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predictable part of the so-
cial pendulum swing we
are currently undergoing
1s a flurry of efforts to rein-
troduce more or less formalized prayer
into public schools. The *‘front door’’
to such practices having been closed
(at least for now) by the well-known
Supreme Court ruling of some years
back, proponents of ‘‘prayer minutes’’
have shown admirable ingenuity in find-
ing back doors and holes which can be
enlarged and crawled through. One ap-
proach being tned in some places 1s sim-
ply saying that prayer will be ‘‘volun-
tary,’’ though time will be set aside for
it. A subtler ploy rationalizes, ‘‘The
Supreme Court won'’t let us designate
time for prayer, but we can surely have
a silent minute for meditation. If a stu-
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dent chooses to interpret that as ‘prayer,’
that’s his decision.’’

Yeah.

Remember what grade school was
like? If the majonty of a room full of
third graders are using that minute to
pray-—or want their neighbors to think
they are—they’re going to compare
notes. And you know as well as I what’s
going to happen to the kid who doesn’t
want to pray in the fashionable way (or
at all) and has a sufficiently developed
conscience that he doesn’t want to lie
about 1it. .

The notion of voluntary but institu-
tionalized school prayer is nonsense. [t
1S a contradiction in terms. The people
who want institutionalized prayers in
schools know very well that ‘‘peer pres-
sure’’ among grade-schoolers is so po-
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tent that “‘voluntary’’ prayer will serve
their purposes at least as well as the
““compulsory’’ kind. Anybody who is
really interested in voluntary prayer—as
distinct from dictating other people’s
most personal decisions—needs no new
or special legislation. Anyone with a
sincere desire for prayer per se can pray
privately, any time, anywhere, under
existing laws. No special dispensation
from other people—or attempt to make
others share the experience in the same
way at the same time—is needed.

The value of prayer, or even whether
it belongs in school, is nor the issue
here. Whether something so intensely
personal should be mandated and regi-
mented is only part of the issue. No less
important is whether adults responsible
for educating children should subject
them to such subtly devious word games
as calling something ‘‘voluntary’’ while
counting on social pressures (which they
might better try to educate away) to
make 1t, 1n effect, compulsory.

Since truly voluntary prayer is al-
ready fully provided for, and the kind
now being legislated back into our midst
1s not truly voluntary, the motives of
those pushing for this legislation look
more than a little suspect. For people
who consider individual liberty impor-
tant, even if they are themselves firm
believers in prayer, this sort of ‘‘com-
pulsory voluntarism’’ seems a decidedly
insidious threat. It seems, almost too
obviously to need debate, a Bad Thing,
to be fought with all possible vigor be-
fore it gets out of control.

Or 1s 1t?

I almost wrote this column several
months ago, when I first started heanng

Word Games

about reviving ‘‘voluntary’’ prayer in
schoolrooms. I wanted to point out how
absurd that notion was, but before I
could put pen to paper, Art Buchwald
did it in a way I couldn’t hope to im-
prove on.

So 1 dropped the idea—but since then
['ve thought of a few angles Buchwald
didn’t cover. | still find the idea dis-
quicting; it’s unnecessary and it -does
weaken the separation of church and
state. It’s not really such a drastic thing
In itself, but it is potentially a first step
down a road I would rather see us steer
well clear of. I still find it hard to believe
that proponents of ‘‘voluntary prayer
minutes’’ are so naive they really be-
lieve there is anything voluntary about
what they're proposing. I think most of
them know what they’re doing.

However

Ideally, everything done in a school
should have educational value—and I
think prayer minutes will, though in a
quite different way from what their ad-
vocates have in mind. The real, lasting,
educational value of an expenence is not
always what the teacher thinks it is and
intends 1t to be. I think, for example,
of how I leamned to speed-read, a skill
which 1s now indispensable to my work
as an editor. I leamed i1t in school, but
the class I learmed it in was called ‘‘So-
cial Studies.’’ The strict but kindly lady
who taught 1t probably had no idea she
was teaching speed-reading, but she did
provide a key part of the circumstances
which caused me to learn it. My best
friend, who sat next to me in that class,
had a larger allowance and therefore a
larger science fiction collection than I
did. He would not loan his books and
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magazines out, but was willing to let
people read them in his presence. I
taught myself to speed-read so I could
read an entire novella in a borrowed
Astounding during a single period of
Social Studies—while paying enough
attention to the class to avoid incurring
the teacher’s wrath and getting my
fnend’s magazine confiscated. And I
now make far more direct use of the
speed-reading than of the social studies
I learned in that class.

What educational value do I see in
letting a once-banished practice sneak
back into the classroom? Well, consider
that oddball student who stands up when
the class 1s told that “‘It’s prayer time,”’
but does not want to pray or pretend to
pray in the way done by most of his
fellows. He may be a Jew among Chris-
tians, a Chnstian among Moslems, or
a fellow who just hasn’t attached him-
self to any organized religion and may
or may not do so In the future. It doesn’t
matter. Chances are he is going to be
coaxed, teased, ostracized, and quite

possibly beaten up for his stubbomnness
in clinging to his own beliefs and re-
fusing to profess somebody else’s to
keep the peace.

That’s the kid who’s going to learn
a valuable lesson from all this. At the
very least, he’s going to leamn the lesson
summed up by the young teacher’s at-
tomey in Jerome Lawrence and Robert
E. Lee’s play Inherit the Wind: *‘I un-
derstand what Bert’s going through. It’s
the loneliest feeling in the world—to
find yourself standing up when every-
body else 1s sitting down. To have
everybody look at you and say, ‘What's

the matter with him?’ I know. I know
what it feels like. Walking down an

empty street, listentng to the sound of
your own footsteps. Shutters closed,
blinds drawn, doors locked against you.
And you aren’t sure whether you're
walking toward something, or if you're
just walking away.’’

That kid who must go through the
communal moment of ‘‘voluntary’’
prayer, and chooses to pray differently
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or not at all, 1s going to learn that human
beings can be intolerant and cruel to-
ward those of different views. He is
going to learn that this is no less true
of people who talk a great deal about
freedom and love and other nice-sound-
Ing words, and so he will learn about
the reality and ubiquity of hypocrisy.
He will learn that it 1s a great deal easier
and more comfortable to pretend to go
along with the crowd than to maintain
and defend what his own honest judg-
ment says Is right.

And—it he is very lucky—he may
also learn that, despite the difficulties,
the latter is the wiser and more reward-
ing course. But getting that far will take
luck—or help. Some browbeaten indi-
viduals with unpopular views will leamn
that lesson on their own, even though
most of the short-range evidence is
against it. But I would like to believe
that the same teachers who are com-
pelled to schedule these *‘minutes’’ will
also be permitted, if not required, to talk
freely about the issues they raise. For

those students not so blessed, 1 can only
hope they will have trusted relatives or
friends on the outside to bolster their
confidence that it is worthwhile to de-
velop and then stick to their own phi-
losophies, regardless of social pressures.

We’ve always needed people who
could do that, and we’re not going to
need them any less in the years to come.
If pseudo-voluntary prayer requirements
provide small-scale chances for people
to practice openly professing an unpop-
ular viewpoint and learning to live with
the consequences, then maybe, in the
long run, they will help those same peo-
ple develop the courage to take and hold
an unpopular stand on bigger issues in
later life.

And if that’s the case, the real prob-
lem here may not be, ‘*How can we stop
this insidious threat to freedom?’’, but
‘‘How can we provide a similarly ed-
ucational experience for the many who
go comfortably along with the crowd?”’

Whose need for it just may be even
greater. [l

@ Economic interests shape the political views
of groups and classes. Neither reason nor moral
considerations override these interests.
Individuals may be converted, they may
surrender their special privileges, although this
IS rare enough, but classes and groups do not
do so. The attempt to convert a governing and
privileged class into forsaking power and giving
up its unjust privileges has therefore always so
far failed, and there seems to be no reason
whatever to hold that it will succeed in the

future.

Jawaharlal Nehru
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KEY

Jayge Carr

Unique problems require
unique solutions, which
in turn suggest unique abuses.
Knowing how to deal
with those takes something
more than a cookbook. . ..






The locked shutters of the single win-
dow were pierced with baroque carvings
so that when Randall knelt, chain taut,
on the hard cot to stare out, tiny exotic
animals sailed slowly up his arms and
across his scarred, yeaming face.

The hinges on the thick door groaned
when it opened. Randall didn’t bother
to turn. He knew who was there and
why he’d come.

‘““Change your mind yet, pariah?’’
The voice was genial today. Some days
it was angry, some frustrated, or dom-
ineering, or even monotone, almost im-
passive. Today it exuded friendship.
Randall shrugged inwardly. It didn’t
matter. His universe was the window
and what lay outside. It stopped at the
walls that impnsoned him, the chain,
the door that led nowhere, the jailer who
changed personas as another might
change his clothes.

The jailer’s footsteps were light; soft-
soled shoes over the smooth synthi floor
with its elaborate design of enlaced flo-
ral motifs. Randall registered the ap-
proach with one part of his mind. but
no muscle moved to acknowledge 1t. It
didn’t matter. He remained as he was,
eyes outward, cheek dented against the
inner frame of the thick window, the
only sign of life the slow nise and fall
of his chest beneath the thin knit of the
by-now grimy shipsuit.

“Why do you do this to yourself?”’
The voice was close now, kind, soft,
pleading. ‘“‘You’ll give in eventually;
why not now, and save yourself grief."’

Randall said nothing. As far as he
was concemed, it had all been said.

The jailer knelt, examined Randall’s
left ankle, where the manacle padded
with expensive silkeen held him firmly
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but not too tightly. In the early days of
Randall’s captivity he had chafed against
his bond, and had rubbed a sore that had
rapidly infected. He had said nothing,
of course, to his captors, and it might
well have gotten beyond their control-
ling had one of them not noticed the
ugly seepage from beneath the manacle.
The circlet had been rapidly transferred
to his other ankle, this time with pad-
ding, and the sore had been treated. His
ankle was well now, the other one held
softly, without the nisk of another irri-
tation.

He wasn’t grateful.

The jailer stood, satisfied. ‘‘Are all
pariahs as stubbom as you?'’ His voice
was still kindly and richly genial.

Randall shifted his position infinites-
imally. If he held his head in the corner
of the window and stared out at an awk-
ward angle, he could see the daytime
star that wasn’t a star. But as it moved
through the sky with its gaudy display
of aurora, he had to keep shifting to
follow its flight. Soon it would be too
far, and he would lose sight of it com-
pletely for another day.

““No,’’ the jailer knew what he had
been watching, ‘‘they haven't left
yet. But they will.”’ Randall held his
breath, without even realizing he was
doing it. The jailer’s shrewd eyes saw,
and his mouth smiled gnmly. *‘Soon,””
he said, all the while watching, watch-
ing, ‘‘and then it will be too late for
you. Why not do what we want, and
you can leave with them, no hamm
done.”’

No harm done’ Randall didn’t move,
didn’t say a word; but his body language
screamed total rejection.

““‘Panah,’’ the jailer put a compan-
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ionable arm around the stiffly held
shoulder, ‘‘why torment yourself. You
will give in, eventually, so why not
now, before it’s too late. I've grown to
know you, in these weeks, perhaps bet-
ter than you know yourself. No man,
no matter how determined, can hold out
indefinitely. Such a simple thing.’’ His
voice was richly persuasive.

But Randall continued to deny exis-
tence to anything but the window, the
crackling, flashing sky—and the star
that wasn't a star.

““We haven't lost all the old arts,”
the jailer said quietly, just before he left.
““Think about it."’

It wasn’t the first time Randall had
heard that particular threat. But if he
was thinking about it, there was no sign
to show the jailer that his shaft had gone
home.

They had trapped him simply enough.
The wombships, those travelers of the
long slow voyages between the stars,
came at intervals, two local vears, five,
ten. Large ships, small ones, but all with
their cargos of seeds and embryos and
medicines and technology. Some worlds
took resentfully, some with bitter grat-
itude, some with eyes averted, trying
not to stare at the price paid for the time
spent in the radiation-racked depths of
space. But resentment or no, aversion
or no, after days, months, years trapped
in the narrow comidors and confines of
the ship, most of its crew simply had
to stretch their legs, to see feel hear
smell taste the new world spread out
before them. Some worlds required their
visitors to stay within narrow limits,
others welcomed them with elaborate
hospitality. This world laid down lines

The Kidnapped Key

and forbade the voyagers to cross
them—but the lines were generous.

Randall’s price hardly showed, ex-
cept for the radiation scars they all bore.
He had strolled through exotic streets,
eyes flickering from Moorish wrought-
metal balconies to peacock-brlliant
murals sprawling from building to
building; from women so heavily veiled
even their eyes were hidden in shadow
to lithe men stniding along, their beards
benibboned, oiled, braided 1n a thousand
fantastic configurations. Spicy scents
warred with sweet, voices commingled
half a dozen local accents. It was as if
he didn’t exist to the bustling inhabi-
tants, and he gloned in it all: the new-
ness, the differences, the space, the
freedom. He had left the field with a
group of a dozen or so, but gradually,
by one and by two, they had drifted
away, attracted by a lace-maker, an art-
ist, the beckoning smells of an outdoor
cafe, until Randall was alone, unre-
marked (he thought) by the inhabitants,
just enjoying himself.

He'd had no waming whatsoever.
The extra sense that some wombship-

pers developed to warn them of danger
or threat had stayed quiet.

The lure had been a child, running
and crying. The small figure cannoned
into him, screamed, and then ran on.
He started to shake his head, smiling,
and walk on, but something in the
child’s screams—terror?—made him bite
his ip and start after the child and its
pursuers.

Children were too rare aboard the
wombships to be other than coddled,
indulged, protected—it was almost in-
stinct in him—and there had been an
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element of panic, hysteria in the child’s
screams.

The child had turned and tumed
again—Wheel, but he was fast. Randall
could hear but no longer see—he pounded
through an alley so narrow his clothes
caught on the buildings on either side,
his legs pumping, fear a bitter taste in
his mouth. ]

He spewed out of the almost blind
passage and skidded to a halt, jaw drop-
ping. In front of him was an intersec-
tion, and in the center heaped high
wreckage, flames shooting out of 1t as
some sort of organic fuel caught fire,
limp bodies draped out of windows 1n
the crushed vehicles, and the sounds of
moans and feeble pleas for help. Instinc-
tively he flung an arm over his eyes,
already running toward the heat that
seared his face, to try to snatch any still
living from that pyre of death.

‘““That’s what your friends are going
to see,’’ said a voice behind him, rich
with satisfaction. And then the blow on
the head erased the by now blazing hu-
man bonfire—and everything else—from
his senses.

““They think you’re dead.’”” He had
been told that, over and over, and he
believed it. Why not. Besides, he had
felt, with that erratic psi talent of his,
the sadness and shock. He had felt them,
but they could not distinguish his mind
amid the ocean of the mudsiders’ minds.
Even if they had been looking, they
might not have been able to find him.
And why should they search, when they
thought he was dead. When the time
came, they would leave. Sadly. But
leave. And he would be completely at
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the mercy of his captors. If they had any
mercy.

He hadn’t asked if the people caught
in that holocaust of flame had been dead
or alive when placed there. Even if he
could have trusted their answer, he
didn’t think he wanted to know.

What they wanted was simple, really.
He was a wombshipper, he was psi, he
had mindpowers that mudsiders, the
planetdwellers, had never developed, he
could pass through protections and wards,
fool guards that would capture or fry
ordinary humans, sense with his unhu-
man panah senses where the dangers
were, how to pass or neutralize them.
He could get into a highly protected
citadel, shut down its protections, open
it for his followers. He could—

Well, he could. Maybe. But he
wouldn't.

If there was one rule the wombship-
pers had beaten into their psyches from
birth, it was Don’t Interfere. He didn’t
know what the people who had captured
him intended to do once they got into
this guarded vault, but he could guess.
A coup d’etat. Revolution. Overthrow.
Inside were weapons, rulers, whatever.
Something important inside, and the
mass of people outside. And he the un-
balancer, the wild card that could topple
all plans.

Except he wouldn’t.

She was the loveliest creature he’d
ever seen, and totally terrified.

Randall had been at his spot by the
window, but when the hinges groaned
and he heard the hesitant footsteps, the
labored breathing, he’d turned slowly.
She wasn’t naked, but the sheer lacy
draperies were far more enticing, far

Analog Science Fiction/Science Fact



Engineefedfromsuperlof
genes,imerplanetaryagem
ridayisthobestinmebqsi-

character—or as brilliant
a bestseller. .
“One of Heinlein's best, which
is to say one of the best in all
of Science Fiction!”

—Poul Anderson

On sale in August
$3.95

Cover illustration by Michael Whelan. -

¥ #1 Publisher of Sclence Fiction and Fantasy
"’ Published by Ballentine Books _




more seductive, than simple nudity.
Only her expression spoiled the picture.
She was so pale he could almost watch
the blood flowing beneath her thin skin.
Her eyes glazed 1n shock.

Randall leaned back against the wall,
hands limp along his bent knees, and
spoke his first word for many days.
“Bnbery?"

She took a tentative step toward him,
breath shuddering in and out.

‘“‘Bribery,’’ he repeated, mouth twisted
in disgust. ‘‘Well, tell whoever sent you
it won’t work. They could produce Lor-
elei of the Hundred Days and it wouldn’t
work.”’ The sneer deepened. *‘Besides,
look at you. So terrified of the evil wom-
ber you can’t even walk!"”’

‘“‘Are you—"" She had to force it
out—"‘‘really a womber?"’

““‘Quite. Can’t you see my homns and
tail?”’

She licked her lips and took another
step. ‘‘Please—""

““Go. It won’t work. Get out.”” He
tumed back to his window, smooth
marble-like frame cool against his cheek.

‘“Please!”’

He whirled, suddenly furious. * You
can have your choice, fem. I can take
what’s offered, and then tell them to go
drop down the chute, or I can repeat
what I said—leave now. Either way, I
say no and that’s final."”’

‘“They—they’ll beat me.’” Her eyes
were shining with tears, huge, subtly
sloe-shaped, and the deepest blue he'd
ever seen.

““Try and fail, don’t even get close
enough to try, I won’t and that’s final.
At least this way I’'m sparing you the
ostracism of being a pariah’s woman."’

““You look human,’’ she spoke softly,
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as though making a discovery. ‘*Except
for the blots on your skin.”

‘‘Radiation scars.”” He shrugged. He
was used to them. So that her skin, vel-
vet-smooth as it was, looked wrong
somehow, bland and featureless, so dif-
ferent from the scars he had grown up
secing.

““Look, fem.’’ His voice was harsh.
“‘I'm very human in one way. Stay here
much longer, dressed like that, and I’ll
prove to you how very human 1 am.
You’ve been warned. Get out.”

““I must stay.’’

“Then take the consequences. But
understand this: it won’t make any dif-
ference. If they torture you to death in
front of me, I won’t do what they want.
Tattoo it on your heart if you have to,
or on your forchead—just believe it. I
won’t. Understand?’’

“Yes.’’ She swayed toward him, lace
whispering age-old secrets against her
graceful figure.

“You think I’m just saying it,’’ he
glared down at her. ‘‘But it’s true.
Whatever we do together, 1t stays true.’’

““I have to stay.”’

The chain hampered him at first, but
then he forgot it entirely.

She came every day for four days,
and then it was the male jailer again,
and no word or hint of the woman. He
didn’t ask, and the jailer didn’t volun-
teer.

The wombship left fifteen local days
later. They didn’t tell him, but one day
it didn’t appear 1n the sky, and he knew
it had accelerated out of orbit, to begin
the long journey to the next inhabited

planet on the circuit.
e 3 £
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The woman came again some number
of days later. He had stopped keeping
count; it didn’t matter with the ship
gone. His current plan of escape was by
practicing his psi. If he could just man-
age a teleport—the power of moving
one’s own body instantaneously through
space—he could leave his chain behind.
He hoped. There were few, very few
erratic teleports aboard the wombship.
Some took their clothes with them when
they ’ported; some did not. If he could
get free of the chain, even if he only
went across the room, it would be a
beginning. If he could teleport, he
wasn't that high off the ground, and
walls were meaningless to a teleport.
Walls, space, distance, obstacles —
trouble was, teleportation was too new
a mindpower, too undependabile.

Worse, he had never shown any signs
of ’port. Telekinesis, yes, he could
move objects, though not through, but
he could move objects without touching
them; and telepathy, mindsensing, on
occasion. But never any 'port.

When the woman came, he didn’t
bother to argue. He had never been
famed for his chastity, and she was still
the most seductive creature he’d ever
seen.

Again she came regularly for several
days, and then not at all.

Randall lost track of the days, but
there was a curntous gleam of triumph
in his captor’s eyes that gave hun a
thread of worry. Not that he, Randall,
was lying back and taking what he was
being given. The teleportation attempts
were only one of his ploys. He had tned
everything he could think of: pretending
to be sick, attacking his jailer, even us-
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ing a broken plate to saw at the chain,
until they missed it and took it away
from him. But there was really nothing,
all the adventure discs he had seen to
the contrary, that a man can do when
he’s chained to a wall with unbreakable
metal. Still he tned. And he tumed over
scenarios of revenge in his mind.

Until one evening his jailer came in,
smiling so that Randall could have
counted his teeth, and leaned against the
half-open door, with such a tangible
aura of tiumph that Randall felt a fris-
son run with spider feet up his spine.

It was a long silence. The jailer broke
it. ‘‘Kasha’s pregnant.’’

““Congratulations.’’ Randall was
feeling even more bitter: than usual.
“‘Is Kasha a human or an animal?”’

“*A woman.’’ Impossibly, the smile
broadened. ‘‘And you know her, panah.
Very well.”’

““I see.’’ Randall drew his legs under
him, tailor-fashion, and faced his captor
boldly. ‘““You do believe in long-term
planning, don’t you. Well,”” a shrug,
“I'll tell you what I told her. It doesn’t
make a particle of difference. Whether
['ve bedded her, or she’s carrying my
child, or whatever. You can do what
you please to her; it's on your con-
science, not mine.’’

The jailer was a tall, thin, normish
male, skin a pale blue, a local mutation;
Randall had seen it on perhaps a quarter
of the natives during his tourist explo-
ration. Now he buffed turquoise nails
on the sleek, velour-like animal-skin
tunic he was wearing and smiled know-
ingly. *‘Or to the child.”™

Randall flinched just slightly before
he could control himself. In a voice he
tried to make firm, “‘Or to the child.”’
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‘‘But / wouldn’t harm a child.”’ The
voice was suspictously bland. “‘In fact,
[ intend to do nothing.’’ Amuse-
ment fluttered in voice, face, body, like
a caged bird beating desperate wings
against too-solid bars.

The chain was short. Randall shifted
himself unobtrusively toward the end of
the cot where the chain was bolted to
the wall, to give himself as much slack
as possible. ‘‘Are you going to tell me
exactly what’s going to happen, or are
we going to play guessing games until
1 figure out whatever joyous tidings you
came here to tell me?”’

““Oh, I'll tell you.’' Far too genial.
“I"ll tell you.’’ He strolled in, languid,
a man with all the time in the world,
and perched himself comfortably on the
elegantly simple stool drawn up by the
equally elegantly simple table. ‘‘After
all,”’ cat flicking a yellow feather off
his chops, ‘‘you should have a voice In
Kasha’s decision, since the child is un-
doubtedly yours.”’

““So you say,’’ Randall shrugged.

““I"ve no need to lie.”” He thrust his
hands in s pockets, stretched back
against the table edge. ‘*The child 1s
undoubtedly yours.’’

““Or yours. Or—"
He stiffened, then relaxed with a
smile. “‘Impossible. 1'm sterile, you

understand. And besides, no one else
has had Kasha.”’

“‘So you say, Randall repeéted.

“‘Untrusting geld, aren’t you. It doesn’t
matter, anyway. Kasha, as | mentioned,
has a choice. She can run off to the
wilds before she starts to show, and
hope to survive. Not very likely, though.
Teams of skilled wilders don’t always
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come back. A woman alone, hampered
by her growing pregnancy "’

Randall realized, with a sudden flare
of glee, that he had managed a psychic
hold on the contents of the man’s pock-
ets. Now if only there were the keys to
Randall’s chain in the pockets—and the
man removed his hands—to make a ges-
ture, say—

“*No,’”’ the man ran casual fingers
through suff spikes of almost magenta
hair, then leaned back, elbow on the
table, ‘‘I don’t think Kasha will choose
almost certain suicide. Though you
might urge her to—considering the al-
ternative.’’

Randall was probing the now hand-
less pocket with the fingers of his mind.
sweat standing out on his forehead, an
acrid reek 1n his nostrils from the effort.
He realized a silence had fallen, played
back his captor’s last words, and man-
aged a careless shrug. ‘‘An altenative,
you said. And that is—"’

A twitch of the mouth. ‘“The mater-
nity ward. Until the baby’s bomn.”’

““And after?”’

Gently, ‘Do you really want to
know?"’

““You really hate panahs, don’t you.
Must she say it’s a pariah’s child?”’

**Proc, but you're ignorant!’’ the man
burst out, then, regaining control,
"“Whatever she says, 1t won’t make any
difference. Kasha’ll come back, even-
tually. The baby—'" A deliberate pause.
“—won’'t.”’

Randall couldn’t help biting his lip.
Then boldly, “*You set this situation up.
You hold all the blame, not 1.”’

‘“‘Panah,’’ the man smiled ferally,
““you’ll learn, when you’re desperate
enough .  shall I send Kasha to you?’’
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“*No.’’ Mental fingers tightened, slid
slowly out of a pocket.

““She won’t cry all over you. She
accepted the risks.’’

‘““No.”’ Randall was trying for total
impassivity. ‘‘She thought I'd give In.
[ won'’t.”

The jailer’s lip curled. *‘I think, when
you’ve considered the alternatives—you
will.”’

““You still don’t understand us
wombshippers. I can’t. It’s one of our
most basic rules. Never meddle.”’

““You've already meddled. You’ve
fathered a child.”’

A shrug. ‘“So? Any man can do
that.’’

The other man rose suddenly, turned
away. ‘‘I'll send in Kasha.”’

“If you please.”’ Randall stretched
in an elaborate yawn.

In the shadow of the stool, a slim
pastel rectangle seemed a flame, a lure
to catch the eyes.

But his jailer simply walked out,
throwing a farewell over his shoulder,
oblivious to the small piece of his prop-
erty that remained behind.

Kasha wasn’t crying, but Randall im-
mediately believed that she was preg-
nant. There was a proud glow about her,
a female smugness that shouted her
““secret’” to the world.

*“I hear,”’ Randall’s voice was dry,
““that I'm to congratulate you.™’

The glow dimmed infinitesimally.
‘““Aren’t you happy?’’

““I can’t like being a pnisoner,”” he
said. ‘‘I don’t see what difference your
condition makes to that.’’

She collapsed onto the stool, looking
22

very young and vulnerable. ‘* You didn’t
agree.’’

“No."’

““But—1I’ll have to go to the maternity
ward. They'll—"" She shuddered.

‘I told you. Whatever happened to
you, won’t make any difference.”’

“You’d let them do that. To your
own child!’’ She stared at him, mouth
twisted in disgust. ‘‘What kind of things
are you pariahs, anyway?’’

““The same kind of things who’d do
whateveritis,”’ he shrugged.

“But—it’s your child. Won’t you
protect it?"’

*‘No.”” He smiled. ‘‘Come here."’

She believed him. Her lips quivered,
and tears slipped down her childishly
screwed-up cheeks. ‘*What for?’’

He opened his arms, smiled widely.
‘““‘We’ve been given time, why not make
use of 1t?”’

“OH! You—""

“I'm a man, pariah or no—'" he
made a beckoning gesture, still smiling,
*‘—and you'’re as satisfying a bundle as
I’ve enjoyed in cycles. Why not, sweet
mistress. Gather ye ponicbuds while ye
may, you know—"" There was derision
in tone, as well as words that hit her
deeply. She sailed to her feet, ran over,
her arm upraised to slap. But it dropped
limply, and he caught her as she fell.

““Naughty, naughty,’”’ he chuckled
richly. ‘‘But it’s as much fun this way
as any other, I suppose.’’ He pulled her
down on top of himself. And then the
rectangle moved, her body and legs
shielding it—he hoped—if someone
was monitoring. A watcher would see
a man taking advantage of a woman,
but what Randall was really concen-
trating on was maneuvering the plastic
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rectangle into the slot in his manacle.
One comer of the electrokey—which
one, he didn’t know, and if he had to
try all four—sweat popped out on his
forechead again, a vein pulsed as he used
weak mental fingers to engage the card
in the slot.

Nothing happened.

Out of the slot, a turn of the ’key,
and he tned again. And could have
howled in relief as, for the first time in
over a cycle, the pressure around his
ankle eased. Free!

At least of the room.

Kasha had walked through the door
without a sound of locking, so maybe
there, too—he tned to extend the ten-
drils of his mind, cursing the unpre-
dictability of his gift. Either there was
no threat outside the door—or he was
mindblind again.

He leapt from the narrow cot, got
halfway to the door, and tumed, biting
his lip until blood flowed. Small as his
chances were, they’d be even smaller
burdened with an unconscious woman—

Who was carrying his child.

With a sigh, he turned in his tracks,
swooped down, and had her over his
shoulder in a fireman’s carry before he
realized that they were no longer alone.

The. blue-skinned man, his jailer of
so many days, was leaning against the
doorframe, smiling. If he had a weapon
it didn’t show, but his aura of menace
was so strong that Randall involuntanly
clenched fists to defend himself.

The native’s smile tumed down atone
comer, cynically. *‘I won’t stop you,
pariah. But show your pariah face in the
open,’’ his head gestured toward the
scintillating sky visible through the
carved holes in the shutters, ‘‘and you’ll
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beg for death long, long before it
comes.’’

““Your people hate pariahs that
much?’’ It took an effort to lower his
fists, to put a hand back up to hold the
unconscious body safely on his shoul-
der. *‘I'm surprised you leave to others
the so pleasant chore of eliminating this
one, then.”’

At which point Kasha stirred, moan-
ing softly. The native eyed her assess-
ingly. ‘*You have weapons that don't
show, panah. You didn’t hit her, but
you caused her unconsciousness some-
how. Why don’t you do the same to me,

then. There’s no one else between you
and freedom.”’

Randall shook his head, laid her care-
fully on the cot. ‘] just might. When
[ understand why you think you’ve won.
Even now, when I could mindstrike you
and leave you unconscious—dead, for
all you know—you think you’ve won.’’

The native laughed memily. ‘It could
be a bluff.”

Randall shook his head. ‘‘No. It isn’t.
You can’t bluff a mindsense. You're
sure, very sure, and I can sense it. So
are you going to tell me what will hap-
pen if I mindstrike you and go out that
door, with or without this foolish fe-
male?’’

Kasha moaned again, and the native
asked casually, ‘‘Is she badly hurt?"’

A shrug. ‘‘Less than if I'd hit her.
More like I administered a mild seda-

tive. She slept almost naturally—soon
she’ll awaken.”

For the first time, the native revealed
a hint of anxiety. ‘‘And the child?’"

Randall bent down and began mas-
saging his ankle. ‘‘No harm.’’ He didn’t
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look up as he added, ‘‘You still haven't
answered my question.”’

The native strolled in, hooked a stool
with a casual foot, and plumped himself
down on it. ‘“You pariahs must be
greatly loved on most worlds. You're
so sure of your reception here.”’

“I’'ve shared minds with brothers
being stoned on another world by native
mobs, if that’s what you mean.”’ For
a second, his eyes were bleak, pale and
glittering as glacial ice, as he remem-
béred.

““‘Stoned?’’ The magenta brows rose
and gathered into a frown.

‘‘Maimed or killed by a multitude of
hard, thrown objects.”’

‘““Whew,’’ a thin whistle. Then,
‘““We’re not so—so savage here, pariah.
Most likely, you’ll be turned over —
intact—to the Generator.”’

The last was obviously a title of some
sort. ‘“Your government. Should I fear
that, native?”’

The native shrugged, still smiling that
knowing, malicious smile. ‘‘Now how
could I know that, pariah. | don’t know
how pariahs think, what they might or
might not fear.’’

Held this close, Kasha smelt of musk
and subtle spices, the olfactory equiv-
alent of her sensuous body and seductive
features. Randall wound a thick tendril
of silken hair around one finger and said
slowly, ‘‘Governments are usually rea-
sonable beings. They desire what our
people bring more than they wish to risk
their displeasure. A wombshipper is
usually safest with the government.’’

‘‘Even if your people have no reason
to believe you alive?”’

““Your governments are aware of our
mindsenses. You can’t lie to a mindseer.
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The talent waxes and wanes 1n me, but
we have those among us who can taste
a lie—or an omission—immediately.”’
~‘"We know that.”’ He was still un-
perturbed, confident, and Randall felt
his own nails digging into his palms.
“*And has 1t never occurred to your peo-
ple that all those they come in contact
with are deliberately chosen, literally
raised 1n 1gnorance so your people will
not be aware of our secrets. Even aware
that we keep secrets '’ A shrug and a
smile. ‘‘One more secret on top of the
others, what can it matter?’’

Randall knew where the argument
was leading. *‘I will not meddle.”’

*“Odd.”” The native shook his head.
‘] didn’t think you were a coward.’’ He
took something out of his pocket and
laid it on the table. Randall flicked a
quick glance at it. It was an ordinary
autoinject ampule, a single, self-admin-
isterable dose of some medicine or an-
other. ‘‘But there’s your altemative to
meddling. You may as well carry it with
you, but don’t leave off using it until
too late.’’

““What 1s it?”’ Though he knew.

‘““Mercy.’”’ He laid a second beside
the first. *‘And another of the same, for
Kasha.’’ He got up, strolled to the door.
“*“My advice is to wait until after mid-
night. You’ll get a little farther, then.”’

He favored Randall with one last cyn-
ical smile over his shoulder, and was
gone.

Kasha sat up, rubbing her eyes.

*“I think,’’ Randall knelt beside her,
voice and body equally taut, ‘‘that you
had better tell me everything.””

An hour or so later, he was tossing
the two ampules of ‘‘mercy’’ up and
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down in one palm and saying grimly,
‘“We’ll wait until midnight, then, and
take our chances of escaping.”’

**All right,”’ she said numbly. It was
obvious she had given up completely.

He frowned. *‘If you want me to do
something else, 1 will. Anything but
meddle. That I can’t.”’

““Can’t—"" A flare of anger, light-
ning spearing through a night-dark sky
— “‘or won’t."”’

He shrugged. “‘I don’t know if I can
or not. The senses are erratic at best in
me. Your Jan—"" he now knew that to
be the blue-skinned native’s name ‘‘—
didn’t choose the best.’’

“‘We hadn’t a lot of choice,”’ she
muttered.

‘It doesn’t matter. Won't is won't.”’

She shafted him with a look of re-
proach. “‘Even for the sake of your
child—""

The Kidnapped Key

*‘I told you, when the next ship
comes, they’ll take the child. They al-
ways accept crosses, when the native
parent is willing to give them up.”’ A
bark of sardonic laughter. **Often, the
parents can’t wait to get rid of the filthy
half-breed.’’

**Oh,”’ unwilling compassion, *‘is
that what you are?”’

A shrug. ‘*Many of us. Some worlds
would prefer to kill the 'breeds, but
they’ve found out that we always catch
them out, and then we won’t trade.
His mouth twisted. ‘*Or so they think.
Truth is, we’ll do anything to help a
world survive, but natives are short-
lifers. No trade for them during their
lifetime is the same as no trade for-
ever.

**So—the rumors are true. You are
immortal!”’
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His laughter had a bitter edge. ‘‘No
more than you. But at the speeds we
travel, to go from star to star, time ap-
pears to slow. A paradox perhaps, but
time seems somehow related to how fast
you travel. Ask a physicist for the de-
tails, not a simple analyzer. The result
Is, that what seems years to you is only
tendays to us. And when you realize that
many of the crew spend most of the
voyage packed away in cold sleep, it
seems like no time at all. I was bom
hundreds if not thousands of your planet’s
years before you. But in terms of time,
real physiological time, the number of
my heartbeats, I'm about your age, a
little older, a little younger. I could
write a program to calculate it, if 1 were
aboard the ship. In what we call stan-
years, I'm twenty-six. I don’t remember
the relationship between your years and
a stanyear. Usually they’'re approxi-
mately equal, within, oh, twenty per-
cent one way or the other. Not that it
matters.’’

“*No.”” She reached out and rolled
one of the ampules over. ‘‘Not that it
matters.’’

“You thought I'd do it, didn’t you.”’
It wasn’t a question.

“Of course. Any man would.”’

“‘But then,’’ very quiet, “‘I'm not a
man, am I?"° A glance like a fencer
lunging and retreating at her smooth
stomach.

““Randall.”” She put a hand on his
shoulder.

““You thought,’” still that acid qui-
etness, ‘‘I'd fall in love with you, and
hearing all about your wrongs, go
charging off to nght them.”’

‘“No.”” She was as viciously angry
as he was now—and showing it more.
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““We simply thought you’d prefer to be
returned to your ship in the same —con-
dition!—as you left.”’

““I do.”” Between his teeth. **Which
is why F intend to trust myself to the
mercies of your wilds rather than that
— that gang of—’’ he couldn’t think of
a word vile enough—*‘that you and your
milksop people have allowed to take
over.’’

““How can you know what it’s like?’’
Had her eyes been "veapons, he would
have been dead. ‘‘All you know is that
comfortable fat life—"’

He laughed loudly. ‘‘Ignorance! All
I know—"" He mocked her. ‘‘—is that
[ want only to go back to that ‘com-
fortable fat life.”’ °° He laughed again.
““And if | meddle, I can’t. That’s the
rule. The law. Meddle, and I’ll be ma-
rooned, left, never allowed to go back
aboard any ship, abandoned, denied my
place always and always—"’

She stuffed a fist into her mouth.
“You didn’t know that, did you,’’ he
went on. ‘“This 1s your world, but never
mine. | don’t want to stay here, | want
to go home! And 1 won’t do anything
to jeopardize that!’’ He swallowed
something which might have been, even
if I wanted to. He took a breath. “‘I’ll

nisk dying first, in these wilds of yours,

‘and the choice 1s entirely up to you

whether you nisk it with me, or stay
here.”’

She stood up, very tall for all her lack
of height. *‘l see. I'll go with you,
then.”’

‘““And 1.’ Jan uncoiled his length
from the doorway.

“You?’’ Randall was surprised.

“I,”” Jan nodded. ‘‘Haven’t you just
implied that there are fates worse than
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the risk of death?”’ He was munching
a bulbous chartreuse ovoid. Now he
took a noisy bite, chewed and swal-
lowed. ‘‘Even for a man.”’ Another
bite. *‘If you consider such as I a man.”’

*“It’s you natives who consider the
pariahs not quite human,”’ Randall said
mildly.

*‘Natives Jan choked on a
piece of fruit—or knowledge. ‘‘You
pariahs, you think you're the only real
humans, and we—we’re only—"’

*‘Natives,”” Randall laughed. ‘‘How
quickly parochial attitudes like that
grow. All humans, on the wombships
and on the scattered worlds, are broth-
ers.”” A nod to Kasha. ‘“*And sisters.
I’s the planet-bound people on the
worlds themselves who won't admit—""

Jan’s lip curled, and he bit viciously
into the ovoid before saying, ‘‘Are you
going to stand there and tell me yo
think 'm a man?”’

Randall, his nonexistent brows ,is-
ing, said mildly, **You look like a man
to me.”’

“I’'m sterile!”” An attack.

A shrug. *‘So are many of the womb-
shippers, especially the older ones. Ra-
diation, you know.’’

“You’re not.”’

A smile at Kasha. *‘I am among my
own kind. That’s why I didn’t believe
you at first, when you said I was re-
sponsible for Kasha.’’

It was Kasha who asked, *‘It ddn’t
bother you—believing you were ster-
ile?”’

*“Why should it? Being a man is too
many things to worry about one of them.
Of course, it did bother me, in a sense.
I would have liked to father. It’s so hard
aboard the wombships, though, that
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when any of us is lucky, we treasure our
offspring. But I have nursery duty like
any other crewmember, and 1 have my
favorites, though we're not supposed
to.”” A smile. ‘*‘Maybe I didn’t father
any of them, but a man can love even
where he didn’t father. They're my chil-
dren, as well as the children of the others
who love them.’’ He looked from Jan
to Kasha. ‘*And now I'll never see them
again. The chances of being able to
catch up with my own ship somehow
— I'll try, but the odds are against it.”’

“You mean we—'' Kasha’'s eyes
were moist—*‘we took you away from
your children?’”

““What difference does it make?’’
Jan’s voice was rough. *‘You forget
what we’re fighting for, Kasha?"’

*“No.’” She shook her head. ‘‘It just
never occurred to me, that he’d be fight-
ing for something, too.”

Jan shrugged. ‘“We all are now.
Fighting to survive until the next womb-
ship comes and we can get him and his
child aboard.’’

Randall caught Kasha’s arm. *‘Sup-
pose you turn yourself in. You said they
wouldn’t harm you, only keep the
child.”’

““I won't let them.’’ Her mouth was
tight. ‘“That’s why I've never—"’

‘““They won’t harm the child, if they
know they’ll have to tumn 1t over to the
next wombship.’’

“I1 told you, they hide things from

you almighty all-seeing wombship-
pers.”’ Jan almost spat it out.

‘“They can’t hide me. If I go into the
wilds, and they can’t know for sure
whether I'm alive or dead, they’d know
I'd know as soon as another wombship
arrived. They wouldn’t dare not produce
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the child. My child. We’d know. We
always know if a substitution is tried.’’

“They won’t worry.”’ Jan shook his
head. “‘Once you're away from the cit-
les, the walled villages—they won’t
worry. They’ll know. You’ll be dead,
panah.’’

‘“*As all three of us will be dead, if
we go.’”’

““Probably.’’

““Then why are you throwing your
life away?”’

““Why not. My life, my choice.”’

““You still won't change my mind."’

““I know that. Working on you—it’s
like scratching with an iron bit against
a diamond. The bit wears away and the
diamond’s unchanged.’"

“I'm glad you finally realize that.”’

““I'do.”” Jan glanced at the gnllework
with the auroraed night sky outside.
“*I have packs for us. We should leave
soon, to be sure of being out of the city
by dawn.’’

Randall plucked the ovoid from his
hand and took a bite himself. *‘Why the
hurry?™”

“Wha—"’

Randall took another bite. The pulp
was sweet and sour at the same time,
and he rolled it around on his tongue
appreciatively. ‘‘You’ve kept me hid-
den here these many tendays. Why then
must we leave tonight—’’

“*You can eat our food!’’

“‘I was getting a little tired of those
shipstores,’’ Randall admitted, pale ol-
ive-green juice running down his chin.
““You haven’t much left. How were you
planning to feed me, either here or in
your wilds, if [ couldn’t eat your food?’’

Jan recovered quickly, though there
was a slight flush under his blue skin.
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““They have plenty,’’ he said. *‘I thought
you’d agree, and after that we’d either
win and you’d be all nght, or we’d lose
and—'’ a shrug—*'‘it wouldn’t have
mattered one way or the other, I'd be
dead, and—"’

Randall licked his chin. ‘“‘I'm sur-
prised you didn’t think to use that ar-
gument.’’

Jan grinned, unashamed. ‘‘I would
have, except it was obvious from the
first that it wouldn’t have done any
good. I can see why, now.”

‘““It wouldn’t have made a particle of
difference, had I been allergic to your
native foods and unable to touch a
bite.’’

Sourly. “‘l believe you.™

**Good. And believe this. I won’t
change my mind.’’ Another bite. *‘On
the other hand, once we leave the city,
‘'we would seem to be committed to that
course. »

Kasha had been chewing a knuckle,
watching each man in his turn as he
spoke, like a spectator at a pinpon game.
“If you won’t change your mind and
help us, what difference does a few
days’ delay make. We have to leave
before I show, or there won’t be a
choice.’’

“You—"" He took another bite, and
suddenly spat a couple of dark green
pips into the palm of his hand. ‘‘—might
change your mind.”’

‘* About the maternity ward? Never!™’

He rolled the pips on his palm,
thoughtfully. ‘‘No, I was thinking rather
about how invulnerable this citadel you
wanted me to help pierce 1s.”’

‘“Say it out!”’ Jan gntted.

““You showed a remarkable ingenuity
about kidnapping me,’’ Randall spoke
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slowly, casually. ‘‘A similar ingenuity
about breaching this citadel of yours
might have equally remarkable results.’’

““Big words, panah,’’ Jan scoffed.
“‘Born of ignorance. The citadel can’t
be breached by norms.”’

*“No?"’ He took another bite. ‘‘I'd’ve
said that kidnapping a wombshipper
without either the ship or your govern-
ment twigging it’d even happened was
impossible. Except,’’ very gently, ‘‘you
did it, didn’t you.””

**And I thought you said you'd never
meddie.’”’ Kasha stared at him, eyes
wide and almost luminous with the
emotions behmd them.

‘“‘Meddle?’’ Randall’'s eyes were
equally wide, bland and innocent. *‘Per-
1sh the thought! All I'm doing is stand-
ing here, eating a most delicious fruit,
and enjoying a lhitle idle conversation
with the natives whose hospitality has
been most generously—and firmly —
extended to me.”’

““Idle conver—'’ Jan appeared to be
having difficulty breathing. But Kasha
was staring at Randall, determination

mixed with hope 1n her deep blue eyes.

““And if—’’ Jan glanced at Kasha,
**—1if I—we—decide to stay here a few
more days, can we be assured of another
round or two of idle conversa-
tion?’’

‘I believe 1 know the courtesies due
a host as well as any mudsider,’’ Ran-
dall smiled, and sprawled casually on
the narrow cot. With an easy gesture he
pulled Kasha to his side, offering her
a bite of what was left of the ovoid.
‘“Eat for two, you know.’’ His expres-
sion was as bland as processed soypro.

““Pariah!’’ from Jan.

**“The reason we don’t meddle,’’ Ran-
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dall informed, taking another bite him-
self before offering the small chunk that
was left again to Kasha, ‘‘is because we
know, whether your idiot government
realizes 1t or not, how little we truly
understand of the necessities that the
natives of each world have adapted to.
What seems a monstrous evil to us, a
pointless horror, may simply be due to
the exigencies of the native environ-
ment. Thus we cannot clearly see if the
results of our meddling will be good or
evil. That,”’ a broad grin, ‘‘is right out
of the manual. I grew up reciting it. But
treat me right,’’ his arm snaked around
Kasha and he gave her an enthusiastic
hug, ‘‘and I can be as fnendly as any
mudsider. Fnendlier than some, e¢h,
Kasha?"’

“I may,’”” Jan’s words came out
somewhere between an angry attack and
thoughtful contemplation, “‘kill ycn
myself yet.”’

‘““A waste of energy, if you ask my
opinion. But you’re a man, after all, and
the choice 1s yours. Just as I make my
own choices and Kasha hers. And now
— Kasha—a choice. Would you say
three's a crowd?”’

“But—""

He put a finger on her lips. ‘“We've
time. And Jan needs to do some heavy
thinking, eh, Jan.”

“You—"" He caught his lip between
his teeth, glared at them while the heart-
beats ticked away; and then about-faced
with military precision, closing the door
behind him with a controlled violence
which should have been more startling
than a slam, but only made Randall
laugh softly before tossing the nub of
fruit away and pulling Kasha down to-
ward him.
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Randall stared at the pile of drawings
scattered over the table, whose surface
was an intricate parquet. He pulled out
a document bordered in a delicate trac-
ery of intertwined leaves and flowers
— and put 1t back. He couldn’t say, he
thought, worrying his lip, that Jan had
exaggerated the difficulties of getting
into the citadel. If anything, he had
minimized them.

Worse— He glanced up at his reluc-
tant hosts. ‘‘Are you positive all these
are accurate?’’ he asked mildly.

“Yes,”” Jan snapped. It was Kasha
who asked softly, ‘‘“Why do you ask,
Randall?”’

He shrugged. He was on a perilously
balanced tightrope now. ‘‘No special
reason, ' he lied without a qualm, *‘ex-
cept it occurred to me that whenever
you've discussed your plans, you’ve
relied heavily on these drawings. And—"’
another shrug—*‘if any of them should
happen to be out of date, or inaccurate
for some reason well "

‘“‘A barren small chance would be no
chance at all, i1s that what you're say-
ing?’’

““You said it, not 1.”” With an effort,
he kept his voice cool and noncommit-
tal.

“*He’s right, though.’’ Kasha caught
a scrap of lip between her teeth and
womned 1t. ‘‘Jan, we are depending far
too much on these drawings.’’

‘““You think I don’t know it,’”’ he said
bitterly. **Why did you think we wanted
a womber mindseer to help us?”’

It was mindsee that told him that
some of the drawings were inaccurate.
Deliberately so, he was sure.

Without his ordering, his mindsenses

_stretched out. Not to the drawing, with
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the lines that screamed of lie to his clair-
voyancy, but to the real citadel. He saw
it, an X-ray, a schematic, a dissection,
a whole and each separate part, a tall
building, cylindncal, surrounded by a
deep moat, guarded in every entrance,
10 every corridor, by a multitude of hu-
mans and wombship high-T gadgets.
Men and machines reinforced each other
in a pattern that had no real pattern, that
would stop or capture any intruder long,
long before he or they penetrated to the
all-important heart. He saw—knew—the
citadel, its comdors littered with pa-
trolling guards, swept by computerized
infrared and ultraviolet scans, realized
with dismay the elaborate, often-chang-
ing web of protections that could be in-
filtrated only by those authonzed, known
personally to the guards at various check
points, carrying electrokeys and other
codes to pass them in.

And not just the building itself was
protected. Besides the moat, the ground
beneath and around held a nerve com-
plexity of wires and scans and mines
and assorted booby traps. Any attemnpt
to tunnel in would be hopeless because
a dozen alarms would be triggered, as
well as the deadly mines and traps, be-
fore the hapless diggers got within half
a kilometer of the citadel.

And this was a world of no levos, no
flits or copters or planes or flying ma-
chines of any sort, which eliminatéd an
attack from above; though from the
plans, if someone could get to the roof
or high enough on the outer walls, there
were vents—Randall amused himself
with a sudden vision of Jan shot from
a cannon to sail in through one of those
high vents—

No good. Even assuming they had
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something which would shoot a human,
and that Jan could be aimed for a vent
instead of merely smashing against the
outer walls, they couldn’t get such a
device within range—

"“What are you grinning at?’’ Jan de-
manded. ‘‘Is this funny to you?”’

““No,’” he assured. And then, ‘‘On
other worlds they have machines which
can throw a human being for a large
distance. I was thinking -it might be
worth thinking about—except they don't
throw that far, and I somehow doubt we
could get close enough to have the hu-
man land safely.”’

“*Machines which can throw a per-
son—"" Kasha patted Jan’s shoulder,
soothingly, while her eyes urged Ran-
dall to keep talking until the volatile
conspirator’'s anger wore off.

““Yes, they're larger versions of a
weapon. I'm not sure whether or not
your people have the equivalents—if
perhaps you could explain—"" The di-
version worked, with Kasha’s help, and
by the time they had examined dart
throwers, which Jan was familiar with,
and he had exclaimed over the clumsi-
ness of ramming a ball of metal down
a tube and then spitting it back out with
a chemical explosion, and even sling-
shots, Jan was calm enough to continue
the discussion dispassionately.

““You aren’t afraid that telling me
about these weapons i1s meddling,’’ Jan
commented after a while.

“*Not really. You’ve undoubtedly got
records of themn somewhere; most worlds
develop most types of weapons over and
over. Besides, except for the simplest
weapons, they require a high level of
skill, as well as technology, to produce.
Tolerances, exact materials, dimen-
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sions, proportions—even something as
apparently simple as a bow and arrow
comes in a variety of types, each with
a different purpose. Longbow, doubly
curved, a single piece of matenal, lam-
inated, string matched to the strength
of the bow, and made out of what—a
dozen questions I can’t answer, and a
dozen more I don’t even know enough
to ask. And then, even if you have the
weapon, it likely takes a high degree of
skill to use. Oh, no,’’ he shook hishead,
““I don’t think I've meddled.’’

‘“No,’’ Jan watched Randall through
narrow slits of eyes, ‘‘no. And if I asked
you more about the actual making of
these weapons—"

A siifile. **Didn’t you listen to what
[ just said? I know no more about the
actual making of such weapons than I
picked up in reading about their usages
in history discs. I’ve never as much as
held a real weapon 1n my life. There are
no wild animals aboard a wombship,
after all, and crime 1s fairly uncommon,
since there are always mindseers around
to pin down the guilty person fairly
quickly. Oh, there’s violence now and
again—'"His mouth twitched as he re-
membered a knock-down, drag-out with
a crewman named Esten that had had
both of them rolling down a corndor,
cannoning into the walls and outraged
crewmembers who couldn’t get out of
the way in time. Person-to-person viol-
ence was not exactly encouraged aboard
a wombship, but their leaders were
shrewd enough to know that closely
confined people need a pressure cock;
and this was, if kept within reasonable
bounds, a comparatively harmless way
of letting off steam.

““But wars,”” Randall went on, ‘‘that’s
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just a term in the discs, to me. Premed-
itated murder, crime, all of that. Mud-
sider ways. Oh, we have anger and
violence, but it's usually impulse. If
there’s somebody with problems, there
are always mindseers to recognize it,
and work on the person to calm him
down.”’

‘“Paradise,’’ Jan sneered.

““No.’" Randall shook his head. ‘‘Just
different problems. Crowding, and ra-
diation, and sterility, the stink of people
that can never be quite blotted out.
Shortness of stores in the longer runs,
the disaster of a system breaking down
—"" He put an arm around Kasha, and
spoke soberly, ‘‘and with as small a
population as most ships have, some-
tirdgs you can’t find the right partner,
that truly fitting other half of yourself."”
A smile. *‘Which is why we do trade
ourselves from ship to ship sometimes,
when two ships meet in orbit.”’ Then
he saw something in Kasha's eyes, and
wished the last words unsaid.

Speaking carefully, he went on, ‘It
sounds strange to you, I know, and it's
even stranger than it sounds. I've seen,
read about, too many of your mudsider
worlds not to realize how great the dif-
ferences are. I can’t live here indefi-
nitely. And—’' he stared straight at
Kasha—*‘most mudsiders, all I've ever
heard of, they can’t live aboard the
wombships. They’re like plants trans-
planted from a lake to a desert. They
wilt, and then die. If not physically,
then in spirit. Which is why we never
accept mudsiders aboard our womb-
ships.’’

It wasn’t entirely the truth, but he
could tell one important fact; his mind-
senses were strong enough for that. For
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all her present unhappiness, Kasha’s
roots on this world were strong. She’d
never survive transplanting, and he had
no intention of letting her try.

They ate, they slept, they made plan
after plan. Or rather, Jan made plans
and bounced them off Randall, listening
to his cautious comments as though each
word were dipped in gold. At what point
it changed, Randall couldn’t after have
said. It was as if Jan had put away his
thoughts of penetrating the citadel and
was content merely to sit back, letting
Randall and Kasha chat, most often in
endless commentaries on wombship life
and its difference to their own, and the
other worlds Randall had visited or
knew of from his cunious excursions into
the wombship’s files.

Jan, Randall finally decided, was
content to pick the wombshipper’s brain.
Randall was willing, as long as the top-
ics were harmless. What use could his-
torical information be? It wasn’t meddling

to tell a native histories of other worlds:-

in fact, it was something the womb-
shippers encouraged, to make each
world aware of its separated sisters.

““So Calypso 1s entirely a water
world.’’ Jan had a habit of flicking the
pointed top of his be-ringed ears. ‘‘Fas-
cinating. Its people must be very wet
all the time.”’

‘“They live on the water, on floats,’’
Randall smiled, remembenng. There
had been one particular seanymph—
‘“They farm the sea, in the shallows,
and fish it, too. And when we were
there, some of the children seemed more
at home in the water than on it. Our
longseers think they may eventually
mutate toward gills, the organs fish have
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that they breathe water with, and then
the Calypsons will be able to live in the
water as well as on 1t.”’

Kasha was, if anything, more inter-
ested than Jan. ‘“Trees so large that peo-
ple live in the tops? How big are they?’’

““Huge,’’ he said. ‘*So huge that vil-
lages perch in the smaller branches,
whole cities in the larger. Below is a
phosphorescent jungle, eternal darkness
from the leaves above pierced by the
lifelight of teeming animal and plant
life, vicious, prolific, deadly. The Se-
quoians never climb below the sunlight;
they cultivate actual farms on the giant
leaves—'’

‘A planet where most of the edible
plants live in the air—"’

“Windharvest. We don’t visit them
any more. They've developed a reli-

gion—"" He shivered. ‘‘Life is so harsh

there—they migrate twice a year, the
planet has an extreme axial tilt, the sea-
sons are violent in the extreme. So the
people move, following the moderate
temperatures, harvesting the plants in
the air as they go.’’

Kasha's eyes, curious. ‘‘If the plants
are in the air, how can they harvest
them?”’

‘‘Because they’re in the air, too. They
make the trips in huge balloons, lighter-
than-air floating ships; and as the winds
carry them, they use anchors now and
then to fasten themselves, let the winds
sweep past, and fill their nets.”

Jan, with a frown, ‘‘Aren’t there any
worlds where a man can live without
killing himself with work and fighting
the environment all the time?’’

“Plenty.”” He rose, began pacing
around the room that was larger than hus
original cell, far more elaborately dec-
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orated, and still, in essence, a place of
imprisonment. ‘‘There’s one world I
remember where the people have so
much excess, they burmn their most pre-
cious and best, periodically, in elaborate
ceremonies. They have an intricate et-
iquette of giving, and their most mortal
sin is selfishness.’’ He stopped, frown-
ing. ‘‘And yet, the farseers are worried
about that world. They say that the peo-
ple are slipping back, drifting placidly
lower and lower, that eventually they
won’'t be intelligent humans at all, just
happy animals.’’ A shrug. ‘*Well, there
are worse ways to go.’’

‘‘Like ours.’’ Jan was bitter.

‘‘If your condition were permanent,
yes. But the colonizers wouldn’t have
chosen this world if i1t had had such a
problem to start with. Granted, they
picked worlds even worse, in climate,
say; and I believe that some weren’t
picked, the original ships were wrecks
—Windharvest, for example—but my
guess is that your trouble wasn’t even
here when this world was colonized. 1
suspect that it’s a temporary affair, five
thousand years, ten—'" Another shrug.
‘““Who knows what’s causing it. Ask an
astro, a cosmo, I'm no specialist. A
slight alteration in your sun’s intenor,
something different in your own atmos-
phere, I can’t even guess, it’s not my
field. But I do think it’s temporary. If
you can just survive for a ime—""

**Temporary Jan's voice was
hollow. *‘Five thousand years — tem-
porary?”’

Randall smiled. ‘*To a universe that
has existed for uncounted billions—a
blink of an eye.”’

‘“That’s what you meant,”” Kasha
36

said slowly, ‘‘about the wombshippers
seeing things in the long run.’’

Something crystallized in Randall
then. A knowledge. He had thought of
Kasha as being caught up in Jan’s
schemes, a victim, the stereotyped fe-
male dragged into something by her
male. Her intransigence over the ma-
temity ward should have enlightened
him. And during the long talks the three
of them had had it wasn’t Jan or-
dering and Kasha obeying. Time after
time, without even realizing, perhaps,
that he was defemng to her, Jan had
done exactly that. If he spoke, and she
wanted it also, fine. But if she disa-
greed somehow, something said in
her soft voice, maybe not even seeming
directly related, but so logical that Jan
would say something, and then she, and
soon, whatever she wanted—Randall
stared at her. And she looked up and
smiled. Slowly.

The wombshippers didn’t consider
crying unmanly. In the tight confines
of the narrow corridors, any buildup of
emotion could be dangerous. Randall
cried, clenching his fists and beating
them against a muraled wall.

Kasha hovered, obviously ready to
lend consolation whenever he could
bring himself to accept it.

Until he turned on her, eyes red and

hot. “‘Aren’t you afraid of me at all?”’
he snarled, voice raw.

“Yes.’’ She was straightforward about
it. ‘*You could kill me, with your hands,

or with your wombshipper power. But
it wouldn’t make any difference.”’

Again his swollen, reddened fists
smashed against a gamboling amber
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dragon, caught forever in a shower of
blossoms. “‘I should.”
“You don’t have to help, you know."’
Again the calm, matter-of-fact voice.
‘“‘Because I already have!’’ a howl of
mortal anguish.

“Yes.”’
‘““Meddled!”’
“Yes.”’

“I didn’t know!"’

‘“Didn’t you?’’ Her voice was soft,
persuasive. ‘‘Your rules said, Don’t,
Randall—but your heart said, DO’
So—you did. Whether you admitted 1t
to yourself or not, you did. You knew
exactly what you were doing, and what
you hoped would come of it. You
helped, and now we have a chance we
didn’t have before. Small, true, but
we’re going to take 1t. You can make
it bigger, help some more, if you want.
But either way we’re going to try, be-
cause you can only lose if you never
try. Whatever you do now—""’

‘“Can’t make any real difference, be-
cause I’'m already doomed, is that what
you're saying?’’

‘*‘Randall.”’ Her hand stroked his
cheek with infinite gentleness. **You've
already meddled, as you call it. You
wanted to meddle, whether you choose
to admit the fact or not. You told us
what we desperately needed to know,
you gave us hope whén we were ready
to despair—""

““I’ve exiled myself to your world!”’
““That, too.’’ Again she stroked his
quivering back.

‘‘Manipulated by a deceitful witch!”’
‘“Take it out on me if you want.’’

The Kidnapped Key
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‘“And afterwards,”’ through tight lips,
“I'll help, all the way, as you wanted
from the beginning.’’

‘““Thus 1s your world, too—now. You
may as well help make it a decent world
to live on.™’

‘*Because I'll be spending the rest of
my life here."”’

She didn’t say another word. She
didn’t have to.

““Oh, I'll help all night. All the way.
Why not? With any luck, I won’t sur-
vive your assault on the citadel.™

In the end, she consoled him in the
immemorial feminine way. But some-
thing puzzled him, though he said noth-
ing of it either to her or to Jan. She
hadn’t said anything aloud, but when
he spoke of not surviving the attack on
the citadel, he had heard ‘‘You will,”’
as clearly as if she had spoken. With
the unshakable surety of a longseer, so
that he wondered—with that part of his
mind free for inconsequentials—if the
mind powers cropping up among the
wombshippers were also appearing here
and there among the mudsiders, too.

The balloon champed and strained
against its restraining ropes like an im-
patient young stallion scenting a mare
in heat. Randall examined it with both
eyes and mindsenses. It was simple,
since they had no science of aeronautics.
But 1t didn’t need to be complex. One
flight, after all. One nising, as the air
was heated and ballast dumped; one
journey; one anchoring, just long enough
for the small crew to climb down the
anchor ropes.

It hadn’t been that hard to produce,
either. If the primitives of Windharvest
could make balloons with nothing but
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their knmives and the scant resources of
a grudging world, then Jan and Kasha’s
people, who had shreds of high tech-
nology plus a well-developed culture of
their own, could too. It had been the
idea they had needed: the concept that
a machine, especially so simply pro-
duced a construct as a balloon, could
nse off the ground and fly. Somewhere
along the line they had lost the very
thought of flight, perhaps because their
world had gliding animals but no equiv-
alent of birds. However it had hap-
pened, a piece had been missing, and
once Randall had unknowingly supplied
that missing piece the rest had followed
quickly.

Guiding the balloon would be the
trickiest part. Randall and his mindpush
would be some help. For the rest, the
night had been carefully awaited, the
ground winds gentle enough for the
launch and coming from roughly the
nght direction. Controlling their height,
via an air valve and heat from a tiny
wood stove, would give them some ex-
tra maneuvering ability. Randall knew,
and had told them, that wind direction
could vary with altitude, even the few
hundred meters that was as high as they
planned to go—just enough to float over
the citadel’s defenses and plant anchors
on its roof—

It wouldn’t take long—either way.

There were four men in the balloon:
Randall, Jan, and two others, all grim,
all determined. Armed with this world’s
personal weapons: knives, spring-loaded
gadgets that spat poisoned slivers of
metal, and thin shells filled with a chem-
ical that burst into flames when the shell
shattered and spewed the chemical into
the air.
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And Randall, the most potent weapon
of all. Randall, with his still smoul-
dering fury and power of mindstrike.

The tall broad man who had silently
assisted Jan in the early days of Ran-
dall’s imprisonment spoke softly to the
fresh-faced youngster introduced only
after the balloon had been completed:
““Proc help anybody he smashes!’’

Randall, hearing with mind rather
than ears, agreed. First the minions of
the most despicable ruling body he’d
ever encountered. And then—

The gondola riding beneath the bal-
loon proper was simple, pnmitive. A
nmmed floor of woven lath, stove with
insulated legs and pipe up, and a few
guy ropes to keep the riders from falling
out. The four chosen crew members
climbed in, and their helpers prepared
to release the ropes.

Kasha was back in the shadows. He
knew that. Just as he knew she’d come
forward if he wanted, to kiss him good-
bye. He didn’t. He just wanted to go
and get it over with.

Odd though. As the balloon rose,
swaying giddily, he felt kissed. As
though firm young arms had wrapped
around his neck and warm perfumed lips
pressed sweetly against his own.

It was night, but with his senses
spread wide he felt the city flowing by
beneath them. The sky was heavily
overcast, waited-for overcast, so they
wouldn’t be seen, a dark silhouette
against the usual auroral display. Thick
black above, and below the friendly
stars of fires and lamps flickering through
carved window screens.

‘““We're on course,”’ he muttered to
Jan, as though whether he whispered or
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shouted like an actor playing to the top-
most balcony made a difference.

Jan nodded, but didn’t speak. Silence
pinned them to the black immovable
shield of night; beneath them life and
light and the world rushed by.

The larger of the other two men stood
stolidly, one hand clamped on a rope,
body balancing almost instinctively to
the swaying of the balloon. The other
held on, too, but slid his dart pistol in
and out of its holder with his free hand,
eyes reflecting the deep night around
them, an absentminded smile curving
his lips. Randall tried a light probe of
each mind in tum and was satisfied.
They'd do.

Randall reached up suddenly and
tugged the rope that controlled a prim-
itive valve. Jan’s gaze followed the
motion and his brow quirked in a ques-
tion. Randall nodded. ‘“Too high. Get-
ting close. Only—"’

““You’'re the boss,’’ Jan interrupted.

No, Randall thought, Kasha's the
boss. And again felt soft arms and softer
lips.

The citadel was dark, deliberately so.
If it hadn’t been for his mindsee he
wouldn’t have known exactly where it
was, or even that anything at all was
there. As it was, he sensed the mass of
it, could have marked on a three-di-
mensional diagram every human mind
within, every techno device and ward.
They’d never have a chance without me,
he thought grimly, and Wheel knows
how small 1t i1s even with.

‘‘Be ready,’’ he snapped, and pulled
gingerly on the valve again. In his mind
he saw it as-a display on a computer-
generated holoscreen: the balloon ap-
proaching, descending, their estimated
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flight path, the winds, their velocity
he pulled the valve again lower,
slight change in wind direction

The roof of the citadel was flat,
merely a weather cover, broken only by
a few smoke stacks, vents, and the like.
Not another line of defense, just a pro-
tection against rain and snow. It wasn’t
very large, a pin-dot target toward
which he was maneuvering a balky, car-
ried-by-the-wind balloon on its—and
his—maiden voyage.

‘“‘Anchors ready,’’ he snapped.

““I can’t see—’’ It was the youngest,
voice taut.

‘““Throw when 1 say—get ready—"’
They were going to pass close—

Close—

Close enough that even the mindblind
could see, extend their flight and see
how close i1t passed not close
enough a miss

‘““We’re not going to make it!’’ It was
the youngest, howling in disappoint-
ment. ‘‘You—TRAITOR!"’ He hurled
himself across the tiny gap, his open
hand smashed into Randall’s cheek with
a kwap that would have alerted a guard
on the roof so near and yet so far—had
there been one.

“CURSE YOU ALL"’ Mind and
body alike responded to the blow, the
insult. The youngster hurtled backward,
arms flung helplessly wide, as the bal-
loon heeled over and skidded sidewise
as if a giant hand had retumed the
blow—with interest.

Only the large man’s quickness and
desperate grab and simultaneous gnp on
the ropes with his other hand kept the
victim from flipping over the low rim
and meeting the ground—hard.

Randall sucked 1n atr through clenched
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teeth and flanng nostnls—menace in-
camate, spoiling for a—

‘“‘Randall,’’ Jan’s voice was urgent,
““you did it—Jook—’" His exclamation
broke the spell. Randall looked—and
stiffened. The youngster had been on
the citadel side. And when Randall ex-
ploded— ‘‘Anchors ready,’’ he bit out
the command. The large man threw
himself back to his station, the younger
man to his, the two separating as like
poles of a magnet suddenly brought to-
gether.

Abreath. .two. .thr—*‘NOW!”

Four ropes with heavy stones on their
ends hurtled downward into blackness,
Randall’s mindsee following them
down—and something he hadn’t antic-
ipated, the stones sharing the balloon’s
velocity, rolling and bumping along the
roof. If they went back off, the balloon
would—

Randal] grabbed with mental fingers,
angling a rope so that it caught on a tall
chimney, another hooked a wire antenna
of some sort—

The balloon jerked, but one of the
ropes held. He reached down with his
mind, tried to firm them. That one
seemed fastest; he grabbed it, ordered
the other men not to move until he was
down and, without waiting for their ac-
knowledgements, flung himself onto the
thin tie and began to slide down, a con-
trolled fall almost, hand under hand,
legs wrapped tightly around the swaying
lifeline, and mind all focussed on the
rope’s precarious hold on a chimney.

He literally fell onto the roof, caught
the’ anchor stone and pulled, getting
enough slack to wrap the rope around
the narrowest part of the chimney. And

Analog Science Fiction/Science Fact



then the rope that had hooked on the
antenna he tied in a knot, hoping the
slender metal wouldn’t snap. Two more
rocks: one he tied to a gutter that nmmed
the roof; under his fingers were carv-
ings, even the gutters he thought, mo-
mentarily amused. The fourth had fallen
completely off the roof and dangled
freely; he tned to reach and pull with
mental fingers, but the weight of the
stone defeated him. He gave up and
hoped three anchors would be enough.

He sent up a mental command to
come down, adding a warning about the
front anchor rope.

In seconds he could sense the three
lines thrumming, as his companions
hurtled down. Once all were together
on the roof, théy hurriedly conferred.
Randall could not locate an actual access
to the roof that they could get through,
which made their task harder. But they
had ropes, and there were windows,
even open vents in the outer walls,
though locating them in the dark would
have been very difficult for anyone but
a mindseer.

Randall paced slowly around the cir-
cumference of the roof. They knew,
from the diagrams and his mindsurvey,
where the likeliest openings were. The
trouble was— He probed through a win-
dow, and flinched at the number of
minds gathered behind it.

Not that one. And not the next, either.

He cursed, as his erratic and overused
talent went out like a doused candle-
flame. Now he was trapped in darkness
like the others. There were half a dozen
high windows they could reach with
their ropes, and he had definitely elim-
inated two of them. He told Jan in a
quick mutter what had happened. The
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man nodded and asked, ‘‘Any chance
of it coming back soon?’’

A shrug, which Jan must have felt
rather than seen. ‘‘Who knows. I can
just tell you that one of the windows I
checked was barred, and there are peo-
ple near enough to hear if we try to break
In. And the other, it’s a no-go, people
right 1n the room, dossed out but they’'d
wake soon enough if we climbed in and
tried to go through them.’’

Jan thought it over, then said softly,
“Rught, we’ll wait a few minutes, see
if that mindpower of yours comes back.
If it hasn’t soon, we’ll try the next win-
dow, win, lose, or draw.”’

Randall agreed. ‘‘Once they realize
we're on the roof—"’

One human gesture survives every-
where, in every culture. Jan drew a fin-
ger across his throat.

They shifted about on the roof,
stamping up and down to keep their
muscles from cramping. Until Randall
said firmly, ‘‘No go. I'm a bumout for
now. I pushed too hard, and all I’d really
like to do is sleep; 1 feel exhausted.
From now on, it’s up to all of us, and
luck.”

**At least you told us where our blue-
prints were wrong,’’ Jan said. ‘‘We’'ve
that help.”

‘““Why not?"’ Randall couldn’t keep
the bitterness out. ‘‘By then, it didn't
make any difference.’’

"‘Randall—’" He felt the hand on his
arm.

Dully, ‘‘As Kasha said once, it’s my
world, now and forever.”’

*‘I know it can’t make any difference
now—but I'm somry, Randall.”’

A shrug. Unspoken: So what?
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It was the youngest of the four, a slim
eager man called Merlo, who dangled
at the end of the rope and pressed his
ear against a carved shutter.

Without Randall’s mindsense, their
own were all they had to rely on. Two
quick jerks on the rope, and they hauled
him back up. *‘I could hear them talk-
Ing,”’ he whispered, and they moved
along to the next window.

Again he signaled to be hauled back
up.
The third time he hung, ear pressed
against the shutter, for a small etemity,
before he wedged the metal bar into a
small carving and began to lever it open.
The other three kneeled on the edge, not
daring to shout down encouragement,
jerking every time the wood gave with
a loud crack.

Untl the whole shutter came off, and
Merlo wriggled in and disappeared.

‘“‘Me next,’’ and Jan was scrambling
down the rope.

As soon as his weight went off the
rope, Randall followed, almost not feel-
ing the patted ‘‘Good luck’’ the fourth
man, Crane, supplied as he went over
the edge. Because there was nothing
close enough to the roof edge to tie the
rope on to, they’d had to leave one man
behind to hold the rope.

Randall wriggled in through the gap
and blinked in the almost sliceable dark-
ness.

‘““‘Here,’’ Jan hissed, hand touching
his arm. A light flared as Jan flicked his
pocket tinderbox and held it high. Three
ghost faces blurred and wavered, as
three sets of dark-adjusted eyes tried to
shut out the sudden light.

‘““We all know where we are,’”’ Jan
spoke softly. ‘‘This is the room labeled
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K-14 1n the plans. Storage, I think."’ It
was obvious, since around them were
neat ranks of stacked crates.

““Guards?’’ Merlo asked softly, eyes
on Randall, as he nodded toward the
plain, light-painted door barely visible
in the flickering light.

““I can’t sense.’’ Randall’s voice was
tight. “*“We’'re high enough that there’s
no regular patrol here except once a
watch, and I'm pretty sure it’s passed
by now. We're safe from them for sev-

eral stanhours. But the irregular pa-
trols—"’

““We're two levels up and about a
third of the way around from the control
center.’”’ Jan spoke aloud what they all
knew from studying and memorizing the
plans. ‘“There’s an emergency stairwell
not a dozen meters from here, though.
Anybody have a reason for not heading
straight for 'it, going down those two
levels, and making our try for the con-
trol center nght now?’’

Merlo shook his head.
Randall shrugged.

The corridor to the stairs was empty,
and the stairs themselves.

It was after they opened the door to
the control level that their luck ran out.

There were perhaps ten meters of hall
between their exit point and the door to
the control center. In that ten meters
were over two dozen men.

Surpnise gave them a momentary ad-
vantage. All three men had their dart
pistols out, and three of the enemy went
down 1n the first seconds, convulsing
helplessly as the tiny metal darts ammed
nerve poisons into their systems.

Randall was a little slower rewinding
his spring than the other two. Nonethe-
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less, three more men shouted and went
down.

The thing .that saved them, tempo-
rarily, was that only the closest dared
to fire back; the men farther down the
comidor couldn’t, for fear of hitting their
own allies.

But a handful of the closest, ham-
pered by wnthing bodies slamming
about, drew their own weapons and re-
turmed fire.

Jan had been 1n the lead, and he
screamed as he went down, his body
jerking epileptically. Randall didn’t have
time to turm and see if Merlo, behind
him, had gone down or not. The-first
of the running guards was on top of him.

There was a high, hideous scream,
and then only his own struggle against
a furious man who seemed intent on
pounding Randall’s head through the
floor.

He struck back wildly, but the man
on the bottom has all the disadvantages.
His fists landed, at least twice, but the
other was giving better than he was get-
ting. Randall felt a sickening crack, as
his jawbone gave under a smashing fist.

Damn you!

There were shouts and sounds of a
scuffle, so Merlo must still have been
fighting the futile fight. The odds were
too great, they had gotten six, maybe
one or two more, but there were still at
least a dozen left—

And however many had been sum-
moned by the alarms—

At least, with all the guards ganged
up tight, we don’t have to worry about
the electros they must be carrying!

The fist smashed into his broken jaw
again, and in a red-hot hell of pain and
fury he swore death and destruction to
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his assaulter. And felt another blow but
nothing after, as his head slamm. J again
against the hard floor.

““You missed most of the fun.’’ Jan
was sitting by his bed when Randall
opened bleary eyes to his personal brave
new world.

‘‘BlaaaaAAAAOh,’”’ he managed to
get out.

“Don’t try to talk.”” Jan was ob-
scenely cheerful. ‘‘Doc Farfel clucked
over that jaw of yours and then did the
best he could. But you’re going to have
to be very careful over the next few
weeks.

I hate your bloody guts!

‘““Crane’s the hero, of course.
Though—"’

The large soft-spoken man standing
behind Jan stirred uncomfortably and
said, ‘‘Not me. It was a walkover.”’

‘‘He figured a way to anchor that fool
rope.”’ Jan 1gnored the interruption,
continuing his tale with gusto, ‘‘and
then he came down to help.”

Randall looked behind the two men
hovering by his bed. He was in a strange
room with—he could have groaned
aloud. Carved bars covering a single
window.

‘*‘Must have been quite a shock,’’ Jan
was grnning to show an impossible
number of teeth, *‘ to find that comdor
littered with what looked like corpses
all over. With—"" A sideways look at
Randall. ‘*Not a mark on most of them.
No slivers anywhere, no trace of phys-
ical nerve poisons. But ol’ Crane knew
what was important. He just walked into
the control center, calm as if he were
strolling in Fecundity Park on a restday,

and shut down all the technodefenses.
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Then he went to the nearest window,
droppe. a flare, and then tossed those
gasbombs you suggested we make and
bring down all the stairwells. And the
rest, as they say—'' the grin broad-
ened—"*‘is history!’’

Randall felt his eyes widening incred-
ulously. You mean we won'

““A couple of hundred guards aren’t
worth much,”’ Jan was still gnnning,
““‘when they’re coughing and choking
and crying and struggling to breathe.
Our men all had masks, and ol’ Crane
even found the three of us and put our
masks on, so we're not suffering the
aftereffects of that.’’ He sobered. ‘‘Masks
on us two, anyway. Merlo didn’t make
it. Somebody cut his throat.’’

Randall shut his eyes. So it’s all over.

Jan nodded, answering the unspoken
comment. ‘‘Our men have been iden-
tifying and passing out the frozen sperm
since nght after we marched in and took
over. By now hundreds if not thousands
of men are chasing down wives and
sweethearts, hoping to be fathers. Too
many to stop now, even if the govemn-
ment could grab the citadel back this
very second. And that’s it. The All-gen-
erator and his crew won’t be able to
force compliance with the threat of
never allowing a man to be a father, or
a woman a mother. They’ll have to turn
the children back over to us, they'll have
to—’' a shake of his head—'‘make a
lot of changes. A lot.”" He beamed.

And because you were expecting the
changes, you and yours may wind up
on top.

““Cynic.”’ Jan read the mental com-
ment with ease. ‘‘There won’t be all that
much change, you know. There has to
be organization, somebody to direct the
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irmigation ditches, somebody to say the
city wall needs strengthening here—"’
He laid a finger beside his nose. ‘‘But
from now on. men and women’ll be
free, to make a lot of their own choices,
and we’ll keep our children, and bring
them up ourselves—'’

Randall’s mindsense was back: he
could feel them, the hundreds of trium-
phant men, carrying the precious vials,
the frozen sperm, their own, milked
from them once a month when they were
boys in dormitories, unknowing the rea-
son, accepting it as one more adult
senselessness. While they were fertile.
Once a month, until, at eighteen, nine-
teen, twenty, the tests showed their fer-
tility waning. By twenty to twenty-one,
most men were stenile, and had only the
frozen sperm to father with. The frozen
sperm the government had kept, eject-
ing the new citizens into the harsh out-
side world, secuning their only chance
of fatherhood in the citadel, awarding
procreation as a hard-won prize to the
faithful.

But the citadel was breached now,
and any man who wanted to could
father, using his own sperm. A lot of
artificial insemination would be going
on for a while. And since women
couldn’t be held in the maternity ward
from conception on—or sent there by
those afraid of losing their own hope of
parenthood, if one of the rare accidents
happened—the children would be free,
too. All the people would be free.

Until—Randall couldn’t help it, he
was a wombshipper after all, and the
wombshippers had seen it all before
— another government managed to put

the clamps on somehow.
® % ¥
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When he was healed, Randall walked
away, into the wildemess. Kasha and
Jan and the others had what they wanted,
but he didn’t. And—for all he knew that
Kasha would stay with him the rest of
their lives, willingly, joyously—it wasn’t
enough.

He didn’t come back for over two
local years, and when he did, he was
slim and lithe and brown and very, very
deadly.

Jan, he had been surprised to learn
after the citadel was taken, was a medic,
and it didn’t take Randall long to run
him down. Nor did he have any trouble,
when his accent identified him as a
wombshipper. The people knew that a
wombshipper had been one of The Four
who had liberated the citadel. On this
world, until memories faded, womb-
shippers would have no problems. In
fact, Randall had the impression that
most of those he met would have lain
down and let him walk over their prone
bodies, at a word from him.

Jan about had a heart attack; then he
was pounding Randall’s back, and grin-
ning to split, saying all the silly things
people say when they’re suddenly, un-
expectedly, delinously happy.

Randall let himm run down, and then
asked, ‘‘Kasha?’’

““She’s fine.’’ But there was a some-
thing. Undemeath.

““The chuld?”’

““A girl. Pretty thing. I tell her I'm
going to wait for her to grow up and
then—"’ A grimace. ‘*You’'re not think-
ing to take her away from Kasha, are
you?”’

‘“Take a child away from its nurturing
parent?’’ Randall was shocked. *‘l just
wanted to be sure they were both all
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nght, that’s all. That they don’t need—for
anything.’’

““No,”” Jan shook his head. ‘‘No,
everything’s fine.”’ He swallowed, then,
““You—you don’t want Kasha back, do
you? Is thar—’’

Randall laughed. ‘‘What’s the mat-
ter, did you marry her yourself?’’

““No. And if you want her, she’d
be—'"

‘““‘Because I'm a hero? No thanks. If
she’s settled and happy, that’s all I care
about, I've no intent to disturb her.
Truth, Jan? She settled and happy?’’

A nod. ‘“‘She married Crane. His
boy’s a month old now.’’ A direct look.
“I’ve visited with them often enough.
He’s a good man, Crane: a good father,
he loves both children. Though he’d
step aside and give you yours—or Ka-
sha—or both—or all three—without a
second’s hesitation. We owe you too
much—""

Randall shook his head. ‘‘Kasha was
right, you know. I wanted to help, even
though my law said No. So I did. If
there’s any blame, I share it. For now,
how about a celebration, old friend.
Wine women and joy, eh? Not Kasha;
someone who has no ties—and wants
none, you understand?’’

‘“More than you think.’’

It should have been the end, yet it
was definitely a beginning.

The real end—or beginning—came
over ten local years later, when the next
wombship landed. Jan had finally mar-
nied, though Randall never had, being
content with the role of favorite uncle
to the children of his friends and with
companionship without ties. He had a
job, though he didn’t need one; the peo-
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ple in their gratitude would have kept
him in idle luxury all his life long. But
he had never been the idle type, and
after seasons of physical work, laboring
in the fields, digging the necessary ir-
rigation ditches, building, he had been
offered a post in the small university/
library, and his brains had been picked
in real eamnest. It didn’t matter that he
didn’t know how things worked; the fact
that this or that could be done was
enough to get eager men who thought
with their hands going. In truth, whether
he liked or approved or not, Randall had
become an institution.

The captain of the wombship was too
busy to bother with a renegade womb-
shipper, but the third officer—all sweet
little grandmother on the outside and
pure titanium within—heard him out,
from the running child (who had not
been, he found out later, a child at all,
but a very small adult) in full detail,
without a comment and with faded blue
eyes very impersonal.

“*So,’’ she said when his words
ended, ‘‘and now what?”’

Randall shrugged. The years planet-
side had changed him little. He was
older, and leaner, and tougher. But he
still looked at the wombship like Moses
gazing at the promised land from Mount
Nebo. ‘I can’t stop the teaching,’’ he
said. ‘‘Whether it hurts or not, whether
you blame me or not, whether it’s med-
dling or not. As long as I'm stuck here,
[ have to do what I can for them.’’

Her mouth twitched. *‘Is that a back-
handed maneuver to get yourself taken
aboard again?’’ she asked dulcetly, stir-
ring another spoonful of sweet 1nto her
tay. ‘It sounded almost like a threat to

L

mc.

48

He jumped slightly. ‘‘I apologize if
it did, honored ma’am,’’ he said. ‘‘I had
not meant it so. 1 know the law, I know
you cannot take me back aboard. I was
but speaking my mind, honestly.’’ He
worried his lip. ‘*“Though if you order
me to silence, 1 could retumm to the
wilds, I guess—"’

“*“Would you, if I ordered it?”’

He took a breath between tight teeth.
*“I—I don’t know,’’ he answered with
the honesty of one who doesn’t really
care, because honesty is easy if one has
no reason to lie. *‘I survived once, when
I was younger and angner. But now—"'

“*A slow form of suicide.”’

“Yes.”’

““You survived the first time because
deep down, you didn’t really care whether
you survived or no.”’ She took a slow
sip, and gestured to his cup.

“‘I suppose.’’ It wasn’t quite the same
plant as tay on his ship, and tasted oddly
spicy on his tongue.

““But you've healed now. You care
again. And, more than likely, you’d
die.”’

“*Not certainly,’” he said mildly, and
took another sip. It wasn’t half bad, not
really.

‘“‘But your death would be a waste,”’
she was smiling softly to herself, ‘‘and
we wombshippers can’t afford waste.’’

““No,’” 1t was a truth almost bred into
his bones, ‘‘you wombshippers can’t
afford waste.’’

““I said—we.’’

He looked full at her, no hope in his
eyes, or on the lean, trimmed-down
face. ‘'l thank you, for not denying me
my heritage as well,”’ he spoke for-
mally.

She smiled, face hidden in her cup.
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““You said you were a skilled program-
mer/analyst. We have no need of any
more of such, but I'm getting old, and
good officer matenal is hard to find.”

His cup spilled from suddenly nerve-
less fingers, and he stared at her, mouth
gaping open.

““A good officer,’’ she lectured like
a teacher of nurserylings, ‘‘must always
know when to break the rules. When
the penalty to oneself, no matter how
great, 1s nothing compared to the con-
sequences of nor breaking the rules.’’

“Ma’AM!"’

She produced a wipe from some-
where, calmly blotted up the spilled tay.
““You'll be my aide for now, with the
propects of sitting at my console in
time.’”’ She tossed the wipe into a re-
cycling chute. ‘‘If you want to come,
of course. You've been here long enough;

in truth, you’'ve set down roots, made
friends.’’

‘“Wheel above—'' Words died on his
tongue.

“Think about it.”’ Her voice was
gentle. ‘“We’ll be here several more

watch cycles, after all. When you’ve
made your decision, come and tell me
— either way. We'll do whatever we
can for you—either way.”’ Even more
softly, so that he had to strain to hear,
““Now you know what the real penalties
are. .Some things cannot be assaulted
with impunity. Some lessons—’’ Her
voice trailed off. He was listening, but
not heanng, his mind absorbed with its
own thoughts. She waited until he
stited, and made polite conversation
until he finally left.

After he’d gone, she stared at the door
that had closed behind him, and won-
dered which way his decision would go.
It would be his choice, and his alone,
she’d see to that. Even if she rather
hoped he’d return to the wombship.

Though ten years of planetary living
made it a hard choice.

A hard choice. She was almost pleased
about that.

Hard choices made hard men.

Wombship captains needed to be hard
men.

Wombshippers always had seen things
in the long term. I

@ If science-fiction is any anticipation of the
general direction of science, if the scientist
here discloses (perhaps under a pseudonym)
his secret intentions and dreams, it is obvious
that technological man will not be content with

exploring the universe at the insufferable crawil

of the speed of light. His machines must
eventually respond to the infinitely faster speed

of thought.

Alan W. Watts,
This s It
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Jayge Carr

"Ms." found in a manuscript may
.falrly characterize the woman who
first appeared in print as an Analog dis-
covery in October 1976. Jayge Carr
qualifies as part of the earliest wave of
modern feminists determined to reach
full intellectual attainment, even if it meant
invading previously all-male domains. In
the '50s she was kept out of the rocket
club at her high school because she was
a girl. Undiscouraged, she went on to
secure a B.S. degree in physics, starting
at Carnegie Institute of Technology and
finishing at Wayne State University;
worked for NASA in the field of nuclear
physics; and got well into doctoral stud-
ies at Case Western Reserve University
before being stopped by the reality of
femininity (as contrasted to that of man-
made, arbitrary rules). she had first one
and then a second chiid.

Of course, a good woman won't keep
herself down. Jayge started a second
career as a writer, drawing upon the dual
resources of a scientific education and
the inner feelings of a woman. It's led to
a variety ot science fiction which didn't
often appear in the past—after all, it used
to be that nearly all scientifically edu-
cated persons were male.

Jayge started reading science fiction
contemporaneously with receiving her
first Erector and chemistry sets. She
grew up with nuts and bolts ang va-
lences—and Poul Anderson and Chad
Oliver. Caught reading Vonnegut’s Player
Piano during a social studies class, she
explained the book as a study of the ef-
fect of industrialization on society. Al-
though she became a physical scientist,
Jayge feels that science fiction encom-

passes all of human endeavor: econom-
ICS, hlstory and socuology included.
Literature in her view is a mirror held up
to show human beings as we are, or
could be, or should be. And there are
paths lo take and paths to avoid.

Strangely enough, it's bad writing that
has brought many good writers into sci-
ence fiction. in a reprise of a story told
by many writers, but with a gender twist,
Jayge says that one day she threw a ter-
rble novel across the room and ex-
claimed, “l could write a better book than
that!” Her husband suggested, “Why
don't you?"

Housework has been suffering ever
since, and her writing area especially
looks like the middle of a snowstorm.
Having endured a series of rejection slips
totaling close to a hundred while polish-

“ ing her craftsmanship, she aimost tossed

a first acceptance check from Analog
into the waslebasket, thinking the enve-
lope was some subscription-touting junk
mail. Now, two books (Leviathan’'s Deep
and Navigator's Sindrome) will be joined
by a third next year, The Treasure in the
Heart of the Maze. When not typing, she
composes her thoughts while sewing,
embroidering, crocheting, and crewel-
INg.

Jayge shares a work habit with Isaac
Asimov, the best term for which is the
well-known chess expression of “sitz-
fleisch™: firmly planting the seat of the
pants on a chair and keeping at it until
the job is finished. Since she feels the
most important elements of a story lie
within its characters, human or alien, it's
these that she devises first. Like other
writers to whom science Is important, she
does a lot of careful research and intri-
cate calculating. However, she thinks
that what really must be worked out are
the anthropology and sociology of the
environment in which the characters live.
And sometimes the characters take over
the story. It's then that Ms. Carr is really
the creation of her own fiction.

In the absence of a portrait, Jayge's
own words will help provide a descrip-
tion: black hair, fair skin that tans well,
a little overweight, and nearsighted with
a pair of very thick glasses on a pug
nose. "l look like Judy Garland when she
was not watching her weight.” B
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Long before manned exploration of
planets, electronic surrogates will con-
duct surveys of the worlds. Beyond the
advantage of safety to humans offered
by this approach—it’s always easier to

wx‘vweanenvnonmentyw nnderstand

gathering is that they are inflexible: a
flyby has one pass to gather its infor-
mation; an orbiter keeps a fixed rela-
tionship to the planetary surface beneath
it; and a lander just sits.

The ideal exploratory pmbew:mld be
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radio. In fact, relatively inexpensive ra-
dio-controlled toys are available at many
hobby shops and consumer electronic
stores; the basic mechanism of such toys
1sn’t too far removed from that used in
some types of remote-controlled probes
used on this world.

On another planet such a scheme
could not be used by Earth-based re-
searchers. Something gets in the way:
the speed of light. At its closest, Venus
(our closest planetary neighbor, unless
we count the Moon as a planet) is still
far enough away so that a signal from
Earth would take about two and one-
third minutes to reach it. This means
that someone perceiving a problem (say,
on a television screen) and reacting im-
emediately would cause the probe to take
action over four and one-half minutes
later—which would probably be far too
late.

Until fairly recently, the only way one
could consider having a ‘‘mobile’’ probe
would be by controlling it from an or-
biting spaceship, preferably in a syn-
chronous orbit. This would not be very
practical, since it would involve trans-
porting both probe and humans to the
target planet.

Now., however, there is another so-
lution: we can computerize the probe.
The development of computers has been
very rapid, perhaps more so than that
of any other technological device in his-
tory. Whether the space effort spurred
the growth of the computer can be de-
bated; however, whether or not, com-
puters can be applied very successfully
to space activities. In fact, there are
many powerful units small enough to
be built into probes.
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In computer parlance, addition of a
processor and program to a device
makes that device ‘‘smart’’ or ‘‘intel-
ligent,”’ depending upon the power and
functionality of the computer that has
been added. That the ‘‘intelligence’’
added is actually the program written
for the device by a human is unimpor-
tant; addition of a built-in computer
means that the device can react to
changing conditions—sometimes fairly
complex ones—without further human
intervention. Just the sort of thing one
needs when trying to design a mobile
probe that cannot be guided directly by
researchers.

Mobile probes can be categorized as
“‘land,’’ “‘sea,’’ or ‘‘air’’ vehicles. In
many frespects, ‘‘sea’’ vehicles can be
ruled out immediately because the only
planet known to have large areas of open
liquid is the Earth, and that is already
being explored. ‘‘Land’’ vehicles would
resecmble remote-controlled automo-
biles or perhaps snowmobiles, and would
be particularly useful on those worlds
with little or no atmosphere. Each would
have to contain an energy source that
would permit it to drive over terrain for
some distance.

The land vehicle, often called the
“*Rover,’’ has a whole range of prob-
lems due to its contact with the ground.
Even moving at moderate speeds, the
guidance capabilities of the vehicle
would have to take into account many
obstacles, whether protrusions such as
rocks or depressions such as pits or
small craters.

Some of the problems involved in
developing a computer arrangement suf-
ficiently ‘‘aware’’ of its surroundings

Analog Science Fiction/Science Fact



to cope with navigational difficulties of
this sort have been the subject of re-
search for more than a decade. Funda-
mental problems include finding a way
to enable the rover to obtain a three-
dimensional model of its surroundings.
(See, for example, ““MR Robot,’’ by
Louis L. Sutro and William L. Kilmer,
Analog, May 1970, pp. 38-71. The
technology’s improved from the time of
writing, but the basics of the discussion
are still valid.) Without such provisions,
the rover would be unable to function
effectively.

For planets with thick atmospheres,

Photo 2—Modem microcomputer “chip.” This MICRO/J-11 unit can fit in

vehicle reached the surface, it would
probably be out of radio transmission
range. In fact, there’s theoretical evi-
dence that the gas giants have no well-
defined region that can be called a sur-
face.

For gas giants—and for Venus, for
that matter—there’s a better solution
through use of ‘‘air’’ vehicles, or air-
craft. These can be balloons (techni-
cally, ‘‘aerostats’’), which derive flight
by buoyant forces, or heavier-than-air
vehicles (technically, ‘‘derodynes’’),
which derive flight by a reaction against
the atmosphere they are moving through
(i.e., “"lift’").

:
g
o2
‘~§.
§

thelof

a hand, yet has all the power of a top-linc minicomputer. It could easlly be used as

a ccntral unit for space-probe “intelligence.”

land vehicles might not be a smart
choice. Venus is extremely hot, and
even the best vehicle would have a very
short lifespan on the surface. On the gas
giants like Jupiter or Saturn, the atmos-
phere is so thick that, before the land

“Intelligent’’ Planetary Probes

Some discussion has concemed bal-
loons as instrument carriers, though for
a long-term mission they would have
problems. With the exception of Venus,
the atmospheres of various worlds have
a great hydrogen component, meaning
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Figure 1

Elevons

)’n
“Rudder’”’ brake

A
“Rudder” brake

Figure 1—The “flying wing” concept has a lot of pluses for a glider probe, particularly
in situations where designers anticipate high loadings on the structure. Uniike con-
ventional aircraft, a flying wing is structured so that its entire surface can be used for
aerodynamic lift. With instruments rather than human pilots, the entire surface of the
“wing” can be made smooth, without protrusions. Aerodynamic controt is achieved
through two sets of surfaces: the “elevons,” located inboard, which move together

to provide pitch and

opposite to each other to provide roll. Alr brakes on the outer

trailing edge of the wing act as a rudder; when needed, the braking action of one
side causes the wing to yaw |n that direction.

s e——

that lift could not be achieved practically
by filling the balloon with a less dense
gas. This means that, for most worlds,
the balloon would have to be filled with
heated hydrogen.

A hot-hydrogen balloon requires a
heat source. In addition, balloonists will
explain to those interested that after a
time the structure of a balloon can be
affected by continued application of
heat; and since hot gas rises within a
balloon as well as outside it, the top of
the balloon soon develops a hot spot.
The hot spot would shortly result in
weakened balloon fabric, meaning that
the lifespan of a hot-hydrogen balloon
would probably be fairly bnief even if
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a compact heat source could be devel-
oped.

To most people, however, the balloon
seems a better bet than the heavier-than-
air craft. This is because they picture
aerodynes as conventional airplanes
utilizing either jets or propellors, either
of which implies a respectable power-
plant; certainly one that uses more en-
ergy than a balloon.

There is another, and little-discussed,
alternative: the glider (or *‘sailplane’’).
Although lacking an engine, a sailplane
can travel respectable distances by tak-
ing advantage of air currents.

As any sailplane pilot will testify, a
glider launched in perfectly still air from

Analog Science Fiction/Science Fact



a towing aircraft will settle slowly to-
ward the ground. This 1s because the lift
the sailplane gets from its wings is gen-
erated by the forward motion of the air-
craft. The only way the sailplane can
get forward motion is to go into a shal-
low dive, so that the speed lost from air
friction is made up by acceleration due
to gravity (pilots call this ‘‘trading al-
titude for airspeed’’). However, the
‘*sink rate’’ of a sailplane can be very
slow (for instance, the Schleicher AS-
W17 sport sailplane has a sink rate of
1.6 feet per second with a forward ve-
locity of about 46 miles per hour).
Suppose, however, a sailplane in still
air having a sink rate of 3 feet per second

encounters a thick column of air nising _

at a rate of, say, 7 feet per second. Then,
as long as the sailplane remains in that
column of rising air, the air will carry
the glider up with it. In this example,
the sailplane will stil]l ‘‘sink’’ through
the air at 3 feet per second, but with the
air rising at 7 feet per secend, the result
will be a net gain of altitude of 4 feet
for each second it remains within the air
column. A smart sailplane pilot can lo-
cate rising masses of air and, by keeping
within them (by circling, if necessary),
can obtain sufficient lift to raise the sail-
plane to a respectable altitude.

Using this technique, a sailplane pilot
could in theory keep a glider aloft in-
definitely, even while traveling a great
distance. The way this i1s done 1s to gain
sufficient altitude so that the satlplane
can traverse the distance between one
rnising column of ar and another by
standard gliding at a normal sink rate,
and so on, indefinitely. Sailplane pilots
have been able to travel distances of

‘““Instelligent’’ Planetary Probes

hundreds of miles by these techniques.

Interestingly, the only ‘‘internal’’ en-
ergy consumed in the process is the rel-
atively minuscule amount required to
adjust the control surfaces (ailerons,
elevator, and rudder) of the sailplane.
The rest of the not inconsiderable energy
required to keep the sailplane aloft is
extracted from the environment.

With the advent of compact com-
puters, the ‘‘smart pilot’’ of an un-
manned sailplane can be a computer
system that sends signals to low-pow-
ered machinery to manipulate the air-
craft’s control surfaces. This can be
done with relatively little energy con-
sumption; certainly a lot less than would
be required to sustain a balloon.

But how does the computer fly the
sailplane? In a mobile-probe arrange-
ment, there would have to be two com-
plementary missions for an on-board
“‘intelligence.’’ In the short term, it
must be able to make adjustments that
would keep the sailplane airbomne. In
the long term, it should be able to re-
ceive and act upon instructions broad-
cast to 1t from researchers.

Considering the short-term problem
first, the on-board computer must be
connected to instruments that will ena-
ble it to obtain data of the conditions
affecting the airspeed, nising or sinking,
and orientation of the sailplane in which
it 1s mounted. This is not difficult to do
because there currently exist instru-
ments that provide equivalent informa-
tion to pilots of satlplanes or powered
aircraft. Either certain of these instru-
ments could be adapted for this spec-
1alized ‘‘remote’’ flying, or those
instruments that would be impractical
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should be about twice this.
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Figure 2—The “canard” configuration of an aircraft has been recefving increasing in-
terest by aerodynamicists. Advantage of the canard is that it is difficult to stall such an
aircraft (position it so that the wings effectively lose lift), and a number of canard
designs have surfaced over the past three or four years. A relatively stall-free aircraft
would be a tremendous pius in a distant probe. (Note: The canard picture here has
very foreshortened wings, for purposes of fitting them on the paper.)

to adapt could be replaced by other de- Certain instruments that have been
vices that could perform equivalent used for years could easily be adapted.
functions. The airspeed indicator of a modern air-
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craft uses a tube (pitot) extending into
the airstream that uses ram pressure to
deflect an indicator that looks like a
speedometer needle. The indicator
mechanism could be replaced by an
electronic pressure sensor, which could
then be attached to the computer through
appropnate interfacing. Similarly, the
altimeters used in aircraft are special-
ized forms of aneroid barometers, In
which the pressure scale has been re-
placed by an altitude scale. Here again,
the indicating needle mechanism could
be replaced by a strain gauge connected
to the computer.

Another instrument that can be adapted
in this way is a ‘‘rate of climb’’ meter,

which is a sort of altimeter with a leak
built into its aneroid chamber. Effec-
tively, any change in altitude will create
a pressure difference between the gas
contained in the chamber and that sur-
rounding it, but the leak will tend to
equalize the pressures. As a result, as
long as the aircraft remains level there
is no deflection of the meter's needle,
but as the aircraft rises or descends a
pressure difference 1s created that results
in a deflected needle. By carefully cal-
ibrating the leak, it 1s possible to deter-
mine the actual rate of climb or sink
with excellent accuracy. Again, for a
probe, the needle could be replaced with
a sensor interfaced to the computer.

Lift Distribution

Figure 3 ’I\

I
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Flgure 3—Comparing a conventional aircraft (including canard) to a flying wingindicates
why the latter Is particularly interesting for high-gravity environments. In a conventional

aircraft the fuselage

does not contribute to lift and tends to concentrate all of an

aircraft’s weight along its axis. This produces lift- and weight-center moments, adding
to the stresses for which the alrcraft must be designed. By contrast, the flying wing
design utllizes the whole structure for lift, and the payload can be distributed evenly
throughout the wing, meaning that there are no built-in moments to add to structural

design probiems.

“Intelligent’’ Planetary Probes
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Two instruments common to powered
aircraft that would not adapt too well

to a probe are the ‘‘attitude indicator’’
(sometimes known as ‘‘artificial honi-
zon’') and the turn indicator. These in-
struments normally use mechanical
gyroscopes which are heavy power-con-
sumers for long missions. However, in
the past few years a so-called ‘‘laser
gyro'’ has been developed which can
give reference information even more
accurately than the finest mechanical
gyroscope. The principle is simple: a
laser can produce a beam of extremely
narrow bandwidth, and if such a beam
is directed into a closed loop via reflec-
tors, any rotation of the reflectors would
result in a Doppler shift of the beam that
could be measured precisely to give the
angular deflection. Three such laser gy-
ros connected to the computer could
supply the data required for pitch, roll,
and yaw.

Ideally, a few more sensors could be
added to help the probe to fly. Some
form of remote heat sensor might be
added to help the probe find and exploit
rising columns of heated gas. An ac-
celerometer might be added to warn a
probe if it's approaching its load limits
(say, in a high-speed turn).

Unlike the land rover, the gliding
probe need not have high-resolution
‘““vision.’’ Reasons for this include the
great distances involved in air travel.
It’s possible to sense something suffi-
ciently far away such that immediate
avoidance action usually is not required,
but can be achieved in a leisurely fash-
ion. In addition, the distances involved
are such that the limits of stereoscopic
vision, which is the normal way of per-
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ceiving three dimensions, are exceeded.
A low-power on-board radar or its
equivalent could provide the informa-
tion required for collision avoidance.

The result of all this would be a probe
‘“intelligent’’ enough to be sufficiently
‘‘aware’’ of its surrounding conditions
that it could remain aloft indefinitely
and at relatively low power costs. Its
computer could handle all the *‘pilot-
ing’’ with sufficient resources available
to maintain communication with the
distant researchers.

If the computer has sufficient mem-
ory capacity, it would be possible to
give the probe general instructions. Un-
like true remote control, this would in-
volve sending only the electronic equi-
valent of ‘‘Move to the north a bit and
take some readings’’ or, in the case of
Jupiter, say, ‘‘Go over to the edge of
the Great Red Spot and nose around a
little. ™’

Either the ‘‘pilot computer’’ or an-
other could be used to operate the sci-
entific payload. It would gather the data
from sensors and send them back, as 1s
being done by today’s space probes.

The actual design of such a probe
would be aeronautically interesting.
There are several ‘‘proven’’ sailplane
designs that people might wish to adapt
to a planetary probe, but whether they
would be appropriate for a planet with
a different type of atmosphere and a
different gravitational acceleration 1s a
question that might take a bit of research
to answer. Perhaps on a high-gravity
planet like Jupiter, a ‘‘flying wing™
structure—where the load is distnbuted
equally along the wing surface—would
be better. The area’s wide open for re-
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search.

The interesting thing about the ‘‘in-
telligent glider’’ probe is that in theory
a prototype should be buildable now,
using off-the-shelf components. By the
time we are ready-to send the next gen-
eration of probes to the planets, it should
be quite practical to put together an in-
telligent glider.

It would doubtless be the most cost-
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GEOMETRY
OF NARRATIVE

Hilbert Schenck

——
This is, as you'll see,
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B SO | think it's a short story, -
- but “short” is

a measure of length. . ..
Anyway, watch your
step, and enjoy!



The graduate seminar, ‘‘Modern Criti-
cal Theones,”” (Eng. Lit. 674, 3 Cr.)
theoretically occupied only Wednesday
afternoon, but in fact it stretched into
a region where time virtually ceased to
run. There was no relief, for with only
six of us 1n the small seminar room,
drowsing or nodding into a sweet ten-
minute repose now and then was im-
possible. We were all graduate **section
hands,’’ eaming our tiny pittances as we
pursued will-o-the-wisp doctoral de-
grees by teaching the vast, sluggish, in-
troductory courses in English Lit and its
stunted, bastard child, Rhetoric (what-
ever Rhetonc actually 1s).

Yet what we chosen few studied 1n
our ivory tower of scholarship was even
more bonng and useless than the over-
simplifications we droned at the sleep-
ing or whispering frosh. Finally, after
more than two hours of an especially
confused lecture, I spoke my complaints
to Professor Herman Gabriel Stang, an
ancient full bull in English Lit and my
major professor.

“Dr. Stang,’’ 1 said as bravely as
possible, ‘‘may I speak, for once, frankly
to you at this seminar?’’

Old Stang, his bald pate a ruddy shine
under the fluorescents, turned little col-
orless eyes in my direction. A diamond-
back rattler, I thought suddenly, would
contemplate a lost prairie dog with sim-
ilar warmth. ‘‘Academic freedom, Mr.
Pilson, is the foundation stone of this
university. Of course you may speak
with frankness,’’ he said from wnnkled
lips that hardly moved. His large and
rimless trifocals reflected the room lights
" with a shimmer as his head continually
shook and gave him the look of a man
turming into a huge bee.
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““Then, sir,’’ I said, *‘I wonder if you
would comment on the purpose behind
all this stuff we're doing, all these so-
called critical theones, like structural-
1Ism, deconstruction, semiotics. Hell,
we can’t even get the freshmen to wake
up for Mellors plowing Lady Chatterly.
If we ever tried to talk semiotics to
them, half the class would dislocate
their jaws from yawning and the rest
would go into coma.’’

Stang gave us all a frozen grimace
and thin Miss Lee, siting at my left,
gave a shiver and took a large gulp of
hot coffee. ‘*You see English Literature
as mainly cheap, titillating entertain-
ment then, Mr. Pilson?’’ he said in an
arctic voice.

““Not a bit,”” I answered. ‘‘Look,
there are plenty of good, useful reasons
for reading and studying literature, but
hocus-pocus like semiotics and the rest
don’t relate to any of them. The trouble
with English Literature is that it’s run
out of dissertation topics. I mean, how
many more studies of Henry James’s
letters to his publisher’s cousin’s land-
lady can there be?’’ That was a bold
shot, since James was one of old Stang’s
““‘men.’”” Miss Lee’s almond eyes went
slightly wider, and she casually shifted
her chair so as to get a bit farther along
the table and away from me.

Stang, surpnisingly, gave me a con-
siderable smile. ‘‘So, since we have
bunned James under whole forests of
dissertation paper, you see us now sim-
ply creating new scholarly methods
as—What 1s the new slang word?—a
scam to keep old men like myself em~
ployed?’’

I nodded, also smiling in what I
hoped was a steady way. ‘‘I couldn’t
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have stated it any better than you did,
Professor,’’ I said. ‘‘Anybody can think
up more useful literary tools than se-
miotics in ten minutes. Take the idea
of narrative geometry, for example '

The room fell silent, and Dr. Stang’s
face took on a more crafty, yet somehow
more human expression. ‘‘So, Mr. Pil-
son, you've been planning an ambus-
cade for me, a little scene to enliven our
labors. Very well, I will be a sport and
play the Stan Laurel part. What, Ollie,
1S narrative geometry?’’

Several in the class chuckled in relief
at Stang’s suddenly jocular tone, and
Miss Lee, who was doing her disser-
tation in film, gave a brief yet grateful
laugh.

““It’s always been around,” I said,
shrugging and speaking with the casual
assurance of supposedly long acquaint-
ance. ‘‘Any nammative has a beginning,
middle, and end. Well, that description
also defines a one-dimensional line.’’

Dr. Stang fired off a pitying sneer.
‘“That sounds like the sort of profound
triviality that might entrance the scien-
tific community, but what exactly does
it say to us about any given literary
work?"’

‘“Nothing,’’ 1 said. ‘‘You’ve got to
go to at least two dimensions, to flat
graphs. Plenty of the old books dealt
with Shakespearean plots in terms of a
rising and falling line. One coordinate
was the time sequence of the story and
the other was something to do with
whether the plot was under development
or resolution. The method helps you
pick out the moment of peak narrative
Intensity.

““Okay, now let’s extend to three-di-
mensional geometrical systems. An ex-
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ample might be the Arabian Nights
stuff. You know, the Thousand and One
Nights? What is the geometrical analog
to this work? Think of a three-dimen-
stonal volume, say a sphere, which rep-
resents Sheherezade and her framing
story, in which she spins yams to delay
her execution. Inside that sphere and all
contained by it are the thousand stories
she tells. Think of them as smaller
spheres within the frame story-sphere
but having varnious sizes and relation-
ships. Some story-spheres only touch
each other and may form chains, stories
in which one person and then another
spins a yarn, each in turn but all within
the same outer reality.

*‘Sometimes several story-spheres are
completely enclosed, each within the
next-larger outer one, as when a char-
acter in one story offers to tell a fiction,
and then a character in that fiction starts
on a new narrative with new characters.
The point is, this assemblage of inter-
secting, enclosing and tangent spheres
can be seen as a geometrical model of
the total work. Probably undetected pat-
terns and strengths in the story groups
could be uncovered by a study of the
total figure, but I think you'd need a
computer-graphics capability. There are
just too many stories to do it by hand
on paper.’’

I stopped the lecture and Dr. Stang,
who did not look especially impressed
by all thus, shrugged. ‘*Well, perhaps,
perhaps. But one swallow does not a
summer make, Mr. Pilson. I assume you
can offer other congruities between ge-
ometry and narrative structure?’’

‘“Let’s take a geometrical system and
then try to tmagine its literary counter-
part,”’ 1 said quickly, now waving a
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confident hand at him. ‘‘A four-dimen-
sional hypercube or tesseract can be
projected into our space in the form of
a large cube with a smaller one inside
and the two connected at their eight cor-
ners. The big cube 1s the solid boundary
of the hypercube nearest to our space,
the little one inside is the bounding cube
farthest away, and the two are connected
by six other distorted cubes that stretch
away from us into the fourth dimension.
You might call that fourth dimension
time, and say that the little cube is the
same cube as the big one, but now far-
ther off in future time. It’s really going
to be the same size up there ahead, but
we show it smaller to indicate that it’s
farther off.’’

I gave Miss Lee a sideways glance,
saw a concealed but unmistakeable be-
wilderment, and plunged ahead any-
way. ‘‘Okay, instead of time as the
fourth dimension let’s use something I’ll
call narrative distance. Take a classic
example, the play-within-the-play in
Hamlet. Here are two separate three-
dimensional realities: the play, Hamlet
itself, with old Claudius popping his
mental cork when he sees the Hamlet-
buggered script acted out, and the shorter,
smaller, on-stage murder-of-Gonzago
play. But the little play is at a greater
narrative distance than Hamlet, both
from the real audience and from the
Court of Denmark watching it on stage,
since 1t is presented as a created artifact
within the ‘true’ or ‘real’ drama. So not
only is this part of Hamler modeled by
a four-dimensional geometrical object,
but the staging assumes the exact pro-

jected form of the hypercube, with one
small stage located in the middle of the

other, larger one. Pirandello did the
same sort of thing, as have others.”’
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Professor Stang had been following
me closely and his crafty expression
now intensified. ‘‘Interesting, Mr. Pil-
son, but it so happens that [ know a little
about metageometry and related mat-
ters. If this literary model is worth any-
thing, shouldn’t we be able to perform,
in a literary sense, the same manipula-
tions that are possible in four-dimen-
sional, geometrical space? For example,
a normal cubical space, when rotated
a half-tumn in the fourth dimension, pro-
duces a muror-image reversal of three-
dimensional objects contained within
it.”’

I knew old Stang cared little for geo-
metries and less for geometers, and had
picked up that tidbit at the joint faculty-
student science-fiction seminar last term,
when we discussed an H.G. Wells story
about a chemist whose body was re-
versed right for left by being flipped
over 1n the fourth dimension. But I nod-
ded with enthusiasm. ‘‘“Tom Stoppard
really did that when he wrote the play,
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern Are
Dead,’” 1 said at once. ‘‘That play is
Hamles in mirror-image narrative. The
original main characters—Ophelia,
Hamlet, his mom and dad—are only
seen now and then, while the minor
characters in Shakespeare’s play are
turned 1nto the leads in Stoppard’s. Fur-
thermore, when they did the play in
New York, they set the staging as
though you were looking at the actual
Hamlet from the back, from behind the
servants’ quarters of Elsinore Castle.
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern Are Dead
can be geometnically modeled as Hamler
after a murror-image reversal due to a
half-rotation in the fourth dimension.”’

It all sounded slick, but of course I
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was ready, whereas old Stang was tak-
ing in the whole thing from scratch,
biece by piece, and each piece was a
new thing. But he was paying close at-
tention. ‘‘Mr. Pilson, this trial balloon
you're sending up is bnght and gaudy
enough, but 1 doubt it has much lift.
The number of senous literary works
that match these patterns is few in-

““On the contrary,’”’” I said firmly,
‘‘the conoept of one reality lying inside
another applies to every literary work.
Everything written has at least two, 1n-
terconnected three-dimensional spaces;
the space of the author and the space of
his word-constructed work."’

I looked around fiercely. ‘‘Look! We
here, this little discussion between Dr.
Stang and myself, our whole university,
can only be recorded as words on paper,
right? Somebody in another and entirely
different three-dimensional space wrote
these words, yet both these spaces are
totally interconnected, in the same sense
that the front and back spaces of a hy-
percube are totally connected through
the fourth dimension. And they are con-
nected across that new direction I'm
calling narrative distance.’’

I tumed a page in my nng binder.
‘‘Reversing the location of the two, sep-
arate realities along this fourth, or nar-
rative, axis 1s quite easy, ’ I said, and
I began to read aloud to them from a
typed page

My daughter looked up from the
typescript and shook her head until her

long, blonde hair swung like a pendu-
lum. ‘‘Hey, Dad, this is heavy stuff’
Are you writing popular fiction or a
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paper for the Journal of Epistemological
Thought?’

I shrugged and took a pull on my
drink. ‘‘It probably won't sell to Peni-
house,’’ 1 said, ‘‘but the point is, can
you follow it?"’

My daughter responded with a
thoughtful sip of her gin and tonic and
slowly nodded. ‘‘Yeh, sort of, I guess.
You’re saying that since you and I, this
conversation, 1s presented as the author
talking about one of his stories with his
daughter, we’re closer, in this namrative
distance sense, to the reader than the
people in the seminar story?’’

[ nodded in an encouraging manner
while she bit her lip and stared silently
at the ceiling. *‘Okay,’’ she continued,
‘‘then you and I and this conversation
are sort of inside the near boundary of
a hypercube, the big cube that secems to
hold. all the others, while the seminar
story 1s inside the little cube that is far-
ther away from reality?’’

‘“‘Excellent!’’ I said, applauding with
a few hand claps. ‘‘But that entire story
configuration can undergo a fourth-di-
mensional rotation giving a reversal
along the narrative axis.”’

My daughter now shook her head
with positive motions. ‘‘“That part I
don’t understand, and 1 never saw that
Stoppard play you mention in there,
either. How can that be done?”’

‘*Easy. This fellow, Pilson, can sim-
ply read and represent this account of
our discussion of the seminar story as
something he wrote to show Professor
Stang how two separate realities can be
reversed along the narrative-distance
axis. Right now, we're nearest to the
reader and Pilson and Company are just
created, fictional figures that we're dis-
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cussing, but if all this stuff I'm saying
to you is actually wntten by Pilson,
well, the rotation and reversal occurs
and we’re suddenly farther out along
that axis of namrative distance.”’

My daughter grinned at that. ‘‘Hey,
Dad, come on. We really exist.”” She
waved her armns at the room walls. *‘1
mean, it's all really here!”’

I smiled back but shook my head.
‘‘As Mr. Pilson so astutely noted, that’s
all just words on paper.”’

I stopped reading and looked up at
Dr. Stang, then said, ‘‘I wrote that last
week, as a way of showing how this
kind of inversion in the fourth, or nar-
rative, dimension can be made, some-
what in the same way that Hamlet
diddied with his little play inside the big
one to prove a point.’’

Stang shook his head in angry im-
tation at my glibness and my obvious
preparations. ‘‘You're beating me back
into a trackless thicket of geometrical
balderdash,’”’ he said, then turned to
sternly face the rest of his class, spread
out around the long table. ‘‘Well, well.
Where are those heartless harpies, usu-
ally so eager tc pluck the liver out of
the tiniest new thought? Ms. Lee, surely
you have not bought the snake-oil elixir
this dreadful httle medicine-show is
touting?”’

Miss Lee’s calm and oval face took
on its most serene and 1mpassive expres-
sion. ‘‘I found the ideas ingenious and
challenging,’’ she said firmly, ‘‘though
I have a weak background in mathe-
matics.’’

I gave her a quick, tiny smile of
thanks. Miss Lee entered each sermunar
as a skinny, silent lamb, but somehow
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by the end of our interminable day she
was tumed into a lion or, more accu-
rately, mnto a super-cool dragon lady.

Dr. Stang now became petulant and
paranoid. ‘‘So you're all joining him,
eh? Planned it before hand, I suppose?
How many of you find this concept of
narrative geometry puerile, superficial,
and the work of an intellectual charla-
tan? Raise your hands."’

The room remained very still. Stang
smiled with the dreadful avidity of a cat
holding the best part of a mouse in its
fierce mouth. **And how many find it
clever, an interesting concept, and prob-
ably worthy of further study?”’

Six hands went up together and Dr.
Stang swallowed his yummy mouse.
‘“‘Actually,’’ he said in his most benign
manner, ‘‘I thought it had a certain su-
perficial ingenuity. And scholarship
must progress! For our next seminar, in
addition to the assigned readings in Pi-
aget, Wittgenstein, Barthes, and Lévi-
Strauss, each of you five will bring in
an essay showing the application of a
geometnical concept to a specific literary
situation, or the application of a literary
situation to a concept of geometry. This
will be a cooperative effort. Each will
do a different concept. That 1s, I want
five new applications, in addition to any
we may discuss here today. Is this all
understood?’’

A low moan of disgust and dismay
swept over the group and a small voice
said, ‘‘Sir, Thanksgiving is next week."’

Stang only snarled trritably. *‘So
what? You have two weeks instead of
one to do a decent job. How long does
a damned turkey gluttony take, for
God’s sake, a couple of hours?”’

Miss Lee had acknowledged my brief
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smile of thanks with a modest relaxation
of her almond features and, almost, a
nod, but now she turned stiffly to her
notes, her expression set in annoyance
that my ego trip had probably cost her
both sleep and peace of mind. The oth-
ers around the table gave out the surly
grumbles and mutterings of the sort that
once surrounded the tumbrels in Paris.

Dr. Stang, though no Tolstoy, was
content with only an occagional boot in
the face of his serfs. Now he turned to
me with almost a Santa Claus look, his
voice transformed and avuncular. *‘Ah
yes, Mr. Pilson, a valuable lesson! How
readily is the adulation of the multitudes
turned to disgust and rejection by the
prospect of work. The Geometry of
Narrative is like thick, new snow; in-
teresting and rewarding to see from a
distance but not so much fun to actually
shovel—if [ make my various mixed and
hidden metaphors clear?”’

“*Entirely,’’ I said, ‘‘but-you said five
were to do the assignment. Am [ to be
excluded?’’

Stang shook his head. ‘*Not a bit. The
others are mere beginners in this new
literary science, albeit dedicated and
enthusiastic students, as the voting
showed. I am therefore allowing them
to, let us say, go fishing through Euclid.
In your case, I intend to provide a spe-
cific and assigned geometrical concept
for you to relate to literary works.’’

I looked at him steadily and drew a
deep breath. ‘‘Dr. Stang, I'll make you
an offer well, more of a wager, I
guess.’’

He nodded warily and I went on.
‘“You pose your geometrical concept
and if I can provide the literary coun-

terpart, right here and now, you agree
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to let me write the term paper on nar-
rative geometry instead of semiotics.
You will be the sole judge.”’

Stang gave me a dark and grudging
nod and some new irritation appeared
in his tone. ‘‘You have led me to this
devil’s bargain with skill and daring,
Mr. Pilson. Very well, though reluc-
tantly, 1 agree to your wager. The geo-
metrical system I set for your consider-
ation is the Mobius strip or so-called
one-sided surface.’’

It had been a gamble, but not much
of one. My notes on the science-fiction
semninar showed that the only two purely
geometrical ideas stressed in the stories
were four-dimensional Euclidean space
and the Mobius band, so 1 was ready
for him. ‘‘Here,’”’ 1 said, handing up
several sheets from my ring binder,
“‘you can read these. I don’t want to

hog the spotlight all aftermoon, Profes-
sor Stang.’’

My daughter put the manuscript down
next to her on the sofa. ‘‘Dad, are we
farther out in the narrative dimension
than the seminar now? If we are, 1 don't
se¢ how | can comment on its story.”’

I shook my head. ‘‘The story is easily

rotated and reversed again. After all,

there’s nothing that prevents me from
writing Pilson’s dialogue, so that he
says he wrote our part. In fact, you’'ve
been reading the seminar story yourself,
and you know it all came from my typer.
[ don’t see any problem with convincing
the reader that this is the outside, or
framing, story and the seminar thing is
what we’re talking about.’’

*“Then,’’ said my daughter, ‘I think
you’ve got a problem with this new geo-
metrical system, the Mdobius strip. The
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other examples you used involved sol-
ids, spheres inside of spheres and solid
boundaries of a hypercube, but this is
a surface, a two-dimensional thing.”’

‘*As Pilson would explain,”” I re-
sponded, ‘‘though I can just as easily
do it for him, a Mobius band 1s a two-
dimensional surface, half-twisted in the
third dimension, and joined to itself. If
you take a three-dimensional space, say
a tube of space, and twist it once in the
fourth dimension and then join it to it-
self, you have a kind of Mdbius space.
If a person were to traverse that space,
two things would happen. They would
return to where they started and they
would be reversed when they got back,
made a mirror-image of themselves.
Okay, if a work of fiction can be con-
structed to logically turn back on itself,
to repeat itself, but after the repeat, it
has been mirror-imaged, then you have
the narrative analogy.’’

She frowned. ‘‘But how can that be
done. ?”* and at that moment several
knocks sounded at the front door.

*“That must be Frank,’’ said my
daughter. ‘‘We're going for a pizza and
then to the flicks.’’ She jumped up and
soon brought a tall, good-looking young
man into the room. ‘‘This 1s Frank Pil-
son, Dad,’’ said my daughter. ‘‘He’s
a Ph.D. student in English Lit."’

I shook his hand. ‘‘Listen, Mr. Pil-
son,”’ | said. ‘‘You folks have plenty
of time. Let me get you a drink and you
can read my little story, which might
be something right up your alley.”’

‘““That’s right, Frank,’’ said my
daughter, ‘‘it’'s about an English Lit
grad seminar,’’ and she handed Pilson
the manuscript.

I mixed his drink and set it down next
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to him, but he did not take a sip for
several minutes, then looked up with a
big gnin. ‘‘Hey, professor, this is great
stuff,’’ he said. ‘‘Listen, can I get a
copy of this? I'd love to try and pull the
Geometry of Narrative out of the hat for
old man Stang, who runs this com-
pletely incomprehensible seminar on
useless lit-crit theones. "’

‘“You think he wants another useless
one?’’ 1 asked.

Frank Pilson nodded with enthusi-
asm. “‘I'll mousetrap him with 1t. I can
do this stuft. I've read lots more science
fiction than Stang, so I'm way ahead on
weird geometries.’’

“‘I'll send you over a Xerox,’’ I said.
“‘Just don’t mention my name to Pro-
fessor Stang. Since they started cutting
off the English Department’s legs by
attrition and giving us the positions, Dr.
Stang has been talking in the faculty
senate about a final solution for Engi-
neering and Computer Science. Some-
thing involving high levels of radio-
activity, nerve gas experiments, and the
forced ingestion of PCBs, I think.”’

Pilson gnnned again and nodded.
““They sure hate your guts, all right.
That must be why they’re deconstruct-
ing literature. Sort of the trapped fox
chewing off its own leg.’’

My face must have shown puzzle-
ment at this comment, but my daughter
spoke with an impatient shake of her
head. ‘‘Deconstruction, Dad, i1s some
nutty new kind of literary theory. Don’t
get Frank going on that stuff. He's rab-
idly against it.”’

“‘I like people who are against new
things,’’ 1 said firmly. ‘‘For example,
I positively hate the metnc system  .”

But my daughter was on her feet and
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pulling at Frank Pilson’s hand. ‘*You
two are not going to just sit here and
complain about everything. C'mon,
Frank, time far pizza.”’

At this point, return to the beginning
of the story, with the words, ‘‘The grad-
uate seminar, ‘Modemn Cntical Theo-
ries,” (Eng. Lit. 674, 3 Cr.) theoretically
occupied > and continue reading
until you reach the words, spoken by
Professor Stang, ‘‘Very well, and re-
luctantly, 1 agree to your wager. The
geometrical system I set for your con-
sideration is the MoObius strip or so-

called one-sided surface.”’

After he read this instruction aloud
to us, Dr. Stang pecred directly and
blankly at me, and I saw that I had fi-
nally lost him in my final thicket of nar-
rative geometry. I spoke up in my best
exegetical voice.

‘‘Look, the fiction has to loop, since
the Mobius space is closed, nght? So
[ write myself into the author’s story,
get from him the i1dea, in fact the com-
plete seminar story, of narrative ge-
ometry and bring it here to try cut on
you.’’ I paused and pointed a confident
finger at Dr. Stang.

He nodded silently and I went on.
‘‘So there are two seminar stories, the
one the author wrote and I read when
I went to take his daughter on a date,
and the one we have all just lived
through.”’

] stared around the table with deter-
mination. ‘‘But they are the same story!
Their congruence completes the Mobius
loop in four-space.’’

Old Stang came right back at me.
‘““And the mirror-image reversal, Mr.
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Pilson, as required by the four-dimen-
sional twist in the Mobius space?’’

[ nodded and grinned in admiration
at his quickness. ‘‘l instructed you to
stop reading before the author’s part,
the second time around, Dr. Stang. You
said then, ‘I set for your consideration
the Mébius stnp .’ Okay, I've given
you a fiction that, as we saw, looped,
and you have to admit that at this mo-
ment we are much nearer to the reader,
in my narrative distance sense, than is
the author and his daughter. Yet when
the loop was started, when I read the
author’s story in his home, that part of
the fiction was certainly in a nearer nar-
rative space than this one. Now the thing
is reversed. My two-narrative fiction
has been made a mirror-image of it-
self.”’

I let my voice deepen. ‘‘Indeed, we
may be the first persons to ever traverse
a MoObius-space narrative in the entire
history of English Literature!”’

Professor Stang glanced up at the
clock, which showed five-twenty, and
when he looked back I saw that he was
suddenly tired. He gave me a wan but
real smile, which I returned. “‘I will
look forward to your extended disquis-
ition on narrative geometry, Mr. Pil-
son.’’ He paused and peered with almost
a benign grin at the rest of the class.
** And to your more modest explorations
of this topic.”’

As we got up to leave he lifted ahand.
““Oh, and don’t bother about those as-
signed readings for the next time. Just
get your Euclid and show me how Mel-
lors and Lady Chatterly can be under-
stood as similar, even congruent, tri-

angles,’”’ and he gave us an almost
raffish wink.
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This upbeat ending of the seminar
brought on a rapid and friendly chatter
as we gathered up our things and headed
for the door. I was surrounded and in
the lead, since I would end up as the
one who found them all some sort of
geometrical scam to match against a lit-
erary one, and we all waved cheerful
good-byes in the hall.

But Miss Lee waited, and when the
others had rushed off down different
comiders, tumed to me with her most
serious and impassive look. *‘Mr. Pil-
son,’’ she said, ‘‘do you really think it
was appropriate to leave the author and
his daughter at a greater narrative dis-
tance than ourselves? That seems to
me—well—unfair.”’

I blinked cheerfully at Miss Lee. **Do
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you really think so? I always thought
that authors enjoyed living in some dif-
ferent and distant reality. But if the idea
bothers you, I'll ask his dgughter about
how he feels. We're going to get some
pizza this evening and then see a flick.”’

Miss Lee stared at me for a moment,
then tumed and almost fled down the
south hall toward the science quads. As
she dashed off, I saw that her shoulders
were shaking violently, but whether
from profound grief or convulsive
laughter I could not tell. As for myself,
I set out briskly and in high spints for
my date. Not only had I achieved a total
victory over the formidable Stang, but
I had, at long last, outpaced Miss Lee
in our never-ending inscrutability battle.
That was a triumph! Il
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ONGAMING

Lombardy

Do you have an active imagination?
Like to solve puzzles? Enjoy mysteries?
If so, your interest in SF may prove a
decided advantage in winning one of the
most unusual treasure hunts in recent
times, and it all centers around a game.

Treasure of Unicorn Gold by Meta-
gaming Concepts Inc. (Box 15346,
Austin, TX 78761) is a fantasy adven-
ture containing the clues needed to lo-
cate a hidden ‘‘unicom artifact’’ and
win a $10,000 cash prize from Meta-
gaming.

If no one discovers the treasure by
September 1, 1984, Metagaming will
remove the unicorn and announce its
hiding place. The prize will then be
awarded based on a random drawing
from ‘‘Unicorn Seeker’’ postcards pro-
vided in the game, which players mail
to the company.

While unusual, this contest isn't
unique. Metagaming has done it before.
In August 1980 the company introduced
Treasure of the Silver Dragon, a trea-
sure-hunt game that consisted of a hid-
den, two-pound silver metal dragon plus
a cash prize of $10,000. The dragon was
a one-of-a-kind art object, itself worth
more than $3,000.

Within two months the dragon was
located by Thomas Davidson, a chem-
Istry major and Ph.D. candidate who
bought a copy of the game as soon as
it appeared. His science background and
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Interest in SF helped him solve the puz-
zle.

While there were other clues in
Treasure of the Silver Dragon (hidden
throughout the gai'nc components), the
major one¢ Davidson deduced was the
connection between the emphasis on
solar energy used by the dragons, the
repeated references to the sun through-
out the adventure, and some special
buildings cnitical to the game. He rea-
soned that solar observatories could be
the key.

He and his girlfnend took a bus to
Sunspot, New Mexico, where there is
a solar observatory. After buying a
shovel and renting a car, they proceeded
in their search.

Using the map in the game, they cal-
culated the area they wanted to search
was about one and a half miles from the
observatory. The game's map guided
them once they were in the nght area.
Runes on a stump near the bunal site
told them they were very near.

After some digging, they discovered
a metal box about one foot below
ground level. Inside, solidly encased in
wax, was the silver dragon. Instructions
in the box told the finder who to contact
at Metagaming. A struggling graduate
student had suddenly become $10,000
richer.

Metagaming was determined that the
next treasure hunt would be tougher.
Introduced one year later in August
1981, Treasure of Unicorn Gold re-
mains unsolved. The game is a sequel
to the first treasure-hunt adventure, but
all the clues needed to locate the unicom
are 1n the second game. Having Trea-
sure of the Silver Dragon can provide

(continued on page 91)
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Alternate View

G. Harry Stine
=

Although I'm as staunch a supporter of
our space program as my colleague,
albeit in a somewhat different manner,
['ve tended to let Dr. Jerry Poumelle
exhort the multitudes herein because he
does such an enthusiastic job of it. How-
ever, during the past few months I've
become aware of a space program crisis
in which you, dear reader, can truly be
the focal point and, if you will do it,
can really keep the sky from falling:

There is a definite, finite probability
that one of the four NASA Space Shuttle
Orbiters 1s going to prang.

This 1sn’t the ‘‘contingency landing’’
scenario that Lee Correy used 1n Shurtle
Down (Analog, December 1980-March
2, 1981). This 1s the Big One, the loss
of the entire Orbiter along with two to
seven people aboard; the total wipe-out
of 25% of the U.S.A.’s manned space

capability; and perhaps, depending upon
74

the scenario, people and property on the
ground as well.

How it happens is really inconse-
quential, insofar as we’re concerned
here. (Of course, it is of utmost, over-
arching importance to NASA and the
various NASA contractors involved, as
well as to the Department of Defense,
the Department of State, and a dozen
other governmental and international
organizations.) The Space Shuttle sys-
tem 1s incredibly complex. There are a
lot of things that can go wrong, that can
be overlooked dunng pre-flight check-
outs, or that can fail without warning.
There are probably little Apollo 13-type
unknown and unsuspected built-in en-
gineering accidents that can’t be spotted
until Houston is informed of the prob-
lem. As the number of successful flights
increases, there will be the inevitable
tendency to ease off because of growing
familianty with and trust in the system.
There are so many ‘‘failure modes’’ in
the system that, sooner or later, all the
tolerances are going to end up on the
short end along with the MTBF (mean
time between fatlure) of critical parts.
Don’t tell me you’ve never gotten an 8-
32 machine bolt that was too big for its
accompanying ‘‘matched’’ 8-32 nut be-
cause the bolt was on the high side of
the tolerance limit and the nut happened
to fall on the low side; it happens, and
it gives engineers and quality control
inspectors nightmares.

The catastrophe probably won't occur
because of “‘pilot error,’’ the catch-all
excuse far too widely used by the Na-
tional Transportation Safety Board in
relation to aircraft accidents. It will be
a few years yet before shuttle crews
grow to be as outwardly, professionally
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cool and inwardly over-confident as
some airline transport pilots have be-
come today. When the shuttle goes
boom, 1t will happen in spite of the ef-
forts of a brave, competent crew of
heroes-to-be.

Okay, so we lose an Orbiter and up
to seven people. So what? More than
50,000 people are routinely killed every
year in and by automobiles. In 1982 a
Boeing 737 whanged the 14th Street
bridge coming out of Washington Na-
tional Airport. Hardly a day goes by that
some pilot, military or civilian, doesn’t
misjudge something and end up as a
smoking hole in the ground. Death and
destruction are parts of our civilization.
A major transportation accident is a
sixty-second segment on the evening
network TV news, following which it’s
promptly forgotten except by grieving
friends and relatives, gnim-faced public
safety officials and investigators,  and
a stable of insurance adjusters and law-
yers.

Not so the shuttle, when it prangs.

The shuttle 1s very big, very expen-
sive, and very new. It is part of the space
program which has been a prime target
for many TV network executives, pro-
ducers, reporters, and researchers since
about, oh, say, 1967 or thereabouts
when it became obvious that the United
States was at least even with the Soviets
In space, when the ‘‘news value’’ began
to wear thin with the media people (but
not with the public, who continued to
throng the beaches on launch day), and
when loud voices began to complain that
the money should be spent on their pet
projects instead. ‘‘Like, let’s get some
cash into Harlem, man.’’

Although the space program (along

The Sky Is Going To Fall

with the defense program) is a massive
government-supported jobs program that
really works by upgrading people’s
skills in the highest of high technology
(and dunng the 1960s was a highly suc-
cessful poverty program in Dixie),
workers have to have some smarts in
the first place to benefit from it, al-
though nearly all workers including
ditch diggers can and have. This kind
of technology-based jobs program isn’t
at all understood by a surpnsingly large
number of important, influential, and
critical people sitting behind desks in
Manhattan and making the decisions
concerning what news events will be
reported and how they will be covered.
They don’t like the space program be-
cause they never could understand how
a manned lunar landing mission could
be accomplished to within a second of
a predetermined schedule (you should
see how they go about scheduling a
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