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To people who have always meant to own

THE WORLD OF MATHEMATICS

The famous four-volume library edited, with commentaries, by James
R. Newman (over 100,000 copies have been sold in the original hard-
bound edition currently priced at $25) is available complete and
unabridged in paperback — four volumes, boxed, at only $9.95.

Partial Contents

GENERAL SURVEY — Jourdain: The
Nature of Mathematics.
HISTORICAL AND BIOGRAPHICAL —

Turnbull: The Great Mathematicians;
Newman: The Rhind Papyrus; Plu-
tarch: Archimedes; 12 others.

ARITHMETIC, NUMBERS AND THE ART
OF COUNTING — Archimedes: Poppy
Seeds and The Universe; Ball: Calcu-
lating Prodigies; Newton: The Binomial
Theorem; 6 others.

MATHEMATICS OF SPACE AND MO-
TION — Clifford: The Science of \'pate
The Space Theory of Matter;
The Seven Bridges of I\mngtlrng
Famous Problem. Kline: Projective (,o
ometry; 7 others.

MATHEMATICS AND THE PHYSICAL
WORLD — Galileo: Mathematics of Mo-
tion; Moseley: Atomic Numbers; Boys:
The Soap Bubble; Mendel: Mathemat-
ics of Heredity; 18 others.
MATHEMATICS AND THE SOCIAL SCI-
ENCES — Malthus: Mathematics of
W ealth; Richardso: tatistics of Dead-
ly Quarrels; Hurwicz: On the Theory
of Games; 7 cthers.

THE LAWS OF CHANCE — De LaPlace:
Concerning Probability; Peirce: The
Red and The Black; 5 others.

THE MAYNEMA'"CAI. WAY OF THINK-
ING — Peirce: The Essense of Mathe-
matics; Mach: The Economy of Sci-
ence; 3 others.

MATHEMATICS AND LOGIC — Boole:
The Mathematical Analysis of Logic;
Nagel: Symbolic Notation; 3 others.
THE UNREASONABLENESS OF MATHE-
MATICS — Kasner and Newman: Para-
dox Lost and Paradox Regained; Hahn:
The Crisis in Intuition.

BECOMING ONE'S OWN MATHEMA-
TICIAN — G. Polya: How to Solve It
(excerpt).

THE VOCABULARY OF MATHEMATICS
—Kasner and Newman: New Names for
old.

MATHEMATICS AS AN ART — Sullivan:
Mathematics as an Art.

VARIOUS CLEVER MACHINES — Von
Neumann: Theory of Automata; Tur-
ing: Can a Machine Think? Shannon:
A Chess-Playing Machine.

THE UNGENTLE USES OF MATHEMAT-
1€S — Lanchester: Mathematics in War-
fare; Morse and Kimball: How to Hunt
a Submarine.

A MATHEMATICAL THEORY OF ART —
Birkhoff: Mathematics of Aesthetics.
MATHEMATICS IN LITERATURE —Swift:
Cycloid Pudding; Huxley: Young Ar-
chimedes; 3 others.

MATHEMATICS AND MUSIC — Jeans:
The Mathematics of Music.
MATHEMATICAL DIVERSIONS, PUZ-
ZLES, AND FANCIES — selections by:
Stephen Leacock, Lewis Carroll, W. W.
Rouse Ball, 7 others.

THE MATHEMATICIAN EXPLAINS HIM-
SELF—Hard Mathematician’s Apol-
ogy; Poincare: Mathematical Creation;
How Ldeas Are Born; Von Neumann:
The Mathematician.

MATHEMATICS AND MORALITY —
G. D. Birkhoff: A Mathematical Ap-
proach to Ethics.

The most extensive collection ever published, for layman and expert,
of the great literature of Mathematics from the Rhind Papyrus of
Egypt to Einstein’s theories. Presented in four handsome illustrated
volumes with 500 drawings, halftones and facsimile reproductions.

HE WORLD OF MATHEMAT-

1cs, published in 1956, be-
came an instantaneous and
spectacular bestseller. Since
then this superb collection has
found its way into more than
112,000 homes in the original
higher priced, hard-bound edi-
tions.

Over the years it has become
apparent that, for many thou-
sands for whom the collection
would be most rewarding, the
$25 price has been too high.
So we explored every possible
way of producing a handsome,
readable, durable set at far
less. The result is the four-
volume paperback WorLD OF
MaruemaTics. Not a word has
been cut. The type page is
exactly the same as in the
original edition. The paper,
while of lighter weight, is of
excellent quality. The princi-
pal cost difference is in the
binding and in our savings on
substantial printings. We are
extremely pleased with the
handsome paper-cover bind-
ing. The result, at $9.95 for the
boxed set, is surely one of the
great book bargains of all time.

From Vajda on Matching
Pennies to the Theories
of Einstein

From Archimedes on Poppy
Seeds and the Universe to
Shaw’s The Vice of Gambling
and the Virtue of Insurance —
here are 133 great books, es-
says, articles and stories —
more than a million words. All
are woven together with a clear
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and brilliant 130,000 word
commentary by James R. New-
man, member of the Board of
Editors of Scientific American
Magazine.

Every Field of
Mathematical Thought
Do you know what the ~mal|

est thing in the Universe
The b t? The fd~lr~l’
Read D’Arcy Thompson's essay
on \lugm[ud(' From Von Neu-
mann’s classic Theory of
Games to the mathematics of
music—even of metaphysicsand
golf—every field of mathemat-
ical thought is represented.

Two basic books are in-
cluded in full: Jourdain’s The
Nature of Mathematics and
Turnbull’s The Great Mathe-
maticians.

Only a very small fraction
of the authors and titles can
be included in the partial con-
tents listed here. In their en-
tirety they are irresistible to
all who respond to the miracle
of the human mind that dares
to chart the galaxies, weigh
earth and atom, outguess

Please

10-DAY TRIAL EXAMINATION |

SIMON and SCHUSTER, Publishers, Dept. 100
630 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10020

chance, invent the straight
line, add irrational numbers,
and describe infinity.

How to Take Advantage

of This Offer

In order to make this great
library of books more easily
available, your set not only
will be sent for a 10-day trial
examination but. if desired, it
may be purchased on the easy
terms offered below.

To examine it in your home
for 10 days, simply fill out the
order form and mail it today.
A set will be sent to you at
once. If you are not absolutely
sure that you and your family
will place the value of Tue
WorLp oF MATHEMATICS at
much greater than its cost, re-
turn it to us and owe nothing.
Otherwise, you may (if you
wish) remit only $1.95 in 10
days and $4 monthly for two
months, plus postage, as pay-
ment in full. At all bookstores,
or mail coupon to: SIMON AND
ScuusTer, Publishers, Dept.
100. 630 Fifth Avenue, New
York, N. Y. 10020,

J

sets of Tue WorLp oF

volumes, boxed, over

four soft-bound
2500 pages, illustrated. If after browsing through it leisurely

el
MATHEMATICS; in

ays [ am not completely delighted. I will return the
set(s) and owe nothing. Otherwise I will remit only $9.95
per set — in three payments consisting of $1.95 within 10
days, and $4.00 per month for two months (plus postage)
for each set.

[:] CHECK HERE if you prefer to examine the De Luxe Edi-
tion — four handsome, hard-bound volumes, gold-
stamped, boxed. Same 10-day examination offer. If you decide
to keep the De Luxe set(s), remit only $5 per set within 10
days, then $5 per month for each set for four months, plus
full postage charges with the last payment.

(PLEASE PRINT)

Gt 2 CASER AN SR
ADDED SAVINGS: Check here if you are enc ng $9.
per soft-bound set ($25 per De Luxe hard-bound <(‘|)

as payment in full. Then we will pay all postage. Same 10-

day privilege of return for full refund applies.
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A selection of products available by mail for readers of Analog.
All merchandise sold on @ money-back guarantee. Order Direct by Stock No. Send check or M.O.

UNUSUAL
VALUES

AMAZING NEW HOLOGRAMS

Almost unbelievable new 3-D photo-
technique for small cost Hologram (on
film or glass) result splitting laser
beam. Dimension appears carved in
stone. Cut in_half—parts still contain
full scene. Fantastic potential. Use
slide projector light source or flashlight
bulb filament. Filter incl.

(Film: 4"x334") No. 40,969A SIS Pnd
(Film: 2"x173") No. 30,574A § 4 P
(Glass: 4"x5")  No. 40,984A $30 de

Car of the Future Here Now!
One of most impressive science toys
we've seen. Low friction air car rides a
fraction of an inch over any surface,
including water. Graphically demon-
strates same principles that apply to
Ford’s and Curtiss-Wright’s new wheel-
less aircars. Sturdy red and yellow
plastic. 8” wide, 9” deep, 2” high with
4” propeller. Dparatu on 2 flashlight
batteries (not incl.). 48 control line,

battery case.
Stock No. 70,307A ...... $2.98 Ppd.

“FISH” WITH A MAGNET

Go treasure hunting on the bottom! Tie
a line to our 5-1b. Magnet—drop it
overboard in bay, river, lake or ocean.
Your *‘treasured’’ haul can be outboard
motors, anchors, other metal valuables.
Alnico V Type—Gov't cost $50. Lifts
over 150 lbs. on land, much greater
weights under water.
Stock No. 70,571A .......$12.50 Ppd.

Giant Weather Balloons

“Balls of fun” for kids, traffic stoppers
for stores, terrific for amateur meteorol-
ogists. Create a neighborhood sensation.
Great backyard fun. Exciting beach at-
traction. Amateur meteorologists use to
measure cloud heights, wind speed, and
temp. Made of heavy duty neoprene.
Inflate with vacuum cleaner or auto air
hose; or locally available helium for

high rise.
Stoeck No. 60,568A . 8' . $2.00 Ppd.
Stock No. 60,632A ...16°.. $7 00 Ppd.

Model Digital Computer

Solve problems, teach logic, play games
with miniature version of giant elee-
tronic brains! Adds, subtracts, mul-
tiplies, shifts, complements, carries,
memorizes. Colored plas(le parts easily
assembled. 12” x 3'2” x 434". Incl.
step-by-step assembly diagrams. 32-p.
instruction book covering operation,
computer language (binary system)
nrogrammino problems & 5 experi-

nts.
Stock No. 70,683A $5.98 Ppd.

3" ASTRONOMICAL TELESCOPE

See stars, moon, phases of Venus,
planets close up, 60 to 180 power—
famous Mt. Palomar reflecting type.

Aluminized & overcoated 3" diameter
1/10 primary mirror, ventilated cell.

Equipped with 60X eyepiece and
mounted 3X finder scope, hardwood
tripod. FREE: “STAR CHART'"'; 272~

page ““HANDBOOK OF HEAVENS'";

‘HOW TO USE YOUR TELESCOPE"
Stock No. 85,050A .......
4'," REFLECTOR TEL

Stoek No..85,105A

REFLECTOR

Slock No. 85,086A

Wff'n Proof—Games of Logic

Practice abstract thinking and math
logic. Developed by Yale prof. If you
think Ienrmng should be fun, try
WFF PROOF brain-to-brain com-
bat! 2I games of progressive difficulty.
Starts with simple games mastered by
6-year-olds, ends with subtle logic 1nr
:hnllenne professional logicians. 8'2"
5%” case contains logic cubes, nlaylnu
mats, timer & 224-v. book.

Stock No. 60,525A . $6.00 Ppd.
s Y o
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WOODEN SOLID PUZZLES

Here's a fascinating assortment of 12
different puzzles to provide hours of
pleasure and stimulate ability to think
and reason. Animals and geometric
forms. Take them apart and reassemble
them. Lots of fun for the whole family
—young and old. Will test skill, pa-
tience and ability to solve problems.
Order yours now.

Stoek No. 70,205A ..... ++. $3.50 Ppd.

GET FREE CATALOG

|148 Pages!

More than 4,000 |

UNUSUAL

BARGAINS!

Completely new
1968 Catalog. 148
pages packed with
nearly 4,000 un-
usual bargains. Ex-
citing new catego-
ries. Many new
items. 100's  of
charts, llluslrations Many hard-to-
get war surplus bargains. Enor-
mous selection of telescopes, mi-
croscopes,  binoculars, magnets,
magnifiers, prisms, photo compo-

|
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|
nents, etc. For hobbyists, experi- |
|
|
|
|
— |
|
I

menters, workshops. Shop by mail.
No salesman will call. Write for
Catalog ““A”" to Edmund Scientific
Co., 300 Educorn Bldg., Barring-
ton, N.J. 08007.

NAME

ORDER BY STOCK NUMBER * SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER * MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

300 EDSCORP BUILDING

EDMUND SCIENTIFIC C
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Prophecy

An editorial by John W. Campbell

During the last decade or so it’s be-
come almost routine for the major
figures in science fiction to be asked
by various news services, maga-
zines, radio commentators, et cet-
era, to provide prophecies of what'’s
coming up in the next year, decade,
or by 2000 A.D. Consequently,
along around the first of the year I
get a rush of requests of this type,
which makes me more aware at this
season (it’s January as I write this)
of the problems of timed prophecy.

To say, in the 1930s—when I
started saying it!—that “Men will
land on and explore the Moon,”
was, it seemed then and seems
now, somewhat—but not much!—
less sure than predicting that the
Sun would appear next morning.
The Moon’s there, and we're here,
and our nature is such that some-
thing will be done about those two
facts to bring them into coinci-
dence.

But to say “Men will land on the
Moon by 1970” was a very different
thing.

In 1950 I was saying that men
would reach the Moon with chemi-
cal powered rockets—but that we’d
have nuclear powered ships by the
time we reached Mars. I still believe
that—but no one can, as of now,

Prophecy

put a timed date on the first Mar-
tian Expedition. The Kiwi reactors
—the flightless nuclear rocket stud-
ies the United States has been con-
ducting—are well along, however,
and progressing well; we probably
will have workable nuclear-pow-
ered rockets before the full prob-
lems of a two- to three-year life-
support system are solved.

But those prophecies are very
simple extrapolations of things now-
in-hand, and using known methods
to achieve well-explored-in-theory
goals.

The great problems of prophecy,
the really exciting ones, all lie in the
area of the Now Totally Unknown.

First, be it recognized that we
are, scientifically, abysmally igno-
rant. We've had true experimental
science for only about three hun-
dred years, and have achieved some
magnificent progress in that brief
moment. Any “scientist” who says
that we now know all the basic prin-
ciples of the Universe is about
equivalent to a four-year-old claim-
ing he now knows all the important
facts of Life and Living. He's
bright, and he’s a fast learner, and
he’s doing very well, but . . .

What does the “scientist” expect
succeeding generations of scientists
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to do during the next millennium?
Worship the unsurpassable achieve-
ments of his generation? Erect mon-
uments to the mighty wisdom of
those who have already learned all
there is to know?

We know all the fundamental
principles of the Universe? When
we haven’t the foggiest notion of
the real nature of the greatest of all
forces in the Universe, gravity?
And don’t know the relationship be-
tween gravity, magnetism and elec-
tric fields? When we can’t imagine
any possible mechanism that could
account for the observed energy
output of quasars?

When we’re only just beginning
to discover the physical mechanisms
underlying the astrological forces
that operate on Earth’s weather?
(We have an article coming up on
that; the underlying mechanism has
been found, and it is real.)

Science, today, has a magnificent
beginning, of which we can well be
proud. Just as the Egyptians had
made immense discoveries in math-
ematics, geometry and structural
engineering when they built their
pyramids five thousand years ago.
Of course, there have been a few
advances since that time . . .

What will science be doing—and
doing it with—when radio is a
5,000-year old invention—its origin
lost in the mist of time?

Actually, a more important as-
pect is nothing so esoteric. I've
pointed out previously in these

pages a quite simple fact that every
executive-level  engineer  today
knows—but easily overlooks. The
problem is best stated this way:

Suppose that one of those drone
reconnaissance planes we send over
China when the Reds hold one of
their bomb tests gets kicked slide-
wise in Time, and winds up making
a deadstick landing on the Army
Air Corps research station at Day-
ton, Ohio, in 1930.

Naturally, the scientists swarm
around it to find out what goes on.
It has obvious U.S. markings—but
they’re modified, clearly not the
here-and-now (1930) version. But
it’s quickly found that many com-
ponents have well-known U.S. man-
ufacturer’s nameplates. General
Electric, Bendix, Westinghouse,
Western Electric—it’s clearly an
American product.

But it’s also very rapidly clear
that it can’t possibly exist. For one
thing, it’s radioactive all over to
some degree—and one of the prin-
cipal radioactives present is bari-
um. But barium is totally nonradio-
active; it’'s known-for-a-positive-
fact that barium, in this universe,
is a stable, nonradioactive element!
There’s no detectable radium pres-
ent, and only slight traces of urani-
um, but half the elements in the pe-
riodic table are showing up radio-
active! It’s impossible! It’s not just
theoretically impossible; it’s known
by direct, positive observation that
those elements are not radioactive.
But here, they are!
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It also has radio devices that can
be recognized as such because they
give off strong, sharply tuned bea-
con signals. At least they do until
the most remarkably potent small
batteries eventually give out. But
the radio transmitters don’t have
any recognizable vacuum tubes,
and some kind of a vaguely vacuum-
tubelike gadget may be a radio de-
vice of some kind, but no detectable
emission is coming from it. (It’s a
lighthouse tube operating at a low
microwave frequency that nothing
then on Earth could pick up.) The
integrated circuit modules, servo-
amplifier systems, and computer
systems all use silicon chip transis-
tors, diodes, et cetera. Some of the
power-handling transistors are big
enough to be analyzed by the gross
techniques then available to chem-
istry, and would simply be found to
be “pure” silicon. Not having re-
motely adequate techniques, they’d
have no idea how pure, and cer-
tainly couldn’t duplicate them.

The radar gear’s microwave
plumbing, based on principles not
recognized in 1930, would be com-
pletely meaningless and unusable.

Some of the gallium arsenide
solid-state laser internal communi-
cation gadgets would drive them
quite berserk. The gadgets lase only
if given very massive currents—
thousands of amperes—which will
cause them to explode in a matter
of a few milliseconds. Until radar
was developed during WWII, tech-

continued on page 175
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Does the Bible hold
the key to “beings
from other worlds”?

“YES,” says the author of The
Bible and Flying Saucers, a spe-
cialist in the relation between
science and religion. In the light
of modern space science he takes

an entirely new look at angels and
messengers from another world,
the chariot of fire, the pillar of
cloud and fire, and many other
UFO phenomena described in the
Bible and, up to now, looked upon
as myths. His revolutionary con-
cepts place the ““heaven and
earth” of the Bible side by side
with the world of space travel,
flying saucers and relativity the-
ory. Send today for a copy of his
eye-opening book.

THE BIBLE AND
FLYING SAUCERS
By Barry H. Downing

$3.95 at your bookstore or
from the publishers

J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY
East Washington Sq., Phila., Pa. 19105
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First of Four Parts.

The Trader Team of van Rijn’s Spice & Liquors Company
found a new use for an old planet—

twenty billion years or so dead and frozen—

which meant a fortune so vast interstellar politics suddenly

twisted sidewise . .

ILLUSTRATED BY KELLY FREAS

Elfland is the new section of Luno-
grad. So it is written, and, there-
fore, believed by the computers of
administrative authority. Living be-
ings know better. They see marvels,
beauties, gaieties, a place for pleas-
ure and heartbreak. They experi-
ence a magic that is unique.

But in the old town underground,

the machines are always working.

Near a post on the frontier be-
tween these two universes, David
Falkayn halted. “Well, my love,” he
said, “here’s a pleasant spot for an
adios.”

The girl who called herself Ve-
ronica lifted one hand to her lips.
“Do you mean that?” she asked in
a stricken voice.

A little taken aback, Falkayn
regarded her closely. She made en-
joyable looking anyhow: piquant
features, flowing dark hair in which
synthetic diamonds twinkled like
stars, spectacular figure in a few
wisps of iridescent cloth. “Oh, not
permanently, I hope,” he smiled. “I
simply had better get to work. Shall

. into violent trouble!

I see you again this evenwatch?”

Her mouth quivered upward.
“That’s a relief. You startled me. I
thought we were strolling, and then
with no warning you—I didn’t
know what to imagine—were you
getting rid of me or what.”

“Why in the galaxy should I do
any such ridiculous thing? I've
known you, let’s see, just three
standard days, isn’t it, since Theri-
ault’s party?” -

She flushed and did not meet his
gaze. “But you might want a lot of
variety in women, as well as every-
thing else you've missed in space,”
she said low. “You must realize you
can take your pick. You're the
glamour man, the cosmopolitan in
the real sense of the word. We may
follow the latest gossip and the new-
est fashion here, but none of us girls
has traveled past Jupiter. Hard-
ly any of the men we know have,
either. Not a one of them compares
to you. I've been so happy, so en-
vied, and so afraid it will come to
a sudden end.”

10 Analog Science Fiction / Science Fact



Falkayn’s own blood beat mo-
mentarily high. Smugness tempted
him. Few indeed had won their
Master Merchant’s certificate as
young as he, let alone become con-
fidential associate of an uncrowned
prince like Nicholas van Rijn, or
served as fate’s instrument for en-
tire planets. He reckoned himself
fairly good-looking, too: face rath-
er snub-nosed, but high in the
cheekbones and hard in the jaw;
eyes a startling blue against tanned
skin; curly yellow hair bleached by
foreign suns. He stood an athletic
one hundred ninety centimeters
tall; and he might be newly arrived
from the outermost bourn of known
space, but Luna’s best clothier had
designed his pearl-gray tunic and
gold culottes.

Whoa, there, son. An animal
alertness, developed in countries for
which man was never meant, stirred
to life within him. She isn’t per-
forming for free, remember. The
reason 1 didn’t tell her in advance
that today I return to the job, still
holds good: I'd prefer not to have
to worry about prearranged shad-
owings.

“You flatter me outrageously,”
he said, “especially by giving me
your company.” His grin turned im-
pudent. “In exchange, I'd love to
continue outraging you. Dinner
first, though. Maybe we’ll have time
for the ballet, too. But dinner for
certain. After my long while out-
side the Solar System, exploring
wild new planets, I’'m most anxious

Satan’s World

to continue exploring wild new res-
taurants”—he bowed—*“with such
a delightful guide.”

Veronica fluttered her lashes.
“Native scout glad-glad servem
big captain  from Polesotechnic
League.”

“I’ll join you soon’s I can manage
after eighteen hundred hours.”

“Please do.” She tucked an arm
beneath his. “But why part at once?
If I've declared myself on holiday
—for you—I can keep on with you
to wherever you’re bound.”

His animal showed teeth. He
must remind himself to stay re-
laxed. - “Sorry, not possible. Se-
crecy.”

“Why?” She arched her brows.
“Do you actually need theatricals?”
Her tone half bantered, half chal-
lenged his manhood. “I'm told you
stand high in the Solar Spice &
Liquors Company, which stands
high in the Polesotechnic League,
which stands above planetary law—
even the Commonwealth’s. What
are you afraid of?”

If she’s trying to provoke me,
me, flashed through Falkayn, might
be worth provoking right back at
her. “The League isn’t a unity,” he
said as if to a child. “It’s an asso-
ciation of interstellar merchants. If
it’'s more powerful than any single
government, that’s simply because
of the scale on which star traders
necessarily operate. Doesn’t mean
the League is a government, too. It
organizes cooperative, mutual-ben-
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efit activities, and it mediates com-
petition that might otherwise be-
come literally cutthroat. Believe
me, however: rival members don’t
use outright violence on each oth-
er’s agents, but chicanery is taken
for granted.”

“So?” Though a lecture on the
obvious was perhaps insulting, he
thought the resentment that flick-
ered in her expression came too fast
to be uncalculated.

He shrugged. “So, with all proper
immodesty, I'm a target figure.
Right-hand man and roving trou-
bletwister for Old Nick. Any hint
as to what I'll be doing next could
be worth megacredits to somebody.
I have to watch out for, shall we
say, commercial intelligence collec-
tors.”

Veronica released him and
stepped back. Her fists clenched.
“Are you implying I'm a spy?” she
exclaimed.

As a matter of fact, Falkayn
thought, yes.

He wasn’t enjoying this. In search
of inner peace, he let his gaze travel
past her for a second. The setting
was as lovely and not altogether
real as she was.

Elfland was not the first un-
walled community built on the Lu-
nar surface. But on that account, its
designers could take advantage of
previous engineering experience.
The basic idea was simple. Space-
ships  employ  electromagnetic
screens to ward off particle radia-
tion. They employ artificially gen-

erated positive and negative gravity
fields not only for propulsion, not
only for constant weight inside the
hull at every acceleration, but also
for tractor and pressor beams. Let
us scale up these systems until they
maintain a giant bubble of air on
an otherwise empty surface.

In practice, the task was monu-
mental. Consider problems like
leakage, temperature regulation,
and ozone layer control. But they
were solved; and their solution gave
to the Solar System one of its most
beloved resorts.

Falkayn saw a park around the
girl and himself, greensward, ar-
bors, flowerbeds that were a riot of
rainbows. In Lunar gravity, trees
soared through heights and arcs no
less fantastic than the splashing
fountains; and people walked with
that same marvelous bounding
lightness. Behind the crowds, tow-
ers and colonnades lifted in fanci-
ful filigree multitudinously hued.
Birds and elevated streets flew be-
tween them. Perfumes, laughter, a
drift of music, a pervasive murmur
of engines wove through the warm
air.

But beyond and above stood

‘Luna. Clocks ran on GMT; a thou-

sand small suns hanging from
bronze vines created morning. Yet
the true hour neared midnight.
Splendid and terrible, darkness
struck through. At zenith, the sky
was black, stars icily visible. South
swelled the cloudy-bright-blue
shield of Earth. A close observer

’
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could see twinkles on its unlit quar-
ter, the megalopolises, dwarfed to
sparks by that least astronomical
distance. The Avenue of Sphinxes
gave a clear westward view to the
edge of air, an ashen crater floor,
Plato’s ringwall bulking brutally
over the near horizon.

Falkayn’s attention went back to
Veronica. “I'm sorry,” he said. “Of
course I don’t intend anything per-
sonal.””

Of course I do. I may range in
the galactic outback, but that does-
n’t mean I'm an especially simple
or trusting soul. Contrariwise.
When a lady this desirable and so-
phisticated locks onto me, within
hours of my making planetfall . . .
and obliges me in every possible
way except telling me about herself
—a little quiet checking up by Chee
Lan proves that what vague things
she does say are not in precise one-
one correspondence with truth

. what am I supposed to think?

“I should hope not!” Veronica
snapped.

“I've sworn fealty to Freeman
van Rijn,” Falkayn said, “and his
orders are to keep everything below
decks. He doesn’t want the compe-
tition to get in phase with him.” He
took both her hands. “It’s for your
own sake too, heartlet,” he added
gently.

She let her wrath fade. Tears
came forth and trembled on her
lids with what he considered ad-
mirable precision. “I did want to
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. . . to share with you . . . more
than a few days’ casual pleasure,
David,” she whispered. “And now
you call me a spy at worst, a blab-
bermouth”—she gulped—*"at best.
It hurts.”

“I did nothing of the sort. But
what you don’t know can’t get you
in trouble. Which is the last place
I'd want you to be in.”

“But you said th-there wasn’t any

. violence—"

“No, no, absolutely not. Murder,
kidnapping, brainscrub . . . Pole-
sotechnic Léague members don’t
indulge in such antics. They know
better. But that doesn’t .mean
they’re tin saints. They, or certain
of their hirelings, have been known
to use fairly nasty ways of getting
what’s wanted. Bribery you could
laugh at, Veronica.” Ha! Falkayn
thought. “Jump at” is the correct
phrase, 1 suspect. What retainer
were you paid, and what're you of-
fered for solid information about
me? “But worse approaches are
possible. They’re frowned on, but
sometimes used. Every kind of
snooping, for instance; don’t you
value your privacy? A hundred
ways of pressure, direct and indi-
rect, subtle and unsubtle. Blackmail
—which often catches the innocent.
You do a favor for somebody, and
one thing leads to another, and sud-
denly the somebody has fastened
the screws on you and begun tight-
ening them.”

As you probably figure to do with
me, his mind added. Wryly: Why
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shouldn’t I let you try? You're the
devil I know. You'll keep off the
devils I don’t know, and meanwhile
provide me some gorgeous fun. A
dirty trick, perhaps, for a cunning
unscrupulous yokel like me to play
on a naive city operator like you.
But I believe you get honest enjoy-
ment out of my company. And
when I leave, I'll give you an in-
scribed firestone bracelet or some-
thing.

She pulled loose from his grasp.
Her tone stiffened again. “I never
asked you to violate your oath,” she
said. “I do ask not to be treated
like a spineless, brainless toy.”

Ah, so. We put frost back in the
voice, eh? Hoarfrost, to be exact.
Well, 1 can’t argue for the rest of
this week. If she won’t reverse vec-
tors, forget her, son.

Falkayn snapped to virtual at-
tention. His heels clicked. A ma-
chine might have used his throat:
“Freelady, my apologies for inflict-
ing my society upon you under con-
ditions you appear to find intoler-
able. I shall not trouble you fur-
ther. Good day.” He bowed,
wheeled, and strode off.

For a minute he thought it had-
n't worked. Then she uttered al-
most a wail, and ran after him, and
spent a tearful time explaining how
she had misunderstood, and was
sorry, and would never, never get
off orbit again, if only he—

She might even be partly sincere.

It helped, being a scion of a
baronial house in the Grand Duchy

of Hermes, Falkayn reflected. To be
sure, he was a younger son; and
he’d left at an early age, after kick-
ing too hard against the traces that
aristocrats were supposed to carry;
and he hadn’t visited his home plan-
et since. But some of that harsh
training had alloyed with the metal
of him. He knew how to deal with
insolence.

Or how to stick with a job when
he’d really rather prolong his vaca-
tion. He got rid of Veronica as fast
as was consistent with a reconcilia-
tion scene; and proceeded on his
way.

II

First he passed through a large
sporting goods store on the other
side of the park. He should be able
to shake off any followers among
the wares on exhibition. The vac
suits and vehicles were less bulky
than he had counted on. But then,
a jaunt into the Lunar mountains,
rescue flitters available within min-
utes of a radio call, was not like hik-
ing off on an unmapped world
where you were the sole human be-
ing for several light-years. The col-
lapsible boats with their gaudy sails
were more helpful. He wondered
how popular they were. Lake Le-
shy was small, and low-weight sail-
ing tricky until you got the hang
of it—as he had learned beyond the
Solar System.

Emerging from a rear door, he
found a kiosk and entered the drop-
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shaft. The few people floating down
the G-beam with him seemed like
ordinary citizens.

Maybe I'm being overcautious,
he thought. Does it matter if our
competitors know I've paid a vis-
it to Serendipity, Incorporated?
Shouldn’t I try to remember this
isn’t some nest of nonhuman bar-
barians? This is Terra’s own moon,
at the heart of the Commonwealth!
The agents of the companies don’t
fight for naked survival, no holds
barred; essentially, they play a
game for money, and the losers
don’t lose anything vital. Relax and
enjoy it. But habit was too strong,
reminding him of the context in
which that last bit of advice had
originally been given.

He got off at the eighth sublevel
and made his way along the corri-
dors. Wide and high, they were
nonetheless crowded with traffic:
freightways, robotic machines, pe-
destrians in workaday coveralls.
Their facings were in plain pastel
tones, overlaid by an inevitable thin
film of grime and oil. The doors
opened on factories, warehouses,
shipping depots, offices. Rumble
and rattle filled the air, odors of
crowded humanity, chemicals, elec-
trical discharges. Hot gusts struck
out of fenced-off grilles. A deep,
nearly subliminal vibration quiv-
ered through rock and floor and
shinbones, the toil of the great en-
gines. Elfland was a pretty mask;
here, in the industrial part of old
Lunograd, were the guts.
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Gagarin Corridor ended, like
many others, at Titov Circus. The
hollow cylinder of space, reaching
from a skylighting dome where
Earth and stars gleamed, down to
the depths of excavation, was not
as big as Falkayn’s impression had
been from its fame. But it was built
in early days, he reflected. And cer-
tainly the balconies which encircled
it on every level were thronged
enough. He must weave his way
through the crowds. They were lo-
cal people mostly, workers, busi-
nessmen, officials, monitors, techni-
cians, housewives, showing more in
their gait and mannerisms than in
their bodies the effects of genera-
tions on Luna. But there were plen-
ty of outsiders, merchants, space-
men, students, tourists, including a
wild variety of nonhumans.

He noted that the prestigious
stores, like Ivarsen Gems, occupied
cubbyholes compared to newer es-
tablishments. Really big money has
no need to advertise itself. Boister-
ous noises from the Martian Chop
House tempted him to stop in for
a mug of its ale, which he’d heard
about as far away as Betelgeuse.
But: - no-.i: . maybe later =%
duty was calling, “in a shrill un-
pleasant voice,” as van Rijn often
said. Falkayn proceeded around the
balcony.

The door he reached at length
was broad, of massive bronze, dec-
orated with an intricate bas-relief
circuit diagram. Stereoprojection
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spelled SERENDIPITY, INC. a
few centimeters in front. But the
effect remained discreet. You might
have supposed this outfit to have
been in operation these past two
centuries. And instead, in—fifteen
years, was that the figure—it had
rocketed from nowhere to the very
firmament = of the Polesotechnic
League.

Well, Falkayn thought, in a free-
market economy, if you see a wide-
spread need and can fill it, you get
rich fast. Actually, when Old Nick
organized his trade pioneer teams,
like mine, he set them to doing in
a physical way what Serendipity
was already doing in its computers.

A certain irony here. Adzel, Chee
Lan, and I are supposed to follow
up whatever interesting reports our
robot probes bring back from hith-
erto unvisited planets. If we see
potentially valuable resources or
markets, we report back to van
Rijn, very much on the QT, so he
can exploit them before the rest of
the League learns they exist. And
yet I, the professional serendipist,
have come to Serendipity, Inc. like
any hopeful Earthlubber business-
man.

He shrugged. His team had been
overdue for a visit to the Solar Sys-
tem. Having arrived, they might as
well see if the data-processing ma-
chines could free-associate them
with an item that pointed in some
profitable direction. Van Rijn had
agreed to pay the fees, without bel-
lowing very much.

The door opened. Instead of a
lobby, Falkayn entered a room,
luxuriously draped but miniature,
from which several other doors led.
A vocolyre sang, “Good day, sir.
Please take Number Four.”

That led down a short, narrow
passage to still another door and
thus finally to an office. Unlike most
chambers in Lunograd, this one did
not compensate for lack of windows
with some landscape film played on
a wall screen. In fact, though the
carpeting was deep and rich blue,
walls azure, ceiling mother-of-
pearl, air flower-scented, furniture
comfortable, the total effect was
somehow stark. At one end, a wom-
an sat behind a large desk. The
battery of secretarial gadgets
around her suggested a barricade.

“Welcome,” she said.

“Thanks,” he replied with an at-
tempted grin. “I felt as if I were
invading a fortress.”

“In a way, sir, that was correct.”
Her voice could have been pleas-
antly husky, the more so when she
spoke Anglic with a guttural accent
that not even his widely traveled
ear could identify. But it was too
crisp, too sexless; and her smile
gave the same impression of having
been learned. “Protection of pri-
vacy is a major element of our ser-
vice. Many do not wish it known
they have consulted us on a specific
occasion. We partners receive each
client in person, and usually need
not call on our staff to help.”

That better be the case, Falkayn
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thought, seeing what a whopping
sum you charge just for an appoint-
ment.

She offered her hand without ris-
ing. “I am Thea Beldaniel.” The
clasp was perfunctory on both
sides. “Please be seated, Freeman
Kubichek.”

He lowered his frame into a
lounger. It extended an arm, offer-
ing excellent cigars. He took one.
“Thanks,” he repeated. “Uh, now
that I'm here, I can drop the nom
du phone. Most visitors do, I'm
sure.” .

“Actually, no. There is seldom
any reason, until they are alone
with the machines. Of course, we
are bound to recognize many be-
cause they are prominent.” Thea
Beldaniel paused before adding,
with a tactfulness that appeared
equally studied: “Prominent in this
galactic neighborhood, that is. No
matter how important some beings
may be, no living brain can recog-
nize them all, when civilization ex-
tends across scores of light-years.
You, sir, for example, are obviously
from a colonized planet. Your bear-
ing suggests that its social structure
is aristocratic, yourself born into
the nobility. The Commonwealth
does not have hereditary distinc-
tions. Therefore your home world
must be autonomous. But that
leaves quite a few possibilities.”

Since he had long been curious
about this organization, he tried to
strike up a genuine conversation.
“Right, Freelady. I'm not on po-
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litical business, though. I work for
an Earth-based company, Solar
Spice & Liquors. My real name’s
David Falkayn. From Hermes, to
be exact.”

“Everyone knows of Nicholas
van Rijn,” she nodded. “I have met
him personally a few times.”

I must confess to myself he’s the
main reason I've been lionized,
Falkayn thought. Reflected glory.
By now, high society is a-buzz
about me. Invitations are pouring
in, from the emperors of industry,
their wives, daughters, hangers-on,
to the bold space ranger and his
partners, in honor of our (largely
unspecified) exploits among the far
stars. But that’s because we aren’t
just any bold space rangers, we're
Old Nick’s bold space rangers.

A paradox remains. The Beldan-
iel sisters, Kim Yoon-Kun, Anasta-
sia Herrera, Freeman and Free-
lady Latimer—the founders and
owners of Serendipity, Inc., which
aims to correlate all the informa-
tion in known space—they haven’t
heard about us. They don’t go out
in society. They keep to themselves,
in these offices and in that castle
where outsiders never visit . . . I
truly would like to get a rise out of
this woman.

She wasn’t bad-looking, he real-
ized piecemeal. Indeed, she could
be called handsome: tall, lithe, well-
formed, no matter how much the
severe white slacksuit tried to con-
ceal that fact. Her hair was cut
short, but this only emphasized a
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good shape of head; her face was
practically classic, except that you
thought of Athene as showing a bit
more warmth. Her age was hard to
guess. She must be at least in her
forties. But having taken care of
her body and, doubtless, advantage
of the best antisenescence treat-
ments, she might be older by a dec-
ade, and yet show merely the same
gray streak in brown tresses, slight
dryness in the clear pale skin,
crow’s-feet about the eyes. Those
eyes were her best feature, Falkayn
decided, wide-spaced, large, lumi-
nous green.

He started his cigar and rolled
the smoke about his tongue. “We
may find ourselves bargaining,” he
said. “Don’t you buy information,
either for cash or for remittance of
feesli

“Certainly. The more the better.
I must warn you that we set our
own prices, and sometimes refuse
to pay anything, even after the
item has been given us. You see, its
value depends on what is already
stored in the memory banks. And
we can’t let others see this. That
would risk betrayal of secrets en-
trusted to us. If you wish to sell,
Freeman Falkayn, you must rely on
our reputation for fair dealing.”

“Well, I've visited a lot of plan-
ets, species, cultures—"

“Anecdotal material is accept-
able, but not highly paid for. What
we most desire is thorough, accu-
rate, documented, quantitative

facts. Not necessarily about new
discoveries in space. What is going
on in the major civilized worlds is
often of greater interest.”

“Look,” he said bluntly, “no of-
fense meant, but I've been wonder-
ing. I work for Freeman van Rijn,
and in an important capacity. Sup-
pose I offered you details about his
operations that he didn’t want re-
leased. Would you buy them?”

“Probably. But we would not
then release them to others. Our
whole position in the Polesotechnic
League depends on our trustworthi-
ness. This is one reason why we
have so few employees: a minimal
staff of experts and technicians—
all nonhuman—and otherwise our
machines. In part, it is a good rea-
son for us to be notoriously asocial.
If Freeman van Rijn knows we
have not been partying with Free-
man Harleman of Venusian Tea &
Coffee, he has the fewer grounds
for suspecting us of collusion with
the latter.”

“Coffee grounds?” Falkayn mur-
mured.

Thea Beldaniel folded her hands
in her lap, sat back, and said: “Per-
haps, coming from the frontier as
you do, Freeman, you don’t quite
understand the principle on which
Serendipity, Inc. works. Let me put
it in oversimplified language.

“The problem of information re-
trieval was solved long ago, through
electronic data storage, scanning,
coding, and replication. But the
problem of information usage con-
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tinues acute. The preceptual uni-
verse of man and other space-trav-
eling species is expanding still more
rapidly than the universe of their
exploration. Suppose you were a
scientist or an artist, with what you
believed was a new idea. To what
extent has the thought of countless
billions of other sophonts, on thou-
sands of known worlds, duplicated
your own? What might you learn
from them? What might you con-
tribute that is genuinely new? Well,
you could ransack libraries and
data centers, and get more infor-
mation on any subject than is gen-
erally realized. Too much more!
Not only could you not read it all
in your lifetime, you could not pick
out what was relevant. Still worse
is the dilemma of a company plan-
ning a mercantile venture. What
developments elsewhere in space
will" collide, compete, conceivably
nullify their efforts? Or what posi-
tive opportunities are being over-
looked, simply because no one can
comprehend the overall picture?”

“I've  heard those questions
asked,” Falkayn said. He spoke
dryly, with puzzlement rather than
resentment at being patronized.
Was this woman so insensitive to
human feelings—hell, to ordinary
human common sense—that she
must lecture a client as if he were
some six-legged innocent newly
hauled out of his planet’s Stone
Age?

“Obvious, of course,” she said
imperturbably. “And in principle,
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the answer is likewise obvious.
Computers should not merely scan,
but sift data. They should identify
possible correlations, and test them,
with electronic speed and parallel-
channel capacity. You might say
they should make suggestions. In
practice, this was difficult. Tech-
nologically, it required a major ad-
vance in cybernetics. Besides . . .
the members of the League guarded
their hard-won knowledge jealous-
ly. Why tell anything you knew to
your rival? Or to public data cen-
ters, and thus indirectly to your
rival? Or to a third party who was
not your competitor but might well
make a deal with your rival—or
might decide to diversify his inter-
ests and himself become your rival?

“Whether or not you could use
a datum, it had cost you something
to acquire. You would soon go
bankrupt if you made a free gift of
every item. And while secrets were
traded, negotiations about this were
slow and awkward.

“Serendipity, Inc. solved the
problem with improved systems—
not only better robotics, but a bet-
ter idea for exchanging knowledge.”

Falkayn sat back with his cigar.
He felt baffled, fascinated, the least
bit frightened. This female was
even weirder than he had been told
the partners were. Giving a basic
sales pitch to a man who’d already
bought an appointment . . . in
God’s name, why? Stories were rife
about the origin of these people.
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But what story might account for
the behavior he was observing?
Beneath her quick, level words,
intensity gathered: “The larger the
information pool, the greater the
probability of making a correlation
that is useful to a given individual.
Thus the creation of such a pool
was to the general benefit, provided
that no one gained a special advan-
tage. This is the service that we
have offered. We draw on ordinary
sources, of course. And that in it-
self is valuable, there being so many
libraries and memory banks scat-
tered on so many planets. But in
addition, we buy whatever anyone
cares to tell, if it is worthwhile. And
we sell back whatever other data
may be of interest to him. The im-
portant point is, this is done anon-
ymously. We founders of the busi-
ness do not know or wish to know
what questions you ask, what an-
swers you get, what you relate, how
the computers appraise it, what ad-
ditional conclusions their logic cir-
cuits draw. Such things stay in the
machines. We only concern our-
selves, or our staff, with a specific
problem if we are requested to.
Otherwise our sole attention is on
the statistics, the input-output av-
erage. Our firm has grown as trust
in us has grown. Innumerable pri-
vate investigations have shown that
we favor no one, do not blurt any-
thing out, and cannot be corrupted.
Likewise has the accumulated ex-
perience of doing business with us.”
She leaned forward. Her gaze

was unblinking on him. “For ex-
ample,” she said, “imagine that you
did wish to sell us confidential in-
formation about your company.
Mere word-of-mouth assertions
would be filed, since a rumor or
falsehood is also a datum, but
would probably not be believed.
The usual precautions against com-
mercial espionage should safeguard
documentary evidences. But if this
fails—yes, we will buy it. Cross-
checks will quickly show that we
have bought thief’s goods, which
fact is noted. If your employer was
the only one who possessed the in-
formation, it will not be given out
until somebody else has registered
the same thing with us. But it will
be taken into account by the logic
circuits in preparing their recom-
mendations—which they do imper-
sonally for any client. That is to
say, they might advise your employ-
er’s rival against a certain course
of action, because they know from
the stolen information that this will
be futile. But they will not tell him
why they offer such counsel.”

Falkayn got a word in fast while
she caught up on her breathing:
“That makes it to everybody’s ad-
vantage to consult you on a regular
basis. And the more your machines
are told during consultations, the
better the advice they can give. Uh-
huh. That’s how you grow.”

“It is one mechanism of growth
for us,” Thea Beldaniel said. “Ac-
tually, however, information theft
is very minor. Why should Free-
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man van Rijn not sell us the fact
that, say, one of his trading ships
happened upon a planet where
there is a civilization that creates
marvelous sculptures? He is not in
the art business to any significant
extent. In exchange, he pays a much
reduced fee to learn that a crew of
hydrogen-breathing explorers have
come upon an oxygen-atmosphere
planet that produces a new type of
wine.”

“I’'m not clear about one thing,”
Falkayn said. “My impression is
he’d have to come in person to be
told any important fact. Is this
true?”

“Not in that particular case,” she
answered. “His needs would be ob-
vious. But we must safeguard pri-
vacy. You, for example—" She
paused. The strangeness left her
eyes; she said shrewdly: “I would
guess that you plan to sit down be-
fore the machine and say, ‘My
name is David Falkayn. Tell me
whatever might be of special inter-
est to me.” No doubt you have good
reason to expect that the memory
banks include something about you.
Now don’t you realize, sir, for your
own protection, we can’t let any-
one do this? We must ask for posi-
tive identification.”

Falkayn reached into his pocket.
She raised a palm. “No, no,” she
said, “not to me. I don’t have to
know whether you really are who
you claim to be. But to the machine
—retinal scan, fingerprints, the us-
ual procedures if you are registered
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in the Commonwealth. If not, it will
suggest other ways to establish
yourself to its satisfaction.” She
rose. “Come, I'll take you there and
demonstrate its operation.”

Following her and watching, Fal-
kayn couldn’t decide whether or not
she walked like a frigid woman.

No matter. A more interesting
thought had struck him. He be-
lieved he could tell why she be-
haved the way she did, dwelt on
elementary details though she must
realize he knew most of them al-
ready. He'd encountered that pat-
tern elsewhere. It was usually called
fanaticism.

III

Seated alone—and yet not alone,
for the great quasi-brain was there
and had already spoken to him—
Falkayn took a moment to consider
his surroundings. Though he had
spent his life with robots, including
his beloved Muddlehead, this one
felt eerie. He tried to understand
why.

He sat in an ordinary self-adjust-
ing chair before an ordinary desk
with the standard secretarial appa-
ratus. Around him were bare gray
walls, white fluorolight, odorless re-
cycled air, a faint humming through
stillness. Confronting him was a
basic control panel and a large 3D
screen, blank at the moment. What
was strange?

It must be subjective, he decided,
his own reaction to the mystery
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about this organization. The detec-
tives of a wary League had verified
that the founder-owners of Seren-
dipity, Inc. had no special ties to
any other group—or, for that mat-
ter, to anyone or anything, human
or nonhuman, throughout known
space. But their origin remained
obscure. Their chilly, graceless per-
sonalities (Thea Beldaniel was evi-
dently typical of the whole half
dozen) and aloofness from society
only emphasized that basic isola-
tion.

Their secret could not be ferret-
ed out. Quite apart from the regard
for privacy inherent in today’s in-
dividualism, it wasn’t feasible. The
universe is too big. This tiny seg-
ment of the fringe of one spiral arm
of a single galaxy which we have
somewhat explored and exploited

. is too big. In going to thou-
sands of suns that intrigue us, we
have passed by literally millions of
others. It will take centuries even
to visit them, let alone begin to un-
derstand them a little. And mean-
while, and forever, beyond the out-
ermost radius of our faring will lie
nearly all the suns that exist.

The partners had entered the
Solar System in a cargo vessel
loaded with heavy metals. Selling
that for a good price, they estab-
lished their information enterprise.
Though they ordered many parts on
Earth, the basic logic and memory
units were brought from Else-
where. Once, out of curiosity, Nich-
olas van Rijn had bribed a Com-

monwealth customs inspector; but
that man merely said: “Look, sir,
I verify that imports aren’t danger-
ous. I make sure they don’t carry
disease, and aren’t going to blow
up, that sort of thing. What else can
we stop, under a free trade law?
What Serendipity got was just a
shipment of computer-type stuff.
Not human made, I'm sure. You
get an eye for, uh, style, after a few
years in my job. And if, like you
tell me, nobody can quite duplicate
the kind of work it’s been doing
since it was installed . . . well,
jingles, sir, isn’t the answer plain to
see? These people found a planet
that can do tricks we aren’t up to
yet, nobody we know about. They
made a deal. They kept quiet.
Wouldn’t you? Don’t you, sir?”

Falkayn started from his reverie.
The machine had spoken again.
“Pardon?” he said. Instantly: What
the devil am I doing, apologizing to
a gadget? He picked his cigar from
the rack above the disposer and
took a nervous puff.

“David Falkayn of Hermes and
the Solar Spice & Liquors Com-
pany, your identity has been veri-
fied.” The voice was not the flat
baritone of most human-built ro-
bots; it was high, with a curious
whistling quality, and varied both
pitch and speed in a way hard to
describe. “Your name is associated
with a number of accounts in these
data banks, most notably the epi-
sodes involving Beta Centauri, Ik-
rananka, and Merseia.” Judas
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priest! Falkayn thought. How did it
learn about Ikrananka? ‘‘Many
items are logically connected with
each of these, and in turn connected
with other facts. You will under-
stand that the total ramifications
are virtually infinite. Thus it is nec-
essary to select a point and search
the association chains radiating
from it in a limited number of di-
rections. If none of them are pro-
ductive, other lines are tried, and
eventually other starting points, un-
til a satisfactory result is obtained.”
Or until I run out of money. “What
type of search do you desire?”

“Well . . . I—" Falkayn rallied
his shaken wits. “How about new
markets on extrasolar planets?”

“Since confidential information is
not released here, you are asking
no service which ordinary data cen-
ters cannot provide.”

“Now, wait. I want you to do
what you’re uniquely built to do.
Take the points Me and Cash, and
see what association chains exist be-
tween ’em.”

Did the humming louden, or did
the silence deepen? Falkayn leaned
back and struggled to relax. Behind
that panel, these walls, electrons
and quanta hurtled through vac-
uum; charges and the absence of
charges moved through crystal lat-
tices; distorted molecules interact-
ed with magnetic, electric, gravita-
tional, nuclear fields; the machine
thought.

The machine dreamed.
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He wondered if its functioning
was continuous, building immense
webs of correlation and inference
whether or not a client sat here.
Quite probably; and in this manner,
it came closer than any other entity
to comprehending our corner of the
universe. And yet the facts must be
too many, the possible interconnec-
tions between them uncountable.
The fruitful few were buried in that
sheer mass. Every major discovery
has involved a recognition of such
rare meaningful associations. (Be-
tween the water level in a bath and
the weight of gold; between the
pessimism of a small-town parson
and the mechanism of organic evo-
lution; between the Worm Ourobo-
ros, that biteth its own tail, and the
benzene molecule—) Living crea-
tures like Falkayn, coming from the
living cosmos to the cave where this
engine dwelt, must be what trig-
gered its real action, made it per-
ceive the significance of what had
hitherto looked like another isolat-
ed fact.

“David Falkayn of Hermes!” the
machine called.

“Yes?” He sat bolt upright and
tensed.

“A possibility. You will recall
that, a number of years ago, you
showed that the star Beta Centauri
has planets in attendance.”

Falkayn couldn’t help crowing,
uselessly save that it asserted his
importance in contrast to the huge
blind brain: “I should forget? That
was what really attracted the no-
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tice of the higher-ups and started
me to where I am. Blue giant suns
aren’t supposed to have planets.
But this one does.”

“That is recorded, like most
news,” said the machine, unim-
pressed. “Your tentative explana-
tion of the phenomenon was later
verified. While the star was con-
densing, a nucleus still surrounded
by an extensive nebular envelope,
a swarm of rogue planets chanced
by. Losing energy to friction with
the nebula, they were captured.

“Sunless planets are common.
They are estimated to number a
thousand or more times the stars.
That is, nonluminous bodies, rang-
ing in size from superjovian to as-
teroidal, are believed to occupy in-
terstellar space in an amount great-
er by three orders of magnitude than
the nuclear-reacting self-luminous
bodies called stars. Nevertheless, as-
tronomical distances are such that
the probability of an object like this
passing near a star is vanishingly
small. Indeed, explorers have not
come upon many rogues even in
mid-space. An actual capture must
be so rare that the case you found
may well be unique in the galaxy.

“However, your discovery excit-
ed sufficient interest that an expedi-
tion set forth not long afterward,
from the Collectivity of Wisdom in
the country of Kothgar upon the
planet Lemminkainen. Those are
the Anglic names, of course. Here-
with a transcript of the full report.”
A slot extruded a spooled microreel

which Falkayn automatically pock-
eted.

“I know of them,” he said. “Non-
human civilization, but they do have
occasional relations with us. And I
followed the story. I had some-
what of a personal interest, remem-
ber. They checked out every giant
within several hundred light-years
that hadn’t been visited before. Re-
sults negative, as expected—which
is why no one else bothered to try.”

“At that time, you were on Earth
to get your Master’s certificate,” the
machine said. “Otherwise you might
never have heard. And, while
Earth’s data-processing and news
facilities are unsurpassed in known
space, they are nonetheless so over-
loaded that details which seem of
scant importance are not sent in.
Among those filtered-out items was
the one presently under considera-
tion.

“It was by chance that Serendip-
ity, Inc. obtained a full account sev-
eral years later. A Lemminkainenite
captain who had been on that voy-
age tendered the data in exchange
for a reduction of fee for his own
inquiries. Actually, he brought in-
formation and records pertaining to
numerous explorations he had made.
This one happened to be among
them. No significance was noticed
until the present moment, when
your appearance stimulated a de-
tailed study of the fact in question.”

The man’s pulse quickened. His
hands clenched on the chair arms.

“Preliminary to your perusal of
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the transcript, a verbal summary is
herewith offered,” whistled the ora-
cle. “A rogue planet was found to
be approaching the star Beta Crucis.
It will not be captured, but the hy-
perbola of its orbit is narrow and it
will come within an astronomical
unit.”

The screen darkened. Space and
the stars leaped forth. One among
them burned a steady steel blue. It
waxed as the ship that had taken the
pictures ran closer.

“Beta Crucis lies approximately
south of Sol at an approximate dis-
tance of two hundred and four
light-years.” The dry recital, in that
windful tone, seemed to make cold
strike out of the moving view. “It is
of type B,, with a mass of approxi-
mately six, radius four, luminosity
eight hundred and fifty times Sol’s.
It is quite young, and its total resi-
dence time on the main sequence
will be on the order of a hundred
million standard years.”

The scene shifted. A streak of
light crossed the wintry stellar back-
ground. Falkayn recognized the
technique. If you cruise rapidly
along two or three orthogonal axes,
recording photomultipliers will pick
up comparatively nearby objects
like planets, by their apparent mo-
tion, and their location can be tri-
angulated.

“In this instance, only a single ob-
ject was detected, and that at a con-
siderable distance out,” said the ma-
chine. “Since it represented the lone
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case of passage that the expedition
found, closer observation was
made.”

The picture jumped to a strip tak-
en from orbit. Against the stars hung
a globe. On one side it was dark,
constellations lifting over its airless
horizon as the ship moved. On the
other side it shimmered wan bluish
white. Irregular markings were visi-
ble, where the steeper uplands
reared naked. But most of the sur-
face was altogether featureless.

Falkayn shivered. Cryosphere, he
thought.

This world had condensed, sun-
less, from a minor knot in some
primordial nebula. Dust, gravel,
stones, meteoroids rained together
during multiple megayears; and in
the end, a solitary planet moved off
between the stars. Infall had re-
leased energy; now radioactivity
did, and the gravitational compres-
sion of matter into denser allo-
tropes. Earthquakes shook the new-
born sphere; volcanoes spouted
forth gas, water vapor, carbon di-
oxide, methane, ammonia, cyanide,
hydrogen sulfide . . . the same
which had finally evolved into
Earth’s air and oceans.

But here was no sun to warm, ir-
radiate, start the chemical cookery
that might at last yield life. Here
were darkness and the deep, and a
cold near absolute zero.

As the planet lost heat, its oceans
froze. Later, one by one, the gases
of the air fell out solid upon those:
immense glaciers, a Fimbul blizzard
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that may have gone for centuries.
In a sheath of ice—ice perhaps old-
er than Earth herself—the planet
drifted barren, empty, nameless,
meaningless, through time to no har-
bor except time’s end.

Until— ;

“The mass and diameter are
slightly greater than terrestrial, the
gross density somewhat less,” said
the brain that thought without being
aware. “Details may be found in the
transcript, to the extent that they
were ascertained. They indicate that
the body is quite ancient. No unsta-
ble atoms remain in appreciable
quantity, apart from a few of the
longest half-life.

“A landing party made a brief vis-
it

The view jumped again. Through
the camera port of a gig, Falkayn
saw bleakness rush toward him.
Beta Crucis rose. Even in the pic-
ture, it was too savagely brilliant to
look near. But it was nonetheless a
mere point—distant, distant; for all
its unholy radiance, it threw less
light than Sol does on Earth.

That was ample, however, reflect-
ed off stiffened air and rigid seas.
Falkayn must squint against dazzle
to study a ground-level scene.

That ground was a plain, flat to
the horizon save where the space-
boat and crew had troubled it. A
mountain range thrust above the
world’s rim, dark raw stone streaked
with white. The gig cast a blue shad-
ow across diamond snow-glitter, un-
der the star-crowded black sky.

Some Lemminkainenites moved
about, testing and taking samples.
Their otter shapes were less graceful
than ordinarily, hampered by the
thick insulating soles that protected
them and the materials of their
spacesuits from the heat sink that
such an environment is. Falkayn
could imagine what hush enclosed
them, scarcely touched by radio
voices or the seething of cosmic in-
terference.

“They discovered nothing they
considered to be of value,” said the
computer. “While the planet un-
doubtedly has mineral wealth, this
lay too far under the cryosphere to
be worth extracting. Approaching
Beta Crucis, solidified material
would begin to sublime, melt, or va-
porize. But years must pass until the
planet came sufficiently near for this
effect to be noticeable.”

Unconsciously, Falkayn nodded.
Consider the air and oceans of an
entire world, chilled to equilibrium
with interstellar space. What a Dan-
te’s hell of energy you’d need to pour
in before you observed so much as
a little steam off the crust!

The machine continued: “While
periastron passage would be accom-
panied by major geological trans-
formations, there was no reason to
suppose that any new order of nat-
ural phenomena would be disclosed.
The course of events was predictable
on the basis of the known properties
of matter. The cryosphere would be-
come atmosphere and hydrosphere.
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Though this must cause violent re-
adjustments, the process would be
spectacular rather than fundamen-
tally enlightening—or profitable;
and members of the dominant cul-
ture on Lemminkainen do not enjoy
watching catastrophes. Afterward
the planet would recede. In time, the
cryosphere would re-form. Nothing
~ basic would have happened.

“Accordingly, the expedition re-
ported what it had found, as a mild-
ly interesting discovery on an other-
wise disappointing cruise. Given
little emphasis, the data were filed
and forgotten. The negative report
that reached Earth did not include
what appeared to be an incidental.”

Falkayn smote the desk. It
thrummed within him. By God, he
thought, ~-the Lemminkainenites for
sure don’t understand us humans.
We won’t let the thawing of an ice
world go unwatched!

Briefly, fantasies danced in his
mind. Suppose you had a globe like
that, suddenly brought to a livable
temperature. The air would be poi-
sonous, the land raw rock . . . but
that could be changed. You could
make your own kingdom—

No. Quite aside from economics
—a lot cheaper to find uninhabited
planets with life already on them—
there were the dull truths of physi-
cal reality. Men can alter a world, or
ruin one; but they cannot move it
one centimeter off its ordained
course. That requires energies of lit-
erally cosmic magnitude.

So you couldn’t ease this planet
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into a suitable orbit around Beta
Crucis. It must continue its endless
wanderings. It would mot freeze
again at once. Passage close to a blue
giant would pour in unbelievable
quantities of heat, which radiation
alone is slow to shed. But the twi-
light would fall within years; the
dark within decades; the Cold ahd
the Doom within centuries.

The screen showed a last glimpse
of the unnamed sphere, dwindling as
the spaceship departed. It blanked.
Falkayn sat shaken by awe.

He heard himself say, like a
stranger, with a flippancy that was
self-defensive: “Are you proposing
I organize excursions to watch this
object swing by the star? A pyro-
technic sight, I'm sure. But how do
I get an exclusive franchise?”

The machine said: “Further study
will be required. For example, it will
be needful to know whether the en-
tire cryosphere is going to become
fluid. Indeed, the very orbit must be
ascertained with more precision
than now exists. Nevertheless, it
does appear that this planet may af-
ford a site of unprecedented value to
industry. That did not occur to the
Lemminkainenites, whose culture
lacks a dynamic expansionism. But a
correlation has just been made here
with the fact that, while heavy iso-
topes are much in demand, their
production has been severely limited
because of the heat energy and le- -
thal waste entailed. Presumably this
is a good place on which to build
such facilities.”
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The idea hit Falkayn in the belly,
then soared to his head like cham-
pagne bubbles. The money involved
wasn’t what brought him to his feet
shouting. Money was always pleas-
ant to have; but he could get enough
for his needs and greeds with less
effort. Sheer instinct roused him. He
was abruptly a Pleistocene hunter
again, on the track of a mammoth.

“Judas!” he yelled. “Yes!”

“Because of the commercial po-
tentialities, secrecy would be advan-
tageous at the present stage,” said
the voice which knew no glories. “It
is suggested that your employer
pay the fee required to place this
matter under temporary seal of se-
crecy. You may discuss that with
Freelady Beldaniel upon leaving to-
day, after which you are urged to
contact Freeman van Rijn.” It
paused, for a billion nanoseconds;
what new datum, suddenly noticed,
was it weaving in? “For reasons that
may not be given, you are most
strongly advised to refrain from let-
ting out the truth to anyone whatso-
ever before you have left Luna. At
present, since you are here, it is sug-
gested that the matter be explored
further, verbally, in the hope that
lines of association will open to
more data that are relevant.”

Emerging, two hours later, Fal-
kayn stopped before the woman’s
desk. “Whew!” he said, triumphant
and weary.

She smiled back. “I trust you had
a successful time?”

“And then some. Uh, I've got a
thing or two to take up with you.”

“Please sit down.” Thea Beldaniel
leaned forward. Her gaze grew very
bright and level. “While you were in
there, Captain Falkayn, I used an-
other outlet to get from the bank
what data it has about you. Only
what is on public record, of course,
and only in the hope of serving you
better. It is quite astonishing what
you have accomplished.”

So it is, Falkayn agreed. “Thank
you,” he said.

“The computers do not do all the
computing in this place.” By heaven,
she did have a little humor! “The
idea occurred to me that you and we
might cooperate in certain ways, to
great mutual advantage. I wonder if
we could talk about that, too?”

v

From Lunograd, the Hotel Uni-
verse challenges a galaxy: “No oxy-
gen-breathing sophont exists for
whom we cannot provide suitable
accommodation. Unless every room
is already occupied, we will furnish
any such visitor with what is neces-
sary for health, safety, and satisfac-
tion. If equipment and supplies on
hand are insufficient, we will obtain
them upon reasonable advance no-
tice and payment of a reasonable
extra charge. If we fail to meet the
terms of this guarantee, we will pre-
sent the disappointed guest with the
sum of one million credits of the
Solar Commonwealth.”
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Many attempts are made to col-
lect, by spacemen in collusion with
the most outlandish beings they can
find. Twice the cost of fulfilling the
promise has exceeded the megacred-
it. (In one case, research and de-
velopment were needed for the mo-
lecular synthesis of certain dietary
materials; in the other case, the man-
agement had to fetch a symbiotic or-
ganism from the visitor’'s home
planet.) But the publicity is well
worth it. Human tourists especially
will pay high prices in order to stay
here and feel cosmopolitan.

Chee Lan afforded no problems.
The most advanced trade routes on
her world—"trade route” comes
nearer to translating the concept
than does ‘“nation”—have been in
close contact with man since the first
expedition to O. Eridani A II dis-
covered them. Increasing numbers
of Cynthians arrive at the Solar Sys-
tem as travelers, merchants, dele-
gates, specialists, students. Some go
on to roam space professionally.
Chee was given a standardized suite.

“No, I am not comfortable,” she
had snapped when Falkayn called to
ask if she was. “But I shouldn’t have
expected them to produce a decent
environment for me, when they can’t
even get the name of my planet

right.”
“Well, true, you call it Lifehome-
under-Sky,” Falkayn answered

blandly, “but over on the next con-
tinent they—"

“I know, I know! That’s exactly
the trouble. Those klongs forget
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Tah-chih-chien-pi is a complete
world, with geography and seasons.
They’ve booked me into the next
continent, and it’s bloody cold!”

“So ring up and complain,” Fal-
kayn said. “You're good at that.”

Chee sputtered but later followed
his advice.

An Earthling would probably not
have noticed the adjustments that
were made. He would have contin-
ued to be aware simply of a gravity
0.8 standard; a reddish-orange illu-
mination that varied through a fifty-
five-hour diurnal-nocturnal period;
hot wet air, full of musky odors; pots
of giant flowers scattered about the
floor, a vine-draped tree, a criss-
crossing set of bars used not merely
for exercise but for getting from
place to place within the rooms.
(The popular impression is wrong,
that Cynthians are arboreal in the
sense that monkeys are. But they
have adapted and adjusted to the in-
terwoven branches of their endless
forests, and often prefer these to the
ground.) The Earthling would have
observed that the animated picture
which gave the illusion of a window
showed jungle, opening on a savan-
nah where stood the delicate build-
ings of a caravanserai. He would
have paid attention to the scattered
books and the half-finished clay
sculpture with which Chee had been
amusing herself while she waited for
Falkayn to carry out the business
that brought the team here.

At this moment, he would have
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seen her turn from the phone, where
the man’s image had just faded, and
squat in arch-backed tension.

Tai Tu, with whom she had also
been amusing herself, tried to break
the thickening silence: “I take it that
was one of your partners?” He
knew Espanish, not Anglic.

“Yes, do take it,” Chee clipped.
“Take it far away.”

“I beg your gracious elucidation?”

“Get out,” Chee said. “I've got
thinking to do.”

Tai Tu gasped and goggled at her.

The hypothetical observer from
Earth would probably have called
her cute, or actually beautiful; many
of his species did. To Tai Tu, she
was desirable, fascinating, and more
than a little terrifying.

When erect, she stood some nine-
ty centimeters tall, and her bushy
tail curled upward a full half that
length. Lustrous white angora fur
covered her otherwise naked form.
A long-legged biped, she nonetheless
had five prehensile toes on either
foot, and walked digitigrade. The
arms, scarcely less long and muscu-
lar, ended in hands that each pos-
sessed five four-jointed, rosy-nailed
fingers and a thumb. The round,
pointed-eared head carried a short-
muzzled face whose flat nose and
dainty mouth were fringed with
whiskers like a cat’s. Above, the
enormous emerald eyes were em-
phasized by a mask of the same
blue-gray hue as feet, hands, and
ears. Though hirsute, viviparous,
and homeothermic, she was not a

mammal. The young of her race eat
flesh from birth, using their lips to
suck out the blood.

Tai Tu was smaller and a less ag-
gressive carnivore. During their evo-
lution, male Cynthians were never
required to carry the cubs through
the trees and fight for them. He had
been flattered when Chee Lan told
him—a humble visiting professor at
Lomonosov University, whereas she
was a xenologist in the service of
Nicholas van Rijn—to move in with
her.

Still, he had his pride. “I cannot
accept this treatment,” he said.

- Chee bared her fangs. They were
white and very sharp. She jerked her
tail at the door. “Out,” she said.
“And stay.”

Tai Tu sighed, packed his belong-
ings and returned to his former quar-
ters.

Chee sat for a while alone, scowl-
ing ever more blackly. At last she
punched a number on the phone.
There was no response. ‘“Damna-
tion, I know you’re in!” she yelled.
The screen remained blank. Pres-
ently she was hopping up and down
with rage. “You and your stupid
Buddhist meditations!”” After a hun-
dred or so rings, she snapped the
switch and went out the air lock.

The corridors beyond were Earth-
conditioned. She adjusted to the
change without effort. Of necessity,
members of the same space team
have much the same biological re-
quirements. The slideways were too
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slow for her. She bounded along
them. En route, she bowled over
His Excellency, the Ambassador of
the Epopoian Empire. He cawed his
indignation. She flung such a word
back over her shoulder that His
Excellency’s beak hung open and he
lay voiceless where he had fallen for
three minutes by the clock.

Meanwhile Chee reached the en-
trance to Adzel’s single room. She
leaned on the doorchime button. It
produced no results. He must really
be out of this continuum. She
punched dots and dashes, emergen-
cy code signals. SOS. Help. Engine
failure. Collision. Shipwreck. Mu-
tiny. Radiation. Famine. Plague.
War. Supernova. That untranced
him. He activated the valves and she
cycled through the lock. The quick
change of pressure made her ear-
drums hurt.

“Dear me,” rumbled his mild bas-
so profundo, “what language. I am
afraid that you are further from at-
taining enlightenment than I had es-
timated.”

Chee looked up toward Adzel’s
countenance, and up, and up. A
weight of two and a half Terran G’s,
the hellish white blaze of a simulat-
ed F-type sun, the loudness of every
sound in this dense, parched, thun-
der-smelling atmosphere, struck her
and quelled her. She crawled under
a table for shelter. The chamber’s
austerity was unrelieved by a film
view of illimitable windy plains on
that planet which men call Woden,
or by the mandala that Adzel had
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hung from the ceiling, or the scroll
of Mahayana text he had posted on a
wall.

“I trust your news is of sufficient
importance to justify interrupting
me at my exercises,” he went on, as
severely as possible for him.

Chee paused, subdued. “I don’t
know,” she confessed. “But it con-
cerns us.”

Adzel composed himself to listen.

She studied him for a moment,
trying to anticipate his response to
what she had to say. No doubt he
would feel she was overreacting.
And maybe that was right. But she’d
be flensed and gutted if she’d admit
it to him!

He bulked above her. With the
powerful tail, his centauroid body
had a length of four and a half me-
ters and mass exceeding a ton. A
barndoor-broad torso, carrying a
pair of arms and quadridigital hands
in proportion, lifted the head more
than two meters above the four clo-
ven hoofs, at the end of a longish
neck. That head was almost croco-
dilian, the snout bearing flared
nostrils and an alarming array of
teeth. The external ears were solid
bony material, like the row of tri-
angular dorsal plates which made a
serration from the top of his pate to
the end of his tail. Yet the skull
bulged far backward to hold a con-
siderable brain, and beneath over-
hanging brow ridges, his eyes were
large and brown and rather wistful.
Scutes armored his throat and belly,
scales the rest of him. Yet they were
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a lovely, shimmering dark-green on
top, shading to gold underneath. He
was respected in his field of plane-
tology, or had been before he quit
academe to take sordid commercial
employment. And in some ways, he
was biologically closer to human
than Chee. Besides being warm-
blooded and omnivorous, he came
of a species whose females give live
birth and suckle their infants.

“Dave phoned me,” Chee said.
Feeling a bit more her usual self,
she added with a snort: “He finally
dragged himself away for a few
hours from that hussy he’s been
wasting our time on.”

“And went to Serendipity, Inc. as
per plan? Excellent, excellent. I hope
material of interest was revealed to
him.” Adzel’s rubbery lips formed
League Latin rather than the Anglic
Chee was using, in order to stay in
practice.

“He was certainly skyhooting ex-
cited about it,” the Cynthian replied.
“But he wouldn’t mention details.”

“I should think not, over an un-
sealed circuit.” Adzel’s tone grew
disapproving, “In this town, I under-
stand, every tenth being is some-
body’s spy.”

“I mean he wouldn’t come here
either, or have us come to his hotel,
and talk,” Chee said. “The comput-

er warned him against it, without
giving a reason.”

The Wodenite rubbed his jaw.
“Now that is curious. Are not these
quarters proof against snooping de-
vices?”

“They ought to be, at the rates
we pay. But maybe a new kind of
bug has come along, and the ma-
chine’s learned about it confiden-
tially. You know SI’s policy on that,
don’t you? Dave wants us to radio
the home office for more money and
buy a ‘restricted’ tag for whatever
he was told today. He says once
we're back on Earth, he can safely
chatter.”

“Why not beforehand? If he can-
not leave Luna immediately, at least
we could take a jaunt in our ship
with him. That won’t be gimmicked,
not while Muddlehead is active.”

“Listen, you glorified bulligator, I
can see the obvious quicker than
you, including the obvious fact that
of course I'd suggest the ship. But he
said no, not right away, at least.
You see, one of the partners in SI
invited him to spend a while at that
castle of theirs.”

“Strange. I had heard they never
entertain guests.”

“For once you heard right. But he
said this anthro wants to discuss
business with him, wouldn’t tell him
what but hinted at large profits. The
chance looked too good to miss. On-
ly, the invitation was for immediate-
ly. He'd just time to duck back to
his place for a clean shirt and a
toothbrush.”

“Will Freeman van Rijn’s affair
wait?” Adzel asked.

“Presumably,” Chee said. “At
any rate, Dave wasn’t sure the so-
cializing mood of the partners would
last if he stalled them. By every ac-
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count, their souls consist of printed
circuits. If nothing else comes of
visiting them at home, he felt this
was a unique chance for an inside
view of their outfit.”

“Indeed,” Adzel nodded. “Indeed.
David acted quite correctly, when
the opportunity concerns an organi-
zation so powerful and enigmatic. I
do not see what makes you feel any
urgency. We two shall simply have
to spend a few more days here.”

Chee bristled. “I don’t have your
stone-brained calm. The computer
put Dave onto something big. I
mean astronomical—money by the
planetful. I could tell that by his
manner. Suppose his hosts aim to do
him in, for the sake of getting at that
thing themselves?”

- “Now, now, my little friend,” Ad-
zel chided. “Serendipity, Inc. does
not ' meddle in the business of its cli-
ents. It does not reveal their secrets.
As a rule, the partners do not even
know what those secrets are. They
have no ties to other organizations.
Not only repeated private investiga-
tions, but the experience of years has
confirmed this. If ever they had vi-
olated their own announced ethic,
ever shown special favor or preju-
dice, the repercussions would soon
have laid the deed bare. No other
member of the Polesotechnic
League—no group throughout the
whole of known space—has proven
itself more trustworthy.”

“Always a first time, sonny.”

“Well, but think. If the strain is
not excessive,” Adzel said with rare
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tartness. “For the sake of argument,
let us make the ridiculous assump-
tion that Serendipity did in fact
eavesdrop on David’s conference
with the computer, and has in fact
decided to break its word never to
seize private advantage.

“It remains bound by the cove-
nant of the League, a covenant
which was established and is en-
forced for good pragmatic reasons.
Imprisonment, murder, torture,
drugs, brainscrub, every kind of di-
rect attack upon the psychobiologi-
cal integrity of the individual, is
banned. The consequences of trans-
gression are atavistically severe. As
the saying goes on Earth, the game
is not worth the lantern. Hence the
resources of espionage, temptation,
and coercion are limited. David is
immune to bribery and blackmail.
He will reveal nothing to hypotheti-
cal surveillance, nor will he fall into
conversational traps. If female bait
is dangled before him, he will de-
lightedly accept it without touching
the fishhook. Has he not already—"

At that point, in a coincidence too
outrageous for anything other than
real life, the phone buzzed. Adzel
pressed the Accept button. The im-
age of Falkayn’s latest girl friend ap-
peared. His partners recognized her;
they had both met her, briefly, and
were too experienced to believe the
cliché that all humans look alike.

“Good evenwatch, Freelady,”
Adzel said. “May I be of assist-
ance?”
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Her expression was unhappy, her
tone unsteady. “T apologize for dis-
turbing you,” she said, “but I'm try-
ing to get hold of Da . . . Captain
Falkayn. He’s not come back. Do
you know—?"

“He isn’t here either, I am sorry
to say.”

“He promised he’d meet me . . .
before now . .. and he hasn't,
and”—Veronica swallowed—*“I'm
worried.”

“A rather urgent matter arose.
He lacked time in which to contact
you,” Adzel lied gallantly. “I was
asked to convey his sincere regrets.”

Her smile was forlorn. “Was the
urgent matter blonde or brunette?”’

“Neither, Freelady. I assure you
it involves his profession. He may be
gone for a few standard days. Shall
I remind him to phone you upon his
return?”

“I'd be so grateful if you would,
sir.” She twisted her fingers togeth-
er. “Th-thank you.”

Adzel blanked the screen. “I am
reluctant to state this of a friend,”
he murmured, “but occasionally Da-
vid impresses me as being rather
heartless in certain respects.”

“Huh!” Chee said. “That crea-
ture’s only afraid he’ll get away with-
out spilling information to her.”

“I doubt it. Oh, I grant you such a
motive has been present, and prob-
ably continues in some degree. But
her distress looks genuine, insofar as
I can read human behavior. She ap-
pears to have conceived a personal
affection for him.” Adzel made a

commiserating noise. “How much
more conducive to serenity is a fixed
rutting season like mine.”

Chee had been calmed by the in-
terruption. Also, her wish to get out
of this oven that Adzel called home
grew stronger each minute. “That
is a good-looking specimen, by
Dave’s standards,” she said. “No
wonder he delayed getting down to
work. And I don’t suppose he’ll be
overly slow about returning to her,
until he’s ready to haul gravs off
Luna altogether. Maybe we needn’t
really fret on his account.”

“I trust not,” Adzel said.
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By flitter, the castle in the Alps
was not many minutes from Luno-
grad. But those were terrible kilo-
meters that lay between; mountain-
eering parties never ventured so far.
And a wide reach of land and sky
around the site was forbidden—pa-
trolled by armed men, guarded by
robot-gun emplacements—with that
baronial absoluteness the great may
claim in a civilization which exalts
the rights of privacy and property.

A nonhuman labor force had
built it, imported for the purpose
from a dozen remote planets and af-
terward returned, totally dispersed.
For a while, local resentment com-
bined with curiosity to yield fantas-
tic rumors. Telescopic pictures were
taken from orbit, and published, un-
til half the Commonwealth knew
about gaunt black towers, sheer
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walls, comings and goings of ships at
a special spaceport, in the Lunar
mountains.’

But gossip faded with interest.
Large estates were common enough
among the lords of the Polesotech-
nic League—most of whom carried
on in a far more colorful fashion
than these recluses. Furtiveness and
concealment were a frequent part
of normal business practice. For
years, now, Serendipity, Inc. had
been taken for granted.

To be sure, Falkayn thought, if
the society news learns I've been
chauffeured out here, actually got-
ten inside—a sour grin tugged at his
mouth—wouldn’t it be cruel to tell
the poor dears the truth?

The scenery was spectacular,
from this upper-level room where he
stood. A wide viewport showed the
downward sweep of rock, crags,
cliffs, talus slopes, to a gash of
blackness. Opposite that valley, and
on either side of the castle plateau,
peaks lifted raw into the constella-
tions. Earth hung low in the south,
nearly full, nearly blinding in its
br