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Bryan Burke pushed aside his physics book and his dide rule and turned to hisfather. "How do | go
about getting a patent?”’

"What on?' said Jm Burke from behind his news tapes.

" Space travel-- at speeds faster than light.”

"Unpatentable, my boy. Nothing can move fagter than light. Eingtein settled that centuries ago.”

"Eingtein waswrong."

"Canyou proveit?'

"] think s0. All you need istwo ships, each traveling toward the other at a speed of more than one-half
the speed of light. According to Eingtein, dl motion isreative. So you can imagine that either ship has
zero motion, and the other has dl the motion.”

"True, | think. But wherewill you find two such ships?'

"It says herein the shipping news, that Electra, in dock on Joro, sixth planet of Sirius, will convert to
your new Burke drive while taking on cargo and passengers, and then take off for Earth. It dso mentions
that Thor, of AlphaCentauri, will convert to Burke, and drive for Earth. I've just plotted the courses of
both ships as part of my homework in Astrogation. Both shipswill land here at Washington Terminal on
the same day and at practically the same hour, three years from now..."

" ...and with my new drive," said Jm, "each ship would have avelocity of sx-tenthsthe speed of light
toward Terra, and atota of 1.2 times the speed of light toward each other. Very interesting, and
somehow, of course, impossible.”

Bryan'sfacefdl.

"Ohwdl," said Jm, "a least I'll get you adate with Jack Lane. HE's a patent attorney who handles
some of my private inventions, outside my research a Pan-Stdllar.”

The boy brightened. " Just one more question. How long would the patent last?"

"Seventeen years, | suppose.”

"l know that. | mean, how do you ca culate those seventeen years on aship moving at asubstantia
fraction of the speed of light? Remember, time dows down on an accelerating body. Seventeen years
Earth timemight be only five or ten years, shiptime."

Jm shrugged. "Nicelegd point. Maybe your patent-- if you ever get it-- would still bein force on such
aship, after seventeen years of Earth time. 1t would depend on whether the ship timeislegd time. That's
onefor Jack Lane. What difference doesit make?"

"Maybe none," said Bryan thoughtfully.

And so the patent gpplication wasfiled, and Jm Burke pretty much forgot about it.

During thistime, Electraand Thorcontinued to gather speed. They peaked out at 0.6 ¢ on schedule,
and toward the end of the third year, they began the long decel eration toward Sol.

And then came the explosion in the research laboratories of Pan-Stellar, which nearly killed Jm Burke,
and following which he was hauled off to Washington Centra Hospital.

And then there came, during the next months, with a certain horrid rhythm, additiona unpleasant
events. Theseincluded a series of operations on Jm Burke, which finaly established that he was



probably going to live; but that radiation side effects would prevent competent use of his optic nerves,
that al hismoney was gone; and that Pan-Stellar deeply sympathized, but that the Burkes could not
expect any financid help.

Infact, Pan-Stellar sent out their specia representative to see Jm and to explain exactly how things
stood between Pan-Stellar and Jm Burke. They sent Mr. Slicer.

T. Elliott Slicer, Esg., Chief of the Accident and Claims Section at Pan-Stellar, thought of himself asa
kind man. This particular term, however, was rardly foremost in the list of adjectivesthat other people
used when referring to him. Nevertheless (or possibly, therefore) his superiors considered him abrilliant
adjuster, whose technique had saved the Line millions of talers. Rather often, when lavyerswere
contacted to handle accident clams againg the Line, they turned down the case when they learned Slicer
was on the other end.

Mr. Slicer smiled alot, and he was smiling when he walked into the hospital room and introduced
himself to Jm Burke, who held out hishand. Mr. Slicer put apiece of paper init and said, "Sinceyou
cannot read, Mr. Burke, | will tel youwhat it is. It isacopy of our complaint, which | havejust filedin
the Hal of Jugtice.”

"Huh?'

"In summary, Mr. Burke, Pan-Stellar holds you persondly responsible for the damage to the new
experimenta drive and to the building, plusincidentalsincluding the resulting delay in the drive research
program.”

"But... but..."

"The clamisin the amount of four hundred eighty-three thousand talers" said Mr. Slicer.

It finaly sank in, and Jm began to react. "Y ou've got it al mixed up! I'm here because of what | was
doing for Pan-Stellar. Pan-Stellar owes me!"

Mr. Sicer smiled kindly. "I hope you will retain competent counsdl, Mr. Burke, who can help you
correct these odd misconceptions.”

"But my insurance... termind pay... penson... disability...?"

Mr. Slicer grinned. "We have deducted these, of course, Mr. Burke, from the gross amount of the
damage you have done to the laboratory. Our claim represents our net loss, after all deductions. We are
far."

Jm Burkewas slent.

Mr. Slicer pursed hislips, then continued. ™Y ou have amagnificent reputation with the Line, Mr.
Burke. | aminformed that you invented the basic drive now being ingtaled in the newer ships. TheLine
has asked me to take thisinto consideration, and | will. Under the circumstances, we are willing to drop
our suitif youwill waive dl clams, past, present, and future, againgt Pan-Stellar. | have the waiver, here.

Jm Burke heard the rustle of paper.

"Couldn't you throw in asmal penson?' he asked in alow voice.

"I'm afraid not, Mr. Burke."

"Something for my son's college education”?’

"Quite out of the question.”

"My hospitd bill?"

"My dear Mr. Burke. Are you being ddliberately difficult? Well, never mind. Perhaps | can help you
seethings our way, after our next legal step. It distresses meto inform you that | shall have to attach dl
your property, real and persond, including your house, your cars, furniture, books, instruments...
everything."

"Why should that distressyou, Mr. Slicer?' Jm was genuinely curious.

"Because the expenses of attachment are not taxable to the defendant, but must be borne by
Pan-Stelar.”

"My heart goes out to the Line," murmured Jm.

"I'll leave thewaiver on the night table," said Mr. Slicer cheerfully.

* * *



A week after Mr. Slicer'svidt, Margie Burke and Bryan were walking behind Jm's exercise chair in
the sunshine room at the hospital. Margie wastrying to explainit dl to Bryan. "The Line won't pay
anything. Mr. Lane hashad it out with their lavyers.™

Jm Burke said something so quietly that Bryan did not quite get it; the hair on hisneck rose
nevertheess.

Margie Burke continued. "Mr. Lane says heisgoing to see Mr. Sicer again next week. He thinks Mr.
Slicer might till cal off the damage suit againgt your father and give usalittle money, if we coax and
plead alittle. It'sthe cusom in the big Linesto give asmall income to permanently injured employees.”

"Will there be enough money for my patent gpplication, too?" asked Bryan.

"I'm afraid not," said hismother.

"Just aminute,” said Jm. He sensed an interesting possibility, even though he was not sure just how he
could useit. "What's the latest on your patent?"

"Mr. Lane says the Patent Office has sent another rejection. He says the Patent Examiner doesn't
believe the invention can work, and that to continue prosecution, we will have to submit actual proof that
two space ships have moved toward each other at a speed greater than the speed of light. But | think we
can provide the proof pretty soon."

"How'sthat?"

"It just happensthat Dr. Tdix ison the Electra, dueto arrive next week here at Washington Termind.
And thisnew drug, kae extract, that they want Dr. Talix to try on your eyes, isdueto arrive on Thor, al
on the same day, maybe the same hour. Y ou can cd culate the distances from Sirius and Alpha Centauri,
and thetimeinflight, and by smple arithmetic you can get avelocity of 0.6 ¢ for each ship toward Sol.
So the ships would have to have a net approach velocity toward each other of 1.2 times the speed of
light"

"Ah, yes," mused Jm. "l remember now. Very curious, and very impossible. Thingsjust can't move
faster than light, whether they're moving towards themselves or towards Sol or athird-party observer. Or
can they? Could Eingtein be wrong?' Hewas silent for along time. "It's curiousto think, isn't it, thet if
you are right, and if you do get a patent, the Linewill soon beinfringing it with every pair of shipsmoving
toward each other aong the same vector, where each of the ships has an average speed over one-hdf c.”

"And that's dso trueif the ships are going away from each other,” said Bryan. "They'd sart infringing
soon after they |eft the same space port.”

"Margie," said Jm, "get hold of Jack Laneagain.”

"What for?"

"I want him to go down to the Patent Office with Bryan. | want him to get this patent issued, and then |
want himto file acounterclam againgt Pan-Stellar.”

"Counterclam?'

"For one million talers, for patent infringement.”

* * *

Patent Examiner Honaire addressed histwo visitorswith care and precision. Thiswasin accordance
with the Terran Patent Office rule that dl interviews be entered into the computers for instant evauation in
the prompt determination of patentability. "The Application Branch," said Honaire, "had a problem the
day this application wasreceived. As|'m sureyou are aware, Mr. Lane, thereisavery ancient rule,
dating back to thefirst century of operation of the old United States Patent Office, that if the gpplication
clearly callsfor amode of operation that violates alaw of nature, thiswould be caled to the attention of
the gpplicant, with an offer to return his gpplication fee. If the applicant refused the offer, we would take
his money and then demand aworking modd . That generaly ended the matter. But we couldn't apply
that rule here. In thefirst place, the Solicitor's Computer gave us aruling that Einstein's Theory of
Relativity wasn't alaw of nature, but only ahypothesis. So when Eingtein said that an object couldn't
move at avelocity grester than the speed of light, he was Smply stating a consequence of histheory.



Therefore we have accepted your fee, and we have duly examined your application, and we will let you
try to prove Eingein wrong."

"That seemsfair,” said Bryan.

"Yes, indeed,” said Jack Lane.

"Now, then," continued Honaire, "let us get to the heart of the matter. In your working example, you
mention two ships, Electraand Thor. Y ou concede that, as observed from the Earth, the velocity of each
ship with respect to the Earth will never exceed the speed of light. On the other hand, what is the vel ocity
of each ship as measured by the other? In neither ship will there be any apparent motion to the occupants
of the ship. On the contrary, the other ship will appear to have al the motion, and will further appear to
be approaching the observing ship at the combined velocities of the two ships, which, in the case
suggested in your latest amendment, for Electraand Thor, isaleged to be 0.6 plus 0.6, or 1.2 timesthe
speed of light. Y ou contend that the gap will therefore be closing at arate greater than the speed of light.
The position of the Officeisthat thisis quiteimpossiblein view of Eingtein's Theory."

"And my client, of course, respectfully traverses,” said Lane, looking at hiswatch. "Electraand Thor
should be arriving at the Washington Termind any minute now. If they comein on schedule, Eingtein and
the Patent Office arewrong. It'sas smple asthat!"

"Not quite, Mr. Lane. Perhaps | should have explained earlier another unusua aspect of this case. The
Eingein Theory isintegrdly programmed into al Patent Office computers. For this reason we can rely on
our computersonly in limited areasin examining an application predicated on the proposition that the
Theory itsdf iswrong. Thisrequiresthat all essentia features of patentability be developed persondly by
the Examining Corps. Indeed, the Commissioner of Patents himsalf hastaken apersond interest in this
gpplication. Thisis, of course, on account of the fact that the patent, if granted, could be expected to
cover alarge segment of theinterstdlar traffic of the Cluster. The Commissioner has advised further that
proof of operability of amost clear and convincing character will be required. Thereasonis, obvioudy,
that operability, if established, will necessarily refute Einstein's Theory, atheory which has been accepted
asaxiomatic for several hundred years. The Commissioner therefore requires that any demonstration
adduced in support of operability be witnessed by himself in person.”

Lanerosefrom hisseat in protest. "But that would require that we arrange for the Commissioner to be
at the Termina when two specific ships arrive smultaneoudy! We have no other way to prove
operability. And it will take weeks of negotiations with the space lines, not to mention the problems of
getting hold of the Commissioner on a split-second schedule!™

"| appreciate the difficultiesinherent in your position,” agree Honaire gravely. "Unfortunately, in view of
the interest of the Commissioner, I'm afraid | must adhere to the proof requirements as | have stated
them. Y ou can, of course, apped my decision to the courts.”

"No," said Lane glumly. "We don't have time for that. We need the patent now."

Honaire glanced at the clock on thewall behind his visitors, then studied Bryan for amoment. "Then |
would recommend,” he said enigmaticaly, "that we defer the question of operability for the time being,
and proceed to the issue of aggregation raised in the latest Office action.”

Bryan studied his copy of the Office action. "What's aggregation”?”

"Aggregation’,” said Honaire, "meansthat each of the eements of the invention contributes merely
what it would do anyway, if the other e ements were not there. Aggregation is unpatentable becauseit is
obviousto one skilled in the art. The instant rejection on aggregation is based on the facts that each ship
carriesits own load, makesits own schedule, and travels at its own 0.6 ¢, quite independently of the
other. Thetotal system istherefore aggregetive, and hence unpatentable.”

"Wetraverse" said Lane. "In fact, we rely on aggregation to prove patentability. Our aggregationis
unobvioud™

Honaire blinked. "How can aggregation ever be unobvious? It'sacontradiction in terms.”

"Let meexplan,” said Lane. "Normally, when you add 2 and 2 you expect to get 4; and so, when you
do get 4, that's aggregation. It's obvious, and unpatentable. But if you got 3 or 5, that could not possibly
be aggregation, and therefore it might be patentable invention. Well, our Situation is exactly the reverse.
When we add 0.6 and 0.6, we do not expect to get 1.2, but rather avaue somewhat lessthan 1.0. So



when we actually do add 0.6 and 0.6 and get 1.2, that is unexpected. In other words, it'sthe very fact
that we do get aggregation that is unexpected, and therefore unobvious, and therefore patentable.”

"A nove concept, indeed.” Honaire was thoughtful. "And it reduces ill further the area of logic
circuitsin our computers available for interim findings of law and fact in this gpplication.”

"It would appear, then,” said Lane, "that the question of aggregation rests entirely within the persona
discretion of the Examiner. Weformdly request aruling.”

"| accept the persond jurisdiction of theissue," said Honaire coally. "Nevertheless| shal retain the
rejection on aggregation until asuitable showing of operability ismade." Helooked across at the clock.
"By your caculations, Electraand Thor should be landing in about ten minutes?’

Lane shrugged his shoulders. "And the Commissioner is probably out playing golf. Shal we proceed to
the rgection on art?'

Honaire amiled. "Very well. We have argjection on the prior art, based on counsel’'s own statements
made in prior prosecution of record, to the effect that Electraand Thor, taken together, are examples of
operability and utility of theinvention. But in view of Electra-Thor, how can theinstant invention be
novel ?"

"It'snovel because this application was filed three years ago, before ether Electraor Thor reached
0.6 ¢," said Lane. "In other words, the Electra-Thor system, considered as a supra-c system, isn't prior
at amply becauseit isnt prior."

Honaire nodded. "We agree. That particular rejection will be withdrawn. We can now proceed to the
forma objections.”

"He means objectionsto the language of the clams,” Lane explained to Bryan.

"Quiteright,” said Honaire. ™Y our main clam smply says 'Spacetravel a speeds greater than the
velocity of light." The daim would cover dl motion in excess of light, regardless of how itis
accomplished.”

"But that'swhat | invented,” said Bryan. "Why can't | clam it?"

"Y ou invented one method of moving at speeds greater than light,” said Honaire. "Y our method
requires two vessals, each moving at a speed grester than 0.5 c. Later on, if sSomeone else can invent
another way to cause avessdl to move at a Speed greater than the speed of light, independent of a
second vessdl, your patent ought not to cover such subsequent invention.”

"Suppose we amend to recite two ships,” said Lane, "each having avelocity greater than 0.5 ¢, and
having a net velocity with repect to each other exceeding ¢?"

"Still too broad,” said Honaire. "In your invention, as described in your application, both shipsare
accelerated until they reach 0.6 "

"Wewill further amend,” said Lane, "to recite that each ship is accelerated to ave ocity of at least 0.6
c.'

"Seems reasonable,” said Honaire, making interlineationsin hisfile. "Would you please reed the
proposed clamsinto the record?"

Lanedictated briefly, then looked up at Honaire expectantly.

"Therevised clamsmeet dl objectionsin phraseology,” said Honaire, looking at the clock. "This
leaves only the issues of aggregation and operability, which we are forced to postpone until-- "

The audio buzzed.

"Ah!" said Honaire. "Perhaps this iswhat we have been waiting for." He flipped the incoming button.

A crisp voice crackled through. "Honaire!"

"Yes ar!”

"Both ships camein on schedule. Incidentally, | have both Dr. Talix and the kaein my private car, and
we are headed for the hospita. Y ou might so inform the gpplicant.”

"He'sgoing to see Dad!" exclaimed Bryan. "Who is he?'

Jack Lane was shaken. " That was the Commissioner of Patents." Hisvoice gradudly came back. He
asked Honaire: "'| gather that the Commissioner witnessed the arriva of the shipswith hisown eyes?’

Honaire smiled. "Y es. So the Office must withdraw the rgjections on inoperability and aggregation.”

"And you'l alow the clams?' Lane's voice had an edge of disbelief.



Honairewas cam. "l am pleased to inform you, Mr. Lane, that, as presently advised, al objections
and rgectionsin this gpplication have been met, and in accordance with the Statutes and the authority
vested in me by the Commissioner of Patents, | do now grant the patent.”

Bryan started to cheer, then remembered where he was. Instead, he jumped up, whirled around twice,
and sat down again. "Y ou mean right now?"

"Yes, right now," said Honaire. "In ancient times, it took at least Six weeks after allowance, to issue the
patent. Now, of course, with computers, we can deliver the sealed document within afew minutes-- and
hereitis." A gold-seded document emerged from adot on the top of hisdesk, and he handed it to
Bryan.

And at that ingtant the room was plunged in darkness.

"What's the matter?* whispered Bryan.

Honaire laughed wryly. "I think | can explain. When apatent is granted, it is automatically abstracted
and integrated into our computers, o as to congtitute areference against any future patent application for
asmilar invention. Smultaneoudy, dl points of law involved are programmed into the computersin the
Solicitor's office. These operations necessarily require the computers to accept and digest dataon the
Eingtein Theory, and on the law of aggregetion, that they 'know' are wrong. Their circuits probably
couldn't handle the conflict. My guessis, that al the computersinvolved are temporarily out of
commission-- nervous breakdowns, if youwill." He sighed. "And my office lights are out because our
government, aways economy conscious, haswired our computers and office lights on acommon circuit.
But if you will bear with us, the current balancers will take care of the problem in amoment. Ah, here
comethelightsagan.”

"Then wed better |eave before we cause any further difficulty.” Lane shook handswith Honaire. "The
courtesies of the Office are greatly appreciated,” he said formally. But he was grinning from ear to ear.

Honaire played it dead-pan. "We serve the Cluster." His eyesflickered, and he turned to Bryan.
"Thereisjust onefina requirement.”

Bryan's heart skipped a besat. "Sir?"

"May | have the autograph of the boy who blew the fuse a the Patent Office?!

* * *

They found Jm Burke waiting for them impeatiently in hisroom at the hospitd. "Y ou missed dl the
excitement," he said from behind his bandages. " Some government fellow collected Dr. Tdix and the kae
at the port and brought them heretogether. Taix hasjust finished giving me my first trestment.”

"Can you seeyet?' demanded Bryan eagerly.

"Well, of course not, not yet. Evenif it works, it'll take weeks. But enough about me. Y ou got the
patent?"

"Yes'" sad Lane,

"So now you can file the counterclaim and prdiminary injunction againgt the Line?"

"Both are now on record. We stopped by the Hall of Justice.”

"What's our next step?’

"Wewait. Sicer iscertainly going to put out federsfor settlement. When he comes around again, well
have to be ready to talk to him about alicense under the patent..."

* * *

"l am here)" said Mr. Slicer warmly, "because of my continuing deep concern about Mr. Burke. All of
you will be delighted to learn that | have been able to persuade Pan-Stdllar to offer a generous disability
pensonto Mr. Burke."

"How much?' asked Jm.

"One hundred and twenty-five talersamonth,” said Mr. Slicer kindly.

Jm Burke began adow rhythmic gurgling.



"Mr. Slicer," said Lane patiently, "we know you mean well, but owing to my dlient'sfacia bandages, it
ispanful for himtolaugh."

Slicer stared at Jack Lane suspicioudly. "l wasn't trying to be humorous. My motives are entirely
humane-- "

"I'm surethey are," smiled Lane. "And of course our counterclaim for patent infringement has nothing
to do with your presence here. So if your tactics require that you spend the first fifteen minutestelling us
that our patent isworthless and that we ought to settle for amonthly payment of one hundred and
twenty-fivetaers, you go right ahead. But we may smile.”

Slicer sudied the three uneasily; then he shrugged his shoulders. "Well, frankly, now that you mention
it, I don't think much of your patent. But it would take along and expensive fight in the courtsto find out
where we stood. For thisreason, we arewilling to buy in, if the priceisright. But thefigurein your
counterclaim, one cent per ton, seems high.”

"What rate did you havein mind?' said Lane carefully.

"Something like, say, one-tenth of a.cent.”

"Too low."

Slicer was no longer smiling. "1 don't think your patent will stand up in court.”

"Well soon know, won't we?* said Lane genidly. "Since patent infringement isacounterclamin
Pan-Stdlar vs. Burke, the question of whether my client must reimburse the Line for the explosion will be
decided by the same jury that decides whether the Line infringes the patent issued to this man's son-- this
same bright young lad, who, with tears running down his cheeks, helped carry hisfather's stretcher down
infront of the jury box."

Slicer patted his forehead with his handkerchief. "Mr. Lane, we seem to be constantly
misunderstanding each other. What are your minimum terms?”

"One-quarter cent per ton roydty, non-exclusive. Exclusiveis half-a-cent per ton."

"If we were exclusive, could we sub-license the other lines and keep the income?'

"You can," sad Lane, "if you will take the respongibility for policing the patent and financing al
litigetion."

"Seems reasonable.”

"But before we get too far dong,” said Lane, "'let me mention that we will require asubstantial
[ump-sum down payment.”

"Ah, the down payment. How much?'

Bryan said: "Onemillion talers.” Then he held his bregth.

"Makeit aquarter million,” said Sicer.

"That's not enough,” said Bryan. "Remember, Mr. Slicer, we have to get enough to pay the Line your
claim of 483,000 talers. But welll come down alittle, to 966,000 talers. Then we could pay your claim
and gtill have 483,000 talers|eft over.”

Slicer glared a Bryan. "Which, by some strange coincidence, is exactly what we were suing your
father for!" Hiseyesrolled upward. "Never in my entire professona career have | dedt with such
unreasonable people.”

"Then maybe theré's another way, Mr. Siicer," said Bryan carefully. "But first, aquestion for our
lawyer. Mr. Lane, is ship timelegd time? | mean, can you write a patent license where something
happens by ship time?"

Jm Burke leaned forward suddenly.

"Yes, of course," said Lane, looking puzzled.

"What difference doesit make?' sniffed Sicer. "The patent expiresin seventeen years, no matter how
you cdculateit. Earth time, ship time, it'sall the same. After saventeen years, your royalties stop.”

"Then were pretty closeto agreement,” said Jm quickly. "If the Linewill waiveitsclam againgt me, I'll
waive the down payment. On one condition.”

"Whichis?'

"The seventeen-year period will be determined by the chronometers of ships operating under the
patent clams.”



Slicer studied the three. "There's something here | can't quite put my finger on.” He rubbed his chin
thoughtfully. "All right, itsaded. I'll send the contract over within the hour." And now hewas smiling
again. He smiled hiswarmest, kindliest smile. "Master Bryan, you have no idea just how much money the
Lineisgoing to make from thislicense.

Bryan smiled back. "No, gr. But then, the Line doesn't know for how long it's going to be paying the
Burkes™

* * *

Oneyear later Im Burke drove Jack Lane, Bryan, and Margie out to the dedication ceremonies for
the new Burke Research Laboratories.

"| dill dont likeit," said Margie. "Putting al our patent money into those buildings and that funny
equipment. It'll take years before you get enough clientsto break even. Y ou'll overwork. And you know
what Dr. Talix says about not tiring your eyes. Also, I'm sure the patent royalties won't go on forever.”

"Now there isacurious point," soothed Jm. "Because, for practica purposes, the patent royalties will
go onforever."

"Areyou out of your mind? The patent expiresin seventeen years." Sheturned to Lane. "Doesn't it,
Jack?!

Lane chuckled. "It does, but it al depends where the seventeen-year period istaking place. Bryan gets
the credit for thisgimmick, so why don't welet him explainit?'

"It wasthe lagt thing we taked about, with that nice Mr. Slicer,” said Bryan. "We got him to agreeto
keep paying the roydties aslong as the patent was in force, as determined by shiptime.”

"Wdl?' said Margie.

"Don't you see, dear?' said Jm. "Everything on a ship under acceleration dows down, including
clocks. The faster the ship, the dower the clock. But, aslong as Pan-Stellar ship-pairs are arriving or
departing at high gpeeds during the remaining sixteen years of the patent on their clocks, they are
accruing royalty under the patent, no matter whether the patent has long since expired by local time here
in Washington. So when the patent expiresin sixteen more years, Earth time, there will be hundreds of
Line shipsin deep space with clocksthat register only atwo-year lapse. The patent will till bein force
on those ships, and we collect our royalties on them, even though some of them won't be back for twenty
or thirty years, Earth time."

"And that'sjust agtarter,” said Bryan. "Right now, Pan-Stellar is provisioning nearly fifty shipsfor the
firgt attempts at severa of the nearer globular clusters. The round trip will take nearly ahundred years,
Earth time, but their clockswill show atimelgpse of only about seven years.

"Those royadties should take care of our grandchildren comfortably,” said Jm Burke.

"Andthat isn't al," said Bryan. "Pan-Stdlar isbuilding shipsto try for the Magellanic Clouds. The
round trip is about 40,000 light years, Earth time, but the ships clocks will show only about ten years
lapse, well within the patent.”

"And next will bethe nearer galaxies,” said Lane. "M-31 in Andromedais nearly amillion light years
away, but, caculating ship time by the Einstein Theory, the round trip will be less than seventeen yearsfor
the people on the ships.”

"But what kind of patent isit," wondered Margie Burke plaintively, "if you got it in the first place only
because Eingtein was wrong, and then you makeiit last for amillion years because Eingeinisright? Don't
you haveto be consstent?"

Lanelaughed. "Not in the patent game. But don't worry about Einstein. He would understand. After
dl, hewas apatent examiner in ancient Switzerland!”



