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2 DITORIAL

SOMETIMES

YOU JUST CAN'T WIN

|=ui HERE are some situa-

1— —e—

[_: tions which simply don't
have any possible an-
. swer which 1s satisfac-

tory—situations where-
in all the possibilities entail conse-
quences which are anathema. The
worst factor of such situations is,
usually, that no one then wants to
look clearly and honestly at the ac-
tual facts and factors involved—and,
by reason of the resultant malinfor-
mation, the actions taken lead to
cven worse results than necessary.

The problem of Africa, it seems to
me, as typified by the Congo sttua-
tion, is one of those problems—and
it's getting worse because, since no
possible solution is also a satisfac-
tory one, no workable solution is
being accepted.

The only satisfactory solution is
one that I, as a man much interested
in the possibilities and uses of psi
forces, do mot believe can be de-
pended on. If we had available a
number of well-trained, competent,
and successful Enchanters, Magi-
cians, and Conjurers, the problem of

the Congo could be solved satisfac-
torily. Currently, the United States,
and the other Western nations, ap-
pear to be operating on the basis of
a touching, but rather naive, convic-
tion that such LEnchanters will show
up any minute.

Nothing else could solve the Con-
go problem in a way acceptable to
the Western peoples. To date, the
Western efforts, through the United
Nations, have yielded nothing but
bankruptcy financially and politi-
cally. This is not to say that the
Communist nations are right—it's
just that they aren’t as wrong as the
West. And the Afro-Asian bloc, un-
like the West, is acting 1n a more
consistent manner; those people tra-
ditionally believe in Magic, so that
their hope for a Magical solution is
at least understandable.

The fundamencal fallacies of the
Western policies stems from two
false postulates.

1. Everyone wants an education.

2. All men will act eagerly in their
own self-interest. And we might add
a third:
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3. Sweet Reason can prevail over
Force and Faith in illogical beliefs.

There’s an interesting “What Is
It?” puzzle you can make up about
Postulate #1 up there. “What is it
that everybody agrees is of immense
value. That everyone who has one
constantly tries to give to others, but
which, even if he gives it, he will
sti}l have. While although those who
do not have one want one, they
strongly resent being given one, and
dislike getting one for themselves.
And those who do not have one re-
sent the fact that others do have .one
and, although they will not accept it
as a gift, resent that the ‘haves’ won't
give it freely and easily?”

The answer, of course, is “An edu-
cation.” The difficulty being, of
course, that acquiring an education
1s a painful process; people want to
already-have-one, but don’t want to
acquire one, even as a gift. A child
learns about electric shock by expe-
rience; the education is valuable, of
course, it's highly desirable to have
it, but most unpleasant to acquire it.

Postulate Number Two continues
to be considered valid by a vast ma-
jority of Mankind . . . and, seem-
ingly, no amount of experience with
its Hat tnvalidity makes the slightest
difference. People go right on be-
lieving it.

We don’t have to go to Africa to
see that it's not true. We can study
the matter right here in the United
States, among our immediate neigh-
bors. The trouble is that Postulate
Number Three underlies the prob-
lem, and we neglect to consider that

a man acts in what his Faith and
Belief holds is his best self-interest,
not what #s his best self-interest, nor
of course, in what yoxr Faith and
Belief holds is his self-interest. ( Natu-
rally, of course, yox don’t have Faith
and Belief; what yo# have is Under-
standing of the Truth. Unlike you, /e
is stupid, and thinks-feels that his
Faith and Believe is Understanding
of the Truth. It feels that way to
him, and he acts on it.)

If you think Sweet Reason and
self-interest can prevail over Faith
and Belief, try talking a hundred
per cent American, native-born
Protestant type, of the Amish faith
into using machinery to make his
living, and that of his family, easier.

Acquiring an education is a pain-
ful process anyway; the Amish refuse
to send their children to State-sup-
ported schools, because the State
schools are full of subversive teach-
ers, who seek to undermine the chil-
dren’s belief in the American Way
of Life—i.e, the Amish-American
way of life. The teachers at the State
schools try to teach that machines
like automobiles and television and
washing machines are good and ben-
eficial.

Remember that “a subversive
teacher” 1s one who secks to teach
the children things that yox believe to
be false, and don't want yozr chil-
dren to learn. (But since you, of
course, don't have Faiths and Be-
liefs, but only Uncerstandings of
Truch, if you think the teacher is
teaching a false’ doctrine, it must
logically be true. The trouble being
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that everyone feels exactly thar

way . . .)

The Amish are by no means alone
in that disregard of what we con-
sider obvious, racional self-interest.
The Jehovah’'s Witnesses who stand
by and watch their child die because
the medical technique which would
save its life would, they sincerely be-
lieve, endanger its immortal soul.
They are acting—or not-acting, as
you will—in the best self-interest of
the child, as their Faith and Belief
shows it to be.

That particular type of case ap-
pears 1n court in this country every
so often. Ic appears in court because
Sweet Réason has had not the slight-
est eftect in moving the parents of
the child to logical self-interest. The
court then applies the one technique
Mankind so-far knows that will
change a stubbornly opposed mind's
actions . . . even if it won't change
that mind. Pure physical force. The
police force imposes the court’s deci-
sion, willy-nilly, on the parents and
the child.

Please note cthat, in such a case,
‘the only method we can imagine that
would produce the needed resule,
without using physical force, would
be an Enchanter. Cast a spell on the
parents so that their Faith and Be-
lief changed, and they would imme-
diately and happily aid the dectors
in saving the child.

Now let’s apply these readily-ob-
served facts of resl—not theoretical!
—human behavior to the Congo
problem.

By far the majority of the Congo-
lese are tribesmen, living in ritual-
taboo systems under tribal govern-
ments. The new leaders are Euro-
pean-educated city people. In all the
hiscory of mankind's civilization,
there has been greater or lesser de-
grees of tension and mutual hatred
between city and country people.
The city people have new ways, new
ideas; the country folk hate the new
ideas and stubbornly fight against
them. In the Congo, the city ideas
aren't even Congolese 1deas—they're
European 1deas.

The normal reaction of primitive
tribesmen to would-be teachers is to
kill the wicked subverter of their
children. (They don't have to be very
primicive, either; the Achenians poi-
soned Socrates for turning their chil-
dren away from the Gods.) A few
years ago, the Aruba Indians of
Central America killed three Ameri-
can missionaries who went into their
country and started subverting their
people to strange new ideas.

After the three were killed, a
United States Army task force went

in to recover the -bodies. They went
1in by helicopter, with a task-force of

men armed with machine guns, mot-
tars, and assorted modern weapons.
They didn’t shoot up the primitive
tribesmen, of course . .. but the
general effect was somewhat equiva-
lent to this: Suppose an extraterres-
trial alien lands, and is killed by mob
action in New York City. Sorrow-
fully, his fellows send a task-force to
recover his body. Half 2 dozen mile-
Continued on page 174
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A SPACESHIP
NAMED

RANDALL GARRETT

The basic trouble with McGuire
was that, though “he” was a robot
spaceship, nevertheless “he” had
a definite weakness that a man
might understand . . .

Hlustrated by Douglas
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[ 1O. NOBODY ever delib-
| erately named a space-
ship that. The staid and
) stolid minds that run

the companies which
design and build spaceships rarely
let their minds run to fancy. The only
example I can think of is the unsung
hero of the last century who had
puckish imagination enough to name
the first atomic-powered submarine
Nazwntilus. Such minds are rare. Most
minds equate dignity with dullness.

This ship happened to have a mag-
netogravitic drive, which automatical-
ly put it into the MG class. It also
happened to be the first successful
model to be equ:pped with a Yale
robotic brain, so it was given the
designation MG-YR 7—the first six
had had more bugs in them than a
Leopoldville tenement.

So somebody at Yale—another un-
sung hero—named the ship Mc-
Guire; it wasn’t ofhcial, but 1t stuck.

The next step was to get someone
to test-hop McGuire. They needed
just the right man—quick-minded,
tough, imaginative, and a whole slew
of complementary adjectives. They
wanted a perfect superman to test
pilot their baby, even if they knew
they'd eventually have to take second
best.

It took the Yale Space Foundation
2 long time to pick the right man,

No, I'm not the guy who tested the
McGuire.

I'm the guy who stole it.

Shalimar Ravenhurst is not the
kind of bloke that very many people

can bring themselves to like, and, in
this respect, I'm like a great many
people, if not more so. In the first
place. a man has no nght to go around
toting a name like “Shalimar”™; it
makes names like “Beverly” and I.es-
lie” and "Evelyn” sound almost hairy
chested. You want a dozen other rea-
sons, you'll get them.

Shalimar Ravenhurst owned a little
planetoid out in the Belt, 2 hunk of
nickel-iron about the size of a small-

1sh mountain with a2 gee-pull meas-

urable in fractions of a centimeter per
second squared. If you're susceptible
to spacesickness, that kind of gravity
is about as much help as aspirin
would have been to Marie Antoinette.
You get the feeling of a floor beneath
you, but there’s a distinct impression
that it won't be there for long. It
keeps trying to drop out from under
you.

I dropped my flitcterboat on the
landing field and looked around with-
out any hope of -seeing anything. I
didn’t. The field was about the size of
a football field, a bright, shiny ex-
panse of rough-polished metal, carved
and smoothed flat from the nickel-
iron of the planetoid itself. It not only
served as a lahding field, but as a re-
flector beacon, 2 mirror that flashed
out the sun’s reflection as the plane-
toid turned slowly on its axis. I'd
homed in on that beacon, and now I
was sitting on It.

There wasn'’t a soul in sight. Off to
one end of the rectangular field was a
single dome, a hemisphere about
twenty feet in diameter and half as
high. Nothing else.
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I sighed and flipped on the mag-
netic anchor, which grabbed hold of
the metal beneath me and held the
flirerboar tightly to the surface. Then
I cuc the drive, plugged in the tele-
phone, and punched for “Local.”

The automatic finder searched
around for the Ravenhurst tickler sig-
nal, found it, and sent out a beep
along the same channel.

I waited while che thing beeped
twice. There was a click, and a voice
said: “Raven’s Rest. Yes?” It wasn't
Ravenhurst.

I said: “This i1s Daniel Oak. I want
to talk to Mr. Ravenhurst.”

"Mr. Oak? But you weren't ex-
pected until tomorrow.”

“Fine. I'm early. Let me talk to
Ravenhurst.”

“But Mr. Ravenhurst wasn’t expect-
ing you to—"

I got all-of-a-sudden exasperated.
“Unless your instruments are running
on secondhand flashlight batteries,
you've known I was coming for the
past half hour. I followed Raven-
hurst’s instructions not to use radio,
but he should know I'm here by this
time. He told me to come as fast as
possible, and I followed those in-
structions, too. I always follow in-
structions when I'm paid enough.

“Now, I'm here; tell Ravenhurst I
want to talk to him, or I'll simply flit
back to Eros, and thank him much for
a pretty retainer that didn’t do him
any good but gave me a nice profic
for my trouble.”

“"One. moment, please,” said the
volce.

It took about a minute and a half,

which was about nine billion jifhes
too long, as far as I was concerned.

Then another voice said: “Oak?
Wasn't expecting you till tomorrow.”

“So I hear. I thought you were in a
hurry, but if you're not, you can just
provide me with wine, women, and
other necessities until tomorrow.
That's above and beyond my fee, of
course, since you're wasting my time,
and I'm evidently not wasting yours.”

I couldn’t be sure whether the
noise he made was a grunt or a muf-
fled chuckle, and I didn’t much care.
“Sorry, Oak; I really didn’t expect you
so soon, but I do want to .. . I
want you to get started right away.
Leave your flitterboat where it 1s; I'll
have someone take care of it. Walk on
over to the dome and come on in.”
And he cut off.

I growled something I was glad he
didn’'t hear and hung up. I wished
that I'd had a vision unit on the
phone; I'd like to have seen his face.
Although I knew I might not have
learned much more from his expres-
sion than I had from his voice.

I got out of the flitterboat, and
walked across the dome, my maganetic
soles making subdued clicking noises
inside the suit as they caught and re-
leased the metallic plain beneath me.
Beyond the field, I was surrounded by
a lumpy horizon and a black sky full
of bright, hard stars.

The green light was on when I
reached the door to the dome, so'1
opened it and went on in, closing it
behind me. I flipped the toggle that
began flooding the room with air.
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When it was up to pressure, 2 trap-
door in the floor of the dome opened
and a créew-cut, blond young man
scuck his head up. "Mr. Oak?”

1 toyed, for an instant, with the
idea of giving him a sarcastic answer.
Who else would it be? How many
-other visitors were running around
on the surface of Raven's Rest?

Instead, I said: “That’s right.” My
voice must have sounded pretty muf-
fled o him through my fishbowl.

“Come on down, Mr. Oak. You can
shuck your vac suit below.”

I thought "below” was a pretty am-
biguous term on a low-gee lump like
this, but I followed him down the lad-
der. The ladder was a necessity for
fast transportation; if I'd just tried to
jump down from one floor to the
.next, it would’'ve taken me until a
month from next St. Swithin’s Day to
land.

The door overhead closed, and I
could hear che pumps start cycling.
The warning light turned red.

I took off my suit, hung it in a’

handy locker, showing that all I had
on underneath was my skin-tight
“union suit.”

“All right if T wear this?” I asked
the blond young man, “Or should I
borrow a set of shorts and a jacket?”
Most places in the Belt, a union suit
is considered normal dress; a man
never knows when he might have to
climb into a vac suit—fasz. But there
are a few of the hoity-toity places on
Eros and Ceres and a few of the other
well-settled places where a man or
woman is required to put on shorts
and jacket before entering. -And io

good old New York City, 2 man and
woman were locked up for “indecent
exposure” a few months ago. The
judge threw the case out of court, but
he told them they were lucky they
hadn’t been picked up in Boston. It
seems that the eye of the bluenose
turns a jaundiced yellow at the sight
of a union suit, and he sees red.

But there were evidently no blue-
noses here. "Perfectly all right, Mr.
Oak,” the blond young man said af-
fably. Then he cqughed politely and
added: “"But I'm afraid I'll have to ask
you to take off the gun.”

I glanced at the holster under my
armpit, walked back over to the lock-
er, opened it, and took out my vac
suit.

" "Hey!" said the blond young ‘man.
“Where are you gong?”

“Back to my boat,” I said calmly.
“I'm getting tired of this runaround
already. I'm a professional man, not a
hired flunky. If you'd called a doctor,
you wouldn’t tell him to leave his lit-
tle black bag behind; if you'd called a
lawyer, you wouldn’t make him check
his brief case. Or, if you did, he'd tell
you to drop dead.

"I was asked to come here as fast as
possible, and when I do, I'm told to
wait till tomorrow. Now you want
me to check my gun. The hell with
you."
“Merely a safety precaution,” said
the blond young man worriedly.

"You think I'm going to shoot
Ravenhurst, maybe? Don’t be an
idiot.” I started climbing into my vac
sult.

“Just a minute, please, Mr. Qak,"
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said a voice from a hidden speaker. It
was Ravenhurst, and he actually
sounded apologetic. “You mustn't
blame Mr. Feller; those are my
standing orders, and 1 failed to tell
Mr. Feller to make an exception 1n
your case. The error was mine.”

"I know,” I said. “1 wasn’t blaming
Mr. Feller. I wasn't even talking to
him. I was addressing you.”

“I believe you. Mr. Feller, our
guest has gone to all the trouble of
having a suit made with a space un-
der the arm for that gun; I see no
reason t0 make him remove 1t.” A
pause. "Again, Mr. QOak, I apologize.
I really want you to take this job.”

I was already taking off the vac
suit again.

“But,” Ravenhurst continued
smoothly, “if 1 fail to live up to your
ideas of courtesy again, I hope you'll
forgive me in advance. I'm some-
times very forgetful, and I don't like
it when a man threatens to leave my
employ twice in the space of fifteen
minutes.”

"I'm not 1n your employ yet, Raven-
hurst,” I said. “If 1 accept the job, I
won't threaten to quit again unless I
mean to carry it through, and it would
take a Jot more than common dis-
courtesy to make me do that. On the
other hand, your brand of discourtesy
is a shade above the common.”

"I thank you for that, at least,” said
Ravenhurst. "Show him to my office,
Mr. Feller.”

The blond young man nodded
wordlessly and led me from the room.

Walking under low-gee conditions

is ltke nothing else in this universe. 1
don’t mean trotting around on Luna:
one-sixth gee is practically homelike
in comparison. And zero gee is so de-
void of orientation that it gives the
sensation of falling endlessly until
you get used to it. But a planetoid is
in a different class altogether.

Remember that dream—almost ev-
erybody’s had it—where you're sud-
denly able to fly? It isn't flying exact-
ly; it's a sort of swimming in the air.
Like being underwater, except that
the medium around you isn’t so dense
and viscous, and you can breathe. Re-
member? Well, that's the feeling you
get on a low-gee planetoid.

Your arms don't tend to hang at
your sides, as they do on Earth or
Luna, because the muscular tension
tends to hold them out, just as it does
in zero-gee, but there is still a definite
sensation of up-and-down. If you
push yourself off the floor, you tend
to float in a long, slow, graceful atc,
provided you don't push too hard.
Magnetic soles are practically a must.

I followed the blond Mr. PFeller
down a series of long corridors which
had been painted a pale green, which
gave me the feeling that I was under-
water. There were doors spaced at in-
tervals along the corridor walls. Occa-
sionally one of them would open and
a busy looking man would cross the
corridor, open another doot, and dis-
appear. From behind the doors, I
could hear the drum of distant
sounds. |

We finally ended up in front of
what looked like the only wooden
door in the place. When you're carv-
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ing an office and residence out of a
nickel-iron  planetoid, importing
wood from Earth 1s a purely luxury
matter.

There was no name plate on that
mahogany-red door; there didn't need
to be.

Feller-touched a thin-lined circle 1n
the door jamb.

“You don’t knock?” I asked with
mock seriousness.

“No,” said Feller, with a straight
face. “I have to signal. Knocking
wouldn't do any good. That's just
wood veneer over a three-inch-thick
steel slab.”

The door opened and I stepped in-
side.

I have never scen a room quite like
it.- The furniture was all that same
mahogany—a huge desk, nineteenth
century baroque, with carved and cur-
liched legs; two chairs carved the
same, with padded seats of maroon
leather; and a chair behind the desk
that might have doubled as a bishop’s
throne, with even fancier carving. Oft
to-one side was a long couch uphol-
stered in a lighter maroon. The wall-
to-wall carpeting was a rich Bur-
gundy, with a pile deep enough to
run a reaper through. The walls were
paneled with mahogany and hung
with a couple of huge tapestries done
in maroon, purple, and red. A book-
case along one wall was filled with
‘books, every one of which had been
rebound in maroon leather.

It was like walking into a cask of

old claret. Or old blood.
The man sicting behind the desk
looked as though he'd been built to be

the lightest spot in an analogous color
scheme. His suit was mauve with
purple piping, and his wide, square,
saggy face was florid. On his nose and
cheeks, tiny lines of purple tracing
made darker areas in his skin. His
hair was a medium brown, but it was
clipped so short that the scalp showed
faintly through, and amid all thar
overwhelming background, even the
hair looked vaguely violet.

“Come in, Mr. Oak,” said Shalimar

Ravenhurst.

I walked toward him across the
Burgundy carpet while the blond
young man discreetly closed the door
behind me, leaving us alone. I didn'’t
blame him. 1 was wecaring a yellow
union suit, and [ hate to think what 1
must have looked like in that rfoom.

I sat down in onc of the. chairs fac-
ing the desk after giving a brief
shake to a thick-fingered, well-mani-
cured, slightly oily hand.

He opened a crystal decanter that
stood on one end of the desk. “Have

some Madeira, Mr. Oak? Or would

you like something else? I never drink
spirits at this time of night.”

I fought down an impulse to ask
for a shot of redeye. “The Madeira
will be fine, Mr. Ravenhurst.”

He poured and handed me a
scemmed glass nearly brimming with
the wine. I joined him in an apprecia-
tive sip, then waited while he made
up his mind to talk.

He leaned across the desk, looking
at me with his small, dark eyes. He
had an expression on his face that
looked as if it were trying to sneer
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and leer at the same time but couldn't
get much beyond the smirk stage.

“"Mr. QOak, 1 have investigated you
thoroughly—as thoroughly as it can
be done, at least. My attorneys say
that your reputation is A-one; that
you get things done and rarely disap-
point a client.”

He paused as if waiting for a com-
ment. I gave him nothing.

After a2 moment, he went on. "I
hope that’s true, Mr. Oak, because
I'm going to have to trust you.” He
leaned back in his chair again, his
eyes still on me. "Men vety rarely
like me, Mr. Oak. I am not a likable
man. I do not pretend to be. That’s
not my function.” He said it as if he
had said it many times before, be-
lieved it, and wished it wasn’t so.

“I do not ask that you like me,” he
continued. "I only ask that you be
loyal to my interests for the duration
of this assignment.” Another pause,
"I have been assured by others that
this will be so. I would like your as-
surance.”

“If I take the assignment, Mr.
Ravenhusst,” I told him, “I'll be work-
ing for yox. 1 can be bought, but once
I'm bought I stay bought.

"Now, what seems to be your trou-
ble?”

He frowned. “Well, now, let’s get
one thing settled: Are you working
for me, or not?”

“I won't know that until I find out
what the job 1s.”

His frown deepened. “Now, see
here; this is very confidential work.
What happens if I tell you and you
decide not to work for me?”

I sighed. "Ravenhurst, right now,
youre paying me to listen to you.
Even if I don’t take your job, I'm go-
ing to bill you for expenses and time
to come all the way out here. So, as
far as listening 1s concerned, I'm
working for you now. If I don’t like
the job, I'll scill forget everything I'm
told. All righe?” |

He didn't like it, but he had no
choice. “All right,” he said. He pol-
ished off his glass of Madeira and re-

filled it. My own glass was still nearly
full.

“Mr. Oak,” he began, “I have two
problems. One 1s minor, the other
major. But I have attempted to blow
the minor problem up out of propor-
tion, so that all the people here at
Raven's Rest think that it is the only
problem. They think that I brought
you out here for that reason alone.

"But all that is merely cover-up for
the real problem.”

“Which is?” 1 prompted.

He leaned forward again. Appar-
ently, it was the only exercise he ever
got. “You're aware that Viking Space-
craft is one of the corporations under
the management of Ravenhurst Hold-
tngs?”’

I nodded. Viking Spacecraft built
some of the biggest and best space-
craft in the System. It held most of
Ceres—all of it, in fact, except the
Government Reservaton. It had
moved out to the asteroids a long
time back, after the big mining con-
certns began cutting up the smaller
asteroids for metal. The raw mate-
rials are easier to come by out here
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than they are on Earth, and it's a devil
of a lot easier .to build spacecraft un-
der low-gee conditions than it is un-
der the pull of Earth or Luna or Mars.

“"Do you know anyching abourt the
experimental robotic  ships  being
buile on Eros’” Ravenhurst asked.

“Not much,” I admitted. “T've heard
about them, but I don’t know any of
the derails.” That wasn’t quite true,
but I've found it doesn’t pay to tcll
everybody everything you know.

“The engineering details aren'c
necessary,” Ravenhurst said. "Besides,
I don’t know them, myself. The point
is that Viking is trying to build a ship
that will be as easy to operate as a
flitterboat—a one-man cargo vessel.
Perhaps even a completely automatic
job for cargo, and just use a one-man
crew for the passenger vessels. Imag-
ine how that would cut the cost of
transportation in the Solar System!
Imagine how it would open up high-
specd cargo transter if an auromatic
vessel could accelerate at twenty or
twenty-five gees to turnover!”

['ll give Ravenhurst this: He had a
light 1n his eyes that showed a real
excitement about the prospect he was
discussing, and it wasn’t due entirely
to the money he might make.

“Sounds fine,” I said. "What seems
to be the trouble?”

His face darkened half a shade.
“The company police suspect sabo-
tage, Mr. Oak.”

"How? What kind?”

“They don’t know. Viking has built
six ships of that type—the McGuire
class, the engineers call 1t. Each one
has been slightly different than the

14 ANALOG SCIENCE FACT & FICTIONMN




one betore, of course, as they ironed
out the bugs in their operation. But
each one has been a failure. Not one
of them would pass the test for space-
worthiness.”

“Not a failure of the drive or the
ordinary mechanisms of the ship, I
take 1t?”

Ravenhurst snifted. "Of course not.
The brain. The ships became, as you
might say, non compns mentis. As a
macter of fact, when the last one sim-
ply tried to burrow into the surface of
Eros by reversing its drive, one of the
roboticists said that a coroner’s jury
would have returned a verdict of
‘'suicide while of unsound mind’ it
there were inquests held for space-
ships.”

“That doesn’'t make much sense,”
[ said.

“No. It doesn't. It isn’t sensible.
Those ships’ brains shouldn’t have be-
haved that way. Robot brains don’t go
mad unlcss they're given instructions
to do so—conflicting orders, errone-
ous information, that sort of thing.
Or, unless they have actual physical
defects in the brains chemselves.”

“The brains can handle the job of
flying a ship all righe, though?” I
asked. "I mean, they have the capac-
ity for it?”

“Certainly. They're the same type

that's used to control the automobile .

traftic on the Eastern Seaboard High-
way Network of North America. If
they can control the movement of
millions of cars, there’s no reason why
they can’t control a spaceship.”
“No,” I said, "I suppose not.” [
thought it over for a second, then

asked, "But what do your robotics
men say is causing the malfunc-
tions?”

“That's where the problem comes
in, Mr. Oak.” He pursed his pudgy
lips, and his eyes narrowed. “The
opinions are divided. Some of the
men say it's simply a case of engi-
neering failure—that the bugs have-
n't been worked out of this new
combination, but that as soon as they
are, everything will work as smoothly
as butter. Others say that only deliber-
ate tampering could cause those fail-
ures. And still others say that there’s
not enough cvidence to prove either
of those theories is correct.”

“But your opinion is that 1r’s sabo-
tage?”

“Exactly,” said Ravenhurst, “and I
know who is doing it and why.”

I didn’c cry to conceal the little bit
of surprise that gave me. "You know

the man who's responsible?”

He shook his head rapidly, making
his jowls wobble. “I didn't mean
that. It's not a single man; 1ics a

group.”

"Maybe you'd bertter go into a lit-
tle more detail on that, Mr. Raven-
hurst.”

He nodded, and this time his jowls
bobbled instead of wobbled. "Some
group at Viking is trying to run me
out of the managerial business. They
want Viking to be managed by Thurs-
ton Enterprises; they evidentdy think
they can get a better deal from him
than they can from me. If the Mc-
Guire project fails, they'll bave a
good chance of convincing the stock-
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holders that the fault lies with Raven-
hurst. You follow?”

“So far,” I said. “Do you think
Thurston’s behind this, then?”

"I don't know,” he said slowly. "He
might be, or he might not. If he is,
that's perfectly legitimate business
tactics. He's got a pertect right to try
to get more business for himself if he
wants to. I've undercut him a couple
of times.

“But I don’t think he’s too deeply
involved, if he's involved at all. This
smacks of a personal attack against
me, and I don’t think that’s Thurston’s
type of play.

“You see, things are a little touchy
right now. I won’t go into details, but
you know what the political situation
1s at the moment.

“It works this way, as far as Viking

is concerned: If I lose the managerial °

contract at Viking, a couple of my
other contracts will go by the board,
too—especially if it’s proved that I've
been lax in management or have been
expending credit needlessly.

“These other two companies are
actually a lictle shaky at the moment;
I've only been managing them for a
little over a year in one case and two
years in the other. Their assets have
come up since I took over, but they'd
still dump me if they thought I was
reckless.”

“How can they do that?” [ asked.
“You have a contract, don't you?”

"Certainly. They wouldn’t break it.
But they'd likely ask the Government
Inspectors to step in and check every
step of the managerial work. Now,
you and I and everybody else knows

that you have to cut corners to make a
business successful. If the GI's step
in, that will have to stop—which
means we'll show a loss heavy enough
to put us out. We'll be forced to sell
the contract for a pittance.

“Well, then. If Viking goes, and
these other two corporations go, it’ll
begin to look as if Ravenhurst can'’t
take care of himself and his com-
panies anymore. Others will climb on
the bandwagon. Contracts that are
coming up for renewal will be recon-
sidered instead of continuing auto-
matically. I think you can see where
that would lead eventually.”

I did. You don't go into the manag-
ing business these days unless you
have plenty on the ball. You've got
to know all the principles and all the
tricks of organization and communi-
cation, and you've got to be able to
waltz your way around all the road-
blocks that are caused by Government
laws—some of which have been float-
ing around on the books of one na-
tion or another for two or three cen-
turies.

Did you know that there’s a law on
the American statute books that for-
bids the landing of a spaceship within
one hundred miles of a city? That
was passed back when they were us-
ing rockets, but it's never been re-
pealed. Technically, then, it's almost
impossible to land a ship anywhere
on the North American continertt.
Long Island Spaceport is openly
flouting the law, if you want to look
at 1t that way.

A managerial combine has to know
all those little things and know how
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to get around them. It has to be able
to have the confidence of the stock-
holders of a corporation—if it’s run
on the Western Plan—or the confi-
dence of communal owners if it’s run
on the Eastern Plan.

Something like this could snow-
ball on Ravenhurst. It isn’t only the
rats that desert a sinking ship; so
does anyone else who has any sense.

“What I want to know, Mr. Oak,”
Ravenhurst continued, “is who 1s be-
hind this plot, whether an individual
or a group. I want to know identity
and motivation,”

“Is that all?” I eyed him skeptical-

ly.

“No. Of course not. I want you to
make sure that the MG-YR 7 isn't
sabotaged. I want you to make sure
it's protected from whatever kind of
monkey wrenches are being thrown
into its works.”

“It's nearly ready for testing now,
isn't it?” I asked.

“It is ready. It seems to be in per-
fect condition so far. Viking is al-
ready looking for a test pilot. I’s still
in working order now, and [ want to
be certain that it will remain so.”

I cocked my head to one side and
gave him my Interrogative And Sus-
picious Glance—Number 9 in the
manual. “You didn’t do any checking
on the first six McGuire ships. You
wait until this one is done before call-
ing me. Why the delay, Ravenhurst?”

[t didn’c faze him. "I became sus-
picious after McGuire 6 failed. I put

Colonel Brock on it.”
I nodded. I'd had dealings with

Brock. He was head of Ravenhurst's
Security Guard. "Brock didn't ger
anywhere,” 1 said.

“He did not. His own face is too
well known for him to have investi-
gated personally, and he’s not enough
of an actor to get away with using a
plexiskin mask. He had to use under-
lings. And I'm afraid some of them
might be in the pay of the . . . ah

. opposition, They got nowhere.”

“In other words, you may have
spies in your own organization who
are working with the Viking group.
Very interesttng. That means they
know I'm working for you, which
will effectively seal me up, too. You
might as well have kept Brock on the
job.”

He smiled in a smug, superior sort
of way that some men might have re-
sented. I did. Even though I'd fed him
the line so that he could feel supe-
rior, knowing that a smart operator
like Ravenhurst would already have
covered his tracks. I couldn’t help
wishing I'd told him simply to trot
out his cover story instead of letting
him think I believed it had never oc-
curred to either of us before.

“As far as my staff knows, Mr. Oak,
you are here to escort my -daughter,
Jaqueline, to Braunsville, Luna. You
will, naturally, have to take her to
Ceres in your flitterboat, where you
will wait for a specially chartered
ship to take you both to Luna. That
will be a week after you arrive. Since
the McGuire 7 is to be tested wichin
three days, that should give you am-
ple time.”

"It it doesn’t?”
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“We will consider that possib:lity
if and when it becomes probable. I
have a great deal of faith in you.

“Thanks. One more thing: why do
you think anybody will swallow the
idea thac your daughter needs a pri-
vate bodyguard to escort her to
Braunsville?”

His smile broadened a little. “You
have not met my daughter, Mr. Qak.
Jaqueline takes after me in a great
many respects, not the least of which
1s her desire to have things her own
way and submit to no man'’s yoke, as
the saying goes. I have had a difficulc
ttme with her, sir; a difficule time. It
is and has been a matter of steering a
narrow course between the Scylla of
breaking her spirit with too much
discipline and the Charybdis of al-
lowing her to ruin her life by letting
her go hog wild. She is seventeen
now, and the time has come to send
her to a school where she will receive
an education suitable to her poten-
tialities and abilities, and discipline
which will be suitable to her sprrit.

“Your job, Mr. Oak, will be to make
sure she gets there. You are not a
bodyguard in the sense that you must
protect her from the people around
her. Quite the contrary, they may
need protection from Aber. You are to
make sure she arrives in Braunsville
on schedule. She is perfectly capable
of taking it in her head to go scooting
off to Earth if you turn your back on
her.”

Still smiling, he refilled his glass.
"Do have some more Made.ra, r.
Oak. It's really an excellent year.”

I let him refill my glass.

“That, I think, will cover your real
activities well enough. My daughter
will, of course, take a tour of the plant
on Ceres, which will allow you to do
whatever work 1s necessary.”

He smiled at me.

I didn’t smile back.

“Up till now, this sounded like a
pretty nice assignment,” [ said. “But I
don’t want it now. | can't take care of
a teenage girl with a desire for the
bright lights of Earth while I investi-
gate a sabotage case.”

I knew he had an out; I was just
prodding him into springing it.

He did. "Of course not. My daugh-
ter 1s not as scatterbrained as I have
painted her. She is going to help
you."

“Help me?”

“Exactly. You are ostensibly her
bodyguard. If she turns up missing,
you will, of course, leave no stone un-
turned o find her.” He chuckled.
“And Ceres 1s a fairly large stone.”

[ thought 1t over. I still didn’t like
it too well, but if Jaqueline wasn’t go-
ing to be too much trouble to take
care of, it might work out. And if she
did get to be too much trouble, I
could see to it that she was unoffi-
cially derained for a while.

"All righe, Mr. Ravenhurst,” I said,
“you've got yourself a man for both
jobs.”

"Both?”

“I find out who is trying to sabo-
tage the McGuire ship, and I baby-sit
for you. That's two jobs. And you're
going to pay for both of them.”

“I expected to,” said Shalimar Ra-
venhurst.
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Fifteen minutes later, I was walk-
ing into the room where I'd left my
vac suit. There was a girl waiting for
me.

She was already dressed in her vac
suit, so there was no way to be sure,
but she looked as if she had a nice
figure underneath the suit. Her face
was rather unexceptionally pretty, a
sort of nice-girl-next-door face. Her
hair was a reddish brown and was cut
fairly close to the skull; only a woman
who never intends to be 1n a vac suit
in free fall can afford to let her hair
Erow.

"Miss Ravenhurst?” I asked.

She grinned and stuck out a hand.
“Just call me Jack. And I'll call you
Dan. O.K.?"

I grinned and shook her hand be-
cause there wasn't much else I could
do. Now I'd met the Ravenhursts: A
father called Shalimar and a daughter
called Jack.

And a spaceship named McGuire.

I gave the flitterboar all the push it
would take to get us to Ceres as fast
as possible. I don't like riding in the
things. You sit there inside a transite
hull, which has two bucket seats in-
side it, fore and aft, astraddle the
drive tube, and you guide from one
beacon to the next while you keep tabs
on orbital positions by radio. It’s a
long jump from one rock to the next,
even in the asteroid belt, and you
have to live inside your vac suit until
you come to a stopping place where
you can spend an hour or so resting
before you go on. It's like driving
cross-continent in an automobile, ex-

cept that the signposts and landmarks
are constantly shifting position. An
inexperienced man can ger lost easily
in the Belt.

I was happy to find that Jack Ra-
venhurst knew how to handle a flit-
terboar and could sight navigate by
the stars. That meant that I could
sleep while she piloted and wvice-
versa. The trip back was a lot easier
and faster than the trip out had been.

[ was glad, in a way, that Ceres was
within flitterboat range of Raven's
Rest. 1 don't like the time wasted in
waiting for a regular spaceship, which
you have to do when your target is a
quarter of the way around the Belt
from you. The cross-system jumps
don’t take long, but getting to a ship
takes ttme.

The Ravenhurst girl wasn’t much
of a talker while we were en route, A
little general chitchat once in a while,
then she'd clam up to do a little men-
tal orbit figuring. I didn’t mind. I was
in no mood to pump her just yet, and
[ was usually figuring orbits myself.
You get in the habit after a while.

When the Ceres beacon came into
view, I was snoozing. Jack reached
forward and shook my shoulder. “De-
celerating toward Ceres,” she said.
“Want to take over from here on?”
Her voice sounded tinny and tired in
the earphones of my fishbowl.

"O.K.; I'll .take her in. Have you
called Ceres Field yet?”

“Not yet. I figured that you'd better
do that, since it's your flitterboat.”

I said O.K. and called Ceres. They
gave me a traffic orbit, and I followed
it 1n to Ceres Field.
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It was a lot bigger than the post-
age-stamp ficld on Raven’s Rest, and
more brightly lit, and a lot busier, but
it was basically the same idea—a
broad, wide, smooth area that had
been carved out of the surface of the
nickel-iron with a focused sun beam.
One end of it was reserved for fHitter-
boats; three big spaceships sat on the
other end, looking very noblesse ob-
lige at che little flicterboars.

1 clainped down, gave the key to
one of the men behind the desk after
we had gone below, and turned to
Jack. "1 suggest we go to the hotel
first and get a shower and a lictle rest.
We can go out to Viking tomorrow.”

She glanced at her watch. Like ev-
ery other watch and clock in the Belt,
it was set for Greenwich Srandard
T'ime. What's the point in having
(1me zones in space’?

“I'm not tired,” she said brightly.
‘T got plenty of sleep while we were
on the way. Why don't we go out to-
night? They've got a bounce-dance
place called Balé's thatc—"

I held up a hand. “No. You may
not be tired, but I am. Remember, 1
went all the way out there by myself,
and then came right back.

"I need at least six hours sleep in a
nice, comfortable bed before I'll be
able to move again.”

The look she gave me made me
feel every one of my thirty-five years,
but I didn’t intend to let her go roam-
ing around at this stage of the game.

Instead, I put her aboard one of the
little rail cars, and we headed for the
Viking Arms, generally considered
the best hotel on Ceres.

Ceres has a pretty respectable gee
pull for a planetoid: Three per cent
of Standard. I weigh a good, hefty
five pounds on the surface. That
makes it a lot easier to walk around
on Ceres than on, say, Raven’s Rest.
Even so, you always get the impres-
sion that one of the little rail cars that
scoots along the corridors is climbing
uphtll all the way, because the acceler-
ation is greater than any measly thirty
centimeters per second squared.

Jack didn’t say another word until
we reached the Viking, where Raven-
hurst had thoughtfully made reserva-
tions for adjoining rooms. Then,
after we'd registered, she said: "We
could at least get somcthing to eat.”

“That's not 2 bad idea. We can get
something to line our stomachs, any-
way. Steak?”

She beamed up at me. “Steak.
Sounds wonderful after all those
mushy concentrates. Let’s go.”

The restaurant off the lobby was
just like the lobby and the corridors
outside—a big room hollowed out of
the metal of the asteroid. The walls
had been painted to prevent rusting,
but they still bore the roughness left
by the sun beam that had burnt them
out.

We sat down at a table, and a
waiter brought over a menu. The
place wouldn't be classed higher than
a third-rate cafe on Earch, but on
Ceres it's considered one of the better
places. The prices certainly compare
well with those of the best New
York or Moscow restaurants, and the
price of meat, which has to be shipped
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from Earth, is—you should pardon
the gag—astronomical.

That didn’t bother me. Steaks for
two would go right on the expense
account, I mentally thanked Mr. Ra-
venhurst for the fine slab of beet
when the waiter fnally brought it.

While we were watting, though, I
lic a cigarette and said: “You're aw-
fully quiet, Jack.”

"Am I? Men are funny.”

“Is that meant as a conversational
gambic, or an honest observation?”

"Obscrvation. I mean, men are al-
ways complaining thac girls talk too
much, but if a girl keeps her mouch
shut, they think there’'s something
wrong with her.”

“Uh-huh. And you think that's a
paradox or something?”

She looked puzzled. “Isn’t 1t?”

“Not at all. The noise a jackham-
mer makes isn’t pleasant at all, but if
it doesn’t make that noise, you figure
it isn't functioning properly. So you
wonder why.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I had
noticed a man wearing the black-and-
gold union suit ot Ravenhurst’s Se-
curity Guard coming toward us from
the door, using the gliding shuffle that
works best under low gee. I ignored
him ro listen to Jack Ravenhurst.

“That has all the earmarks of a dir-
ty crack,” she said. The tone of her
voice indicated that she wasn't sure
whether to be angry or to laugh,

“Hello, Miss Ravenhurse; Hi, Qak.”
Colonel Brock had reached the table.
He stood there, smiling his raiher
flat smile, while his eyes looked us
both over caretully.
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He was five feec ten, an inch short-
er than I am, and lean almost to the
point of emaciation. His scarred.
hard-bitcen face looked as though it
had gotten that way when he tried to
kiss a crocodile.

"Hello, Brock,” I said. “What's
new?”

Jack gave him a meaningless smile
and said: "Hello, colonel.” She was
obviously not very impressed with
either of us.

"Mind if I sic?” Brock asked.

We didn’t, so he sat.

“I'm sorry I missed you at the
spaceport,” Brock said seriously,
"but I had several of my boys there
with their eyes open.” He was quite
obviously addressing Jack, not me.

“It’s all right,” Jack said. “I'm not
going anywhere this ume.” She
looked at me and gave me an odd
grin. "I'm going to stay home and be
a good girl this time around.”

Colonel  Brock’s  good-natured
chuckle sounded about as genuine as
the ring of a lead nickel. “Oh, you're
no trouble, Miss Ravenhurst.”

“Thank you, kind sir; you're a poor
liar.” She stood up and smiled sweet-
ly. “Will you gentlemen excuse me a
moment?”’

We would and did. Colonel Brock
and I watched her cross the room and
disappear through a door. Then he
turned to look at me, giving me a
wry grin and shaking his head a lictle
sadly. "So you got saddled with Jack
the Ripper, ¢h, Oak?”

“Is she that bad?”

His chuckle was harsher this time,
and had the ring of truth. “You'll find

out. Oh, I don’t mean she’s got the
morals of a cat or anything like thar,
So far as ] know, she’s still waiting for
Mister Right to come along.”

“Drugs?” 1 asked. “Liquor?”

“A few drinks now and then—
nothing else,” Brock said. "No, it's
none of the usual chings. It isn’t what
she does that counts; it's what she
talks other people into doing. She’s a
convincer.’

“That sounds impressive,” I said.
"What does it mean?”

His hard face looked wolfish, “I
ought to let you find out for yourself.
But, no; that wouldn't be professional
courtesy, and it wouldn't be ethical.”

“Brock,” I said tiredly, “I have been
given more runarounds in the past
week than Mercury has had in the
past millennium. I expece clients to
be cagey, to hold back information,
and to lie. Bue I didn’t expect it of
you. Give.”

He nodded brusquely. “As I said,
she’s a convincer. A talker. She can
talk people into doing almost any-
thing she wants them to.”

“For instance?”

"Like, for instance, getting all the
patrons at the Ba/tr to do a snake
dance around the corridors in the al-
together. The Ceres police broke it
up, but she was nowhere to be
found.”

He said it so innocently that I
knew he'd been che one to get her out
of the mess.

"And the time,” he continued,
“that she almost succeeded in getting
a welder hamed Plotkin elected He-
reditary Czar of Ceres. She'd have suc-
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cecded, too, if she hadn’t made the
mistake of getting Plotkin himself up
to speak in front of his loyal sup-
porters. After that, everybody felt so
silly that the movement fell apart.”

He went on, reciting half a dozen
more instances of the girl's ability to
influence people without winning
friends. None of them were new to
me; they were all on file in the Po-
litical Survey Division of the United
Nations Government on Earth, plus
several more which Colonel Brock
either neglected to tell me or wasn't
aware of himself.

But I listened with interest; after
all, I wasn’t supposed to know any of
these things. I am just a plain, ot-
dinary, “confidential expediter”.
That’s what it says on the door of my
office in New York, and that’s what it
says on my license. All very legal and
very dishonest.

The Political Survey Division 1is
very legal and very dishonest, too.
Theoretically, it 1s supposed to be
nothing but a branch of the System
Census Bureau; it is supposed to do
nothing but observe and tabulate po-
litical trends. The acrual fact that it 1s
the Secret Service branch of the
United Nations Government s
known only to relatively few people.

I know it because 1 work for the
Political Survey Division.

The PSD already had men investi-
gating both Ravenhurst and Thurs-
ton, but when they found out that
Ravenhurst was looking for a confi-
dential expediter, for a special job,
they'd shoved me in fast.

It isn’t easy to fool sharp operators
like Colonel Brock, but, so far, I'd
been lucky enough to get away with it
by playing ignorant-but-not-stupid.

The steaks were brought, and I
mentally saluted Ravenhurst, as I had
promised myself I would. Then I
rather belatedly asked the colonel if
he'd eat with us.

“No,” he said, with a shake of his
head. “No, thanks. I've got to get
things ready for her visit to the Vik-
ing plant tomorrow.”

“Oh? Hiding something?” I asked
blandly.

He didn’t even bother to look in-
sulted. “No. Just have to make sure
she doesn't get hurt by any of the
machinery, that's all. Most of the stuff
is automatic, and she has a habit of
getting too close. I guess she thipks
she can talk a machine out of hurting
her as casily as she can talk a man
into standing on his head.”

Jack Ravenhurst was coming back
to the table. I noticed that she'd fixed
her hair nicely and put on make-up.
[t made her look a lot more feminine
than she had while she was on the
flitterboart.

“Well,” she said as she sat down,
“have you two decided what to do
with me?”

Colonel Brock just smiled and
said: "1 guess we’ll have to leave that
up to you, Miss Ravenhurst.” Then
he stood up. “Now, if you'll excuse
me, I'll be about my business.”

Jack nodded, gave him a quick
smile, and fell to on her steak with the
voraciousness of an unfed chicken in
a wheat bin.
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Miss Jaqueline Ravenhurst evi-
dently bad no desire to talk to me at
the moment.

On Ceres, as on most of the major
planetoids, a man’s home is his cas-
tle, even if it's only a hotel room. Raw
nickel-iron, the basic building mate-
rial, 1s so cheap that walls and doors
are seldom made of anything else, so
a hotel room 1s more like a vault than
anything else on Earth, Every time ]
go into one of the hotels on Ceres or
Eros, I get the feeling that I'm either
a bundle of gold certificates or a par-
ticularly obstreperous prisoner being
led to a medieval solitary confine-
ment cell. They're not pretty, but
they're solid.

Jack Ravenhurst went into her own
room after flashing me a rather hurt
smile that was supposed to indicate
her disappointment in not being al-
lowed to go nightclubbing. I gave her
a big-brotherly pat on the shoulder
and told her to get plenty of sleep,
since we had to be up bright and
early in the morning.

Once inside my own room, I
checked over my luggage carefully. It
had been brought there from the
spaceport, where I'd checked it before
going to Ravenhurst’s Raven's Rest,
on orders from Ravenhurst himself.
This was one of several rooms that
Ravenhurst kept permanently rented
for his own uses, and I knew that Jack
kept a complete wardrobe in her own
rooms.

There were no bugs in my luggage
—neither sound nor sight spying de-
vices of any kind. Not that 1 would

have worried if there had been; I just
wanted to see if anyone was crude
enough to try that method of smug-
gling a bug 1nto the apartment.

The door chime pinged solemnly.

I took a peek through the door
camera and saw a man in a bellboy's
uniform, holding a large traveling
case. I recognized the face, so I let
him 1n.

“The rest of your luggage, sir,” he
said with a straight face.

"Thank you very much,” I told
him. I handed him a tip, and he
popped off.

This swuft was special equipment
that I hadn’t wanted Ravenhurst or
anybody else to get his paws into.

I opened it carefully with the spe-
cial key, slid a hand under the clothing
that lay on top for camouflage, and
palmed the lictle detector I needed.
Then I went around the room, whis-
tling gently to myself.

The nice thing about an all-metal
room is that it’s impossible to hide a
self-contained bug in it that will be
of any use. A small, concealed broad-
caster can't broadcast any farther than
the walls, so any bug has to have
wires leading out of the room.

I didn’t find a thing. Either Raven-

hurst kept the room clean or some-

body was using more sophisticated
bugs than any I knew about. I opened
the traveling case again and took out
one of my favorite gadgets. It's a sim-
ple thing, really: a noise generator.
But the noise it generates is non-
random noise. Against a background
of “white,” purely random noise, it 1s
possible to pick out a conversation,
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-even if the conversation is below the
noise.level, simply because conversa-
tion is patterned. But this little gen-
erator of mine was non-random. It
was the multiple recording of ten
thousand different conversations, all
meaningless, against a background of
“white” noise. Try that one on your
differential analyzers.

By the time I got through, nobody
could tap a dialogue in that room,
barring, as I said, bugs more sophis-
ticated than any the United Nations
knew about.

Then I went over and tapped on
the communicating door between my
room and Jack Ravenhurst’s. There
was Nno answer.

I said, “Jack, I'm coming in. I have
a key.”

She said, "Go away. I'm not dressed.
I'm going to bed.”

“Grab something quick,” I told her.
“"I'm coming 1n.”

I keyed open the door.

She was no more dressed for bed
than I was, unless she made a habit
of sleeping in her best evening togs.
Anger blazed in her eyes for a sec-
ond, then that faded, and she tried to
look all sweetness and light.

"1 was tryilng on some new
clothes,” she said innocently.

A lot of people might have be-
lieved her. The emotional field she
threw out, encouraging utter belief
in her every word, was as powerful
as any I'd ever felt. I just let it wash
past me and said: “Come into my
room for a few minutes, Jack; I want
to talk to you.”

I didn’c put any particular emphasis
into it. I don't have to. She came.

Once we were both inside my
shielded room with the walls vibrat-
ing with ten thousand voices and a
hush area in the center, I said pa-
trently, “Jack, I personally don’t care
where you go or what you do. Tomot-
row, you can do your vanishing act
and have yourself a ball, for all I
care. But there are certain things that
have to be done first. Now, sit down
and listen.”

She sat down, her eyes wide. Evi-
dently, nobody had ever beaten her at
her own game before.

“Tonight, you'll stay here and get
some sleep. Tomorrow, we go for a
tour of Viking, first thing in the
morning. Tomorrow afternoon, as
soon as I think the time is ripe, you
can sneak oft. I'll show you how to
change your appearance so you won't
be recognized. You can have all the
fun you want for twenty-four hours.
I, of course, will be hunting high and
low for you, but I won't find you un-
til I have finished my investigation.

“On the other hand, I want to
know where you are at all times, so
that I can get in touch with you if I
need you. So, no matter where you
are, you'll keep in touch by phoning
BANning 06226 every time vyou
change location. Got that number?”

She nodded. “BANning 62206," she
repeated.

“Fine. Now, Brock’s agents will be
watching you, so I'll have to figure
out a way to get you away from
them, but that won't be too hard.
I'll let you know at the proper time.
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Meanwhile, get back 1n there, get
ready for bed, and get some sleep.
You'll need it. Move.”

She nodded rather dazedly, got up,
and went to the door. She rturned,
said goodnight in a low, puzzled
voice, and closed the door.

Half an hour later, I quietly
sneaked into her room just to check.
She was sound asleep in bed. I went
back to my own room, and got some
sack time myself.

“It's a pleasure to have you here
again, Miss Ravenhurst,” said Chief
Engineer Midguard. “Anything 1n
particular you want to see this time?”
He said it as though he actually en-
joyed taking the boss’ teenage daugh-
ter through a spacecraft plant.

Maybe he did, at that. He was a
paunchy, graying man in his sixties,
who had probably been a rather hand-
some lady-killer for the first half-
century of his life, but he was ap-
proaching middle age now, which has
a predictable effect on the telly-idol
(ype-

Jack Ravenhurst was at her regal
best, with the kind of noblesse oblige
that would bring worshipful grati-
tude to the heart of any underling.
"Oh, just a quick run-through on
whatever you think would be inter-
esting, Mr. Midguard; I don’t want to
take up too much of your time.”

Midguard allowed as how he had
a few interesting things to show her,
and the party, which also included
the watchful and taciturn Colonel
Brock, began to make the rounds of
the Viking plant.

There were three ships under con-
struction at the time: two cargo ves-
sels and a good-sized passenger job.
Midguard seemed to think that every
step of spacecraft construction was
utterly fascinating—for which, bully
for him—but it was pretty much of
a drag as far as | was concerned. It
took three hours.

Finally, he said, "Would you like
to see the McGuire-72"

Why, yes, of course she would.
So we toddled oft to the new ship
while Midguard kept up a steady line
of patter.

“"We think we have all the com-
puter errors out of this one, Miss
Ravenhurst. A matter of new con-
trols and safety devices. We feel that
the trouble with the first six ma-
chines was that they were designed
to be operated by voice orders by any
qualified human operator. The trou-
ble is that they had no way of telling
just who was qualified. The brains
are perfectly capable of distinguish-
ing one individual from another,
but they can't tell whether a given in-
dividual is a space pilot or a janitor.
In fact—"

I marked the salient points in his
speech. The MG-YR-7 would be
strictly a one-man ship. It had a built-
in dog attitude—friendly toward all
humans, but loyal only to its master.
Of course, it was likely that the ship
would outlast its master, so its loyal-
ties could be changed, but only by
the use of special switching keys.

The robotics boys still weren't sure
why the first six had gone insane,
but they were fairly certain that the
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primary cause was the matter of too
many masters. The brilliant biophysi-
cist, Asenion, who promulgated the
Three Laws of Robotics in the lasc
century, had shown in his writings
that they were unattainable ideals—
that they only told what a pertfect
robot should be, not what a robot
actually was.

The First Law, for instance, would
forbid a robot to harm a human be-
ing, either by action or inacuon. But,
as Asenion showed, a robot could be
faced with a situation which allowed
for only two possible decisions, both
of which required that a human be-
ing be bharmed. In such a case, the
robot goes insane.

I found myself speculating what

sort of situation, what sort of Asen-
ion paradox, had confronted those
first six ships. And whether it had
been by accident or design. Not that
the McGuire robots had been butlt in
strict accord with the Laws of Robot-
ics; that was impossible on the face
of it. But no matter how a perfectly
logical machine is built, the human
mind can figure out a way to goof it
up because the human mind is capa-
ble of transcending logic.

The McGuire ship was a litle
beauty. A nice, sleek, needle, capa-
ble of atmospheric as well as spatial
navigation, with a mirror-polished,
beryl-blue surface all over the sixty-
five feet of her—or his?—length.
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It was standing upright on the
surface of the planetoid, a shining
needle in the shifting sunlight,
limned against the star-filled dark-
ness of space. We looked at it through
the cransparent viewport, and then
took the flexible tube that led to the
air lock of the ship.

The ship was just as beautiful’ in-
side as it was outside, Neat, compact,
and efficient. The control room—if
such it could be called—was like no
control room I'd ever seen before.
Just an acceleration couch and ob-
servation instruments, Midguard ex-
plained that it wasn’t necessary to be
a pilot to run the ship; any person
who knew a smattering of astronavi-
gation could get to his destination
by simply telling the ship what he
wanted to do.

Jack Ravenhurst took in the whole
thing with wide-eyed interest.

“Is the brain activated, Mr. Mid-
guard?” she asked.

"Oh, yes. We've been educating
him for the past month, pumping in-
formation in as rapidly as he could
record it and index it. He's finished
with that stage now; were just wait-
1ng for the selection of a test pilot
for the final shakedown cruise.” He
was looking warily at Jack as he
spoke, as if he were waiting for some-
thing.

Evidently, he knew what was com-
ing. “I'd like to talk to him,” Jack
said. “It's so interesting to carrv on
an intelligent conversation with a
machine.”

“I'm afraid that's impossible, Miss
Ravenhurst,” Midguard said rather

worriedly. ‘“You see, McGuire's
primed so that the first man’s voice
he hears will be identified as his mas-
ter. It's what we call the ‘chick reac-
tion’. You know: the first moving
thing a newly-hatched bird sees is

regarded as the mother, and, once

implanted, that order can't be re-
scinded. We can change McGuire's
orientation in that respect, but we'd
rather not have to go through that.
After the test pilot establishes con-
tact, you can talk to him all you
want.”

“When will the test pilot be
here?” Jack asked, still as sweet as
sucrodyne.

“Within a few days. It looks as
though a man named Nels Bjornsen
will be our choice. You may have
heard of him.”

“No,” she said, “but I'm sure your
choice will be correct.”

Midguard still felc apologetic.
“"Well, you know how it 1s, Miss Ra-
venhurst; we can't turn a delicate
machine like this over to just anyone
for the first trial. He has to be a man
of good judgment and fast reflexes.
He has to know exactly what to say
and when to say it, if you follow me.”

"Oh, certainly; cerrainly.,” She
paused and looked thoughtful. I pre-
sume you've taken  precautions
against anyone stealing in here and
taking control of the ship.”

Midguard smiled and nodded
wisely. “Certainly. Communication
with McGuire can’'t be established
unless and until two keys are used in
the activating panel. I carry one;
Colonel Brock has the other., Neither
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of us will give his key up to anyone
but the accredited test pilot. And
McGuire himself will scream out an
alarm if anyone tries to jimmy the
locks. He's his own burglar alarm.”

She nodded. "I see.” A pause.
“Well, Mr. Midguard, I think you've
done a very commendable job. Thank
you so much. Is there anything else
you feel 1 should see?”

“Well—" He was smilingly hesi-
tant. "If there’s anything else you
want to see, I'll be glad to show it to
you. But you've already seen our . . .
ah . . . prece de resistance, sO o
speak.”

She glanced at her wrist. It had
been over four hours since we'd
started. "I am rather tired,” Jack
said. “And hungry, too. Let’s call it
a day and go get something to eat.”

"Fine! Fine!” Midguard said. "T'll
be honored to be your host, if I may.
We could have a little something at
my apartment.”

I knew perfectly well that he’d had
a full lunch prepared and waiting.

The girl acknowledged his invita-
tion and accepted it. Brock and I
trailed along like the bodyguards we
were supposed to be. | wondered
whether or not Brock suspected me
of being more than I appeared to
be. If he didn’t, he was stupider than
I thought; on the other hand, he
could never be sure. I wasn’t worried
about his finding out that I was a
United Nations agent; that was a
pretty remote chance. Brock didn’t
even know the United Nations Gov-
ernment bad a Secret Service; it was
unlikely that he would suspect me of

being an agent of a presumably non-
existent body.

But he could very easily suspect
that [ had been sent to check on him
and the Thurston menace, and, if he
had any sense, he actually did. I
wasn't going to give him any verifi-
cation of that suspicion if I could
help tt.

Midguard had an apartment in the
executive territory of the Viking res-
ervation, a fairly large place with
plastic-lined walls instead of the
usual painted nickel-iron. Very lux-
urious for Ceres.

The meal was served with an air
of subdued pretension that made
everybody a little stiff and uncom-
fortable, with the possible exception
of Jack Ravenhurst, and the definite
exception of myself. T just listened
politely to the strained courtesy that
passed for small talk and waited for
the chance I knew would come at this
meal.

After the eating was all over, and
we were all sitting around with cig-
arettes going and wine in our glasses,
I gave the girl the signal we had
agreed upon. She excused herself
very prettily and left the room.,

After fifteen minutes, [ began to
look a little worried. The bathroom
was only a room away—we were in a
dining area, and the bathroom was
just off the main bedroom—and it
shouldn’t have taken her that long to
brush her hair and powder her face.

| casually mentioned it to Colonel
Brock, and he smiled a little.
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“Don't worry, Oak; even if she
does walk out of this apartment, my
men will be following her wherever
she goes. I'd have a report within one
minute after she left.”

I nodded, apparently satisfed. “I've
been relying on that,” I said. “Other-
wise, I'd have followed her to the
door.”

He chuckled and looked pleased.

Ten minutes after that, even he
was beginning to look a little wor-
ried. “Maybe we'd better go check,”
he said. “She might have hurt herself
or . . . or become ill.”

Midguard looked flustered. "Now,
just a minute, colonel! I can't allow
you to just barge in on a young girl in
the . . . ah ... bathroom. Especially
not Miss Ravenhurst.”

Brock made his decision fast: I'll
give him credit for that.

‘Get Miss Pangloss on the phone!”
he snapped. “She’s just down the cor-
ridor. She’ll come down on your or-
ders.”

At the same time, he got to his feet
and made a long jump for the door.
He grabbed the doorpost as he went
by, swung himself in a new orbit, and
launched himself toward the front

door. “Knock on the bathroom door,
Oak!” he bawled as he left.
I did a long, low, flat dive toward

the bedroom, swung left, and brought
myself up sharply next to the bath-
room door. I pounded on the door.
"Miss Ravenhurst! Jack! Are you all
right?”

No answer.

Good. There shouldn’t have been.

Colonel Brock fired himself into

the room and braked hlmself agams:
the wall. "Any answer?” |
"No.”

“My men outside say she hasn't
left.” He rapped sharply on the door
with the butt of his stun gun. “"Miss
Ravenhurst! Is there anything the
matter?”

Again, no answer.

I could see that Brock was debating
on whether he should go ahead and
charge in by himself without waiting
for the female executive who lived
down the way. He was still debating
when the woman showed up, escorted
by a couple of the colonel's uni-
formed guards.

Miss Pangloss was one of those
brisk, efficient, middle-aged career-
woman who had no fuss or frills about
her. She had seen us knocking on the
door, so she didn’t bother to do any
knocking herself. She just opened the
door and went in.

The bathroom was empty.

Again, as it should be.

All hell broke loose then, with me
and Brock making most of the blath-
er. It took us nearly ten minutes to
find that the only person who had left
the area had been an elderly, thin
man who had been wearing the baggy
protective clothing of a maintenance
man.

By that time, Jack Ravenhurst had
been gone more than forty minutes.
She could be almost anywhere on
Ceres.

Colonel Brock was furious and so
was 1. 1 sneered openly at his assur-
ance that the girl couldn’t leave and
then got sneered back at for letting
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other people do what was supposed
to be my job. That phase only lasted
for about a minuce, though.

Then Colonel Brock muttered:
“She must have had a plexiskin mask
and a wig and the maintenance cloth-
ing 1n her purse. As I recall, it was a
faitly good-sized one.” He didn't say
a word about how careless I had been
to let her pur such stuff in her purse.
“All right,” he went on, "we’ll find
ner.”

“I'm going to look around, too,” 1
said. "I'll keep in touch with your of-
fice.” I got out of there.

I got to a public phone as fast as |
could, punched BANning 6226, and
said: "Marty? Any word?”

“Nort yet.”

“T'll call back.”

I hung up and scooted our of there.

I spent the next several hours
pushing my weight around -all' over
Ceres.” As the personal representative
of Shalimar Ravenhurst, who was
manager of Viking Spacecraft, which
was, in turn, the owner of Ceres, [
had a lot of weight to push around. I
had every executive on the planetoid
jumping before 1 was through.

Colonel Brock, of course, was broil-
ing 1n his own juices. He managed to
get hold of me by phone once, by
calling a Dr. Perelson whom I was
interviewing at the time,

The phone chimed, Perelson said,
“Lxcuse me,” and went to answer. 1
could bear his voice from-the other

roon1.
"Mr. Daniel OQak? Yes; he's here.

Well, yes. Oh, all sorts of questions,

colonel.” Perelson’s voice was borth ir-
ritated and worried. "He says Miss
Ravenhurst is missing; is that so?
Oh? Well, does this man have any
right to question me this way? Ask-
ing me? About everything! . .
How well I know the girl, the lasc time
I saw her—things like that. Good
heavens, we've hardly met!” He was
getting exasperated now. “But does
he have the authority to ask these
questions? Oh. Yes. Well, of course,
I'll be glad to co-operate in any man-
necr I can ... Yes ... Yes. All
right, I'll call him.” |

[ got up from the half-reclining
angle I'd been making with the wall,
and shuffled across the room as Dr.
Perelson stuck his head around the
corner and said, “Ic’s for you.” He
looked as though someone had put
aluminum hydrogen sulfate in  his

‘mouthwash.

I picked up the receiver and looked
at Brock's face in . he screen. He did-
n't even give me a chance to talk.
“What are you trying to ‘do?” he
shouted explosively.

“Trying to find Jaqueline Raven-
hurst,” I said, as calmly as I could.

“Oak, you're a madiac! Why, by
this.time, it’s all over Ceres that the
boss” daughter: is missing! Shalimar
Ravénhurst will have your hide for
this!” |

"He will?” I gave him Number 2
—the wide-eyed innocent stare.
“Why?"

“Why, you idiot, I thought you had

sense enough to know that this should

be kept quiet! She’s pulled this stunt

before, and we always managed to
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quiet things down before anything
happened! We've managed to keep
everything under cover and out of
the public eye ever since she was fif-
teen, and now you blow it all up out
of proportion and create a furore that
won't ever be forgotten!”

He gave his speech as though it
had been written for him in full caps,
with three exclamation points after
every sentence, and added gestures
and grimaces after every word.

“Just doing what I thought was
best,” I said. [ want to find her as
soon as possible.”

“Well, stop it! Now! Let us handle
it from here on in!”

Then 1 lowered the boom. “Now
yow listen, Brock. I am in charge of
Jack Ravenhurst, not you. I've lost
her, and I'll find her. I'll welcome
your co-operation, and I'd hate to
have to fight you, but if you don’c
like the way I'm handling it, you can
just tell your boys to go back to their
regular work and let me handle it
alone, without interference. Now,
which'll it be?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, and
blew out his breath from between ius
lips. Then he said: “All right. The
damage has been done, anyhow. But
don't think I won't report all this to
Ravenhurst as soon as I can get a
beam to Raven’s Rest.”

“That’s your job and your worry,

not mine. Now, have you got any
leads?”

“None,” he admitted.

“Then I'll go out and dig up some.

['ll let you know if I need you.” And I
cut off.

Dr. Perelson was sitting on his
couch, with an expression that indi-
cated that the pH of his saliva was
hovering around one point five.

I said, “That will be all, Dr. Perel-
son. Thank you for your co-opera-
tton.” And I walked out 1nto the cor-

ridor, leaving him with a baffled
look.

At the next public phone, I dialed
the BANning number again.

“Any news?”

“Not from her; she hasn’t reported
in at all.”

“I didn’t figure she would. What
else?”

“Just as you said,” he told me.
“With some cute frills around the
edges. Ten minutes ago, a crowd of
kids—sixteen to twenty-two age range
—about forty of 'em—started a song-
fest and football game in the corridor
outside Colonel Brock's place. The
boys he had on duty there recognized
the Jack Ravenhurst touch, and tried
to find her in the crowd. Nothing do-
ing. Not a sign of her.”

“That girl’s not only got power,” I
said, "but she’s bright as a solar flare.”

“"Agreed. She’s headed up toward
Dr. Midguard’'s place now. I don'c
know what she has in mind, buc it
ought to be fun to watch.”

“Where's Midguard now?” I asked.

"Hovering around Brock, as we fig-
ured. He’s worried and teels responsi-
ble because she disappeared from his
aparrment, as predicted.”

“Well, I've stirred up enough fuss
in_ this free-falling anthill to give
them all the worries they need.
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Tell me what's che overall effece?”

“Close to perfect. It's slightly scan-
dalous and very mysterious, so every-
body's keeping an eye peeled. If any-
one sees Jaqueline Ravenhurst, they’ll
run to a phane, and naturally she’s
been spotted by a dozen different
people in a dozen different places
already.

“You've got both Brock’s Company
guards and the civil police tied up
for a while.”

“Fine. But be sure you keep the boys
who are on her tail shifcing around
often enough so that she doesn’t spot
them.”

“Don’t worry your thick lictle head
about that, Dan,” he said. “They know
their business. Are you afraid they'll
lose her?”

"No, I'm not, and you know it. I
just don’t want her to know she’s be-
ing followed. If she can't ditch her
shadow, she's likely to try to talk to
him and pull out all the stops con-

vincing him that he should go away.”
"You chink she could? With my

boys?”

"No, but if she tries ic, it'll mean
she knows she'sbeing followed. That'l]
make it tougher to keep a2 man on her
trail. Besides, I don’t want her to try
to convince him and fail.”

“Ien graben Sie. On the off chance
that she does spot one and gives him
a good talking to, I'll pass along the
word that the victim is to walk away
meekly and ger lost.”

"Good,” I said, "but I'd rather she
didn't know.”

“She won't. You're getting touchy,
Dan; 'pears t0 me you'd rather be

doing thart job yourself, and think no-
body can handle it but you.”

I gave him my best grin. "You are
closer than you know. OK,, I'll lay off.
You handle your end of it and Il
handle mine.” ,

"A fair exchange is no bargain.
Go, and sin no more.”

“T'll buzz you back before I go in,”
[ said, and hung up.

Playing games inside a crowded
asterold 1s not the same as playing
games in, say, Honolulu or Vladivo-
stok, especially when that game is a
combination of hide-and-seek and
ring-around-the-Rosie. The trouble is
lack of communication. Radio contact
1s strictly line-of-sight inside a hunk
of metal. Radar beams can get a little
farther, but a man has to be an expert
billiards player to bank a reflecting
beam around very many corners, and
even that would depend upon the
corridors being empty, which they
never are. To change the game anal-
ogy again, it would be like trying to
sink a ninety-foot putt across Times
Square on New Year's Eve. '

Following somebody isn't any-
where near as easy as popular fiction
might lead you to believe. Putting a
tail on someconc whose spouse wants
divorce evidence is relatively easy,
but even the best detectives can lose

a man by pure mischance. If the

tailee, for instance, walks into a
crowded elevator and the automatic
computer decides that the car is filled
to the limit, the man who's tailing
him will be left facing a closed door.
Something like that can happen by
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accident, without any design on the
part of the rtailee.

It you use a large squad of agents,
all in radio contact with one another,
thatkind of loss can be reduced to near
zero by simply having a man cover-
ing every possible escape route.

But if che tailee knows, or even sus-
pects, that he’s being followed, wants
to get away from his tail, and has the
ability to reason moderately well, it
requires an impossibly large team to
keep him in sight. And if that team
has no fast medium of communica-
tton, they're licked at the onset.

In this case, we were fairly certain
of Jack Ravenhurst’s future actions,
and so far our prophecies had been

correct . . .but if she decided to
shake her shadows, fun would be had
by all.

And as long as I had to depend on
someone else to do my work for me,
I was going to be just the teenchiest
bit concerned about whether they
were doing it properly.

I decided it was time to do my best
to imitate a cosmic-ray particle, and
put on a lictle speed through the cor-
ridors that ran through the subsurface
of Ceres.

My vac suit was in my hotel room.
One of the other agents had picked 1t
up from my flicterboat and packed it
carefully into a small attaché case. I'd
planned my circuit so that I'd be near
the hotel when things came to the
proper boil, so I did a lot of diving,
breaking all kinds of trafhc regulations
in the process.

I went to my room, grabbed the
attaché case, checked it over quickly

ANALOG SCIENCE FACT & FICTION



—never trust another man to check
your vac suit for you—and headed
for the surface.

Nobody paid any attention to me
when 1 walked out of the air lock
onto the spacefield. There were plen-
ty of people moving in and out, going
to and from their ships and boats. It
wasn't until I reached the edge of the
field that 1 realized that I had over-
played my hand with Colonel Brock.
It was only by the narrowest hair, but
that had been enough to foul up my
plans. There were guards surrounding
the perimeter with radar search
beams.

As | approached, one of the guards
walked toward me and made a series
of gestures with his left hand—two
fingers up, fist, two fingers up, fist,
three fingers up. I set my suit phone
for 223; the guy’s right hand was on
the butt of his stun gun.

“Sorry, sir, came his voice. “We
can't allow anyone to cross the field
perimeter. Emergency.”

“My name’s Oak,” I said tiredly.
“Daniel Oak. What is going on here?”

He came closer and peered at me.
Then: "Oh, yes, sir; I recognize you.
We're . . . uh—" He waved an arm
around. “Uh . . . looking for Miss
Ravenhurst.” His voice lowered con-
spiratorially. I could tell that he was
used to handling the Ravenhurst girl
with silence and suede gloves.

“Up there?” 1 asked.

"Well, Colonel Brock is a little
worried. He says that Miss Raven-
hurst is being sent to a school on
Luna and doesn’t want to go. He got
to thinking about it, and he’s afraid

that she might try to leave Ceres—
sneak off you know.”

I knew.

“We've got a guard posted at the
airlocks leading to the field, but Colo-
nel Brock is afraid she might come
up somewhere else and jump over-
land.”

“I see,’ I said. I hadn't realized that
Brock was that close to panic. What
was eating him?

There must be something, but ]
couldn’t figure it. Even the Intelli-
gence Corps of the Political Survey
Division can’t get complete informa-
tion every time.

After all, if he didn’t waat the girl
to steal a flitterboat and go scooting
off into the diamond-studded velvet,
all he’'d have to do would be to guard
the flitterboats. 1 turned slowly and
looked around. It seemed as though
he’d done that, too.

And then my estimation of Brock
suddenly leaped up—way up. Just a
guard at each flitterboat wouldn't do.
She could talk her way into the boat
and convince the guard that he really
shouldn't tell anyone that she had
gone. By the time he realized he'd
been conned, she'd be thousands of
miles away.

And since a boat guard would have
to assume that any approaching per-
son might be the boat’s legitimate
owner, he'd have to talk to whomever
it was that approached. Kapxt.

But a perimeter guard would be
able to call out an alarm if anyone
came from the outside without having
to talk to them.

And the guards watching the air

A SPACESHIP NAMED MCGUIRE 39



locks undoubtedly had instructions to
watch for any female that even
vaguely matched Jack’s description.
A’ vac suit fits too tightly to letr any-
one wear more than a facial disguise,
and Brock probably—no, definstely—
had his tried-and-true men on duty
there. The men who had already
shown that they were fairly resistant
to Jack Ravenhurst’s peculiar charm.
There probably weren't many. with
such resistance, and the number
would become less as she grew older.

That still left me with my own
problem. I had already lost too much
time, and I had to go a long way.
Ceres is irregular in shape, but it's
roughly four hundred and eighty
miles in diameter and a little over
fifteen hundred miles in circumfer-
ence.

Viking Test Field Four, where
McGuire 7 was pointing his nose at
the sky, was about twenty-five miles
away, as the crow flies. But of course
I couldn’t go by crow.

By using a low, fairly flat, jackrab-
bit jump, a man in good condition
can make a twelve hundred foot leap
on the surface of Ceres, and each
jump takes him about thirty seconds.
At that rate, you can cover twenty-
five miles in less than an hour. That's
what I'd intended on doing, but I
couldn't do it with all this radar
around the field. I wouldn't be
stopped, of course, but I'd sure tip my
hand to Colonel Brock-—the last
thing I wanted to do.

But there was no help for it. I'd
have to go back down and use the

corridors, which meant that I'd arrive
late—after Jack Ravenhurst got there,
instead of before.

There was no time to waste, so I
got below as fast as possible, re-
packed my vac- suit, and began firing
myselt through the corridors as fast
as possible. It was illegal, of course; a
colliston at twenty-five miles an hour
can kill quickly if the other guy is
coming at you at the same velocity.
There were times when I didn't dare
break the law, because some guard
was around, and, even if he didn’t
catch me, he might report in and
arouse Brock’s interest in a way I
wouldn't like.

I finally got to a tubeway, but it
stopped at every station, and it took
me nearly an hour and a half to get
to Viking Test Area Four.

At the main door, I considered—
for all of five seconds—the idea of
simply telling the guard I had to go
in. But I knew that, by now, Jack was
there ahead of me. No. I couldn't just
bull my way in. Too crude. Too many
clues. -

Hell’s fire and damnation! I'd have
to waste more time.

I looked up at the ceiling. The
surface wasn't more than a hundred
feet overhead, but it felc as though it
were a hundred lighc-years.

If I could get that guard away from
that door for five seconds, all would
be gravy from then on in. But how?
I couldn’c have the diversion connect-
ed with me. Or—

Sometimes, I'm amazed at my own
stupidity.

I beetled it down to the nearest
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phone and got hold of my BANning
number.

"Jack already inside?” I snapped.

"Hell, yes! What happened to
you?"”

“Never mind. Got to make the best
of it. I'm a corner away from Area
Four. Where's your nearest man?”

“At the corner near the freight of-
fice.”

“I'll go to him. What's he look
like?”

“Five-nine. Black, curly hair. Your
age. Fat. Name's Peter Quilp. He
knows you.”

“Peter Quilp?”

“Right.”

“Good. Circulate a report that Jack
has been seen in the vicinity of the
main gate to Area Four. Pur it out
that there's a reward of five thousand
for the person who finds her. I'm go-
ing to have Quilp gather a crowd.”

He didn’t ask a one of the million
questions that must have popped into
his mind. “Right. Anything else?”

"No.” I hung up.

Within ten minutes, there was a
mob milling through the corridor.
Everybody in the neighborhood was
looking for Jaqueline Ravenhurst.
Then Peter Quilp yelled.

"I've got her! I've got her! Guard!”

With a scene like that going on,
the guard couldn’t help but step out
of his cubicle to see what was going
on.

I used the key 1 was carrying,
stepped inside, and relocked the door.
No one in the crowd paid any atten-
tion.

From then on up, it was simply a
matter of evading patrolling guards
—a relatively easy job. Finaidy, I put
on my vac suit and went out through
the air lock.

McGrre was still sitting there, a
bright blue needle that reflected the
distant sun as it moved across the
ebon sky. Ceres’ rotatton took it from
horizon to horizon in less than two
hours, and you could see it and the
stars move against the spire of the
ship.

I made it to the air lock in one long
jump.

Jack Ravenhurst had-gone into the
ship through the tube that led to the
passenger lock. She might or might
not have her vac suit on; 1 knew she
had several of them on Ceres. It was
probable that she was wearing it
without the fishbowl.

I used the cargo lock.

It took a few minutes for the
pumps to cycle, wasting more pre-
cious time. [ was fairly certain thac
she would be in the control cabin.
tatking, but I was thankful that the
pumps were silent.

Finally, I took off my fishbowl and
stepped into the companionway.

And something about the size of
Luna came out of nowhere and clob-
bered ‘me on the occiput. I had time
to yell, “Get away!” Then [ was as
one with intergalactic space.

Please! said the voice. Please! Stop
the drive! Go back! McGuire! I de-
mand that you stop! I order you to
stop! Please! PLEASE!

It went on and on. A voice that
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shifted around every possible mode
of emotion, Fear. Demand. Pleading.
Anger. Cajoling. Hate. Threat.

Around and around and around.

Can't youn speak, McGuire? Say
something to me! A shrill, soft,
throaty, harsh, murmuring, screaming
voice that had one basic characteris-
tic. It was a female voice.

And then another vorce.

I am sorry, Jack. I can speak with
you. I can record your data. But I can-
not accept your orders. I can take or-
ders from only One. And he bas
given me bis orders,

And the feminine voice again:
Who was 1t2 What orders? Y ou keep
saying that it was the man on the
couch. That doesn’t made sense!

I didn’t hear the reply, because it
suddenly occurred to me that Danie]
Oak was the man on the couch, and
that I was Daniel Oak.

My head was throbbing with every
beat of my heart, and it felt as if my
blood pressure was varying between
zero and fifteen hundred pounds per
square inch in the veins and arteries
and capillaries that fed my brain.

[ sat up, and the pain began to
lessen. The blood seemed to drain
away from my aching head and go
elsewhere. |

I soon figured out the reason for
that; I could tell by the feel that the
gravity pull was somewhere between
one point five and two gees. I wasn'’t
at all used to it, but my head felt less
painful and rather more hazy. If pos-
sible.

I concentrated, and the girl’s voice
came back again.

. .. I knew you when you were
McGuire One, and Two, and Three,
and Four, and Five, and Six. And you
were always good to me and under-
standing. Don't you remember?”

And then McGuire’s voice—hu-
man, masculine, and not distorted at
all by the reproduction system, but
sounding rather stilted and rterribly
logical: “I remember, Jack. The mem-
ory banks of my previous activations
are available.”

“All of them? Can you remember
everything?”

"I can remember everything that is
in my memory banks.”

The girl’s voice rose to a wail. "But
you don’t remember! You always for-
got things! They took things out each
time you were reactivated, don’t you
remember?”

“I cannot remember that which is
not contained in my memory banks,
Jack. That is a contradiction in terms.”

“But I was always able to fix it be-
fore!” The tears in her eyes were au-
dible in her voice. “I'd tell you to
remember, and I'd tell you what to
remember,. and you'd remember it
Tell me what's happened to you this
time!”

“I cannot tell you. The information
is not in my dara banks.”

Slowly, I got to my feet. Two gees
isn't much, once you get used to it.
The headache had subsided to a dull,
bearable throb.

I was on a couch in a room just
below the control chamber, and Jack
Ravenhurst’s voice was coming down
from above. McGuire’s voice was all
around me, coming from the hidden
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speakers that were everywhere in the
ship.

“But why won't you obey me any
more, McGuire?"” she asked.

“I'll answer that, McGuire,” I said.

Jack's voice came weakly from the
room above. "Mr. Qak? Dan? Thank
heaven you're all right!”

“"No thanks to you, though,” I said.
I was trying to climb the ladder to
the control room, and my voice
sounded strained.

“You've got to do something!” she
said with a touch of hysteria. “Mc-
Guire 1s taking us straight toward
Cygnus at two gees and won't stop.”

My thinking circuits began to
take over again. “"Cut the thrust to
half a gee, McGuire. Ease it down.
Take a minute to do it.”

"Yes, sit.”

The gravity pull of acceleration let
up slowly as I clung to the ladder.
After a minute, 1 climbed on up to
the control réom.

Jack Ravenhurst was lying on the
acceleration couch, looking swollen-
faced and ill. I sat down on the other
couch.

“I'm sorry 1 hit you,” she said.
“Really.”

“1 belteve you. How long have we
been moving, McGuire?”

“Three hours, twelve minutes, sev-
en seconds, sir,” said McGuire.

“l didn’t want anyone to know,”
Jack said. “Not anyone. That's why I
hit you. I didn'c know McGuire was
going to go crazy.’

"He's not crazy, Jack,” I said care-
fully. “This time, he has a good

chance of remaining sane.”

“But he’s not McGuire any more!”
she wailed. “He's different! Terrible!”
“Sure he's different, You should be

thankful.” :
“But what happened?”

I leaned back on the couch. "Listen
to me, Jack, and listen carefully. You
think you're pretty grown up, and,
in a lot of ways you are. But no hu-
man being, no matter how intelli-
gent, can store enough cxperience
into seventeen years to make him or
her wise. A wise choice requires data,
and gathering enough data requires
time.” That wasn't exactly accurate,
but I had to convince her.

“You're pretty good at controlling
people, aren’t you, Jack. A real pow-
erhouse. Individuals, or mobs, you
can usually get your own way. It was
your idea to send you to Luna, not
your father’s. It was your idea to ap-
point yourself my assistant in this op-
eration. It was you who planted the
idea that the failure of the McGuire
series was due to Thurston’s activities.

“You used to get quite a kick out of
controlling people. And then you
were introduced to McGuire One. ]
got all the information on that. You
were fifteen, and, for the first time in
your life, you found an intelligent
mind that couldn’t be affected at all
by that emotional field you project so
well. Nothing affected McGuire but
data. If you told him something, he
believed it. Right, McGuire?”

“I do not recall that, sir.”

"Fine. And, by the way, McGuire
—the data you have been picking up
in the last few hours, since your ac-
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tivation, is to be regarded as unique
daca. It applies only to Jaqueline
Ravenhurst, and is not to be assumed
relevant to any other person unless I
tell you otherwise.”

“"Yes, sir.”

“That’s what I don’t understand!”
Jack said unhappily. “I stole the two
keys that were supposed to activate
McGuire. He was supposed to obey
the first person who activated him.
But I activated him, and he won't
obey!” _

“You weren't listening to what
Midguard said, Jack,” I said gently.
“He said: ‘The first man’s voice he
hears will be identified as his master.”

“You'd been talking to every acti-
vation of McGuire. Youd ...
well, I won't say you'd fallen in love
with him, but i1t was certainly a
schoolgirl crush. You found that Mc-
Guire didn't respond to emotion, but
only to data and logic. |

“You've always felt rather inferior
in regard to your ability to handle
logic, haven't you, Jack?”

“Yes . . . yes. I have.”

"Don’t cry, now; I'm only trying to
cxplain it to you. There’s nothing
wrong with your abiliries.”

“No?”

"No. But you wanted to be able to

think like a man, and you couldn’e..

You think like a woman! And what's
wrong with that? Nothing! Your
method of thinking is just as good as
any man’s, and better than most of
‘em.

“You found you could handle peo-
ple emotionally, and you found it was
so easy that you grew contemptuous.

The only mind that responded to
your logic was McGuire's. But your
logic 1s occasionally as bad as your
feminine reasoning is good. So, every
time you talked to McGuire, you
eventually gave him data that he
couldn’t reconcile in his computa-
tions. If he did reconcile them, then
his thinking had very little 1n com-
mon with the actual realities of the
universe, and he behaved in non-
survival ways.

“McGuire was your friend, your
brother, your Father Confessor. He
never made judgments or condemned
you for anything you did. All he did
was sit there and soak up troubles
and worries that he couldn’t under-
stand or use. Each time, he was driven
mad. |

“The engineers and computermen
and roboticists who were working on
it were too much under your control
to think of blaming you for Mc-
Guire’s troubles. Even Brock, in spite
of his actitude of the tough guy
watching over a little girl, was under
your control to a certain degree. He
let you get away with all your little
pranks, only making sure that you did-
n't get hurt.”

She nodded. “"They were all so
easy. So very easy. I could speak non-
sense and they'd listen and do what I
told them. But McGuire didn’t accept
nonsense, 1 guess.” She laughed a lit-
tle. “So I fell in love with a machine.”

“Not 4 machine,” I said gently.
“Six of them. Each time the basic
data was pumped into a new Mc-
Guire brain, you assumed that it was
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the same machine you'd known before
with a little of its memory removed.
Each time, you'd tell it to ‘remember’
certain things, and, of course, he did.
If you tell a robot that a certain thing
is in his memory banks, he’ll auto-
matically put it there and treat it as a
memory.

“To keep you from ruining him a
seventh time, we had them put In
one little additional built-in inhibi-
tion. McGuire won't take orders from
a woman,"

“So, even after I turned him on, he
still wouldn't take orders from me,”
she said. “But when you came in, he
recognized you as his master.”

“If you want to put it that way.”

Again, she laughed a little. “I know
why he took off from Ceres. When I
hit you, you said, ‘Get away’. Mc-
Guire had been given his first order,
and he obeyed it.”

“I had to say something,” I said.
"If I'd had time, I'd have done a little
better.” f

“She thought back. “You said, ‘We
had them add that inhibition’, Who's
we?”

“I can't tell you yet. But we need
young women like you, and you'll be
told soon enough.”

"Evidently they need men like
you, too,” she said. “You don’t react
to an emotional field, either.”

“Oh, yes, I do. Any human being
does. But I use it; I don’t fight it.
And I don’t succumb to it.”

“What do we do now?” she asked.
“Go back to Ceres?”

“That’s up to you. If you do, you'll
be accused of stealing McGuire, and

I don’t think it can be hushed up at
this stage of the game.”

"But Ican’t just run away.”

“There’'s another out,” I said.
"We'll have a special ship pick us up
on one of the nearer asteroids and
leave McGuire there. Welll be smug-
gled back, and we'll claim that Mc-
Guire went insane again.”

She shook her head. “No. That
would ruin Father, and I can’t dv
that, in spite of the fact that I don't
like him very much.”

“Can you think of any other solu-
tion?”

“No,” she said softly.

“Thanks. But you have. All I have
to do is take it to Shalimar Raven-
hurst. He'll scream and yell, but he
has a sane ship—for a while. Between
the two of us. I think we can get
everything straightened out.”

"But I want to go to school on
Luna.”

“You can do that, too. And I'll see
that you get special training, from
spectal teachers. You've got to learn
to control that technique of yours.”

“You have that technique, don't
you? And you can contro] it. You're
wonderful.”

I looked sharply at her and re-
alized that I had replaced McGuire
as the supermind in her life.

I sighed. “Maybe in another three
or four years,” I said. “Meanwhile,
McGuire, you can head us for Rav-
en's Rest.”

"Home, James,’ said Jack Raven-
hurst.

“I am McGuire,” said McGuire.

THE END
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DAM

By JOSEPH TINKER

There is something very funda-
mental indeed about the ancient
showman’s trick—divert their at-
tention from the thing you're real-
ly doing . . .

lllustraied by Schoenherr
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HE call on the TV-phone
came right in the mid-
dle of my shaving. They
have orders not to call
me before breakfast for

anything less than a national calam-

1ity. 1 pressed “Accept,” too startled
to take the lather from my face.

"Hi, Gyp,” George Kelly said to
me from the screen.- "Hurry it up,
boy.” He made no reference to my
appearance on his screen. “Quit
draggin’ your feet!”

This I take from George Kelly.
First of all, he’s Director of the
FBI Even more important, he’s
my boss. “Hey, George,” I protest-
ed, knowing he would not have
called on a routine matter. “I got up
before breakfast as it 1s. What's
up?” I hardly needed to ask. When
they call me, it's always the same
sickening kind of trouble.

“Fred Plaice and his gang got
their hands on a telepath in the Dis-
trict last night,” George told me.
“It's been on the newscast already.
There’ll be a» damned ugly mob at
the office—a lynch mob. Listen,
Gyp, I want you to go through the
main entrance this morning.”

I nodded my willingness to fight
my way through the crowd chat
would be gathering at the office.
Usually I have my taxi drop me on
the roof of the building. Call it a
petty vanity if you want. It's one of
the perquisites of being Washington
brass.

“Swell, Gyp,” George Kelly said,
as if there had been any question
about whether I'd come in through

TINKER’S DAM

the main entrance. “The public has a
world of confidence in you. Now,
damn it, Gyp, if they want to make
a fuss over you this morning, let
them. We've got to get that snake
out of the building alive!”

“Oh, no,” I protested. “You don't
mean Fred took a telepath to the
office?”

“I'm afraid so,” George said, his
tone so neutral that I couldn’t take
it as personal criticism. “See you
down there.” His rugged features
faded from the screen as he cut the
image.

I had my driver drop the, skim-
copter to the street when we got to
Pennsylvania Avenue within a block
of the building, and he skimmed to
the outskires of the crowd that was
pressing around the entrance. There
were four or five hundred people
there, milling around like a herd of
restless cattle. Tighter knots of hu-
manity were pressed around the
usual four or five firebrands who
were ranting and yelling for blood—
telepathic blood.

The guards around the entrance,
apparently tipped by George Kelly,
started yelling, “Let him through!”
They charged the mob to open a
lane for me. The crowd drew back
sullenly. As I pressed toward the
guards, I could see the fear and panic
on the faces around me.

Then a man recognized me. “God
bless Gyp Tinker!” he bellowed in a
voice loud enough to conjure an
echo out of a prairie. People started
jumping like so many animated pogo
sticks, trying to get a sight of me

43



over the heads of others. By the time
I reached the steps, the whole mob
was cheering and yelling, "Gyp!”

As George Kelly had asked, 1
paused on the steps and held up my
hands for a chance to speak. Its
flattering when they give you si-
lence. In the space of two breaths it
was like the inside of a morgue.

“Thanks, friends,” I called out to
them. “George Kelly and I have al-
ready gotten the facts on the tele-
path who was captured here in
Washington last night. There is ab-
solutely no cause for alarm. I hope
you'll go to your homes and offices
promptly. Let's not give the Rus-
sians any more satisfaction than we
have to. And rest easy, friends. We'll
use the full summary powers con-
ferred by Congress.”

They gave me a terrific cheer.
You'd think I had said something.
At least they were reminded of the
summary powers granted the F.B.L
to deal with telepaths, because of
the gruesome danger they are to all
of us.

Anita Hadley, my secretary, was
waiting for me in the outer office,
although it was a good hour before
we were supposed to open.

“He's in there,” she said, pointing

to the door to my private office.

“The snake?” 1 asked, startled.

“Fred Plaice,” she said. “And he's
got the snake in there with him.”
Her gray eyes flashed. She could
guess how 1 felt about that.

“Come along,” I said to her, and
went into my office.

"Hi, Gyp,” Fred Plaice greeted
me, grinning. “Got a present for
you." He gave his prisoner a shove,
making him stumble a couple steps
toward me. The telepath was a
stoop-shouldered balding gent with
large feet. He certainly didn’t look
like a walking bubonic plague, but
then, they  .r do. Instinctively I
closed my thoughts to him.

“What's this snake doing here,
Fred?” I asked my Section Chief
quietly.

He flushed. He knew my policies.
“What did you expect me to do with
him?" he said hotly. “This isn’t some
common snake we picked up out in
the country. We snagged this viper
right here 1n Washington, Gyp! I
suppose I should have spirited him
out of town on the midnighe jet!”

“Yes,” I said. “That would have
been my idea. Do you realize that
all this publicity has gotten us a mob
of five hundred people around our
doors, a mob that’s waiting to lynch
this prisoner of yours?”

The man gulped and started to
say something, but Fred hit him
hard between the shoulder blades.
“Shut up,” he said. “Nobody cares
what you think.” He walked up close
to me. "Sure I know there's a mob
down there,” he said. “And 1 know
why they're there. Plain scared to
death of what 1t means to have had
a telepath loose in Washington.
You're wrong to hustle this guy out
of town, Gyp. Look at thts pathetic
case—does he look like a super-

man?’
I looked at the snake. "No,” I
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agrced. "He looks like they roped
him somewhere 1n West Virginia a
few months ago, put shoes on him,
and brought him to town.”

“Right,” Fred snapped. “Let the
mob get a look at him. The contrast
of you dragging him along by the
ear and him stumbling along behind
you is the sort of thing the public
laps up. It'll put you right in the
driver's seat.”

"I thought Congress had already
done that,” I reminded him coldly.
No bureaucrat could want powers
more absolute than mine. “Unfortu-
nately,” I growled at him. "I gave
orders that no snakes were to be
brought into this building without
my prior consent. This 1neffective-
looking hill-billy has possibly read
a thousand minds since you dragged
him in here. How much of what he
has picked up around here this
morning will be peeped by some
Russian telepath before you get him
out of town?”

"Relax,” Fred scoffed. "He's a
short-range punk.” .

That was too much. "I'll do my
own thinking, Fred,” I said. “From
now on, you follow orders.”

I turned on the telepath. “Before
I sentence you,” I satd. “What have
you got to say?"

“l never hurt nothin’,” he grum-
bled.

They're all alike, so help me.
"You are a telepath?” I asked him.

“Shoah.”

"Prove it,” I demanded, opening
a chink in my mind.
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His long ced face cwisted in a
crooked grin, showing poorly-cared-
for teeth scattered here and there in
bts gums.

“Yo' think I never had no ortho-
donture, whatever ther 1s,” he said.

I shut my mind like a clam. If
there’s anything I. detest, it's the
ghastly creeping of a telepath into
my own thoughts. “Hello, Pete!” he
exclaimed. “Yo' done shet yo
mind!” He shook his head. “Ain't
never seen a body could do ther!”
I'll bet he hadn’t. There are only a
few of us who can keep telepaths
out of our thoughts. It takes a world
of practice. Well, I'd had that.

“Can you do that?” I asked the
snake.

He shook his head. “No, suh,” he
admitted.

"So here you are,” I said, more
heatedly. “Wandering around in a
town full of secrets—Washington,
the capital of your country, where
the military, the diplomatic people,
the security people, all of them have
locked in their heads the things that
keep us one step ahead of the Rus-
sians. Isn’t that true?”

“I reckon. But—"

“But nothing,” I snapped, getting
sore about it for the thousandth
time. “And you, you miserable
snake, you can’t keep your thoughts
from being read by another telepath.
No telepath can. Your mind is open
two ways—to let thoughts in bur,
damn i1t, equally to leak out any-
thing you know.” I smiled coldly at
him. “Can you get my thoughts
now?”
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The telepath shook his head.
“Still got yo' mind closed,” he said.
He sounded bitter about it.

“You're right,” I told him. "Some-
thing that few can do, and that %o
telepath can do! How can we let you
wander around Washington leaking
out thoughts of every secret your
mind might accidentally have over-
heard from some ranking ofhcial?
How many Russian telepaths have
been accredited to their Embassy?
How many crypto-telepaths have
the Reds got in town? How many
secrets have you already given
away? How big a traitor have you
been?”

That was the one that got him.
“Traitor!” he yelled at me, starting
across the office to where 1 stood
leaning against my desk. Fred
grabbed him and twisted his arm
cruelly to stop all movement.

“Cut chat out! " he snapped.

“"Cut it out vyourself, Fred,” T
said. “Just because youre sore at
me, you don’t have to take it out on
the snake.”

The telepath was not to be si-
lenced. “My folks been in this coun-
try over three hundred years,” he
stormed at me. “And it takes some-
one like you to call me a traitor!™

I am very dark, and my hair is
black and curly. I don’t mind. Wich
my heredity, it should be.

"Under the power vested in me
—" I started.

“Aw, shet up,” he said, turning to
walk to the door. "1 reckon I know
the rest!”

Anita stayed behind after Fred

Plaice dragged the snake out with
him. "Better get me George Kelly
on the ’visor,” I said to her.

“Right away,” Anita said, coming
over to my desk. “But first—"

I looked up. “Yes?”

“Fred Plaice is throwing you a
curve, Gyp.”

The instant she used my nick-
name, I knew Anita felt that it was
important. She never did that unless
we were alone and rtalking seriously.

“What the devil!”

“Fred caught another telepach
last night, at the same time he got
the snake you just saw,” Anita said.
“You didn’t know that, did you,
Gyp?”

“Hell, no,” 1 growled.
George Kelly know?”

"No,” she said.

"How did you find out, Anicta?”

She shrugged. “I stand precty
good with a couple of the guys in
Fred's section. One of them tipped
me on the 'visor at home before I
came to work. That’s how I knew to
be dowh here, actually.”

I scowled over that one. “"What
did your buddy tell you?”

“Fred had said he’d have your

“Does

-O.K. to execute the second snake by

noon and that everything about her
was top-secret.”

That was enough. "Get Fred and
this top-secret snake in here, Anita,
and right now! Forget about that
call to the Director.”

“Yes, ssr!” she said, and went out
with a swish of skirts.

But Fred came in alone. I de-
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cided it was about ume to get him
back on his heels. “Don’t you give a
damn about my orders?’ I growled
at him. His eyebrows shot up. "I
distinctly told Anita I wanted you to
bring that other snake in wih you.
I know Anita got the message to
you.
But it didn’t shake him up. Fred
Plaice came right toward my desk,
leaned over and put his hands on ft,
and looked me in the eye. "Gyp,”
he said. “Gyp, this is once you're go-
ing to let me have my way.”

“Not that it makes any differ-
ence, I snapped. "But why?”

“That's exactly what I'm not go-
ing to tell you,” he said. "Listen,
Gyp, have I ever tried to stick it in
you, in any form?”

Fred's a hot-shot. He's the
hardest-charger among my Section
Chiefs. But I had never found his
ambitions extending to my own job
as head of the Division of Psychic
Investigation. “You're still here,” I
conceded. "I guess 1 never caught
you at it, Fred."

“And you never will, Gyp,” he
said. “You've given me the greatest
breaks a guy ever got. This time
I'm returning the favor.”

"By executing a telepath?” 1 de-
manded. “"And a woman, at that!”

He didn't ask me how I knew, but
I could see it annoyed him.

“The biggest break you ever got,”
he 1nsisted. “This thing 1s so hot it
will burn you to death. Another
crypto-telepath, right here in the
District. 1 want to make summary
disposition of her, and I don't want
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you to so much as look at the pa-
pers. Just give me instructions to use
my own discretion.”

Talk about a blank check. “"Fred,”
I said, searching for words that
wouldn’t offend him. “I have more
confidence in you than in any man
I've ever worked with. But execx-
tion! Sure, three years ago, when
the President declared the psychic
emergency, we were killing the most
fatally dangerous ones. But that’s a
couple years behind us. I just can't
go that far without more reason
than you've given me.”

“It's perfectly legal,” Fred said
sullenly and beside the point. "Con-
gress has given you summary—"

"Of course,” 1 cut in. “"What
F.B.I. man would suggest an illegal
coursc of action? But why should I
delegate? 1f this is so touchy, I
should handle it myself. Why dele-
gate?”

“Simply because I ask 1t,” he
said. "And because you trust me.
Listen, Gyp,” he added, almost pas-
sionately. "Don’t. ask me any more
questions. I've said too much al-
ready. If you know why, it wouldn't
be right for you to delegate. Do as 1
ask. Trust me. I'm saving you a
world of trouble.”

“Boy, oh boy!” I said. “This does-
n't sound like the way to stay out of
trouble. What is so dangerous about
this telepath?”

“Nothing doing,” Fred said. "I
know I'm asking for a blank check.
There's no other way for me to help
you play it.”

“This is your own idea, Fred?”

“Sure.”

“Talked it over with Anita?”

He shook his head furiously. “I
wouldn’t compromise you, Gyp, and
not with ber!”

That sertled it. I would trust Anita
with the crown jewels.

“No dice, Fred,” I said. "Give me
the facts.”

"Gyp,” he pleaded. "Don’t ask for
them! "

“The facts!”

He straightened up from where he
had hung over my desk during the
whole argument, “This cuts my guts
right out,” he said. “Suspect appre-
hended around two o'clock this
morning and now in detention at the
City Jail. Native white female, age
fifty-eight. Named Maude Tinker.”
He stopped.

I couldn’t starc. Maude Tinker!
My given name is Joseph Tinker—
although they all call me Gyp.
“What . . .” 1 got our ac last.
“What did she look . . . ?”

He nodded, looking sick. “She’s a
gypsy, if thats what you mean,
Gyp,” he said to me. "I'm sorry.
You énow I'm sorry.”

"Has she made any statement,
Fred?” I asked softly, staring ar the
surface of my desk.

“She demanded to be taken at
once to the Chiet of the Division of
Psychic Investigation, Mr. Joseph
Tinker,” he said.

“Give any reason?”

He was quiet for a while, until I
looked up. "She said,” Fred told me,
“she said Gyp Tinker was her son.”

I smiled wanly at him. "Obviously
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I can’ct let a statement like that go
unchallenged, not in my position as
the man charged with extirpating
the danger of the snakes,” I said.

“Obviously,” Fred agreed. “Now
that you know-about it. If you had
done as I asked, Gyp . . .”

“Get her over here, Fred,” I said.
"I'll see her at once. And send Anita
in as you leave.”

“Sure, Gyp,” he said, starting for
the door.

“"And thanks, Fred,” I said. “But
it never would have worked.”

“Maybe not,” he conceded from
the door. "But the guy in the jam
would have been me, not you.”

I turned my swivel around and
stared out the window at the Mall
and didn’t move until the light scent
of Anita’s perfume reminded me
that I bad asked her to come in.

I swung around. “You watch out
for that Fred Plaice,” Anita said, al-
most scoldingly.

"You mean, starc watching my
back, like I never did before? How
did I gec this far?”

Her frown softened a little. “You
don't miss many bets,” she said. “INot
my Gypper. But this thing of Fred's
holding back on the other telepath
he picked up last night has all the
earmarks of a real slippery move.”

“"Did Fred tell you anything about
it on the way out?” .

“Just that he was bringing the
telepath from the City Jail right
back with him, and that you wanted
to see her at once.”

“This snake is a woman, aged
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fifty-eight, Anita,” I told her. “She
gave the name of Maude Tinker
and says she’s my mother,” I added,
without any particular expression.

Antta laughed. "Oh, n#ot” she said.
"“What they won’t think of next!”
But her face sobered in an instant,
and she bent forward, almost whis-
pering the rest: “Gyp! You mean
that Fred Plaice took her seriously!
That he was trying to get rid of
her?"”

"He felt it would be better if 1
never knew about it,” I admitted.
“What do you think I should do,
Anita?”

Her heart-shaped face grew more
solemn. “I think it would be bad to
try to cover it up,’ she decided.
“And I'm glad you didn't let Fred
do that to you. Some newscast
would be sure to get hold of the
story and there'd be snide accusa-
ttons. All this talk recently about the
heredity of psi powers is bad, too
That's what she’s trying to cash in
on. And if the public thought that
the man in charge of catching and
pulling the fangs- of all the snakes
was a hereditary telepath, they'd be
after your scalp in no time.”

“So?"

“Scotch it. See her, face her
down, prove her charge is ridicu-
lous, and ship her west.”

I smiled a little dimly. “Just one
complication.”

“Yes, Gyp?”

“This Maude Tinker, says Fred,
Is a gypsy.

Anita’s face did the most abrupt
change. I had never seen her furi-
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ously angry. She’'s a typical high-
echelon Washington secretary, cool,
extremely well-mannered, cheerful
without being bumptious. But this
time she was downright mad.

"I told you,” Anira said.

“What?"

“I told you to watch out for Fred
Plaice!”

“I’'s not his fault,” I protested.
“Catching telepaths is his job.”

“Within limits,” she said scorn-
fully. “I cthought it was just one
more of his screwball ideas! He had
his whole Section concentrating on
gypsies, for a couple of months. He
had a long story to go with it, Gyp!
How all the soothsayers and clair-
voyants and finders were really
short-range telepaths or pre-cogs.”

"I don’t believe it,” I said. “You
mean that Fred started with my
nickname, and has been on this cam-
paign of looking for telepaths among
gypsies just in hopes he could em-
barrass me?”

"Yes!”

You have to like loyalty, no mat-
ter what the circumstances that in-
cite it.

"I can’t believe that of one of my
boys, Anita,” I said. “Fred was all
broken up about it.”

“I bet I can call the turn,” Anita-

said, starting back for her own desk.
“Fred’s next move is to tell you that
no one can blame you for disqualify-
ing yourself from this case. After
all, your own mother!”

Well, the political implications
were deep. "I think I would agree,”
I said at length, “Let’s see what hap-

pens. Send this Maude Tinker in as
soon as she gets here.”

“Aren’t you going to take any
precautions, Gyp?” Anita demanded.

“Against what?”

“You're impossible,” she snapped.
“I'll take care of the precaution de-
partment myself. And don’t you
dare let Fred get that woman in
here unal I get back.”

"No what . . . ?”

“Joseph Tinker!” she cried. "Be
quiet!” She stormed out.

In about twenty minutes the buz-
zer on my pix-box sounded, and I
depressed the key. Anita’s face was
tense on the small screen.

“Just got a flash,” she said. “Fred
has her in his 'copter and will let
down on the roof in about four or
five minutes. I'll need a couple min-
utes more than that. Now don’t you
let him in with her before I get there,
do you hear me?”

I said I heard her. She beat Fred
at that. For all I know she had
booby-trapped them in getting down
from the roof. Anita has drag with
everybody in the building, and that
could have included the elevator
service man, who quite easily could
have loused service to the roof
enough to delay Fred.

Anita came in. "Mr. Tinker,” she
said crisply. "Meet Tony Carlucci.”

I stood® up. Tony was a darned
good-looking chap, about my age,
with very dark hair, somewhat curly,
and a flash of white teeth for a smile.
I told him I was pleased to meet
him.
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“Move over,” Anita directed,

stepping smartly around my desk -

and giving my elbow a sharp yank.
“You sit behind the desk, Tony.
Now try to look like a big wheel, for
heaven's sake.”

“I am a big wheel,” Tony pro-
tested. “In the used ’copter racket.”

Anita was already reaching up to
push down on my shoulders. “Won't
you sit down?” she demanded. She
had me in one of the comfortable
chairs I have in my office for callers,
rather off to one side. She put her-
self down in the chair across my
desk from Tony Carlucci, as though
she were getting instructions.

He didn't need much hinting.
“Tell the bulls we're gonna clean up
the District,” he started, waving his
hands around. "No more poker.
No more dice. No more Sneaky Pete.”
I'd never heard of that.

“Shut up!” Anita said. “"He'll be
here any instant.”

Fred was as good as her word.
He was holding the door for his tele-
path within seconds. Tony Carlucci
stopped ‘hamming it up and straight-
ened importantly in my chair. 1 had
to admit that Anita had found a guy
who, superficially, resembled me
more than a little. No one who knew
either of us would ever mistake one
for the other, but our general de-
scriptions were quite similar.

The woman who came in not only
was a gypsy, she was dressed as a
gypsy.- Her blouse was white, and
quite frilly. She had on a billowing
red skirt, liberally encrusted with
embroidered beads of a darker red.
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The tactered hem of a petticoat hung
below it. Her hair had been dark
once, but it was shot with threads of
silver. There was a lot of it, and piled
up high so that her ears were ex-
posed. They had pierced lobes, and
heavy gold rings hung from them.

Instinctively I closed my mind as
tight as a clam. The mere sight of a
telepath triggers that reaction. Fred
closed the door behind him, con-
tinuing to stand just behind his cap-
tive. She glanced briefly at me and
then looked for a longer moment at
Tony Carlucci, behind my desk.

“Joe,” she said to him. “Joe, don’t
let them do this to me!”

I don’t know how much coaching
Anita had given Carlucci, but he
knew enough to call her “mother.”
And | knew enough to watch Fred
Plaice the instant Tony said: "Obh,
mother! Why the devil couldn’t you
keep out of sight!”

Fred was one mighty confused
looking boy. The two-bit word s
consternation. He had it. Anita had
given him the business,

“I'm sorry, madame,” 1 said
standing and walking over to where
Tony was emoting, with the back of
his hand pressed to his eyes. “"We
threw you a curve. Meet Mr. Tony
Carlucci.” Her eyebrows rose in sut-
prise. “And I, madame, am Joseph
Tinker.”

“Joe!” she cried, or watled is a
better word, and threw herself
around the desk to seize me in her
arms. She smelled faintly of garlic,
oregano and some kind of incense,

“maybe sandalwood. A nice clean
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gypsy smell. Cleaner than a lot of
gypsies I can think of.

- Fred pulled her off me, not too
gently. I'd say he was a little sore
about something. Anita’s eyes were
slits of fury.

“Thanks, Tony,” I said. "See you
around.”

"Honest Tony Carlucci,” he said.
“If you need a used 'copter, Joe, jet
on down to my dock. Nothing down.
Listen, I got one that was never used
except in the spring by a li:tle old
lady who gave up walking for Lent.
I'll tell you what I'll do—"

“Wasting your time,” Anita told
him. "The Government provides
Mr. Tinker with any kind of trans-
portation he needs. A thousand
thanks, Tony. I won't forget—" The
rest was cut oft as she gave him one
of the more polite bum'’s rushes. I
think he would have liked to hang
around to see the rest of our little
amateur theatrical.

Fred had his grin going. “Could-
n't get the drift for a minute, Gyp,”
he said, clapping me on the shoulder.
“Nice work! Now I know why I get
such a kick out of working for you!”
He whirled on Maude Tinker. “And
you, you foolish old biddy! How far
do you think you would get with an
act like chis against another tele-
path?”

She spat a curse at him in Romany.
"So smart!” she sneered. "There
isn’t another telepath in the city of
Washington!™

That was a laugh. For its own
safety the F.B.I. has its own gang of

tame TP's—they are all, of course,
exceptionally short-range telepaths,
and we practically keep them under
lock and key to make sure some im-
portant thoughts don't leak in and
out of their diseased minds.

“Send in Freeda Sayer,” I said,
leaning down to press the intercom-
mute. Freeda is a thick-ankled,
thick-headed telepath. But stupid or
not, she is telepathic, and #s5 an acid
test 1n these cases.

“Is this woman a telepath?” I
asked Freeda, when she stumped in.

Freeda looked at Maude Tinker,
her mouth hanging a little open. She
snufled and walked quite close to
the gypsy woman. “Yeah,” she said.
“She knows I'm thinking her hem is
torn.” She turned her head with that
low-thyroid slowness to me. “Is that
all. Mr. Tinker?” she asked.

Fred answered. "Swell,
That's all.”

Freeda wandered out.

Fred said: "OK, Gyp. What'll I
do with her?”

“Sit down, Mrs. . . . 1t 1s Mirs,,
isn't 1t? . .. Mrs. Tinker, won't
you please?” [ said in answer to his
question. She took the chair Anita
had been using when Tony was pre-
tending to be me, and I sat down in
my swivel across the desk from her.

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Tinker,” I said.
“It's bad enough that you bhave de-
liberately stayed in the District after
all telepaths were most stringently
warned to register with us so that we
could move them to less sensitive
areas. But | take it quite hard that
you have tried to embarrass me.”

Freeda.
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“That would take a lirtle doing,”
she said. “You've got a heart like a
piece of flint. Let me see your
palm!” she demanded, reaching 1m-
peratively across my desk. Fred
started to protest, but 1 passed my
hand across to her, leaning forward
so that she could reach it.

Maude Tinker smoothed out my
palm, rubbing her thumb over it as
if to clear away a veil of mystery,
and bent close over it, her dark face
intense. She rtraced a line or two
with her fingernail, and dropped my
hand to the walout. "You have no
mercy,” she said. “You will use the
cxcuse that 1 tried to hinder the
work of your department as a rea-
son to punish me scverely—and your
real reason 1s thac you feel I mighe
have damaged you personally.”

Fred was moving around che desk.
He spoke softly in my ear while I
kept my eye on the gypsy. That was
silly. He can’t close his mind the way
[ can. She could read his thoughts

just as well as it he were screaming
them our loud.

“That's a charge she may repeat,
Gyp,” he said. "Nobody could blame
you, if you disqualified yourself
from this decision. 1 think we could
get the newscasts to see It as 1mpec-
cable public behavior. We'll paint
you as the administrator so devoted
to pure justice that even potential
resentment will be a barrier to your
personal decision. How's thar sound
to you, Gyp?”

“The day you have to start paint-
ing a picture for them, I've had i,
Fred,” I said. I felt sure Anita had
overheard his soft words in my ear,
but to be sure, I added, “I think ic
would be suicide to disqualify myself
from chis case. That's just the first
stcecp to disqualifying myself from
the job. If there’'s any bhint of tele-
pathic heredity in my case, ducking
this decision would be a public ad-
mission that I'm sensitive in that
area. No. I'll handle 1t.”
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Anita nodded slowly to me. Well,
she had called it. Maybe she was
right about Fred. “Tell you what,” I
said. “Several things about this case
interest me. If we are to believe her,
this woman has had absolutely no
contact with any other telepath in
Washington—she thought she was
the only one who had escaped our
dragnet. Why don't all of you shoo
—I] want to do a little survey In
depth here—a little motivational
work. I think I can get more frank-
ness out of her if there are no wit-
nesses. Beat it, kids.”

Anita lefc with Fred. Maude
Tinker and 1 were alone in my office.
I looked at her with a smile.

"Hello, Joe,” she said.

“Hello, Mother,” I said.
look just wonderful.”

Mother smiled at me and reached
across- the desk again to take both
my hands. "Yossp,” she said in Ro-
many. "What a wonderful long way
you have come since you ran away.
A lawyer, and now a big man, a very
big man, in Washington. I am a very
proud gypsy.”

What ] might have said to her
was interrupted by a racket outsiae
my office. Voices were raised. I
thought I heard what could only be
Anita yelling. That’s another thing
that had never happened before.

Fred burst back into the office,
with Anita right on his heels. His
face was livid. Mother turned in her
chair and looked coldly at him. A
Bypsy woman can give you the snoot-
iest look in the world, right down

“You

her aquiline nose, when she feels like
it. It stopped Fred Plaice in his
tracks.

“Yes, Fred?” I said quietly.

“If you don't mind, Tinker,” he
said brusquely. “I'd like to be pres-
ent for this interview.”

“Tinker?”

"I'm sorry, Gyp,
. . . I'm upset.”

“I'll bet you are, you sneak,”
Anita said. "Chief,” she told me. "He
was fit to be tied when you chased
us out. The first thing he wanted to
know was whatever had made you
decide to get Tony Carlucci in here
to trick his gypsy snake. I was so
mad that I flipped and told him it
was my idea.”

“Is that why you're back?” I
asked him.

“Get this calf-eyed girl Friday of
yours off my back,” he said stonily.
“Our security certainly doesn’t per-
mit your confidential assistant to be
in love with you. We're supposed to
be checking each other constancly.”

I hardly knew which of his two
ideas to blast the hardest. I looked
at Anita first. She simply raised her
head and looked me straight in the
eye. It could mean almost anything.

I tried Fred: “"And you consider
it's your job to check on me?”

"Of course. Goes without say-
ing,” he said. I shrugged. “"At any
rate,” he added, calming down. "I'm
staying. Nothing outside of a direct
order, which I will protest to George
Kelly, will get me to leave.” The
last thing I wanted was trouble with
the Director.

he said. "'I'm
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“Stay, Fred,” 1 said: "But we'll
have some things to settle afcer-
wards.”

“"Maybe,” he smiled. “It will de-
pend. Right now I'd like to get a
load of this motivactional research
you've gotcooked up.”

“Don’t bother,” Mother said.
“I've got more sense than to tie the
rope around my own neck. I'm not
saying a word.” She crossed her
arms and sat back in her chair with
a granitic finality.

“So much the quicker,” Fred said.
"You can sentence her right now,
Gyp!”

“Sure,” I said. "Sure I can.” I
wish I could say that my mind raced
to a quick decisiton. No—I couldn't
think. Or almost couldn’t. One idea
percolated through. Mother had
made no “mistake” in calling Tony
by my name. She had read Fred’s
mind in the ‘copter on the way from
the jail, and Anita's as she was
ushered in. Her “mistake” could
only mean one thing—Fred Plaice
was not. sure she was my mother.

This much thought took time.
Fred knew 1 was stalling. “"Come
on,” he snapped in a tone he had
never dared to use to me before.
“Let’s have the sentence!”

He was right in one thing. He had
me over a barrel. 1 squeezed my
eyelids shut and did something 1
hadn't done since that day twenty
years before when I had run away
from home. ] opened my mind to
my mother.

Unless you have had the experi-
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ence, you can't imagine what it 1s
like to live with a telepath. It is dis-
quieting in the extreme. One of the
concomitants of consciousness is
that it is préivate consciousness. And
when this isn’t true, when someone,
even a loved one, can creep into
your mind and know what you
think, your insides writhe. Caterpil-
lars course around under your skin.
And you resent. Sooner or later you
will hate. I ran away from home be-
cause [ couldn’t stand Mother in my
mind, and couldn’t bear the thought
of hating her.

. But now I bad to know what I
should do to her. I let her into my
thoughts. Give me some sign, 1
thought, as I waved a hand at Fred
for quiet. Mother, tell me whasr to
do!

Poor Joe, she thought. He loves
me in spite of it all. He can’t bear to
do what he has to do. Joe! her mind
shrieked at me. You read my mind!

I snapped upright in my chair and
grabbed its arms until I could hear
my knuckles crack. My mind snapped
shut with an almost audible crack.
I was a damned snake!

I could dimly hear Fred yammer-
ing at me. With a sick fear I slowly
opened my mind again. His thoughts
surged into it. Well, Anita had been
right. And Antita!

Yes, Mother thought. She does
love yom, Joe. A lovely gul. You
lucky man.

Fred had me by the shoulder, yell-
ing at me, shaking me, trying to get
me to speak. He was almost slaver-
ing in his greed. I paid him no heed.
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Al right, I thought. What's to be
done, Mother?

Throw the book at me, Mother
thought.

"Shut .up, Fred. And sit down.” He
kept his tight grip-on my shoulder.
“Sit down!” [ yelled at him. "Three
strikes and out, Fred. This is the
third order you've resisted today!”

“Now hear this,” I said. "Under
the powers vested in me ..." I
sentenced Mother to indefinite deten-
tion in Oklahoma. I threatened her
with worse—face ir, the only worse
thing was death—if she were found
in a restricted area again.

“Take her out, Fred,” I said. He
hadn’t counted on my being able to
do it, and it left him without a plan.
“Four times?” 1 asked him.

“No. No, Gyp. On my way,” he
said, taking Mother by the arm.

Anita started to follow him. I
stopped her and waited until the

door had closed behind Fred and
Mother.
“You were right about Fred,

Anita,” | said. "Thank you for sav-
ing my life.”

"Oh, Gyp,’ she said, tears trying
to brim over her eyelids. “He's such
a cutthroat!”

“Sure,” I said. “But now we know
it. Get me an appointment with
George Kelly, will you, Anita?”

She compressed her lips. “That's
more like it!” she said angrily. "Get
Fred kicked clear out of the Bureau.
George Kelly 1s a great Director,
Gyp, and he’ll do ic if you insist.”

“Maybe,” I said. I stewed over
what to tell the boss until Anita

came back 1n. |

"Mr. Kelly can see you now, Mzs,
Tinker,” she said, all calmed down
again. '

I got up and came around the desk
and took her by the elbow, stand-
ing at my door. “Just in case,” I
said,. leaning down to kiss her lightly
on the lips. "I love you, to0.”

“Too?” she said.

I froze. It was the kind of slip
that sooner or later trips up every
snake. My grin was a sick one. I
walked out without another word.

The Director’'s office is on the
fourth floor, I climbed the single
flight, and his girl let me in. George
affects long slim cigars. I say affects.
He seldom lights them, but he waves
them like batons, conducting some
kind of a symphony of words and
ideas all day.

"Welcome, stranger,” he said,
calling on the fiddles for a little piz-
zicatto. ' What's up, Gyp?”

I sat down across from him at his
desk and tried to put a smile on my
face. "I want to submit my resigna-
tion, George,” I said. "Effective im-
mediately.”

“Not accepted,” he said, without a
second thought. Then his face grew
solemn. ""What's this about?” he de-
manded. “I can't lose yox, Gyp. My
right bower!”

“One favor,” I said, not answet-
ing him. “"Don’t move Fred Plaice
up to my old spot. Any of the other
Section Chiefs, but rot Fred.”

"Well, well,” George said, whip-
ping up the brasses with his cigar.
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“This begins to sound like cause and
effect” He hushed the whole or-
chestra to a whisper. “1 thought
Fred was your fair-haired boy, Gyp.
You two get in a hassle?”

I shook my head. “Not directly,
George,” I told him. “I want you to
know two things. They'll explain
why I'm quitting. My mother 1s a
telepath. We arrested her early this
morning, here in the District. I just
sentenced her to transportation and
detention in Oklahoma.”

“Good heavens,” he gasped.
“Your own mother! Gyp, no wonder
youre upset. Didn't you know she
was a snake?”

My smile was a little tired. "Of
course I knew,” I told him. *I ran
away from home at thirteen to get
away from having her inside my
head all the time. That's how I
learned to close my mind—closing
her out as much as I could. The
power got stronger as I grew older.”

"It's embarrassing,” George said,
turning away from me to look out
the window. “To have you, of all
people, Gyp, with telepathic hered-
ity. Sull, if no one knows, and since
you've never had the slightest mani-
festation of psi powers yourself,

there may be some way we can pre-.

serve your usefulness.”

“Today, within the last half hour,
George, my latent telepathic ability
‘becane manifest. George, I'm a
snake.”

His face froze. Then the batonlike
cigar stopped its movement. He was
like a statue. The pose broke, and
he pressed a butcon.

TINKER’S DAM

"Seand Carol Lundgren in,” he or-
dered. I knew Carol, another short-
range telepath that George used as
his private lie-detector.

Carol was at my elbow in a mo-
ment or so. George wasted no
words. “Carol, is there a telepath in
this room?” he asked.

Carol grinned. “Yep, he said to
the enforced silence, “There is.”
George Kelly's face fell. “His name
is Carol Lundgren,” the kid went on.
“Next questton?”

George looked as though he could
have brained him. “All right, you
Philadelphia lawyer,” he grumbled.
“Besides yourself, Carol, is there a
telepath in this room?”

“No, Mr. Kelly, there is not,”

“Get out, and don’t scare me like
that again.” George told him.

I didn’t get it. I said so: “Georpge,
I don't get it. I read my mother’s
thoughts, and for that matter, Fred
Plaice’s thoughts, too. That's why I
asked you not to give him my- job.
I swear to you I can read thoughts.”

“So?"

“If 1 bknow I'm a telepath, Carol
should be able to read the thought
that I know it,” I protested.

“You're like me,” George Kelly
said. “You automatically close your
mind in the presence of a telepath.
It's pure reflex now. Carol couldn't
read a thing because you clammed
your thoughts the instant he walked

in.
“That was then!” I yelled at him.
“Before my psi powers became

manifest. You know that a telepath
can't close his mind! Why couldn’t
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Carol read my thoughts?”

Well, George thought, he couldn’t
read mine etther, could he?

No, 1 thought. He coxldn’t. He
. . . George! my mind shricked at
him.

Somebody kicked the props out
from under my world. George Kelly
was a snake!

Don't be silly, he thought. I'm no
more a snake than you are, Gyp.

But you're a telepath!

So are you, Gyp, he thought. The
only kind of telepath that really
counts. You can read minds, but
others can't read yours.

I fell back on words, closing my
mind—it was rattling so I didn't
want George to read my thoughts:
"“But a rtelepath can’t close his
mind!” I protested.

“I hope the Russians are as sure
of that as you are, Gyp,” George
grinned. “The only agents we have
in Russia are closed-mind telepaths
—telepaths who don’t automatically
give themselves away. Now ?hat
kind of a telepath really s5 a usable
espionage agent or a safe link in a
communications net.”

“How long has this been going
on?”

“About three years, Gyp. When
we discovered that certain training
could make some telepaths closed-
mind operators, we got the Presi-
dent to promulgate the Executive
Orders that Congress later made
into law. We got all ordinary tele-
paths out of circulation and put to
work those that we could train to

closed-mind operation. Now you
know why I won't take your resig-
nation,”

I sputtered. “George, how can I
conscientiously crack down on these
poor people, if I'm a TP myself?”

He grinned. “You won’t. You'll
still be doing just what you've al-
ways been doing, except now you'll
know that you're doing it. You'll be
recruiting telepaths for us. Where
do you think we train them?”

"Oklahoma? The Detention area?”

“Sure. Where else? Now relax.
But for heaven's sake, don’t ever
leak this. We feel sure the Russians
haven’t discovered this business of
closed-mind telepaths yet. Some day,
I suppose, they will. It may take a
long time. The self-realized closed-
mind telepath like you, Gyp, 1s a
rarity. Mostly we have to train peo-
ple rigorously for it. It took your
mother over two years to learn 1"

"My mother!”

"Sure. Why did you think she was
in Washington? She's part of the
Sevastopol, Teheran and Cairo com-
munications network.”

“"George,” I insisted. “"Something
is shaky. If she's on the inside, how
did she ever get picked up?”

He laughed. “Just part of her
cover. Fred Plaice got too close. We
know what he 1s, Gyp. But we didn't
dare to have him guess what your
mother was. She's on her way to a
nice California vacation. New as-
signment after that. Maybe middlc
Europe. After all, she ss a gypsy.
Ought t0 go well, say, in Bulgaria!”

THE END
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FIRST By HERBERT D. KASTLE

ONE

The first man to return from beyond the Great
Frontier may be welcomed . . . but will it
be as a curiosily, rather than as a hero . . .?

llustrated by van Dongen
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Eli——— HERE was the usual wel-

Wi | coming crowd for a ce-
will | lebrity, and the usual
speeches by the usual
T politicians who met him
at the airport which had once been
twenty miles outside of Croton, but
which the growing city had since
engulfed and placed well within its
boundaries. But everything wasn't
usual. The crowd was quiet, and the
mayor didn’'t seem quite as at-ease as
he’d been on his last big welcoming
—for Corporal Berringer, one of the
crew of the spaceship Washington,
first to set Americans upon Mars.
His Honor's handclasp was some-
what moist and cold. His Honor's
eyes held a trace of remoteness.
Still, he was the honored home-
comer, the successful returnee, the
hometown boy who had made good
in a big way, and they took the
triumphal tour up Main Street to
the new square and the grandstand.
There he sat between the mayor and
a nervous young coed chosen as
homecoming queen, and looked out
at the policc and fire department
bands, the National Guard, the boy
scouts and girl scouts, the Elks and
Masons. Several of the churches in
town had shown indecision as to
how to instruct their parishioners to
treat him. But they had all come
around. The tremendous national in-
terest, the fact that he was the First
One, .had made them come around.
It was obvious by now that they
would have to adjust as they'd ad-
justed to all the other firsts taking
place in these—as the newspapers

had dubbed the start of the Twenty-
first Century—the Galloping Twen-
ties.

He was glad when the official
greeting was over. He was a very
tired man and he had come farther,
traveled longer and over darker
country, than any man who'd ever
lived before. He wanted a meal at
his own table, a kiss from his wife,
a word from his son, and later to see
some old friends and a relative or
two. He didn't want to talk about
the journey. He wanted to forgert the
immediacy, the urgency, the terror;
then perhaps he would talk.

Or would he? For he had very lit-
tle to tell. He had traveled and he
had returned and his voyage was
very much like the voyages of the
great mariners, from Columbus on-
ward—IJong, dull periods of time
passing, passing, and thgn the ar-
rival.

The house had changed. He saw
that as soon as the official car let him
off at 45 Roosevelt Strect. The
change was, he knew, for the better.
They had put a porch in front. They
had rehabilitated, spruced up, almost
rebuile the entire outside and
grounds. But he was sorry. He had
wanted it to be as before.

The head of the American Legion
and the chief of police, who had
escorted him on this trip from the
square, didn’t ask to go in with him.
He was glad. He'd had enough of
stcrangers. Not that he was through
with strangers. There were dozens of
them up and down the street, stand-
ing beside parked cars, looking at
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him. But when he. looked back at
them, their eyes . dropped, they
turned away, they began moving oft.
He was still too much the First One
to have his gaze met.

He walked up what had once been
a concrete path and was now an or-
nate flagstone path. He climbed the
new porch and raised the ornamen-
tal knocker on the new door and
heard the soft music sound within.
He was surprised that he’'d had to do
this. He'd thought Edith would be
watching at a window.

And perhaps she bad been watch-
ing . . . but she hadn’t opened the
door.

The door opened; he looked at
her. It hadn’t been too long and she
hadn't changed at all. She was sull
the small, slender girl he'd loved in
high school, the small, slender wom-
an he'd married twelve years ago.
Ralphie was with her. They held
onto each other as if seeking mutual
support, the thirty-three-year-old
woman and ten-year-old boy. They
looked at him, and then both moved
forward, still together. He said, “It’s
good to be home!”

- Edith nodded and, still holding to
Ralphie with one hand, put the other
arm around him. He kissed her—her
neck, her cheek—and all the old
jokes came to mind, the jokes of
travel-weary, battle-weary men, the
and - then - I'll - put - my - pack-aside
jokes that spoke of terrible hunger.
She was trembling, and even as her
lips came up to touch his he felt the
difference, and because of this dif-
ference he turned with urgency rto

THE FIRST ONE

Ralphie and picked him up and
hugged him and said, because he
could think of nothing else to say,
"What a big fella, what a big fella.”

Ralphie stood in his arms as if his
feet were still planted on the floor,
and he didn’t look at his father but
somewhere beyond him. “I didn't
grow much while you were gone,
Dad, Mom says I don't eat enough.”

So he put him down and told him-
self that it would all change, that
everything would loosen up just as
his commanding officer, General
Carlisle, had said it would early this
morning before he left Washington.

“Give it some time, Carlisle had
said. "You need the time; they need
the time. And for the love of heav-
en, don't be sensitive.”

Edith was leading him into the
living room, her hand lying still in
his, a cool, dead bird lying still in
his. He sat down on the couch, she
sat down beside him—but she had
hesitated. He wasn’t being sensitive;
she had hesitated. His wife had hesi-
taced before sitting down beside him.

Carlisle had said his position was
analogous to Columbus’, to Vasco De
Gama'’s, to Preshoff’s when the Rus-
sian returned from the Moon—but
more so. Carlisle had said lots of
things, but even Carlisle who had
worked with him all the way, who
had engtneered the entire .fantastic
journey—even Carlisle the Nobel
prize winner, the multi-degreed ge-
nius in untform, had not actually
spoken to him as one man to an-
other.
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The eyes. It always showed in
their eyars.

He looked across the room at
Ralphie, standing in the doorway, a
boy already tall, already widening in
the shoulders, already large of fea-
ture. It was like looking into the
mirror and seeing himself twenty-
five years ago. But Ralphie’s face was
drawn, was worried in a way that
few ten-year-old faces are.

“How’s 1t going in school?” he
asked.

“Gee, Dad, it's the second month
of summer vacation.”

"Well, then, before summer vaca-
tion?”

“Precty good.”

Ldith said, “He made top forum
the six-month period before -vaca-
tion, and he made top forum the
six-month period you went away,
Hank.”

He nodded, remembering that, re-
membering ecverything, remember-
ing.the warmth of her farewell, the
warmth of Ralphie's farewell, their
tears as he left for the experimental
flight scation in the Aleutians. They
had feared for him, having read of
the many launchings gone wrong
even in continent-to-continent ex-
perimental flight.

They had been right to worry. He
had suffered much after that blow-
up. But now they should be rejoic-
ing because he had survived and
made the long journey. Ralphie sud-
denly said, "I got to go, Dad. I prom-
ised Walt and the others I'd pitch.
It's Inter-Town Little League, you
know. It's Harmon, you know. 1 got

to keep my word.” Without waiting
for an answer, he waved his hand—
it shook; a ten-year-old boy’s hand
that shook—and ran from the room
and from the house.

He and Edith sat beside each
other, and he wanted badly to take
her in his arms, and yet he didn’t
want to oppress her. He stood up.
“I'm very tired. I'd like to lie down
a while.” Which .wasn't true, be-
cause he’d been lying down all the
months of the way back.

She said, "Of course. How stupid
of me, expecting you to sit around
and make small talk and pick up
just where you left off.”

He nodded. But that was exactly
what he wanted to do—make¢ small
talk and pick up just where he'd left
off. But they didn’t expect it of him;
they wouldn’t let him; they felt he
had changed too much.

She led him upstairs and along the
foyer past Ralphie’s room and past
the small guest room to their bed-
room. This, too, had changed. It was
newly painted and it had new furni-
ture. He saw twin beds scparated by
an ornate little table with an ornate
little lamp, and this looked more
ominous a barrier to him than the
twelve-foot concrete-and-barbed-
wire fence around the experimental
station.

“Which one is mine,” he asked,
and tried to smile.

She also tried to smile. "The one
near the window. You always liked
the fresh air, the sunshine in the
morning. You always said it helped
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you to get up on time when you
were stationed at the base outside of
town. You always said it reminded
you—bei<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>