"Damnit!”

The words exploded softly from the dender man who knelt in the snow. "Another dead one," he said
bitterly.

With asingle gesture—hdf help-less, haf compass onate—he reached down and closed the star-ing
eyes of the dead Y eep.

Olie Struan finished pulling the tissue sample and got to hisfeet, till looking & thewoolly Yeep. A
small drift of snow had piled up on the windward side of the body, and was beginning to blow over the
top of it, skittering in eddiesdong the dick ice.

After several minutes, Olielifted his head and stared out across the glare-ice of Botany Bay. His
Vi-king-blue eyes moved steadily over the bleak landscape, following the curve of the old shordline.

Even though he knew where it was, the land was o desolate as to be hardly distinguishable—for
prac-tical purposes—from the iced-over bay. Green technicians a Botany Bay had to go out with an
experi-enced hand to avoid losing their bearings when they got out of sight of the station. Even with a
homing scanner—compasses didn't work on Flannigan—anew man might, and often did, stubbornly
ingst he was going the right direction when the scanner told him the opposite.

"Sureisafunny place" Oliesaid to himsdlf.

Heran hiseyesover theice, looking carefully at thelarge, bushy puffdocks, most of which drooped
down tiredly onto theice. The puffdocks, alarge, lichenous agae, were dying off. They would turn a
dicky, nacreous white and lay down into the snow and ice. The Y eep, with their narrow-range,
starch-oriented metabolism, depended dmost entirely on the puffdocks for afood supply. Their bodies
couldn't draw proper nour-ishment from anything more complicated—not enough to stay aive—unless
they stayed awake around the clock and ate constantly, which they would not do.

Now, the Y eep were dtill dying off, in spite of everything Olie Struan and the Terrans a the Bot-any
Bay station could do. With the gpparent onset of ashift pattern in the life forms of Flannigan, it had not
been et out in the program to merely make a short-term cure of the ailment that was killing off the
puffdocks. The project had been programmed to mutate the Y eep by broadening their metabolic
functions so their food-chain re-quirements could expand. That had been simple enough, but now, mi-nor
genetic drifts had gpparently diminished the Y egp's ability to cope with the extremes of climate on
Hannigan.

They were dying off faster than ever.

The Botany Bay project was be-ginning to look like awrite-off. Or, so it seemed at this moment to
Olie, who wastired and discouraged.

Helooked carefully from one falen puffdock to another, knowing he would see more dead Y eep.

Sure enough, there was another telltale drift of snow, which prob-ably concealed another dead
Y eep. The pattern was depressingly con-sistent. Frozen feet, followed by the freezing of ears and other
ex-tremities. Then, gangrene. Finaly, deeth.

The'Y eep were an extraordi-narily stupid species.

Olie Struan took alast look at the dead Y eep lying at hisfeet. The drifting snow had amost buried it
now. One shiny, black horn stuck up in clear view, like a crooked grave marker, glistening wetly in
contrast to the white snow and ice that was all around.

Thewind tore a histhoughts and seemed to throw back mocking parodies of hiswords whenever he
spoke doud to himself.

Hefdt aheavy sense of failure.

He started for the place where he expected to find the next dead Y eep. He moved at arapid diding
shuffle—apace that let him main-tain some speed over the dick ice without danger of dipping and
fdl-ing.

"Sickice" hesad to himsdf. Theice on Hannigan was extremdy dippery. Probably some variant
species of leptothrix, Olie thought idly as he covered the dis-tance between him and the next dead



Y eep. Someday, maybe I'll have time to break it down and see. We already know that the water
on Flannigan isfull of an adipose ba-cillus. Harmless enough—doesn't in-terfere with our tapping
local water supplies—but, when the water freezes, it leaves a residue in the ice made up of the oily
parts of the bacillus. Creates very dippery, almost greasy ice. Sick ice.

Following aroute that took him in awide loop out over Botany Bay, Olie worked hisway acrossthe
surface of Flannigan, finding more and more dead Y egp from which he took tissue samples, until his
course brought him back in sight of Botany Bay Station.

He quickened his pace as much as he could without risking afal on the dick ice. Hewas anxiousto
do hislab analyses on the tissue samples he had taken—anxious to confirm his own suspicions—anxious
to tromp into Elsas office and tell her that he had been right and she had been wrong.

The anachronism of Botany Bay station dways made him smile. Three large structure pods
surrounded by inflatable sheds made up the station. It wayslooked lu-dicroudy out of placeto Olie
whenever he came on it suddenly. On the barren surface of Flannigan, it reminded him of nothing so
much asaplum sticking out of an enormous abino pudding.

The structures themselves were incredibly sophisticated, holding as they did a complete biostation.
They would have taken yearsto build from scratch on the surface. Instead they had appeared almost
overnight—already complete.

All of the Terran research stations were carried the same way. They were closed-cycle units,
in-serted piggyback into the hull of astarship. When the degtination planet or space station was raised,
the proper number of the proper units were smply detached from the ship and de-graved down to the
surface, complete with their own power supplies and food-chain sources.

Needlessto say, the abrupt ap-pearance of aresearch station had a profound effect on any intelligent
native life which happened to dwell on aplace like Hannigan.

The establishment of Botany Bay station had done the same for the primitive natives of Flannigan,
who cdled themselves Gratchii and were organized into smple, no-madic tribes. It had been quite easy
to convince the Gratchii that the Terrans were beings with whom it would be wise to cooperate.

In the shirt-deeve environment of the station's main pod, Rudolf Altborg clasped his hands behind his
head and leaned back in his chair.

Asthe project's biochemist, he was obliged to chart trends, ride herd on the work of biomedgen
technicianslike Olie Struan, and condense information into reports—such as the one he was dictating into
the message chip at this mo-ment.

"Concluson-wise" he said into the pickup, "we have effectively dilated the metabolic spectrum of the
Y eep in such away that this species, Ovis Flanax, will easily be able to operate on amore diversfied
diet. The dmost exclusive de-pendence by the loca indigenous population on the Y egp should be
relieved by the successful con-clusion of the project. However, whileit is not within my areato draw
economic conclusions, it ap-pears at this juncture that the fact of the natives dependence on the Y eep, or
on any sngleanima spe-cies, for—" Altborg ticked them off on hisfingers— "food supply, fiber from the
animd'swool, and mone-tary units essentid to their com-mercia trade among themsdlves, offersan
indication that an eva-uation would be in order toward the possible end of assigning an econ team to
widen the systems of merchandise and exchange used by the Gratchii. Not only could the progress of
civilization on Flanni-gan thus be accelerated, but such crises asthe one currently being dealt with on
successful levels by this project might easily be pre-vented from recurrence in the fu-ture.

"Bio-section expects to shortly complete tests on the mutated strain of Y egp developed here, and we
are confident of asuccessful conclusion of our assgnment. Us-ing adaptations of advanced techniques,
wehave..."

Olie Struan dammed the door. Altborg dowly spun hischair to face Olie, who was il shivering
from the outside cold.

"They'redill dying," Oliesadflatly.

Altborg pursed hislips. "Why?*

"Sameas| sad." Oliegtared a Altborg with unblinking blue eyes.



"Areyou sure?' Altborg asked.

"No. But I've taken thirty-one tissue samples. I'm sure I'mright, but I'll have to go down to my lab
and spin down the samples.”

"S0, quit guessing and spin‘em.”

"Thought you'd like to know, be-fore you get off another report to Elsa, conning her about how well
we'redoing. I'll be ableto prove I'm right.”

Altborg was silent for amoment. "Until you prove that you're right—"

"And proveyourewrong,” Oliecut in.

"Until you prove you'reright,” Altborg repested evenly, "you're still wrong. So, get to proving. Then,
well re-evduate—if we have, in point of fact, anything that needs re-evauating.”

"Look!" snapped Olie. "They're dill dying. The extremities freeze, they get gangrene, and they die.
That doesn't take ageniusto see. Hell! Even the Gratchii can see that much. And they're not even
hot-shot biochemists. The question is, why? Why are the Y egp in the improved strain, dying off from
fro-zen feet, when the native strain never did?'

"That," Altborg said grumpily, "iswhat | asked you to find out." "I'm finding it out!" Struan's temper
wasrisng. "l know what itis. All I'm asking you to do is pur-sue it along an independent mutation. By the
time I've proved I'm right, welll have failed. The Grat-chii will have sorted it out in their smplelittle minds
that the Y eep are dying because of us."

"Ridiculoud"

"Sure, it is. The Y eep were dying when we came. Wetold the Grat-chii we'd save them. Now, the
new strain kegpsdying off."

"That's not it, damn it!" Altborg brought theflat of his hand down sharply on the top of the console
and sprang to hisfedt. "It'sami-nor genetic drift. Y ou don't have to introduce anew strain to get rid of a
drift!"

"Thistimeyou do." Struan's blue eyeswere wide now. "If the Gratchii Sart figuring that they are
losing their Y eep because of 'evil gods who come from the sky,' our gooseis cooked on Flannigan. It's
hard enough to keep them from stealing our breeding stock because the Y eep population has shrunk so
badly. But, at least, we have their grudging cooperation. If they start casting us asthe villains of the piece,
we've got two choices. Either bring in troops to protect the station, or pack up and go home." "God
damnit!" barked Altborg. He abruptly turned his back on Olie. "All | ask you to do isfind the answer to
asmpledrift, and you start beating me over the head with geopoalitics.”

"I'mfinding it," Olie growled. "But, | dso know what it is. For two weeks now, |'ve been begging
you to consider it, but no. 'Elsain-sists that we cover the bases,' you say. That's great. | have no
objec-tion to that. But while we're cov-ering the bases, | could be cutting acrossthe infield and have the
an-swer waiting when the rest of us get to home plate.”

"Y ou think were going to blow this project, don't you?”'

"Yes" Oliereplied. "Yes, | do."

"Because you've got a pet theory, and can't be bothered following project policy with it.”

"No!"

"Yeg"

"Look here, Altborg. Y ou're not the only guy around here with histail in acrack. Asabiochemis,
you're far enough up the ladder that you can stand a project failure once in awhile without too much
gtrain on your career. But if Botany Bay project goes down the pipe, I'm the guy that will haveto take
the respongbility. I'm the biomed-gen tech—the organic mechanic. If wefail, | won't be called on the
carpet. That'strue. But everyone will say that we failed because Olie Struan couldn't handlieasmple
mutation in asgmple anima with asmple mind. That leaves me pretty well swinging asfar asmy
reputa-tion in my specidty goes.”

"Hogwash!" snapped Altborg. "Not in my book. If that weretrue, | could just live with it. But it's not
true. The problem with the Y eep is peripherd circulatory defi-ciency.”

"Y ou don't know that yet."

"Not on paper,” Struan said. "But that'swhat it is, just the same. Therés moreto it than freezing fedt,



too. Our new strain of Yeep isaso stupider than the old strain. And nearsighted. We're going the wrong
direction. We've got to de-velop anew strain in order to cover our bets.”

"Thisal soundsvery familiar,” Altborg said wesarily. "1 think I've heard it before, somewhere. You
prove your theory, and I'll be thefirst one to approve anew strain of Y egp. But without something to
hang our hat on, Elsais never go-ing to buy it."

"Not aslong as you keep send-ing up sugar-coated reports to her—no."

"Well." Altborg smiled hisnas-tiest amile. "Next time you're in the sack with her, maybe you could
plead your case. And whileyou're at it, you can explain what ason of abitch | am.”

They stood across the console from each other for afull minute and glared.

"All right." Olie broke the 9-lence. "Thisis getting us nowhere, and we're both losing our tem-pers.”

"| expect weare," Altborg re-marked dryly.

Olieturned and started for the door. "I'll spin these down, firgt. I'll 1et you know." He left before
Alt-borg could say anything ese.

Between Altborg's office and the lab, Olie's temper began to subside, and he sifted through the
reasons for hisfriction with Altborg. There was, he thought, certainly no rea-son to bring persond
relationshipsinto the picture. Thefact that Elsa Spitzen was the engineer in charge of the Botany Bay
project had no bearing on her persona relation-ship with Olie. In thiskind of a closed environment where
Terrans had to work together, but aso had to live together in some kind of community harmony, on-duty
titles couldn't be dlowed to have any-thing to do with off-duty friend-ships. Altborg, Olie thought,
appar-ently was upset that Elsa had made such an arrangement—an arrange-ment that omitted the
person be-tween them in the chain of com-mand. Altborg. It wassilly for Altborg to beirritated by that,
Oliethought. But, it was getting plainer dl the time that he was. He never missed achanceto get adigin
about it, and the friction was get-ting to a point that it endangered the project itsdlf.

Olie sghed as he entered hislab. Maybe, if this hump with the ge-netic drift in the Y egp could be
gotten over, things would smooth out. After al, Altborg was getting some heavy pressure from updtairs,
and it wasonly naturd for him to get rid of it by passng it down to the next maninline. Unfortunately,
thought Olie, the next man in line happens to be me.

Altborg, in hisown office, was winding up hisreport. "And, so, while there are some minor genetic
driftsthat present some operationd difficultiesin the new strain of Y eep, we expect to have made
ad-justments for them before the next generation is born. These adjust-ments, followed by atesting
period, should conclude our successful adaptive mutations of the Y eep.”

He rubbed his eyes and |eaned back in the chair for amoment. Then he punched an dert circuit and
removed the message chip from the pickup.

He sat, staring at the console, and absently tapping the message chip against the palm of his hand.

The records speciaist who shortly came into his office was awillowy redhead. "Y es, Dr. Altborg?"

Helooked up. "Hi, swesetie. Say, who was the genius that programmed this project so that dl the
records specidists were femae?

She gave asophigticated little shrug.

"Here, Jll," Altborg said. "File thisand kick acopy upstairs.”

As she bent to take the chip from his hand, he expertly pinched her, just hard enough to dlicit adight
Squed.

The security darm buzzed with arasp that was unmistakable. Red lights flashed in dl compartments
of the gation, and the monitor's voice came booming over the auto-matic gain speskers.

"Alert! Alert! Perimeter breach near number-ten shed! All person-nel on duty to the area of
number-ten shed! Gratchii have broken into perimeter. Security personnel—se-cure station pods. Alert!
Alert!"

Olie Struan quickly switched off hisbio-anadyzer and sprang toward the door of hislab. Good thing,
he thought, that he had not yet started spinning down his series of sam-ples. Otherwise, he would have
had to stick with the machine.



At this moment, he was the most anxious man in Botany Bay station to answer the security alarm, but
not because of number-ten shed.

As soon as he cleared the station pod, he sprinted toward number-twelve shed.

The Gratchii—the hairy, bow-legged humanoid inhabitants of Flannigan—had findly figured out how
to ground a portion of the stun-field barrier that had been put around Botany Bay station. They had
smply built aramp of hard-packed snow that let them walk over the barrier, which was set on
graight-line force fields. Once the outside ramp was complete, they sood on top of it and feverishly
poured more snow pack over its crest into the compound. By work-ing rapidly, they built abridge
across the stun-fence, though the force field continued to operate in the tunnel it had melted through the
packed snow ramp. Perhaps a hundred of the Gratchii, quite ac-customed to using the harsh winter
climate of Flannigan to their ad-vantage, had thrown up the bridge before security could detect its
con-struction, and they were swarming over it at the rear of the station area, running at the peculiar,
bobbling trot which et them move rapidly over the dick ice and snow fields.

The Terrans spread out from the three tall pods of the station to protect the inflatable shedswhich
housed the breeding stock of Y egp and the experimental flocks of both the new and old strains.

Olie Struan sprinted dong with agroup from his pod until he got close to the threatened sheds. Then
he veered away and made for shed twelve.

Once ingde the shed, Olie dammed the hatch and leaned against the bulkhead, sucking in great gasps
of air until he began to get hiswind.

Theair in the shed was cold, but not nearly asicy asthat outsde. The shed interior was sheltered
from the wind, and the body heeat of the animals kept it to amore tolerable temperature than outside.

Oliedrew the c-w pistol he had snatched up when heleft hislab. He thought it was charged, but he
couldn't realy remember, S0 he stripped out the power and checked it while he got his breath.

A quick visud inspection of the shed showed that it was operating and intact. The sheds themsalves
were longish, semicylindrica affairswith double walls of vyathane film. Between thewadlls, a pressure of
one and ahaf atmospheres kept the structure rigid, but alowed it to ripple enough so the stormy winds
of FHannigan didn't damage it. On the outside, tie-downs anchored to dead-men buried in the frozen
ground helped hold down the otherwise lightweight structures. On theinsde, a system of web baffling
helped the leeward side of the structure hold its shape in awind-storm by giving the skin walls something
totug againgd.

The inflatable sheds came down with the station pods, packed in ca-nisters, and were erected by
pulling aring lanyard which activated agas cell. The canister itself con-tained asmall compressor and a
st of sensors. When it was patched into the power supply of the sta-tion, it continued to operate asa
regulator that maintained proper pressure between the vyathane walls and flashed an alarm if the pressure
dropped below an opti-mum level or if the skin of the walls was breached.

Shed twelve was a back-up shed, used to house short-run control groups of Y egp. Normally, no one
ever needed to enter it, except the organic mechanic who was doing the mutation runs on the Y eep.

That person was Olie Struan.

Olie made hisway to the rear of the shed, where aweb fence, run-ning across from one wall to the
other, partitioned off the control group of Y eep about which he had been so concerned.

They didn't look likethe old strain of Y eep, nor did they look agreat dedl like the new strain—the
new strain which wasfailing, asfar as Olie could seg, just as miserably as had the old Y eep that were
de-pendent on the puffdocks. The old Y eep had stubby ears, apair of curved, black horns, were
covered with athick, gray wool, and had four stubby legs which terminated in four-toed, manlike feet.
The new Y eep had essentially the same ap-pearance, but were decorated with large, floppy,
cocker-spaniel ears, long, fluffy tails, and even larger anthropoid feet.

The Yeepin Olie's secret flock were somewhere in between, but with some minor
exceptions—ex-ceptions which Olie believed would make them a viable species, even in the changing
ecology of Flanni-gan. They had stand-up, more effi-cient ears, much like amule deer's, and broad,
flattened noses. Their longer legs terminated in afoot with two wide, spatul ate toes, ar-ranged
opposably, and covered with athick, horny sheath. At the posterior cleft of the foot was a stubby,



articulable phalanx, equipped with athick toenail. Their relationship with the other Y eep was evidenced
by two small, vestigid toes, on either sde of the foot, located above each haf of the hoof. The whole
foot was agood dedl like that of acamel in appear-ance, but it was better engineered, and dl the
phalanges were subject to voluntary control by the Y eep.

Hooves.

Hooves didn't freeze. And, with the opposable-toe arrangement, Olie's secret Y eep could grip
things, dbeit in avery rudimentary manner, afeature that would assst them in keeping their footing on
dickice.

Also, Olieliked to think that these Y eep had kinder eyes than their cousins—eyes that seemed to him
to hold at least a spark of in-telligence.

He had gone ahead and devel-oped this strain on his own, deliberately operating outside procedural
requirements of the project and without authorization. If he was found out before he actudly got
authorization to develop this mutartion, it could cost him his post. But, he had reasoned, if the new
Y eep—the ones that were failing to operate and dying of frozen feet—turned out to be acompletefailure
and there was nothing else in the works to back up the project in away that could justify it both to the
Gratchii and the Terran govern-ment, then hewasin trouble, any-way.

He was the organic mechanic at Botany Bay, and, when an aid project of thistype backfired—asit
occasiondly did—it was usualy the organic mechanic who had to takeit on the chin. The organic
me-chanic was in the uncomfortable position of being the guy who couldn't cover himsdf by passing the
buck.

Olie had suspected the problem, and as far as he could see, had an-ticipated the answer as soon as
he discovered the new strain of Y egp beginning to die off. He had started his own program, at first asa
re-search control, but he had never gotten a chance to even try and sdll it. Elsa Spitzen was the engineer
in charge of the Botany Bay project, and she was six feet of raving Teutonic precison. She had loudly
ingsted that "guesswork™ had no place in the scientific method; that project policy would be followed to
the letter; that a solid body of sup-porting data would be assembled first; that it would be eval uated; that
curveswould be established; that then and only then would any new sirains be developed, if and only if it
was clearly indicated as a necessity for the success of the project.

If Elsafound out that Olie had gone againgt her orders, she would have no hesitation about cutting
him off right at the ground. Elsawouldn't let her own persond af-fection for Olie soften her response to
such asituation. She wasn't built that way. Six feet tdl, blond and blue-eyed, solidly built yet dender at a
hundred and fifty-five pounds. That was Elsa. She was always feminine, even when she waswork-ingin
the sheds, wearing boots and a baggy one-piece. There was never any question that she was awoman,
but she was aso an eco-logica engineer—one of the best—and she knew she was one of the best.

Sheran Botany Bay station like the quarterdeck of an Eighteenth Century man-of-war.

No. Olie had no self-delusions about what would happen to him if Elsagot wind that he had
ddliber-ately gone againgt her orders.

Olie moved to the wall of the shed and looked out through a glassane window. Outside, the shouting
was drawing closer, asthe Gratchii warmed to their task of stealing as many Y eep asthey could cart off.

Maybe the Gratchii were hungry. It was anyone's guess why they had broken into the compound at
Bot-any Bay, but that could be the rea-son. After dl, they had oriented their own food chain and trade
de-velopment to asystem that de-pended much too heavily on the Y eep. They used them for meset. They
used their wool to make the rough, homespun woolen clothes that protected them from the harsh climate
of FHannigan. And they used Y eep asamedium of ex-change. Their entire commerce used Y eep as
money. A thing was worth this or that many Y eep. If you wanted to buy, you had to buy with Y eep, and
if you didn't have any Y eep, you had to sell some-thing to get them, or venture out into the frozen
countryside and catch some. If you wanted to sell, you had to take payment in Y eep.

It was, of course, entirely pos-sible that the Gratchii had mounted thisraid on Botany Bay station
samply because they couldn't res st the temptation of dl that "money" being stashed away by the Terrans.

AsOlielooked out on the melee in the compound, he had no trouble distinguishing between the



Terrans and the Gratchii. The aver-age Gratchii was agood six inches shorter than the average Terran.
The natives of Flannigan had chubby, moon faces, with beards and long, wild hair. Their deep chests
gave them a stocky ook, which was given aridiculous ap-pearance by their bowed legs.

Somewherein their chain of evo-lution, Olie mused, their legs had become bowed in order to alow
them to move over dick ice with-out faling down agreat ded, as was evidenced by the peculiar,
bobbing gait they used when running. A Terran could not run on dick ice. He had to move with arapid,
diding shuffle and keep hisfeet in contact with the surface of the ice. Otherwise he would lose hisfooting
every few steps. The Gratchii, however, could trot aong at a pretty respectable speed.

They were running every which way, now, out in the compound.

Rather than take the obvious method of gaining entry to the sheds, some of them had avoided the
doorway hatches and tried to hack their way in through thewalls.

The sheds, when robbed of the air pressure between the vyathane skin double walls, had, of course,
collapsed, but not fast enough to keep the Gratchii out. They had poured into the sheds through the holes
cut with their knives, una-ware that the whole structure was in the process of sagging to the ground like a
flaccid tent with poles suddenly turned to sponge rubber.

The collapsed shedsrippled in the wind, and were filled with lumps that represented Gratchii,
Terrans, and Y eep. All were thrashing madly, and screaming un-intelligible curses of confusion, if the
Y eep could be said to be ca-pable of cursing.

The effect was much like two busted marble bagsfull of jumping beans. Hysterical Gratchii were
writhing under the vyathane film, dashing madly with the large skinning knivesthey dl carried. Some of
them were, largely by chance, chopping holesin the col-lapsed sheds and escaping into the open air,
even more disheveled than usud, and redling, glassy-eyed, away from their recent astonish-ment at being
attacked by abuild-ing.

The Terrans knew more about what needed to be done when a shed comes down on one. Beams of
light from c-w weapons stabbed out through the vyathane. Terran technicians, bellowing their
custom-ary, ritual profanities, had whipped out their Ssdearms, stopped the power down to minimum
level, and systematically diced their way out from under. They were coming out now, touded and
enraged, but till mindful of what needed to be done. The Gratchii and the Y eep- and afew Terranswho
had lost their c-w weaponsin the scuffle—had to be gotten out of the col-lapsed sheds before they used
up thelittle air trapped under the vya-thane and smothered.

The Y eep were reacting like the lovable idiots they were. They were hopping up and down in one
spot and howling, with the earsplitting shriek that had inspired the Terransto cal them Yeepinthefirst
place.

Fist fights had broken out in scuffling clumps around the two collapsed sheds. It was plain that the
Gratchii had no letha intentions—they were smart enough to know the Terrans had them completely
outgunned. They didn't want to hurt anyone. They just wanted to steal some Y eep from the station. The
Terransdidn't want to hurt the Gratchii—that would be bad public relations—but, they didn't want the
experimentd flocks of Y eep carted away, either.

A Gratchii would snatch up agroggy, confused Y eep, and start hot-footing it for the snow ramp over
the stun-fence. A Terran would tackle him, or knock him down, or smply seizethe Y eep and dash for
the nearest functiond shed, where other Terrans were dumping bewildered Y eep through the hatchways
and securing them from the greedy grasps of the Grat-chii.

Once burned, the Gratchii showed no further interest in get-ting into the other sheds by cutting ahole
inthe walls. They were concentrating on the Y eep which were loose in the compound, and more were
being turned loose every minute by groups of Terranswho were feverishly shredding up the collapsed
sheds and disentangling those—both Y eep and Gratchii—still trapped under the vyathane. Onceina
while, asaknot of Y egp were sorung from confinement, a Terran technician would break cover with
them, red-faced from respiration reduction, and roaring obscene mal edictions on everyone and



ev-erything within earshot. His aggravation was usudly aleviated by the deliverance of agood, swift kick
in the rump to the, nearest Y eep, or, in some cases, the summary deck-ing of a convenient Gratchii.

Little clusters of Y eep stood about, knotted together, with their heads touching, like ahuddle of
footbd| players, jumping iff-legged and shrieking piteoudly.

The Terrans were trying to gather up theloose Y eep asfast asthey could. The Gratchii weretry-ing
to stedl them just asfast. Oncein awhile, a Terran technician would grab hold of a Y eep at the same
time as a Gratchii grabbed hold of the other end of the same animal. The two of them would tug back
and forth, stretching every part of the Y egp's anatomy, while the Y eep howled bloody murder with its
tongue hanging out and a glazed look of astonishment in its eyes. The Terran usualy won the Y eep, but
the Gratchii were deter-mined little fellows, and they would hang doggedly onto the prize as some burly
Terran tech-nician carted it toward a shed, dragging the Gratchii along behind.

The noise of the battlefiltered through to the insde of shed twelve, where Olie was sticking closeto
his secret flock of improved-design Y eep. He could hear the shouting confusion outside, and the mesaty
pop of fists striking flesh. Through his glassane window, he saw the Gratchii begin to thin out as most of
the Y eep were secured by scurrying Terrans.

Once, abow-legged Gratchii trotted |aborioudy past, just outside the window, lugging a'Y eep under
each arm. Pausing for breath, he looked up at the window and saw Olie staring at him. He dropped the
Y egp and scampered off through the snow. The Y eep licked their noses and sat down dis-gustedly, only
to be scooped up by another Gratchii who came sprint-ing aong, heading for the snow ramp and the
safety that lay be-yond it.

The second Gratchii wore exactly the expression of a Terran who has just spotted a bundle of money
ly-ing in the street. He paused for amoment, looked up and down, then grabbed the two dazed
Y eep—one under each arm—smiled broadly, and, grunting under the weight, la-bored off toward the
perimeter of Botany Bay Station.

When Olie was satisfied that the station was secure—satisfied that no more larcenous Gratchii were
lin-gering ingde the perimeter—he turned back to his'Y eep.

They stood, some with their heads cocked to one side, and regarded him aristocraticaly.

"Wdl," he said softly, "you're ill ssfe—so fa—my chickens™

That seemed to satisfy the Y eep, and they moved aong the web fence to their feeding trough and
began to munch quietly. Olie stared at them for afew more min-utes, looking at the control tag on the
pen without redly seeing it. "E.M.," it read, short for Experimental Mutation; followed by the digital
readout that would identify data on this group in the comput-ers—if Olie could just engineer away to
reved his'Y eep to Elsawithout getting laced up one side and down the other by her temper.

"Yeep. EIM. 57-50-88." Letters and numbers, burn-stenciled on aplain white sign that was riveted
to the web fence. To Olig, that ™Y eep. E.M. 57-50-88," wasthe critical data on which would hinge the
suc-cess or failure of the Botany Bay project—as well asthe success or failure of acertain organic
me-chanic who had gotten himsalf along way out on avery shaky limb.

Olie puffed out his cheeks and emptied hislungs. Hewasjust astired asif he had been out there,
running around with his colleagues, belting Gratchii and lugging Y eep.

Outsde the shed, he holstered his c-w pistol and dogged the hatchway shut against the wind. He
rubbed hisface with both hands and looked up at the overcast sky. Clouds wererolling in off Botany
Bay, and the wind had gotten higher during the hour that had passed since the security darms had firgt
sounded.

A storm was shaping up. Olie noted the fact mentally, reflecting, as he trudged back toward the
ga-tion pods, that it would be no inconvenience to him, since he had plenty of work to do in hislab: first
spinning down the analyses on the tissue samples he had collected; then, trying to pound some senseinto
Altborg's head so he could get an opportunity to try to pound some senseinto Elsa's head.

Helatched his door behind him and leaned againgt it briefly. 1t wasn't the work that was wearing him
down. He enjoyed hiswork, felt it wasimportant, and never tired of it. When he carefully manipulated



very tiny organic parts and pieces which controlled the whole organism of a creature, even though he
knew what he was going to get, he was dways faintly sur-prised and pleased that it worked.

No, Olie decided, it wasn't the work that was making him tired. It was the pressure from Altborg, the
inability—or refusa—to listen to what Olie was trying to get acrossto him. Olie's paingtakingly orderly
methods, together with years of ex-perience, had given him aningght and intuition which told him he
a-ready knew the answer—told him that his lab findings would smply verify what he had guessed at the
beginning.

He unbuckled the belt and hung his pistol on ahook by the door, then moved acrossto the
bio-ana-lyzer console and punched up the power source.

An hour later, he was till hov-ered over the screen. When the andyzer had spun down and bro-ken
up the tissue sample a series of readout models would come up on the screen—cdlls, chains, nucle,
molecules. Oliesfinger hovered over the print key, methodically punching it for ahard copy of each
readout. He had a hedthy pile of paperwork—detailed tissue diagrams on all the dead Y eep he had
found that morning—when Altborg en-tered the | ab.

Olie glanced up from the bio-anayzer. "Hi," he said, and turned back to the screen.

Altborg smiled crookedly. "Fifty-seven; fifty; eighty-eight,” he said.

Olie switched off his machine and swung his chair around to face Altborg, who was leaning on alab
bench. "I beg your pardon?' Olie asked camly.

"Fifty-seven; fifty; eighty-eight,” Altborg repegted. "Mean anything to you?'

"Sounds like a digmudent to me."

"Say!" Altborg feigned surprise. "That could beit. Digital mutation indentification. It's arranged the
sameway. | don't know, though. Our operationa strainisonly fifty-seven; fifty; seventy-five. How could
there be an eighty-eight strain? It's not logged in the com-puter.”

Olielad hishand on the pile of printouts, as though they needed his protection. "I don't redlly have
timeto play cat-and-mouse with you, Altborg. What's on your mind?"

"O.K. You have loused up the detail. Y ou have said the hell with policy orders and program
defini-tion, and put together a mutation strain on your own hook. That's what's on my mind."

"What makes you think s0?' Olie asked evenly.

"Been there," Altborg replied. "To shed twelve. All tucked away in the back pen,” he added by way
of verificaion.

Olie stiffened. He started to reach for the commo key, but Altborg waved him off. "Don't worry.
They'redl right—for now. | didn't hurt them. But, we will be getting rid of them pretty quick.”

Olielooked a him questioningly. "Get rid of them?What in blazes do you mean, get rid of them? The
eghty-eight drainisthe answer.”

"They'renot in the program,” Altborg said smoothly.

"Oh, for Chrigt's sake. Put them in the program! That won't kill us, will it?"

"According to my paperwork and reports," Altborg replied, "the sev-enty-five strain is operationd, is
getting the job done, and functionswell within program curves™

"What? They're dying off! And you know it!"

"Not on my books. My relative program evaluations say well be out of thisholein lessthan a
month.”

"God damniit, Altborg!" Olie smacked the pile of printout diagramswith theflat of hishand.

"Thedopeisright here. It'slikel said, and | can cut samplesfrom now till doomsday and still get the
same answers. Thetissue freezing and gangrene isaproduct of pe-ripherd circulatory insufficiency. They
don't get enough blood into their feet and ears to keep them from freezing. The old Y eep had smdller,
tougher feet, and tiny ears. Further, the seventy-five srain is stupider than the old Y eep, the cir-culatory
disorder aso affectstheir brains and eyes. Cerebrd circulatory insufficiency, and retinopathy. That's
another reason for their feet freezing. They're too damned dumb to know anything's wrong with them until
they drop dead.”

"Hm-m-m." Altborg got to hisfeet and began to pace up and down thelab. "Wdll, that's very nice,
but I'm not in aposition where | can back up, now."



"The seventy-five srainis not operationa! If we pick up and leave them to replace the old Y eep, the
project will be abig, fat zero. The seventy-five strain can't func-tion aswell asthe origind strain. Yeep
will be extinct before we've gotten back to base. Look, Altborg, you can't just kiss off the Gratchii that
way. They're cold, hungry, and broke right now—and, there arefew Y eep left. This afternoon proves
that point. Theraid—"

"Stroke of luck, that." Altborg rubbed his chin.

"What?"

"Theraid, Olie. That'show | found out about your illega Y eep. | got to wondering just what there
might be out in shed twelve that would send you streaking for it the way you did—when the Gratchii
were hitting shed number ten and shed number nine."

"S0, you waited—"

"Right. | waited until you left and then took alook."

Oliesmiled cynicdly. "Some-thing told me | should lock it up.”

Altborg quit pacing. "At least, you haven't lost your sense of humor. No, locking the shed would only
have gotten someone to won-dering about it long before this. Come on, Olie. . . hooves, for God's sake.
Wheréd you get that brilliant idea?’

"Humph. Hooveswon't freeze."

"They won't work, either," Altborg said flatly.

"Hah! Y ou seem pretty sure about that.”

"l am. Troublewith you is, you're so busy tinkering over your micros, latching and unlatching DNA
chains, synthesizing new qua-siviruses, that you don't pay atten-tion. Look around you, damnit! The
answer isawaysin the ecol-ogy."

"Sure," Oliesaid, "And this ecol-ogy is getting colder and meaner. The hooves—"

Altborg dammed his hand down on the lab bench. "L ook at the other speciesfor amoment. Pay
at-tention. If hooves made operationa feet on Flannigan, there would be at least afew species here that
had them. There aren't. And, you don't have any ideawhy they don't exist, because you're locked in so
damned tight on your own narrow specialty. Ask me. Ask Elsa. Thelarger system pictureisour job."

"So, dl right." Olie was fighting to hang onto his half-Nordic, haf-Scots temper. "I'm asking,
profes-sor. What about it?"

"It'sthe dick ice. Animaswith hooves can't get agrip onit. Natu-ral selection knocked hooves out
of evolution herelong ago. Y ou stick your 'new and improved' Y egp out there on that greasy ice, and
they'll spend so much timefalling on their prat and getting up again that they'll never get a chance to eat
anything."

"If you had bothered to look just alittlemore closdly,” Olie said evenly, "you might have noticed
that the hoofed phalanges are both articulable and opposable. Grip and traction are—"

"Agh!" Altborg snorted. He turned abruptly and resumed his pacing up and down. "We were
dropped down on this hellhole to breed a strain of Y eep with a broader food-chain capability. Weve
donejust that.”

"But," Olie protested, getting to hisfeet and picking up the sheaf of printout paper, "they're dying.
The saventy-fivesrainis—"

"Iswhat?" thundered Altborg, in-terrupting again. "Isdying of what? | say it's systemic, not genetic. |
say we can make a spot correction on it and get out of here."

Oliethrew down the printouts. "Maybeit isadisease, but if it is, it'sinherited. I've got the samething
intwo generations, now. Theresathird generation just com-ing out of the chute, and | can see the same
thing garting up in them.” Olieticked them off on hisfingers. "Periphera circulatory in-sufficiency.
Retinopathy. Cerebrd circulatory insufficiency. The sev-enty-five strain will be extinct in two generations,
once our control flocks are turned loose. Don't you care anything about what happens to them—to the
species? And what about the poor, miserable natives of this planet? Don't you care what will happen to
them, oncethe Yeep are all dead?’

"No!"

Olie Struan and Rudolf Altborg stood, staring each other down, their eyesfairly crackling hostility



acrossthe lab bench.

When Altborg spoke again, hisvoice waslow and even. "I care about my career. | care more about
it than | do about you, or the Y eep, or the Gratchii, or thiswhole crummy icebox of aplanet. | started
out as a biomedgen tech—organic mechanic—like you. And | worked, and skulled, and learned, and
beat my brains out until 1 worked up to biochemist. I'm still working and beating my brains out to get up
to ecologica engineer. | didn't get thisfar by kicking over the program every time | got to feding sorry
for mysdf, or got to feding sorry for sometribe of smdly natives. Get me? Y ou don't makeit in this
business by going outside the program. Right now, | certainly don't need you—or anyone like
you—lousing up the detail.”

"Sure," Olie said sarcadtically. "Maybe you can draw ad ot on your next project as ecologica
en-gineer in charge.”

"Maybe| can," Altborg said. He hesitated for a second. " So?"

"Nothing. By that timethe Y egp will be extinct and the Gratchii will be starving to degth. Pretty
ex-pensive, isnt it? | mean—for two pay jumps and abigger office?’

Altborg sat down weearily on the stool by the lab bench. "Listen, Olie. Get it through your head, will
you? We have completed our aid program oh Flannigan. We have engineered anew strain of Y eep that
can live on most anything, short of anima protein. We have produced a stabilized metabolism in the
seventy-five strain that does not depend on the puffdocks for afood supply. That was the program for
this project. We have accom-plished that. They'll adapt to the feet-freezing that you're so dl-fired
worried about—and, | think they'll adapt before they dl die off."

"l don't think s0."

Altborg snorted. "I know you don't think so! That's why you've been doing your damnedest to
wreck my section. Quit it!"

"All right," Olie said soothingly. "All right. Hear me out, then. Now—the cat's out of the bag; or, the
Y egp's out of the shed, s0 to speak. Give me achanceto sall you onit. If what | say makes any senseto
you at dl, we can—maybe—quietly turn my eighty-eight strain loose in the snow and forget they ever
exiged.”

"Ohfor—"

"Hold on. What have we got to lose? They're not logged into the records. If you think I'm on to
something, dl | ask isthat you don't murder my eighty-eights—"

"Euthanesaisnt—"

"lItistome” Olieingsted.

"Oh, fo—" Altborg began, again.

"Comeon, now." Olig's voice began to show strain. "Are you so closed up you can't listen?”

"Youthink I owe you ahear-ing?'

Olie hedtated. "In away ,yes."

"All right. All right." Altborg threw both hands over his head, then |et them drop. "I'm only themanin
charge. Why should my judgment amount to anything? Go ahead. Tell me about it.”

Olielicked hislips as he gath-ered his thoughts. Then, he sat down in the control chair at the
bioc-andyzer. "It'strue; the seventy-five strain has mutated perfectly well—within the program. Asyou
say, they can live on amogt any-thing, short of anima protein. Y ou say they have a systemic disorder that
will adjust out. | say the circulatory disorders are the result of aminor genetic drift—the smdl, annoying
float-gene that we can never predict, but which crops up in the mutated strain oncein awhile. Normaly,
thisisn't any red problem. Normally, it has nothing to do with our dterations of the basic metabolism of a
given crea-ture to solve agiven problem.”

Altborg's voice wasimpatient. "Look, Olie. | don't really need lecture on organic chem-engineer-ing.”

"O.K., OK. Just pay atention.”

Altborg got to hisfeet and re-sumed pacing, hands behind his back. He nodded toward Olie,
in-dicating that he was ready to hear him out.

"We use endocrine thergpy to a-ter the anima's metabolism in samples of the species. Once our
clinical evauation satisfies usthat the dteration isfunctiona, we can synthesize aquasivirusto do the



same thing asthe drug matrix. Weinject that quasivirusinto anew group—control group of animas. The
nucleus of the virus detachesin the bloodstream, tacksitsalf onto the DNA moleculesin the tissues, and
our dteration becomes atrait that will be genetically transmitted. If the transmission holds up throughout
the control group, we have amutation, but there are a-ways some drifts—s de-effect muta-tions—"

"Comeon," Altborg said wasp-ishly. "'l was producing organic pro-grams and shoving them into the
works long before you ever jerked atissue sample.”

"I've no doubt of it," Olie re-plied quickly. "It's dways come off before. Our systems have worked
every time—but, because the minor genetic drifts never superimposed themselves on the object of the
mutation. Thisone does. That'swhy I'm carefully going over thisground—"

Altborg stopped in front of Olie, hishands still clasped behind hisback. "I know what you'retaking
about. It's very basic stuff; but how doesit form any decent argument that the seventy-five srainisa
bugt, while the eighty-eight—" Altborg checked himself. "While your illegd strain—developed out-side
the program—uwill be such agalloping success?'

"It gets back to the same old thing. Peripherd circulatory insufficiencies. Poor collatera
circula-tion—in this case affecting the ex-tremities, eyes and brain. In the seventy-five srain, there smply
isn't enough capillary formation in the tissue masses. Initsdf, that'swithin tolerance levels, but only ina
genera way. Thisclimate bringsit to critical importance in the areas of the Y egp's body that I've
men-tioned. Y ou seeit as systemic, as something that can be solved through pathology. That's because
you're thinking in terms of biochemistry. I'm looking at it asacell mechanic—and, | can seethat it will
have to be built out of the sev-enty-five grain.”

"Well, you're out of luck!" snorted Altborg. "It'stoo late for that. The seventy-fivestrainisin
operation, and passed by the sys-tem evaluation—"

"Of courseit'stoolate,” Olie said. "I'm only the organic mechanic, but | can seethat we'd haveto
work up an entire new strain to get rid of the problem with the vascular system. In the eighty-eight strain,
| smply knocked out the parts of the ma-chine—the anima—where poor col-latera circulation was
caugng troubleinthisdimate.

"Hm-m-m," mused Altborg. "I till say the hooveswon't work—not on dick ice. Thewholething
soundsflaky. It'stoo easy.”

"Maybe s0," Olie said. He sensed that Altborg was beginning to soften, but that his enormous ego
prevented him from actudly voicing any specific agreement.

"Look, Altborg. Theré's nothing to lose, redly. Just turn the eighty-eight control flock loose. See how
they do. If they look likethey'll makeit, leave them loose."

"Sure" Altborg sniffed. "What will the follow-up team log them as when they check up onthe
Botany Bay project, later on?"

"They'll log them as a sdection variation, and you know it. | haven't been on too many follow-up
teams, but I've pulled samplesfor enough of them to know they'll stretch apoint pretty far to make
observed resultsfit the system evd-uation on aproject.” Olie laughed ashort, hard laugh. "Those guys
arelikeyou. They like their paper-work to go together nice and smooth.”

"Hmmp!" Altborg sniffed, again. "Who doesn't? And, whet if your “eighty-eight’ srainisaflat falure?
What if | am right—and | am very apt to be right, you know?"'

"Well," Oliesaid, "you can re-lieve me from the project and ship me home."

"Hah! | can do that right now!"

"Yes, but if youll givethe eighty-eight strain afair sheke—and givethe Graichii afair shake
thereby—and my Yeep dofail, I'll sit fill for getting fired." He mea-sured hiswords carefully. "I'll shut up
and takeit. Y ou'll have afree hand with Elss—uh—off-duty-wise."

Altborg's eyes narrowed. "I'll haveto think it over.”

"Fair enough.”

"L et me have your hard data on the eighty-eights. I'll run it through the sides program—see how it
gandsin comparative analyss.

Olie began shuffling together his pile of printouts, and stacked some more sheafs of data on top of it.
Then he paused. "How about copies? They do just aswell?"



Altborg shrugged and turned his back. " Sure. Copies are fine."

Outsde the pods of Botany Bay station, the early front of the risng storm was building itself on the
prevailing windsthat carried it in upon the land from far out over the cold sea—miles awvay from the
shore where constant wind and wa-ter motion did not allow the seato ice over asit had in Botany Bay
it-sdif.

Thewind had risen during the afternoon, from its usual low whistle to a persstent whine. It drove
small maelstroms of powdery snow across the dick ice and me-thodically piled up the heavy cloudsin
the eastern sky, as some mythica god-child might stack snowballsin preparation for a bursting good
sham-battle that it was plotting with friends.

The vyathane skins of the sheds, reined by the tie-downs outside and the web baffling inside, rippled
steadily under the risng wind, rustling softly as the web baffles stretched and tugged, making the entire
structures creak and Sgh. The'Y egp shuffled nervoudy in their pens and knotted together in little clumps
which shifted congtantly asther ingtinctstold them of the coming storm.

Rudolf Altborg hunched over the console in his darkened office, hisfacelit from below by the lights
of the feeder complex. He was putting Oli€'s datainto an analysis pro-gram of Botany Bay station'smain
computer. He muttered to himself as he worked. "'If he hadn't caught on and inssted on giving me copies,
| could have shoved the datainto a non-retrieval and dumped his eighty-eight strain.” He sighed. "Now
I've got to go ahead with it, but | might aswell give him asquare analysis. He may be onto something that
will be useful on some other project . . ."

The commo key on Altborg's desk consolelit up.

Heignored it and continued feeding the job into the computer's sdes program.

The key buzzed, softly at first, then more loudly asthe reception cycle was manualy overridden.
Only one commo ouitlet in the station was equipped to do that: talk to you if you didn't answer the call.

"Rudoalf," said Elsa Spitzen's voice from the desk console. "Will you get up here to my office as soon
asyou can?'

"l can't come right now, sweets," Altborg said, without turning. "1'm feeding ajob into the computer. |
can't bregk off till it'sdl in."

"O.K.," Elsareplied, after abrief glence. "Will it bother you if we talk while you're doing it?"

"Nope. Not a bit. What's on your mind?*

In her own office, Elsa switched her commo key to broad range, and turned her chair away from her
desk console so she could ook out the large window behind her desk.

"l just had the Algpah of thelo-ca Gratchii tribein here. The trandation was a bit strange, but it was
an interesting conversation.”

Altborg stopped what he was doing and looked intently at the pickup that was broadcasting Elsa's
voice. Now what ? he thought to himsdif.

In her office, Elsahad not turned on the lights, even though the af-ternoon light was beginning to
go—even faster, now, with the weether beginning to kick up in earnest.

She had changed her clothes, was no longer wearing the rather severe one-piece she favored during
busi-ness-as-usua hours when her job wasto let no one make a mistake about her being the ecological
en-gineer of the project—female or not. Now, she was wearing alight-weight, loose-fitting one-piece of
soft dlken net that accentuated the full curves of her body. Sitting be-hind her desk console, silhouetted
againg the fading light that came through the window, she put her feet up, kicked off her deck dip-pers
and began to take her hair down. As shetalked to Altborg over the commo, the pale blond mantle began
dropping about her shoulders—full, wavy hair that seemed to glisten asthe dying light from the overcast
sky of Hannigan shonethroughiit.

"Areyou interested, Rudolf?" she said into the commo.

"Sure," Altborg replied in hisown office. "What did your friend the Algpah haveto say? Did you find
out anything about this afternoon’s snatch expedition”?”

"Not much we didn't dready know. Except for this one crazy thing."

"What'sthat?'



"He said—as nearly asthetrans-lator could tell—that the seventy-five strain of Y eep are dying off as
fast asthe base strain.”

Altborg hesitated. "Must be an error somewhere with the trandator. The base strain are still starv-ing
out, but my evauations—"

"That's what disturbs me, Ru-dolf. Y ou may have overlooked some points, somewhere. It'snot like
you. Have you had any data on the seventy-fives freezing their feet and dropping dead?"

Altborg continued feeding datainto the sides program. He couldn't stop, now that he had started,
until al of Olie's materia had been put into the job. "Oh," he replied ab-sently, "weve had alittle trouble
along those lines, but it looks sys-temic to me—afloat gene at the worst. We're working it out.”

In her own office, Elsa opened acompartment in her console and re-moved a hairbrush. She didn't
look where she was reaching, because she knew precisaly where the brush was placed in the
compartment. She began brushing out her full, Norse-blond hair as she talked to Altborg. "I haven't
pulled any data, yet, Rudolf. It seemed only right to talk with the section chiefs, first. Do you think this
might be an idiopathic disorder—something to do with the emotiona tension on the part of the Yeep a
being held in the control sheds?!

"Hm-m-m. Possible," Altborg re-plied. "Weve some data on cyanosis of the extremitiesin affected

Yeep—

"Vascular condriction?' shecut in. "Could it, then, not be agenetic drift?' There was ahopeful tone
to her voice. "If it'sonly systemic, we can treat it with an induced auto-immunity system.”

"We're taking RNA inventories now," Altborg said, as he punched up aretrieva system that would
give him that information, "toward asystem setup.”

"Get together aworkup on thisidiopathic thing. It could be some-thing on the order
of—say—Ray-naud's Disease."

Altborg wroteit down. "Been checking that out, but | haven't found too much onit. Fairly re-cently
identified, int it?"

"Firgt described in the Nine-teenth Century." There was asud-den, sharp chill in Elsasvoice. "Oh."

"Let's get somered results, Ru-dolf. Y our reports|ook rosy and your section runs smoothly, but
your paperwork isalittle too good to be true. | want this mutation wrapped up so it works right. Were
coming down to the end of our funding. At least for this project. If | ask for an extenson to straighten out
some screwup, | know what the answer will be."

v

"They'll cancd the programming on Hannigan and let the Gratchii float on their own—sink or swim. |
don't know about you, but I don't propose to have it on my record that 1 was in charge of a project that
was scrubbed for failure”

"Uh, I'll get right onit." Altborg cursed under his bresth, slently. Thiswasjust the thing he had been
trying to avoid. "I'll gart pulling eva uations and putting them through the sides program. My techswill be
pulling tissue samples as soon as wefinish talking. Don't worry. I'll find the fly in the oint-ment.”

"Y ou do that, Rudoalf. I've got to get an update on this weather situ-ation—it looks bad. I'll get back
toyou." She paused. "Anything else?"

"l'vegot it."

"O.K." The commo key light winked out as Elsabroke the cir-cuit.

Altborg leaned back in hischair, put his hands on top of his head, and exhaled noisily. Helifted his
right foot and gently shoved for-ward the switch that would start Sdes andlysis of Oli€sdataon theillega
eghty-eight train.

Asthe computer sucked in the information that had been stored in the feeder complex and gained up
on the comparison cycles, Altborg whistled tuneless y—as he had a habit of doing when the pressure was
building—and made up alim-erick to take hismind off histrou-bles.

"An ecologist fair named Spit-zen,

To make certain that everything fitsin,

Says'Rudolf, clean up the pro-gram,

Evenif you don't giveadamn,



Or whether you're coming to your wits end.
Altborg smiled. "Hey diddle, diddle; right down the middie. Whao's on the griddle?”

"Wow. That ga istoo much," said the meteorologi<t.

"Hm-m-m?" his partner grunted, without looking up from hismoni-tors.

"She's calling for anew wesether plot every fifteen to twenty min-utes.”

"So—she wants to keep informed. She's the boss, isn't she?”!

"No way to make amistake about it. Shejust had Altborg on the pipe, and laced him up one side
and down the other—as much as she ever does on the commo, at least.”

The monitor section of Botany Bay station did more than plot and record the weether. It resembled
the bridge of astarship—though it was not nearly so large or complex. Data cameinto it from adozen
different kinds of sensors and sys-tems. Security personne kept their attention to visua readouts of
sens-ing devices on the station perimeter and in the control sheds. Records speciaists were constantly
feeding information from chipsinto retrieval sorage and recording dl in-terna commo between
compartments and sections. The two weathermen at their console were only asmall part of the constant
activity in the monitor section.

"How did hetakeit?" asked the second meteorologist.

"There's only one way with her, and that'sto takeit, and smile, and say 'Thank you,' when she's
fin-ished."

"l suppose.” The second mete-orologist straightened from his screens and with the hedl of hishand
rapped akey that would send arecap of the current weather status into the crossover for storageinthe
main computer's memory. "Thetrouble with Altborg is he's got the hots for Elsa. Wrecks his objectivity.
Hisjudgment isn't working a al well."

"How do you know so much about it?!

"Jll told me™

"Leaveit to arecords specidist to be up on the gossp.”

"Besdesthat, shesnicetolook at."

Thefirst meteorologist chuckled. "Count your blessngsthat you're involved with Jill. If you had
hooked up with Elsa, you sure wouldn't have any time for section gossip.”

The other smiled. "Y eah. | don't know if | could handle her at al.”

"That'swhat's eating Struan, probably. Damn, has he been in amood, lately. Beats me why he ever
picked on Elsato begin with."

"| think it was the other way around,” the second man said. "Y eah?'

"Sure. Elsas satisfied with Struan as an object of her affection—she knows she can handle
him—knows he won't give her any trouble.”

"That's one of the thingsthat's got Altborg chewing up therug. | think, anyway. Elsais apparently
perfectly satisfied with Struan, but she won't give Altborg atumble. Like you said—it's hard on his
ego—wrecks his objectivity."

"Logicd.”

"What Altborg can't seeisthat Elsawouldn't be likely to care for any liaison with him; if for no other
reason than the fact that she's pretty heavy on the ego, herself. Oops. Here she comes, again.”

The commo key lit up and buzzed smultaneoudly.

"Yes, Elsa" said thefirst mete-orologist.

"What's the weather doing?' Elsa asked.

The first meteorologist quickly scanned the screens and riffled through the hard copies of there-cap
printouts. "Still stiffening. The kphisup 7.6. Barometer still drop-ping, steadily. Current rate of storm:
force gamma-zero. The ac-tivity center isfifty klicks out, com-ing in on bearing two-zero-five at twelve
klicks per; up two full klicksfrom last recap.”

"What'syour plot on full bregk?"

"Hm-m-m. Trend sidesindicate well get it about 2300, but it will be dacked off enough for usto get
out of the pods by 0600."



In her office, Elsasmiled dightly. "In other words," she said into the commo pickup, "we better nall
our shoesto the deck, or well blow away."

"Affirmative," the meteorologi<t replied. "Thislooks like the mean-est stroke of westher we've seen
yet on Hannigan.”

"OK.," shesad. "I'll get back toyou."

At the exit portal of the main pod, Olie took his bug off the board, wrote on it where he was going
and his expected time of return, and handed the plastic chip acrossto the security man on duty, who
punched the information into his console. The active inrush dataiin thisloca console continued to sort
itsdlf until each entry was manudly cleared. If atechnician was gone over his estimated time, the console
would flash theinfor-mation up on a screen, aerting the duty security to the possibility that the man might
be in some trouble. The only other job which that duty security had was to make certain that no local
natives or anima life gained entry to the pod. The night security duty was agood place to catch up on
your reading.

The security man had hisreader propped on his knees and jacked into the library channel. "Hit the
sgn-out sheet, too," he said to Olie. "We're on awesather aert.” "Sure thing,” Olie replied. "What are you
reading?' he asked as he carefully printed the information on the clipboard.

"Spec-fiction," the other man an-swered. " 'Slavers of Space.' Weird stuff. Don't catch cold,” he said
as he activated the portal.

Olie gasped asthewind hit him full in the face. He had to lean steeply into the fierce gde to keep his
feet, and dtill nearly fell severa times before he got to shed number twelve.

Thewind nearly tore the hatch-way from his hands as he opened it. It dammed back against the
frame, but the noise waslost on the howling wind, which was be-ginning to drive snow beforeit now, as
it swept in off Botany Bay. The piling clouds were no longer visible in the darkness—only the scream of
the wind and the degt, biting into the surface of Flanni-gan. But that was enough to tell anyone that even
heavier weather was dready on the way.

Olie had to throw all hisweight on the hatch to pull it shut behind him. Therewasalow click asthe
electric hinges engaged, telling the security monitors that the hatch was now closed.

The Y eep were dl up and twit-tering among themselves, awakened by the blast of wind from the
open hatch. Olie hurried to the rear pen and his eighty-eights.

They clustered near the fence when they saw him, and made inquiring little noises at him. Oliewasthe
only human they knew.

"Takeit easy, chickens" Olie said, as he spread feed into their trough. "Take it easy. Just alittle bad
wesether."

The eighty-eightswere plainly jumpy &t the noise of the wind and the creaking of the shed, but Olie's
voice seemed to reassure them, as did hisregular habit of feeding them himsdf. These Y egp didn't know
their existence was a secret. They only knew that this man came to feed them twice each day, and they
sensed his specid feding for them.

Oliefed the other Y eep that were housed inside the shed, then returned to the pen where his
elghty-eightswere now feeding quietly.

"Altborg wantsto kill you dl," he said to them.

Onetiny Y eep, only afew weeks old, was bobbing around the cluster of hiselders, trying vainly to
shoul-der hisway up to the trough. The more he struggled, the less effect he had. The older Yeep
munched their feed contentedly and ignored him. As his vexation grew, he be-gan to squed
furioudy—nhis attempt to duplicate the shrieking sound made by adult Y eep.

"So," Oliesaid, "you think the squeaky whed always gets the grease, do you? Well, kid, the older
you grow, the more you'l learn. "Tain't necessarily so. Altborg isboxing mein, dowly but surdly, just like
your folks, here—and, God knows, I've been howling my head off. What has it got me? Nothing but
trouble. I know I'm right—but Altborg knows he'sright, too. We can't both be right, can we, kid?"

The baby Y eep was beginning to wear himself out now. He stopped squeding and retired to the far
sde of the pen, where he licked his nose disgustedly and sat down, panting for bresth.



"Rather than let Altborg extermi-nate dl of you, maybe I'd be better off to do the job myself and try
to forget about it. | don't know why I'm so upset about you guys, any-way. No one else seemsto givea
damn. If | killed you dl off, there wouldn't be any evidence—no redl evidence—that you ever existed.
My career would be clean, and I'd be out of trouble.”

The baby Y eep got to his spindly legs and |ooked straight at Olie, with his head cocked to one side.
Olie cocked his own head and looked back. ™Y ou think I'm nuts, don't you, kid? Maybe | am.”
Sud-denly, Olie smacked hisfigt into hishand. "But, damn it, I'm right. Ev-erything | know tellsmeI'm
right." Olie thought for amoment, sorting over al the desperate dternatives that were open to him now,
since he had managed to work himself into this very tight spot. None of them made real senseto him,
ex-cept one. He knew he couldn't bear to kill off the elghty-eights himsdlf, and he didn't think he could
take knowing that Altborg would haveit done.

"Phooey," Otie said to himself. " Altborg isn't going to buy my bar-gain. Heisn't going to let meturn
you looseto seeif you can makeit."

The baby Y eep a the rear of the pen sniffed the ground, and pawed at it, flexing both halves of his
right front hoof.

"Y ou know it, too, don't you kid. If Altborg won't give you a chance, maybe I'll just sneak out
there—as soon as the slorm lets up—and turn you al loose myself.”

The baby Y eep took adeep breath, gathering himsdf on his skinny legs, and galloped headlong
toward the cluster of Y eep at the feeding trough. The momentum of his charge carried him well into the
flock. Squeding triumphantly, he squirmed and wriggled hisway up to the trough, amost faling head-first
intoit. Helooked up smugly a Olig, asif to say, "See? That's how it'sdone," and then he began to edt.

Olielooked down at the trough for amoment. Not only was this youngster tougher than the others,
he assuredly was smarter. Olie blinked his blue eyes afew times, then straightened to hisfull height, and
turned toward the hatchway.

Back in the main pod, Olie signed in and hung his bug back on the personnel board. "How's the
book?" he asked the security man.

The duty security shrugged. "1 don't know why | read the stuff." "How's that?"

"Oh, the guy had everything go-ing good; then, dl of asudden, he decided it was long enough and
ended it. | wasjust getting wound up, and he said 'Surprise!l’ and wrapped it al up on mein three pages.
| don't know why | read the Stuff.”

Olie strode purposefully down the passage, thinking to himsalf what would be the best way to handle
thisthing. Get to your own lab, he decided, and call Elsa fromthere. No point in just busting in on
her. She'll be furious enough when she has the whole story, anyway. Altborg isn't going to give
you any satisfaction. On the other hand, he does deserve the courtesy of asking what he got from
the sides eval-uation of the eighty-eights. That will have to be done first. Going straight to Elsa,
now, after having made a deal—however shaky—with Altborg, would just be going off
half-cocked.

Hedidn't knock.

Altborg looked up from the con-sole, where he had been sitting, pondering the whichness of thewhy.
"Yes?' hesad.

My turn, thought Olie. "What'd you find out from the computer about the eighty-eights?'

"Haven't got it back out, yet," Altborg lied. "Thejob is Stting on standby.”

"What for?"

"The machineis busy running data updates and recapping this weather development.”

"Very likey," Oliereplied. "I'vejust been out iniit. It'srotten.”

"Not afit night out for man or Y eep, eh?"

"Something likethat." Olie's gaze moved about the room, stopping abruptly at apile of printouts next
to the feeder complex. He moved closer to Altborg and the console. "I've made up my mind, Altborg.”

"About what?" Altborg asked pleasantly.

"About my eghty-eights. I've been out there in the shed with them. They can makeit. | know they



can makeit."

"Hang on aminute," Altborg soothed. "L et's see what the comparative andyss says.”

"Nope. I'mgoing to Elsa”

"Yourewhat?'

"I'm goingto Elsa, and I'm go-ing tolay it on theline.”

"Don't beasap, Olie."

"l told you. My mind is made up."

"Hah! Questionis, what'sit made up of ?'

"Skip theword games, Altborg. If you've got the Sides program printout, say so. If you don't, I'll go
without it."

Altborg got to hisfeet. "Y ou won't go—with it or without it. Look, I'm trying to keep both of usfrom
being bailed in ail. If anybody goesto Elsa, I'll go . . ." He smiled crookedly. "Unless, of course, you
haveapurdy socid cdl inmind."

Oliebrigtled. "I'mtired of that noise, too. So forget it. Don't worry. | won't implicate you. I'll take the
wholeload mysdlf. | developed the eighty-eights—not you. If anybody gets roasted, I'll take the whole
roasting alone. No one has to know that you were even aware of the eighty-eights.”

"That may sound al right to you," Altborg said quickly. "But, it will sure make melook likeaprize
sap, and you know it."

"Oh?" Olie was beginning to lose histemper. Something, he thought for an instant, rubbed him the
wrong way about Altborg. It had, he decided, aways rubbed him the wrong way. He was getting mad
now, and he was enjoying it, as he had never enjoyed getting mad be-fore.

"Oh?" he repeated. "How's that?"

"Some section chief I'll 1ook like—when everyone knows that a plain organic mechanic pulled the
wool over my eyes—developed astrain of Y eep outside the program without my ever knowing it."

"Well," Olie shrugged, "that'stheway it is. Too bad.”

"Wait aminute," said Altborg smoothly.

Olie edged around toward the console. When he was close enough, he reached out and snatched up
the printout, glancing at it briefly. "L ooks like your job came out of the computer while you were adeep,
or something."

He moved toward the door.

"Put that down!" snapped Altborg, who was aready moving around from behind the console toward
Olie

"Too late, Rudolf. Too late” Olieredized with asmilethat thiswasthefirst time he had ever called
Altborg by hisfirst name. He didn't know what the change was—he was too busy—»but he knew it felt
good.

Even as Altborg swung hisfigt, Olie—like the frustrated baby Y eep—was charging forward. His
momentum carried them both to the deck. The pile of printouts Olie had been clutching tumbled in ahegp
by the doorway. They rolled behind the console, thrashing madly, each trying to get ontop and land a
punch. Altborg tangled in the console chair as Olie scrambled to hisfeet, but as he came up after him,
Altborg brought afist with him from the deck. It didn't land squarely. Olie had seen it and was dready
moving to one side, but the blow glanced off hisjaw, and sent him backwards over the console,
headfirg.

Altborg started to climb after him. Olie came up from the deck, eyes glassy, but he was clutching a
heavy dilon waste canigter in hisright hand. As Altborg launched himsdf from the work surface of the
console, Olie brought the canister around in an arc and bounced it off his skull with aclang. Altborg's
forward momentum dacked for asecond, then he sag-ged to the deck. He gathered hislegs under him,
garting to pull himself to hisfeet.

No point in being halfway about it, thought Olie. He brought the can-ister down on top of
Altborg's head, then dropped it, steadied himself against the console to keep from falling, and looked
down at the ill form lying on the deck.

Aswas hismethodical custom, Olie knelt beside Altborg, checked his pulse and respiration, skinned



back an eydid, and then smiled. "Well, he'snot dead . . . But, he'sgoing to have one hell of aknot on his
head when he comes around.”

That felt good, too.

Olie stayed on one knee until he caught hiswind. Only one thought kept him from lying down,
himself. He wanted, at that moment, to just lie down and go to deep, and never get up again. But,
regardless of what happened now, he had to put the whole thing before Elsa

Wearily he gathered up the printouts he had dropped and headed for his own lab, Sraight-ening out
the computer evaluation as he haf ran, haf staggered down the passage.

In hislab, he gathered the origi-nas of hishard copy runs on the Y eep, including his eighty-eights,
and stuffed the whole works into a case. While he worked, he rapped the commo key with his knuckles
and punched out the call for Elsas office.

No answer.

He put in asecond call, to her quarters.

"Yes?' sheanswered.

Oliesmiled. "Elsa? Are you de-cent?'

"Olie?lsthat you?Y ou sound awful.”

"l am," Olie panted. "Are you decent?"

"Yes, but—"

"I'll beright there." He broke the circuit and headed for the door.

For apatient forty minutes, Elsalistened while Olie briefed her on hisfindings about the seventy-five
strain of Y eep, piling up data sheets and tissue printouts of sample bio-anayses as he went. And, while
he laid out the entire story on the eighty-eight strain, why he had devel oped them, why he believed so
gtrongly in them, and hisreasonsfor believing Altborg had been dedling to him off the bottom of the
deck.

Findly, he had gone over al of it, and sood waiting for her reac-tion, not having any ideawhat form
it would take.

She stared at the wall for several minutes, then turned to him. "'V ery concise report, no more chance
for preparation than you had.”

"Likel said,” Oliereplied, "I didn't know wheat the Sides evauation was. | never had timeto read it
over until | laid it on your table, here.”

"Even s0," she said, "It does support your guesses. Guesses have no placein scientific work. |
thought you knew that."

"Yes, Elsa | know it. Believe me, | know it. But, | knew | wasright."

Her eyes narrowed. "What if you had been wrong?'

"But, | wasn't—"

"You might have been. Y ou know damn well you might have been.”

"I know. But, | couldn't get any-thing from Altborg—and he was greasing up hisreportswith all
kinds of optimistic information that was only a skip and a hop from being downright false."

"Agreed. That was something you should have brought to me at the time, instead of going of f
half-cocked—outside the program. | can't go along with that kind of rule-breaking, Olie—regardless of
my persond fedingsfor you. The only way any of us can be scientistsisto be scientists and technicians
when we're supposed to be scien-tists and technicians. The fact that we're men and women," she paused,
"and we sometimes have personal, emotiond relationships, is something we have to put away. We have
to lock it up somewhere before we go into the lab or into the field. That's what Rudolf didn't do. It got
himinamess, didnt it?' "That'swhat I'm saying. Y es. He got so pushed out of shape about you not
giving him atumble, hefell down on thejob.”

"And so did you, Olie. Don't look at methat way. Y ou know damn well you did. Y ou got so
wrapped up in the Gratchii and the Y eep with your emotions, that you couldn't see them with your
science. You, much as| hateto say it, blew it. Y ou went outside the program, didn't you? Because you
couldn't stay within the very neces-sary discipline of scientific proce-dures offered by that



program—dis-ciplinesthat are set down to keep us objective."

Shewaited for him to answer. "Yes" headmitted. "Yes, | did." "Y ou defied production
requirements. Y ou chucked proceduresinto the can. Y ou deliberately flouted my authority—disregarded
my orders. Y ou broke every rulein the book."

Olie stared at her. Not here, too, he thought. She's saying the same things Altborg said. |
thought— thought she would be, somehow ...

Finaly, he spoke. "'l thought ... | mean, that'sthe kind of thing Altborg was giving me. Y ou—"

"Y ou thought I'd let you get away with it, just because | happen to like you ahell of alot? Just
be-cause | might bein love with you?'

"WdI?' hesadirritably. "Aren't you?"'

"l don't know," shereplied evenly. "And neither do you. Weve talked about that, before. Summer
romance, and dl that. Wewon' realy know—either of us—until we get this project wrapped up, get off
Hannigan, and spend sometime back in civilization. | think | do loveyou, but | can't et that have
anything to do with thisbusinesswith the Y eep.”

"Damnit! Charity isnot what I'm after!”

She put her hand on hisarm. "Oh, Olie!" She paused, searching for the words. "Y ou're such afool,
sometimes. Don't you see?If | et thisgo past, just because | think | love you, | won't be any better than
Rudolf—aknothead of a sci-entist who can't tell the difference between hisemotions and hiswork. That
can't bethe basisfor this—it just cant.”

Olierubbed hiseyes. "You'reright. You'reright. I'm sorry | barked at you. | didn't expect you to just
pat me on the head and kissme. | guess | got mad because | was hoping you would, even though | knew
you wouldnt."

"Thepoint is, Olie, as| sad, that you broke every rulein the book. Y ou even broke the rules when
you punched Rudolf. Persondly, I'm glad you did. | wish | had seeniit. | think he probably had it coming.
But, asthe ecologicd engi-neer in charge, | haveto look at it from afurther perspective.”

"l agreewith dl that," he said. "But—after dl issaid and done. . . And, by theway, I'm willing to
take whatever you dish out—whatever you think isright. After al issaid and done, what about my
Yeep?| agreethat | let my own objectivity get away from me. | can see that, now—now that it'stoo
late. It may proveto be apretty expensive lesson, but | can seeit, now."

Sheamiled. "I didn't think you had it in you—to believe so strongly that you were right that you
would kick over the program and take the bit in your teeth that way. Good for you, Olie. | don't know if
you know it or not, or even if | should tell you, but that's how | made my reputation. | got stubborn about
aprogram once, on Kalenberg's Planet. | juggled data. | fed phoney information into the computer. The
works."

Olieblinked. ™Y ou—"

"That'sright." Elsachuckled throatily. "Me. Theiron fist inthe velvet glove,' | believethey cal me
around here. Yes. | did the samething. | wasright, though, so my bosses didn't roast me dive. | was
right, but for dl the right reasons, | waswrong. | just got lucky. It taught me ahdl of alesson, be-lieve
me"

"What about my Y eep?' Olie asked, again.

"Good question. | don't want to seethe Gratchii fal on hard times, either. Not because their Y eep
are dying off, and not because our sev-enty-five strainisaflat faillure. | think you're right about the
eighty-eight strain.”" She arched an eye-brow. "The eighty-eight strain that you developed without
authorizartion.”

"Dontrubitin.

"Y ou need to haveit rubbed in, Olie. If you learn the same lesson from thisas| did on Kallenberg's
Panet, the whole messwill beworthwhile.”

"And the Yeep?' he persisted.

Elsasghed. "I'm going to give them awhirl. See how they do. Not because of you, persondly,” she
added quickly. "Make no mistake about that. | think you may have the answer. I'm not going to kiss off



your work just because you let alot of other things run away with your responsibilitiesasa
tech-nician—as ascientist. Scienceis science, discoveries are discoveries, even if they're made by a
homici-da maniac who is researching for anovel way to poison someone. | know the differences about
that, too, though | didn't learn them the sameway as | learned the lesson about scientific discipline. Now,
areyou satisfied?'

"Except for onething.”

"Whichis?"

"Altborg. Hell try to kill the eighty-eights, once he knows I've given you thisinformation.”

"No, hewon't."

"What makes you so sure?’

"The pods are sedled. Have been for nearly an hour, since you werein hisoffice. If you hadn't been
punching each other slly, you would have heard the alert. The weather is up to the point where we can't
safely go out until the storm has passed.”

"Oh"

"So, your Y eep are safetill morning—yprovided they don't blow away tonight." Elsareached for the
commo key and punched through to security.

"Yes Elsa”

"Dr. Altborg isredtricted to the main pod.”

"For how long?'

"Until after | go out in the morning.”

"Whét reason areweto give, if heinquires?'

"My orders" she snapped. "Good enough?"*

"Yes, maam!”

Elsabroke the circuit, and punched out a shutoff code to the effect that she would take no more cals
until 0630.

Then, sheturned to Olie. "Now, then. Let's get agood night's deep; then, we'll see what your Y eep
cando.”

The pae sunlight of Flannigan broke through a soggy, overcast cloud-cover and sparkled on the
clean, new snow and fresh dick ice deposited by the storm.

Only two sheds were till stand-ing. The inflatable control sheds had been engineered for some gtiff
westher, but the massive storm which had swept across Botany Bay station during the night was far past
the marginsthat had been built into these systems. Severd sheds had gone down as their webs and
guying had given way, dlow-ing the gae winds to stretch the vyathane skins beyond ther limits of
eladticity. One shed was com-pletely blown away—ripped loose from its moorings and carried off by the
fierce wind and deet. Two sheds had been reduced to shredded tatters, still guyed down, but only torn
fragments of vya-thane, flapping in the morning breeze.

Shed number eeven and shed number twelve.

The perimeter of the station was littered with dead Y eep. Asthe sheds had started to give way, they
had panicked—like the lovable idiots they were—and scattered. Some had been smothered in the sheds
that went down. Others had died at the stun-fence. Still others had piled themselves together in clumpsto
keep warm, and smoth-ered the ones on the bottom of the pile.

Oliewas weary and defeated as he and Elsawa ked the shed area, surveying the damage.

They stopped dongside one of the dead eighty-eights.

"Maybeit's better thisway," said Olie ruefully. "Maybe they wouldn't have madeiit, after dl.”

"WEell find out,” Elsasaid. "'l think you had the answer. | thought you had it last night, and | till think
it—storm or no gorm."

Olie shook hishead dgjectedly. "1 guess—I sort of made pets out of my eighty-eights. That'swhy it's
hard to take—seeing them spread out, dead, al over the place.”

"Nonsense," said Elsabriskly. "Weve got your data. Well program up anew group of
eighty-eights—inside the system, and see what we get. Don't go off half-cocked again, Olie. It won't be



hard to get abody-count on the eighty-eights. Maybe some of them madeit.”

Elsa's commo beeped.

Sheflipped thekey. "Yes?'

"Altborg, here, sweets. Come up to the top of the main pod, will you? Bring Olie dong. | want to
show you something.”

Altborg was sporting alarge shaved spot on his head and a spray-web dressing, which covered the
contusion left by his skull's sudden collison with the waste canigter.

"Did you drag us up hereto see the sunlight glint on that knot on your head?"' Elsa asked. Her tone
was hdf-joking, haf-irritated.

"Not abit. Hardly felt it." He eyed Olie. "No hard fedings, old man." He reached out and stroked the
large bruise on Olie'sjaw. "Lookslike | gave asgood as| got.”

"All right, Altborg. Get to it. What's on your mind?' Olieingtinctively drew away from Alt-borg's
touch.

"Take apeek in the scope.” He motioned for both of them to come closer to the optical system.

Far below them, out on the fresh dick ice, there was amilling clump of eghty-eights.

Oliegsface brightened. "They madeit! Some of them madeit!"

"Wadl," Altborg said, offhand-edly. "Likel said, they'refaling down alot. But, take acloser look."

It wastrue. Mogt of the elghty-eights were wobbling around on the dick ice, their gait growing more
and more unsteady. When they findly lost their footing, one end of them would go down with asplat,
damming ether their heads or their rumps onto the dick ice.

They would remain in that gro-tesque posture for severa seconds, then gradually pull themselves up
on al four legs once more, only to have the other end flop out from under them.

A few, notably the younger ones, were sailing along without any ap-parent difficulty. With their
inborn habit of locking their knees and jumping up and down in one spot when they were excited, it was
asmple step for them to lock thelr legsinto astiff pogtion, draw the two articulable haves of their
hooves close together and skim aong on the dick ice, asthough they were wearing ice skates. When
they wanted to dow down, they smply spread each hdf of the hoof and dug in thelittle finger at the rear
of thefoot, setting up braking friction ontheice.

Olielaughed doud.

"Lo and behold—serendipity," Altborg said.

"Onething that'swrong, though,” Elsamused.

"What'sthat?' Olie asked sud-denly.

"Look at the speed they're mak-ing," she answered. "They're sailing dong much faster than the
Gratchii can run. Now the Gratchii won't be able to catch them.”

"Maybe," Olie remarked, "we could teach the Gratchii how to ski."



