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Subspace Explorers
First published, 1965, Canaveral Press

By EEE. ‘Doc’ Smith

Chapter 1
CATASTROPHE

At time zero minus nine mnutes First Oficer Carlyle Deston, Chief Electronicist of the
starliner Procyon, sat attentively at his board. He was five feet eight inches tall and
wei ghed one hundred sixty two pounds. just a little guy, as spacenen go. Although
narrow wai sted and, for his heft, broad-shoul dered, he was built for speed and
maneuverability, not to handle freight.

Wat ching a hundred lights and half that many instrunments; listening to four tel ephone
circuits, two with each ear; hands flashing to toggles and buttons and knobs; he was
conpletely informed as to the instant-by-instant condition of everything in his departnent
during countdown. Everything had been and still was in condition GO

Nevert hel ess, he was bot hered; bothered as he had never been bothered before in all his
three years of subspacing. He had al ways had hunches and they had al ways been right,
but this one was utterly ridiculous. It wasn't the ship or the trip-nothing was yelling "DAN

GER'" into his mnd-it was sonething down in the Mddle that was pulling at himlike a cat
tractor and it didn't nmake sense. He never went down into passenger territory. He had no
busi ness there and flirting with vacskulled girls was not his dish

So he fought his hunch down and concentrated on his job. Lift-off was uneventful; so was
the clinb out to a safe distance fromEarth. At time zero mnus two seconds Deston
poised a fingertip over the red button, but everything stayed in condition GO and

i mergence into subspace was perfectly normal. Al the green lights except one went

out; all the needles dropped to zero; all four phones went dead; all signals stopped. He
plugged a jack into the socket under the remaining green light and said: "Procyon One to
Control Six. Flight eight four nine. Subspace radio test nunber one. How do you read

me, Control Six?"

"Control Six to Procyon One. | read you ten and zero. How do you read nme, Procyon
One?"

"Ten and zero. Qut." The solitary green |ight went out and Deston unpl ugged.

Perfect signal and zero noise. That was that. From now until Emergence-unl ess sone

robot or conputer called for hel p-he nmight as well be a passenger. He | eaned back in his
seat, |lit a cigarette, and began really to study this wild hunch, that was getting worse all
the time. It was all he could do to keep fromcalling his relief and going down there right
then; but he couldn't and wouldn't do that. He was on until plus three hours. He couldn't
possi bly explain any such break as that would be, so he stuck it out.

At time zero plus one hundred seventy nine mnutes his relief appeared. "All bl ack,
Babe?" the newconer asked.

"As the pit, Eddie. Take over. You' ve picked out your girl-friend for the trip, | suppose?"

Wil e taking the bucket seat, Eddie said, "Not yet. | got sidetracked watchi ng Bobby
VWarner. . ."

A wave of psychic force hit Deston's mnd hard enough alnpbst to turn it inside out; but he
clenched his teeth and held his pose.

and after seeing her just wal k across the | ounge once, all the other wonen | ooked
like a clime's worth of catnmeat. Tal k about poetry in notion!" Eddie rolled his eyes, nade
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nmotions with his hands, and whistled expressively. "Ch, brother!"

"Ckay, okay, don't blow a fuse," Deston said, in what he hoped was his usual tone and
manner. "I know. You'll |ove her undyingly-all this trip, maybe."

"Huh? How dunmb can you get? D you think I'd even try to play footsie with Barbara
Vr ner ?"

"You play footsie with the pick of the passenger list, so who's Barbara Warner, to daunt
Don Juan Eddi e Thonpson, the Tontat of Space?"

"I thought you knew sone of the facts of life, Babe. She's Warner's only child, is all
Warner of WarnQO |; the biggest in all space. Operates in every solar system known to
man and never puts down a dry hole. Al gushers that blow their rigs clear up into the
strat osphere. Everybody wonders how cone. The poop is, his wife's an oil-witch, is why
he lugs her around with himall the time. Wy else would he?"

"Maybe be | oves her. It happens, you know. "

"Huh? After twenty-sonme years of her? Conet-gas! Anyway, would you have the subline
gall to nmake a pass at WVarnG|'s heiress, with nmore nmillions in her own sock than you' ve
got dines? If you ever nade passes, | nean." "Uh-uh. Negative. For sure."

"You nor ne neither. But what a dish! Brother, what a |ovely, |uscious, toothsone dish!"

"Cheer up; you'll be raving about another one tonorrow," Deston said callously, turning
away.
"I don't know . . . maybe; but even if | do, she won't be anything |like her," Eddie

mourned, to the closing door. Deston didn't go to his cabin; didn't take off his sidearm
He didn't even think of it; the .41 automatic at his hip was as nuch a part of his uniform
as his pants.

Entering the | ounge, he did not have to | ook around. She was pl aying contract, and as
eves nmet caves and she rose to her feet a shock-wave went through himthat made him
feel as though every hair he had was standing straight on end.

She was about five feet four. Her hair was a startlingly brilliant artificial yellow her eyes
a deep, cool blue. She could have made the M ss Western Hem sphere finals.

Dest on, however, did not notice any of these details then

"Excuse me, please," she said to the other three at her table. "I nust go now. " She
tossed her cards down onto the table and wal ked straight toward hiny eyes still holding
eyes.

He backed hastily out into the corridor, and as the door cl osed behind her they went
naturally and wordlessly into each other's arns. Lips net lips in a kiss that lasted for a
long tine. It was not a passionate enbrace passion would cone later-it was as though

each of them after endless years of bootless, fruitless |longing, had come at |ong | ast
hone.

"Come with me, dear, where we can talk," she said finally, eyeing with disfavor the
hal f -dozen spectators; and, in her suite a few mnutes |ater, Deston said:

"So this is why | had to cone down into passenger territory. You cane aboard at exactly
zero seven forty three."

"Uh-uh." She shook her head. "A few m nutes before that; that was when | read your
nane on the board. First Oficer, Carlyle Deston. It sinply unraveled ne; | cane
conpl etely unzipped. It's wonderful that you're so strongly psychic, too."

"l don't know about that," he said, thoughtfully. "Psionics says that that the nap is the
territory, but all ny training has been based on the axiomthat it isn't. |'ve had hunches al
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my life, but the signal doesn't carry nmuch information. Like hearing a siren while you're
driving a ground-car. You know you have to pull over and stop, but that's all you know It
could be police, fire, anbul ance-anything. Anybody with any psionic ability at all ought to
do a lot better than that, | should think."

"Not necessarily. You don't want to believe it, so you' ve been fighting it, beating it down.

So it has to force its way through whillions and skillions of ohns of resistance to get

through to you at all. But | know you're very strongly psychic, or you wouldn't've cone

down here . "

she giggled suddenly ". . . and you'd' ve junped clear out into subspace when a perfectly
strange girl attacked you. So ... aren't you going to ask me to nmarry you?"

"OF course | am" He blushed hotly. "WII| you? R ght now?"
"You can't without resigning, can you? They'd fire you?"
"What of it? | can get a good ground job." "But you wouldn't |ike a ground job!"

"What of that, too. A nan grows up. Between you and any job in the universe there's no
choi ce. "

"I knew you'd say that, Cari." She hugged his el bow agai nst her side. "I'd | ove to get
married right now. " She paused.

"Except for what?" he asked.

"I thought at first 1'd tell ny parents first-they're aboard, you know hut | won't. Shed
scream and he'd roar and neither of themcould make nme change nmy mind, so we will do
it right now "

He | ooked at her questioningly; she shrugged and went on, W aren't what you could cal

a happy fanmily. She's been trying to nmake nme marry an old goat of a prince and |I finally
told her to go roll her hoop-to get a divorce and marry the foul old beast herself. And he's
been pushing me to marry an oil-man-to consolidate two enpires-that it nmakes nme sick

at the stomach just to |l ook at! Last week he insisted on it and | blew an atonic bonb. I'd
keep on finding oil and stuff for him | said, but . . ." She broke off as Deston stiffened
i nvol untarily.

"G 1?" he asked, too quietly. "You' re the oil-witch, then; not your nother. Besides having
mor e megabucks in your own right than any. "

"Don't say it, dearest!" She seized both his hands in hers. "I know how you feel. | don't

like to let you ruin your career, either, but nothing can cone between us now that we've

found each other. So I'Il tell you this." Her eyes | ooked steadily into his. "If it bothers you
that much I'Il give every dollar | own to sone foundation or other. | swear it."

He | aughed shanefacedly as he took her into his arnms. "That's knocking me for the
wel | -known | oop, sweetheart. I'Il live with it and like it."

Then, to get away fromthat subject, he explored with know ng fingers the nuscles of her
arms and back. "You're trained down as fine as | amand it's ny business to be--how
come?"

"I majored in Phys. Ed. and | love it. And I'"'ma Newnartian, you know, so | teach a few
cour ses. " "Newmartian? But | thought-aren't the headquarters of all the big outfits,
including WvarnG |, on Tellus?"

"In a way. Managenent, yes, but very little property. Everything possible is owned on
Newrar s and we Warners have always lived there. The tax situation, you know. "

"I didn't know, taxes don't bother ne nuch. But go ahead. You teach a few courses. |n?"
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"Ch, bars, trapeze, ground-and-lofty tunbling, acrobatics, aerialistics, highw re work,
nmuscl e-control, unarmed conbat-all that sort of thing."

"Quch! So if you ever happen accidentally to get mad at ne you'll tie me up into a
pretzel ?"

She | aughed. "A pl easant thought; but you know as well as | do that a good big man can
take a good little one every tine."

"But I'mnot big. I"'mjust alittle squirt."

"You outwei gh ne by forty pounds and | know just how good space officers have to be.
You're exactly the right size."

"For the first tine in my life |'mbeginning to think so." Laughing, he put his arm around

her and led her up to a full-length mrror. "We're a mghty well-matched pair . . . | like us
imensely ... well, shall we go see the chaplain? O should we | ook for a priest-or
maybe a rabbi ?" "W don't know each other very well, do we? But we'll have all the rest

of our lives to learn uninportant details. The chaplain, please. Let's go."

They went; still talking. "You'll live with me in the suite, won't you?" she asked. "All the
time you aren't on duty?"

I can't imagi ne anything el se.”

"Wonderful! Now | want to talk seriously for a mnute. You'll never need a job, nor any of

my noney, either. Not ever. The thought of dowsing never even entered your mnd, did
it?"

"Dowsi ng? Ch, witching stuff. OF course not."

"Listen, darling. Al the time |I've been touching you |I've been | earning about you-and
you' ve been | earning about me."

"Yes but. . ."

"No buts, buster. You actually have trenmendous powers; ever so much greater than

mne. Al | can do is feel oil, water, coal, and gas. I'mno good at all on nmetals couldn't
feel gold if | were perched right on the ridgepole of Fort Knox. But if you'll stop fighting
that terrific power of yours and really use it |I'mpositive that you can dowse anything you
want to. Even uranium"

He didn't believe it, and the argunent went on until they reached the chaplain's office.
Then, of course, it was dropped automatically; and the next five days were deliciously,
deliriously, ecstatically happy days for them both.

At the time of this chronicle starships were the safest neans of transportation ever used
by man; but there was, of course, an occasional accident. Wrse than the accidents
however -but fortunately much rarer-were the conpl ete di sappearances: starships from

whi ch no distress signal was ever received and of which no trace was ever found.

And on the Great Weel of Fate the Procyon's nunber cane up.

In the mddle of the night Carlyle Deston cane instantaneously awake-deep down in his
m nd a huge, terribly silent voice was roaring "DANGER DANGER DANGER' " He did

not take time to think or to reason: he grabbed Barbara around the wai st and | eaped out
of bed with her.

"Troubl e, Bobby! Get into your suit-quick!"™ "But ... but |I've got to dress!"

"No tine! Snap it up!" He stuffed her into her suit; leaped into his owm. "Control!" he
shapped into its nicrophone. "Disaster! Abandon Ship!"

The alarmbells clanged once; the big red lights flashed once; the sirens barely started to
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grow, then quit. The whole vast fabric of the ship shuddered as though it were being
maul ed by a thousand and i npossi bly gigantic hamers.

And out in the corridor: "Come on, girl, sprint!" He put his hand under her arm and urged
her al ong.

She tried, but her best wasn't good. "I've never been checked out on sprinting in
space-suits, so you'd better. "

Everything went out. Lights, artificial gravity, air-circulation-everything.
"You' ve never been checked out on null-gee, either, so hang on and we'll travel."

"Where to?" she asked, hurtling through the air faster than she woul d have believed
possi bl e.

"Baby Two-Lifecraft Nunber Two, that is-ny crash assignment. Good thing I was down
here with you-1 don't think anybody'll nake it fromthe Top. Next turn left, then right. 1'1lI
swi myou. "

At the lifecraft he kicked a | ever and a port swung open-to reveal a blaze of light and a
startled gray-haired man who, half-floating in air, was banging on to a fixture with both
hands.

"What happened?” the man asked. "I didn't know whet her

"Wecked. Null-gee and high radiation. 1'll have to put you in the safe for a while." Deston
shoved the oldster into a small room gave hima line, and turned to Barbara. "My tell-tale
reads twenty-pink-so we've got a few nminutes. Wap a |l eg around that lever there and I|']

see if | can find sonme passengers and toss 'emto you. O is null-gee getting to you too
nmuch?"

"I"'mpretty gulpy, but I can take it."
"Good girl-you may have to take a lot of it."

The first five doors he tried were | ocked. The sixth was not; but the couple inside the
room were very gruesonely dead. So was everyone else he could find until he came to a
roomin which a man in a space-suit was floundering helplessly in the air. He glanced at
his telltale. Thirty two. H gh red. Tine to go.

In the lifecraft he closed the port, cut in the launcher, and slamred on a one-gravity drive
away fromthe ship. Then he shucked Barbara out of her suit and shed his own. He

uncl anped a fire-extinguisher-like affair; opened the door of a tiny room "lIn here!" He
shut the door behind them "Strip, quick!" He cradl ed the device and opened four valves.

Fast as he was, she was naked and ready for the gush of thick, creany foamfromthe
mul ti pl ex nozzle. "Ch, Dekon?" she asked. "I've read about it. | rub it in good, all over
me?"

"That's right. Short for 'Decontani nant, Conplete; Conpound, Absorbent, and Chel ating;
Type DCQ "' It takes care of radiation, but speed is of the essence. Al over you is right."
He pl aced the foamgun on the floor and went vigorously to work. "Eyes, too, yes.

Everywhere. Just that. And swallow six gulps of it . . . that's it. | slap a gob of it over
your nose and nouth and you inhal e once-hard and deep. One good one's enough, but if
it isn't a good one you die of lung cancer, so I'll have to knock you out and give it to you

whil e you' re unconscious, and that isn't good-conplications. So nmake it good and deep?"
"WIIl do. Good and deep." She enptied her |ungs.
He put a headl ock on her and sl apped t he Dekon on

She inhal ed, hard and deep, and went into paroxysns of coughing. He held her in his
arns until the worst of it was over; but she was still coughing hard when she pulled
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hersel f away from him
"But - you? Lenme- hel p-you- qui ck!"

"No need, sweetheart. The old nan won't need it-1 got himinto the safe in tine-the other

guy and I will work on each other. Lie down on the bunk there and take it easy for half an
hour . "
Forty minutes later, while all four were still cleaning up the messes of foam the

chattering sender stopped sending and the conmmuni cator came on. Since everything
about a starship is designed to fail safe, they were of course in nornmal space. On the
screens many hundreds of stars blazed, in half the colors of the spectrum

"Baby Three acknow edgi ng," the speaker said. "Jones and four-deconned-who's calling
and bow s your subspace comuni cator ?"

"Baby Two, Deston and three. Mne's dead, too. Thank God, Here! Wth you to
astrogate us maybe well make it. But how d you get away? Not down fromthe Top,
that's for sure.”

Vi sion came on; a big, square-jawed, |ean, tanned face appeared upon the screen. "W
were in Baby Three already."

"Ch." Deston was quick on the uptake. "You, too?" "That's right. But the way the old man

chewed you out, | knew he'd slap nme in irons, so we hid out. W found three nen before
high red. | deconned Bun, then . . ." "Bun?" Barbara exclained. "Bernice Burns? How
wonder ful I'"

"Bobby!" The face of a silver-haired beauty appeared beside Jones'. "Am | glad you got
away too!"

"Just a sec," Deston said. "Data for rendezvous, Here. . . . Hey! My watch stopped-so
did the chron!"
"Here too," Jones said. "So I'll handle it on visual."

"But it's non-nmagnetic-and nothing can stop an atom chron!" Deston protested.

"But something did," the gray-haired man said. "A priceless datum bservations of fact

have already invalidated twenty four of the thirty eight best theories of hyperspace. | take
it that none of you were in direct contact with the netal of the ship at the tine of

di saster?"

"W weren't," Deston said. Then, to the younger stranger, "You? And identity, please."
"I know that much. Henry Newran, crew chief normal space."

"Your passengers, Here?"

"Vincent Lopresto, financer, and his two bodyguards. They were sleeping in their suits.
G ounders. "

"Just so," the old man said. "lInsulated, we acquired the charge very gradually. Wat did
the bodies | ook |ike?" Deston thought for a nonent. "Alnbst as if they had expl oded. "

"Precisely." Gray-Hair beaned. "That elimnates all the others except three-Mrton's,
Rot hstein's, and nmy own."

"You're a specialist in subspace, sir?"

"Ch, no, I"'mnot a specialist at all. I"'ma dabbler; a. . ." "In the College?" Deston asked,
and the other nodded. "Wth doctorates in everything fromastronony to zool ogy? |I'm
m ghty glad you were using this lifecraft for an observatory when we got it, Doctor . . . ?"
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"Adans. Andrew Adans. But | have only eight at the nonent. Earned degrees, that is.
"And you have a | ot of apparatus in the hol d?"
"Less than six tons. Just what | nust have in order to.

"Babe." Jones' voice broke in. "Got you figured. Power two, al pha eighteen, beta forty
three. "

Rendezvous with the Procyon's hul k was nade; both lifecrafts hung notionless relative to
it. No other lifecraft had escaped. A conference was held. Weks of work would be
necessary to determne the ship's condition. Hundreds of other tasks would have to be
performed, and there were only nine survivors. Everyone would have to work, and work

har d.

The two girls wanted to be together. So did the two officers; since, as long as they lived
or until the Procyon made port, all responsibility rested: first, upon First Oficer Carlyle
Dest on; and second, upon Second O ficer Theodore Jones. Therefore Jones and

Berni ce cane aboard Lifecraft Two and Deston asked Newran to go over to Lifecraft

Thr ee.

"Unh-uh, | like the scenery here a lot better.” Newman 's eyes raked Bernice's five feet
ni ne of scantily-clad sheer beauty fromankles to coiffure.

"As you were, Mster Jones!" Deston rasped, and Jones subsi ded. Deston went on, very
quietly, As crew chief, Newran, you knowthe law. | amin command."

"You ain't in command of ne, pretty boy. Not out here where nobody has ever cone
back from | nmake my own lawwth this." Newran patted his side pocket.

"Draw it, then, or crawl." Deston's face was coldly calm his right hand still hung

motionl ess at his side. Newran gl anced at the girls, both of whomwere frozen; then at
Jones, who smiled at himpityingly. "I . . . ny ... but yours is right where you can get at
it," he faltered

"You shoul d have thought of that sooner. |I'mwaiting, Newran."

"Just wing him Babe," Jones said then. "He's strong enough, except in the head. W
may need his back."” "Uh-uh. 1'll have to kill himsometime, so it might as well be now.
Square between the eyes. A hundred bucks I"'mtwo nillineters off dead center?”

Both girls gasped and stared at each other in horror; but Jones said calmy, wthout
|l osing any part of his smile, "Not a dinme; |I've lost too nuch that way already,"-at which
outrageous statement both girls realized what was going on and smled in relief.

And Newman nisinterpreted those smles conpletely; especially Bernice's. The words
cane hard, but he said them "I craw."

"Crawl, what?" "I crawl, sir."
"Your first lob will be to build some kind of a brute force device to act as a cl ock. One
more break will be your last. Flit."

Newman flitted-fast-and Barbara, who had opened her nouth to say sonething, shut it.
No, he woul d have killed the man; he would have had to. He still nmight have to. So she
sai d, instead.

"Why' d you |l et himkeep his pistol? The . . , the sline) And after you saved his life, too!"
"Typical of the type. One gun won't make any difference.

"But you can lock up all their guns, can't you?"
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"I"'mafraid not. Lopresto's a nobster, isn't he, Herc?" "If he's a financier |I'man
angel -conplete with wings and halo. They'll have guns hidden out all over the place."
"Check. You and |I'll go over and..."

"And |," Adanms said. "I nust tri-di everything, and do some autopsies, and . "

"OF course," Deston agreed. "Wth a Big Brain along -oh, excuse that crack, please,
Doctor Adans. It slipped out on nme."

Adans | aughed. "In context, | regard that as the highest conplinment | have ever
received. In these circunmstances you need not "Doctor' ne. "Adans' will do very nicely."

"I"'mgoing to call you "Uncle Andy'," Barbara said with a grin. "Now, Uncle Andy, in view
of what you said, one of your eight doctorates is in nedicine." "Naturally."

"Are you any good at obstetrics?"
"In the present instance | feel perfectly safe in saying.."

"WAit a minute!" Deston snapped. "Bobby, you are not..

"I amtoo! That is, | don't suppose | amyet, but with himaboard I'mcertainly going to. |
want to, and if we don't get back both Bun and I will have to. Castaways' Code. So
there!™"

Deston started to say sonething, but Barbara forestalled him "But for right now, it's high
time we all got some sleep.”

It was and they did; and next norning the three men wafted thensel ves across a few
hundred yards of space to the crippled liner. Floodlights were rigged.

"What . . . a . . . mess." Deston's voice was | ow and wondering. "The Top especially .
but the Mddle and the Tail don't | ook too bad."

I nsi de, however, devastation had gone deep into the Mddle. Walls, floors, and structura
menbers were sheared and torn and twi sted into shapes inpossible to understand or

expl ain. And, even worse, there were absences. |In dozens of volunes, of as many sizes
and of shapes inconpatible with any three-dinmensional geonetry, every solid thing had

si nply vani shed-vani shed wi thout |eaving any clue whatever as to how or where it could
possi bl y have gone.

It took four days to clean the ship of Dekon foamand to treat the hot spots that the

aut omati cs had m ssed. Four |ong days of heartbreaking |abor in weightl essness and four
too-short nights of sleep in the heavenly-to seven of them at least-artificial gravity of the
lifecraft. Wth the hul k deconned to zero (all ruptured radiators had of course been bl own
automatically at the time of catastrophe) Jones and Deston went over the engine roons

itemby item

The subspace drives were fused ruins. Enough nornmal space gear was in working order,
however, so that they could put on one gravity of drive, which was a vast relief to all.
Then Jones began to jury-rig an astrogation set-up and Deston went to hel p Adans.

A few evenings |later Adans said, "Well, that covers all the prelimnary observations | am
equi pped to nake.

Thanks a | ot for your help, Babe, | won't bother you any nmore for a while."

Deston grinned ruefully. "You'll have to, Doc. | don't nean the routine-clean-up, bodies,
effects, and so on -Lopresto's handling that. You've |learned a | ot of stuff that none of the
rest of us can nake head or tail of. That nmmkes you the director; we're only the cheap
hel p. "

"I've | earned scarcely anything yet; only that when we approach any planet we nust do
so with extrenme-| might alnost say fantastic-precautions."”
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"Blasting at normal, it'll be a mghty long tinme before we have to worry about that."

"Not as long as you think, Babe," Jones said. "We're in toward the center of the gal axy
somewhere; stars are a lot thicker here. It's only about a third of a light-year to the
nearest one. Point three five, | make it."

"But what's the chance of its having a Tellus-Type planet?"

"Ch, that isn't necessary," Adans said. "Any planet will, it is virtually certain, enable us to
restore subspace comunication

"I't'Il still be a mghty long haul,"” Deston said. "The shape the engines are in, | doubt if
they' Il stand up under nore than about one gee on a long pull. W can't do rmuch better

than that anyway, because we've got no grav-control-the Qconverters are all shot and

we can't fix "em"

"We'll travel at one gravity," Barbara said. "Babies; renenber?"

"Il figure it that way," Deston said, and went to work with his slide-rule. A few mnutes
|ater he reported, "Neglecting the Einstein Effect, which is altogether too hairy for a
slipstick, | make it about fourteen nonths. But since velocity at turnover will be crowding
six tenths of a light, that neglect makes it just a guess."

"We'll conpute it tonorrow norning,’
beadi ng for that star now. "

Jones said. "For your information, all, we're

Chapter 2
THE ZETA FI ELD

The tremendous Chaytor engines of the Procyon were again putting out their wonted

torrents of power. The starship, now a nere spaceship, was on course at one gravity.

The lifecraft were in their berths, but the five and the four still lived in themrather than in
the vast and oppressive enptiness that the Iiner then was. And outside of working hours

the two groups did not mx.

In Lifecraft Three, four nmen sat at two tables. Ferdy Bl aine and Mbose Mordan were

pl aying cards for small stakes. Ferdy was of nediumsize, lithe and poised, built of
rawhi de and spring steel. Mdose the Miscle was six feet five and wei ghed a good two
sixty. The two at the other table had been planning for days. They had had many vitriolic
argunents, but neither had nade any notion toward his weapon.

"Play it ny way and we've got it nmade, | tell you!" Newran pounded the table with his
fist. "Seventy five nmegabucks if it's a dine! Heavier |oot than your second-string
syndi cate ever even thought of in one haul! |I'm al nost as good an astrogator as Jones is

and a better engineer, and at practical electronics |'mjust as good as Pretty Boy Deston
is."

"Ch, yeah?" Lopresto sneered. "How cone you're only a crewchief, then?"

"Only a crewchief!" Newran yelled. "D ya think I'mdunb or something? O don't know
where the big nmoola is at? O ain't in exactly the right spot to collect right and left? O |
ain't got exactly the right connections? Wth Mster Big hinself? You ain't that dunb!"”

"Dumb or not, before | nmake a nobve |'ve got to be sure that we can get back without
'em

"You can be damm sure. | got to get back myself, don't |? But paste this in your hat-1 get
the big platinum bl onde. ™"

"You can have her. Too big. The little yellowhead' s ny dish."

Newran sneered into Lopresto's hard-held face. "But renenber this, you small-ting,
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chiseling punk. Rub me out after we kill themand you get nowhere. You're dead. Chew
on that awhile and you'll know who's boss."

After just the right amount of hol ding back and objecting, Lopresto agreed. "You win,
Newran, the way the cards lay. So all that's left is-when? Tonorrow?"

"Not quite. Let "emfinish figuring course, tine, distance, turnover-all that stuff. They can

do it alot faster and sone better than I can. 1'Il tell you when."
"Ckay, and I'Il give the signal. Wen | yell NONwe give 'emthe business.”
Newran went to his cabin and the nuscle called Mose said, "I don't |ike that ape, boss.

Before you gun him let me work himover a little, huh?"
"We'll let himthink he's top dog for a while yet; then you can have him"

A few evenings later, in Lifecraft Two, Barbara said, "You' re worried, Babe, and
everything's going so snoothly. Wy?"

"Too snoothly altogether. That's why. Newran ought to be doing a slow burn and
gol dbricking all he dares, and he isn't. And | wouldn't trust Lopresto as far as | can throw
a brick chimey by its snoke. | snell trouble. Shooting trouble."

"But they couldn't do anything w thout you two!" Bernice protested. "Could they, Ted,
possi bl y?"

"They could, and | think they intend to. Being a crew chief, Newran is a jackl eg
engi neer, a good practical 'troncist, and a rul e-of-thunb astrogator, and we're conputing
every elenent of the flight. And if he's what | think he is . . ." Jones paused

"Coul d be," Deston said. "One of an organized ring of pirate-snugglers. But there isn't
enough plunder that they could get away with to nake it pay."

"No? Thi nk again. Not plunder; salvage. Wth either of us alive, none. Wth both of us
dead, can you guess within ten megabucks of how nuch they'll collect?"

"Bl ockhead! " Deston sl apped hinself on the forehead. "And they aren't planning on killing
the girls until the last act."

Both girls shrank visibly and Barbara said, "I see." Deston went on, "They know they'|
have to get both of us at once-the survivor would I ock the ship in null-G and they' d be
sitting ducks ... and it won't be until we've finished the conputations. W very sel dom

work together. If we nake it a point never to be together on duty .

"And be sure to always have our talkies turned on," Jones put in, grimy.

"Check. They'll have to think up sone reason for getting everybody together, which wll
be the tip-off. Blaine will probably draw on ne. "

"And he'll kill you," Jones said, flatly. "You're fast, | know, but he's a
pr of essi onal - probably one of the fastest guns in all space."

"Yes, but ... I've got a ... | mean | think | can . " Bernice, sniling now, stopped
Deston's floundering. "Way don't you fellows tell each other that you' re both very strongly
psi oni c? Bobby and | et our back hair down | ong ago.

"Ch-so you'll have warning, too, Babe?" Jones asked. "That's right; but the girls can't

start packing pistols now."

Berni ce | aughed. "I wouldn't know how to shoot one if | did. "I'Il throw things-I'mvery
good at that."

Jones didn't know his new wife very well yet, either. "Wat can you throw hard enough
and strai ght enough to do any good?"
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"Anyt hing that weighs less than fifty pounds,” she replied, confidently. "In this case

chairs, | think. Flying chairs are really hard to cope with. I'lIl start wearing a couple of
knives in | eg-sheaths, but I won't throw 'emunless | absolutely have to. Wwo will | knock

out with the first chair?"

"I'"l'l answer that," Barbara said. "If it's Blaine against Babe, it'll be Lopresto against Here
So you' |l throw your chair at that unspeakabl e oaf Newman."

"I'"d rather brain himthan anyone else | know, but that would | eave that gigantic gorilla to
in that case, Bobby, you'll sinply have to go arned."

Bar bara held out her hands. "I always do."
"Agai nst a man-nountain |like hinf You' re that good? Real | y?"

"Especially against a nman-nountain |like him |I'mthat good. Really. And we should have a
signal -an unusual word-so the first one of us to sense their intent yells ~ BRAHVS!
kay?"

That was okay, and the four went to bed.

Three days later, the intended victins all owed thenselves to be inveigled into the | ounge.
Al'l was peace and friendship-until suddenly a four-fold "BRAHVS! " rang out an instant
ahead of Lopresto's stentorian "NON"

It was all a very good thing that Deston had had warning for he was indeed conpeting

out of his class. As it was, his bullet crashed through Bl aine's head, while the gunman's
went into the carpet. The other pistol duel wasn't even close and Newran didn't get to
aimhis gun at Adans at all.

Berni ce, even while shrieking the battle-cry, |leaped to her feet, hurled her chair, and
reached for another; but one chair was enough. It knocked the hal f-drawn pistol from
Newman's hand and sent his body crashing to the floor, where Deston's second bull et
made it certain that he would stay there

I f Moose Modrdan had had tine to get set, he m ght have had a chance. Hi s thought
processes, however, were |anmentably slow, and Barbara Deston was very, very fast.

She reached himbefore he even realized that this pint-sized girl actually intended to hit
him thus his belly- nuscles were still conpletely rel axed when her left fist sank

hal f-forearm deep into his solar plexus.

Wth an agoni zed "WHOOSH " he began to doubl e up, but she scarcely allowed himto

bend. The fingers of her right hand, tightly bunched, were already boring savagely into a
spot at the base of his neck. Then, left hand at his throat and right hand pulling hard at
his belt, she put the totalized and concentrated power of her whol e body behind the knee
she drove into his groin.

That ended it. To make sure, however-or to keep Barbara from know ng that she had
killed a man?-Deston and Jones each put a bullet through the falling head before it struck
the floor.

Both girls flung thenselves into their husbands' arns. "Ch, | killed him Carl!" Barbara
sobbed. "And the worst of it is, | really nmeant to! | never did anything like that before in .

"You didn't kill him Barbara," Adans said.

"Huh?" She raised her head from Deston's shoul der; the contrast between streani ng

eyes and dawning relief was al nost funny. "Wy, | did too! | know I did!"
"By no nmeans, ny dear. Nor did Bernice kill Newran. Fists and knees and chairs do not
kill instantly; bullets through the brain do. The autopsies will show, |'mquite certain, that
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these four nen died instantly of gunshot wounds."

Wth the gangsters out of the way, |ife aboardship settled down, but not into a routine.
When two spacenen and two grounder girls are trying to do the work of a full crew, no
routine is possible. Adans, nuch ol der than the others and worki ng even | onger hours,
becane haggard and thin.

"But this work is necessary, ny dear children,"” he inforned the two girls when they
renonstrated with him "This material is all new. There are many extrenely difficult
probl ems involved and | have less than a year left to work on them Less than one year,
and it is a task for many nen and all the resources of a research center."

To the officers, however, he went into nmore detail. "Considering the enornous anounts

of supplies carried; the scope, quantity, and quality of the devices enployed; it is highly
i mprobabl e that we are the first survivors of this type of catastrophe to set course for a
pl anet . "

After sone discussion, the officers agreed with him "Wile |I can not as yet analyze or
evaluate it, we are carrying an extrenely heavy charge of an unknown nature; the
residuumof a field of force which is possibly nmore or |ess anal ogous to the

el ectromagnetic field. This residuumeither is or is not dischargeable to an object of
pl anetary mass. | amnow virtually certain that it is; and I amof the opinion that its
di scharge is ordinarily of such violence as to destroy the starship carrying it.".

"Good God!" Deston exclained. "Ch-that was what you neant by “fantastic
precautions' ?"

"Precisely."

"Any idea of what those precautions will have to be?" "No. This is all so new ... and

know .so little . . . and amworking with pitifully inadequate instrumentation . . . however,
we have nonths of time yet, and if | an unable to derive a solution before arrival-I don't
mean a rigorous analysis, of course; nmerely a nethod of discharge having a probability

of success of at least point nine-we will remain in orbit around that sun until | do."

The Procyon bored on through space at one gravity of acceleration; and one gravity,

mai ntai ned for nonths, builds up to an extrenely high velocity. And, despite the Einstein
Ef fect, that acceleration was nmintained, for there was no | ack of power. The Procyon's
uraniumdriven Wesleys did not drive the ship, but only energized the Chaytor Effect

engi nes that tapped the total energy of the universe.

Thus, in seven nmonths of flight, the spaceship had probably attained a velocity of about
six-tenths that of 1ight.

The nen did not know the day or date or what their actual velocity was, since the
brute-force machine that was their only clock could not be depended upon for either
accuracy or uniformty. Al so, and worse, there was of course no possibility of
determining what, if anything, the Einstein Effect was doing to their tine rate.

At the estinmated mdpoint of the flight the Procyon was turned end for end; and, a few
days later, Barbara and Deston cornered Adans in his |aboratory.

"Li sten, you egregious clam" she began. "I know that Bun and | both have been pregnant
for at |least eight nonths and we ought to be twice as big as we are. You've been
studying us constantly with a hundred nmachi nes that nobody ever heard of before and all

you've said is blah. Now, Uncle Andy, | want the truth. Are we in a |lot of trouble?"
"Troubl e?" Adans was anmazed. "OF course not. None at all. Perfectly normal fetuses,
both of them Perfectly." "But for what age?" she demanded. "Four nonths, maybe?"

"But that's the crux!" Adans enthused. "Fascinating; and indubitably suprenely inportant.
A key datum If this zeta field is causing it, that gives ne a trenmendously powerful new
tool, for certain tinme vectors in the generalized matri x becone paraneters. Thus certain
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determinants, notably the all-inportant delta-primnme-sub-nu, becone mani pul able by ..
but you aren't listening!"

"I"'mlistening, pops, but nothing is comng through. But I'"'mawfully glad |I'mnot going to
give birth to a nonster,” and she | ed Deston away. "Carl, have you got the foggiest idea
of what he was tal ki ng about ?"

"Not the foggiest-that was over ny head |like a cirrus cloud-but if you gals' slowness in
producing will help the old boy lick this thing I'mall for it, believe ne."

Mont hs passed. Two perfect babi es- Theodore Warner Deston and Barbara Bernice
Jones-were born, four days apart, in perfectly nornmal fashion. Adans nmade out birth
certificates which were unusual in only one respect; the tines, dates, and places of the
births were to be deternined |ater.

A coupl e of weeks before arrival Adams rushed up to Deston and Jones. "l have it!" he
shout ed, and began to spout a torrent of higher-very nuch higher-nmathematics.

"Hold it, Doc!" Deston protested. "I read you zero and ten. Can't you del ouse your

si gnal ?"

"We-1-1." The scientist |ooked hurt, but did abandon the high math. "The discharge is
catastrophic; energy of the order of magnitude of ten thousand average discharges of
lightning. | do not know what it is, but it is virtually certain that we will be able to

di scharge it, not in the one trenmendous blast of contact with the planet, but in successive
decrenents by the use of long, thin | eads extending downward toward a hi gh point of the
planet." "Wre, you nean? What Kkind?"

"The material is uninmportant except in that it should have sufficient tensile strength to
support as many mles as possible of its own length."

"We' ve got dozens of coils of hook-up wire," Deston said, "but not too many mles and
it's soft stuff."

Jones snapped his finger. "Gahamwre!"

"Of course,' Deston agreed. "Hundreds of mles of it aboard. We'll float the censer down
on a Hot chki ss. " "Tear-out," Jones objected.

"Bailey it-and spider the. Bailey out to eighteen or twenty pads. W can canni bal the
whole Mddle for netal ."

"Sure. But surges-backlash. We'll have to renpte it." No, problemthere; servos all over
the place. To Baby Two."

"Wbul d you m nd del ousi ng your signal ?" Adans asked caustically.

" Scuse, please, Doc. A guy does talk better in his own |ingo, doesn't he? Gahamwre
is used for re-wapping the Gahans, you know. "

"No, | don't know. What are G ahans?"
"Why, they're the intermedi ates between the Wesleys and the Chaytors ... okay, okay;
Grahamwire is one-point-three-mllineter-diameter ultra-high-tensile alloy wire. Used for

re-enforcing hollow containers that have to stand terrific pressure.”

"Such wire is exactly what will be required. Note now that our bodies will have to be
grounded very thoroughly to the netal of the ship."

"You're soright. W'll wap up to the eyeballs in silver nesh and run | eads as big as ny
armto the frane." They approached their target planet. It was twice as nassive as

Earth; its surface was rugged and jagged; its nmountain ranges had sharp peaks over

forty thousand feet high.
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"There's one nore thing we nust do," Adans said. "This zeta field nay very well be
irreplaceable. W nust therefore launch all the lifecraft except Nunber Two into
separate orbits, so that a properly-staffed and properly-equi pped force nay study that
field."

It was done; and in a few hours the Procyon hung notionless, a thousand mles high,
directly above an isolated and sharp nountai n peak

The Bail ey boom with its spider-web-1ike network of grounding cables and with a |arge
pulley at its end, extended two hundred feet straight out fromthe Procyon's side. A
twenty-five-mle coil of Gahamw re had been nounted on the renote-controlled

Hot chki ss reel. The end of the wire had been run out over the pulley; a fifteen-pound
wei ght, to act both as a "sensor" and to keep the wire fromfouling, had been attached;
and the controls had been tested.

Now, in Lifecraft Two-as far away fromthe "business district" as they could be.-the

human bodi es were grounded and Deston started the reel. The whole coil ran out, as

expected, with no action. Then, slowy and carefully, Deston let the big ship float straight
downward. Until, suddenly, it happened.

There was a bl ast beside which the nost terrific flash of lightning ever seen on Earth
woul d have seened like a firecracker. Although she was in what was al nrbost a vacuum

the Procyon was hurled upward |ike the cork of a chanpagne bottle. And as for what it
felt like-the sensation was utterly indescribable. As Bernice said, |long afterward, when
she was being pressed by a newsman, "Just tell '"emit was the living end."

The girls were unw apped and, after a nonent of semi-hysteria and after making sure
that the babies were all right, were as good as new. Then Deston ained his plate and
gul ped. Wthout saying a word he waved a hand and the others | ooked. The sharp tip of
the nmountain was gone: it had becone a seething, flam ng | ake of incandescent |ava.

"And what," Deston nanaged, "do you suppose happened to the other side of the ship?"

The boom was gone. So were all twenty of the grounding cables that had fanned out in

all directions to anchorages wel ded to the vessel's skin and frane. The anchorages, too,
were gone; and tons upon tons of steel plating and of structural menbers for many feet
around where each anchorage had been. Many tons of steel had been conpletely

vol atilized; other tons had run |ike water.

"Shall | try the subspace radi o now, Doc?" Deston . asked.

"By no means. This first blast would of course be the worst, but there will be severa
nmore, of decreasing violence."

There were. The second, while it volatilized the boomand its grounding network, mnerely
fused small portions of the anchorages. The third took only the boomitself; the fourth,
only the dangling mles of wire. At the fifth trial nothing-apparently-happened; whereupon
the wire was drawn in and a two-hundred-pound mass of steel was |lowered into firm

contact with solid rock.

"Now you nay try your radio," Adans said.

Deston flipped a switch and spoke into his mnicrophone. "Procyon One to Control Six.
Fl i ght eight four nine.

Subspace radi o test number nine five-1 think. How do you read ne, Control Six?"

The reply was highly unorthodox. It was a wild yell, followed by words not addressed to
Deston at all. "Captain Reaner! Captain French! Captain Holloway! ANYBODY! It's the
Procyon, that was | ost over a year ago! |IT'S THE PROCYON "

"Line it up! If it's sonme damm fool's idea of a joke . a crisp authoritative voice grew
| ouder as its source approached the distant pickup ". . . he'll rot injail for a hundred
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"Procyon One to Control Six," Deston said again. H's voice was not quite steady this
time; both girls were crying openly and joyfully. "How do you read me, Frenchy old
hor se?"

"It is the Procyon-that's the Runt hinself-hi, Babel | read you nine and one. Survivors?"

"Five. Second O ficer Jones, our w ves, and Doctor Andrew Adans, a fellow of the
Col | ege of Study."

"It can't be a lifecraft after this | ong-what shape is the bulk in?"

"Bad. Can't imerge. The whole Top is an ungodly nmess and sone of the rest of her

won't hold air-air, hell! Section Fourteen won't hol d shipping crates! The Chaytors are
okay, but five of the Wsleys arc shot, and all of the Qconverters. Mst of the G ahans
are leaking like sieves, and . . ."

"Hold it, Babe. They want this on a recorder downstairs, too. The newshawks are
knocki ng the doors down. This narriage bit. The brides-who are they?"

Deston told him Just that; no nore

"Ckay. They want a lot nore than that; especially the sobbers, but that can wait. Wat
happened?"

"l don't know. You'd better fly a Fellow of the College over there to talk to Doc Adans.
Maybe he can explain it to another Big Brain, but | wouldn't bet, even on that."

"Ckay. Downstairs is hooked in and so is Brass. G ve us everything you know or can
guess at."

Deston spoke steadily for thirty mnutes. He did not nention the gangsters, nor psionics,
nor the extraordinarily long periods of gestation; otherwi se his report was accurate and
conplete. Wien it was done, French said:

"Mark off. OFf the air, Babe-nice job. Now, Here, on the air. Mark on. Second O ficer
Theodore Jones reporting. You're orbiting the fourth planet of a sun. What sun? \Were?"

"I don't know. Unlisted; we're in unexplored territory. Standard reference data as

follows," and Jones read off a long |list of observations; not only of the brightest stars of
the gal axy, but also of the standard reference points, such as S-Doradus, lying outside it.
"When you get that stuff all plotted you'll find a hell of a big confusion, but | hope there
aren't enough stars in it but what you'll be able to find us sonetime."

"Mark off. Don't nake ne | augh, Here; your probable center will spear it. If there's ever
nore than one star in any confusion you set up I'll eat all the extras. But there's a dozen
Big Brains, gnawing their nails off to the elbows to talk to Adans. So put himon and let's
get back to sleep, huh? They're cutting this m ke now "

"Hold it!" Deston snapped. "I want sone information too, danmit! Wat's your
Greenwi ch?"

"Zero seven one four plus thirty seven seconds. So go to bed, you night-prowing ow."

"Of what day, nonth, and year?" Deston insisted. "Friday, Sep . . ." French's voice was
repl aced by that of a nmuch older man; very evidently that of a Fellow of the Coll ege.

After listening for less than a minute, Barbara took Deston's armand | ed himaway. "Any
at all of that gibberish is exactly that much too rmuch, husband nine. So | think we'd
better take Captain French's advice, don't you?"

Since there was only one star in Jones' "confusion" (by the book, "Volume of
Uncertainty") finding the Procyon was no problemat all. H gh Brass cane in quantity and
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the whol e story, except for one bit of biology, was told. Two huge subspace goi ng
machi ne-shops al so cane, and a battalion of mechanics, who worked on the crippl ed
liner for over three weeks.

Then the Procyon started back for Earth under her own subspace drive, under the
command of Captain Theodore Jones. His first and only command for the Interstellar
Cor poration, of course, since he was a married man. Deston had tendered his

resignation while still a First Officer, but his superiors would not accept it until after

pronotion "for outstanding services" had cone through. Thus Captain Carlyle Deston and

his wife and son were dead-heading, not quite back to Earth, but to the transfer point for

Newmar s.

Just before that transfer point was reached, Deston went "up Top" to take | eave of his
friend, and Jones greeted himwth:

"I'"ve been trying to talk to Doc again; but wherever he starts or whatever the angle of
approach he always boils it down to this: “~Subjective tine is nmeasured by the nunber of

| earni ng events experienced.' | ask you, Babe, what in hell does that nmean? |f anything?"

"I know. Me, too. It sounds like it ought to nean something, but 1'Il be damed if | know

what. However, if it nakes the old boy happy and gives the College a toehold on
subspace, what do we care?"

And at this same tine Barbara had been visiting Bernice. They had of course been
tal ki ng about the babies, and an awkward silence had fallen

"Ch," Barbara |icked her lips. "So you get those feelings too."

"Too?" Bernice's face paled. "But they're absolutely normal, Bobby. Perfect. Absolutely
perfect in every respect.”

his

"I know . . . but once in a while ... an aura or sonething ... it scares nme sinply witless."

"I have themtoo. Not often, but ... well, they began even before she was born."
"Ch? So did nmine! But they aren't nonsters, Bun! | just know they aren't!"

"So do I. O course they aren't. They aren't even nutants. Look, Bobby, let's think

instead of enoting. Al four of us are very strongly psychic, but each of us got it fromonly

one side of the famly. Wth both parents psychic the effect would have to be intensified,

woul dn't it?"

"It would, at that. That's the answer, Bun, you solved the nystery. They have the sane
thing we have, except nore of it. But they can't have real powers w thout experience or

know edge, so when they grow up they'll be stronger than we are and we'll learn from

t hem "

"That's the way it is. I'msure of it."

"So aml, now | feel a lot better, Bun. |I've got to gallop. This isn't goodbye, dear-1"'I|

you soon and often-it's just so long."

Chapter 3
DESTON THE DOWBER

For a week the Destons were busy settling down in their low, sprawling hone on

Newmars. Deston had not had tinme to think about a job, and Barbara did not intend to |et
hi m t hi nk about one. Werefore, the first free evening they had, while they were sitting
cl ose together on a davenport near the fireplace in their living-room she said:

"l know how nmuch you really want to explore deep space. | do, too. |I'msure we could
acconpl i sh sonmething worth while, and 1'd like very nuch to | eave a size five-bee
footprint on the sands of time, too. There's a way we can do it."

see
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Deston stiffened. "I'd like to believe that, pet. 1'd give ny right leg to the hip and one,
eye-but what's the use of kidding ourselves? Your |last buck, even if I'd lay it on that kind
of a line, wouldn't cover the nut."

"The way things are now, no. But listen. What is the one single thing that all civilization
needs nost desperatel y?"

"Uranium You know that as well as | do."

"I know, but | want you to think very seriously about the reality, the intensity, and the
i mportance of that need. So elucidate."

"Ckay." Deston shrugged his shoulders. "It's the sine qua non of interstellar flight; of
runni ng the Chaytor engine. Wiile all the uraniumdoes is trigger the power intake, the

bi gger the Chaytor the bigger its Wesley has to be and the faster the uraniumgets used

up. Uranium s so scarce that except for controls its price would be fantastic. Hence the

bl ack market, where its price is fantastic. Hence bribery, corruption, and so forth. Half of
the deviltry and skul duggery on all ninety six planets is due to the hard fact that the
supply of uranium cannot be made to equal the demand. Sufficient?" "Sufficient. Now for

it. I've been hinting, but you' ve been shying away from psionics as though it were sone-

thing to be ashaned of, and it isn't. In space we were all too horribly busy to do anything

about it, but nowl'mgoing to slug you with it. Carl, | know that you're the first rea
met al - dowser that ever lived. Don't ask me how | know, | just know If you'll just get
serious and really work on your latent abilities you'll be able to find any netal you pl ease

as easily as | can find oil."

Tightening his arm he swng her around and stared into her eyes. "I know all about
things that way. Hunches. So how do | go about |earning to dowse netal ?"

"Like I did. | started on coal, holding a lump in nmy hand. | concentrated on it until | could
sense everything about it, clear down to its atom c structure. Then, |ooking at a map and
spreading it out, | could see every coal deposit on the planet. So here's a piece of

copper tube and a blueprint of this house. Concentrate as hard as you possibly can; then
you'll know what | nean."

"Ch-so you've been laving for ne."
"Of course | have. This is the first time we've had any tine."
"Ckay. I'll give it the good old college try."

He tried it. He tried over and over again. For half an hour he put everything he had into
the effort. Then, coming out of his near-trance, he wi ped his sweating face and said, "I
can't swing it alone, pet. There nmust be sone way for you to show ne how t he dam

thing goes-if |I've got what it takes."

"OfF course you have!" she snapped. "Don't think for a single second you haven't-1 know

you have, | tell you!"™ "If you knowit, it's so and | believe it. But the question still is-how?

But say, you can read ny mind, can't you?"

Her eyes w dened. "Wy, | don't know. | never tried to, of course ... but what good woul d
t hat do?"

"Just a hunch. Wth that close a contact, maybe sonme of your know edge will rub off onto
me. Especially if you push.”

“I''1'l push, all right; but renember, no resistance. Wth such a chilled-steel nind as yours,
not hi ng could get through."

"No resistance. Just the opposite. I'll pull you in with every tractor | can bring to bear.
Across a table?" "Unh-uh, this is better. Coser."
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They gri pped hands and stared into each other's eyes. For a long two m nutes nothing
happened; then Barbara broke contact. "I got a little," she said. "You were fighting with a
boy twice your size. Ared-haired boy with a lot of freckles.”

"Huh? Spi ke McGonigle-that was twelve or fifteen years ago and | haven't thought of the

guy since! But | got sonething, too. You were at a party, wearing a red dress cut down

to here and enerald ear-rings. You put a slightly pie-eyed chicken colonel flat on his face
because be wouldn't take "no' for an answer."

"Not on his face, surely ... oh, yes, | renmenber. But this isn't what we wanted, at all
However, it's sonmething; so let's keep on with it, shall we?"

They kept it up until bed-time, and went at it again imedi ately after breakfast next
mor ni ng. Progress was maddeningly slow, but it was progress. Progress marked by a
successi on of stabbing, fleeting pains, each of which was followed by the opening of an
entire vista of one-ness. They (lid not conplete the operation that day, or in three nore,
or in a week; but finally, the last vista opened, they sat for mnutes in what was neither
ecstasy nor consternation, but sonething having the prime el enents of both. For ful

mental rapport is the ultimate intimacy; nore intimate by far than any other union
possi bl e.

Barbara |icked her bloodless Iips and said, not in words but purely in thought, "Ch, Carl!
So this is what telepathy really is!"

"Must be." He was not speaking al oud, either. "Wat the people who tal k about tel epathy
don't know about it!" "Ch, this is wonderful! But it isn't what we were after at all."

"But it may very well be a prerequisite, hon. I won't be just watching you do it now, we'l|
be doing it as one. So break out your bottle of crude oil."

"Ch, that won't be necessary. | know oil so well that we won't need a sanple, not even a
map. Look-it goes like this ... see?"

"See! Listen, Bobby. How coul d anybody ever |earn such an incredibly conmpl ex technique
as that all by hinself? How did you ever learn it?"

"Looked at that way ... | guess maybe | didn't. | nust have been born with it."

"' That nmakes sense. Now let's link up and take that copper atom apart clear down to
what ever nmakes up its theta, nmu, and pi nesons."

But they didn't. Mich to the dismayed surprise of both, their conbined attack was no
nmore effective than Deston's al one had been. He frowned at the sanple in thought, then
said, "Okay. The thing's beginning to nmake sense."

"What sense?" she demanded. "Not to me, it isn't. Is this another of your hunches?"

"No. Logic. I'mnot sure yet, but one nore test and | will be. Water. You won't need a
sanpl e?"
"No nore than with oil. It's just about the same technique. Like this . . . there. But it

doesn't get me anywhere. Does it you?"

"Definitely. Look, Bobby. Water, gas, oil, and coal. Oxygen, hydrogen, and carbon

Oxygen, the highest, is atom c nunber eight. Maybe you can-what'll we call it?
“Handl e' ?-handl e the | ower el enments, but not the higher ones. So nmaybe both of us
together can handle "emall. If this hypothesis is valid, you already know helium 1ithium

beryl i um

"Wait up!" she broke in. "I wouldn't recognize any one of themif it should stop nme on the
street and say hello."

"You just think you wouldn't. How about boron, as in boric acid? Eve-wash, to you?"
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Her mnd flashed to the nedicine cabinet in the bathroom "I do knowit, at that. |'ve
never handled it, but | can."”

"N ce. How about sodium as in common salt?" "Can do."
"Chlorine, the other half of salt?"

"That hurt a little-took a little time,-but I nmade it" "Fine! The hypothesis begins to | ook
good. Now we'l| tackle calciumtogether. In bones-ny thick skull, for instance."

"Quch! That really hurt, Carl. And you did it. | couldn't have, possibly, but | followed you

inand | knowit now But golly, it felt like ... like it was stretching my brain all out of
shape. Like giving birth to a child, something. | told you you're stronger than | am Carl,
but I want to learn it all. So go right ahead, but take it a little slower, please."

"Slow it is, sweetheart," and they went ahead.

And in a couple of days they could handle a$ the elenents of the periodic table.

Then and only then did they go back to what they had started out to do. Seated side by
side, each grasping the short length of netal, they stared at the blueprint and all owed-or,
rather, inpelled-their perception to pervade the entire volume of the house.

"We've got it!" Deston yelled, aloud. "It is a new sense-a sixth sense-and what a sense!"

They coul d see-sense-perceive-every bit of copper in, under, and around the building; the
networ k of tubes and pi pes stood out |ike the bl ood-vessels in a plastic nodel of the

human body. While the netal was not transparent in the optical sense, they could

perceive in detail the outside, the inside, and the ultimtely fine structure of the naterial
of each conponent part of the whol e gas-and-water-supply installation

"Ch, you did it, Carl!"

"We did it-whatever it is. But | can do it alone now, | know exactly how it goes. This is
really terrific stuff.” He lost hinself in thought, then went on, "And the cardinal principle of
semantics is that the map is not the territory. Let's go in the library, roll out the big gl obe
of Newmars, and give this planet a going-over |ike no world ever got before.

"Ch, that'll be fun! Let's!"

"And you woul dn't, by any chance, just happen to have sanpl es of uranium oxi de,
pi t chbl ende, and so forth, on hand, would you?"

"Not by chance, no. | done it on purpose. Here they are."

There is no need to go into detail as to the exact fashion in which they explored the
enornous vol ume of the planet, or as to exactly what they found. It is enough to say that
they | earned; and that, having | earned, the techni ques becane al nost automatic and the
work itself becane conparatively easy.

The next norning Deston made anot her suggestion. "Bobby, what do you say about
seei ng what we can do with that forty-eight-inch gl obe of Tellus?"

"Tel lus! Light-years and |light-years fromhere? Are you conpletely out of your m nd?"

"Maybe I'ma little mad with power, but listen. If the map actually is the territory it's scale
that counts, not distance. It's inconceivable, of course, that there isn't a limt
somewher e-but where is it? |I've got an urge to spread our wings a little."

"A highly laudabl e objective, 1'd say, but IT bet you a cookie that Tellus is 'way beyond
that limt. Drag out the globe ... ah, there you are, sweet nother world of the race! Now
wat ch out, Mom ready or not, here we cone!"
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They went; and when they found out that they could scan and anal yze the entire vol une
of Earth, mile by plotted cubic mle, as easily and as conpletely as they could that of
Newrar s on whose surface they were, they stared at each other, appall ed.

"Well ... 1 ... that is . . ." Barbara licked her lips and gul ped. "I owe you a cookie, | guess,

Carl."

"Yeah." But Deston was not thinking of cookies. "That tears it. It really does. Wde open.
Rips it up and down and si deways."

"It does for a fact. But it makes the objective even nore | audable than ever, |'d say. How
do you think we should go about it?"

"There's only one way | can see. | said |I'd never spend a dime of your noney,
remenber? | take it back. | think we'd better charter one of WarnO|'s fast subspacers
and buy all the off-Earth maps, star-charts, and such-like gear we can get hold of."

"Charter? Pfooie! W own WarnGO |, silly, subspacers and everything else. In fee sinple.
So we'll just take one. IT arrange that; so you can take off right now after your maps and
charts and whatever. Scoot!"

"WAit up a bit, sweet. We'Il have to have Doe Adans.
go."

"OfF course. He'll be tickled silly to

"And Here Jones for captain.”

"I"'mnot so sure about that." Barbara nibbled at her lower Iip. "Alittle premature, don't
you think, to unsettle himand Bun-raise hopes that may very well turn out to be
fal se-before we find out what we can actually do?"

"Coul d be. COkay, fellow explorer-the count-down is on and all stations are in condition
mll

O all the preparations for the first expedition into the unknown, only one is really
noteworthy; the interview with Doctor Adans in his home. For nonths he bad been
concentrating on the subether and his zeta field; and when he | earned what the purpose
of the trip was, and that he would have a free hand and an anpl e budget, he became

ent husi asti c i ndeed.

To a mind of such tremendous power and range as his, it was evident fromthe first that
his young friends had changed markedly since he had | ast seen them This fact was of
course a challenge. Adans was tall and |l ean and gray; and, though he was sixty years
ol d, he al nost never worked at a desk. He thought better, he said, on his feet. He had
al ways rem nded Deston of a | ean, gray tontat on the prowl for prey. He was on his feet
now, paci ng about.

Suddenl y, be stopped, clasped his hands behind his back, and stared at Deston through
the upper sections of his gold-rinmed trifocals. "You two youngsters,"” he said flatly,
using telepathy. Using it consciously, accurately, and conpletely informatively-a thing
that, to my know edge, has never before been denonstrated."

are

"Ch?" Barbara's eyes wi dened. "Wen we thought we were talking did we sometines
forget to?"

"Only in part. Miinly because of a depth of understandi ng-deduced, to be sure, but
actual nonet hel ess inpossible to | anguage." Then, Adans-like, he went straight to the
point. "WIIl you try to teach it to ne?"

"Why, of course!" Barbara exclained. "That, Uncle Andy, was very nuch on the agenda."

"Thank you. And Stella, too, please? Her mnd is of precisionist grade and is of greater
sensitivity than ny own."
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"Certainly," Deston assured him "The nore we can spread this ability around the better
it will be for everybody."

Adanms | eft the roomthen, and in a mnute or so cane back with his wife; a slender
graceful, gray-haired woman of fifty-odd.

Both Andrew and Stella Adans had been students all their |ives. They knew how to

study. They had the brain capacity-the blocked or latent cells-to |learn tel epathy and
many ot her things. They learned rapidly and thoroughly. Neither of them however, could
or ever did learn how to "handl e" any substance. In fact, very few persons of their tineg,
mal e or female, ever did |earn nore than an insignificant fraction of the Destons' unique
ability to dowse

I n conpensation, however, the Adamses had nascent powers peculiarly their own. Thus,
before they went to bed that night, Andrew and Stella Adans were exploring vistas of
reality that neither of the Destons would ever he able to perceive.

Qut in deep space, the Destons worked slowy at first. They actually | anded on Cerealia,
the most fully surveyed of all the colonized planets; and on Galnmetia, only a little less so,
as it was owned in toto by Galactic Metals; and on Lactia, the dairy planet.

Dest on worked first on copper; worked on it so long and so intensively that he could find
and handle and tridi any deposit of the free netal or of any of its ores with speed and
preci sion, wherever any such might be in a planet's crust. Then he went on up the line of
atom ¢ nunbers, taking big junps-nol ybdenum and bari um and tungsten and bi snut h-up

to uranium which was what he was after.

Barbara did not work with himon netals very long; just |long enough to be sure that she
could be of no nore help. She didn't really like netals, and she had her own work to do.

It was just as inportant to have on file all possible data concerning water, oil, gas, and
coal .

They wor ked together, however, at perfecting their techniques. Any thought of

determining the working limts of psionic abilities had been abandoned | ong since; they
were trying with everything they had to minimze the necessity of using maps and charts.
They succeeded. just as Barbara, while still a child, had become able to work w thout

sampl es; so both of themlearned how to work without maps. All they had to know,

finally, was where a solar systemwas; they could fix their sense of perception upon any
star they could see, and hence could study all its planets. They tried to work

i ndependently of star-charts-to direct their attention to any point in space at will-but it
was to be years before they were able to reach that peak of ability.

Deston found nany deposits of copper, one of themvery large, on the col onized pl anets;
but he was interested in copper only as a neans, not as an end. Wat he wanted was a
mount ain of uranium and uraniumwas just as scarce on all ninety five colonized pl anets
as it was on Earth.

He knew that his sensitivity to his wife's noney was the only flaw in their happiness. He
knew what Barbara t hought about his attitude, with the sure know edge possible only to
full nental rapport. She did not like it; and she, who had never had a noney problemin
her whole life, could not fully understand it. He should be big enough, she thought deep
down and a little disappointedly, not to boggle so at such an uni nportant thing as noney.

But that attitude was innate and so nuch a part of Deston's very nake=up that he could
not have changed it had he tried, and he would not try. Al nost everyone who knew t hem
had him |l abelled as a fortune-hunter, and that |abel irked himto the core. It would
continue to irk himas long as it stuck, and the only way he could unstick it was to do
somet hi ng-or make noney enough -to nake himas inportant as she was. A nountain of

urani umeven a small mountain-would do it two ways. It would make hima public
benefactor and a nultimllionaire. So-by the living God!-he would find urani um before he
went back to civilization
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Adans and his scientists and engi neers had devel oped an ultra-1ong-range detector for
zeta fields, and they had not been able to find any other hazards to subspace flight.
Hence they had been constantly stepping up their vessel's speed. Originally a very fast
shi p, she was now covering in hours distances that had fornmerly required days.

On and on, then, faster and faster, deeper and deeper into the unexplored inmensities of
deep space the mghty flyer bored; and Deston finally found his uranium They | anded

upon a nountai nous, barren continent of a lifeless world. They put on radiation arnmor and
| abored busily for nineteen hours.

Then Deston told the captain, "Line out for Newrars, please, and don't drag your feet."

And that night, in the Destons' cabin: "Wy so glum chun?" Barbara asked. "That's the

best thing for civilization that ever was and the bi ggest bonanza there ever was. |'d think
you' d be shrieking with joy-1've al nost been-but you | ook as though you'd just |ost your
pet hound."

Dest on shrugged off his black nmood and smiled. "The trouble is, petsy, its too big. Too
damed big altogether. And | ook at our planet Barbizon. Considering the size of the
deposits and what and where the planet is, nobody except Galactic Metals could handl e
the project the way it should be handl ed."

"Well, would that be bad? To sell it or lease it to thenP"

"Not bad, honey; inpossible. Al those big outfits are nmurder in the first degree. Before
could get anywhere with themif they find out I found it, even-Gl Met would own not only
Bar bi zon, but my shirt and pants, too."

Bar bara | aughed gleefully. "How well | know that routine! Do you think they don't do it in
oil, too? But WarnO |'s | egal eagles know all about skul duggery and nonkey busi ness
and fine print-none better. So here's what let's do. File by proxy ... and maybe you and

bad better incorporate ourselves. Just us two; Deston and Deston, say. Develop it by
anot her proxy, meking darn sure that they don't find any uranium at all and nothing el se
that's worth nore than three or four dollars a ton

"Huh? Wy not ?"
"Because Gal Met's spy system darling, is very good indeed."
"All right, but we've still got to nake the approach ..

dammit, I'd give it to GalMet for nothing if it'd give us a half hour face-to-face with Upton
Maynard, to show hi mwhat you and | together can do."

Not free. Ever. Just a bargain that he can't possibly resist. You figure out what that

would be and I'I|l arrange the face-to-face with H's High Mghtiness Maynard." "Ch? Coul d

be, at that, since you're a Big Tinme Operator yourself. You could go through the nmassed
underlings like a snowplow, hurling 'emkicking, far and wide." "Ch, no, | won't go

through channels at all with a thing as big as this is. Shock treatnent-1'I1 hit 'em high and
hard. "

"Fine, gal-fine! So I'll wite to Here; tell himhe can start getting organized. He'll be tickled

to deat h-he doesn't like flying a desk any better than |I do."
"Wite? Call himup, right now"

"I''"l'l do that, at that. I'mnot used yet to not caring whether a call is across the street or
across half of space.” "And | want to talk to Bun, anyway."

The call was put through and Barbara talked to Bernice for sone fifteen nminutes. Then
Deston took over, finding that Jones was anything but in love with his desk job. Wen

Dest on concl uded, " famly quarters aboard. Full authority and full responsibility of
station. Full captain's pay and rank plus a nice bonus in stock," Captain Theodore Jones
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was fairly drooling.

Chapter 4
ORGANI ZATI ON CF THE LI TTLE GEM

In conparison with silicon or alum num which together nake up alnost thirty six percent
of the Earth's crust, copper is a very scarce netal indeed, anpunting to only a very snall
fraction of one percent. Yet it is one of the ol dest-worked and nost wi dely useful of al
met al s, having been in continuous demand for well over six thousand Tellurian years.

Yet of all the skills of man, that of nining cuprous ores had perhaps advanced the |east.
There had been sone progress, of course. Mners of old could not go down very deep or

go in very far; there was too nuch water and not enough air. The steam engi ne hel ped; it
renoved water and supplied air. Electricity helped still nore. Tools al so had i nproved,;

i nstead of wooden sticks and animal -fat candles there was a conpl ex gadgetry of air
drills and electric saws and expl osives, and there was plenty of light.

Basi cal | y, however, since automation could not be econonically applied to tiny, tw sting,
erratic veins of ore, the situation remined unchanged. Men still crawl ed and wiggled to
where the copper was. Brawny nen, by sheer power of nuscle, still jackassed the heavy
stuff out to where the automatics could get hold of it.

And nmen still died, in various horrible fashions and in callously recorded nunbers, in the
m nes that were trying to satisfy the insatiable demand for the red netal that is one of
the prinme bases upon which the technology of all civilization rests.

And the United Copper Mners, under the | eadership of its president, Burley Hoadman,
refused to tol erate any advancenent whatever in automation. Al so, UCM was

approaching, and rapidly, its goal-the conplete unionization of every copper mne of the
West ern Hem sphere of Earth.

A few nonths before the events recorded in the preceding chapter, then, in the Little
Gem a conparatively small copper mne in Colorado, a nmile and a half down and sone
six mles in, Top Mner Gant Purves half-lay — hal f-crouched behind a

two- hundred-fifty-pound Sullivan Slugger air-drill operating under one hundred seventy
five pounds per square inch of conpressed air. He was a big man, and i mensely
strong. He was six feet two inches tall; npobst of his two hundred thirty five pounds was

hard neat, gristle, and bone. Hi s |eather-padded right knee was jamred agai nst the wall

of his tiny workspace; the hobnail -studded sole of his |left boot was jamed even nore

solidly into a foot-hole cut into the hard rock of the floor. Wth his right shoul der and both
huge hands he was holding the Sullivan to its work-the work of driving an

i nch-and-a-quarter steel into the face. And the nonstrous, bellow ng, thundering,

shri eki ng Sl ugger, even though nounted upon a short and very heavy bar, sent visible

trenors through the big nan's whol e body, clear down to his solidly-anchored feet.

In his shockingly cranped quarters Purves changed steel; shifted the position of his

Sul livan's nounting bar; cut new foot-holes; kept on at his man-killing task until the set of
powder - hol es was in. Then he dismounted the heavy drill and, wiggling backwards,

lugged it and its appurtenances out into the nmain stope to nake roomfor the

powder rman.

As he straightened up, half paralyzed by the position and the strain of his recent |abors,
anot her big man | unged roughly agai nst him

"Wt tha hell-sock ne, willya?" the man roared, and swung his steel -backed tinberman's
gl ove agai nst Purves' nouth and jaw.

Purves went down.

"Watcha tryin' to pull off, Frank?" the shift-boss yelled, rushing up and jerking his thunmb
toward the rise. "You know better'n that-fightin' underground. You're fired--go on top an
get yer time."
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"Wha' d'ya mean, fired?" Frank growed. "He started it, the crunmb. He slugged ne first."

"You're a goddam liar," the powderman spoke up, setting his soft-leather bag of |ow

expl osive carefully down agai nst the foot of the hanging wall. "I seen it. Purve didn't do
nothin'. Not a goddamthing. Besides, he wasn't in no shape to. He didn't lift a finger. You
socked himfer nothin'."

"Ch, yeah?" Frank sneered. "Stone blind all of a sudden, | guess? | leave it to tha rest of
"enm= waving a massive armat the two nockers and the electrician, now standing idly by,
"-if he didn't sock me first. They all seen it."

Al'l three nodded, and the electrician said, positively, "Sure Purve socked himfirst. W al
seen'imdo it" Purves struggled to his feet. He shook off a glove, w ped his bl eeding
mout h, and stared for a nonment at the bl ood-sneared back of his hand. Then, and stil

wi t hout a word, he bent over and picked up a three-foot |ength of inch-and-a-quarter

st eel .

"Hold it, Purve-hold it!" The shift-boss put both hands against the big nan's chest and
pushed, and the atroci ous weapon dropped with a clang to the hard-rock floor. "Thass
better. They's sonethin' damm screwy here. It just don't jibe."

He crossed over to his tel ephone and dialed. "Say boss, what do | do when | fire a nape
fer startin' a fight underground-an' he won't go out on top? An' three other bastards say

sonethin' | saw good an' plain with ny owmn eyes didn't hap ... okay, I'll hold ... okay ...
yeah ... but listen. M. Speers' office! Thass takin' it awful high up, ain't it, just to fire a
nogoodni k that ... okay, okay, now you hold it." Turning his head, the shift-boss said,

"They want us all up on top an' they wanta know if you wanta go up under yer own air or
will they send down some guards an' drag y'all tha way up there by yer goddam feet ?"

They did not want to be dragged, so Shift Boss McQuire said, into the phone, "Okay,
we're on our way up," and hung up

The seven nen wiggled down the rise-the steeply sloping passage, about the dianeter

of a barrel, that was the only opening into the stope-to the tributary tunnel sone three
hundred feet below. As they were wal king along this tunnel toward the main drift and its
electric cars, Purves said:

"You said it, Mac, about it's bein' a hell of a |long ways up to have to take firin' a |ouse
like him Wat'd they say?"

"Nothin'," MGQire said. "Nothin'" at all."

"The higher the better,"” the electrician-who had done nost of the talking up in the
stope-growl ed. "The bigger the man we can get up to with this thing, the harder you

three finkin' bastards are goin' to get the boots put to ya. You ain't got a prayer. It's four
to three, see?"

"Hold it, Purve-l said hold it!" MGQuire shouted, grabbing the miner's right armwith both
bands and hangi ng on-and Purves did stop his savage notion. "Like | said, Purve, this
whol e deal stinks. It don't add up noways. An' what surprised nme nost was that nobody

up on top was surprised at all."

"Huh?" the electrician demanded, with a sudden change in manner and expression. "Wy
not ? Why wasn't they?"

"I wouldn't know," the shift-boss replied, quietly, "but we'll maybe find out when we get
up there. But I'mtellin' you four apes sonethin' right now Shut up and stay shut up. If
any one of you opens his trap just one nore time I'Il let Purve here push a nouthful of

teeth down his goddamthroat."

Wherefore the rest of the trip to the office of Superintendent Speers, the Big Noise of the
Little Gem was nmade in silence.
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Charles Speers was a well-built, well-preserved man nearing sixty. H s hair, although
more white than brown, was still thick and bushy. H s eyes, behind stainless-steelrimed
trifocals, were a clear, sharp gray. Hs narrow, close-clipped nustache was brown.

VWhen his visitors were all seated he pushed a button on his desk, |ooked at the
shift-boss and sai d:

"M. MQ@ire, please tell nme what happened; exactly as you saw it happen." MQ@iire

told himand he | ooked at the powderman. "M. Bailey, | realize that no two eyew t nesses
ever see any event in precisely the sane way, but have you anything of significance to
add to or subtract fromM. MGire' s statement of fact'?"

"No, sir. That's the way it went."
"M . Purves, did you or did you not strike the first bl ow?"

"I did not, sir. 1'lIl swear to that. | didn't Iift a finger-not 'til after, | nean. Then | lifted
a
pi ece of steel, but Mac here stopped ne before | could hit himwth it."

"Thank you. This is interesting. Very." Speers' voice was as clipped as his nustache. "No
A, M. Gover C Shields -or whatever your real name may be-as a non-participating

wi tness and as spokesnan apparent for the najority of those present at the scene of

vi ol ence, please give nme your version of the affair."

"They're lyin'" in their teeth, all three of "em" the electrician growl ed, sullenly. "But what's
that “real nanme' crack supposed to nean? An' say, are ya puttin' all this crap on a
record?"

"Certainly. Why not? However, this is not a court of |law and you are not under oath, so
go ahead. "

"Not nme. Not by a dansight, you fine-feathered slicker. Not w thout a nouthpiece, an'

nobody el se does, neither." "That's smart of you. And you're still sticking to the argot, eh,
M . -ah- Shi el ds?" The ni ne superintendent's smle was exactly as hunorous as the edge

of a cut throat razor. "Such canouflage is of course to be expected. Cone over here to

the desk, please. | would like to glance at your hands."

"Li ke bell you will!" Shields snarled, leaping to his feet. "We're gettin' tha hell outa here
ri ght now "

"M. Purves," Speers said, quietly, "I would like to look at that man's hands. Don't break

himup any nore than is necessary, but | want those hands flat on this desk, palns up."

Since Shields was already on his feet, he reached the desk and spread his hands out flat
bef ore Purves touched him exclaimng as he (lid so, "An' that's on record, too, w se guy!"

"I"'mafraid it may not be," Speers said, gently, shaking his head. "This machine is not a
new nodel ; it msses an itemoccasionally. But you see what | nean?" Speers paused,

and fromthe ceiling above there cane the al nost inaudible click of a canera shutter.

"When di d those hands ever do any real work? Resume your seat, please." The alleged
electrician did so. "I have here seven personnel cards, fromwhich | will read certain data
into the record. George J. McQuire, Shift Boss, length of service twenty four years, black
spots-denerits, that is-nineteen. dinton F. Bailey, Powderman, fifteen years, ten
demerits. Grant H Purves, Top Mner, twelve years, eight denerits. Each of these three

has four or five times as many stars as bl ack spots.

"On the other hand, John J. Smith, Micker, forty three days and thirty three denerits.
Thomas J. Jones, Mucker, twenty nine days and thirty one denerits. Frank D. O nsby,

Ti mberman, twel ve days and twenty denerits. Grover C. Shields, Electrician, five days
and el even denerits. There are no stars in this group. These data speak for thensel ves.
The di scharge of Ornsby is sustained. | hereby discharge the other three-Sheilds, Smth,
and Jones - nyself. You four go back, change your clothes, pick up your own property,
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turn in conpany property, and | eave.
Your termnation papers and checks will be in the mail tonight. Get out."
They got.

Speers pressed a button and his secretary, a gray-haired, chilled-steel virgin of fifty,
came in. "Yes, sir?" "Please take M. Purves there," he pointed, "over across and let the
doctors |l ook at him™"

"Ch, this ain't nothin" . . ." the m ner began

"It would be if | had it." Speers smled; a genuine smle. "You do exactly what the doctors
tell you to do. Ckay?"

"Ckay, sir. Thanks."
"And Mss MIls, he's on full tinme until they let himgo back to work full tine."
"Yes, sir. Conme with nme, young nman," and she led the big mner out of the room

Still smling, Speers turned to the two remmining nmen. "Are you wondering what this is al
about, or do you know?'

"l could nmaybe guess, if there'd been any UCM organi zers around,"” MQiire said, "but
ain't heard of any. Have you, Cint?"

"Uh-uh." The powder man shook his head. "I been kinda expectin' sone, but there ain't

been even a runble yet." "Those four nen were undoubtedly UCM goons. They will claim
that Ornsby was assaulted and that all four of themwere fired because of tal king about
uni oni zation -for merely sounding out our people's attitude toward unionization

Tonmorrow, or the next day at latest, the UCMwi Il bottle us up tight with a picket line."

"But it'd be a goddamlie!" Bail ey protested.

"Sure it would,” McQuire agreed. "But they've pulled some awful raw stuff before now an'
got away with it. D you think they can get away with it here, M. Speers?"

"That's the jackpot question. Wth the Labor Relations Board, yes. H gher up, it depends
but | want to do a little sounding out nyself. Wien we close down, we'll try to place

everyone sonewhere, of course; but in the event of a very |ong shut-down, MQire,

how woul d you like to go out to one of the outplanets?"

"I couldn't. | don't know nothin' but copper-minin' ." "I mean at copper mning."

"Huh?" The shift-boss was so anazed as to forget tenporarily that he was talking to the
Big Boss. "They ain't none. They ain't gonna be none. The UCMwon't stand fer none.”

"But suppose there were sonme?"
"You nmean a knock-down-'n'-drag-out fight with UCM"
"Precisely.”

McQuire pondered this shockingly revolutionary thought for a long, mnute, his callused

right pal mrasping against the stiff stubble on his chin. "I still couldn't,"” he decided, finally.
"Not just 'cause the union'd win, neither. | like it a hell of a lot better here on Earth. If I
was young an' single, maybe. But | ain't so young yet-he was all of forty two years old,

"-an' three of tha kids're still hone vet an' ny old woman'd raise hell an' put a chunk

under it. Besides, nme an' her both like to know where we're at. So when they get us

organized I'Il join tha union an' work '"til I'msixty an' then retire an' |ive easy on ny pension
an' ol d-age benefits. Thataway |'Il know all tha tine just where |'mat."

"l see." Speers' voice was alnost a sigh. "And you, Bailey?"
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"Not fer ne," the powdernen said, with no hesitation at all. "George chirped it-" be
jerked his left thumb at the shift-boss, "-about wantin' to know where yer at. | got nothin
much against tha union. It costs, but between it an' tha outplanets I'll take the UCM any

day in tha week. Hoady Hoadnman takes care of his men, an' out on tha outplanets ya
never know what's gonna happen. Yer takin' awful big chances all tha time. Too goddam
big."

"l see, and thanks, both of you. Call Personnel about replacenents and go ahead as
usual -until you run into a picket line. That is all for now"

As the two nen |left Speers' office he flipped the switch of his squawk box. "Get ne
Gal Met, please. Maynard's FirSec, Mss Chanp . . ."

"M ss Chanpion!" The switchboard girl conmitted the al nost incredible offense of
interrupting the Super. "Hersel f?"

"Hersel f," Speers said, dryly. "As | was about to say, the password in this case is as
follows: "GemLittle-Operation'. In that order, please.”

"Ch-excuse me, sir, please. |I'Il get right at it.

It took seven minutes, but finally Mss Chanpion's face appeared upon Speers' screen; a
face startlingly young and startlingly conely to be that of one of the top Fir Secs of all
Eart h.

"Good afternoon, M. Speers." Her contralto voice was as snmooth and as rich as
whi ppi ng cream "It has broken, then?"

"Yes. Four nen made thensel ves so obnoxi ous that we-had to di scharge themjust now.
There has been no tal k whatever of unionization as yet, but | expect a picket line
t onorrow. "

"Thanks for letting us know so pronptly, M. Speers. | can't get at himnyself for fifteen
m nutes or so yet, but 1'll tell himat the earliest possible nonent.” "That'l|l be fine, Mss
Chanpi on. Good- bye. "

Chapter 5
COUNTER- ORGANI ZATI ON

M SS CHAMPI ON did not wait for Maynard to tell her what to do about the Little Gem
situation. She acted. She sent out seven coded subgrans, to seven different planets.
Then, on her own electric typewiter, she wote two short notes, also in code. She
addressed and seal ed two envel opes-hersel f. She pushed a button. A girl cane into her
office. Mss Chanpion said, "Here are two letters, Bessie. One is to Hatfield of InStell
the other to Lansing of WarnO|. Each is to be delivered by special nessenger. Delivery
is to be strictly-personal -signature-required. Thanks."

So, within a very few days after UCM s picket |ine had sealed the Little Gem m ne as
tight as a bottle, fourteen nen and one wonman net in Gal Met's pal atial conference room
in the Metals Building, in New York City on Earth. Men representing such a trenmendous
aggregate of power had never before net in any one room Maynard called the neeting

to order, then said:

"Many of you know nost of the others here, but nost of you do not know us all. Please
stand as | introduce you. The lady first, of course. Mss Chanpion, ny First Secretary."

The | ady, seated at a small desk off to one side of the great table, rose to her feet,
bowed gracefully-not directly toward the camera-and resumed her position

"Bryce of Metals." A slender man of fifty, with an unruly shock of graying black hair, rose,
nodded, and sat down.
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"Wl lington of Construction.” A tall, |oose-jointed, sandy-haired man did the sane.
"Zeckendorff of the Stockmen ... Stelling of Gain ... Killingsworth of the Producers ..
Raymer of Transportation . . . Hol brook of Communications ... these seven nmen are the

presidents of the seven |argest organizations of the Planetsnmen-the organi zed production
and service nmen and wonen of ninety five planets.

"WIIl you stand up, please, M. Speers? . . . Superintendent Speers, of the Little Gem

now bei ng struck, one of the very few non-union copper nmines in existence. Speers is

sitting on a situation that very well nmay develop into the gravest crisis our civilization has
ever known.

"Next, Admiral Guerdon Dann of Interstellar . . . who may or may not, depending pretty

| argely upon the outcone of this neeting, becone our Gal axians' Secretary of War."

There was a concerted gasp at this, and Maynard smiled grimy. "I speak advisedly.

Each of us knows sonet hing, but not one of us knows it all. The whole, | think, wll shock
us all.

"DuPuy of Warner Gl . . . represents the law, Interplanetary Law in particul ar.

"Phel ps of Galactic Metals . . . is our noney man. "Hatfield of Interstellar . . . Lansing of
Warner Ol . . . and I, Maynard of Galactic Metals . . . represent top managenent.

"Now to business. For alnpbst two hundred years nost nmanagenents have adhered to

the Principle of Enlightened Self-Interest; so that, while both automation and

pay- per - man- hour increased, production per man-hour increased at such a

rate-especially on the planets -that there was no inflation. In fact, just slightly the
opposite; for over a hundred and fifty years the purchasing power of the dollar showed a
slight rising trend.

"Then, for reasons upon which there is no agreement -each faction arguing its case
according to its own bias -the economic situation began to deteriorate and inflation set in.
It has been spiraling. For instance, of the present price of copper, about two dollars and
a half a pound, only twenty five cents is . . . Phel ps?"

Rate One, Anaconda, electrolytic, FOB snelter," the noneyman said, "is two point four

five seven dollars per pound. This breaks down into: |abor, one hundred four point six
cents; taxes, ninety three point nine cents; all other costs, twenty four point nine cents;
mar k-up, twenty two point three cents.”

Al nost everyone | ooked surprised; many of the nen whistled.

Maynard smiled wyly and went on, "Thanks, Desnond. Copper is of course an extrene
case; the extreme case. That is because it is the only inportant netal, and one of the
very fewitens of our entire econony, that is produced exclusively on Tellus. There are
two reasons for this. First, automation cannot be economnically applied to copper nining
on Tellus or anywhere el se we know of; there are no known | odes or deposits big

enough. Second, the UCMis the only union that has been able to enforce the dictumthat
its craft shall be confined absolutely to Tellus.

"So far, | have stated facts, with no attenpt to allocate responsibility or blane. I wll now
begin to prophesy. Information has been obtained, from sources which need not be
naned . ." Mdst of the nen chuckled; only a few of themonly sniled, ". . , which | eads

us to believe as foll ows:

"Burley Hoadman is in trouble in his UCMinternal trouble. There are several |oca

| eaders, one in particular being very strong, who do not |ike himhogging so much of the
gravy for hinself. They want to get their own snouts into the gravy trough, and are
gathering a lot of votes. The best way he can consolidate his position is by nmaking a
spectacul ar play. The Little Gemaffair is his opening wedge. If he can nake us fight this
i ssue very hard, he will pull a WstHemw de copper strike. He will refuse to settle that

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....ace%20Vo0l%201%20-%20Subspace%20Explorers.txt (28 of 123) [10/15/2004 2:30:25 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20%20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%20SubSpace%620V ol %201%20-%20Subspace%20Expl orers.txt

strike for less than a seventy five or one hundred percent increase in scale. Since the
UCM s scale is already the highest in existence, that will make hima tin god on wheels

"There hasn't been a really inportant strike for over fifty years; and this one will not be
i mportant unless we ourselves make it so by putting up a real fight. Gentlenen, we have
two, and only two, alternatives; we can surrender or we can fight.

"If we surrender, every other union in existence will demand a sinmilar increase and the
Labor Relations Board will grant it-and | don't need to tell you that WstHem s corrupt
judiciary and governnent will support the LRB. Neither do | need to dwell upon what
these events will do to the already vicious spiral of inflation

"It's easy to say ‘fight', but how far nust we be prepared to go? The LRB will rule
against us. W will appeal. Wile that appeal is pending, Hoadman will call all his copper

mners out. That strike will be conpletely effective, and as all industry slows down the
public will screamfor GalMet's blood. Al the nass media of WestHemwi Il crucify ne
personally. As | said, we will |ose the appeal -or perhaps, even before that, the

governnent will seize the mnes and gi ve Hoadman everything he wants. In either case, if

we stop at that point, we will be in even worse shape than if we had surrendered w thout
fighting at all."

"But how nuch farther than that can we possibly go?" Zeckendorff denmanded.

"I"'mcomng to that. If we fight at all, we nust be prepared to go the full route. We'll drag
the | egal proceedings out as |long as we can. Meanwhile well be devel opi ng copper
m nes on the planets. W have maps and your Metal smen and Builders will be very good

at that. W'll ram pl anetary copper down WestHem s col |l ective throat. However, that
ranming will not-he easy. The governnent is very strong and it will do its utnost to bl ock
every nove we nake. So the nost |ogical conclusion is that we will have to forma

governnent of the planets and decl are our conpl ete i ndependence of Tell us.

"W are already calling ourselves the Gal axi ans; that would be as good a name as any
for the new governnment. That woul d probably involve a massive and effective bl ockade
of Tellus, which in turn night cause the Nanel ess One of EastHemto |aunch his

t her monucl ear bonbs. West Hem woul d retaliate, and it is distinctly possible that all
Tel l us m ght becone a radioactive wastel and."

The sil ence, which had been deepening steadily, was broken by an expl osive "Jesus
Christ!" frompeppery little Bryce of Mtals.

"Precisely,"” Maynard went on. "That is why this nmeeting was called. This is-at |east |
think it will beconme-the first nmeeting of the Board of Directors of the Gal axi ans, a
governnent which is to adhere strictly to the Principle of Enlightened Sel f-Interest.

"What we can acconplish remains to be seen. W will have to exert extrene caution; we
must keep ahead of the opposition; above all, we nust be able at all times to pull up
short of ultimate catastrophe to Tell us.

"Whet her or not we fight at all depends absolutely upon the attitude of the Pl anetsnen.

We nust have solidarity. Hoadman expects the full support of Labor, even to the

extremty of a general strike of all the unions of WestHem This would necessitate the
cooperation of the Planetsnen, and he expects even that. It is psychologically inpossible

for any man of Hoadnman's stripe to understand that on the planets there is neither

Capital nor Labor; that we Galaxians are all labor and are all capitalists. Hence it is clear
that unless we are sure of virtual unanimty of all Gal axi ans we cannot fight Hoadnman at

all.

"I now ask the suprenely vital question- Do the Planetsnen, the nobst inportant segnent
by far of the Gal axians, want to go the route for a stable dollar and all that it neans?
You seven may retire to a private roomfor discussion, if you like...

"But | see you don't need to," Maynard went on, as all seven nen spoke practically at
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once, Hol brook of Communications being first by an instant. "Peter Hol brook, president of
the Associ ated Wavesnen, has the floor."

Hol br ook of Communi cati ons was the youngest nman there. He was scarcely out of his

twenties and was so deeply tanned that his crew cut, sun-bleached hair seened al nost

white. He |l ooked like a -professional football player; or like the expert "pole-clinber" he
had been until a year before. He stood up, cleared his throat, and said, "You're right, M.
Maynard, we don't need to discuss that point. W' ve thought about it and tal ked about it

a lot. We have been and are highly concerned. But I'mnot the one to talk about it here. |
yield the floor to M. Egbert Bryce, President of the Society of Metal snen, who has been
coordinating us all along on this very thing."

You, Eggi e?" Maynard asked, with a grin, and the tone of the neeting becane |ess
formal all of a sudden. | "And you never let me in on it?"

"Me," the wiry, intense Bryce agreed. "Naturally not. You're always beating sonebody's
ears down about presenting a half-devel oped program and ours isn't devel oped yet at all
But you've apparently nade plans for a long tinme ahead."

"Plenty of them but they're all fluid. Nothing to go into at this point. Go ahead."

"All right. On this basic factor there's no di sagreenent whatever. No doubt or question
Tellurian labor is a bunch of plain dammed fools. Idiots. Cretins. However, that's only to
be expected because everybody with any brains or any guts left Tellus years ago.

There's scarcely any good breeding stock | eft, even. So about the only ones with brains

| eft-except for the connivers, chiselers, | boodlers, gangsters, and bastardly crooked
politicians and that goes for nobst Tellurian capitalists, too. Right?" "Dead right, and we
don't like it one bit better than you do. That's why so nuch Tellurian capital is all set to
join us Gal axi ans when we | eave Tellus."

"Ch? You've gone that far? That's sonme of the stuff you'll go into later?"
"Yes. Go ahead."

"All right. Every time | think of Tellurian |labor it nakes nme so damm nmad.. . ."

"Eggi e's the evenest-tenpered nan alive," Wllington explained to the group at |arge.
"Mad all the time." "So what?" the bristly little nman snapped. "This is a thing to really get
mad about. Sl aves! Not slaves, either -slaves don't necessarily like slavery and they
sonmetines rebel. They're serfs. They like it that way. Dead | evel advancenent by
seniority only-security-security, hell! No change-change scares the pants off of 'em
Don't want to think. Think? They cart think. One good thought would fracture their
brai nl ess dammed skulls. And as long as they get a dollar an hour nore than they're
worth they don't give a cockeyed tinker's dam that their bosses are stealing everything
in sight that isn't wel ded down-and sonetimes even sone of that. So you can paste it in
your tall silk hat, Mayn, that the Planetsnen are free nen, not brainless stupid serfs.
Burl ey Hoadman won't get any help at all fromus in stealing any nore negabucks than

he al ready has stolen. Not by seven thousand spans of Steinman truss."

"Serf |abor versus free nen," Maynard said, thoughtfully. "Very well put, Eggie. In that
connection, Speers of the Little Gem nmade a tape that shows the attitude of two of his
best men. WIIl you play it, please, Mss Chanpion?"

She played it and Maynard went on, "W have thousands of sinmlar recordings. The serf
attitude is characteristic of non-union, as well as of union |abor, and al so of white-collar
people as a class. In fact, it is characteristic of Tellus as a planet. In contrast to that atti-

tude, Zeckendorff of the Stockmen brought along a tape, of which we will hear the |ast
few sentences. Scene, a neeting of Local 3856 of the Stockmen. Cccasion, the voting
upon a resolution presented by a Tellurian union organizer after weeks of work. Mss
Chanpi on?"

She flipped a switch and the speaker said, "The vote is nine hundred seventy eight
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agai nst; none for. That kind of crap doesn't go on the planets, Gaylord, and if you had

the brain God gave a goose you'd know it. That kind of security is what life-terners on

the Rock have and we don't want any part of it. Nobody but ourselves is ever going to

tell us what we can or can't do; so you'd better get the hell out of here and back to Tellus
bef ore sonebody parts your hair with a routing iron."

"I like that," Maynard said. "I like it very nuch. W knew in general what the sentinent
is. However, pure Gal axi ani smeverybody pulling together harnoniously for the conmmon
good-is an ideal and as such can never be realized. The question is, can we approach it
nearly enough to snake it work?"

"We can try-and | think we can do it," Bryce said. "Anyway, Mayn, this first hurdl e was
the biggest one, and it's solid. W can guarantee that."

"Wonderful!" Maynard said. "Then we're in business -so let's get on with it."

And the neeting went on; not only for all the rest of that day, but all day and every day
for two solid weeks.

Shortly after the Deston Urani um Expedition got back to Newrars, the Deston famly
went to Earth and to the Warner-owned, |uxury-type Hotel Warner; arriving there early of
an eveni ng.

Bar bara was thoroughly accustoned to red-carpet treatnment. She nodded and smil ed;

she used first nanes abundantly in greeting; to a few VIP's she introduced her "husband
and business partner, Carlyle Deston.”" A retinue escorted themup to their penthouse
suite; the manager hinself nade sure that everything was on the beam Lock, stock, and
barrel, the place was theirs

Deston was not used to high life, but he made a good stab at it. Even when, at the

i mposi ng portals of the Deep Space Room the velvet rope was whi sked asi de and the
crowmd of waiting standees was ignored. But when, at the end of the I ong and perfect
meal and of the magnificent floor show, no check was presented for signature, Deston
did reach for his wallet; to be stopped by a slight shake of Barbara's head.

"But no tip, even?" he protested, in a whisper
"Of course not. The office takes care of everything. | never carry any noney on Tellus."

And next norning a Warner |inousine took them across town to the inmense skyscraper

that was the Warner Building, where they were escorted ceremponiously up into VarnG |'s

i nnernmost private office; a huge, |uxuriously business-like office worthy in every respect
of being the sanctum sanctorum of the second-largest firmin existence.

As has been said, Warner G| was not a corporation. It was not even a partnership. It
had been owned in toto by Barbara's parents as comunity property; it was now owned

in the sane way by Carlyle and Barbara Deston. Thus, it had no stock and no bonds and
publ i shed no reports of any kind. It had no officers, no board of directors. It had one
general manager and a few departnent heads; nen who, despite the uninportance of

their titles, were high on the list of the npbst powerful operators of Earth.

The Destons' first appointnent was with General Manager Lansing; a big, bear-like nman
who pi cked Barbara up on sight and ki ssed her vigorously. "Mghty glad to see you
again, Barbry. Gad to neet you, Carl." He engul fed Deston's hand in a huge, hard paw.
"l apol ogi ze for thinking you were sonething that crawl ed out fromunder a rock. What
you' ve been putting out is the dammdest hairiest line of stuff |I've seen since the old
gut-cutting days when the old nan and | were pups. But go ahead, Barbry."

"First, | want to assure you, Uncle Paul, that neither Carl nor | wll bother you any nore
than father did. Not as nuch, in fact, because neither of us has any del usions as to who
is running WarnG | and we both want you to keep on running it."

"Thanks, both of you. | was hoping, of course, but | got a little dubious when Carl here
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started showi ng so nmany |ong, sharp, curly teeth."

"l understand. Second, |I'mvery glad that all of you-all that count, | mean-approve of
Carl's program"™ "Shoul d have incorporated | ong ago. As for the hell raising-wow" He
sl apped hinmsel f resoundingly on the leg. "If we can push half of that stuff through it'll rock
t he whol e dammed gal axy on its foundations.” "Third, howis the probate com ng al ong?"

"I'd better call DuPuy in here for that, I. . . ."

"Uh-uh, listen! W don't want two solid hours of whereases and herei nbefores. You talk
our language." "W're steamrollering "emand it tickles me a foot up . " Lansi ng broke
off and into a bellow of laughter. "Every damm shyster the government has got is scream

i ng bl oody nmurder and threatening everything he can think of, including conplete
confiscation, but they haven't got a leg to stand on. They can't tax anything except what
little stuff we have here on Tellus, and the inheritance tax on that will be only a few
megabucks. Everything el se belongs to Newnars, where there's no inheritance tax, no
incone tax, and hardly any property tax; and the fact that DuPuy wites Newrars' |aws
has nothing to do with the case. So after DuPuy and his crew get tired of quibbling and
horsing around we'll pay it out of petty cash and never miss it."

The Destons, during the next few days, held conference after conference, during which
hundreds of details were ironed out; and as a by-product of which the news spread
abroad that the heiress was very active indeed in the managenent of civilization-w de
Warner O I.

One norning, then, at nine o' clock, Barbara herself punched the series of letters and
nuneral s that was the unlisted and cl ose-held nunber of Doris Chanpion, the First
Secretary of Upton Maynard, the president of Galactic Metals, the largest firmthat
civilization had ever known. Barbara's yellow haired self appeared up on the FirSec's
screen; Barbara saw a tall, cool, svelte brunette seated at sonething |ess than forty
square feet of cluttered-seemnm ng desk

"Yes?" the FirSec asked, pleasantly, then stared-and lost a little of her cool poise. For
every FirSec on Earth knew that yell ow haired wonan by sight ... and she was on the
comin person and there had been nothing prelininary, through channels, at all

"That's right," Barbara confirned the unspoken thought." |'m Barbara Warner Deston of
warnQ |. Please arrange a hal f-hour face-to-face for M. Deston and ne with M.
-Maynard. There's no great hurry about it; any time today will do."

"A half hour! Today? |'mterribly sorry, Ms. Deston, but it's sinply inpossible. Wy, he's
booked solid for . . ." "I know he's busy, Mss Chanpion, but so are we. Just tell him

pl ease, that he is the first nmetals man we have called, and that tonorrow norning we wll
call Ajax."

"Very well. If you'll give ne a ten-second brief 1'll see what we can possibly do and cal
you back. "
"No briefing. You have ny private nunber. W'll be here until twelve o' clock." Barbara's

hand noved toward the cut-off switch; but Mss Chanpion, being a really smart girl,
snelled a deal so bhig that even a top-bracket FirSec shoul d duck-and fast. Werefore:

"Hol d the beamfor fifty seconds, please, Ms. Deston," she said, and snapped down the
button that nade her office as tight as the vault of a bank. Then, "I'msorry to interrupt,
M. Mynard, but Ms. Deston of WarnG |l is on." She cut the audio then, but kept on
speaki ng rapidly.

In thirty seconds the keen, taut face of Upton Maynard appeared upon Barbara's plate.

"Good norning, Ms. Deston. Sonething about metal, | gather? Alittle out of your line,
isn't it?"

"That's right, M. Mynard," Barbara agreed. She added nothing and for a nonent he,
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too, was silent. Then:
"I't'I'l have to be after closing," Maynard said
"That's quite all right. We'll fit our time to yours and you may nane the place."
"Seventeen ten. Your office. Satisfactory?"

"Perfectly. Thank you, M. Mynard," and as Barbara's hand noved to cut com
Maynard's voice went on: "Get ny wife, Mss Chanpion. Tell her 1'll be late again getting
hone this evening.”

Chapter 6
MAYNARD BUYS THE PACKAGE

At ten minutes past five Upton Maynard-a tall, |lean, gray-haired man of fifty-odd, with a
fringe of gray-brown hair on the sides and back of an otherw se conpletely bald
head-was ushered into the Destons' private office.

"How (l o you do, Mster Maynard." Barbara shook his hard cordially. "You haven't net
my husband. Carlyle Deston of Deston and Deston, |ncorporated.”

As the two nen shook hands, Maynard said, "lncorporated, eh? This roomis spy-proof,
of course."

"Solid," Deston assured him
"Ckay, Ms. Deston; what have you got?"

"Ch, it's Carl's party, really. My part of this project was just to bring you two nen
toget her," and Deston took over

"This is such a weirdie, M. Muynard, that I'll have to give it to you in stages." He opened
a bul gi ng accordi on-pl eated case and began to spread its contents out over the table.
"Barbara and | discovered a planet that's thousands of parsecs beyond where any

human bei ng had ever been before. W naned it 'Barbizon'. W did,. by proxy, all the

devel opment work necessary to establish full ownership of the entire planet.

"Here's an envel ope-full of astronautic and planetol ogical data. Here's the file on

regi stration, work, proveup, transfer, and so on. Here's the certification, by Earth's nost
em nent firmof consulting engineers-Littleton, Bayless, difton, and Snelling itself, no

| ess-that said planet Barbizon is a new discovery; that it is exactly where we said it was;
that all required work has been done; that the bodi es of manganese ore actually exist;

that the in situ values run as high as three dollars and seventy one cents per ton; that.

"Suckered, by God!" Maynard smacked his right hand flat down against the table's top
"You nmouse-trapped us -and that hasn't been done before for twenty five years." H's
sharp gray eyes bored into Deston's with rapidly nounting respect. "To skip the rest of
the prelimnaries for the monent, what have you two actually got?"

"I told you he's quick on the uptake, Carl," Barbara | aughed, and Deston said, "Uranium
M. Maynard. Solid enough for full automation and enough of it to supply every possible
demand of all civilization fromnow on."

"My . . . good . . . God." Maynard al nost collapsed back into his chair. "I knew it would
have to be sonething big ... but automated urani umokay. Go ahead. Sonebody told you
I like fully-devel oped presentations?"

"That's right. So here are the applications conplete, and here are the final patents-not
only from Tellus, but also from Galnetia and Newrars as well. Al this is proof of
ownershi p; with-according to DuPuy of WarnG | -no possibility whatever of successfu
chal | enge. "
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The tycoon, who had begun to exam ne the docunents, replaced themin the envel ope
and nodded approvingly. "If Pete DuPuy says it's ironclad it really is. So |I'mready for
Stage Two."

"Here's a large-scale tri-di, in diloneters, of the largest ore-body. There are a | ot of

others, but this whole plateau is one solid mass of jewelry ore. It isn't pure pitchblende or

pure anything else; it's been altered down by heat and pressure to an average specific
gravity of about ten point one. So it will run well over ten netric gigatons to the cubic
kil oneter, and you can read the cubage for yourself. Do you wonder that we woul dn't

talk to anyone except you in person about it?"

"That's evident-quite." For ten silent mnutes Maynard scanned data with practi sed ease.
Then, "There are a few points that need clarification. | know that there are a | ot of
crackpot planetary clains allowed every year; on planets so worthless that they | apse

into the public domain as soon as the crackpots |lose interest, go broke, or die. Sone of
the di scoverers, crackpots of the purest ray, even get LitBay certification for their junk-

balls. But howin hell did you nousetrap LitBay into certifying for worthl ess nanganese
ore a planet so reeking with radiation that any hi gh-school girl with a handful of |oose
wire woul d have been shrieking 'URANIUM ' hal f an hour before you | anded? You know

and | know that any field man of theirs who didn't read his scintillometer every tine he
goes into a strange restaurant for lunch would get fired right then."

"That did take a little doing," Deston admtted, and Barbara | aughed again. "CQur

devel opment work was done by the stupidest people we could find, and the man we

made foreman was the stupidest one of the whole lot. W didn't appear at any Bureau of

Pl anet s oursel ves, of course. Qur proxies were a couple of very good actors who had
studi ed being crackpots until they were letter-perfect. Then we waited until all LitBay's
field men were out on jobs. Qur proxies were in such a tearing rush to get Barhbizon
nai l ed down that they opened negotiations by offering double fees-and you know what
LitBay's usual fees are-for fast action. So since it was so obviously just another crackpot
| ocati on, who was ever to know or care that it was a couple of office-boys who went

out? And, sone way or other, their scintillometers happened to get swapped tenporarily
for a pair of slightly finagled ones we had on board."

"l see." Maynard shook his head admiringly. "So the thing never got upstairs in their

office . . . and | can't twit Littleton about it because it never got anywhere near ne,
either. Okay. Barbizon is of course |lifeless-and the whol e planet reeks-this ninety-hour
limt on the manganese location is the cool est spot on the planet, | suppose.”

"That's right. We couldn't put anybody in arnmor, so we didn't |et anybody work over ten
si x-hour days." "Refresh ny nmenory." Maynard flipped pages; canme up with a single

sheet of paper. "Ah. Al your nen were over sixty five-and the LitBay kids were on the
ground only nine hours. So when this is over you'll notify themthat they' ve had ten
percent of a year's pernissible radiation, | suppose."”

Barbara smiled neaningly. "No, M. Mynard. It has just occurred to ne that you m ght
like to tell M. Littleton about that yourself."

"So he'll think |I nousetrapped hi n?" Maynard bl ushed to the top of his bald head. "And
I"msnmal | -soul ed enough to take advantage of that face-saving offer. Thanks. But to get
on with it, there's a glaring vacancy in these data-about that incredible tri-di. . . ."

"It's there, M. Maynard," Barbara put in. "It really is."

"I know it is. Wth a planet whose radiation would trip a scanner at four or five
astronom cal units out, and what it has cost you to nail it down, faking would be

compl etely pointless. No, the nmissing information is, how did you nmake that tri-di? W
know of one honest-to-God oil-witch . ." He paused and | ooked pointedly at Barbara, "but
I've never heard of anyone who ever witched enough virgin ore of any kind to | oad a shot -
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gun shell. Do you, Deston, claimto be the first nmetal -witch? Excuse ne-'warlock', |
suppose | should have said."

"I mpst enphatically do not. Such crackpot stuff as that? No: “Inproved instrunentation
and techniques' is the full explanation. Secret, of course-obviously. And whatever made
you think Barbara is an oil-witch? They're sinking as many dry hol es as anybody."

"Yeah." As Maynard said it, the word was the essence of disbelief. "Lately. |'ve noticed.
You don't want to get her shot. Smart boy-if | were you | wouldn't either." "But sir, |
assure . "

"Yeah," Maynard said again. "I'massured, and | don't leak. So go ahead with Stage

Three."

"Thank you. Stage Three is to sell you the planet Barbizon, |ock, stock, and barrel, for
the sum of one dollar and ot her val uabl e consi derations."

Maynard's whol e body tensed, but his voice came cal mand quiet as he asked, "Such
as?"

"Two million shares of today's Class B Gal Met commmon at today's close; to be delivered
when the net profit of Project Barbizon anounts to two negabucks nore than the cost of
the shares."

"What ?" Maynard was shaken, and this time he could not help showing it. "Less than two
hundred negabucks, paid after we clear it . . . You're telling nme there is a Santa d aus,
maki ng us a free-gratis-for-nothing Christmas present of God-knows-how many

mega- hel I, no; not megabucks, it'll be billions. Wth production equaling full demand and
the price set by the PESI fornula it'll be God-knows-how many megbucks over the |ong
pull. So you'll have to do some nore explaining, Deston.”

"I was going to; but first, who else could possibly handle a project that big the way it
shoul d be handl ed?" "Granted. We're geared for it; no one else is. But you know and
know that with Barbizon nailed down tight you can set and get any royalty you please."

"I know." Deston smiled suddenly. "W just did. W toyed with the idea of socking you,
but everything was against it and nothing for it. First; we, too, adhere to the Principle of
Enlightened Self-Interest."

"l see." Maynard relaxed and his men |ightened trenendously. "That shaft, son,
dead-centered the gold. Go ahead."

"Second; since netal isn't our dish, our take will be pure gravy, and the easier the bite
we put on you and the deeper you get into the planet Barbizon, the nore convinced you
will beconme that we knew what we're doing."

"I't's beginning to make sense. All this will soften me up for the real whingo. So what will
Santa C aus, as represented by Deston and Deston Ink, do then?"

"Havi ng established the fact beyond question that we have, by means of our highly
advanced instrumentation and techni ques, found an i nmense anount of one highly
desirabl e natural resource, we will ask you what you want next. W wll look for it and
we will probably find it."

"And, having found it?"
"Are you sold, up to this point?"

"Definitely." Maynard's fingers drunmed |lightly upon the soft plastic covering of the arm
of his chair. "If the stuff were not there you wouldn't be here: none of this would make
any sense at all."

"W will then prove to you that we have found whatever it was that you wanted. The next
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step will be to nerge Gal Met and WarnG | -Barbara thinks that 'Metals And Energy
woul d be a good nane for the new corporation. Now, considering. "

"You're | eaving out one elenent, Carl," Barbara put in.

"Not exactly. That's speculation, and at the nonent |'m..

"He'll be interested in that particular speculation," Barbara broke in, "so I'll tell him M.
Maynard, DuPuy says that while it is not vet politically feasible to even suggest including
InStell in this proposed nerger, he thinks that the present gentlenmen's agreenent would

not only continue, but would becone even nore so."

Maynard nodded. "l was beginning to think along that same |ine myself. Go ahead,
Deston. "

"Considering the size and scope of the proposed firm and the fact that it would not have
to explore, but would have at its comand any anount of any natural resource-how fast
could it grow?"

"What a program. . , what a programl" Rock-still, Maynard thought for minutes. "I've
al ways insisted on a fully-devel oped presentation, but this . . . the three biggest firns in
exi stence, all pulling together and with everything they need. " He paused

Lansi ng and DuPuy both said the trouble would be to keep it from grow ng too

fast-getting all porous and falling apart. But that you knew that as well as they did, and
woul dn't expand any faster than you could get top-bracket people, and that such

executives are damed scarce.”

"They're so right. However, |I'mready-1'lIl go into that later. It won't be as long as you
think. Wiat's WarnGO |'s thought on organization?"

"To have some wi dely-known VIP as president, with actual nanagement staying right
where it is now, with you running Metals and Lansing running Energy and both of you
playing footsie with Hatfield of InStell-with the figurehead president not necessarily
knowi ng quite everything that goes on."

"That sounds good. Lansing's an operator, and so is Hatfield."

"Last, the stock classes will be such, and Deston and Deston's paynents will be such

that voting control will be . . . oh, yes, “conserved" was the word DuPuy used. That's all
sir."
"Not by several stages that isn't all. You' ve done altogether too nuch work on this to

have it stop at this point. Next stage, please.”

Deston | ooked baffledly at Barbara; who gave himan |-told-you-so smle and said, "You
knew darn well you'd have to tell himthe whole wild thing, so go right ahead and do it."

"You certainly will, son," Maynard agreed. He had thought that Deston, |ike so many
ot her space officers, had used the glanor of his status to narry noney. That idea was
out. He wasn't the type. Neither was Barbara; glanor-boys by the score had been trying

to marry her ever since she was fifteen . . . and they could find nmetal . . . and this whole
deal showed honest-to-God brains. After a very brief pause he went on, "Neither of you
cares any nore about noney as nobney than | do. So it's sonething else. |'mbeginning

to think, Barbara, that you were right in ascribing nost of this to Carl, here."

"Of course | was." Barbara grinned w ckedly; she had known exactly what Maynard had

been thinking. "My mind doesn't work that way at all. It really doesn't."
Ckay, okay; don't rub it in." Maynard answered her grin; not her words. "lI'msure we'll go
al ong, but after all this you'll have to tell nme what you're really after.” "The trouble is,

can't, at all exactly." Deston spread out both hands. "Too nuch extrapol ati on-alt oget her
too many unknowns-at this point the picture becones ver-ee unclear."
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"Ckay. Your thinking so far has been emnently precise; 1'd like to hear your
extrapol ati ons and specul ati ons. "

"Ckay. Met Enge, or whatever the new firmturns out to be, will enploy DesDes as

consul ting geol ogists; that is. we would work independently of, and eventually repl ace,
your geol ogical staff and your prospectors and wildcatters and so on. |If you should wi sh
to enploy us on an exclusive basis . . . ?"

"That goes without saying."

"W woul d require a very substantial annual fee, payable in MetEnge voting stock at the
market. All of our new discoveries, including the find not theretofore revealed, wll be
| eased, not sold, to MetEnge."

"Ah. “Conserve' is right. Pete has a very fine Italian hand indeed. I'mgoing to like this.
Not noney at all, but power."

"Not exactly-or rather, we want power back of us. W want to explore subspace and

deep space in ways and to depths that have never even been thought of before. There

must be thousands of things not only undi scovered, but not even inmagi ned yet. Barbara

and | want to go out after sonme of them and, since nobody can have any idea whatever

of what we may run into, it is clear that the highly special ship may turn out to be the
smal | est part of what we'll need. So we'll want the full backing of the biggest private
organi zation it is possible to build. A firmbig enough and strong enough to operate on a
scal e-now possible only to governnents-one able and willing to handl e anythi ng we nmay
stir up. Qur present thought is that when MetEnge gets big enough we will offer it a
fifty-fifty share of the expedition, build the ship, and take off. As | said, there's nothing
clear about it."

"It's clear enough for me to like it. You'd be surprised at the way the first part of the
programties in with stuff I've been working on for a long time. As for the other-

untramrel ed research into the conpl etely unknown you realize, of course, that if
Met Enge participates fifty-fifty, DesDes will be on a non-retainer basis all the tine you
are out and will have to split fifty-fifty."

"But there isn't going to be anything the least bit comrercial about it!" Barbara protested

"You're wong there, young | ady. Research always has paid off big, in hard dollars. So Il

buy the package." Maynard got up and shook hands with themboth. "I'Il take this stuff
along. WarnG |'s legal department is acting for you, | suppose?”

"Yes."

"In the nmorning we'll send thema check for one dollar, with a firm binder, by special

messenger and start things rolling."

"Ch, you don't think it's silly, then?" Barbara asked. "I was awfully afraid you'd think this

|l ast part of it was." "Far fromit. I'msure it will be imrensely profitable.” "In that case we
have some nore news for you." Both Destons were smiling happily. "W also found a

deposit of native copper and copper ores big enough and solid enough for ful

aut omation. "

"Copper!" Maynard yelled, junping out of his chair. "Wy the hell didn't you bring that up
first?"

"When woul d this other thing have been settled if we had?"
"You've got a point there. Were is it?" "Belmark. Strulsa Three, you know. "

"Bel mark! We prospected Belmark-it's colonized-fairly well along. W didn't find any
nore copper there than anywhere el se.”
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"It'd be inmpossible to find by any usual method, and it's over five hundred mles fromthe
nearest town. Qur finding it was a ... not an accident, but a byproduct while we were
training for uranium If we'd known then what we know now |'d've found you a big one,

but we weren't interested in copper."

"How big is this one?"

"I't"l1l smelt something over a hundred million tons of netal. It'Il tide you over, but | don't
know about anortizing the plant."

"W can cut the price in half and still amortize in nonths ... but anortization cuts no ice
here ... let's see, production of primary copper runs about six mllion tons ... but if we cut
the price to the bone, God knows what the sales potential is. "

Maynard i nmmersed hinself in thought, then went on, "Definitely. That's the way to do it.
Ht '"emhard. Really slug '"em. . . that is, if ... how sure are you, Carl, that you can find us
anot her big deposit? Wthin, say, a year?"

Deston's nmind flashed back over the conparatively few copper surveys he had nade.
"Copper isn't too scarce and it tends to aggregate. |I'Il guarantee to find you one at |east
three times that big within thirty days."

"Good! Let's cut the chatter, then. | can use your con?" "OF course," Barbara said; but
Maynard's question had been purely a matter of form He was already punching his call

"M ss Chanpion,"” Maynard said, when his FirSec's face showed on the screen. "I hope
you don't have any engagenents for tonight."

"I have a date, but it's with Don, so he'll understand perfectly when | break it." She did
not ask any questions; she nmerely raised her perfectly-scul ptured bl ack eyebrows.

"I want him too, so bring himdowntown as soon as you can. And pl ease get hold of
Qui senberry and Felton and tell themto get to the office jet-propelled. That's all for now "

"Il get right at it, M. Miynard."

Maynard punched off and turned to Deston. "I al nost forgot-what are you charging for
t hi s?"

"Not hing. Free gratis for nothing." "Huh?"

"W have no claimon it. Nobody has. It's never even been surveyed; so call it DesDes's
contribution toward knocki ng Burl ey Hoadman and his UCM off of the Christmas tree.”

"You've got the dope on it here in your office?"

"Yes." Deston went to his desk and brought back a briefcase. "Here's everything

necessary."

"Thanks imensely. W'll own it shortly. As for your royalties, we've been accused of
claimstealing, but we usually pay discoverers' royalties and we'll be glad to on this one.
Brother, will we be glad to! So Phelps will-no, he'd take it for nothing, the skinflint, and
lick his chops. I'Il have Don Smth take care of it tonight. And now that that's settled,"”
Maynard smiled as he had not smled in weeks, "about that trip of yours. | envy you. If

we were twenty five years younger I'd talk my wife into going along with you. |I'd better

call her; and I'd like to have her neet both of you."
"Why, we'd be delighted to neet her!" Barbara excl ai nmed.

Ms. Maynard proved to be a willowy, strong-featured, gracious wonan with whomthe
years had dealt very lightly. She was as glad to neet the Destons, about whom she had
heard so nmuch, as they were to neet her. And so on
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"I"'mvery sorry, Ms. Mynard," Barbara said, finally, "that we had to keep your husband
SO . "

"Think nothing of it," Maynard interrupted, briskly. "Just one of those things. If you'd like

to come downtown to the office, Floss, I'll take you out to dinner sometine during the
eveni ng."
"I would like to, Upton, thanks. I'll be down in an hour or so."

The Destons escorted Maynard up to the roof and to his waiting aircar; and after it had
taken off:

"What do you suppose he neant by that “just one of those things' crack?" Deston asked.

"Wy, he was on a com silly, so he was afraid to say anything! Even that he was going
to work all night!" Barbara explained, excitedly. "That's how big he knows it is!" and the
two went enthusiastically into each other's arns.

Chapter 7
PRQIECT ENG NEER BYRD

M ss Chanpion was as efficient as she was ornanmental, and all of Gal Met's top people
were on call every minute of every day on the cal endar. Therefore she and Executive

Vi ce-President Eldon Smth and Project Engineers Quisenberry and Felton got to

Gal Met's main office al nbst as soon as Maynard hinself did. Wen the two engi neers
came in Maynard | ooked at themw th the well-known expression of the canary-containing
cat.

"Good evening, gentlenen," he said, with a wide and cryptic grin. "I trust that your hearts
are in good shape? And your nerves? That you are both sufficiently well integrated to
wi t hstand the shock of your troubl e-making young |ives?"

"Try us," Quisenberry said. He was a bl ack-haired, black-eyed, deeply-tanned nan, a
little past thirty, who had worked hinself up the hard way; clear up fromthe | owest |ow
of a copper nmine. He |ooked-if not exactly sullen, at |east as though he was very sure
that what he had been doing on his own was vastly nore inportant than any piffling,

ni ggling conference with THE BIG BGSS. "I'1l live through it, I'msure."
"Ckay. Each of you take a table; you'll need lots of room Quisenberry, here's everything
you'll need on a deposit of copper. Felton, ditto, uranium | want prelimnary roughouts of

those projects as fast as you can get them Very rough: plus-or-mnus twenty five

percent will be close enough. Now, Don and M ss Chanpi on, what well have to do tonight

is rough out a -full operational on copper in the light of information that has just cone to
hand. "

After what nay have been an hour Ms. Maynard canme in and Qui senberry canme up for
air. Hs table was littered with hand-books, nachi ne-tapes of various kinds, graphs,
charts, and wadded-up scratch-paper; nmuch of which had overflowed onto the floor

"But this is incredible, sir.”" It was the first time either engineer had called Maynard "sir"
in over a year. "OF course | can't say that it's absolutely inpossible for any such deposit
as this to occur, but . . ." Quisenberry paused

Maynard grinned again, but pleasantly, this time. "Do you think I'd have all that stuff
faked up and then cone down here and work all night nyself just to put you two through
the wringer?"

"Put that way, of course not ... but . . ." Quisenberry paused again and Felton, who had
stopped work and was listening with both ears, canme in with:

"Quizz said it, M. Maynard, and mne's ten to the fourth as hard to swallow as his.
can't nmake nyself believe that there's that much uraniumin one place anywhere in the
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uni verse."

"l know exactly how you feel," Maynard assured them "I was fl abbergasted nyself. You

may take it as a fact, however, that all that data is accurate to within the appropriate
limts of error. | nyself amso convinced of its reliability that | amgoing to give you two
men all the authorization you'll need and full authority to build and to operate

fully-automated plants. Satisfactory? That's what you've been getting ready for all this
time, isn't it?" "Yes, sir!" Quisenberry said, and:

You said it, sir!" Felton agreed.

At seven fifty five Maynard asked the group at |arge, "Everybody ready to eat? I'll cal
Beardsl ey's."

Nei t her engi neer would | eave his job; so, after M ss Chanpi on had ordered up two
one-gall on hot-pots of coffee and a good spread of snorgasbord, the two coupl es went

to Beardsley's for dinner-a dinner that lasted for an- hour and a half and cost Maynard
exactly forty dollars (including tip). Then a Gal Met aircar took Ms.

Maynard hone and anot her one took the other three back to the office.

Al ong toward norni ng Qui senberry stood up, stretched, |ooked with distaste at his
unpteenth cup of coffee, and said, "lI've nade sonme assunptions, boss, that |1'd better
check with you before |I give you the bad news. Okay?" "Okay."

"Rush all possible. That neans twenty fours hours a day, Saturdays, Sundays, and
hol i days. Al the personnel that can work efficiently, all the tine. Crash priorities on
mat eri al, which means no time for conpetitive bidding, so we'll have to pay top prices
and bonuses. Check to here?"

"Check and okay."

"Plant capacity. Assuming that you want to cut the price down to somewhere between
el even and twel ve cents. "

"You're right on the beam Quizz. Nearer eleven, | think."

"Extrapol ating on that basis, ny guessoneter says that we'll have to be producing at the

rate of fifteen mllion tons by the end of the first year. That's a m ghty big plant, boss.
That's one suprene hell of a big plant.” "I know. | like those figures very nmuch."

"You won't |ike these next ones, I'mafraid. On this rush-and-bonus basis it'll take pretty
close to twenty five nmegabucks in the first couple of nonths, and the total-well, it's a very
rough guess at this point. Al I'"'msure of is the order of nagnitude, but the total to first

pour will probably run sonewhere in the nei ghborhood of seventy five nmegabucks."

"Thanks. That's cl ose enough for now just so we don't get caught short of cash in the
till."

"But listen-sir-Phelps will have a litter of lizards!" "He'll be anenable to reason when he
finds out that we are entering a conpletely new era in netals. Felton, how about you?"

Felton-a brawny youth with butch-cut straw colored hair and bl ue eyes-could not answer
i medi atel y because his nmouth was full of shrinp a la Creole. He swall owed hastily, then
sai d:

"Since this will have to be a crash-pri job, too, everything Quizz said will apply. Add high
radiation to all that, and a hostile dead planet clear out to hell angone beyond anywhere,
and the tab gets no smaller fast. My best guesstimate as of nowis that the total wll

crowd a hundred megabucks. "

"Fair enough. Thanks a.

"One thing first," Felton interrupted. "Are you sure enough of this-this super-bonanza-for
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me to roust Bassler out right now? Tell himto cut out all this ten-cent petty-Ilarceny
rock-scratching we're doing now, break out all the arnor we've got and order nore, and
start-but quick-jassacki ng some of that high-grade out of there and hauling it-to

Gal neti a?"

"An excellent idea. Splendid! If I'd thought of it | would have suggested it hours ago. CGo
ahead. "

Felton did so and Maynard went on, "Since you fell ows nmade these estimates in hours
instead of weeks I'Il give you plenty of |eeway. M ss Chanpion, please issue two
prelim nary authorizations: Quisenberry, seventy five negabucks; Felton, a hundred."

Prelimnaries! Not maxes! Staring at each other as though they could not believe their
ears, the two engi neers shook hands solemly with each other, and then with all three of
the others. Then they poured thenselves two nore cups of strong black coffee and went
back to work

Work went on until half past five. Then, since each would have to be on the job by nine
o' cl ock, Maynard broke it up so that each could get three hours' sleep. Al top-echelon
private offices were equipped for that. N ght work was an essential part of such
man-killing jobs as theirs; a part that envious underlings knew nothing about. It had
happened before and it woul d happen again. And agai n and agai n.

This entire episode was just another one of those things.

A couple of nonths later, Mss Chanpion showed Deston into Maynard's office. The
tycoon, although showing the effects of too little sleep, was in very fine fettle indeed.

"Good norning, chief," Deston said. "W're about ready to cut gravs. How are the

projects corning along?" "Finel Quizz is really rolling it, and no | eaks. And we cut the
price of uranium another half a buck yesterday." "N ce going. Are you sure we can stay

out a few nonths? |I'Il | ocate enough copper while we're gone, of course, to last you for a
t housand years."

"Positive. W'll drop the price of copper to where Hoadman will think he's been hit by a
pile-driver."

"So solly . . . and the effect on all industry of cheap and plentiful copper-added to your

wi del y-advertised fact that in a few nonths everybody can buy all the uraniumthey want

for less than thirty cents per pound -will take the curse off of the public i mage Gal Met will
get when you smash UCM fl at ?"

"Not quite all of it, perhaps, but it will certainly help." "That's for sure. Okay; what do you
want firstest and nostest of, now that copper and uranium are out of the way?"

"I wish |l could tell you." Maynard's fingers drumred quietly on his desk. "You thought it

woul d be sinple? It isn't. It's all fouled up in the personnel situation | told you I'd tell you

about. W have six good peopl e-dammed good peopl e-each of whomwants a pl anetary
project so passionately that if | stack the deck in favor of any one of them all the others
will blast me to a cinder and run, not walk, to the nearest exit."

Deston did not say anything and after a nonent the ol der man went on, "Platinum and
iridium of course. Gsmium tungsten . "

"Tungsten isn't too scarce, is it?"

"For the possible demand, very much so. I'd like to sell it for fifteen cents a pound.
Beryllium tantalum titanium thorium ceriumand, for the grand climax to end all
cl i maxes-rhenium"

"Huh? | don't think |I've ever heard rhenium even nentioned since ny freshman
chem stry."
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"Not too nany people have, but right nowl'mas full of information as the dog that sniffed
at the third rail. It's so rare that no nineral of it is known; it exists only as a trace of
inmpurity in a very few mnerals. Strangely enough, practically only in nolybdenite."

"Just a minute. Deston went to a book-case, took out a hand-book, and flipped pages.
"Un . . um. . . mm Dwi manganese. Not usually associated with manganese. Mybe it
occurs in molybdenite as the sul phi de- ReS2and/ or Re2S7-comerci al source, flue dust
fromthe roasting of Arizona nolybdenite. "

"Right. W own the outfit. That's why we own it. It produces a fewtons a year of Cottrel
dust, which yields just about enough rheniumto irritate one eyeball. Production cost, five
dol l ars and seventeen cents per gram”

"But what's it good for? Contact points . . . cat mass . . . heavy duty igniters, it says
here. Deston tapped the page with his forefinger. "No tonnage outlet there.

"What woul d you think of an alloy that had a yield point-not ultimate tensile, mnd you, but
yi el d-of well over a mllion pounds, and yet an elongation of better than five percent?"

Deston whistled. "I would have said it was a pure pipe dream Wat elseis init?"

Mostly tungsten. A lot of tantalum Rhenium around ten percent. The research isn't done

yet, but they're far enough along to know that they'll have sonmething utterly fantastic. The
problem Byrd tells ne, is to determine the optinmumfornula and environnment for the

grow h and matting of single crystals of netal -tungsten 'whiskers', you know you know

about them™

"Alittle, of course, but not too much. I'ma "troncist ."

"I know. Well, they're playing around now with soakpit tinmes and tenperatures and
fractional percentages of this and that. The curve is still rising."

"So you'll need tungsten and tantalum too, by the gigaton, since that's a thing that the

Law of Diminishing Returns would apply to exactly."

"I didn'"t think I'd have to plot you a graph. So now, apart fromthe personnel problem
what do you think?" Before replying, Deston studied the handbook for m nutes. Then

"The three atom c nunbers are in order; seventy three, four, and five. But in the Earth's
crust rheniumruns |l ess than one part in billions. So if there is any big mass of it
anywhere the others are apt to be there too, and a hell of a lot nore of 'em

"Al'l the better, even froma project standpoint. Two prine sources of anything are a | ot
better than one."

"I didn't nmean that. Al that stuff is terrifically heavy, and it's got to be close enough to the
surface to get at. | sinply can't visualize what kind of a planet could possibly have what
we want. It won't be Tellus-Type, that's for dam certain sure.”

"l couldn't care less about that. W can set up automation on anything that isn't hotter
than dull red." "Ckay. That brings us back, then, to personnel. This Byrd-has he got what
it takes to run such a weirdie as this rheniumthing will al most have to be?"

"Definitely, but Doctor Ceeily Byrd isn't a man. Very much the opposite, which is exactly
what is thickening the soup. If we could get hold of as little as one nmegaton of rhenium
so as to add this new alloy | eybyrdite to cheap uranium and copper, it would nake

Met Enge such a public benefactor that it'd be a case of 'the King can do no wong'. But if
I deal one card fromthe bottomof the deck to 'Curly' Byrd all hell will be out for noon."

"That sounds |ike something nore than ordi nary sex antagonism?"

"It is. Much nore. She not only uses weapons nen don't have-and she's got 'em believe
me- but she brags about it. She's a carrot-topped, freckle-faced, shanty irish wick, wth
the shape men drool about and itching to use it-with a negavac for a brain and an
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ice-cube for a heart. She's half cobra, half black wi dow, half bitch, and one hundred
percent hell-cat on wheels."

"She nmust be quite a gal, to add up to two hundred and fifty percent."

"She adds up to all that. So do the others. | would have fired her a year ago-she hadn't
been on the job three weeks before she started maki ng passes at nme-but | haven't been
able to find anyone el se nearly as good as she is."

"That's a mighty tough signal to read."

"It's a unique situation. |'ve been gathering those people for over two years, getting
ready to expand, and we haven't found anything big enough to expand into. | had ei ght of
them They were hard enough to handle before | gave Felton and Qui senberry their

projects, but ever since then the other six have been damm near inpossible. Each has
trenmendous ability and drive; each is as good as either Felton or Quisenberry and knows
it. All working at about ten percent |oad; with nowhere in the galaxy to go to do any
better. Frustrated-tense-sore as boils and touchy as ful m nate-knives out, not only for
each other, but also for Smth and ne. Four men and two wonen. Purdom hasn't got any
sex-appeal at all; Byrd oozes it at every pore. So | tell you rheniumfirst and the sex-pot
is first out. So the other five know she got it by sleeping with ne, and she-the God
damed bitch!-grins like the Chesire cat and rubs it in that she has got what it takes to
| and the big ones."

"That's a hell of a picture, chief. | sinply can't visualize top-bracket executives acting that
way. "

"You haven't handl ed enough people for years enough. They can't act any ot her way.
What |'ve been wanting to do, every time she sticks her dammed sexy neck out, is wing

it ... wait a mnute; that gives ne an idea . . . yes, that'll work. The minute they find out
for sure they must all suspect it already-that you' re an honest-to-Cod netal -wi zard | can
kick their teeth right down their throats. They'll all tear into their jobs |like that many

hundred-ton cat tractors.”
"But listen! You can't tell "emwe' ve got to keep it dark, the way we find the stuff."

From nost people, yes; but fromanybody with a brain? One, of course, could be |uck
Two nmight-just barel y-be coincidence. But the next one? | won't have to tell them even

now. |I'll nmake the nmethod certain the same way you did-by denying its possibility."

"Could be, at that ... so nmaybe we'd better nmake it a straight tri-di survey for everything
you're interested in. That would save tine, in fact, over all. Wuat kind of a list would that
be?"

"Here." Maynard reached into a drawer and sailed a sheet of paper across his desk
"The full want list, which we boiled down to the nust-haves."

Dest on caught the paper and read it. "Is that all?" "Isn't that enough? You're a brute for
puni shrent." "I'msurprised, is all, that gold isn't onit."

"Gol d/" Maynard snorted. "Besides currency base, jewelry, and show, what's it good
for? W' ve never touched it and never intend to-produce a few tons too nuch and you
upset the econony instead of benefitting it."

"l never thought of it that way, but that's right. Okay, chief, we'll flit. I'lIl keep you posted
' Bye. "

Deston strode out and Maynard flipped a switch. "Please get Warton, Bender, Canp,
Byrd, Train, and Purdomand bring 'eminto the conference room No note-pads and no
recorder."

"Very well, sir," Mss Chanpion said; and in a few minutes four nmen and three wonen
were wal king toward the |ong table at the head of which Maynard sat.
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"I for one was busy, Mster Maynard!" Cecily Byrd snapped. She was sonet hi ng under

thirty, five feet ten in her nylons, and beautifully built. She nmoved with the |ithe grace of
trained dancer. Her thick, brick-red, medi um bobbed hair was naturally and stubbornly

curly; with a curliness no hair-dresser had ever been able to subdue. Her untannable skin
was heavily freckled and, except for a touch of lipstick, she wore no make-up. Her

features, while regular enough, were too bold and too strong by far for prettiness. Her

m en was sullen and defiant; her eyes-smoldering green fires-swept the bare expanse of

table. "What? No pads and pencils? No mkes? Isn't this conference going to be of such
gravid and worl d-shaking inport that its every word and nuance shoul d be preserved for

the edification of all ages to come?"

"Shut up, Byrd, and all of you sit down."

The red-head gasped and all the others stared; for this was sonething new. President
Maynard had never before spoken to any one of them except in formal ternms. Wndering
and silent, they all sat down and Maynard sniled at them wol fishly one by one. After a
long half minute of this he spoke.

"I'"ve been | ooking forward to this nonent for a long long time" he gloated. "But first, |
wonder if any one of you has any idea of why | put up with all eight of you so | ong? Such
intractable, intransigent hellions; such knuckl e-dusting, back stabbing, ranpaging jerks as
you all have been?"

"That's easy!" the red-head snapped, before any one of the eager others could say a
word. "Hog-the-tal ent. Dog-in-the-manager. Standard Operating Procedure."”

"Wong. You're also wong in claining to be busy. Not one of you has even the renotest

i nkling of what the word neans. But you are all going to find out. How you'll find out! As
soon as this nmeeting is over each of you will be handed a pl anetary-project authorization
and will "

"What ?" "Huh?" "Were?" 'How conme?" Six voices shouted or shrieked al nbost as one.

"Wher eupon each of you will proceed to design and staff a full-scale, optinmumtonnage
pl ant, exactly as you want it. Each of you will have full authority and full responsibility.

"Full authority. Yeah," Percival Train broke in, bitingly. He was a big, handsone,

har d- bodi ed young nman, with bushy, crewcut brown hair and highly cynical-at the
nmoment - gray eyes. "Except that I'lIl be told exactly what to do and exactly how to do it
and then it'll be nmy fault when the whol e dammed operation goes stinko. Full authority,
hell! 1've heard that song, words and nusic, before."

From ne?" Maynard asked quietly. "Well . . . no.

"Nor will you. You'll be on your own; subject to Top Managenment only in matters of
policy-such as no pirating of personnel fromeach other, for instance. That's so none of
you can cone around later, bitching and bellyaching that your flop was clue to the way
we cranped your style. If each of you does a job, and | hope you will; fine. Anybody who
doesn't will get fired. | would enjoy firing you, Train, and Byrd. Any questions?"

The six | ooked at each other, alnbst in consternation. Even "Curly" Byrd was nute.

Finally Train spoke. "Maybe ... to be tossing out that kind of nmoney ... this, on top of
Bar bi zon and Bel mark, really blows the plug. But | still don't think that Ms. Deston is a
metalwitch. It doesn't nmke sense.”

"Of course she isn't," Rose Purdom a plunpish, fortyish blonde put in. "Or she'd have
done it before. It's a newtalent. Mster Deston. Those huge finds were just to prove to a
certain hard-nosed tycoon that he could do it. That's what's really back of this gigantic
super-nerger."

"If any or all of you want to believe in that supernatural twaddle it's all right with ne,"
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Maynard said, dryly. "Wiat | amauthorized to say is that the firm of Deston and Deston
I ncorporated has, by nmarked i nprovenents in instrunentation and techni ques, been able
to take noteworthy strides in the science or art of locating | arge deposits of certain
metal s. "

"Conet-gas!" Train rasped. "You're right, Rose, it's Deston. Es macht mir garnichts aus
who finds the stuff, or how, but just one question, M. Mynard. Are you going to play
this straight, on a first-found-first-out basis?"

"Absolutely. Thus, either Wharton or Canp will probably be first, the lady Byrd here |ast.
Probably all of you, however, except Byrd, will have your |ocations before you' re ready
for them™

"But if probability governs, | might come in first," Cecily Byrd said, |ooking pointedly at
Maynar d.

"The possibility, although vanishingly small, does exist," Maynard adm tted. "Therefore, if
that event occurs, | want you all to know now as a fact that it will be because rheniumis
di scovered first in a non-selective survey, and not because. " He paused and his icy
gray eyes scanned as much of a highly-scul ptured green garnent as was visi bl e above

the table's top, "I repeat, not because of our Doctor Byrd's generosity with her charnms;
whi ch, by the exercise of super-human self-control, | have managed so far to resist. Now
go back to your offices, all of you, and start earning part of your pay."

The red-head flushed hotly-it was the first time anyone there had seen her bl ush-but not
even that blast could danpen the enthusiasmof the nelee that followed. They shook
hands all around; they whacked each other-including Maynard and M ss Chanpi on-on the
back; the nmen kissed the wonen-including Mss Chanpi on-vigorously; and they al

babbl ed excitedly. In fact, it took fifteen mnutes for Maynard to get themout of the
conference room

And the six engineer-scientist-executives who finally left that roomw ere very different
fromthe six who had entered it such a short tine before.

The Destons and MetEnge, on a fifty-fifty basis, had bought fromlInStell the Procyon's
hulk, as is, at its appraised value for machinery and scrap. InStell had been glad to sel
her on that basis; for in the still-somewhatsuperstitious public m nd she was, and under
any possible disguise would remain, an irreparably jinxed and hoodooed deat h-shi p.

She was now conpl etely reconditioned; not as a passenger liner, but as an arned and
arnored, conpletely sel f-contained, subspace-going independent worldlet with a
popul ati on of just under a thousand people. There were no unnmarried nen or wonen
aboard, and nobst of the couples had children. Every man and every worman had passed
a series of physical, nental, and psychol ogi cal exam nati ons.

Wth this special ship, then, and with this super-special crew, the Destons set out.

In the con-roomthere was now a forty-foot tri-di of the galaxy, with an eight-inch, roughly
gl obul ar cluster of red dots in a spiral arm mnuch nearer to one edge than to the center of
the huge I ens. The Destons sat at two bew | dering-instrunmented desks. Behind them

stood big, hard, tough Captain Theodore Jones, with his platinumblonde w fe Bernice.

Her left hand rested upon his right shoul der; her spectacul ar head rested thoughtfully

upon her hand.

At Jones' left, toward the nmassed control -boards of the ship, his fifteen top officers
stood at ease; at his right was a group of twenty-odd scientists.

"So that's what all explored space ambunts to." Jones pointed at the tiny globe in the
enor nous, di scus-shaped, light-point-filled volume which represented the gal axy. "I
sinmply woul d not have believed it. Dam it, Babe, are you sure that thing is to scal e?"

"To within one percent, yes. That's why Bobby and | are going to work fourteen hours a
day instead of six. I'mnot going to try to tell any of you what to do"-Deston's eyes swept
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bot h groups= because each of you knows nore about his own job than | do. So let's get
at it.

The Procyon flashed to the nearest one of the ninety five colonized planets and Carlyle
and Barbara Deston taped their three-dinmensional surveys; the man on netals, the

worman on oil, coal, water and natural gas. Nor was her part :ny less inportant than his.
The use of fuels as such, while large, was insignificant in comparison with their use in
petrochem stry. Led by Plastics, that industry had grown so fast that not even WarnG|'s
fantastic expansion had been able to keep up with it.

Day after day, planet after planet, they surveyed the ninety five colonized and all the
virgin planets they had scanned so sketchily on their first trip. Deston found i mense
deposits of several of the "wanted" netals, including copper, and Barbara found plenty of
wat er and fuels. Tungsten and tantal um however, were no nore abundant on any of

those planets than they were on Earth; and rheniumexisted only in al nost inperceptible
traces. Therefore the Procyon set out, on an i mensely helical course, toward the

center of the gal axy.

On their first expedition the Destons had | earned so nuch that they could work any

pl anet whose sun they could see. Now, as their psionic powers kept on increasing, their
astrononmers had to push the Procyon's tel escopes farther and farther out into the

i Mmensity of space to keep them busy.

Days | engt hened i nto weeks, and |life aboard the i mmense sky-rover settled down into a
routine. Adults worked, read, studied, |oafed, and tuned in programs of entertai nment
and of instruction. Children went to school and/or played just as though they were at
hone. In fact, they were at home. Except that physical travel outside the hall was

forbi dden, life aboard the starship was very simlar to, and in many ways nore
rewarding_ than, life in any village of civilization
Deston and Barbara, however, worked and slept and ate-and that was all. Fourteen

hours per day every day of every week is a brutal shift to work, especially at such
grueling tasks as theirs; but the entire expedition had been built around those two and
they wanted to get the job done.

Chapter 8
THE BATTLE OF NEW YORK SPACEPORT

Galactic Metals noved its main office fromEarth to Galnetia. WVarnGO |l's was al ready on
Newmars. InStell noved to Newmars. Many other very large firns noved fromEarth to
various "outplanets." Thus, while there was a great deal of objection to the formation of
such a gigantic "trust" as METALS AND ENERGY, | NCORPORATED, there was not hing

that West Hemi's governnent could do about it. Wile Gal Met was now a whol | yowned
subsidiary of MetEnge, neither its name nor its operation had been changed in any way.

In Gal Met's vast new building on Galnetia, President Upton Maynard sat at the head of

a conference table. At his left sat Executive Vice-President Eldon Smith and Conptroller
Desnmond Phel ps. At his right were Darrell Steans, head of Gal Met's legal staff, and
ward Q W1 son, Chief Mediator of WestHem M ss Chanpi on sat at her desk, off to one
side. WIlson was speaking.

. no over-riding authority, of course, since MetEnge is a Newnars corporation and
Gal Met's legal domicile and principal place of business is here on Galnetia. Wile such
tax evasion is not. "

"Let's keep the record straight, M. WIlson," Maynard said sharply. "Not evasion;
avoi dance. Avoidance of Earth's ruthlessly confiscatory taxation was necessary to our
conti nued existence. Under such taxation our basic principle of operation, which the
founders of Gal Met inaugurated over two hundred years ago, could not possibly have
remai ned i npl enent ed.

"Do you think it's accidental that we are the largest firmin existence? It isn't; it is due
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absolutely to the fact that, very unlike capital in general, we have adhered strictly to the
Principle of Enlightened Self-Interest.

Sinply stated, that Principle is: Don't be a hog. You nake nore, over the long pull, by
letting the other fell ows nmake sonething, too. Most inportant, it's non-inflationary, even
though the standard of living is continually rising. If we had stayed on Earth and gone
along all these years with blind, stupid, greedy, grasping conventional Capital, what
woul d the price of steel have been today? Wat woul d the dollar have been worth?"

"Nevert hel ess, there has been sone infl ation

"How well we know it!" Phel ps, the noneyman, broke in. "Wuose fault is it? Your
governnent's deficit spending-cradl e-to-grave security-reckless, fool hardy install nent
buyi ng-the whole inflated credit situation. We, on the other hand, do not use credit. W
buy sight-draft attached-to-bill-of-lading and sell the sanme way. Hard noney and cash on
the barrel head. W have it before we spend it."

"I'''mnot saying that your principle hasn't worked very well for you, up to now You haven't
had a real strike for half a century, until now. Not because of the stable dollar or of your
principle of operation, however, but sinply because no uni on was strong enough to fight

you to a finish. Now, there is one. The UCM controls all copper mning and Burl ey

Hoadman controls the UCM The situation, gentlenen, is now desperate; it is a civili-

zation-wi de enmergency. It is intolerable that all industry should come to a halt because of
your refusal to settle this strike. You know that all industry nust have at | east sone new
copper to operate at all."

"W do," Maynard said. "You are saying that since Hoadman will not settle for anything

| ess than double the present scal e-already tops-we nust cave in and pay it? And

surrender to all the other unions that will junp onto the gravy train? That the subsequent
i nevitabl e surge of inflation won't hurt? You know exactly what the spiral will be."

W son gl anced at his mcrophone and sai d not hi ng.
M ss Chanpi on entered a couple of pot-hooks in her notebook. Maynard went on

"Your opinion is not for the record. | understand. This is an election year, and because
the dear pe-pul are getting out of hand the administration sent you here to tell us to give
Hoadman everyt hing he wants-or else. They're junking financial stability conpletely to get
t hensel ves re-el ected. "

"No, | was not going to. "
"Not so crudely, of course; but nobody has put any pressure at all on Hoadman."

"W can't." WIson spread his hands out hel pl essly and M ss Chanpi on nade a few nore
mar ks in her book. "All popular sentinent is for the union and agai nst you. You are
al together too big."

"Or not big enough-yet," Muynard said, savagely. "Also, in the public mnd, the salaries of
all you tycoons are altogether too high."

"H gh, hell!" Smith snarled. "How about Hoadman's take? He drags down nore than al
four of us put together!"

"Whet her or not it is true, that point is irrelevant. The pertinent fact is that Senator
Wigley of California is preparing a bill to annex both Newrars and Galnetia to the
West ern Hemi sphere. ™

Smith whistled. "Brother/ They went a hell of a |long ways out after that one!"

W son sai d not hing.
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Steans stared thoughtfully at the nmediator, then said, "It's unconstitutional. Cbviously. It
viol ates every principle of Interplanetary |aw "

Better yet, it's unenforceable,” Snmith said. "Admiral Porter knows as well as we do that
hi s handful of tomato-juice cans wouldn't stand the chance of the proverbial nitrocellul ose
cat in hell."

"One nore thing," Maynard said. "Ninety five other planets wouldn't like it, either. Have
you t hought about what a good, solid boycott would do to Earth?"

"The possibility has been considered, and the consensus is that there can be no effective
boycott. Labor will hold . "

"Hold it!" Maynard snapped. "You know at |east you shoul d-that the organizations of the
Pl anet smen are no nore |like the | abor unions of Tellus than black is like white. They are
in favor of automation. They want change. They want advancenent by ability, not

seniority. As opposed to that attitude, what do your unions want, M. WIson?"

Wl son pursed his lips in hesitation and Smith said, "I'll answer that for you, then, M.

W son. They want security, period, but they don't want to have to earn it. They want
everything handed to themon a platter. Advancenent by seniority only-all they have to

do is stay alive. No changes allowed except nore pay and nore benefits for fewer hours

of exactly the sane work. Strictly serf |abor and that's the way they like it. Security, hell!
It's exactly the same kind of security, if they had brains enough to realize it, as they'd
have in jail."

"I't has been conputed," WIson said, ignoring Smith's barbed opinion, "that in an
energency out pl anet Labor ,will support that of Earth. Furthernore, public opinion is very
strongly opposed to such gigantic trusts, conbines, and nonopolies as you are. And

finally, at the worst, the inevitable litigation wuld take a long tine, which would ... ?"
W son paused, delicately.

"I't would,"” Maynard agreed, grimy. "It would cranmp us plenty and cost us plenty; and the
adm nistration could and would pull a Iot of other stuff just as slimy."

W son neither confirnmed nor denied the statenent and Maynard went on. "Ckay. W'l
sign up for everything Hoadman demands; even the voice in managenent and the

f eat her - beddi ng. Al so, well nmake the wage scales and fringe benefits retroactive to
cover all hours worked on and after July first."

"May | ask why? They might yield that one point." "Wy should they?" Smith sneered.
"I't's just out of the goodness of our hearts. You may quote nme on that" "And that isn't
all," Maynard went on. "We wanted a three-year contract, but Hoadman woul dn't add a
day to his one-year position. So we'll do even better than that. Type a neno, please,
M ss Chanpi on. What we've said, and add, “~Cancellable by either party on ten days
notice in witing'!"

"WWhat ?" The nedi at or was shaken out of his calm Wen Maynard handed hi mthe
si gned menorandum he handled it as though it might bite. Just what have you robber
barons got up your sl eeves?”

"Not hing but our arns," Smth assured him "Wat could we have? Haven't your spies
kept you informed of our every nove?"

(No outsider as yet knew anythi ng about Project Belmark, which was ready to go into ful
production.)

"I don't like this at all-not any part of it," WIson said, thoughtfully. "I don't think | wll
recomrend signing any contract containing a cancellation clause. Even though I can't see

it, I knowthere's a hook in it somewhere . . . and | think |I know what it is ... but Hoadman
is perfectly sure that ... ?"

"Go ahead, ask me," Smith said. "I'll answer-I'mnot under oath. You snell sonething
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because you can think. Hoadman can't. Even if he could, and even if there were a hook in

the thing, he'll grab it. He'll have to. If he doesn't, the miners will throw himout on his ear.
Besides, he'll love it. Imagine the headli nes= BURLEY HOADMAN, G ANT BRAIN OF

LABOR, BRI NGS M GHTY GALMET TO I TS KNEES' . "

"M. Mynard," WIlson said, "please erase M. Smith's remarks and this sentence from
the record.”

"By no nmeans. Hoadman will of course listen to this supposedly top secret recording, and
to hear this bit may-just conceivably-be good for what ails him"

Wl son wiggled unconfortably and M ss Champi on wote another |ine of shorthand.
Di scussi on continued for another hour or so, after which WIlson took his | eave.

The union signed, in spite of WIlson's objections, because Burl ey Hoadman knew t hat
copper mning could not be autonmated except at prohibitive cost. Then Hoadnman
announced to THE PRESS:

"This shows what a really tightly organi zed union can do. W are perfectly free to keep
ahead of the cost of living and we'll keep it that way, since we can tie themup again any
time we please."

Everyt hi ng remai ned qui et then-except for sone runblings in other unions, none of which
had time to develop into serious strikes-for a couple of weeks. Then Gal Met cancelled its
contract with the UCM Sinultaneously it announced a reduction in the price of copper to
el even point three six one cents per pound FOB spaceport and began to supply all its
competitors with all the copper they wanted. (It did not develop until later that A ax,
Revere, and all other large producers were merging with MetEnge). Al m nes worked by
United Copper M ners shut down. Sal aried people were transferred. Al nachinery was
scrapped. Al properties and buildings were either sold or sinply abandoned. Then

Maynard tal ked to the reporters who had for nmany days been demandi ng a statenent.

"I'n an econony subscribing fully to the Principle of Enlightened Self-Interest neither
stupidly avaricious capital nor serf |abor would exist. Nor would such a corrupt

governnent as we now have. Wiile it nmay be true that any people deserves the

governnent it gets, this three-pronged blight now threatening all civilization is intolerable
and sonet hi ng nust be done about it. W have begun doi ng sonething about it by

maki ng an exanpl e of Burl ey Hoadman and his unconscionably greedy United Copper

M ners, who..."

"One question, M. Mynard!" a reporter broke in. "In using the word "we' do you claim
to be represent. . . "I claimnothing!" Maynard snapped. "| state as a fact that | am
speaki ng for the Gal axi ans-the free men and wonen and the intelligent capital of the

pl anets. These two conponent hal ves of production, eternally irreconcilable on Earth,
wor k together on the planets for the best good of all. To resune: the closed copper
mnes will not be re-opened. There will never, in the foreseeable future, be any

enpl oynent anywhere for the skilled craftsmen known as copper niners. W have
deliberately autonated the entire craft out of existence.

"W do not know whet her Hoadman will believe this statement or not. Nor do we care. I|f
he wi shes to use up his union's funds in supporting the nmen in idleness rather than in
expediting their absorption into other industries, that is his privilege.

"It has been threatened that other unions will, in spite of contractual obligations, wal k out
in synpathy with the UCM to enforce Hoadnan's denmand that we pay four nen

doubl e-scal e wages to sit on cushioned chairs and play stud poker while one nmachine

does the work. In reply to these threats | say now that we are prepared to cope with

such retaliation at any |level of action required.

"W are ready even for a conplete general strike by all the unions of WestHem In that
case all inports to and all exports fromEarth will stop. Earth will stewin its own juice
until the vast najority of WstHeml s people, the unorgani zed people, decide to get
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t hensel ves out of the mess into which, by their own stupidity, |aziness, and | ack of
interest, they got thensel ves.

Thi s bl ast was broadcast i mediately; and in |l ess than an hour Antonio Gines,
president of the Brotherhood of Professional Drivers, was on M ss Chanpion's com
demandi ng access to Maynard.

Si nce she was expecting the call, he was put on at once.

"Good norning, M. Mynard," he began. He was a short man, inclined to fat, with heavy
jows and small, piercing eyes. At the table with himwere his three major |ieutenants
and-not rmuch to Maynard's surprise -WestHem s Secretary of Labor Deissner and Chi ef
Medi ator Wl son. "You overlooked the fact that nothing can replace the truck and the
freight-copter. The situation, however, is not beyond repair. For a nomnal sum say a
quarter-mega, | might not pull the boys off tonorrow norning.

"The trouble with you, Gines," Maynard said, quietly, "is that while you re smart, clever,
and cunning, you can't really think. You haven't got the brain for it."

"That crack'll cost you, Big Shot!" Ginmes roared, shedding in the instant his veneer of
gentility. "I'll show you who's got a brain, you. "
"Shut up and listen!" Maynard snapped. "If you had had any fraction of a brain you would

have known that we knew exactly what you would do."

"Like hell you knew If you did you wouldn't've . . ." Gines paused; it becane evident
that his train of thought had all of a sudden been derail ed.

"The only question is, how big a battle do you want for an opener? All over WstHem at
once, or just one spaceport at first, to see what we have? If you can think at all you'd

better start doing it, because the bigger a flop you make the deader you'll be when it's
over."
"Conet-gas! You can't scare ne!" "I can't? That's nice."

"Who' d want to shoot the whole wad at once? One at a tinme; one day apart. Tonorrow
morning | seal New York Spaceport so tight a cockroach can't get in or out."

"And we'll open it. Here's your one and only warning. Before we send our freight-copters
in. "

Just how do you think you'll get any copters off the ground?"

"Wait and see. Before a copter lofts we'll cone in on the ground. East on Carter Avenue.
Through Gate Twel ve. Along Wy Twelve to the Cygnhus. I'mtelling you this because

don't want our machines to kill anybody. They'll be fully automatic, so programmed that

we won't be able to stop them oursel ves. Hence any goons along that designhated route
who can't get out of the way in tine will be committing suicide. If you shoot down any of
our copters your gun-crews will be killed. That is all."

"Hot-dog!" Gines gloated. "Drawi ng us a map-handing it to us on a platted Wat you'l
run into along.."

M ss Chanpion flipped a switch and the screen went bl ank

Carter Avenue becanme a very busy street. The biggest and heavi est trucks avail abl e,

| oaded to capacity with broken concrete and rock, were janmed into that avenue,

bl ocking it solidly-pavenent, parkway, and sidewal k-from building wall to building wall for
one full mle. Riflemen with magnuns sat at w ndows; fifty-caliber machi ne-guns and
forty-millineter quick-firing rifles peered dowmn fromroofs; anti-tank weapons of all Kkinds
commanded every yard of that soon-to-be-disputed nile.

Gimes and his strategi sts had expected a fleet of heavy tanks. \What appeared,
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however, exceeded their expectations by ten raised to a power. They were-in a

way-tanks; but tanks of a size, type, and heft never before seen on Earth. There were

only two of them but each one was twenty feet high, sixty feet wi de, and a hundred and
eighty feet long. They were not going fast, but when they reached the barricade, side by
side and a couple of feet apart, they did not even pause. Both front ends reared up as

one, but they did not clinb very high. Under that terrific tonnage the bl ocking trucks were
crushed flat; the steel of their structures and the concrete and stone of their |oads
subsided noisily to forma conpacted mass only a few feet thick.

@uns of all calibers yamrered and thundered, but there was nothing to shoot at except

bl ankly i nvul nerabl e expanses of imensely thick high-alloy arnor-plate.

Fl ames-t hrowers, flammble gels, and incendiaries were of no avail. Inside those
monstrosities there was nothing of life, nor anything to be harmed by any ordinary heat.
Nor did those nonstrous tanks fight back-then. Gate Twel ve was narrower than the

avenue; its anchorages were eight-foot-square pillars of reenforced concrete.
Nevert hel ess the two super-tanks did not slow down; and, after they had passed, the

pl aces where those hugely massive abutnents had been were scarcely to be

di stinguished fromthe rest of the scarred and beaten way.

Suddenly there was a terrific explosion, followed by horizontal sheets of fiercely-driven

pul veri zed pavenent and soil. Then another, and fifteen nore. But not even the heaviest
m nes could stop those | and-goi ng superdreadnoughts. They wallowed a little in the
craters, but that was all. They were sinply too big and too heavy and too stable to lift or

to tip over; their belly arnor was twel ve inches thick and was buttressed and braced
internally to withstand anything short of atom c energy. Nor could their treads be bl own;
since all that was exposed to blast were their stubby, sharply pyram dal, immensely
strong driving teeth.

Al ong Wy Twel ve the strike-breakers runbled, and up to Gal Met's subspacer Cygnhus.
They stopped. A Gal Met copper began to descend, to pick up its load of copper. There
was a blast of anti-aircraft fire. The copper disintegrated in air.

This time, however, Gal Met struck back. Gun-ports snapped open al ong the nearer
behenoth's grimside and a dozen one-hundred-five-millimeter shells | obbed in high arcs
across the few hundreds of yards of intervening distance. They expl oded, and a few
parts recogni zable as arns, |egs, and heads, together wi th uncountable grisly scraps of
fl esh and bone, were mngled with the shattered remains of the anti-aircraft battery.

That ended it.

In Maynard' s conference roomthis tine there were, in addition to the Gal Met men,
Lansi ng and DuPuy of Warner G|, Hatfield and Spehn of Interstellar, and seven other
men. Wth Ginmes and his ninions, were, as before, Deissner and Wl son of WstHem

Secretary of Labor Deissner |ooked once at the fourteen men seated at Maynard's table
and his ruddy conpl exi on pal ed.

"Have you had enough, Grinmes, or do you want to go the route?" Maynard asked. "You
may be able to hold your Drivers after this one beating, but one nore will plow you
under."

"You' re nurderers now and you'll hang!" Gimes snarl ed.
"What will you use for |law, fat-head?"

"To hell with law. I've got WestHemis law in ny pants pocket and you'll hang hi gher than

"Cl ose your fat mouth, Tony," Deissner said, bruskly. "Wth WarnG |, InStell, and all the
| abor of the outplanets in on this, it may be a little . . ." He paused
"You're wong, Deissner, it'll be rmuch worse,” Smith sneered. "Your computations wll al

have to be reconputed.”
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After a short silence Maynard said, "M. Secretary; besides Warn G| and InStell, | see
that you recognize the presidents of the seven | argest organi zati ons of the Pl anetsnen.
M. Bryce, President of the Metal snen, has something to say."

And fiery little Bryce said it. "This Commttee of Seven, of which | amthe chairnman,

represents the Planetsnen, the organi zed production and service personnel of the ninety

five planets of the Galactic Federation. Qur present trip has two purposes. First, here on
Galnetia, to tell you Tellurians that the organi zed personnel of the planets-not the

nut - pl anets, you will note, but the planets-will not support the purely Tellurian institution of
serf labor. We do no featherbedding and we will not support the practice anywhere. W

wel conme any innovation that will produce nore goods or services at |ower cost by using

our brains nmore and our nuscles |ess.

"Qur second objective is to let the people of Tellus know that there is plenty of room on
the planets for any of themwho want to advance by using their brains and their abilities
i nstead of being coddl ed, protected, and inprisoned fromthe cradle to the grave."

There was a nonent of tense silence; then Maynard said, "That was very well put,

Egbert; thanks. Now, Ginmes, as to your having WestHem s |law i n your pants pocket.

You haven't, but the hoodl uns, gangsters, and racketeers who are your bosses do have

it intheirs. W Gl axi ans-the conbi ned personnel and capital of the planets-know exactly
what WestHemis law is: a hood-bossed, hood-riddl ed nob of abysmally corrupt snolly-

gosters. W also know that static, greedy capital is as bad as-yes, even worse than-serf
| abor. Therefore we Gal axi ans have forned a new governnent, the Gal actic Federati on;
that, anong other things, will not-1 repeat, NOT -pernit any spiral of inflation."

But sonme inflation is now necessary!" Deissner protested.

"It is not. We're not asking you; we're telling you. If you do not stabilize the dollar we wll
stabilize it for you." "Delusions of grandeur, eh? How do you think you can?"

"By isolating Earth until the resulting panic puts the dollar back where it belongs. Earth
can't stand a bl ockade. The planets can, and woul d nuch rather have a conplete

severance from Earth than have a dollar that will not mail a letter fromone town to the
next. Hence we of the Galactic Federation hereby serve notice upon the governnents

and upon the peoples of Earth: it will be either a stable dollar or a strict blockade of
every item of commerce except food. Take your choice."

"Serve notice!" Deissner gasped. "Surely you don't nmean ... you can't possibly nean . . ."

"W do mean. Just that." Maynard smiled; a thin, cold smle. "This has not been a secret
meeting. You tell "em Steve."

And Stevens Spehn, Executive Vice-President of vast Interstellar, told them "This whole
conference has been on every channel, |ine, wavel ength and station that InStel
oper at es-et her and subether, radio and teevee, tri-di and flat, in black-and-white and in

color.” And M ss Chanpion flipped her swtch
Chapter 9
RHENI A FOUR

Far out in deep space although the Procyon was, her conmmuni cations officers nonitored

all four of the nobst inportant channels, and everything that came in on "I-S One" was

taped off. Thus, even though the "Battle of New York Spaceport” and the conference that
followed it took place in the mddle of the starship's "night", both were played in full on
the regul ar norning news program So was one solid hour of bi-partisan and extrenely

heat ed di scussi on by the big-nane comentators of Earth.

To say that this news created a sensation is the understatenent of the nonth. Nor was
sentinment entirely in favor of Gal Met, even though all the nmen aboard except Deston, and
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many of the wonmen, were sal aried enployees and the whol e expedition was on
Met EngeDesDes busi ness.

"Shocki ng!" "Qutrageous!" "Col d-bl ooded nurder!" "Who murdered first?" "Land-nines,
Seventy fives, and Bofors!" "Shot down the copter and killed everybody aboard!"

"But they should have settled the strike!" "Gal Met was utterly | aw ess!"”

"l suppose it's lawful to use land-nines and antiaircraft guns and make a full-war-scale
battl efield inside New York City?"

And so on.

The top echel on was, of course, solidly in favor of Maynard, and Captai n Jones sumed
up their attitude very neatly when he said, "Wat the hoodl uns are bellyaching about is
that they were out-guessed, out-thunk, and outgunned in the ratio of a hundred and five
mllimeters to seventy five."

"But listen," Bernice said. "Do you think, Babe, that there were any nen aboard that
copper ?"

"One gets you a thousand there weren't. Maynard didn't say there were any."

"He didn't say there weren't any, either," Barbara argued, "like he did for the tanks. Wat
makes you so sure?"

"He knew what was going to happen-he let themthink it was manned, probably as a
deterrent-so you can paste it in your Easter bonnet, pet, that the only brains aboard that
copper were tapes."

Time wore on; the strife on Earth, which did not flare into the news again, was just about
forgotten. Deston found several enornous deposits of copper. He found all the other

nmost -want ed netal s except rheniumin quantity sufficient to supply even the nost
extravagant denmand. But of rhenium he still found only insignificant traces.

Each trenendous deposit of netal had been reported as soon as it was found. Crew

after crew had been sent out. Plant after plant had been built; each one of which would
be not only imensely profitable, but also of inestinmable benefit to humanity as a whol e,
since all those highly inportant nmetals would soon be on the nmarket at a nere fraction of
their former high prices

Still rheniumdid not appear. "I don't believe there is any such damm thing, anywhere in
t he whol e gal axy," Deston said, over and over, but he did not give up

The starship bored along on its hugely helical course, deeper and deeper into unexplored
space toward the Center. Until, after weeks of futile seeking, Deston did find rheni um
After a quick once-over, .without waiting to get close enough to the planet for the
physi cal scientists to nmake any kind of survey, he called Galnmetia and M ss Chanpi on

"H, Doris!" he greeted her happily. "I've got some good news for you at last. W found
it."
"Ch? Rheniun®? In quantity? How wonderful!"

"Yes. Oodles and gobs of it. Al anybody and everybody can ever use. So how about
busting in on the Chief Squeeze, huh?"

To Deston's surprise, since he had al ways had instant access to Maynard, the girl

hesitated, tapping her teeth with a pencil. "I . . . just . . . don't . . . know" Indecision, in
one of the top FirSecs of all space, was an amazing thing indeed. "He's all tied up with

Pl astics, Synthos, Pharm cs, and half a dozen others, and he told ne. "

"Ckay, skip it and give ne a buzz. It's been here for a couple of billion years, anyway, so
anot her hour or. "
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"That's what you think. Usually, Babe-practically always-he gives ne ny head, but this
time he swore he'd shoot nme right through the brain and hang ny carcass out of the

wi ndow on a hook if | cut in on himw th anythi ng whatever or anybody whoever until this
brawl is over ... but | know damm well he'll boil me in oil if |I hold this up for even a
mnute.... Well, | think I'd rather be shot. Wuldn't you?"

"I't'd be quicker, anyway."

"Well, a girl can die only once." She shrugged her shapely shoul ders and cut Deston in.
"What the hell, Chanpion!" Mynard bl azed; then, as he saw what was on the screen,
hi s expression and attitude changed conpletely. "Ckay. Tell you-knowwho to roll. Cut."

Deston's image flipped back onto M ss Chanpion's screen and breathed a deep sigh of
relief. "Believe ne, Babe, that was one brass-bound toughie to guess."”

"Check. But you're a snmartie, doll, or you wouldn't be holding that fort. So let's get
you- knowwho and tell her to cut her gravs, huh?"

"Cutting her shoul der-straps woul d be enough. B-z-z-zz-zzt! She'd take off without an
anti-grav, let alone a ship."

She's been taking it big?"

"*Imense' would be a nuch better word . . . Doctor Byrd, they have found your rheni um
Here's M ster Deston."

It was evident that "The Byrd" had been fighting with someone and was still in a vicious
mood. When she saw Deston, however, her stormy face cleared and she becane

instantly the keen, conpetent executive. "Have you really found some?" she denanded.
"Enough of it to nake a fully-automated plant pay out?"

"Well, since the stuff runs well over twenty billion netric tons to the cubic kil oneter and
it's here by the hundreds of cubic kilometers in solid masses, what do you think?"

"Ch ny God! What's the planet |ike? A stinker, as expected?"

"Al'l of that. No survey yet, but it's vicious. Several gees. Super-dense atnosphere,
probably bad. No listing for it or anything like it-muntains and nesas of solid netal.
You'll need personal arnor, anti-grays, skyhooks -the works. Pretty rmuch like theory,
fromthis distance. Coser up, it my get worse."

"Everyt hi ng anybody has suggested is aboard. But Deston; they tell me you' re Top Dog
on this. Is it actually true that the sky's the limt? And that I'mrunning it wthout
interference?"

"Not even the sky is the limt on this one. No limt. Yes, except in matters of policy, you
are the Conpl ete Push.™

She gl anced at M ss Chanpion, who said, "if M. Deston says so, it is so; he has
over-riding authority in this. In two mnutes you will be handed an unlinited authorization,
Doctor Byrd-the first one | ever heard of.

"Ch, wonderful! Thanks a nmillion, both of you! Now if you'll transfer himover here, Mss
Cham . . ." Deston's image appeared upon Byrd's screen, ". . . pionthanks. M. Deston, if
you'll give Astrogation, here, the coords, well " A hand phone rang; she snatched it
up. "Byrd . . . Yes, Lew, good news. At last, thank God, they've found our rhenium and
we're jetting. Activate the whole project. Get Crew One aboard the Rhene as though the
devil was on your tail with a pitchfork ... | knowit's sudden, but God damm it, what did
you expect?. . . You' ve all been under notice for a nonth to be ready to blast off on
fifteen mnutes' notice . . . Me? I'l|l be aboard and ready in ten minutes!"

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....ace%20Vo0l%201%20-%20Subspace%20Explorers.txt (54 of 123) [10/15/2004 2:30:25 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20%20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%20SubSpace%620V ol %201%20-%20Subspace%20Expl orers.txt

Wherefore it was not long until the giant starship Rhene joined the Procyon in orbit
around the forbidding planet Rhenia Four; in such an orbit as to remain always directly
above a tiny valley surrounded by torn and jagged bare-netal -and-rock nountains; and
Cecily Byrd cane aboard the exploring vessel

"I"'mvery glad to neet you in the flesh, Doctor Byrd," Deston said, and as soon as she
was out of her space-suit they shook hands cordially.

"Doctor Livingstone, | presunme?" She giggled infectiously. "You'll never know how glad I
amto be here." There was nothing sullen or norose or venonous about her now, she
was eager, friendly, and intense. "And no fornmality, Babe. I'm Curly' to ny friends."

"Ckay, Curly-now neet the gang. My wife, Bobby Prine Brain, and his wife, Stella .
This planet is a tough baby; a prinme stinker."

"So | gathered, and the nore you find out about it the tougher and stinkier it gets. W' ve
fabricated all the stuff you suggested, for which thanks, by the way, so, unless there
have been new devel opnents in the last couple of hours, I'll go back and well go down.
Ckay?"

"Ckay except for an added feature. Here and | are going along as safety factors. W
have built-in danger alarms."

"Ch? Oh, yes, | renmenber now. Welcone to our city." Aboard the Rhene, Deston said,
"But as chief of the party, Curly, you ought to stay up here, don't you think?"

"Huh?" The woman's whol e body stiffened. "As chief of the party, buster, |I'mthe best
man on it. What would you do? Stay home?"

"Ckay," and preparations went on

Extrene precautions were necessary, for this was a fantastic planet indeed. In size it

was about the sane as Earth, but its surface gravity was alnmpst four tines Earth's. Its

at nosphere, which was at a pressure of over forty pounds to the square inch, was

nmostly xenon, with some krypton, argon, and nitrogen, with | ess than seven percent by

vol ume of oxygen. Its rivers were few and small, as were its lakes. Its three oceans

conbi ned woul d not equal the Atlantic in area, and what was dissolved in those oceans

no one knew. The sun Rhenia was a Cass B7 horror, so big and so hot that Rhenia

Four, although twice as far away from Rhenia as Mars is from Sol, was as hot as Mars

is cold. Even at latitude fifty north, where the starships were, and at an altitude of over
fifteen thousand feet, at which the floor of the little valley was, the noon tenperature in
the shade was well over forty degrees Centigrade.

And there was life. Just what kind of life it was, none of the biologists could even guess.
They had been arguing ever since arrival, but they hadn't settled a thing. There were
things of various shapes and sizes that night or mght not be anal ogous to the grasses,
shrubs, and trees of the Tellus-Type planets; but no one could say whether they were
vegetable, mineral, or metalo-organic in nature. There were things that ran and | eaped

and fought; and things that flew and fought-all of which nmoved with the fantastic speed
and vi ol ence conconmitant with near-four gees-but if they were animals they were entirely
unli ke any animals ever before seen by man

No one aboard the Procyon had even tried to | and, of course. They didn't have the
equi pnent; and besides, it was "Curly" Byrd's oyster and she had repeatedly threatened
mayhem upon the person of anyone who tried to open it before she got there.

The personal arnor of the |landing party-or rather, the observation party, since they did
not intend to land was built of heavy gauge high-alloy steel, and each suit was equi pped
with drivers and with anti-gravs. Their craft was nmuch nore |like a bathyscaphe than a
space-to-ground vehicle. Its walls were two inches of hard alloy; its ports were five
inches of fused silica. It could, everyone agreed, take anything that Rhenia Four could
dish out. In view of that agreenent, Cecily had protested agai nst wearing arnor of proof
inside the shuttle, but Deston had put his foot down there. Sonething night happen
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Counting the pilot, five persons conposed the party. Director Byrd and Assistant Director
Leyton were conpletely encased. Deston and Jones, however, had |left their hands bare,

as each was carrying a .475 seni-automatic rifle. Magnunms, these, of trenmendous

sl uggi ng power; and all their cartridges-each gunner had three extra fifty-round
drums-were | oaded with arnor-piercers, not soft-nosed stuff. They went down, talKking

ani matedly and peering eagerly, until two silent inner alarns went off at once.

"Hold it!" Jones yelled, and Deston's even | ouder command was, "H gh it at max, fly-boy!"

The craft darted upward, but even at full blast she was not fast enough to escape froma
horde of flying things that | ooked something |ike wldcats' heads nounted on ow s

bodi es, but vastly larger than either. They attacked viciously; their terrible teeth and even
nore terrible talons tearing i nches-deep gouges into the shuttle's hard, tough arnor. As

the little vessel shot upward, however, higher and higher into the ever-thinning atnos-

phere, the things began to drop away-they did have to breat he.

Several of them however, stayed on. They had dug hol es clear through the arnor; out of
which the shuttle's air was whistling. The creatures were breathing ship's air-and |iking
it!-and were working with ferocious speed and power and with appalling efficiency.

Dest on and Jones began shooting as soon as the first two openings were |arge enough

to shoot through, but even those powerful weapons-the hardest-hitting shoul der-guns
built-were shockingly ineffective. Both nonsters had their heads inside the ship and were
comng in fast. The others had dropped away for lack of air.

"Hercul es" Jones, big enough and strong enough to handle even a .475 as though it were
a .30-30, put fifty hard-nosed bullets against one spot of his nonsters head and thus
succeeded in battering that head so badly out of shape that the creature died before
gaining entrance. Died and hung there, half in and half out.

But Deston, although suprenely willing, sinply did not have the weight and sheer brute
strength to take that brutal magnumi s recoil and hold it steady on one point. Thus when
his drumwas enpty the creature was still comng. It was dying, however, alnost dead,
because of the awful pounding it had taken and because there was al nbst no air at al
left in the shuttle.

Both nen were changing druns, but they were a few seconds |late. The thing had life

enough left so that as it came through the wall and fell to the floor it nade one convul sive
flop, and in its dying convulsions it sank one set of talons into Cecily Byrd's thigh and the
other into the calf of Lewis Leyton's |l eg. The wonman shrieked once and, for the first tine

in her life, fainted dead away. The man swore sul phurously.

By this time they were al nost back to the Rhene. The |l anding craft was taken aboard

and a team of surgeons tried for a few nminutes to get those incredi ble talons out of the
steel and the flesh; then for a few mnutes nore they tried to anputate those equally
incredi ble feet. Then they anesthetized both victims and carried the inseparable trio into
t he machi ne-shop; where burly mechanics ground the beast's legs in two with high-speed
neotri de wheel s and, using tools designed to handle high-tensile bar stock, curled those
ghastly hooks back out of flesh and arnor. Thence and finally to the sick-bay, where the
doctors put everything they could think of into those deep, but not ordinarily dangerous,
wounds.

As soon as the doctors becane fairly sure that no alien germs were at work in the
human fl esh, Deston strode up to Cecily's bed.

""We'll get one thing straight right now, Curly,” he said. "I"'mall done suggesting; |'m
telling you. You don't go down there again until | say so."

She straightened up angrily; she was not too sore to fight. "Think again, buster. W're on
the job now, not at HQ It's ny job and I'Il run it any way | damm well please."
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"At HQ or anywhere else, ny curly-haired friend, my authority over-rides on matters of
policy and this is a matter of policy. You'll take it and you'll like it." "Over-rides, hell
[

"You'll nothing!" he snapped. "Did you ever get socked on the jaw hard enough to lay you
out stiff for fifteen m nutes?"

I nstead of becom ng even nore furious at that, she relaxed and grinned up at him "No, |
never did. That woul d be a brand-new experience."

"Ckay. Much nore of this sticking out of your beautiful neck and you' |l get that brand-new
experience. Now let's do sone thinking on what to do next. | shot in an order for a
speci al el sie.

"Can you . . . those kittyhawks went through superstainless |like so much cheese. What
pl ati ng-neotride?" "That's right. Here's the funny-picture." He spread a blueprint out on
the bed. "I didn't have nuch of anything to do with it, though; it's nobstly Lew s work.

She studied the drawing for a couple of mnutes. "That ought to do it; it'd stop a di anond
drill cold . . . it'd hold a neotride drill for a while . . . but what are those nonstrosities,
Babe? Al that the croakers will give out with is gobbl edegook, soothing syrup, and pure

pap. "

"Nobody knows. All the biologists aboard are going not-so-slowy nuts. They can't do
anything fromup here. "All of us. Nice." She bit her lip.-Wthout rheniumwe can't work
down there and we have to work down there to get rhenium Strictly circular progress.”

"It isn't that bad, Curly. There are dozens of nice big chunks of the clear quill-thousands
of tons of it-right out in the open down there. That's the special elsie's job, to go cl own
and get '"emand bring 'emout here to us. The chief wants a good mess of it rushed in to
Gal metia, but there's plenty of it lying around | oose to take care of himand build five of
your installations besides."

"Wonderful! That nakes ne feel a |lot better, Babe I'Il talk to you now until the croakers
throw you out."

Chapter 10
THE PARTY

Cecily and Leyton were both up and at work, their wounds conpletely heal ed, when the

special elsie arrived. This landing craft was special indeed, for the first abortive attenpt
to approach that fantastically inimcal planet had nade it perfectly clear that they would
have to have hundreds of tons of rheniumbefore they could begin to work.

This little ship was to get it. Her inner layer of armor was four inches thick, forged of the
st ubbor nest supersteel avail able. The outer layer, electronically fused to the inner, was

one full inch of neotride, the' synthetic that was the hardest substance known to nan-five
nunbers Rockwel | harder than the di anond

The starship carrying the elsie also brought two formally-typed notices-things al nost
unknown in a day of subspace communi cators and tapes. The one addressed to "Cecily

Byrd, Ph.D., Sc.D., F.1.A " (Fellow of the Institute of Automation) read in part: "You are
hereby instructed, under penalty of discharge and blacklist, to stay aloft until conplete
safety of operation has been denmponstrated," and the gist of Deston's was: "I cannot give
you orders, but if you have half the brain | think you have, you know enough to stay al oft
until safety of operation has been denonstrated.”

Cecily's nostrils flared; then her whol e body slunped. "He'd do it, too, the damed old
tiger . . . and this is the biggest job | ever dreamed about . . . and | suppose you'll go
down anyway. "
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"Uh-uh. He makes sense. Actually, neither of us should take the chance. Anyway, the

stuff is right out in the open, where they can sit right down on it and grapple it . . . and
besides, ny nother told nme it isn't sporting to kick a lady in the face when she's down. It
isn't done, she said."

"She di d? How nice of her! Thanks, Babe, a |lot," and she held out her hand.

Thus it was that Assistant Director Leyton and Captain Jones |ed the down-crew. They
both, and two other big, strong nmen as well, carried .475s; but this tine the magnuns
were not needed. The neotride held up | ong enough. In spite of everything the rabidly
hostile "ani mal s" could do, the elsie grappled five-hundred-ton chunks of the stuff and
|l ugged themup into orbit.

In the neantine the netal lurgists, by subjecting the teeth and claws of the dead
kittyhawks to intensive study, had solved their biggest basic problem O rather, they
found out that Nature had solved it for them

"The composition at maxprop-to get the best mat of |ongest single crystals, you knowis
extrenmely conpl ex and al nost unbelievably critical," Leyton told Deston, happily. "It
woul d have taken us years, and even then we wouldn't have hit it exactly on the nose
except by pure luck."

Wel |, how do you expect to do in a couple of years what it took Od Mther Nature
mllions of years? Billions even, naybe."

"I't's been done. Anyway, we're 'way ahead of O d Mdther in one respect-heat-treating.
We've got a growmh cycle already that nmakes the original |ook sick."

The new and inproved | eybyrdite was poured, forged, neotride-ground, and
heat-treated. A tailored-to-order mning head was built; and, in spite of the frantic and
hi ghl y capabl e opposition of the local life-forns, was driven into the mountainside.

This first unit took a long tine, since everyone had to work in arnor and anti-grav. After it
was in place, however, the job went rmuch faster, as air was run in and the whol e
installation was graved down to nine eighty-Earth-normal gravity-and people could work

in ordinary working cl ot hes.

Section after section was attached; the whole gigantic assenbly was jacked forward,
inch by inch.

Adans and his crew devel oped a super-flanme-thrower which, instead of chemnical flanes,
projected a plasma jet-the heat of nuclear, not chem cal, reaction. Cecily had twenty of
them made and installed at strategic points. It took a couple of weeks for the various

fauna to |l earn that such heat was quickly and inevitably fatal; but, having | earned the fact,
they kept their distance and the work went easier and faster.

But the director brushed aside the scientists' pleas for elsies in which to study. "I'msorry,
Adans, but first things have got to cone first. Wien we get a full stream of rhenium
com ng out of that hole in the ground I'll build you anything you want, but until then

absol utely nothing goes that isn't geared directly to production.”

And she hersel f was everywhere. Dressed in |l eybyrdite hel net, |eather packet, |eather

breeches, and high-1laced boots, she was in the point, in the mddle, inthe tail, and in all
stations, for whatever purpose intended. And, since no two operations are ever alike and
this one was |ike nothing else ever built, she was carrying the full l[oad. But she knew

what she was doing, and hers was a nind that did not have to follow any book. She
ordered special machi nery and equi pnent so regardl essly of cost that Desnond Phel ps

al rost had heart failure. Wien she wanted ten extra-special units, each of which would
cost over a hundred thousand dollars to build, she ordered them as nonchalantly as

t hough they were that many ball point pens; and Maynard okayed her every requisition

wi t hout asking a single question.

She had her troubles, of course, but only one of themwas with her personnel-the revolt
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of her section heads. Sone of themresented the fact that she was a wonman; sone of
themreally believed that they knew nore about sone aspects of the job than she did.

She called a neeting and told themviciously to do the job her way and quit dragging their
feet-or else. Next day, in four successive ninutes, she fired four of theny whereupon the
ot hers decided that Byrd was a hard-rock man after all and began to play ball.

She had her troubles, of course-what big job has ever gone strictly according to

pl an?-but she met themunflinchingly head on and flattened themflat. She knew her stuff
and she held her crew and her job right in the pal mof her hand. Even Maynard was
satisfied; not too many nen could have run such a hairy job as snobothly as she was
doing it.

The | ast el enent was installed. The | ast tape was checked, rechecked, and

doubl e-checked. Maynard, Smith, and Phelps, all in person-a truly unprecedented event,
this!-inspected and approved the whole project. Project Rhenia Four, fully automatic, was
ready to roll inits vast entirety.

Maynard stared thoughtfully at his project chief. Her helnet was under her left arm She
hadn't seen a hairdresser for five nonths; her rebellious brick-dust-red curls were
jamred into a nylon net. Her jacket, breeches, and boots were scuffed, stained, scarred,
and worn. She had | ost pounds of weight; faint dark rings encircled both eyes. But those
eyes fairly sparkled; her whole men was one of keen anticipation. Maynard had never
seen her in any such nmood as this.

"Ckay, Byrd; push the button,"” he said.

"Uh-uh, chief, you push it. It's your honor, really; nobody else in all space would have
stood back of ne the way you have."

"Thanks. It'd tickle nme to; |'ve never started a big operation yet," and the whol e i mense

proj ect went snmoothly to work.
Strained and tense, they watched it for half an hour. Then Maynard shook her hand.

"You were worth saving, Byrd. You're an operator; a real performer. | hope you've got
over that ungodly insecurity conplex of yours. You know what |I'mgoing to do to you if
you ever start that hell-raising agai n?"

She | aughed. "You and Babe both seemto have the sane idea; he says he'll knock me
as cold as ice-cream You, too?"

No, | don't think that's the indicated treatnent. 1'll get you pie-eyed on the best brandy in
Beardsley's cellar."

"Don't tenpt ne, chief!" she |laughed again as Smith, Phelps, Leyton, Deston, Jones, and
the others cane up to add their congratulations to Maynard's.

They kept on watching the tremendous installation, less and less tensely and with nore
and nore eating and sleeping, for fifty nore hours, during which tinme a hundred
freighters departed with their heavy | oads. Then all tension di sappeared. Having run this
long, it would continue to run; with only normal supervision and mai nt enance.

"Now for the usual party,"” Smth said. "Unusual, it should be, since this is a highly unusua
installation. How about it, everybody?"

"Let's have a big dance," Barbara suggested. "Dress up and everything."

"Ch, let's!" Cecily al nbst squeal ed. She was still in her scuffed |eathers, still ready for
any energency. Her hair was still a tightly-packed nop. "We're all rested enough-1 just
had fourteen hours' sleep and two big steaks. Let's go!"

We're off, Curly."” Bernice took her arm "W'I| help each other get all prettied up. Herc,
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how about | ocki ng the ships together, so we won't get all nussed up in those horrible
suits?"

"Can do, pet." Jones gave his wife the smle reserved for her alone; a snile that softened
wonderful ly his hard, craggy, deeply-tanned face. "For beauty in distress we'd do even
nmore than that."

I n about an hour, then, the party began. Bernice and Cecily were standing together when
Jones and Leyton cane up to them The red-head was a good inch taller than tal

Berni ce; she woul d have stood five feet ten without her four-inch heels. Both gowns were
as tight as they could be without showi ng stress-patterns; both were strapl ess, backl ess,
and al nost frontless; both henmlines bisected kneecaps.

The two nmen were just about of a size-six feet three, and twenty pounds or so over two
hundred. Leyton was handsone; Jones very definitely was not. Leyton was the softer; it
was not part of his job to keep hinself at the peak of physical fitness. He was, however,
by no means soft. Being "softer" than Theodore Jones left a lot of roomfor a nan to be
in very good shape indeed, and Lewi s Leyton was.

Bot h nen stopped and Jones whistl ed expressively; a perfectly-executed wol f-whistle.
"This nust be Mss Byrd." He sniled as he took her hand and bowed over it-and, as a
space officer, he really knew how to bow "Mss Byrd, may | have the honor and the
pl easure of the second nunber, please?"

She di pped a hal f-curtsy and | aughed. "You may indeed, sir,
away.

and Leyton swept her

Jones danced first with his wife, of course; then led Cecily out onto the floor. For a
m nute they danced in silence, each conscious of what a superb perforner the other was
and of how perfectly they matched. She was the first to speak.

"You're looking at ny hair. Don't, Here, please. Nobody in all space can do anything with
it, and | didn't have tinme. to |l et your beauty-shop even try."

"Do you really mean that, Curly; or are you just fishing?"

"Of course | nmean it! Look at Bun's hair, or Bobby's, or anybody's! They can fix it any
way they please and change it any tinme they please. But this stuff?" She shook her
intractable nop. "This carroty-pink-sorrel nmess of rusty steel-turnings? Nobody can do

anything with it whatever. | can't even bleach it or dye it-or even wear a wig. It's bad
enough, the color and the way it is now, but with it anything else, with nmy turkey-egg

face, | look just sinply like the wath of God. Honestly."

"If that's really the way you look at it, | think "Il tell a tale out of school. You know Bun

isn't the jeal ous type."

O course she isn't. My God, with what she's got, why should she be? How could she
be?"

"Ckay. Since she net you she's told me a dozen tinmes that if anybody in all space could
make a hair-piece |ike that-nobody can, she says-she'd shave her head and get one
t onorrow. "

Cecily | eaned back-she had been dancing very close -far enough to look into his eyes.
"Wy, you great big damm Iiar. "

"Ask her, next tine you see her."

"I''"l'l do just that. In the neantinme, for the prize-winning big lie of the year, tell ne that next
to Bun I'mthe prettiest girl here; not a hard-boiled hard-rock man in a hall gown."

"Il tell you sonething a |ot better than that. You' ve got stuff by the cubic mle that no
merely pretty girl ever did have or ever will have."

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....ace%20Vo0l%201%20-%20Subspace%20Explorers.txt (60 of 123) [10/15/2004 2:30:25 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20%20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%20SubSpace%620V ol %201%20-%20Subspace%20Expl orers.txt

"Such as?" she scoffed.

"If you really don't know, take a conplete inventory of yourself sonetine."

"l have, thousands of tinmes." "Wong system then. Change it."

She | eaned still farther away fromhim "You sound as though you really nean that."
"l do, Scout's Honor. And Bun agrees with nme."

"She does? |I'lIl bet she does. You've got a nice line, Here."

"No line, Curly; believe ne."

"It'd be nice if | could ... but Here, the chief thinks | have a terrific case of inferiority
conmplex . . . except he called it “insecurity' . . . and Babe said . . . do you think so?"

"I'"'mno psych, so | wouldn't know. But why in all the hells of space should you have?"

She actually mssed a step. "Wiy should | have!l Just look at me! O can't you inmagi ne
what it's like, being the ugliest duckling in the pond all your life.?"

"Can't |1? You have got a conplex. Look at nme, you dunb . . . what do you think I've
been all ny life?" She stared at himin anazenent. "Wy, you're positively
di sti ngui shed- | ooki ng!"

"Conet-gas! |'ve always been the honeliest guy around, but | got so | didn't let it throw
me. "

"Anyway, nen don't have to be good-looking." "Neither do wonen. Look at history."

"Let's | ook at Bun instead-one of the nbst beautiful wonen who ever |ived. You wouldn't
have . "

"I certainly would have. Beauty hel ps, of course-and | adnmit that | like it, that she's a
beauty-but over the long route it isn't a drop in the bucket and you know it. She'll still be a
charner at ninety, and so will you. She's prettier than you are, but you've got a |ot of

stuff she hasn't. What did you think | was tal king about, a mnute ago' ?"

"Sex. Anybody can throw that around."”

"Not the way you can. But that wasn't it, at all; that's only one phase. It's the total
personality that carries the wallop. You ve got it. So has Bun. And Bobby. Wo el se
aboar d? Nobody."

"1 wonder. They danced in silence for a tinme. "You could be right, | suppose . . . after
all, you and Maynard and Babe are certainly three of the smartest nen | know. "

"You know we're right. So why don't you cut the jaw fl apping and get down to reality?"

"Maybe you are right. Thanks, Here, the thought is one to dwell on. You know what |'m
goi ng to do?" She giggled suddenly. "I haven't done it since ny Freshnman Frolic." She
drew herself up very close to him snuggl ed her head down onto his shoul der, and cl osed
bot h eyes.

And thus they finished the dance. He brought her back to a place beside his wife,
t hanked her, and turned away toward Barbara.

Cecily stared after his retreating figure. "That's a lot of man you have there, Bun," she
breathed, as Smith and Phel ps came up to claimthem

"l know, " Bernice agreed.

Ten nminutes later, in the inprovised powder room Bernice continued the conversation
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quite as though it had not been interrupted. "You wouldn't by any chance have it in mnd
to do anything about it, would you, darling?"

Each woman studied the other. Both were tall and superb of figure. Each projected in
quantity-and not only unconsciously-the trenendous basic force that is sex appeal. But
there all resenbl ance ceased. Bernice, as has been said, was one of the nost beautiful
wonen of her tinme. And besides beauty of face and figure, besides strength of physique
and of character, she had the poise and confidence of her status and of her sure

know edge of her husband's love. Cecily Byrd, on the other hand, radiated a personality
that was uniquely hers and that made itself tellingly felt wherever she was. In addition,
she had the driving force, the sheer willpower, and the ruthlessly conpetent brain of the
top bracket executive she had so fully proved herself to be

"It'd be fun," the red-head said, thoughtfully. "That would really be a battle.”

"As Here likes to say, you chirped it that tine, birdie." "Odinarily, that would nake it al
the nore fun, but I'Il be working like a dog yet for quite a while-1'Il hardly have tine
enough in bed even to sleep. So let's take a rain-check on it, shall we, ny dear?"

"Any tine, darling. Any time at all. Wenever you please." Blue eyes stared steadily into
eyes of Irish green

Then Cecily shook her head. "I'mnot going to try, Bun. | think too much of both of you

and besides, | mght not be able to . . . You know, Bun. " She paused, then went on
slowy, "I never have |iked wonen very nuch; they're such flabby, gutless things . . . but
you're a lot of woman yourself."

"We're a lot alike in sone ways, Curly-there aren't very nmany wonen |ike you and ne
and Barbara-for which fact, of course, nost nen would say "~Thank God!' " "You're so
right!"

Not being nen, the two al nost-antagonists did not shake hands; but at that nmonment the
i ce began definitely to melt.

"But |isten,'
ones."

Berni ce said. "There are hundreds of nen around here. Good nmen and big

Cecily grinned. "But not usually both; and just being big isn't enough to nmake ne cone
apart at the seanms. He has to have a brain, too; and maybe what Here just called a
“total personality'."

"' That doer narrow the field . . . just about to Lew, | guess . . . but | suppose Executives
Code cuts both ways."

"I't's supposed to, probably, but | wouldn't care about that if he weren't such a stuffed
shirt . . . but I"'mgetting an idea. Let's go hunt Babe up." Then, as Bernice |ooked at her
qui zzically, "My God, no-who except a half-portion |ike Bobby would want hinf? | just

want to ask hima question."

They found Deston easily enough. "Babe," Cecily said, you said there's a |lot of tantal um
here. As much as on Tantalia Three?"

"More. Thousands of tines as much. Wy?"

"Then Perce Train ought to come out here and look it over. 1'll tell the chief so. Thanks,
Babe. "

"Perce Trai n?" Bernice asked, the next time they sat together. "The boy friend?"

"Not yet. We were knifing each other all over the place, back at HQ but we're both on
top now. He'll be good for what ails ne. Wait '"till you see him sister -and hang on to your
hat."
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"I'"l'l have no trouble doing that, |'mpositive," Bernice said, a little stiffly; just as Jones
came up, again to dance her away.

Percival Train appeared in |less than a week. He was, as has been said, a big bruiser. He
was just about Leyton's size, and even handsoner. As soon as he got over the shock of

di scovering what a hellish planet Rhenia Four was, he becane enthusiastic about its
possibilities. He also, Bernice was sure, becane enthusiastic about Project Engi neer
Byr d.

"But there's nothing flagrant about it that | can see, pet," Jones argued one night, just
before going to sleep. "Wiat nmakes you think so except Curly's jaw flapping?"

"I just know they are," Bernice said, darkly. "She really neant it, and she's the type to.
She ought to be ashamed of herself, but she isn't. Not the least little tiny bit."

"Well, neither of "ems married, so what's the dif? Even if they are stepping out, which is
a moot point, you know. "

"Well . . . maybe. One good thing about it, she isn't making any passes at you, and she'd
better not. I'll scratch both her green eyes out if she tries it, the hussy-so help ne!"

"Ch, she was just chonpi ng her choppers, sweetheart. Besides, |I'mas prejudiced as
aminsulated. |1've never seen anyone within seven thousands parsecs of being you."

"You're a darling, Here, and | love you all to pieces. She snuggled up close and cl osed
her eyes; but she did not drop easily, as was her wont, to sleep

If that red-headed, green-eyed vixen-that sex-flaunting powerhouse-had unli nbered her

heavy artillery ... but she hadn't . . . and it was just as well for all concerned, Bernice
t hought, just before she did go to sleep, that that particular triangular issue had not been
j oi ned.

Chapter 11
PSI ONTI STS

Secretary of Labor Dei ssner was very unhappy. The United Copper Mners, as a union,

had been w ped out of existence. Mghty Drivers' all-out effort at New York Spaceport

had been smashed with an ease that was, to Deissner's mnd, appalling. Wrse, it was

i nexplicable; and, since no one else really knew anything, either, he was being buffeted,
pushed, and pulled in a dozen different directions at once.

The Dut chnman, however, was nobody's push-over. He nerely set his stubborn jawa little
more stubbornly. "I want facts!" he bell owed, smashing his open hand down onto the top
of his desk. "I've got to have facts! Until | get facts we can't nove-1 won't nove!"

For weeks, then, and nonths, "Dutch" Deissner studied ultra confidential reports and
interviewed ultra-secret agents-many of whomwere so ultra-ultra-secret as to be entirely
unknown to any other menber of WestHemi s government . . and the nore he worked the

| ess secure he felt and the nore unhappy he became. He was particul arly unhappy when,

| ate one night and very secretly, he conferred with a plenipotentiary from East Hem

"The Nanmel ess One is weary of neaningless replies to his questions,” the Slay said,
bruskly. "I therefore demand with his nouth a plan of action and its date of execution.”

"Demand and be dammed," Deissner said, flatly. "I will not act until | know what that
verdamt e Maynard has got up his sleeve. Tell Naneless that."

"In that case you will cone with ne now "

"You talk like a fool. One fal se nove and you and your escort die where you sit. Tel
Nanel ess he does not own ne yet and it may very well be he never will. If he wants to
talk tonme | will arrange a neeting in South Africa.”
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"You are rash. Are you fool enough to believe that he will condescend to neet you at any
pl ace of your choosi ng?"

"l don't care whether he does or not. If he knows as much as | do, he will."

The nessenger went away; and, a long tinme. later, the Nanel ess One did neet
Dei ssner-with due precautions on each side, of course-in South Africa

"Don't you know, fool," the dictator opened up, "that you will die for this?"

"No. Neither do you. d ance over this list of the real names of sone nen who have died
lately in accidents of various kinds."

If the Slav's iron control was shaken as he read the long list, it was scarcely perceptible.
Dei ssner went on: "As long as it was to ny advantage | let you think that | was just

anot her one of your puppets, but I'mnot. If you insist on commtting suicide by jumping in
the dark, count me out."

"In the dark? My information is that . . ."

"Have you any information as to where those so-huge tanks cane fronf? Were they
coul d possibly have been built?"

"No, but.

"Then what ever information you have is conmpletely useless,” the Dutchman drove
relentlessly on. " Maynard has been ready. What nore is he ready for? That thought
made me think. How did he get that way? | investigated. Do you know that conputers
and automation to the amount of hundreds of millions of dollars have been paid for by
and delivered to non-existent firnms?"

“No, but what . . . ?"

"Fromthat fact | drew the tentative conclusion that MetEnge has industrialized a virgin
pl anet sonmewhere; one that we know not hi ng whatever about."

"Ri di cul ous! MetEnge builds its own automation . but to save time they might . . . but
such a planet would have to be staffed, and that could not be done tracelessly.”

"It was done tracel essly enough so that we did not suspect it. | find that about sixty
t housand mal e graduate engi neers and scientists, and about the sane nunber of young
and nubile fermal es of the same types, have di sappeared fromthe ninety six planets."

"So?" This information had little visible effect.

"So those di sappearances prove beyond any reasonabl e doubt that nmy tentative
conclusion is a fact. Maynard is not bluffing; he is ready. Now, if MetEnge has worked
that long and hard in conplete secrecy it should be clear even to you that you and your
m ssiles are precisely as dangerous to them as a one-week-old kitten would be. Before
we can act we nust find that planet and bonb it out of existence.”

"It is inmpossible to hide so many people, especially young
"Do you think ny agents didn't check? They did, thoroughly, and could find
"Bah! Your agents are stupid!"

"They were smart enough to put the armon your nmen on that list, and if you think
Maynard is stupid you had better think again. The worst fact is that twenty eight of ny
agents have di sappeared, too, all of whom had worked up into good jobs wi th MetEnge

and any one of whom coul d have and woul d have built a subspace comunicator had it

been humanly possible. The situation is bad. Very bad. That is why | have not acted.
will not act until | have enough facts to act on."
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"My agents woul d have found that planet if it exists. I will send ny owmn nmen and they wll
find it if it exists.” "You think you' ve got a nonopoly on brains?" Dei ssner sneered. "Send
your men and be dammed. You'll learn. Here are copies of everything | have found out,k"

and he handed The Nanel ess One a bul gi ng bri ef - case.

Nanel ess took it without thanks. "In three nonths I will know all about everything and
will act accordingly.” "You hope. In the neantine you nust agree that a general strike is
out of the question."

"Until | investigate, yes. Harassing tactics nerely." "Exactly what | amdoing. Plan M"

"As good as any. Your status in ny organization will depend upon ny findings," and the
Nanel ess One of EastHem strode out.

The tremendous new starship, the Explorer, built of |leybyrdite and equi pped for any
foreseeabl e eventuality, was ready to fly. The Destons and the Joneses were hol di ng

their last pre-flight conference. No one had said anything for a couple of minutes; yet no
one had suggested that the neeting was over

"Well, that covers it . . . | guess. . . ." Deston said, finally. "Except maybe for one thing

that's been niggling at me ... but it makes so little sense that I'mafraid to say it out I|oud.

So if any of you can think of anything el se we m ght need, no matter how wild it sounds
I"mplaying a hunch. Wite it down on a slip of paper and put it face-down on the table
here's mine . . . it'll be three out of four, | think ... read 'em and weep, Bun."

Bernice turned the four slips over. "Four out of four. Perce Train and Cecily Byrd. But
what in hell do we want 'em for?"

"Search me; just a hunch," Deston said, and:

"Me neither; just intuition." Barbara nodded her head. "But why didn't we say anything ..
oh, | see. You and | didn't, Babe, because we thought Bun wouldn't want her along. Bun
didn't because she thought we'd think it was so she could kick her teeth out. Here didn't
because Bun might think he wanted her along for nonkey business. R ght?"

That was right, and Deston called Maynard. "You can have 'em both and wel come, " was

the tycoon's surprising reaction to Deston's request. "They're the two hardest cases

ever tried to handle in ny life, and |'ve got troubles enough w thout conbing them out of
my hair every hour on the hour. They did such good jobs on their projects that they

haven't got enough to do. I1'd like to fire themboth-their assistants are a lot better for
their present jobs than they are-but of course | can't. But listen, son. Wiy lead with your
chin? If | can't handl e those two damed kittyhawks, how do you expect to?"

"l don't know, chief; I'"'mjust playing a hunch. Thanks a | ot, and so-long."

Percival Train and Cecily Byrd boarded the Expl orer together. "Wat can you four want
of us?" the red-head asked, as soon as the six were seated around a table. "Particularly,
what can you possibly want of me?"

"W haven't the foggiest idea," was Deston's surprising answer. "But four solid hunches
can't be wong. So suppose you break down and tell us."

"In that case | think I can. That nust nean that you and Bobby are a |ot nore than just a
wi zard and a witch; and that both Here and Bun are heavy-duty psionicists, too-1've nore
than suspected just that of Here. Right?"

That's right," Barbara agreed. "So you and Perce both are too." Train's jaw dropped and
he | ooked at Barbara in pop-eyed astonishment. "Wiich | didn't suspect consciously for a
second. How | ong have you had it, Curly-known that you had it, | nean?"

"Just since the dance. You gave ne bell, Here, remenber? And before that, the chief
and Babe had worked nme over, too.. "
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"I remenber." Jones began to grin. "Al I'msurprised at

Hush, you." Cecily grinned back at him "I don't get these nmonents of truth very often, so
you just listen. Anyway, after the dance | felt lower than a snake's feet. | didn't feel even
i ke going over to ny hand-bag after a cigarette, so | just sat there and | ooked at it and

pretty soon | could see everything perfectly plainly and one junped out of ny case inside
my bag and into nmy nouth and lit itself. Then I knew, of course, and started working on it
and 'l got pretty good at it. Watch. I'mover here in the comer and now back in nmy chair.

Now count the cigarettes in your case, Babe."

"He doesn't need to," Train put in. "Twelve King Canfields. Stainless steel case-not the
one you carried on Rhenia, by the way-right-hand shirt pocket." A king-size Canfield
appeared between Cecily's lips and cane alight. "One gone, eleven |eft."

"Ch?" "Ah!" "So." came three voices at once; and Deston, after counting his cigarettes,
said, "Eleven is right. That's a neat trick, Curly-just a mnute."

Grasping his case he stared fixedly at it and a Canfield appeared in his nouth, too; but it
did not light up. "How do you concentrate the energy w thout burning the end of your "

He broke off as Barbara shot hima thought, then went on, ". . , yeah, that can cone
| ater. Go ahead, Perce."

"You four are using telepathy Train declared. "Uh-huh. It's easy, we'll show you how it
goes. Go ahead."

"There's not much to tell. I've had it all ny life, but 1've never let on about it until now and
I'"ve never used it except on the job; |I've been afraid to. | read up on psionics, but it's

never been demonstrated scientifically and I didn't want the psychs to start with ne. So

kept still. I knew you two were w tches, of course-even though that is inpossible, too-but

I wasn't in your class, so | still kept still. Ch, | could see the stuff plainly enough when I
knew exactly where to | ook, but that was all."

"How do you know that was all? You' ve been fighting the whole concept, haven't you, the
same way | was?" "Could be, | guess ... nmaybe | have got something ... latent, | nean .
at that."

"l don't suppose we really need to ask you two, then, if you want to cone along with us."

"I''"ll say you don't-and thanks a mllion for asking us," Cecily breathed; and Train agreed
fervently. He went on, "You have room enough, | suppose? And when's your zero?"

"Plenty. Nineteen hours today was announced, but we can hold it up wthout hurting
anything a bit."

"No need to. That gives us over seven hours and we won't need half that. Except for our
bags at the hotel all our stuff's in the shed. W'll|l be seeing you-let's jet, Curly."

Train called an aircab and they were whi sked across the city. Nothing was said until they
were in the girl's room He put both arnms around her and | ooked straight into her eyes;
his hard but handsome face strangely tender. "This hasn't been enough, Sess. | asked

you once before to marry, ne...."

"I"'mglad you brought that up, Perce. | was just going to ask you if you still harbored the
i dea."

There is no need to go into exactly what happened then. After a tine, however, he said,
"I knew why you woul dn't, before."

"Of course," she replied, soberly. "W would have been at each other's throats half the
ti me-we woul d have hurt each other unbearably."

"And this changes things conpletely,” he said, just as soberly. "Exploring the universe
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with those four . . . as well as the unknown universe of psionics.

"Ch, wonderful!" she breathed. "Just the thought of it-especially that you' re so strongly
psionic, too-rocks me. It changes my whol e world. And besides," her expression

changed conpl etely; she gave hima bright, quick grin, "children, especially such
super-children as yours and m ne, ought to have two parents. Married. To each other.

You know?"

"Children!" Train gasped. "Wy, | didn't know. . . you didn't tell nme you were .

"Of course not, silly. I'mnot. |I'mtal king about the ones we're going to have.
Super-children. Half a dozen of 'em

"Ch." Train gul ped. "Okay. But why the 'super'?" "Have you ever scanned Teddy Deston
and Babbsy Jones?"

No. Wiy should | have? Or any other little toddlers?" "They aren't ordinary little toddlers,
Perce. Not by seven thousand rows of apple trees. | got a flash once. Just a flash and

just once, but I know damm well it was a m nd-bl ock. They scare ne witless. Babe and

Here think they're ordinary babies, too, but Bobby and Bun know very well they aren't.

They won't admt it, of course, even to thenselves, to say nothing of to each

ot her - Bobby and Bun, | nean, not the kids-so don't ever breathe a word of this to
anybody- besi des, they'd snatch you bal d-headed if you did. So-verbum sap."

"I think you're nore than sonmewhat nuts, presh, but |I'Il be as verbum sappy as you say.
Now, one for the road," which turned out to be several, "and we'll go hunt us up a
preacher."

"But we can't!" she wailed. "I forgot-just thought of it. Three days-those blood tests and
thi ngs!"

"That's right . . . hut with the physicals we've been taking every ten days-proof enough of
perfect health so they'll waive 'em"™

"One gets you ten they won't. Did you ever hear of a small-type bureaucrat cutting one
inch of£f his damed red tape?"

"I sure have. Al you got to have to push bureacrats around is weight, and we're

heavywei ghts here . . . it'd be quicker, though, to do it the sneaky way-some starship's
chapl ain. "
"Ch, let's!" She squealed like a schoolgirl. "I know you neant “sneaky' in its engineering

sense, but | don't. She has as nuch cat blood in her as | have. Maybe nore."

"She?" Train raised his eyebrows. "Better break that up into smaller pieces, presh. Gind
it alittle finer."

"Conet - gas! You know who, and why, Bun. If you don't tell her who the chaplain was or
what world he was fromregistry, you knowshe'll never find out when we were married."

Train |aughed "I see, kitten-but | always did |like cats, and | don't |eak. Okay, little
squirt-let's jet."

Long before nineteen hours, then, the Trains and their belongings arrived at the
Expl orer's dock. Leaving her husband at the freight hoist, Cecily went up in the pas-

senger el evator and | ooked Bernice up. "Were's our room Bun?' she asked, in a
perfectly matter-of-fact tone and without turning a hair.

Bernice started to say sonething; but, as she saw the heavy, plain, yellowgold
band- Cecily had never worn a ring on either hand-she said instead, "Wy, | didn't know
you were-when did this happen?"

"Ch, we've been married quite a while. W didn't want it to get out before, of course, but
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I thought sure you'd guessed."

"l guessed sonething, but not that. I'mawfully sorry, Curly, really, but . . ."

"You needn't be, Bun, at all; you had every right to. But I'Il tell you one thing right now
that | really nmean there'll be no nore nonkey-busi ness for me. Ever."

"Ch, I'mso glad, Curly,” and this time the two wonen did kiss each other. This was the

begi nning of a friendship that neither had thought woul d ever be.

At exactly nineteen hours the Explorer cut gravs. No one aboard her knew where they
were going. O what they were | ooking for. O how |ong they would be gone.

When Maynard told Deston that he did not have tinme to cope with two such

troubl e-nmakers as Train and Byrd, he was stating the exact truth; for he was busier than
ever he had ever been before. It was a foregone conclusion that the opposition, which
included the nmost corrupt and farthest-left government WestHem had ever known, woul d

not and could not accept its two m nor defeats as having deci ded the issue.

The crucial question was- Wuld they call one nore |ocal, single-business strike-in an
i ndustry that could not possibly be autonated-before taking the suprenme ganble of a
general strike?

The Gal axi ans had been trying for a long time to answer that question. As has been said,
Gal Met's spy system (officially, it did not exist; actually, it was an invisible division of the
Public Relations Departnent) was very good. So was WarnG|'s; and InStell's, by the

very nature of things, was better than either. And, |ong before, Maynard had engi neered

a deal whereby Stevens Spehn had been put in charge of the conbined "Informtion
Services" of the Galactic Federation-and it is needl ess to say what kind of coverage this
new servi ce provi ded

Si x nmen now sat at Maynard's conference table. Maynard, as usual, was at its head.

Lansing of WarnG | sat at his left. Spehn sat at his right. Next to Spehn was a newcomner

to the summit tabl e-Vice-President Guerdon Dann, the Admiral of InStell's far-flung fl eet

of private police battleships. In full uniform he was the typical officer of space: big, |ean,
hard, poised, and thoroughly fit. Wile older, of course, than a line officer, his stiff,
crew-cut red hair was only lightly sprinkled with gray and he did not as yet wear |enses.

Si de by side, below Lansing, sat two other newconers, Feodr Ilyowi cz and Li Hing

Wong, Russi an and Chi nese directors on the Board.

"Yes, it'll be mlk," Spehn was saying. "lnpossible to autonate, easy to nmke one
hundred percent effective, and of extrenely high enotional value."

"Right," Maynard agreed. "How the sobbers will shriek and scream about our starving
hel pl ess babies to death by the thousands. Any idea yet as to tinme?"

"Nothing definite, but it'll be fairly soon and the general strike won't be. They're hol ding
that up while they' re | ooking for our base, and nobody is even cl ose yet to suspecting

where Base is. Deissner and Namel ess are all steamed up about the vani shing boys and

girls and automation, but they're |ooking for themon a new planet out in space

somewhere, not on an island on Galnetia. Are the kids still happy in Siberia?"

"Very much so; the bonuses take care of the isolation angle very nicely. They're nmaking a
ganme of being Siberians. They know it won't be too |ong and they know why we have to
be absolutely sure that a | ot of stuff stays hush-hush."

"CGood. Next, Dutch Deissner is making independent noises and is getting big ideas. Ful
partnership, no less." ~ "He'll get hinself squashed like a bug."

"Maybe, but so far he's been doing nost of the squashing and Mster Big is burning like a
torch. "

"Um... um. . . mm" Maynard thought for a nonment. "So you think EastHem actually
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wi Il bonmb?" "They're sure to." Spehn glanced across the table at Ilyowicz and Li who

both nodded. "Not too long, | think, after the general strike is called-especially when we
foul it up. Extra-heavy stuff on all our nmilitary installations, and really dirty

st uf f - one- hundr ed- percent -1 ethal nerve gas-on all our biggest cities. Wit a couple of
nmont hs and take over."

"But retaliation-oh, sure, evacuation of the upper strata, they figure they have too many
peopl e, anyway." "Check. They figure on losing mllions of peasants and workers. They

pl an on getting a | ot of people away, but | can't get even an inkling as to where. Do either
of you fell ows have any ideas on that?"

Li shook his head and Ilyowicz said, "No. | do not believe it can be a devel oped pl anet;
do not think that such a project could have been carried out so tracelessly. My thought is
that it is a tenporary hide-out nerely, on sone distant virgin planet."”

"That nmakes sense,
Guer d?"

Spehn said. "How are you naking out on the subs and the big jets,

"Satisfactory," the admiral replied. "Everybody with half a brainis with us. W'll be ready
as soon as those nissile-killers cone through. How are they doing on them M.
Maynar d?"

"It took a long tinme to develop controls rigid enough to stand the gravs, but they're in ful
production now. You can start picking themup at Base next Thursday norning."

"Fine!" Dann gl anced at the two Asiatics. "How are you two doi ng? Your jobs are tougher
than ours." "Different, but easier, if anything," Ilyowi cz said, and Li nodded tw ce. "Al
really intelligent persons are opposed to government by terrorism A surprisingly |arge
nunber of such persons proved to have enough psionic ability so that our so-called
mystics could teach themto receive and to transmit thought. Thus we have no cells, no
meetings, the absol ute mni mum of physical contact, and no traceable or detectable
conmmuni cations. Thus, the Nanel ess One has not now and will not have any suspicion

that he and five hundred seventy three of his butchers will die on signal."

The Westerners gasped. East was vastly different fromWst. "But if you can do that,
why . . . ?" Dann began, but shut hinmself up. That was their job, not his.

"Right." Maynard approved the unspoken thought. "Well, does that cover it?"

"Not quite-one thing bothers nme," Spehn said. "The ninute we bl ockade Earth the whol e
financial system of the gal axy coll apses."

"You tell him Paul," Mynard said. "You re Deston and Deston."

"Covered |ike a sucker's bet." Lansing | aughed and sl apped hinself zestfully on the |eg.
"That's the prize joker of the whol e business. Gl Bank-the First Gl axi an Bank of
Newmar s- opens for business day after tonorrow. Have you got any idea of what a

sol i d-cash basis even one installation |like Project Barbizon is? O especially Rhenia Four,
that's bringing in a net profit of a negabuck an hour? And DesDes owns 'em by the

dozen. Hell, we could fight an interstellar war out of petty cash and never miss it fromthe
till. Son, if Dutch and Sl obski had any idea of how nmuch hard-cash noney we've got it'd
scare the bastards right out of their pants.”

"l see." Spehn thought for a nmonent. "I never thought of it before, but the way | eybyrdite
is taking everything over, no ordinary bank could handle it, at that. And May nard, |'ve
studied the material you gave us on your board-of-directors governnent of the Galactic
Federation and I'Il vote for it. Nothing else has ever worked, so it's time sonething
different was tried."

"It won't be easy, but I'mpretty sure it can be made to work. After all, there have been
quite a few sel f-cleaning boards of directors that have | asted for generations; show ng
substantial profits, yet adhering rigorously to the Principle of Enlightened Sel f-Interest.
Exanpl es, the largest firms in existence.
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"To succeed, our board must both adhere to that Principle and show a profit-the profit in
this case being in ternms of the welfare of the human race as a whole. |Is there anything
el se to come before this neeting?"

was not hing el se.

"That's it, then. Round it off neatly, M ss Chanpion -the adjournnment and so forth-as
usual . "

Chapter 12
H GHER EDUCATI ON

Andrew Adanms had what was probably the finest nind of any strictly human being of his
age. He had a voracious and insatiable appetite for know edge; his brain was an unfilled
and unfillable reservoir. He was w thout prejudice, inhibition, or bias. He could, and
frequently did, toss a | aboriously-devel oped theory or hypothesis of his own down the
drain in favor of soneone el se's anyone el se's-that gave even slightly better predictions
than did his own.

Bei ng what he was, it was inevitable that when the Destons gave Adans his first rea
insight into telepathy and, through it, into the unimagi nably vast and theretofore al nost
hermetically seal ed universe of psionics, he dropped his old researches in favor of the
new. He and his w fe studied, nore and ever nore intensively, the possibilities and
potentialities of the mnd as the m nd. Scholar-like, however, they needed to anal yze and
digest all the information avail able having any hearing upon the subject. Therefore, since
there was no esoterica of that type in the Procyon's library, they went back to Earth.

The Adans apartnment was a fairly large one; five roons on the sixteenth floor of
Grantland Hall in Ann Arbor, overlooking the somewhat crowded but beautifully

| andscaped canpus of the University of Mchigan. Their living roomwas |arge-seventeen
by twenty five feet-but it was the Adans, not the ordinary, concept of a living room

Al nost everything in it was designed for books and tapes; everything in it was designed
for study.

First, they went through their own library's stores of phil osophy, of netaphysics, of

par aphysi cs, of occultism of spiritualism of voodooism of scores of kinds of cultismand
even nore kinds of crackpotism from Forteani smup-or down. They studied thousands

of words to glean single phrases of truth. O, nore frequently, bits of sonething that
coul d be developed into truth or into sonmething having to do with truth. Then they
exhausted the resources of the University's imense library; after which they requested
twenty two exceedingly rare tomes fromthe Crerar Library of Chicago. This was

unusual , since scholars usually came to the Crerar instead of vice-versa, but Adans was
Andrew Adanms of the College; one of the very biggest of the Big Brains. Werefore:

It can be arranged, Dr. Adams," Crerar's head librarian told him as one bibliophile to
anot her. "These are replicas, of course-nost of the originals are in Rone-and not one of
them has been consulted for over five years. I'mglad to have you study these vol unmes, if
for no other reason than to show that they are not really dead wood."

Thus it cane finally about that Andrew and Stella Adans sat opposite each other, holding
hands tightly across a small table, staring into each other's eyes and thinking at and with
each other in terns and synbols many of which cannot be put into words.

"But it has to be some devel opnent or other of Canmpbell's Fourth Nunme," she insisted.
"It sinply can't be anything el se."

"True," he agreed. "However, Canpbell had only a glimering of a few of the-facets?
Basi cs?-of that nune. So let's go over the prime basics again-the takeoff points-the
spring-boards-to see if possible where our thinking has been at fault."

"Very well. Fourth Nume, the-Level ? Regi on? Real n?-of belief, of neaning, of ability to
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mani pul ate and to understand-of understandi ng of and mani pul ati on of the phenonena of
reality existing in the no-space-no-tine conti nuum of "

"A monent , " Adams broke in. "Non-space-non-tinme is preferable, | believe. And aren't
those synbol s contradictory and nutual Iy excl usive?"

"By no neans. In the totality of universes it is not only possible but necessary to
mani pul ate both the immterial and the material aspects of energy w thout reference to
either tine or space. Like this-" and her synbol ogy went far beyond | anguage.

"I see. My error. | was fouling it up. Shall we try again?"

"Not yet. We may find nore. Non-space-non-time mani pul ati on, then, and also n-s-n-t
attributes, phenonena, and being. Mst inportant-the sine qua non-is the ultimte basic
sex. Prerequisite, a duplex pole of power; two very-strongly-linked and very powerful
pol es, one masculine and one fem nine..."

"A monent, Stella, I'll have to chall enge that nuance of thought. If we are dealing with
pure, raw, elenental force-as | think we are-we've been thinking too nicelynicey on that,
especially you. The thought should be, |I'mpretty sure; neither masculine and fem nine nor

manly and womanly but starkly male and just as starkly female."

"You're probably right, Andy . . . you are right. So I'll think starkly fenmale; as starkly so
as an alley cat in heat. Shall we .. . no, let's finish checking the list."

They finished checking, and neither could perceive any other sources of error in the
nuances of their thoughts. They tried it again, and this tine it-whatever it was-clicked. O
rather, the result was not a click, but a sonic boom Both bodies went rigid for seconds;
then each drew a trenmendously deep breath; as nmuch fromrel axation of tension as from
realization of acconplishnent. Then, poring over a street map of Calcutta, they went
mentally to India; to the hone of Mahatma Rajaras Ml andru, who was one of the

great est sages then alive and who was also a Fellow of the Coll ege of Study.

"Is it permtted, Mahatnma, that we converse with you and | earn?" the fused mi nds asked.

So calm so serene was the Geat Soul's nmind that he neither showed nor felt surprise,
even at this alnmost incredible full nmeeting of minds. "You are very welcone, friends
Andrew and Stella. You have now attai ned such hei ghts, however, that | have little or
nothing to give you and rmuch to receive fromyou."

While the old Mahatma did get much nmore than he gave, the Adamses got enough new
know edge from himso that when they left India they no | onger needed naps. Their

I i nkage had a sureness and a dirigibility that not even the Destons were to match for
many years.

FromIndia they went to China, where they had a | ong and sonmewhat profitable interview
with Li H ng Wwing. Thence to Russia and Feodr |lyow cz; where results were negligible.

"Andy, | never did like that man," Stella said, when the short and unsatisfactory interview
was over. And on such contact as this | sinply can't stand him Secretive-sly-he wouldn't
really open up at all-all take and no give-that is not the way a good psiontist should act."

"I noticed that; but the loss is really his. It nade it inpossible for us to give himanything
but that attitude is perhaps natural enough-his whole heritage is one of secretiveness.
Where next, my dear?"

They went to Tibet and to the Gobi and to Wales and to Rone and to Central Africa and
to Egypt and to various other places where ancient, unpublished |ore was to be found.
They sifted this lore and screened it; then, after having sent a detector web of thought
t hroughout the space and subspace of half the gal axy, they found and | ocked m nds with
Carlyl e and Barbara Deston

"Do not be surprised, youngsters," the Adams dupl ex began
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Huh?" Deston yel ped. "C ear to hell angone out here? And in subspace besi des?"

"Distance is no longer inportant. Neither is the nature of the environment. Moreover, we
are about to visit you in person.”

"Wthout a locus of famliarity? You can't."

"That is no | onger necessary, either. Here we are." Seated side by side on a | ove-seat
facing the Destons, the Adanses spoke the |ast three words al oud, in perfect unison.

Deston did not junp clear off of the davenport quite. "Qut here into the m ddle of
subspace and we're doi ng God-knows- how many negaparsecs a mnute relative to
anyt hing? So you' ve mastered absolute trans-spatial perception?”

"By no neans. W have, however, been able to enlarge significantly our hyper-sphere of
action. W have | earned nuch."

"That's the understatenent of the century. But before you try to teach us any such
advanced stuff as that, there's something sinple-that is, it should be sinple that's been
bothering nme no end. You got a little time now, Doe?"

"Lots of it, Babe. Go ahead."

"Ckay. Well, since | never got beyond cal cul us, and not very advanced calc at that,
don't know any nore about high math than a pig does about Sunday. But you and | both
know what we mean by plain, comobn, ordinary, every-day reality. W know what we
mean when we say that matter exists. Check, to here?"

"I'n the sense in which you are using the terns "reality' and “matter', yes."

"Ckay. Matter exists in plain, ordinary, three-dinensional space. Matter is conposed of
atons. Therefore atons nust exist and nust have reality in three-di mensi onal space. So
why can't any atomic physicist tri-di a working nodel of an aton? One that will work?
One that human eyes can watch work? So that the ordinary human mind can understand

how and why it works?"

"That's rank over-sinplification, nmy boy. Wiy, the very concept of subatom c phenonena
and of subspace is so.. ."

"I know it is. That's exactly what |'m bitching about. Basically, nature is sinple, and yet
you Big Brains can't handle it except by inventing mathematics so horribly conmplex that it

has no relationship at all to reality. You can't understand it yourselves. You don't-at |east
I"mpretty sure you don't-really understand-like |I understand that chair there, | mean-tine
or subspace or space or anything else that's really fundamental. So do you mind if | stick

my amateur neck 'way out and make a rank amamteur's guess as to why and why not ?"

"I'"'mlistening, Babe, with ny mind as well as ny ears."

Barbara grinned suddenly. "CQut of the nouths of babes -one Babe in this case-et
cetera," she said.

"Ckay, little squirt, that'll be enough out of you. Doc, | think there's one, and probably
more than one, fundanental basic principle that nobody knows anything about yet. And

that when you find them and work out their laws, everything will snap into place so that
even such a dunbster as | amwill be able to see what the real score is. So you think I'm
a squirrel food, don't you?"

"By no nmeans. Many have had sinmilar thoughts. . . ." "I know that, too, but now we junp
clear off the far end. Do you read science fiction?"

"Of course."

"You're famliar, then, with the triangle of electromagnetics, electro-gravitics, and

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....ace%20Vo0l%201%20-%20Subspace%20Explorers.txt (72 of 123) [10/15/2004 2:30:25 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20%20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%20SubSpace%620V ol %201%20-%20Subspace%20Expl orers.txt

magneto-gravitics. That's just a wild stab, of course, but one gets you a hundred that
there's sonething, sonewhere, that will tie everything up together-subspace, hunches,
tel ekinetics, witches, and all that stuff."

Adans | eaned forward eagerly. "Have you done any work on it?"

"Who, ne? What with?" Deston | aughed, but there was no trace of levity in the sound.
"What would | be using for a brain? That's your departnment, Doc."

Adans sniled and started to say sonething, but broke off in the mddle of a word. Hi s
sm | e vani shed. He sat i mobile, eyes unfocussed, for mnute after nmnute. He sat there
for so long that Deston, afraid to nove, began to think that he had suffered some kind of
a seizure.

Fi nally, however, Adans cane out of his trance. He and Stella got up as one and,
without a word, turned to | eave the room

"Hey!" Deston protested. "Wait up, Doc! Wat gives?" Adans licked his lips. "I can't tel
you, Babe. 1'd be the | aughing-stock of the scientific world-especially since | can't
concei ve of any possible instrunentation to test it."

"After that, you've got to talk. So start."

"The trigger was your flat statenent-axiomatic to you-that the atomexists in three

di mensi ons. Since that alleged fact can not be demonstrated, it probably is not true. If it
is not true, the reverse-the Occanml s- Razor expl anati on-woul d al nost have to he that

space possesses at |east four physical dinmensions.”

"Hell's . . . flaming . . , afterburners . . ." Deston breathed

"Exactly. The fact that this theory-to ny know edge, at | east-has never been propounded
seriously does not affect its validity. It explains every phenonena with which I amfamliar
and conflicts with none."

There was a long silence, which Deston broke. "Except one, maybe. According to that

theory, psionic ability would be the ability to perceive and to work in the fourth physica
di mensi on of space. Sonetimes in tine, too, maybe. But in that case, if anybody's got it
why hasn't everybody? Can you expl ain that?"

"Quite easily. Best, perhaps, by analogy. You'll grant that to primtive man it was
axiomatic that the Earth was flat? Two-di mensi onal ?"

"Granted. "

"That belief becanme untenable when it was proved conclusively that it was "round' . At
that point cosnol ogy began. The Geocentric Theory was replaced by the Heliocentric.
Then the Gal actic. Were are we now? W don't know. Note, however, that with every
advance in science the estimated size of the physical universe has increased."

"But what has that got to do with psionics?"

"I"'mcomng to that. Wiile intelligence nmay not have increased very greatly over the
centuries, nental ability certainly has. My thought is that the process of evolution has
been, nore and nore frequently, activating certain hitherto-dormant portions of the brain;
specifically, those portions responsible for the so-called "supra-nornal' abilities."

"Ch, brother! You really went out into the wild blue yonder after that one, professor."”

"By no nmeans. It may very well be that not all lines of heredity carry any of the genes
necessary to formthe required cells, even in the dormant state, and it is certain that
there is a wide variation in the nunber and type of those cells. But have you ever really
consi dered Lee Chaytor? Or George Wesley?"

"Just what everybody knows. They were enpiricists -pure experinmenters, like the early
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workers with electricity. They kept on trying until sonething worked. The theory hasn't all
been worked out yet, is all."

" “Everybody knows' sonething that, in all probability, sinply is not true. | believed it
mysel f until just now, but now |I'm al nost sure that | know what the truth is. They both
wer e-t hey nmust have been-trenendously able psiontists. They did not publish the truth
because there was no synbol ogy in which they could publish it. There still is no such

synbol ogy. They conceal ed their supra-normal abilities throughout their Iives because
they did not want to be | aughed at-or worse."

Deston thought for a mnute. "That's really a bolus . . . what can we-any or all of us-do
about it?"

"I"'mnot sure. Data insufficient-nmuch nore work nust be done before that question can

be answered. As we said, Stella and | have | earned nuch, but al nbst nothing conpared

to what is yet to be learned. To that end-but it is long past bedtine. Shall all eight of us
meet after breakfast and | earn fromeach ot her?"

"I't'Il be a one-way street, professor," Deston said, "but thanks a million for the

conplinent, anyway. We shall indeed."

The Adanses left the roomand Carlyle Deston stared unseeingly at the doorway through
whi ch they had passed.

And next norning after breakfast the four couples sat at a round table, holding hands in a
circle.

Very little can be said about what actually went on. It cannot be told in either words or
mat hemati cs. There is no synbol ogy except the esoteric jargon of the psiontist-as
meani ngl ess to the non-psionic nmnd as the proverbial "The gostak distins the

doshes"-by the use of which such information can be transnitted.

Resul ts, however, were enormpous and startling; and it nmust be said here that not one of
the ei ght had any suspicion then that the Adans fusion had any help in doing what it did.
Andrew Adans' nind was admittedly the greatest of its time; conbining with its perfect
compl enent woul d enhance its power; everything that happened was strictly |ogical and
only to be expected.

The physical results of one phase of the investigation, that into teleportation, can be
descri bed. Each pair of minds was different, of course. Each had abilities and powers
that the others | acked; sone of which were fully devel opable in the others, sone only
partially, some scarcely at all. Thus, when it came to the upper reaches of the Fourth
Nune, even Adans was shocked at the power and scope and control that flared up
instantly in the Trains' mnds as soon as the doors were opened.

"Ah," Adans said, happily, "That explains why you would not start out w thout them?"
"And how " Deston agreed; and it did.

It is also explained why Cecily had al ways been, in Bernice's words, "such a sex-flaunting
power - house." It accounted for Train's years of frustration and bafflenent. At long, |ong
| ast, they had found out what they were for.

"You two," Adans said, "have, anong other things, a power of teleportation that is
al nost unbel i evable. You could teleport, not nerely yourselves, but this entire starship
and all its contents, to any destination you pl ease."

"They could, at that," Deston marvel ed. "Go ahead and do it, so Bobby and | can see
how much of the technique we can |learn."

"I"'mafraid to." Cecily licked her |ips. "Suppose we-lI, ny part of it, | nean-scatter our
atons all over total space?”
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"W won't," Train said. Al though he had not known it before, he was in fact the stronger
of the two. "G ve us a target, Babe. W'll hit it to a gnat's eyeball."

"Gahreetia. Gal Met Tower. Plumb with the flagpole. One thousand point zero feet from
the center of the ball to our center of gravity."

"Roger." The Trains stared into each other's eyes and their nuscles set nonentarily.
"Check it for dex and line."

Deston whistled. "One thousand point zero zero feet and plunb to a split blonde hair.
You win the mnk-lined whatsits. Now back?"

"As we were, Sess," Train said, and the starship di sappeared from Gal netia's
at mosphere, to reappear instantaneously at the exact point it would have occupied in
subspace if the trip had not been interrupted.

The neeting went on. There is no need to report any nore of its results; in fact, nine
tenths of those results could not be reported even if there were room

An hour or so after the neeting was over, Adans sat at his desk, thinking; staring
motionl essly at the sheet of paper upon which be had |isted ei ghteen coincidences. He
knew, with all his mathematician's mnd, that coincidence had no place in reality; but
there they were.

Not merely one or two, but eighteen of them... which made the probability a virtually
absolute certainty.

There was an operator. The babies? Barbara? O all the people he knew, they were .

but why should it be anyone he knew, or any given one or thing in this or any other

gal axy? There were no data. A nutant, hiding indetectably behind his own powers? An
attractive idea, but there was no basis whatever for any assunption at all . . . anything to
be both necessary and sufficient nust of necessity be inconprehensible. Anything

anywhere ... anywhere...

At this point in his cogitations Barbara knocked on his door and cane in, with her
m nd- bl ocks full on. He knew what was on her mind; he had perceived it plainly during the
wi de- open ei ght-way they had just held. Neverthel ess:

"Somet hing is troubling you, ny dear?"

"Yes." Barbara nibbled at her lip. " it's just . . . well, are you positively sure, Uncle
Andy, that the babies are ... well " She paused, wriggling in enbarrassnent.
"Normal ? O course |'msure, child. Positive. | have a file four inches thick to prove it.

Have you any grounds at all for suspecting that they may not be?"

"Put that way, no, | haven't. It's just that . . . well, once in a while |l get a. . . a feeling

I ndescri babl e . she paused agai n.

"It is possible that there is an operator at work," he said, quietly. The girl's eyes

wi dened, but she didn't say anything and he went on, "However, | can find no basis

what ever for any assunption concerning such a phenonmenon. It is much nore |ogical,
therefore, to assune that these new and inexplicable 'feelings' are in fact products of our
newy enlarged m nds, which we do not as yet fully understand."

"Ch?" she exclainmed. "You have them too? You' ve been working on it? Watching it?"
"l have been and am working on it."

"Ch, wonderful! If there's anything to it, then, you'll get it!" She hugged hi mvigorously,
ki ssed himon the ear, and ran out of the room

Adans stared thoughtfully at the closed door. That |let Barbara out-or did it? It did not.
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Nor did it put her in any deeper. The operator, if any, was supernornal; super-psionic.
The problem was, by definition, insoluble; one nore of the many nysteries of Nature that
the m nd of man could not yet solve. Therefore he would not waste any nore tinme on it.

He shrugged his shoul ders, crunpled the sheet of paper up into a ball, dropped the bal
into his wastebasket, and went to work on a problemthat he mnmight be able to solve
Chapter 13

THE OUTPLANETS

Wi |l e no one knows when nan first appeared upon Earth, it is generally agreed that it
requi red many hundreds of thousands of years for the human popul ation of Earth to

reach the billion mark, which it probably did sonetine in the eighteen twenties. In the
next scant century, however, it doubled. In another seventy five or eighty years it doubl ed
again, to four billions. Then, due to limtation of births in nmost cultures and to fam ne and

pestilence in the few remai ni ng backward ones, the rate of increase began to drop; and
early in the twenty second century Earth's popul ati on seened to be approachi ng seven
billions as a linmt.

Al though cities had increased trenmendously in size there was still much farm and, and
every acre of it including the Sahara, irrigated by denmineralized and rem neralized water
fromthe ocean-was cultivated and fertilized to the maxi mum possi bl e constant vyi el d.
There were al so vast hydroponics installations. Conplete diet had been synthesized | ong
since; hence Earthly fare for many years had been synthetic for npbst, vege-

tarian-and-synthetic for alnost all of the upper twenty percent. Cow s nilk and real neat
were for mllionaires only.

The dwi ndling of Earth's reserves of oil and coal had forced the price of hydrocarbons up
to where it becane profitable to work oil shale, and it was fromthe i mense deposits of
that material that nost of Earth's oil was being produced. Very little of this oil, however,
was being used as fuel; alnost every ton of it was going into the insatiable conversion

pl ants of the plastics and synthetics industries.

O power, fortunately, there was no lack. It was avail able everywhere, at relatively |ow
cost and in infinite anount.

Infinite? Well, not quite, perhaps. Inexhaustible, certainly. Al so incal culable, since no two
mat hemat i ci ans ever agreed even approximately in estimating the total kinetic energy of
the universe. And that super-genius Lee Chaytor, in developing the engine that still bears

her name-the engi ne that taps that inexhaustible source of energy-gave to manki nd one
of the two greatest gifts it has ever received. The other, of course, was Wsley's
Subspace Drive; by virtue of which man peopl ed the planets of the stars.

However, it was only the bold, the hardy, and the independent, and the di scontented who
went. Nor was there at first any such thing as Capital: the bankers of Earth were, then
as now, highly allergic to risking their nmoney in any venture |l ess certain than a
fifty-percent of-appraised-value first nortgage upon a practically sure thing. Hence
everyt hing was on shares

El bri dge Warner, Barbara Deston's great-great-great and-so-on grandfather, a
multi-mllionaire oil man and a rabid anti-union capitalist, was the first big operator to go
of f-Earth. Follow ng the "hunches" that had made hi m what he was, he hired a crew of

the hardest, toughest, nost intransigent nmen he could find and sniffed out a fantastically
oil-rich planet, theretofore unknown to man. He named this planet "Newrars" and

clained it in toto as his own personal private property.

Then, having put down a trenendously productive well, he built and popul ated a

bal anced- econony col ony. He then put down a few nore gushers and built an arns pl ant
and a couple of battleships, after which he: 1) Mved everything he owned that was
nmovabl e from Earth to Newmars, and 2) Fired every union man in his enploy. The United
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Ol Wrkers struck, of course, whereupon he nmade or stole-the record is not clear upon
this point-sone Chaytor superfusers and destroyed every Warner well on Earth.

Destroyed them so thoroughly (everyone has seen a tri-di of what a superfuser does)

that not one of them could be nmade to produce again for years, if ever. He then sat back
on his wholly-owned, self-sufficient, fortified planet and waited.

The result was inevitable. Even with Warner G| at full production, the demand had been
crowdi ng the supply. And, because of the meagerness of Earth's reserves and because

the shal e-o0il people would not expand their plants-they knew that Warner coul d undersel
them by any margin he chose-Earth had to make terms with El bri dge Warner. The

Chanmber of Commerce and the government of the United States of Anerica forced the
United G| Workers to surrender; whereupon Warner graciously allowed fleets of tankers
to haul oil from Newrars to Earth-at shale oil's exact delivered price

El bri dge never did put down another well on Earth. In fact, as far as is known, he did not
even visit Earth throughout the remai nder of his hundred years of |ife. He was not hitter,
exactly; he was stubborn, hard-headed, fiercely independent, and contunmaceous; and he
surrounded hinsel f by preference with people of his own hard kind. Wich, with that start
and with Warner O | always dom nating the business, is why the oil-nen of the planets
have never been a gentle breed.

The Asteroid M ning Conpany followed WarnO|'s lead. Iron and nickel, of course, and a
few other netals, were available in plenty in Sol's asteroid belt; but a great nany other
hi ghly inportant metals, particularly the heavier ones, were not. Werefore the Asteroid
M ni ng Company changed its name to Galactic Metals, Incorporated, and sent hundreds

of prospectors out to explore new sol ar systens. These nen, too-hard-nuscled,
hard-fighting, hard-playing hard-rock men all were rugged, rough, and tough

They found a sun with an asteroid belt so big and so full of chunks of heavy netal that it
was all but unapproachabl e al ong any radial |ine anywhere near the plane of the ecliptic.
This sun's fourth planet, while it was Tellus-Type as to gravity, tenperature, water, air,
and so forth, was rmuch richer than Earth in nmetals heavier than nickel. Wereupon
Galactic Metals pre-enpted this nmetalliferous planet, nanmed it "Gal netia", and pro-

ceeded to stock it with netal snen-a breed perhaps one nunber Brinnell harder even
than El bri dge Warner's oil nen.

Wth col onization an actuality, and productive of profits far beyond anythi ng possible on
Earth, a few of the nost venturesone capitalists of Earth decided to dip into this flow ng
fountain for thenselves. Lactia |Incorporated, the |eading-nmlk-and-nmeat producer, was

the first banker-backed, consumer-oriented firmto take the big plunge. Knowing that it
could fly a fifty-thousand ton tanker froman out-planet to Earth in little nore time and at
little nore expense than was required to ship a five-gallon contai ner from Trenpeal eau,

W sconsin, to Chicago, Illinois, it found and clainmed a Tellus type planet whose
trenendous expanses of fertile plains and whose equable clinmate nmade it ideal for the
production of mlk and neat. It nanmed its planet Lactia. Then Lactia the firmcol oni zed
Lactia the planet with feedraisers, dairynen, and stocknmen, and began to spend noney

hand over fist.

It required years, of course, to build up the herds, and an i mense anmount of noney, but
when many hundreds of mllions of cattle |lived upon hundreds of millions of fertile acres,
the retail price of mlk had come down fromtwenty five dollars a pint to the nythically-old
figure of twenty cents per quart. Beef, pork, and nutton were available in every

mar ket pl ace. Cl othing of real wool and of real |eather was being sold at prices al nost
anyone could afford. For, then as now, the businessnen of the planets adhered as

closely as they possibly could to the Law of Di mi ni shing Returns

Dozens of other industries followed MIk's |ead. Weatfields were neasured by the
"square" (one hundred square kil ometers) instead of by the acre and bread again

becane a basic food. Rice becane available in full supply and at | ow cost. Breakfast
cereal s reappeared upon the shelves of even the smallest food stores. Al of this cane
about because, with all due respect to the biochem cal engineers, natural food tasted
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better than synthetic and "felt" better in the nmouth, and vast nunmbers of consunmers were
willing to pay a premiumfor it

(Wth increasing automation, ever-nounting demand, and ever-increasing production as
costs were | owered, planetary agriculture eventually, of course, put the synthetic-food
i ndustry conpl etely out of business.)

These subsidiary planets, unlike Newrars and Galnetia, were at first dependent upon

Earth. However, each one grew in popul ation at an exponential rate. For, despite all the
automation that is econonmcally feasible, it takes a lot of men to work even as small a
hol di ng as a hundred squares of |and. Men need wonen and worren go with their nen.

Men and wonen have children -on the planets, as many children as they want. Fanmlies

need services-all kinds of services-and get them Factories cane into being, and
school s-el enentary school s, high schools, colleges, and universities. Stores of all Kkinds,
from shoppes to supermarkets. Restaurants and theaters. Cars and trucks. Air-cars.

Radi o, teevee, and tri-di. Boats and bowling | anes. Golf, even-on the planets there was
roomfor golf! And so on. The worKks.

At first, all this flood of adult population cane fromEarth; drawn, not by any urge to

pi oneer, but by that mainspring of free enterprise, profit. Profit either in the formof high
wages or of opportunity to enlarge and to advance, each entrepreneur in his own field.

And not one in a hundred of those emigrants fromEarth, having |ived on an outplanet for

a year, ever noved back. "Tellus is a nice place to visit, but live there? If the Tellurians
like that kind of living-if they call it living-they can have it."

But the | essening of Earth's popul ati on was of very short duration. Assured of cheap and
abundant food, and of nore and nore good, secure jobs, nore and nore wonen had

more and nore children and cities began to encroach upon what had once been

farm and.

One of the nost inportant effects of this migration, although it was scarcely noticed at
the tinme, was the difference between the people of the planets and those of Earth. The
pl anetsnen were, to give a thunbnail description, the venturesone, the independent, the
anbi tious, the chance-taking. Tellurians were, and becane steadily nore so, the stodgy,
the uni magi native, the security-conscious.

Decade after decade this difference becane nore and nore marked, until finally there
devel oped a definite traffic pattern that operated continuously to intensify it. Young
Tel lurians of both sexes who did not |ike reginentation-and urged on by the

bl andi shnments of planetary advertising canpaigns-left Earth for good. Conversely, a thin
stream of colonials who preferred security to conpetition flowed to Earth. This condition
had exi sted for over two hundred years. (And, by the way, it still exists.)

For competition was and is the way of life on the planets. The | abor unions of Earth tried,
of course; but the Tellurian brand of unionismnever did "take", because of the profoundly
basic difference in attitude of the nen involved. Some Tellus-Type unions were formed in
the early years and a few strikes occurred; only one of which, the last and the nost

viol ent and which neither side won, will be nentioned here.

The Stocknen's Strike, on Lactia, was the worst strike in all history. Sone three

thousand nmen and over five mllion head of stock lost their |ives; about eight billion dollars
of invested capital went down the drain. Neither side would give an inch. Warfare and
destruction went on until, driven by the force of public opinion-affected no little by the

virtual absence of neat and milk fromcivilizations every table-the massed arnmed forces
of all the other planets attacked Lactia and took it by storm Martial |aw was decl ared.
Capital was seized. Labor either worked or faced a firing squad. This condition would
continue, both Capital and Labor were told, until they got together and worked out a
formula that woul d work.

Experts fromboth sides, in collaboration with a board of the nost outstanding
economi sts of the time, went to work on the problem They worked for al nost a year
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Capital mnmust make enough profit to attract investors, and wants to nake as nuch nore

than that minimumas it can. Labor must nmake a living, and wants as nuch nore than the
mnimumas it can get. Between those two nminima lies the line of dispute, which is the

| ocus of all points of reasonable and practicable settlement. Somewhere on that line lies
a point, which can be conputed fromthe Law of Diminishing Returns as base, at which
Capital's net profit, Labor's net annual income, and the public's benefit, will all three
conbi ne to produce the maxi mum summat ed good

Thus was enunci ated the Principle of Enlightened Self-Interest. It worked. \Werever and
whenever it has been given a chance to work, it has worked ever since.

The pl anet-wi de adoption of this Principle (it never did gain nuch favor on Earth) ended
hourly wages and full annual salaries. Every enployee, fromtop to bottom received an
annual basic salary plus a bonus. This bonus varied with the net profit of the firmand with
each enpl oyee's actual ability. And the Planetsnen, as the production and service

personnel of the planets canme to he called, liked it that way. They were independent.

They were individualists. Very few of themwanted to be held down in pay or in

opportunity to any dead |l evel of mediocrity just to help sone stupid jerks of inconpetents
hang onto their jobs.

The Pl anetsnen |iked automation, and not only because of the perennial shortage of
personnel on the outplanets. And, week after week, union organizers fromEarth tried
fruitlessly to crack the Planetsnen's united front. One such attenpt, representative of
hundreds on record, is quoted in part as foll ows:

Organi zer: "But listen! You Associ ated Wavesnen are organi zed al ready; organized to
the Queen's taste. All you have to do is use your brains and join up with us and it
woul dn't take hardly any strike at all to . "

Pl anet sman: "Strike? You crazy in the head? Wat in hell would we strike for?"

Org: "For nore noney, of course. You ain't dunb, are you? You could be getting a | ot
nore noney than you are now. "

Plan: "I could like hell. 1'd be getting |l ess, cone the end of the quarter.”

O g: "Less? How do you figure that?"

Plan: "I don't. | don't have to. W' ve got expert conputernmen figuring for us all the tineg,

and they keep Top Brass right on the peak of the curve, too, believe ne. You never

heard of the Law of Di minishing Returns, | guess."

Og: "I did so; but what has that got to do with. . . ?" Plan: "Everything. It works like this,
see? My basic is six thousand-and say, how nuch to Tellurian pol eclinbers get?"

Og: "well, of course we would..."

Plan: "Not with our help you won't. You'll dig your own spuds, brother. Anyway, say we

strike-and that's saying a hell of a |lot-ever hear of Lactia? But say we do, and say they
rai se our basic to-and that's saying a hell of a lot, too, believe ne-but say they do,
to-hell, to anything you please. Ckay. So costs go up, so Top Brass has to raise prices.

Og: "Uh-uh. Let "emtake it out of their profits."”

Plan: "They ain't nmakin' that nmuch. Anyway, it'd stack up the sanme, cone to the end of
the quarter. The point would slide off of the peak and ny bonus woul d get a bad case of
the dropsy and I'd wind up the year making less than | will the way things are now. "

O-: "Well, skipping that for just a minute, how about this automation that's putting so
many of you nen out of jobs?"

Plan: "It ain't, that are worth a damm. |If a man can't keep on top of the machines, to hel
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with him Let himtake a | ower-basic job or go to Tellus and live on security. The nore
aut omati on we can nmake work the nore producti on per man-hour and the bigger ny

bonus gets. And pretty quick | can junp a level and raise ny basic, too. It's just that
sinmple. See?"

Og: "I see that it don't make sense. Wat you don't see is that Capital has been
suckering you all along. They've been giving you the business. Feeding you the old
bol oney and giving you the shaft clear to the hilt and you' re dunb enough to take it."

Pl an: "Not by seven thousand tanks of juice, chum and needling won't nake us |let you

| ean on us a nickel's worth, either. W get the strai ght dope and our officers don't dip
into the kitty, either, the way yours do. So what you'd better do, neathead, is roll your
hoop back to Tellus, where maybe you can nake sonebody believe part of that crap.”

Aboard the Explorer, the Adanses and the Destons were discussing the course of
civilization. Adans had prepared tables of figures, charts, and graphs. He had
determined trends and had extrapolated theminto future tine. H's conclusions were far
from cheerful

"This unstable condition has |asted far |onger than was to have been expected two

centuries ago," Adans said, definitely. "The only reason why it has lasted so long is
because of the stabilizing effect of the planets siphoning off so many of Earth's

combati ve and aggressi ve people. The situation is now, however, deteriorating; and,
considering the ability, the quality, and the state of advancement of the Planetsmen, it will
continue to deteriorate at an ever-increasing rate to the point of catastrophe.”

"Huh?" Deston asked. "Grind that up a little finer, will you, professor?"

"It's inevitable. The original aimof Communismwas to master all Earth. It failed. It also
failed to gain any foothold upon any of the outplanets because the basic tenets of
Conmruni sm are conpl etely unacceptable to the i ndependent and self-reliant peoples of

the planets. The fact is, therefore, that Communismis bottled up on sonething over half

of the Iand surface of one planet, while we “contenptible capitalist warnongers' are
spreadi ng at an exponential rate over a constantly increasing nunber of planets. The
question is, what will this present Nanel ess One of EastHemwho is none too stable a
character-do about this state of affairs?"

Deston whistled, and after a short silence Barbara said, "He will bonb, | suppose you
mean. "

"Could be, at that," Deston agreed. "Especially since EastHem never will catch up with
our production technology. The nbst inportant thing, as | see -it, is when."

"Wthin a very few years, | think," Adans said. "By these charts, five years at nost, and
probably nmuch |l ess than that."

"Ni ce," Deston said, and thought for nonments. "And he won't stick around for the fallout.
He and the hard core of the Party will take off for sone unknown planet -maybe they've
been working on it for years-with the idea of bombing a!! our planets. |Is that your idea?"

"That is one of many, but | do not have enough data to give a high probability to any one
of them"

"But Uncle Andy," Barbara put in, "Since you never have been anybody's professiona
crepe- hanger, you've al ready deci ded what to do about it. So give."

"l have been able to find only one solution having a probability of success of point nine

nine. In psionics, | think, lies the only possible answer. Such nasters as Li H ng Wng
and t he mahat mas can do nuch, but not nearly enough. Wat we should do is find and
train all the latent psiontists we can. | know of many who are not so |l atent,

ei ther-Maynard, Snmith, and Chanpion of Gal Met; Lansing and DuPuy of WarnQ | ;

Hatfiel d, Spehn, and Dann of InStell; to name only a few of those whom | know

personal ly. There must be thousands of others, none of whom any one of us has ever
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heard of. Such a force would alnbst certainly be able to cope with EastHem and its
bonbs; therefore it seens to ne that the best course to pursue is to set up a school for
psi oni ¢ devel opnent. "

"Sounds good to mne,’
and push."

Dest on approved, "Have you got it going? W'll all get behind it

"How coul d we have, young nman? Even starting in a small way, such a school would
require an investnent of at |east a hundred thousand dollars-which nmght as well be a
mllion, as far as the Adans resources are concerned."

"A megabuck woul dn't nore than start it, the way it ought to be." Deston gl anced at

Bar bara, who nodded. He took a sheet of paper out of a drawer, wote a couple of I|ines,

and went on, "Doe, for a man with your brains, you' ve got absolutely the | east sense of
anybody | know. Any nitwit would know t hat DesDes woul d back any such project as that

clear up to the hilt. Here, give this to Lansing. It's for twenty five nmegabucks now, and as
much nore as you want, whenever you want it."

Chapter 14
THE GENERAL STRI KE

In their suite, Percival Train put his armaround his wife's supple waist, swng her
around, and kissed her lingeringly. "Let's sit down and talk this thing out. W both
scanned both kids. W agree that they're both nornal -apparently so, anyway-now. So
what ? Shoot nme the | oad of what's bothering you."

"So a hell of alot." A cigarette appeared between Cecily's lips, lit itself, and she burned
a quarter of it in one long inhalation. "I'll give you both barrels. They had m nd bl ocks.
Both of themdid. Now they either haven't any or are able to hide the fact that they have
and | know damm well which one it is. Now How could a baby who can scarcely wal k

yet-to say nothing of two of them have anything to hide or want to? O be able to if they
did? Here's how They were both conceived in subspace. "

"So what? Don't you think that ever happened before?" "Not in any ship that ever picked
up a zeta charge, it didn't. No woman ever lived through that before to beconme a nother
And bot h periods of gestation were inpossibly long. And all four parents were powerful
psiontists; just how powerful you and I don't know and can't guess. And they both, at an
age when nornmal babies are conpletely dependent, have super-normal intelligence and
super - nor nal powers. "

"Hold it, presh, you're just guessing at that."

"CQuessing your left eyeball! Look at what happened! Could any norrmal man alive, of his
own ability, do what we know Upton Maynard di d? O Eldon Smith? O Guerdon Dann?

And | ook at Steve Spehn. You know as well as | do, Perce, that it's starkly inpossible to
hi de an operation as big as that froma spy systemas good as EastHem s. And | ook at

me. | never had even a trace of psionic ability before-how did | get it? And so all of a
sudden? And those are only a few of the stickers, big boy; if you aren't convinced yet |
can go on for half an hour."

Train, his face set hard in concentration, thought for minutes; then said, "I'mconvinced
that. . ."

"Good! | didn't expect you to admit it.

"Hold on, Sess! |I'mconvinced that there's an operator. | never thought about those things
before in that way, hut the way you pile themup | eaves no roomfor doubt. But you got

off on the wong foot and never corrected yourself-so you went clear out to the Pleiades,
by way of Canopus, Rigel, and S-Doradus, to hit Venus next door. Didn't you ever hear

of Occam's Razor?"

"Why, of course, but..."
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"Use it, then, and that functional as well as beautiful red-thatched head of yours."

It took her only a couple of seconds. "Wiy, it's Barbara!" she shrieked then. "It's been
Barbara all the tine!" "Right. So |l et's exam ne Barbara. She's been an honest to-God
witch all her Iife. The greatest and probably the only one-hundred-percenter ever. She's
known it and worked at it. That much we know for sure. Wat else she is we'll never

know, but we can do sone freehand guessing. She's had her own way all her life. How?
Yet it never spoiled her. Wiy not? Even as a teenager, nobody's |line ever fooled her
Way not ? Above all, why wasn't she ever shot or strangled or blown up with dynamte?"

Cecily nodded her spectacul ar head. "Conpetition nust have tried. That has al ways
been the cut-throatingest of all cut-throat ganes. And, underneath, she really is hard."

"Hard! She's harder than the superneotride hubs of hell itself. Wenever she has wanted
anything she has taken it. Including Carlyle Deston. And speaking of Deston, |ook at what
happened to himand me. He didn't used to have any nore psionic ability than | did-not

as much. Then, all of a sudden-both of us-bam whingo! And you can't say the kids did
that-not to him anyway. Not only they weren't born yet-you mght claimthey could work
pre-natally-they weren't conceived yet . . . probably, that is . "

She | aughed. "You can delete the “probably', Perce. They got married right after their
first nmeetings, you know. Anyway, virgin brides or not, they certainly were not pregnant
ones. They both knew the facts of life."

"Ckay. She made full-scal e, high-powered psionic operators out of Herc and Bun, too0;
| ong before the kids were born and probably before they were conceived. So, for ny
nmoney, it was Bobby who worked all of us over and pulled the strings on the Adanses
and on Maynard And Conpany and did everything el se that was done."

"But those babies are not normal babies, Perce
course . " She paused agai n.

She paused, then went on, "But of

"OfF course," he agreed "Wth cat-tractor-psiontist parents on both sides, how could they
be? Especially with said parents working on themjust |ike we'll be working on ours-from
the day they were born? O maybe even before? I'Il buy it that they have a |l ot nore stuff
than any nornmal kids could possibly have; up to and including mnd-blocks and even the
ability to hide them Wen they grow up they'll probably have a ot nore stuff than any of
us. But now? And that kind of stuff? Uh-uh. No sale, presh; wap it back up and put it
back up on the shelf."

"I'l'l do just that." She drew a deep breath of relief and wiggled herself into closer and
fuller contact. "Just the thought of such little nonsters as that sinply petrified nme."

"I know what you nean. You al nost gave nme gooseflesh there for a mnute nyself."
"But we can understand Bobby's doing it and play along."
"You're so right. Actually, we owe her a vote of thanks for what she's done for us."

"We certainly do. 1'd tell her so nyself, too, if it wouldn't . . . but say . . . s'pose she's
readi ng us right now?"

The man stiffened nomentarily, then said, "W haven't said a word | wouldn't want her to
hear. If you are on us, Bobby, | say this-thanks; and you can put it down in your book
that we're both with you until the last clang of the gong. Check, Cecily?"

"How | check!" She kissed himfervently. "You were right; | should have tal ked to you
before. | didn't have a leg to stand on."

"That allegation | deny." He |l aughed, put his right hand on her well-exposed left |eg, and
squeezed. "This, in case nobody ever told you before-I thought | had-is one of the only
perfect pair of such ever produced.”
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She put her hand over his, pressed it even tighter against her leg, and grinned up at him
and for a tinme action took place of words. Then she pulled her nmouth away from his and
| eaned back far enough to ask, "You don't suppose she's watching us now, do you?"

"No. Definitely not. She's no Peeping Thomasi na. But even if she were-now that you're
you agai n, ny redheaded bundl e of joy, we have unfinished business on the agenda. And
anyway, you're not exactly a shrinking violet."

"Way, | amtoo!" She wi dened her eyes at himin outraged i nnocence. "That's a vile and
base canard, sir. I'mjust as nuch of a Tinmid Soul as you are, you Fraidy Freddie,

you-why, |'m absodanmi utely the shrinkingest little violet you ever laid your cotton-pickin
eyes on!"

"Ckay, Little Vi, let's jet." He got up and hel ped her to her feet; then, arnms tightly around
each other and savoring each nmonment, they noved slowy toward a cl osed door.

The col d-war stal emate that had begun sonetine early in the twentieth century had

becone a way of life. Contrary to the belief of each side over the years, the other had
not coll apsed. Dictatorship and so-called denocracy still coexisted; both were vastly
stronger than they had ever been before. Each had enough superpowerful weapons to

destroy all life on Earth, but neither wanted a |ifeless and barren world; each wanted to
rule the Earth as it was. Therefore the Big Bangs had not been | aunched; each side was
doing its subtle best to outwit, to underm ne, and/or to overthrow the other.

West Hem was expandi ng i nto space; EastHem as far as WestHemi s Intelligence could
find out, was waiting, with characteristic Oriental patience, for the capitalistic and
i nperialistic government of the West to fall apart because of its own innate weaknesses.

This situation existed when the Gal actic Federation was fornmed; specifically to give all
the peoples of all the planets a unified, honest, and just governnent;, when Secretary of
Labor Dei ssner, acting through Antonio Gines, called all the mlk-truck drivers of
Metropolitan New York out on strike.

At three forty five of the designated norning all the mlk-delivery trucks of Depot

Ei ght-taking one station for exanple; the sane thing was happening at all were in the
garage and the heavy steel doors were closed and | ocked. The gates of the yard were

| ocked and barricaded. The ei ght-nan-deep picket |ine was conposed one-tenth of
drivers, nine-tenths of heavily-arnmed, heavy-nuscl ed hoodl uns and pl ug-uglies. They
were ready, they thought, for anything.

At three fifty a fleet of arnored hal f-tracks |unbered up and began to di sgorge arnored

men. Their arnor, while somewhat rem niscent of that worn by the chivalry of old, was

not at all like it in detail. Built of leybyrdite, it was sonmewhat |ighter, imrensely stronger,
and very much nore efficient. Its wi de-angle visors, for instance, were nade of

bul | et - proof, crack-proof, scratch-proof neo-glass. Fornmation was made and from one of

the trucks an eighty-decibel voice roared out:

"Strikers, attention! W are coming through; the regular deliveries are going to be nmade.

We don't want to kill any nore of you than we have to, so those of you with only cl ubs,
brass knucks, knives, |ead pipes, and such stuff, we'll try to only knock out as cold as
frozen beef. You guys with the guns, every one of you who lets go one burst will get
shot. Non-fatally, we hope, but we can't guarantee it. Now, you damm fool bystanders" -it

is remarkabl e how quickly a New York crowd can gather, even at four o'clock in the

mor ni ng= keep right on crowding up, as close as you can get. Anybody God dammed foo

enough to stand gawking in the line of fire of fifty machi ne guns ought to get killed-so just
keep on standing there and save some other fool-killer the trouble of sending you to the
morgue in baskets. Okay, nen, give 'emhell!"

To give credit to the crowd's intelligence, nost of it did depart-and at speed-before the
shooti ng began. New Yorkers were used to being chivvied away from scenes of interest;
they were not used to being invited, in such a |oud tone of such savage contenpt, to stay
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and be slaughtered. O the few who stayed, the still fewer survivors wi shed fervently,
|ater, that they had taken off as fast as they could run

Arnored nen strode forward, swi nging alloy-sheathed fists, and nen by the dozens went
down flat. Then guns went into action and the arnored warriors fell down and rolled
hap- hazardly on the pavenent; for no man, however strong, can stand up agai nst the

ki netic energy of a stream of heavy bullets. Except for a few bruises, however, they
were not injured. They were not even deafened by the boil er-shop clangor within their
horribly resounding shells of nmetal-highly efficient earplugs had seen to that.

Those steel -jacketed bullets, instead of penetrating that arnor, ricocheted off in al
directions-and it was only then that the obdurately persistent bystanders-those of them
that could, that is-ran away.

The nmachi ne-gun phase of the battle didn't last very long, either. In the assault-proof
hal f-tracks expert riflemen peered through tel escopic sights and .30-caliber rifles barked
vi ciously. The strikers' guns went silent.

Leybyrdite-shiel ded nmobile torchers clanked forward and the nassed pickets fled: no

man in his right mnd is ever going to face willingly the sixty-three-hundred degree heat of
the oxy-acetylene flane. The gates vani shed. The barriers di sappeared. The | ocked

doors opened. Then, with an arnored driver aboard, each delivery truck was | oaded as

usual and went calmy away along its usual route; while anbul ances and neat-wagons

brought stretchers and baskets and carried away the wounded and the dead.

Nor were those trucks attacked, or even interfered with. It had been made abundantly
clear that it would be the attackers who woul d suffer

But what of the source of New York's nilk? The spaceport and Way Ni neteen? Pickets

went there, too, of course; but what they saw there stopped themin their tracks. Just

i nside the entrance, one on each side of the Wiy, sat those two trenendous,

i nvul nerabl e, enigmatic super-tanks. They did not do anything. Nothing at all. They nerely
sat there; but that was enough. No one there knew what those things could or would do;

and no one there wanted to find out. Not, that is, the hard way.

Nor did the Metropolitan Police do anything. There was nothing they could do. This was,
most definitely, not their dish. This was war. War between the Gal axi ans on one side and
Labor, backed by WestHeml s servile government, on the other. The governnent's armed
forces, however, did not take part in the action. At the first nove of the day, Maynard
had taken care of that.

"Get the arny in on this if you like," he had told Deissner, flatly. "Anything and everyt hing
you care to, up to and including the heaviest nucl ear devices you have.

We are three | ong subspace junps ahead of anything you can do, and the rougher you
want to play it the nore of a shanbles New York will be when it's over."

Therefore, after that one brief but vicious battle, everything remai ned-on the
surface-peaceful and serene. MIKk-deliveries were regular and punctual, undisturbed by
any overt incident. The only difference-on the surface-was that the mlk-truck drivers
wore | eybyrdite instead of white duck.

Beneat h that untroubl ed surface, however, everything seethed and boiled. Gines and

his lieutenants raved and swore. Deissner gritted his teeth in quiet, futile desperation
The Nanel ess One of EastHem conpletely unaccustomed to frustration and highly

allergic to it, went alnost mad. He now knew that the Gal axi ans had the npbst powerful

pl anet in the galaxy and he could not find it.

This situation was, of course, nmuch too unstable to endure, and Nanel ess was the first
to crack. He probably went conpletely mad. At any rate, his first nove was to liquidate
both Secretary of Labor Deissner and Chief Mediator WIson. Nor was there anything of
fi nesse about these assassinations. Two nulti-ton bl ockbusters were detonated, one in
each of two apartment hotels, and the fact that over three thousand persons di ed nmeant
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nothing to EastHem s tyrant. H's second nove was to nmake Antonio Ginmes the boss of
all WestHem Whereupon Grines called a general strike; every union man of the
West ern Hemi sphere wal ked out; and all hell was out for noon

The uni on people, however, were not the only ones who wal ked out. Executives,

supervi sors, engineers, and top bracket technicians did too, in droves, and di sappeared
fromEarth; and they did not go enpty-handed. For instance, the top technical experts of
Conmruni cati ons I ncorporated (a wholly-owned subsidiary of InStell) worked for an hour

or so apiece in the recesses of their sw tch-banks and packed big carryi ng-cases before
they left.

Gimes knew and counted upon the fact that WstHenml s econony, half automnated

though it was, could not function without his union men and wonmen at work. He nust al so
have known the obverse; that it could not function, either, wi thout the brains that had
brought automation into being in the first place and that kept it running-the only brains
that understood what those pil ed-up masses of electronic gear were doing. He must al so
have known that in any fight to the finish Labor would suffer with the rest; hence he did
not expect a finish fight. He was superbly confident that Capital, this time as al ways
before, would surrender. He was w ong.

When Gines found every one of his own comunications channels dead, he tried
frantically to restore enough service to handl e Labor's canpai gn, but there was not hing
he or his union operators could do. (They were still called "operators", although there
were no | onger any routine manual operations to be perforned).

These operators, although highly skilled in the techniques of keeping the mllions of calls
flowi ng snoothly through the fantastically conplex mazes of their central exchanges,

were linmted by their own unions' rules to their own extremely narrow field of work. An
operator reported trouble, but she nust not, under any conditions, try to fix it. Nor could if
she tried. No operator knew even the instrunentati on necessary to |ocate any particul ar
failure, to say nothing of being able to interpret the esoteric signals of that

i nstrument ati on.

There were independent experts, of course, and Gimes found them and put themto

wor k. These experts, however, could find nothing with which to work. The key codes, the
mast er di agrams, and the all-inportant frequency manual s had vani shed. They coul d not

even find out what, or how nuch, of sabotage had been done. It would be quicker, they
reported, to jury-rig a few channels for Labor's own use. They could do that in a day or
so; in just alittle longer than it would take to fly technicians to the various cities he
wanted in his network. . Grimes told themto go ahead; but before the Labor | eaders

coul d accomplish nuch of anything, EastHem | aunched every intercontinental ballistic
mssile it had.

West Heml s war ni ng systens and def enses were very good i ndeed. The Departnent of

Def ense had its own communications system which of course was not affected by the

strike. In seconds, then, after the first Eastern missile left the ground, the retaliatory
monsters of the West began to clinb their |adders.

And in minutes the Nanel ess One and hundreds of the hard core of the Party died; and
t housands of his lesser minions were in vehicles hurtling toward subspacers whi ch had
for many nonths been ready to go and fully programed for flight.

Chapter 15
THE UNI VERSI TY OF PSI ONI CS

EARTH As such did not have a space navy; there was no danger of attack from space
and, as far as Earth was concerned, the outplanets could take care of thenselves. Nor
did either West Hem or EastHem with their 1CBM s they did not need or want any
subspace-goi ng battl eships. Nor did any of the planets. Newnars and Gal netia were
heavily arnmed, but their armament was strictly defensive.
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Thus I nStell had been forced, over the years, to develop a navy of its own, to protect its
far-flung network of nerchant traffic |ines against piracy; which had of course noved into
space along with the richly-1aden nmerchantnmen. As traffic increased, piracy increased; so
protection had to increase, too. Thus, over the years and gradually, there cane about a
very peculiar situation:

The only real navy in all the reaches of explored space-the only | aw enforcenment agency
of all that space -was a private police force not responsible to any governnent!

It hunted down and destroyed pirate ships in space. It sought out and destroyed pirate
bases. Since no planetary court had jurisdiction, InStell set up a space-court, in which
such few nmarauders as were captured alive were tried, convicted, and sentenced to

death. For over a century there had been bitter criticismof these "highhanded tactics,"
particularly on Earth. However, InStell didn't like it, either-it was expensive. Werefore,
for the same hundred years or so, InStell had been trying to get rid of it; but no

pl anet-particularly Earth-or no Planetary League or whatever-would take it over. Every-

body wanted to run it, but nobody would pick up the tab. So InStell kept on being the only
Law i n space.

This navy was small, numbering only a hundred capital ships; but each of those ships
was an up-to-the-mnute and terribly efficient engine of destruction, bristling with the nost
modem nost powerful weapons known to nman

H gh above Earth's surface, precisely spaced both vertically and horizontally, hung poised
the weirdest, the notleyest fleet ever assenbled. InStell's entire navy was there, clear
down to tenders, scouts, and gigs; but they were scarcely a drop in the proverhbial

bucket. InStell's every liner, freighter, lofter, and shuttle that could be there was there;
Met Enge' s every ore-boat, tanker, scout and scow that could possibly be spared; all the

Gal axi ans every avail abl e vessel of every type and kind, fromHatfield s palatia
subspace-goi ng private yacht down to Maynard's grandsons' four-boy flit about. Mbre,

every spaceyard of the planets had been conbed; every clunker, and every junker not

yet cut conpletely up, was taken over. Drives and controls had been repaired or re-

pl aced. Hulls had been nade air-tight. Many of these derelicts, however, were in such
bad shape that they could not be depended upon to stay air-tight; hence nmany of those
skel eton crews worked, ate, and slept in spacesuits conplete except for hel nets-and
with those helnets at belts at the ready.

But each unit of that vast and ridicul ously nondescript fleet could carry men,

m ssile-killers, computer-coupled ! | ocators, and launchers, and that was all that

was necessary. Since there was so nuch area to cover, it was the nunber of contro

stations that was inportant, not their size or quality. The Gal axi ans had had to use every
craft whose absence fromits usual place would not point too directly at Maynard's pl an.

The fleet was not evenly distributed, of course. Admral Dann knew the |ocation of every

m ssil e-1aunchi ng base on Earth, and his coverage varied accordi ngly. Having nade

formation, he waited. H's flagship covered EastHemi s main base; he personally saw

EastHem s first Inter-Continental Ballistic Mssile streak upward. "This is it, boys, go to
work," he said quietly into his m crophone, and the counter-action began. A conputer
whirred briefly and a | eybyrdite missile-killer erupted froma | auncher. Erupted, and
flashed away on collision course at an accel eration so appallingly high that it could not be
tracked effectively even by the radar of that age. That acceleration can be stated in
Tellurian gravities; but the figure, by itself, would be conpletely neaningless to the m nd.
Everyone knows all about one Earthly gravity. Everyone has seen a full-color tri-di of

hard trai ned nen undergoing ten and fifteen gees; has seen what it does to them But ten
thousand gravs? O a hundred thousand? Or two hundred thousand? Such figures are

entirely neaningl ess.

Consider instead the bullet in the barrel of a magnumrifle at, and i mediately after, the
instant of ignition of the propellant charge. This concept is much nore informative.
Starting fromrest, in atime of alittle over one mllisecond and in a distance of |ess than
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three feet, that bullet attains a velocity of nore than four thousand feet per second.
Those missile-killers noved |ike that, except nmore so and continuously. They were the
hi ghest accel eration things ever put into production by man.

The first killer struck its target and both killer and target vani shed into nothingness; a
not hi ngness so inconceivably hot that the first thing to beconme visible was a fire-bal
some ten mles in diameter. But there was nothing of fission about that frightful ness;

Gal Fed' s warheads operated on the utterly inconprehensible heat generated by

dead-shorted Chaytor engines during the fractional mncrosecond each engine |asted

bef ore being whiffed into subatom c vapor by the stark ferocity of its own performance.

M ssiles by the hundreds were | aunched; from EastHem from WestHem fromthe pol es

and fromthe oceans and fromthe air; and in their hundreds they were blow into

subnol ecul ar and subatomi ¢ vapor. Thus it made no difference what kind of a warhead

any nmissile had carried. Fission, fusion, chemical, or biological; all one: no analysis,
however precise and thorough, could ever reveal what any of those cargoes had

originally been. Nor did any missile reach its destination. Admral Dann had shi ps enough,
and nmissile-killers in thousands to spare.

Meanwhi | e hundreds of small, highly-specialized vessels had been flying hither and yon
above certain areas of the various oceans. They were hunting, with ultrasensitive
instrumentation, all Earth's missile-carrying subnmarines. They didn't bother about the
m ssil es | aunched by the subs-the boys and girls upstairs would take care of themthey
were after the pig-boats thensel ves. Their torpedoes were hunters, too. Once a
torpedo's finders | ocked on, the sub had no chance whatever of escape. There was a

wor |l d-jarring concussion where each subrmari ne had been, and a huge col um of water

and vapor drove upward into and through the stratosphere.

This furious first phase of the "police action" |asted except for the sub-hunt-only mnutes.
Then every mssile-launching site on Earth was bl asted out of existence. So also were a

few subspacers attenpting to | eave EastHemall Earth had been warned once and had

been told that the warning would not be given tw ce.

Then the i mense fleet re-formed, held position, and waited a few hours; after which
time Dann ordered all civilian ships to return to their various ports. The navy stayed on
its entirety. It would continue to destroy all ships attenpting to | eave Earth.

in

Twel ve hours after Earth's |ast missile had been destroyed, two-hundred-odd persons
met in the main |Iounge of the flagship of the fleet. Maynard, his face haggard and drawn,
called the neeting to order. After the prelimninaries were over, he said:

"One part of the operation, the prevention of danage to any inportant part of Earth, was
one hundred percent successful. Second, the replacenent of EastHenis dictatorship by

a board of directors was al so successful at least, the first objectives were attained.
Third, our attenmpt to replace WestHem s governnent by a board of directors which,

together with that of EastHem would forma unified and properly-notivated governnent

of all Earth, was a failure. The Westerners did not try to | eave Earth, but decided to stay
and fight it out. For that reason many key nen changed their mnds at the |ast m nute and
remai ned | oyal to WestHeni s government instead of supporting us. Thus, while we

succeeded in evacuating nost of our personnel, we |ost one hundred four very good

nmen.

"The fault, of course, was mne. | erred in several highly inportant matters. |

underesti mated the power of nationalismand patriotism of loyalty to a government even

t hough that governnent is notoriously inefficient, unjust, and corrupt. | underestimted the
depth and strength of the anti-Gal axi an prejudice that has been cultivated so assiduously

t hroughout the great majority of Earth's people; | failed to realize howrigidly, in the
collective mind of that vast group, Galaxianismis identified with Capitalism I
overestimated the intelligence of that group; its ability to reason fromcause to effect and
its willingness to act for its ow good. | thought that, when the issue was squarely joined,
those peopl e woul d abandon their attitude of "Let George do it' and take sone interest in
their owmn affairs.
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"Because of these errors in judgnent | hereby tender ny resignation, effective as of
now, fromthe position of Chairman of this Board. | turn this neeting over to
Vi ce- Chai rman Bryce for the election of ny successor."

He | eft the room but was recalled in five mnutes. "M. Mynard, your tendered

resi gnati on has been rejected by an al nost unani nous vote," Bryce told him "It is the
concensus that no one else of us all could have done as well. You will therefore resune
your place and the neeting will proceed."

Maynard sat down and said, "I thank you, fellow Gl axi ans, for your vote of confidence;
whi ch, however little deserved, | amconstrained to accept. M. Eldon Smith will now
speak. "

The neeting went on for hours. Discussion was thorough and heated; at tines

acri noni ous. Eventually, however, the main areas of discord were hamrered out to
substantial agreenent. The Board of Directors of the Galactic Federation concluded its
first really inportant meeting.

Earth's comruni cati ons systens were restored to normal operating conditions and

Maynard, after anple advance notice, spoke to every inhabitant of Earth who cared to
listen. He covered the situation as it then was; what had brought it about, and why such
drastic action had been necessary. Then he sai d:

"At present there are ninety five planets in the Galactic Federation. Earth will be adnitted
to the Federation if and when it adopts a planetary governnent acceptable to the
Federation's Board of Directors. W care nothing about the formof that government; but

we insist that its prime concern nust be the welfare of the human race as a whole. Earth
now has two directors on our board, Li H ng Whng and Feodr |lyowicz. Earth is entitled

to three nore directors, to represent the regi ons now being so erroneously called the

West ern Hemi sphere. They nust be chosen by an honest, stable, and responsible

authority, not by your present governnent of corrupt, greedy, and self-serving gangsters

and plunderers.

"W will allow enough freighters to | and on WestHem s spaceports to supply WestHeni s

people with its usual supply of food and of certain other necessities, but that is all. CQur

m | k-truck drivers have been recalled and we will do nothing whatever about the genera
strike. If you wish to let an organized mnority starve you to death, that is your right. You
got yourselves into this ness; you can get yourselves out of it or not, as you please.

"W will not broadcast again until three qualified representatives of WestHem have been
accepted by us as nenbers of the Board of Directors of the Galactic Federation. Unti
then, do exactly as you please. That is all."

There is no need to go into what happened then throughout the nations of WstHem the

many nations whose only comon denom nator had been their opposition to the East.

Too nuch abl e work has been done, fromtoo many different viewpoints, to make any

real summary justifiable. It suffices to say here that the adjustnent was not as sinple as
Maynard's statement indicated that it should be, nor as easy as he really thought it would
be. The strife was long, bitter, and violent; and, as will be seen later, certain entirely
unexpect ed events occurred.

In fact, many thousand persons died and the Gal axi ans thensel ves had to straighten
West Hem out before its three directors were seated on the Board.

There is no agreenent as to whether or not the course that was followed was the right
course or the best course. Many able scholars hold that the Directorate was just as

much of a dictatorship, and just as intolerant of and just as inimcal to real liberty and
freedom as was any dictatorship of old.

It is the chronicler's considered opinion, however, that what was done was actually the
best thing-for humanity as a whol e-that could have been done; considering what the
ordi nary human being intrinsically is. By "ordinary" is meant, of course, the person to
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whomthe entire field of psionics is a sealed realm the person in whose tightly cl osed
and rigidly conventional nmind no supra-normal phenonenon can possibly occur or exist.
And the present state of galactic civilization seens to show that if what was done was
not the best that could have been done it was a very close approximation indeed thereto.

At what exact point does liberty becone |icense? Wiat is Freedon? Is Ethics an
absol ute? Can any system of ethics ever becone an absol ute? The concl usi on seens
unavoi dabl e that until human bei ngs have progressed nmuch farther than they have at
present-until supra-nornal abilities have becone nornmal -the "liberties" and the
"freedons" of many will have to be abridged if the good of all is to be served.

Newrars was the first planet to be colonized and it was designed fromthe first to
becone conpletely independent of Earth in as short a time as possible. Thus, as well as
bei ng | onger-established than the other planets, it grew faster in popul ation. Therefore
Newrars had a popul ati on of about a billion, whereas the next nost popul ous planet,

Gal nmetia, had scarcely half that nany people and all the rest of the colonized planets
together did not have many nore people than did Earth al one.

Geographi cal |y, Newrars had sonewhat nore | and than Earth and sonewhat |ess

water, but the land nasses were arranged in an entirely different pattern. There was one
trenendous continent, Warneria; which, roughly rectangular in shape and |ying at hwart
the equator, covered on the average about ninety degrees of latitude and about one
hundred fifty of |ongitude. There were half a dozen other, much snaller continents, and
many hundreds of thousands of islands ranging in size fromcoral atolls up to
near-continents as large as Australia.

Most of Nevmars' people lived on "The Continent," and sonme seven nmllions of themlived
in and around the coastal city of Warnton, the planet's only real business center and the
capital city of both the Continent and the whol e War ner - owned worl d.

In establishing the University of Psionics, then, Adans did not have to think twice to
deci de where to put it. Earth, even though it would furnish nost of the students, was out
of the question; the U of Psi would have to be in Warnton, Newrars.

Wthin a day of |anding, however, Adans realized that the business of starting such a
project as that was not his dish. He sinply could not spend inportant noney. He had
never bought even an expensive scientific instrument; he had al ways requi stioned them
from sone purchasi ng departnment or other. He had never in his life witten a check for
nmore than a few hundred bucks; he had no know edge whatever of the use of nobney as

a tool. Wierefore the Explorer |anded at Warnton Spaceport and Barbara Deston took
over. It had been Adans' idea to buy-or preferably to rent-a small apartnent house to
start with, but Barbara put her foot down hard on that.

She bought outright a brand-new forty-story hotel that covered half of a square bl ock,

saying, "W don't want |arge class-roons-the snaller the better, since it will be

smal | -group work-so this will suit us well enough until the architects get our real university
built. Then we can either sell it or forman operating conpany and nerge it into the hotel
chain."

When the project was running smoothly, and after the eight had devel oped a nucl eus of
some fifty psiontists, the Destons took the Explorer to Earth and the Joneses and the
Trains, in two Warner-owned subspacers, started out to cover the other planets, in
descendi ng order of popul ation.

The Destons took up residence in their suite in the Hotel Warner and went to work. They
scanned col | eges and universities, whether or not any such institution of |earning had ever
shown any interest in psionics. They scanned Institutes of this and that, including severa
of Psychic Research. They scanned science fiction fan clubs and flying-saucer societies
and crackpot groups and cults of all kinds and psychic nmediunms and fortune-tellers. They
attended-unfelt-nmeetings of the | earned societies. They scanned the trades and the

prof essions, from aardvark keepers and aerialists through electricians and jewel ers and
opht hal nol ogi sts and spacenen to zynurgi sts. Detecting a psionic |latent, however weak,
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was now easy enough. There was an aura, if not an actual radiation, that was
perceptible to the triggered mind at al nost any distance. Any nind possessing that

uni que and unni st akabl e characteristic could and did feel and respond to the touch of a
directed thought. O, nore exactly perhaps, a focused or tuned thought. Any such mind
could and did (under such expert tutelage as theirs now was) |earned telepathy in
seconds; and, with very few exceptions, all persons with such m nds becane Gal axi ans
and went to Newmars.

Since the operators knew what to do and exactly howto do it, the work went fast; and,
very shortly after its beginning, a definite pattern began to form Every possessor of a
strong latent talent was at or near the top of his or her heap. If a performer, he or she
had top billing. If a mlliner, she got a hundred dollars per copy for her hats. If a
mechani ¢, he was the best mechanic in town.

It need scarcely be said that Maynard, Lansing, Dann, Smith, Phelps, DuPuy, Hatfield,
Spehn, M ss Chanpi on, the seven | eaders of the Planetsnen and their assistants and
hundreds of others of the Gal axi ans were found to be very strong latents. O that, even
t hough nost of themwere too busy to go to Newrars to study, each was given

everything that he could then take that his teachers could then give.

On the other hand, not even the Adanses could at that tine get into touch with a
non-psionic mnd. It was not that that mnd refused contact or bl ocked the exploring
feelers of thought; it was as though there was nothing there to feel. It was |ike probing
with sentient fingers throughout the reaches of an unbounded, undefined, conpletely

enpty and utterly dark space.

And the conservative ("Hi debound", according to Deston), greedy capitalists of Earth
were non-psionic to a man

The response to this psionic survey was so trenmendous that the hotel building, inmense
as it was, was janmmed to overflowi ng before the first real University building was ready
for use.

As Barbara had foreseen, the psionics classes were small, but there were plenty of
teachers; people whose forner titles ranged fromlnstructress-In-Kindergarten to

Prof essor Emeritus of Advanced Nucl eonics. And these classes were being driven. They
wanted to be driven. Each person there had been-nore or |ess unconsciously -unhappy,

di scontented, frustrated. The few who had known that they had psionic power had been
hiding it or disguising it; the others had known, either definitely or vaguely, that they
want ed sonet hing out of life that they were not getting. Thus, when their mnds were
opened to the incredible vistas of psionics, they wanted to be driven hard and they drove
t hensel ves hard. They graduated fast, and either went right to work or formned

advanced- study groups-and in either case they kept on driving hard.

When the Expl orer energed near Newmrars, Barbara did not wait for the slow

maneuvering of | anding at the spaceport and then taking the nmonorail into town, but

"ported herself directly into the main office of the University. Five minutes |ater she drove
a thought to her husband. "Babe, cone here, quick! Here's sonmething you' re sinply got

to sec!"”

He appeared beside her and she went on, "I knew they were working fast, but | certainly
didn't expect anything like that so soon." Her mind took his up into a snall roomon the
thirtieth floor. "Just |ook at that!"

Deston "l ooked" at the indicated group of four; who, heads al nost touching, were seated

at a snmall square table. One was a gangling, coltish, teen-age girl in sweater, slacks,

and | oafers, with braces on her teeth and her hair in a ponytail. The second was an old
friend of Deston's-a big, taut, trimspace-officer in a uniformsporting the insignia of a ful
captain. The third was a lithe and |issone brunette nmade up to the gills; the fourth was a
bal d and paunchy ex-banker of seventy.

"And that conbination picked itself out?" Deston marvel ed
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"Unh- huh," she said, gleefully, pressing his armtightly against her side. "All out of their
own little pointed heads and Stella says they're the prize group of the whole University.
Dig in. Look. Just see what they're actually doing."

"Uh-uh. | don't want to derail their tram of thought." You won't. Maybe if you grabbed 'em
by the scruff of the neck and the seat of the pants and slammed 'em against the wall a

few tinmes you could, but nothing any gentler than that."

"They're that solid?" He went in and | ooked, and his whol e body stiffened. He stayed in
for five long mnutes before he came back to Barbara and whistled through his teeth.
"Ww and wow and WOW" he said then. "All of us Big Wweels are going to have to | ook
alittle bit out-we're going to have conpetition. W nay have to denonstrate our fitness
to lead-if any."

"That's what | mean, and isn't it just wonderful ? The University doesn't need us any
more, so we can start doing whatever it is that we're going to do right now i nstead of
waiting so long, like we thought we'd have to."

"They' ve done a grand job, that's sure. Let's do sone |ong-distance checki ng-see how
Spehn and Dann are maki ng out."

They were naking out all right. Since both were now psiontists, Intelligence and Navy
were barreling right along. Graduates fromthe University of Psionics had been pouring
into both services for weeks. Both services were expanding rapidly, in both nunbers and
quality; and, since the opposition was practically non-psionic, the Gl axi ans' advantage
(Spehn and Dann agreed) was increasing all the tine. Al so, the opposition was not really
united and coul d never be united except superficially because its factions were, by their
very natures, inmmscible. How effective could such opposition be?

Unfortunately, Spehn and Dann were wong; and so were the Destons. It is a sad but

true fact that a college graduate at graduati on knows nore than he ever did before or
ever will again; and so it was with these young new psiontists. They thought they knew it
all, but they didn't. They had a | ong way to go.

Chapter 16
STRATEGA C W THDRAWAL

Since the Gal actic Federation claimed authority over all explored off-planet space, and
since InStell still wanted to get rid of the job of policing all that space, Gal Fed took the
navy over. (It had a trenmendous war-chest, and the financial details of the transaction

are of no inportance here.) Wat had been the Interstellar Patrol was now the G and

Fl eet of the Gal actic Federation.

Fl eet Admiral Guerdon Dann, being a psiontist, could understand and could work in
subspace. Therefore he coul d perceive subspace-goi ng vessels before they energed

into normal space, a feat no non-psionic observer could perform Thus he perceived a
very | arge nunber of vessels so naneuvering in subspace as to energe in a roughly

gl obul ar formation well outside his own gl obe of warships. He perceived that they were
warcraft and really big stuff-super-dreadnougbts very nmuch like his own-and that there
were four or five hundred of them That wasn't good; but, since their purpose was
pellucidly clear, he'd have to do sonething. Wiat could he do? H's mnd raced.

He wasn't a war admiral-pirates didn't fight in fleets. He didn't know any nore about fleet
action in space than a pig did about Sunday. There'd never been any. Mssile-killers were
new and had extrene range, and no repul sor except a planet-based super-giant could

stop one after fifteen seconds of flight at 175,000 gravities. However, they carried no
screen, so they'd be duck soup for beans, especially lasers-if they could spot them soon
enough, and he'd have to assune that they coul d.

Torps had plenty of screen, but they were slow, hence they were duck soup for
repul sors. What he ought to have, danmit, was something with the legs of a killer and
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the screens of a torp, and there was nothing like that even on the draw ng boards.
Bef ore | eybyrdite nothing |ike that had been possible.

Beans, then? Unh-uh! They'd engl obe shipwi se, four or five to one. H's ships could then
imerge-if they were fast enough-or get whiffed out.

He got into telepathic touch with his officers. "I don't know whether we can do anything to
those boys or not. Probably not. W certainly can't if we et themget close to us-they'l

engl obe us four or five to one if we make |like heroes, so we won't. Be ready to i merse
when | give the word. Try killers at fifteen seconds range as they energe and send out
sonme torps on general principles, but that's all. W' re going to execute a strategic
withdrawal -in other words, run like hell."

Conput ers conputed briefly; inpressed data upon nechanical brains. Mssile-killers and
torpedoes hurtled away. The first strange warship enmerged and the first missile-killer
flashed into a raging, space-wacking fireball mles short of objective.

"I was afraid of that,'

hundred, to Newmars; and everybody, get under an unbrella, just in case they do foll ow
us."

En route to Galnetia-the flagship Terra was of course Nunber One-Dann had a | ong
tel epat hic conversation with Maynard, and on | anding he went straight to Gal Met's main
office. Maynard was waiting for him with a staff of sone fifty people. Maynard sai d:

Dann t hought on, quietly. "I don't think they'Il follow us-I think
know what they're after-so we'll run. Nunmbers one to fifty, to Galnmetia; fifty one to one

"You all know that the purpose of the enemnmy fleet was not specifically to attack our fleet

or our planets, but to break our blockade of Earth. They broke it, and announced t hat
any planet refusing to resume full trade with Earth woul d be bonbed. So," he shrugged
hi s shoul ders and grimaced wyly, "we give in and it is now business as usual. W have
of course taken the obvious steps; we are beefing up our repul sors and are devel oping a

|aser that will cut an eighty-nmle asteroid up into thin slices at half a mllion mles

al so started on your special torp, Guerd, on a crash-pri basis. "TIMPS is the nane:
Tor pedo, I nproved, M ssile-Propelled, Screened. But we haven't been able to do
anything nore than guess at the answers to such questions as: Wi are they? \Were do
they conme fron? No known planet, of that we are sure. Capital, Comunism Labor, or
what ? Hatfield, have you anything to offer?"

The neeting went on for four hours; but beyond the obvious fact that there was a

pl anet -and not a Johnny-Come-Lately planet, either, but one | ong-enough established to
have plenty of people, plenty of industry, and plenty of noney or its equival ent-the
meeting got nowhere. At adjournment tine Maynard flashed Deston a thought to stay

behi nd, and after the others had gone he said:

"You told nme you didn't know anything. | didn't ask you then and |I'm not asking you now
what you're figuring on doing about it. But you're going to do sonething. Correct?"

"Correct. | don't know what anybody can do, but we're going to work on it. They have
| eybyrdite; but they alnbst certainly did not develop it thenselves."

"Cancel the “alnmpst'. W've never limted its sale-we can't. Anyone coul d have bought
any anount of it. Dummy concerns-untraceable-is ny guess on that. W know that a | ot

of Tellurian capital has always operated on the ol d grab-everything-in-sight principle,
everyone knows what Conmuni sm does. Either of themcould and would run a pl anet as

that one has obviously been run for many years-in a way that woul d make the robber
barons of old sick at the stomach. But since it doesn't make sense that Labor has been
doing it ... it alnost has to be either Capital or Comunism"”

"I't looks that way." Deston frowned in thought. "But | don't know any sure-fire way of

W' ve

and

finding out which, if either . . . so |l'd better go get hold of sone people to help ne think

' Bye. "

Deston did not wal k out of the room but 'ported hinself to Barbara's side in the
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University office. "Hi, pet," he said, kissing her lightly. "I got troubles. How about busting
in on that squirrel-sone foursonme that Horse French is in? | want to cry in their beer."

"Uh-uh, let's not bust in; they'|ll have to cone up for air pretty soon. Let's wait '"til they do,
then 'port up there with some | enon sour and Gul ka fizz and cherry sloosh and stuff for a
break."

The foursone did and the Destons did and Deston said:

"Well, well, Frenchy old horse, fancy neeting you here!" and four strong hands gri pped
and shook hard. This was the Communications Oficer to whom Deston had reported the
survival of the liner Procyon so | ong before. "Nobody ever even suspected you of having

a brain in your head. Al beef-nothing but nuscle to keep your ears apart, | always
t hought . "
"H, Runt! You? Think? What with? But 1'll tell you howit was. So nmany captains got

married that they couldn't find roomfor enough desks for "emall to sit at, so they |oaned
me to this here Adans projecton pay, too. Nice of 'em what?-but you' ve never net ny

wife. Paula, this renegade fugitive fromInStell is Babe Deston-the unabashed hero of
subspace, you know. "

"I know." The sl ender, graceful, black-haired, black-eyed girl with the alnost theatrica
make- up, who had been watching and listening to this underplayed neeting as intently as

Bar bara had, gave hima firm warm handshake and turned to Barbara. "And you're

Bobby, of course. These nen of ours. " She raised one carefully-scul ptured eyebrow,
"but toe don't have to insult each other to prove that we're . "

"Hey!" Deston broke in then. He had been studying the way Paul a wal ked-he' d never
seen anybody except Barbara nove with such perfect, automatic, unconscious

coordi nation as that "wWa'-d'ya nean, Paul a?" he demanded. "She's Angelique de St
Aubi n! "

"I'n Person, not a tri-di," French bragged. "But Paula's her real nanme. The only things
about her that are French are the name she married and her professional accent. This
psionics stuff is the only way | could lure her down off of the high wire-she wouldn't cone
to ground, even after she got her Ms. degree, just for the honor and privil ege of being
Ms. Captain Horace French."

"Let's spread this around a little, huh, and give the rest of us a chance." The coltish but
attractive teenager, having gul ped the last syrupy bits of a full half liter of cherry sloosh,

came in. "I'm My Eberly. | can't tell you two wonderful people how glad | amthat you
started this and let me in-I never dreaned-well, anyway, it's exactly what | was born for.
The others, too. You know what they call us? The Effeff-the Funny Four, no |ess-but I

don't care. | love it! And this," she waved a hand at the oldster, "is Titus Flenm ng. He's

got pots of noney, so we call him Tite', but of course he isn't, just the opposite, in fact
he spoils us all rotten, and.

"Hush, child," Flemng said, with an affectionate snile. Then, to Deston, "My has an

extraordinarily brilliant and agile mnd, but she is inclined to natter too nmuch."
"Wel |, why not?" the youngster demanded, engagi ngly. Wen we're en rapport | don't
talk at all, so | have to make up for it sometine, don't |? And M. Deston -no, | think |l

call you "Babe', too. Ckay?"

"Sure. Way not?"

"Horse, there-I never heard himcalled that before, but | like it-says if everybody's
forbearing enough to let ne keep on living | ong enough to grow up, which will surprise
hi m a nmegabuck's worth, 1'll be a gorgeous hunk of wonman sone day." She executed a

rat her awkward pirouette. "I can't do this anywhere near |ike Paul a does yet, but I'm
going to sonetinme, just see if | don't."

"I'"d hate to bet one buck agai nst Horse's megabuck that you won't." Deston agreed. The
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girl was certainly under fourteen, but the prom se was there. Unnmistakably there. "O
that you won't live to break a hundred, either

"Ch, thanks, Babe. Ch, | just can't wait! I'mgoing to be a femme fatale, you know al
slinky and everything-but you prob'ly didn't cone all the way out here just to chatter-|
think Tite's word "natter' is cute, don't you?-so naybe before Horse bats ny ears down
again |'d better keep still awhile. S pose?"

"Could be-we're in a jam" Deston said, and told them what the jamwas. "So you see, to
get anywhere at all, we've got to do sonme really intensive spying, and the only way to do
that is to learn how to read non-psionic mnds, and the poop is that if anybody in tota
space can deliver the goods on that order, you four are nost apt to be the ones."

"Ch?" May exclainmed. "That's a really funny one, Babe-we nust really be psychic.

She broke off with a giggle as the others began to laugh. "No, | nean really-nmuch nore
so even than we thought-because that's exactly what we've just been working on-not to
be just snoopy stinkers, either-or stinky snoopers?-but just to find out why nobody could

ever do it before we aren't very good at it yet, but it goes |like this-no, let's all Iink up and
we'll show you. Ch, this is going to really be fun!"

The four |inked up and went to work, and the Destons tuned thenselves in; very slowy at
first; nore as observers than as active participants in the investigation. The subject this
time was a niddl e-echel on executive, the traffic manager of one division of far-flung War-

ner Gl. He was a keen-Ilooking young man, sharp-featured, with a very good head for
figures. H's king-size desk was littered with schedul es, rate-books, and revision sheets.
Fromtinme to tine his fingertips flicked rapidly by touch over the keys of a desk-type
comput er .

The four were getting a flash of coherent thought once in a while, but that was all

The Destons watched, studied, analyzed, and conpared notes until their fusion finally
said, in thought, "Okay, Effeff, cone up for air and take a break. Tine out for

di scussion." They emerged as individuals and Deston said, "You aren't nmking contact

and | think | know why. Horse, do either you or Paul a know consciously that you're trying
to work the Fourth Nune?"

"My Cod, no," Paula said. "W were exposed to that stuff a long tine ago, but it didn't
t ake. "

"You weren't ready, so Doc wouldn't have tried to give it to you, so who did?"
"M. and Ms. Throcknorton."

"They woul d," Barbara said then. "Fortunately, they've | earned better now "
"But you two can give it to us."

"W could nake a stab at it, but we'd rather not. W need nore practice. W'll| cal
Adans and Stella and watch."

The Adanses cane in, and wrought; and this time, since the pupils were ready, the
| esson "took."

"Now we'l|l git "inl" May exclained. "Cone on, what's holding us up?"

"I am" Deston said. "Don't go off half-cocked; we've got a lot to do yet. Before anyone

can do a job he has to know exactly what the job is and exactly howto do it, and we

don't know either one. So let's exam ne your four-ply entity-the tools you're using. There's
no t hree-di nensi onal anal ogy, but we can call Horace and Paul a an engine, with two vita
parts m ssing-the spark-plug and the flywheel. . . ."

"But | want to learn that fourth-nune stuff now" My decl ared. She was, as usual, 'way
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out ahead. "I don't want to wait until |1'mold and decrepit and

"Tut-tut, youngsters." Flem ng reached out and put his hand lightly over the girl's nouth.
"That attitude is precisely what makes you the spark-plug; but if you and | had the
abilities we |lack instead of the ones we have, neither of us would be in this particul ar

engine at all." "That's right," Deston said. "Now as to what this engine does. Postulating a
two-di nensi onal creature, you could pile a mllion of himup and still have no thickness at
all. Simlarly, no three-dinensional material body can be conpressed to zero thickness.

The anal ogy holds in three and four di nensions. However, there are discontinuities,
inconpatibilities, and sheer logical inpossibilities. Hence, ordinarily, a four-dinmensiona
m nd, which all psionic mnds are, cannot engage any three-di mensional, non-psionic mnd
at all. Al possible points of contact are of zero dinensions......

"But wait up, Babe," French broke in. "W can see three dinensional objects, so why
can't we . "

"W can't really see '"em" Deston said, flatly. "W can see what and where they are, but
they're absolutely immaterial to us. So forces, already i mmaterial, becone inperceptible.

Cl ear?" " As mud," French said, dubiously. "There's a

Paul a broke in. "I see! The Fourth-they just showed us-renenber?

Mani pul ate-i mmaterial . . . non-space-non-tine?"

"Ch, sure." French's face cleared. "Wiat we were doing, Babe, was blundering around in

the Fourth, nmaking a contact once in a blue noon by |uck?"

That's about it. Now, another anal ogy. Consider transformation of coordinates-polar into
Cartesian, three-dinensional into two-dimensional, and so on. Wat a conpetent

operator in the Fourth actually does is nanipul ate non-space-non-tinme attributes in such
a way as to construct a matrix that is both three- and four-dinensional. Anal ogous to
light-particle and/or wave. You follow?"

"Perfectly,"” the Frenches said in unison. "Four on our side, three on the non-psi's side,
with perfect coupling.”

"You |l ost May and ne there," Flem ng said. "However, you would, of course . . . but I
under stand nmuch better now why we four work together so well. I'll venture an

anal ogy- poor, perhaps-May scouts out ahead, in a mllion directions at once. | follow

behi nd, sonetinmes pushing and soneti nes putting on the brakes."
"And steering the sled!" May exclained. "I see, now, too-that's the way it works!"

"Cl ose enough," Deston said. "Now. Thought patterns are as individual as fingerprints or
the shape of one snowfl ake or one instantaneous pattern in a kal ei doscope. Wat two
telepaths do is not tune one mnd to the other. Instead, each one of a very |arge nunber
of filaments of thought-all under control, renmenber-touches its opposite nunber, thus
setting up a pattern that has never existed before and will never exist again. "

"I get it!" French exclainmed. "Reading a non-psi‘'s nmind will be a strictly one-way street.
Wel | have to go through the matrix-which doesn't exist in telepathy -and match whatever
pattern we find on the other side -which won't change."

"That's right-we hope! Now you can go."

They went; and this tine the traffic-manager's mnd was w der open to inspection than
any book coul d possibly be. To be conparable, every page of such a book woul d have
to be placed in perfect position to read and all at once!

Paul a stood it for sonething over one second, then broke the |inkage with what was
al nrost a scream "Stop it!"

She drew a deep breath and went on, nore quietly, "I'mglad it's you who will have to do
that, Babe, not |I. That was a worse thing than anything a Peeping Tom coul d ever do.
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It's shaneful -nonstrous-it's positively obscene to do a thing like that to anyone, for any
reason. "

"Why, Paula, that was fun!" May excl ai ned.
"But Babe," Paula said, "that was nothing like telepathy ... but of course if wouldn't be."

"COf course. In telepathy the exchange of information is voluntary and sel ective. This way,
the poor devil doesn't stand a chance. He doesn't even know it's happening."

Paul a frowned. “Poor devil' is the exactly correct choice of words. Are you going to
have to use us like that on the other poor devils you are going to. . . | can't think of a
word bad enough.”

"No. | just tried it. | can do it alone now, perfectly. But that's the way it is; opening new
cells and | earning new techniques. | had the latent capabilities. You others did, too."

"I can, but if you think I ever will you're conpletely out of your mind," Barbara decl ared,
and Paul a agreed vigorously.

But | want to and | can't/" My wailed. "Why oh why can't | grow up faster!"”

"W don't want you to grow up at all, sweetie," French said. "W don't want to | ose our
spark-plug. Ever think of that angle?"

"Babe, will | really have to | eave this Funny Four then?"

"You'll not only have to, you'll want to,'
i mut able facts of life."

Deston replied, soberly. "That is one of the

"Ckay, this is lots nore fun than being old would be, anyway. What'll we try next, Paul a?"

"I'd like to go back up into the Fourth Nune and really explore it-turn it inside out-that is,
if there's nothing nore inportant at the nonent?" Paul a quirked an eyebrow at Deston

There was not. Goodbyes were said, and prom ses were made to neet soon and often,
and the Destons 'ported thensel ves away.

Maynard call ed a special neeting of the Board to order and said, "Since you all know

what the Tellurian situation is, politically and otherwise, | won't go into it. It seens to
sonme of us, however, that this recent disaster may not be a disaster at all; that, if we
pl ay our cards properly, we nay be able to secure nuch better results than if our

bl ockade of Tellus had succeeded.

"Wth all threat of nuclear warfare renoved, WestHem s so-call ed defense spending wll
stop; in fact, much of it has already stopped. Ordinarily, this would not he a bl essing,
since business would slunp into a rapidly accel erati ng dowmward spiral. A bad

recession, or even a severe panic, would follow Any such result could be avoided, of
course, if WestHem s government would cut taxes in the full anpunt of defense spending;
hut has any one of you an inmagination sufficiently elastic to enconpass the idea of that
governnent giving up half its incone and firing that many hundreds of thousands of
political hangers-on?"

There was a burst of scornful |aughter.

"Mne isn't, either. As you know, defense stocks are already plumeting. They are

dropping the limt every day. Due to public panic, they will continue to drop to a point
bel ow-in sone cases to a point nuch bel ow the actual value of the properties. | propose
that we start buying before that point is reached. Not enough to support the market, of
course; just enough to control it at whatever rate of decline the specialists will conpute
as being certain to result in our gaining control

"Havi ng gai ned control of the |argest-excuse ne, |I'mgetting ahead of mnyself. | assure
you that this programis financially feasible. | amauthorized to say that in addition to
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Gal Bank, whose statenents you all get, Deston and Deston, Warner Ql, Interstellar, and
Galactic Metals will all put their treasuries behind this project." There was a burst of
appl ause.

"Since we are very large hol ders of these stocks already, there is no doubt that we can
obtain control. We will then re-hire all the personnel who have been |aid off and convert
to the production of |uxury goods, preferably of the nore expensive and | ess durable
types. W will finance the purchase of these goods ourselves . "

This time, they clapped and whistled and stanped their feet.

and put on a massive advertising canpaign for such basic spending as
noder ni zati on, new housing, and so on. Al of this, however, will be secondary to our
mai n purpose. None of you have realized as yet that this is the first chance we have ever
had of formng a political party and actually electing a governnent of WestHemthat will
govern it......

There was a storm of applause that |asted for five mnutes. Then Maynard went on

"The Board seens to be in favor of such action. M. Stevens Spehn, who has clone a
great deal of work on the political aspects of this idea, will now take the floor."

Chapter 17
PUNSUNBY' S WORLD

Many parsecs distant fromthe remptest outpost of civilization there was a planet known

to its inhabitants only as The Wrld. The Wrld and everything pertaining to it, including
the People and the Sun and the Mons and the little night-lights in the sky, had been
created by The Conpany on Compday, January First in the Year One; and this day-al so

a Conpday, of course-was the two hundred twenty sixth anniversary of that date: Jan. 1,
226. There was no cel ebration or cerenony-in fact, there were no words in the | anguage

to express any such concept-but, since it was Conpday, all Operators worked only half

a shift.

In the Beginning the Conpany had decreed that there were to be three hundred eighty
four days (plus an extra Conpday, to be announced by the Hi ghest Agent, once every
few years) in each year. Each year had twel ve nonths; each nonth four weeks; each
week ei ght days Conpday, Sonday, Monday, Tonday, Wonday, Thurday, Furday, and

Surday. Al Operators were to work exactly half of each of those days except Conpday,
upon which they were to work only a quarter; the other quarter was to be devoted to
bei ng happy and to thinking pleasant thoughts of the Conpany, of its goodness in
furnishing themall with happiness and with life and its conforts.

No other World had ever been created or ever would be, nor any other People. The
Conpany and The World conprised the Cosmic All.

The Worl d had not changed and it never woul d change; The Conpany had so decreed.

Not to the People directly, of course; the Company was an i mmaterial, omiscient,

omi potent entity that, except in the matter of punishment, dealt with People only through
Conpany Agents. These Agents were not People, but were supernmen and superwonen

far above People; so far above People that the | owest-caste Conpany Agents had qual -

ities that not even the highest-caste Peopl e could understand.

Upon very rare occasi ons the Conpany, whose symbol was A A AAAAA appeared in

a formof flesh to the H ghest Agent, the Conptroller General of The Wrld, whose
synbol was AAAAAAB;, and, enitting the pure nercury-vapor Light of the Conpany
and in the sight and the hearing of the highest-caste Conpany Agents, uttered sacred
Conpany Orders.

Conpany Agents of various high castes transmtted these Orders to the Managers, who
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told the Assistant Managers, who told the Chiefs, who told the Assistant Chiefs, who told
the Heads, who told the Assistant Heads, who told the Forenen, who told the Shift

Bosses, who told the | ower-caste People who were the Qperators what to do and saw

toit that they did it.

At the time of the Wirld's creation The Conpany had issued a three-fold Prinme Directive;
whi ch was inmutable and eternal: ALL PEOPLE MUST: 1) Be happy. 2) Produce nore
and nore People. 3) Produce nmore and nore Goods.

If a Person obeyed these three injunctions all his life, his immterial Aura-the thing that
made himalive, not dead, and that nade himdifferent fromall other Persons-when he
becane dead was absorbed into the Conpany and he woul d be happy forever

On the other hand, there were a few who did not followthe Prine Directive literally and
exactly. These were the mals-the nmal contents, the mal adjusts, the mal efactors-the
t hi nkers, the questioners, the unbelievers -the unhappy for any cause. They were bl asted
out of existence by the Conpany itself and that was the end of them auras and all

And that was fair enough. Every Person was born into a caste. He grew up in that caste.

He was trained to do what his ancestors had done and what his descendants woul d do.

He had children in that caste, all of whom becane of it. He lived his whole life in that
caste and died in it. That was, is, and ever shall be the way of life, and that is precisely
the way it should be: for in pure order, and only in pure order, lies security; and in
security, and only in security, lies happiness; and happiness is the First Consideration of
the Prime Directive. Mals of all kinds are threats to order, to security, and to happi ness;
therefore all mals nust die. So it was, is, and ever shall be. Selah. It is witten.

Following the Prinme Directive was easy enough; for nost people, in fact, easier than not
following it. Since happiness was sinply the state of not bei ng unhappy, and there was
nothing in the normal life to be unhappy about, happi ness was the norm

Produci ng People, too, was a normal part of life. Furthernore, since the Conpany

puni shed pre-fam |y sexual experience with Conpany wath just a few volts short of

death, the family state brought a new and different kind of happi ness. Every femal e
Person's job assignment was to produce, between the ages of eighteen and thirty, ten
children, and then to keep on running her fanmly unless and until she was transferred to
sonme other job. Since every nubile girl wanted a man of her own, and since children were
a source of happiness on their own account, not one wonan in a thousand had to be

brai nwashed at all to really like the job of running a famly.

And as for produci ng Goods-why not? That was what People were created for, and that

was all that nen were good for-except, of course, for fathering children. Al so, there was
much happi ness to be had in keeping a nmachine right at the peak of performance, turning
out, every shift, an over-quota of passes and an under-permttance of rejects-zero
rejects being always the target.

No Person in his right m nd ever even thought of wondering what the Goods he produced
were for, or what becanme of them That was Conpany busi ness and thus
i nconprehensi bl e by definition

On this Conpday forenoon, then, in a vast nmachineshop in City One of the Wrld, a
young nman was hard at work-sitting at ease in a formfitting chair facing an

i nstrunment - board having a hundred-odd dials, neters, gauges, lights, bells, whistles,
buzzers, and what-have-you

Qccasionally a green light would begin to shade toward amber and a buzzer woul d begin

to talk to himin Mrse code; whereupon he woul d get up, wal k around back of the board

to his machine, and make al nost inperceptible manual adjustments until the conpl ai ni ng
monol og stopped. If, instead of stopping, the signal had turned into a Kl axon blare, he
woul d have been nmanufacturing rejects, but he was far too good a machi ner to make:

any such error as that. He hadn't turned out a single reject in eighteen straight shifts. He
knew everything there was to be known about his machi ne-and the fact that he knew
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practically nothi ng whatever el se had never bothered hima bit. Wy should it have? That
was precisely the way it should be in this, the perfect Wrld: that was precisely what the
al | - power ful Conpany had decr eed.

He was of nedium hei ght and nediumbuild; trimy, smoothly muscular; with |arge,

strong, and exquisitely sensitive hands. He had a shock of rather unkenpt brown hair,

clear gray eyes, and a lightly-tanned, unbl em shed skin. lie wire the
green-and-white-striped coveralls of his caste-Mchiner Second-and around his neck, on

a hard-alloy chain, there hung a large and fairly thick | ocket. This | ocket, which had been
put on himone mnute after he was born and which his body would wear into the

crematorium and which-he firmy believed-could not be opened or rempved without

causi ng his death, had seven letters of the English al phabet cut deeply into its face. This
group of letters-VTJ ES OQ-was his synbol. As far as he knew, the only purpose of

the | ocket was to make hi m permanently and unni stakably identifiable.

At twelve o' clock noon the machi ne stopped; for the first time in exactly one week. At the
sanme time he heard the sound of fast-stepping hard heels and turned to see a Conpany

Agent approaching himthe first Agent to come to himin all his twenty years of life. This
Agent was a young fenml e, whose spectacular build was spectacul arly displayed by a

sl eevel ess, very tight yellow sweater and even tighter black tights. Her boots, laced to
the knees, were of fire-engine-red | eather. Her short-bobbed hair was deep russet brown

in color. Low on her forehead bl azed the green jewel of her rank. This jewel, which
resenbl ed nore than anything else a flaring green spotlight about the size of a half dollar
pi ece and not much thicker, was nounted in platinumon the platinumdrop-piece of a

pl ai n pl ati num headband. Under her sweater she, too, wore a | ocket; upon which was
engraved the synbol ACB A AB A

Be happy, Veety!" the Agent snapped.

"Be happy, Agent." The machiner raised his arms and put both hands flat on the top of
hi s head.

"At ease, Veety! Follow ne!"

Wiirling on the ball of her left foot, she led the way down a narrow corridor; sharp right
into a wi der one; sharp left into the main hall and straight into the crowd of operators
going off shift. She did not even slow down -the crowd di ssol ved away from her |ike

magi c. They Jell all over thenselves to get out of her way; for to touch a Conpany

Agent, however accidentally or however lightly, was to receive a blast of Conpany wath
that, while not pernmanently harnful, was as intolerable as it was inexplicable.

Thr ough the huge archway, along a w de wal kway she led him to the second archway on
the right. She stopped and whistled sharply through her teeth. The exiting operators
stopped in their tracks, put hands on heads, and stood notionl ess.

"VTJ RSY X-forward!" she snapped, and a green and-white-coveralled, well-built
girl-People had to be good physical specinmens or they did not Iive to grow up-cane up to
within a few feet of the Agent and stopped. She was neither apprehensive nor pleased;

mer el y acqui escent.

"Be happy, Veety!" "Be happy, Agent."
"Job transfer. Cone with ne and this other veety to that aircar over there."

The Agent slipped lithely into the single front seat of the vehicle, at the controls; the two
Machi ners Second got into the back seat. The aircar bulleted upward, screaned across

City One to Suburb Ten, and dropped vertically downward to a high-G landing on the

beautifull y-kept grounds of a small plastic house.

"Qut," the Agent said, and |led the couple into a |large, confortably-furnished |iving room
"Stand there . hold hands . . . VT J RS Y X-job transfer. You're eighteen today, so you
stop machinering and start running a fanmily. Pernmanent assignnent. The Conpany

knows that you two know each other and |ike each other. That liking will now becone
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| ove. The Conpany knows all."

"The Company knows all," the two intoned in unison, solemly.

"Press your right thunmbs here . . . you are mated for life. This house is

your s- permanently. Four roons and bath to start. It's expandabl e; one additional room
per child. Here are your famly coupon books; throw your single-person ones into the

di sposer. This special mating coupon gives you free time fromnow until hour seventeen,
when you go to the band concert at Shell N neteen. Amuse yourselves, you two." The
Agent smiled suddenly, a smile that made her hard young face human and beauti f ul

"Have fun-in the bedroom perhaps? Be happy, both of you." The Conpany Agent

executed a snappy about-face and strode toward the door.

"Be happy, Agent," the new yweds said; and, as the door closed, went into each others

ar .
They anused thensel ves and were very happy i ndeed. They were still very happy whil e,

as hour seventeen neared, they wal ked, arns around each other, toward Bandshel

Ni neteen. A man of their own caste, an older man, fell into step beside them
"I'mVTBLQQM" he introduced hinself. "I found out a thing after bed-hour |ast night

that everybody has got to know.

"Shut up!" the young man barked. "W don't want to know one single damm thing that we
don't know already." "But listen!" the stranger whispered, intensely. "This is inportant!
The nost inportant thing that ever happened in the World! There's a neeting tonight-1"11
pi ck you up-but | tell you this right now There ain't any such thing as the Conpany. It's
just those danmm snotty Agents and they're just as hunan as we are; they've been

suckering us all our lives. If we had the gadgetry they've got we could knock themall off
and t ake . "

"Shut up!" the girl screaned, and sprang away fromhimin horror. "You're a mal-you're
unhappy-that means death!"

"Death, hell!" cane the whispered snarl. "I got the straight dope-the real poop-Iast night
and I'mstill alive, ain't I? W're going to get sonme special insulation tonight and |I'm goi ng
to grab one of those high nosed bitches of Agents and choke her plunmb to death after 1.

The man st opped whi spering and screanmed in utterly unbearabl e agony. H s every
muscle withed and twi sted, convul sively and inpossibly. After a few seconds his body
sl unped bonel essly to the pavenent; |inp, notionless, dead.

"How terrible," the girl remarked, in a perfectly matter-of-fact tone of voice. Then, with
arns agai n around each other and as blissful as before, the two |overs stepped over the
body and went on their interrupted way. Mals had no right whatever to live. Therefore the
Al -Wse, All-Powerful Conpany had put that mal to death. Everything was perfect, in this
their perfect Wrld.

And in one mnute flat a ground-car, a light-truck type, came up beside the corpse and
stopped. Two husky nen, wearing the dark-gray-on-light-gray of Sanitationers Fourth,
got out of it, picked the body up, and tossed it nonchalantly into the back of their truck.

Perce and Cecily Train 'ported the Explorer to a point in space well outside Pluto's orbit;
wel | out of detector range of any of the strange warshi ps engl obing Earth. Aboardship

this tinme, in addition to the regular conpl enent of spacenen and psiontists, were a

coupl e of dozen graduates of the University, who were making the trip for advanced

st udy.

"If any of us'd thought of it and if we'd stayed and if we'd had the techni ques we've got
now, we coul d've 'ported bonbs aboard those jaspers and bl own 'em clear out of the
ether," Train said, while they were getting ready to go to work.
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"One ifs enough, why use three?" Deston countered. "But | got a ot better idea than that

one, especially since Bobby is just slightly allergic to killing people in job lots. W'll find
out where they conme from 'port each one of 'emback to his own house, tuck himgently

into his own bed and present all those nice subspacers to Fleet Admiral Guerdon Dann,

with the conplinments of the University of Psionics-for a snmall consideration, of course."

"Now you're chirping, birdie!" Barbara exclainmed. "You do get an idea once in a while,
don't you? That one is really a dilly. Ready, everybody? Let's go."

They went . . . and they studied . . . and the nore they studied the nore baffled they
becane. The captains of the ships were, to a man, from Tellus. They were based on
Teneriffe.

Deston shot the linked mnds to the planet Teneriffe. The base was there-an i mense

one-but that was all it was. Just a base. There were no facilities to build nuch of

anything; to say nothing of such an i mense conplex as woul d be necessary to produce
any inmportant part of that fleet.

Few of the captains had even wondered where the war-ships had been built. What
difference did that make? That, or anything el se pertaining to |logistics or supply, was
none of their business.

The Vice-Admirals and Admirals had wondered; but, since they had not been told, none
of them had ever asked. Asking inpertinent questions was a thing that sinply was not
done.

The Fleet Adniral did not know, neither did the Base Commander on Teneriffe. They got
their orders via nondirectional subspace radio fromthe Conpany of the World= Wrld,"

of course, neaning Earth. It wasn't only a conpany, really, it was a new governnent, stil
very QI and TS, that was going to take over Tellus and all the planets, they both
supposed. They had the power to do it, so why not? To any hard-nosed nan of war

mght is right, and if they wanted to play it cosy and call thensel ves The Conpany of the
Wrld that was all right, too.

And as for the | ower echelons ..

"My ... God. . . ." Cecily said slowy, aloud, into the dense silence that had | asted through
a long fifteen mnutes of stupefied investigation. "The Eternal, Omiscient, Omipotent,

Omi present Conpany created the Wrld and the People on Conpany- Conpany Day,

that is-January First of the Year One. No other World nor any other People-capitalized,

pl ease note, even in thought-ever were created or ever will be. WII|l sonme or one of you

nice people please tell nme what in all the infinite reaches of all the incandescent and
viridescent hells of all total space we have got ourselves into now?" "I'l|l never know,
Curly." Deston, who had been holding his breath for a good two minutes, let it all out at
once. "And the poor dunb neatheads believe that conmet-gas with every cell of their

mnds . . . and take everything that's going on right in stride-it's all Conpany busi ness
and as such is naturally inconprehensible to the mnd of man . . . "My God!' is correct,
Curly. Check."

But | ook! Look in here!" Barbara put in, excitedly. "Not the caste system above

i t-Conpany Agents! Angels, suppose? O sonething? None here with the Fleet; all back
on the World. Those spotlight-jewels gorgeous! |'d |ove to wear one of those nyself.
Power packs, do you think?"

"Maybe, " Jones said. "That's certainly something we'll have to |l ook into. But what do we
do now, Babe?"

"I know what |'mgoing to do-report to the boss in person-you people stay right here "til |
get back." Deston di sappear ed.

Maynard was al one, so Deston 'ported hinself uncerenoniously into the private office. "I
don't want even Doris in on this until you let her in," he explained, then reported
ever yt hi ng.

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....ace%20V0l%201%20-%20Subspace%20Explorers.txt (101 of 123) [10/15/2004 2:30:26 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20%20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%20SubSpace%620V ol %201%20-%20Subspace%20Expl orers.txt

As he listened, Maynard's face turned gray.

"So you see, chief,"” Deston concluded, "it's an unholy nmess. Wat was it you said? A
planet . . . “run for years in a way that woul d make the robber barons of old sick at the
stomach.' You said it. You certainly said it. Have you got any idea as to who could be
monst er enough to pull a stunt |ike that?"

"More than an idea, son. This explains a lot of things |'ve wondered about, but | couldn't
let ny mind run wild enough. Two of 'emare why Plastics, one of the biggest of the big,

never played ball, and how they got that way. It's Plastics, and Lord Byron Punsunby is
head man."

That makes sense, so I'll do a flit. . . ."

"Not yet ... that's such a staggering thing . . . what year is it, of theirs?"

"Two hundred twenty six."

"Un... um... m Call it nine generations. At their breeding rate, with a start of only a few
hundred t housand, they'll have population. The first three or four generations woul d know
sonet hing, but by falsification of records, history, and so on ... and no press ... brain-
washi ng and hypnosis ... it could be done. Definitely. So they've had at |east five
generations of . , . of

"OF serfs. A perfect serf set-up.”

"Check. And one of their castes is of top-notch engi neers who don't know anything el se
and put everything they've got into it. And castes of scientists and so on."

"That's right. As a "troncist |I"'mhere to testify that that |ocket is one beautiful job of work.
Transmits everything except what the guy ate for breakfast, and naybe even that."

"To Central Intelligence ... each checked as frequently as desired . . . or even recorded

God, what a systeml" Maynard shook his head. "And those Conmpany Agents. Specia
castes, too. Charged, of course. Insulated boots. Magic no end. They could even live in a
charged environnent."

"Could be. | told you, it's a nell of a hess."

"One nore thing. You've never thought of the real problemhere, apparently. How can
we- how can anybody-rehabilitate any race that has been driven that far off coarse?"

Deston's jaw dropped. "Huh? Www It's a little soon, though isn't it, to have to think about
t hat ?"

"I''l'l have to think about it, |I'mafraid, whether | want to or not . . . but that's nore in ny
departnent than yours, | suppose . . . well, I'Il let you go now. Thanks for reporting
Good | uck."

"Leek, chief. 'Bye," and Deston 'ported hinmself back into the main | ounge of the Explorer.

Since the Plastics Building was one of the largest office buildings on Earth, it was very
easy to find; and it was even easier to find the blatantly magnificent private office of
"Lord" Byron Punsunby, the president of Plastics Incorporated. Deston got into his mnd
and put it through the winger. Punsunby knew a great deal that was new. He knew all

about the business end-by what devious routes the goods were snuggled into the

mar kets of Earth, how and through what underground channels they were sold, how

incredi bly vast the hidden hol dings of Plastics were, and how all this skullduggery had
been perforned-but even he did not know the general direction from Sol of Plastics'
ultra-secret planet, The Wrld, which had never been given a nane.

It was and had al ways been Conpany policy that no Tellurian should know The World's
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coordinates. Only two living nmen were to know them the Conptroller General of the
Worl d, who cane to Earth to report to Punsunby after the close of business of each of
The Worl d's cal endar quarters; and the captai n-who was al so the only navigating

of ficer-of the one ship that ever nmade the direct run from The World to Earth and back
There were only two records of those figures in existence; one in each of the persona
saf e-deposit boxes of those two nen.

Deston kept on reading. Yes, there were a few unschedul ed vists; nore than he |iked of
late ... he didn't like to use subspace radio, it could be tapped ... changing conditions ..
trouble .

AM That was what Deston wanted. There hadn't been enough generations yet to w pe

out all the genes of throwbacks to the independent, intractable type. Conditioning m ght
not hold; it was possible that sone of them were even smart enough to pose as

tractable, although the electronicists swire that their instruments were far too sensitive
and conprehensive for that. Watever the cause, in any case of real trouble checking the

| ockets even once every day wasn't enough. Cccasionally Punsunby hinself had to go to

The Wrld to order whatever steps mght have to be taken to be sure of the elimnation

of all mals before too much harm was done

Deston pull ed back and set his jaw. "Now ain' t that a dam sonething!" he gritted. "Well,

the regular quarterly visit is only twelve clays away-and naybe there'll be an
enmergency-1 hope!-so we'll sit here and keep Lord Byron under surveillance every
mnute. | know you girls don't like this kind of Peeping Tomm ng, so you'll be excused.
Per ce?"

"Sure." "Here?" "Ckay by ne."

"That's three. Talk to sone of the graduates, will you, Perce, so we won't have to maker
the shifts too long? I'lIl take the first shift, starting now "

Chapter 18

HUNCHERS

COVPANY AGENT A CB A AB A was a busy girl. She mated a dozen nore coupl es

that afternoon, then shot her aircar out to Suburb Fourteen, which was under

construction. It was a beautiful layout, the girl thought, as she brought her car to a halt
and | ooked the suburb over froma height of ten thousand feet. Rolling, heavily-woded
hills, a nice |ake sparkling in the sunshine, and two wi nding streams. Lovely | andscaping
and curving, contoured drives. Over sixteen hundred of its two thousand hones shoul d be
done now but were they? There wasn't a single house on Thirtieth Drive yet!

Frowni ng, she took a nap of the suburb out of a conpartnent and scanned it. Then she
conpared it carefully with the terrain below. There was no one at work there this

aft ernoon, of course, but she knew the call-code of the foreman of the project, so she
punched it forthwth.

Her screen brightened, showi ng the head and shoul ders of a man, who put both hands
flat on his head and said, "Be happy, Agent."

"Be happy, Kubey! You're 'way, 'way behind sked on Sub Fourteen. How come?"

"I know, Agent, but there wasn't a thing | could do about it. Five of ny best people went
mal on ne | ast week and the replacenents they sent ne were absolute gristle-heads. A
five of "emfouled up their machines so bad | had to get a whole crew of

"That's enough. Be happy, Kubey!" "Be happy, Agent."

She snapped the set off and gnawed at her lower lip. An Agent didn't yap at damm stupid
dumb jerks of People-it wouldn't do any good to, anyway, they didn't know anything -A B
FADAAws the lout who'd let this job get all fouled up-she'd do her yappi ng high
enough up so it mght do sone good. She punched buttons viciously and a bl ue-jewel ed,
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billiard-ball-bald man grinned at her.

"Keep your tights on, Acey," the Blue advised her, before she could say a word. "The
Wrld is not coming to an end."

"But what the hell's with it, Sub Fourteen being so damm far m nus on sked?" she
demanded. "Keep on fouling off and I'"'mgoing to have to start installing on it before it's
fini shed!"

"So what? There'll be all the finished houses you'll need, |ong before you'll need 'em so

" '"So what?' " she al nost screaned. "Because it never happened before w th anybody
el se and because it's absolutely contra-Regs, that's what! And you know it as well as
do! I1t's your business to keep ahead of ne, and by . "

Shut up!" The man's grin had di sappeared; his face was stern and cold. "I know ny
busi ness as well as you know yours, Acey."

"Well, then, why . . . Oh! But Abie, if you're having as much nmal trouble as that, why
didn't you tell me?" "You just said why not. It's Abie business, not Acey, so just keep
your tights on. And keep all this under your headband if you don't want to get hopped
bow | egged. " He cut cam and after a nmonent of |ip-biting indecision, she did the sane.

Then, shruggi ng her shapely shoul ders, she set course for Suburb One and the i Mmense
apart ment house in which she and ei ght-hundred-odd other AC s |lived. She |anded on the
roof, parked her little speedster in its stall, and wal ked a hundred yards or so to a
canopi ed, but unguarded hole with a stainless-steel pipe energing fromit. She slid
unconcernedly down the slide-pole's three-hundred-foot length to the thirty fourth floor,
where the general offices were. She wal ked seventy yards along a main corridor, turned
left into a narrower one, went fifty yards along that, and turned left again into a | arge
room hal f full of desks. Some twenty girls, of about her own age and size-and with pretty
much her own spectacul ar shape-and as many young nen, were already there. Some

were at desks, working; sone were at scanners, studying; some were sitting or standing

by couples or in groups, talking or playing ganes; sonme singles were reading. All wore
the headlight-like green jewels. The girls all wore the sane uniformshe did; the men all
wore yel | ow whi pcord battle-jackets, black whipcord breeches, and high-Iaced

red-| eat her boots.

"H, Bee-ay!" one of the nmen called. (Since everyone in the house was an Acey, other
|l etters of each synmbol were used infra-house). "You junp a nean kni ght; conme on over
and play ne sone chess."

"Not enough tine on the chron, Apey, |'ve got to red-tape it for a good hour yet," and she

strode purposefully to her desk

She had hardly seated hersel f, however, when a big, good-Ilooking, fair-haired young
fell ow came over and perched hi p-wi se on the corner of her desk

"H, beautiful,"” he said, swinging one big boot in a small arc. "Wt do you know for rea
sure that's new?" "Hi, Crip-nmental, that is-nothing at all. Should I?" "Hope. Everything is
perfect in this our perfect Wrld." He squared his shoul ders as though he had nade a

nmonent ous deci sion and gl anced qui ckly around. No one was within earshot; no one was

paying any attention to their customary fete-d-fete.

Reaching into his pocket, he took out two soft, alnbst transparent pouches. He bent

over, pulled his |ocket out fromunder his jacket, said, "Wll, beautiful, I'll see you after,"
sl i pped one of the pouches over his |locket, tightened its drawstring, and put the now

i nsul ated | ocket back where it had been. Then, handing her the other pouch, he indicated
silently that she was to do the sane.

The girl's eyes wi dened and her face went suddenly stiff, but she pouched her |ocket and
replaced it under her sweater, between her boldly outstanding breasts. "So we're both
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mal s," she said, quietly. "Mals of the worst type-hunchers. |'ve been afraid you were, too
and you, too, for nme, | suppose . . . well, there goes the | ast secret between us-|
hope? Except | nean of course . "

He managed a grin. "OF course. As far as | know, sweetheart. Wat held nme up

was-well, | may get flamed for this, and | didn't want you to be, too ... but you' ve been
flirting with the flaners and if you go there's nothing left for me. That's the way you | ook
at it, too, isn't it?"

"OfF course, darling. | wouldn't live an hour, after. You cane out because you noticed
was goi ng off the bean?" "How could | help but notice? But | wonder-is your hunch the
same as mne? Sonething so wild-so utterly utter-that there are no words for it? That
goes, some way or other, clear up to the Conpany itself?"

"That sounds like the sane pattern, so | guess it's the sanme hunch. Sonething 'way out;
beyond all understandi ng, sense or reason. | can't get even a clue to it. But these . . . ?"
She indicated the | ockets. "Cons? Up to the Three-A' s, maybe? And you bl ocked 'enf

I'"d never have thought of anything like that-but of course girl Sciencers First don't really.

"I don't know that they're corns; | was afraid to do any testing. But | knew sonething

was riding you and | had to do sonething. But all | blocked was audio-if anybody is on us
they're getting everything else and the well-known fact that we're in love will account for
tension and so on-1 think. | suppose you've heard the gossip that twelve Aceys fromthis

house went absento -probably mal and probably flaned?"

"I'"ve heard-and with that and this horrible hunch |'ve been jittering like a witch. It got so
bad that | yapped at a Blue this afternoon-Od Baldy ABF A DA A hinself."

"Al mghty Conpany fend you!" he gasped. "You are asking for a flame!"

"Not in that, Beedy. No fear of himhowing. He can't howl. He's so far m nus sked on Sub
Fourteen that 1'mgoing to have to go contra- Regs. " She expl ai ned t he housi ng
situation...... so | could kick himright in the face and he couldn't even kick ne back
because I'mstrictly on sked. He said he'd bop me bowlegged if |I |eaked about it, but
that was all."

The man whistled softly through his teeth. "That much mal trouble?" He thought for a
monent, then threw off his dark nood. "Retrieve the insulator and slip it to nme when | get
back."

He nmoved quietly away, then canme back with appropriate noise. He resuned his fornmer
position, put both pouches into his pocket, and said, "I just had a cogent and gravid idea,
my proud and haughty beauty. How about us taking five and going down stairs and tilting

us a couple of flagons?"

"I"d love to, ny courteous and sprightly knave, but |1've sinply got to get this red tape out
first. An hour, say?"

"An hour's a date, you beautiful thing, you." He took his leg off the desk and strai ghtened
up. "l've got sonered-taping of my own to do. So, as O d Baldy would say, keep your

Beedy! Is that nice?" She l|aughed up at him two deep dinpl es appeared. "Besides, as
you very well know, | always do!"

In an hour the paper-work was done. (Wiile People all got half a shift off on Conpday,
Conpany Agents got theirs on any day other than Conpday). Bee-ay and Beedy tilted

their flagons, ate supper together, and went to their rooms. Not only to separate roomns,
but to separate w ngs of the inmrense buil di ng.

She, however, did not sleep at all well; and when she went to work Sonday norning she
was still keyed up and tense-for no real reason whatever
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The job went along strictly as usual until, at hour sixteen plus fifty, she had just finished
installing her last pair of newmates of the day and was getting into her aircar to go hone.
Wil e she was getting into the front seat a pair of heavily-insulated arms went around her
and a strong gl oved hand went over her nouth. She bit and fought, but the gl ove was
bite-proof and the man was big and fast and i mensely strong. He dragged her out of

the driver's seat and into the back, where he let her struggle; holding her only tightly
enough to prevent her escape. In the meantine a smaller nman, also dressed in a

full-coverage suit that |ooked |ike asbestos but wasn't, cut three wires of the aircar's
power supply and got into the front seat. The car shot straight up out of sight of the
ground, darted northward, and cane to ground on the flat top of a high, bare-rock nesa.

"Are you going to behave yoursel f?" the big man asked.
She nodded behind the glove and he rel eased her conpletely.

"VWhat the hell goes on?" she demanded, sitting up properly and putting her hair to rights
with her fingers. "You'll get the flane for this."

"I think not," he said, quietly. "You're not frightened, I'mvery glad to see."
Fri ghtened? Me? O any person or People ever born? H gh Conpany beyond!"

"Good girl. We've nmade a few poor picks, but you and your friend ACB Dwll make
out."

"Beedy? You've got him too? Where are you taking us, | if I may ask?" The | ast
phrase was pure sneer.

"You may not ask," was the calmreply.

Then the big man, working deftly despite his heavy gloves, lifted the girl's |ocket and cut
its chain with a heavy angl e-nose cutter. He then twi tched the band from her head, tied
the |l ocket to the band with the chain, and threw the bundle, in a high are, out and away.
VWhen it came down there was a flare of greenish brilliance brighter than the sun, the
white glare of a small pool of incandescent |ava, and after a few seconds, the odor of

vol atilized rock.

"So?" the girl asked, quietly. "So there goes a bit of Conpany power. But you . . . Ch!"
She broke off sharply as she saw the smaller man touching the aircar here and there
with the | ooped end of a heavy wire held in one gloved hand. "Ch? High resistance? How
hi gh?"

"One point two five negohns, "
doi ng you-any harm what ever."

the big man said. "W have no intention whatever of

"You know, some way or other, |'ve rather gathered that?" and she extended a
beautifully-shaped bare armfor the wire's touch. A mnute later, while both nmen were
sheddi ng their insulation, she spoke again. "You' re going to give ne sone explanation of
all this, | suppose?"

"W are indeed, Mss Acey Bee-ay, as soon as we get to where we're going and your
friend joins us. It's altogether too | ong and too deep and too involved to go into twice for
the two of you. W'll take off now "

The aircar went straight up to twelve thousand feet, then hurtled north northeast at its top
speed. It held course and speed for over three hours. It crossed nountain ranges, |akes,
forests, and rivers. Finally, however, it slanted sharply downward, slowed, stopped, and
descended vertically into a canyon-a crevasse, rather but little wi der than the car was

long and half a nile deep

It Ianded near a man wearing a greenish-gray uniform who had a sidearmin a hol ster at
his hip. This guard saluted crisply and put his hand against a slight projection of the rock,
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wher eupon a section of the canyon's wall swung inward, revealing a |ong, straight,
brightly lighted tunnel. The three got out of the car and the guard stepped aside, draw ng

hi s weapon as he did so. "As usual," the big man told the guard. "It's harmess and its
transm tters have been cut. You won't need the artillery." He glanced quizzically at the
girl. "WIIl he'?" "No," she said, flatly. "I know that you can handl e ne al one. You know as

much judo as | do and you're a | ot bigger."
"Excellent) In, then. It's about a nle. W walk."

The three wal ked into and along the tunnel; with the girl, under no restraint, between the
two nen.

After wal king the indicated nmile they cane to what | ooked |like-and in fact was-the
entrance to a thoroughly nodern building. They went in and the big man, after dism ssing
his smal | er conpani on, ushered the girl into a small, plainly-furnished office.

"They aren't here yet, | see. Take a chair, please." He sat down behind the desk. "Wl
wait here; it won't be very long."

Nor was it. In about fifteen mnutes the door opened and three gray-unifornmed nen, one

of them pushing a wheel ed chair, entered the office. Beedy, w thout headband or I ocket,

was chained to the chair. His uniformwas tomoff, both eyes woul d soon be

bl ack-and- bl ue "shiners,"” and his flesh was puffy and bruised, but he was still full of fight.
When he saw the girl, however, he stopped struggling instantly and stopped her with a

word as she | eaped to her feet, screaned, and ran toward him

"I'f you'd used your brain, meathead," he said, glaring between swollen lids at the man
behi nd the desk, "and told your gorillas to tell ne you had her here, it would' ve saved all
five of us sone |unps."

"Well, | can't think of everything," the big man adnmitted. "I did tell her we had you, cone
to think of it, which perhaps accounts for her cooperation." He studied his three nen. The
smal | est one of themwas of B D's size, but each of the three bore nore marks of battle
than did the captive. "I was not informed that you are such an expert at unarnmed conbat.
Free him you, and get out. Wth the chair."

"Free hin?" one of the captors protested. "Wy, he'll . . ." and one of the others broke,
in:

"But he damm near killed Big Pietr, boss-they're taking himup to sick-bay now, and . . ."

"You heard ne,’
three obeyed.

the boss said, without raising his voice a fraction of a decibel, and the

As the door closed, the two went into each other's arns, the girl npaning over her lover's
wounds.

"It's all right, now that | know you aren't hurt. You aren't, are you?"

No, not the least bit, in any way," she assured him "But they hurt you, and if you think .

"Hush, sweetheart, listen. | got nore of themthan they did of ne, so, with you here safe,
if they won't carry a grudge | won't." He cocked a bl ood-clotted eyebrowwith a slight
wi nce-at the man behind the desk. "No grudge, | take it?"

"Spl endi d? No grudge at all."

B Dturned to B A "Wasn't this in your hunch?" he asked.

"Your getting all beat up certainly wasn't, but the rest of it . . . well, | guess it could fit
t he
pattern . . . but don't try to tell me it was that clear in yours, either!"”
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"I won't; but it does fit the pattern.”

"You two are far and away the best we've found yet," the man at the desk said then
"Since I'mgoing to be your instructor, you may as well start calling nme "Basil." "Bay-sill?
That doesn't make sense,” the girl said.

"I't's ny nane. We don't use synbols-1'Il go into that |later. You are beginning to realize
that your know edge and experience have left you al nost entirely ignorant of man, of

nature, and of the cosnps. Exposure to that know edge will be such a shock to your

m nds that you will feel nuch better together than apart. To that end, would you like to be

married-'mate,' is your word for it-imediately?"
"But we can't," the girl said. "Not for half a year yet" "Sure we can, and we will," B D
said. "My hunch is that the Conpany is getting the flame. . . ." He hesitated slightly and

shivered, but went on doggedly, "and that you have already captured at |east twelve
ot her Conpany Agents wi thout getting flaned yourselves. Is that right, Bay-sill?"

"Very pleasingly right. Twenty, so far, have been able to withstand the inpact of the truth

and remain sane ... but none of themare anything like in your class ... you nust both be
mal s. "
He gl anced at them questioningly, but neither made any response and he went on. "If so,

I hope to persuade you to help us look for others Iike you. Now, before | take you

upstairs to the sick-bay and thence to your suite, where you will find clothing and so on, |
am going to give you sonme of the basic elenents of the truth. | shall give themto you
brutally straight. You will be shocked as you have never believed it possible to be

shocked. You will not be able to understand any part of it at first, but you nust not ask
me any questions until tonorrow nmorning, when | will begin instructing you in detail. By
that tinme you will have given the matter sufficient thought so that you will be able to ask
intelligent questions. You wish to marry each other, you said?"

"W certainly do!"

"Spl endi d! You can nake decisions, as well as think. | have very high hopes indeed of
you two. After the short visits | nentioned | will arrange for your wedding. Then, if you
wi sh, you may dine and retire to your suite until eight hours tonorrow

"Now for your first introduction to the truth. This world is not the only world in existence
and you peopl e -you upper echelons are just as much people as those you cal

Peopl e-are not the only people. There are thousands of nillions of other worlds, nore or
less like this one, throughout an imensity of space so vast as to be beyond imagi ni ng.
There are thousands of millions of human bei ngs-nenbers of the human race, to which

both you and we bel ong inhabiting many of those worlds. One such world, ny native

pl anet Earth, has a popul ati on of al nmost seven thousand nillion people. "Your concept of
the Conpany is conpletely false. There are hundreds of thousands of conpanies, each a
sel f-perpetuating group of nen. Not supermen in any sense, but ordinary nen |like ne.

Your conpany was and is only one of the nultitude of conpanies of Earth. It was

founded by and is still operated by a group of greedy, utterly callous capitalists-noney
men-of Earth. It was founded and is being operated specifically as a world of slave

| abor. Every person born on this world is a slave; a slave without freedom Iliberty, or
personal rights of any kind.

"W, on the other hand, represent a society of worlds of freedom!|oving people. W

have come here to liberate all the inhabitants of this world fromslavery; to enable you to

take your rightful place-and that place is yours by right-in the fellowship of all the civilized
worl ds. Qur creed, the creed of all free peoples everywhere, is this:

"W hold these truths to be self-evident, that all nen are created equal, that they are
endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable Rights, that anong these are Life,
Li berty, and the Pursuit of Happi ness.

"These things | have told you, young friends, are fundanental. They are basic. They are
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absol utely necessary prerequisites for any learning of the truth; so think themover very
carefully until tonorrow norning.

"When your instruction is conplete, | amsure that you will be glad to work side by side
with us to unite your world with our society-The Union of Soviet Socialist Republics."

Chapter 19
DOUBLE AGENT

Back on Earth, affairs political and financial noved so fast and in such quantity that Upton
Maynard had nmore work on his hands than any one man coul d possibly do. He had to

sleep five or six hours al nost every night. Al so, he could handle those Tellurian affairs
much better if he were there in person-especially if he could drop Gal Met entirely for a
whi | e-and why not? Young Smith had plenty of jets . . . wherefore he called Snmth and

M ss Chanpion into his inner office.

"M ss Chanpi on, take notes, please. M. Eldon Jay Snith |I believe, the Executive
Vi ce-President of Galactic Metals, Incorporated?"

"That is precisely what | have the honor and privilege of being, sir." Smth put his right

hand over his heart and bowed. "As of the present nonent, sir; that is, sir, | nmean, sir."
"You'll start executing as of the present nmonent, sir," and Maynard told hi m what he had
in mnd, concluding, "So sit on the throne, hub, '"til | get back-and don't let the block Iline

drop down through the bottom of the chart."

"Drop? You ki ddi ng? Now we can get sonmething done -it'll zoomright up through the top
How about it, Dorry?" He wi nked at M ss Chanpi on, who, always the perfect First
Secretary-always, that is, in Maynard' s presence-did not w nk back. She nerely snil ed.

"But suppose | take her al ong?"
"CGo ahead. Do that. Weck the outfit. |'ve been wanting to quit and go fishing, anyway."

"Yeah. | know. | know just what |'d be wecking anyway, |'d bet on the fish. 'Bye, Don;
"bye, Doris," and Maynard strode blithely out.

The girl gave Smth a long, |evel look. "You're the only human being alive with the subline
nerve to give himthe needl e that way. Just suppose he clinbs your frane for it sone

day?"

"He set the pace, didn't he? Anyway, |'d get along." "Pfooie! Nobody could blast you out
of here with an atom ¢ bonb and everybody knows it. You really know himdon't you?
I've always thought | was the only one who did."

"I know he's the universe's best-and that these damed yes-nmen and toadi es around
here nmake him just as sicka da bel' as they do ne-and that's a great God's plenty."

"That's what | nmeant, Don ... and you're not too bad a stinker yourself, in sone ways."
For weeks, ever since they had becone psionic, a current of sonething-like electricity
pl us- had been flowi ng between these two, and it was getting stronger all the tine.

"Thanks for them kind words, Dorry. You're slipping. First thing you know you'll

"I"mnot slipping and whatever it was you were going to say, | won't. No tel epathy, no
rapport. |'ve been a career business woman ever since | was fifteen-a good one-and |I'm
going to keep on being just that."

He smiled; nore a grin than a smle. "That's the way to talk, Dorry. Strictly business. If
there's any one thing in this wide fat world | really love, it's business."

"Let's get at it, then." Mss Chanpion, now all briskly efficient FirSec, picked up her
book. "I'"Il remnd you, Mster Smith, that you are wasting tinme that is costing the
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conpany a dollar a mnute. In exactly four and one half nminutes you have an appoi nt nent
with Felton of Barbizon about. enlarging the operation there; at nine plus forty five with
Qui senberry of Belmark, ditto; at ten plus ten with Andersen of Pharnmics. "

Maynard | anded on Earth at Chicago Spaceport. He took a copter to the big old building

on M chi gan Avenue that was Gal Fed' s headquarters. Stevens Spehn's office was on the

twenty sixth floor, in front, affording a splendid view of Lake M chigan-all water clear out
to the horizon.

Havi ng sent a thought ahead, Maynard strode straight through the main office and the
FirSec's office. That smart girl, who of course listened in on everything, even -or
especi al l y?-on thought, nerely glanced up with a smle fromthe tape she was readi ng
and exchanged greetings in thought with himas he went past.

Spehn's office, vastly unlike his previous one, was small and plainly furnished. Even his
desk was small; he could, with alittle stretching, reach anything on its plate-glass top. He
was | eaning 'way back in his swivel chair, with both feet perched up on the corner of his
desk. When Maynard canme in Spehn pointed his cigarette at a huge overstuffed chair

near the desk, but facing the huge front wi ndow Maynard sat down, lighted a long, thin
cigar, crossed his | egs, and spoke aloud. "So you're rolling, Steve. So you like your

Psi Cor, eh?"

"Ch, brother!" Spehn got up, wal ked around to the ol der nman, shook him solemly by the

hand, and resunmed seat and pose. Then: "Ch ... broth ... therr! One hundred percent
convictions so far and not a possible niss in sight. Psionic Intelligence agents are things
that . . . well, maybe sone cl oak-and-dagger nen have dreaned about such things, hut

we' ve got 'em Over ten thousand already and nore coming and they're all batting a
t housand, Boss, the Big Brains claimthat while ethics is related to psionics, ethics is not
and cannot be nade an absolute. Do you buy that?"

"In the abstract, as a generalization, yes. In practice, and in the specific case of our own
culture as it nowis, perhaps not. |I mght al nost say probably not."

"Very, very cautious about going out on a linb, aren't you? So bite yourself off a piece of
this and chew on it and give your taste-buds a treat. The opposition hasn't got any
psiontists worth a tinker's toot and never will have any."

Maynard did not question this statement. Al experience had shown that any psychics of
much ability, inmediately upon perceiving the vastnesses of psionics, went to Newrars
and the University of Psionics as a matter of course. Spehn went on

"It's a truly wonderful thing to know, for certain damm sure, everything that goes on. So

we're steamrolling "emto the queen's own taste. This next election will be honest; the
ki nd of election the Founding Fathers had in mnd. Gal Fed should be in the saddle shortly
after that. OF course there'll be some fuss, but Guerd should be ready by then. You're

sti cki ng around?”

Maynard nodded. "Longer than that, Stev. Until GalFed is, both in name and in fact, THE
GALACTI C FEDERATI ON; until Tellus-a united Tellus-is both in nane and in fact the
capital of all civilization."

Spehn thought for a nonent. "That's a big order, boss, but |I wouldn't wonder if we night
be able to deliver the goods."

After half an hour nore of discussion, Maynard went up one floor and had a | ong
di scussion with Fleet Adnmiral Guerdon Dann

He then tuned his mnd to that of Li H ng Whng, who brought Feodr Ilyowicz in for a
three-way. Things were going as well as was to be expected. The Iron Curtain and the
Banboo Curtain, which had faced outward, had been replaced by Psionic Curtains facing
inward. Since the fleet englobing Earth, whatever it really was, did not seemto care
what happened to either Russia or China, there had not been very nuch effective
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opposition. People were dying, but that couldn't be hel ped. The only way progress could
be made was by killing off the conmissars and the warlords and all such corruptionists;
and, since corruption had been the way of life for centuries, reclamation would
necessarily be a sl ow process.

As each district was reclained and put under a psionic Peace-lord its people were given

as much sel f-governnent as they could handl e-which wasn't very much. They woul d have

to grow up to self-government, and that would take a low, tine. If fam ne and pestilence
did not take care of the popul ation problem popul ation control would; by birth-control and
logic if possible, by sterilization if necessary.

It was not a cheerful report; but Maynard had not expected it to be. He shrugged his

shoul ders and went on to interview every one of the nen and wonen who were handl i ng

the political canpaign. Then, last of all, he turned his attention to the financiers who were
operating in the stock narket.

The Plastics Building, in Chicago, Illinois, WstHem Tellus, occupied the entire eight
hundred bl ock west; bounded by Hal sted and Peoria Streets on the east and west, and

by Washi ngt on and Randol ph Boul evards on the south and north. Its main bulk, built of

steel -reenforced synthetics of various kinds, was eighty five stories high, and a
conparatively slender tower reached up fifteen stories higher still. This tower housed the
private offices of the Biggest of the Big of Plastics, Incorporated; and its entire top floor,
the one hundredth of the building, was devoted to the series of exceedingly private

of fices, in ascending order of privacy fromthe private elevator, of the |east accessible

man on Eart h-Presi dent Byron Punsunby hinsel f.

To say that these offices were sunptuous is to make the understatenent of the year, but
that is all that will be said. At three o' clock one Wednesday afternoon, while President
Punsunby was sitting at his nost sunptuous desk, alone in his nobst sunptuous, nost

private office, clear across the tower fromthe elevator, a call cane in on a

communi cator that was his alone, in a nish-nmash of noise and herringbone that he al one
could unscranble. He stared at it angrily for a few seconds; his big, fat body tensing, his
big, fat face stiffening, and his small blue eyes grow ng even harder than their hard wont.

He'd been getting altogether too dammed nmany calls on that comof |ate and he hadn't

i ked any one of them And this was the worst. It wasn't subspace, or even |ong distance;
it was local-and this was one purely sweet-scented hell of a tinme for himto have to | eave
Earth . . . why couldn't the ape handle a few things hinself?

He unscranbl ed the m sh-nmash; Erskine Cantwell, the Conptroller General of The
Worl d, appeared. "Where are you?" Punsunby snapped. "Spaceport?" "VYes. Just
I andi ng. "

"Conme in. I'lIl be alone."

Cantwel|l did not enter the Plastics Building by any of the usual routes. He approached it
vi a subway, opened an al nbst invisible door into the second subbasenent, wal ked al ong

a deserted hall, opened a conpletely invisible door by speaking a series of six coined
words, and took the ultra-secret elevator straight up into Punsunby's ultra-private office.

"Wel | ?" Punsunby denanded, savagely. "I told you to take whatever steps m ght prove
necessary. Wiy the hell didn't you do it, instead of comi ng here agai n?"

"What do you think?" Cantwell sneered. "That |'mhere for the fun of it? I'"'monly the

Hi ghest Agent, renmenmber? Six A's and a B, with only a violet headlight. It takes the one
and only discarnate God Hinsel f-the one and only hol der of seven straight A s-the

Al'l - Powerful and Eternal -the one and only being able to pour the pure mercury-vapor |ight
of God onto his poor dumb creatures-you, you fat-head, are the only living human bei ng
who can nodify Article Ninety of your precious Second Directive, and by all the devils in
hel | you . "

"Christ almghty!" Punsunby broke in. He had been turning not-so-slowy purple as he
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listened to this | esemmjeste, but at the words "Second Directive" his face began to pale.
"But that's the basis of the whole caste systemit's never been nodified. Things can't be
that bad, Ersk-there nust be sonme other way of handling this trouble."

"It's exactly that bad, and if you can find any other way to clean up the ness I'Il roll a
peanut from here to Bucki ngham Fountain with nmy nose. And |'ve had it. You can take
this . . ."

"Don't say it, Ersk." Punsunby got up, wal ked around the desk, and put a big hand on the
sl ender man's shoul der. "W couldn't operate wi thout you. But such a change as that
God knows where a thing like that would end."

"You're so right. That's the trouble with any rigid system" Cantwell said, rmuch nore
calmy. "When it starts to crack it's apt to shatter. But that's the way you Tops have
al ways wanted it, so you're stuck with it. So let's get at it."

"All right. 1'll have to nake a couple of calls.”

There was no nore tal k of business until they were in SU TE ONE of the subspacer
Then Punsunby said, "Go ahead, Ersk. What do you think it is?"

"I know what it is, now Sabotage. Expert, organized, directed, and highly efficient
sabotage. Worthy of the Commes at their very best."

"The Comm es? But |

"I didn't say it was and | don't think it is. | don't see howit could be. | can see only one
possibility. | never have believed in mnd readi ng; but what else can it be?"

"The @Gl axi ans." Punsunby thought for minutes. "Mental stuff-that's why you want our
mentalists to work openly with operators without |osing caste. But no person has
ever-knowi ngly, that is-has ever even seen a three-A FErsk. It'd scare "emto death."

"I't'Il have to be worse than that. They'll have to shed their pretty colored spotlights, put
on | ockets, and become operators. How the hell else can we find out what is going on?
Al we're doing now is knocking hell out of production by killing thousands of dunb

bastards who don't know whether Christ was crucified or shot in a crap game."

"Wel |, how about hiring sone of their psychics away from'en®? Price would be no
obj ect. "

"We can't. They're ethical. And if WstHem ever finds out what we're doing they' Il stop
the Earth in its tracks and throw us the hell off bodily. Don't kid yourself about this, Lord
Byron, or you'll wind up square behind the eight-ball."

Punsunby wiggled and squirmed all the way to The Worl d; but his every idea was
crushed by Cantwell's relentless logic. Therefore, as soon as the starship | anded, the
two Supreme Beings of The Wirld went directly to the i mense buil di ng housi ng
Informati on Central and donned the gorgeously-colored, heavily-jeweled regalia of their
respective positions. Punsunby sat on the splendidly ornate Throne of The Conpany;
Cantwell on a much snaller and sonewhat plainer throne at his naster's feet.

Punsunby put on a wisely beneficent smle, Cantwell pressed a hidden switch, and each

of the thousands of Agents in Information Central's vast building was bathed both in the
pure mercury-vapor Light of the Conmpany and in the warnth and abundance of the

Conpany's good will. Each put hands on head; each was suffused with happiness at this
all -too-rare personal contact with The Conpany Itself.

"Children of the Conpany-ny children-be happy," Punsunby told the raptly-1listening
thousands. "In view of the unprecedented difficulties which the Wrld is now
experiencing, The Conpany decrees that Article Ninety of its Second Directive is
anended by the addition to it of Section Fifty Six, as follows: “Al nenbers of all
Mentali st castes in category A A A are pernitted and directed to work, with no effect
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upon caste, at whatever undertakings and in whatever fashions H ghest Agent AAAAA
A B shall set up and direct.' Be happy children."

The Conpany lights all went out, the golden thrones sank down through the gol den fl oor,
and Punsunby whirled on Cantwell.

"I hope to hell that does it!" he snapped. "Now | et's shed this junk and get ne going back
to Earth!"

Deston and his crew were not interested in Punsunby hinself. Wat they wanted was the
coordi nates of The World. Thus they were on the | ookout for, and were checking up on,
every starship approaching Tellus. Thus, even before Cantwel|'s subspacer |anded, they
had | earned everything that Cantwell hinself had ever known about The Wirld and had

put the Explorer into orbit around The Wirld's sun. And thus, |long before the disguised
psychol ogi sts of The World had nmade any significant progress in their investigations, the
Gal axi ans were ready to go to work.

"Shall we take a quick peek at Information Central ?" Deston asked, "To see which of
t hose col ored- headl anped buzzards are doi ng what to whon?"

"We shall not!" Barbara declared. "If | never know exactly which button a nurderer
pushes to kill a perfectly innocent person it will be three days too soon. W can cripple
all the instrunentation of that whole Information Central without. " She paused and

frowned. "Exactly," Jones said. "That would tear it."

"Wl |, maybe," Barbara conceded. "So well hunt up whoever's causing it and put them
out of business, and then stop it. W know it isn't the Gal axians, so it nmust be the
Comuni sts. "

"If we couldn't find the place, how could they?" Deston asked. Hi s thoughts took a new
turn then, and as he thought his mnd-bl ocks began unconsciously to go up. "Ckay, we'll

hunt 'em up. We know how they work. They won't be close in-too easy to spot. They'll be
"way out sonewhere, and quite possibly underground. It will be a job, fine-toothing that
much territory, but there's a lot of us. We'll divide it up . . . like this.

It was super-sensitive Bernice who finally found the Russians' carefully-conceal ed,
deepl y-buri ed headquarters.

"Good goi ng, Bun!" Deston appl auded. Then, after a quick probe, he went on. "New
Russia! That's really one for the book. First thing, let's get those Company Agents up
here-those two there, | think, are going to be the answer to Maynard's prayer. Their

| anguage has been sort of-censored?-let's see how they take to telepathy."

ACBAand ACB D, being very strong latents and well on the way to naking psiontists
of thensel ves without even knowi ng that such a science as psiontcs existed, |earned
telepathy in seconds. More, they went into a hamrer-and-tongs m nd-to-m nd session

with the Funny Four even while the six |eaders were arguing with the other ex-Agents. A
these were | atents, however; hence, after the University of Psionics had been expl ai ned
to them they were nore or |ess eager to go. They knew |l ess of reality than even the
little that the two "hunchers" knew, but, like |atents everywhere, they did want to learn

Werefore, after Barbara had had a flashing exchange of thought with Stella Adans, the

new recruits were delivered to her in her office in the University. Beedy was still bruised
and battered, but no one-except his new wife, of course-paid any nore attention to that
than he did hinself. Everyone knew all about what had happened, and they all approved

of himand he knew it.

"Babe!" Barbara burst out then. "Wat's on your m nd? You've been bl ocking solid-give!"

"I didn't nmean to, actually, but | wouldn't wonder. | don't like the only possible answer a
bit, and you won't either. W never even heard of that planet New Russia. And how did
they find this world? |I've been racking ny brains and the only possible answer | can
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come up with is that Feodr Ilyow cz has al ways been a doubl e agent -suckering us but
good, all along."

"Ch, no!" canme a stormof protest, and Jones added, "I can't buy that bundl e, Babe.
There isn't a psiontist in the outfit. He'd be here hinself-no, he couldn't, at that-but he'd
have sonmebody on the job here.”

"You're wong, Here, he couldn't." Cecily shook her head. "Perfect Conm e technique.
When did a conm ssar ever trust a psychic as far as he could throw hin? He'd use his
know edge, yes, but he wouldn't let himget out of sight."

"That's true, Curly," Deston said. "Anyway, al
Communi st Russi a!" Bernice broke in.

"But just |ook at what he's doing to

"He has to, or he wouldn't |ast an hour," Jones said, grimy. "All that neans is that,
compared to a planet and years of time, EastHem s expendabl e-for as many years as is
necessary. So |'Il buy it after all. What do we do next? Scout New Russi a?"

"I don't think so, we need dope first, and, as | started to say, we can find out. Flit us to
one of Jupiters's nobons, you Trains, and we'll put. "

"Hghit, fly-boy, and find the beanml" Jones snapped. "W can't 'port those jaspers down
there back to New Russia and we can't | eave 'emhere and we can't very well kill "emin
cold bl ood. "

"Ckay, Control Six, I'll try it again," Deston agreed. "Um. . . um. . . nm How about
putting 'embeing sure we get '"emall, of course-into an enpty hold here in the Explorer?
Keep 'emin durance vile for the duration? Intern 'en®"

"That's a cogent thought, friend," Barbara said, and the others agreed. "I w sh we could
do a lot worse to "emthan that."

It was done.
"Can | land now, Control Six?" Deston asked, plaintively, and the others | aughed.
"Ckay, fly-boy, you're on the beam now. "

"Thank you, Control Six. As | was saying when | was so rudely interrupted, let's flit to
sonewhere near Tellus: and put the snatch on Ilyowicz and see if our guesses are any
good. No, better let nme do the grabbing alone if he has any warning whatever we'll never
get him and if I'mwong about himl'll apol ogi ze abjectly."

The Russi an had no warni ng what ever. Before he could begin to thing about setting up

the psionic barrier through which no psionic force could act, he was in the Explorer. Nor
di d Deston have occasion to apol ogize. It becane evident instantly that Ilyow cz woul d
fight to the death, and in another instant six of the nost powerful mnds known to man
were tearing at his nmental shields.

He hel d those shields with everything he had, but he did not have enough. No human m nd
coul d have had enough. His shields failed; and, a nonent after their failure, such was the
irresistible flood of nental energy driving inward, Feodr Ilyowi cz died. In that nonent
bef ore death, however, the six |earned nuch.

He had al ways been a double agent. He had always |lived for Russia, he was dying for
Russia. Not the Russia of Earth-that was expendabl e-no one cared what happened there

for a few years or a few decades-but the great New Russia that already possessed one
whol e pl anet, was taking possession of another at this nonent, and woul d very soon
possess all the popul ated planets of civilization. Everything he had | earned he had
passed on to New Russia. It had a University of Psionics that woul d soon surpass that of
Newrars. He had traced Punsunby to The World | ong ago, and had advi sed the Prem er

hi nsel f as to what should be done about it. If it had not been for that stupid oaf

Ovl ovet ski he woul d have gone to The World hinsel f and nade such arrangements as to
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That was all. Feodor Ilyow cz was dead.

Thoughts flew for minutes; then Deston said, "There may not have to be any scandal. [|'1|
yank his first assistant-his nephew, Stepan Ilyow cz, you knowand we'l|l see what he's
like."

The nephew was deeply shocked at what had happened, but he opened his mnd fully
and conpl etely.

VWil e his uncle had al ways been a solitary, secretive sort of man, one who never opened
his screens fully to anyone, he had always believed himto be thoroughly loyal to the
Gal axi an cause. He had always acted that way; had never given any grounds whatever

for suspicion.

Yes, he hinself believed fully in Gal axi ani smand was conpletely loyal to it. Yes, if
acceptable to the Board, he would be very glad indeed to take his uncle's place on the
Boar d.

It was agreed that Maynard woul d have to know the whol e truth, and woul d have to
deci de what to do with it.

Maynard was shocked, too; and for minutes deeply thoughtful. "Well," he said, finally,

"that teaches us sonething. There'll be no nore gentlemanliness or courtesy on the

Board with respect to nmental privacy. Never again. No, we can't have a scandal at this

point; it would be disastrous. |1'll take care of it. Thanks, all of you both for this and for the
fine job you' ve done on the whole project.”

And Maynard did take care of it. It was announced with due ponp that Feodr I|Ilyow cz,
the bel oved, revered, and highly honored Second Tel lurian Menber of the Directorate of
the Galactic Federation, had died alnost instantly in his sleep of a nmassive cerebra
henorr hage.

Chapter 20
THE ELECTI ON

"On, Babe, |ook!" Barbara |aughed delightedly and hugged Deston's arm agai nst her
side. "And she's four nobnths pregnant, too."

Deston "l ooked." Cecily Train was ronping |ike a schoolgirl with Teddy and Babbsy. She
was on her hands and knees on the rug in the nmain | ounge, shaking her head and

grow ing deep in her throat; the kids, with all four hands buried in her thick red nop of
curls, were tugging at it and shrieking with gl ee.

"Uh- huh; nice," Deston agreed. "And you aren't quite as sylph-like yourself as you were a
whi | e back." He gl anced down at a slight bul ge.

"Uh- huh. Bun, too. It's catching, | guess. There's sone kind of a germ around, nust be.
S pose we'd better fumigate the ship or something ?" Her voice was sol erm, but her eyes
danced. "But that wasn't what | neant, that she might hurt herself-1'm so happy for her.
Who' d ever have thought that such an out-and-out stinker as she used to be would turn
out to be such a wonderful person? Wy, even Bun |oves her now "

"Sonet hi ng made her change her ways, that's for sure. Love? Psionics? It's a shame to
break that joyous roughhouse up, but we've got a | ot of "

"W don't have to yet, nmy sweet and inpetuous. It can wait a few nminutes. I'"'mgoing to
join that roughhouse nyself-the kids need exercise, you big dope."

VWherefore it was fifteen minutes later that the Big Six went to work. The fleet engl obing
Earth was the first thing on the agenda, and di sposing of the nmultitude of People aboard
those hundreds of huge starships was a problem So Deston shot a thought across
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space and -nuch to his surprise-Bee-ay and Beedy materialized beside himin the
Expl orer.

"You're that good al ready?" Deston narvel ed. The two were in perfect fusion. He had
recovered fully fromhis fight with the Russians. Her face was no longer hard; it was
beautiful. Both were again wearing plati num headbands nounti ng shining green jewels,
but no | ockets. "And those? Reasonable facsimles, | suppose?”

"No, duplicates. We felt-well, undressed-so the Four-we won't call those wonderfu
peopl e funny even in fun-showed us all about 'em and we made 'emin about a m nute.

We aren't charged, though, now, of course; but we could be. On nbst things we're
getting to be pretty good-the Fourth Nune, even. W can't do |ong-distance 'porting yet,
except on ourselves, but Stella says we'll be ready for anything in a couple of weeks.
Then M. Maynard says we can go back to The World. He said, 'See if you can work out

a programof rehabilitation that will begin to show results in the generati on now being
born.' He's wonderful, isn't he?"

"He's wonderful at putting people to work, that's for sure. But what we wanted to know
is, how can we put all those people back on your world wi thout |ousing everything up
over there?"

"Ch, easy-that'll be perfect! It won't bother thema bit= Acts of the Conpany,' you know.
There' || he enough of them maybe . " the fusion scanned the fleet, al most enough
anyway, to put everything back to normal. The Three-A's will instruct and take care of
caste, and the Aceys will give themall job transfers, housing coupon books, and so on
Everything will be perfect. And that was a good idea, putting a psionic shield around The
Wirld, in case the Russians-but wouldn't it be a good idea to release it |ong enough to

bl ow up their headquarters?”

"I't would indeed...." Deston began. "But no atomics!" Barbara said, sharply.

"Maybe not, at that. Half a dozen two-thousand pound charges of cyclodetonite will do
the trick, with no nore jar than a very snall earthquake, and | know where they keep the
demolition stuff. "

They pl aced the bonbs; then watched a small mountain on The World erupt and then
subsi de. They could find no trace of what had once been there.

"That's it," Deston said then. "Now if you two will show us exactly where to put each one
of -but listen! There are thousands of 'emyour Aceys will be running thensel ves
ragged-and those three-A's will snell-hell, everybody will snmell a rat-they can't hel p but
snmel |l such a rough job as that."

"Ch, no, the two assured him but they did grin at each other. "The Ways of The

Conpany are just as inscrutable to themas to everyone el se. And after such a mal -such

a disaster-it would be perfectly natural, wouldn't it, for The Conpany to do whatever is
necessary to get its Wrld right back into full production?”

"My . . . Gd. . ." Cecily breathed. "But that does nake a weird kind of sense, at that."
"Anot her thing," the Aceys went on. "It'd take sinply forever to 'port themone at a tine
to the homes they used to have, even if they still have '"em There's a great big recreation
park back of our house-1'll show you where-so you can 'port 'emthere in what you cal

job lots. That would be even nore inpressive and Conpany-like, don't you think?"

"I''ll tell that whol e cockeyed world it would," Deston agreed, and that was how the job
was done

After it was done Train, who had been | ooking around on his own, |aughed, suddenly.
"Somebody did smell your rat, Babe. Cantwell. He called Punsunby and they're both
having litters of kittens all over the place."

They all | ooked, and Jones and Deston | aughed, too; but the girls didn't think it was funny

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....ace%20V0l%201%20-%20Subspace%20Explorers.txt (116 of 123) [10/15/2004 2:30:26 PM]



file:///G|/Program%620Files/eM ul e/ | ncoming/E.%20E.%20%20D 0c%20Smi th%620-%20SubSpace%620V ol %6201%20-%20Subspace¥20Expl orers.txt
to see even two such nen as those suffer so much.

"Wl |, whatever they decide to do, it'll keep "emout of mischief for a while," Deston said,
"so let's clean it up. Thanks a lot, you two," and the Aceys 'ported thensel ves back to
the University.

Then the six turned the entire fleet, together with its Tellurian officers-and al so together
with the whol e group of Russian saboteurs to be interned-over to Fleet Admiral Guerdon

Dann. Al this, of course, was very nmuch contrary to International and Interplanetary Law
-but what el se could they have done?

Deston turned then to Bernice. "Bun, you're our supersensitive. W'd like to have you find
out all you possibly can about New Russia without touching off any psychic al arns-|

doubt very nuch if they've got anybody in your class for delicacy of touch. The rest of us
will go along, to cover you if we have to, but you'll do all the feeling around. Ckay?"

"I'"ll give it the good old college try, Babe," silver haired Bernice said, and Operation New
Russi a was begun

Wiile all these things were going on, and for sonme tine before, the political canpaign
t hroughout all WestHem had been waxi ng warner and warner. It was now in full, hot

swing. Wth full prosperity restored-and everyone who could either see or hear knew how
that had cone about and who had brought it about-the Gal axi ans were really naking

hay.

They had nade so nuch hay that the Sociocrats and the Consercans, the two nmjor

parties before this unprecedented break-up, had nmerged as the only way of beating the
snowbal | i ng Gal axi ans; and the Comuni sts and the Liberals had joined themafter being
promised a place at the trough. This fusion party, the Party of Freedom and Liberty, was
called the "Freelibs."

"That old cliche about 'strange bedfell ows' was never truer," Spehn said to Maynard one
day. "I never thought 1'd live |long enough to see renegade capital, |abor, Conm es,
gangsters, radicals, and facists all eating out of the same dish. How | ong can such an
alliance as that last, even if they beat us this tine?"

"It's up to us to see to it that they don't beat us even this tine," Maynard replied,
confortably, and it another cigar

Time went on; the canpai gn grew hotter and hotter, and at the calculated tinme the
Gal axians filed crimnal charges against alnobst a hundred Big Names of the opposition

The "I ns" screamed and how ed, of course. They'd been framed. They'd been jobbed.
Swi vel -t ongued demagogues ranted and raved about freedomand liberty and patriotism
and not her hood; about tyranny and oppression and muzzling and dictatorship and

fasci smand sl avery and corruption and soul | essness and greed. They accused the
"upstairs" of everything they thensel ves had been doing and were still doing.

The Gal axi an psiontists, however, had the facts. Events, names, dates, places, and
anmounts. They knew exactly what had been done, who had done it, and for how nuch,
and they could prove their every allegation.

Truth and honesty and facts are nuch easier to present and to prove than are |lies.
Wherefore the Gal axians, in addition to publicizing their facts in newspapers, nmgazi nes,
tapes, brochures, panphlets, and flyers, also took a ot of tinme on the conmunications
networ ks of vast InStell. According to law, InStell had to allot as nmuch tine to the
FreeLibs as to the Gal axi ans-but it was probably neither accidental nor coincidental that
little or no "network" trouble ever devel oped on Gal axi an tine.

Psiontist-lawers took solid facts to court and inserted themsolidly into jurors' heads.
Corruptionists, extortioners, boodlers, political and | egal, and big-shot racketeers -1ords
of vice and crime-began to go one by one behind bars.
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And the vast, lethargic, unorganized public began to stir ... began finally to nove...

As El ection Day drew near, the "fuss" predicted by Spehn did indeed devel op. Nor was it
merely "some" fuss; there was a lot of it. There was a great deal of violence; there were
more than a few deaths. Intrenched and corrupt power does not yield easily to

di spl acenment. The deeper it is intrenched and the nore corrupt it is, the nore difficult its
ouster is, and WestHem s government had been corrupt to the core for a very long tine.

Thus, while sone of the forner incunbents were nowin jail and nore were on the way,

the vacanci es had been filled by people of the same stripe and the | ower echel ons, the

boys and girls who got out the vote, had not been touched.

It was a thoroughly dirty canpaign; nor were the Gal axians exactly lily-white. Wil e nost
of the nmud they threw was true-even though sone of it could not be proved except by

psi oni ¢ evidence, which of course was not adnissible in court-they did at tinmes do quite a
little extrapol ating: but not when they could get caught at it very easily.

The Gal axi ans had anot her great advantage in that every inportant political neeting was
attended by at | east one high-powered psiontist; and at these rallies, Galaxian or
FreelLi b, those experts inserted the truth into ninds theretofore closed to reason. These
m nds thought, of course, that they had perceived the truth for thensel ves.

Regi stration soared to an all-time high of ninety eight point nine percent of all eligible
voters.

Maynard knew that the Gal axi ans woul d | ose every stronghol d of organi zed Labor and

every district controlled by ward heelers. He knew that they would win in all suburbs and
"out in the sticks." It was in the niddle regions that the i ssue woul d be decided, and he
knew exactly where those regions were. He also knewthat, in spite of all the illegal work
the Gal axi ans had done in those regions, they would lose a |ot of them The decision

woul d be cl ose: altogether too close.

On the norning of Election Day, then, especially in those doubtful regions, tension hit its
peak. Voting was far fromclean, on both sides, but in that skullduggery the Gal axi ans
again had two great advantages. First, their ringers and repeaters had been set up so

far in advance and so carefully as to avoid suspicion. Second, they had the psiontists.

Not one in every precinct, of course, but one could 'port to any polling-place in |less than
one second of tine.

And whenever a mnd-reader stared into an imnposter's eyes and told himwho he really
was, where he really lived, when and where and who had paid himhow nuch, and dared
himto sign that fal se name, the inpostor ran: but fast.

Even so, it was very close. It see-sawed back and forth all night. Maynard and his staff
were worn and drawn when, at ten o'clock next norning, it becane mathematically

certain that the Gal axi ans had | ost the presidency and had not won control of either the
Senate or the House

"I can't say that |'m not disappointed," Maynard said then, "but-considering the |ethargy
of John and Mary Public, that we are a conpletely new party, and what the Freelibs

promi sed everybody-we did very well. W elected such a strong mnority that the

opposition will have to maintain a solid front, which will be very hard for themto do. If we
keep on working, and we will, we should be able to win next tine."

Chapter 21

THE BATTLE OF NEW RUSSI A

Bernice sat on the rostrum at Maynard's right, when he called the Board to order and
said, aloud for the record:

"Ms. Jones, who is by far the npst sensitive perceiver known to us, has made an
i ntensive psionic study of New Russia. Her report is already on tape; but, since you are
all psiontists, | have asked her to give you, nmind to nmnd, everything she found out, so
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that you will be able to perceive and to fee! the nany sidebands, connotations, and
i nplications that can not possibly be put into words. Ms. Jones, will you take the floor,
pl ease?"

Berni ce took Maynard's place in the speaker's box and an al nost absolute silence fell; a
silence that, even at the speed of thought, |asted al nost half an hour. \Wen she sat
down, all two-hundred-odd nmembers of the Board breathed gustily and stared at each

other with enotions and expressions that sinply cannot be described. Maynard resumned

his place at the speaker's stand and spoke into the m crophone:

"You see that Communi sm has not changed one iota in over two hundred years. It is a

rul e based solely upon violence and fear. It is a rule of terror, of spies, of infornmers, of
secret police of the |owest, nobst brutal type -police who use by choice the nost call ous,
the nost hi deous techniques of all the older reginmes of the iron heel; those of the

GESTAPO and the OGPU and the SLRESK and the KARSH. There are no civil liberties,

no rights of any kind except those based upon the power to kill. There have been, there

are now, and there will continue to be assassinations and purges; slaughter at the whim

of one power-mad nman or of a group of such nen.

"I't is my considered opinion that Conmmuni sm shoul d have been wi ped out before atonic

energy was devel oped. It has never been willing to cooperate with any decent civilization

It was forced into a kind of coexistence by the certain know edge that if it did not at |east
pretend to accept coexistence it itself would be destroyed in the worl d-w de hol ocaust

that would inevitably follow any attenpt at conquest by arned force. Its basic drive, its
prime tenet, however, has not changed. Not in any particular. Its insane lust for

dom nance will never be satisfied until all civilization lies prostrate under its spike-studded
clubs. Before colonization, it devoted its every effort, fair and foul, to the mastery of the
entire Earth; since the first planet was colonized its innate conpul sion was, nowis, and
will continue to be the conplete nmastery of civilization everywhere; where ever in tota

space our civilization may go.

"It is my carefully-considered personal opinion that this cancer in the body politic, if it is

not extirpated now, will soon become inoperable. At the time when we acquired the fleet
that had been engl obing Earth, the Conmunists had built on their hidden planet a warfl eet
al most as large as our own. They were and still are building nore superdreadnoughts.

They intended to attack us as soon as their superiority was sufficient to warrant an
all-out bid for supremacy. It was only the acquirenent of that fleet that gave us

overwhel ming superiority as of now. How long will our superiority last? They are building
much faster than we can w thout converting to a war footing. Shall we do that, and try to
perpetuate the cold war? An attenpt that will certainly fail sooner or later? The only
question, as | see it, is: Do we want war now, while by |luck we have the nmeans to w n;

or later, when we very probably will not have?

"l use the words 'very probably will not' advisedly; with reference to our

ul tra-hi gh-accel eration screened battle torpedoes, against which we oursel ves have no

def ense except a planet-based repulsor. It is practically certain that the Russians do not
have themin production yet. Ilyow cz knew about there and passed the information

al ong; but he hinself was neither an engineer nor a scientist, and-fortunatel y-we kept the
whol e TI MPS project top secret and under psionic guard. The Russians wi |l devel op them
intime, certainly; possibly in nonths, or even weeks. If we wait until they have themin
production we may still be able to vin, but | need not tell you at what appalling cost in
lives.

"Ms. Jones showed you the |arge portions of certain nunitions plants, and entire areas
that are probably nmunitions plants, that are hi dden under psionic shields. The neani ng of
that is clear.

"I now ask the suprenmely vital question: Ladies and gentlenen of the Board- Shall we

fight now or not?" There was sone discussion, but not very nuch. Every person in the

hal | knew the whole story with psionic certainty, and the spirit of Patrick Henry still lived.
The vote was unani nous for imedi ate war.
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The Gal axi ans' Grand Fleet, six hundred thirty five superdreadnoughts strong, was in

subspace on its way to New Russia. Fleet Adnmiral Dann, in his flagship Terra, felt happy,

proud, and confident. Since bonbs could not be tel eported though conpetent psionic

screening and the Communi sts had plenty of conpetent psiontists, the battle would have

to be fought al ong conventional |ines. However, that was all right. He now had

overwhel ming superiority. He also had the TIMPS; which, he was sure, would win the

battle. The worst that could happen was that he couldn't get themall. Alot of themwould

get away by imerging . . . unless that thing Deston and Adans were working on would
maybe .

That was the only thing about this whole operation he didn't |ike. He called Adans,
aboard the Explorer; which subspace-going |aboratory, while traveling in the sane
direction as the fleet and at the same velocity, was in no sense any part of it.

"Doc," Dann thought at him "I'mgoing to try again. | know there are only fourteen of you
aboard this tine, but God damm it, there's only one Andrew Adans. You're the nost

important man alive, and nobody in his right mnd would call the Big Six expendabl e,

either. The rest of us are-that's our business-but if you get killed there'll be hell to pay
and no pitch hot. |1'd probably have to take cyanide or face a firing squad. So won't you

pl ease, please go back hone and stay there?"

"W will not," Adans replied. "Your solicitude for us does not inpress ne, and that for
yourself is absurd it is on record that we are worki ng i ndependently of your fleet and

agai nst your wishes. W are conducting a scientific investigation, which may or may not
result in the destruction of one or more Conmuni st warships. It may or may not result in
the loss of one or all of our lives, although we believe that we have a rather high
probability of safety. In any case, the data we obtain will be preserved, which is all that
is inmportant. Whatever el se happens is inmmterial-the results of this investigation, young
man, are necessary to science," and Adans cut the tel epathic |ine.

Dann sat back appall ed. He had heard of selfless devotion to a cause, but this . . . and
not only hinself, but also his wife and the other twelve top psiontists of all known space.

But Admiral Dann had very little tinme to ponder abstractions. G and Fl eet energed. Not

in tight formation, of course-really fine control was to cone |ater but nobst of the
subspacers canme out within a few thouand mles of where they had intended to. And

every @l axian ship, as it enmerged, hurled death and destruction. The TIMPS were

| aunched first, of course; they were the Sunday punch. Thousands of killers erupted, too,
and hundreds of ordinary torps. They were not expected to do nuch damage-and they
didn't-but they would fill the ether full of fireworks and they m ght keep the Comuni st
needl emren busy enough with their |asers so that sone of them mi ght get through. At

| east, they'd give the eneny sharpshooters sonething to do. Then, long before the end

of the fifteen seconds it would take for the first TIMPS and killers to reach their targets,
the big Gal axi an battl ewagons put out their every course of battle screen, torched up
their every battle beam and tore in at full drive to engl obe the Conm e ships and bl ast
them out of the ether.

Al'l space became filled with the unbearable brilliance, the inconprehensible energies of
hundr ed- negat on war heads expl oding as thick as sparks froma forging ram and ei ght
of the Conmuni st ships of war were volatilized at that first blast.

But fifteen seconds at battle tensionis a long tinme; plenty of time for a smart
commander - especi al | y one who has been warned that the enenmy may have a weapon

agai nst whi ch he has no defense-to push his I MVERSE button and flit for the protection
of an unbrella. Therefore, five seconds after the first Comme ship had been blown to
atonms-twenty seconds after the battle's beginning and | ong before G and Fl eet coul d
begi n engl obing tactics agai nst individual Comuni st ships-the Battle of New Russia was
over. Not one Comuni st warship remai ned i n space.

There was sone defensive action, of course. The Conm es had | aunched a | ot of
| ong-range stuff, too, but it was all ordinary stuff; stuff that could be handl ed. Defensive
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and repul sor screens flared white and beanmers and | asernen were very busy nen
i ndeed for a few mnutes, but not one Gal axi an vessel was very badly damaged or had to
i mer se.

Admi ral Dann had followed the | ast few Comm es into subspace with his sense of
perception, but they had sinply disappeared-with no sign of damnage or of viol ence.
Ckay: if they re-enmerged to continue the battle that would be all right; if they never

re-energed that would be still better. Werefore, after ordering full detection alert, both
up and down, he relaxed-still strapped down at his con-board-and waited to hear from
Maynar d.

It is exceedingly difficult, as all psiontists know, to work the Fourth Nune of Total Reality.
What, then, of the Fifth? It had been known, theoretically, for many years, as the realm
of two abysmally fundanental and irreconcilably opposed aspects of that Reality.

First, there was DI SCONTI NU TY. This was the aspect of conplete unpredictability. The
infinity-to-the-infinitieth power of all possible and inpossible events could and woul d
happen; sinultaneously, in regular or in irregular sequence, or at conplete random or in
all of these ways at once; conpletely without justification, reason, or cause.

Second, there was sonething that was called, for lack of a better term CREATIVITY.

This was the hyper volume |ocus of the basic male principle, although sex as such was

only an infinitesimal part of it. It was the aspect or phase-Quality? Ability? Prinmal Urge?
Power ? For ce?-backi ng and binding all being and all doing. It was the-the WII? The

Drive? The Conpul sion?to be, to do, to develop, to grow TO CREATE. It was the

enornous "natural tendency" toward the continuing existence of a universe of order and

of law. Call it what you please, it is that w thout which-or w thout the application of which:
| anguage is so helpless in psionicsl -this our universe could not have conme into being and
woul d not even nomentarily endure

Carlyle Deston, the only human being of his tine to work the Fifth, reached it the hard
way. He had a hunch, but he could neither showit nor explain it to his fellows. They got
behind hima few tinmes and pushed, but nothing happened. He, however, did not forget it.
It kept on niggling at him and he kept on nibbling at it, until the two Aceys graduat ed.
They had sonet hing he needed and | acked; a subconsci ous-and therefore ineradicable

by experience, education, or know edge innate conviction of superiority to any other race
of man. He added them and the Funny Four-nobody knew what that uninhibited

foursonme could do(-to his pushers; and the thirteen strongest psiontists of his tine
ranmed his questing ego into and through the psionic barriers in the direction he knew he
had to go.

He went: came back in zero tinme: and lay in a deep coma for forty hours. He could not

expl ain, even to hysterical Barbara or to eagerly inquisitive Adans, where he had been or
what he had done or what he had | earned. However, he knew what he knew. wherefore

a crew of the finest technicians of Galnetia, working under his mnute supervision, built a
machi ne.

It was |like no other machine ever built by man. Everything, apparently, was input. It could
take half the power of the gigantic |leybyrdite-built generators of the gigantic

| eybyrdite-built Explorer, but there was no visible or perceptible output of any kind. There
were no controls; no buttons or neters or dials or gauges. Al the inmense power of that
machi ne woul d be controlled purely by thought. If that machine performed at all, it would
perform at the i measurabl e speed of thought.

Hi s hunch was that the thing would work. Since he could work the Fifth Nunme al one (no
worman can even perceive that Nune) as well as he and Barbara together could work the
Fourth, he was practically certain that it would work. Certain enough to | et the others
who had insisted on com ng al ong, even Barbara, do so: but no one el se. And nost
certainly not the kids. Sonething mght happen

Shortly after Dann's |l ast protest to Adams, the psiontists aboard the Expl orer gathered
in the control room around Deston's enigmatic "Z-gun."
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"But what coul d happen, Babe?" Bernice asked, nervously.

° Don't worry, Bun. What is going to happen, as nearly as. | can express it, is that |I'm
going to transformthe coordi nates of those ships fromthe continuous phase to the
di sconti nuous phase of Reality; using just enough energy to control the bal ance.™

"You are not answering her question," Adanms said. "There is an indeterm nate and at
present indeterninable probability that any di sturbance of equilibriumwll initiate an
irreversibly accelerating transformati on of the entire cosnos, so that "

"Ww(" Cecily exclaimed. "It's bad enough, thinking of destroying one whole planet, but
the whol e cosnos!" "Compared to the discontinuous inbal ances al ways there?" Deston
protested. "Have a heart, Doc! And you two gals, listen-what Doe calls a probability isn't
even an actual possibility-it's out beyond nine signmas exactly as possible as that an

aut omati ¢ screw machi ne running six-thirty-two hex nuts would accidentally turn out a
cash-register full of noney. If it wasn't safe do you think |I'd have Bobby here? Hell, |
woul dn't be here nysel f!"

"Young man, your reasoning is deplorable,” Adans said. "Your data is entirely insufficient
for the conmputation of sigma in this case. Furthernore, the term probability,' inits
meani ngf ul sense, is defined by . "

"Meani ngful sense and all, we'll drop all that stuff right now " Barbara said, unusually
sharply for her. "Besides, it's about tinme to, isn't it?"

It was, and Deston stretched out on a davenport and cl osed his eyes. Wen the first
Conmuni st war shi p appeared in subspace he stiffened suddenly and it vani shed. As

more and nore warshi ps i merged and were caught in whatever it was that Deston and

his Z-gun were doing, nothing seemed to be happening in the Explorer at all. The

machi ne never had done anything, apparently, and Deston's body was stiffly rigid all the
time.

Adans, |leaving Stella behind, bored into that psionic murk with every iota of his psionic
m ght. He perceived much-no two of those di sappearances occurred in exactly the sane
way-and he woul d renenber every detail of everything he perceived

When the ghastly performance was over Deston got up, jerked his head at Barbara, and
the two wal ked out of the roomwith their arms tightly around each other. No words
passed between them or any thoughts except the know edge of conpl ete oneness.
Nei t her words nor thoughts would do any good. It had had to be done and he was the
only one who could do it. So he had done it.

They woul d have to live with it. That was the way it was. Nothing could be done about it.

Adans, on the other hand-tall, |ean, gray-haired, gray-eyed, gray-clad Adans-was

purring like a tontat full of canaries. "Fabulous! Utterly priceless!" he enthused, to
anyone who cared to listen. "Thus is probably the greatest break-through of all tine! The
data we have obtained here will undoubtedly be the basis for a conpletely new system

of science!"

Just before the adjournment of the board neeting following the fall of New Russia,
Maynard sai d:

"Since science has not yet devised a recorder of thought, | will sumup briefly, for the
m nutes, the sense of this neeting.

"The political 'situation on Earth, while better than it was, is still bad. W have discussed
strategy and have formul ated plans by virtue of which we expect to win the next election.

"Plastics' serf world presents many probl ens, but they appear to be nore a matter of
time than of intrinsic inpossibility. The psiontists of that world are working out a program
of rehabilitation that promi ses excellent results.

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/E....ace%20V0l%201%20-%20Subspace%20Explorers.txt (122 of 123) [10/15/2004 2:30:26 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/E.%20E. %20%20D 0c%20Smi th%20-%20SubSpace%620V ol %201%20-%20Subspace%20Expl orers.txt

"The ordinary citizens of New Russia will not present any probl ens. The non-psionic
comm ssars and hardcore Party nenbers will not be allowed to present any problens.
The New Russian psiontists do, however, present a very serious problen one that has
taken up practically all of the tine of this neeting.

"Psionics is necessarily ethical, but ethics is not at present an absolute. Thus nost of the
New Russi an psiontists, steeped frominfancy in Communi st doctrine and never exposed

to any except Communi st thought, are as thoroughly convinced that Comrunismis right

as we are that it is wong. This difference of opinion in these cases, while total at
present, is probably not irreconcilable. It is believed that when these uni nforned persons
have studied all aspects of the truth they will of their own accord cone around to our

way of thinking.

"There are sonme well-informed Comruni sts psiontists, however, who believe so
thoroughly that Comunismis right that they would rather beconme martyrs to its cause
than renounce it. Feodr Ilyowicz, a man of w de | earning, know edge, and experience,
was one. What can be done about such nen as he was?

"Are we right? We do not know. We cannot know.

"All we can do-what we nust do-is what eighty percent or nore of this Board believes to
be right.

"Qur prinme tenet, the solid bed-rock foundati on upon which the Galactic Federation is
being built, defines “right' as that which, in the opinion of at least four fifths of the
menbership of its Board of Directors, is for the best good of humanity as a whol e.

"It is a fact that about seventy percent of all known human popul ati on i s non- Comruni st .
This Board is in virtually unani nous agreenment that about ninety six percent of all people
now under Conmmuni st rule as we know it would be vastly better off under Gal axi ani sm

woul d live nuch fuller, freer, and better lives than under Conmuni sm Thus, we believe
that Galaxianismis for the best good of about ninety eight and eight tenths percent of al
humanity known to us.

"More than the required four fifths of us have agreed upon three points. First: each such
psiontist as Feodr Ilyowicz was will be watched. Second: no general ruling will be made,
but each such case will be decided upon its own nerits. Third, the penalty of death wll
not be i nposed.

"If there is no other business requiring our attention at this tinme, a voiced notion for
adj ournnment is nowin order."
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