Max stood still and closed his eyes. The figures stood out clearly, in
neat colums. He went to his phone and savagely punched the call for the
control room "Captain speaking. Is Kelly still there? Ch-- good, Chief. W
reposition for Nova Terra. Start work--1'Il be up in a mnute."

22
THE TOVAHAVK

Max liked this time of day, this tine of year. He was lying in the grass
on the little rise west of the barn, with his head propped up so that he could
see to the northwest. If he kept his eyes there, on the exit ring of the
C.S. &. Ring Road, he would be able, any instant now, to see the _Tomahawk_
pl unge out and shoot across the gap in free trajectory. At the noment he was
not reading, no work was pushing him he was just being | azy and enjoying the
sumrer eveni ng.

A squirrel sat up near by, stared at him decided he was harmn ess and
went about its business. A bird swooped past.

There was a breathl ess hush, then suddenly a silver projectile burst out
of the exit ring, plunged across the draw and entered the ring on the far
side--just as the sound hit him

"Boy, oh boy!" he said softly. "It never |ooks like they'd make it."

It was all that he had clinbed the rise to see, but he did not get up at
once. Instead he pulled a letter fromhis pocket and reread the ending: "



| guess Daddy was glad to get ne back in one piece because he finally
relented. Putzie and | were married a week ago-- and oh Max, |I'mso _happy! _
You nust visit us the next time you hit dirt at Hespera." She had added, "P.S.
M. Chips sends her love--and so do I."

Quite a gal, Ellie. She usually got her own way, one way or another. He
felt a bit sorry for Putzie. Nowif they had all stayed on Charity . .

Never nind--an astrogator ought not to get married. Fondly he fingered
t he sunburst on his chest. Too bad he had not been able to stay with the
_Asgard_-- but of course they were right; he could not ship as assistant in a
ship where he had once been skipper. And assistant astrogator of the
_Eli zabeth Regina_ was a good billet, too; everybody said the _Lizzie_ was a
taut ship.

Besi des that, not every young A . A. had a new congruency to his credit,
even now bei ng surveyed. He had nothing to kick about. He didn't even mind the
whoppi ng big fine the Council of the Guilds had slapped on him nor the
of ficial adnonition that had been entered in his record. They had | et him stay
i n space, which was the inmportant thing, and the adnonition appeared right
along with the official credit for the "Hendrix" congruency.

And, while he didn't argue the justice of the punishnment--he' d been in
the wong and he knew it--neverthel ess the guilds were set up wong; the rules
ought to give everybody a chance. Sone day he'd be senior enough to do a
little politicking on that point.

In the nmeantinme, if he didn't get noving, he'd have to buy that taxi.
Max got up and started down the slope. The helicab was parked in front of the
house and the driver was standing near it, |ooking out over the great raw gash
of the M ssouri-Arkansas Power Project. The fields Max once had worked were
gone, the cut reached clear into the barn yard. The house was still standing
but the door hung by one hinge and sone kid had broken all the w ndows. Max
| ooked at the house and wondered where Maw and the man she had married were
now?--not that he really cared and no one around C yde's Corners seened to
know. They had told himat the courthouse that Maw had col |l ected her half of
t he gover nment - condemmati on noney and the pair of themhad left town.

Probably their noney was gone by now -Max's half of the noney was gone
conpletely, it hadn't quite paid his fine. If they were broke, maybe
Mont gonery was having to do sone honest work, for Maw wasn't the wonan to |et
a man | oaf when she was needi ng. The thought pleased Max; he felt he had a
score to settle with Montgonery, but Maw was probably settling it for him

The driver turned toward him "Be a big thing when they get this
finished. You ready to go, sir?"

Max took a | ast glance around. "Yes. |I'mall through here.™

They clinmbed into the cabin. "Were to? Back to the Corners?"

Max thought about it. He really ought to save noney--but shucks, he
woul d save plenty this next trip. "No, fly ne over to Springfield and drop ne
at the southbound ring road station. 1'd like to make it in time to catch the
_Javelin_."

That would put himin Earthport before norning.



