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DOCUMENTS Assembled by the Honorable Committee Investigating the Tragedy on Planet Bela,
and JUDGMENT Thereupon.

Item (1.) Extracts from the Notebook of Kohn, Robert Rogers, Colonel, Security Forces.
| fed likeI'm diving, not landing.

Bucking headwinds, the freighter's shuttle fights wind and rain until we drop out of the overcast over a
blue-black sea. We're heading for asmall rocky headland that juts out of adim coastline.

The green duroplast shuttleport looks like alarge fake emerad set in abroken ring of foam. The retros
sear the pad, and clouds of steam boil up. Asthe sole passenger, I'm allowed to exit the ship beforeits
rusty handling bots begin loading. An army of shiny ingots—gold, titanium, metals| don't have aname
for—stands to attention, scoured by rain, awaiting the outward journey.

Two moronic guards (mae & femae) named Vizbee and Smelt retrieve my luggage under the baeful eye
of JuliaMack, Captain, Security. My local counterpart salutesand | say falsely that I'm glad to be here.
Smet comments, “Y ou may be glad now, but you won't be for long.”

Vizbee adds, “ Oughta give this goddamn swamp back to the Arkies."

"QUIET!” trumpets Captain Mack, and without further comment, the guards ssow my thingsin alittle
flyer waiting in ahangar with airfoilsretracted. Climbing in, | fedl thefour or five extrakilos| weigh
here—a s0 taste a fizzy, champagne-like something in the air. Maybe the extra oxygen will help me carry
the extraweight. Or maybe just make me drunk.

Wecometo Planet Bela, old man.

We're barrding toward Main Base over fog-shrouded cliffs, through asquall blowing in from the ocean.
Mack thinksit'sal beautiful.

"Born here,” she proclams, her voice overfilling the cabin. “ Only human that ever was. Against company
policy, of course; Mamawas on the pill, but something went wrong. Folks died in amining accident and
the colony raised me. Now, with these murders, they're talking about closing down the mines. People say
we're going home—nbut for me, thisis home."

"If | can hdp you catch thekiller,” | tell her, “the mineswill stay open.”

Theamd of dishelief mingleswith the odor of mildew from her uniform and lacquer from her regulation
black wig. Chrigt, what a huge woman—must weigh closeto ninety kilos. Y et not flabby. Her haunch
pressed against meis solid asabuffao's.

We turn west—or isit north?—above the estuary of awide river whereit swirlsinto the sea, spreading
crescents of foam. A pod of enormous sea creatures rises al together, like dancers, and submerges
again. | spot the gleam of tusks. Then we're skating in toward adliff covered with acluster of domes,
semiplast storehouses, and connecting corridors like chicken-runs.

Whoa ... what the hell?

Beneath the clutter lie huge blocks of stone shaped and fitted together like apuzzle. Did | come
four-point-something light yearsto find the Incas have been here before me?



"Welcometo Zamok, Colond,” says Captain Mack, expertly bringing usin to alanding on the gray circle
of arain-dick pad.

Asaboy | loved listening to the adventures of old Navigator Mayakovsky—the Explorer of a Thousand
Worlds, as one of my textbooks used to say in the clear neutra voice ill hear in dreams.

He named this one Bela, meaning white. When | saw it from space, | thought the reason was the clouds
of water vapor that make it glow amost like Venus. But | waswrong.

"Some information for you,” says Mack, handing me amemory cube aswe stand at the Entriesand
Departuresdesk. | plug it into my notebook and listen idly while an autoclerk enters my essential data
into the colony's mainframe.

The cube tellsme much | dready knew. About Belaswildly eccentric orbit. About the 241 standard
yearsit takes to make its awesome trek. About its endless seasons, whose radica heat and cold result
from the orbita path, not thetilt of itsaxis, which isonly about two degrees. Earthlike fegtures: It rotates
west to east and itsday is22.7 hours, which ought to be easy to adapt to, even for somebody like me (I
have trouble with circadian rhythms).

Then the cube recites the text of Mayakovsky's origind report. The great Russian arrived in late winter,
finding the skiesice-blue and clear, the surface awhite wilderness—hence the name. His scanners
spotted an artificiad shape and he investigated and found an abandoned city.

"Who could have built this huge stone platform and the lovely temples that bedeck it?’ he demanded.
“Thisworld isdead. Beings like oursaves, dien wanderers, must have built this place. But why, inthis
endlessAntarctic?'

He named itZamok , the castle, and the unknown buildersarkhitektori . Hence the dang term Arkies.

Exploring the castle led to a nasty encounter with carnivoreslaired in the temples. At first the species
seemed merdly interesting, arough pardld to the Earth's polar bears—and what Russian doesn't like
bears? So that was the name he gave them,medvedi .

"Thar long fur changes from dark to white as they move from shadow to sunlight,” murmursthe cube.
“Tusksand claws are formidable.”

Then ablizzard blew in. With complete white-out at seventy below and al bioscannersinoperative dueto
cold, the beasts ambushed an exploring party. “ Two crewmen dead. Skulls crushed. Another vanished,
probably eaten. A dangerous degree of cunning and intelligencein these animals.”

That of course was amere incident. The ores his degp metal-scanners found brought the mining cartel.
The miners bulldozed off the lovely temples and built the current trashy hovesingtead. M eantime winter
had ended, and Belaturned out to be anything but dead. Thousands of species swarmed out of hiding
and billions of seeds and spores sprouted, to thrive until summer arrived and turned the surfaceinto a
howling desert.

A band thought: How fragilelifeis, and how tough. Onceit gets Started, seemingly it can survive
anything.

At thispoint | haveto turn off the cube. The locd doc's arrived, atiny energetic Chinese woman named
Annali.

She puts me through the usual mediscan. Odd business she'sin, meeting so many naked
strangers—probably wondering later on, when she seesthem clothed: Isthis the guy with the birthmark



on hisbutt?

| tell her I'm not bringing in any dreadful diseases, unless being over-the-hill isadisease. She amiles
automaticaly, pays no attention.

"You're okay,” she says, studying the printout, “but stay off sweets.” Then dashes away.

When I'm dressed, Captain Mack takes charge again, leading me through bilious green corridors
crowded with peoplein gray coveradls. Name tags echo dl the tribes of Earth: Jiang, Grinzshpan, Basho,
Mbasa, Jones.

Tomy surprise, my quarters are in the executive suite. A comfortable bedroom, an opulent private bath.
On abroad terrace outside, the Inca-like stonework lies bare and gleaming in therain. The view over the
river valey to the distant mountains would be spectacular, except for aheavy sted screen that obstructs
it. What look like maggots are inching their way around in the wet.

"Somebody'll bring your luggage,” Mack tellsme. “ Security Central's right next door if you need
anything. Like your suite, it hastwo doors, corridor and terrace. The Controller will seeyouinthe
morning after you've rested.”

Sheturnsto go. But I've got aquestion: “What's the screen out there for?”!

Mack frowns. “Mr. Krebs used to deep in here, until somebody fired amissile a him. Fortunately he
wasin the Security office chatting with me, and he waan't hurt.”

"A missle?'

"Just ashoulder-fired job,” she saysdefensvely, asif asmal missle makesyou less dead than abig one.
“Some disgruntled employee. That's when we put the screens up. Thereésonein front of the Security
office, too."

"Wasthe missile solen from your armory?"

Mack glaresand says, “Yes."

"And where does the Controller deegp now?"!

"Someplaced "

She closesthe door firmly, leaving meto rest aswell as| can—in the middle of abull's-eye.

Supper'sin the dining hall. Mack guides me to the head table in a private room. I'm hoping to see Mr.
Krebs. But the Controller dinesaone.

Instead | meet adozen or so executives and engineers. English is everybody's second language, and |
listen to ababel of accents expressing fervent hopethat | can find thekiller. His current scoreis nineteen
dead—almost two percent of the population of 1,042. Dr. Li again bustlesin, wearing alaboratory
smock, and tells me she has holograms of the bodies and dl the autopsy data. | can see them after
dinner.

"Hope you've got astrong stomach,” saysthe senior engineer, aguy named Antonelli. Making aface.

"Actudly, there's not much mess,” saysLi. “Always one blow through the top of the skull with asharp
instrument. Odd way to kill someone, but it's Slent and effective.”



"Any particular sort of victims?” | ask. “Men or women, old or young, homs or hets?'

"No. If somebody wastrying to wipe out asatistical cross-section of the colony, you couldn't get much
more variety. True, they're nearly al young people. But that's just demographics.”

Right. Mining colonies are like that: afew seniorsto run the show, many young vigorous people to do
what's often hard and dangerous work.

"Thereisone pattern. The crimes al happen here,” putsin Captain Mack, who up to this point has sat
slent, stuffing her face. “Never a the mining camp. For the first time, people are volunteering for extra
duty at themines."

A grim chuckle goes around the table.

When the med's over, | ask Doctor Li to introduce meto the younger people. | strall through the main
dining room, shaking hands and gazing into a kaeldoscope of faces having nothing in common but
under-thirtyish freshness. These youngsters probably al think of themsalves aslarva executives, hereto
punch their tickets, then home to climb the promotion ladder. | wonder how many will makeit.

A few minuteslater, I'm walking with Anna—weve quickly gotten on firg-name terms—down a
chicken-run leading to her clinic. When we're halfway through, she stopsand says, “ The firgt killing took
placeright here."

"Here?'

We're standing in the middle of a perfectly blank, empty corridor about twenty meters
long—windowless, well lit and devoid of the dightest concealment. | ask about the victim.

"A woman named Cabrera. Athlete—good runner; life's so dull here that anybody who doesn't take to
drink takesto athletics. She could've escaped, I'm sure of it, if she'd seen him coming.”

"What was she hit with?"

"Probably a mountaineer's pickaxe—short handle, easlly concealed. The point penetrated the longitudina
fissure of the cranium and sank about seven centimetersinto the midbrain. Cabreralived afew hoursin a
comatose state, then died.”

"Doesthekiller haveto beaman?'

"Not with al the girlswho take martia arts classes. We're outnumbered by the men and thered be arape
awesk if we couldn't defend ourselves.”

"Y oureimplying that not al miners are gentlemen?’

"They're gentlemen in about the same proportion that cops are.”

A woman of spirit, | see.

Item (2.) From the Written Report of Anna Li, D.Sc., M.D.

This person met Robert—Colond Kohn—on the evening of hisfirst day on Bea

| remembered nothing from doing his mediscan except that he was uncircumcised. At dinner | noted that
he was alarge man with prematurely white hair.



Our initid talk was useful, | think, in helping him understand the Situation here on Bda He seemed
interested in the data | was able to show him. Whether he wasintelligent | could not at first decide,
though he spoke like a cultured man. | admit that intellectual arroganceis one of my grave flaws. We
professionas aways ook down abit at policemen, whatever we may claim to the contrary.

When heleft, | locked the laboratory door. | had begun investigating a common worm or larva, hoping
that unraveling the structure of its genome might provide amodd for later work on Belals more complex
and interesting creatures,

Wishing the colone well in my thoughts, | settled down to quiet, enthralling work that took my mind far
away from corpses and those who make them.

Item (3.) From the Notebook of Colonel Kohn.

The cool voices of clocks are announcing midnight, but of course it doesn't fedl like midnight. I'm ready
for bed but not, it would seem, for deep. The old brain kegps cycling in the dry tedium of fatigue.

I'm glad | had this chip implanted in my larynx so | don't have to speak out loud to record my thoughts.
Y ou never know who's listening. The technique is somewhat like ventriloguism, and not hard to learn. All
the rubbish from my stream of consciousness winds up in my notebook, buried degp in acoded memory.

Annds pictures are moderately gruesome and not very helpful. Mack's notes on the murders are much
the same. Thekiller's efficient. The MO'sbizarre. The victims are anybody.

The crimes began in the corridors, shifted briefly to the hydroponics nurseries, then everywhere. Joggers
were struck down on running trails, late workersin machine shops and offices.

Even after Mack issued ordersthat people were not to go anywhere without a companion, the killings
went on. A woman was using atoilet stal while another sood guard outside. When she tried to open the
door, it hit an obstruction that proved to be her friend's body.

Customary methods of investigation have failed. Testsfor occult bloodstains, hair, and fibers turned up
nothing. The colony lacks the equipment for sophisticated psych tests. Mack's methods have been
rough-hewn; after thefirst crime she grilled everybody, diminated those with solid dibis, then arrested
three people who lacked them.

The results were not happy. After two more murders, the suspects had to be set free.

Noweverybody has an dibi for at least one, and usuadly for severa, of the crimes. No trace of the
weapon has been found. Despite the prevaence of mining engineers, it wasn't sandard issue; somebody
whose hobby was mountain climbing might have brought it in their personal baggage. Mack's computers
have searched persona-baggage invoices asfar back as they go, but found no record of such an
implement.

The stone platform under our feet is seamed with narrow passages. When stories sprang up about dien
killers, the Controller first ridiculed the notion, then ordered Mack to explore. Almost any adult human
would be too big to go down there, so she used a bot.

The memory cube contains afew images of wall paintingsit found down below—thefirst ever seen of
Zamok's Arkies, little hunchbacked brownish bipeds with three-toed feet and gourd-shaped heads and
serious dental problems. But no sign of any recent presence except the scat and bones of small animals.

None of this surprised Anna. From the circumstances of the crime, she'd already concluded that the
killer, likethe victims, must be human....



Oh, hell. I'm till trying to deep, but no luck. Just too tired, and the old brain keeps churning.

Seeking air, | put on arobe and open athick transplast door onto the terrace and edge around the
screen. A tremulous roar risesfrom theriver. A few chilly raindrops are fdling. Thunder grumbles among
digant hills

Theair tastes good up here—phytoplankton in the sea and greenstuff in the jungle are hard at work
excreting the poison gas we love to breathe. | can fedd my heart beat abit faster. | suppose when you're
down in the jungle among dl therotting stuff, it stinks. Mot jungles do.

My bare feet are cold—forgot to pack dippers. The blocks of stone are smooth and dick. Little worms
squish nastily underfoot. | crossthe terrace to alow parapet and look down. Lightning flickerson a
dense black junglelining the riverbank below. Then | smdl something like thelion cage & azoo—

Aghh!
Phew. Rude shock.

Let me catch up. Light was emanating from the Security office and I'd turned that way and was padding
aong toward it when somebody flung open the door, pointed an impact pistol a& me and yelled," A bas!"

| hit the wet stones just as ashot whanged by. | twisted around in time to see something big that had
been coming over the parapet tumble back and vanish.

Fedling better now. I'min Security and ayoung guy in uniformis offering me atowe, which | need.

"Sir,” hesayspolitely, “1 don't think you ought to be outside at night. Wild ahn-ee-mahls sometimes climb
thewdls"

A skinny little watchspring of aguy with ablue chin and dancing black eyes. His Englishisfluent but
sometimes origind. He's Security Officer Lt. Michel Verray.

All around us monitors are blinking and humming to themsalves. A voyeur's dream of heaven. In one
bedroom, atumultuous pile of bedclothes suggests a couple trying for alittle privacy asthey makelove.
One of the least interesting scenes—an empty bedroom—is my own.

Michel is Captain Mack'sonly full-time assstant & Main Base. He calls her, with ironic inflection,
Maman.

"Here, Colond,” he says. “Let me give you akey to the security office. I'm sure Maman wants you to
have one. And I'll sgn you out with apistol.”

We chat while completing thistransaction. | heft the pistol, check the load, pressthe recognition stud until
it memorizesthe pattern of capillariesin my hand. Hi, pistal. Hi, Colond.

We chat some more. “I presume she's not redly your mother?'
He makes acomicd face. “Non. But | think shewould liketo be."

If he'sright about that, it'sthe first sgn of human fedling I've noticed in Mack. Michel shows me around,
explaining that the monitorswere ingtalled after the early killings.

"Wetry to persuade people to keep to areas under surveillance. | wish we had more equipment. We
don't have enough cameras and anybody could be prowling the dark areas, looking for a chance to
attack."



"Do people complain that you're spying on them?"

"They did at first. Not so much now they are scared. Anyway, we spy on oursalves, too. Therés my
room, with my roommates. And in that one you will be thrilled to observe Maman reading in bed.”

Mack has her wig off and her hair is close cropped. Shelooks like Picasso's portrait of Gertrude Stein. |
ask if the dozen or so weaponsin the rack are the only onesin the colony. No, of course not. The
Security people—Mack and Michel and Vizbee and Smelt—all carry guns. So does Mr. Krebs and
Senior Engineer Antonelli and one or two other top dogs. In fact, everybody wants one, but Mack's
resisting and so far Krebs has backed her up.

Damnright, too. Armed civilians can be more dangerous than the murderer.
"How about the missiles?’ | ask.

Michd grins, knowing what I'm thinking. “All five that remain are herelocked up, and only Maman has
thekey."

"| suppose the attack on the controller made her look bad.”

"The whole stuation makes her look bad. She gets grimmer every day it goes on. She may look like
Mont Blanc but actudly she suffers from the stress. And refusesto take the medications Dr. Li offers

Miche fetches a bottle of cognac and two plastic cups from asupply room. The drink lights awelcome
firein my gut. We chat and soon get chummy. It turns out that Michd did the exploration of the
subsurface passages.

"Y ou built the bot?"

"Non. Miners already had them to explore places too narrow or dangereuse for people. Call them
Spiders [he said speed-airs|—little guys, walk on threelegs, carry adigicam and an HI-light. | guided it
through the passages, made Maman amemory cube and sneaked a copy for myself.”

He shrugs, rolling his eyes upward in comic darm. “Boy, shed be pissed if she knew that.”
IIWI,.M?I

"Like many mamans, she's difficult. She thinks knowledge is power. Okay, she'sright. She wantsto
know everything that goes on here. Okay, that's her job. But she also wants to monopolize information,
doreit up to use againgt her enemies.”

"She has enemies, then."

"Maisoui,” saysmy new friend cheerfully, tossing off the last of hisdrink. “ Everybody but me and Krebs
hates her comme lapeste.”

Likethe plague, en? Well, | never imagined shedd be wildly popular. Michel's becoming franker (and aso
Frencher) as he absorbs dcohol. While herefills our glasses, | ask, “What do you want the cube for,
Michd?'

"When | get home, | want to get adegreein Alien Civ and art teaching. I've Started going over the cube
frame by frame, and | think | can get my whole tay-seize [thesis?] from it. Le bon Dieu didn't mean meto
beacop,” he added, then blushes, thinking | may take thisas an insult to my profession.



"| agree with God,” | assure him solemnly, and say good night. Now armed, | cross the terrace without
incident.

Good kid, | think, turning in. He's saved me alot—my life, plusaton of post-mortem embarrassment.
Wouldn't that have been afine termina notein my personnd file?On the first day of his last
assignment, KOHN, Robert R., COL, SN 52.452.928, contrived to get himself eaten.

Good night, al. And pleasant dreams.
Morning comeswith rain, thunder, lightning, and a nasty shock.

Early on I'm summoned to Krebs's office. Captain Mack pounds on the door and, when | stagger out
with eyeids il stuck together, leads mein grim silence through alabyrinth of corridors.

We're somewhere deep insde Main Base when we reach the new executive suite—so deep that the
noise of the storm has faded into silence. Clearly, Mr. Krebs does not intend his quartersto be hit by any
more misslesif hecan hdpit.

Hisofficeislarge, blank, and ugly, and so is the occupant thereof. Mack withdraws without aword and
aspongy, grim-faced man leansforward in atall executive chair and gives me two weak-feding fingersto
shake.

The chief feature of hisfaceisajaw like an excavator. His lower right canine sticks up outside. Hisgut
billows over the edge of the desk, but hisarms are thin and look unused. | typecast him as the perfect
executive, afat guy with astone behind, good for nothing but giving orders to people smarter and
stronger than heis.

"Youll begoing in haf an hour,” ishisgreeting.
"Going where?'

"Why, to check the body,” he growls, relapsing againgt the back of the chair. “Take Li with you.
Third-rate doctor, but she'sal we've got.”

"There's been ancther killing?'
"Mack didn't tell you? Goddammit, | got to do everything around here. Yegh, it'sat Mining Camp Alfa."
"Thefirg & amining camp.”

"Right. Now these cowardly shits| got working for mewon't want to go to thefield at dl. They al think
they're here to eat company food and punch their tickets and do aslittle work as possible.”

| begin to see why somebody might fireamissile a Mr. Krebs. He seemsto have asmilarly unkind view
of me. He sitsthere glaring for afew seconds, then demands suddenly, “ Are you piggybacking on my

budget?
Sticking hisjaw out even further.
"No. HQ pays me and the mining cartel reimbursesthem.”

"Wll, thank God for small favors,” says Mr. Krebs. “ The dead guy was nobody specia. Another small
favor.”

That endstheinterview.



| collect my notebook, put in anew battery and meet Annaoutside her clinic. She has an overnight bag
full of specimen bottlesand amedical chest, which | carry for her.

"I met your boss,” | tell her as we hasten to the pad.
"Toknow himisto hate him,” she says. “Hurry up, only oneflyer'sworking and thisisit."
Ten minutes later we're taking off into the very teeth of the storm.

What aflight. It lasts one hour or one eternity, however you chooseto look at it. The damn black box
piloting us has been programmed to take the most direct route—misplaced notion of fuel economy;, |
suppose—and that involves crossing awide bay full of churning black water. A squall is barrding toward
the shore, and wefly directly into it.

| fed surethe lightning's going to fry the black box and send us careening down into the sea. Haven't had
breskfast, so there's nothing to come up except, of course, my stomach itsdlf.

Annatakes dl the pounding and shaking stoicaly, or seemsto. Still, | notice she too heaves asigh of
relief when at last we leave the bay behind and bounce down onto another rain-scoured concrete circle
near another clutter of domes and sheds.

"Wdl, herés Alfa” shesays.

People come running with umbrellas—yes, real Earth-type umbrellas—but of course we get soaked
anyway. Two dozen people are stationed here, but three guys are away fixing adurry pump, whatever
that is. So | get introduced to twenty live people and one corpse.

Thelatter isayoung man named Thoms. He's lying facedown on the poured-stone floor of the machine
shop. At firgt glance the only differencein MO was the fact that held been hit on the base of the skull
instead of the top.

"Weapon gppears to have penetrated the posterior median sulcus of the medulla,” Annatells her
notebook.

But then she puts on a headset with axenon lamp and high-power 3D magnifier, lowersthe lenses over
her eyes and knedls down, her nose dmost touching the dead man's blood-stiff hair.

When | help her up, shesfrowning." The wounds at Zamok were punched through,” she mutters. “ But
thistime ... the wound's not nearly so neat. Asif the weapon flattened on impact. I'll have to check when
I've got the body back at the lab. Help me turn him over.”

Somehow, handling adead body has a caming effect on me. When | first see acorpse I'm dways
shocked, even after so many years of looking at violent death. But when | handle the body and fed that
gpecid weight, especialy—as now—with rigor setting in, | know I'm dedling with earth and stone, not a
person, and | can treet it like any other forensic exhibit.

Superficid examination shows that except for being dead Thoms's body isnot, as Anna putsiit,
remarkable in any way. After taking abunch of holograms, we bag it and the minershelp us put it in their
freezer.

Therest of theday | spendinasmall, bare office with a single monitor blegping on a chipped duroplast
desk. I'm sipping coffee, noshing on bad sandwiches covered with some kind of ghastly synthetic mayo,
and interviewing survivors.



Nobody saw or heard anything. Thoms was wdll-liked, with no known enemies, and every single person
at Alfawas under observation by others at the most probable hour of death, which Anna puts between
6.30 and 8.00. | reach the last name on my list before Madam Justice lifts her blindfold and peeks at me.

The witness—named Ted Szczech, pronounced Sheck—is a pale, twitchy, skinny kid who looks about
sxteen and wears coveralsthat could serve him for atent. He shufflesinto the room carrying an
envelope.

"I've uh, uh, uh, got something for you, Sir,” he stutters.
"Ohyeah? What?’ Bad food plus no progress has put mein afoul humor.

Ted spends the next five minutes tripping over his own tongue. The story gradually emergesthat he
worked with Thoms in the machine shop and so was the first to spot the body. Before sounding the darm
heranfor hisdigicam, rightly anticipating that everybody in Alfa.soon would swarm in and obliterate
every clue.

"Why didn't you bring me the pictures at once?’ | demand in my growliest voice. Actudly, I'm impressed
by hisinitictive.

"l w-w-was w-w-w-waiting my turn,” Ted explains. “And uh, uh, uh—"
"What?" | say, beginning to pull the printouts from the envel ope.

"Well, you can see the f-f-f-footprints pretty clear.”

"Footprints?"

"Y eah. They showed up when | used the infrared flash. Standard light don't show n-n-nothing. | never
even knew they were there until | p-p-p-printed out.”

| stare at dim little three-toed marks around a corpse so fresh that under black light it still glows with the
warmth of life. In the early morning the stone floor was cold and the killer's body hest created just
enough transent warming for the cam to regiger.

"It probably ran away when you started to open the door,” | comment. That seemsto scare Ted.
"You think s0?7" he asks, eyesbugging out. “ Y ou redly think s0?” Not asingle Stutter.

When | show the picturesto Anna, she looksready to tear out her graying hair. “ Oh, great Tao. We got
itsettled . Thekiller hasto behuman ,” she moans.

"Okay, ahuman did it. And then Threetoes walksin, trots over to body, trots away again and disappears
into thejungle, and—"

My voice diesin midpassage. Annalooks at me. | look a Anna. We're both remembering where weve
seen three-toed feet before.

"Wed better get back to Zamok,” she says. “Now."

The storm's abated and the trip back is abit tedious, which certainly was not a problem on the trip out.
Lying behind uswrapped in trand ucent plastic the corpse reminds me unpleasantly of agiant fetus
swathed in its placenta.

Back at the Castle we hump our gear across broad puddles and down gray corridorsinto Annaslab. |



retrieve my infopack and we check the pictures the Spider took underground. And yes, the Arkies have
three-toed feet that resemble Ted's blurry images.

While I make tea on a hotspot under avacuum hood, Annacalls Mack and asks for the memory cube
containing the full exploration of the subsurface passages.

"Y ou're not authorized to seeit,” that ungracious woman growls.
"What do you mean?’ snaps Anna. “I've got top clearance. | need it for thework | do.”
"Y ou're apenis machinist, not a security officer. Y ou don't have a security-type clearance.”

At thispoint | step forward. “1'm cleared for everything you are, Captain, and alot more. Send that
goddamn cube and send it now."

That makes mefed pretty good. Pulling rank may not be nice, but it's effective.

Werdax until Michel appearswith asedled container, for which Annaand | both haveto sgn. He gives
me awink, then heads back to hisjob. A couple of minutes later, she and | are head to head, staring into
the image box of her computer.

The solid-looking forms jounce, steedy, fuzz out, clarify. We're entering a narrow ot between two of
Zamok's cyclopean stone blocks. We descend steep narrow steps. The high-intensity light swivels back
and forth, its movement complicated by the robot's walk. Annasforever freezing aframe here and there
so we can get afairly clear picture.

Along walls of smooth stone marches a painted procession of Arkieswearing fantastic outfits of skins
and feathers. Projecting teeth give their heads a spiky appearance. At the foot of the steps a narrow
corridor splitsleft and right and the robot begins to explore. Passages divide and subdivide and it pokes
into small rooms covered with garish paintings that make methink of Mayan art at Tika and
Dzibilchdtun.

It'sdl quite fascinating and, asfar as our current problems are concerned, absolutely usaless. When the
show's over, our tea has gotten cold. “ So what's your conclusion, Colonel Sir?” asks Annawith ungentle

irony.
"Andien—" 1 begin.
"The Arkies are natives,” she corrects me. “Werethediens.

"Okay, okay. First of al, you wereright. An Arkie couldn't have done the killings at Zamok. Y ou turn
around in acorridor and see a strange creature, you run, you scream, you fight back, you do something
the victims didn't do. The killings here were done by ahuman. So we have an anomaly."

We st staring a each other. Fedling around helplessy in my empty head, | ask, “What do we know
about the Arkies?'

She gestures. “What you've seen.”

"I mean—" | don't know what | mean. “How'd they survivein thisworld? It's so bizarre, radical cold,
radical hest, seasonsthat |ast for decades ... how'd they get along?"

She sghs. “Nobody knows. We're like a pimple on the body of the planet. We came here with typical
engineer'stunnd vision, to dig and smet and ship the ingots home and follow them when the mines play



aJt_"

She spends awhile reheating the tea, then goes on: “I'm as bad as the rest of them. Spend my days doing
routine physicals and treating orthopedic injuries from the mines. That's where the crack about me being
apenis machinist comesfrom. And theréstruthinit. | try to do somerea science after hours.”

“Anything helpful?"

"For solving the murders? No. On the contrary—it's asfar as possible from anything to do with them. I'm
trying to get astart on understanding the molecular biology of—"

"Oh,” | say. “Okay."

"Anyway, you asked me how the nativesfit into their world. Answer: | don't know how anything redlly
functionson Bela Were dl so busy being practica that we don't havetimeto beintelligent.”

So we give up; | send Michd the info we gathered at Alfa, and then we go to dinner.

Replay of last night—M ack feeding her face, the engineers eyeing me, wondering if | know something
they don't about the latest atrocity. To avoid questions | don't want to (meaning: can't) answer, | avoid
socidizing, say good night to Annaand as soon as possible drag my aging butt off to bed.

Through the door to the terrace | see that another storm's moving in. The cube saysthe“spring rains’ are
scheduled to last about forty standard years. What would Noah say to that?

Hit the hay but again can't deep, thistime because the lightning kegps waking me up. Cursing, | get up
and gart searching for away to darken the window.

Lightning flashes. Indde the screen amonger saresat me.
Lightning flashes. | stare back. Oh comeon, it'sonly an animal.

But it'simpressve. Standing upright, bowlegged, body covered with rough fur of indefinite color. It'sa
boar, by God—a huge two-legged boar. The hairy ears, thelittle red eyeswith startling piggish
intelligence in them—and the tusks, two down and two up, dirty orange but rubbed white where they
cross each other—and especidly the flat snout, quivering, with the hairy nostrils spread....

And then, of course, | seeit'snot aboar or anything else I've ever known. Long clawsinstead of trotters.
Muscled forelimbs adept for walking or climbing. Imagine abig bear crossed with a swine, crossed with
... what? Something.

In the dark thistriumph of natura genetic manipulation claws at the thick transplast with
twenty-centimeter talons that make anerve-jangling skreek. Lightning flashes. It exposesthe full length of
its twelve-centimeter tusks and turns away, frustrated.

Lightning flashes Theanimd'sgone.

Somewhat shaken, | continue my search, find a switch on thewall and touch it. Y es, praise whatever
gods may be, the window darkens. | go to bed again and try to fall adeep.

Processions of feathered creatures march through my head, tracked by two-legged pigs and by
Mayakovsky'smedvedi, the bearlike animas that ambushed his people seventy years ago when it was
wintertimeon Bela....

Why do al these strange critters seem vaguely aike?



Item (4.)From the Written Report of Li, Anna M., M.D.

| spent that evening in my laboratory, meaning to work on my project. But my mind kept drifting to the
body in my freezer.

At length | gave up, dragged poor Mr. Thoms onto an examining table, and began to explore hiswound.
Almost a once | found something odd.

Perhaps | should have called the Colond at once, but | decided he was probably aseep. So | promised
mysalf to speak to him at breakfast, not redlizing that tired as | was after our adventures of the day, |
might overdeegp and miss him in themorning. And that is exactly what happened.

Item (5.)From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.
"S0,” says Mr. Krebs, champing hisjaws, “what've you learned so far?'

Hiswindowless office gives me afeding of premature burid. The man himsdf, with his piranhaprofile
and billowing stomach and wegk little hands, manages to ook dangerous and helpless at the sametime.

"Who do you think tried to hit you with amissile?’ | respond conversationaly. Thisisaquestion |
(literdly) dreamed up last night, when the old subconscious findly did something useful.

"l want answers, not questions.”

"Well, | don't have any, yet. But you haven't just had twenty murders here. Y ou've had that plus an
attempted nation of the colony's executive head. I'm curious as to whether there might bea
connection.”

Hegrowls. Literdly—qrrrrr. Like adog.
"Tak to Captain Mack,” he says. “ That's her department.”

"I'm surprised you've kept her in such animportant postion after al the things that've gone wrong here,” |
say frankly.

"l trust her absolutdly.”

| take this as an admission that anybody appointed in her place might use Security'sarmory to try to kill
him—agan.
"Now, if you don't mind answering my origind question, what've you found out aboutthe murders ?"

| open my notebook and set it humming. Briefly | outline the events of the day before. Attheend |
summarize, “The Arkies have joined the fun.”

"But they'redldead! ” heamog ydlls.

"No more than Mayans or Egyptians or Celts or Cambodians or any of the other builders of abandoned
citieson the Earth are dead. They just moved away. Their descendents live on. Spring brought the Arkies
out of hiding, and what did they find? Their Acropalis, their temple mount, had been desecrated by
diens—us. That pissed them off, and they've just killed thelr first human.”

| think that's kind of aneat theory—much too negt to be true.

"Y ou're saying none of our peoplekilled anybody?'



Petiently | explainthe difficultiesin trying to blame the first nineteen killings on the natives.

"So you're teling me weve got two killers, in two different places, killing people in the same bizarre way,
and one's a human and other's awhatchacalit. That's the dumb-assedest notion | ever heard.”

"Sir, youve summed up the problem,” | tell him. “The evidenceis unreasonable.But it's still evidence. "

Therest of theinterview's atota waste of time. Wejust yell at each other, accomplishing nothing. A
supply ship's due pretty soon and | guess helll send me home, as he's authorized to do. That will make
both of us happy.

Needing timeto cool off abit after the shouting match, | set out to find Anna's lab and promptly get lost.

| don't know if I've made this clear, but Main Base is ahopeless maze. The buildings were put up at
different timesfor different purposes out of whatever materials were at hand. Meanwhile the population
increased to a high of two thousand or so and then declined as mines were worked out and abandoned.
Now adozen buildings are permanently vacant, and atangle of corridors lead here and there with no
rhyme or reason, often ending in blank walls where an abandoned structure's been sedled off.

Adding to the generd confusion, about haf the people are absent at any one time. Some at mining camp
Alfa—the only sitethat's presently active—the rest at the smelter, or exploring for new sites. Then they
come back to work at administration or housekeeping. Theideaisto train the youngstersin al phases of
running acolony.

But that aso meansthey rotate in and out, causing ceaseless turbulence. I've got a near-photographic
memory for faces, and yet I've never seen many of the people | encounter.

Two | do recognize are Vizbee and Smdlt, the guards from the shuttleport, who must have rotated back.
Vizbee's as near insolent as he daresto be. “Enjoying Bela, Sr 7’ he askswith anasty smile.

At least he'slearned theword Sir sincel saw him last.

"You'relooking abit logt,Sr ,” Smdt chimesin, with awashed-out smile. Someday | will ded with this
pair.

Actually, getting lost turns out to be one of the more useful things I've done. I've been dedling with facts,
which arefine asfar asthey go. Now I'm getting the fedl of the Situation, too. Thekiller's been hunting his
victimsin akind of indoor jungle. Add the fact that he doesn't seem to care who gets bashed aslong as
somebody does, and the bloody orgy becomes comprehensible.

| spend a couple of hours wandering, asking directions, finding the directions don't work, and getting lost
again. Periodicaly | come across a sedled window and ook out on theriver valey. Or alandside
enclosure with high fences and shrouded machinery on duroplast skids. Or abig cube sprouting thick
cables—the main generator, a primitive fisson-type reactor. Bela, | perceive, isrun on the economy plan.

But | can't get out, and soon I'm wandering the maze again like abaffled rat.

Finaly admitting I'm lost for the nth time, | ask directions from a pretty dark-haired engineer named
Eloise. We chat, and sheinvites meto visit her room, explaining that she and her boyfriend are*on
off-rotation"—awkward phrase—from the mines.

The boyfriend's named Jamd, and he's solidly built and dark and bitter as a cup of Turkish coffee. He
and Eloise share avery cramped room, which they consider themselveslucky to get. | ask why spaceis
so tight when, with al the empty buildings, it should be just the opposite.



"Mack saysit'sfor security,” growls Jamal. “ Stay where the cameras can watch your every move,
including when you shower and makelove. | can just see her and Krebslying in bed—incredible asit
seems, alot of people think they deep together—and peeping at us like the swine they are.”

My own impression isthat Mack and Krebs are both asexua beings, but | don't argue the point. Instead
| remark that moraein the colony is close to rock-bottom.

"It'sdying,” saysJama, now sounding weary rather than bitter. “ Everybody hates the leadership and
everybody's scared to death.”

I'm Sitting with Eloise on the edge of their bed. Jamd is Sitting on the floor.

"See, you haven't been here the last two years,” he goeson. “Y ou look at the number of victimsand
think, ‘ Oh, well, ninety-eight percent of the people are il dive.” But when you live through acampaign
of murder, the effect iscumulative. | never leave El without wondering if I'll ever see her again, and she
wonders the same thing about me.”

She strokes his coarse black hair and nods. She has an inner stillness that he completely lacks, yet she
backs him up.

"It'sbeen hard,” she sayssmply. “I'm sure nobody will want to come here again, and everybody who's
here dready is counting the days until they can leave. Belawill have to be abandoned.”

She'sless hitter than he is and makes an effort to befair, even to Mack, whom everybody else blames
for their miseries.

"Shelsin aterrible Stuation. If she'safraid of anything, it's having to leave Bea I'm sure she'sdoing her
best to find the killer, and I'm not sure anybody else could do any better. | mean, how do you catch
somebody who doesn't care who dies aslong as somebody does?

"Some goddamn maniac,” Jamd mutters.

"l don't think s0,” says Eloise thoughtfully. “ Thekilling's random, yet at the sametimeit's cal culated and
deliberate. It's.... cold. Somebody's aiming at something, and it can only beto driveusal away."

"Why would a human want to drive humans away?’ asks Jamd, and neither of us has an answer.

Thereis, of course, the big exception—Thoms's murder. My hosts haven't heard about thet yet. But the
conversation starts me brooding about it once again.

Feding astrong urgeto revisit Alfa, | thank the young folks and ask them to show me an exit to the pad.
They do s0, and my luck'sin, because on the pad the flyer'srevving up. It'sadull trip, and everything
seems normd until wearrive.

Then | ask for Ted Szczech, and learn that he won't be taking any more pictures. Ever.
No, he didn't die by the customary head-bashing.

Lessthan an hour before, something resembling atwo-legged boar grabbed him when he was outside
working on astuck valve of adurry pipe, and dragged him away—jpresumably to est.

They're getting up a search party to try and recover hisremains. | ask to go dong and they say sure.

AsI'm suiting up, acal comesin from Anna. She's been hunting me, called Michd in the security office
and asked if | was on any of hismonitors. He told her hed seen mewith Eloise and Jamal, so she called



them and they told her they'd seen me catch the flyer. Then Michel called her back and said he needed to
see me, too.

Funny, al you have to do to get popular isto go away.

Annasfull of her latest discovery. “Last night | found bronze fragments embedded in Thomss skull. I'm
not set up to do metdlurgica analysis, so | asked one of our engineersto check the fragments out.”

“Why?

"| think the bronze was smelted by some very crude, primitive process. The dloy's soft and that's why the
skull did dmost as much damage to the weapon asit did to the skull. Or maybe it was meant for useon a
softer, thinner cranium.”

"In short, it was made by an Arkieto smack other Arkies and the hardness of the human head took its
wielder by surprise.”

"Something like that. When are you coming back?"

"They're sending out aparty to search for Ted Szczech, and I'm going along. A wild animal got him."
"Great Tao. What kind of animal?'

| decribeit.

"Oh, that'sUrsasus terribilis, ” she says.

"Meaning?'

"Terrible bearpig. | started doing taxonomy on theloca fauna, giving Latin names and so on. Then
stopped, because it seemed so futile. Oh, poor Ted."

"Wemay find him yet."
Somebody'sydling for me. Michd will have to wait.

We put on transparent rain gear, the kind that breathes so you don't drown in your own swest, and
water-repellent goggles. Were dl armed to the teeth. The flyer takes off to circle over the search area.
Nobody's expecting it to find anything; the jungl€stoo full of big organic moleculesthat confuse the
bioscanner.

Down below, it's exciting at firs—walking in the deep wet woods of Bela. Up to now its
green/blue/purple colors seen through misty rain didn't look especidly strange. Close up it'sacrawly
place. Everything drips; every step squishes. Vines are in motion, like the hands of an antique clock; you
can't see them move, but if you look away and look back, yes, they've changed.

The treesform short, twisty lattices of rope-like growths with trunks not much thicker than limbs. No
large trees—there's been no time for them to grow yet. Leaves of al shapes stretch up and out toward
thelittle light that's available, ruthlesdy shading each other out so that the understory is choked with
masses of dead and rotting vegetation.

No flowers. Everything in monotone. Things buzz around that look like flying crayfish. In glimpses of the
sky, we see dashing small shadows that somebody on my intercom calls daybats. Hunting the crayfish, |
suppose. Now and then | catch sight of an elaborately feathered creature crawling through the branches
with its beak and talons, like aparrot. The usud little white worms are crawling around the wet ground,



millions of them. My feet squash them at every step. | begin to fed like I'm walking through the innards of
adead, decaying beast. Even through the filtersin my breathing apparatus | catch whiffs of decay, not
quite like decay on Earth; a sharp touch of ammonia, stench of methane, a gagging bubble of—what?
Chlorine? Plusthat smell like alion cage | sniffed before on the terrace a Zamok.

Lasershissin themurky air and dashed limbsfall smoking to the ground where the wet extinguishes
them. The ground's like a spongy mattressand | sSink knee-deep at every step. Soon my legs ache and
my knees are quivering. We circle the whole camp, finding nothing.

Ted'sjust gone. Period.

Back at Alfa, I'm bushed. Fal on somebody's cot and snooze for about two hours. When | awaken, one
of the guystdls me Zamok's been buzzing me.

"Why didn't you wake me up?'
"Eader said than done, old-timer. Y ou wereout ."
Firgt time anybody's called me ol d-timer to my face.

| stagger to the nearest monitor and press the return-call button. Michel'simage saysheld like to see me
assoon aspossible. | cal hiscode but get only hisimage again, promising to return my cal at the earliest
possible moment.

| have ersatz coffee and another plastic-mayo sandwich and think it over. If Miche wantsto see me, why
hasn't he called again and why doesn't he answer my call?

| call Captain Mack and ask if she knowswhere heis. Shel'slooking, if possible, grimmer than usud. No,
he's off duty until tomorrow. Where's he degp? Impatiently she gives me the code for the room he shares
with two girlsand another guy. | call and hisroommates are there, but heisn't. | cal Annaand ask her to
look for him.

"I'mwaiting for the andlysis of the bronze."

"Look for Michdl, please.”

| go to Alfals commandant and ask to borrow the flyer. No, he says, it's on aregular schedule.
When will it be going back to Zamok? Tomorrow noon, he says. Thank you, | say.

| walk out onto the pad and find atech just finishing his serviceroutine. | tel him Hi, and when he goes
back ingde, | climb in and tell the black box to take me to Zamok.

"Hearing and obeying,” saysthe gadget.
"Accept no callsfrom any source until wearrive,” | add.
"Hearing and obeying,” saysthe gadget.

| settle back in the seat and wonder how | can explain snatching this machineif, after al, Michel meets
mediveand well.

| needn't have worried.

By thetime| arrive he's been found, and Main Baseisin the state of an overturned anthill.



Asdartling asthe murder itsdf istheway it was done: Michd Verray has been shot in the back in the
same chicken-run where Cabreras body was found almost two standard years ago.

There was no approach, no hands-on attack. An impact dug wasfired from the far end of the corridor.
His beltpouch has been roughly opened, bresking the catch, suggesting robbery. His pistol's missing.
Was hekilled with his own wegpon?

A scenario flitsthrough my mind: Miche confrontsthekiller, draws hisweapon, hasit knocked out of his
hand—maybe by somebody who's been taking those martia-arts classes Anna talked about. He turns
and runs away, and thekiller picksit up and coolly takes aim and shootshim....

But I'm not even sure he was running when he was shot. Mack thinks so, but the holograms she took of
the body seem ambiguousto me. A runner hit from the rear in midstride on asmooth surface dams down
and dides. | think the abrasions on hisface areinsufficient for that. 1'd say he was hurrying but not
running, and Annasinclined to agree.

In her clinic she sarts crying, thefirgt time I've seen her do s0. She has Michd's body on her examining
table, and it'sahorrible mess. Asusua with that type of ammo, the entry wound near the spineisthesize
of my little finger and the exit wound through the chest is the size of my head. The dug, of course,
disintegrated asit's supposed to do, leaving no evidence.

"Even Mack's shaken up,” shetells me when she's cried on my shoulder. “1 saw her when they brought
the body in, and she looked paralyzed. She kept saying,  Oh no. Not him. Oh no.” Hewaskind of a
substitute son, you know. Now she'sredly done.”

Wedl, murder getsto the toughest of us, sooner or later.
Annawashes her face at alaboratory sink and says dolefully, “I have to do the autopsy.”
"Not now, you don't. Tomorrow'sfine. Michel won't run away. Comeon, I'll help you put him onice."

| hate to touch the body, but as soon as | do, it's okay. Michel is gone; the good mind, the lively wit, the
Gdllic accent, the future he had sketched out for himsalf—none of that exists anymore. The corpseis
merely evidence.

Wewrap it up and put it in the freezer next to Thoms. We're getting quite a collection of dead youth.

Annaneeds company, S0 | take her to my suite and, after | check my weapon—in case of bearpigs—we
step out on the terrace.

Rain'sfalling in the distance, but agap has opened in the clouds and pa e sunset colors, lemon and rose,
are showing. It'sthefirst sunshine I've seen on the surface of Bela | begin to see what thisworld will be
like in those magica decades—between spring and summer, again between autumn and winter—when
it's neither savagely cold, nor unbearably hot, nor asodden mess. It'll be gorgeous.

For awhilewe stand there like a young couple holding hands. Annaneeds digtraction, o | begin telling
her about the wet wild woods around Alfa, about the strange creatures and the restless trees. Her mood
lightensalittle

"I want to do somered science here,” shesays. “I just won't let mysalf keep getting sucked into the
routine. I've been doing alittle work on these larvae.”

She gestures at the worms crawling on the terrace. “ They're dl over the place and they're genuinely
weird. A human has maybe forty thousand genes, but they've got five times as many."



"What, those little worms? Why?*

"I don't know. They're about as Smple creatures as you could imagine—akind of motile gut. And think
about dl the chancesfor genetic errors, for destructive variations—it's too much information.”

She added, “Rather like the murders. Where we've dso got too much information and can't make any
senseout of it, ether.”

She's back on that subject now, and with asigh | admit to mysalf therés no avoiding it. Now she's
mourning Michd, who evidently had a gift for making older women want to take care of him.

"Such anice young man. A little while and he'd have been headed home. It'sterrible, dl these young
peopledying.”

She sartsto cry again. | put my arms around her, and she's so smdll that for al the gray in her hair it's
like holding achild. I'm just about to embark on some serious comforting when intuition—as
usua—seizes an inconvenient moment to strike.

"Anna, ligen. Tell methis Why was Michd hurrying down that particular corridor?”

She looks up at me, eyes bleary, mind asusud clear. “Oh. Sure, it leadsto my lab. Y ou mean he couldn't
find you, so he was coming to seeme.”

We stare at each other for afew seconds.
"Comeon,” | say.
"Where?'

"l just saw aray of light. Thistimeinternd. | think | know what the killer waslooking for in Miche's
beltpouch. Let'sgo tak to hisroommates.”

Vengeanceison my mind.

Annds an unusua woman. Asks no questions, just leads the way through the maze of shoddy
congiruction. | sumble afew times because my mind's elsewhere, thinking of alot of thingsthet at last,
dimly, seem to be making some kind of sense.

Michd'sroom isin an outlying building: large, clean, well-lighted; semiplast partitions between four
bunks, abouquet of artificia flowerslying on Miche's pillow.

Hisroommates are dl drinking something with the sour smdll of home brew and talking together in low
voices. | ask to see Miche's belongings.

"Captain Mack took them dl,” says ayoung Eurasian woman named Jospin, who seemsto bethe
spokesperson for the group. “ She and those two characters Vizbee and Whatever practicaly turned the
place upside down."

"Shesaid ,” addsthe guy, “that she was looking for evidence."

That starts an argument between those who say Mack was just doing her duty and those who say she
was harsh and unfedling. | short-circuit this argumen.

"Listen. You al know who | am and what I'm doing on Bela. Now | need something and one of you may
haveit. | hopeyou do."



| explain what | think Michel has been killed for, and how much | need to seeit if it il exists. Jospin
looks steadily at me, then reachesinto her beltpouch and takes out a pillbox.

"For PMS,” she explainswith afaint smile. She shakes out, not apill, but amemory cube and handsiit
over.

"He asked meto hideit,” sheexplains. “He said not to giveit to anybody. He didn't say why."

"I don't know why either,” | tell her. “But | hopeto find out. Many thanks, and” (speaking as
impressively as| can) “don' ... say...anythingabout this"

In Annas lab we play the cube and, yes, it's the copy Miche made for himsalf of the Spider's exploration
of the subsurface passages of Zamok.

"Weve seen thisdready,” says Anna, disgppointed.
"But perhapsnot dl of it."

As before, we settle down head-to-head to watch. Once again the little robot descends adot haf a
meter wide. Once again pictures of garish cresturesin bizarre attire wobble past. We enter familiar
rooms, leave them, walk three-leggedly down corridors, enter other rooms.

I'm beginning to get worried. Thetrouble with intuition isthat until you test it, an error looksjust as
convincing asthetruth.

"l don't see anything n—" Annals beginning when | yell something, maybe “ Shit!"
We both stare breathlessly at the screen.

The Spider is entering aroom we've never seen before. Sowly it pansthewallsand celling with its
HI-light. We'relooking at asacrifice. Aswith medieva paintings or comic strips, aseries of scenestellsa
story.

Unlike our Aztecs, the Arkies had meta wegpons, the favorite being an implement with along handle
ending in a curved blade on one side and a spike on the other. With one of these gadgets a priest
ceremonioudy sacrifices one of hisown kind to whatever gods he believesin.

Themethod isfamiliar; afatal blow delivered with the spike against the back or top of the head. Only he
does afollow-up, splitting the skull with the axe, after which the believers gather to eat the brain.

Thevictimsdon't seem to be resgting; light streams from their faces and rainbows encircle them with
full-spectrum hal oes. Above them god figures hover, radiating light; in the last scene, they welcomethe
sacrificid victimto Vahdla

"Lookslikearetirement dinner,” | remark unfedingly.

"No,” says Anna. “They're not cannibalizing for food. It's magic. They're acquiring wisdom. They arent
murdering anybody, not in their own minds. They've sacrificed somebody they respect, made him agod,
and now thetribeis sharing his knowledge and strength—oh!”

For the second time in afew minutes she's been interrupted, thistime by hersdf. Asfor me, | am, asthey
say, struck dumb. Whatever | expected to seein the underground, it isn't this.

The Spider has emerged from the room with the images of sacrifice. In the corridor just beyond, a human
childislying againg thewal—atiny, animprobably tiny girl with golden hair.



For amoment | think I'm going mad. Then Annasays, “It'sadoll,” breaking the spell.
And with that, of course, the whole case opens before my mind.

Annaand | are outsde in the rain. We gtroll to the power station with its comforting roar of turbines and
itsEM fieldsto mess up listening devices.

We lean our heads together and whisper, reviewing the evidence.

A child can get down the stepsinto the underground, can take her doll and aflashlight, can seethe
paintings

Perhaps, surrounded by busy adults who fundamentally don't give adamn about her, she spendsalot of
time down there. She meets other smal beings her own size. She playswith and loses her toy.

Mack grew up on Bela, the only human who ever did.

Mack is physicaly powerful. She's nobody's friend, yet she represents security. Somebody, turning and
seeing her coming up from behind, would fed only relief—whew, I'm safe—but nobody would stop to
chat with her.

They'd turn and walk on. And fed only one stunning blow before the darkness.

Annataks about Michd, what aterrible thing it must have been even for amass murderessto redize that
for safety's sake she had to kill the nearest approach she knew to human affection.

I'm more concerned with how she caught onto him. “1 bet the kid got cardess, made a copy of his cube
and left theimages in a backup memory, where she found them.”

"Mack'sinsane,” whispers Anna

"No,” | say. “ She'sanative. Likethe Arkies. She's hel ping them reclaim their world. When we go, shelll
stay here with them. That'swhat she redlly wants—to berid of us, and stay here forever.”

Therain patters around us. It's getting dark, or darker. The power station roars and shakes. My
imagination’s doing acrobatics.

Suddenly I'm seeing in awhole new light that missile attack on Krebs, the one that conspicuoudy missed,
while scaring the shit out of itstarget.

What if the whole episode was intended to make him fedl surrounded by enemies, make him more
dependent on her? And whose missilewasit, anyway?

She said shewas*“ chatting” with himin Security when it hit. She wouldn't lie about something like
that—too easy to check. And I'm sure Michel wouldn't havefired it. Suddenly I'm remembering her
other subordinates, Corpora Vizbee and Private Smelt.

Vailal |l think, in honor of Michd.

At lasgt breathing al that oxygen is paying off—I'm in ecstasy, making connections, when Annainterrupts
with apractica question. “What are you going to do?"

"Confront her, accuse her, arrest her. And I'm going to grab those two grungy enlisted people of Mack's.
Theres something | want to ask them.”



"Y ouwon't get Vizbee and Smdt,” she says. “They were just in to pick up supplies. Right after they
helped her shake the place down, she sent them back to the shuttleport.”

"Thenit'sMack adone"

I'm ahappy man. I'm about to crack my case and go the hell home and my ego's purring. When | get
back to Earth, I'm thinking, I'll take along vacation—preferably in Degth Vley.

"You'reredly confident, aren't you?’ she askswith an odd inflection. | peer at her, curious.
"Spitit out, Anng” | say. “Thisisnotimeto befeminine.”

"WEell, | think you're underestimating her. And thisworld. Y ou don't seem to redlize that she'snot just a
lone crimind. Weve dready had Thoms and Szczech attacked at an outstation. And think of Ursasus
terribilis —what if the Arkies control thelocal carnivores? What if they've aready used them twiceto
try tokill you?'

Goddamn women anyway. They have agift for imagining worst-case scenarios. “If you'reright, I'll have
to movefas."”

"Whenwill you arrest her?"
"Now. Right this minute. Want to come aong?'

Aswe hurry back into the maze, she's muttering, “ There's something else. | know thereé's something we
haven't thought of "

But I'm not redly listening. First | use apublic machineto call Jamal and Eloise.

"Do you fed energetic?’ | ask.

Jamal looks baffled. “1 guess so. Why?!

"I may need alittle assstance. In my room. For something important and possibly amite dangerous.”
Helooks at mewith narrowed eyes, suspicious of anyone in authority. Eloise comes up behind him.
"WEell bethere,” she saysover hisshoulder. | break the connection.

"Don't hurry, just in case we're being watched,” | tel Anna, and we move with what, | believe, islegdly
termed deliberate speed through the usua throng, anonymousin spite of their nametags. Ellenbogen,
Menshnikoff, Nguyen, Rice-Davies.

In my bedroom we check the terrace outside, then exit and head for Security. | try the electronic key
Michel gave me and it doesn't work.

"Shit,” 1 profoundly comment. “ She's changed the settings on the lock. Stand back.”

The impact dug knocks out the lock and | kick the door open. The gun rack isempty. At the same
moment my eyesfdl on the monitor that shows Miche's room.

Oh, Chrigt.

So whilel was busy solving my case, so goddamn sure of mysdlf, shewaswatching us, changing the
lock, removing the weapons.



Did she take the missiles, too? | check hastily. One's gone; the other four are till locked in. But she's
removed the detonators so | can't arm them. Who's serving this match?

All things considered, Annas voice is remarkably cam as she says, “Look outsde.”

My friend the bearpig—or his cousn—is coming over the parapet. He uses his clawslike grappling
hooks, climbs easily despite hisweight of maybe three hundred kilos. As he movesinto the light pouring
from my quarters | see gticking through his coarse yelowish fur amillion black spines, like ahedgehog's.
The guy'sarmored aswell as armed.

He rears up, freeing hisforepaws for action. Then he moves bowleggedly yet with disturbing speed
around the screen and a scream tells me that Eloise and Jamd have arrived there.

| fling open Security's door and run outside, Annafollowing. But before | can fire, the beast takes what
looks like atremendous punch from aninvisiblefig, right on the snout. He rears up, flops over and lies
twisting on the Incan stonework.

The great skull isruined. One eye stares a Annaand me with hel plessrage beforeit films over. The body
amellslikethe lion cage at azoo—an acrid, sulfurous, somehow fiery odor.

| look into my room and Jamal's standing there in the approved shooter's crouch, holding apistol in both
hands, index finger on thefiring stud.

"Whered you get that?’ | ask after weve dl greeted each other.

"Swiped it from my bossslocker. | didn't see any good reason why the senior guys should have
protection and El and | shouldn't.”

"Good for you. Look, we have something of asituation here.” | explain.

Thefour of us huddle. We've got two weagpons. Each hasfired once, leaving fifteen shots each. Mack's
got adozen weapons and all the spare ammo. She knows Main Base backward and forward, and
however she cdls her friends—those in the jungle, and those in the passages down bel ow—she's
undoubtedly doing it now.

Touching my forehead in sdute, | tell Anna, *Y ou wereright. Thisis the worst-case scenario.”
She's sanding there asif in atrance, looking like a statue of Guanyin, the Goddess of Mercy.
"Therésmore,” she murmurs.

So much for mercy.

"I'vejust redlized,” she goeson. “Thelarvae. Two hundred thousand genes.”

| don't understand, even though | know what she'sreferring to. Eloise and Jama are, of course, looking
absolutely blank. But Annanow speskswith cam professond assurance, asif she'stelling somebody
they need to get their triglycerides down.

"The larvae must be the basic form. They must hatch from some kind of spore with aredly tough capsule
to survive the extreme heat and cold. Something triggers devel opment into different forms—partly it must

be temperature, but I'm sureit's more complicated than that. The Arkies are one form and Mayakovsky's
medvedi are another and the carnivore Jamal shot is another. And there may be more.

"They'red| cousns, so to speak. That's how they dominate their environment and survive the fantastic



changesthat happen hereon Bela..."

Silencefollows. Then the quiet voiceinggts, “Don't you see?"
"Unfortunately,” | say, “yes."

Wetry to put out awarning.

Eloise hasjust settled down at the huge console in Security and spoken afirst word of command when a
sound of distant thunder comes through the shattered terrace door and the machine and the monitors and
thelightsal go out.

| step to the other door, the one leading into the corridor, and fling it open. It'sdark inside Main Base,
amost as dark as on the wet and dusky terrace outside. Battery-fed emergency lights are flickering on
and beginning to glow redly. People are standing around, looking baffled, their faces purplish asif they
had lupus. | turn back with my latest bad news.

"Mack just used her missile on the power station. Zamok's been shut down. All of it."

We head into the corridor and try to spread the darm by word of mouth. It's not easy. The maze is more
confusing than ever. Everywhere people are milling around, bitching about the power failure. Many were
headed for the dining hall; complaining they'll haveto eat cold rations tonight.

Wetry shouting, telling them an attack is about to begin, telling them if they've got weaponsto join us, if
not go to the dining hall and lock the doors. People crowd around us, trying to decide if were crazy.

Some of them have never seen me before. Annathey know, but so what? She'sjust the doc. Jama and
Eloise are too young to count.

Where are their leaders? they want to know. Where's Krebs, where are the senior engineers—above dll,
where's Captain Mack?

"What does Captain Mack say?’ ayoung guy demands. “1 mean, she'sin charge of security, right?”

"Captain Mack has dready killed twenty people and isabout to kill alot more,” I inform him, biting off
my words.

Thefact that I'm getting pissed off doesn't make this unpalatable news any more believable. Y et some
people take darm and start to hasten away. Even if we're nuts, the lights are out; something's clearly
wrong.

Others stand around arguing. Some are belligerent—what the hell are we saying? Who the hell do we
think we are? Arewetrying to start apanic just because there's an equipment failure? Somebody will fix
it. That'swhat engineersdo, right?

Then comesashout. “Doc Li! Come quick! The Controller's been shot!"

And that doesit. Suddenly thetoute ensemble getsto them. The shadows, the dim red lights, the air
growing stuffy, the palpable anxiety, Jamal and me waving wegpons and talking about an attack, warning
them againgt Captain Mack—and now somebody's yelling that the Controller's shot.

So they hated him, and they hated her, so what, they're the symbols of command and contral, right? I
they're hostile or wounded or dead, everything's coming apart, right?

Suddenly they panic. And they bolt. They'relike cattle scared by lightning. | see shadowy people



caroming into one another, knocking one another down. Running into haf-dark corridors, headed for |
don't know where. Somefor the dining hall, some bolting for cover in their rooms.

The guy who yelled for Annafights hisway to us where we stand together, waiting for the hall to clear.
He's Senior Engineer Antondli, and | met him for thefirst and only time onthe day | arrived here. He's
armed, and I'm glad to seehim.

Annaasks, “Isit true Krebs has been shot?'
"Yes. | found himin hisofficeand—"

He never getsto finish. Somewhere in the maze, people sart screaming. There are roars and howls.
People start running out of the corridors they ran into not five minutes ago. A chunky young woman trots

up.
"Arkies are coming up through the floors,” she gasps. “ And there's some kind of big animd loose."

We hurry to the dining hall. About twenty people have gathered there, two with guns. They'reusing
furniture to barricade the doors, of which there are four. The only light comes from the emergency
sysem.

"Stay here)” | tell everybody. | tap Antondli. “You'rein charge.”

"I know that,” he snaps.

"Where areyou going?’ asksAnna

"Tosnaich aflyer if | can. The only reserveswe have are at Alfa, and we're going to need them.”
"I'm going with you."

"No, you're not. These people may need adoctor.”

"Y ou couldn't find your way with the lights on. How about with them of f?*

Eloise steps up and says quietly, “I'll go with him."

TothisJama objects so violently that | lose patience and, while he's ordering Eloise not to move a
muscle, | give him ashort |eft to the point of his dark stubbly chin. He dropslike astone.

| tll Antondli, “When hewakes up, tel him well be back with reinforcements.”
In the dark corridor, Eloise says, “I suppose you had to do that.”

After weve waked afew meters, she adds, “He's such adickhead, I've often wanted to punch him out
mysdf.”

Of course Annawasright. If I'd tried to find my way out of the maze I'd have gotten hopelessly lost.

Eloise, on the other hand, turns out to be one of those irritating people who aways know exactly where
they are and the precise azimuth to follow to get anywhere else. When | compliment her, she says, “I'm

part homing pigeon.”

There'sabody in the way, the back of the head caved in. It'snobody | know, but Eloise givesalittle
muted cry before we hurry on.



"Know him?"
"Oh, yes. Beforel ... met Jamal."

Something roars up ahead. I'm smelling an odor likelions. | pull her into adark doorway and we wait.
Something big lurches past, making the floor creak, thick coarse fur and spinesrasping thewal with a
sound like awire brush. Then a patter of footsteps, achink of metal and arapid warbling asvaried asa
mockingbird's song, only deeper.

Everything fadesinto the distance. A woman screams. There's alittle popping sound—an impact
wespon. A roar.

Eloise whispers, “Y ou notice something? The Cousins—that'swhat Annacalled them, wasn't it?>—all
sl kind of dike. The big ones and the little ones. Maybe that's how they recognize their own kind."

Right, they al havethelion smdll, as penetrating as burning sulfur, and why not? They dl must havethe
same basic body chemistry. Anidiot rhyme runsthrough my head: If you stink aike, you think dike.

The birdlike voice of the Arkiesfascinates Eloise. “Maybe there's only one ‘word’ in their language,” she
whispers, “that long sweet whistle, and the rising and fdling tones make the differencesin meaning.”

"It would benice” | say repressively, “to speculate about that if we had nothing elseto do.”

We ventureinto the darkness, turn down this corridor and that one. Under ared light the semiplast
flooring's been burst out from below. | have no trouble recognizing the narrow dot in the stonework
beneath, the steps leading down. | even catch abrief glimpse of painted walls.

"You know,” Eloisetells me aswe edge past and hurry on, “if circumstances were just abit different, my
sympathies would be with the Cousins. It'stheir world ... turn here.”

Suddenly we're damming through adoor onto the pad and the shuttle is Sitting there, completely empty
except for the black box that runsit. Standing in ahangar nearby are two others: one half-dismantled,
onethat looks service-ready. That fact may be important. Then we'reinsde the waiting flyer and I'm
locking the door and shouting an order to take off. The black box is perfectly calm. “Hearing and

obeying,” it says.

Abruptly we're soaring into light rain, and aswetilt and turn, Main Base except for afew security lightsis
plunged in darkness as deep asthe jungle below it.

Now we're over the bay, nothing to be seen below but faint crescents of white foam as another in the
endless succession of squals blowsin from the ocean. Why do | have these repetitive nightmares, and
why do they dl turn out to bered ?

Emerging from wind-driven rain, we see Alfaslights still on. A valveis stuck open somewhere and the
durry from the mine—pollution, humanity's signature—is gushing downdopein an aily torrent toward the
bay. Eloise makes afaint sound and points.

A guy and ayoung woman are sitting on top of Alfas brightly lit power station. He's armed, and they
wave a us. Thereé'sadead bearpig lying below. Aswe bank and turn on our spotlight, something
flickers, an arrow maybe, and the two flatten themsdves asit fliesover.

| doubt that our black box has been programmed for the current circumstances, so | wedge mysdlf into
the pilot's set, hit the manua cutoff and take control of the flyer mysdlf. It'sacranky little machine, and |
have some trouble getting it under control.Meanwhile Eloise grabs the pistol and openstheright-sde



door. As| start swinging back over the power station shefirestwice. Theresacommotion inthe
shadows.

"Get something?”
"I don't know. | think there was a bunch of—of whatever, getting ready to attack.”

| findly figure out how to bring usto alow hover. The attitude control's stiff—probably along time since
the machine's been on manua. Wetip thisway and that, then steady and move closer to the shed.

Over thewhine of theengine yell, “What about the others?"
Can the answer redlly be, “All dead."?

Item (6.)From Doctor Li's Report.

This person regretsintruding hersdf again.

However, | have a positive contribution to make, for Colond Kohn's absence left him without knowledge
of eventsat Main Base during many crucia hours.

| may date a the outset that locking the doors of the dining hal proved to be impossible. Regrettably, all
the locks were e ectronic and failed when the power went down. How we longed for an antique
mechanica bolt or two!

Fortunately the doors opened inward, and piling furniture against them provided a partiad defense. Almost
at once the doors began to move, pushing back the chairs, tables, etc. Our enemies had no machines but
an abundance of muscle, and we were hard put to it to hold them out.

Then noises were heard from the kitchens. Antondlli led asmall group of usto the source. When thetiles
composing the floor began to shift and then to be knocked out from below, he was waiting.

An Arkie appeared wielding a bronze axe, and Antondli's shot went through his body and killed dso the
warrior behind him, who was armed with asort of barbed hook. Wild scurrying and scampering
followed, leaving the mouth of the tunnel empty save for the bodies.

This gave me an idea. After the corpses had been dragged out, | found that | could just fit into the
passage, being quite asmall person. | asked to borrow Antonelli's weapon. Instead of waiting for anew
attack, | proposed to drive back our enemies. And he agreed.

So for thefirst time | entered the subterranean world of which we had al heard so much and seen so
little. I confessthat my motive was far more curiosity than any desireto kill Arkies. | believed that the
passages provided them protection from heat and cold, al-weather connections between the buildings
that used to stand on the surface of Zamok, aswell as storerooms and robing rooms where priests
prepared themselves for public ceremonies. All this proved to be true asfar asit went—which was not
very far!

| carried a battery-powered lamp detached from thewall. It was dim and red, and | kept watching
uneedly for side chambers, where anything might be hiding. But for twenty meters the passage ran
straight and unbroken. It was profoundly silent, and | guessed that our enemies had abandoned any hope
of getting at us by this approach.

Then | heard noises ahead, birdsong voices that sounded strangdly in these caverns. | switched off the
lamp, and stood for atime in profound darkness. Then | began to see very dimly, the way onedoeson a



clouded night—peripherdly, while the center of the retinaregistersonly ablur.

This seemed strange to me, for of course the eyes do not work whereno light at al exists. There was
light, then, dthough very little, and | soon redized that microscopic fungi lived onthewals, emitting adim
greenish bioluminescence. Thusthe lamp | carried had never been essentid; but when we were looking
down from the kitchen, the tunnel had appeared perfectly dark.

| placed the extinguished lamp on the floor, stepped over it with some difficulty, and moved on. The
pistol was heavy, and | now held it with both hands, ready for action.

My next discovery was that my shoulders no longer brushed against the walls, though | still had to bow
my head. The passage was widening, and | could see an opening ahead with something moving just insde
it.

| stopped at once. When the obscure movement ceased, | advanced very, very cautioudy, well avare
that as the space opened around me | would be subject to attack. The tunnel widened into abroad
room, where long dabs of stone stretched away into the dimnessin mathematicaly straight lines.

On each dab lay terra-cottatrays afew centimeters deep, and in each the familiar larvae were swarming.

Thiswas an impressive sght. Clearly, the Arkies no longer depended on the natural development of their
kind in theforest. | heard whistling and movement toward the other end of this strange nursery, saw an
Arkie emerge from the dimness and post itself beside atray. Something began to trickle, and | redlized
that the adult was urinating into the trays, afew dropsto each, and | caught the penetrating “smell of
lions” asthe Colond cdledit.

No doubt, | thought, the urine contains hormones which speed the development of the larvae into the
Arkies form: amost fascinating achievement for a speciesthat, so far aswe know, has nothing that can
properly be called science!

Well, and why not? | asked mysdf. Folk medicine gave us humans quinine for malariaand inoculation for
smallpox. | wasfull of these thoughts when suddenly the Arkie spotted me and broke into afrenzy of
birdsong.

Item (7.)From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.
We have them aboard now, the two Alfans, and yes, everybody esein the mining camp is dead.

The technique reminded me abit of Ted Szczech's abduction. Something broke the durry pipe, that set
off larms, and when arepair crew went out to fix it the Cousins ambushed them. The Arkies used
poisoned arrows as well as bronze hand weapons, and with the bearpigs to aid them soon forced their
way insde.

The Alfans say two speciesfight together like humans with war dogs or war horses or war eephants.
Only heretherésafamily connection much more direct than ourswith our symbionts. They recognize
each other by smell, and seem to fed akind of tribal loyaty. There may even be ate epathic bond—the
Arkies seem to give orders at adistance. They're the most intellectuad members of the clan, but even the
oneswethink of as beasts are—as Mayakovsky noted so long ago—disturbingly intelligent. In fighting,
the bearpigs display initiative and cunning aswell as savagery.

Down below, they're dragging the bodies out into the open, into the glaring lights. The bearpigs begin to
feed and the sceneis garish, horrible, akind of Grand Guignol theater. The Arkieslook on, but don't
sharethe medl. Clearly, humans are not digible for the company of their godsin Vahdla



Watching the butchery, | know we've lost the war. Period. We have to assume that the four of usin this
flyer and the people holding out at Main Base andmaybe the guards at the shuttleport are the only
survivors. So back we go.

Item (8.)From Dr. Li's Report.

Asl retreated down the tunnel, | could hear and sense rather than see them following me, and | fired the
pigal.

The place was so narrow that | did not have to aim. Of course, neither did they. Something came diding
and scraping adong the floor and touched my shoe, and it proved to be a short throwing or thrusting spear
with aleaf-shaped bronze point.

| fired again. There was no use trying to evade the necessity to kill or be killed. My hed struck an
obstacle and | dmost fell over backward, saved only by the narrowness of the tunndl. It wasthe lamp. |
stepped over it and continued my fighting retreat.

The sounds at the end of the tunndl indicated that bodies were being pulled out of theway. | fired again,
producing much agitated noise. My hedl encountered another obstacle: thefirst step.

It isno easy task to retreat up astaircase that is both narrow and steep, at the same time keeping one's
head down and one's guard up. With ametalic ping an arrow struck the riser of astep | had just vacated
and the wooden shaft broke. Then friendly hands were pulling me out of the dot, into what seemed at
firg the blinding light of the kitchen.

| had hardly begun to tell the others of the mysterious world beneath our feet when a deafening impact
rocked usdl. We stumbled over one another rushing into the dining hall, now adrift in dust and shattered
fragments.

The wounded, still shocked, had not yet begun to scream. One of the piles of furniture had been blown to
bits and the door to the hall was a gaping hole.

Captain Mack had used another missile, and used it well. Our enemies were upon us.
Item (9.) From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.

| think the Cousins are awestruck—it's the only word | can think of. Stunned by Mack's demonstration
of godlike power.

| left the Alfans at the pad with ordersto rev up the other workable flyer to aid the evacuation. Then
Eloise guided meto thisscene of ruin.

In the dim red glow of the hallway outsde the mess hdl our enemies stand, small and greet shadows
under aforest of glinting spearpoints and axes with curved blades. Clouds of smoke and dust are
billowing around them, masking shapes and digtorting outlines. | bet their ears are deafened and ringing,
just likemine.

For some of the animasit'stoo much. Frightened, they begin to lumber away, colliding with one another
and the Arkies and the walls. The moment of confusion is perfect.

| can see Mack, wigless, with the missile launcher gtill on her shoulder. | take careful aim at her, fire, and
hit abearpig that lurches between us at the critical moment.

Then Jamd and Annarun out of the mess hall, both armed, firing too, and panic hits our foes. The



coughing of theimpact wegponsisamost inaudible, and creatures large and smdl sart faling over. Some
scream, just like wounded humans.

Then they're running, fading into the darkness of the corridors, maybe some retregting into the
underground passages until they can figure out what's going on. Mack's gone too—at any rate, | can't see
her didtinctive figure anywhere.

We stumble over bodies, shouting. Jamd hugs Eloise, glares at me. That |eft hook | gave him seemsto
have made me an enemy. Then Annamistakes me for something hostile and dmost shoots me before|
ydl a her.

The mess hdl'sin ruins, some people dead, some wounded, some stunned. We don't have aminute to
lose, we grab theliving and run. It'satota rout. We're like Spaniards fleeing Mexico City on thenoche
triste . Or like Americans fleeing conquered Saigon.

Eloise and Anna are leading the way through the corridors with their smears of red light, and I'm hearing
our enemiesroar and sing and reassemble for anew attack.

The walking wounded have to take care of themsalves; the hel pless ones are hauled and dragged by the
shoulders or even by the feet. We've got four wegpons but only about adozen shotsleft, asnear as| can
figure

Then we're out onto the pad. In the rainy dark the lights of the two functiona flyers cast frenzied shadows
everywhere. Those of uswho are armed prepare to resst while the others are jamming people aboard.
Two who died on the retreat from the mess hall get thrown aside like rubbish.

Annahas given her wegpon back to Antondli. She'sin medica mode, doing a sort of ingtant triage. She
ordersthe bad cases stacked like cordwood in one flyer so she can ride with them and try to treat them.

Meantime figures are gathering just ingde the doors and arrows begin to flicker and ping. A young
woman | don't know turns afrightened face toward the door of Main Base and takes an arrow
soundlessly in her throat. It's short, about thirty centimeters, and it only pricks her, yet suddenly she's
flopping helplesdy on the ground, her face cyanosing.

We abandon her, too.

| don't redlly notice the last moments. All at once I'm hanging haf out of the door of aflyer, therésno
room insdefor dl of me because I'm too goddamn big, and arrows with little barbed brazen points are
gicking in the skin of the machine,

| hear the black box—so calm, so coal, a voice from another world—asit says, “Hearing and obeying,”
and we're lifting away from Main Base.

So dowly, so dowly. And I'm riding like that, arm crooked around a stanchion, and some friendly hand's
holding onto my belt aswe wobble and yaw out over the estuary and the white-crested black waves of
the sea.

Item (10.)From Dr. Li's Report.

We were packed together likericein sushi. At first | couldn't do anything for my patients, because|
couldn't move.

Two of them died right there, and with great difficulty we extracted the corpses and threw them into the
sea, making alittle more room so that Colonel Kohn at last found aplaceto St indgde.



| discovered that eleven of uswere on that little flyer, which was built to handle four plusluggege. That it
stayed doft at al was quite wonderful. | feared, however, that the excessfuel consumption might drop us
into the sea before we reached the shuttleport.

It was the darkest part of the night, and | shal not soon forget the trip. Sometimes a soft moan, the rank
marshy smell of human bodies that have been sweating with fear. The odor of blood. Fortunatdly, the
wounded were in shock from their injuries and burns, and lay quiet.

Exhaustion was our greet friend, and | suddenly opened my eyesto find that | had been deeping, and that
apae gray misty dawn had begun to filter through the clouds.

Soon every eye wastrying to pierce the vells of rain for our first sght of the promontory and the
egg-shaped green dome. What we would find there no one knew—whether it had been attacked,
whether its two guards survived—and | was thinking also of the months that must elapse before the next
supply ship came.

It isno light thing to be a war with awhole world.

And then | saw something—I saw something—I saw a smooth geometrica shape risng out of the clouds
and migt, and it was till there, the porta by which humans enter and leave Bela. | thought: Oh, that we
may yet leaveit divel

Item (11.)Extract from the Bela Shuttleport Log.

7.56. Have spoted 2 flyers approtching. Linda and me didnt hardly have time to jump out the sack and
put our draws on when they come boncing down on to the pad and a bunch of peple come spiling out.
Memo: file complant with Krebsre (1) unskeduled flyte and (2) overloded flyers. (Singed) Cpl Vizbee,
Securty.

Item (12.)From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.

Vizbee and Smdt arelooking pretty sour and disheveled, and give us minimum help carrying the
wounded. They keep saying they take orders only from Mack and | have to get a bit rough to convince
them they now take ordersfrom me.

We number twenty-two, of whom nine are too serioudy injured to work or fight.

Brief tour of ingpection shows a freezer socked with foodstuffs for the guards and the loading parties
who used to bring in theingots. | ask Antonelli to check it out. He saysthat if al the wounded recover,
weéll starve before the supply ship gets here.

Medicines: the shuttleport hasasmall dispensary, but Annalooks grim when she inventories the drug
locker. | suspect Vizbee and Smelt have been into it for recreational purposes, though of course they

deny it.

The port contains about three hundred square meters of floor space. Walls and floor are thick trand ucent
duroplast—solid stuff, nothing will break in. Power source: another antique reactor housed in itsown
dome and accessible by a protected corridor.

Escape possibilities: We now have three flyers, but the two we brought with us are dmost out of
fuel—that overloaded last trip, among other things. Theflyer V&B came down inisusable, with enough
fud for areturn flight to Zamok, where, of course, we don't dare go. One dismantled flyer remains
there—I hope beyond repair.



Outsdeit is, surprise, raining. The pad iswet and shining. There's abare space, maybe haf ahectarein
al, where everything except akind of lichen has been killed off by the retros of incoming and departing
dhuttles

Beyond are gray rocks and clumps of stunted trees. A neck of barren land connects us to the shore and
the usua gray-green-purplewal of jungle.

Situation summary: Were in good shape, with ample space, bedded down warm and dry, with lightson
and medica care and nothing to do but wait for the supply ship. It's due in about sixty-seven days—Iloca
days, that is. If it'slate (and it often is) well beliving on air and water.Lots of water.

Thefirst need isto increase food supplies somehow.

| cal on Jamd and Antonelli to help me search the peninsula. Jama wears his patented scowl but obeys
scrupuloudy, whichisal | ask for. We take our weapons, just in case.

We complete our circuit in under an hour. It's not much of aplace. | doubt it's more than a couple of
sguare kilometers of volcanic dag. Y ou can hear the sound of surf everywhere. The beaches are gray
shingle or black sand.

Wewalk out on the rocky neck that connects us to the shore. The water's shallow on one side where the
sand has built up, but deep on the other. Could be afine fishing spot. I'm sure we can fabricate some
tackle.

I've surf-fished on coasts like this, and for amoment it al seems hdfway familiar—the seaar and the
amell of the deep and the sting of sdlt in the flying drops of spray.

Jamal turns back toward the shuttleport, but | walk afew steps on with Antonelli. He beginsto tell me
something, shouting to be heard over the crash of the waves.

"Sometimes | dream about retiring to anidand. Just me, agood library, awine cdlar, abot or two to do
the dirty work—"

Aagh!
The deep erupts and something huge and black fallswith aweight that shakes the rocks.

It'sbig, big asan orca, and it has broad flippersin front and four huge splayed tusks. It takes Antondlli's
whole head in itsmouth and thrusts with the flippers and dides back into the water, dragging him
under.The wind flings ageyser of foam into my face. | wipe my eyesand the last thing | see are the man's
legs thrashing deep down like the arms of asquid.

Antondli'sgone. Just like that. The kelplike odor of the degp minglesfor an instant with the fiery smdll of
lions. Then therés only wind and sdt and Jamd isdragging me away.

Behind us something big roilsthe surface of the seaand therésagreat bellowing roar,Aal Aal Aal Aal
Item (13.)From Dr. Li's Report.
Nothing of thistragedy was audible insgde the dome.

I'd donewhat | could for my patients and was trying to comfort ayoung woman named Mbasa,
concedling my fear that she might be permanently blind.

To treat thisone injury properly, we needed a set of replacement eyes, fetal-monkey stem cellsto



regrow the damaged optic nerves, and the services of a skilled neurotransplant surgeon. We had none of
the above. And there were other cases even more serious than this one.

Then Colond Kohn gppeared in the doorway, white-faced and soaking wet. He gestured for meto
follow him.I gave him ablanket, made fresh hot teaand met him in the station's departure lounge. In one
corner Eloise and Jamal were hugging each other asif they never intended to let go. The colond sat
hunched over, wrapped in his blanket like abeggar, and sucked greedily at the steaming tea.

"The Cousins have acousin we knew nothing about,” he said, and told me of Antondlli's death. “The
trouble with the worgt-case scenario is there's usualy aworser one. How are your patients?”

| replied that at least four and possibly as many as seven would not survive.
"That'sgood,” he said.

| looked at him and saw a man who was both familiar and strange. Despite his professional toughness, he
had aways seemed to me a humane man. Now | was seeing another side of him. Though he still trembled
with the cold, hisface was blesk and hard asthe rocks of this nameessidand.

"It'sagood thing,” he muttered, “that we have abig freezer. We're going to run out of food, Anna, and
we're under Sege and can't get any more. Once our supplies are gone, well have no choice but to eat
our dead.”

We sat quietly together, sipping tea, while the profound depth of our dehumanization sank in. Suddenly |
knew that | could not face the coming ordeal aone.

| brought him another cup, plusfifty milligrams of Serenac, which he obvioudy needed. Therewas
nothing esel could do for him, except go to bed with him and hold him and keep him warm. At that
moment | resolved to do so, if he would have me,

Item (14.)From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.

| seeit's been several weeks since | made an entry, so let metry to catch up. Much has happened, aso
little. Annaand | have become lovers—a development that was a surprise, a least to me.

By default we've also become the rulers of our tiny besieged colony. As Anna predicted, four people
have died of their wounds and two more are moribund. With Antonelli gone, that leaves seventeen of us,
soon to befifteen.

Indl weve suffered almost ninety-nine percent casudties. Even if some people at Main Base or the
mining camp or the smelter have escaped into the jungle, they won't survive therelong. They'll bekilled,
or they'll Smply sarve.

All the senior engineers being dead, | appointed Jamal astechnical officer. Hisbusinessisto keep the
place working. | know he has long-term plansfor revenge. | humiliated him in front of Eloise with that
long-ago punch, and he's one of those people who never, never, never forget. Well, | need hisbrains,
courage, and knowhow, and in return he can have his revenge.

Annahasthe job of keeping the survivorsdive. Eloise works under her and israpidly turning into a
capable physician's assstant. In bright people, on-the-job training produces quick results. | seeto
defense and discipline, make out and enforce the duty rosters, preside over the distribution of rations
(about eighteen hundred caloriesfor the healthy, twenty-one hundred for the sick) and act generally
prickish. Like Mr. Krebsin histime, | am not beloved, nor do | expect to be.



The only serious violation of rules has been, inevitably, by Vizbee and Smelt. Ordered to turn over keys
to al doors, cabinets and cupboards, they did so, but kept a duplicate set. When Annatold methat Six
vidsof something called M 2—a synthetic morphine substitute—had disappeared from the medicine
cabingt, | staged araid and found them in Vizbee'slaundry bag.

The matter was serious, because we're low on painkillers and have alot of painto kill. In acontainer of
Smédt'svagind cream | dso found the duplicate keys.

My first impulse was to shoot both of them. However, Annaspoke up for mercy and the genera fedling
in our community seemed to be that they were too stupid to be fully accountable.

So | held aprivate session with each of them, offering them lifein exchange for some answers.

Both babbled fredly. Each blamed the other for firing that missile at Krebss quarters. Both affirmed that
Captain Mack gave them the weapon and the order, which as good soldiers they had to obey, whatever
their persond fedings.

"I'm sure you understand, Sir,” says Smelt with her sogpy amile.
"Only toowdl."

| had them sign confessions, and then | tied both of them up and put them in the freezer beside the
corpses. Half an hour later | took them out. They emerged wrapped in spiderwebs of ice, and when
revived seemed to have gotten the message. The next time they're going in for good, athough the thought
of having to eat Vizbee stew or Smelt croquettes eventually is pretty repugnant.

Asde from that, the time has been routine. We haven't been attacked. Those of uswho hadn't already
paired off are doing so now—mogt with the other sex, afew with their own. Everybody needsa
companion here.

Recresation: Hidden away in cabinets we've found some chess sets, tennis racquets but no balls, agame
cdledConquer the Galaxy —excuse me, I'd rather not—poker and blackjack and Airborne Polo
programs, and old sets of greasy playing cards, some of which are marked.

Daytimes we clean the place and tend the injured and service the machinery; at night we mark our
cdendars, make love and play games and gossip and feel hungry and bitch. And, as much as possible,

deep.

Between Annaand me there's a surprising amount of ardor, considering our mature age and margina

diet. Also alot of caution. The conjunction of two loners of settled habitsisdicey at best. And there are
some physical problems, because she's so small and I'm so large. But—in sex asin life—wherethereésa
will, theré's usualy away.Weve found privacy in what used to be a storeroom. 1've locked the door with
aconfiscated key. At the moment, Annaand | arelying starkers on apile of discarded shuttlecraft
cushions, warmed by proximity and by some clean mechanics coveralls shefound in abin and turned
into bedspreads.

Now she turnsto me with asmile and lets her tiny but very capable hand settle on my arm, likea
dragonfly. I think thiswill bedl my note-taking for tonight.

Item (15.) Extract from a Letter of Eloise Alcerra to Her Mother.

Dearest Mama, So many things have happened to usthat | hardly know where to begin. First of al,
theresbeenawar....



So that's the story to date. Now I'm working in the hospital in the shuttleport here on Bela. We only have
three patients |eft—the others have died or have recovered as much as they're going to here.

I'm doubly happy when Anna (Dr. Li) declares somebody well. I'm glad that |'ve been able to help them
get better, but I'm aso glad that they'll be going on the same 1,800 calories asthe rest of us. That way
well dl last abit longer.

I'mtired dl thetime. Yet when | liedown | usudly can't deep, and when | do | dream mainly about big
dinners. Jamd's the same way. He works hard, much harder than | do. Maybe asaresult he'sless
demanding about sex. | don't know whether | like that or not.

| dread the thought of our first cannibal feast. Yet it can't befar off. Will | be able to eat human stew?
Y es, of course. When you're hungry enough, you'l eat anything.

Jamal makes ghastly little jokes about it. “'Y ou heard about the cannibal who passed his brother in the
forest?’ he asks, leering. Or pats my ill ample backside and says, “Lunch. Hey, take that back. Lunch
and dinner.”

How, and above dl why, have | put up with him so long?

At least once aday | sneak away and walk outside. | need to be donefor awhile, away from the
intolerably repetitive faces of my fellow prisoners. Needlessto say, | stay off the beaches!

| don't fedl sotired outside, | guess because of the enriched air, and | love the smell of the sea. Y esterday
asunbeam worked its way through the clouds and the seawind seemed to glitter with sdlt.

Y et today even my walk left me feding down. | climbed, muscles quivering, up apile of black rock and
stood for awhile looking out to where the horizon line ought to be. Only it wasn't, because the usua
squalsweredl around and as | turned, first the ocean and then the drenched jungle faded into the sky
without a bresk.

The domeisn't our prison. Thisworld isour prison, and | ask mysdf again and again if any of uswill ever
escapeit.

Evenif we don't, I'm sure people will come here again looking for us, and | hope they find this. Meantime
| hold to the thought of you and the Earth and its sunlight and blue skiesas my lifdline.

Item (16.)From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.

Thetime until the supply ship arrivesis getting short. If it'slate, ciao, good-bye, sayonara. We're running
out of food.

So today we eat human. Two of us do the butchering, | suppose to spread the guilt around. We rotate
cooking by roster, and just as | won't name the other butcher, I won't name the cook, other than to state
that (s)he doesn't turn ahair over the gridy task.

In fact, once the meet is separated from the frame, it looks just like anything el se. We keep the head for
decent buria on Earth, assuming we ever get back there. | won't give the name of the entree, other than
to say it was someone | knew and liked. But once life has departed, were al just meat and might as well
feed our friends. Think of it as giving the ultimate dinner party.

The smell of cooking permesates the dome. People go about their usual duties, but they keep sniffing.
Little groupstalk together and | hear some high-pitched laughter. That worries me abit. No hysterics
needed here.



Then we St down to eat. There are two schools of thought about our protein supplement: It tasteslike
vedl; it tastes like pork. | belong to the pork school. After the medl, everybody's a bit frantic. Next day:
We have leftovers. Nobody bats an eye, and two guys ask for seconds, which | have to refuse them.
Cannibalism turns out to be like any other rite of passage. Thefirgt time's hard, the second time'salot
eader, and after that you don't think much about it anymore.

However, theré's one thing welll al soon have to think about, and | have to admit it's getting me down.
Item (17.)From Dr. Li's Report.
The problem facing us was this: When we had eaten the dead, what then?

| began to hear jokes about “drawing straws.” But wasit ajoke? Surely, | thought, if the supply ship
doesn't gppear soon, well haveto bekilled one at atime, so that hopefully afew of us—or two of
us—or even one of us can return to Earth to tell our story.

At dinner | saw Robert looking over our people with acurioudly blesk face, empty of expression. |
realized that he was mentaly drawing up anew roster. He was arranging our people in order, from those
who could be spared most easily to those without whom the whole colony would perish.

Others understood also. | began to miss Vizbee and Smelt, and redlized that they were hiding from
Robert's letha gaze. How stupid! Surely the path of wisdom was for them to look as busy and useful as
possible. But the poor wretches were just intelligent enough to redlize whose names must head the list of
expendables (I dmost said “ perishables.") And they remembered the freezer, and the shrouded bodies
lying besdethem.

Item (18.) From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.

I'm weighing the remaining rations for the umpteenth time when Eloise puts her head in the soreroom
door. She'swhite as our last kilo of sugar.

Would | step outside with her? Well, sure. | don't ask why, because | know therelll be a good reason.
"Do you come out hereaone?’ | ask aswe crunch through the lichen. *Y ou shouldn't.”

"l haveto,” shesays. “I'd go nutsbeing insde dl the time. Now stop being commander-in-chief for a
minute, because I've got something to show you."

She leads the way up ablack pile of—what do they cal it—scoria? Broken lava chunks the seawill turn
into black sand, and—

| only need aglance. “Go back and tell Jama and Annato join us."

"If Jamd's busy helll want to know why."

"Thereasonis| want him now."

"Yes, dr,” she says, and goes.

When the others arrive, | don't even have to point. Theré's only onething to see.

A pod of the sea creatures is gpproaching, maybe twenty, maybe more. They're gray, and close enough
now that we can seeirregular crusty white patches on their backs and tails—I guesstheloca verson of
barnacles. They're abdlet of mongters, rhythmicaly risng and sinking like the waves, dl together.



"They can't come ashore, can they?’ asks Eloise, hopefully.

Jamal and | look at each other. Were remembering the one that got Antonelli. Theway it rose up onits
flippers, theway it tossed its head back, the barking noise. Remembering theinevitable smell of lions.
Sealions. These things are pinnipeds that feed in the sea but drag themselves up on beachesto rest and
fight and mate.

"Look,” says Anna, pointing in another direction. “It took her awhile, but she got it running. Clever lady."

Way, way off, agray dot in the gray clouds darkens, takes shape, and turnsinto the last flyer, repaired
and functiona and heading our way.

Item (19.)From Dr. Li's Report.

Since we had no option but to resist or die, it was unnecessary to encourage the troops—we could rely
on our enemiesto do that.

Asfor mysdf, | put my hardcopy notesin order, wrapped them in plastic and hid them under looseicein
the freezer. Evenif wearedl killed, | thought, people sooner or later will come herelooking for us, and
with luck they may find this record. Thelast corpse that remained uneaten seemed to be watching me,
and | came out shivering for more reasons than the cold.

Yet | continued spesking into my notebook, hoping to transcribe the rest of the story later.

Robert had deployed eight people, which was the number of weapons we had. Adding the shuttleport
stock to our own dim armory, we had one hundred and eighty rounds, which was enough to do much
damage, though not to drive off dl our enemies.

| set up an aid Station at the foot of the hegp of scoriawe had taken to calling the Black Hill, and filled a
medica kit with M2, tourniquets, afew antibiotics, etc.

Then | climbed the hill to see exactly what was happening. The sealions (as Robert cdled them) had
vanished under the waves, meaning that they could regppear anyplace. The flyer had turned and was
circling, perhaps akilometer out. It passed over the shoreline, swung back. Wisdly, Robert ordered his
peopleto hold their fire,

| noticed that Eloise was standing beside Jamal. | called her over to help me at the aid station, and she
had begun to approach with dow steps when in the corner of my eye | caught aflash from theflyer.

| shouted, “Down!” and she dropped to the ground just as the missile struck the Black Hill and exploded.
The sound was loud enough to leave my head ringing. Then the soundAa! Aal Aa! from behind us warned
that the sealions were coming ashore. At the same moment the flyer veered and from an amplifier camea
burst of birdsong so loud that it might have been the giant mythical Roc calling to its mate. At that, the
margin of the jungle trembled and something roared in reply.

Item (20.)From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.

| can't say | ever liked JuliaMack. But | dways respected her, never more so than now. She'sgot avery
weird army, but she's doing firgt-rate command and control.

She'sgot an Arkie sitting beside her with an amplifier and she's got her goddamn launcher. Must be
awkward—leaning out the pilot's port to fireit, so the backflash doesn't fry her. But she manages. A

managing gd.



Okay, here comethelionsfrom the sea

Okay, here come the bearpigs from the jungle. There's more birdsong, thistime from the line of trees, so
Arkiesarein thejungle aswdll, leading the troops.

The Cousnsare clogng in. If we make every single shot count, they'll fill win. If panicking was any use,
I'd panic.

Sinceitisnt, I'll haveto try something else.
| cross over to Jama and hand him my notebook. “ Take care of this.”
Heraises black arched eyebrows.

"I have something to do. You'rein command till 1 get back. If we live through today, you can sock me
good and hard on the jaw."

That's sort of agood-bye.

Item (21.) From Colonel Kohn's Notebook (continued by Jamal al-Sba'a).

Kohn leavesthefield of battle. Much as| didike him, | don't think heis running away. Heisabrave Jew.
May the Ever-Living One preserve him, for | hopeto collect on his offer at the end of this day.

It'sstrange, I've never seen him talk into this notebook, yet he dways hasit with him. Theidiot light goes
onwhen | spesk, S0 | supposeit's picking my voice up. | have no notebook of my own—all my stuff
except my wegpon waslogt in the flight from Main Base.

All right, we have only eight wegpons. We will soon be assailed from two sides. Do wefight out herein
the open, or withdraw to the dome and try to defend it? Thisisthe kind of decision acommander must
make, and if heswrong, everyoneislodt. I've dwayslonged for power, now | fed its crushing weight.

| decidethat well retreat, for two reasons. first, Captain Mack and her goddamn missiles. She can kil
many of usand we can't afford losses. Second, the Cousins can afford losses, so the damage we do to
them is beside the point. The only strategy isto resst aslong as possible and then accept our fate. | call
Doctor Li and ingtruct her to move the aid station inside the dome. Eloise gathers up the medical kit and
heads back, while Li waitsto seeif we take any casuaties on the retreat. The Chinese woman appears
perfectly cam.

Mack iscoming round again in her flyer. The noise of the engineislost in the volume of sound risng on dl
sides—the roaring, the warbling, the barking of the creatures from the sea.

And—Inshallah! —another flyer isrisng to meet her! So thisiswhy Kohn left us
Item (22.)From Doctor Li's Report.

All my lifel had struggled to atain the Buddhist idedl of non-attachment—maybe out of cowardice,
because | feared the pain of loss.

Maybethisiswhy | fled from life into the laboratory—from the knowledge of passion to a passion for
knowledge. Why, until Robert cameto Bela, | was so much alone.

When | saw our onefully functiond flyer take off, | felt asif I'd been stabbed in the heart with anicicle.
Then | told mysdlf thet if Robert intended to crash into the other flyer, he would have said good-bye to



mefird.

So | comforted myself, thinking that, yes, he intended a dangerous game—to distract and darm Mack,
make her fire and waste her remaining missiles. He went, | decided, to court danger, not to seek
death.Y et the flyer shot straight at her, moving far too fast for safety, and she must have been startled, for
her craft yawed and for awonderful moment | thought it would spin out of control and crash. But then
she mastered the controls and the two aircraft began atwisting, turning ballet that | can only compareto
the mating dance of mayflies.

Then our craft turned and fled, with Mack in pursuit.

| found mysdlf again atop the Black Hill without any sense of how | got there. Looking down for a
moment, | saw an incredible sight, the creatures of two worlds pardyzed by shared amazement and
garing upward.

A sealion had crashed through abarrier of stunted trees, and it rested propped on immense flippers with
itstusked face in the air. Without the support of the seaits own weight oppressed it, and its great scarred
Sdes heaved with the effort of breathing.

On the landward side, bearpigs standing on their hind legs moved their heads from side to side, following
the action above like entranced listeners following the music a a concert. Arkieswere pointing with their
bronze wegpons and exchanging wild and strangely sweet snatches of song.

| saw the launcher emerge from the pilot's port of Mack's ship, and an ingtant later came the blinding
backflash. The missile burned along twisting trail, and my heart stopped because | redized that it was
homing in, that it wastoo swift for itstarget to escape, and then it struck our flyer, which exploded ina
great orb of flame like an opening peony. Dark fragments floated downward like gull's feethersinto the
sea. From our enemies came a crescendo of sound that | can never describe—one world triumphant
over another, howling itsvictory.

Next | felt agrip on my arm; it was Jama and he said, “ Come on, we're retreating to the dome. Save
yoursdf."

| answered, “Why?" wishing only for my lifeto be over.
Item (23.)From a Letter of Eloise Alcerrato Her Mother.

We're adl insde the dome together. There was onerea shocker when it turned out the door to the hangar
had been | eft open.

Something forced itsway in, | didn't see what, but | heard an impact weapon cough and then a couple of
guys dammed the door, | think pushing abody out. End of Crisis One.

| was looking for Doctor Li. I'd brought in the medica kit, but to be any good it had to be married to the
one person who knew how to useit.

| found her looking awful and | said in darm, “ Are you wounded?’ She said, “No, only dead,” which |
took to be somekind of weird joke—meaning, like, aren't we al?

Jamad wasyelling orders, and | said to him, “Colonel Kohn won't like you taking hisjob away from him."
To my amazement, Jama said, “Kohn'sdead.”

"No, he'snot."



Heran off, saying he had to check the rest of the doors, especidly the loading doors onto the pad,
because they were big enough to let in an army if they'd been left open too.

Paying, of course, no attention to me whatever.

| went back to Anna Li, and she was preparing our hospital for new casudties. Her movements were
strange, jerky like amarionette, and she hardly seemed to see what she was doing.

| said, “ Anna, what'swrong? | mean, aside from the fact that we're al going to be killed, what'sthe
meatter?'

She said, “Robert's dead.”

Second onein five minutes. Patiently | told her, “No, he's not, he's up on one of the catwalks under the
dome, checking theair intakes.”

She stopped and looked at me steadily. “1 saw him die,” she said.

"Well, he must've died very recently, because | saw him climbing aladder when | was bringing in the
medicd kit."

"Ingde the dome?’
"Of courseingde the dome. Hed have to be nuts to be climbing an exterior ladder.”

At that her face turned to parchment and she fainted. | caught her going down and laid her on an empty
cot. The blind woman, Mbasa, was demanding to know what was going on, o | led her over and sat her
down and gave her Annas hand to hold.

Then | went looking for Colonel Kohn. As| pushed through the people milling around in the main lobby
area, most of them were talking about his death. Apparently everybody had seen him die, and only | had
Senhimdive

| suppose | should say | doubted my own sanity, but | didn't. What | doubted was everybody ese's.

| found ametal ladder with its supports embedded in the duroplast and started climbing. | really don't like
heights, but pretty soon | was twenty metersin the air and running dong ameta catwalk, wondering
where the damp warm air was coming from until | redized it was everybody's breath, risng and collecting
up there.

| spotted him standing at the main air intake. HeEd pulled off the housing and shoved back the big flexible
duct and hewas aiming his pistol between the meta louvers. Hefired the way rea marksmen do,
touching the stud so gently that | could hardly see hisfingertip move. The pistol coughed and something
outside roared.

"Oneless,” he muttered, and | didn't know whether he meant onelessround or one less enemy, or both.
“What are you doing here, Eloise?’

| told him that everybody had seen him die, including Anna, and held better show himself dive before she
died of grief and before Jama had time to make everybody hate him.

"Y ou underestimate them both,” he said. “Oh, oh. Step back and open your mouth and cover your ears.”

| did and the catwalk jumped and | fdlt like I'd had an iron bell over my head and somebody had hit it
with adedgehammer.



"Ohmy God,” | was muttering. “Oh my God.” He yelled something a me but | was amost desaf.

He waked me away from the spot. My earswere il ringing, but after alittle while 1 could understand
him. Hetaked like alecturer.

"If that last missile had hit the grillewe'd have abig hole in the dome. And it's accessible to an exterior
ladder. But it just occurred to me that we ought to let them come in thisway, because they'll be squeezed
together on this goddamn catwalk and we can shoot them like rabbits. Or maybe just pry the catwalk
looseand et them fal."

Hetold meto go see Jamal and have him order two people with guns up here. “ And tell Annanot to wet
her pants. I'm alive as| ever was. As soon as my two shooters get here, I'll be down.”

Before going | asked, “Why does everybody think you're dead?!

"It'stheflyer. | wasgoing to take it up and harass Mack and seeif | could get her to waste her last
missiles. But somebody ese got therefird.”

"Who?'

"Vizbee and Smelt, of course. | guess they figured they were on the menu and the battle gavethem a
good chance to escape. Though where they hoped to escapeto, | don't know. Idiots. Now, scram.”

Item (24.)From Colonel Kohn's Notebook (Kohn speaking).

Jama tells me he's deferred the punch on the jaw until either the Cousins bresk in, or else we get away.
That way if he knocks out afew teeth | can either have denta care or else not need it.

I've had some of the guys |oosen the retaining bolts on the upper catwalk. A bearpig tore out the grille
and louvers but nothing's tried to get through yet. | suppose they've figured out that it'slike climbing into a
bull'seye.

| wish | knew if Mack's got any missiles|eft. Let's see, there were six in the armory to start with. One
fired into Krebss quarters. One to blast the power station. One to open up the mess hal. Threefired
here. Doesthat mean she's out?

| bet not. | bet she had a couple stored away in some secret place, maybe underground. Thislady is
daring but dso careful. If she has more, they'll soon be hitting a door. Preferably two doors, one on each
gde. Then the big beastswill bresk down what's |eft, and they'll beinside.

Well kill alot of them but it won't make any difference, because, as Annasaid, you can't fight awhole
world.

WHAM!

Hear that? Just in case anybody getsto listen to thisrecord. | wish | wasn't o goddamn right all thetime.
| wish | was dumber, so | couldn't see things coming. | wish Annaand | were anyplace but here.

It'sthe door into the hangar again.It's bent and bulging inward but still standing.

Lots of pressure againgt the outside. Nerve-shattering squeals of metal grinding on metd. It moves
dowly, but it doesmove.E pur si muove —what Gdlileo told the Inquisition—Hbut it does move.
Meaning the Earth, which probably well never see again.

That noise like avery loud shot was ahinge breaking. If only these thingswere nuclear sted, but they're



not; they're strong, but we need something indestructible.

| order four shootersto the threatened door. Order one guy to stand behind each shooter and grab his
wegpon if he'skilled or wounded. Y el for the shooters on the catwak to come down. Order onetojoin
Jamadl, the other to blow off the loosened retaining boltsif something comes through the intake, as of
course something will. Order everybody to stay away from the area underneath. Order Jamal to watch
the double doors that open onto the shuttlepad. If the Cousins bregk in there, we're serioudy screwed.

Finaly stop giving orders. I've donethe best | can, now well fight it out and they'll win, as possibly they
deserveto do. AsEloise sad, itis their world.

On the way to her hospitd, Annagives me ablissful amile. She's actualy happy to be dying with
me—compared to living without me. In al my long life, nobody ever looked at me that way before.

Item (25.)From the Letter of Eloise Alcerra to Her Mother.

| fed like such anidiot, talking, talking to you acrossthe light years a atimelikethis. But what elsecan|
do?

It'll hurt you to know exactly how | died, but not as much as not knowing. And | want you to know my
last thoughts are with you.

The expected blast just hit the double doors to the pad right in the middle and the metal snapped and
bent. Then steady, unrelenting pressure.

All the usud sounds from outside. Warbling, roaring, barking. | hardly hear them, I'm listening to the
outcry of the metal asit bends. A lot of muscle out there. An arm reaches through, one of the bearpigs,
long claws scratching at the metal. Jamd yellsHold your fire!

And of course he'sright, that would've been awaste of ammo. There's scrabbling around outside, more
snging, more roaring, and then the pressure suddenly gets much, much worse. Y ou can see the strong
metal bulge, something snaps, something else snaps. Whatever's pushing is breathing in huge gasps.

We have to wait until the doors collapse, then shoot whatever's on the other side. Its body will block the
opening, but not for long.

Mama, when | close my eyesfor aningtant | see your face.
Item (26.) From Colonel Kohn's Notebook.

The double doors to the pad burst open. One of the sealionsthat's been leaning against them takes two
shots and screams, screams like awounded anima anywhere, only thirty times asloud.

Then with ahuge metallic crash the catwalk comes down, carrying haf adozen bearpigswithiit. | step up
and shoot the one that's till moving.

Turn back and see that the body of the seallion is blocking the double doors. It's like the hull of a boat,
black and dick except for many white scars of past battles for mates and the two small entry holes | eft by

the impact weapons.

Bearpigs aretrying to pull him out of the way, and an Arkie scrambles over him, takes onelook at what's
waiting for him and scrambles back. But the body's moving now, and it'slast-stand time in the old
Bedadome.



Item (27.)From Dr. Li's Report.

And then came athunderous roar and such a collective scream as | never thought to hear evenin hell.
Item (28.)From the Letter of Eloise Alcerra (as dictated to Dr. Li).

Jama spun on his hed and picked me up and threw me out of the way before jumping himself.

| landed against the curved wall of the dome just as along plume of fire licked into the doorway and the
body of the sealion burst into flame, al the layers of fat under its hideigniting like wax, mdting, pattering
here and there, burning gobbets flying. A guy who was caught in the blast was turning black and faling
gpart likeadoll hit by ablowtorch.

If the Cousins hadn't been there to block the opening partly, we'd al have been fried. Asit was, Jamd's
clothes caught on fireand | threw myself on him and rolled, feding the flame and not feding it, until it was
out.

And then people were grabbing me by the wrists and pulling me into the hospital, and somebody had
Jamal too, and about the same moment the roaring stopped and | realized that the supply ship's shuttle
was down and the retros had findly been turned off.

Item (29.)From the Report of Doctor Li.
| have never been busier than during the loading of the shuttle.

The surviving Cousins had fled for the moment, but of course they would be back. So time was of the
essence, and we had serious burn cases. Robert had suffered compound fractures of the radius and ulna
of hisleft arm. He had either been blown down or had fallen hard trying to escape the blast.

Fortunately, the shuttle was bringing in medica supplies among many other things, and we tore the boxes
gpart to find what we needed.

Jamal had severe second-degree burns on the torso and some charring on the hands. Eloise had painful
but superficid burns on her hands, belly and right breast. A young man serving with Jama had been
burned beyond recognition, and died as we were loading him.

The shuttle pilot, a Lieutenant Mannheim, talked to me as| worked. He was still amazed by what he had
found. He said the overcast had been unusualy dense, even for Bela, and he was amost on top of the
port before he saw that it was under attack.

Since the shuttle is unarmed, he did the only thing he could by landing in the usual way, usng theretros as
weapons. Robert praised and commended him, asindeed was only just, for this young officer—though
suddenly confronted with an unimaginable Stuation—had saved dl our lives.

At the earliest possible moment, we lifted off. | did not fed entirely safe until we rose above the clouds,
into eterna sunlight blazing againgt the blackness of space.

Item (30.) From Colonel Kohn's Second Notebook.

Naturaly, Annawants to knock me out and put mein sickbay for the next sx months. | tell her to give
me anerve block and splint the broken wing.

| also get arest, which | need. Annabathes me. I'm fed and allowed to deep under sedation for twelve
standard hours. When | wake up, | visit Jamal and find him encased in akind of body suit that protects



his burns from infection and promotes heding. Anna says hell need alot of grafting when we get home.

His hands are in no condition for punching me, but | renew my offer for whenever they are. Heswearing
ablissfully slly samile, and | think istill too far under the M2 to hear me or care much, oneway or the
other. He's dive and loved and floating on amorphine cushion, and that's as close to paradise as any of
usarelikdy to get.

Sitting beside him, Eloiseis bright and talkative. She's wearing bandages soaked in atopica anesthetic,
and when | ask how she'sdoing, says, “My right tit will look like hell for awhile.” She holds up her
thickly wrapped hands and intones, “ And never, never will | play the harp again.” Funny lady.

Then | brief the supply ship's Captain Cetewayo (pronounced approximately Chetch-why-oh, with a
click to start). He'sabig guy with apolished bad head like a bronze ingot, which nods as| brief him.
Fortunately he wears auniform too, and | don't have to spell out the facts of life for him.

The loss of awhole mining colony is going to cause a stupendous stink back home. | expect to spend
severd years asaprofessond witness, being grilled by al sorts of people. | want everything done by the
book before we leave Belafor good.

He agrees, collects my notebook and a number of other pieces of evidence and sedlsthem in his safe.
Issues me this new notebook. Orders Mannheim to start collecting statements from the survivors—all ten
of us

Since bureaucrats believe nothing until it's written down and al the signature blocks properly filled in with
names and ranks, these statements will be collated and an after-action report prepared, signed and
Sedled.

Admittedly, thisis a cover-your-ass operation. But thereé's one more thing. It's essential that we check the
mining camp and Main Base from the air, to insure that there are no human survivors. If we had troopers
with us, we'd have to physicaly go inside and inspect, whatever the danger. Since we haven't the people
or wesgpons to do that, we must do what we can—or risk our careers.

That sounds cold, but | am metaphysically certain that everybody except ourselvesis dead. We gottado
what we gottado, but we will not save anybody by doing it. Cetewayo agrees and gives the necessary
orders.

Then | join Mannheim in the shuttle. We strgp in and drop off the underbelly of the ship, and dl a once
itsdgavu dl over again, as some ancient philosopher put it.

Were diving into the endlessrailing clouds, rain hits uslike surf and a huge crooked bolt of lightning
flashes from cloud to cloud. I think how silly it would be, after al I've been through, if | get killed by a
commonplace thunderbolt while performing aroutine and essentially meaningless duty.

Instead we drop through the last and darkest layer of the eternal overcast, and we're flashing over the
familiar blue-black sea. With anavigator disk in hand I'm directing Mannheim to Alfa. Soon we're
viewing the familiar sheds and domes and chicken runs of the mining camp, and | ask Mannheim to drop
down lower.

Thejunglesclosing in, preparing to erase every track humans ever made here. Only our machines are till
dive, the power station chugging away, the brown stream of durry gushing down the hill like agiant case
of dysentery. Thelights arelong burned out, of course, and—

Something moving—



No! Somebody!
A littlefigure that's not an Arkie!
Standing in adoorway, waving!

Wedip down for aningtant, | haul him in with my workable right arm and we're soaring again. | look at
him in awe, trying to imagine how he survived in an dien jungle thislong—al aonel

He's even skinnier than | remember him, he'swearing rags, his pants are held up with avine, hesgot long
angry scars on face and hands, and whatever isn't scarred is covered with some kind of insect bites. He
smdlslike thewhole rotten understory of Belasjungle. He's beautiful.

"Ted,” | tdl him, “I'm sorry | missed you thelast time.”
"Well, herel am,” he says, and startsto tell his sory—without asingle Stutter.

How he wriggled out of the bearpig's grasp, leaving his oversized coveralls behind; how the beast wasted
time trying to eat the coverdls, dlowing him timeto dideinto the thickets, how heran and hid; how he
made himself a cape of leavesto keegp warm and shed the rain. How he watched awingless feasthered
creature like a parrot, and began cautioudy eating what it ate. How in time he worked hisway back to
Alfa, found it deserted, scavenged some torn clothing and lived off the contents of a couple of seded
supply cartons until he heard the flyer.

"Y ou weren't worried we'd go off and leave you?'
"No,” he says serendly. “1 know you're not likethat,” at which | have the grace to blush.

While listening to Ted Szczech, weve crossed the roiling bay and now arrive at the estuary of that river
whose name | never learned—not that human names mean anything on Belaanymore. | supposethe
Arkies have amusica phrasefor it, asthey have for everything ese.

Zamok isrising before us, and | see that things have changed. It's no longer Main Base; the Arkies have
aready cleared some of the human hovels off their Incan stonework. Reconstruction of lovely templesto
follow, I'm sure.

Theresacrowd of them gathered in the cleared area, standing in circles, and they turn their heads when
they see us. Some of them shake weapons, but most merely look once and then turn back to what
they're doing. We don't count any longer, but ariteisarite.

In the center of the crowd stands JuliaMack. | tell Mannheim to bring usto alow hover so we can
watch. She completely ignores us, looking straight ahead, and she's wearing a gorgeous robe of some
sort, and no wig, and she looks more than ever like Picasso's portrait of Gertrude Stein, or how Gertrude
would have looked if she'd been wrapped in aPersian carpet.

Suddenly Ted's stutter comes back, and he starts sputtering, “ Wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-"
"Il explainlater,” | murmur.

Now an Arkie steps up behind her and he's carrying—not the usua bronze implement—no, by God, it's
white meta, it's the titanium mountaineer's pickaxe that Mack's parents must have brought to Belaso
long ago. Only it's been fitted with alonger handle, so thelittle Arkie can reach her.

He swingsit, and Mannheim exclaims something, | don't know what, and Ted givesa strange cry as



Mack fals heavily with the point in her brain. Another priest comes forward, carrying the usud curved
axeblade to complete theritual.

Mannheim says, “Weve got to stop this,” and | say, “No, we don't."

Thisis her reward for all she's done for them—to become agod of the Arkies, to join their pantheon and
live here forever. At last she'sjoined her true species, and she'sno longer alone.

When it'sover—all but theritua meal—I haveto jiggle Mannheim'sarm to get his attention.

"It'stheir church,” | tell him, “and it'stheir communion. We don't belong here. We never did. So let'sgo.”
CONCLUSON AND JUDGMENT

KOHN, Robert Rogers, cannot be held legally culpable for the disaster on Planet Bela. However, asthe
only surviving senior officid he must be held adminigtratively responsible, sncethereisno one dseleft to
blame. Heistherefore involuntarily retired from the Security Forces with officia reprimand and reduced

pengon.
PROTEST of judgment filed by Citizens Alcerra, d-Shaa, and Szczech ishereby REJECTED.

PETITION of KOHN, Robert Rogers, and spouse to be alowed to livein retirement in an oasis of the
Great American Desart ishereby GRANTED.

BY ORDER OF THE HONORABLE COMMITTEE



