





Seeker’s cannon were silent now, and Southerly Bust-
er's one remaining boat had nosed cautiously out of its
bay and was flying to where the victims of the gas shell
barrage were sprawled in the long grass.

Seeker’s boat transmitted pictures of all that was going
on. The small craft from the Buster dropped to a land-
ing among the sleeping bodies and two men, wearing
respirators, scrambled out of it. Working fast, they
dragged fifteen of the women into the boat, careless of
any abrasions or contusions they might inflict. They
were equally careless with their two anesthetized mates
—but that was no excuse. Kane’s men were clothed and
the risk of painful damage to their skins was so much
less. :
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Grimes was on the carpet—neither for the first nor the
last time.

He stood stiffly in front of the vast, highly polished
desk behind which sat Admiral Buring, of the Federa-
tion’s Survey Service. His prominent ears were angrily
flushed but his rugged face was expressionless.

The admiral’s pudgy hands played with the bulky
folder that was before him. His face, smooth and heavy,
was as expressionless as Grimes’s. His voice was flat.

He said, “Commodore Damien warned me about you
when you were transferred to my command. Not that
any warning was necessary. For one so young you have
achieved a considerable degree of notoriety.” He paused
expectantly, but Grimes said nothing. Buring continued,
but now with a hint of feeling in his voice. “My masters
—who, incidentally, are also yours—are far from amused
at your latest antics. You know—you should know—that
interference, especially by junior officers, in the internal
affairs of any world whatsoever, regardless of the cul-
tural or technological level of the planet in question, is
not tolerated. I concede that there were extenuating
circumstances, and that the new rulers of Sparta speak
quite highly of you. . . .” The thick eyebrows, like
furry, black caterpillars, arched incredulously. “None-
theless . . .”

The silence was so. thick as to be almost tangible.
Grimes decided that it was incumbent upon himself to
break it.

“Sir?”

“Nonetheless, Lieutenant Commander, your continued
presence at Base is something of an embarrassment,
especially since a party of vips, political vips at that, is
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due here very shortly. Some commission or other, touring
the galaxy at the taxpayer’s expense. I don’t want you
around so that politicians can ask you silly questions—
to which, I have no doubt, you would give even sillier
answers.

“Furthermore, this whole Spartan affair has blown up
into a minor crisis in interplanetary politics. Both the
Duchy of Waldegren and the Empire of Waverley are
talking loudly about spheres of influence.” The admiral
allowed himself the suspicion of a smile. “In any sort of
crisis, Grimes, there is one thing better than presence of
mind. . . .

“And that is, sir?” asked Grimes at last.

“Absence of body. Ha. So I'm doing you a good turn,
sending you out in Seeker, on a Lost Colony hunt. There
have been persistent rumors of one out in the Argo
Sector. Go and find it—or get lost yourself. I'm easy.”

“Maintenance, sir . . .” said Grimes slowly. “Repairs

. . stores . . . manning. . ..”

“They’re your business, Captain. No, I'm not promot-
ing you, merely according you the courtesy title due to
the commanding officer of a ship. You look after those
no doubt boring details. And”—he made a major opera-
tion of looking at his watch—“T want you off Lindisfarne
by sixteen-hundred hours local time tomorrow.”

Grimes looked at his own watch. He had just seven-
teen hours, twelve minutes and forty-three seconds in
which to ensure that his ship was, in all respects, ready
for space. Maintenance, he knew, was well in hand.
There were no crew deficiencies. Taking aboard essential
stores would not occupy much time.

Evenso ...

“I'd better be getting on with it, sir,” he said.

“You'd bloody well better. I'll send your orders down
to you later.”

Grimes put on his cap, saluted smartly and strode out
of the admiral’s office.
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She was a survey ship rather than a warship, was
Seeker. The Survey Service, in its first beginnings, had
been just that—a survey service. But aliens being what
they are—and humans being what they are—police work,
on large and small scales, had tended to become more
important than mere exploration and charting. The
Survey Service, however, had not quite forgotten its
original function. It maintained a few ships designed for
peaceful rather than warlike pursuits, and Seeker was a
member of this small squadron. Nonetheless, even she
packed quite a wallop.

Lieutenant Commander John Grimes was her captain,
His last assignment, during which he had stumbled upon
a most peculiar Lost Colony, had been census taking.
Now he had been actually sent out to find a Lost Colony.
He suspected that anything might happen, and probably
would. It wasnt that he was accident prone. He was
just a catalyst.

Nothing had happened yet; after all, it was early in
the voyage. He had lifted from Lindisfarne exactly on
time, driving through the atmosphere smoothly and
easily, maintaining his departure trajectory until he was
clear of the Base Planet’s Van Allens. Then, with the
inertial drive shut down, the ship had been turned about
her short axis until she was lined up, with due allowance
for drift, on the target star. The Mannschenn Drive had
been started, the inertial drive restarted—and passage
was commenced.

Satisfied, he had filled and lit his pipe, and when it
was going well had ordered, “Deep space routine, Mr.
Saul.” He had made his way to his quarters below and
abaft the control room and then, ensconced in his easy
chair, had opened the envelope containing his orders.

The first sheet of the bundle of papers had contained
nothing startling. You will proceed to the vicinity of the
star Gamma Argo and conduct a preliminary survey of
the planets in orbit about same, devoting especial atten-
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tion to any of such bodies capable of supporting human
life. “Mphm . . .” he grunted. The rest of the page con-
sisted of what he referred to as “the usual guff.”

At the head of the next page was the sentence that
brought an expression of interest to his face. We have
reason to believe that there is a humanoid—or possibly
human—settlement on the fourth planet of this system.
Should this settlement exist it is probable that it is a
hitherto undiscovered Lost Colony. You are reminded
that your duties are merely to conduct an investigation,
and that yow are not, repeat not, to interfere in the
internal affairs of the colony.

“Mphm,” grunted Grimes again. Noninterference was
all very well, but at times it was hard to maintain one’s
status as a mildly interested spectator.

Appended hereto are reports from our agents at Port
Llangowan, on Siluria, at Port Brrooun, on Drroomoorr,
at Port Mackay, on Rob Roy, at Port Forinbras, on
Elsinore, at . . .

“Mphm.” The Intelligence Branch seemed to be earn-
ing its keep, for a change. Grimes turned to the first re-
port and read:

From Agent X1783 (Commander, 1.B., F.S.S.)
Dated at Port Llangowan, May 5, Year 171 Silurian
(17/13/57 T8S)
To O.1.C. Intelligence, Federation’s Survey Service, Port
Woomera, Centralia, Earth.
Sir, _

POSSIBLE LOST COLONY IN ARGO SECTOR

I have to report the possibility that there is a hitherto
undiscovered Lost Colony in the Argo Sector, apparently
on a planet in orbit about Gamma Argo.

It is my custom, whilst stationed on this world, to
spend my evenings in the Red Dragon tavern, a hostelry
that seems to be the favorite drinking place of whatever
merchant spacemen are in port.

On the evening of May 3 several officers from the Dog
Star Line’s Pomeranian were lined up at the bar, and



were joined there by officers of the same company’s

Corgi, newly berthed. As was to be expected, the person-

nel of the two vessels were old friends or acquaintances.
The table at which I was seated was too far from the

bar for me to overhear the conversation, but I was able
to make use of my Mark XVII recorder, playing the re-
cording back later that night in the privacy of my lodg-
ings. The spool has been sent to you under separate
cover, but herewith is a suitably edited transcript of
what was said, with everything of no importance—e.g.
the usual friendly blasphemies, obscenities and petty
company gossip—deleted.

First Mate of Pomeranian: And where the hell have you
been hiding yourselves? You should have been in be-
fore us. I suppose that you got lost.

Second Mate of Corgi: I never get lost.

First Mate of Pomeranian: Like hell you don’t. I remem-
ber when you got your sums wrong when we were
together in the old Dalmation, and we finished up off
Hamlet instead of Macbeth. . . . But what’s twenty
light-years between friends?P

Second Mate of Cotgi: I told you all that the computer
was on the blink, but nobody would listen to me. As
for this trip, we had to deviate,

First Mate of Corgi: Watch it, Peter!

Second Mate of Corgi: Why?

First Mate of Corgi: You know what the old man told us.

Second Mate of Corgi: Too bloody right I do. He’s mak-
ing his own report to the general manager, with copies
every which way. Top Secret. For your eyes only.
Destroy by fire before reading. He's wasted in the Dog
Star Line. He should have been in the so-called Intel-
ligence Branch of the clottish Survey Service.

First Mate of Pomeranian: What did happen?

First Mate of Corgi: Nothing much. Mannschenn Drive
slightly on the blink, so we had to find a suitable planet
on which to park our arse while we recalibrated.

Second Mate of Corgi: And what a planet[ You know
how I like sleek women.



First Mate of Corgi: Watch it, you stupid bastard!

Second Mate of Corgi: Who're you calling a bastard?
You can sling your rank around aboard the bloody
ship, but not here. If I'd had any sense I'da skinned
out before the bitch lifted off. Morrowrid’ll do me when
I retire from the Dog Star Line! Or resign . . .

First Mate of Corgi: Or get fired—as you will be, unless
‘'you pipe down! ,

Second Mate of Corgi: You can’t tell me . . .

First Mate of Corgi: I can, and I bloody well am telling
youl Come on, finish your drink, and then back to the
shipl

At this juncture there are sounds of a scuffle as Corgi’s

chief officer, a very big man, hustles his junior out of the

Red Dragon.

Third Mate of Pomeranian: What the hell was all that
about?

First Mate of Pomeranian: Search me.

The rest of the recorded conversation consists of idle and

futile speculation by Pomeranian’s officers as to the

identity of the world landed upon by Corgi.

To date I have been unable to identify this planet my-

self. There is no Morrowvia listed in the catalogue, even

when due allowance is made for variations in spelling,

Also I have checked the Navy List, and found that the

master of Corgi is not, and never has been, an officer in

the FSS Reserve. None of his officers hold a Reserve
commission. It may be assumed, therefore, that the
master’s report on the discovery of what appears to be

a Lost Colony will be made only to his owners.

Corgi, when she deviated, was bound from Darnstadt to

Siluria. Her normal trafectory would have taken her

within three light-years of Gamma Argo. The planetary

system of Gamma Argo was surveyed in the early days
of the Second Expansion, and no indigenous intelligent

life was found on any of its worlds. . . .

“Mphm . . .” Grimes refilled and relit his pipe. This
was interesting reading.
He turned to the report from the agent at Port Brrooun,
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He, the shipping advisor to the Terran Consul, had been
spending most of his free evenings in an establishment
called the Beer Hive. Brrooun had been Corgi’s next
port of call after Llangowan. Her second officer had
confined his troubles to a sympathetic Shaara drone. At
Port Mackay, on Rob Roy, he had gotten fighting drunk
on the local whiskey and had beaten up the chief officer
and publicly abused the master. Normally such conduct
would have led to his instant dismissal-but Captain
Danzellan, of Corgi, had been most reluctant to leave
the objectionable young man behind, in the hands of the
civil authorities. The Intelligence Officer at Port Mackay,
although knowing nothing of the Lost Colony, had been
intrigued by the failure of the master to rid himself of
an obvious malcontent and had wondered what was be-
hind it. His own theories, for what they were worth, in-
cluded a Hanoverian plot against the Jacobean royal
house of Waverley. . . .

It was from Port Fortinbras, on Elsinore, that the next
really interesting report came. The agent there was a
woman, and worked as a waitress in the Poor Yorick, a
tavern famous for its funereal decor. The agent, too,
was famous insofar as the Intelligence Branch of the
Survey Service was concerned, being known as the Bug
Queen. Her specialty was recorders printed into the
labels on bottles.

Transcript of conversation between Harald Larsen,
owner-manager of Larsen’s Repair Yard, and Peter Dal-
quist, owner of Dalquist’s Ship Chandlery:

Dalquist: An’ how are things at the yard, Harald?

Larsen: Can’t complain, Pete, can’t complain. Southerly
Buster’s havin’ o face lift.

Dalquist: Drongo Kane . . .

Larsen: You can say what you like about Drongo—but

he always pays his bills. . . .

Dalquist: Yeah. But he drives a hard bargain first.
Larsen: You can say that again.
Dalquist: An’ what is it this timeP General maintenance?

Survey?
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Larsen: Modifications. He’s havin’ his cargo spaces con-
verted into passenger accommodation—of a sort. An’
you remember those two quick-firin’ cannon I got off
that derelict Waldegren gunboat? Drongo s havin’ ’em
mounted on the Buster.

Dalquist: But it ain’t legal. Southerly Buster’s a merchant
ship.

Larsen: Drongo says that it is legal, an’ that he's entitled
to carry defensive armament. . . . Some o the places
he gets to, he needs itl But 1 checked up with me own
legal eagles just to make sure that me own jets are
clear. They assured me that Drongo’s within his rights.

Dalquist: But quick-firin’ cannon, when every man-o’-war
ts armed to the teeth with laser, misguided missiles an’
only the Odd Gods of the Galaxy know what elsel
Doesn’t make sense.

Larsen: Maybe it doesn’t—but Drongo’s got too much
sense to take on a warship.

Dalquist: What if a warship takes on him?

Larsen: That’s his worry.

Dalqguist: But he must be thinkin’ of fightin’ somebody.
. . . Any idea who it might be?P

Larsen: 1 haven’t a clue. All that I know is that his last
port, before he came here, was Brrooun, on one o the
Shaara worlds. He told me—he’d had rather too much
to drink himself—that he’d fed a couple of bottles of
Scotch to a talkative drone. He said that he'll buy
drinks for anybody—or any thing—as long as he gets
information in return. Anyhow, this drone told Drongo
what he'd been told by the drunken second mate of a
Dog Star tramp. . . .

Dalquist: Which was?

Larsen: Drongo certainly wasn’t telling me, even though
he’d had a skinful. He did mutter something about
Lost Colonies, an’ finders bein’ keepers, an’ about the
Dog Star Line havin’ to be manned by greyhounds if
they wanted to get their dirty paws into this man-

ger. . . .
Dalquist: An’ was that all?
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Larsen: You said it. He clammed up.

Unfortunately Captain Kane and his officers, unlike
the majority of spacemen visiting Port Fortinbras, do not
frequent the Poor Yorick, preferring the King Claudius.
On the several occasions that I have been there as a
customer, at the same times as Southerly Buster’s person-
nel, I have been unable to learn anything of importance.
Attempts made by myself to strike up an acquaintance
with Captain Kane, his mates and his engineers have
failed.

Grimes chuckled. He wondered what the Bug Queen
looked like. It seemed obvious that she owed her success
as an agent to her skill with electronic gadgetry rather
than to her glamour. But Kane? Where did he come
into the picture? The man was notorious—but, to date,
had always managed to stay on the right side of the law.

But it was time that he, Grimes, put his senior officers
into the picture.

3

They were all in Grimes’s day cabin—his departmental
heads and his senior scientific officers. There was Saul,
the first lieutenant, a huge, gentle, very black man. There
'was Connery, chief engineer. The two officers in charge
of communications were there—Timmins, the electron-
icist, and Hayakawa, the psionicist. There were Doctors
Tallis, Westover and Lazenby—biologist, geologist and
ethologist respectively—all of whom held the rank of
full commander. Forsby—physicist—had yet to gain his
doctorate and was only a lieutenant. There were Lieu-
tenant Pitcher, navigator, Lieutenant Stein, ship’s sur-
geon and bio-chemist, and Captain Philby, officer in
charge of Seeker’s Marines.

Grimes, trying to look and to feel fatherly, surveyed
his people. He was pleased to note that the real space-
men—with the exception of Hayakawa—looked the part,
Ethnic origins and differentiation of skin pigmentation
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were canceled out, as it were, by the common uniform.
With the exception of Maggie Lazenby the scientists
looked their part. They were, of course, all in uniform—
though it wasn’t what they were wearing but how they
were wearing it that mattered. To them uniform was
just something to cover their nakedness, the more com-
fortably the better. And to them beards were merely
the means whereby the bother of depilation could be
avoided. The growths sprouting from the faces of Tallis,
Westover and Forsby contrasted shockingly with the
neat hirsute adornments sported by Connery and Stein.
The only one of the scientists at whom it was a pleasure
to look was Doctor Lazenby—slim, auburn-haired and
wearing a skirt considerably less than regulation length.

Grimes looked at her.

She snapped, “Get on with it, John.” (Everybody
present knew that she was a privileged person.)

“Mphm,” he grunted as he carefully filled his pipe.

“Help yourselves to coffee—or to something stronger
from the bar, if you'd rather.” He waited until every-
body was holding a glass or a cup, then said, “As you
all know by this time, this is a Lost Colony expedi-
ton. . .
. Forsby raised his hand for attention. “Captain, forgive
my ignorance, but I've only just joined the Survey
Service. And I'm a physicist, not a historian. -Just what
is a Lost Colony?”

“Mphm,” grunted Grimes again. He shot a dirty look
at Maggie Lazenby as he heard her whispered “Keep
it short!” He carefully lit his pipe. He said, “The ma-
jority of the so-called Lost Colonies date from the days
of the Second Expansion, of the gaussjammers. The
gaussjammers were interstellar ships that used the Ehren-
haft Drive. Cutting a long and involved story short, the
Ehrenhaft generators produced a magnetic current—a
current, not a field—and the ship in which they were
mounted became, in effect, a huge magnetic particle,
proceeding at a speed which could be regulated from a
mere crawl to FTL along the ‘tramlines,” the lines of
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magnetic force. This was all very well-but a severe
magnetic storm could throw a gaussjammer light-years
off course, very often into an unexplored and uncharted
sector of the galaxy. .. .”

“FTL?” demanded Forsby in a pained voice. “FTL?”

“A matter of semantics,” Grimes told him airily. “You
know, and I know, that faster-than-light speeds are im-
possible. With our Mannschenn Drive, for example, we
cheat—by going astern in time as we're going ahead in
space. The gaussjammers cheated too—by coexisting with
themselves all along the lines of magnetic force that
they were on. The main thing was—it worked. Anyhow,
visualize a gaussjammer after a magnetic storm has
tangled the lines of force like so much spaghett and
drained the micro-pile of all energy. The captain doesn’t
know where he is. But he has got power for his main
engines.”

“You said that the micro-pile was dead.”

“Sure. But those ships ran to emergency generators—
diesel generators. They churned out the electricity to
drive the Ehrenhaft generators. The ship’s biochemist
knew the techniques for producing diesel fuel from what-
ever was available—even though it meant that all hands
would be on short rations. So, for as long as she could,
the ship either tried to make her way back to some
known sector or to find a planet capable of being set-
tled. . .

“Analogous,” contributed Maggie Lazenby, “to the
colonization of many Pacific islands by Polynesians in
Earth’s remote past. But this colony that we’re supposed
to be looking for, John . ..”

“Yes. I was getting around to that. It's supposed to be
in the Argo Sector. It was stumbled upon by a Dog Star
Line ship that made a deviation to recalibrate her
Mannschenn Drive controls. It won’t be a Lost Colony

for much longer.”
“Why not?” asked Forsby.
“To begin with, the Dog Star Line people know about
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it. The Shaara know about it. We know about it. And
Drongo Kane knows about it.”

“Drongo KaneP” This was Forsby again, of course.
“Who’s he?”

Grimes sighed. He supposed that his physicist knew
his own subject, but he seemed to know very little out-
side it. He turned his regard to his officers, said, “Tell
him.”

“Drongo Kane . . .” murmured Saul in his deep, rich
voice. “Smuggler, gunrunner . . .”

“Pirate . . .” contributed Timmins.

“That was never proven,” Grimes told him.

“Perhaps not, sir. But I was on watch—it was when I
was a junior in Scorpw—when Bremerhaven’s distress
call came through.

“Mphm. As I recall it, Bremerhaven’s own activities
at the time were somewhat dubious. . ..”

“Slaver . . .” said Saul.

“Somebody had to take the people off Ganda before
the radiation from their sun fried them. Whatever ships
were available had to be employed.”

“But Kane was paid by the Duke of Waldegren for the
people he carried in Southerly Buster.”

“Just a fee,” said Grimes, “or commission, or whatever,
for the delivery of indentured labor.”

“What about this bloody Lost Colony?” demanded
Maggie Lazenby.

“We're supposed to find it.” Grimes gestured toward
the folder on his desk with the stem of his pipe. “I've
had copies made of all the bumf that was given to me.
It consists mainly of reports made by agents on quite a.
few worlds. Our man at Port Llangowan, on Siluria, re-
corded a conversation between officers of Corgi and
Pomeranian in one of the local pubs. Corgi had found
this world—which seems to be called Morrowvia—quite
by chance. Our man at Port Brrooun, on Drroomoorr,
recorded a conversation between the second mate of
Corgi and a Shaara drone; once again Morrowvia was
mentioned. The same young gentleman—the second
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mate, not the drone—got into trouble at Port Mackay on
Rob Roy. Normally he’d have been emptied out there
and then by Corgi’s master—but keeping him on board
must have been the lesser of two evils.”

“Why?” asked Forsby.

“Because,” Grimes told him patiently, “the master of
Corgi didn't want word of a new world that could well
be included in the Dog Star Line’s economic empire
spread all over the galaxy. Where was I? Yes. Our woman
at Port Fortinbras, on Elsinore, recorded a conversation
between the owner of a repair yard and the owner of a
ship chandlery. The repair yard was doing some work on
Drongo Kane's ship, Southerly Buster—the mounting of
armament, among other things. Kane had told the owner
of the yard something—not much, but something—about
a Lost Colony found by a Dog Star tramp. . . .”

“And what are we supposed to do, Captain?” asked
Forsby. “Plant the Federation’s flag, or something?”

“Or something,” said Maggie Lazenby. “You can rest
assured of that.”

Or something, thought Grimes.

4

As far as Grimes knew there was no real urgency—
nonetheless he pushed Seeker along at her maximum
safe velocity. This entailed acceleration slightly in excess
of 1.5 G, with a. temporal precession rate that did not
quite, as Maggie Lazenby tartly put it, have all hands
and the cook living backward. But Maggie had been
born and reared on Arcadia, a relatively low gravity
planet and, furthermore, disliked and distrusted the
time-twisting Mannschenn Drive even more than the
average spaceman or -woman. However, Lieutenant
Brian Connery was an extremely competent engineer
and well able to maintain the delicate balance between
the ship’s main drive units without remotely endanger-
ing either the vessel or her personnel.
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Even so, Grimes suffered. Seeker had a mixed crew—
and a ship, as Grimes was fond of saying, is not a Sunday
School outing. On past voyages it had been tacitly as-
sumed that Maggie was the captain’s lady. On this
voyage it was so assumed too—by everybody except one
of the two people most intimately concerned. Grimes
tried to play along with the assumption, but it was hope-
less.

“I suppose,” he said bitterly, after she had strongly re-
sisted a quite determined pass, “that you're still hanker-
ing after that beefy lout, Brasidus or whatever his name
was, on Sparta. . ..”

“No,” she told him, not quite truthfully. “No. It’s just
that I can’t possibly join in your fun and games when 1
feel as though I weigh about fourteen times normal.”

“Only one and a half times,” he corrected her.

“It feels fourteen times. And it’s the psychological
effect that inhibits me.”

Grimes slumped back in his chair, extending an arm
to his open liquor cabinet.

“Lay off it!” she told him sharply.

“So I can’t drink now.”

“You will not drink now.” Her manner softened. “Don’t
forget, John, that you're responsible for the ship and
everybody aboard her. . . .”

“Nothing can happen in deep space.”

“Can’t it?” Her fine eyebrows lifted slightly. “Can’t it?
After some of the stories I've heard, and after some of
the stories you've told me yourself . . .”

“Mphm.” He reached out again, but it was a half-
hearted attempt.

“Things will work out, John,” she said earnestly. “They
always do, one way or the other. ...”

“Suppose it’'s the wrong way?”

“You'll survive. I'll survive. We'll survive.” She quoted,
half seriously, “ ‘Men have died, and worms have eaten
’em—but not. for love. . . "

“Where’s that from?” he asked, interested.

“Shakespeare. You trade school boys—you're quite im-
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possible. You know nothing—nothing—outside your own
field.”

“I resent that,” said Grimes. “At the Academy we had
to do a course in Twentieth Century fiction. . . .”

Again the eyebrows lifted. “You surprise me.” And
then she demanded incredulously, “What sort of fiction?”

“It was rather specialized. Science fiction, as a matter
of fact. Some of those old buggers made very good
guesses. Most of them, though, were way off the beam.
Even so, it was fascinating.”

“And still trade-school-oriented.”

He shrugged. “Have it your way, Maggie. We're just
Yahoos. But we do get our ships around.” He paused,
then delivered his own quotation. “‘Transportation is
civilization.””

“All right,” she said at last. “Who wrote that?”

“Kipling.”

“Kipling—and science fiction?”

“You should catch up on your own reading some time.

..” The telephone buzzed sharply. He got up and went
rapidly to the handset.

She remarked sweetly, “Nothing can happen in deep
space. . . .”

“Captain here,” said Grimes sharply.

Lieutenant Hayakawa’s reedy voice drifted into the
day cabin. “Hayakawa, Captain sir. . . .”

“Yes, Mr. Hayakawa?”

“I ... am not certain. But I think I have detected
psionic radiation—not close, but not too far distant. . . .

“It is extremely unlikely,” Gnmes said, “that we are
the only ship in this sector of space.”

“I ... I know, Captain. But—it is all vague and the
other telepath is maintaining a block. . . I tried
at first to push through, and he knew that I was trying,

. . Then, suddenly, I relaxed. . . .”

Psionic judo . . . thought Grimes.

“Yes. . . . You could call it that. . . . But there is some-
body aboard that slup who is thmkmg all the time about

. Morrowvia. .
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“Drongo Kane,” said Grimes.

“No, Captain. Not Drongo Kane. This is a . . . young
mind. Immature. . . .

“Mphm. Anythmg else?”

“Yes. . He is thinking, too, of somebody called
Tabitha. . .

“And who’s she when she’s up and dressed?”

“She is not dressed . . . not as he remembers her.”

“This,” stated Maggie Lazenby, “is disgusting. I
thought, in my innocence, that the Rhine Institute took
a very dim view of any prying by its graduates into
private thoughts. I was under the impression that telep-
athy was to be used only for instantaneous communica-
tions over astronomical distances.”

“If every Rhine Institute graduate who broke the
Institute’s rules dropped dead right now,” Grimes told
her, “there’s be one helluva shortage of trained telepaths.
In any case, the Institute allows some latitude to those of
its people who're in the employ of a recognized law en-
forcement agency. The Federation’s Survey Service is
one such. Conversely, the Institute recognizes the right
of any telepath, no matter by whom employed, to put
up a telepathic block.”

“I still don't like it. Any of it.”

“Mr. Hayakawa,” said Grimes into the telephone, “you
heard all that?”

“Yes, Captain.”
“And what are your views?”

In reply came a thin chuckle, then, “I try to be loyal,
sir. To the Institute, to the Service, to my shipmates, to
my captain. Sometimes it is hard to be loyal to every-
body at once. But, also, I try to be loyal to myself.”

“Putting it briefly,” said Maggie Lazenby, “you know
on which side your bread is buttered.”

“Butter is an animal-derived food, Miss Commander,
which I never touch.”

“Mr. Hayakawa,” asked Grimes, “do you hear any-
thing further from the strange ship?”

“No, Captain. The block has been reestablished.”
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“Let me know when you do hear anything more.” He
punched buttons, then spoke again into the instrument.
“Captain here, Mr. Timmins. Mr, Hayakawa has re-
ported a vessel in our vicinity, apparently heading for
Morrowvia. Have you picked anything up?”

“Just the normal commercial traffic, sir. A Shaara
freighter, Mmoorroomm, Rob Roy to ZZrreemm. Empress
of Scotia, Dunedin to Darnstadt. Cutty Sark, Carinthia
to Lorn. Schnauzer, Siluria to Macbeth. And, according
to Sector Plot, the following ships not fitted with Carlotti
equipment: Sundowner, Aquarius to Faraway, Rim
Eland, Elsinore to Ultimo. . . .”

“Thank you.” Then, speaking more to himself than

to anybody else, “Schnauzer . . . Dog Star Line . . .
cleared for Macbeth. . . . She might finish up there
eventually. . . ”

He ignored Maggie’s questioning look and went to his
playmaster. As its name implied, the device provided
entertainment, visual and audio—but this one, a standard
fitting in the captain’s quarters in all FSS ships, was also
hooked up to the vessel's encyclopedia bank. “Get me
Lloyd’s Register,” he ordered. “I want details on Schnau-
zer. Sirian ownership. Dog Star Line. . . .”

The screen lit up, displaying the facsimile of a printed
page.

Schnauzer—a new ship, small, exceptionally fast for a
merchantman, defensively armed. (The Dog Star Line
had long insisted that its vessels were capable of con-
ducting their own defense on some of the trade routes
where piracy still persisted.)

“Mphm,” he grunted. Back at the telephone he ordered
Timmins to send a coded message to the FSS agent at
Port Llangowan, on Siluria, to ask the names of Schnau-
zer’s personnel when she cleared outward.

He strongly suspected that the master would be Cap-
tain Danzellan.
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“Master, Roger Danzellan,” the Federation’s man on
Siluria replied eventually. “First mate, Oscar Eklund.
Second mate, Francis Delamere. Third mate, Kathryn
Daley. Chief engineer, Mannschenn Drive, Evan Jones,
Chief engineer Interplanetary Drives, Ian Mackay. Jun-
iors, H. Smith, B. Ostrog, H. Singh. Purser/catering offi-
cer, Glynis Trent . . .” The message went on to say that
Captain Danzellan and Mr. Delamere had both been
among Corgi’s complement when she had last been at
Port Llangowan. The last piece of information that it
contained was that Francis Delamere was the nephew of
the Dog Star Line’s general manager.

So, obviously, the Dog Star people were interested in
Morrowvia. On receiving the report from Corgi’s master
they had acted, and fast. A suitable ship had been
shunted off her doubtlessly well-worn tramlines, and
Danzellan had been transferred to her command. Prob-
ably he had not wished to have Delamere as one of his
officers—but Delamere had pull. Nepotism, as Grimes
well knew, existed in the Survey Service. In a privately
owned shipping company the climate would be even
more suitable to its flourishing.

There was only one thing for Grimes to do—to pile on
the Gs and the lumes, to get to Morrowvia before
Danzellan. Fortunately the merchant vessel was not
fitted with a Mass Proximity Indicator—the Dog Star
Line viewed new navigational aids with suspicion and
never fitted them to its ships until their value was well
proven. Sooner or later—sooner, Grimes hoped—Seeker
would pick up Schnauzer in her screen and, shortly
thereafter, would be able accurately to extrapolate her
trajectory. Schnauzer would know nothing of Seeker’s
whereabouts or presence.

And Drongo Kane in his Southerly Busterp A coded
request for information to the Bug Queen brought the
news that he had lifted from Port Fortinbras, his refit
completed, with a General Clearance. Such clearances
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were rarely issued. This one must have cost Kane plenty.

Grimes was spending more and more time in his con-
trol room. There was nothing that he could do—but he
wanted to be on hand when Schnauzer was picked up.
At last she was there—or something was there—an almost
infinitesimal spark in the screen, at extreme range. Grimes
watched, concealing his impatience, while his navigator,
hunched over the big globe of utter darkness, delicately
manipulated the controls set into the base of the screen.
Slowly a glowing filament was extruded from the center
of the sphere—Seeker’s track. And then, from that barely
visible spark just within the screen’s limits, another fila-
ment was extended.

“Mphm,” grunted Grimes.

The display was informative. Relatively speaking,
Schnauzer was on Seeker’s port beam, a little ahead of
the beam actually, and steering a converging course.
Morrowvia was out of range of the M.P.1,, but there was
litle doubt that both ships were headed for the same
destination.

“Have you an estimate of her speed yet, Mr. Pitcher?”
asked Grimes.

“Only a rough one, sir,” replied the tall, thin, almost
white-haired young man. “Give me an hour, and . . .”

“Extrapolate now, if you will.”

“Very good, sir.”

“Two beads of light appeared, one on each filament.
“Twenty-four hours,” said Pitcher. The range had closed
slightly but the relative bearing was almost unaltered.
“Forty-eight hours.” The bearing was changing. “Seventy-
two hours.” Schnauzer was slightly, very slightly, abaft
Seeker’s beam. “Ninety-six hours.” There was no doubt
about it. At the moment Seeker had the heels of the Dog
Star ship. )

Grimes was relieved. He did not want to drive his ship
any faster. An almost continuous sense of déja vu is an
uncanny thing to have to live with. The temporal preces-
sion field had not yet reached a dangerous intensity, but
it had been increased to a highly uncomfortable one.
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Already there was a certain confusion when orders were
given and received. Had they been made? Had they
been acted upon?

Grimes waited for Pitcher to answer his question, then
realized that he had not yet asked it. “Assuming,” he
said, “that your first estimate of Schnauzer’s speed is
correct, how much time do we have on Morrowvia be-
fore she arrivesr”

“Sixty hours Standard, sir. Almost exactly two Morrow-
vian days.”

Not long, thought Grimes. Not long at all for what he
had to do. And not knowing what he had to do didn't
help matters. He’d just have to make up the rules as he
went along.

He said, “We’ll maintain a continuous watch on the
M.P.I from now on. Let me know at once if there’s any
change in the situation, and if any more targets appear
on the screen.”

“Drongo Kane?” asked Saul.

“Yes, Mr. Saul. Drongo Kane.”

The first lieutenant’s eyes and teeth were very white
in his black face as he smiled mirthlessly. He said, his
deep voice little more than a whisper, “I hope that
Drongo Kane is bound for Morrowvia, Captain.”

“Why, Mr. Saul?” Grimes essayed a feeble jest. “Two’s
company, three’s a crowd.”

“Racial hatreds die very hard, Captain. To my people,
for many, many years, ‘slaver’ has been an especially
dirty word. Ganda, as you know, was colonized by my
people. . . . And some hundreds of them, rescued by
Kane's Southerly Buster before their sun went nova,
were sold by him to the Duke of Waldegren. . . .”

“As I said before,” Grimes told him, “they weren't sold.
They entered the duke’s service as indentured labor.”

“Even so, sir, I would like to meet Captain Drongo
Kane.”

“It’s just as well,” said Grimes, “that he’s not a rein-
carnation of Oliver Cromwell—if he were, Mr. Connery
would be after his blood too. . ..”
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He regarded his first lieutenant dubiously. He was a
good man, a good officer, and Grimes liked him per-
sonally. But if Southerly Buster made a landing on Mor-
rowvia he would have to be watched carefully. Every-
body would have to be watched carefully. And—who
would watch the watchman? Grimes knew that if he
wished to reach flag rank in the Service he would have
to curb his propensity for taking sides.

“Mphm,” he grunted. Then, “I'll leave Control in your
capable hands, Mr. Saul. And keep a watchful eye on the
M.P.L, Mr. Pitcher. I'm going down to have a few words
with Hayakawa.”

Lieutenant Hayakawa was on watch—but a psionic
communications officer, as any one such will tell you, is
always on watch. He was not, however, wearing the rig
of the day. His grossly obese body was inadequately
covered by a short kimono, gray silk with an embroidered
design of improbable looking flowers. Scrolls, beautifully
inscribed with Japanese ideographs, hung on the bulk-
heads, although space had been left for a single holo-
gram, a picture of a strikingly symmetrical snow-capped
mountain sharp against a blue sky. The deck was covered
with a synthetic straw matting. In the air was the faint,
sweet pungency of a burning joss stick.

Hayakawa got slowly and ponderously to his feet.
“Captain san . . .” he murmured.

“Sit down, Mr. Hayakawa,” ordered Grimes. The ac-
celeration—now more than two Gs—was bad enough for
him; it would be far, far worse for one of the telepath’s
build. He lowered himself to a pile of silk cushions. Not
for the first time he regretted that Hayakawa had been
allowed to break the regulations governing the furnish-
ing of officers’ cabins—but PCOs, trading upon their
rarity, are privileged persons aboard any ship.

He settled down into a position approximating comfort
—and then had to get up and shift the cushions and him-
self to another site. From the first one he had far too
good a view of Hayakawa’s psionic amplifier, the dis-
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embodied dog’s brain suspended in its globe of cloudy
nutrient fluid. The view of Mount Fujiyama was much
more preferable.

He said, “We have Schnaguzer on the M.P.1. now.”

“I know, Captain.”

“You would,” remarked Grimes, but without rancor.
“And you stll haven't picked up any further . . . emana-
tions from her?” .

“No. Her PCO is Delwyn Hume. I have met him. He
is a good man. What you called my judo technique
worked just once with him. It will never work again.”
Then Hayakawa smiled fatly and sweetly. “But I have
other news for you.”

“Tell.” :

“Southerly Buster, Captain, Myra Bracegirdle is the
CPQ. She is good—-but, of course, we are all good. Her
screen is as tight as that maintained by Hume or myself,
But . ..

“She is emotional. During moments of stress her own
thoughts seep through. She hates the Buster’s mate. His
name is Aloysius Dreebly. Now and again—often, in fact
—he tries to force his attentions on her.”

“Interesting,” commented Grimes, He thought, This
is building up to one of those situations where every-
body hates everybody. Mr. Saul hates Captain Kane,
although he’s never met him personally. Myra hates
Aloysius. The way Maggie’s been carrying on lately I'm
beginning to think that she hates me. And I doubt very
much if Captain Danzellan feels any great affection for
Mr. Francis Delamere. . . . He grinned. But Frankie
loves Tabbie. . . .

He said, “And is Southerly Buster bound for Morrow-
via?”

“I cannot say, Captain. But she is around. And just
before you came in I heard Myra Bracegirdle think,
“Thank the gods there’re only seven more days to go be-
fore we arrivel’”

And that, Grimes told himself, means that she gets
there at the same time as us. . . .
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He clambered laboriously to his feet, went to Haya-
kawa’s telephone. He punched, first of all, for Lieutenant
Connery’s quarters, but the engineering officer was not
there. He called the engine room, and found him.

“Captain here, Chief. Can you squeeze out another
half lume?”

“I can’t.” Connery’s voice was sharp. “The governor’s
playing up, an” we’re havin’ to run the Drive on manual
control. If I try to push her any more well finish up last
Thursday in the middle of sweet fuck alll”

“Can’t you fix the governor?”

“Not without stoppin’ her an’ shuttin’ down. If you
want to carry on, it'll have to wait until we get to Mor-
rowvia.” .

“Carry on the way youre doing,” said Grimes.

6

Seeker saw nothing at all of Southerly Buster until both
vessels were in orbit about Morrowvia, just prior to land-
ing. This was not surprising, as Drongo Kane’s ship had
been approaching the planet from the Shakespearian
Sector, whilst Grimes had been coming in from Lindis-
farme. The angle subtended by these points of origin
was little short of 180°, Furthermore, once Morrowvia
itself had come within MPI range the instrument, insofar
as bodies of less than planetary mass were concerned,
was practically useless. And radar had been useless until
the shutting down of the time/space twisting interstellar
drive.

There was Seeker, hanging in equatorial orbit three
hundred miles up from the surface, and below her was
Morrowvia, an Earth-type world, but unspoiled. There
were blue seas and vast expanses of green prairie and
forest land, yellow deserts and polar icecaps as daz-
zlingly white as the drifting cloud masses. There were
snow-peaked mountain ranges, and long, winding rivers,
on the banks of which, sparsely scattered, were what
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seemed to be towns and villages—but from a range of
hundreds of miles, even with excellent telescopes, human
habitations can look like natural formations, and natural
formations like buildings, and telltale industrial smog
was altogether lacking.

On the night hemisphere the evidence was more con-
clusive. There were clusters of lights, faint and yellowish.
Said Grimes, “Where there’s light there’s life, intelligent
life. . . .”

“Not necessarily,” Maggie Lazenby told h1m “There
are such things as volcanoes, you know. . . .

“On this hemisphere only? Come off it, Maggie.”

“And there are such things as Juminescent living or-
ganisms.”

“So what we're seeing are glowworm colonies? And
what about the reports from our agents on Siluria and
Elsinore and Drroomoorr? Would either the Dog Star
Line or Drongo Kane be interested in glowworms?”

“They might be,” she said. “They might be.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. It’s high time, Commander Grimes, that you
cured yourself of your habit of jumping to conclusions,
that you adopted a scientific approach. . . .”

Grimes decided against making some cutting retort.
The other officers in the control room were looking far
too amused by the exchange. He grunted, then demanded
of Lieutenant Saul, “Any sign yet of Southerly Buster,
Number One?”

“No, sir. Perhaps Mr. Hayakawa . . .”

“I've already asked him. As far as his Peke’s brain in
aspic and he are concerned, the Buster’s maintaining
absolute psionic silence.”

“Peke’s brain?” asked Maggie.

“Can you think of any definitely Japanese dog at a
second’s noticer”

And then a voice came from the NST transceiver. It
was a man’s voice, harsh, yet not unpleasant, strongly
accented. “Southerly Buster to Aero-Space Control,

28



Southerly Buster to Aero-Space Control. Do you read
me? Over.”

“But there’s not any Aero-Space Control here,” an-
nounced Lieutenant Timmins. “We've already found that
out.”

“Kane knows that as well as we do,” Grimes told him.
“But, to ‘'judge by his record, he always maintains a
facade of absolute legality in everything he does. This
fits in.”

“And I suppose,” said Saul, “that he’s already tried to
establish communication with the local telepaths, if any,
just as we did.”

“Not necessarily, His PCO will have ‘heard’ our Mr.
Hayakawa doing just that, and shell have learned that
Morrowvia is lousy with telepaths, but none of them
trained. . . . Oh, they know we’re here, in a vague sort
of way. ...

“Southerly Buster to Aero-Space Control. Southerly
Buster to Aero-Space Control. Do you read me? Over.”

“There she is!” shouted Pitcher suddenly.

There she was, in the radar screen, a tiny yet bright
blip. There she was, a new star lifting above the dark
limb of the planet, a tiny planetoid reflecting the rays
of Gamma Argo.

“If we can see her, she can see us,” commented Grimes.
He went to the transceiver, ordered, “Put me on to him,
Mr. Timmins.” He said sternly, “FSS Seeker to Southerly
Buster. FSS Seeker to Southerly Buster. Come in, please,
on audio-visual.”

“Comin’ in, Seeker, comin’ in . . .” drawled the voice.
There was a swirl of light and color in the little screen,
coalescing into a clear picture. Grimes and his officers
looked into a control room not unlike their own—even
to a weapons control console situated as it would have
been in the nerve center of a warship. And this Southerly
Buster was a merchantman. . . . Drongo Kane calmly
regarded Grimes from the screen—bleak yet not alto-
gether humorless blue eyes under a thatch of straw
colored hair, in a face that looked as though at some
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time it had been completely smashed and then reas-
sembled not overcarefully. He said, “I sce you, Seeker.
Can you see meP”

“I see you,” snapped Grimes.

“Identify yourself, please, Seeker. Can’t be too careful
once you're off the beaten tracks, y'know.”

“Grimes,” said the owner of that name at last. “Lieu-
tenant Commander in command of FSS Seeker, Survey
Vessel.”

“Pleased to meet you, Commander Grimes. An’ what,
may I ask, brings you out to this neck o the woods?”

“You mayn’t ask. That’s Federation business, Captain
Kane.”

The pale eyebrows lifted in mock surprise. “So you
know me, Commander! Well, well. Such is fame.”

“Or notoriety . . .” murmured Maggie Lazenby.

“Did I hear the lady behind you say somethin’?” in-
quired Kane.

Grimes 1gnored this. “What are your intentions, Cap-
tain Kane?” he demanded.

“Well, now, that all depends, Commander Grimes. No-
body owns this world ’cepting its people. I've asked if
I could make a landing, but got no reply. I s’pose you
heard me. But nobody’s told me not to land. . . .”

“What are your intentions?” demanded Grimes again.

“Oh, to set the old Buster’s arse down onto somethin’
safe an” solid. An’ after that . . . Fossick around. See
what we can buy or barter that’s worth liftin’. There’re
some spacemen, Commander—an’ I'm one of ‘em—who
have to earn their livin’s. . . .”

“It is my duty—and the way that I earn my living—to
afford protection to all Federation citizens in deep space,
interplanetary space, in planetary atmospheres and on
planetary surfaces,” said Grimes, with deliberate pom-
posity.

“You needn’t put yourself out, Commander.”

“I insist, Captain. After all, as you said, one can’t be
too careful when off the beaten track.”

Kane’s lips moved. Grimes was no lip-reader, but he
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would have been willing to bet a month’s salary that
grave doubts were being cast upon his legitimacy—and,
were this a less tolerant day and age, his morals. “Suit
yourself,” said Kane aloud. “But you're only wastin’ your
time.” '

“I'm the best judge of that.”

“Suit yourself,” growled Kane again.

Meanwhile, Seecker’s inertial drive had stammered
into life and the ship was both slowing and lifting under
the application of thrust, being driven into a powered,
unnatural orbit so that Southerly Buster could pass be-
neath her.

“I thought you'd be landing first,” complained Kane,

“After you, Captain,” Grimes told him politely.

And just where would Kane be setting his ship down?
If Seeker had arrived by herself Grimes would have
adhered to orthodox Survey Service practice—a dawn
landing at the terminator, with the full period of day-
light for the initial exploration. And should it be con-
sidered safe to establish contact with the indigenes at
once, a landing near to an obvious center of population.

Kane had never been an officer in the Survey Service,
but he had done his share of exploring, had made first
landings on planets upon which he had been the first
man to set foot. Slowly, steadily Southerly Buster
dropped through the atmosphere, with Seeker following
a respectable distance astern. All Seeker’s armament was
ready for instant use; Grimes had no doubt that the
other ship was in a similar state of readiness. Corgf’s
people had been hospitably treated on Morrowvia—but
this was a large planet, probably divided among tribes
or nations. Even though all its populace shared a com-
mon origin there had been time for divergence, for the
generation of hostilities.

Down dropped Southerly Buster—down, down. Down
dropped Seeker, her people alert for hostile action either
from the ground or from the other ship. Grimes let Saul
handle the pilotage; this was one of those occasions
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on which the captain needed to be able to look all ways
at once.

Down dropped the two ships—down, down through
the clear morning air. Kane’s objective was becoming
obvious—an expanse of level ground, clear of trees, that
was almost an jsland, bounded to north, west and south
by a winding river, to the east by a wooded hill. To
north and west of it were villages, each with a sparse
sprinkling of yellow lights still visible in the dawn
twilight. It was the sort of landing place that Grimes
would have selected for himself.

Then the viewscreen, with its high magnification, was
no longer necessary, and the big binoculars on their
universal mounting were no longer required. And the
sun was up, at ground level, casting long shadows, point-
ing out all the irregularities that could make the landing
of a starship hazardous.

Kane was down first, setting the Buster neatly into
the middle of a patch of green that, from the air at least,
looked perfectly smooth. Saul looked up briefly from his
controls to Grimes, complaining. “The bastard’s picked
the best place. . . .”

“To the west of him . . .” Grimes said. “Almost on the
river bank. . . . It doesn’t look too bad. .. .”

“It'll have to do, Captain,” murmured the first lieu-
tenant resignedly.

It had to do—and, as Grimes had said, it wasn’t too
bad.

Only one recoil cylinder in the tripedal landing gear
was burst when Seeker touched the ground, and there
was no other damage.

7

This was not the occasion for full dress uniforms, with
fore-and-aft hat, decorations, ceremonial sword and all
the other trimmings. This was an occasion for com-
fortable shorts-and-shirt, with heavy boots and functional
sidearms.
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So attired, Grimes marched down Seeker’s ramp, fol-
lowed by Captain Philby, the Marine officer, and a squad
of his space soldiers. Maggie Lazenby and the other
scientists had wished to accompany him, but he had
issued strict orders that nobody excepting himself and
the Marines was to leave the ship until such time as the
situation had been clarified. And this clarification de-
pended upon the local inhabitants as well as upon
Drongo Kane. Meanwhile, Grimes had said, no foolish
risks were to be taken.

As he marched toward the towering hulk of Southerly
Buster he regretted his decision to land to the west of
that ship; he had put himself at a disadvantage. The
light of the still-low sun was blinding, making it difficult
for his men and him to avoid the lavish scattering of
quartzite boulders that protruded through the short,
coarse grass. And it made it impossible to see if Drongo
Kane had any weapons aimed at him and his party.
Probably he had—but Seeker's main armament was
trained upon Kane’s ship and ready to blow her off the
face of the planet at the slightest provocation. '

It was a little better once he and the Marines were
in the shadow of the other ship. Grimes’s eyes adjusted
themselves and he stared upward at the blunt, metallic
spire as he walked toward it. Defensively armed! he
thought scornfully. Those two famous quick-firing can-
non reported by the Bug Queen were merely an addition
to what the Buster already had. Even so, in terms of
laser and missiles, Seeker had the edge on her.

Southerly Buster's ramp was down. At the foot of it
an officer was standing, a skeletal figure attired in gray
coveralls with shoulder-boards carrying first mate’s braid.
The man was capless, and bald, and the wrinkled skin
of his face was yellow, almost matching the long teeth
that he showed when he smiled at the men from Seeker.

“Commander Grimes?” he asked in an overly ingratiat-
ing voice. '

“Mr. Dreebly?” counter Grimes.

“Aloysius Dreebly, sir, at your service.”
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And so this, thought Grimes, was Aloysius Dreebly.
Small wonder that Myra Bracegirdle, Southerly Buster’s
PCO, hated him. He matched his name—as people with
ugly names so very often do. They, as it were, grow to
fit the labels that misguided parents bestow upon them
at birth. And this Dreebly, Grimes continued thinking,
I wouldn’t trust him behind me. He'd either kiss my arse
or stab me in the back—or both.

“And will you come aboard, Commander? Captain
Kane is waiting for you.”

“Certainly, Mr. Dreebly. Lead the way, please.”

“Oh, sir, I'm afraid I cannot allow these other men
aboard the ship. ...”

“And I'm afraid that I can’t board unless I have an
escort of my own people. Captain Philby!”

“Sirl”

The young Marine officer had his pistol out, pointing
at Dreebly. His sergeant and the six privates held their
rifles at the ready. .

“But, sir . . . what are you thinking of? This is piracy!”

-“Hardly, Mr. Dreebly. All the way from our ship to
yours we were tracked by the muzzle of one of your
quick-firers. Surely you will allow us to show our teeth.”

“Let the bastards aboard, Dreeblyl” boomed Kane’s
voice from a loudspeaker. “But put your guns away first,
Commander. I don’t expect my guests to check in their
pocket artillery at the door—but, on the other hand, I
take a dim view if it’s waved in my face.”

At a word from Grimes Philby reholstered his pistol,
the Marines slung their machine rifles. Dreebly shambled
up the ramp to the after airlock, followed by the party
from Seeker. Inside the compartment, Grimes looked
about him curiously. He had been expecting something
squalid—but, at first glance at least, this seemed to be a
reasonably well-kept ship. There was a distinct absence
of Survey Service spit-and-polish—but such is found only
in vessels where there is a superfluity of ratings to do the
spitting and polishing. There was shabbiness—but every-
thing looked to be in excellent working order.
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The elevator from the stem to the control room would
accommodate only four men. Grimes decided to take
Philby and one private with him, told the captain to tell
his sergeant and the remaining Marines to stand guard
in the airlock and at the foot of the ramp. (The Marines
were apt to sulk if anybody but one of their own officers
gave them a direct order.) Dreebly led the way into the
cage and, as soon as the others were standing there with
him, pressed a button.

She was quite a hunk of ship, this Southerly Buster,
thought Grimes, as they slid rapidly upward, deck after
deck. She had probably started life as an Interstellar
Transport Commission’s Gamma Class cargo liner but,
under successive ownership, had been modified and re-
modified many times. A vessel this size, even with a
minimal crew, would be expensive to run. Whatever
Kane’s activities were, they must show a profit.

The cage came to a gentle halt. “This way, please,
gentlemen,” said Dreebly. He led the way into a short
alleyway, to a door with a sign, Capram, written above
it. The door opened, admitting them into a spacious
day cabin. Drongo Kane rose from an easy chair to greet
them, but did not offer to shake hands.

He was as tall as his lanky bean pole of a mate, but
there was a little more flesh on his bones. He moved with
a decisive sort of grace, like an efficient hunting animal.
He wasted no time on courtesies.

“Well, Commander Grimes?” he demanded.

“Captain Kane, I thought that we might combine
forces. . .

“Did you, now? You've very kindly seen me down to
the surface in one piece—not that I needed you—an’ now
you can go and play soldiers off by yourself, somewhere.”

Grimes’s prominent ears flamed. He was aware that
Captain Philby and the Marine were looking at him,
were thinking, What’s the old man going to say (or do)
now? Well, what was the old man (Grimes) going to
say (or do) now?

He said, “I represent the Federation, Captain.”
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“An’ this planet, Commander, is not a Federated
World.”

“Yet,” said Grimes.

“If ever,” said Kane.

“I was sent here by the Federation . . .” Grimes began
again.

“To claim this planet—possibly against the wishes of
its people?”

“To conduct a survey.”

“Then conduct your survey. I'm not stoppin’ you.”

“But I'm responsible for your safety, and that of your
ship, Captain. You're a citizen of Austral, a Federated
World, and your vessel’s port of registry is Port Southern,
on that planet.”

“I don’t need any snotty nosed Space Scouts to see me
across the road.”

“Maybe you dont, Captain Kane—but you’re here,
and I'm here, and I am obliged to carry out my duties
to the best of my ability.”

“Cor stiffen the bleedin’ crows!” swore Kane dis-
gustedly. Then, to somebody who had come in silently
and was standmg behind Grimes, “Yes, Myra?”

Grimes turned. So this was the Myra Bracegirdle of
whom Hayakawa had talked. She was a tall girl, but
thin rather than slender (this Southerly Buster must be
a poor feeding ship), her face with its too prominent
bones, too wide mouth and too big, dark eyes framed by
silky blonde hair.

She said, “A word with you, Captam. Alone.”

“Okh, don’t worry about the Space Scouts, Myra.
They're here to look after us. We have no secrets from
them.”

“They are on the way here, Captain. They saw the
ships land. They have heard about spaceships, of course,
but have never seen one. . ..”

And what about Corgi? Grimes asked himself. But she
could have landed on the other side of the world from
here.

He said, “Captain Kane, do you mind if I call my ship?”
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“Go ahead, Commander. This is Liberty Hall; you can
spit on the mat and call the cat a bastard.”

But as Grimes was raising his wrist transceiver to his
mouth it buzzed sharply, then Saul's voice issued from
the little instrument. “First lieutenant here, Captain. Mr.
Hayakawa reports that parties of natives are approach-
ing the landing site from both villages.”

“T'll be right back,” said Grimes.

“Don’t let. me keep you,” said Kane. “Mr. Dreebly,
please show these gentlemen off the premises.”

“Oh, Captain,” Grimes said, pausing in the doorway,
“I shall take a very dim view if you act in a hostile man-
ner toward the natives.”

“And what if they act in a hostile manner toward me?”

“That,” said Grimes, “will be different.”

8

Grimes did not hurry back to his own ship, neither did
he dawdle. He would have liked to have hurried, but
was aware that Kane would be watching him. He walked
at a moderately brisk pace, with Philby at his side and
the other Marines marching after them.

“Sir,” asked Philby, “do you think theyll be hostile?”

“Corgi’s crew didn’t find them so, Captain Philby. But
she landed on another part of the planet, among different
people. We'll just have to play it by ear. . ..”

“A show of force . . .” murmured the young officer,
as though he were looking forward to it.

And he was, thought Grimes. He was. He glanced at
Philby’s face—young, unlined, features, save for the
strong chin, indeterminate. A Marine Corps recruiting
poster face. . . . There was no vice in it—neither was
there any sensitivity or imagination. It was the face of a
man who could have written those famous lines—and
without ironical intention:

Whatever happens, we have got
The Maxim gun—and they have not.
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“Don’t forget,” said Grimes, “that this is their world,
and that we’re interlopers.”

“Yes, sir, but we’re civilized. Aren’t we?”

“Mphm.”

“And these people, but of the mainstream for so long,
need to be taught the Federation’s way of life. . . .”

Was Philby joking? No, Grimes decided, he was not.
He said mildly, “The Federation’s way of life as exempli-
fied by whom? By the crew of Seeker? By Captain
Drongo Kane and his crew? Or by Captain Danzellan
and Corgi’s or Schnauzer's people? Kane and Danzellan
are Federation citizens, just as we are.”

“Yes, sir. I suppose so. But . ..”

“But we have the superior fire power. Not all that
superior. From what we saw aboard Southerly Buster
I'd say she packs the wallop of a young battleship. And
I should imagine that Schnauzer could show her teeth
if she had to.”

“What are your orders, sir?” asked Philby stiffly, ob-
viously regretting having initiated the conversation.

“Just keep handy while I meet the natives. Better call
another half dozen of your men down. Have your weap-
ons ready—but not too obviously.”

“With your permission, sir.” Philby raised his wrist
transceiver to his mouth. “Mr. Saul? Captain Philby
here. Would you mind telling Corporal Smithers to de-
tail six men for EVA? Yes, number three battle equip-
ment. Over.”

Then Grimes gave his orders. “Mr. Saul, Captain here.
Do as Captain Philby says. And ask Dr. Lazenby if she’ll
join me at the after airlock. Yes. At once. All other offi-
cers and all ratings, with the exception of the six Ma-
rines, to remain on board. Yes, main and secondary
armament to remain in a condition of readiness.”

He heard the sergeant, who was a pace or two behind
him, whisper something to one of the Marines about a
show of force. He smiled to himself. He was not showing
the force at his disposal—but it was nice to know that
it was handy.
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He beckoned Maggie down from the open airlock
door. She walked gracefully down the ramp, despite the
fact that she was hung around with all manner of equip-
ment—cameras, recorders, even a sketch block and stylus.

She said, “We’ve had a good look at them through the
control room telescope and binoculars. They seem to be
human. . . .”

“Are they armed?”

“Some are carrying spears, and a few have long-
bows. . . .7 ,

The additional Marines clattered down the ramp.
Grimes looked at the automatic weapons they carried
and hoped that they would not be used. He was pleased
to see that each man had a couple of sleep gas grenades
at his belt, and that one of them was carrying extra
respirators; these he handed out to Grimes, Philby and
to the other members of the party that had gone to
Southerly Buster.

There was activity just by the boarding ramp of that
ship, too. Grimes borrowed Maggie’s binoculars, saw
that Kane, Dreebly and three more men had come out-
side and that a folding table had been set up. The wares
spread upon it glittered in the strong sunlight. Trade
goods, Grimes decided. Bright, pretty baubles. . . . And
did he hope to buy a territory, a continent, a planet,
even, for a string of glass beads? Why not? Things as
strange had happened in Man’s long history.

The first of the party of natives, that from the north,
was now in sight from ground level. They moved with
catlike smoothness over the grass, threading their way
around the outcropping boulders. There were twenty of
them—ten males and ten females. Ten men and ten
women, Grimes corrected himself. Six men, carrying long
spears, were in the lead, advancing in open order. Then
came the women, eight of whom carried bows and who
had quivers of arrows slung over their shoulders. This
appeared to be their only clothing. The remaining four
men brought up the rear,

Humans, thought Grimes, studying them through
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Maggie’s glasses. Exceptionally handsome humans. That
all of them were unclothed was no indication of their
cultural level-naturism was the rule rather than the ex-
ception on several highly civilized planets, such as Ar-
cadia. Their skins varied in color from pale gold to a dark
brown, the hair of their heads and their body hair—
which was normally distributed—was of a variety of
colors, black, white, gray, brown, a coppery gold. . . .
Grimes focused his attention on a girl. The short hair of
her head was particolored, stripes of darker and lighter
gray alternating. The effect was odd, but not unpleasing.
He grunted. There was something odd about her eyes,
too. But this offshoot of humanity, cut off from the main
stem for generations, must have tended to grow apart
from the generality of humankind.

The natives came to a halt by Southerly Buster’s ramp.
The men stood aside to let two of the women, the two
who carried no weapons, advance slowly to where
Drongo Kane was standing by his table of trade goods.
These two women were a little taller, a little larger than
their companions, but no less graceful. They wore an air
of maturity, but they were no less beautiful. They were
talking to Kane and he seemed to be having no trouble
understanding them, and they seemed to be having no
trouble in understanding him.

“Here they come, sir,” said Philby. “Our lot.”

Grimes lowered the glasses, turned to face the visitors.
This was a smaller party, only six people. Once again
there was an equal division of the sexes.

Their leader, flanked by a spearman on either side of
her, advanced slowly to where Grimes, with Maggie
Lazenby beside him, was standing, Grimes saluted with
a flourish—and a part of his mind stood back and laughed
wryly at his according this courtesy to a naked savage.
But a savage she was not. Savages tend to be dirty, un-
kempt; she was fastidiously clean. Her short hair was
snowy, gleaming white, her lustrous skin was brown, the
lips of her generous mouth a red that seemed natural
rather than the result of applied cosmetics. The overall
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effect was definitely erotic. Grimes heard one of the Ma-
rines whistle, heard another whisper, “Buy that one for
me, Daddy. . ..” He could not blame either of them—but
felt definitely censorious when Maggie murmured, “And
you can buy either—or both—of her boyfriends for
me. ., .."

The two men were tall. Both were golden skinned;
one had orange-colored hair, the other was black-haired.
Of their essential maleness there was no doubt. Each,
however, was built more on the lines of an Apollo than
a Hercules, and each moved with a fluid grace as pro-
nounced as that with which the woman walked.

To her, not at all reluctantly, Grimes returned his at-
tention. He knew that the slow inspection that he was
making was not mannerly, but he could not help himself.
He told himself that it was his duty, as captain of a sur-
vey ship, to make such an inspection. Her eyes, he saw,
were a peculiar greenish-yellow, and the tips of her ears
were pointed. Her cheekbones were prominent, more so
than the firm chin. His regard shifted slowly downward.
Beneath each full but firm breast there was a rudimen-
tary nipple. But she was human, human—even though
the bare feet, which should have been long and slender,
were oddly chubby.

She was human when she spoke. She said, “Welcome
to Morrowvia.” The accent was strange (of course) and
the timbre of her voice held a quality that was hard to
define.

“Thank you,” replied Grimes. Then, “And whom do I
have the honor of addressing?” The words, he realized
as soon as he gave them utterance, were too formal, too
far removed from everyday speech. But she understood
them. Evidently the vocabulary had not become im-
poverished during the long years between first settlement
and rediscovery.

She said simply, “My name is Maya. I am the queen.”

So I'm saved the trouble of saying, “Take me to your
leader,” Grimes thought smugly. Drongo must be doing
his dickering with some very minor court official. . . .
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He asked suavely, “And what is the name of your coun-
try, Your Majesty? Is it, too, called Morrowviar”

Puzzle lines creased her rather broad face. And then
she smiled. Her teeth were very white and looked
sharp, the teeth of a carnivore rather than of an omni-
vore. She said, “You do not understand. The captain of
the ship called Corgi made the same mistake when he
landed at Melbourne, many kilometers from here. I have
been told that he called the Queen of Melbourne “Your
Majesty.” He explained, later, that this is a title given to
queens on your world, or worlds. . . .” She added mod-
estly, yet not without a touch of pride, “I am the elected
Queen of Cambridge, the town to the south of where
you have landed.”

“Melbourne . . .” echoed Grimes. “Cambridge . . .” But
it made sense. Homesick colonists have always perpetu-
ated the names of their home towns.

“He—Morrow—left us a book, a big book, in which he
had written all the names that we are to use for our
towns. . . .” Maya went on.

Yes, it made sense all right. It was all too probable
that the people of a Lost Colony would deviate from
the human norm—but if they still spoke a recognizable
major Earth language, and if their centers of population
were named after Earth cities, whoever rediscovered
them would have no duobt as to their essential hu-
manity.

“Then what shall T call you,” asked Grimes, “if ‘Your
Majesty’ is not correct?”

“Maya,” she told him. “And I shall call you .. .”.

“Commander Grimes,” he said firmly. It was not that
he would at all object to being on given name terms
with this rather gorgeous creature—but not in front of
his subordinates. “Have you a second name, Maya?” he
asked.

“Yes, Commander Grimes. It is Smith.”

Maya Smith, thought Grimes, a little wildly. Maya
Smith, the Queen of Cambridge. . . . And not a rag to
cover her, not even any Crown Jewels. . . . And escorted
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by henchmen and henchwomen armed to the teeth with
spears and bows and arrows. . . .

Spears and bows and arrows . . . they could be just as
lethal as more sophisticated weaponry. Grimes looked
away hastily from the Queen of Cambridge to her peo-
ple, saw, with relief, that there was no immediate cause
for worry. The Morrowvians were not using the time-
honored technique of enthusiastic fraternization, of close,
ostensibly friendly contact that would make the snatch-
ing of guns from their owners’ hands all too easy when
the time came. There was a certain stand-offishness
about them, in fact, an avoidance of too close physical
proximity. Some of the Marines, to judge by the way
that they were looking at the native women, would have
wished it otherwise—but Philby and his sergeant were
keeping a watchful eye both on their men and on the
visitors.

Grimes felt free to continue his conversation with
Maya. He gestured toward Southerly Buster, where the
people from the other village were still clustered about
Kane and his officers. “And your friend . . . what is she
called?”

“She is no friend of mine. That cat!”

“But who is she?”

“Her name is Sabrina. She is the Queen of Oxford.”
The woman tumed away from Grimes, stared toward
Kane’s vessel and the activity around her boarding ramp.
She said, in a rather hurt voice, “The other ship has
brought gifts for the people. Did you bring no gifts?”

“Mphm,” Grimes grunted. He thought, There must be
something in my storerooms that she’d fancy. . . . He
said, “We did not know what you would like. Perhaps
you would care to come on board, to take refreshments
with us. Then we shall be able to discuss matters.”

Maggie Lazenby snorted delicately.

“Thank you, Commander Grimes,” said Maya Smith.
“And my people?r”

“They may come aboard too. But I must request that
they leave their weapons outside.”
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She looked at him in some amazement. “But we never
bring weapons into another person’s home. They are for
hunting, and for defense. There will be nothing to hunt
in your ship—and surely we shall not need to defend our-
selves against anything!”

You have been away from the mainstream of civiliza-
tion a long time! thought Grimes.

He called the first lieutenant on his wrist transceiver
to wamn him to prepare to receive guests, then led the
way up the ramp, into the ship.

9

The Survey Service has procedures laid down for prac-
tically everything, and as long as you stick to them you
will not go far wrong. Grimes didn’t need to consult the
handbook titled Procedures For Entertaining Alien Po-
tentates. He had entertained Alien Potentates before. In-
sofar as the milking of such beings of useful information
was concerned he had conformed to the good old princi-
ple—candy is dandy, but licker is quicker. Of course, it
was at times rather hard to decide what constituted
either candy or liquor for some of the more exotic life
forms. . ..

The majority of the natives had been shown into the
wardroom, there to be entertained by the first lieutenant
and—with the exception of Maggie Lazenby—the senior
scientific officers. In his own day cabin Grimes had Maya
Smith, the two men who constituted her bodyguard, and
Maggie. He knew that it was foolish of him to feel ill
at ease sitting there, making polite conversation with a
naked woman and two naked men. Maggie took the situ-
ation for granted, of course—but her upbringing had
been different from his. On Arcadia, the planet of her
birth and upbringing, clothing was worn only when the
weather was cold enough to justify the inconvenience.

“Tea, Maya?” asked Grimes. “Coffee?”

“What is tea?” 