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A standard theme in science fiction
1s the concept of the contact between
human beings and an alien race having
a different cultural pattern. This edi-
torial, gentlemen, 1s an invitation for
help. Probably some of you who read
this are symbolic logicians; all of us
are theoretically versed m the for-
mulae of our Western Christian Cul-
tural Pattern, and all of us are, theo-
retically, capable of logic.

The proposition is as follows: Sup-
pose the Aliens do arnive, display
friendly, sincere, and intelligent inter-
est, and a genuine desire for mutual
improvement of understanding of the
universe. First, natural ly, the barriers
of language and cultural beliefs must
be understood, and contact established
on a real-communication basis.

Now any given word 1s a symbol,
~:and has relevance only in context. A
large part of that context is the social-
cultural matrix; for a really total-
alien, it would be as necessary to learn
the rules of the culture as to learn the
rules of the language. So, in an effort
to establish true communication, we

0

SOCIAL PATTERN

must lay before the visitors the rules
of grammar, the rules of pronuncia-
tion, and the rules of the cultural
matrix.

The rules of grammar in English are
somewhat arbitrary, but have been
formulated long since, and are readily
avatlable. The rules of pronunciation
in English are so exceedingly arbitrary,
and so poorly related to the rules of
spelling, that I would recommend that
the first contact be established in a
language such as Spanish, which has a
relatively sane degree of correlation
between spelling and pronunciation.

Then we come to the rules of Society
and Culture. These, to the best of my
knowledge and belief, have never been
derived and set down as a system of
postulates. Naturally, a culture must
derive from some system of postulates
concerning the nature of the Socio-
cultural Contract. The obvious way
to attack the problem would be to
analyze the system of society, and
derive from 1t the postulates on which
it 1s based. With the powerful tool of
symbolic logic this should be relatively

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
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Only 1t isn’t. Logic, symbolic or
otherwise, will work only on a system
of self-consistent statements; the best
logic can do when applied to a non-
self-consistent pattern is to keep sig-

naling frantically ¢ Illogical! Illogicall

Not subject to logical analysis!”

I find it is a perfectly fascinating
business to attempt to derive the pat-
terns of our culture, and determine
the basic postulates behind 1t! |

For example: Pride is a deadly sin.
But pride is a sense of strong respect
for one’s self and one’s own accom-
plishments. Social Postulate No. 114-B
holds that Pride is Indecent. But
Social Postulate No. 79-A holds that
Lack of Self-respect is Indecent.

The Expressed Code of Society, as
defined by those factors permissible
n “POIite Conversation,” and ex-
pressible in movies, radio and news-
papers, differs violently from the
Reality Code of Society. The Ex-
pressed Code holds possessiveness and
pride of possession to be* improper,
something to be scorned. The Reality
Code holds that an individual who
does not have pride of possession, and
covetousness enough to get posses-
sions, 1s an object of scorn.

It would be exceedingly interesting,
I thmk to set up a specifically, defi-
nitely s_tated system of postulates on

LSOCIAL PATTERN

which the Social Code rests. So far as
I can determine, the task is logically

impossible, since only by full accept-
ance of what George Orwell, in “ Nine-
teen Eighty-four,” called ‘double-
think ™ can such a feat be achieved. It

requires that the individual simul-
‘taneously believe and

accept two
mutually exclusive postulates.

Actually, of course, the society ex-

pects every man to do his duty—do

NOT question the rules; it’s indecent.

But it’s a fascinating source of
schizophrenic Insanity to require that
the individual simultaneously act on
mutually exclusive ideals. No one can
be perfectly adjusted to a system of
soclety that is not adjusted to its own
rules, and is not adjusted to the
physical reality of the beings com-
posing it. _

But, for the fun of it, be a robot
engineer faced with the problem of
inculcating a robot having infinite
memory, great analytical ability, and
capable of perfect logic and computa-
tion with the rules Society. Asimov’s
Three Laws of Robotics.are fun, but
inadequate; draw up a complete sys-
tem of postulates such that a logical,
thinking robot.could be a well-adjusted

‘member of our society.

After all, we all know the famihar

" code of society; anybody ought to be

able to do that little thing . .
THE EDITOR.



BY CYRIL JUDD

GUNNER CADE

irst of three parts. Gunner Cade had intelligence, loyalty, an
immense technical skill in combat—and a philosophy. But never in his
life had he been required to think—and he did his thinking only under

-

the most violent pressure!

lHlustrated by Pawelka

IFar below the sleeping loit, 1n an-
cient cellars of reinforced concrete, a
relay closed in perfect silent autom-
aton adjustment; up = through the
Chapter House, the tiny noises multi-
plied and increased. The soft whir of
machinery in the walls; the gurgle of
condensing fluid in conditioners; the
thumping of cookers where giant
ladles stirred the breakfast mash; the
beat of pistons pumping water to the
top.

8

Gunner Cade, consecrate Brother
in the Order of Armsmen, compliant
student of the Klin Philosophy, and
loyal citizen of the Realm of Man,
stirred in his sleepbag on the scrubbed
plastic floor. He half-heard the rising
sounds of the machinery of the House,
and recognized the almost impercepti-
ble change in the rhythm of.the air
blowers. Not quite awake, he listened
for the final sound of morning, the

- scraping noise of the bars at windows

and gates, as they drew back reluc-
tantly into the stone walls.

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
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It 1s fitting that the Emperor rules.

It 1s fitting that the Armsmen serve the
Emperor through the Power Master and
our particular Stars.

W hile thiss so all will be well, to the
end of lime.

The words came to his mind with-
out effort, before he opened his eyes.
He had not fumbled for them since his
sixth year when, between his parents

and himself, it had been somehow set-

tled that he would become a Brother

of the Order. For at least the six--

thousandth time, his day began with
the consclous affirmation of Klin.

The bars grated in their grooves,
and at the instant, the first light
struck through the slhits of windows
overhead. Cade shivered inside the
scanty insulation of his bag and came
fully awake, at once aware of the
meaning of the chill. This was a
Battle Morn.

The air blew steadily stronger and
colder from the conditioners, tingling
against his skin as Cade slipped from
his sleepbag and folded 1t, deflated,
into the precise small package that
would fit the pocket of his cloak. Tim-

GUNNER CADE

ll]]ﬂll]llll!mmuumlmmumllﬂi |

s

‘»
|
R

\ \.\:F'

{1
\
W

SNV

\\\\'i\

ing each action by the habits of thir-
teen years, he unbuckled his gun belt,
removed the gun, and closed away the
belt and sleepbag in the locker that
held his neatly folded uniform. It was
by now reflexive action ‘to open the

gun and check the charge, then close "

the waterproof seal.

. Battle Morn! With mounting ela-

tion, Cade performed each meticulous
detail of the morning routine, his
body operating like the smooth ma-
chine it was, while his mind woke
gradually to the new day. He thought
vaguely of Commoners lolling late in
bed, mumbling a morning thought of
the Emperor and breaking their fast

9



at a grossly-laden table. He thought
' {Vaguely of Klin Teachers waking with
subtle and elaborate propositions that
proved what any Gunner feels in his
~bones. He thought vaguely of his own
| Star of France, doubtless haggard this
morning after a night vigil of medita-
tion on the fitting course.

‘He thought, too, of the Emperor—

‘the Given Healer; the Given Teacher;
- the Given Ruler—but, like a gun’s
blast ca.me the thought ﬂns 1S not
fitling.

Guiltily Cade brought his attention

~ back to the bare room, and saw with

dismay that Gunner Harrow still lay
in his bag, yawning and stretching.

‘His indecent gaping was infectious;
Cade’s mouth opened first with amaze-
ment, then to say sharply: ‘‘Battle
Morn, Brother!”

“How ‘does it find you?” Harrow
replied.

What kind of Chapter House did
they have on Mars?

“Awake,” Cade answered coolly,
““and ready for a good death if that 1s
fitting—or a decorous life if I am spared
today.”

The Marsman seemed to miss the
reprimand entirely but he chhmbed out
of his bag, and began to deflate 1it.

“How long till shower?” he asked.

‘““Seconds,” was Cade’s contemptu-
ous answer. ‘‘Perhaps twenty or
thirty.”

The Marsman sprang to hife with a
speed that would have done him credit

10

under other c1rcumstance5+

the room beside him,

Cade
watched with dlsgust as the other
Gunner rushed for the wall cabinet
and stuffed away his sleepbag, still un-

folded, not yet fully drained of last

night’s air. The gun belt was thrown
in on top, and the cabinet door
stammed shut, with only an instant
left to seal the waterclosures of the

gun. Then the ceilling vents opened,

and the needle spray showered down
and around the room. A cool mvigo-
rating stream of water splattered
against the naked bodies of the men,
swept around to cascade down the
three walls of the room, and drained
out through the floor vent, leaving just
enough dampness for the scouring by
Novices when the Gunners had left
the room. :

Cade took his eyes from the Mars-
man, and triled to tear away his
thoughts as well. He watched de-
voutly while the water struck each
wall In turn, touching his gun to his
hps: For the Teacher, at the first 1m-
pact; to his chest, For the Healer, at
the next; and at the last, the long wall
to his brow, with awe, For liie Ruler,
the Emperor.

He tried not to think of Harrow
saluting the
cleansing waters with an unchecked
charge in his gun. It was true then,
what they said about conditions on
Mars. Laxity at any time was bad
enough, but to let the peril of sloth
pass from the previous day through
the purifying waters of a Battle Morn

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



~was more than Cade could under-
stand. A Novice might meet the
shower unprepared an Armiger might
fail to check his charge beforehand;
but how did Harrow ever rise to the
rank of Gunner? And why was such a

one sent to Cade on the eve of battle?

Even now, his own Battle Morn
meditations were disturbed.
Anger is a peril at all times. And

anger. 1s acutely unfitting on Battle
Morn before the Klin Teacher’s les-

~son. Cade refused to think of it further.
The water vents closed and he dressed
~without regard for the Marsman.

Each garment had its thought,
soothing and enfolding: they brought
peace. |

Undersuit: Lefee this the Order em-
braces the Realm.

Shirt: The Order protecls the Pmer
Master, slave of the brain, loyal heart of
the Realm. , i | |

Hose: Armsmen are sturdy pillars;
without them the Realm cannol stand,
but without the Realm the Order cannol
live. >

Boots: Armsmen march where the
Emperor wills; that is thewr glory.

Hedmet: The Order protects the Em-
peror—ithe Given Teacher, the Given

Healer, the Given Ruler—the brain and -

life of the Realm.
Cloak: Like this the Order wraps the
Realm and shields 1.

Again he touched his gun: to his

. lips, for the Teacher, to his chest, for the..

Healer; to his brow, with awe, for the
Ruler, the Emperor.

GUNNER CADE

other said.

Briskly he released the waterclo-

sures and dropped his gun into the belt
~on his hip. A gong sounded in the wall
~and Cade went to a cabinet for two

steaming bowls of concentrate, freshly

- prepared in the mash cookers far

below.

~ ““Brother?” said Harrow, as they
settled cross-legged on the floor to eat.

Silence at this time was customary
but not mandatory, Cade reminded
himself—and Harrow was new to this
Chapter.

‘“Yes, Brother,” he said.
~'“Are there other Marsmen among
us?”’ |

“I know no others,” Cade said
shortly. ““How would 1t concern you?”

‘“It would please me,” Harrow said
formally. “A man likes to be among
his own people in time of battle.”

Cade could not answer him at first.
What sort of talk was this? One didn’t
call himself “a man” In the Order.
There were Novices, Armigers, Gun-
ners, the Gunners Superior and the
wonderful old Arle who was Gunner
Supreme. They were your Brothers,
elder or younger.

“You are among your own people,’’
he said gently, refusing to let himself
be led into the peril of anger. “ We are
all your Brothers.”

“But I am new among you,” the
“My Brothers here are
strangers to me.”

That was more reasonable. Cade
could still remember his first battle for

11
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~the Star of France, after he left the

Denver Chapter where he spent his
youth. “Your Brothers will soon be
beside you in battle,” he reminded the

newcomer. “An Armsman who has_

fought by your side is no stranger.”
- “That will be tomorrow,”” Harrow
smiled. ‘And if I live through today,
I shall not be here long after.”

* Where, then?”

‘“Back to Mars!”

“How can that be?” Cade de-
manded. ‘‘Mars-born Gunners fight
for Earthy Stars. Earth-born Gunners
fight for the Star of Mars. That’s
HEting. oo

‘“ Perhaps so, Brother; perhaps so.
But a letter from my father at home
says our Star has petitioned the Em-

peror to allow him all Mars-born

Armsmen, and I would be one of
them.”

“Your Star is the Star of France,”
sald Cade sharply. He himself had re-
ceived Harrow’s assignment yester-
day, sealed by the Power Master, and

counter-sealed by the Gunner Su-

preme. He was silent a moment, then
could contain himself no longer. “By
all that’s fitting,”” he asked, ‘‘what
‘sort of talk 4s it? Why does an Arms-
man speak of himself as a ... a
man? And how can you think of ‘your
own people’ other than your Brothers
in arms?”’ '

The Mars-born Gunner hesitated.
“It’s newer on Mars. Six hundred
years 1sn’t a long time. We have a
proverb: ‘Earth 1s changeless but

12

done?’’

Mars is young.” And families—I ant
descended from Erik Hogness and
Mary Lara, who mapped the northern
hemisphere long ago. I know my cous-
ins because of that. Do you know any-
thing about your eight-times-great
grandfather or what he may have

“I presume,” said Cade stiffly,
“that he did what was fitting to his
station as I will do what is fitting to
mine.”’ B b S

“Exactly,” sald Harrow, and fell
silent—disconcertingly resembling a
man who had wrung an admission
from an opponent and won an argu-
ment by it. -

Cade went stiffly to the door and
opened 1t, leaving the empty bowls for
Harrow to return. The line of Arms-

‘men came In sight down the corridor

and they waited at attention to take

their place among the Gunners, march-

g in silence and with downcast eyes
along the route of procession to the
lectory.

Seated on the front row of benches
with twenty rows apiece of Armigers
and Novices behind, Cade was grate-
ful that the Klin Teacher had not yet
arrived. It left time for him to dispel
the perilous mood of irritation and
suspicion. By the time the man did
appear, he was properly calm.

It was fitting to be a Gunner; it was
fitting to be a Klin Teacher; they were
almost brothers in their dedication.
The glow almost vanished when the

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



man began to speak. - |
Cade had heard 'many’ Teachers
who’d been worse; it made not a parti-
cle of difference in the Klin Philosophy
whether it was expounded by a subtle,
able Teacher or a half-trained younger
son of a Star, as this fellow appeared
to be; what was fitting was fitting and
would be until the end of time. But on
a Battle Morn, Cade thought, a senior
teacher might have been a reasonable
tribute. The peril of pride, came a
thought like a gun’s blast, and he re-
coiled. In contrition he listened care-
fully, marking the youngster’s words.

“Since the creation of the worlds -

ten thousand years ago the Order of
Armsmen has existed and served the
Emperor through the Power Master
and the particular Stars. Klin says of
armed men: ‘ They must be poor, be-
cause riches make men fear to lose
them and fear 1s unfitting in an Arms-
man. lThey must be chaste because
love of woman makes men love their
rulers—the word rulers here means, as
always, Klin, the Emperor—Iless. They
must be obedient because the conse-
quence of disobedience is to make men
refuse even the most gloriously profit-
able death.” These are the words of
Klin, set down ten thousand years ago
at the creation of the worlds.”

It was wonderful, thought Cade,
wonderful how 1t all had occurred to-

gether: the creation of the worlds, the

- Emperor to rule them, the Order to
serve him and the Klin Philosophy to
teach them how to serve. The fitness

GUNNER CADE

‘and beautlful economy of 1t never
failed to awe him. He wondered if this
creation was somehow THE Fitness,

the original of which all others were

retlections.

The Teacher leaned fﬂrwardé speak-
ing directly to those in the fmnt TOwW.
“You Gunners are envied, but you do
not envy. Klin says of you Gunners:
‘They must be always occupied with
fiddling details’—I should perhaps ex-
plain that a fiddle was a musical instru-
ment; fiddling hence means karmoni-
ous, or proper. Another possibility is
that frddling 1s an error for fitting, but
our earliest copies fail to bear this out
—‘with fiddling details s6 they will
have no time to think. Let armed men
think and the fat’s in the fire.””’

Good old Klin! thought Cade af-
fectionately. He liked the occasional
earthy metaphors met with in the
‘““Reflections on Government.” Stars
and their courts sometimes diverted
themselves for a day or two by play-
ing at Commoners’ life; the same play-
fulness appeared in Klin'when he took
an 1mage from the kitchen or the fac-
tory. The Teacher was explaining the

- way Klin’s usage of think as applied to

anybody below the rank of a Star was
equated with the peril of pride, and
how the homely kitchen-metaphor
meant nothing less than wuniversal
ruin. ‘‘For Klin, as usual, softens the
blow.”

Irresistibly Cade’s thoughts wan-
dered to a subject he loved. As the

13



‘young Teacher earnestly expounded,
.the Gunner thought of the grandeur of
the Klin Philosophy: how copies of the
“Reflections” were cherished in all the
Chapter Houses of the Order, in all the
cities of all the Stars of Earth, on
sparsely-settled Venus, the cold moons
of the monster outer planets, on three
man-made planetoids, and on Mars.
What could be wrong with Harrow?
How could he have gone awry with the
Klin Philosophy to guide him? Was it
possible that the Teachers on Mars
failed to explain Klin ' adequately?
Even Commoners on Earth heard
Teachers expound the suitable por-
tions of the Philosophy. But Cade was
warmly aware that the Armsmen’s
~ study of Klin was more profound and
pure than the Commoners’.

- . Solcometoa sub]ect which
causes me some pain.”’” Cade brought
his mind back sharply to the words of
the Teacher. This was the crucial part,
the thing he had been waiting to hear.
‘“It is not easy to contemplate willful
wickedness, but I must tell you that
unfit deeds fill the heart of the Star of
Muscovy.: Through -certain Ssources
our Star of France has learned that
pride and greed possess his Brother to
the North. With sorrow he discovered
that the Star of Muscovy intends to
occupy Alsace-Lorraine with his Gun-
ners. With sorrow he ordered your
Superior to make ready for whatever
countermeasures may be fit, and it has
_been: ‘done. As you know, -this s

Battle Moin.” ' |

14

- Cade’s heart thumped with rage at
the proud and greedy Star of Muscovy:.

o “Klin says of such as the Star of
Muscovy: ‘The wicked you have al-

ways with you. Make them your gov-

ernors.” Governors 1s used metaphori-

cally, in the obsolete sense of a device

to regulate the speed of a heat engine

—hence, the passage means that when

-a wicked person is bent on unfit deeds,

you should increase your efforts to-

wards fit and glorious deeds to counter -

him. There are many interesting 1m-
ages 1 the Reflections drawn from
the world of pre-electronic—but that
1s by the way. I was saying that this is
Battle Morn, and that before the sun
has set many of you may have died.
So I say to all of you, not knowing
which will have the fortune: go on
your fitting and glorious task without
the peril of pride, and remember that
there 1s nobody 1n: the Realm of Man

‘'who would ‘not eagerly change places
-with you.” :::

The Teacher stepped down and

Cade bowed his head for the thought:

The Klin Philosophy in a Gunner is like

the charge in lus gun. It was a favorite

of his, saying so much 1in so little if you
had only a:moment, but if you had

‘more time 1t went on and on, drawing

beautifully precise parallels for every

circuit and element of the gun. But

there ‘was. no’time for that; the Su-

perlor, the :Gunner Superior to the
‘Star of:France, had appeared. He cast
‘a worried little glance at-a window,
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through which the sun could be seen,
and began at once:

“Brothers, our intelligence is that
one hundred Gunners, more or less,
are now flying from an unknown Mus-
covite base to occupy the Forbach-
Sarralbe triangle on the border of our
Star’s realm. Time of arrival—I can
only say ‘this afternoon or evening’
and hope I am correct. The impor-
tance of the area is incalculable. It was
a top secret until the information evi-
dently got to Muscovy. There is iron
ore 1 the district.” '

A murmur swept the lectory, Ja;nd
Cade murmured with the rest in as-
tonishment. Iron ore on Earth! Power

metal still to be found on the ten-

thousand-year-old planet after ten
thousand years of mining for the stuft
that drove engines and charged guns!
All reserves were supposed to have
been exhausted four hundred years
ago; that was why rust-red Mars had
been colonized, and from rust-red
Mars for four hundred years had come
Earth’s iron. "'

“Enough, Brothers! Enough! Our
plan will be roughly the same as that
employed in our raid last month on
Aachen—two divisions to the front,
one in reserve, The first company un-
der me will be based at Dieuze, about
forty kilometers south of the triangle.

The second company under Gunner
Cade will be based at Metz, fifty kilo- -

meters west of the triangle. The third

company will be in reserve, based at

Nancy, seventy kilometers southwest

GUNNER CADE

of the triangle. The companies will

‘proceed to their bases in two-man
- fliers immediately after this briefing.
‘““After arrival and the establish- .

ment of communication, my company
and Gunner Cade’s will send out air
scouts to reconnoiter the triangle. If
no enemy action is discovered from the
air, scouts will parachute for recon on
foot. The orders I will issue from that
point on will depend on their reports.
Man your fliers and take off at once,
Brothers. May your deeds today be
fitting and glorious.”

1.

Cade, icily calm, ran from the Chap-
ter House two hundred meters to the
flying field. He was not panting when
he swung himself into his small crait.
His fingers flew over the unlabeled
switches and dials of the panel. It had
been many years since he’d relied on
mnemonic jingles to recall the order
and setting of the more than two hun-
dred controls. As the red electronic
warmup fog misted from the tail of the
flier, his passenger, Armiger Kemble,
vaulted in and was 1mmediately
slammed back against his uncushioned

~ seat by a 3.25-G takeoff.

Paris was a blur beneath them, the

‘Paris that Cade, Denver-born, had

seen only from the air and the windows
of the Chapter House. Minutes later
Reims flashed past to their left. The
braking and landing in the square at
Metz were as cruel as the take-off.
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Cade had never spared himself or any-
body else on service, though he did not
know that he was famous for it.
““Brother,” he said to the battered
Armiger, ““line up the command set on
Dieuze and Nancy.” To his disgust

Kemble juggled with the map, the-

compass and the verniers of the aiming
circle for two minutes until he had laid
beams on the fields at the reserve base
and the other frontline command
post. The peril of pride, he guiltily
thought, choking down his annoyance.
The twelve other ships of his company
had landed by then.

“Brother Cade,” said the voice of
the Superior. *“ Scouts out!”

“*Scouts out, Brother,” he said, and
waved two fliers aloft. From them a
monotonous drone of ‘“No enemy ac-
tion”’ began over the command set.

The tune changed after five min-
utes: *“ Rendezvous with first company
scouts over Forbach. No enemy
action.”

“Brother Cade,” said the Superior,
“order your scouts to jump. My fliers
will provide cover.”

Cade ordered: ‘Second company
scouts—Gunner Arris, take over Gun-
ner Meynall’s flier on slave circuit.
Brother Meynall, parachute into For-
bach for recon on foot. Armiger Ray-
mond, recon Sarreguemmes Armlger
Bonfils, recon Sarralbe.”

Brothers Meynall, Raymond and
Bonfils reported successful landings.
The Gunner in Forbach said: “No

Commoners about at all. As usual. I'm
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in the village square headed for the’
‘Phone exchange. No en—" There was
the sound of a gun and no further
report.

Cade opened the Raymond-Bonfils
circuit to the Superior and reserve
company and snapped: ‘‘ Take cover.
Forbach 1s occupied. Gunner Arris re-
turn to base with fliers immediately.”

The Superior’s voice said: °“‘IFirst
company fliers return to base immedi-
ately. Brothers Raymnnd and Bonfils,
report!”

Armiger Raymond’s voice said:
“Sarreguemines 1s empty of Common-
ers. I've taken cover in the basement
of a bakery whose windows command
the square. I see movement at the
windows of a building across the
square—the town hall, ’phone ex-
change, water department and I don’t
know what else. It’s just a village.”

““Brother Bonfils, report!”

There was no answer.

““Brother Raymond, stand fast. We
shall mount an attack. Hold your fire
until the enemy is engaged and then
select targets of opportunity. You will
regard yourself as expendable.”

+*Yes, Brother.”

“Third Company at Nancy, you are
alerted. Second Company and Third
Company, rendezvous with First Com-
pany In ten minutes, at 1036 hours,
two kilometers south of the Sarralbe
town square. Align your fliers for un-
loading to fight on foot; we shall con-
duct a frontal assault on Sarralbe and
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clear it of the enemy. The Third Com-
pany will be on the leit wing, the Sec-
ond Company will be our center, and
the First Company will be in the right
wing. Gunner Cade, you will detail one
flier to amuse the enemy with a para-
chute attack on the town hall as our
skirmishers reach the square. Into
action, Brothers.”

“Load!” yelled Cade to his com-
pany and they tumbled Into their
craft. On the slave circuit he took the
fliers up In dress-parade style, hurled
them to the rendezvous and released
the ships for individual landings. T'he
First Company was aligned straight as
a string to his right, and moments
later the Third Company touched down.

Armiger Kemble had done a most
unsatisfactory job lining up the com-
munications, Cade reflected, but it was
not fitting in a Gunner to hold a griev-
ance. ‘ Brother,” he said, “I’ve chosen
you to conduct the diversion our
Superior ordered.”

The youngster straightened proudly.
“Yes, Brother,” he said, repressing a
pleased grin.

Cade spoke into his command set:
““Gunner Orris. You will remain here
in your flier during the attack, with

Armiger Kemble as a passenger. On .

my signal you will take off and fly
over the Sarralbe Towh Hall, drop-
ping Brother Kemble by parachute to
create a diversion. After dropping
him, return your flier to its present
position and dismount to join the
attack on foot.”

GUNNER CADE

The Armiger climbed out of Cade’s
flier to head for Orris’ craft, but hesi-
tated on the ground and turned to
brag: “I’ll bet I get a dozen of them
before they get me.”

“Well, perhaps, Brother,” said
Cade, and this time the grin did break
out as the Armiger marched down the
line. Cade hadn’t wanted to discour-
age him but the only Muscovite gun-
man he had a chance of killing before
he was picked off in midair was their
roof spotter. But how could he be ex-
pected to understand? Thirty seconds
of confusion among the enemy could
be vastly more important than killing
thirty of their best Gunners.

The clock said 1036: men boiled out
of the fliers and formed a skirmish line
carefully ragged. The raised right arm
of the Superior, far on the right of the
line, went down and the Brothers be-
gan to trudge forward, all with the
same solid, deliberate stride . . .

Cade’s eyes were everywhere; they
were scanning bushes for untoward
movements, the ground for new dirt
cast up in the digging of a foxhole,
trees for unnatural man-sized clumps
of foliage among the branches. But
somehow he felt his feet in his boots,
not painfully but happily. Gunners
march where the Emperor wills; that is
their glory. sk

Oft to the right a gun blasted. The
Superior’s voice sald in his helmet:
“Enemy observation post, one Nov-
ice. We got him but now they’re
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alerted in town.”’

He told the men flanking him:

“Enemy O.P. spotted us. Pass the
word, Brothers.” It murmured down
the line. Brothers who had absently
let themselves drift into a dress-
parade rank noticed it and lagged or
heel-and-toed until the line was prop-
erly irregular again.

It was done none too soon. Some
thirty meters to the leit of Cade the
excellently-camouflaged lid of a firing
pit flipped up as the line passed. The
Muscovite blasted two Armigers with
a single shot before he was killed. Defi-
lading fire into a straight rank would
have netted him twenty. The wood
grew thicker and direct flank contact
was lost. “Scouts out,” said the Su-
perior’s voice, and Cade waved two
Gunners forward.

Their eloquent arms were the eyes
of the Company. One upraised and the
Company saw possible danger; it
halted. The upraised arm down and
forward and the Company saw safety;
it trudged on. Both arms moved for-
ward in a gesture like clasping a great

bundle of straw and the Company was

alarmed by something inexplainable;
it inched forward with guns drawn,
faces tingling. Both arms beating down
like vultures’ wings and the Company
was face-to-face with grinning death;
it hurled its fifty ‘bodies to the ground
to dodge the whistling scythe.
Grinding himself into the ground

while his eyes methodically scanned

before him for the well-concealed
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Mruscovite combat patrol, Cade
thought: ¢ 1s fitting that we Gunmen
serve. He saw the unnatural movement
of a bush and incinerated it. In the
heart of the blaze was a black thing
that capered and gibbered like a large
ape—one more of the enemy charred
to nonexistence. His blast had given
away his position; automatically he
snap-rolled two meters and saw flame
blaze from a tree’s lower branches to
the spot he’d fired from. Before the
blast from the tree expired he had
answered 1t.

He thought: While this is so, all will
be well to the end of time.

The surviving scout’s arm went up
with an air of finality. The company
halted and the scout trotted back to
Cade. “Ten meters of scrub and un-
derbrush and then the town. Three
rows of four-story stone houses and
then the square, as I recall. The under-
brush 1s clear. But those windows
looking down on 1t—!"’

“Plunging fire,”” Cade muttered,
and he heard a sharp intake of breath
from beside him. He turned to look
sternly on-the young Armiger with
the stricken face, but before he could
reprove the lad, he heard Harrow, the
Marsman, intervene.

“T hate it, too,” the Gunner said,
and the unexpected note of sympathy
broke the youngster completely.

“I can’t stand it;”” he babbled,
hysterically. “That feeling you get
when it’s coming at you from above
and all the ground cover in the world
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~won’t help—all you can-do is tun! I
can’t stand it!”

“Quiet him,” Cade said with dis-
ogust, and someone led the Armiger
away, but not before Cade noted his
name. He would deal with 1t later.

“ Brother,”” Harrow spoke in his ear,
earnestly.

“What is it?”’ Cade snapped.

‘“Brother, I have an idea.” He hesi-

tated, but as Cade turned impatiently

away, he rushed on: ‘“Brother, let’s
give them plunging fire. No one would
have to know.”

“What are you talking about?”
Cade asked blankly. “There, aren’t

any trees high enough or near enough.”

The Marsman said wildly: “Cade,

GUNNER CADE
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don’t pretend to me. 1 can’t be the
only Gunner who ever thought of it!
Who’s going to know the difference?
I mean—" His throat sealed; he
couldn’t get the words out.

“I’'m glad to see you have some
shame left,” Cade said disgustedly. “I
know what you mean.” He turned
aside and called out: “ Bring back the
coward Armiger!’’ Assoonastheyoung-
ster was with them, he said: “I want
you to learn for yourself the conse-
quences of submitting to the peril of-
fear. Your outburst made Gunwner
Harrow propose that we . . . we fire
on the houses from our fliers.”

The Armiger looked down at his feet
for a long moment and then faced his
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commander. He said hoarsely, “I
didn’t know there were people like
that, sir. Sir, I should like to request
the honor of being permitted to draw
fire for our men.”

“You have earned no honors,” Cade
snapped. “ Nor does your rank entitle
you to privileged requests.” He looked
meaningfully at the Mars-born Gun-
fier.

Harrow wiped sweat from his face.
“I would have got back to Mars,” he
said, “back with my own people if I’d
lived through this one.”

- “You deserve less than this Gunner
Harrow,” Cade pronounced sternly
into a sudden listening silence. The
ﬁring was momentarily stilled ; the en-

emy was awalting their action. All the

Armsmen of France within hearing
distance of the episode had edged
- closer to be in on the final outcome.
Cade seized the moment to impress
an unforgettable lesson on his men.
He said loudly:

“Klin wrote: ‘ Always assume man-
kind is essentially merciful; nothing
else explains why crooks are regularly
returned to office.” If you know as lit-
tle of the Philosophy as you do of de-
cency, Brother, I should explain that a
crook 1s an 1mplement formerly used
by good shepherds and in this case
stands, by a figure of speech, for the
good shepherd himself. I shall obey
Klin’s precept of mercy. We need a
Gunner to draw fire from the house
windows so we can spot those which
are—Are you listening to me?”’
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- The Mars-born Gunner was mum-
bling to himself; he looked up and said
clearly, “Yes, Brother, I'm listening.”’

But his lips kept moving as Cade
went on: *“ We have to draw fire irom
the house windows so we can see which
are manned, blast them with a veolley
and take the house in a rush.”

“Yes, Brother, I’ll draw their fire,”
sald Harrow.

Cade wheeled suddenly,; and con-
fronted the rest of his company. “Are
you Armsmen,’”’ he demanded fiercely,
“or Commonerkitchen gossips? Back to
your posts before the enemy discovers
your weakness! And may the fighting
scourge your minds of this memory.
Such things are better forgotten.”

He called the first and third com-
panies on his helmet "phone and filled
them in—saying nothing of the dis-
graceful episode.

“Well done,” the Superior told him.
““Rush the first row of houses immedi-
ately; we have your co-ordinates and
will follow behind after you have se-
cured a house or two.”

Harrow’s muttering had started
again and become loud enough during
the conversation to be a nuisance. He
was repeating to himself:

“It 15 fitting that the Emperor rules.

“It 1s fitting that the Power M aster
serves him.

“It is fitting that we Gunrien serve
the Emperor through the Power M aster
and our particular Stars. °

“While this is so, all will be well
until the end of time.”
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Cade could not very well rebuke
him.

Harrow distinguished himself
drawing fire from the house windows.
In such an operation there 1s the risk
that—well, call him the ‘‘target’’—
the target will walk out in a state of
exaltation, thinking more of the su-
preme service he is rendering than
about the actual job of rendering it.
Cade was pleased and surprised at
the desperate speed with which Har-
row broke from the end of the wood
and sped through the brush, his cloak
flaring out behind him, proudly dis-
playing the two Gunner’s stripes at
the hem: a new brown one for France;
an old red one below for Mars.

A bolt from one window missed him.

“Mark,” snapped the first in a row
of picked shots.

A bolt from another window blasted
Harrow’s left arm, but he kept running
and even began to dodge.

“Mark,” said the second of the
sharpshooters. |

A third window spat fire at the dodg-
ing Gunner and hit the same burned
arm. il

“Mark.”

Another bolt from another window
smashed his legs from under him.

“Mark.”
 There was a little surge forward in
the line of waiting Stormers. Cade

threw his arm up, hard and {fast.

“He’s crawling,” he said. “They’ll
finish him oft.”

GUNNER. CADE

From a small and mnocent-looking

stairwell window fire jetted.

Sviatke |

‘“He’s done,” said Cade. “While this
15 so all will be well . . . Marksmen
ready; Stormers ready. Marksmen,
fire. Stormers, charge.” He led the
way, crashing through the brush, with
a torrent of flame gushing over his
head: his Marksmen, with the initia-
tive of fire, pinning down the Musco-
vites at their windows—almost all of
them. From two unsuspected windows
fire blazed, chopping down two of the
storming party. They were met with
immediate counterfire from wailting
Marksmen in the woods. And by then
there were ten Gunners in the dead
oground against the house wall. With
Cade 1in the lead, the Armsmen of
France swarmed down a narrow alley
that separated house from house and
blasted down a side door.

Like coursing hounds they flowed
through the house, burning down five
Muscovite Armsmen already wounded
by the neutralizing fire from the
woods, finding two others dead at
their windows. They lost one Armiger
of France, to the desperate dying fire
of a wounded Muscovite. The house

was theirs.

The rest of the company, except for
a pair of guards, trudged across the
brush and entered. |

Cade stationed men at the vital
upper windows and sat, panting, on
the floor of a bare second-story room.
All the rooms were more or less bare.
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It was probably so through all three
‘villages. He had seen .Commoners
-migrating. '
Clots of them, oozing slowly along
the roads. Their chief people in ground
cars, cursing at the foot-sloggers who
wouldn’t get aside. The carts, piled
high with household goods—the sniv-
eling, shrieking children. And yet—
And yet—there was a puzzle in 1it.
Not always, but almost always, they
knew in advance. The Muscovites, in
possession of the great secret of the
iron ore, had arrived to find that at
least part of the secret was known to
the lowliest Commoner—enough at
least to send him out on the road.

They were into the afternoon now,
with nothing to do but wait for the
First and Third companies. This would
- last a week, easily—three villages. to
clear. Perhaps the feint at the city
hall-—mf it came off today—would

crumple the Muscovites. And when

they go to Sarreguemines there would
be Brother Raymmd lying doggo 1n
the cellar—

He sat up with a guilty start. No-
body had checked the cellar in this
very house, if it had one, probably
~ because cellars didn’t have windows.
He got wearily to his feet and limped

downstairs to the first floor. There
seemed to be no further steps down—

and then he saw a gap between the
wall and an immense cherry-wood

cabinet bare of its dishes and memen-

toes. It creaked open when he tried
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- sweet cakes;

it and there were his cellar steps with o
guttering hght at the bottom.

- An old, old face, brown and wrin-
kled and ugly, was peering at him hy
the flickering light.

“Come up, Commoner,” he said.
“T wish to look at you.”
~ “No, sir,” the wrinkled face squeaked
in the voice of a woman. *“No, sir,
I cannot, sir, to my shame. My daugh-
ter, the lazy slut, put me and my dear
brother down here when the armed
men were about to come, for she said
she and her great fat husband couldn’t
be bothered with us. I cannot come up,
sir, because my legs won’t go, to my
shame.”
- “Then send up your brother, Com-
moner.”’ |

““No, sir,” the hag squeaked. “ My
dear brother cannot come up, to my
shame. My lazy slut of a dau ghter and

her great fat husband did not leave

the right food for him—he suffers
from the wasting sickness and he must
have the livers of animals every day—
and so he died. Are you an armed man,
sirp”’ |

“I am a Gunner of the Order oi
Armsmen, Commoner. Did you say

you had food down there?” Cade sud-

denly realized he was ravenous.

“I did, sir, but not the right kind
for my dear brother. I have the bot-
tled foods and the foods in boxes and
will you come down,
armed man, sir?”’

Cade prudently swung the great
cherry-wood chest wide open and de-
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scended the stairs. The woman lighted

his way to.a corner with the candle;
he expected to find a table or larder,
but the:light to his disgust flickered
on the wasted body of a tall man
propped against the cellar wall.

“That’s no concern of mine, Com-
moner,” he said. “ Where is the food?
I’ll take i1t and eat 1t upstairs.”

“Armed man, sir, I must unlock
three locks .on this chest”—she oes-
tured with the candle—‘“to get you
that and my hands are old and slow,
sir. Let me pour you a bit for your
thirst first, sir. You are truly an
armed man, siry”’ '

He tgnored her babble as she poured
him cider from a jug. “So that on
your hip is a gun, sir? Is it true, sir,
that you only have to pomnt it at a
person and he is shriveled and black
at once:’ .

Cade nodded, suppressmg his 1rri-
tation with effort. She was old and
foolish—but she was feeding him.

““And .1s. it. true, sir,” she asked
eagerly, ‘“that a shriveled and black
Commoner cannot be told from a
shriveled and black armed man?”’

That, it was 1impossible to let pass.
He struck her mouth, wishing furiously

that she would get the food and be -

done with it. And truly enough she did
begin to fumble with the clanking old
locks. in :the dark, but kept up her
muttering: ;' I see it is true. I.see it 1s
true. That 1s what happens when some-
.- thing is true, I call my daughter a lazy
slut.and she.strikes me on the mouth.

GUNNER CADE

I call her husband a greedy hog and

he strikes me on the mouth. That is

what happens—"’

KRage 1s @ peril, he told hlmse]f furl-
ﬂusly. Rage 1s.a peril. He gulped down
the cider and repressed an impulse to
throw the mug at the old fool’s head
or smash it on the old fool’s floor while
she fumbled endlessly with the clank-
ing locks. He bent over to put it pre-
cisely on the ﬂoor,r and toppled like a
felled oak. 3

At once he kuew what had hap—v
pened. and was appalled by the stupid-
ity of it. He, a Gunner, was dying,
poisoned by a. babbling idiot of a
Commoner. Cade dragged feebly at his
gun, and found the squeaking old
woman had taken it first. Better to die
that way, he thought in agony, though
still a shameful horror. He hoped
desperately as he felt consciousness
slipping away that it would never be-
come known. Some things were better
forgotten.

The old woman was standing in
front of him, making a sign, a detest-
able sign he half-remembered, like a

-parody of something you were dedi-

cated to. And she skipped nimbly up
and down the stairs with shrill, bathke
laughter. “I tricked you!” she squealed.

I tricked them all! I tricked my slut

of a daughter and her greedy fat hus-
band. I didn’t want to go with them!"”
She stopped at last, grunting with ani-

mal effort as she.tugged the body of

her brother, an:inch or less at a time,

to the foot of the stairs. Cade’s gun
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was in the waistband of her skirt.

As the last light ghmmered out, he
thought he saw the deep-etched leather
lines of her face close to his. “I wanted
an armed man, sir, that’s what I
wanted,” she cackled, ‘“and I have one
now!”’ Dried old lips parted over the
blackened stumps of her teeth as she
grinned in senile delight.

I1I.

Peril . . . peril . . . rageis a peril,
and vanity, and love of ease . . . This
 death was fraught with perils. Cade
groaned in the endless dark, and the
still-living flesh shrank with revulsion
as the evil vision' persisted and his
Iimbs were logs of stone. Tkis end is not
fitting! he would have cried bitterly,
‘but his hps had turned to 1ce, frozen
shut, and the strugghng spirit inside
could not breath a word of protest
or command.

To come to this end, this useless

end! He who had lived decorously,

who had served fittingly, he a sturdy

pillar of the Emperor, Gunner Cade!

It was no fitting death. ok
And still his heart beat pitilessly,

pumping gall and fury through his

velins.

Rage s a peril. Cade turned His eyes
mmward in meditation, seeking resig-
nation. Armsmen march where the Em-
peror wills. Pertl flees wn the face of
Jfitting service.

Two vistons filled his mner eye. He
turned from the ancient ugly face of
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evil to the fair countenance of service
and he knew at last that this death
was as the Emperor willed. If She
appeared, then all was well and would

be, for She came only at the last to

the Armsmen who marched where the

Emperor willed and died in the service

of his Star.

Then this was a fitting end! The
perils of rage and vanity had been
only a trial. He looked again upon the
ugly grinning face and found it had
lost all power over him. The pure

features of The Lady floated above

and behind 1t and exaltation coursed
through him as his heart beat on.

The heart beat on, and it was fitting
but it was not the end. The serene
countenance of The Lady bent over
him and yet he hved. All Armsmen
knew She came only at the last, and
only to those who were fitted, yet—

He lived. He was not dead. The
frozen lips moved as he muttered,
“Vanity is a peril.” He was alive, and
the lined old leather face was only
a hag he had seen before; The Lady
was a flower-faced Commoner Hirl,
beautiful to look on, but soullessly
mortal.

“Very well,” the crimson lips said
clearly, not to him, but across his re-
cumbent body to the hag. *“Leave us
now. They will be waiting for you 1n
the chamber.” _

“The armed man lives,” the old
volice rasped In reply. “I served the
armed man well and he still hives. My
slut of a daughter would never believe
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- I could do it. She left me behind for
 dead, she and her greedy—"’

‘“Leave us now!” The younger
woman was dressed 1n the gaudy rough
cloth of a Commoner, but her voice
betrayed her habit of command, “Go
to the chamber, and go quickly, or
they may forget to wait.”

Cade shuddered as the pincer fingers
of the hag creased the flesh of his fore-
arm. ‘“He lives,”’ she said again, and
chuckled, “The armed man lives and
his skin 1s warm.” Her touch was a
horror. Not as the touch of woman,
for there was nothing womanish about
her; she was past the age of peril. But
his skin crawled as with vermin at the
unclean fingering. He lashed out to
strike her arm away, and discovered
his hands were bound. The old woman
shuffled slowly away toward a door,
and while the young one watched her
g0, he pulled against the bonds, testmg
his strength.

Then the hag was gone, and he was
alone with the young female: a female
Commoner who looked most unfit-
tingly like a vision of glory, and spoke
most presumptuously like a man of
power, .

The bonds were not too tight. He
stopped pulling before she could dis-
cover that he might free himself.

She was watching him, and per-
versely he refused to look at her. His
" eyes took in every detail of the feature-
less room: the unbroken elliptical
curve of the ceilling and walls; the
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curved door, fitting into the shape of
the wall, and almost indistinguishable
from it; the -bed on which he lay; a

table beside him where the girl’s long

clean fingers. played Wlth a vial of
colored fluid.

He watched, while she 1dly turned
the cork in the vial to expose the nee-
dle end. He watched while she plucked
a swab of cotton from a bowl, and
doused it 1n colorless fluid from the
only other object in the room, a small
bottle on the table. He kept watching,
even when the girl began to speak,
his gaze obstinately fastened on her
hands, away from the perﬂous beauty
of her face.

“Cade,” she said urgently, ‘“can
you hear me? Can you understand
what I tell you?” There was no com-
mand in her voice now; it was low-
pitched and melodious. It teased his
memory, tugged at him till he stiffened
with the remembrance. Only once be-

fore had a woman called him by his

Armsman’s given name. T'hat was the
day he entered the Order, before he
took his vows. His mother had kissed
him, he remembered now, kissed him,
and whispered the new name softly, as
this girl was saying it. Since that day,

his eleventh birthday, no woman had

dared to tempt him to. peril with a
familiar address.

He laya still, thrusting: aside the
memory, refusing to reply.

‘“Cade,” she said again, ‘“there’s
not much time. They’ll be coming
soon. Can you understand me?”’

b
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The hands on the table moved, put
- down the needle and the swab, and
floated toward him. She placed her
palms on his cheeks, and turned his
face up to look into his eyes. Cade
could not remember, even from child-
hood, the touch of hands like these.
They were silken, but smooth—soft,
resilient, unbelievably good to feel.
They felt, he thought—and blushed
-as he thought—Ilike the billowing stuff
of the Emperor’s ceremonial robe,
~when 1t brushed his face as he knelt
at devotions on Audience Day.

This was no Audience Day. The
hands of a Commoner were on him
and contact with any female was for-
bidden. The blood receded from his
face, and he shook his head violently,
releasing himself from the perilous
touch. :

“I’'m sorry,” she said. “I’'m sorry,

~sir.” Then, incredibly, she laughed.
“I'm sorry I failed to address you
properly, and profaned your chastity
with my touch. Has 1t occurred to you
- that you are in trouble? What do you
place first? The ritual of your Order,
or your loyalty to the Emperor?”

“Armsmen march where the Em-
peror wills,” he intoned, “That 1s their
glory. Armsmen are sturdy pillars;
without them the Realm cannot stand,
but without the Realm the Order
cannot—’ &

Boots, he thought. Hose. They were
gone. He lifted his head a little, and
pain stabbed at the back of his neck
as he did so, but before he dropped
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back, he saw it all: garish crimson-
patterned pajamas of a- Commoner;
soft-soled sandals of a city-worker. No
boots, no hose, no cloak, no gun!

“What unfit place is this?”’ he ex-
ploded. “In the name of the Order of
which I am a member, I demand that
I be released and my gun returned
before—’

“Quiet, you fool!”’ There was some-
thing in the command that stopped
him. “ You’ll have them all here if you
shout. Now listen closely, if there’s
still time. You are the captive of a
group that plots against the Emperor.

I cannot tell you more now, but I am

nstructed to inject you with a sub-
stance which will—""

She stopped suddenly, and he, too,
heard the steady footsteps coming
nearer from—where? A corrnidor out-
side? o

Something pressed against his lips,
something smooth and shppery.

“Open your mouth, you idiot ! Swal-
low it, quick! It will—"

The door opened smoothly from the
wall, and the footsteps never lost a
beat. They advanced to the center of
the room, and stopped precisely, while
their maker stared about him with an
odd bemusement.

“I seek my cousin,” he announced
to the air.

“Your cousin is not here,” the girl
replied smoothly. “I am his helper
and I will take you to him.” Three
steps brought her to the rigid figure.
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She touched him lightly on the nape
of the neck. “Follow me,” she com-
manded. |

With no change of expression on his
pale face, the man turned and went
after her; his uncannily steady foot-
steps marking time toward the door.
But before they reached it, it opened
again and another man sailed in. This
one was small and wiry, dressed in the
gray uniform of the Klin Service, tunic
belted properly over the creased trou-
sers; domed hat set squarely on his
head, boot-wraps neatly wound around
his calves. He was breathing hard;
he closed the door f&%t and leaned
. against 1t. |

“Here 1s your cousin,” the girl said
coldly. “He will take you in charge
now.’’

Cade stopped strugghng with the
bonds on his wrnists and let his eyelids
drop as the man in gray looked toward
him and asked: “How 1s he? Any
trouble?”’ |

“He's no trouble.” The girl’s
was contemptuous.
covering.”’

“Good.” Cade heard the sharp in-
take of breath, and then the nervous
edginess went out of the man’s voice.

tone
“He’s just re-

“I am your cousin,” he said evenly. .

“You will come with me.”

“You are my cousin,” answered the
toneless voice of the sleepwalker. “I
am to report that my mission is ac-
complished. 1 have succeeded 1
kilhng—*

“Come with me now. You will make
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your report in—""
“Killing' the Deskman In Charge
of—"”’ S e _

“In another room. You will 1ep0rt |

‘to-me priv—"

SOt the Thu'd D1str1(:t Gf hlm

Serv—""

‘““Privately. In another room.”

Cade let his eyelids flicker open
enough to observe the agitation of the
man in gray as the droning report went
on unmindful of the efforts at control.

“Service. Am 1 to destroy myself
now? The mission is successfully ac-
complished.” It stopped at last.

And not a moment too soon. Cade’s
hands, now free, were safely at rest
again when the man in gray turned
back to look at him.

“Seems to be all right still,” he said
stiffly, surveying Cade. Deliberately,
Cade let his eyelids flutter. “He’s
coming out of it though. Id better

-get this fellow out of the way.”

“Perhaps you’d better.” The girl’s
voice now expressed infinite disgust.
“Is he one of yours?”’

“No, I'm just taking his report.
Larter put him under.”

“Larter’s new,’”’ she admitted, and
fell silent.

“Well—"’ There was a moment’s
embarrassed silence, and Cade let his
eyes open all the way, to find the man
standing, hesitant, in the doorway.
““Maybe I better stay around. He’s a
gunman, you know. He 1111ght-—~—

“I said I can handle him,” she re-
plied. “Suppose you take care of your
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man before he gets . . . walch out!”

‘The sleepwalker’s eyes were large
and brilliant, fascinated by the needle
on the table. He saw Cade, stretched
out on the bed, and sudden animation
flooded his face. |

“Don’t let them do it to you!” he
screamed. ““ Don’t let them touch you.
They’ll make you like me.”

While the other man stood ashen-
faced and horrified, the girl acted so
swiftly that Cade might almost have
admired her, if she had been anything
but a female Commoner. She was
across the small room, and back again
with the needle in her hand even .as
the man screamed his warning to
Cade. Before the Commoner could lift
his arm to brush 1t aside, she drove
the needle home, and the plunger

after 1t.
o 4S-s-5-5-5-8"”

The man in gray was ready when she
hissed at him. _

“You will come with me,” he In-
toned. “You will come with me now.
You will come with me.”’

Cade had seen hypnotists at work
before, but never with the aid of a drug
so swift as this. He felt the capsule the
girl had given him getting warm and
moist between his lips. Horror seized
him, but he waited as he knew he must
till the door was closed behind those
inhumanly even footsteps.

- He knew how fast the girl could
move; he had seen her in action. Gun-
ners are sturdy pillars. It 1s fitting that
we serve. His timing was perfection
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itself as he spat the dangerous pill
from his mouth and leaped from the
bed. She had hardly time to turn

from the door before his fist caught

her a round blow on the side of the
head, and she crumpled silently to the
floor.

1V.

He had to get out of here.

He had to get back to the Chapter
House. He looked at the girl, lying
face down on the floor, and was un-
comfortably aware of the feel of the
rough Commoner clothes against his
own skin, and then acutely conscious
of a blank feeling on his right hip,
where his gun should be.

The Klin Philosophy in a Gunner is
like the charge in his gun.

He remembered, and shuddered as
he remembered, the awful blandness
with which she had admitted plotting
against the Emperor. ¢ is fitting that
the Emperor rules. While this is so,
all will be well till the end of time.

Cade took his eyes from the crum-
pled figure of the girl, and examined
the strangely featureless room once
more. There was nothing new to be
seen. He approached the inconspicu-
ous door. Beyond it, there was a way
out. This place of horrors, whatever
and wherever 1t was, would have to be
burned from the face of the earth, and
the sooner he escaped the sooner it
would happen. Without pride but with
solid thankfulness he was glad that
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he, a full Gunner, was here instead of
a Novice or an Armiger.

Beyond the door was an empty
corridor whose only purpose seemed
to be the connection of the featureless
room with other rooms fifty meters
away. He was suddenly sure that he
was underground. There were six doors
at the end of the fifty-meter corridor,
and he heard voices when he listened
at five of them. Calmly he opened the
sixth and walked into an empty room
about ten by twenty meters, well-lit,
equipped with simple benches and a
little elevated platform at one end.
Along one wall were three curtained
booths whose purpose he could not
fathom. But he dived into one with
desperate speed at the sound of ap-
proaching voices. '

The booth was 1n two sections sepa-
rated by a thin curtain. In the rear
section, against the wall, you could
look out and not be looked in on. It
was an arrangement apparently as in-
sane as the gray, egg-shaped room,
but it was a perfect observation post.
Through the gauzy inside curtain and
the half-drawn, heavier outside curtain,
he saw half a dozen Commoners enter
the place, chatting in low voices. Their

.clothes were of the usual cut but a

uniform drab brown instead of the
ordinary gaudy parti-color.

The drab-clad Commoners fell silent
and sat themselves on a front bench
as other Commoners in colored clothes
began to straggle in and sit. There
were about fifty of them. One of the
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‘front'—l_:ieﬂchers rose and, standing in
front of the little stage, did something
‘that " Cade. recogmzed he made the
same detestable sign with which the
old poisoner had mocked him. Watch-
ing carefully, the Gunner saw that it
was an X overlaid with a P. The right
hand touched the left shoulder, right
hipbone, right shoulder, left hipbone,
and then traced a line up from the
navel to end 1n a curlicue over the
face. It was manifestly a mockery of
the Gunner’s ten-thousand-year-old
ritual when donning his gun. Cade
coldly thought: They’ll pay for that.
All the séated Commoners repeated

the sign, and the standing man began
to speak, in a resonant, well-trained
voice: “The first of the first of the
good Cairo.” He began making intri-
cate signs involving much arm-waving.
Tt went on for minutes, and Cade
quickly lost interest, though the
seated Commoners were, as far as he
could make out, following raptly. At
last the Commoner said: “That 1s how
you shall be known—the first of the
fear. >

Idiotically, twenty Commoners from
the back benches got up and filed out.
Cade was astonished to see that some
of them were silently weeping.

The speaker said when they had
lett: ~“ The first of /‘the ‘fust~ol" the
good Cairo in the second degree,” and
“the lights went out, except for a blue
spot on the platform. The speaker,
standing a little to one side, went
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through the same signs as before, but
much more slowly. The signs were co-
ordinated with a playlet enacted on
the stage by the other drab-clad Com-
moners. It started with the speaker
spreading his palms on his chest and
an “actor” standing along in the cen-
ter of the platform. Both speaker and
actor then made a sweeping gesture
with the right hand waist-hich and
palm down, and a second actor crawled
onto the platform . . . and so on un-
til the first actor, who had never
moved, laid his hand successively on
the heads of six persons, two of them
women, whb seemed pleased by the
gesture.

About mldway through the riga-
marole Cade suddenly realized where
he was and what it was all about. He
was in a Place of Mystery! He, a Gun-
ner, knew little about the Mystery
Cults. There were, he recalled, four
or five of them, all making ridiculous
pretensions to antiquity. Above all,
they were ridiculous when you thought
of them: Commoners’ institutions
where fools paid to learn the “esoteric
meaning ’ of gibberish phrases, mystic '
gestures and symbolic dramas. Pre-
sumably a few foxy souls had made a

good thing of it. They were always

raiding each other for converts, and
often with success. Frequenters of
Mysteries were failures, stupid even
for Commoners, simply unable to grasp
the pmpomtlons of the Klm Ph1]05—-
oplyy.-

There weremlet’s see—the Muzzled
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- Mystery, which had something to do

with a crescent and kicking every dog
you saw; the Joosh Mystery which
had invented a whole language—Hib-
ber? Jibber?—and stuck pins In a
statue named Stalin with a cowlick
and a small mustache; the Scientific
Mystery which despised science and
sometimes made a httle trouble at the
opening of new hospitals. He couldn’t
place anything called the Cairo Mys-
tery.

But it was frightening. The weak-
minded adherents of the Mpysteries
could swallow anything if they could
swallow the Mysteries themselves—
" evena plot against the Realm of Man.

The lights were on again and the
ridiculous proceedings outside appar-
ently were drawing to a close when
two more Commoners entered-—one
_of them the man in gray, “Cousin.”

“Cousin” murmured something to
the drab-clad speaker—Cade could
oguess what. He burst from the booth
towards the door at a dead run.

“Stop him!”

“Sacrilege!”

HA Spy!”

“Get him! Get him!”

But, of course, they didn’t. They
just milled and babbled while Cade

plowed through them, made the door—

and found 1t locked.

“Cousin’’  announced loudly as
Cade turned his back to the wall,
““Seize him, beloved. It i1s a Joosh spy
trying to steal our most secret rituals.”

“He’s lying,” yelled Cadeé. “I am
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Gunner Cade of the Order of Arms-
men. My Star is the Star of France.
Commoners, I command you to open
the door and make way for me.”

““A ridiculous pose, spy,* said Cou-
sin smoothly. “If you are a Gunner,
where 1s your gun? If you are oi the
Star of France, what are you doing here
wn Baltimore? ”’

The Commoners were impressed.
Cade was confused. In Baltimore?

“Bear him down, my beloved!”
shouted Cousin. ‘“ Bear down the Joosh

spy and bring him to me!”

The Commoners muttered and surged
and Cade was buried beneath their
numbers. He saw the keen face of
“Cousin’” close to him, felt the stab
of a needle in his arm. For the first
time, he wondered how long he had
been drugged. Baltimore! Of course,
the mysteries were world-wide. He
could as easily have been in Zanzibar
by now, or his native Denver, instead
of France, as he had assumed.

There was no doubt about it; the
Mysteries would have- to be sup-
pressed. Up to now they had been tol-
erated, for every Mystery solemnly
claimed it was merely a minor auxili-

“ary of the Klin Philosophy and that

all adherents were primarily followers
of Klin. Nobody had ever been fooled
—until now.

“He’ll be all right now,” said Cou-
sm. “Two of you pick him up and
carry him. He won’t struggle any
more.”’
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Gunners march where the Emperor

wills; that is their glory. Cade struck

out violently with arms and legs at
once, as the Commoners attempted to
lift him from the floor. Nothing hap-
pened —nothing, except that they
lifted him easily and carried him out
of the big room. Vanity is a peril. An
emotion flooded Cade, an unfamiliar
feeling that 1dentified itself with noth-

ing since earliest childhood. He was

frog-marched down the corridor, 1gno-
miniously helpless in the hands of two
Commoners, and understood that
what he telt was shame.

They carried him into the feature-
less room again, and strapped him to
‘the bed on which he had awakened—
how long?—before. He heard Cousin
say: ‘“Thank you my beloved, in the
name of the good Cairo,” and the door
closed.

Rage drove out shame and vanity
both as a woman’s voice said clearly:
“You bloody fool!”

He 18 my dear,;” -said-"* Cousi’
unctuously, “but quite clever enough
for us. Or he will be shortly, when he

)

understands how to use the limited

intelhigence his Order has left him.”
Gleeful satisfaction trickled through
the man’s voice. ‘““He 1s quite clever
_enough—he knows how to kill. And he
is strong—strong enough to kill. Let
me see the bruise he gave you—"
“Take your hands off me, Cousin.

I’'m all right. Where will you start him

from?”
“He can come to in-any park; it
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doesn’t matter.”

“If he fell off a bench he might be
arrested. Some place with a table for
him to lean-on—?"’

“You're right. We could dump him
at Mistress Cannon’s! How’s that?
A chaste Gunner at Mistress Can-
non’s!”

The girl’s laughter was silvery. “I
must go now,”” she said.

“Very well. Thank you, my be-
loved, in the name of the good Cairo.”
The door closed.

Cade felt his shoulders being ad-
justed on the table where he lay. He
looked at gray nothingness. There was
a click and he was looking at a black
Spdt.

Cousin’s voice said: “You notice
that this room has little to distract
the attention. It has no proper corners,
no angles, nothing in the range of your
sight for -your eye to wander to. Either
you look at that black dot or you close
your eyes. It doesn’t matter which to
me. As you look at the black dot you
will notice after a while that it seems
to swing toward you and away from
you, toward you and away from you.
This 1s no mechanical trickery; it is
simply your eye-muscles at work mak-
ing the dot seem to swing toward you
and away, first toward you and then
away. You may close your eyes, but
you will find it difficult to visualize
anything but the dot swinging toward
you and away, first toward you and
then away. You can see nothing but
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the dot swinging toward you and
away—"’

It was true; it was true. Whether
Cade’s eyes were open or closed, the
black dot swung and melted at the
edges, and seemed to grow and swal-
low the grayness and then melt agan.
He tried to cling to what was fitting—
like this the Order wraps the Realm
and shields it—but the diabolical hyp-
notist seemed to be reading his
thoughts.

“Why fight me, Master Cade? You
have no boots. You have no hose. You
have no shirt. You have no cloak. You
have no gun—only the dot swinging
toward you and away. Why ficht me?
Why fight the dot swinging toward
you and away? Why fight me? I’'m
your friend. T’ll tell you what I’ll do.
You have no boots. You have no hose.
You have no cloak. You have no gun.
Why fight your friend? You only have
the dot swinging toward you and
away. Why fight me? I'll tell you
what to do. Watch the dot swinging
towards you and away—"

He had no boots. He had no hose.
‘He had no cloak. He had no gun.
Why fight his friend? That girl, that
evil girl had brought him to this. He
hated her for making him a Gunner—
but he was not a Gunner, he had no
gun, he had nothing, he had nothing.

“You don’t know. You don’t know.
You don’t know. You don’t know.
You don’t know. You don’t know. You
don’t know. You don’t know.”

The self-awareness of Cade was no
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longer a burning fire that filled him
from his scalp to his toes. It was iading
at his extremities, the lights going out
in his toes and fingers and skin, re-
treating, retreating.

“You will go to the palace and kill
the Power Master with your hands.
You will go to the palace and kill the
Power Master with your hands.”

He would go—his self-awareness,
a dim light in his mind watched it
happen and cried out too feebly. He
would go to the palace and kill the
Power Master with his hands. Who
was he? He didn’t know. He would go
to the palace and kill the Power Mas-
ter with his hands. Why would he?
He didn’t know. He would go to the
palace and kill the Power Master with
his hands. He didn’t know. The spark
of ego left to him watched it happen
and was powerless to prevent it.

V.

Blackness and a bumping—rest and
a sensation of acceleration—a passage
of time and the emergence of sounds
— a motor, and wind noise, and voices.

Laughter. ‘

“Will he make 1t, do you think?”

“Who knows?”’

“He’s a Gunner. They can break
your back in a second.”

“I don’t believe that stuff.”

“Well, look at him! Muscles like
iron.” |

“They pick ’em that way.”

““Naw, 1t’s the training they get. A
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Gunner can do it if anybody can.”

“I don’t know.”’

“Well, if he doesn’t, the next one
will. Or the next. Now we know we can
do it. We’ll take as many as we
need.”

“It’s risky. It’s too dangerous.” .

‘“Not the way we did it. The old
lady came along with him.”

A jolt.

“You’ve got to walk him to Can-

non’s.’”’

“Two blocks! And he must weigh—"’
“T know, but you’ve got to. I'm
in my grays. What would a Klin
Service Officer be doing in Cannon’s?”’
“But . . . oh, all right. I wonder i
he’ll make 1t?”

Lurching progress down a dark
street, kept from falling by a panting,
cursing blur. A dim place with clinking
noises and bright-colored blurs moving
in it.

‘“E-e-easy, boy. Steady there—
here’s a nice corner table. You like
this one? All righty, into the chair.
Fold, curse you. Fold.” A dull blow 1n
the stomach. “Tha-a-at’s better. Two
whiskies, dear.” “

“What’s the matter witcha friend?”

“A little drunkie. I’'m gonna leave
him here after I have my shot. He
always straightens up after a little
nap.”’

“Yeah?"

“Yeah. Idon’t wanta see any change
out of this; dear.

“Thass different.”

“Back so quick, dear?’”
34

“Here’s ya whisky.”

“Righto. Mud in your eye and drib-
bling down your left cheek, dear. You
hear me, fella? I'm going bye-bye now.
I'll see you on the front page. Haw!
I'll see you on the front page!” The
talking blur went away and another,
brighter-colored one came.

“Buy me a drink? You’re pretty
stiff, ain’t you? Mind if I have yours?
You look like you got enough. I'm
Arlene. I’m from the South. You like
girls from the South? What’s the mat-
ter with you, anyway? If you’'re asleep,
why don’t you close your eyes, big
fella? Is this some kind of funny,
funny joke? Oh, fall down dead.
Comic!”

Another bright-colored blur: “ Hello;
you want company? I noticed you
chased away Arlene and for that 1
don’t blame you. All she knows 1s
‘buy-me-a-drink;’ I ain’t like that.
I like a nice, quiet talk myself once 1n
a while. What do you do for fun, big
fella—follow the horses? Play cards?
Follow the wars? I’'m a fighting fan
myself. I go for Zanzibar. That Gun-
ner Golos — man! This year already
he’s got seventeen raids and nine kills.
That’s what you call a Gunner. Hey,
big fella, wanna buy me a drink while
we talk? Hey, what’s the matter with
you anyway? Oh, heck. Out with his
eyes open.”’

The blur went away. Vitality began
to steal through sodden limbs, and
urgent clarity flashed through the
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mind. Go fto the Palace and kill the

Power Master. The hands on the table
stirred faintly and the mind inside
whirred into motion, tabulating knowl-
edge with easy familiarity. You killed
people with your hands by smashing
them on the side of the neck with the
side of the hand below the little finger
—sudden but not positive. If you had
time to work for thirty seconds, with-

out interruption, you took them by

the throat and smashed the tracheal
cartilage with your thumbs.

Go fto the Palace and kill the Power
Master with your hands. One hand
crawled around the emptied whisky
glass and crushed it to fragments and
powder. If you come up from behind,
you can break a back by locking one
' foot around the instep, putting your
knee in the right place, and falling
forward as you grasp the shoulders.

A gaudily-dressed girl stood across
the table. “I’'m going to buy you a
little drink, big fella. I won’t take no
for an answer. I got it right here.”

His throat made a noise which was
not yet speech, and his hands lifted
off the table as she stood beside him
with a small bottle. His arms would
not lift more than an inch from the
table. The drink in h1s mouth burned
hike fire. . -

“Listen to me, Cade,” sald the girl
into his ear. ““ No scenes. No noise. No
trouble. As you come to just sit still
and listen to me.’

' Like waking up. Automatically the
morning thought began to go through
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his mind. ¢ is fitting that the Empera;*

rules. It is fitting that the Power
M aster—
- “The Power Master!” he said-
hoarsely.

“It’s all right,” said the glrl ¥
gave you an antidote. You’re not
going to—do anything you don’t want
to.”” Cade tried to stand, but couldn’t.
“You’ll be all right in a minute or
two,”” she said. = “

He saw her more clearly now. She
was heavily made up, and the thick
waves of her hair reflected the bright
purple of her gossamer-sheer pajamas.
That didn’t make sense. Only the star-
borne wore sheer; Commoners’ clothes
were of heavy stuffs. But only Com-
moner females wore pajamas; star-
borne ladies dressed in gowns and
robes. He shook his head trying to
clear it and tore his eyes from the
perfection of her body, clearly visible
through the bizarre clothing.

The gesture did not escape her; she

- flushed a little. “That’s part of the

cover-story,” she said. “Fm not.”

Cade didn’t try to understand what
she was talking about. Her face was
incredibly beautiful. “ You’re the same
one,”’” he said. ‘““The Commoner from
that place.” ' ’

“ Lower your voice,” she said coolly.
“This time, listen to me.”

“You were with me then before,”
he accused her. His speech was almost
clear and he could move his arms.

“Don’t you understand?’’ she
snapped. “If you’d swallowed that
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capsule 1 gave you, you’d never have
gone under. But you had to bash me
~ unconscious, break out and try to
make it on your own.’

She was right about that He hadn’t
succeeded in getting out of the place.

“All right,” she went on, when he
didn’t reply. ‘“Maybe you’re going
to be reasonable after all. You’'re feel-
ing better, aren’t you? The—compul-
sion is gone? Try to remember that I
came after you to give you the release
drug.”

Cade found he could move his legs.
““Thank you for your assistance,” he
said stiffly. “I’'m all right now. I have
to get to . . . to the nearest Chapter
House, I suppose, and make my re-
port. I—”’ It went against all training
and was perhaps even disobedient, but
she kad helped him. “I will neglect to
include your description mn my re-
port.” ", ' '

“Still spouting high- and-mlghty,
‘she said wearily. “ Cade, you still don’t
‘understand it all. There are things you
don’t know. You can’t—"

“Give me any further information
you may have,” he interrupted. ‘‘ After

that may 1t please the Ruler we two

shall never meet again.”

The words surprised him, even as
he spoke them. Why should he be
willing to protect this—creature—
from her just punishment? Very well
she had helped him; that was only her
duty as a common citizen of ' the
Realm. He was a sworn Armsman
There was no reason to sit here listen-
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ing to her insolence; the City Wa,tch
would deal with her.

“Cade—"" She was glgghng That
was intolerable. “ Cade, have you ever
had a drink before?”’

“A drink? Certainly I have quenched
my thirst many times.” She was un-
fitting, upsetting, and insolent as well.

“No, I mean a drmk—a, strong
alcoholic beverage.” .

“It 1s forbidden—"”’ He stopped,
appalled. Forlidden! Love of woman
makes men love their rulers less.

“See here, Commoner!” he began
In a rage.

“Oh, Cade! now you’ve done it.
We’ve got to get out of here.” Her voice
changed to a nasal wheedle; “Let’s
get out of this place, honey, and come
on home with me. I'll show you a real
good time—"’

She was cut off by the arrival of a
massive woman. “I’m Mistress Can-
non,” said the newcomer. “What’re
you domg here, glrhe? Yc)u ain’t one
of mine,’

“We was just 'leaving, ‘honest—
wasn’t we, big fella?” '

“Iwas,” sald Cade; he swayed as he
rose to his feet. The g1rl followed

sticking close to him.

Mistress Cannon saw them grimly
to the door. “If you come back,
girlie,” she said, “I may wrap a bar
stool around your neck.”’

Outside, Cade peered curiously
down the narrow darkness of the city
street. How did Commoners get places?
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the plotters.

*“ I assure you,” he said kindly, “that
the prospect of my eventual death In
battle does not trighten me. You Com-
moners don’t understand 1it, but 1t 1s
so. All I want to do 1s get this In-
formation into the proper hands and
resume my fitting task as Gunner.”

She made a puzzling, strangled
notse and said after a long pause:
“That’s not what I meant. I’'ll speak
more plainly. You had an alcoholic
drink tonight—two of them, in fact.
You're not accustomed to them. You
are what 15 called, among us Com-

§ 1 "l'l"
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moners’’— she paused again, swal-
lowing what seemed 1nexplicably like

laughter—“blasted, birdy, polluted,
or drunk. I’ll be merciful and assume
that your being blasted, birdy, pol-
luted or drunk accounts for your

pompous stupidity. But you are not
going anywhere by yourseli. You're
going to come with me, because that’s
the only safe place for you. Now please
stop being foolish.” Her face was
turned up to his, pleading, and in the
wandering rays of light from a distant
street -lamp, she seemed more than
ever the perfect likeness of The Lady,
the perfection of womanhood that
could never be achieved by mortal
females. Her hand slipped easily
around his arm, and she clung to him,
tugging at him, urging him to follow
her. | | -

Cade didn’t strike her. He had
every reason to, and yet, for some rea-
son he could not bring himself to
shake her off as he should have done,
to throw her to the ground, and leave
her and be rid of her peril forever. In-
stead he stood there, and the flesh
of his arm crawled at the soft touch
of her hand through the commoner’s
cloth he wore. e

“If you have nothing more to ‘tell
me,” he.said coldly, “I'll leave you
now.”” They were !at a corner; he

turned up the side street and noticed

that there were brlﬂhter hghts and
taller buildings ahead. . |

~ The girl didn’t let go. She ran along
at his side, holding on, and talking

38 :

in a furious undertone, “I'm trying to
save your life, you idiot. Wi/l you stop
this nonsense? You don’t know what
you’re getting into!”” 1 -

There was a Watchmaln standing
across the street, on the opposite cor-
ner, a symbol of familiar security 1n
immaculate Service gray. Cade: hesi-
tated only an instant, remembering
where he had last seen that uniform
desecrated. But surely, surely, that
was not cause enough to lose all faith.

He turned to the girl at his side.

‘The touch of her hand was like fire

against his arm. ‘“Leave me now,” he
told her, “or I cannot promise for your
safety.”

‘““Cade, you mustn’t.”

That was intolerable. Love of woman,
he thought again, and shook off her
arm impatiently as he- would have
brushed away an insect or vermin.

He strode into the street. *“ Watch-
man!”’

The man in Grays lolled idly on his
corner. |

“Watchman!” Cade called again.
“I desire to be directed to the Chapter
House of the Order of Armsmen.”

“Your desires are no concern of
mine, citizen.” |

Cade remembered his Commoner’s
clothing, and swallowed his 1re. “Can
you directme . . . sire’ -

CIf I see fit. And if your purpose 1s
more fitting than your manner. What
business have you there?’® @ .

“That is no concern—"’ He stopped
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himself. “T cannot tell you . . . sir,
it is an affair of utmost privacy.”

“Very well, then, citizen,” the Serv-
ice man laughed tolerantly, ¢ find your
own way—privately. He was looking
past Cade, over the Gunner’s shoul-
der. ““Is she with you?” he asked with
alerted interest.

Cade turned to find the giri right
behind him again. | |

“No,” he said sharply.

“0.K., girhe,” the Watchman de-
manded. “ What’re you doing outside
the district?”

“The district—" For the first time
Cade saw her falter. “ What do you—?"

“You know what I mean. You're
not wearing that garter for jewelry,
are you, girlie? You know you can’t
solicit outside the district. If you was
with this citizen, now—" He looked
meaningfully at Cade.

“She is mot with me,” Cade said
wearily. “She followed me here,
but —” |

“Oh, what a dirty liel” the girl
whined, suddenly voluble. “This fella.
picked me up in a bar, it was Can-
non’s place, you can ask anybody
there, and he kicked up such a brawl
they booted us and then he said come
over to my place and then we get here
and all of a sudden he remembers
something else and he leaves me flat.
These mufis that get loaded and then
don’t know what they want!” She
wound up on a note of disgust.

“Well, how about it, citizen? Was
she with you?” |

GUNNER CADE

~ “She was not,” Cade said emphat-
ically. He was staring at the garter
the Serviceman seemed so concerned
about. It was a slender chain of silver
links fastened high on the girl’s thigh,
pulling the thin folds of her pajamas
tight against her flesh.

“Sorry, girlie,” the Watchman said
firmly but not unkindly. “You know
the rules. We're going to the Watch
House.”

““There, you see?’”’” She turned on
Cade in a fury. “See what you did?
Now they’ll fine me for soliciting and 1
can’t pay, so it means sitting it out In
a cell, all on account of you don’t
know what you want. Come on, now,
admit it how you made me come with
you. Just tell him, that’s all I-ask.”

Cade shook her off with disgust,
“You were following me,” he said. “1
told you I'd keep you out of trouble if

I could, but if you’re going to insist

o=
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“All right now,” the Serviceman
said, suddenly decisive. ‘“That’ll be
enough out of both of you. You both
come along and you can get 1t straight-
ened out in the Watch House.”

“I see no reason—’"" Cade began,

~and stopped even before the Watch-

man began to reach for the light club
in his belt. He did see a reason, a good
one—at the Watch House, he would be
able to get direct transportation to the
Chapter House. “Very well,” he said
coldly. “I shall be glad to come along
since you insist.”
“You idiot,” said the girl.
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VI

~ “Well, which one of you 1s making

the complaint?” The bored officer be-
hind the desk looked from the glrl to
Cade and back again. |
Neither replied. |
“She was out of her district,”’
the Watchman expla,med, ‘and they
couldn’t get together on whether she
was with him or not, so I took ’em
both along in case you wanted to hear
italls ; |
“Ofhcal infringement on the girl,
huh?” the Deskman muttered. “If
she don’t want to make a. complaint,
we got nothing against the man. All
right. Matron!” A stout clean-looking
woman In gray got off a bench along
the wall and approached the desk.
“Take her along and get her name and
registration. Fine is ten greens—”
~ “Ten greens!” the girl broke in mis-
erably. ““1 haven’t even got a blue on
me. He was the first one tonight—"’
“Ten greens,” he said implacably,
“or five days detention. Tell your
troubles to the matron. Take her
away. Now—"' He turned to Cade as
the stout woman led the girl away.
“We’ll take your name and address for
the record and you can go. Those girls
are getting out of hand. Soliciting all
over town 1f you let ’em get away
with 1t.” 1 |
It was too much to unravel now.
Cade dismissed the puzzle from his
mind, and said, in a low voice: ‘“May
I speak to you alone?”’
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Cade’s face.

- “You out of your head, man? Speak
up, what do you want?”’

The Gunner looked around. No one
was loo close. He kept his voice low.
“It would be well if you speak more

respecttully, Watchman. T .am. m}t a

Commoner.”’ |
Cempreheﬂsion came over the man’s

face. He stood up promptly, and led

Cade into a small side room. ‘“I’'m

~sorry, sir,”’ he said as soon as the door

was closed behind them. “I had no
idea. The gentlemen usually identify
to the Watchman on street duty when
such incidents occur. You’re a young
gentleman, sir, and perhaps this 1s
your first . . . little visit to the other
half? You understand, sir, you needn’t
have been bothered by coming here at
all. Next time, sir, if you’ll just
identify to . . .”

“1I don’t believe you quite under-
stand,” Cade stopped the meaningless
flow. 1 desired to come here. There
1s a service you can do for me and for
the Realm.”

“Yes, sir. I know my duty, sir, and
I’ll be glad to assist you in any way
you deem fitting. If you’ll just identify
first, sir, you understand I have to ask
1it, we can’t chance ordinary citizens
passing themselves off as—"

“Identity? How do I do that?”

“Your badge of rank, sir.” He hesi-
tated, and saw confusion still' on
“Surely, sir, you didn’t
come out without it?”

The Gunner understood at last.
“You misunderstand,” he said indig-
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nantly. “I have heard of the degen-
erates among our nobility who indulge
in the . . . kind of escapade you seem
to have in mind. You are presuming
when you class me with them. I am a
Gunner in the Order of Armsmen, and
I require your immediate assistance to
reach the nearest Chapter House.”

“You have no badge of rank?” the
Deskman said grimly.

‘““Armsmen carry no pridetful
badges.” e

““Armsmen carry guns.”’

Cade kept his temper. ““ All you have
to do is get in touch with the Chapter
House, Deskman. They can check my
fingerprints, or there might be a Gun-
ner there who can identity me per-
sonally.”

The Deskman made no answer; he
walked to the door and pushed 1t open.

“Hey, Bruge,”* he called. The
Watchman of the street got to his feet,
and came toward them. * You want to
put a drunk-and-disorderly on this
fella? He’s either cockeyed drunk, or
out of his head. Was he acting up out-
sider”’

“The girl saild he was drinking.
Can’t smell 1t much,” the other man
sald reflectively.

“Well, you’re the one’ll have to
register the complaint. I’'m not letting
him out of here tonight. He’s been tell-
ing me in deepest confidence that he’s
really a Gunner in the Order—"’

“Say, that’s how the whole thing
started,” Bruge remembered. ‘He
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came up to me asking where was the
Chapter House. I figured he was just a
little cracked, and I wouldn’t of
pulled him in at all except for the argu-
ment with the girl. You think he’s off
his rocker?”

“I don’t know.”” The Deskman wal's
silent for a moment, then made up his
mind. “I’ll tell you what, you sign a
d-and-d, and we’ll see how he talks in
the morning.”

Cade could endure no more of it. He
strode angrily between the two men.
“I tell you,” he announced loudly,
“that I am Gunner Cade of the Order
of Armsmen and my Star is the Star
of France. If you do not do what is
necessary to identify me immediately,
you will pay dearly for it later.”

Another Watchman, who had lis-
tened idly from a bench, stood up and
joined them. “I’'m a fighting fan my-
self. It’s a real privilege to meet up
with a real Gunner, firsthand.” He was
short and stout, and there was an
1diotic smile on his beaming moon-
face, but at least he seemed more alert
than the others. "I hate to bother you,
sir, at a time like this, but I was hav-

ing a little argument just yesterday

with Bruge here and you could settle it
for us. Could you tell me, sir, for in-
stance, how many times you’ve been
in action this year? Or, say, your five-
year total?” |
“I really don’t remember,” said
Cade impatiently. “This is hardly a
fitting time for talk of past actions. T
must report immediately to the near-
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est Chapter House. If your superior
sees fit to do his duty now and call the
House for identification, I shall en-
deavor to forget the inconvenience I
have suffered so far.”

“How about it, chief?”” the moon-
faced one appealed to the Deskman,
turning his face away from Cade.
“Why don’t you let Bruge here make
a call for the Gunner? It’s only sport-
ing, isn’t it?”

There was an unexpected smile on
the Deskman’s face when he replied.
“O.K.—go on, Bruge, you go call up.”
He winked in a friendly fashion.

“All right,” said Bruge, disappomnt-
edly, and left the room.

“T wonder, Gunner Cade,” Moon-
face said easily, ‘“how many men
you’ve killed since you became Armi-
ger? Say, in offensive actions compared
with defensive actions?”

“Eh? Oh, I've never kept count,
Watchman. I don’t know any Gunners
who do.”” This fellow was at least civil,
he thought. There was no harm in
answering the man’s questions while
he waited. “Numbers killed don’t
mean everything in war. I’ve been 1n
engagements where we’d have given
half of our men to get control of a swell
in the ground so unnoticeable that you
probably wouldn’t see it if you were
looking right at it.””

“Think of that!” marveled one of
the Watchmen. “Did you hear that?
Just for a little swell in the ground that
slobs like us wouldn’t even notice.
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Hello, Jardin—"" He hailed another
man in gray who had just entered.
““Here’s the man you want,” he told
Moon-tace. * Jardin can give you facts
and figures on the Gunner.”

“You mean Cade?”’ the new man
sald unhappily. “ Yeah, I sure can. It’s
only eight kills for the second quarter.
He would have hit twelve, sure,
only—"’

“Yeah, 1t’s a shame all right,”
Moon-face broke . “ Jardin, I’ve got
a real treat for you. A France fan like
you, and Gunner'Cade 1s your favorite,
too. Well, here’s the thrill of a litetime,
man. Gunner Cade, himself, in person.
Jardin, meet the Gunner. Gunner
Cade, sir, this is a long-standing fan of
yours.”’

Two more men had come in, and
another was at the door. They were all
standing around listening. Cade re-
gretted his earlier 1mpulse to answer
the man’s question. A distasteful
famihiarity was developing in Moon-
face’s attitude.

“Quit your kidding,” Jardin was
saying, almost angrily. “I don’t see
what’s so funny when a good Gunner
dies.”

“I tell you the man says he’s Gun-
ner Cade. Isn’t that true?” Moon-face
appealed to the Gunner.

“q :am ‘Gunner ‘Cade,” he rephed,
with what dignity he could muster.

“Why, you—!"

The outburst from Jardin was
stopped abruptly by the Deskman.

“All right, that’s enough now,” he
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said sharply. ‘“This farce is no longer
fitting to our honored dead. Jardin 1s
right. Fellow,” he said to Cade, “you
picked the wrong Gunner and the
wrong Watchman. Gunner Cade is

dead. I know because Jardin here lost

twenty greens to me on him. He was
silly enough to bet on Cade for a bet-
. ter second-quarter total of kills than
Golos of Zanzibar. Golos topped him
with . . . but never mind that. Who
are you, and what do you think you’re
doing 1mpersonating a Gunner?”’

“But I am Gunner Cade,” he said,
stupefied.

“Gunner Cade,” said the officer
patiently, “was killed last week in the
kitchen of a house 1n some French
town his company was attacking. They
found his body. Now, fellow, who are
you? Impersonating a Gunner 1s a
serious offense.”

For the first time, Cade realized that
Bruge had left, not to call the Chapter
House, but to collect the crowd of
Watchmen who had assembled while
they talked. There were eleven of them
in the room now—too many to over-
power. He remained silent; insisting
on the truth seemed hopeless.

““That’s no d-and-d,” the Deskman
said in the silence. “We’ll hold him
for pyscho.”

“Want me to sign the complaint?”
It was Bruge, grinning like an ape.

“Yeah. Put him into a cage until
morning and then to the psycho.”

“Watchman,” said Cade steadily,
“will I be able to convince the psych,

GUNNER CADE

or 1s he just another Commoner like
your”’ .

“Hold him!” Two of them expertly
caught Cade’s arms. The questioner
flicked a rubber truncheon across
Cade’s tace. “Maybe you’re crazy,”
he said, “but you’ll show respect to
officers of the Klin Service.”

Cade stood there, the side of his jaw
crowing numb. He knew he could
break loose from the Watchmen hold-
ing him, or disable the man with the
truncheon by one well-placed kick.
But what would be the good of it.

There were too many of them there.

It is fitting that we Gunmen serve—but
the thought trailed off into apathy.

“All right,” said the man with the
truncheon. “Put him in with Fled-
wick,”

‘The Gunner let himself be led to a
cell and locked in. He ignored his cell
mate until the man said nervously:
‘“Hello. What are you m for?”

“Never mind.”

“Oh. Oh. I'm in here by mistake.
I'm a Klin Teacher. I am attached to
the lectory at the Glory of the Realm
ground car works. There was some
mix-up in the collections, and in the
confusion they concluded I was respon-
sible. I should be out of here in a da
or two,” :

Cade glanced uninterestedly at the
man. “Thief” was written all over
him. So Klin Teachers could be
thieves.

“What does a silver garter on a girl
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mean?”’ he suddenly demanded.

“Oh,” said Fledwick. “I wouldn’t
know personally, of course.” He told
him.

Curse her, thought Cade. He won-
dered what had happened to her. She’d
said she couldn’t pay the fine.

“My real vocation, of course, was
military,’”” said Fledwick.

“What?’’ said Cade.

Fledwick hastily changed his story.
“T should have said, ‘the military
teachership.” I was never really happy

humbly as a Teacher in an obscure
Chapter House of the Order.” He
raptlv misquoted: “ It is fitting for the
Emperor to rule. It is fitting for the
Power Master to serve the Emperor.”

“Interested in the Order, eh? Do
you know Gunner Cade?”

““Oh, everybody knows Gunner Cade.
There wasn’t a smile 1n the Glory shop
the day the news came of his death.
The factory pool drew Cade m the
'stakes and 1t’s play or pay. Not that I
know much about gambling, but I

. uh . . . happened to have or-
ganized the pool. It was so good for
the employees’ morale. When 1 get
out of here, though, I think I'll stick
to dog bets. You get nice odds in a
plav-or-pay deal, but there’s a per-
tectly human tendency to think you’ve
been swindled when your Gunner is

. 50 to speak . . . scratched and
you don’t 'get your money back. I've
always thought—"’ _

“Shut up,” said Cade. You’d think
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the fools could tell the difference be-
tween her and . . . oh, curse her. He
had worries of his own. For one thing,
he was dead. He grinned without
mirth. He had to get to the Chapter
House and report on the Cairp Mys-
tery, but he was in effect a Com-
moner without even a name. A Gun-
ner had no wile or family except his
Brothers in the Order—and the
Watchmen were not going to bother
the Order. They knew Cade was dead.

He wondered if this were happening
tor the first time in ten thousand
years.

Everything was all wrong; he
couldn’t think straight. He stretched
out on the jail cot and longed for his
harder, narrower sleep bag. It is fitting
that the Emperor rules—He hoped she
wouldn’t antagonize them with her
disrespectful way of talking. Curse
her! Why hadn’t she stayed in her own
district? But that went to prove that
she didn’t really know anything about
the trade, didn’t 1t?

“You!” he growled at Fledwick.
“Did you ever hear of a prostitute
wandering out of her district by mis-
take?”’

“Oh. Oh, no. Certainly not. Every-
body knows where to go when he wants
one. Or so I'm told.”

A crazy thought came to Cade that
if he were dead, he was released from
his vows. That was nonsense. He
wished he could talk to a real Klin
Teacher, not this sniveling thief. A
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good- Klin Teacher could always ex-
plain your perplexities, or find you one
who could. He wanted to know how it
happened that he had done all the
right things and ~ everything had
turned out all wrong. -

“You,” he said. ‘“What’s the pen-
alty for impersonating a Gunner?””

Fledwick scratched his nose and
mused: “You picked a bad one, sir.
It’s twenty years!” He was jolted out
of his apathy. “I’m sorry to be the one
to tell you, but—"’

“Shut up, I've got to think.”

He thought—and realized with
twisted amusement that one week ago
he would have been equally horrified,
but for another reason. He would have
thought the penalty all too light.

Fledwick turned his face to the wall
and sighed cc)mfartably Gomg to
sleep, was he?

“You,” said Cade. “Do you know
who I am?”’

“You didn’t say, sir,”
Klin Teacher.

“I’'m Gunner Cade, of the Order of
Gunmen; my Star i1s the Star of
France.”

“But—"" The Teacher sat up on the
bed and looked worriedly into Cade’s
angry face. ““Oh. Of course,” he said.
“Of course you are, sir. I'm sorry I
didn’t recognize you.”” Thereafter he
sat on the edge of his bed, stealing an
occasional nervous glance at his cell
mate. It made Cade feel a little better,
but not much. *

- It 1s fitting that the Emperor rules—

Xa,wned the

GUNNER CADE

he hoped that leaving “the district”
was not too serious an offense.

; V1L

Cade opened his eyes.

Dingy walls, locked door, and the
ittle Klin Teacher still sitting on the
side of his bunk across the cage, fast

asleep. At the thought of the man’s

futile determination to hold an all-
night vigil over the maniac who had
claimed to be a dead Gunner, Cade
grinned—and realized abruptly that a
grin was no way for a Gunner of the
Order to start his day. He hastily be-
gan his Morning Thoughts of the Or-
der, but somewhere, far down inside
him, there was a small wish that the

. Thoughts were not quite so long. He

had a plan.

Seconds after completing the fa-
miliar meditation he was leaning over
the other bunk, shaking the Klin
Teacher’s shoulder. Fledwick almost
toppled to the floor and then sprang to
his feet In a terrified awakening. He
was about to shriek when the Gun-
ner’s big hand sealed his mouth.

““No noise,” Cade told him. “Listen

to me.” He sat on Fledwick’s bunk and

urged the little crook down beside him.
“I'm going to get out of here and I'll
need your help to do it. Are you going
to make trouble?”’

“Oh, no sir,” the Teacher answered
too promptly and too heartily. “I’ll
be glad to help, sir.”

“Good.” Cade glanced at the lock
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on the cage door—an ordinary two-
way guarded radionic. “I'll set the
lock to open fifteen seconds after it 1s
next opened from the outside. You'll

have to raise some sort of noise to get

‘a Watchman in here.”

“You can set the lock?” Fledwick
broke in. ‘“Where did you learn—?”

“I told you. I am a Gunner of the
Order. I expect your full co-operation
because of that. I have a message of
great importance which must be de-
livered to the Chapter House at once.
Your service to me, by the way,
should win you a pardon.”

Cade read on the little man’s face
the collapse of a brief hope. Fledwick
said brightly: “The pardon is imma-
terial. Whatever I can do to serve the
Realm, I will do.”

“Very well, you don’t believe me.
Then I will expect your full co-opera-
tion on the grounds that I must be a
dangerous maniac who might tear you
limb from limb for disobedience. Is
that clear—and believable?”

“Yes,” said Fledwick miserably.

“Excellent. Now listen: you will at-
tract a guard’s attention. Say you’re
ill or that I’'m trying to murder you—
anything to get him inside. He will
come in, close the door and look at
you. I will overpower him, the door
will open and I will leave.”

“May I ask what I am to do then?
The City Watch has been known to
mistreat prisoners who aided in es-
capes.”’

“Save y@ur wit and call me “sir’l
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You may come along if you like. You
would be useful because I know noth-
ing of the city, of course.’ L%

He got up and went over to the lock 5

~Fledwick was next to him, peering
over his shoulder. “ You mean you’re
really going to try it? Sir?”’ There was
awe in his voice.

“Of course, fool. That’s what I've
been saying.”
~ Under the Teacher’s dubious stare
Cade got to work on the lock. The
cage-side half of its casing was off in
less than a minute. It took no longer
for his trained eye to analyze the cir-
cuits inside. Fledwick nervously sucked
in his breath as the Gunner’s sure fin-
gers probed at tubes, relays and
“wires.”” But it was child’s
play to avoid the tamper-triggers that
would have set alarms ringing, and the
more sinister contacts designed to send
lethal charges of electricity through
meddlers—child’s play for anybody
who could rewire a flier’s control panel
in a drizzly dawn.

Cade snapped the cover back on
and told Fledwick: “ Begin!”

The little man was near tears. “Sir,
couldn’t we wait untll after break-
tast?”’

“What would they give us?”’

“Bread and fried sausage today,’”
sald the Teacher hopefully.
~ Cade pretended to consider, and de-
cided: “No. I don’t eat meat until
nightfall. Did you forget that I am a
Gunner of the Realmp”

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
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The little man pulled himself to-
oether and said evenly: “1 am begin-
ning to wonder. I had been thinking ot
warning the Watchman when he came
o R
“Don’t! I can silence both of you,
if I must.”

Y es,
worry about me. Your work with the
lock—If we get out I know of a cloth-

ing warehouse and a certain person

of course. But you needn’t

who’s interested in its contents—and
to be frank, perhaps I was overop-
timistic when I said the misunder-
standing that brought me here was a
minor one. There are certain compli-
cations.” |

“Such as being guilty??’ suggested

GUNNER: -CADE
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Cade. ‘“ Never mind. You’ll get a par-
don from the Gunner Supreme for.this
morning’s work. Meanwhile, think me
burglar, lunatic or what you please,
but start howling. It will be dayhght
soon.”’

Fledwick practiced with a couple of
embarrassed groans and then cut loose
with a ten-decibel shriek for help on
the grounds that he was dying iIn
agony.

Two Watchmen appeared,
just-waked-up and annoyed. To Fled-
wick, writhing on his bunk, one de-
manded: ‘“What’s wrong with you
now?”’ e

“Cramps!” yelled Fledwick. “Un-
endurable pain! My belly is on fire;

looking
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“my limbs are breaking!” __

“Yes, yes,” said the Watchman. He
addressed Cade with exquisite polite-
ness. ‘“Oh star-borne one, go sit on
your bunk and put your hands on your
knees. My mate’s going to be watching
yvou. One move and sleep-gas fills the
block. We'll all have a little nap, but
when vou wake up the Desk chief will
pound you like a Gunner never was
pounded before, oh star-borne one.”

He nodded to the other Watchman,
who took his stand by a handle that
obviously controlled the gas. Cade re-
joiced behind an impassive face; the
- outside Watchman was a slow-moving,
doltish-looking fellow.

Fingers played a clicking code on the
lock’s outside buttons and the door
sprang open in a satisfactorily lively
manner. The Watchman bent over
Fledwick, now moaning faintly, as
Cade counted seconds. As the door
sprang open again, Cade was on his
ieet; betore 1t had completed 1ts arc

the Gunner’s fist was tingling and the
inside Watchman lay crumpled half on
Fledwick and half on the floor. Cade
was through the open door and on the
too-stolid tellow outside after the man
realized there was something badly
- wrong, but before he could do any-
thing about it. 4

Fledwick was in the corridor by
then. ““Follow me,” Cade ordered. It
was odd, he fleetingly thought, to have
somebody under your command who
couldn’t half-read your mind through
e:md’_ms training, somebody whose
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skills were a guess and whose fighting
heart was a gamble. They passed
empty cells on their way to the guard
room. Its door was stout, equipped
with a peephole and firmly locked in
case of just such an emergency as this.

Through the  peephole Cade saw
three drowsy Watchmen. The liveliest
was at a facsimile machine reading the
early-morning edition of a newssheet
as 1t oozed out.

“Boyer,”  called the newshound.
“Gray Dasher won the last at Balti-
more. That’s one green you owe—
where’s Boyer?”’ |

“Cell block. Fledwick was yelling
again.’’ |

“How long ago?”’

“Keep calm. Just a second before
you came in. He went with Marshal;
they haven’t been more than a min-
ute.’”

Cade ducked as the newshound
strode to the door and put his own eye
to the peephole. ‘““A minute’s too
long,”” he heard him say. ‘“ Marshal’s
the biggest fool in the Klin Service and
that big maniac’s in there with Fled-
wick. Put on your gas guns.”

There were groans of protest. ““Ah,
can’t we tlood the block?”

“If we did, 7’d have to fill out fifty
pages of reports. Move, curse you!”’

“Can you fire a. gas gun?”’ whis-
pered Cade.

The Klin Teacher, trembling, ShOOL
his head.

“Then smy out of the way,” Cade
ordered.

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



He was excited himself, by the nov-
elty and his unarmed state. They say
we don’t know fear, Cade thought, but
they’re wrong. Arle, Gunner Supreme,
safely dwelling in a fearful place, T
pledge that youw’ll have no shame for me
wn this actiont. Tuned to battle pitch he
thought of the wonderful old man, the
Gunner of Gunners, who would accept
even the coming scuffle as another fit
deed by another of his fit sons in the
Order. Do the right thing at the right
time, Cade told himself, and Arle will
be glad.

The stout door unlocked and the
newshound came through first. Like a
machine that couldn’t help itself Cade
smashed him paralyzingly with his
right arm where the ribs and sternum
meet and a great ganglion 1s un-
cuarded. Cade’s left hand took the
Watchman’s gun and fired two gas pel-
lets through the half-opened door.

One of the Watchmen outside had

time to shoot before he went down,

but his pellet burst harmlessly against
a wall. '

Fledwick muttered something des-
pairing about “up to our necks,” but
Cade waved him into the guard room
impatiently. The Gunner reconnoit-
ered the street, found it empty and
returned for the Teacher.

“Come along,” he said, pitching the
gas gun onto the chest of a prostrate
Watchman.

Fledwick promptly picked it up.
“What did you do that for?” he de-

GUNNER CADE

manded. Cade glared at hlm and he
hastily added: ““Sir.” ST

“Put it back,” said Cade. “It’s no
fit weapon for a Gunner. T used 1t only
because I had to.” '

There was a look on Fledwick’s face
that the Gunner had seen before. It
was partly puzzled resignation, partly
kimdliness and affection and—some-
thing else that was suspiciously like
condescension. Cade had seen it from
the star-bornes of the Courts, and es-
pecially the ladies. He had seen it
often and never understood it.

“Don’t you think, sir,” said the
Klin Teacher carefully, “that we
might take the gas gun along in case
another emergency arises? I can carry
it for you if you find 1t too dlstaste-
ful )) .

“Suit yourself,” said Cade shortly,
“but hurry.” Fledwick dropped the
weapon inside his blouse, securing it
underneath the waistband.

“Sir,” said the Klin Teacher again,
“don’t you think we should do some-
thing about these Watchmen? Roll
them behind a door and lock it?”’

Cade shrugged irritably. ‘“Non-
sense,” he said. “ We’ll be at the Chap-

ter House with everything well again

before they’re discovered.” Fledwick
sighed and followed him down the
steps and along the empty streets.
There was a light mist and a hint of
dawn in the sky; the two green lights
of the Watch House cast the shadows
of the Gunner and the Klin Teacher
before them on the pavement, long

49



and thin.
 “How far is the Chapter Hause?”

 “Past the outskirts of Aberdeen o .

:_t he north. Five kilometers, say, on the
'Realm Highway—wﬂe street ‘two
blocks west of here.” '
 “T'll need a gmund car.’

“Car theft, too!”
~ “Requisition in the Service {Jf the
Realm,” said Cade aubtereiy “You
need have no part in it.” |

Thdtﬂmqmsnlon Requisition—
theft. How odd things were outside
‘the Order! And Sﬁmetlmes how oddly
interesting! He felt a little shame at
the thought, and hastily reminded
himself: Gunners march where the Em-
peror wills—that is their glory. Yes;
- march in soft-soled Commoners shoes
“in a requisitioned ground car. _
It would be easy—a pang ‘went
~through him. How easy had it been
for the girl? He would investigate
~with the greatest care. She might suf-

fer from her association with h1m Nnow

.l tha‘ﬂ; h@ had bmken out

i & H@m S a, g@@d one,’ sald Fledwick.

~“From my own shop.”” Cade surveyed
a Glory of the Realm ground car,

pmk@d and empty Fledwmk was peer-
~ing through ‘the’ window and an-
__n@um:ed with sa,t1sfa,ct10n'
. says futharge It will get us there.”

. :"_':cam o

Fledwmk Waved him back “calmly.
i happell to be able to handle this

myself, because of my, well, famﬂla.rlty

S0

4 Gauge ]

with the model.”” The little man took
off his belt, to all appearances a regu-
lation Klin uniform ' belt—until it

turned out to be of very thin leather,

folded triple. From within the folds he
took a flat metal Qb]efft and applied it
to the Glory car’s lock.«l’here were
clicks and the door swung open.-

Cade stared at the Klin teacher as
he carefully replaced the object in his
belt. Fledwick cleared his throat and
explained: “I was planning to get one
of the Glories out of savings from my
meager stipend. There’s a clever fel-
low in the lock shop who makes these,
uh, door openers and I thought how
convenient it would be to have one if

‘I should ever magﬂay my combina-
Tlans | |

“For the car Wu hadn’t btmght
yet,”” said Cade.- 7./ i
“Oh. Oh, yes. Pmdence eh, s_u'?
Prudence.” | e
“That may be. I shaﬂ leave you
now; there is no need for you to ac-
company me further and you know, I

- suppose, that Gunners may consort
“with those outside the Order only if it

is unavoidable. I thank you for your

‘services. You may find pleasure in the
knowledge that you have been of serv-
ice to the Rea,lm s Cade prepared to

enter the car.

e ““Sir,” said F Eedmf:k urgently, “I’d
| “L@cked'?” asked Cade “I’ll take '~ find more pleasu’re In ‘accompanying

“you. That pardon’ you mentmned——-

“Tt will be sent to yt}u |
“Sir, T ask you ‘to thmk that it
mlg.ht be a little difficult to find me.

~-FICTION
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All T desire is to see my humble lec-
tory again, to serve fittingly in ex-
pounding the truth of Klin to the sim-
ple, honest workingfolk of the Glory
Shop, but until I get the pard()n 'l
be—perforce inaccessible.

“Getin,” said Cade. “No I’ll drive.
You might absentmindedly pocket the
steering panel.”” He started the car
and. gunned it down the street toward
- the Realm Highway. .

“Hold it at fifteen per,” Fledw1ck
warned. “The radar meters kick up a
‘barrier ahead if you speed.”

Cade kept the car at fifteen with his

_eyes peeled for trouble—and to inspect

‘the queer shops that lined the broad
highway. It seemed such folly! Shops
and shops, selling foodstuffs in small
quantities to individuals. Shops and
shops selling Commoners’ garb, each
only slightly different from the next.

Shops and shops selling furniture for

~homes.

. ﬂﬁdmm turned on the ground car’s
radio; through the corner of his eye
 Cade saw him tuning carefully to a
- particular frequency not. 'a,ut{)ma,ti-
~cally served by the tap plates.

-~ Why, Cade wondered, couldn’t they
-all be sensible like the Order? A single

garb—not, he hastily told himself, re-

sembling in any way the uniform of the
- Armsmen, Why not refectories where

~a thousand of them at a time could eat

- simple, standardized foods? His men-

tal stereotype of a Commoner re-
- turned to him: lax, flabby, gorging

~ himself morning; noon and night..

- GUNNER CADE

How good it would be to get into the
Chapter House in time for a plam
breakfast, and to tet the beloved rou- -
tine flow over him. He knew it would
quench the dlsturbmg thoughts he had
suffered from during the past day. It
was all a wonderful pm@f that the Rule
of the Order was wise. Nor shall any
Brother be exposed to fkﬁ pe_w s of what
lies without his Chapter House or the
Field of Battle. Léf Brothers be trans-
ported, by ground f need be, by awr 1f
possible, swifily from Ckapter House to
Chapter House and 3ttztfﬂy fmm Chayp-
ter House to the Field of Baitle.

How right mtd fitting it Wa,sf The
perils wme many Uncounted times he
had let his mind be swayed from the

Order and his duty in it. When he
woke today he had atmost Wﬂ]fully

chafed at the m@mmg medltatlon He
could feel the warmth of the Order

-that would soon enfold hlm*-—",

“Cadei” shmtm ﬂedmck
ten ,

The mdm was Saymg tm what must
be the official band: “. . . Claiming
to be the late Gunner Cade of France

€6 LiS"

and the unbmked Khn Teacher Fled-

wick Zisz. Use medmm—range gas guns.

JXhe Cade- tmpastm 1S known to be
~armed w1th a gas gun and has the

strength of a maniac. lez 1S unarmed

- and not dangemus Repeat all-Watch
alert: Brmg in two men, esca,ped this

morning from Seventh District Wa,tch
House. They are an umdentlﬁed man

_clmmmg to be the 1ate Gunner Cade
-0k Franﬁfe%’? It droned through a
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repeat and fell silent.
“They haven’t missed the car yet &

sald Cade. i

“They will,” Fledwick assured him
mournfully. “Or they have missed it
and haven’t connected it with us yet.”
He was gloomily silent for three blocks
and then muttered angrily: ‘Un-
armed and not dangerous!” He fin-
gered the gas gun through his blouse.
“Unarmed indeed! Sir, a little way
more and we’re out of the city. If they
haven’t got the noose tight yet—"’

“Noose?”’

“Blocking-of -exits-from-the-city-
by-Watchers. They’ll have every gate
covered soon enough, but 1if they don’t
know about the car they’ll cover the
public transports first. We do have a
chance.” It was the first faint note of
hope from the little crook.

Cade drove on at a steady fifteen
per. The sun was up and cityward

traffic grew heavier by the minute.

Once they passed a city-bound car
trapped by speed bars that had risen,
cagelike, from the paving to hold the
speeder for the Watch. o

‘“They stop at the city gates,” said
Fledwick, “and then you can speed up.
The Watchers have nothmg faster
than this.” ' |

The noose was not yet tight. They

rolled easily past a sleepy Watchman

at the gate. Either he hadn’t got the
alert or he assumed District Seven was
no worry of his. Gunner’s instinct kept
Cade trom taking Fledwick’s advice
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and speeding. He rolled the car on at
an inconspicuous twenty per, and the
decision was sound. A green-topped
Watch car from the city passed them
and Fledwick shriveled where he sat.
But 1t kept on going, never noticing
the fugitives.

Ahead, off to the left of the highway
now dotted with cars, was a gray crag.
“Chapter House,” said Fledwick,
pointing, and Cade sighed. The whole
insanely unfitting episode at last was
drawing to a close.

The radio spoke again: “To all
Armsmen and Watchmen.’”’ The voice
was vibrant and commanding. “To all
Watchmen and Armsmen,” said the
voice again, slowly. “This command
supersedes the previous all-Watch
alert concerning the Cade-impostor
and the unbooked Klin Teacher Fled-
wick Zisz. Both these men are heavily
armed and both are dangerous. They
are to be shot on sight. Armsmen:
shoot to kill. Watchmen: use long-

range gas guns. New orders for Watch-

men and Armsmen both are: Skoot on
sight! These men are both dangerous.
There is to be no parleying; no calls to
surrender; no offer or granting of
quarter. Your orders are to shoot on
sight. No explanation of any Arms-
man or Watchman who fails to shoot
on sight will be accepted.

“Descriptions and records follow—"
Cade, in frozen shock had slowed
the car to a crawl, not daring to make

‘a conspicuous stop. He listened to fair

physical descriptions of both of them,
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His “record”
homicidal mania. Fledwick’s was an
interminable list of petty and not-so-
petty oftenses of the something-for-
nothing kind. He, too, was described
as a homicidal maniac.
“You’re armed and dangerous
now,’ Cade said stupidly.
"His answer was a volley of wild
curses.  You got me into this!” raved

was criminal insanity,

ing on one foot! I had friends who
could have raised my fine. And you

had to bully me into making a break !”’

Cade shook his head dazedly. Fled-
wick’s flood of rage poured over him
and drained away, powerless to affect
him after the shock of the radio
announcement.

“But I am Gunner, Cade,” he said
quietly, aloud, as much to himself as

the little man. “What a fool I was! I = to the unbooked Teacher. “ A Gunner

could have done my five years stand- of the Order.”
TO BE CONTINUED
W JLE+E'5‘ Miller, next month, has a yarn called “ Dumb Waiter.” We’re busily

bullding up a uwllzatmn of machines to do things, and computing machines to
tell machines what to do. The specialists who understand the machines are get-
ting to be fewer and fewer, as the machines get more and more complex. Of
course, the extrapolated end of that process will arrive when nobody knows
anything about them.

It doesn’t have to go quite that far, though; particularly if there is a war to
reduce slightly the number of top-level technicians. Machines, no matter how
ciever their design, aren’t smart; a robot bomber will placidly sail forth with
empty bomb bays, if the robot bomb-loader has gone through the necessary
motions, even though the stock was long since exhausted. Machines obey the
rules designed into them with perfect loyalty , brainless stupidity.
Very few human beings indeed can quite achieve that totally mindless obedience
to rules-without-meaning—but a computer- -directed robot can 20 through all
the motions of serving perfectly.

It’s a bit disquieting though when a robot cop puts you In a mbot-operated
jall—following computer-tape orders from before the war—and correctly serves
the food tray, with all the dishes correctly 1n place, holding yeu until the human
—and long-dead—Judge arrives. The forms are all observed, but, like the cor-
rectly placed dishes on the correct trays—they are empty.

Machines have only instructions; they serve mtnmﬂy, but are, indeed, the

ultimate in Dumb Waiters! THE EDITOR
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‘Sometimes the best way to solve a problem
is to get someone else to solve it for you. And
occastonally the worst threat you can impose
on @ man is t/ze threat of solwng /us problem!

/‘MT

BY MATTHEW M. CAMMEN

llustrated by Orban

Dr. Anderson pushed open the door
of his apartment.

“Is that you, honey?” his wife
called from the kitchen. ‘“Come on
out. I’'m trying one of the French
recipes from the cookbook Aunt
Helen gave me for Christmas.”

Dr. Anderson walked out to the
kitchen. He took his glasses off and
began to polish them with his hand-

kerchief. “I’'ve got some bad news,

Jeanne,” he began.

His wife turned to him quickly.
“For goodness’ sake, Andy,” she said,
“what is it? You couldn’t sound worse
if you’d lost your job.”

“That’s just what’s happened,”
Dr. Anderson replied. “Not now, but
in a couple of months.”” He opened a
wall cabinet at the end of the kitchen.
“Glad there’s some Scotch left. I can
use a drink.”

“Wait a minute,
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”?  Jeanne said.

"

“Let me get this straight. Why are
they letting you out? When you came
to Washington to take over the sec-
tion, Radiation Shielding was bogged
down so far it looked as if they’d have
to ride a Roman candle if they ever
wanted to get to Venus. Now—unless
you've been handing me a Iline—
you're getting close to the shielding a
man-carrying atomic rocket will need.
I can’t see why they’re firing—"
““Say when, Jeanne,” Dr. Anderson
sald as he poured the Scotch. *“ Adams
had me in his office this afternoon to
give me the bad news. It seems the
trouble 1s the 1975 budget. Congress 1s
trying to prune nondefense expenses
all they can—and I guess the Radia-
tion Shielding section of the Venus
Project is it. Or anyway, it’s one of
them. Adams said he had a rehable -
story on 1t. I’ll be O.K. until the start
of the 1975 fiscal year. That gives me

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
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a couple of months. At that, 1t was
decent enough of Adams to warn me.”’
As he spoke, Dr. Anderson mixed the
drinks.

‘““All right, your boss is a fine guy,
if you say so.” Jeanne paused, and
sipped her drink. She looked at the
glass thought' a moment, then drained
it in four rapid swallows. *“ Well, what
do we do now? I can go back to pound-
ing a typewriter to keep a roof over
our heads, if I have to.”

“It 1sn’t that bad. A physicist can
always get work in industry today.
But 1 want to work on a spaceship
to go to Venus, not on cathodes for
Y. tubes.or~—"

““There isn’t anything wrong with
working on TV tubes, Andy.” Jeanne
walked over to him and kissed him.
“But I know. TV tubes leave you cold.
Some people have one-track minds.”’
She kissed him again. “I kind of like
your mind,”’ she said. * After all, some
of us have to-get off Earth before
someone finally lets go with a cobalt
bomb.”’

“You learned that song from me,”
Dr. Anderson said, with no amuse-
ment. ‘I did hope to do my bit to get
us off Earth. Well, not much use cry-
ing over spilt milk. You might as well
finish the supper, Jeanne, unless you
want another drink.”’

Jeanne started for the stove, then
turned back slowly. “Say, wait a min-
ute. You said you were being cut out
of the budget to reduce nondefense
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tary Applications’ list,”

thing.”

spending. I thought the Department

of Defense was back of you?”

“Yes, we’re on the ‘Indirect Mili-
Dr. Anderson
rephed. “I hadn’t thought of that.
That’s certainly queer.” .

“Isn’t 1t?”’ his wife sald meaning-
fully, “Look, honey, I think there’s
more to the story than you got. Or
even than your nice boss, Mr. Adams,
got. Sometimes a Doctor of Philosophy
like you can miss a lot. I may have
only gone through business school,—”

‘“Jeanne, I’ve heard that every
time you’ve handed me a mixed up
grocery list. Thisis serious. I'm losing
the job that interests me more than
anything else, and all you do is poke
fun at me.”

“I'm sorry, Andy. I am serious.
Look, who do you know who might
know the whole story?”’

Dr. Anderson thought. “I suppose
if Adams doesn’t know, none of the
other people on the Project would.
And I really haven’t met too many
other people in Washington.” He
again began to polish his glasses.

“You met me, and that’s some-
Jeanne thought a moment.
“Say, I’'m going into the living room
and phone a friend of mine—one of
the friends of my shorthand days. She
might know something. Mix yourself
a drink and come on 1n. If you're
drinking, at least you have to put
your glasses back on your nose where
they belong.”

Jeanne dialed rapldly The tele-
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phone was answered promptly, and
Jeanne talked. ¢ Hello, Grace. Jeanne
Anderson . . . No, I'm getting used
to 1it. Jeﬁnne French sounds funny to
me now. After all, it’s been two years
. . . Yes, pretty good years. Anyway,
I've enjoyed them . . . Well, yes, I
did have something on my mind.
Andy’s in trouble. You know, he
heads up the Radiation Shielding sec-
tion on the Venus Project. Well,
they’re cutting Radiation Shielding
out of the 1975 budget. I wondered 1t
you knew anything about 1t? . . .
All about it? Well? . . . So it’s your
precious boss. I might have known if
there was anything shady this side ot
the Mississippi River, Senator White-
head would be mixed up in it. Or the
other side of the Mississippi, too .

All right, maybe you can’t say it be-
cause you work for him, but he’s still
a weasel. Grace, this 1s asking a lot,
but there’s just a chance the senator
doesn’t realize what he i1s doing. Do
you think you could sngak Andy In
on his appointment list? He might be
able to talk him around ... O.K.,
Thursday at 3. If you ever want any-
thing, I’m your girl forever and ever.”’

His wite turned to Dr. Anderson.:

“That was Grace Fermer. She’s Sena-
tor Whitehead’s secretary. It seems
he’s the boy who held up your money.
In spite of the kind of guy he is, he

swings a lot of weight. You’re to see

him Thursday at 3.”
“Thank you, Jeanne. You have
probably saved the day. When I ex-
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plam things to him, he can’t help but
change his mind. After all, a man in
the position of the senator must want
to do the right thing.”

“I hope so, but you don’t know
Whitehead,’’ his wife answered. “ Come
on back to the kitchen and talk about
the weather. We can’t do anything
until you see Whitehead anyway.”

At a quarter to three on Thursday
Grace Fermer looked up as the outer
door to the office opened. She sus-
pected that the tall) rather thin man
who stepped 1n might be Dr. Ander-
son. When he nervously started to
polish his glasses she was sure. Looks

qust the way Jeanne said he did, she

thought. She said, “Sit down, Dr.
Anderson. You have a few minutes to
kill betore the senator will be able to
see you. I told him that your wife was
a friend of mine, and asked him to
give you fifteen minutes. He said he’d
be glad to.”

“That was kind of him,” Dr. An-
derson broke in. 1

“Sure, he 1sn’t too bad an egg, 1f 1t
doesn’t cost him any money,” Miss
Fermer answered. ‘‘Just don’t tell
him I let you know he was the boy
blocking your Radiation Shielding
money. Let him think it was a leak 1n
the Committee. With one or two of
the boys they have on Appropriations
right now, anything that doesn’t leak
is a miracle.” ' '

“I’ll be very careful what 1 tel
him,” Dr. Anderson promised.
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Just then a buzzer on Miss Fermer’s
desk buzzed. She snapped down a
‘switch on the intercom set, and spoke,
**Yes, senator? . ... Yes, he's here
already . . . I'll ask him to step
right in.”” To Dr. Anderson she said,
“The senator will see you now.”” She
opened the door to the mner office,
and announced, “This is Dr. Ander-
son, senator. Senator Whitehead, doc-

or.” She stepped out, and closed the
door.

“Sit down, doctor, sit down,” the
senator boomed. “Care for a cigar?”

“No, thank you,” Dr. Anderson
sald. ‘I never started smoking, so I’'m
afraid I still don’t smoke.”

“You're lucky, young man, you’re
lucky,” the senator said. “Often
wished I’d never started myself. Any-
way, I'm glad to see you. Always glad
to talk to a friend of Grace’s. Fine
girl, Grace.”

“I’'m not exactly a friend of Miss
Fermer’s. My wife 1s.” Dr. Anderson
liked to be precise even 1n little things.

“No matter, my boy, no matter.”
The senator puffed at his cigar, puffed
again until it drew properly, then ex-
haled a cloud of smoke. “ Just what
did you want to talk to me about?”’

“Well, senator, here is the story,”
Dr. Anderson began. ‘“I'll have to
give you a little background first to
make 1t understandable.”

“Fine,” the senator said.

“The Venus Project began in 1957,
just after the first unmanned rocket
reached the Moon. We were already
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In the present stalemate with Russia,
and they already had the cobalt bomb.
The Project really began to give man-
kind a chance if someone exploded a
cobalt bomb. At least the colonists on
Venus would survive.”

““Cheerful devils, you scientists,”
the senator grunted.

“Sometimes facing facts isn’t too
cheerful. Anyway, the aim of the
Project was to plant a colony on
Venus—or on some other planet, if
Venus proved out of the question.
And that meant that chemical rockets
were not good enough. We had to
have an atomic-powered job.”

“What’s wrong with chemical rock-
ets?”” the senator asked. ‘“One reached
the Moon, didn’t it?”

“Yes, but it carried only a small
charge of flash powder. We need ton-
nage transport to put a colony on
Venus, or anywhere else, for that
matter.”

““Go on, Dr. Anderson,” the senator
sald.

“The big difficulty with atomic
propulsion is how to shield the crew
and the cargo from the radiation of
the motors. We need a light-weight,
efficient shield, and at last we’re
getting close to it. If the money for
the Radiation Shielding section is cut .
out of our budget, we may end up
with a fine spaceship. Only trouble is,
no one will ever live through a trip on
1t. Now, everything that I have said I
can prove. I'm sure, senator, that with
facts before you—"’
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“Look, son,” the senator inter-

rupted. “I don’t know how much of
~ the story you know. Our work on the

budget 1s supposed to be secret. Ap-
~parently the secret leaked, like most
~ secrets around this town. Well, ap-
parently you know that 1 was the
man who Kkilled your appropriation.
The rest of the Committee weren’t
interested enough to argue with me.
I might as well tell you the entire
story, since you’re a friend of Grace’s.”

“I'm not. My wife 1s.”
L “You said that before; my boy,
you said that before. And I still can’t
see 1t makes any difference.” The
senator had little use for precision, in
little things or big things. “ You prob-
ably heard that the reason we killed
your appropriation was to cut non-
defense spending.” As Dr. Anderson
started to interrupt, the senator raised
his hand and went on, “Don’t bother
saying 1t. You're a defense project,
and there’s no telling what military
advantages will come from space
travel. Of course, that wasn’t the real
reason.”’

“What was the real reason?” Dr.
Anderson asked.

“Nothing you can- do anything

about, young fellow.”” The senator
leaned back in his chair and blew a
smoke ring. Dr. Anderson began to
polish his glasses. Finally the senator
leaned forward and said, “I don’t
know why 1 shouldn’t tell you the
whole story. You can’t do much harm
if you do let 1t out, because you can’t
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prove anything. At least it will keep
you from bumping your head against
a stone wall.”

“Oh,” was all Dr. Anderson could
think of to say. |

“Here it is,” the senator continued.
“I’ll have to give you a little back-
ground first. We're having a presiden-
tlal election this fall, and my party
expects to take over. And you prob-
ably realize our presidential candidate
will be the present governor of New
York. When he 1s elected, barring
accidents, I'm scheduled for Secretary
of State.” The senator reflectively
blew two smoke rings. “ That’s a long
way up from doing chores. You know,
young fellow, I really did start on a
farm. Never did me any harm in
politics, either. Well, one of the ac-
cidents that could keep me from be-
coming Secretary of State is to have
the party organization In my own
state oppose me for the job.”

“But I thought you controlled your
State party organization?”’ Dr. Ander-
son was honestly puzzled.

“l.do, son, I do—on'paper.” The
senator smiled. “ Unfortunately, some-
one else puts up-the money. The man

~who puts up most of it happens to

have got it out of mining. He’s afraid
of competition from mines on Venus.
If T don’t block that possible competi-
tion, he—and his money— will ask for
my scalp. And get it, too. Son, I'd like
to help you, but my hands are tied.”

“But that’s ridiculous,” Dr. Ander-
son sputtered. “Our estimate 1s that

—
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freight will cost about forty-five dol-

lars a pound to Venus. That’s no

competition for mines on Earth.”

“That’s today. What about twenty
years from now?’"’ the senator asked.

“Twenty vears from now is a long
way off,”” Dr. Anderson said, after
considerable hesitation. |

My friend back home with the
~money looks a long way off. That’s
why he has the money,” the senator
answered.

“What difference does 1t make, if
-we're all killed by a cobalt bomb?”
Dr. Anderson asked.

“You know, 1t’s funny, but my
friend doesn’t seem to worry about
that. I suppose he should, because the
chances of his being killed after a
bomb lets go are a lot higher than of
being run out of business by mines
on Venus. Still, he doesn’t. Son, the
first rule I learned in politics was to
work with people as they are. Use
them, not try .to reform them. I've
always done that—even with myself.”
The senator laid down his cigar. ¢ Well,

doctor, it’s been a pleasure talking to -

you. Take my advice, and forget the
whole business. Get yourself a job in
private industry where this sort of
thing 1sn’t likely to happen. If you
want a reference, get 1n touch with
Grace and I'll give you a good one.
In fact, you might ask her to make a
note of it as you go. It’s been a
pleasure talking to you. Hope we’ve
got things straightened out.”
“Thank you, senator.”
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“Jeanne, I don’t know what to do
now. There isn’t any use trying to
talk to Senator Whitehead again. I've
got to go over his head. And I don’t
know who that means, except the
President. And there isn’t any way I
can see him.” Dr. Anderson held his
head 1n his hands.

“Cheer up, Andy, 1t could be a lot
worse. After all, we're still eating,”
his wife said. “Now, think hard.
Doesn’t the President have anyone
who checks up on things like the Venus
Project for him?”

“Well, yes, there’s Rice.  He's
Chairman of the Interdepartmental
Research Co-ordinating Committee—
but I don’t know him. Wouldn’t recog-
nize him if I met him on the street.
Don’t know anyone who does know
him, either. So I guess that’s out.”

“Out, my foot,” his wife said vi-
ciously. ** You pick up that phone and
call your Mr. Rice. Tell him you're
Dr. Anderson of Venus Project, and
that you want to see him about the
Radiation Shielding appropriation.”

As Dr. Anderson dialed, he looked
at his wite doubttully. He talked on
the phone for about five minutes, first
with a secretary and then with the
Chairman of the Interdepartmental
Research Co-ordinating Committee,
Harold Rice himself. When he hung
up, he smiled broadly at his wife.
“Don’t think he’d have seen me if he
hadn’t been an Iowa State graduate,
too. He wants me there day after to-
morrow, and I'm to send his secretary
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a summary of the story tomorrow, so
he’ll have a chance to get up to date
on it. Come here and kiss me. Maybe
I've swung it.” <0
‘Being an intelligent ' girl, Jeanne
kissed him without comment. :
Mr. Harold Rice’s office was bril-
hantly lit, angular, and efficient. Dr.
Anderson wondered 1if the desk 1n
front of Mr. Rice was long enough for
a bowling alley, but a quick mental
calculation showed it was not.
“What year were you at Iowa State,
doctor?’’ Rice began. “ You got out In
’68? I'm ’60 myself, so I don’t imagine
we had many friends at college 1n
common. Of course, that’s only a de-
tail. Main thing 1s, we went to the
same school. That’s the broad general
picture. That’s the important thing.”
Dr. Anderson nodded happily.
“Now,
yours, doctor. Can’t say I'm pleased
about that at all. You say radiation
shielding work 1s being cut out of the
1975 budget. Well, that’s"too bad. 1
say 1t’s too bad, because I'm always in
favor of spending more money for re-
search. But it’s only a detail in the
broad general picture of the Venus
Project. I can’t look after details.
I've got to keep the forest in mind,
not the trees.” | |

#“But it’s 'such an essentigl~—" Dr.

Anderson managed to break 1n.
~“The manager of the Project 1s

Adams.” Rice went right on. “He’s

a good man. I helped pick him for the
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about this complaint of

job. Don’t you feel we. plcked a gc}od
man, doctor?”

“Adams is an excellent man, but—"

“That’s always been my idea of
how to run a job, doctor. Pick out a
good man, and give him “his head.
Don’t worry about the détails of how
he runs the job. He’s there to worry
about details. Important thing 1s to
be sure you’'ve got a good man. Don’t
you agree, doctor?’’ |

“Why, yes, but—"’

“Glad you see the point, doctor. I
can’t interfere with individual portions
of the Project as long as Adams has
the overall authority. That’s against
every principle in the books on man-
agement. Can’t sacrifice principles for
details. Isn’t that so, doctor?”

“Well—!”’ |

“I'm glad you agree, doctor. It’s
been nice to have a chance to talk to
you, and I’'m glad 1 was able to. We
boys from the corn country have to
stick together in Washington. Well,
I've got to run now. We’re co-ordinat-
ing the boll weevil at half past two -
—that 1is, co-ordinating boll weevil
work. Drop in again any time you feel
like a chat.”"

“You certainly made a mess of
that, Andy,” his wife sald.

Dr. Anderson got up from his chair
and walked over to a footstool. He
kicked the footstool. Then he looked
at his foot, shook it to see if anything
was broken, and returned to his chair.

‘““At that, darling, I suppose I can’t
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blame you. You never did get a word
in ﬁdgemge did you?” She giggled,
then caught a glimpse of her husband’s

face, and stopped giggling. “ I’'m stuck.

I guess the only thing we can do is to
call on some expert help. I wonder it
Jerry Lewis—”

Dr. Anderson’s head snapped up.
“Who's Jerry Lewis?”

“I used to know him before I met
you. Haven’t seen him much since,
somehow. He works for Amalgamated
Press. Knows a lot about what goes
on. Only lives a few blocks away.”

“Ask him to come over. We can’t
lose anything. At least we can give him
a drink for his trouble, so he won’t
lose either.” Dr. Anderson walked
heavily into the kitchen. “He’s out
of luck if he likes Scotch, though.
I had three shots after I talked to
Senator Whitehead, and I guess I fin-
ished the bottle tonight.”

Jfﬁi“i"l“%?’ Lewis listened to Dr. Ander-
son’s story. He thought to himself that
Jeanne had done all right. Her hus-
might polish his glasses with a
handkerchief while he told it, but he
certainly told a story clearly. The sci-
entific mind, Jerry thought.

“I'm not particularly surprised,”
Jerry said when he had heard the en-
tire story. “ Whitehead takes care of
himself. Rice isn’t sure of what he is

doing, and he won’t risk doing any-

thing that might show it.”
*“ We weren’t surprised either, Jerry,
aiter it all had happened,” Jeanne
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said. Th& question we’d like you to

answer is, where do we go from here?”

“That’s a tough one,” Lewis said.
““What you need is someone who can
make Whitehead toe the mark. Since
Whitehead seems to be mainly inter-
ested in the job of Secretary of State,
that means someone who can say

- whether Whitehead gets the job or

not. That’s the governor of New York,
who’ll be our next president if the polls
mean anything. And since they’ve
replaced human interviewers with
emotographs, the polls do mean
something.”

“Should we try to talk to the gov-
ernor?” Dr. Anderson asked.

“No use,” Jerry answered. * In the
hrst place, you wouldn’t get a chance
to see him, and in the second place he
only does what O’Connell tells him to
do.”

“0O’Connell?”” Jeanne asked.

“O’Connell—Owen O”Connell,””
Lewis answered. “The leader of the
Eleventh Assembly District in New
York City. O’Connell put the gover-
nor where he 1s today, and the gov-
ernor knows 1t, It the governor gets to
be president, he’ll still know who put
him there.” |

“Isn’t there an Owen O’Connell
who 1s a chess mamm" " Dr. Anderson

“asked.

“Same man. It’s a funn'y thing.
You wouldn’t expect a political boss to
be a chess player, but this one is. He’s
done fairly well in tournaments, too.”

“Does Andy see him?” Jeanne
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asked bluntly, but hopefully.
“Not much use,” Lewis rephed
“He isn’t interested in anything but

pohtlcs and chess. You can’t show him
where he’ll gain by helpmg you, a,nd_
he isn’t the kind of fellow who does. a

good turn because he’s a Boy Scout.
From what I hear, he’s even more
interested in chess than in politics, but
Andy doesn’t even play chess, so
that’s no angle.” '
- ““Looks as 1f we’re beaten,” Jeanne
said. “I’ve used my brains, you’ve
told us all you know, and Andy’s
gone at it in his straightforward physi-
cist way. And it doesn’t add up to a
thing. Maybe you’ll like working on
television tube cathodes, Andy.”

“Maybe,” Dr. Anderson said. Sev-
eral minutes passed in silence. Then
Dr. Anderson spoke again, hesitat-
ingly. “Maybe you said something,
Jeanne. You know, I really haven’t
been going at this like a physicist. I've
been going at it no differently from
the way anyone else would. Maybe
physics is the answer.” He. turned to
Jerry Lewis. “Your Mr. O’Connell
likes to play chess.”

“That’s what I said,”” Lewis replied.

“Just wait while I look up one of
my college texts.” Dr. Anderson
walked to the bookshelves along the
wall, and hunted for a minute.
““Jeanne, did you move von Neu-

mann? Oh, no, here it is.” He leafed
through the book rapidly, read for a

moment, then closed the. book and
returned it to the shelf.
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** Jerry, could you make an appoint-
ment for me with O’Connell? I'd
like to show him somethmﬂ' T
Anderson was excited. “Tell him I'd
like to take him for a taxi trip to see
something of great imp*oi:tahce to
him.”

“I’ll call him rlght now. That way
the call will be on your bill,” Lewis
sald. A few minutes, and conmderable
discussion later, he hung up. “If he
hadn’t wondered a little why anyone
would call him from Washington to
invite him for a taxi trip, I don’t
think he’d have bitten. He said to
pick him up after lunch tomorrow.
What do you have in mind?”

“Right now I've got to call a friend
of mine in New York,” Dr. Anderson
evaded. ‘““It’s Joe Richards—you’ve
heard me speak of him, Jeanne—who
runs a computing service in Long
Island City. He’s got a palr of the new
R-42 computers. He’ll help set the
stage. While we’re talking, you might
take Jerry out in the kitchen and fix
him a drink.”

“Dr. Anderson, that was an inter-
esting story you just told me about
the Venus Project and your work i

radiation shielding,” Owen O’Connell

sald. He was a big man and an im-
portant one, who spoke as though he
knew it. “And I’'m enjoying our taxi
ride to Long Island City. Now, I won’t
deny that as things stand right now
I have some imfluence with Senator
Whitehead—quite a lot of influence,
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in fact. However, if I use it I will irri-
tate him. Frankly, you haven’t given
me a good enough reason to annoy
the senator.” |

“We're here now,” Dr. Anderson
sald. ‘“When you’ve seen the work
we're doing, you may have your an-
swer on why you should bother the
senator.”’

The taxi stopped in front of a small

factory building. In the tiny office
inside, Dr. Anderson 1ntroduced
Q’Connell to Joe Richards. Then he
suggested they go nto the computer
room.
- “Very 1interesting, gentlemen,”
O’Connell said. “ A modern computer
certainly looks simple enough from
the outside. I suppose the complica-
tions are inside. But perhaps now you
are ready to tell me why you brought
me here. Is this machine figuring your
course to Venus?”’

“Oh, no, Mr. O’Connell. It’s figur-
ing out a chess problem. Or rather /e
chess problem,” Dr. Anderson an-
swered. ““One of the two machines,
that is. The other 1s analyzing a mar-
ket survey for a tooth paste com-
pany.”’

““The chess problem? What’s that?”’
O’Connell asked.

“That’s a long story,” Dr. Ander-
son said. ““ About thirty years ago, von
Neumann and Morgenstern proved, in
a book called ‘Theory of Games and
Economic Behavior,” that chess was
a determinate game——that is, a game
in which the result is settled before
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you even begin to play, provided that
both sides play correctly. The catch
is that the game 1s so complicated we
don’t know what the correct way to
play 1s. As a matter of fact, we don’t
even know if white should win, if

black* should win, or if the game

should be a draw. There is one way to
find out, however. That is simply to
sit down and try all the possible
moves, play all the possible games,
and analyze the results.”

1 suppose the reason that’s never

- been done is that there are too many

games to play, even in a lifetime.”
O’Connell smiled.

“Yes, or in several lifetimes,” Da.
Anderson smiled back. “Fortunately,
an R-42 computer, like the two in this
room, can be set to play several thou-
sands of games of chess a second, and
analyze the results. We’ve been run-
ning all morning on openings where
white opens with king’s rook’s pawn
to rook’s three. Next we will check in
order the games beginning with the
other possible opening moves. In
about two weeks we’ll have the job
finished.”

“What will that mean,” O’Connell
asked.

“Why, for one thing it will pretty
much spoil the interest in a game of
chess,”” Dr. Anderson said. “You'll
know before you sit down how the
game will come out, and what are
the correct moves.”

“Where’s a phone?” (O’Connell
asked. He dialed rapidly. “Professor
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Otis? Owen O’Connell. Professor, is
it true that if we checked every possi-
ble game of chess we could find out
who should win and how to play to
win—that there wouldn’t be any more
reason to play? . . . Yes, I know all
about von Neumann and I know no
one would live long enough to play
all the possible games. Thanks.” He
hung up. “Well, Dr. Anderson. Mr.
Richards. I guess you’re right. In a
couple of weeks you’ll have spoiled my
malin pleasure In life. I don’t know
what I'll do if you take the sport out

of chess. Take up collecting stamps,

perhaps.”” He shook his head moodily.

Dr. Anderson spoke, picking his
words carefully. “Perhaps I should
have made it clear, Mr. O’Connell,
that I only became interested in the
chess problem when the radiation
shielding work appeared to be out of
the picture. If we get an appropriation
for radiation shielding for next year, I

doubt I will have enough interest in

chess to finish the calculations.”
“So that’s the game,” O’Connell

sald. “And I always thought physi-

cists were babes in the woods. All

right, I'll talk to the governor, and
he’ll talk to Whitehead. You’re per- .
fectly safe in losing your interest in
chess—right now for choice. Is that
taxi still outside? I can’t spend all
day here chatting.” i)

“Darling, you were wonderful,”
Jeanne said, stroking her husband’s
hair. “Now that you have your
money, we’ll get to Venus soon. But
I feel a little sorry for poor Mr. O’Con-
nell. He should have known he
couldn’t get the best of my husband.”

“But, honey, he could have very
easilly.” Dr. Anderson sat up. “He
asked his professor the wrong ques-
tion. What he should have asked is:
How long it would take a computer to
play every possible game of chess?
Even playing a hundred thousand
games a second, we’d all be dead and
Earth dead and the sun cold before
the computer finished. Oh, well, if
O’Connell had been smart enough to
ask the right question we would have
had to think of something else.” Dr.
Anderson grinned, sank back, and put
his wife’s hand to his hair again.

THE END
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BLUFF-STAINED TRANSACTION

BY H. B. FYFE

A crook—or even the slightly shady—character operates largely on
a basis of bluff. And there’s no one who is more of a s.fzder for a bluff

than the professional blu ffer!

 lllustrated by Cartier

At the control desk, the slim, dark
man stared intently into the screen at
the swelling 1mage of the nearby
planet. His hulking partner addressed
yet another grumbling remark to his
back..

“You were gonna handle him!
Charlie Ferris, the big diplomat!”’

Something like a snarl twisted the
hairline mustache on the lean man’s
hard face. He turned impatiently.

“But he had the goods on us!” he
exploded. “They don’t call it the
Bureau of Slick Tricks for nothin’.
You know very well, Gerry, we're
lucky he let us keep the ship to work
out the debt!”

“Which ke got us into.”

“Maybe so,” shrugged Ferris. “ You
wanna go to court about it? An’ any-
way, after all the talk, I didn’t see

Fuller gettin’ his jaw socked. Why

shovel it all off on me?””
“I got a good mind to drop an
eclipse over him when we land, if he’s
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there,” said the big man sourly.

“Don’t forget the orders. We know
nothin’ an’ nobody connected with
the B. S. T. on Rerv IV. We're just
Charles Ferris an’ Gervase Taylor,
gentlemen space travelers.”

The blond man fell silent. Giving up
his goading, he sat sulkily at the astro-
gation desk of the austere little control
room and regarded his big hands. The
knuckles were knobby and displayed
a number of little white scars. He
shook his head slowly:.

‘“Those phony lenses!”’ he grunted.

‘“All right, all right! We got back
from Kosor, didn’t we?’”’ demanded
Ferris.

“With our skins, just about i

““ And the ship. For a while, I didn’t
think we’d pry the Kosorians loose, -
but we’ve still got that. Now if things
work out here, we might come out
with a stake. There’s generally a few
credits to be picked up when some-
thing smells like this job.” -
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Taylor did not beam.with enthusi-
asm,

“T'd just as soon we kicked off a
few light-years—credits or no credits.
That slicker’ll wind up skinning us
again,” |

CNobL e dms T, o time
ised Ferris between set teeth.

The silence held for half an hour
before Ferris spoke again.

“Time to go into a landing curve,”
he warned. s

Some hours later, the ship flared
down out of a hazy sky over one pole
of Rerv 1IV. Ferris tailed down neatly
at the only spaceport of the planet,
situated on the largest island, and the
two men released themselves from
the acceleration seats. They checked
for damage and leakage as a matter of

!??
[ ]
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prom-

routine before preparing to leave the
ship.

“You sure it’s the right place?”
asked Taylor.

“Maybe you saw some place else
to land?” Ferris challenged. “Sure,
it’s the right place. Didn’t they an-
swer our request for landin’ instruc-
tions?”’

“Could you understand the an-
swer? "’

“Well ... . no: but. i1 I-can set
down guided by some cracked jet
talking through a mouthful of mush,
that shows what a hot pilot I am.
Besides, there ain’t anywhere to land
but this one ring of islands.”

Taylor glanced gloomily at the
sketch taped to the astrogation desk.

- It showed a narrow band of islands
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that girdled the small planet about

twenty degrees from the pole. Ferris
- had landed on the largest, several
hundred miles long, which bore a spot
marked 1n red as a sizable town.

““So this 1s New Honolulu, is it?”’

“You know any other cities on this
planet?’” demanded Ferris in exaspera-
tion. “ Come on—count your teeth an’
let’s have a look outside!””

Out of long habit, he paused to
check the exterior atmosphere, but as
he had been informed, it was remarka-
bly like that of Terra in the main.
Despite the latitude, the temperature
was summery.,

They made their way through the -

alr lock and presently stood side by
side at the top of the ladder.

“I don’t think I want my jacket,”
said Taylor. _

He wore a draped and belted jacket
of conservative green, with slacks
nearly the same color tucked into
high spaceman’s boots. In contrast
to the dapper Ferris, nothing about
Taylor seemed to have been pressed.
His shorter iriend was gayer In a
jacket of black and gold, and his sky-
blue slacks were matched by the neck
scarf which the humid breeze stirred
sluggishly. At infrequent intervals, a
flicker of lemon yellow revealed the
hue of his shirt.

‘“Better keep it on,”” he told Taylor.
“No use advertising yet that we’re
wearing guns.’’

“I thought we were supposed to ad-
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vertise it.”’

“Wait’ll we see how to make the
best impression,” insisted the dark
man. ‘“No sense in scarin’ one of these
pioneer yokels an’ then findin’ out
he don’t count.”

“I got a good mind to slug the first
man or monster I meet?” growled
Taylor. “If I close my eyes, it’ll feel
the same’s if it was J. Gilbert Fuller!”’

“You slug when an’ if I tell you!”
ordered Ferris, starting down the lad-
der. ““Here comes somebody now. Let
me do the talkin’!”

“You gotta be let?”” grumbled Tay-
lor, but he followed down to the
ground. |

This was firm—somehow the gen-
eral appearance of the 1sland had
suggested mud—and was covered by
rocket-scarred traces of a growth not
unlike seaweed. At a distance around
the wide field and partly screening the
low buildings visible beyond one end
of it, were stunted, treelike growths
with bushy branches. Taylor examined
their faded, olive-green color with an
expression of distaste.

He joined Ferris, who had advanced
a few strides to watch a battered
ground-car approaching from the di-
rection of the buildings. As it came
nearer, they could see that it was an
open truck.

When the vehicle drew up before
them with a squeal of brakes, Ferris
twitched his shoulders slightly at the
hostile looks of the four Terrans riding
in it. =
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The four wore no jackets, and most
of the mi@m seemed to have been
bleached out of their sweat- dampened

shirts. One carried a dart pistol tucked
into his waistband, and the hands of
the others lingered near a collection of
tools like long-handled machetes. All
four were deeply tanned.

“Thought vou were Lrymians,”
sald the driver, as if to explain his
haste.

The beety man beside him patted
11s dart pistol and grunted in disap-
Holntment.

“No room for more Terrans here
either,”” he told them ungraciously.
“Too many #oikine plantations now
for the shipping quotas. We let in any
more, the price will go down.”

“ Um-m-m.
there?’’ asked Ferris, with a jerk of
his head.
replied the driver,
- preparing to turn his truck.

“We’ll ride back with you, then,”
sald Ferris.

“That’s right,”

i

The man with the dart gun took
that 1ll.

“You know what’s good for you,
you’ll climb back in your star-wagon
and kick off,” he said. ‘“Who asked
vou to come around Rerv anyway?”’

“News gets around,” said Ferris
evenly. He used his left elbow to edge
back Taylor, who showed signs of
desiring a closer look at the beety one.
“We h@m'd Rerv IV needed a little
organizing.’

““Are you with that shmy shcker

PLUFF-STAINED TRANSACTION

That the  city over

from the B ST ‘that got here last
week?’” demanded the driver. |

- “Maybe; maybe not,” parried Fer-
ris. ¢ What slicker?”’

“That J. Whatsisname Fuller!” -

snarled the man beside the driver.
“That one with the big talk about
Terra annexing this place and control-
ling the fohkine trade. By Sol, 1f you’re
friends of his—!"”

“I wouldn’t say we were friends of
the Bureau ot Special Trading,”” Ferris
told him.

“Well, then, get back in that space
bottle and kick ofi! We have enough
space tramps here now.’’

He started to get out of the truck
when Ferris showed no sign of moving,
and the two behind him stirred.

“Gerry!” said Ferris without rais-
ing his voice.

The beefy one jumped down, land-
ing with feet widely spread and knees
flexed to spring. Taylor moved to
meet him like a tack to a magnet. To
the echo of a smacking thud, the man
jerked upward to the tips of his toes
and flipped backward. He bounced
once on his shoulders before coming

- 1nertly to rest beside the truck.

~ The pair about to step. down crouched
where they were, staring open-mouth
at a Taylor who had changed in a
fleeting instant from a hulking, blond
lout to a big cat. The spaceman fixed
them with a blue glare and stooped to
pluck the dart pistol from the waist-
band of the unconscious man.

Ferris removed his hand from under
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his jacket as his partner shpped the
weapon and its load of deadly, poi-
soned needles into a hip pocket.
‘“You fellows oughta be careful with
those illegal guns,” he commented
conversationally. “I guess you do need
organizin’. Like I say, we’ll ride back
with you. Throw /im in back, Gerry!”

Taylor’s victim had not yet revived
by the time they reached the only
mn possessed by the ragged looking
town that passed for the Terran capi-
tal of Rerv IV. Ferris and Taylor ob-
tained a room and sat down to piece
together the information that the for-
mer had extracted from their hosts on
the ride.

The hotel, a magnificent two stories
in a rambling metropolis of one-storied
buildings of dun bricks and stucco, was
at least relatively cool because of its
thick walls. It was staffed by Rervites,
quiet amphibians who seemed depressed
at being ashore.

“They’re what make the business
go,”’ said Ferris, rising to point out the
deeply recessed window at a pair of
Rervites plodding along the street
below.

The natives were about four feet
tall and rotund after a streamlined
_ fashion. They were more or less bi-
pedal—heavy tails showed below the
tunics they wore. The fine, greenish
scales did not show at this distance,
but the mouthful of teeth displayed
when one of them opened his mouth
would have been visible half a light-
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year. The eyes set in the otherwise
teatureless round faces, however, were
large and gentle.

“There’s about a hundred Terran
factors here,” Ferris continued, “and
very few actually go underwater to
work their foikine plantations.”

““Dunno why Fuller is so interested
in the stuff,” said Taylor. “It’s no
use to Terrans.”

“Sssh!” cautioned Ferris. “Don’t
mention his name!”’ '

He moved cat-footed to the curtains
that served as a door, and peeped into
the hall. Satisfied that they were not
being spied upon, he returned to the
chair by the window.

““He never said,” he explained, “ but
it’s easy to figure out. Tohkine, or
drugs taken out of it, stops colds in a
whole class of nonhumans that trade
on Terra. Some of them can die from
a cold, and by now they’ve all carried
the sniffles back to their own planets.
With some of them, a shot of fokkine
1s like a vaccination.”

“You’d think they could make syn-
thetics,” said Taylor.

““You can bet they’re tryin’. Maybe
they will some day; but right now,
they gotta get it from underwater
plantations on Rerv IV an’ nowheres
else. That’s why these vacuums had it
so good till the Lrymians tried to push
in'J!

“They had nothing much to do, the
way Fuller put it.”

“That’s right,” agreed Ferris. “The
Rervites work the plantations an’ dry
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the weed on the beaches. But the
Terrans control the export, an’ you
know what that means.”

‘““Keeping the price up by shipping

out just so much?”

‘““ Sure. Now these hungry wonders.

from around Lryme are trying to cut
in. You’d think a planet would be big
enough for everybody, but maybe not.
This is the only land for a base, an’
the Terrans got here first.”

“You think that’s Fuller’s angle,
to chase the monsters out?”’

‘““What else?’’ Ferris shrugged.
“That’s his business, seein’ to it that
Terrans get the inside orbit on any
trade through Sol. T think he got us
here to start some sort of riot after we
get the Terran factors organized the
way he told us. Then, either we pitch
the Lrymians out, or he can call for
government help.”

“Why can’t he anyway?”’ asked
Taylor. “Or start the riot himself, if
he wants one?”’ '

“I guess he thinks it ain’t legal for
a man 1n his position,” grinhed Ferris.

Taylor snorted.

“What’s the matter?” Ferris prod-
ded. “The idea of doin’ somethmg 1l-
legal bother you?r”’

In spite of a brief struggle with him-
self, Taylor had to smile.

“T’ll tell you one thing, though, to
tuck away in your atomic little head,”
he declared. “I got a theory that
what would bother Fuller would make
me turn white. And you, too!”

Ferris grinned and shrugged, but
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offered no argument.

At dusk, following the lingering
afternoon of Rerv IV, they descended
to the main hall of the inn for dinner.
The green-scaled Rervite waiter
brought them a variety of seafood
which he assured them—in mushy
speech barely understandable as Ter-
ran—would be acceptable to their
stomachs. |

Some of the dishes consisted of
shellfish of exotic appearance, some
resembled fish, and some caused Tay-
lor to remark about ‘“‘pickled spin-

ach.” Having visited many planets,

however, the two visitors were inured
to unfamiliar foods.

They were finishing with a jug of
something very like wine—invented
by the Terrans from a sea growth, the
waiter told them—when a distant
hubbub came to their ears.

“Something popping out in the
street,” muttered Taylor, setting down
his tapered cup. “Coming this way,
too.”

“Wait till it gets here,” advised
Ferris, pulling him down to the bench
again.

They sat quietly at the rough table,

‘watching the few other Terrans pres-

ent crowd out the door. One of them
exclaimed something about Lrymians.

The noise of many voices, Terran
and some that were much more shrill,
moved closer. Taking the jug with him
in one hand and his cup in the other,
Ferris drifted to the door. Taylor
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stepped lightly after him.

Looking out, they saw an angry
Terran in the middle of the street,
confronting an unhealthy-looking in-
dividual with a dull, blue-white skin
who could only have been a Lrymian.
From the general position of the crowd,
1t appeared that the gathering Ter-
rans had blocked the passage of about
a dozen Lrymians.

“Bet the snakes were chasing some
Terrans up the street,” muttered Tay-
lor in his partner’s ear.

Now, outnumbered two or three to
one, the aliens hesitated. Ferris ex-
amined them curiously.

A foot or so taller than humans, the
Lrymians were slender in a snakish
- way that was emphasized by the way
their narrow heads were set upon
curving necks two feet long. The bulg-
g black eyes, two pointing forward
and- two backward, seemed too large
for their heads.

At first glance, Ferris thought he
saw their legs from the knee down,
under the long robes they wore belted
twice in the length of their skinny
bodies. Then he realized that their
legs were no longer than he saw, al-
though the four tentacles of each
Lrymian were equivalent in reach and
setting to human arms.

The tumult was degenerating into
what sounded like an outpouring of
complaints and countercharges. The
shouting Terran was being out-ges-
- tured four to two, but he possessed a
loud bellow and the Lrymian was slow

i2

of speech. It was about even. Ferris

filled his cup from the jug and sipped.

“They won’t fight,”” grunted Taylor
contemptuously.

He half-turned to go inside.

“Wait a minute!” murmured Fer-
ris, grabbing his friend’s elbow. “ Look
over there!”

Lounging at the rear of the Terran
crowd, though obviously not a part of
1it, was a chunky man in still unfaded
clothes. He was hatless in the lingering
warmth of the twilight and his wavy
golden hair was neatly brushed. He
wore a handsome purple jacket, but
was apparently “roughing it without
a neck scart.

As his casual blue stare met Ferris’
dark gaze over the heads of the crowd,
he ran a finger along his blond mus-
tache and looked away with no sign of
recognition.

“Well,” said Ferris, “he knows
we’re here. I guess working hours start
now, instead of tomorrow.”

He poured the last few drops of
wine from his jug and nudged Taylor.

“Get out among ’em, Gerry; an’
when it starts, you finish it! I'll cover
in case things get serious.”

He waited, sipping his wine unhur-
riedly, while Taylor bulled his way
to the point in the crowd where the
Terrans ended and the Lrymians
began. Ferris took a careful look
around to make sure he was unob-
served. |

Then he hurled the jug past his
partner . ..
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There were about fifty Terrans at
the meeting the next morning.

Those too late to find space on the
benches covered the tables of the mnn
hall. Ferris and  Taylor lounged on
chairs tilted against the Terran-style
bar at one end of the chamber, while
the beefy man encountered on their
arrival haranged the assemblage.

Finally, the speaker hauled out a
large handkerchief, mopped his ruddy
face, and gestured to Ferris. The lean
spaceman rose and surveyed the faces
watching him. As a result of Taylor’s
performance the evening before, they
‘were uniformly friendly.

“I ‘admit,”’ he began. +*that when
[ first met Ludman, we had words.
But since last night, Gerry an’ me
have been thinkin’ over what you
guys are up against here.”

Exclamations of satisfaction greeted
the reference to the riot.

“Now,”” Ferris announced, ‘‘there’s
only one thing to do.”

His audience hunched forward.

“You got to get together an’ kick
those snakes out before any more pile
in here. It’s a nice setup, but they’re
gonna squeeze you out if they can!”

“We know that,” called a wvoice
above the growls. ““What’re we going
to do?”’

“I'hat’s - easy,” Ferris retorted.
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